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Her Daddy’s Debt

	 

	Felicia bounced down the sidewalk of her hometown. Her dad’s little colonial on the corner looked so quaint now that she was back for the summer from her first year of college.

	The warmth of the summer air kissed her tanned skin and the sunlight seemed to glisten in the blonde lengths of her hair.

	She’d gone out to grab a soda from the 7-Eleven down the street. Gone maybe 15 minutes at most.

	But by the time her childhood home came back into view, another car sat in the driveway behind her dad’s.

	It was some expensive sporty red coupe, all glossy paint and shiny chrome with tinted windows.

	When she climbed the couple stairs of the stoop to the front door, she heard her dad and someone she’d never met before arguing.

	“I’m sorry, Bill, I just don’t have the money to pay you right now,” her dad said.

	Felicia paused with her hand on the cool metal handle of the screen door. 

	She didn’t like the tone in her dad’s voice. He sounded worried.

	“That’s tough, Sam. Real tough,” the stranger, Bill, said, “But times are tough all around. You think I’d be coming here asking for what you owe me if times weren’t tough?”

	“They cut the hours at the plant. No more overtime for at least a month, maybe two. Can’t you wait until then?” her dad said.

	“Not if you want to keep your nice little life good for you and your daughter,” Bill said.

	“Damn it! If I pay you now I’ll miss the mortgage payment this month. Probably next month’s, too.”

	“Not my problem, Sam,” he said.

	Felicia’s stomach went all tight. She hadn’t even realized her dad was in any trouble at all. He’d been a good dad, shielding her from that sort of thing, letting her go off to an expensive, out-of-state school.

	Just who does this guy think he is?

	“I need more time!” her dad said.

	Felicia couldn’t take it anymore. She yanked the screen door open and danced her way into the house.

	The two men, her dad and this Bill guy, stood in the living room, each of them gripping a sweating brown bottle of Bud.

	Her dad was red in the face.

	“Hi, daddy!” Felicia said.

	“Hey, sweetie. I’m a bit busy right now. Can we talk later?” her dad said.

	Meanwhile, Bill kept looking at her. She knew that look from guys at school. Knew that hunger as his eyes ran their way up and down the lithe tightness of her youthful, 18-year-old body.

	Bill was a tall, mean-looking sonofabitch with a couple days’ worth of salt-and-pepper stubble on his sharp cheeks. A scuffed-up gold wedding band adorned one finger. His knuckles looked all scarred up.

	He reminded her of some heavy from a gangster movie, sent to collect a debt. 

	Is that was this is? Who is this guy? Why does dad owe him money?

	Her body reacted to him on a visceral level. She tightened low in her stomach, and when that tightness relaxed a lovely, languid heat spread even lower.

	Her nipples perked up against the thin fabric of her top. Her lips parted and she teased at them with the tip of her tongue.

	She missed the rough-looking guys from the area when she was at school. They were all preppy and rich. Nice for a husband, but not for a fling.

	“Everything okay, daddy?” Felicia said. Her eyes kept flicking to Bill, who kept watching her with this hungry intensity.

	Her dad noticed. Noticed and didn’t like it.

	“Just fine, sweetie. Just some old business to take care of. Nothing you need to concern yourself with.”

	“If you say so. I’ll just be up in my room, okay?” she said.

	She missed her dorm room back at school. Sure, the bed was bigger here. But this was the bed she’d grown up in. And she wasn’t a kid anymore.

	The stairs were by the front door, and as she walked up she felt Bill’s eyes on her again. Drinking in the sight of her long, smooth legs and the way her high, firm ass swayed in her shorts.

	And everything wasn’t okay, she knew.

	She knew because Bill didn’t leave. She listened to them argue longer, with Bill finally insisting on staying around until her dad had the money owed.

	With some reluctance, her dad let him have the guest room down the hall from Felicia’s bedroom.

	Later that night, she crept out into the hall. She wore nothing but a thin bedtime tank top and a pair of white cotton panties. Her usual sleepwear.

	The master bedroom was close by, the door open a crack. Felicia pushed it open and peered within.

	Her dad was passed out on the bed, five empty bottles of Bud on his nightstand and his laptop open to his online banking statement.

	Felicia couldn’t let this happen. She had to take care of her father. Shield him from the bad people the way he’d shielded her.

	It was just a stroke of luck that the bad man in question was a rough-looking hottie who got her panties moist when she thought about how it might feel to have his rough hands all over her smooth, sensitive skin.

	Resolved to help, she crept down the hall to the guest bedroom.

	That door was open a crack as well. Within, Bill slept with the cover only partially on him. He was bare-chested, tattoos crawling all over his skin and indistinguishable in the darkness.

	Felicia crept into the room, her heart pounding and her pussy quivering.

	Bill stirred, rolling over onto his side. Felicia stopped, her heart slamming against her ribs so hard she thought it might burst through her chest.

	Her pussy went all slick and warm, quivering eagerly within her.

	How big was Bill?

	Was this going to work?

	Was she really about to do this?

	All those questions kept running through her mind.

	She slid slowly onto the bed, the sheets smooth and warm against her palms. Her panties felt damp between her thighs.

	She slid in against him, shivering at the warmth of his skin against hers.

	Felicia’s body pebbled with goosebumps against his. Her nipples stiffened as they rubbed against his body. She looked at the strong line of his jaw, the way his features had softened and become almost angelic while he slumbered. He kissed her lightly on the forehead, calling her by someone else’s name. She figured it was his ex-wife.

	She said, “Shh.”

	She put one hand on his chest, feeling the powerful muscles. Then she moved it slowly down his body. He groaned a little in his sleep, his head turning. 

	He had on nothing but boxers, she found out. His cock twitched as her fingers felt it through his underwear. She found the button, undoing it with her index finger and thumb.

	He groaned again as she reached in and pulled his shaft out. She was breathing so quickly now, her heart slamming in her chest. She was getting so wet it was almost uncomfortable. He felt so large in her fingers, even soft.

	His mouth opened and he breathed out quietly as she stroked him. The skin moved up and down on his hardening cock. He hugged her close again as he became fully stiff. She couldn’t touch her fingertips together around him anymore. 

	She couldn’t believe how hard he felt. His cock throbbed with the beat of his heart. Bringing her hand up high, she ran her thumb around the ridge of the head. He shuddered a little. 

	Felicia licked her lips. She shifted herself, going up onto her hands and knees and facing his feet. 

	Throwing her hair back behind her head, she grabbed the base of his cock and held him pointing straight up at her mouth. She looked back at him, wondering if he’d woken up yet. He apparently hadn’t.

	Smiling, she knew what she was about to do would. 

	Getting her lips good and moist, she put them against the tip of his cock. She pursed them, keeping them fairly tight. They slowly parted as she pushed them down the head of his shaft.

	Her lips made it not quite half way when she pulled them back up. He tasted so good that she’d started to salivate right away. In the light from the streetlamp outside, she could see the wet glistening of her spit on him.

	She moaned as she pushed her mouth down him for a second time. As she pulled back up, she let the tip of her tongue tease along the bottom of the head, right where she knew it was extra sensitive. His hips arched a little as she did this, driving him back through the tight ring her lips had made. 

	Reaching behind her, she grabbed his hand. She put it on her ass, squeezing his fingers against her firm flesh. 

	He swelled in her mouth for a moment, so she pulled back and teased the slit at his tip with her tongue. 

	“God...” He muttered. 

	Hearing how aroused she was making him just made her pussy get wetter. The desire to touch herself, to feel that wetness, arose. But she couldn’t satisfy it, since both her hands were occupied. 

	She sunk her lips down his member and brought them up again and again, going a little faster as he began waking up more.

	“What... What’s going on?” Bill said, wiping at his eyes.

	She let her teeth drag gently along his slick member. 

	“Oh!” Bill said, starting to push himself up into a more reclined position.

	He turned on the lamp by his bed and looked down. 

	Felicia sat back as well. She used her hand to continue smearing her saliva up and down his hard cock.

	“Felicia? What are you doing? What... Oh...” He said, his eyes squeezing shut as she tightened her grip on him.

	“Hi Mister Smith. Glad you woke up to join me. Does it feel good? Do you like me?”

	“What? Yes, it feels good. But Felicia, your dad’s just down the hall—“

	“Passed out. Nothing’s going to wake him up but a good night’s sleep. That gives me all the time I need to help you through your... situation.”

	“Felicia!” Bill said, reaching for her fingers, trying to get her to let go of his stiff shaft.

	She smacked his hand away.

	“Come on, Bill, you have a sexy, mostly naked girl in your bed who just had her mouth around your hard cock. Are you really going to turn her out? Don’t you want me?”

	Grabbing his hand, she put it on one of her breasts. She felt him shiver as he felt her stiff nipple against his palm.

	Then, all the protest gone out of him, he fell back on the bed, closing his eyes.

	Felicia smiled. She got up on him, straddling his chest with her knees. Her ass and pussy were mere inches from his face.

	“But before we go any further… I want to make sure that if this happens, my dad won’t owe you anything anymore,” she said.

	“It’s a lot of money…” Bill groaned, shaft so hard it trembled with need.

	“Trust me, I’m worth it…” she said, taking his finger and surrounding it with the softness of her tongue as she pulled it into her mouth. She let it slide out all glistening with her saliva.

	“God… Okay…” Bill said.

	Felicia smiled.

	Tossing her hair back again, she returned to sucking on his hard cock. Her saliva had started getting a little cold on him, and she needed to warm him back up. From that angle, she could push her mouth much farther down him. He moaned, his hips lifting as he tried to thrust deeper into her hot, moist lips. 

	She started massaging his balls with her hand as her mouth moved up and down his length. She squeezed them lightly, letting the skin move around on them.

	“Felicia...” Bill moaned.

	More goosebumps broke out on her thighs as she felt his hot breath against her sex. She smiled inwardly as her hands grabbed her by the ass again. He squeezed her cheeks, letting his fingers push into the firm flesh.

	When he pushed her panties to the side, she jerked back off his cock, squeezing her eyes shut. His lips pressed against her pussy, right over her clit. The tip of his tongue flicked out against it, again and again.

	“Bill!” Felicia said, trying to be quiet.

	Her hand jerked up and down his shaft faster and faster as she bit her lip between her teeth.

	“That’s it, Bill, yeah... Play with my wet little pussy. Do you like how wet I am for you?” 

	Shoving her lips back down his cock, she sucked him hard and fast. They both moaned in pleasure.

	He swelled in her mouth again, and she felt his balls lift a little, getting tighter. Her pussy had clenched up, and she jumped a little each time he flicked her clit with his tongue. More and more of her juices leaked out onto his face, and this just seemed to make him want her more. 

	Finally, when she could take it no more, she pulled her mouth off him again.

	“I need you to fuck me, Bill. I need to feel this big, hard cock in my tight, little pussy...” 

	Bill made a noise of agreement, his lips still too busy kissing her sex to form words. 

	Felicia turned around, still sitting on him. Bill fondled her breasts as she lifted her hips and shifted backwards. Little shocks of pain moved through her body as he pinched her nipples and rolled them around between his fingers a little. 

	“Grab my ass,” she told him.

	Immediately, his hands slid away from her breasts. They moved down past the flair of her hips to grip her by the cheeks. His muscles flexed as he held her in position.

	Reaching down between her thighs, she grabbed his cock and held it straight up. It felt so wet in her hand, so warm. She shivered as she lowered herself down onto it.

	Bill’s body flexed under hers, going rigid as she sank down on him. 

	“Bill...” Felicia moaned as the lips of her sex parted against his hardness and began slipping down his slick cock. 

	“So tight,” Bill said.

	She’d taken most of his cock in her little pussy by then. Her mouth dropped open and she sucked in deep, gasping breaths as his hard thickness stretched her out around him. 

	His fingertips kept pressing harder and harder into her cheeks as she squeezed around him. 

	Felicia leaned back, putting her hands as far down the tops of his legs as she could go. She lifted her hips, pulling her pussy up along his cock. It made a satisfying wet noise as it rubbed against her sopping walls. 

	Still keeping his grip on her ass, Bill started fucking her. He used the mattress to help shove himself as hard and deep into her as he could. From that angle, the head of his cock rubbed especially hard against the front wall of her sex. 

	Feeling her nipples stiffen even more as a flood of pleasure shot up through her chest, Felicia moaned, begging him to fuck her harder.

	He kept rubbing right up against her G-spot, his hard shaft gripped tightly by her sex as he did.

	“Bill...” she moaned.

	Bill watched as he moved in and out of her. He seemed fascinated by the way her lips seemed to push and pull at the skin on his cock. The deeper he drove into her, the more of him came out wet as he backed up for another thrust.

	She knew she was almost there. Her hands had clenched up around his thighs, and her whole body seemed to have gone rigid.

	Then Bill put his hand flat against her, resting it below her navel. His thumb pushed down between her lips, already spread apart by his thick cock.

	He found her stiff clit and started stroking it with the tip of his thumb. 

	It was like she’d grabbed onto an electrified fence.

	“Bill!” Felicia screamed. 

	The jolt of energy moved her body into overdrive. She started slamming her pussy down onto him as he pushed up into her.

	“Bill! Oh, Bill!” Felicia yelled again as she squeezed tightly around him. The squeeze lasted only a moment before her pussy relaxed. Then she went rigid as it happened again and again. 

	He kept driving up into her the whole time, seeming to ignore the way she tightened around him. Her body trembled so much and her arms felt weak as her orgasm spiralled out of control, threatening to make her fall backwards onto his legs. 

	She shuddered, almost sobbing, as her climax ended and released her from its grip. Felicia leaned forward, putting her hands on his chest. 

	Bill put one hand on the back of her neck and pulled her down into a kiss. His breath felt hot on her lips, and she tasted the need in him.

	Then her eyes widened. Bill sat up, holding her in his lap. Putting one arm on the bed behind her, he laid her on her back. Bracing himself on his hands over her, he started thrusting again. 

	Her head rolled from side to side as she felt how hard he’d become. She knew he was going to come soon. She grabbed his shoulder blades, then let her hands leave long, red scratches all over his back. He hissed at the pain, thrusting harder and faster. He’d swollen inside her, and she knew it would be soon. 

	“Are you going to come? Give it to me. I want it. I want all that hot cum,” Felicia said, snarling.

	Bill threw his head back, his mouth open. He grunted as he pulled his cock out of her. Before he could move any farther away, Felicia grabbed his shaft. It was so slick with her juices.

	A smile broke on her face as she felt his cock flex in her hand.

	“That’s it, give it to me...” Felicia said, stroking him to completion.

	Hot spurts of cum shot out onto her stomach. She jerked spurt after spurt onto her flat tummy. Bill grunted and groaned the whole time, his body held rigidly over hers. 

	Relaxing, he sat back on his haunches. Felicia let the ball of her thumb move over the still-taut head of his cock a few times, rubbing her juices into his flesh. 

	“Feeling better now?” Felicia asked.

	“So much.”

	“Good,” she said, smiling. She’d really enjoyed all this. Bill was a good lay. And his cock was long and thick. Her tight little pussy was already getting sore from the pounding, but in a good way. “What are you going to tell my dad?”

	“That I changed my mind. That we go back quite a ways and I don’t want the money to get in between our friendship,” he said.

	“And are you going to come back again this summer? Because I’m going to want that cock of yours again,” Felicia said.

	“Of course,” he replied.

	



	



Babysitter in Heat

	 

	Shawna earned most of her money babysitting. It worked out pretty nicely with her college schedule, let her get her homework done.

	She’d started back in high school, sitting for family friends.

	And now she was home for a couple of weeks in the summer before starting her co-op program.

	One of those family friends, Michael, a single dad who’d been her father’s friend forever, needed a sitter on short notice.

	And of course Shawna agreed. Actually, when she answered the phone and heard his voice, threads of heat stirred in the pit of her stomach and her heart sped up.

	She’d developed a crush on Michael years ago. Back then it wouldn’t have been right. But now she was 18, old enough to make her own choices. 

	Like the choice to go back to the one who’d gotten away.

	He’d gotten away because one night she’d told him how she felt. He told her that it wasn’t appropriate. That it wasn’t right. She was so young, all that.

	So when she hung up the phone she felt hopeful. Why would he call her? There were plenty of other sitters around.

	There’d been a couple of guys at college that she’d hooked up with just because they sort of resembled Michael.

	All it took for her to cum all over their hard cocks was for her to picture his face. She liked to imagine him whispering into her ear, his breath all hot with need, about how much he wanted to fuck her, and for how long.

	Even just standing there in her parents’ kitchen, she got wet thinking about it.

	She’d never needed to be fucked like she did right at that moment. Her tight little pussy quivered with it, and the bottom of her stomach felt all taut and tingly.

	Her high, pert breasts ached, and her nipples pushed hard against the padding of her sports bra.

	Michael… she thought. She hadn’t even seen him since she’d gone away to college.

	Shawna rushed upstairs to grab her cell, then ran just as quickly down the stairs to pull on a pair of flats.

	Her parents had left her the Corolla, their standby vehicle, to get around town in while she was home. 

	It started right up and she peeled out of the driveway.

	Her heart kept throbbing the whole way over, and she kept shifting her butt around the seat, her body all squirmy and full of restless energy.

	She didn’t even remember that he didn’t want her over that night, but the next.

	She pulled into his driveway and killed the engine. Then she made herself take a single moment to pull the sun visor down and check herself in the mirror.

	Triangles of blush adorned her cheeks, and her lips looked all plump and red. There was a spray of freckles across her face that she’d always thought made her look a little too girlish.

	None of the guys at school had minded looking at those freckles when she had their cocks in her mouth, though.

	It’s finally going to happen!

	Of course, she’d made all those guys wear condoms. But Michael wasn’t just any guy. And nothing would do but that delicious sensation of bare skin on skin.

	She wasn’t on any birth control, but right at that moment she didn’t care.

	She’d waited too long for this to happen to let something like that get in the way.

	She straightened her hair back over her ears, her entire body trembling with anticipation.

	She pressed the doorbell, heard the muffled chime from within followed by footsteps. Her heart fluttered.

	Her pussy was so wet. It quivered and pulsed within her. She’d never needed a man like she did right at that moment.

	Then Michael pulled the door open from within.

	He was just as handsome as she remembered. So mature looking. So strong.

	He frowned down at her. “Shawna? What are you going here?”

	“You wanted a babysitter,” she said, “Here I am.”

	“I wanted a sitter for tomorrow. Eric isn’t even here tonight,” he said.

	Her heart dropped into her stomach when she realized her mistake. Eric was Michael’s son, shared in joint custody with Michael’s ex-wife.

	“That’s actually okay,” Shawna said, heart beating so loud she could barely hear her own voice, “Because I wanted to talk to you anyway.”

	“We shouldn’t,” Michael said, looking at her and then away. His jaw kept working.

	“But we need to. Please?” Shawna said. She reached out and took one of his hands with both of hers. His fingers were so much bigger. He was all warm, too.

	He sighed heavily and looked away. She gave his fingers a squeeze and wondered how he might react if she put his hand on one of her small, firm breasts.

	She also couldn’t help but let her eyes stray down his body to the front of his jeans, wondering what that bulge there meant.

	“We shouldn’t…” he said again.

	Desperation prickled inside of her. “Please? I promise if you don’t like what I have to say I… I’ll go away. I’ll even find you another sitter.”

	“Fine. Come inside,” he said.

	She could’ve skipped with joy, but didn’t. And she only released his hand with reluctance. 

	Then she followed him inside.

	They arrived in the living room, sunlight filtering in through the open blinds.

	“I’ve had a lot of time to think about what I told you about… about how I feel,” Shawna said, barely able to hold herself back, “I’m an adult now, and I still feel the same. I still like you, Michael. I… I still want you.”

	Michael worked his jaw some more. His eyes kept moving to her body as though unable to help themselves.

	“I’ve always liked you, and I’m sorry if you feel that I have been cold to you all this time,” Michael said, finally looking away from her.

	Even though he’d stopped looking at her, the heat between her legs hadn’t cooled at all. She struggled with it.

	Reaching up with one hand, she put it against his cheek. She pushed his face so that he had to look at her again. She wanted to have all this out now, before she lost her nerve. She wanted this to be a nice, pleasant visit.

	“If you like me, then why did you act the way that you did?” Shawna asked.

	He looked away for a moment, then his eyes flicked back to hers. She nearly started at the intensity in them.

	“Because I feel things for you that I shouldn’t feel for the daughter of a close friend.”

	Her body actually shook a little as his words buffeted her. As she saw the look in his eyes, Shawna came to a decision. She knew what needed to happen next.

	“Michael,” she said, the word feeling strange as it came out of her mouth, “I want you to fuck me.”

	Her shapely ass cheeks clenched, pushing her hips forward a little. She didn’t just want him. She needed him. Inside of her. Good and deep and hard.

	His eyes widened. She saw him tremble a little, too. Since they stood so close, she felt something harden against her thigh. She looked down and saw his hard cock, straining against the denim.

	Then he grabbed her around the waist and crushed her body to his. His lips sought hers. His stubble prickled her a little as their lips looked for each other. A jolt of electricity shot right down to her toes as they kissed. His mouth was warm, the flesh surprisingly soft.

	Shawna found her hands had their own desires. They moved round Michael’s back, touching and squeezing the strong muscles she’d admired earlier.

	An involuntary tremble took her body as Michael’s strong hands slid down her back and firmly grasped her by the ass. It was like a dam had broken, and the water that represented their desire came bursting out to drown any other thoughts or wants.

	Leaving one hand on her ass, the other found a handful of hair at the back of her head. He pulled so that she had to break their kiss and look at the ceiling. She whimpered as his lips moved in a moist line down her long neck.

	“Oh, Michael, I’m so wet...” Shawna said.

	She gasped as she felt his teeth against her throat, pressing against her almost to the point of pain. He was like some dominant animal, asserting his power over the object of his desire.

	They almost tripped over Shawna’s luggage as Michael shoved her down onto the bed. He never stopped kissing and lightly biting her neck.

	A moan escaped her throat as she felt his hard bulge pressing against her pussy. Wrapping her legs around his body, she ground against him. Shocks and jolts of pleasure seemed to shoot out of her sex through the rest of her body as his hardness rubbed against her most sensitive parts. 

	Michael stopped kissing her and leaned back a little, pressing his hard bulge against her. He pulled off her shirt. Supporting himself with one arm, he ran his other hand over her taut stomach. His fingers moved between the pert mounds of her breasts and wrapped around her neck for a second.

	He squeezed lightly as she looked into his face. She desperately wanted him to rip off their pants and shove his hard shaft into her.

	His hand moved away from her neck. He cupped one of her breasts through her bra, then the other. She felt her nipples stiffen. 

	Slipping his hand between her back and the bed, he undid the clasp of her bra in one smooth movement. He pulled her bra off slowly, tossing it behind him without looking away from her figure.

	A hungry look took his face as he looked at her bare breasts, with their stiff nipples. Putting both hands on the bed then, he moved lower and took one nipple in his mouth. 

	Shawna grabbed his head with both hands and held his face there. She moaned and wriggled beneath him as his tongue wrapped around the puckered flesh and rubbed against it. She whimpered as she felt his teeth bite down lightly.

	When she could take no more, he moved to the other breast. Her chest rose and fell sharply as she took deep, gulping breaths. 

	“Oh, Michael...” Shawna moaned as she felt the sparks of arousal ignite fires throughout her body.

	She pulled his face away from her breast and made him look at her again, “Will you lick me, Michael?”

	The need to feel his bare flesh against her pussy overwhelmed all other thoughts. If he didn’t touch her there soon, she knew she would just pass out from it all. He looked into her eyes, seeing her need.

	“Yes, baby,” he said.

	He kissed her neck again as she writhed against the hardness of his body. This time, however, his kisses slipped lower. They moved between her breasts and she felt a flush of heat. The kisses reached her stomach and she started moaning. 

	Without breaking the fluidity of his movement, he reached up and undid her shorts. He pulled apart the flaps of the shorts and kissed her there, his lips so tantalizingly close to her sopping slit. 

	When he began pulling her shorts and panties down, he kissed her on one thigh as the flesh was revealed. He threw her clothes onto the floor. 

	His hands slid up her other leg, followed by his lips. The tips of his fingers moved along the outside edge of her pussy and she shivered. Kissing her inner thighs, his hot breath moved over her flesh and through her body. He kissed the little fold of skin between her leg and pussy, then moved his lips so close to her wet slit that she felt them brush past before kissing the other fold.

	“Please, Michael...” Shawna begged.

	Michael changed position, crouched down beside the bed. He grabbed her by the knees and pushed them back so that he had a better angle on the pink lips and folds of her pussy. 

	Sticking his tongue out, he started licking her. She felt the tip push between her lips to get at the more sensitive folds beneath. He went slowly at first, just running the tip up and down her slit, paying a little more attention to her clit, which stood out erect and plain to see. 

	Then he opened his mouth a little wider. He used his jaw and neck to rapidly grind his tongue against her.

	Shawna squealed and wriggled in his grip. She pushed her pussy harder against his tongue, wanting him to lick it faster and with more force. Whimpers escaped her parted lips as she felt the walls of her pussy clench up and get even slicker than before. 

	“That’s so good, Michael,” Shawna said. She grabbed him by the back of the head and jam his face even harder against her.

	Then he stopped licking. Instead, he moved his face down slightly. She yelped as his tongue darted into her sopping hole. He did it again, and again. He kept fucking her with his tongue until she came on his face, pulling so hard against him that she was scared she was hurting him. She moaned as the waves of euphoria washed over her, originating from her pussy and pushing out through the rest of her, igniting every nerve and fibre.

	But when her orgasm ended and he pulled back, he didn’t appear hurt at all. His whole face was covered in a shiny layer of her juices, though, and his lips were red from all the rubbing. 

	Sitting up on the bed, she grabbed him by the shoulders and pulled him down for a kiss. She could taste herself on his lips. The flavor just seemed to fuel her desire for him even more. 

	She stood, still kissing him. Her fingers found the button of his jeans and undid them. She pushed them down, finally breaking the kiss. His cock, long and stiff, sprung up so that it was parallel with the floor. It looked so thick, so hard.

	Grabbing him, she spun them both around and pushed him onto the bed so that he was on his back. Before he could say anything, she’d grabbed his shaft with one hand.

	“It’s so big and hard,” she said, marvelling at how it felt. It throbbed in her fingers, and she knew he liked how she touched him.

	She smiled for a moment before leaning over and taking him in her mouth. Her lips sank almost halfway down his member before she stopped. Working up lots of saliva, she slathered his shaft with her tongue. 

	“That’s so good, baby,” Michael said. He held her hair out of the way and watched her lips work his cock. 

	Her need to have him inside her made her stop sucking him. She pulled back, spitting down on his cock. She looked at it, rubbing the saliva into his flesh with her fingers.

	Then she climbed up onto him, her hands on his muscular chest for support. Reaching down between her legs, she grabbed his cock. Shawna lowered herself until she felt the big head against her sex and stopped. She let go of his cock and put that hand back on his chest.

	Michael grabbed her by the ass, his fingers digging into the firm flesh. She could feel his heat against her pussy, and she hoped he could feel hers.

	He felt so large. She looked down between her legs as she started sitting down on his cock. The first thrust always felt so tight. She gritted her teeth and moaned as she felt her pussy stretching around his girth.

	She sank down on him slowly as his hard cock forced her walls apart and moved deeper inside her. Michael helped, pulling down on her ass while simultaneously lifting his hips. 

	Soon, more than half his shaft was inside her. She paused for a moment, just to take in how it felt to have him so big and hard in her wetness. She could still feel him throbbing in her. 

	Just thinking about how he felt in her made her tighten around his cock for a second. He grunted and she groaned. She dug her nails into his chest at the sudden renewed tightness. Her fingers relaxed as her pussy did.

	When Shawna could manage, she lifted herself up so that his cock slid a few inches out of her. Then she pushed back down on him, taking a little more of his length. She fucked him like that again and again, moaning as she took Michael’s hard shaft inch by inch all the way into her tight little pussy.

	He joined in on her rhythm, pushing his cock deeper into her as she descended and pulling most of the way out of her as she travelled back up his member. 

	“It’s so tight, baby,” Michael said.

	His fingers squeezed her ass every time she took him in one of those long, deep strokes all the way in. She smiled down at him, playfully scratching his chest. 

	She liked to push all the way down until her ass rested on his body. Her pussy could hardly hold his whole cock. Then she squeezed around him, giggling a little at the sudden strained expression on his face at her tightness.

	It looked so hot. 

	Then she realized she could feel the spark of her orgasm fanning inside her. She started pounding down onto him, her flesh slapping against his, her pussy leaving his cock glistening with her juices.

	He knew what was happening as he slammed his cock up into her. 

	“Oh Michael,” Shawna said, “Come with me!”

	It took three more strokes for her to climax. She arched her back, her long hair brushing against Michael’s thighs as her pussy clenched and convulsed around his shaft. He held onto her ass, slamming up into her for a little longer before he, too went rigid.

	His cock got even harder, swelling inside her. After another moment, it jerked, releasing a stream of cum into her tight little cunt. It jerked again and again, spurting his seed into Shawna’s sex.

	She slid her pussy up and down his length nice and slow, milking it all out of him. It felt warm inside her. Not warm, hot. It pulsed with their passion.

	She leaned over and kissed him even while she worked the strong internal muscles of her sex around his trembling, rigid shaft. He groaned in pleasure and that groan sent pleasant shocks of electricity through her chest.

	“Will you still let me be your sitter?” she said, leaning back.

	His hands rested nicely on her ass. She liked how warm they felt against her flesh.

	“Only if you’ll still come by when I’m here alone,” he said, smiling.

	She wondered if that smile would stay if she told him that she wasn’t on any birth control. And that she was thinking about not taking any morning after pill. She liked the thought of getting pregnant. Of his seed taking root in her womb.

	No, I won’t tell him, she decided.

	



	



Seduced by the Sitter

	 

	Melanie spent a lot of time over at Charlie’s house.

	He was a family friend. A single dad with a young son who Melanie babysat while Charlie worked overtime, went on dates, that sort of thing.

	She’d always thought he was pretty good looking, for a guy old enough to be her dad. In fact, that was how she knew him: he and her father were friends, going way back.

	And now, even though Melanie was in college, when she came back on weekends she often earned a bit of extra cash sitting for him on a Friday or Saturday night.

	Lately, she’d taken to putting the kid to bed after Charlie left the house and then taking the nice big living room sectional all to herself.

	Then she’d bring up some porn on her phone, the volume muted so as not to disturb anyone, and slip her hand down into her panties and tease her little pussy until she came.

	Melanie had a roommate back at college who just wouldn’t leave. And was that uptight sort that would definitely make a stink about Melanie trying to bring a guy back to the room for some fun.

	These weekends were just about the only time that she could get any relief!

	Actually, the last couple weekends she’d been doing something extra naughty. Instead of just bringing up some vanilla guy-on-girl stuff to masturbate to, she honed in on a specific niche.

	She liked to search for older man younger woman scenarios. Usually babysitter stuff. Sometimes the sitter did something naughty and needed to be punished.

	Sometimes she just had a huge crush on the older man. Sometimes he wanted her.

	It always ended up the same way though: the hot young chick getting plowed good and deep by an experienced older cock.

	She’d stumbled onto this particular niche by accident and had almost stopped by the video, but after that she just couldn’t get enough.

	It made her wonder if Charlie ever wanted her that way. 

	It made her wonder how big Charlie was down below. What if might feel like to fuck him.

	Soon enough, the fantasy of it couldn’t satisfy her anymore.

	She needed the real thing.

	So that weekend, she once more found herself back at Charlie’s house, sitting for him. It was for some sort of work function, so she knew there was no chance he’d come in through the door with some chick from the bar hanging off him.

	“I probably won’t be back until late,” Charlie said, looking fine in some business casual, his button down shirt showing a set of nice, broad shoulders.

	“No worries! Lots of essay writing for me to do!” Melanie smiled up at him.

	“Okay then, I guess I’ll head out,” he said.

	“Charlie!” Melanie said. She needed to plant the seed in his mind.

	God, how her little pussy throbbed. She could already feel the dampness of her panties against her hairless lips.

	“Yeah?” he said, turning back to her.

	She came up to him and put both her hands on his chest and let the tips of her fingers press in against his pecks. He smelled of aftershave and some sort of musky cologne.

	“I just wanted to tell you how thankful I am that you still want me to sit for you…” she said, looking up at him with hooded eyes.

	He regarded her in a silence that lasted a few heartbeats too long. Heartbeats that she could feel against her fingers.

	“Of course. No problem at all,” he said.

	She let her eyes flick down to his lips and then back up. He swallowed heavily, and she felt his body flex.

	She hoped he was thinking about what she might do if he grabbed her by the ass and pulled her hard against him. How she might moan while he ravished her neck with hot kisses.

	Because that’s what she was thinking.

	“Well, I hope it goes well,” she said.

	He swallowed again. “Me too. I’ll see you later tonight.”

	“Definitely,” she said, smiling at him.

	Their bodies so close together, she felt the way the bulge in the front of his pants throbbed.

	Then he pulled away from her, a tight and polite smile on his lips.

	Good, she thought, waving him out the door and watching his car pull away down the block.

	He got back sometime shortly after 10:30 that night. The kid was in bed, dead asleep.

	Melanie pinched at her cheeks until they were good and red, then pinched some more until stinging tears welled up in her eyes.

	She sat on the sectional with her phone in her lap.

	And she timed her first sob perfectly with the opening of the front door.

	“Melanie? You still up?” Charlie called. Then he heard the sob.

	“No! I don’t want you to see me like this!” Melanie said, averting her face when he came into the living room.

	Charlie sat down with a good bit of space between them. “What’s wrong? Come on, talk to me here.”

	“You won’t understand!” Melanie said.

	It was hard to keep crying with how turned on she was. Her little pussy was a swollen little mound of desire, all flushed with heat.

	“Try me,” he said, scooting closer.

	Melanie pounced.

	She moved close until their thighs touched, then she rested her cheek against his shoulder. She breathed deeply of that nice cologne he wore.

	Her pussy had a heartbeat.

	“My boyfriend just dumped me with a text!” she said, adding another sob for good measure.

	“I… I didn’t even know you had a boyfriend,” Charlie said, putting one arm over her shoulders.

	“Well I don’t anymore!” Melanie said. “See? I knew you wouldn’t understand!”

	She let one of her hands fall ‘accidentally’ across his lap. His cock twitched.

	Then she pushed away from him and rushed over to the guest bedroom, closing the door behind her and flinging herself onto the double bed.

	There were three sharp raps on the door.

	“Melanie? Can I come in?”

	It was Charlie. She stared at the door for a moment, then looked to the mirror. Her face was red from the effort it took to not cry, but there were no tears.

	“Okay,” she said. 

	Charlie came in. He closed the door quietly behind him and regarded her for a moment. He could see the hurt written on her face.

	“Don’t worry,” he said, walking over and putting his big, strong hands on her bare shoulders, “Whatever it is, I’ll help you work it out. I wish that boy were here right now, why I’d... I’d make him regret doing this to you.”

	Melanie found herself wishing that she’d met Charlie before her parents had, before he’d become their friend. Even though he was older than she was, she would have snapped him up quickly. He was just what she wanted in a man.

	It would’ve made things a bit easier to get him into the sack. If maybe a bit less kinky.

	Still, the chase was fun.

	She put her hand on his and squeezed.

	Charlie bent down and kissed her on the top of the head. He lingered there a moment, apparently enjoying the scent of her hair. Her body shuddered, and she felt her shoulders break out in goosebumps under his hands.

	“Hey, look at me,” Charlie said, standing up straight.

	Melanie spun around on the stool to face him. He kept his hands on her shoulders.

	“You are a beautiful woman. Any man would be lucky to be with you. There’s something wrong with any guy who wouldn’t want to be with you.”

	She shuddered again as a flood of feelings assaulted her. Her body heated up under his gaze.

	“Charlie...” She said.

	Charlie’s hands moved up the sides of her neck until they cupped her face. 

	Leaning over, he kissed her on the lips. It happened so quickly, Melanie couldn’t even keep track of it all. She remembered grabbing at the front of his pants and feeling him get hard at her touch.

	Then he had her up off the stool, his strong hands holding firmly onto her ass, squeezing the firm flesh through her shorts. He wheeled her around toward the bed. Grabbing her shirt, he lifted it off over her head, She’d already unbuttoned and unzipped his pants by the time he’d unhooked her bra and pulled it down her arms.

	He pushed her down onto the bed. She lifted her hips as he grabbed her shorts and panties and pulled them off. Her nipples puckered up so tightly that they sent tingles through her chest, making her gasp.

	All at once, she became wet. She felt some of her juices leak out into her slit as Charlie pulled off his shirt and pushed his pants down.

	His cock sprung up to attention, already fully hard. She stroked him one-handed, using the other to brace herself on the bed. Precum already leaked from the tip, down the shaft and onto her fingers.

	Grabbing her by the head again, he pulled her into a kiss. Melanie used the ball of her thumb to rub in circles around the tip of his cock as his tongue pushed into her mouth.

	When he pulled his face away from hers, she’d already made the entire head of his cock slick with the precum she’d milked from him.

	“Charlie...” Melanie said breathily as he pushed her onto her back.

	Grabbing her by the thighs, Charlie pulled her toward him. Her ass rested right on the edge of the bed. His whole body shaking with anticipation and lust, Charlie grabbed her by the knees and pushed her legs back toward her chest. 

	His mouth was slightly open, and his eyes widened as he looked at her pussy. She kept it mostly shaved. The smaller pair of lips protruded a little out from around her entrance, glistening from her juices.

	Melanie put her hand on his body, just above his stiff cock. The muscles there felt firm, and an intense heat radiated from him. It travelled up through her arm, seemingly straight to her brain. 

	She felt herself open up at that heat, her juices seeming to flow freely in anticipation.

	The wait wasn’t a long one.

	Pushing on her knees to angle her hips up a little more, Charlie positioned himself. 

	“Charlie...” Melanie said as the head of his cock bumped against her sex, parting her lips.

	“Charlie...” She breathed again as she felt the inner set of lips spread around his girth. The head of his cock strained at her tightness for only a moment before he gritted his teeth and pushed harder. Her pussy yielded to him, stretching around his thick shaft.

	“Charlie!” Melanie screamed as Charlie filled her with his long, hard cock. 

	The tight ring at her opening gripped around his shaft as he slid it deeper into her sex. She watched wide eyed as the skin on his cock bunched back from the strength of her squeezing.

	It felt so good to have him inside her like that. She tossed her head back as he put the whole length of his cock inch by inch into her. His rod seemed to pulsate against her slick flesh. Her walls tightened around him in response, trying to hold him in place, trying to keep him from slipping back through her lips. 

	She’d kept her hand on his abdomen the entire time. The force of his stretching her out around him had made her toes and fingers curl up. Her fingertips made white marks on his flesh as they pressed against him.

	“You’re fucking me, Charlie...” Melanie said.

	“Baby...” Charlie said, withdrawing until only a little bit of his cock remained in her. “Don’t tell your parents.”

	He thrust back into her. She screamed his name as she tightened around his entire length again. 

	They both watched as the skin on his long, hard shaft shifted back and forth as he fucked her. Every thrust made her breasts jiggle, and sent a shock of pleasure up through her body that made it impossible to keep her mouth closed.

	She didn’t know how to deal with the feelings welling up inside her, but she knew they needed to come out. 

	Looking down again as his cock slid in and out, she saw how wet she’d made him already. Every thrust into her made her juices flow, soaking his shaft until it dripped onto the floor.

	“Do you like fucking my tight little pussy, Charlie?” Melanie said. She’d gritted her teeth, and her lips had puckered out in a circle around them.

	“It’s so tight and wet...” Charlie said. Lines of concentration had formed on his forehead, and she could feel his grip on her knees tightening as his thrusts came harder and faster.

	The headboard of the bed kept slapping against the wall.

	“You fuck me so good, Charlie. You’re cock is so big in me, so hard. Charlie...”

	Her eyes rolled back and she started whimpering. She felt him swell inside her as her words turned him on even more. Images kept flashing through her mind. It had all happened so quickly. He’d been comforting her one moment, and had his cock buried balls deep into her the next.

	It felt so good to be fucked. It was what she needed, she knew. It was cathartic, cleansing. The heat in her body, in her pussy around Charlie’s hard shaft, burned away all her anger and sadness. 

	“Oh, Melanie...” Charlie moaned. 

	His thrusts were slowing, she noticed. His cock had gotten so hard; she was shocked he hadn’t burst. Even though it was so hard, it still moved easily into her tight, sopping hole because of her juices.

	“I need to taste you, Charlie,” Melanie said. 

	Grabbing the base of his cock, Charlie pulled out of her. Melanie snarled as he left her body. She felt suddenly empty. Then she saw his dripping member. It was entirely coated in her juices.

	Going onto her stomach, she pushed his hand off his cock and replaced it with one of her own. She pulled him closer and made a noise of pleasure as she stuffed him into her mouth. 

	Melanie had never tasted herself before. She couldn’t describe it, but as she licked him clean, even more juices flooded her sex. This was the stuff that made it so Charlie’s big cock could fit into her, she knew. Her lips slid up and down his member, going farther each time.

	He groaned as she moved her fingers out of the way and took his entire length down her throat. She held it for a moment, letting her tongue rub along the bottom of his shaft and resisting her gag reflex. She pulled back all the way, putting her hand back in place.

	“You’re cock tastes so good,” she said, stroking and kissing his member. He throbbed in her grip. 

	“Do you want to keep fucking me?” She asked.

	Charlie nodded.

	“Turn around so I can see that tight little ass while I fuck you,” Charlie said. 

	Doing as Charlie told her, Melanie spun around. She went on her hands and knees, arching her ass nice and high in the air so that Charlie could see what he wanted. 

	Resting on her forearms, she felt her stiff nipples rub against the comforter. The friction felt good, so she wiggled her body more. 

	This move enticed Charlie back into action. He stroked himself a few times as he put one hand on her ass and pulled her closer. 

	“Fuck me hard, Charlie,” Melanie said. 

	She loved getting a hard cock from behind. From that angle, a guy could fuck her nice and deep, could touch everything while she tightened around him.

	Still holding his cock, Charlie slapped her ass with it. It made wet smacking noises against her firm cheeks, leaving glistening smears of her mixed saliva and juices. Melanie felt her body shudder as he denied her desire.

	“Please fuck me, Charlie...” Melanie begged.

	She reached back and grabbed her ass cheeks, spreading them apart. Charlie’s fingers tightened satisfyingly on her as he looked at her. His cock rested against one cheek. She could feel it pulsing with his heart.

	“Come on, Charlie. Don’t you want to fuck my tight little pussy again? You make me so wet...”

	Charlie’s shaft slid down her cheek. The next moment, he entered her. She sucked in a breath as he pushed all the way inside. Her walls stretched around him. It was tighter than before. She could feel every bulge as he began thrusting.

	Charlie grabbed her by the hips and started pulling back on them as he shoved forward. Melanie let go of her ass and grabbed handfuls of the comforter. She squeezed them, then stuffed some of the comforter into her mouth and bit down on it. 

	Her pussy clenched around him for a moment. She spat out the comforter and whimpered. It felt good. Each time he slammed into her, her pussy tingled and sent sparks of pleasure so intense up her back that her whole body seemed to break out in goosebumps. 

	“I’ve been such a bad girl, Charlie...”she said.

	His thrusting also made her nipples rub even harder against the comforter. She bit her lip for a moment at the sensation.

	Charlie pulled one hand from her hip. He spanked her ass, hard. Melanie yelped at the pain, her pussy tightening around his thick shaft from the surprise. 

	She grabbed up the fistfuls of comforter again. She yelped and flinched every time his big hand made contact with her ass. He spanked her every time he thrust his cock back into her pussy. This made her clench around him even more, and he grunted at the new tightness around his shaft.

	The flesh where he hit her was a strange combination of numb and burning.

	“You’re such a bad girl,” Charlie said, smacking her again.

	“Oh, Charlie, I’m so sorry. So sorry. It feels so good...”

	She clenched up around him again, much harder than before. Realizing what was happening, Charlie stopped spanking her. He got a grip on her hips again and started slamming into her. She felt his balls smacking against the lips of her pussy. Inside her there seemed to be only heat and wetness.

	“You’re making me come, Charlie! I’m going to come all over your cock!”

	Then she couldn’t speak anymore. All that escaped her mouth were screams and moans. She felt her toes curl as her pussy started its cycle of clenching and unclenching. Her extremities went numb, including the tip of her nose.

	Even with her eyes wide open, she couldn’t see.

	She squeezed so tightly around him that he could barely stay inside her. Charlie had to grit his teeth and flex his cock against the pressure.

	“Oh, Charlie,” Melanie choked out, “It’s so good...”

	“God!” Charlie yelled.

	His cock flexed inside of her.

	“It’s so warm!” Melanie said, relishing the wet heat of Charlie’s cum as it splashed against the back wall of her pussy, spurt after spurt of it.

	She massaged his cock with her inner muscles, milking every last drop out of him even while his fingers dug into her.

	It was just as hot as she thought it would be. Hotter, even. No guy had ever lasted that long in her without a condom before. Her muscles went all warm and languid, and she basked in the afterglow and the sweet soreness that stole into her lower stomach.

	They parted.

	“So, you need me back here tomorrow at the same time, right?” Melanie said.

	“Actually, I’m not planning on going out…” he started.

	“I wasn’t talking about babysitting,” she replied.

	“Oh. Right. Yeah. Same time,” he said.

	“I’ll see you then,” she replied, bending over to give him a sweet kiss.

	



	



The Sitter’s Lust

	 

	Becky couldn’t take it anymore.

	She’d been babysitting for Bill for a while, watching over his daughter when he went out to work things and all that.

	She thought he was the hottest guy she’d ever laid eyes on.

	She knew what people would say: that she was just a college girl, 18 years old. That Bill was old enough to be her father.

	That it was all just some sort of schoolgirl crush.

	But she knew deep inside that it was more than that. She needed him. Her body needed him.

	She offered to sit for him more, saying she had a lot of essays to work on from school and that it would really help her out.

	When he left, she liked to put the girl to bed and then go into Bill’s room.

	She’d find his shirts and press them to her face, breathing deeply of his manly smell. The aftershave in the top drawer of the master bathroom vanity was even better.

	The scent of him just drove her wild. Left her tight little pussy dripping.

	All wound up like that, she always went over to his bed and stripped down completely naked, the dew of her pussy glistening in the slit between her balled, puffed up lips.

	Becky liked to slip her middle finger up to the final knuckle into the tight, warm wetness that waited within her.

	Then she’d make herself come. Again and again, wishing desperately that it was Bill’s finger doing the work.

	Or even better, his thick cock stretching her out while she groaned for him to fuck her harder.

	She often found herself looking down at the bulge in Bill’s slacks. He looked big.

	But after a while, the fantasy just couldn’t cut it anymore. She needed the real Bill, not just her delicious fantasy version of him.

	So she started to flirt with him. Just a bit, at first. Smiling at him and laughing at his silly dad jokes. Letting her eyes linger on his just too long.

	Then she touched him. She’d put her hand on his arm when she laughed. At first she took it away quickly, but soon she left it.

	And the thing was, he didn’t make her take it away.

	Then came the clothes. She wore short skirts that she let ride up her thighs when she sat on the couch at the end of the evening when he paid her for the sitting.

	She wore shorts so short that the bottom of her cheeks fell out of them.

	Becky didn’t have much of a bust. But her breasts were high, perky, and firm.

	So she stopped wearing a bra. And it didn’t take much to get turned on around Bill, leaving her nipples stiff against her shirt.

	She’d sat for him every night for a week when it happened. When she thought he finally acknowledged all of her efforts.

	That night, she threw on a cute pink shirt and a pair of black yoga pants that really accentuated her ass.

	They sat on the couch together, his large and muscular body tantalizingly close. His cologne smell of sandalwood and leather, and it tickled in her sinuses all the way down between her thighs.

	She kept biting down on her bottom lip, trying to keep I from quivering. Her pussy throbbed with her heartbeat, so wet she’d already moistened her panties.

	He pulled out some cash and counted it out. “You really are a lifesaver, Becky.”

	“It’s no problem, really! I need the time for all my homework!” Becky said, smiling.

	“No, really,” he said, turning to look at her so that heat started to creep up from her chest, “I really wish there was something I could do to show you just how helpful you’ve been.”

	Becky, taking a risk, reached out and squeezed Bill’s knee. “It’s okay, you don’t have to do anything that you don’t want to.”

	“Good… Actually…” he glanced down and she wondered if he was checking out her thighs, “There’s something I’ve been meaning to ask.”

	Her heart jumped up into her throat. She tried to play it cool.

	Her pussy tingled, her inner walls throbbing. If she got much wetter, she’d leave a mark on the couch when she stood up. “Sure, what?” she managed.

	“I know tomorrow night is Friday, but do you think you could come over? Even just for a couple hours. I know a popular girl like you probably has so much to do…”

	She couldn’t take it anymore. 

	She leaned forward and grabbed his face. Then she kissed him. The stubble on his upper lip tickled her. Then she pulled back. “I want you.”

	Bill took her hands gently and pulled them away, his eyes wide. “What?”

	“I want you! Don’t you want me, too?” Becky said.

	“Becky…” Bill started.

	She recognized his tone right away. She couldn’t believe it. She’d been sure he wanted her.

	Before he could say anything else, she ran upstairs to the guest room and closed the door, pushing the button lock in.

	She threw herself on the bed, grabbing up one of the feather pillows and clutching it tightly against her body.

	Bill knocked on the door. “Becky, come on, let me in. We need to talk about this.”

	“No!” Becky said.

	“Damn it, Becky! This is my house. Let me in right now or I’ll knock the damn door down.”

	Still clutching the pillow, Becky stood. She took the step to the door. Her fingers practically vibrated as she reached down to the knob. The metal felt cool in her grip.

	The button lock clicked out as she twisted. She took a step back, unwilling or unable to finish opening the door herself.

	Bill opened it for her. He looked down at her. He had shaved that day, and he'd put on a nice white button-up over a pair of khakis. One hand kept clenching and unclenching.

	She hugged the pillow tightly as he stepped in. He closed the door behind him. 

	"Bill..." she said.

	Bill stepped right in front of her. He grabbed her biceps as he looked down into her face. His fingers trembled against her arms.

	"Becky... You make me feel so... so..."

	"I don't know how it happened, I didn’t mean to say it like that," Becky said, her body trembling visibly.

	Then Bill brushed her bangs out of her eyes. His fingers traced her cheekbone and her jaw line, then ran down the side of her neck. They left a trail of taut gooseflesh behind. She licked her lips.

	He grabbed the pillow and pulled on it. Becky let it go, unwilling and unable to stop him. Her body no longer trembled; it shook. All she could feel were the throes and aches of her need. 

	"You are so beautiful, Becky... God, I thought I was just imagining the way you kept giving me all those signals…" Bill said.

	He put his hands on her shoulders, then let them run down to cup her small breasts. Her stiffening nipples tried to poke through her sports bra and shirt to feel his touch. She shivered. 

	His arms encircled her around the small of her back, then crushed her petite body against his masculine one.

	His eyes flicked from hers down to her lips, then back up. Then they kissed. His mouth felt so hot. For a moment, she wondered if that was how her lips had felt around his shaft the night before. The heat, soaking into his flesh, making him cum... She shivered again.

	His hands ran down to squeeze her ass, pulling her harder against him.

	There was no darkness this time to hide their bodies and expressions. He picked her up and placed her on the bed, going down onto his knees beside it. His hands ran up her stomach, squeezing her breasts, rubbing at the taut fabric where her nipples strained.

	Heat. So much heat. She'd never felt so warm; not even lying on a tropical beach. She groaned as Bill grabbed her pink tee and pulled up off her. A deep blush had taken her body. His breath caught as he took her bra off. 

	Becky thrust her chest at him, eager for his experienced touch. He cupped her small, bare breasts. They were less than a handful, but he still shook as his fingertips caressed the bare flesh. The balls of his thumbs traced her areolas. When they ran over her begging nipples, she arched her back and groaned.

	An incredible wetness had joined the heat, and she squirmed on the bed at the feeling.

	"Bill... Oh, Bill... I love it when you touch me."

	Then Bill leaned forward, taking one of her nipples in his mouth. He sucked on it, let his tongue roll over it. Finally, she sucked in a breath of her own as his teeth tested the stiffened flesh. Her nipple was all red when he pulled back from it.

	He did the same to the other one. Becky couldn't watch. She'd grabbed the back of his head and pulled him harder against her, trying to make him take more into his mouth.

	When he finished, Bill leaned back breathless. His face had flushed too, and he breathed gently through slightly parted lips.

	Then he pushed her onto her back. His eager fingers grabbed the elastic of her yoga pants and pulled, peeling the skin-tight black spandex off.

	She hadn't put any panties on. Bill shook with desire when he looked at her bald pussy. Her juices glistened in her sopping slit as he grabbed her behind the knees and pushed them up towards her chest.

	Becky breathed in deep gulps of air. She couldn't seem to get enough of it as she felt his hot breath against the bare lips of her sex.

	"Bill... What are you doing? Bill?"

	But he didn't say anything. Instead, he leaned forward and put his mouth against her. Becky yelled out, arching her back as an incredible shock went up her back.

	But Bill didn't go too quickly. He knew what he was doing. His lips grazed one of hers, then the other, sending little tickles of pleasure up through her pussy.

	The tickles turned to torrents when he did the same thing with the tip of his tongue. When he could resist no more, he let the tip of his tongue slide down her slit. He moaned, clearly enjoying her taste. 

	Then he pushed a finger up into her and she nearly came on him right then. She wriggled on the bed, lifting her hips, trying to get him deeper into her.

	But then his tongue found her clit at the same time as he started stroking within her. She screamed.

	"Oh, Bill! Yes! It feels so good; you make me feel so good..."

	She ran her fingers through his hair, then grabbed handfuls of it and pulled his face harder against her wet pussy.

	His tongue swirled rhythmically on her clit as his strong finger rubbed within her. She screamed wordlessly, pulling at his hair. He didn't seem to mind. If anything, he seemed to go faster.

	"Bill, Bill, Bill" she muttered, her eyes squeezed shut.

	Then she screamed as she came. Bill slammed his finger into her, licking her harder and faster. It was like the night before. When she thought she couldn't feel any better, Bill brought her climax to greater heights.

	They both shook as he leaned away from her again. Her juices coated his cheeks, and she watched as he sucked his finger clean as he looked at her dripping, bald pussy.

	He stood. For a second, panic shot through Becky. Was he leaving? Was that all? She wanted more. Needed more. 

	"Don't go, Bill. I need you... I need you to fuck me..."

	Her pussy ached and trembled with the need to feel that thick cock of his sliding inside of it. 

	Bill nodded. She could see his bulging shaft outlined against his slacks. It, too, trembled with the need to feel her tight, wet walls clutching at it.

	He unbuttoned his shirt, dropping it to the ground. He looked so strong. Then he undid his belt and unzipped his slacks. Pushing them down his legs, he kicked them off. 

	His hard cock stood at stiff attention for her to crave. A hot flash shook her body as she looked at it.

	"Please, Bill... Please..." Becky said. She pinched her nipples and squeezed her breasts. She hoped he liked them, that he didn't think they were too small.

	"Okay, baby. Tell me if it hurts."

	She didn't care if it hurt. Hurting was good. It meant he'd be inside her, where she needed him. Her pussy got wetter as she waited.

	Again, he pushed her knees back. Using his thumb to keep his shaft steady, he guided his shaft to her passage. 

	"Yes. Yes!" Becky said as she felt him push. She gritted her teeth as she felt herself stretch for Bill's big cock. It did hurt a little, but she wasn't going to tell him that. He might take it out if she told him.

	They both watched as his thick shaft slowly thrust into her pussy. Her bald lips pushed apart around it.

	"Is it too big, baby? Does it hurt?" Bill said.

	He'd gritted his teeth. He couldn't seem to tear his eyes away as he shoved his thick shaft deeper and deeper into Becky's pussy. Her wetness already coated him. Some dripped back along the length that he hadn't put in her yet.

	"It's so good, Bill. Put it all into me, please. I want to feel every last inch of you."

	She smiled as she felt him stiffen momentarily inside of her.

	"You do, do you?" Bill said.

	He pushed a little harder, making her yelp as her body tried to accommodate his girth. Then he kept pushing, gritting his teeth again as her tightness forced the skin back along his shaft.

	They both groaned when she felt him bump against the back of her pussy. He flexed inside her, making her jump. She didn't know how he could take the tightness. The way she gripped him, it was like her sex never wanted him to leave.

	"Are you going to fuck me now, Bill?" Becky asked, running her hands through her hair.

	"Only if you're a good girl," he said.

	"I will be, I promise."

	"Good," he grunted as he pulled himself about halfway out of her. His cock dripped with even more of her wetness. 

	When he thrust back into her, she screamed for him. He set a pace that left her breathless as he ran his thick cock in and out of her. She could feel the ridges around the head of his shaft as they massaged her walls, coaxing them to even greater tightness around him.

	They both watched, mesmerized, as his glistening member pulled out of her for a second, then was swallowed up by her bare, hungry lips again and again.

	She felt so full, so satisfied, every time he entered her all the way. She became desperate for his long thrusts, begging him to fuck her harder and faster.

	But she couldn't take anymore when he rested one hand under her navel. It took the ball of his thumb only a moment to find her stiff love button. 

	"Bill!" she screamed as her body seemed to explode with sensation.

	In two more strokes of his cock, she came on him. She pushed her head so hard into the mattress that she lifted her back off the bed. She gripped him so tightly that he couldn't pull himself out. Instead, he flexed himself inside her, rubbing the ball of his thumb on her clit more and more insistently.

	When she finished, he withdrew the dripping length of his cock out of her. She felt empty without him.

	Grabbing the pillow she'd been hugging earlier, he put it down on the bed. Then he grabbed Becky by the hips and rolled her over onto her stomach. The pillow, he stuffed under her hips, arching her ass invitingly into the air.

	For a moment, he just admired her young flesh. Her felt her firm cheeks, squeezing them. Then his cock trembled with its needs.

	Climbing up over her, he guided his cock back into her pussy.

	This time, she thrust back against him as he drove down into her. Their flesh smacked together again and again. He growled and grunted over her. She could feel him stiffening every time he entered her again. She couldn't keep her eyes open, and her hands clutched desperately at the bed.

	It was almost like her orgasm hadn't stopped. But this time, it was even better.

	This time, she knew he was going to cum, too. 

	"Oh, baby. Oh, Becky. You're making me cum," he said.

	"Give it all to me, Bill," she said.

	Then he stopped, throwing his head back and groaning. She felt him jerk inside her.

	Sucking her bottom lip between her teeth as the walls of her passage closed on him again, she slid her pussy a few inches up and down his length, hoping it made him feel even better.

	She could feel the heat of his cum inside her, growing as he spurted again and again.

	She kept moving herself up and down his length even after he'd stopped jerking inside her. She wanted all of it, all of his cum. She milked it from him. From his moans, she knew he liked it.

	Bill didn't allow himself to collapse over her, even though his arms trembled. No, he pulled out of her and sat down on the bed. He rested one hand on her bottom, his fingers pushing slightly into the firm flesh. 

	"That was so good," Becky started.

	But Bill brought his finger to his lips again. He nodded to her.

	"For me, too, baby. I bet you're glad you never went to the mall to see your awful aunt now, aren't you?"

	All Becky could really think about was how her pussy ached. It was sore, but a good sore. A thoroughly fucked ache. 

	But she nodded all the same. There wasn't any wall around her feelings anymore, and now she knew he felt the same way about her. Some part of her thought that it was still wrong, but she silenced it. There was also a deep feeling of rightness about it that pushed the unpleasant thoughts away.

	"Now, let's go get cleaned off," she said.

	They showered together, washing each other. Bill left a series of kisses on the back of her neck that sent a tingle down her spine, almost getting rid of the ache she felt.

	"So beautiful," he said. Then, "Get good and clean, and make sure you put on clean, good clothes. No more of those stretchy pants that show off your ass." He grabbed her bottom them, emphasizing the point. “You don’t need them anymore.”

	“Do you still want me to come sit for you tomorrow?” Becky asked.

	“Sure. Then I want you to stay the night,” Bill said.

	“I’d like that.”

	



	



Punished for Daddy’s Debt

	 

	Abigail worried about her father. She knew that he owed people lots of money, but she figured there wasn’t much she could do about it.

	Besides, she wanted to start her own life, especially now that she was in college.

	Still, she liked that she was away from all that now. All the calls from collectors, all the URGENT-marked letters that appeared in the mailbox on the daily.

	But what she liked being most away from where the loan sharks and their goons who would show up at the door.

	There was one in particular, though, that always stuck in her mind. His name was Colin. He was about her dad’s age, and a total bad ass.

	Lots of tattoos. Lots of muscles. He was a friendly enough guy, so long as you stayed on his good side.

	He used to come over and share a beer with her dad, and he’d always have something nice to say to Abigail.

	Usually something about how hot he thought she looked. Her dad didn’t like this, but Abigail often preened at the attention.

	More than that.

	There’d been a few times when, deep in the privacy of the dead of night, she’d spread her thighs open beneath her covers and tease her little clit until her entire body went rigid with the pleasure.

	She thought about Colin. About him taking her and doing, well, whatever the hell he felt like.

	Her favorite fantasy was of Colin offering her dad a trade: get rid of his loan note for one night alone with his pretty co-ed daughter.

	Her dad would say no, of course. Then Abigail would come in and tell him not to worry, that she’d take care of this.

	Then Colin would take her somewhere and punish her for her father’s sins. Most of that punishing would come in the form of his thick, heavy member pounding deep into her tight young cunt.

	Abigail just had to think about what it might feel like to stretch out around him to make herself come and completely soak her panties. Usually she left a bit of a wet spot on the sheet of her dormitory bed, too.

	She even toyed with the idea of bringing the idea up with Colin herself. 

	Of course, this was all a fantasy. A deep fantasy that she kept hidden from everyone. Women these days weren’t supposed to want to get used like that, to offer themselves up like that.

	That didn’t keep her from thinking it was super fucking hot, though.

	Where were all the man’s man types? The ones who knew a woman liked to be thrown around a bit in bed and told what to do?

	Not at her school, she knew that much at least.

	So that Friday she gave her dad the customary weekly call.

	“Hello?” her dad said.

	“Hey, daddy! Just wanted to call you up and see how things are going,” Abigail said while she sat on the edge of her dorm bed. 

	She twirled one finger in a long blonde lock of her hair in an absent motion.

	Her dad sighed on the other end of the line, “They’re going.”

	Abigail picked up on his tone right away. Things usually weren’t great when she called, but this sounded worse.

	“What’s wrong?” she asked, her heart speeding up.

	“Nothing, sweetie. Nothing for you to worry about,” he replied.

	“We can talk about it when I get home,” she told him.

	He paused on the other end, not even breathing. Abigail could feel the tension. “You probably shouldn’t come home. It’s… not a good time.”

	She jumped up from the bed, heart pounding even more. She didn’t notice that, though. Her pussy throbbed like someone had a rough thumb rubbing hard circles around her clit.

	“It’s Colin, isn’t it? He’s threatening you again,” she said.

	“This isn’t your problem,” he replied.

	She couldn’t think straight. All she could think about was how this could be her chance to make her fantasy a reality.

	“I’m not going to let you go through this alone!” she said. Then she ended the call before he could object, setting the phone down in her lap.

	She raced back home, taking a bus and a cab to get there.

	She got there before anyone showed up. These types of people liked to come after dark. Not as many eyes to see what they did to people who didn’t pay up when they needed to.

	She and her dad argued back and forth a while, but she refused to leave.

	And then there wasn’t any more point in arguing, because someone banged a heavy fist against the door.

	Her dad told her not to say anything and answered the door. Abigail watched their shadows in the foyer from the hallway.

	It was Colin all right. She recognized his voice.

	Then he gave her dad a hard shove, sending him crashing into the coat rack.

	Abigail rushed in, flinging herself onto Colin’s back. He was so big and strong. She loved the smell of him.

	“Leave him alone!” she said.

	Colin grabbed her and flung her hard against the wall and pinned her in place. She groaned.

	“Look who it is!” Colin said, “Little Miss Tightass herself.” He looked at her dad, “I told you what was going to happen if you didn’t give me what you owed.”

	“No,” her dad said, “Don’t! Leave her out of this! She doesn’t owe you anything!”

	Colin gave her a hungry a look up and down, eying her youthful body and her tight curves. Her pussy trembled. She was so fucking wet already.

	“I’m going to get what’s owed to me, one way or another,” Colin said, looking into her face and grinning cruelly.

	She kept quiet, trying to stifle her little moans. She felt like a bitch in heat, ready to put her ass into the air for him and let him pound all that frustration out inside of her.

	“No!” her dad said.

	She looked at him, “It’s okay, daddy. Don’t worry. I’ll be fine.”

	Colin just grunted. Then he picked her up and threw her body over his shoulder like she weight nothing, one hand resting on her ass.

	“You better not interrupt,” he told her dad.

	Then he carried her upstairs. They reached the master and he threw her down onto the bed.

	“I hope you like it rough, young lady,” he said.

	“Please…” Abigail groaned.

	Then he sat down on the bed beside her and grabbed her, throwing her across his lap. Her body trembled with need.

	Yes… she thought. It was finally, actually happening!

	He spanked her. Hard. The impact like a whip crack. She hissed, arching her back. He spanked her again and again, until her ass stung.

	He yanked up her skirt so that only her panties covered her. Then he covered her exposed flesh in red hand prints from more spankings.

	“I always thought you had a nice ass,” he said, cupping first one cheek and then the other. His fingers were large and strong.

	Then his hand started sliding down between her thighs.

	"Oh!" Abigail said as she felt his finger start rubbing at her little pussy. She moaned as he found her wetness. The moan continued when she felt him start to harden against her stomach. That was big, too.

	She squirmed in his lap.

	"You’re daddy did something bad, and you need to understand that. Now, why don't you show me that you understand? Unless you want me to spank you again, young lady!"

	He pressed the tip of his finger against her entrance, only her thin panties keeping him from slipping into her and discovering just how wet she'd gotten. She felt the walls of her pussy tremble. All she knew was that she didn't want to get spanked any more. Her cheeks stung still.

	"Okay, sir," Abigail said.

	Colin patted her back, "I thought you understood."

	Then he pulled her underwear aside. Her legs spread apart for him. Abigail grabbed onto one of his calves with both hands as she felt his fingers play over the smooth lips of her pussy. She kept herself shaved bald for cheerleading.

	"Oh..." Abigail moaned as he trailed one fingertip through her slick little slit.

	When he reached her opening, he pushed in. Abigail arched her ass higher into the air, making his finger sink deeper into her. He rubbed at her wet walls, exciting her nerves and making her tighten around him. 

	Her pussy made wet sounds around his finger as she writhed on his lap. 

	Then he pulled it out of her. She'd coated him in a glistening layer of her juices, which he sucked off. His hard cock throbbed against her firm, flat stomach as he relished her taste.

	When he finished cleaning himself, Colin helped Abigail up off his lap. Her knees felt a little weak as she stood trembling in front of him. With her off him, his stiff shaft pressed against his slacks, eager to get out. Abigail flushed again when she looked at his hardness. Her nipples pressed against her blouse, so hard that they ached.

	Colin spread his legs apart, grabbed her around the waist, and pulled her between his thighs. He had deft fingers for such large hands, and they unbuttoned her blouse quickly. She panted as he pushed the blouse back. Those big hands completely engulfed her small breasts, squeezing and massaging them through her bra, making her moan as she leaned in closer.

	Then his hands moved down her stomach. He unzipped her skirt, which fell to the floor around her feet. He slipped her panties down, too. When they fell, he put his fingers between her legs again. He pulled her lips apart, pushing another finger between them.

	"Oh!" Abigail said, almost jumping. He'd rubbed against her clit, and it sent a shock up through her body.

	Pleasuring her with one hand, Colin used the other to undo his belt and unzip his pants. He pulled his throbbing cock out. Grabbing one of her hands, he wrapped her fingers as far as they would go around his girth. His cock felt so hot in her fingers that for a moment all she wanted to do was feel its heat.

	He groaned a little as she started stroking him. She went faster, and his groans increased. She put her other hand around him, too, using both to slide the skin on his shaft up and down, faster and faster.

	She'd already soaked his finger again as he continued rubbing her little erect clit. Her hips gyrated uncontrollably, grinding her pussy harder against his finger.

	"Kiss it," Colin said. 

	He put his hands on her bared shoulders and pushed down. Abigail found herself salivating as she descended to her knees, her mouth right above his cock. 

	She kissed the tip of his shaft, getting his salty precum all over her lips. She salivated as she let her lips part around the large, taut head. Beads of her spit trickled down his shaft, her fingers catching it and rubbing it into his rock hard cock.

	Her little mouth could barely squeeze him in, but he pushed down until he'd filled her. She tried not to gag as she felt him throbbing against the back of her throat. Her hands jerked up and down his length, faster and tighter. She'd drooled on his cock so much that her fingers could move freely on him.

	Finally, he pulled her up off him. Abigail wiped at her mouth, and at the corners of her eyes. Her pussy had gotten so slick that she could feel the wetness between her inner thighs. 

	"Now get up here and sit on my cock," Colin said. 

	"Yes, sir," Abigail said. Her pussy practically vibrated as she thought about having him inside her. 

	She started to climb up onto him, but he stopped her. Then he turned her around so that her back was to him. His hands slid down her sides to rest on the flare of her hips for a moment. 

	Then he picked her up. She spread her legs apart and moaned as she felt his hard shaft rub against the lips of her pussy. 

	Abigail leaned her head back against Colin's shoulder, arching her back. Colin held her up by her ass, his big, strong hands cupping her firmly. His cock stayed so hard for her that neither of them needed to hold it as he started lowering her down.

	Abigail reached around behind her, wrapping her arms around his neck and pulling his mouth down against her throat as she felt the head of his cock bump against her.

	Her jaw dropped and she cried out as she felt her pussy open up around him. His cock trembled against that tightness, stiffening even more.

	They both moaned as she sank down onto him. Abigail gasped as the walls of her cunt gripped him, as though trying to keep herself from sliding any farther down his pole than she already had.

	But he was too hard, and he didn't stop her from sinking down onto him. His fingers clutched at her ass while his lips kissed her neck, giving her the occasional nibble. 

	Finally, she stopped moving, her ass trapping his hands between their bodies. Her toes started to curl, and she pulled her knees up. 

	God, she thought, I can't believe he got his whole cock in me!

	The heat coming off his stiff shaft was intense. Her pussy responded by getting tighter and wetter around him.

	"You like it, don't you?" Colin whispered into her ear.

	Abigail didn't think she could talk, so she nodded. Her hips started gyrating against his body, rubbing his cock around inside her.

	"Tell me!" Colin said.

	He started lifting her up. Her pussy left his cock totally soaking in her juices. Her passage strained around him as she felt all the ridges and bulges along his length pushing against her.

	She tried to talk, opening her mouth as she felt her opening straining around the head of his shaft.

	"Tell me!" he said again, letting her drop.

	Their bodies slammed together, his cock forcing her walls apart again as he filled her cunt with his throbbing, hot shaft for a second time. She could feel her tightness forcing the skin on his member down.

	"Tell me!" Colin growled, lifting her up.

	"I like it!" Abigail screamed as he dropped her down his length again. She'd gotten so wet for him that his girth slid in and out of her tightness with ease. 

	His cock flexed at her words. Then he couldn't seem to control himself. He bounced her up and down on his lap, their bodies slapping wetly together as her moans grew more intense and her pussy clenched up around him.

	Then Colin buried himself balls deep in her, wrapping his arms around her waist. She had to let go of his neck as he stood up, holding their bodies together. Spinning around, he pushed her down against the bed. 

	Grabbing her by the hips, Colin fucked her again. He couldn't even blink as he watched how her tightness pulled at the skin on his thick cock.

	Now that she could put her feet on the floor, Abigail arched her ass higher into the air for him. She felt how that shortened her passage, made her grip at him more. Her toes tried to curl against the floor as he fucked her closer and closer to her climax.

	"Cum for me, Abigail. Cum on my cock and show me that you've learned to not disrespect me like your daddy."

	Yes, sir, she said in her mind.

	She couldn't say it out loud because her mouth was busy crying out for him to fuck her harder as she came on him, just like he’d ordered.

	Colin felt her walls start convulsing around him. Groaning, he thrust himself all the way into her. He was so hot and hard. It felt so good as the wave of sexual bliss washed through her body, leaving nerves and muscles trembling in its wake as she gripped his cock so tightly that he couldn't have pulled out of her even if he'd wanted to.

	"God!" Colin said, throwing his head back.

	"Yes!" Abigail cried, her climax renewing as she felt his cock stiffen and swell inside of her.

	A moment later, it pulsed and throbbed against her gripping walls. She got hotter as his cum spurted hard against the back of her pussy. His whole body flexed each time, and his fingers squeezed her hips. 

	Colin pushed into her as much as he could, trying to get her pussy wrapped around as much of his trembling shaft as she could. When his cock stopped pulsing so much, he thrust into her a few more times. She could feel how her pussy milked him, getting every last drop of his cum out.

	The heat of relief flooded her body as she felt her muscles relax. Her head lowered down against the bed. She felt so relaxed that she could fall asleep right then and there. Even the sting from her reddened ass cheeks couldn't stop her.

	Almost absently, she wondered if he'd just gotten her pregnant. She wasn't on anything, and he hadn't used anything. But it had felt far too good to stop. She loved the feeling of his cum inside her. Not that she thought she'd have been able to stop him, even if she wanted.

	Her eyes widened. She'd liked it; she hadn't wanted him to stop at all. Her body shuddered as Colin pulled his still-stiff shaft out of her. It dripped with a mix of his cum and her juices.

	"Now get back downstairs and show your daddy what he made me do," Colin said.

	“Yes, sir,” she said, smiling when she turned away from him. 

	Her whole body buzzed. That had been better than any time she’d imagined it in her dorm room. And what made it even better was that Colin thought he was the one who came up with the idea.

	“Is he all paid up yet?” Abigail said.

	Colin snorted, “I’ll tell you when you’ve paid it off for him. Not get out of here so I can clean up and get out of this dump.”

	Abigail turned away, smiling again. She wondered how many more times she could make this happen.

	



	



Traded for Daddy’s Debt

	 

	Kristen thought that that day would be just like any other. One where’d she’d wake up in the same bed she’d woken up in inside the room she’d grown up in the last 18 years of her life.

	She didn’t know about her dad’s gambling debts. She had no idea how deep in the hole he’d dug himself.

	She never asked him where he got the money to pay for her upcoming first semester at college.

	Or what he’d be willing to do so that he could keep himself out of trouble with the wrong people for a little while longer.

	It was a long, hot summer that just wouldn’t seem to end.

	The air conditioner breathed cool air across her body while she lay on top of her bedsheets, one arm thrown over her eyes to keep some of the afternoon sun out.

	She’d already masturbated once that day. There wasn’t much to do around town, so why not?

	Her boyfriend had already moved away early to his new place at his new school, so it wasn’t like she could find relief from her urges through him.

	She sighed. Another boring day.

	Then her dad knocked on her door.

	“Come in!” she said, sitting up.

	Her dad came in, scratching at the back of his neck and not quite meeting her eyes. “Hey, sweetie.”

	Instantly her stomach clenched up. There was something wrong.

	“Dad? What’s up?” She sat up straighter.

	“Well, baby, I screwed up. I screwed up bad,” he said, still not quite looking at her.

	“What do you mean?” she asked. The skin on her arms prickled up with goosebumps.

	“I don’t know how else to say it, so I’m just going to put it out there. You know how I like to go down to the track and watch the horses?” he said.

	“Yes…” she didn’t like where this was going.

	“Well, I don’t just watch them. I also bet on them. I got a hot tip from a guy at work and I thought it would be my golden ticket. So I made a bet. A big bet…” her dad said.

	“Dad,” Kristen said, her stomach started knotting up, “What did you do?”

	He rubbed at his eyes, then finally looked at her. “I lost it all, baby. All of it. The mortgage payment, the car payment. I even took some money from some men because I thought I could pay it back.”

	The knots in her tummy turned cold. She sprang up from the bed and went over to her dad, grabbing his arms. “What are we going to do about this? Oh, dad, how could you do this?”

	He hung his head and stepped back out of her grip. “I’m sorry. I thought it was a sure thing! And your tuition is just so damn expensive!”

	She took a step back and crossed her arms, her pretty face growing stormy. “Are you saying this is my fault?”

	His jaw worked. “It doesn’t matter whose fault it is. It’s already done. But don’t worry, sweetie, I’ve already figured a way to get us out of this mess.”

	“What is it?” Kristen said. She didn’t like the tone of his voice. Or the way he still wouldn’t look at her.

	“You remember John, don’t you?” he said.

	“The guy you go drinking with?” John had always seemed like a good guy, if somehow a little dangerous. Like you didn’t want to get on his bad side dangerous.

	“Yeah, well, he’s also my bookie. He gave me a deal to get out of this whole mess and I just couldn’t say no,” her dad said.

	“What’s this deal? What does he want?” Kristen said.

	“He said he’d tear up the note…”

	“That’s great! What is it he wants in return?” she said.

	He swallowed hard. “You, baby. He wants you.”

	She balked, taking another step back. “What… you mean like… sex?”

	He nodded.

	“Dad! I can’t believe it! You can’t just do this! I’m not your property to just… sell like that!”

	The shock gripped her stomach. This had to be a dream. There was no way it was happening.

	And yet… She couldn’t deny a swelling sensation of heat that pushed against the coldness in the pit of her stomach.

	John was a dangerous guy, she knew. She knew that the feminists and those sorts would dump her if they could hear her inner thoughts at that moment. But there was something exciting about this.

	Something hot that tickled at the primal level of her thoughts. Heat blossomed in her cheeks, and she licked her lips.

	“I’m sorry, sweetie, it’s already done. John’s going to be here in a bit. Please just do this for me.”

	“As if I have a choice!” she said, then she shoved him, “Get out of here!”

	“Sorry...” her dad said as he snuck out the door.

	A car pulled up outside. Her heart jumped when the door slammed. Then someone knocked at the front door.

	She sat down on her bed.

	I can’t let this happen! This is such bullshit!

	She could just climb out the window and go through the backyard, hole up at her friend Sarah’s house until this whole thing blew over. Her dad’s gambling problems weren’t her problems. 

	Kristen even went as far as going over to her window and unlocking the latch.

	Then she stopped.

	Because she couldn’t get the thought of being used like that out of her head. She couldn’t stop thinking about what John wanted to do to her. 

	Pin her down on the bed and fuck her hard? 

	Make her suck his big, hard cock?

	Abuse her tight little pussy for his own pleasure?

	A pleasant, warm electric sensation built between her thighs. Her breath caught. 

	She locked the window again, then went and sat on the bed when the front door opened and closed.

	Heavy footsteps came up the stairs. They paused outside her door. Her heart wanted to jump out of her throat.

	And her pussy was so, so wet.

	This went against everything she believed in as a modern woman.

	But that didn’t stop her from letting it happen.

	John didn’t knock. He just threw the door open and stomped inside. He was a big guy, his face covered in stubble and some sort of tattoo sleeve down one arm.

	Her took one look at her and nodded. “Your dad says he already told you the deal.”

	“He did,” she said. She stood up.

	He came over and pushed her back down. Some spark of resistance ignited inside her. Just because she wanted this too didn’t mean she intended on making it easy for him.

	He grinned. Then, when she tried to get off the bed, he shoved her back down. She frowned at him, then tried again. Once more, he shoved her down. He looked at her body openly, clearly admiring the flare of her hips, her flat stomach, her perky breasts.

	The warmth of the room changed from pleasant to too damn hot in a moment. She squirmed at the sensations writhing inside her as he drank her body in with his eyes.

	"What the hell are you doing?" Kristen said. 

	She kicked him in the shin. He flinched for a moment, then fixed those smoky blue eyes on her again. She felt transfixed by them, like he was Dracula in one of those old movies hypnotizing a woman before her took what he wanted from their bodies. She shivered then.

	"Taking what’s owed to me," John said.

	He leapt onto her, grabbing her wrists and pinning them against the bed. 

	"What—?" Kristen began.

	Then his mouth covered hers. Their teeth clashed together, but he didn't stop. Kristen struggled beneath him, her body writhing against his.

	He kept her on her back while he lay beside her, kissing. He grabbed her by the throat, letting his fingers tighten until he cut off her air. Then he let go. His hand travelled down from her neck, cupping one of her breasts. Kristen's nipple puckered under his grip. He chuckled when he felt that.

	Then his hand kept going. Kristen arched her back into the air, ostensibly to shake his fingers off. But it just helped him slip them into her pants. She gasped as his fingers moved between her legs, feeling her lips.

	Feeling how wet she'd gotten. He slipped one finger between her lips, rubbing at her wetness, making her hotter and wetter for him.

	"John..." she moaned as he finally took his mouth from hers. She felt flushed and warm, so warm. 

	This had all changed from some awful nightmare to her darkest fantasy. 

	"John!" she said again as he slipped his finger into her wetness. She tightened around him as he rubbed and curled his finger inside her.

	His cock hardened. She had the urge to feel it. He only held one of her wrists now, so she used her free hand to grab his hard shaft through his jeans. She rubbed at it, smiling when he got stiffer at her touch.

	"I knew this was what you wanted," John said.

	He pushed a second finger into her pussy when he finished. Kristen moaned, pushing her head back against the mattress as her slick walls stretched around him. 

	"Yeah?" she said, panting, unable to catch her breath. It was hard to do anything but concentrate on how his fingers rubbed against her, how they sent shocks of pleasure up through her body. How they squelched inside her as he urged more and more wetness from her body.

	"Yeah," he said, grinning his crooked grin at her.

	So she let go of his cock and grabbed the back of his head. She pulled his face down, then bit his bottom lip between her teeth and held it there.

	It was his turn to squeeze his eyes shut and moan. She bit down harder. His cock jerked against her at the sudden pain.

	Slowly, she let his lip trail out.

	"That may be true, but we both know that you've wanted to fuck me all year. It must have made you so frustrated when I wouldn't let you have any of this..." she squeezed her pussy around his fingers and they both moaned.

	John's lips pressed into a thin line. She saw the frustration in his eyes then, and smiled at him.

	He bared his teeth at her. Then he pulled his fingers from her sopping cunt. They came out dripping with her juices. John shoved himself to his feet.

	Then he stripped her, wrenching her shoes off. Her pants and panties were next, peeled off her legs like she was some fresh, sweet fruit that he craved. She arched her back as he pulled off her shirt and unhooked her bra.

	Then she was naked on the bed for him, her legs spread apart with him standing between them. His stiff cock pulsed against his jeans, trapped. His eyes widened as he took her bare flesh in, as he stared at the glistening wetness between the bald lips of her little pussy.

	Kristen squeezed her breasts, pinching her nipples and licking her lips as she watched him undress. He pulled his shirt off, then shoved his pants down. His eager cock sprang up, stiff and trembling. She couldn't take her eyes off it. It was long and thick. This had to be why the other girls hadn't been able to say no. He'd showed them that monster he kept hidden in his pants and they soaked their panties for him.

	"John..." she said.

	But then he reached down and pulled her to her feet. His big, strong hands kneaded the firm flesh of her ass while she jerked his hard cock with both her hands. Electric shocks of pleasure so intense that she almost couldn't take them rushed through her body as she felt how hot and hard his shaft was in her fingers. She could feel his heartbeat through his cock as she slid the skin on it up and down, faster and faster. 

	When she threw her head back, he practically attacked her neck with his mouth. He gave her a long trail of wet hickies, leaving the tender flesh of her throat raw and red and wanting more. 

	John put his hands on her shoulders and shoved her down. The floor was cold on her knees, but the sensation was forgotten in another moment. His thick, heavy cock trembled kissing distance from her mouth.

	She looked up into his eyes and saw what he wanted from her, what he demanded.

	His groan as she opened her mouth wide and sank her lips as far down his shaft as she could made her pussy tingle, getting wet enough for her thighs to glisten with her own need. 

	If he throbbed when she'd held him with her hands, he throbbed in her mouth. She moaned around his girth. He replied with a groan and a shudder of his own. His precum leaked out onto her tongue. She swallowed it, then started sucking on him. 

	John swept her hair back with one hand, holding it out of the way. He grabbed her by the back of the neck with the other. He pulled her forward, shoving his cock deeper into her.

	His cock swelled in her mouth, getting stiffer by the moment. She grabbed his shaft and starting stroking it, using her own saliva as lube. Her eyes started watering, and she had to fight against her gag reflex. 

	How much of him can I take? she wondered. She let him pull her mouth farther down his length, her nose getting closer and closer to the tight muscles of his abs.

	He held her mouth there for a while, letting her feel the strain as her lips stretched to keep him in, letting the saliva squirt into her mouth at the taste of him, then down her chin.

	She looked up at him, her eyes imploring, even as she snuck one of her hands between her legs to rub at her little erect clit. 

	"Holy fuck!" John said, jerking his hips back and pulling his cock out of her mouth. Long, clear strings of spit hung between her lips and the head of his shaft. She collected them with her free hand and used it as lube in her palm, letting her slide her fingers up and down on him with ease.

	"Are you going to fuck me now, John?" Kristen asked. Her lips hurt from all the stretching. They were bright red and sensitive, and John couldn't seem to take his eyes off them. His cock trembled in her hand.

	"I always knew you were a horny little bitch," he said.

	He picked her up as though she weighed nothing, then threw her down on the bed again.

	She had the sudden urge to ask him if he had protection, but she didn't have the time. John grabbed her by the hips and pulled her towards him until her ass hung off the side of the bed. Grabbing her by the knees, he pushed them up to her chest. His cock throbbed when he looked down at her bald little cunt.

	He was so stiff that he had to push his cock down with the pad of his thumb to line it up with her passage. 

	She put her hand on his stomach, right below his navel, trying to make him slow down.

	"I'm not on anything," she said.

	He'd pushed the head of his cock against her sex. She could feel its heat and need reflected in her own body. Her hips lifted slightly, taking the tip of him into her.

	"Good," John said.

	He grabbed her hand and pushed it aside.

	The head of his cock bulled its way into her tight little pussy, aided by all her juices and saliva. Kristen hissed at the pain, her toes curling up as her pussy stretched around his girth. 

	"John!" she called out, her walls clamping down around him, trying to slow him down as he plunged deeper and deeper into her sopping wetness with his bare shaft.

	John just pushed her knees harder back against her chest, making her even tighter around him.

	"Yes..." he said, letting his head roll back as he stopped to let himself feel the way her walls throbbed and tightened around him.

	Kristen couldn't help it. She had to see. She lifted her head. 

	He'd gotten almost ever last inch of himself in. She could see the very base of his shaft trembling and straining against her tightness. She could see how her lips had opened around him. She could see her mingled juices and spit glistening on his member.

	Her head whipped back against the mattress as the heat of her sexual agony built.

	John took this as a signal to fuck her. Withdrawing his cock part way from her, he rammed it back into her. The bed squeaked against the floor from the force of his thrusting. 

	No matter how tightly her pussy gripped him, she couldn't slow him down.

	Not that she wanted to.

	"John!" she said, calling his name over and over in between telling him to fuck her harder.

	"Fuck that pussy," she said, "Fuck me with that hard cock. Do you like how wet I am for you? Do you like having all my juices all over your shaft while I squeeze you?"

	John had his teeth gritted. His eyes fixed on where their bodies joined, watching his cock slide into her, then pull back out, her pussy trailing along his length, trying to keep him from leaving. 

	Then his cock touched something in her. She screamed and started bucking against the bed, her hips jerking up and down, driving him harder and faster into her.

	"Yeah, come all over my cock you bitch," he said, slamming himself all the way into her.

	"Fuck you!" she cried out as her pussy convulsed on his shaft.

	Then his grin shifted. He snarled, and his face contorted. It was almost like it felt so good that it hurt.

	She wasn’t on any protection. He didn’t have a condom on. She knew that she should demand that he pull out.

	But that same thing inside her that told her to let this happen, let her dad sell her like this, told her to let him empty his balls deep in her guts.

	To let him totally own her like that.

	"Yeah, fill my pussy up with that hot load of cum," Kristen said as her body continued through the throes of her climax. squeezing up around his rigid shaft as it jerked inside of her. She could feel each spurt, shooting out hard into her pussy.

	His cum filled her with warmth, pooling inside her, so much that it squeezed out from around his shaft to drip down her ass and onto the floor.

	When he finished, he pulled out of her. His load leaked from her pussy, all creamy and white. Her walls still throbbed as though he had stayed inside her.

	"There," he said, bending over to grab his pants.

	"You're such an asshole," Kristen said, letting her legs stretch out as the intense relief and relaxation that always followed and intense orgasm flowed through her.

	"You keep telling me that, but I think you wanted me to fuck you even more than I wanted to feel that tight pussy of yours around me."

	"Shut up," Kristen said. She didn’t want to tell him the truth.

	Even though he seemed to already know.

	“Well, you’re a pretty nice piece of ass, I’ll give you that,” John said, shoving his glistening cock into his pants and zipping the fly, “Tell your dad I won’t break his kneecaps. For now, anyway.”

	He left. Kristen just sat on the bed, going over what had happened. 

	She’d never been used like that before. Her pussy ached for that stretching she’d just been given. It throbbed with every heartbeat.

	She’d never climaxed so hard before, she knew. Never had hotter sex.

	She wondered if John intended on coming back to collect again anytime soon.

	



	



Paying the Landlord

	 

	Callie knew that she owed the rent.

	She also knew that this wasn’t the first time she’d owed it. By her count, it was the fourth.

	The first three times, she’d managed to get to money to her landlord, Gerry, within a week or so. He’d been pretty upset.

	But she also knew that he wanted her. Being a good looking girl in this day and age came with its problems, but also its benefits.

	And Callie had used those benefits as much as she could. A little flirty smile here. A touch on the arm there.

	A little bit of that and Gerry backed off, telling her she could get the money to him within a week.

	The second and third time she’d been behind, he’d come with an eviction notice in one hand.

	But he’d backed off.

	It had been almost three weeks since her rent came due. Before long, she’d owe him not one month but two.

	This was a great apartment, too. Close to campus for her classes. Close to the mall where she worked. She really couldn’t give it up.

	But she also couldn’t pay.

	So this time she kept a close eye on the walkway outside her unit. Gerry lived in the last one on the row, within easy view.

	Because she knew this was going to take more than just a little flirting and light touching, she prepared.

	Kept her lower lips nice and bare. Wore a nice thong. That sort of thing.

	It won’t go any farther than a lap dance, she told herself. That would keep Gerry busy for a while, probably going back to his unit to jerk off.

	He wasn’t a bad looking guy or anything. Handsome, even. The type of guy who was handy and kept himself in shape. He was just too old for her. Not quite her dad’s age, she thought. But close enough that he just wasn’t her type.

	But what if he wants it to go farther? She wondered.

	It won’t come to that.

	Then the day came. She caught him walking towards her door, a piece of paper in one hand flapping with the swinging of his arm.

	He looked pissed.

	Callie’s breath caught in her throat. Her stomach tightened up and her heart throbbed against her ribs.

	And she was wet. Something about using her body to pay her bills turned her on.

	He knocked hard knuckles against her door. She opened it and stared up into his stormy face.

	“Here,” he said, thrusting the paper out at her.

	She opened her door wider and stepped aside, not looking at the eviction notice. “Don’t you want to come in?”

	He shook his head, “Not really. Just take this. I’m doing fucking around, Callie.”

	“I’ll take it,” she said,” If you come inside so we can talk about this.”

	Then he saw what she was wearing. Saw the way it hugged at her hips. He swallowed hard. Then he nodded.

	Callie let him in. She couldn’t believe how wet she was. How much this turned her on. 

	But I won’t fuck him, she told herself.

	“I don’t want to hear any of your bullshit anymore. I’ve got a waiting list of people who will pay their rent on time,” Gerry said. They stood in the small living room of the one-bed, one-bath apartment.

	Cassie went up to him and put her hands on his chest. “Can’t we come up with some other… arrangement?”

	He looked down at her. She saw the way his nostrils flared. The way he caught the scent of her young, clean body.

	He swallowed hard again. “The only arrangement I’m interested in is getting your ass out of this unit.”

	She smiled at him devilishly. “My ass? This ass right here?”

	Then she turned around and rubbed her ass against the front of his jeans. He groaned and she felt his cock swell against her.

	“No, Callie…” he said, managing to push her away. But she knew she had him.

	“I know you want me,” she told him.

	Then she turned around and gave him a shove. He sat down heavily on the couch, his shaft bulging against his jeans.

	“Just let me take care of,” she said, crawling up onto his lap, “And then you can take care of our little problem…”

	She rubbed the flushed mound of her pussy against his straining shaft and he groaned. Then she put her hands on his shoulders, wanting a better grip. 

	It was so hot. She thought she might come, too. Gerry was a big guy, down there. Part of her wondered what it might feel like to stretch out around that girth…

	“I love how hard you get for me, Gerry,” she said, looking him in the eye, “Don’t you want to come? I want you to come for me…”

	Then snarled. Her pushed her off him, standing up.

	She stood up, too, confused, “Gerry!”

	Then he grabbed her by the throat with one hand. His fingers tightened until she could take a breath. She grabbed on his forearm, but couldn’t do anything.

	And her pussy was absolutely sopping wet.

	“You think a lap dance is going to cover what you owe? No, that’s not good enough. Not good enough by a long shot. I think you know what I want. And what you want, too. So what’s it going to be, sweetcheeks?”

	“Y… yes…” she gasped out, her vision fading at the edges. He was so strong.

	"That's better," he said, "Shh."

	His fingers loosened so that she could breathe, but she didn't let go of his forearm.

	His free hand caressed her. One finger ran along her jaw, then down her shoulder, pushing the strap of her dress off. Her breathing quickened as he pushed the dress down, letting her perky breasts spill out. Her nipples had already puckered. 

	Gerry's breathing became ragged as he gently squeezed first one breast, then the other. He toyed with her nipples, pinching them lightly and then rubbing his thumb over them. It hurt and left her pussy sopping with need all at once.

	Then he let go of her throat. She gasped as he took one of her nipples in his mouth. His tongue teased around the puckered fresh, and she cried out when he sucked on her. Her legs parted as he slid his hand between her thighs to find how wet and excited she'd become. He groaned.

	That was it, she knew. She could resist him no longer. Her body was clay in his powerful hands, ready to be molded to whatever form he desired. He pushed his middle finger between the lips of her sex, and she soaked him with her need as he rubbed up and down her slit.

	"Gerry," she said, grabbing the back of his head and pulling his face between her breasts. He licked the delicate flesh there, sending little electric shocks through her that she could feel in her fingers and toes. 

	"Touch me," she said, "Take me."

	She'd never wanted a man to fuck her so badly in her entire life. 

	Her pussy yielded to his finger, letting it slip all the way to the knuckle. Her toes curled when he stroked her walls. And she cried out even louder when he put a second finger in.

	"I knew you wanted it," he said, managing to pull his head from between her breasts before he suffocated.

	Then he bit down on her nipple again, hard this time. She gasped at the pain, grabbing at his head, squeezing his black hair between her fingers, but unable to pull him away.

	He started sucking on her at the same time as he stroked her on the inside. Her back arched up, her hips bucking as he excited her with an incredible mixture of pain and pleasure.

	Finally, she managed to pull his lips off her. The nipple throbbed and, had there been enough light, she knew it would be red. 

	"You like it rough," Gerry said, pulling her hands off him, "I know your type. You're so good looking that guys don't know how to handle you. So you end up handling them, when all you really want is for someone to come in, rip your panties down, and fuck you as hard as he wants..."

	He put a third finger into her, and she groaned as her walls stretched out around the added girth. Weakness left her panting for breath, and it felt like the interior of the van had heated up to boiling. Her lips parted as he pushed his fingers deeper into her, guided by her slick, trembling walls.

	"God, it's even warmer than I thought..." he said as he tried to undo the button on his jeans one-handed.

	Callie lunged forward, grabbing his face again. His eyes widened for a moment before their teeth clashed together. His fingers jerked inside her at the sudden pain, and she moaned for him.

	He tried to pull back, but she bit down on his bottom lip. His eyes squeezed shut in pain, and his fingers pushed harder and faster in and out of her sopping pussy.

	She bit down until she tasted his blood. He made a shocked noise and pushed back away from her, moving so quickly that he nearly fell over. He knelt in front of her, a few feet away. In his hurry, he'd kicked back one corner of the sleeping blanket and the bare metal floor of the van reflected the moonlight.

	After wiping at his mouth with the back of his hand, he looked at the blood. It looked black in the shadows.

	Callie could still taste it, sharp and coppery. She ran her tongue around her lips and shivered as her pussy throbbed.

	"You bitch!" Gerry said.

	She screamed as he grabbed her ankles and yanked her towards him. He fell down on her, his manly weight pinning her to the couch. Roughly grabbing her hair, he yanked her head back. He sounded like an animal as he licked, sucked, and bit at her tender throat. Callie held onto his broad shoulders as her slick cunt bumped against the hard shape his cock made in the front of his jeans. 

	When he finished with her throat, he did the same to her breasts. She screamed, digging her nails into his back as he nipped at the smooth, flat skin between her breasts.

	By the time he leaned back, panting, she'd soaked the front of his jeans with her desire.

	Gerry's lust glinted in his eyes as he looked down on his handiwork. Callie panted on the floor, her neck and chest covered in bite marks and hickies. Her body stung with need, and she still couldn't seem to get enough air into her lungs. 

	Her legs lay splayed open on his lap, her bare pussy and her inner thighs glistening in the moonlight with the wetness of her need.

	Gerry put the ball of his thumb on her clit and moved it in slow circles, sending shivering shocks through her every time her completed a revolution. He rubbed at his cock through his jeans with his other hand, devouring her with his eyes.

	"I bet you're the kind of girl that makes the guy wear a condom, too," he said, freeing his stiff shaft from his pants.

	His cock trembled, and Callie let her hot breath hiss out between her teeth at the sight of it. She ran her fingers through her hair, making fists and pulling at it.

	She bit her lower lip, sucking on it as she watched him stroke himself to the sight of her. She cried out when he pushed down suddenly on her clit, rubbing his thumb harder and faster against her little love button.

	It was true, though. She always made whatever guy she was with wear a condom. She longed to know what it was like to feel a man's bare length sliding and rubbing against her slick walls with nothing between them, but she was afraid.

	Gerry didn't care about her fear, though. All he wanted to do was feel her wrapped around him, surrounding his cock with the warmth and wetness she'd teased him with earlier.

	Pushing his jeans and boxers down as far as they would go while he knelt there, Gerry continued punishing her clit. She screamed for him, feeling her orgasm building as a sort of tightness just below her navel. Her fingers tightened in her hair.

	Her mouth opened in a silent scream even as her eyes clenched shut. Gerry mounted her then, the head of his shaft bumping against her tight opening. 

	He forced himself inside of her as she came. Her back arched up until her stomach touched his. Gerry hissed as her pussy clung to him. He rammed his shaft deeper and deeper into her as Callie's climax intensified.

	He's not wearing a condom! she found herself thinking, followed quickly by, God, he's so warm and hard!

	Her toes curled up as he pushed his cock all the way into her, his balls bumping against her body. Gerry grimaced as he used her body to pleasure himself. Her slick walls massaged every inch of his member, making it swell and flex inside of her.

	"I knew you wanted it. You wanted it bad," he whispered, his light breaths puffing against her cheek.

	"Yes!" she said.

	Gerry's cock was the tool of all their pleasure as he pulled out and thrust into her again and again. The couch provided barely any padding as she found her body slammed against the floor. Already her back and shoulders ached. Her breasts and neck still stung from his earlier biting.

	But she relished the feeling of their bare flesh fitting together, sliding against each other. She felt so aware of every part of his cock, every throb of his pleasure as he swelled inside her, every pulse of his heart.

	The windows of the van steamed as she called his name over and over. Her long nails scratched his back through his shirt, leaving him hissing. He swore at her.

	"You slut!" he said, burying his shaft inside of her and flexing it to make her moan for him before yanking it most of the way out. She'd gotten so slick that her juices ran down his length. She'd soaked the sleeping back beneath her bottom, and their bodies slapped together wetly with each thrust. 

	"Yes," she moaned to him. She wanted to be his slut. She liked being his slut. She liked everything he did to her, and loved the way she felt being with him. 

	But most of all, she wanted to make him cum.

	He kissed her again, and she tasted the copper tang of blood from her earlier love bite.

	The taste of it sent her body trembling with desire. She'd never felt a man's cum inside her, either. Just the thought of Gerry filling her body with a load of his hot seed left her shaking, left her grasping at him like his body was a life preserve and her lust a sea that she was drowning in.

	But Gerry was in charge. Her body was his plaything, not the other way around. What if he wanted to cum all over her chest, or wanted her to swallow it?

	She grabbed him by the ass, her fingers squeezing against his taut muscles as they flexed with each thrust. She wouldn't let him out of her. She couldn't.

	Perhaps it was from the way she tightened around him, or the look on her face. But Gerry moaned through clenched teeth. His feet scrabbled against the sleeping bag for purchase as he tried to push himself even deeper into her.

	Her grip on his member tightened as the walls of her sex urged him towards his climax.

	"Fuck me!" she said, staring up into his face, glistening with the sweat of his efforts.

	Callie thrust her hips up against him, keeping rhythm with his movements. She smiled. His cock just kept getting harder and harder inside of her, and he'd squeezed his eyes shut like he was in agony.

	She imagined his balls tightening, imagined the purple flesh on the head of his cock becoming taut as he came closer and closer to the peak of his sexual pain.

	"God! I'm coming!" Callie screamed. 

	Her hips bucked up and down against him as she lost control. Stars exploded in her vision as her whole body went rigid.

	"Ah!" Gerry moaned, pushing himself balls-deep into her body.

	The first spurt of his cum had Callie screaming. As more and more of it erupted from his body into hers, she slid her pussy up and down his length, trying to squeeze every last drop of it out of him. 

	"Gerry... It's so warm... You're so big and hard..." she whispered, pulling his face down next to hers so she could feel his hot breaths washing over her flesh.

	With one final gasp, Callie recovered from her orgasm. Her arched back went flat against the sleeping bag, letting most of Gerry's shaft slide out of her. In the moonlight, his member glistened with the mixed juices of their efforts. He grabbed his cock with his thumb and forefinger and milked the last of his seed into her with them as she watched. 

	Callie's body flushed and grew warm as the blood flowed back into her extremities. She felt so relaxed, so light and loose that she nearly fell asleep. She almost forgot about the stinging pain from his bites and hickies on her breasts, neck, and shoulders. She almost forgot that he'd kidnapped her and used her body for his own lusty desires. 

	Gerry sat leaned against the couch. He'd pulled his pants back up, and had one knee in the air while the other leg rested against the floor. He put one arm on his raised knee as he looked at her.

	Callie knew that he was contemplating what to do with her now. And she almost didn't care. Every fiber in her body screamed at her to just close her eyes and sleep away the exhaustion that lay like a thick blanket over her, and damn the consequences.

	"What now?" she asked. 

	Even though his eyes and face were drenched in shadow, she could feel his gaze on her high, bare breasts. They still had his red teeth marks in them. Her nipples perked up at his attention, one still stinging.

	"What are you going to do to me now?" she said, trying to be more specific.

	He got quiet for a time again, just letting his eyes feast on her flesh. Her inner thighs were still sticky and wet from their fucking, and she felt a dull ache deep inside her that grew sharp as a tingle of renewed desire ran up her spine. 

	"What do you want me to do to you?" Gerry said, his deep voice breaking through the silence that had fallen over them.

	With a Herculean effort, Callie pushed herself up onto her haunches. Then, like a cat, she stretched towards him. She pushed his high knee down to the floor, and let her hands run up the coarse denim covering his thighs. She found his hardness there, waiting for her, and she smiled.

	She stopped moving forward when their faces were only a few inches apart. The coppery tang of his still-bleeding lip filled the air, heating her fires. He looked into her eyes and swallowed loudly.

	"Anything you want, so long as my rent is covered this month… And next," she said, kissing him.

	His big hands moved down her back to grasp the firm cheeks of her bottom as he pulled her into his lap.

	“Consider this your deposit,” he told her.

	



	



Owing Her Landlord

	 

	I couldn’t afford rent this month. I’d like to say it was because I did something good, like giving a wad of cash to a homeless guy or donating it all to charity, but I didn’t.

	No, I’d spent the last two weekends out on the town with the girls. Celebrating finishing my second year of college.

	I’d been banking on picking up a job by this point, since my last student loan payment had dwindled down to single digits in my bank account.

	Usually I dropped the rent check off every month at my landlord’s place right on the last day of the month.

	It was now two weeks past the rent due date, and he still hadn’t come knocking.

	Some part of me hoped that I had fallen through the cracks. My landlord owned a bunch of student housing in the area, and it had to be a real pain to keep track of everything owed to him.

	Also, I thought he might have a bit of a soft spot for me. 

	I’d caught him checking me out a few times, and we flirted a little every time he came over to unclog the sink drain or put batteries into the smoke alarms or whatever.

	I thought he was pretty hot, too. Just too old for me. I was 19 and I wanted to get with guys my own age, and he was in his late 30s or something at least.

	Still, sometimes I found myself playing out one of those landlord/tenant fantasies. Oh yes, strong Mr. Landlord, my plumbing is in desperate need of a long snaking!

	I’ll also admit to letting that fantasy run its course once or twice in the middle of the night when I couldn’t get to sleep and just needed something to relax.

	I’d lick my index fingers so that it got good and wet with my spit and then move in in slow circles around my little clit. My love button would get all swollen and I could feel it throb with need.

	Then I’d torture it until my whole body clenched up and I came good and hard.

	That usually did the trick. Lights out, no problem.

	That evening, my doorbell rang. My heart jumped up into my throat right away, since I knew it could only be one person.

	I opened the door, smiling and pretending to have no idea why he might come to my place. “Hey!”

	He crossed his arms over his chest and looked at me with humorless eyes and I just knew that I wasn’t going to get away with this.

	His car, a perfectly restored classic Trans Am, sat down at the curb behind him.

	“It’s been two weeks,” he said. He didn’t say since what. We both knew since what.

	I couldn’t pretend any longer. I bit down on my bottom lip and let it slide out between my teeth, biding time so I could think of something, anything, to say that might keep him from kicking me out.

	Because I really didn’t want to have to move back in with my parents. Not at 19!

	“I know. I’m sorry… I don’t have the money,” I said.

	“No rent, no apartment,” he said. I don’t think he’d blinked since I opened the door.

	“I know. But I’ll have the money, like, two weeks after I get my summer job!” I said.

	“Do you have this job yet?” he rolled his eyes at me. 

	I could see what he was thinking. Stupid Millennial doesn’t know the first thing about paying her bills.

	I pouted a little, “Not yet. But soon!”

	His lips tightened before he spoke, “So that means you’ll owe me two months’ rent.”

	I did the math quickly. Yeah, if I got a job tomorrow it’d be at least two weeks until I got paid, putting me over two months. My heart sank even more.

	“So,” he said, “What are we going to do about this?”

	I hugged myself then. I couldn’t stop thinking about what a big guy he was. And how I was pretty petite. 

	I mean, if he wanted to he could probably pick me up and break me in half.

	That thought got me wet, my inner walls quivering. A wave of heat rose up from between my thighs, leaving my skin prickled with goosebumps all up my back and stomach.

	He saw me tremble a little. And there was no way he could miss the spots of blush that appeared on my cheeks. 

	I swallowed hard, my eyes taking in his broad shoulders and deep chest, “What do you want to do about it?”

	He took a step closer, almost erasing the gap between us. He smelled manly, somehow. Those mingled scents of the garage with some woody cologne. I wondered if he was getting hard for me.

	Because I was already so wet for him.

	“There is something,” he said, searching my eyes for confirmation of what he thought I was offering him.

	I was offering him me. My body. That slick, wet heat between my legs that I knew he wanted to feel so much running up and down his hard, thick shaft.

	I wanted it, wanted him. But I still felt so nervous. And more than a little sleazy, trading my body for rent.

	But something about that made it even hotter.

	Slowly, he reached out. My eyes went wide and my heart went into overdrive. He put his hands on my hips and drew them forward.

	My stomach met the hard bulge in the front of his pants. His breath was hot when he lowered his mouth next to my ear. “Are you offering me what I think you’re offering me?”

	He had a big cock. His bulge sent little pleasurable shocks up and down my spine when I thought about how it might feel to have that inside me, filling me up, stretching me out.

	My lips parted and a slow, hot sigh escaped between them. “Yes. Do we have a deal?”

	My nipples perked up, so stiff that they ached. I started wondering then how he might do it. Me, I mean.

	Would he take me inside my apartment? Make me lead him to the bedroom, throw me down on my messy, unmade bed, peel off my pants and pull my sopping panties from my swollen, wanton mound?

	He smiled, “I think we can work something out. Come with me.”

	“What? What do you mean? Don’t you want to come in?”

	He took my hand and led me down the stoop, then opened the passenger door to his Trans Am and waved for me to sit inside.

	I did. 

	Holy fuck, I was so nervous, so turned on.

	He climbed inside and gunned the engine and we peeled out away from the curb.

	We raced out of town, the back end of the Trans Am swinging out as he took a left turn without slowing. My stomach lagged a few moments behind. 

	Finally, the car screeched to a halt, hidden in the shadows of a large, abandoned warehouse. The broken windows glinted in the moonlight.

	Before I could reach for the door handle, he grabbed both my wrists. I yelled out as he pinned them with one hand behind my seat. I arched my body, my feet scrabbling against the floor as I fought to get free again.

	He pulled our faces together. His lips and mouth felt so hot on mine. His stubble prickled at my sensitive skin.

	A delicious pain shot through my lower lip as he bit into it and let it slowly slide out from between his teeth. My body responded to his touch, even if my mind didn't. I got wet, the sudden feeling of slick heat between my legs making me gasp.

	He clutched his fingers around my throat for a moment, making me look right into his eyes as he slid his hand down. He pushed his fingers under my halter top, grinning as my nipple perked up beneath his pinches.

	When he pulled my skirt up my thighs, I struggled again, but he tightened his grip around my wrists until I cried out from the pain of my bones grinding together.

	He felt my bare thighs, making the skin prickle with gooseflesh beneath his rough hands.

	"Please..." I said as he slowly worked his fingers between my clenched legs. I couldn't let him find that heat, I just couldn't.

	My body was betraying me. My lips and cheeks still stung from his stubble, and I wanted more of it. Heat flushed up into my chest.

	But he was too strong. He pushed his fingers between my thighs and wriggled them up to my secret wetness. He smiled as he felt my damp panties, pushing them aside with one finger.

	"Oh!" I said, "Ah, God!"

	His fingers made a wet schlicking noise as he pushed my lips apart and massaged my sopping slit.

	"Yeah, I knew you wanted it..." he said.

	I did want it. I wanted him. Badly. My pussy throbbed.

	I kissed him, lurching forward in my seat to smack out lips together. Our tongues wriggled against each other as his fingers sent lances of bliss up my body. 

	I couldn't stop it. I couldn't help myself. My juices ran out onto his fingers and wrist as he forced them into me. I needed it so badly. I hadn't felt the touch of a man in so long. It was like his fingers were electrified. 

	I didn't resist when he pushed my legs apart, or when he shifted me down to the edge of the seat for a better angle. My own hands kept clenching into tight fists behind the seat, held in place by his unyielding grip.

	My hips started gyrating, grinding to ease him ever deeper into me.

	I cried out for him when he pulled them out of me. We kissed again as he unzipped his jeans and pulled his hardening shaft out. It was thick and heavy, and my mouth watered as I looked down at it. My body ached, and I needed to know what it felt like to have it in me, stretching me out with its girth.

	He started stroking himself, my juices on his fingers leaving his shaft glistening.

	"This is what you really want, isn't it?" he said.

	He stopped touching himself to pull my top up over my breasts. My nipples stung as they perked up even more. He pinched them again, giving the firm flesh approving squeezes. The pain made me moan, made my juices flow.

	"Yeah," I said, glancing between his cock and his eyes.

	"Show me how much you want it," he said.

	He let go of my hands and I felt a momentary sting as the blood rushed back into my fingers.

	Then he grabbed the back of my head and forced my face down into his lap. I could taste my juices on his cock as my lips slid down his length. 

	Holding my head with both hands, he fucked my mouth. My spit ran down him as the tight seal of my lips pulled his skin up and down. The head kept hitting the back of my throat. As his pleasure mounted, he pulled hard at my hair and my body stiffened from the sting.

	I'd never been with a man like that before. One who knew what he wanted, and made me do it to him. His cock was so hot and hard against my tongue, and my jaw ached with the strain.

	He groaned as he used my body for his pleasure. The sound sent a tingle down my back, and made the walls of my pussy tremble with anticipation. It was the hottest thing I'd ever done. His pleasure was mine.

	There was no fear left in me anymore. Only a craving, a hunger remained. I buried his cock in my mouth until my nose touched his body, resisting my gag reflex as he slipped into my throat.

	For that night, that moment, I just wanted to be a dirty slut. I wanted to get fucked so hard I couldn't walk straight the next morning. 

	If there was a next morning. I had no idea what this guy was going to do with me when he was finished using me. The fear and the pleasure mingled, leaving my entire body tingling.

	He jerked in my lips.

	"Fuck!" he said, pulling my mouth off him before he spurted his hot load down my throat. I spat down onto him and watched the gob of saliva leave a shiny trail down his member.

	"You dirty little whore," he said.

	"Yeah," I said. I could see the little smears of lipstick I'd left on his shaft, too. It was so hot. I knew my makeup had to be streaked, but I didn't care.

	"Let's see how tight you are," he said.

	Then he grabbed me again, lifting me up as he shifted over into my seat. He pressed me against the ceiling as he found a comfortable position. My hot breath left steam all over the windshield as I thought about his stiff cock, just a few inches below, ready for me to lower down onto it.

	I sucked in a breath as he let me slide down his body. The head of his cock bumped against my slit, sliding up through it. He grabbed it and guided it back down so that it pushed against my opening.

	"Fuck!" I said as he forced me down.

	He didn't care about waiting for me to loosen up for him. He just wanted to feel me around him, clutching at him with my soft, slick walls. And he was so hot inside me. The heat of it shocked me, and I couldn't breathe at first.

	He let me fall until I had every last inch of him inside me. His shaft pulsed with warmth.

	I wanted to take a few moments just to sit there on him and catch my breath, to let myself get used to him.

	But he put his hands under my ass and lifted me back up so that the tight ring of my opening strained around the taut head of his cock.

	"Fuck, it's so tight," he said.

	He dropped me back down and I screamed. My whole body went tense, and he growled behind me as my pussy clenched around him.

	He gave me no time to recover, lifting me up and dropping me down as fast as he could. The Trans Am's suspension groaned in complaint as he rammed my body down his stiff shaft again and again, using me as the tool of his pleasure.

	He sank his teeth into my shoulder as it got more intense. I could feel him stiffening, swelling inside me.

	If I hadn't been so wet, I knew we'd barely be able to move. My tightness fought against his girth, but each thrust just seemed to make me soak him again.

	"Is it too much?" I said, unable to suppress my grin. I could feel him losing control. I bore down on him, trying to squeeze my pussy up as tightly as I could. It made him feel even bigger inside me, made each of his thrusts force me apart around him in a delicious mix of pleasure and pain.

	He ran a hand over my thigh and started toying my clit with his fingers. My little love button had become perky and stiff. I practically convulsed on him, screaming as the sensation overwhelmed me. My fingernails left scratch marks in the roof.

	When he finished teaching me my lesson, he lifted me up again. He slammed his cock up into me over and over, moaning all the while behind me.

	God, I was so close. My stomach was hot and tight, and little tendrils of ecstasy seemed to reach out through my body from my sex.

	When he came, he thrust his cock up into me as deeply as he could, his feet pressed against the floor lifting us both up from the seat.

	Again, my body responded to his. My cunt squeezed around him, holding him in place and milking him as hot jets of his cum spurted out into my body. 

	He bit me again, the sharp pain of it forcing my climax higher, making my toes curl up.

	Both of us trembled for a few moments, caught in that web of pure sexual bliss and agony. I could feel the hot ball of his cum inside me, slowly moving down his shaft, trapped within me by his cock.

	He fell back against the seat, sweating and trembling. In the aftermath of my orgasm, I felt completely helpless. His cock pulsed inside me, still rock hard. Every little twitch of it sent me moaning again.

	We'd completely fogged the windows, and I couldn't see outside at all. 

	I found myself wanting to kiss him and to scratch his eyes out at the same time. He'd taken me against my will and fucked me into submission. A man wasn't supposed to be like that with women.

	But I found myself resting my head on his shoulder, savoring the feeling of his hardness buried deep inside me.

	"Up," he said.

	I climbed off him into the driver's seat, feeling his hot cum make its way down my walls. He made me clean him off with my tongue, his cock covered in a mixture of his load and my juices. I liked the taste of it.

	I felt dirty. I felt used.

	I felt satisfied. My pussy ached from getting stretched out around his long, thick cock. My lips felt numb from sucking on him. And I loved it.

	I almost wanted to ask him if he would fuck me again, but I wasn’t sure I could take him for a second go around so quickly.

	Besides, I needed to know something else. “So is the rent all settled up? For this month and next?”

	He looked at me, “For now, but if you’re late again I don’t care how hot your tight little ass is, I’m kicking it to the curb.”

	



	



Landlord Backdoor

	 

	Stacy looked at the large, gaping hole in the drywall of her living room. 

	It was one of several. She knew that she shouldn’t have hung those heavy prints, but they’d just gone so nicely with the furniture!

	She had tried to take the first off the wall and it just fell, tearing out that big chunk as it went. When it hit the floor, the other two apparently decided to join it and fell as well.

	“Why did it have to happen today of all days?” Stacy muttered, rubbing at her eyes with thumb and knuckle until little bursts of color appeared.

	It was Murphy’s Law, was all. Those pictures had hung there for the last few months. But today was the day she’d scheduled with her landlord, Ashton, for him to come in and take a look around the place so that when she moved out she could get her security deposit back.

	But judging by the damage to the walls and the floor, her security deposit wasn’t even going to cover all the work needed.

	And it wasn’t like she could just bail out, either. Ashton knew where she worked.

	Not only that, but he and her boss were friends. She needed that money to help pay tuition for next semester. She was screwed without that job.

	“What the fuck am I supposed to do?” she said.

	She went over to her purse, which sat on the couch, and rummaged through it until she found the cool rectangle of her phone.

	But when she pulled it out she didn’t know who to call. 

	Her parents wouldn’t lend her any money to fix it. Her friends were just as broke as she was.

	Then she didn’t have any longer to think about it.

	Someone knocked on the door. Instantly, her heart pattered hard against her ribs. 

	She spun towards the door, her short skirt whirling around her thighs. There wasn’t anything she could do to stop him from coming in.

	He knocked again. “Stacy?” The door muffled his voice.

	Her throat locked up. She stood there, watching the door, hoping that he might just decide to go away and come back some other time.

	“Fuck!” Stacy whispered, clutching nervously at her skirt. Ashton slid his key into the lock and the deadbolt shot back with a sharp clack.

	He pushed the door open and saw her standing there. The next moment, he also saw the holes in the wall.

	“What the hell happened here?” Ashton stormed into the apartment, fists balling at his sides.

	He pushed past her and got a better look at the walls and the deep gouges in the floor. “Holy shit! Stacy, what the hell is this?”

	She backed against the wall, cold pulses of fear assaulting her stomach. “I don’t know! It just sort of happened!”

	“Right,” he said, rounding on her, “It just fucking happened. There’s no way your damage deposit is going to cover all this!”

	“I… I don’t know…” Stacy squeezed her eyes shut and turned her head, “I used all my money for first and last at my new place!”

	He stomped up to her, so close she felt the angry heat radiating from his body. “You mean the new place where I told the landlord you were a good tenant? That place?”

	She couldn’t speak, so she nodded.

	“I should give him a call and tell him I’ve changed my mind.”

	“No! Please don’t!” Stacy threw herself at him, her palms landing flat against his chest. 

	Then he grabbed her by the shoulders and held her back against the wall. His fingers dug into her flesh. “What the fuck am I supposed to do, Stacy? This is some serious work!”

	She didn’t know what it was. The excitement of it, the terror. That feeling that he was so big and strong and had her locked hard against the wall.

	Whatever it was, her body responded. Her pussy quivered, and her breath caught when she felt the wetness.

	Heat flooded into her cheeks, and she glanced up at him and then back away.

	“What am I supposed to do with you?” Ashton said, his voice rumbling. He let her go and backed away.

	“Just please don’t call my boss or my new place. I really can’t afford it! What can I do to make this up to you?” Stacy clutched her hands together between her pert breasts.

	She hadn’t noticed her nipples perk up. Ashton did.

	“What are you willing to do?” Ashton’s eyes moved slowly down her body, then back up.

	Heat climbed up from Stacy’s chest, flushing her slender neck with rouge. “What do you want me to do?”

	His cock hardened, bulging against his slacks. She saw him looking at her legs. Then he went over and grabbed her phone from where she’d dropped it on the couch.

	"No..." she said, realizing what he wanted. What she had to do. In spite of her answer, she felt her pussy throb again. Warmth as her slit got slick. She couldn't, she thought. Wouldn't. 

	"Maybe I'll just call your boss now. Maybe you won't even get fired..." Ashton said, looking down at her phone with a smirk.

	"No!" Stacy said, jumping up.

	"Okay, then. Take off your clothes. I've always thought you had a sexy little body. Nice and petite."

	After pausing, Stacy started taking off her clothes. She stepped out of her shoes. Her skirt fell down around her ankles when she unzipped it. Her blouse joined it on the floor. Soon, she stood in nothing but her socks, bra, and panties. Ashton's cock throbbed against his pants. 

	She couldn’t remember a time she’d been so sopping wet, so turned on. Her whole body buzzed with desire.

	He nodded at her, pointing at her remaining clothing. Swallowing again, Stacy reached behind herself and unhooked her bra. It fell down when she straightened her arms. Her nipples hardened as if to spite her as Ashton looked at them.

	"Turn around," Ashton said.

	She did. Then she pulled off her socks. Finally, only her panties remained. Trembling, she bent over as she stripped them off. Ashton unbuttoned his slacks and pulled his cock out. He started stroking it as he looked at her round, firm ass.

	Again, as if to spite her, Stacy's body responded to seeing his long, rock hard shaft. Some of her wetness leaked out of her, glistening between the bare lips of her slit.

	"Now get down on your knees and soak my cock with your spit," Ashton said.

	Turning, Stacy went down on her knees in front of him. Her body shook every few moments as she watched his cock throb a few inches from her face. It was so big. She bit her bottom lip, then let it slowly slide out between her teeth.

	She couldn't believe the urge she felt to swallow up as much of him as she could. Her pussy tingled with the thought.

	So she leaned forward. Ashton groaned as her lips parted around the head of his shaft, stretching out with his girth. 

	Her eyes widened. She could feel his pulse in his cock. It throbbed with each heartbeat, seeming to get harder the farther down she forced her mouth. And it was so hot against her tongue. One of her hands started to stray down between her thighs, about to satisfy her craving to touch herself and find out just how wet she'd gotten.

	Then a light flashed just as she got more than half of him into her. She looked up.

	He'd taken a picture! With her own phone.

	"No better proof than a picture of a hard cock jammed down your throat, is there? Now suck, unless you want me to forward this to your boss," Ashton said.

	Her jaw strained around him. He was so big. She could feel the tears starting in the corners of her eyes. And the desire to touch her wet pussy was overwhelming. She had to clench her hands into fists and concentrate on sucking on her landlord's stiff shaft. She sucked the precum out of him as fast as she could, swallowing it. 

	Her pussy throbbed, she wanted so badly to tease her engorged clit.

	Her mouth moved up and down his length. She worked up more spit with each stroke. Clear strings of her saliva hung from the bottom of his member, dripping down his cock toward his balls.

	"Yes, that's good. Your mouth is so hot and wet..." Ashton said, groaning.

	Her heart fluttered at his praise, and she stamped down on the feelings of gratitude and arousal viciously.

	This isn’t right, she thought. 

	It wasn’t right, but that didn’t mean that she didn’t like it. Didn’t mean that she wanted it to stop.

	When he pulled himself out of her mouth, she had coated his entire cock in a glistening layer of her saliva. She wiped at her chin, getting rid of the strings of it that hung between her mouth and his shaft. She gulped down air as her skin prickled with gooseflesh.

	He held out his free hand. Stacy looked at it like it was the head of a venomous snake. He waggled his fingers at her impatiently. Finally, she reached up and took it.

	"Up you go, onto the couch," Ashton said, helping her to her feet.

	She started sitting down on the couch, but he stopped her. Instead, he made her get down on her knees on it, holding the back rest for support. Her heart started hammering in her chest. Her young, smooth flesh glistened with sweat. Her pussy trembled. He's going to fuck me now, she thought.

	"Wait!" she said, looking back at him "I'm not on anything. What if you get me pregnant?"

	He frowned as he looked down at her sopping pussy, so inviting. For a moment, she wanted him to just thrust it in. Her mouth went dry at the thought of his hard cock spurting its load of hot, thick cum inside her tight little unprotected cunt.

	Then he smiled.

	"Don't you worry, Stacy. I have the answer. It's a good thing you got my cock so wet with your mouth."

	"What do you mean?"

	Ashton didn't answer. Instead, he just brought one hand up to his mouth. His jaw muscles flexed as he worked up a lot of spit. He let it all drip down onto his open palm.

	"What are you doing?" Stacy asked.

	She jumped up as Ashton spread her ass cheeks apart with one hand while he used the other to massage his saliva into her tender, puckered asshole.

	"Oh!" Stacy said. His spit felt warm. His fingertips rubbed at her rosebud, slathering it with wetness.

	"No! You can't! Wait!" Stacy said. Her fingers dug into the couch cushion. 

	She said those things, but she found herself wanting him. She wanted the feeling of her tight asshole stretching out around his girth. She wanted to know what it would feel like to have every inch of him throbbing inside of her.

	Holding her cheeks apart with one hand, he grabbed the base of his shaft with the other. Stacy threw her head back, moaning as she felt her asshole stretching around the large, firm head of her landlord's cock.

	The pain of it was sharp enough to take her breath away. But her pussy had never felt wetter. It throbbed as he eased the head all the way in.

	"It's too big!" Stacy said. She wanted more of it. She wanted all of it.

	One of her hands slipped between her legs. She sank two fingers into herself and started curling them against the front wall of her cunt.

	"You like it," was all Ashton said.

	He seemed to like it, too. He'd gritted his teeth. Her asshole felt so tight around him that he had hold onto the base of his shaft to keep himself from slipping out. Groaning, he shoved forward. The skin on his cock wrinkled as her tightness pushed back against it.

	Stacy sank her fingers deeper into her wet pussy. Her hungry walls closed around them, clenching up.

	Ashton worked up more spit, then rubbed it onto his shaft. They both groaned as he went deeper and deeper into her. She could feel every ridge and bulge on his shaft as her asshole wrapped around him.

	"God!" Stacy yelled as she felt his balls slap against her pussy. 

	He'd buried himself all the way into her tightest little hole. Her mouth fell open and her eyes squeezed shut as he flexed himself inside her. Her fingers curled madly, finding that most sensitive spot in her pussy. The one that sent lances of electricity and pleasure directly to her mind.

	Slowly, so he could watch her tightness trying to hold onto him, Ashton pulled back. Stacy gritted her teeth at the friction.

	"Fuck me hard, Mr Ashton," she said through her teeth, looking up into his contorted face.

	Ashton grabbed her by the hips and did that just. Her asshole got used to his girth after a few thrusts, leaving most of the pain behind. What remained only seemed to make her want his cock even more. He drove it into her again and again. His balls slapped against her pussy each time he buried himself all the way into her.

	"Tell me you like it up the ass," Ashton said.

	"I do," Stacy replied.

	Ashton stopped for a moment, his cock halfway out of her. Stacy turned to see what was up. She looked in time for the flash on her phone to go off. She gasped. He'd just taken a picture of her tight little asshole stretched out around his thick cock.

	"More proof," he said. He silenced her reply by thrusting back into her.

	Her fingers started working around in her pussy again as he continued. 

	"Ashton!" Stacy screamed as her pussy clenched up around her fingers. Her body shook as every muscle went rigid. Her asshole tightened up around his driving shaft as pleasure and ecstasy exploded inside her.

	"So tight!" Ashton said, burying his cock balls-deep inside her. She felt his shaft jump. Then warmth. Her own climax reached new heights as she felt his cock spurt more and more of his steamy load right into her ass.

	They both finished at the same time. Stacy leaned her head against the couch cushion as her muscles relaxed and an incredible relief suffused every fiber of her body.

	Her tight asshole pushed Ashton's softening cock out of her, locking his hot seed deep in her body.

	She caught her breath as her body shuddered. She could hear the little clicks as Ashton typed something on her phone. Then the whooshing sound that meant he'd just sent an email. Her phone landed beside her on the couch.

	"I just emailed myself those pictures, in case you thought you could just delete them," Ashton said, zipping up his slacks and buttoning them.

	"So... You're not going to tell anyone?" Stacy said. Her ass started going numb.

	Ashton picked her pile of clothes up off the floor and set them down on top of her phone.

	"I won't tell anyone unless you do. In which case you can expect copies of those pictures to be available freely all over."

	Stacy wiped at her face, getting rid of the streaks of makeup. She put her clothes back on, her body trembling.

	“And all… this is taken care of?” Stacy indicated the damage to the apartment with one upturned hand.

	“Yep. You’re still not getting your damage deposit back, though.”

	



	



Used for Daddy’s Debt

	 

	Cassie didn’t know why her dad sent her down to the office that he shared with his business partner.

	Only that she’d gotten home for the weekend from college and he seemed really upset.

	“Dad? Is everything okay?” Cassie gave him a big hug and looked up into his face.

	He put one hand on the back of her head and pulled her cheek against his chest. “Yeah, sweetheart… Just lots going on at work.”

	His eyes took on a faraway glimmer, then. Cassie wasn’t stupid. She knew that everything wasn’t all right.

	“How’s college going?” he changed the topic.

	“Even better than first year!” Cassie replied. She’d just started her second year.

	Though one thing that bugged her was that she was still only 18. Most of her classmates had already hit 19 and she was a bit jealous. Though she didn’t share this with her dad.

	“You know if there’s anything to do to help out that I will, right?” Cassie offered, their hug finally ending.

	Her dad’s eyes unfocused once more, and he swallowed heavily. “Actually, now that you mention it, could you run on down to my office? I know this sounds weird, but Rich wants to see you.”

	Cassie frowned, “Mr. Jones? What does he want?”

	He and her dad had been business partners at the firm forever now. She still called him Mr. Jones. Calling him by his first name would be like calling her dad by his, and that just seemed weird.

	Her dad shrugged, “Not sure. Would you go do it though, for me? I think it will help a lot.”

	Cassie hesitated only a moment. She’d do anything for her dad. “Sure! Hey, maybe we can order pizza for dinner tonight?”

	“Sure,” her dad told her.

	She borrowed his car and drove down to the office. It was one floor in a lowrise building, and empty this weekend. Except for the big office in the back left corner. Mr. Jones’s office.

	“Mr. Jones?” Cassie said, pushing at his door. It stood ajar.

	Mr. Jones looked up from some papers scattered across his desk. He and her dad were the same age, though Mr. Jones hit the gym and kept himself in good shape.

	Actually, Cassie used to have a crush on him. But that was little girl stuff and she was an adult now.

	“Ah, Cassie. You’re dad told me you were on your way. You look great!” Mr. Jones said, coming around to the front of his desk and leaning back against it. 

	His eyes went up and down her body and Cassie experienced a tingle of warmth low in her stomach.

	She bit down a little on her bottom lip and glanced away. “Why did you want to see me?”

	Mr. Jones sighed and wrapped a knuckle against his desktop. “Well, I’m not going to bullshit you, Cassie. Your dad got the firm in big trouble. Really big trouble…”

	“Oh God! Is everything okay?” Cassie knew that her dad had been off.

	Mr. Jones smiled, “Yes, I fixed everything. But it wasn’t cheap. And your dad doesn’t have the money to pay me back. And it’s not like I want my business partner to sell his house or anything to get the money. I need him here.”

	Cassie hugged herself and looked around the big office, “I don’t understand. What does this have to do with me?”

	Mr. Jones pushed away from the desk and stood directly in front of her. She could smell the woody-leathery scent of his aftershave. 

	“It was my idea, not his.”

	Cassie trembled. She took a step back. “What was?”

	“You,” he replied, his hungry eyes gobbling her up.

	She swallowed hard. That tremble in her stomach turned to a quiver. Between her thighs she sensed the first bit of wetness.

	“”You mean you want me to… be with you… and you’ll forgive my dad what he owes you?” Cassie’s smooth and youthful brow wrinkled. Little tingles ran up her body from the base of her spine.

	Mr. Jones grinned, “Yes, that’s the long and short of it.”

	Cassie couldn’t catch her breath. Her nipples perked up hard against her shirt, and she squeezed her thighs against the quivering going on between them.

	“But Mr. Jones, I’ve never… been with… a guy before. I want it to be special.”

	His grin widened. The front of his slacks bulged out, just a little. It caught Cassie’s eye. She found herself wondering just how big Mr. Jones was.

	“Good,” Mr. Jones said, “You’re a virgin. That’s very good. So what will it be? I know you’ve always had a bit of a crush on me, Cassie.”

	She sucked her bottom lip into her mouth and bit down on it, harder this time. It dragged out from between her teeth all tingly. “I don’t know. Maybe.”

	She couldn’t deny the proposition intrigued her. She also couldn’t deny the sensations running rampant through her lithe body. 

	She played a lot of volleyball and went swimming at the college pool. Those coupled with her young metabolism kept her body taut, yet curvy where it needed to be.

	“Here, let me convince you,” Mr. Jones took her by the hips and pulled her body against his.

	She trembled in his arms as she felt his fingers begin caressing her bottom. It felt so good at the same time that she wanted him to just let her go. 

	But she needed her dad to be okay.

	"This is your father’s last chance," he whispered into her ear while nuzzling and kissing her slender neck.

	Of their own volition, her hips ground against him. The movement brushed her stomach against his hard shaft, and his lips parted in pleasure. She didn't think she'd ever be with a guy that much older than her. But it was for her dad. And Mr. Jones was good looking.

	"Oh... Okay, Mr. Jones," she said.

	She squealed as he picked her up. Mr. Jones set her down on the edge of his desk, her ass only partially on it. She hoped her wetness didn't get on the desk. She didn't think he'd like that.

	Then he went down onto his knees. He grabbed her legs and threw them over his shoulders, then hiked her skirt up. His breath caught in his throat when he saw the damp spot on her panties.

	This is it, she thought, I'm in trouble. She leaned back on her hands, which had gripped the edge of the desk.

	"Did I do something wrong?" she asked.

	"No," Mr. Jones said.

	Then he kissed her pussy through her panties. Her hips arched into the air, grinding her cunt against his face. His mouth felt hot against her. His breath washed out between his lips, adding to the heat.

	Incredible shocks of pleasure formed in her pussy, spreading out through her body as he nuzzled his face against her.

	Then he hooked one finger in the crotch of her panties and pulled them aside. 

	Cassie liked to keep herself clean shaven. She preferred it. Apparently, so did Mr. Jones. A little moan burst from his mouth as he looked at her bald, pink lips.

	Then he put his tongue in her. She felt it inside, licking and rubbing. It was like he was trying to drink up all her wetness.

	But he couldn't. The more he licked, the wetter she got. From his spit, yes. But her own juices practically flowed out of her, soaking his chin and cheeks.

	"Mr. Jones!" she cried, gyrating her hips against his face, pushing herself harder against him so that his tongue would go deeper into her.

	"Mr. Jones... Mr. Jones... Oh, wait, I don't know what's..."

	She'd never felt an orgasm like the one Mr. Jones gave her. She'd touched herself in bed, yeah, and let her boyfriend do it too. But Mr. Jones knew what he was doing.

	Cassie almost asked him to stop as she lost control. Mr. Jones's fingers squeezed into her thighs, holding her down as she bucked and screamed. He kept licking, even as her juices rushed from her, soaking him again. Her whole body clenched up and a wave of heat rolled through her. Her pussy had squeezed tight, and he could barely get his tongue into her.

	Then she relaxed. All her muscles felt like jelly, and this incredible sense of relief washed away pretty much all other sensation. Tears filled her eyes, even though she was as far away from sad or upset as a girl could be.

	"That's a good girl, Cassie. Catch your breath," Mr. Jones said as he stood up.

	He unzipped her skirt, then pulled it off her along with her panties. 

	At first, she tried to stop him as he unbuttoned her blouse. She hadn't filled out as much as some of her friends; her breasts were small, round, and firm. 

	But his fingers were insistent. When he got her blouse off, he unhooked her bra and pulled that off, too. She lay totally naked on his desk.

	He leaned over her to suck on first one stiff little nipple, then the other. His big hands completely cupped each breast, giving them both a firm squeeze.

	She pushed herself partway up as he moved back and began undressing. Her eyes widened as he pulled off his clothes. She could see his abs, and his big chest and shoulders.

	When he pushed his pants down, his cock sprang up. She jerked back at the sight. It was so much bigger than her boyfriend's, long and thick. As she watched, it throbbed. A pearly bead of precum appeared at the tip.

	"Come here," Mr. Jones said, grabbing her hands.

	She slid off the desk and he guided her down onto her knees. His stiff cock trembled a few inches from her face.

	"Go on. Show me you're worth what’s owed."

	Keeping her hands on her thighs, Cassie leaned forward. Tentative at first, as though unsure and shy, she stuck out her tongue. Mr. Jones sucked in his breath when she licked that glob of precum from the tip of his cock. It tasted salty.

	Cassie found she wanted more. And the only way to get more was to suck it out of him, she knew.

	"That's a good girl..." Mr. Jones said, the muscles in his neck and shoulders standing out as he watched Cassie wrap her lips around his shaft.

	Her tongue swished across the head, then down to the bottom. Mr. Jones gasped when the tip of her tongue played along the bottom, so she kept doing it. 

	She got what she wanted. More precum leaked from him. They both enjoyed it as she swept that away with her tongue again.

	Then he grabbed her by the sides of the head. She didn't know what he was doing until he thrust himself deeper into her mouth. He only got about half his shaft in before he hit her throat. She did her best to suppress her gag reflex as he fucked her mouth.

	Each time he pulled back for another thrust, more of her spit hung in little clear ropes from the bottom of his member. He was so big. Her lips felt sore. Her eyes started to water. But she didn't try to stop him. She didn't think she could.

	One of her hands found its way between her legs. The tip of her middle finger touched her clit, sending tingles through her. She played with herself.

	Finally, Mr. Jones let go of her head. Slowly, he withdrew from her lips. Gobs of Cassie's spit dripped from his entire length to splash on the floor.

	"Okay, that should be wet enough. Come here," Mr. Jones said.

	Her knees ached as he helped her to her feet. Again, he lifted her onto the desk. 

	He's going to fuck me, Cassie thought, he's going to shove that monster into me, again and again. Her pussy tingled, getting slicker and trembling as she thought about it. She hadn’t even let her boyfriend do that to her yet. But this was for her dad. 

	"I knew this was a good idea," Mr. Jones said as he pushed her knees back to her chest to expose her sopping, bald cunt.

	He had to squat down a little to get his cock on the right level, he was so tall. 

	They both watched as he grabbed his cock firmly with one hand and guided it to her dripping passage. She jumped a little as she felt the taut head bump against her. 

	"It's too big," she said, putting a hand against his stomach to try and stop him.

	"Shh..." Mr. Jones said, not even bothering to move her hand.

	He pushed. She really was tight. But she'd also covered him with her spit. And her pussy glistened with her juices she was so wet. Her fingernails pressed against the taut muscles of his abs as she felt herself stretch around his girth.

	"Oh God..." Mr. Jones said as they watched his cock sink into her. 

	Her grip on his shaft tightened as her stretched walls responded to his hardness, squeezing around him. The skin on his shaft bunched back as he drove forward. 

	It hurt, but she'd never had a pain that felt so good before. As he slid deeper into her wet pussy, she could feel him hardening, getting hotter. She couldn't believe how warm he felt inside her.

	So she cried out as he started pulling back. No, she thought, don't take it out, it feels too good!

	"Mr. Jones, aren't you going to fuck me? Am I too tight?"

	His cock flexed in her as she spoke. "No," he said, "It's good."

	He fucked her then, slamming their bodies together. Cassie's toes curled up and she screamed. Then he pulled back and jackhammered into her again and again. 

	All Cassie could let out was a constant series of moans and groans. She couldn't take her eyes away from his glistening shaft as he rammed it into her, then pulled back, then slammed it home again. 

	The feeling of his bare cock inside her sent shivers up her back, made her pussy tingle and clench and tighten. She got so tight around him that she didn't know how he could stay inside her.

	Mr. Jones had gritted his teeth. He didn't blink as he watched his cock slide in and out of his student. His hands moved up her body to grip her small breasts. He squeezed and kneaded them like they were balls of firm dough. 

	"It's so good, Mr. Jones..." Cassie said.

	Then her teacher thrust himself balls deep into her. He leaned over her as she lay back against his desk. They kissed. His hands moved away from her breasts to cup her bottom, squeezing those cheeks until they turned red. 

	Cassie cried out. He was so big. Her pussy strained and stretched, trying to hold onto him.

	Then Mr. Jones picked her up in his arms. She wrapped her arms around his neck as his grip on her ass tightened.

	Standing like that, he bounced her up and down his shaft. Their fucking made a wet sound that made Cassie close her eyes and lean her head back. Mr. Jones kissed her neck, nipping and leaving a slick trail up her throat. 

	His fingers tightened against her ass again.

	"Mr. Jones, what's wrong?" Cassie said, opening her eyes and looking into his face.

	He looked strained. He couldn't close his mouth. Cassie's heart quickened. Had she done something wrong?

	"I'm going to cum, Cassie. I'm going to fill your little pussy up. You're so tight..."

	Cassie moaned. She wanted him to do it so badly. Just thinking about it sent her pussy trembling and clenching up around him. 

	"But Mr. Jones, if you do that won't I get pregnant?"

	"No," he said between breaths. She could feel his cock swelling inside of her, getting even harder. He bounced her up and down on him faster and faster, driving his entire length into her each time.

	It was too much. Cassie cried out, burying her face into his shoulder and holding onto him for dear life. Another orgasm slammed into her body. Again, that dizzying wave of pleasure moved through her as her pussy rhythmically massaged her teacher's hard shaft. Her whole body went rigid again.

	"Ah!" Mr. Jones groaned, plunging his shaft all the way into her again.

	He exploded in her. Hot spurts of cum coated her pussy. More and more. So much that it leaked out of her, running down his shaft to his balls.

	"So warm..." Cassie said, trembling at the strength of their combined climax.

	Intensely pleasurable, slow-moving electric shocks trembled and tingled all throughout her body.

	When he finished, Mr. Jones didn't seem to have the strength to hold her up anymore. He set her down on his desk, not seeming to care as the huge load of his seed he'd just spent in her came trickling out onto the varnished surface. Her body so warm, the desk felt pleasantly cool against her bottom.

	But she also ached. Every muscle in her seemed exhausted, completely drained. Little trickles of sweat ran down the curve of her back.

	Her mind cleared a few minutes later. She watched him as he did his pants back up.

	"Did I do okay, Mr. Jones?" she asked.

	Cassie knew she couldn't take a 'no' here. Not after that. It had felt so good for her, after she'd given in. Surely, that meant he'd liked it, too? She could still feel the warmth of his cum inside her. Didn't that mean he'd liked it?

	"Here," Mr. Jones said, handing Cassie her clothes.

	Her muscles trembled so much she had trouble getting it all back on. Only when she'd finished did Mr. Jones say anything else.

	“I’ll let your dad know everything’s square between the two of us. You should run along now.”

	She couldn’t walk straight. Her sore pussy ached and throbbed with its own heartbeat. She didn’t look forward to the drive back, either. All that sitting.

	“Cassie?”

	She paused at the door and looked back at him. He had his cell phone out, apparently texting.

	“Your dad says there will be pizza when you get back.”

	



	



Satisfying Daddy’s Debt

	 

	I couldn’t help that my dad had a gambling problem. I couldn’t help that I couldn’t count how many times he’d lost the mortgage payment on a single spin of the wheel or hand of cards.

	Once I turned 18 I moved away to college, I thought that would be the end of that. But it wasn’t.

	Every weekend he called me, told me what sort of trouble he was in, who he was in it with.

	Usually he managed to find some way to get the money back. Working the debt off, selling something if that wasn’t an option. I didn’t worry too much.

	He was pretty resourceful.

	Except for this time. 

	He owed this guy Dean more money than Dean would let him work off. 

	I knew Dean. When my dad hosted poker nights Dean was always a fixture around the table.

	And when I came in to talk to my dad, Dean’s eyes always strayed to me.

	I thought it was kind of hot, actually. There was something sexy in how he was old enough to be my dad. 

	Something sensual about the way he brazenly checked me out right in front of my dad.

	I turned it into a little game.

	I’d come into the room not wearing a bra, making sure my nipples were nice and perky. 

	Or I’d drop something by his chair and bend down right beside him so that he got a nice look at my ass.

	For a while there, I nursed a huge schoolgirl crush on him. All of my own making, of course.

	There were nights I couldn’t get to sleep unless I slipped my fingers down beneath the waistband of my panties.

	Just thinking about him got me so wet. The little bean of my clit always swelled up, and I had to keep my moans down as I teased myself to some sort of satisfaction.

	Then, once, there came a poker night when my dad wasn’t home yet. He’d gone out on a beer and smoke run.

	And during that super brief window, Dean got to the house first before anyone else.

	Most of the guys usually came in through the back door, which was left unlocked specifically for this purpose. The back door let into the kitchen, where I stood rinsing out a bowl.

	Dean opened the door.

	I remember the way my entire body tingled when our eyes locked together. My breath caught in my throat.

	My pussy throbbed between my thighs.

	I knew that we didn’t have much time.

	“Hey, Meghan,” he said, his eyes hungry all over me. I could tell he wanted me.

	I didn’t say anything. I dropped the bowl into the sink and went over to him. I put my hands on his chest and went up onto my tiptoes. I kissed him, his mouth hot against mine.

	He kissed me back. Then his hands settled on my waist. They shifted down and cupped my ass, squeezing my firm cheeks through my shorts.

	My pussy throbbed. I wanted him to bend me over the counter and fuck me then and there.

	From the way his cock pressed against my stomach, I knew he wanted that too.

	But then we both heard my dad pull into the driveway and we parted. Heat filled my cheeks, and I hid my blush by running the tap water hot and putting my face into the steam so that when my dad came in he wouldn’t suspect anything.

	Dean stepped off in the bathroom. I thought quickly about running in there with him, going down on my knees and taking him in my mouth then and there.

	But I couldn’t risk coming out and seeing my dad.

	So this time when my dad told me he owed money to Dean, I put my hand on his shoulder and said, “Don’t worry, I know just how to make this go away.”

	He looked at me, “I don’t want you doing anything to hurt yourself.”

	“Don’t worry,’ I replied, “I won’t.”

	It was a Saturday, so I figured Dean would probably be at home. He didn’t have a wife or kids or a girlfriend, so I knew he’d be alone. Just the way I wanted it.

	He answered his door quickly. When he saw me his eyes went wide. “Meghan, what are you doing here?”

	He swallowed hard and my heart throbbed against my ribs.

	“Can I come in?”

	“Sure,” he said, letting me inside, “What’s this about?”

	I turned and faced him. We stood in his entrance hall, which wasn’t very wide. Our bodies almost touched. I could feel the tingle of static between us.

	My heart was so loud in my ears.

	“I know that my dad owes you money.”

	He rubbed at his chin, “Yeah, he does. That’s between me and him, though.”

	“Actually, it’s not,” I said, licking my lips. They felt nice and plump and glossy. 

	“What are you saying?”

	“I think you know what I’m saying. I know we’ve both wanted to do this for a while. So here’s my deal: I give you what we both want and you let my dad off the hook.”

	His jaw tightened. “He owes me quite a bit…”

	I twirled the straps of my tops around my thumbs and pulled it down, revealing my pert little breasts, my nipples already achingly hard. “And I’m not worth quite a bit.”

	“You are,” he replied.

	I’d never been to his house before, but I figured the master was upstairs. I grabbed him by the wrist and led him up and looked until I found the room with the bed in it.

	Then I turned around and faced him.

	“So that’s how you want it, eh?” Dean said.

	His big hands grabbed me by the waist and pulled me down to the bed. His hot lips found mine, and I felt my pussy juice again as his tongue poked into my mouth. 

	He kept one hand at the back of my head, using it to push my face to his. The other grabbed one of my breasts. My mouth opened wide when he pinched my nipple, sending a shock through my body. 

	I grabbed his face with both hands and kissed him with the urgency of my desire. A gasp escaped my lips into his mouth as his fingers stopped massaging my breasts. They moved down my stomach. My back arched as he pushed his fingertips down under my panties. 

	My legs spread for him as he rubbed my pussy. One finger slipped into my wet little hole. I almost screamed. 

	Letting go with one hand, I grabbed his cock through his briefs. He was so hard. His length pulsed in my fingers as I squeezed him.

	“I need you so bad, baby,” Dean said, pulling back.

	Every nerve in my body felt alive with electricity as he stroked the front wall of my pussy with his finger.

	It felt good, but it was his cock that I wanted. He pulled my head back so that he could kiss my neck as I stroked him. I wanted to feel his bare flesh, so I yanked his briefs down so that the waistband was held down by his balls.

	Immediately, his thick cock sprang up. I ran the tip of my thumb over the tip of his shaft. It was already wet with precum. He nipped my neck as his body shook. I smiled at his pleasure as I excited all the nerves in the taut flesh of the head of his cock.

	My fingers moved up and down his length. He was thick enough that I couldn’t even touch the tips of my fingers together around him as I gripped him tightly. He sucked in a breath as I pulled the skin on his shaft as far down as I could.

	“Meghan, baby, it feels so good...” He said.

	My smile grew. He still thought I was my mom.

	He moved back up to kiss my lips, but I stopped him. His fingers pulled out of my pussy as I got up on my hands and knees. I turned around to face his feet, one hand still firmly clamped around his member. 

	I felt him shudder as my hot breath washed over his length. 

	“Oh Meghan, I’ve wanted your mouth for so long now...”

	I paused. This excited me more than I thought it would. My pussy got even wetter, and saliva squirted into my mouth. Then he started rubbing my slit through my panties. He put one finger against it and slid up and down. My ass cheeks clenched up for a moment as my mouth opened.

	I stopped myself from talking by filling my mouth with his cock. My lips locked around his shaft tightly, and I moaned as I pushed my mouth down as far as it would go. There was so much saliva that I left a thick layer as I pulled my lips back along him. I used it to lube him up, running my fingers along his hardness.

	He sucked in a breath as he swelled in my mouth. I sucked harder, jamming my mouth up and down him. My lips already felt sore, I had them locked up in a ring so tight around his cock. 

	“Meghan... baby... You’re gonna make me cum...”

	I felt him push my underwear to the side. He slid one finger into my pussy and started curling it against my slippery, wet walls. 

	My hunger for him grew even as my pussy tightened on him. My hand jackhammered up and down his cock, and I concentrated on sucking the head.

	“God, Meghan!” He moaned again.

	His whole body went rigid. His cock swelled in my mouth as my fingers flashed up and down the length I’d made slick with my spit. 

	Dean arched his hips, driving his cock deeper into my lips as he came. His cock flexed with each spurt. Hot cum shot into my mouth, and I swallowed it all greedily. When his hips fell back to the bed, I stroked his length to milk the last few drops from him. His whole body quivered, and his finger pulled out of my pussy.

	“Oh, baby, that was so good... God, you make my balls ache…” he said, his cock still mostly hard.

	I wanted more. I needed more.

	“Don’t you remember how wet I was on your finger? How tight? Don’t you want to know how it feels to have me wrapped around that hard, thick cock of yours?” I said, turning to face him with hooded eyes. 

	Arching my back, I bent over and slid my shorts and panties partway down my ass. When I looked over my shoulder, I saw him staring at me. He swallowed heavily as his pants bulged out around his hardening cock.

	“No!” He said, tearing his eyes away from my delicious body. I felt my pussy get wetter, my body get hotter, at his playing hard to get.

	“Come on, Dean. I need it so much. You have no idea how wet I am for you right now, how much I want to feel your bare cock in my tight little hole. Come and fuck me, Dean!”

	I climbed back onto the bed, my hands on the top and my feet handing off the edge, and bent over.

	He ran one shaking hand through his hair as his cock continued hardening. 

	Then my heart jumped as a look of pure anger twisted his face. I yelped as he stormed over to me. He grabbed my shoulder, spun me around into a sitting position, and pushing me down hard.

	I giggled at him.

	“You’re such a dirty little bitch,” he said.

	I reached up and grabbed his hard cock. “I want to be your dirty little bitch, Dean...”

	He slapped my hand away. For a moment, I thought he was going to slap me across the face. I sucked in my lip, thinking about how hard he’d felt.

	“Fine!” He said, snarling. “Is this what you want?” He said, practically spitting the words at me as he stroked his cock back to hardness.

	A bead of pearly precum glistened at the tip of his cock as it sprung free from his briefs. 

	“It is, isn’t it?” He said.

	I squealed as he grabbed my legs behind my knees and pushed them to my chest. My thighs rubbed against my stiff nipples, making me moan. I could feel my juices running out of my pussy freely, down into the cleft of my ass. I felt wetter than ever before. 

	His fingers tightened around my knees hard enough to hurt. I whimpered. 

	“You horny little slut,” Dean said.

	He crouched lower. He had to take one hand off my knee so that he could point his cock down at the right angle.

	My mouth opened wide and I threw my head back when he put the head of his cock against my sex. Even though my pussy was soaking wet, I still had to stretch around him. 

	Dean gritted his teeth as he pushed into me. He groaned deeply as my pussy stretched around him, gripping him tightly. My hole pushed at the skin on his shaft, bunching it back.

	“Yeah... This is what you want, isn’t it? A nice hard cock in this tight little pussy. Why are you so tight, huh?”

	My body quivered as he continued teasing me, and my pussy clamped so hard around him that he could barely plunge his hard cock deeper into me.

	“...Be... Because you’re so big and hard for me, Dean...” I said. I kept my knees pulled back as he massaged the backs of my thighs. He squeezed my flesh so hard that I knew there’d be bruises later. 

	I’d never seen Dean so angry before as he sheathed his cock all the way down to his balls in my cunt. He flexed himself in me, and my hips bucked as I yelped at the sudden swelling. 

	As he pulled back out of me, we both were wide-eyed at how wet I’d made him. My juices trickled back along his shaft, dripping down onto the carpet. The lips of my pussy pulled back along with him, and I moaned as I saw and felt how tight I had him gripped in me. 

	My opening stretched as the head of his cock started coming out as well.

	“Fuck me Dean, please...” I said, not wanting him to leave me. It felt so good to have something so big and hard in my body. 

	“Like this? Is this what you want?” He asked, still snarling.

	I screamed as he sank his cock all the way back in. My toes curled, and there was such a surge of sensation in my pussy that I felt hot tears pushing at the back of my eyes.

	He laid into me, putting all his anger into each powerful thrust. His cock squelched in my wet pussy as I juiced on him again and again.

	“Fuck me, Dean... Fuck me, Dean...” I kept saying.

	I grabbed my ankles, trying to pull my legs back farther. The sight of his shaft sinking into my sex so quickly was mesmerizing.

	My climax came so fast that it took me by surprise. One moment I was begging him to fuck me hard and deep, the next I was screaming his name.

	“That’s it, Meghan, cum all over my cock. Isn’t that what you wanted?” He said.

	He grabbed me by the throat and squeezed, cutting off my air supply. Bombs burst in my eyes, and I shook so much that the couch vibrated under me as my pussy clamped down on him in my ecstasy.

	But there was something else I wanted. Finding the last of my breath for the words, I looked him right in the eye.

	“Cum inside me, Dean... Please...” I begged. 

	I couldn’t explain the desire. All I knew was that I needed to feel his hot load in my body, filling me up. 

	“Fuck!” Dean said as my words touched something deep within him.

	His cock slammed spasmodically in and out of me, as though he’d been seized by some animalistic desire that wrested control of his body away from him. 

	He let go of my throat, grabbing me by the knees again and shoving them back, making me even tighter around him.

	“God!” Dean screamed. 

	He threw his head back. I could see all the tendons standing out in his neck, all the muscles in his body trembling.

	His cock hammered into me as I screamed for him again. Then he swelled, getting harder. His fingers tightened painfully around my knees as he pushed as deeply into me as he could.

	My mouth dropped open as I felt his cock flex. Hot cum erupted from his member like lava, spurting right against the back of my hungry little pussy. He trembled and shook as an impossible seeming amount of his seed filled me up. There was so much that it leaked out around his cock.

	I had been gripping the cushions of the couch as though my life depended on it. My fingers relaxed as his cock jerked with the final spurt of his hot seed. 

	Sweat trickled down the sides of his face as his chest and shoulders heaved. A small snarl still on his lips, he pulled out of me.

	I gasped as I felt a torrent of his cum spill out of my pussy and onto the couch. He watched it all happen, his softening cock twitching at the sight. 

	“That was so good, Dean...” I said.

	I wiped at the sweat on my forehead with the back of my hand. 

	Dean watched me for a few more moments before shaking his head and walking away. 

	I stood and almost fell back down. My legs had gone numb, and my knees threatened to buckle under me. When I felt steady enough, I found my panties and shorts and pulled them back on. 

	“This doesn’t have to be the only time,” I told him.

	“Your dad will owe me money again soon, I’m sure.”

	“Good,” I replied.

	



	



Backdoor Daddy Next Door

	 

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

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

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

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

	Or, even better, tan.

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

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

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

	And her ass!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

	How could anyone be back there?

	They knocked again.

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

	They knocked again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

	“Come on, come fuck me in the ass.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

	“Harder!” Morgan cried out.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

	Mike just rubbed her faster, fucked her asshole harder. 

	His eyes widened as he watched her pussy trembled.

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

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

	As soon as she was able, she spoke again.

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

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

	“Oh!” Mike groaned. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

	“Yes, I do,” he replied.

	



	



Vacation with the Daddy Next Door

	 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

	It sounded exciting, anyway.

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

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

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

	And so far she hadn’t been caught.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

	Yes! This is it!

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

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

	Then someone else grabbed her by the shoulder.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

	“Yeah, I was watching.”

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

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

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

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

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

	“Fuck you!” Debra said.

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

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

	“Damn it...” he said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

	“Lick it off,” he said with a snarl.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

	“Is this what you want?” Debra said.

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

	Then she pulled back, wiping at her mouth.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

	“Fuck!” Debra said. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

	They went their separate ways.

	



	



Punished by the Daddy Next Door

	 

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

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

	Being home from college wasn’t so bad.

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

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

	Connections, connections.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

	But he helped, taking a box under each arm.

	They walked side by side.

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

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

	“More important than work?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

	“Are you man enough?”

	His fingers squeezed into her shoulders, making her hiss.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

	“Like what you see, Bruce?” 

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

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

	The pain was sharp and delicious.

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

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

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

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

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

	“What lesson?” 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

	He didn’t pay attention.

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

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

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

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

	“Yes!” She said. 

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

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

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

	An unfilled ache.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

	“You’re making me come...” She said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

	“Get up,” Bruce said, pushing at her.

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

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

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

	“Yes,” she replied.

	



	



Camping with Daddy’s Boss

	 

	Veronica didn’t like the thought of camping. Not at all.

	No, she liked to stay home bathed in the warm glow of her phablet, flirting with guys from college or setting up another club night with the girls.

	But she’d come home this summer from college. She needed to save some money for a big Spring Break trip next year and the best way to do that was to not pay rent by living with her ‘rent.

	Her dad, actually. She could’ve gone to her mom’s, but her dad’s was way closer to the campus and moving around would be a lot easier that way.

	She figured it would be a pretty quiet summer. Maybe a few trips into the city to have some real fun every now and then.

	So when her dad knocked on her bedroom door she didn’t suspect a thing.

	“Veronica? You in?”

	“Yeah dad, what’s up?” she rolled over onto her stomach on her bed, looking at some new insta pics.

	“You all packed up for tomorrow? I don’t see any bags in here,” he said, glancing around the room.

	“What?” Veronica said, “What are you talking about?”

	He raised an eyebrow at her, “You forgot all about it, didn’t you.” It wasn’t a question.

	“Can’t forget something you never knew in the first place,” she replied.

	He put his hands on his hips. “The camping trip. My work camping trip. I told you about it before you came home. I distinctly remember telling you that it’d be okay if you came back for the summer, but if you did that I’d expect you to tag along with me.”

	Without looking up, Veronica raced through the texts on her phone, finding her dad right away and looking up the message history.

	Sure enough, he mentioned the trip this weekend. Veronica groaned.

	“Oh don’t worry,” her dad said, “Barry will be there. You still have that schoolgirl crush on him?”

	Her cheeks got hot, “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

	Barry was her dad’s boss. He managed the entire division at the office. And she’d always thought he was something of a silver fox.

	Maybe even once or twice, in the dead of night, she’d slipped a finger down into her panties and touched herself while thinking about him.

	But she wasn’t into older guys anymore. Not with all the college hotties she had access to at school.

	“There’s cell service out there, right? Because I will literally die if there isn’t,” Veronica said.

	“Maybe,” her dad replied, “Just get your stuff ready. We’re leaving bright and early!”

	He wasn’t lying.

	They woke up with the sunrise. Then loaded into the car. Veronica decided on a nice shirt and a pair of jeans. The jeans were those slim ones that hugged every curve of her firm young hips.

	She told herself she wasn’t hoping that she might catch Barry checking her ass out in them.

	The camp was loaded with her dad’s coworkers, many of whom had brought their own kids along. She was older than most of them though.

	And not even really a kid. She was 18, an adult. And she didn’t want to hang out with the actual kids.

	Her dad got together with some of the guys and they cracked open a cooler full of Coors Light and proceeded to get loaded. 

	Veronica wandered off by herself when it got dark, unable to find a cell signal.

	She hardly noticed the campfire with the lone bedroll beside it.

	“Hey, Veronica.”

	“Shit!” she said, nearly jumping out of her skin.

	Her heart pattered against her ribs when she squinted into the night. She saw him then. Barry sat on a tree stump beside the fire, looking hotter than ever.

	“Hey,” she said nervously, brushing some of her hair back over her ear.

	“Kinda boring for someone your age I guess,” he said.

	In the darkness, she couldn’t tell if he was checking her out at all. Just that he looked right at her. Her heartbeat didn’t slow down.

	And she felt some warmth tingle between her thighs.

	“Want to come over here? Get warm by the fire? I prefer the quiet, myself.” he said.

	“Sure,” she replied, and walked towards the heat. Seeing him up close like that, everything came rushing back.

	Her nocturnal fantasies. Her daydreams. Her irritation with her dad for dragging her out here to this.

	She knew just the way to get everything she wanted. Get back at her dad. And satisfy herself.

	“You look good. How’s school?” he said.

	He had a coil of rope beside his bedroll, and a little stove by that. Unused with the fire right there.

	She looked around, verifying that they were completely alone. 

	There were sounds of partying farther away, but no one came close to them.

	She glanced at him, at the fire, and then back again. Her heart kept pattering. She brushed her hair back over her ear. “It’s going well… Do you want to fuck?”

	“That’s great!” he started.

	Then he stopped, his mouth closing when he replayed what she just said in his head.

	When he realized this, he scotched closer and slid his fingers around to the inside of her thigh, working slowly up toward her crotch, kneading and stroking the flesh as he went. Veronica felt a shiver move through her whole body. 

	“Gets pretty cold out here at night,” Barry said, “But bodies are nice and warm. Best way to keep warm is to keep close to another body. Especially a body like yours.” As he finished talking, his fingers moved between her legs and over her pussy. He ran his fingertips lightly back and forth over her crotch. 

	Veronica grabbed him by the back of the neck and pulled him into a kiss. He rubbed harder and faster at her pussy, making her whimper a little.

	Pulling back, she said, “You any good with that rope of yours?”

	Smiling, Barry stood up. She could see his member, stiff down one leg of his pants. Her mouth watered just looking at it. 

	He grabbed the coil of rope, letting it slap gently against his thigh. When he turned around, Veronica was on her knees. Her heart slammed against her ribcage, and her pussy felt wet enough to accept him right at that moment.

	Moving closer to him, she looked into his eyes as she undid his belt, pulling the strap out of the buckle. She pulled the belt out by the buckle with one hand while she moved the palm of her other hand in circles over the rock hard head of his cock. When she got the belt out, he took it from her and she started on the button and zipper.

	“You’re so hard already,” Veronica said, “Looking at my ass when I bend over does that to you?”

	He smiled at her and said, “I dunno. Why don’t you turn around and bend over and we’ll see what my cock does?” 

	Turning her head over her shoulder as she rotated, she went on all fours on the ground. Resting her forearms on her bedroll, she arched her back and shoved her butt into the air. She felt herself tremble when she saw him lick his lips. His eyes widened as well. 

	Then, drawing his arm back, he whipped her lightly on the ass with the leather strap of his belt.

	Veronica made and “Oo!” noise as she felt her body tense up. She wriggled her body at him. He smiled again, then whipped her harder. The belt made an impressive “crack!” against the denim of her jeans.

	Veronica licked her lips and then yelped as the belt smacked her again. Before he could do it again, she said, “So what is your cock doing now?”

	“Telling me to shove him into your little pussy and find out how tight you are.”

	Reached down, Veronica undid her pants. She let him watch while she slid her hands down her back, hooked her fingers into the waist of her jeans, and pushed them slowly down to reveal her curved cheeks. She wondered if her slit was wet enough to glint in the firelight. It certainly felt like it was. 

	“Are you going to ride me like a pony?” Veronica asked, grabbed her thighs just under her ass and spreading them apart, pulling the lips of her pussy apart as well. She could feel the warmth on her fingers.

	Barry drew his belt back and whipped her on the ass again, leaving Veronica squealing. A red line had already formed on her skin where the belt had struck. 

	Kneeling down behind her, Barry grabbed her wrists. In a few moments, he’d expertly bound her hands. Her weight rested on her chest and her knees. Her ass felt a little sore, but she forgot all about that when Barry grabbed one cheek in each hand and began playing with them. He squeezed her firm flesh with his strong fingers, letting his thumbs travel down into her cleft. She moaned when he ran the ball of one thumb over her asshole. 

	He stopped, and she couldn’t see what he was doing. But it sounded like he was taking off his clothes. He dropped them on the ground, and she got a glimpse of a well-muscled leg and thigh as he knelt down behind her again.

	This time, he grabbed her cheeks and spread them wide apart.

	His tongue pushed through the lips of her pussy and ran up her slit, collecting all her juices as she shuddered. Every time he got to her hole, he poked his tongue in as far as it would go, running it against her slippery walls and sending shocks up the small of her back. In no time, she’d gotten so wet that he made slurping noises as he worked on her tight little pussy. 

	Stopping, he held her steady with one forearm across the small of her back. She braced herself, waiting to feel his hard cock strain to cram in against her tightness. 

	Instead, she jumped when his big hand landed on her ass. He started smacking her, the sounds echoing across the plain.

	“Yes!” Barry yelled as she felt the sting of his hand again.

	He grabbed his cock and began moving it around the insides of her thighs, leaving them sticky with his warm precum. He ran the tip of his cock through her slit, stopping for a moment at her opening, letting her pussy get the head nice and wet. She moaned as she felt herself stretch a little around his girth. Then he pulled his cock back. 

	With an effort of will, Veronica rolled onto her back. He laughed as she struggled, but he stopped a moment later. She’d untied herself and leapt at him, knocking him onto his naked back.

	She kissed him so hard that their teeth clashed. Veronica didn’t care. She worked her jeans and underwear off, writhing on top of his body. Sucking his lip into her mouth she bit it at the same time that she grabbed his cock and squeezed it. 

	“So you think you can tease me?” Veronica said, straddling his hips. The shaft of his cock rested perfectly along her slit, and she ground down against it. He began to squirm beneath her.

	Veronica stopped him by pressing her nails into his muscular chest and running them down his torso, leaving long red marks. He grabbed her by the ass then, almost succeeding in shifting her body enough to let his cock jam in. She just managed to grab his wrists and move them over his head.

	Grabbing the rope, she quickly wound a knot around his wrists, making sure it was nice and tight. 

	“Do you know how many times I’ve touched myself thinking about you?” 

	Grinning, Barry said, “No, ma’am. How many?”

	Veronica wiped the grin of his face with a slap hard enough to turn his head. She pulled off her shirt, letting him look at her stiff little nipples.

	 Fumbling around for a moment, she found his belt. She doubled it up so that it made a smaller loop. He eyed it warily. 

	“Now,” Veronica admonished, “My horse better give me the ride I’ve been looking for, or he’s going to feel the sting of my riding crop.”

	To show him that she meant business, she slapped the belt down onto one of his pecs. She felt his body jerk, and he closed his eyes.

	“Now, have I broken you in, or do you need a bit more of this?” Veronica snapped her makeshift crop against itself.

	His Adam’s apple bobbed up and down, and then he nodded.

	Reaching back, she grabbed his balls with one hand. They were warm in her palm. She felt his shaft stiffen against her slit as she began gently massaging them. Barry’s eyes rolled into the back of his head and he began grinding his hips, moving his cock against her pussy. She felt it rubbing against her clit, making her pussy juice and tighten.

	“Yeah… that’s it. I bet you want that nice hard cock of yours in my soft, wet hole. Don’t you?” Veronica said. He looked at her and nodded. Letting go of his balls, she grabbed his chin. Locking their eyes, she brought the belt down on his chest again. He sucked in a breath through clenched teeth. Veronica moaned. His sudden spasm had driven his cock even harder against her clit. 

	Her sopping slit was so wet that he could slide his length back and forth along it with no problems now. 

	Veronica sucked in a breath of her own as a wave of desire to feel him moving inside her washed over her. Reaching back, running her hand down her own ass while lifting her body off him slightly, she grabbed his rod. He was so long that she had to sit up more. 

	His eyes rolled back again as she guided the head to her hole and let it slip in. She felt her nipples get harder as her pussy stretched and strained to contain his girth. She let the weight of her body do most of the work, sinking down on him and feeling his bulbous head ram her walls apart as she sank farther and farther onto him. 

	When she had him all the way in, she leaned in, grasping a handful of the soft hair at the back of his head. He raised his chin, trying to move his lips to hers. As she moved her pussy up his cock, she sucked his bottom lip into her mouth. She kept lifting until only his head remained locked inside her tight grip. Shoving down, she bit his lip at the same time. He made a sound that was a mix of a yelp and a moan. He swelled inside her as she lifted again. 

	Every time she slammed her pussy down, she filled it up with his cock. He was so hard, and she was so soft. It was all she could think about. It was making her so wet, which was good, because her pussy also got tighter each time she fucked him.

	Grabbing his head, she yanked it up and thrust one of her nipples into his mouth. He sucked on her until it hurt, then he kept sucking. Reaching back with one hand, she started running her fingers down the cleft of her ass. Feeling her sensitive little asshole like that practically made her jump.

	When she couldn’t take the pain any more, she forced his mouth over to her other nipple. She squealed and yelped while he grunted and moaned. He thrust his hips up now every time she moved down on him, making their flesh slap together. 

	Veronica realized how she wanted to finish with him. Prying his lips off her breast, she stood up off him.

	“Damn it, Veronica. Get your tight little pussy back here!” Barry said.

	She’d turned around to face his feet, going into reverse cowgirl position. Grabbing his cock as she squatted over him, she stuck it back inside. 

	Veronica really started riding him then, her hips bobbing up and down like she was on a bucking bronco.

	Grabbing the belt, she started whipping his thighs, first one, then the other. Barry put his bound hands on the small of her back and pushed down harder. His cock felt like it was getting harder inside her.

	Thinking about how much staring at her ass as it bobbed up and down in front of him brought Veronica to the brink. She whipped him harder, trying to urge his thrusting hips to greater speed as they both got closer to climaxing.

	His body went completely rigid under hers. His cock was like steel against her soft and smooth walls, driving her nerves crazy.

	She continued sliding her pussy up and down his cock as he started filling her with his cum, sending it in hot streams that shot out so hard she could feel as it hit the back of her cunt. 

	Veronica came on him, her body trembling as her pussy did its best to squeeze all the cum out of his cock, squeezing and relaxing in time with his spurts. She leaned forward and grabbed his ankles for support as her orgasm deepened. She moaned and screamed as he remained hard inside her. 

	“Oh Barry, fill me up!” Veronica groaned.

	They both trembled and shuddered as their orgasms finished. She could feel his seed inside her, slowly moving down her walls. She gave his cock, which was still rock-hard, a few more strokes of her pussy, making sure she’d gotten every last drop, before she rolled off him.

	She gathered up her clothes and put them back on, not looking back when she returned to her dad’s little camp.

	He had no idea what she’d done, and she loved that. It was her little secret.

	She wondered if there were any more corporate retreats or camping trips coming up.

	



	



Wanting Daddy’s Boss

	 

	“Man I can’t believe Ben flew us all the way out here!” Allison’s dad said, looking around at the beautiful view.

	Allison could. She could believe it because she knew why. Ben, her dad’s boss, wanted her. Wanted her badly.

	He told her he’d give her a dad a big promotion if she agreed to be his, just for one night.

	Then Allison had gone away to college. She thought that would be the end of it, but she couldn’t stop thinking about Ben’s indecent proposal.

	She’d fucked a couple guys at school. Good looking, around her age, all that. But they hadn’t satisfied her.

	If anything, they left her wondering what it might be like with an older guy.

	Actually, Ben scared her a little with how intense he was. He just had this magnetic personality that she found hard to resist.

	He was also a big guy. Pretty intimidating. She herself was rather petite.

	Sometimes she imagined him just sweeping her up in his big, strong arms, and carrying her helpless to his bed and doing what he wanted to her.

	That always got her especially wet, imagining him thrusting his long, hard cock into her sopping wetness no matter what she said or did.

	She always came the hardest when she had that particular fantasy.

	So when spring break rolled around and her dad got in touch and said that Ben had offered to fly them out to a nice resort for some sort of private meeting, she’d originally said no.

	But then she couldn’t get him out of her thoughts. Her young body ached.

	She went to bed that night with a terrible desire between her thighs that her fingers just couldn’t tame.

	So the next day she called her dad back and told him that she would come along.

	They got to the hotel and her dad tried to check them in.

	“Oh, it looks like you guys have two separate rooms!” the woman behind the desk with a pretty accent said. 

	“Wow!” Allison said, accepting her key card, the whole time her heart fluttering. She wondered if Ben had a key to her room.

	She hoped he did. She thought she hoped so, anyway.

	If he came into her room in the middle of the night and slipped beneath the covers next to her, what would she do?

	Oh god, should I go to bed naked? Or should I wear something sexy?

	“Everything okay sweetie?” her dad said. He’d already gotten most of the way across the foyer towards the elevators before noticing that she just stood there in front of the auditor’s desk with her key card in one hand and the handle to her luggage in the other.

	“What? Oh, yeah. No problem. Just thought I remembered something about an essay for my lit class. No problems, though.” She hurried along after him.

	She found her room and waved to her dad from down the hall before going inside. It was nice. But her heart wouldn’t slow down.

	Maybe 15 minutes later Ben arrived. He knocked on the door. Allison jumped and pulled at the wrinkles in front of her shirt.

	Then she opened the door.

	Ben smiled down at her. “Hey, I’m so happy you decided to come.” 

	Then he stepped into her room without asking, taking a quick look around.

	“Me too,” she said.

	Ben hugged her. When their hips touched, Allison felt a tingle rush through her body when she felt his shaft press against her. 

	As he turned to leave, Ben stopped. “Oh, hey, come by tonight and we’ll talk. Without your dad.”

	In the shower, she shaved. When she finished her legs, she did her pussy. The steam and water felt so nice as she leaned against the wall and ran her finger in and out of herself.

	“Oh, Ben...” Allison moaned. Her eyes opened wide. Turning off the water right away, she jumped out and dried herself off, trying to forget what she’d just done. 

	Slipping on a light dress, Allison went downstairs to the lobby. Looking outside, she figured that showering and deciding on what to wear had taken far longer than she’d thought. The sun was already low in the sky, and long shadows stretched. It would be dark soon.

	Having originally planned on begging off, Allison experienced a powerful urge to be close to him. She thought about how she could pretend she didn’t know what she was doing. Maybe he’ll put his arms around me, she thought, the way guys do when they try to teach you something. She felt her skin pebble with goosebumps as she fantasized. 

	“About ready?” Ben said, coming up behind her suddenly.

	Allison shrieked. She’d been so in her fantasy that she hadn’t heard him approach.

	“Jesus, Ben, you scared me,” Allison said. 

	“Don’t worry about your dad. He won’t be joining us. I sent him down to the spa for some R&R. He won’t be back for hours…” his eyes slipped up and down her body, “Come with me.”

	He took her hand before she could say anything and led her back over to the elevator.

	Before she knew it, they were in Ben’s suite. That little tingled of nervous excitement ran up and down her spine.

	She bit her lower lip, wondering if she could go through with this.

	“You’ll promote my dad, right?” she said.

	“We both know that’s not why you’re here. But yes,” he said without looking back at her. He just watched the sunset through the big window for a while.

	Every time she closed her eyes she thought of the way it felt to have his cock pressed against her in that hug.

	“I… I don’t know,” she said. She wanted to, so badly.

	He turned to face her and she froze. The shoulders of her dress had fallen, and her breasts were mostly exposed. Ben’s eyes narrowed as he looked at her. She thought she could still see him in there, somewhere.

	He came over and brushed his hands down her shoulders, pulling the straps the rest of the way down so that he could see her chest.

	When his eyes fell on her breasts, his cock hardened. 

	He let go of her and stripped down, pulling off his shirt and shifting out of his pants. His cock sprang out from his briefs, long and heavy.

	Her breaths came in quick little gasps. Her nipples perked up so hard they hurt.

	And she was so fucking wet. She thought it would start running down her thighs at any moment.

	Looking at his member, she gasped. It was much bigger than she’d thought. Even bigger than when she’d felt it with her ass through his pants.

	As she watched, he grabbed his cock with one hand and began slowly stroking it all the way up and all the way down, his feral eyes fixed on her cleavage. Allison sucked in a breath as she felt herself get wet again.

	She shifted up onto her knees and spun to face the beast. Her goosebumps returned and she felt her nipples stiffen, poking at the thin fabric of her dress. Looking up into his wolfish face, Allison reached up and grabbed the bosom of her dress. She slowly pulled it farther down her breasts, exposing more and more milky flesh. She licked her lips and then sucked the bottom one between her teeth as she pulled the dress down under her nipples. 

	She wanted him. She needed him.

	“Yes…” she moaned.

	Ben actually shook as she revealed herself to him. She slid the top of her dress down to her waist, fully exposing her tits. Running her hands up her body, she grabbed her breasts, letting her nipples poke out between her fingers. She squeezed the warm and firm flesh, pulling them apart and pressing them together. She moaned, letting her lip slip between her teeth. She ran her tongue over her lips again, making sure to leave them as shiny and wet as possible. Something about his turning into a monster right in front of her made her even more desperate for his cock. She didn’t need to reach between her legs to feel how much she’d already dampened her panties. 

	“You make my pussy so wet, Ben,” Allison said. She felt a strange mixture of fear and arousal that was just driving her body crazy. 

	It was time to take an all-or-nothing chance, Allison knew. She went down onto all fours again and crawled toward him. She was so close now that she could feel the waves of animal heat emanating from his body.

	The way he stroked his cock brought his hand up to just below the head. Clear precum had already trickled out of him and partway down his shaft, leaving his member shiny. 

	Shaking, Allison went onto her knees again. Bracing her hands on her thighs, she leaned forward. She kissed the tip of his cock. His eyes jerked open as more precum leaked out of him. A deep moan escaped his throat as Allison pulled back for a moment, a string of sticky precum hanging between her lips and his cock. 

	He rumbled deep in his chest as she leaned back in. This time, she let her lips spread apart a little over his flesh. The skin on the head was taut and firm, and it stiffened even more as she let the tip of her tongue press against the slit on the tip of his member. 

	“You’re so big, Ben. So hard,” Allison said, pulling back for a moment before putting her mouth back on him.

	Reaching up, she grabbed the hand he’d wrapped around his cock with one of her own. He’d stopped rubbing himself. She started stroking him with his own hand, revelling in the strength she felt in those fingers. Immediately, even more precum practically spurted from him onto her tongue. She swallowed it. 

	Finally, she’d pushed his hand far enough down his shaft. Humming a little, she let her lips part farther as they slid over the ridge of the head and down his shaft. She didn’t stop until she felt his member at the back of her throat. His hand fell away from his cock. She wrapped her fingers as far around his girth as she could manage and began rubbing him as she sucked. 

	He leaned down a little and grabbed her breasts, squeezing them hard enough to hurt. She tried it ignore it, concentrating on making her lips move more quickly over him. He pinched her nipples, then slid his fingers up against the back of her head. 

	His teeth clenched together as he pulled her head forward, sinking his cock even more deeply into the hot, wet space of her mouth. 

	Allison reached between her thighs, pulled her underwear to the side, and shoved her middle finger up to the second knuckle into her sopping pussy. Her breaths came quickly as she found her G-spot and began twisting her finger against it, her little cunt tightening.

	Ben noticed what she was doing. He let go of the back of her head. Grabbing her shoulders, he pushed against her with his inexorable strength. His cock pulled out of her mouth, several strings of spit and precum still handing between them. 

	Finally, she had to let go of his member as he shoved her back farther. He bore her down to the floor. His wet tongue lapped at her breasts, and she arched her back at the electricity, fingering herself deeper and faster. Her pussy made wet sounds around her finger. 

	He moved down her body. When he got between her spread legs he pulled until her finger left her cunt all soaked in her own juices.

	“Ben!” Allison yelled as she felt his long tongue enter her. He lapped hungrily at the juices of her pussy, running his tongue into her hole and letting it twist around against her walls. 

	Allison squeezed and pinched her tits as she came on his tongue, releasing a torrent of juices that he greedily lapped away.

	“Take me, Ben. Give me your cock,” she cried. 

	Kneeling, Ben positioned himself over her. He grabbed her by the wrists, forcing her hands away from her tits. He pressed them against the floor over her head, teasing her. His hot breath washed over her chest and neck. 

	She looked down between their bodies at his throbbing member as he lowered it down to her cunt. She wanted to feel the ridge of the head and all those bulges as they stretched out her tight little hole. 

	When the wet head of his dick bumped against the opening of her pussy, she gasped. Wrapping her legs around his body, she crossed her ankles. He started entering her, the girth of his cock straining against the tightness. She urged him deeper into her pussy, pulling at his body with her legs. 

	Ben’s cock filled her, making her arch her back, pressing the back of her head against the floor. Sparks and explosions of light seemed to shoot across her eyes as she felt his member throb inside her, almost making her come right then.  He squeezed her wrists so hard that she lost feeling in her hands. She tightened up even more around him, realizing that the sudden squeezing of her pussy around his hard shaft had almost made him shoot his load right then. 

	Her tits started bouncing as she started fucking him, pulling her hips up and letting them fall. She really could feel all those bulges as they slid around inside her. 

	She’d never had a cock so big inside her before. It stretched her out so much and filled her so deeply. She loved it. Straining her neck to look between their bodies, she watched her pussy pull at his shaft as her lips swallowed him up with each thrust of her hips. 

	Allison began whimpering, her whole body undulating as his cock pleasured her. She screamed when he began thrusting with her. The wet sounds of their fucking were joined by the slapping sound of his balls against her as he went balls-deep into her tight hole. 

	Allison started struggling to free her wrists from his grip. She wanted to play with her tits again, to reach down between her legs and rub her stiff little clit as Ben fucked her pussy closer and closer to an orgasm. 

	Ben changed the pacing of his strokes, moving from the desperate, animalistic pounding he’d started with to longer, even ones. She could feel every bulge, every throb as he moved like this in her. It was deeply erotic, and she breathed deeply as she felt her pussy start to constrict around him.

	“Ben,” she whispered up at his feral features, “You’re going to make me come on your dick, soon.” 

	Ben grabbed her up, standing up while holding her in his arms. Grasping her by the ass while she wrapped her arms around his shaggy shoulders, he started pounding her fast and hard. 

	Again the sound of his balls slapping against her ass while his cock slammed up into her tight pussy filled the room. Allison buried her face into the fur of his shoulder as her face and lips contorted

	“Yes!” Allison started saying repeatedly, her words muffled by his body. Her whole began to tighten up. She raised her legs as high as she could around him, making her pussy shallower so that his dick pushed even deeper into her. She could feel her toes start to curl up as her breath came in gasps. 

	He must have felt what was happening, as his fingers dug into her ass and he fucked her with inhuman fury and stamina. 

	The growth of her orgasm was like someone twisting a volume knob. It started as trembles in her legs and back and little convulsions in the walls of her pussy around the thick meat fucking her. The intensity of the feeling made her throw her head back and close her eyes as her pussy convulsed more strongly.

	Finally, it was like a release of energy as she screamed. Her pussy tightened up so much around him that each of his thrusts had to stretch her out again, driving the nerves wild. 

	“I’m coming, Ben!” Allison screamed, practically sobbing it felt so good.

	He continued thrusting into her, fingers dug into her ass cheeks barely registering in her mind as pain as her orgasm built up momentum. 

	It hit the next level when she felt his cock swell. He came in her, releasing spurts of cum that she could feel hit the back of her cunt. Her arms and legs gripped him harder, as though holding on for dear life.

	When her orgasm ended, the only thing that kept her from falling limply to the floor was his grip as he moved his arms around her back. She shook and shivered in his arms. 

	All she could think about was how warm and hard he still was in her, how she could feel his hot load in her.

	She started to protest when he lifted her off his cock and set her down on the floor. She pushed herself up into a sitting position, her body still trembling and her arms so weak she wasn’t sure how long she could stay sitting up. 

	“We’re here for four more nights, remember,” Ben said.

	“I do,” she replied.

	She dressed and left his suite.

	



	



Punished by Daddy’s Boss

	 

	Breanna didn’t understand why her dad brought her with him to his boss’s house.

	Sure, her mom was out of the picture and she had a habit of breaking his shit and stealing whatever she thought the pawn shop down on Main might buy.

	But what else did he expect her to do? College wasn’t starting for another month. She was 18 and the bars in this stupid state wouldn’t serve anyone under 21 alcohol.

	And all her friends from school had all either moved out of state to different colleges or gone on vacation with their dumb families.

	Even her boyfriend—ex boyfriend, now—had pissed off with little more than a quick goodbye fuck.

	She hadn’t been laid in over a month now and the ache low in her tummy was almost too much to bear. Her fingers could only tease so much pleasure out of her tight little pussy.

	Sometimes what a girl needed was just a good old fashioned fucking from a nice, hard cock.

	She leaned over to get a better look at a vase of roses on the occasional table in her dad’s boss’s house.

	She thought it would make a wondering, clattering crash if it fell onto the polished tile floor of the foyer.

	Breanna bit down on her bottom lip, her teeth making the pink flesh go pale with pressure. She glanced around. Her dad and his boss were over in the den, talking about some stupid business thing.

	Then she whisked the vase off the table with one hand, hot adrenaline spurting into her blood before it even hit the floor.

	It shattered into jagged shards that skittered across the floor, the water feeding the flowers flowing across the tile.

	Breanna smiled.

	The talking in the den stopped, replaced by the sound of two men hurrying towards her.

	“Everything okay?” Louis, her dad’s boss, said before they rounded the corner.

	“Breanna!” her dad said, anger plain in his voice. He knew the score.

	Louis frowned at the shattered vase then looked at her.

	“I’m sorry, Louis. She’s been a bit of a pain in the ass since the school year ended. I thought she’d behave when we were at someone else’s place,” her dad said.

	Louis and her dad were both about the same age, that being middle-aged. But where her dad was a small man, Louis was bigger. She wondered if maybe he played football in college or something.

	He wasn’t bad looking, for an older guy.

	And the look of irritation on his face when her dad explained things to him kinda turned her on.

	“Clean that shit up,” Louis said.

	“Clean it up yourself,” Breanna replied, crossing her arms beneath her small, firm breasts.

	His jaw tightened. So did his fists. Before it could get more heated, her dad stepped in.

	“I’ll clean it up. Don’t worry about it. Breanna, get your ass upstairs and don’t touch anything or I fucking swear there will be consequences.”

	“Whatever,” Breanna said, going over to the stairs. She felt hot eyes on her as she started ascending.

	A glance back showed her Louis watching her with his arms crossed. Heat flashed in her stomach and in a fit of pique she winked at him. Then she wiggled her ass a little as she climbed the remaining stairs.

	She listened to them talk downstairs for a while.

	Then her dad’s cell went off.

	“Shit,” her dad said.

	“What’s up?” Louis asked.

	“Some asshole kid threw a brick through a window at home.”

	“Go check it out,” Louis said.

	“Okay, just let me get Breanna…”

	“Don’t bother. She can wait here. Give you a bit of a break,” Louis said.

	“If you’re sure,’ her dad said.

	“I am,” Louis replied.

	Shortly thereafter, her dad left. Breanna sighed, wondering how she might entertain herself until her dad brought her home.

	I wish school had started already, she thought to herself.

	What's Louis’s deal, anyway? she wondered. He'd seemed ready to yell at her earlier. Would he have spanked me? Her dad had never spanked her before. Her punishments had always been getting lectured and having things taken away.

	She'd been sitting down on a little bench in the upstairs hallway for so long with nothing to keep her company but her phone. She needed to stretch. 

	So she got up and went down the hall. It had hardwood floors. There were four doors, one leading to her bedroom, one for the bathroom, one for a guestroom, and the master bedroom at the other end of the hall. In between two of the doorframes her mother had set up a small table. A clear crystal vase rested on this table, filled partway with water. Flowers of various shades spilled out over the lip in full bloom.

	Breanna walked over to it. She felt the flower petals between her fingers. They were so smooth. She remembered the way that first vase had shattered.

	"Be careful."

	Breanna turned. Louis stood at the top of the stairs, leaning against the banister. How long had he been standing there?

	"Of what?" Breanna said. She pulled the petal off the flower.

	"You know what," he said. There was a biting undertone to his voice that got her hackles up. Why was he being such an ass? He'd never been like that before.

	"Of course I'll be careful, Louis!" Breanna said, winking at him again.

	She deliberately caught the lip of the vase with one finger as she turned to storm back towards the bench she’d been sitting on. It tipped.

	For a moment, the glass teetered from side to side as the water sloshed around within it. It seemed like it would right itself.

	Then the flowers all swayed to one side. The extra weight shifted the momentum and the expensive crystal vase shattered on the floor. Water splashed as tiny, razor sharp shards flew through the air.

	Failing to hide her grin, Breanna turned and walked back to the bench, stopping in the doorway to one of the bedrooms. In the doorway, she turned back again, ready to tell Louis to clean up his mess before her dad got back.

	But he stood directly behind her. Thunderheads and lightning glittered in his eyes. His eyebrows knit together, and he took long, deep breaths that made his chest and shoulders swell.

	She'd never seen him really angry before. A cold shiver went down her back. She couldn't look into that face anymore.

	So she jumped into the room and tried to slam the door shut. Louis stuck his foot in the jam, keeping it from closing all the way.

	"Fuck off!" Breanna yelled as Louis forced the door open. Even with all her weight pressed against the other side, it only slowed him a little.

	Then he was in the room.

	"You brat! Your dad's spoiled you rotten. You get away with everything! Not anymore."

	He advanced on her. Breanna found herself backpedalling. Soon, the backs of her knees hit the foot of her bed and she fell backwards.

	"Louis!" Breanna yelled as he sat down on the bed.

	He grabbed her and pulled her over his knee. 

	"Your dad should have done this a long time ago," he said, hiking her skirt up to reveal the tight cheeks of her ass, covered only by a pair of white cotton panties.

	"Fuck you!" she yelled again.

	She was sopping wet. Her pussy quivered between her thighs. No guy had ever treated her like this before. She liked it

	Her profanity turned into a shriek as he spanked her. Not once, not twice. Three times he brought his palm down onto her behind, making her entire body go rigid as the shock of pain rippled through every muscle in her. 

	She felt a stinging heat in her cheeks. Louis had left his hand resting on her bottom. After a moment, she felt his fingers gently kneading her flesh. It felt nice, taking some of that stinging away.

	"Louis..." she said as she felt something stir against her stomach.

	It took her a second to realize it was his cock getting hard against her.

	"Don't try that tone with me, young lady. I don't think you've learned your lesson yet! When your dad takes you home later I want you to be a good, obedient daughter for him," Louis said. His cock strained between their bodies, trying to stand up. His fingers dug more deeply into the firm flesh of her ass. 

	She tried to tighten her thighs together, but it was too late. He slid her panties off and dropped them on the floor. Red handprints had already formed on her cheeks. She could feel their stinging outlines. 

	Feeling his desire so hard against her made her body react. Her pussy started throbbing, and her walls got slick. She let out a little moan. 

	Breanna couldn't help but feel how big he'd gotten against her. She couldn't help how her pussy throbbed even more as her mind threw image after image at her of that rigid shaft sliding into her sopping pussy, inch after inch of it getting swallowed up as he sank into her, forcing her walls apart around his girth...

	She moaned again. It turned into a yelp as she felt him slip a finger between her legs. It pushed into her slit, between her lips. She almost came when his fingertip bumped against her still stiffening clit.

	"Sometimes women just need to be shown their place," Louis said.

	"Louis," she started.

	He spanked her again, the sound of his palm hitting her bare flesh like a gunshot in the bedroom.

	"No! Don't you dare say a word unless I tell you to."

	He ran one hand up her back. A shiver of desire followed those fingers, and she couldn't help it as her flesh marbled with goosebumps all over.

	He started massaging her sex, moving that one finger he'd slipped between her lips up and down. It made a wet noise as more and more of her juices escaped, coaxed out by his touch.

	Then he ran the fingers of his other hand up into the hair at the back of her head. He tightened those fingers into a fist. The sensation as he pulled on her hair was a mixture of electric pain and want.

	He yanked back on her head, making her arch her neck. She gritted her teeth as her breathing quickened. His other finger worked her pussy harder even as the pain got more intense. Little moans and groans escaped through her teeth even as she tried to stop him.

	She found herself wanting him to put that finger into her. Her walls seemed to swell with the desire for it, even as she found herself thinking about how wrong this was. He'd been with her for her entire life. He wasn't her real father, but he might as well have been. Why, then, did she find herself wanting him to shove his finger into her until she screamed with the pleasure of it? Why did she want to drench his cock in her spit and then make him sink it all the way into her as she convulsed in sexual agony?

	He let go of her hair and she let her head sink down, the muscles burning in the back of her neck.

	Then he slipped those fingers around her throat and tightened them. They squeezed. She gasped.

	He pushed his sopping finger into her waiting cunt. It tightened around him instantly, trying to keep him from escaping.

	His grasp on her neck increased as he curled his finger inside her. She tried to cry out as the shocks of pleasure moved through her, but she couldn't.

	Her mouth opened in a silent scream as he coaxed her young body into a deep orgasm with only one finger. The lack of air seemed to intensify it all the more. Her fingers and toes curled. Her vision went black for a moment, then seemed to explode with fireworks.

	The fingers on her throat let go, and she dragged lungfuls of air down her throat as she shook on his lap.

	Louis waited for her to catch her breath, then he lifted her from his lap and put her down on her back on the bed. All she could think about was how warm and wet her pussy felt. She could feel the wetness of it on her inner thighs. Louis's finger glistened with her juices. 

	Grabbing handfuls of the bedcover, she squeezed them in her fists. Louis stood up. He couldn't keep her eyes off her nubile, petite body. Especially the bare lips of her pussy and her slender legs.

	Quickly, he stripped off his clothes. His cock looked even bigger than it had felt against her as it sprang up, trembling and hard as a rock. The purple flesh of the head had gotten so taut with his desire that she knew she could have seen her reflection on its sensitive surface. 

	A clear bead of precum appeared at the tip as he drank in her body once more. 

	Breanna felt powerless beneath those eyes. She could see the heat of lust in them. What he'd said earlier had been true. She'd been jealous of her mother for a long time. She'd always wanted him. 

	Once or twice she'd even touched herself to thoughts of him. She wanted that big, hard cock of his so badly sometimes.

	"Louis," she started again, ready to force out a "no" that she not-so-secretly wanted to be a "yes."

	"Quiet!" Louis said. He grabbed his cock and started stroking it as he looked at her, milking more of that clear precum from his rigid shaft. It trickled down his length onto his fingers. Breanna licked her lips as she looked at it, fantasizing about what it tasted like. She spread her legs wide apart for him, making the lips of her pussy part so he could see her entrance. He moaned a little at the sight. 

	"You need to stop being such a little shit. Especially to your dad. He’s a good guy. You need to learn your place," he said.

	He climbed onto the bed, supporting himself over her. Her breaths came short and quick as she caught the scent of his heady musk. Her fingers dug more deeply into her bedcover.

	Louis leaned down over her. His lips found her throat. He kissed that delicate flesh, making her arch her back up under his body as the electric feeling of pleasure moved through her.

	He opened his mouth wider and pressed his teeth against her throat. At the same time, he guided his cock in between her legs. She jolted under him as she felt the head bump against her pussy.

	Her legs wrapped around the small of his back, her ankles locking together. 

	A wordless yell escaped Breanna's lips as the head of his cock sank into her. She could feel her tightness tugging at him even as her slick walls urged him to thrust more deeply into her body, to push all the way in so that his whole length could be wrapped by her throbbing walls. 

	He bit her neck harder, groaning as her hot little sex soaked his shaft. 

	Louis only let himself part way in. He left wet hickies on her neck as he pushed himself back onto his knees. 

	She moaned as he started pulling out. Then he rammed back in. He did it again and again, each time getting more of his long cock into her. Finally, she felt his balls slapping against her with each thrust into her hot, wet sex. 

	Grabbing her ankles, Louis pulled them apart. He pushed them in front of him, then brought her thighs together, making her tighten up around him even more. He had to slow down, she gripped him so firmly.

	For a bit, he kept both her ankles on one of his shoulders, hugging her bare thighs together with his arms.

	Then he slipped her ankles from her shoulder and pushed both her legs down to one side so that they rested on the bed. 

	He fucked her hard and fast, his body flushing a deep red with the effort. His thick cock pulled out on each thrust wetter than before, her juices running down the bottom of his shaft down onto his thighs.

	She could feel him getting harder inside of her. The look on his face was like a mixture of agony and bliss as her cunt brought him closer and closer to cumming. 

	"Louis!" she screamed, unable to help it. She couldn't believe how hard and big he felt inside her. His every little moan sent a shiver through her whole body, giving her goosebumps all over.

	He didn't seem to mind that she'd spoken with his permission. She took it a step farther.

	Quick as she could, she leaned up and grabbed his face. She fell backwards again, pulling him down. His hot breath washed across her.

	"I want your cum, Louis," she said.

	Then she kissed him, pushing his lips apart and sticking her tongue into his mouth.

	He exploded inside her, his cock swelling even bigger and harder. She kissed him harder and deeper as her pussy squeezed up around him, keeping his jerking cock locked inside her as he spurted into her again and again. 

	She came then, too. The walls of her pussy convulsed around him, urging more of his hot cum out as an incredible pleasure gripped her whole body in alternating hot and cold waves.

	Both of their faces had flushed red, both of their mouths a bright red from their kissing as Louis leaned back.

	She could feel his still-stiff shaft throbbing in her as she squeezed the last few drops of cum out of him. It felt so warm inside her. She wasn't on the pill or anything, but she'd wanted him to cum inside her so badly. It had been worth it. 

	When he pulled out of her, some of his seed leaked out as well, there was so much of it. She eyed his dripping, glistening shaft. For a moment, she wanted to get down on her knees and clean it off for him. Maybe, she thought, maybe it will get hard again.

	But Louis handed her the box of tissues from her dresser.

	"Well, young lady, I hope you've learned your lesson. I don't want to have to punish you again."

	Even as he said it, she could see his eyes sliding up and down her bare flesh. His cock twitched. He tried to hide it by leaning over to grab his clothes.

	"Louis," she said as he turned to go, "I'm sorry I'm going away to school. I promise I'll come back as often as I can."

	He looked at her, then nodded. He took a few more seconds to pull his clothes back on. Then, in the doorway, he looked over his shoulder at her.

	“I don’t give a shit. But you can bet your sweet ass that when—when—I ask your father how things are going between the two of you, if I hear something I don’t like I will find you and teach you another lesson. He’ll be back soon, get yourself cleaned up.”

	Then he slammed the door shut.

	



	



Sitter Submission

	 

	Addison had a secret. One that she kept from her parents, which wasn’t hard. They lived a few hours away from the college campus.

	She kept it from her roommates, though. She had two of those. The three of them shared this two-bed, one-bath unit while they all went to college.

	She’d had this secret for a week now, and it consumed her thoughts. She tried to pay attention to the professors in class, but couldn’t. No, she could only think about him and what he’d proposed.

	She’d gotten her babysitter certification early in junior high. And now that she was in college, she was so thankful for it.

	Sitting let her pay her rent every month. Actually, sitting for just one man let her pay her rent each month.

	Just before the fall semester started she’d been contacted by him through the agency. His name was Caleb, and he was a single dad to one young boy.

	He was also absurdly rich, and Addison didn’t know why he didn’t just hire a fulltime nanny.

	Though she didn’t wonder too hard. Caleb paid her twice the normal rate, and tipped her pretty heavily at the end of each week.

	She’d always scowled at other girls in school who talked about having sugar daddies. But this was different. Caleb never forced himself on her, never made her pay with her body.

	Not, that is, until last week.

	She’d finished sitting Fuller, his son, for the evening when he came back to his big, 10,000 square foot mansion.

	But instead of handing her an envelope with her fee in it, he asked her to sit with him.

	She had, taking her place beside him on the couch. She remembered thinking that he was good looking, for an older guy. He had this sort of magnetism about it.

	And she sort of had a crush on him, but she never intended to let anyone know that.

	“I don’t like to beat around the bush, Addison,” he’d said to her.

	“What do you mean?” she’d asked, feeling heat flood into her cheeks for some reason. She guessed that some part of her knew what he wanted before her conscious mind did.

	“I want you, Addison. I need you. I’ve wanted you since the first moment you walked in through the door. Give yourself to me, for just one night. Give yourself to me fully, and you won’t have to worry about tuition for the rest of your degree.”

	Her mouth dropped open. She remembered something else, too. A sudden, squeezing heat between her thighs. She crossed her legs, but that just made it worse.

	She let out a nervous little laugh, “Caleb, I’m your babysitter. Nothing more. It would be wrong!”

	He shook his head, “I don’t think so. But I also know that you’re smart as well as sexy. And don’t think I haven’t noticed the way I catch you looking at me. I think you want this as much as I do.”

	“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she’d said, blushing so bright her ears burned.

	He smiled as though he knew he had her even then. And maybe, she thought, he was right. “Think about it. Let me know. But don’t take too long, I’m not a man of patience.”

	Then he put his hand on her thigh, just above her knee. He gave it a little squeeze. Such a light touch created an incredible response in her body.

	She remembered her nipples stiffening. Remembered her breath catching in her throat.

	Remembered soaking her panties so thoroughly that when she got back to her room in her shared apartment that she needed to change them.

	And later that week, after tortured nights of the most intense sex fantasies she’d ever have, she gave in.

	She went over to his place one day she knew he’d be home. He let her in right away and took her to a lovely sitting room.

	“Okay,” she said. They both knew what she meant.

	She was already wet. Her cheeks burned. Her whole body trembled just a little and she hoped he didn’t notice.

	Or that he did. She wasn’t certain.

	"I knew you'd accept my offer," he said, coming to a stop perhaps an arm's length from her. The smile he gave her was full of promise, with a hint of desire. "I knew you would as soon as I saw you."

	Addison swallowed. This guy was an enigma. He had a certain quality to him, a magnetism that she couldn't explain. It was something that could really only be felt. And she felt it in abundance.

	"I'm still not sure," she said, "I could just leave right now, you know."

	He shook his head. "No, you won't."

	"Why is that?" she said, getting that heady feeling once more. It was like all the blood in her body was busy in other areas.

	"Because you want to know what it's like to be with me." He stepped closer, and before Addison could say anything, he folded his arms around her and pulled her close.

	"I don't know what you're talking about," she said. 

	Putting one finger below her chin, he tilted her head back so that she looked straight up into those eyes of his. He leaned close, like he was about to kiss her. Addison's lips parted, her eyes becoming hooded, her body giving into desire.

	With their bodies pressed together like that, she felt his arousal. A shiver ran down her spine even as her nipples perked. Except now there was no hoodie to hide the effect he had on her.

	He came in close, so close. He grazed her bottom lip with his, and then pulled back. A painful charge built up in her body: a thwarted desire with no release.

	She knew that he wanted her. Why didn't he just take what he pleased? She knew then that she would let him. He had but to ask. Or demand. She found herself wanting him to demand that she give him the pleasures of her body.

	"I'm looking for someone," he said, stepping away from her. She noticed the absence of his body heat, of the firm reality of his form pressed against hers. Noticed and missed.

	He went and leaned against the back of one of those leather couches, regarding her intensely. Addison went and sat down on a chair facing him before her legs could actually give out from under her.

	"Why?" she asked.

	He studied her for another quiet moment before answering her. "I want someone fresh, and young, and beautiful..."

	"It looks like you have lots of money," she said.

	He waved her words away. "Some things money can't buy. Some things you have to find on your own. As soon as I saw you, I wanted you. I wanted to know you, in every way. There are things I want to do to your body, things I want to teach you and want you to learn."

	"Like what?" she said, her curiosity and fantasy colliding within her, opening up an almost insatiable void. Every nerve tingled. Her toes began curling in her shoes, and her hands began unconsciously stroking the smooth leather of the chair she sat on.

	"I want you to give yourself to me, body and mind. Can you do that?" Caleb said. She couldn't be sure, but she thought she saw a flush to his skin, as though he, too, experienced some sort of unspoken desire he didn't dare speak to anyone.

	"Yes," she said, barely able to get the word up through her throat. She wanted to be his. She wanted him to use her body and take her mind.

	"And you'll do as I tell you? Always?" he said, leaning forward, the strain in his voice palpable. She marveled at the control she sensed in him, and wondered at the strength of his needs. He wanted something from her that his normal life couldn't provide him.

	But she could. "Yes," she said.

	"Good. We'll start now," he said.

	"What? What do you mean?" she said, thinking and hoping that she already knew what he meant.

	But then Caleb Brendon, the restrained, respected, and powerful man disappeared, replaced by Caleb Brendon, the man with the savage desires glinting in his eyes.

	Rushing over, he pulled her from the chair and crushed her to his body. The full strength of his desire strained against his slacks even as he tore her shirt off, exposing her breasts. He ran his mouth between them, leaving a hot, wet trail behind.

	She was powerless to stop him. She was helpless against his sudden ferocity. She wanted to feel him inside her.

	When Caleb tore her pants and panties from her thighs, she was already sopping for him. Her dew glistened in the slickness of her slit.

	Like an animal, he spun her around and forced her down over the back of the couch. He wanted her, then and there, wanted to know her body, and couldn't restrain himself any longer, as when he'd been asking her whether she was sure she wanted this.

	Kneeling behind her, he kissed her pussy, running his tongue up and down her slit, relishing her nectar even as she soaked his cheeks. When his tongue darted in and out of her, she squealed for him. Her walls trembled, and her ass ached from the strength of his squeezing and groping.

	No man had ever treated her like this, like she was just an instrument for his pleasure. There was something intoxicating about it, about letting go and just being in the moment like that.

	His tongue found her love button, toying with it, lapping at it, licking it and pulling it between his lips so that he could suck on it.

	"Fuck!" she screamed, the intensity of it overwhelming her.

	The sounds of her pleasure were too much for Caleb to bear. Standing, he unbuckled his belt and yanked it from its loops.

	"Tell me what you want," he said, folding the belt over and then pulling it taut. The sharp snapping sound made Addison jump.

	"Your cock," she said.

	He whipped her ass with the expensive leather, the sound like a gunshot. She screamed and squeezed the couch. Already, a red welt rose on her cheeks.

	"Why? Tell me why?" he said. He traced that welt gently with one fingertip, feeling the heat of the mark he'd made on her.

	"I want you to fuck me with it!" she said. As soon as the last syllable left her lips, he belted her again.

	The pain from the whipping melded with the pleasures still flooding her body from when Caleb had licked her pussy. The two sensations intertwined, indistinguishable from one another. All Addison knew was that she wanted more. More of those feelings. More of him. All of him.

	"You have such a nice, wet pussy..." Caleb said, his cock straining against his slacks. He stroked her bottom, and she hissed as his fingers passed over the set of welts he'd given her. "Are you thinking about how it would feel for me to bury myself inside you? To slide my thick, hard shaft into you until you have every inch of me?"

	The walls of her pussy trembled, and she could feel them flushing with the desire his words engendered within her. Her juices flowed freely. Some part of her remained rational, and it questioned why she was letting her do this to him.

	The answer was: she deserved it. She wanted it. Giving herself to him fully was the answer, acquiescing to his every desire. His pleasure was hers.

	"Yes," she said through teeth gritted from pain. Her ass smarted.

	Caleb dropped the belt, the brushed metal buckle clattering against the polished floor. Undoing his slacks, he pushed them down his thighs and let his cock spring up. The sight of it sent a shivering desire up Addison's spine. He was long and thick and she did want every inch of him buried to the hilt inside her sopping cunt.

	Caleb guided himself to her, letting the taut flesh of the head part her lips. They both gasped at the contact. But Caleb did not enter her. No, he wasn't done teasing her, inciting her lust to its greatest heights. He ran the head up and down her slick slit, wetting his member with her nectar. His other hand explored the curve of her hips and the arch of her back, reaching around to pluck at one nipple.

	Unable to take it anymore, Addison thrust herself back on him, trying to force him into her. Her entire body buzzed with the trapped energy of her need, and she couldn't take waiting much longer.

	Caleb pushed her forward, away from him, so that they no longer touched. The head of his cock glistened with their mingled juices, and the shaft pulsed with his racing heart.

	To punish her, he spanked her ass, letting his open palm clap against those welts over and over. "You'll take what I give you and nothing more! Do you understand?" he said, pulling her body back against his. She nodded, unable to concentrate on anything but the feel of his cock between her legs.

	This time, when he bent her back over the couch, he didn't stop at teasing. Even with all her wetness, the tightness at her opening resisted the swollen head of his member. But he forced himself in, parting that opening around his rigid flesh.

	"You're so tight," he said, mesmerized by the sight of the skin on his shaft bunching back from the strength of her grip on him.

	He was so hot, so hard. Addison couldn't keep her body from bearing down on him, trying to entangle him and keep him in her forever. The friction of his bare skin against hers had her moaning like a slut, wanting him to take her hard and fast.

	But instead he continued sinking himself into her slowly, making her experience every inch of him as he slid deeper and deeper. It was sexual agony and frustration at its height. She hated him and wanted him in equal measure.

	Until finally she contained all of him. He filled her up to the point of pain. She didn't know if it was his heartbeat she felt, hers, or both of them meshing into one. Caleb stayed inside her like that for a few moments, sucking in his breaths through clenched teeth while he felt her stretch out around him.

	And then he withdrew just as slowly as he'd entered. Except this time her juices had soaked his shaft, leaving it shining with her lust. He didn't stop until just the very tip remained. It was so empty without him filling her. She wanted that back. She needed it back. Her body shivered and trembled with the desire.

	Caleb ran his fingernails down her back, one hand on each side of her spine, ending the movement by cupping her bottom again. This time, she didn't dare try and thrust back against him, no matter how much her inner being yearned for it.

	"Tell me what you want," Caleb breathed. His cock trembled while he anticipated her answer.

	"I want you back," she said.

	Caleb slid his hands forward, giving her shoulders and squeeze for a moment before threading themselves into her hair. He let his fingers slide out until he held a bundle of the long strands like a leash. And then he pulled until her neck arched, exposed for him.

	He thrust back into her with enough violence to slide the couch forward. And he didn't stop. He fucked her so hard it left her without the breath to call out for more. His big cock battered her tight little cunt into submission, not slowing or stopping no matter how hard she gripped him. Every thrust made her wetter, wrung more of her juices from her. She soaked him so that it started running down his balls and onto his thighs.

	"Cum for me," he told her. And she did as he commanded.

	A cry of ecstasy burst from her lips when the energy of her climax burst inside her. Her walls clenched and relaxed rhythmically around his shaft even while her toes curled up against the floor and went numb from the overload of sensation.

	Caleb buried his cock in her body to the hilt once more, and then spent himself inside her. The tendons in his neck stood out, and a look of pleasure bordering on pain swept his features with every jerk of his member.

	A shiver ran through Addison's body when she felt the heat of his seed. Her walls continued clenching around him, holding him deep inside so that she received every drop of it. She milked him, undulating herself around him to urge the last of it out of him.

	Sweat covered both their bodies. Every muscle within her seemed to be made out of flimsy rubber, and if she hadn't been bent over the couch she would have fallen down.

	Gently, almost lovingly, Caleb traced the outline of her shoulder blades and grazed his lips against the skin of her back. Despite his climax, he still remained rock hard inside her. His member pulsed and throbbed from the beat of his heart, sending little reverberations of pleasure up through Addison.

	"That was good. For a start," Caleb said. His hands continued exploring her body. He liked the feminine shape of her, from the curve of her back to the swell of her hips. She liked that it pleased him so much, that he seemed so attentive and interested in every part of her.

	Still inside her, he grabbed her panties off the floor and helped her step into them. He pulled them up until the only thing stopping the waistband from rising was his cock. She sucked in a breath when he withdrew from her, feeling his hot load begin sliding out of her. He stopped it by pulling her panties back up.

	“I’m going to need you back at least twice next week. Out of town business trips, you understand. I wouldn’t trust my son with anyone but you,” Caleb said, his cock glistening with their mingled juices.

	Addison hoped she’d be able to walk by then. Her pussy throbbed. It’d be days before she could even sit down again without wincing.

	And yet, she found herself wondering how soon he’d want her again. And what he might make her do to please him.

	Because, she found, pleasing him pleased her. A lot. She couldn’t remember having an orgasm like that with any other guy.

	 




Dominating the Sitter

	 

	Addison couldn’t believe it.

	She’d started an affair with the man she was babysitting for.

	But it’s not really an affair, is it? I mean, he’s a single dad, and I don’t have a boyfriend. Can it really be an affair?

	It didn’t matter what the facts were, it felt that way. It felt taboo to her. Something she read about in stories. The rich older man seducing the impressionable young woman.

	It had been nearly a week since their first illicit rendezvous. The one where he’d fucked her bareback with his long, thick cock until he couldn’t take the warm, wet tightness of her cunt and pumped her full of his hot seed.

	She remembered thinking about how no guy had ever made her orgasm so hard or so quickly before.

	And it was only the day before yesterday that her tortured pussy fully recovered from the pounding he’d given her.

	And her ass, which he’d given some thorough and sound spanking, still bore the welts of his handprints. They were mostly faded now, but when she sat down they heated and made her gasp.

	She’d even gone to babysit for him since then. But he hadn’t been there. Gone on some important trip.

	All he’d left her was an envelope with her fee and a handwritten note at the bottom saying he would get in touch with her again soon.

	That he wanted her again.

	Part of Addison wished he was still married. The guilt over helping a guy cheat on his wife would’ve made it so much easier to walk away from all this, from him.

	But she couldn’t. And she didn’t want to.

	No, she found that all that she wanted was him.

	It kept her up at night, thinking about what he might make her do next. How he’d control her and use her body as an instrument of pleasure for them both.

	More than one night in the past week, she had to slip her fingers deep into the sopping wetness of her pussy to find enough relief just to get to sleep.

	Needless to say she wasn’t paying much attention in class.

	And her roommates noticed. But Addison didn’t care.

	She paced around the apartment, going through the hallway, sitting down on the couch for a moment before springing back up, looking out the window down at the cars parked along the street.

	There was studying to do. And she really did have a lecture to get to. But again all that stuff simply paled in importance compared to what she'd found with Caleb.

	Some part of her asked what was going on. Asked how a man she'd known literally less than a week could make her think like this.

	The fact was, Addison didn't know. The fact also was, she didn't care.

	She'd secreted the card with Caleb's number on it in the locked drawer of her desk, next to her passport. Getting that, she then went and retrieved the cordless phone. He was like an addiction, and she needed another fix soon. However, she stopped short of actually entering his number on the keypad.

	He said he'd contact me, she thought. From that, the inference was that she should not be the one getting in touch with him. If she did, he might get upset. He might punish her some more.

	She had but to sit down to feel the reminder of his last punishment. The welts on her ass stung when she sat down, or if she leaned against a rail or wall.

	The pain felt different, then. Not as it had when they'd both sunk into their base instincts, all the sensations melding into a perfect sensual pleasure.

	So she didn't call. Instead, she checked the mail. Or was about to, anyway. Opening the door, she found a parcel addressed to her leaned against the wall. There was no return address, but she just knew it was Caleb.

	Getting it inside quickly, she tore into it.

	"Oh!" she said, pulling the contents out. It was a little black dress. The name on the tag told her it cost more than all the rent that she and her two roommates paid each month.

	And it fit perfectly, hugging her hips and cradling her breasts. Addison looked at herself in the mirror, twisting this way and that, running her hands over her body. Caleb had nice taste in clothes. It was so rare to find a man who did. To find a man who knew what looked truly good on a woman's body. Yet another little tidbit about just who Caleb was. But she still had nothing close to a complete picture.

	The phone rang and she answered. "Yes, hello?"

	"Tell me you like the dress." It was Caleb. Her pulse pounded past her temples, and she sat down at the breakfast table, ignoring the way it made the welts on her bottom sting. Besides, the pain had changed when she heard the sound of his voice. She liked it.

	"It's amazing. How did you know my size?" Addison said. She really wanted to ask him why it took him two days to get in touch with her. Didn't he feel that same desire for her as she did him? Maybe, she figured, it all played into that iron self-control he seemed to maintain. He felt it too, yes. He just resisted it. Bottled it up. Kept it at a simmer that he could turn up at a moment's notice.

	"I've always been able to size someone up the instant I see them. In more ways than one. I need to see you again. Today. Now."

	Her heart did its best to pound its way through her ribs even as heat flared between her thighs. The dress suddenly felt restrictive. She needed those strong hands of his there to pull it off her. Or maybe, she thought with a tingle, maybe he'll do it with his teeth... "Okay, yes. I'll do it."

	He chuckled, low and deep. "Good. I'll see you soon, then. Wear the dress."

	A few minutes later, someone knocked at the door. It was the same driver as before, telling her that he was to take her to see Mr. Wilts. Addison had no reservations about going this time. 

	He took her to the same building as before, leading her to that same suite of offices. Except this time he led her to one particular office. The driver knocked at the door.

	"Come in," Caleb said, his voice muffled slightly. 

	The driver waved Addison through. It was a large office, the walls all taken up by tall, glassed-in bookcases. Caleb sat behind an imposing and expansive desk, the surface polished to a mirror shine. There was a chromed globe in one corner, and a pen stand within reach if he wanted to write anything. His eyes glinted when he saw her.

	"Hi..." she said, not really sure what to do now. What does he want? Addison wondered.

	"Let me see you," he said, indicating with one finger that he wanted her to do a little spin for him.

	She obliged the request, turning slowly so that he got a good look from every angle. Caleb licked his lips, his tongue a startling pink. Seeing it made Addison remember their earlier encounter, and what he liked to do with that tongue between her thighs.

	"Come here," he told her, beckoning with an outstretched hand. She did so, letting him lead her around the desk.

	"I thought it would look good on you, but I couldn't be sure... I had some doubts, but now I see they're unfounded," he said, letting his eyes appraise her body. He put the palm of his hand over her navel to feel the material. His heat bled into her, making one set of lips part and another moisten.

	"It's a very nice dress. Thank you. But you really shouldn't have..." Addison began.

	"I should have and I did. It makes me feel good... Doesn't it make you feel good, too?" Caleb said, letting that hand on her stomach slip down to touch one bare thigh.

	"It does. Really good." Addison replied. She cupped Caleb's cheek, stroking the pad of her thumb over the skin. There was the barest hint of stubble, and she liked the feel of it. She touched the cleft of his chin, traced the strong line of his jaw. He was a handsome man.

	"Is... Is there a lesson today?" Addison asked, hoping. Pains of withdrawal panged within her, especially being so close to him. That spell of his cast over her again, she wanted nothing less than for him to tear this expensive dress to shreds and then ravish her naked body until he got his fill of her.

	"There's always a lesson," he replied, stroking her thigh. The patch of skin experiencing his touch became hot, and it prickled with gooseflesh. The heat between her thighs intensified.

	"What is it?" she asked.

	"Give me your panties. I miss how good you smell," he said.

	She took them off. They were white cotton, and the bit of material that had been covering her mound was damp with her desire. Caleb lifted them to his face and breathed deeply, his eyes becoming hooded. His other hand balled into a fist. "You have such a fresh smell. It makes me hard."

	"Do you want my help with that?" Addison said.

	"I want you down on your knees," he replied.

	Caleb slid his chair back out from beneath the desk. Her desire pinged inside her when she saw the outline of his hardened shaft in his slacks, and saliva squirted into her mouth in anticipation.

	He then guided her down beneath his desk. Before she could say anything he pulled the chair back into place. It was dark but spacious, surprisingly. Also surprisingly, he didn't say anything else to her. No more orders.

	She pulled his belt through the buckle, then undid his fly. Her fingers found his hard cock and pulled it up out of his briefs. Eager to please, she put her lips at the base of it and ran them up, leaving a hot trail of her saliva on his shaft. He groaned at her touch, and she reveled in his pleasure.

	Then someone else came into the room. "Mr. Wilts, let me say how nice it is of you to let us have this meeting at such short notice."

	Addison froze. Why were there other people here?

	"I'm Tony Moore. These are Jack Brant, my CFO, and David Smith, my head of acquisitions..." the same voice said.

	Three people! Looking beneath the desk, Addison saw three pairs of shiny black business shoes.

	"Yes, well, I have a spare hour and I thought it would be nice to go over the terms of the acquisition," Caleb said, "Be seated, please. I insist."

	Caleb reached beneath the table and grabbed the hair at the back of her head. He pulled her face close to his shaft, and Addison realized that this was the lesson.

	The men continued talking about what sounded to her like the sale of some company, but she didn't really pay it much attention. Everything was focused on Caleb. On him, and being quiet. She kissed his stiff cock some more, nervous at first about being found out. What if one of the men dropped a pen or something, and happened to peek beneath the desk? They'd see Caleb getting his cock sucked in the middle of a meeting, that was what.

	The blood thundered past her ears, so loud that she just knew they had to hear. Trying to be as quiet as possible, she wrapped her fingers around his shaft and began stroking him.

	The fear of being discovered heightened her senses, made her aware of exactly how he felt in her fingers. Her movements milked a pearl of precum to the tip, and she swept it away with her tongue, savoring the taste of it.

	One of the men shifted behind her, his foot sliding forward and knocking against the desk. She nearly jumped out of her skin. Adrenaline surged through her body, making her hand work Caleb faster and tighter.

	And then she could no longer resist the urge to taste him. He already knew her, from putting his mouth between her thighs days ago. It was only fair that she also knew him.

	Putting her lips against the wet tip of his shaft, she pushed her head down, letting his hardness part her mouth around him. Her tongue worked the sensitive flesh of the head, even as she sucked on it hard enough to hollow her cheeks out. Caleb covered the shock of the sensation with a sigh. He said something that made him sound almost bored.

	He tasted fresh and clean. Addison knew she wanted to dirty him up. She liked him so much that she continued salivating, working up so much spit that when she broke the tight seal of her lips around him it dripped down his length.

	Her fear lessened, changed into excitement and arousal. It became a game of what she could get away with doing to him without getting noticed.

	And his cock responded to her silent ministrations, getting stiffer, leaking more precum for her to slurp up. She had his whole member thoroughly soaked, which in turn let her hand glide up and down his rigid length faster and tighter.

	The thought of how good it must make him feel turned her on even more, and soon her other hand slipped between her thighs. Her middle and ring fingers parted her lower lips, finding her secret wetness. They also found her clit, which she teased and rubbed mercilessly. The faster she played with herself, the harder she sucked on him.

	Once she got too into it, too into making them both feel good. She sucked hard, the noise unmistakable.

	The talking ceased for a moment. Addison stopped, her mouth halfway down Caleb's cock. Again, the blood pounded past her ears.

	"What was that?" one of the men said.

	There was a pause before one of them filled in, "Must be the window cleaners. I thought I saw them when we came into the building."

	Relief almost on the level of that which came after an orgasm washed through her, leaving her trembling.

	When they started discussing some financial data, she went back to work. The tip of her tongue played along the spot on the bottom of the head that she knew to be especially sensitive. Caleb's body stiffened, and she knew he liked it.

	Mercilessly, she stroked him and sucked him. Her fingers went back to work on her clit, bringing her closer and closer to her own climax. All she could think about was swallowing every drop Caleb could give her, her mind focused only on making him cum for her.

	Then Caleb's hand snaked back down beneath the desk. He grabbed the back of her head again and pulled her mouth as far down his shaft as he could. She felt him at the back of her throat and fought against her gag reflex, the whole time her hands keeping themselves busy.

	Then he swelled in her mouth. Caleb sighed, trying to cover the sounds of his pleasure. 

	He jerked, and a hot stream of his seed splashed against the back of her throat. She swallowed that, and every one that came after. His load tasted salty and thick. His fingers squeezed a handful of her hair when she used her mouth to coax it all out of him. 

	Her own climax followed shortly, leaving her trembling and rigid beneath his desk. Caleb let out a shuddering sigh and sank into his chair. He perked back up again when Addison cleaned his still stiff cock with her tongue, leaving it shining with her saliva.

	"So... What do you think, Mr. Wilts?" a man asked.

	"Good, very good," he said. He leaned back in his chair far enough that he made eye contact with Addison, and she knew the comment was meant for her.

	It was good for Addison, too. But it left her wanting more. More of Caleb, more of those amazing sensations he made her feel. She'd always been so down on girls and women she'd known in her life who'd seemed so devoted to their men. But now she knew why. Those men gave those girls she'd known what they wanted. Took care of them, made them feel amazing. It was almost like a drug.

	When Caleb's shaft softened enough, she did up his pants for him, drawing the zipper up slowly so that no one else could hear. Then Caleb stood and the men said their goodbyes, shaking hands and whatnot.

	Addison held her breath under the desk, waiting for a signal that she could come out. Finally, Caleb offered her his hand and helped her out.

	"It was good?" she asked. He nodded in reply, then tilted her head back and kissed her. His mouth felt so hot against hers. Every fiber in her body just wanted to melt and let her collapse into a puddle on the floor. Except Caleb didn't let her. He held her against him, her hands pressed between their bodies, palms on his chest. His heart pounded against his ribs.

	"That was awesome..." she said, leaning back against his desk when they finished. "They didn't even know I was there!"

	“You did so well!” he said.

	Then he threaded his fingers into the hair at the back of her head and made a fist. She moaned at the pressure of the pull.

	He eased her head back and kissed her, deep and slow. His mouth tasted good. Her pussy throbbed.

	Then he let her go. “Now leave. I’ll let you know when I want to see you again.”

	She was shocked. But one look at his face and she knew he meant it.

	She left. He kept her panties.

	



	



Binding the Sitter

	 

	Addison couldn’t believe that Caleb would do this to her.

	It had been two weeks since he’d last taken her and used her body for his own pleasure. Two long, aching weeks since he’d sheathed his rigid girth in the warm wetness of her flesh, made her tighten and orgasm all over him.

	And in that time, he’d also done something even worse.

	He brought her in to sit for him three times the first week. And this was the third time for this week!

	Unbelievable.

	He wasn’t even supposed to come home that evening. She was supposed to put his son to bed, take her fee from the envelope by the door, and wait for him to get in touch with her again.

	If it had been any other guy pulling shit like this she would’ve dumped him.

	But he wasn’t any other guy.

	So she stayed that night, putting his son to sleep with a bedtime story and then going down to the big living room to study up a bit in peace and quiet for the biochem exam she had the next day.

	She’d already let her schoolwork slip enough because of him.

	She was deep into a new chapter when she heard someone come in. Her heart nearly stopped.

	He didn’t come in to see her. Instead, she heard him go upstairs.

	“Up here, Addison,” he called.

	She paused for a moment, her textbook closed with her thumb in the page as a bookmark. She briefly considered defying him.

	Briefly considered going home.

	But then he called again. Her body ached.

	She went upstairs, following the sound of his voice into a large room she hadn’t been in before.

	"Over here, Addison," Caleb said, his broad shoulders filling a newly-opened doorway at the other side of this grand room. She rushed over to him, Caleb stepping out of the way so that she could go into whatever waited beyond on the other side.

	It was a warm room, with wood paneling going halfway up all the walls. The floor was polished marble, which caught the light of the single chandelier hanging from the ceiling and scattered it about the space.

	And in the middle of the room was the only piece of furniture: a single king-size bed. It had only some sheets and a few cushions on it, no covers or pillows. And the headboard consisted of a wide wrought iron grating. A lump rose up Addison's throat when she saw it. Sparks of desire surged up through her body, and her heart raced so that the blood thundered past her ears.

	"I see you received my gifts," he said, closing the door. He came up behind her and put his hands on her shoulders, then let them slip slowly down her arms. Her head tilted automatically to the side when he began nuzzling her neck. A weak, rubbery sensation took her at the knees. Her body had missed his touch. And from the way he hardened against her butt, she knew that he'd missed her, too.

	Anxious to feel him again, she rubbed her body against his, encouraging him to harden faster for her.

	Caleb's fingers slid back up and encircled her neck. They tightened, and she let out a strangled gasp. Her bottom rubbed against his hardness faster, eager for his affections. The white box dropped from her numbed fingers, the clatter it made when it hit the floor startlingly loud.

	Just as her lungs began burning, Caleb relaxed his grip and she took a few long, shuddering breaths. The sudden lack of air had given her a euphoric sensation, and she found herself missing it.

	She quickly forgot about it as his hands began exploring her young body, staying in one place long enough to tease her before moving on to the next. One moment they were unbuttoning her blouse and slipping through the opening to give her breasts an appreciative squeeze, the next they slid down her stomach to grasp her hips and grind their bodies together.

	"Tell me what you want," she pleaded, letting her head loll back against his chest. She was so utterly under his sway, under his spell, she would have done anything for him. To him. Anything at all. He continued kissing the spot on her body where her shoulder met her neck, his hot, ragged breaths washing out across her flesh almost as warm as the heat blossoming between her thighs.

	But this time he took his pleasure by withholding hers, keeping maddeningly silent while he enjoyed the pressure of her body against his.

	"Tell me... Please..." she begged him, beginning to shake with the need. His hands slid down to her skirt, massaging her thighs.

	There was but a few layers of fabric keeping them from being together. Addison wished for them to disappear, wished for Caleb to push her down onto that bed and slide himself deep into her body where he belonged.

	But why didn't he? She knew that he wanted to; she knew it from the way his hard cock, entombed in his slacks as it was, rubbed against her bottom.

	"Please..." she said.

	Caleb stopped touching her immediately. Taking a step back, he put his hands to her shoulders and shoved her at the bed. Her legs hit the edge and she fell over onto the mattress, a quivering heap of desire.

	"Are you mad?" she said, trying to figure out what she might have done to displease him. His face was a mask, though, showing no emotion. He regarded her with those cold eyes of his, his gaze lighting on the pale flesh of her calves. A burning hunger replaced the chill she saw in him. A hunger so deep she felt a mix of primal fear and longing.

	"I don't like your clothes," he said.

	She took that as an implied order to take them off. He'd already begun unbuttoning her blouse for her, so she started that again. Her stiff nipples brushed against the fabric, the sensation almost painful.

	Except that wasn't what Caleb asked her to do at all. Snarling, he stalked up to her. Gabbing her blouse, he tore it open. The buttons popped free, pinging off that shiny marble floor.

	"Oh!" she said, seeing the ferocity in his eyes as he lost control to his desires.

	He kissed and nuzzled the milky patch of flesh between her breasts, the tiny hairs of his stubble digging into her sensitive skin. All the while, his hands continued working, twisting and contorting her body so he could yank the blouse from her back. Then moving down to her skirt, finding the zipper, and pulling that down as well.

	As though unable to wait, his mouth moved between her thighs before he could pull her panties off. He nuzzled her mound through the layer of cotton covering it, wetting it with his tongue while his hands squeezed her legs.

	Shuddering, he sat back on his haunches. Her inner thighs ached from the way he'd been squeezing them, and a deep need throbbed inside the wet folds of her sex.

	"Do you trust me?" he said, loosening his black silk tie and undoing the top button of his shirt. Heat flushed in his cheeks, and he couldn't keep his eyes from devouring the sight of her laid bare before him.

	"Yes..." she said.

	Retrieving the white box from the floor, the red ribbon still holding the lid in place, he put it on the bed beside her. He nodded at it. "Put them on."

	Addison pulled the ribbon off and set the lid aside. Reaching within, she pulled out the contents. The first was a pair of handcuffs. The stainless steel felt cold against her palms. The second and final item was a luxurious length of silk. A blindfold.

	She put the handcuffs on first, listening to the clicks as she tightened them first around one wrist and then the other. The coldness of the steel against her skin left a tight feeling in her chest.

	Before she could put on the blindfold, Caleb grabbed her hands. He tightened each cuff another click, enough so that they just barely began cutting off the circulation to her fingers. Reaching into his pocket, he pulled out a small silver key to show her. She hadn't found one in the box, and had been wondering what became of it.

	But of course Caleb would have it, she knew. Her heart slammed so hard against her ribs she thought it might burst out of her body.

	"Trust me," he said again, holding up the blindfold. 

	Accepting it, she placed it over her eyes, instantly blotting out the masculine figure Caleb cut in front of her, and the room surrounding them both. Instantly, all her other senses heightened. Her nose pricked at the scent of his aftershave. The sound of her pulse rushing past her ears intensified. She became more aware of the smoothness of the sheets, and the give of the mattress.

	The cuffs made it awkward to tie the ends of the blindfold. Caleb helped, knotting them and pulling them tight so that even the sliver of light coming in from the bottom disappeared.

	"Trust me," Caleb commanded.

	"I do," she replied. She breathed deeply, feeling her chest and shoulders expand with each lungful of air.

	She waited for several long moments, straining for any sign of Caleb. His aftershave still lingered, but she couldn't sense him otherwise. She imagined him standing before her, taking in her mostly naked body. The thought of him just looking at her like that made her nipples harden painfully, and subconsciously she arched her back, emphasizing the curves of her body and the swell of her breasts.

	When she felt the rush of his hot breath on her neck she shivered. A gasp escaped her mouth when his lips grazed her collarbone ever so lightly. She wanted so badly to reach out her cuffed hands and feel him, but didn't dare do so. He hadn't told her that she could touch him. No, all she could do was stay still and let him take his pleasure from her.

	His mouth traveled down to her breasts again, more gentle and delicate this time. He suckled on her nipples, massaging them with his tongue and sending shocks of pleasure through her that had her groaning in delight.

	That her body could arouse him so much sent her need for him to new heights. That he wouldn't even tell her exactly what caught his attention in her made her want him more.

	And then his lips left her. She heard the rustle of his clothes as he stepped back, felt the air swirl around them at the movement. That same light breeze left her nipples, still wet from his mouth, cold and tingling and stiff.

	Something dropped lightly to the floor. Then something else, and a moment later, another thing. His clothes, Addison realized. He was undressing himself. It hurt that he wasn't allowing her to take in his naked body, his broad chest and shoulders, his long cock stiff and thick with his desire. Her frustration manifested itself in the clenching and unclenching of her fists.

	"Caleb...?" she said, almost sick with the anxiety of not knowing what came next. Her skin prickled when his hand brushed her shoulder, then swept up to the back of her head to thread his fingers into her hair.

	"Shh..." he said. And then his hand clenched, holding her head steady. Addison's heart drummed against her ribs, a little whimper escaping her lips.

	"Open your mouth," he told her.

	She did. The taut flesh of the head of his cock bumped against her upper lip. Instinctively, she licked at the wetness she felt there and tasted his precum. He traced her mouth with the tip, leaving a wet trail behind that she followed with her tongue.

	Slowly, he pushed himself into the warm, wet, and waiting opening of her mouth, forcing her tongue down with his girth. He groaned at the feeling of her being all around him like that, and another shiver went down her back.

	He ran himself in and out of her slowly. When she locked her lips around him, he didn't tell her to stop. When she started sucking on him, he gasped in pleasure.

	When she reached up so that she could stroke him as well, he pushed her hands back down. "No."

	And when she put her hands between her burning thighs and started running a fingertip over her damp panties along her sopping slit, again he said, "No."

	It was almost painful taking her hands away from herself, away from the heat radiating out from her body, but she did.

	"Trust me," he told her. She could respond only with the barest of nods.

	Without warning, he thrust himself deeply into her mouth and held her there. Panic shot through her when she couldn't breathe, but she didn't struggle. She trusted him. She trusted him until her body started shaking from the lack of air, her lungs on fire in her chest.

	He pulled back and let her breathe, his cock soaked and dripping with her spit.

	"Good," he said, "Give me your hands." When she held them up, he took hold of her wrist and unlocked one of the cuffs. Her fingers prickled with the return of the blood flow.

	Still holding her wrist, he turned her around so that she faced away from him on her knees. Then he put both her hands to the small of her back and bound her again, just as tightly as before.

	One push sent her falling forward. Caleb didn't let her fall hard, however, taking hold of her shoulders and telling her to turn her head so that her cheek rested against the sheet, cradled by the mattress. It all smelled of him, of that light, masculine aftershave he used.

	He'd positioned her so that she held her ass high in the air, her back curving in so that her face and breasts pressed into the mattress. And with one hand, he held both of hers against the small of her back.

	Slowly, he peeled her damp panties down and off her pussy so that he could see the way her lips glistened for him. 

	When he kissed her there, she pushed her face against the mattress to stifle her cry. His tongue lapped away her dew, pausing to tickle her little love button. He let up travel up her cheeks, where he nipped at the firm flesh he found there, moving in a circle until his mouth reached her opening once more.

	He devoured her, wanting everything she could give him and more, his tongue swirling around her most sensitive parts like some kind of pleasurable tornado. More and more, she kept her face buried in the mattress so that she wouldn't send her screams of sexual agony echoing throughout this grand old building. When she came, her whole body convulsing with the release of tension, she soaked his face with her nectar. And still he lapped at her, eager for it all.

	When she finally relaxed, she almost fell over on her side. A sharp tug from Caleb at her handcuffs kept her prostrate before him.

	"I like how you always cum so much for me," he said, taking his mouth from her, "I love how sopping wet you get for me, and the sounds you try to hide at how good I make you feel."

	One hand caressed her bottom, giving her cheeks some appreciative squeezing. Her inner walls flushed and trembled at his touch. He let his thumb run down between her legs, parting her lips and feeling that sopping, slippery wetness that he said he loved so much. 

	His thumb sank into her and she groaned, unable to stop her body from tightening around him, trying to hold him inside. But he still slipped out anyway, living her shivering with desire. His wet thumb ran up into her cleft, between her cheeks, circling around the sensitive, wrinkled skin of her rosebud.

	Addison sucked a breath in between clenched teeth. She'd never let any man touch her there before. The sensation was strange, alien, and utterly pleasurable. Almost like a tickle that felt good.

	"You like it when I touch you here?" he said.

	"Yes..."

	His thumb stopped circling and pressed down, the pressure forcing her to open for him. Addison hissed, the muscles in her back tightening. But she couldn't keep him from using her body any way he wanted. He stopped short of actually entering her that way, letting his thumb relax. She relaxed, as well.

	"Tell me to fuck you," he said.

	"Fuck me... I need you..." she said. She gasped when his cock bumped against her pussy. He pressed against her, just hard enough that she began parting around his girth, but not hard enough to slide into her eager temple of pleasure.

	"Tell me I can do anything I want to you. Tell me you'll do anything for me."

	"I will. Just... please..." she said, unable to keep her hips from beginning to rock, trying to make him give her what she needed.

	Without warning, Caleb grabbed the chain links between the handcuffs and wrenched back on them. Her wrists cried out in pain even as his cock rammed into her pussy, forcing her walls apart. The opposite signals of pleasure and pain collided in her mind, building to something even greater.

	Caleb kept the pressure on the cuffs constant, pulling her back against him even as his thick shaft thrust into her over and over. Their bodies slapped together wetly. 

	Again, the blindfold amplified all her other senses. Unable to see the real thing, she imagined the way his sopping cock must look while he pounded it into her. 

	She could hear her wetness lubricating him, letting him slide in and out of her despite how big he was and how tightly she gripped him.

	She could taste the coppery tang of the blood pulsing in her tongue, smell the sweet scent of his sweat as he worked her body, feel every last inch of him sinking into her.

	The friction of it quickly brought her to another climax, her body at his mercy. When he felt her grip around him tighten, his thrusts became wild and desperate. He swelled and hardened even more inside her.

	They came at the same time, Caleb sheathing himself all the way inside her even as she closed in around him to prevent him from escaping.

	He jerked inside her, and a smile spread across her face as she felt the warmth of his hot load. Tears came to her eyes, spilling down her face to soak into the sheet. Her body, fucked into submission, could take no more. Her pussy ached from the force of clenching down on him, and as soon as he began softening inside her the tightness forced him out.

	This time, when she tried to collapse onto her side, Caleb let her. She stretched her legs out, her burning thighs grateful for the movement. The mattress shifted when he lay down beside her and pulled her close.

	They lay like that for some time, Addison still bound and blindfolded. But she didn't care. The feeling of their naked bodies pressed close together calmed her.

	She even dozed, until Caleb brought her back to reality first by untying her blindfold and second by un-cuffing her. 

	Sitting up, she rubbed at her wrists. Deep red marks indicated where the unrelenting stainless steel had bit into them. Caleb got up and sorted their clothes into neat piles. He looked like an Adonis, standing naked before her with his trim waist and his flaccid cock still wet with her juices. He had no shame about his body, and she admired that. Some of it must have rubbed off on her, too, because she made no move to cover her heaving breasts.

	"So is my training complete, then?" she asked. It felt like they'd reached some sort of new milestone. Though she couldn't be sure; she felt so many things, from the heat of his load still deep inside her, the soreness of her body, the excitement at being so far from home.

	"The training is never over," Caleb said, "Or, rather, it goes on as long as you want it to. Which means how long you stay with me."

	"And how long is that?" Addison asked.

	"For as long as you continue to intrigue me," he said, "A long time, perhaps."

	Addison brought her knees up to her chest, hugging them close. She couldn't keep her eyes from continually exploring his body.

	She loved exploring their desires, hers and his. She loved the way he made her feel special and needed and unique, as though no one else out there could satisfy his urges the way she could.

	"A long time, maybe," she said, moving to stand behind him. Wrapping her arms around his body, she grasped his cock. It started hardening at her touch.

	



	



Daddy Next Door Gets Rough

	 

	“I’m so glad you could come camping with us!” Michelle hugged me again.

	I swear it was at least the 10th time that she’d done that. Since we got to the campsite. Probably, like, the hundredth since I’d gotten to her house early that morning and we all set out on this trip.

	“Yeah, thanks for inviting me,” I said.

	My eyes strayed over Michelle’s shoulder to Brent, Michelle’s dad, as he got to work digging out the dirt for a fire pit and then settling some tinder and wood inside.

	He was the real reason that I’d come along. I hated camping. Hated the outdoors, really. Except for beaches, of course. They were awesome.

	I just hoped that the mosquitoes didn’t eat me alive. I hadn’t really planned for this very well, I knew.

	For one, I’d put on the smallest, tightest pair of shorts that I owned. So short that my ass hung out the bottom of the legs.

	“I’m so happy you girls both decided to come along,” Brent said, “I thought I’d lost you both to college!”

	“Never,” Michelle and I said at the same time while she released me from this latest hug.

	Brent smiled at us, at me, and I felt the heat rush into my cheeks. I hoped he put it down to all the sunshine still streaming in through the trees.

	Actually, I didn’t.

	Actually, I wanted him to see me as a woman. As a hot little 18-year-old piece of ass. That’s what I wanted. Well, that, and for him to fuck my brains out.

	See, I’d always had a big crush on Michelle’s dad. There was something about him that just turned me on.

	And now that I was 18 and out my parents’ house, I decided I’d wanted to fulfill that fantasy finally.

	Though I realized again how poorly I’d planned on this.

	What, is he supposed to fuck you right in front of Michelle? I thought.

	I had some vague notion of sneaking out of the tent that she and I would be sharing later and into his.

	Maybe waking him up with nice, slow blowjob.

	I pictured it all so clearly in my head that my pussy throbbed with desire. Sneaking into his tent. Taking his cock in my mouth and feeling it get hard as I licked it all up and down.

	Him waking up, maybe doing something like trying to stop me. But then his own desires overcoming it and him pushing my smooth, pale thighs aside so he could slowly sink every inch of his rigid shaft into my aching pussy with one hand over my mouth so that we wouldn’t wake Michelle…

	My eyes glazed over and I swallowed hard.

	I’d caught him once or twice coming out of the shower. By “accident,” of course. I knew he was big down there.

	I knew I’d barely be able to fit him in my mouth. I also knew that if he pushed that monster into my tight little pussy I wouldn’t be able to stay quiet.

	“This place is amazing!” Michelle said, turning in a slow circle to take in the little meadow we’d found away from the main camping area.

	“Yeah, it’s really nice,” I said, trying to see if I could make out the outline of Brent’s cock through his shorts.

	“I just wish the bathroom was closer!” Michelle said, not even noticing the way I practically drooled over her dad.

	I didn’t care that he was the same age as my dad. I wanted him. And I wanted him to want me.

	All I had to do was figure out some way to show him that.

	“If only the bathroom was closer!” Michelle said.

	Brent struck a long match and then lit the tinder in the cute little teepee he’d made in the fire pit. “Guess you’ll have to be willing to take a hike if we want this spot all to ourselves. Or just go in the woods.”

	“Eww!” Michelle said, “Gross! I’m not going in the woods like some animal.”

	“Suit yourself,” Brent told her.

	The sun went down later and we’d all had supper and a good amount of water and tea with it.

	We all sat around the fire, me trying to keep my eyes off Brent. 

	Michelle jumped to her feet. “Gotta go! Guess I’ll be back eventually.”

	“Take a flashlight,” Brent told her.

	“Try not to bore her to death, okay, dad?” Michelle said as she thumbed the flashlight on.

	“No promises,” he replied.

	We both watched as Michelle disappeared into the woods on her quest to find the bathrooms by the parking lot.

	“Guess it’s just the two of us,” Brent said. A knot of wood in the fire popped.

	“Great!” I said. He looked at me and smiled. I was suddenly and painfully aware of just how short my shorts were, and in my mind, I kept asking myself whether he thought my breasts were nice enough.

	“Something wrong?” He said, a frown of concern crossing his, now that I really looked, strong and handsome features. I could tell now why my mom liked him so much. 

	“No... It’s fine. Just a little chilly is all. Girls and the cold, you know?”

	I glanced over at him. He was staring into the sky, and his lips were slowly pulling back from his teeth as though he fought against something painful inside.

	Walking over, I put my hand on his arm. He was warm.

	“Brent! Are you okay?”

	It was like he’d been far away, and I’d dragged him from that place. “Yeah, just a little warm. I thought I could see the moon coming over the treetops, and I just couldn’t keep myself from watching, you know?”

	I nodded and mumbled a, “Yeah,” even though I really didn’t know. 

	As the shadows began stretching from the trees, he got the fire going and we sat beside each other on the soft ground. 

	He told a joke and I reached out to put my hand on his thigh. I overextended and my hand landed on his cock. I felt it jump at my touch before I yanked my hand away.

	“Sorry,” I said.

	He smiled and we kept going as though nothing had happened. Everything was going fine until it started getting truly dark out.

	 “Brent?” I said. 

	His eyes fixed on my soft flesh with a hunger that made my knees tremble. “I know what you want.”

	He leapt to his feet and grabbed me, slamming me down to the ground. A shock of panic ripped through me as all the air left my body.

	At the same time, my pussy quivered.

	He lifted himself off me after grabbing the back of my neck in a tight grip, and I pulled in a grateful lungful of air.

	Then he picked me up by the neck and slammed me down hard enough to knock that from me, too.

	“Brent! Not so rough!” I cried as he lifted me up a few feet, ready to smash me down again.

	Miraculously, he simply dropped me down. I turned over onto my back. His shoulders lifted and fell with his breaths, which misted the air. His lips were pulled back in a snarl. Is this really my best friend’s father? I thought.

	He yanked off his shirt and kicked off his shorts, the firelight catching on his flesh.

	That’s when I saw his cock, thick and heavy, hanging between his legs. My cleavage was completely exposed. He started getting hard, the monster between his legs slowly straightening from his body.

	I do make him hard! was all I could think. 

	Shifting, I went onto my knees in front of him. With a snarl, he lashed out, catching my shoulder. I fell to the ground, that whole side of my body numb.

	I don’t think I’d ever felt my pussy get so wet so quickly before.

	I reached behind my back and undid my bra. I pulled that, along with the remains of my shirt, from my body. When I went back onto my knees, my firm tits and their hard nipples displayed, he didn’t hit me again. Instead, his cock finished hardening. I looked at the bulging veins around the shaft, the drop of clear precum already trembling at the tip, and I felt the heat of want in my pussy get hotter. 

	Reaching out slowly with one hand, I moved to grab his cock. He watched my fingers warily. When my fingers brushed his flesh, I gasped. He was still so hot. I couldn’t believe how hot and hard Brent’s cock was. And it was all because of me. 

	I let my fingers move around his shaft, trying to grab him. He was so thick that my fingertips couldn’t touch around his girth. 

	Feeling had returned to my other side. Lifting my hand up, I spat into my palm. Starting to stroke him, I reached up until my other palm pressed against the head of his huge cock. I moved this hand in slow circles, letting the spit lubricate the movement. 

	He snorted, and I felt him harden even more for a moment. 

	“It’s so big, Brent...” I said.

	When I made eye contact, he changed. He grabbed me with one hand around the neck and again slammed me to the ground, this time on my back. His fingers squeezed around my windpipe, and soon black dots shifted across my eyes. 

	I felt his other hand roughly grab one of my tits, the nails digging into the firm flesh. I felt one of his nails play along my areola, making me wince at the sharpness. Even as my nipple perked up so hard it ached.

	Grunting, he straddled my body and went down to his knees. His big cock slapped down between my tits, and I felt the wetness of his precum on my neck. He grabbed my hair and pulled my head forward so that my chin almost touched my chest. I had only a moment to open my mouth before he jammed the head of his cock between my lips. 

	My lips could hardly contain his girth as he tried to push more and more of his length into my mouth. I hungrily ran my tongue around his shaft, swallowing every bit of precum that leaked out of him, trying to suck more out any time I had the breath.

	“This is what you want, isn’t it?” Brent said through clenched teeth, “That’s all you have on your mind, I bet. Nice, hard cock! Well, now you’re getting what you asked for!”

	I felt so hot and wet between the legs. I wanted to touch myself, to shove my fingers under my shorts and feel my wetness. But my arms were pinned under his legs. My hips started grinding against the ground of their own volition while I simultaneously gagged on his cock.

	Tears started running out the corners of my eyes as he urged another half inch into me. My fingers dug futilely at the ground. I wanted him inside my pussy so badly. I tried to take more of his cock, but the angle my neck was at wouldn’t let me. Gobs of my spit hung from his shaft as he pulled it out a little and shoved it back in. 

	Letting go of my neck, he reached behind himself. My body tightened as I felt his fingers run up my thigh. The pain was so much that I could barely keep myself from clamping my teeth down onto his throbbing shaft. 

	I heard a tearing noise and desperately hoped it was my shorts. 

	His fingers clamped down onto my thigh so hard that I screamed, or tried to at least. It came out as a gargle as his cock pushed into my mouth.

	The fingers gripping my thigh slowly relaxed. They trailed up between my thighs and I felt his thick fingers rub at my pussy. I moaned again as the nerves in my clit lit up. 

	He started getting mad then, trying to feel the bare flesh of my shaved pussy but being stifled by my shorts and panties. 

	He shot to his feet. A long line of spit still hung from the tip of his cock to my lips. It broke as he took a step back. I looked down at myself. My thigh tingled from his harsh squeeze.

	 My nipple hurt so much when it was stiff, but I was so turned on that I couldn’t help it. 

	He ripped a gash in my shorts and panties, exposing my pussy to the cool night air. I saw his cock shiver as he looked at my wet little slit, all shaved and waiting for him to try and cram himself into my tight hole. 

	He ran the ball of his thumb up my slit. He stared at the wetness it left on him even as I shivered. 

	I hoped that Michelle would be gone longer. I thought her dad was going to fuck me soon and I didn’t want her coming back, ruining the whole thing. 

	I did the only thing I could think of; I lifted and spread my legs, holding my knees with my arms. Grabbing the gash in my shorts, I tore at it some more, making sure the hole was big enough so that he’d have no trouble fucking me. 

	When he fell to his knees between my legs, I started trembling. I felt my pussy release my juices. I was so wet that I felt some run out of me and down my ass. 

	I sucked in a breath when I felt the head of his cock push into me. My wetness let him slide his member into me despite the incredible tightness of my little cunt around him. 

	He filled me with the first stroke. 

	His cock was so long that he couldn’t even fit it all into me. From the way I held myself, I could easily watch as his glistening shaft pulled out and slammed back in. He gave me long, even strokes that quickly had me moaning like a little slut as I begged him to fuck me harder.

	“Oooh, Brent, yeah Brent,” I said in time with his thrusts. 

	My words touched him, as his cock flexed even harder in my and he started pounding me so hard that I thought I would leave a dent in the ground. 

	My face twisted as his next stroke excited my G-spot, making my pussy squeeze around him. “I love it when you fuck me, Brent,” I said, my teeth gritted. His eyes watched as his cock slid in and out of me, pulling the lips of my pussy back and forth along with it. 

	“You’re my little slut, aren’t you?” Brent said.

	Then he grabbed me by the neck with one hand. He squeezed again, but quickly let go. His fingers slipped up into my hair, grabbing a handful. He wrenched my head back, making me squeal. It hurt, but the roughness just seemed to make my pussy wetter and tighter. 

	“Yes,” I moaned as I felt the way I stretched and slid around his girth.

	So fast I hardly knew what was happening, he pulled out of me and flipped me over onto my stomach. He went onto all fours over me. Reaching back and grabbing his cock, I guided it back into my sopping little pussy. My hand came away soaked in my own juices. 

	He filled me much more easily from that position. I closed my legs, making my pussy even tighter. I could feel every bulge in his cock, and it actually hurt a little when the head of his cock pulled up near the tight ring at the opening of my pussy.

	“I’ve wanted you for so long…” I moaned through clenched teeth.

	“Tell me,” he demanded.

	“Ever since I liked guys, I wanted you…” my pussy clenched around him and we both moaned, “And when I turned 18 I knew I had to have you…”

	“And now you’re mine,” he said.

	His first few strokes had to be slower because of my tightness. I relished the feeling of the head of his cock as it bulled its way into me, shoving my walls apart with a ferocity that made me yelp.

	I loved having Brent’s hard cock in my pussy, and I loved that he seemed to enjoy fucking me.

	Reaching back, I pulled my thighs apart as much as I could so that he could look at my lips as they strained around his girth. His next thrust was so hard that I had to throw my head back and grit my teeth. He grabbed my hair and held my head in that position. My whole body strained as I arched my back, trying to lessen the pain. He liked the way that made me clench around him.

	Then he ran his nails down my back. When he got to my ass, he squeezed each cheek until I screamed. This only incited him further. His cock rammed into me faster and faster.

	My orgasm came closer and closer. Feeling how hard he was, I knew he was going to come soon, too. The thought of his cock shooting its hot and sticky load into my cunt pushed me over the edge. I wanted him to come inside me so badly.

	“Come in my pussy, Brent,” I pleaded.

	When he filled me with his next thrust, I came on him. I let out a shriek as the walls of my cunt tensed up around his member, undulating up and down his length. I let out another shriek when he suddenly stopped, his cock rock hard in me. The next squeeze of my pussy made his cock jump, shooting the first wad of cum into me. I felt how hot it was. I wanted more and more.

	Grabbing his hips, I pulled him as deeply into me as he could get. I felt as each spurt of his cum pumped from his pulsing cock. My body trembled as it accepted his load. 

	His fingers pressed through my shorts into the flesh of my ass, but I didn’t care. The pain made me tighter around him, made his cock feel even better in me. 

	He grabbed my shoulders and pushed me hard against the ground. His cock still throbbed inside me as my pussy milked the last trickles of his cum out.

	“Fuck you’re tight…” he groaned.

	I wanted to stay like that, just the two of us clinging together by the fire. But we couldn’t.

	We both saw it at the same time. The beam of a flashlight cutting through the darkness of the woods.

	Michelle! I thought.

	We both scrambled. I found a change of shorts and panties in my bag and struggled to pull them on while Brent got dressed.

	I could still feel the wet heat of Brent’s seed inside of me when Michelle got back to the campsite.

	“I see you’re still alive! Good job entertaining her, dad!” Michelle said.

	“It wasn’t so bad,” I said. 

	My pussy already throbbed with soreness. Brent had a big cock, and he hadn’t exactly been gentle with it or me. I hoped I’d be able to walk okay tomorrow.

	We went to bed soon after that, and I wondered if I might still be able to sneak out and have him for a second time without waking Michelle.

	



	



Filled by the Daddy Next Door

	 

	“It’s been so long since I’ve been on a sleepover,” I set my backpack down on the floor in the front hall and stretched the knot out of the small of my back.

	“What else is there to do on summer break? At least you came back home!” Alisha said, copying me with a stretch of her own.

	We’d both dressed about the same for the day: tee shirts and short. Though my shorts, I had to say, rode up much higher than hers.

	Alisha had commented on it when she picked me up, but I’d passed it off as not having anything else clean to wear.

	Really, I just wanted Alisha’s dad, Cameron, to see me walking around in them.

	I had a boyfriend back at college, but he just wasn’t doing it for me anymore.

	And I’d gotten this idea in my head that I needed an older guy. A man with experience.

	Cameron, I knew, was that guy. He was a single dad, had been since Alisha and I had become friends when we were both little.

	But he always had a different girlfriend. And they were always beautiful. And once I’d overhead one of them talking on the phone about how good a lover Cameron was. How he always made her come so hard.

	I wanted him to make me come hard.

	Of course, I couldn’t tell Alisha that. I also couldn’t really bring myself to try and make it happen.

	“You okay?” Alisha said, “Your face got all red.”

	I felt the heat, then. And it wasn’t just in my face. My pussy quivered inside of me, and I got the feeling that if I slipped a finger down in between my lower lips it would come away all slick and glistening with my wetness.

	I smiled at her, “Just hot outside! Why don’t we go get set up? Is your dad home?”

	I picked up my bag again and followed her upstairs towards her bedroom. She glanced back at me, “Yeah, I guess. Why?”

	I swallowed hard and laughed. It sounded phony and I hope she didn’t pick up on it. “Oh you know, just wanted to see how much trouble we could get into.”

	“I didn’t know you’d become such a party girl at college, Beth!” Alisha teased as she pushed open the door to her bedroom.

	“Yeah, well, I guess college changes you,” I said, glad that she’d bought the line.

	We hung out for a while. I heard Cameron moving around downstairs, and I kept trying to come up with some excuse to go see him but couldn’t.

	It seemed like I’d be stuck with Alisha all night long. I kind’ve wanted to just go back to my parents’ place. At least I could lock myself in my room or the bathroom and try and get some satisfaction from my finger or my vibrator.

	But then it happened.

	We sat there on the foot of her bed, her TV playing some gameshow, when her phone started buzzing.

	She picked it up and frowned down at the screen. “Crap.”

	“What is it?” I said, not knowing why I suddenly felt so excited.

	“It’s my mom. She needs me to go see her/”

	“Yeah?” I said, trying not to smile.

	“Yeah,” she made an annoyed sound in her throat, “You mind hanging out here for a bit if that’s cool? I mean, unless you just want to go home. I’ll probably be a couple hours.”

	“No, no, go ahead. I have nothing else to do. I’ll just watch the TV,” I said, my heart started skipping every second beat.

	“All right, I’ll be back. I’ll shoot you a text first.”

	Then she left. I waited for a few moments until I heard the front door open and close. Then I got down to business.

	I flung myself back on her bed and spread my thighs apart, one hand already busy undoing my button and fly.

	Then next, I had the middle finger of my right hand buried up to the second knuckle in my wet slit.

	My whole body tingled when I imagined what it might be like for Cameron to be the one touching me.

	And he’s just downstairs, too!

	It made the fantasy all the more real to have him so close. I imagined his rough stubble prickling my inner thighs as his firm, warm tongue tasted me.

	“Oh, Cameron…” I moaned, grabbing at the pillow and squeezing the hell out of me. My finger made wet sounds as it shifted and curled deep in my pussy.

	Then someone knocked on the door.

	My heart nearly blasted out of my chest.

	Quickly, I yanked my finger out of my pussy, wiping my juices on the bedspread as I sat up and crossed my legs.

	“Beth? You still in here?” It was Cameron.

	“Just a sec!” I called out, rushing to do up my shorts. 

	God, it smells like wet pussy in here, I thought, What if he notices?

	He open the door, a big grin on his face. The bit of stubble on his chin lent his smile a roguish aspect.

	“So are you having fun?” he asked, looking around the room. He got a look on his face like he’d caught a strange scent. He sniffed. Nervously, I shifted my spot so that I was sitting where I’d wiped my fingers.

	“Oh, uh, yeah, Cameron. This is just how I wanted to spend the first week of my holiday, waiting for my friend to come home and entertain me,” I said.

	My eyes strayed down his body. He looked good. Clean white shirt. Bluejeans. Classic. Guys my own age had no sense of style.

	“Yeah, I know it hasn’t been the best. Just wait. I’ll fill you up, it’ll be great!”

	I did a double take, blood rushing thunderously past my ears. “You’ll what?”

	His eyes widened. “I’ll, uh, I’ll fill you in on all the cool things to do. I’ll be back later, okay? Grab something for you and Alisha. You’ll love it.”

	“Okay.” I replied. I’d always thought he had a bit of a crush on me. Which I supposed played into my fantasies.

	I gave him about five minutes, then I flopped back down on the bed and slid my finger back inside.

	“Oh, Cameron!” I moaned as I fingered myself to an orgasm.

	That done, I grabbed a magazine sitting on Alisha’s nightstand, rolled over onto my stomach, and began flipping through the pages.

	The next time I looked up, it was to turn on a lamp because it had gotten dark and Alisha still wasn’t back. The sky outside was at that twilight stage. The door banged open again, and Cameron came inside, a small smile on his face.

	“You okay?” I said, sitting up.

	“Just fine… So, I’ve been listening in on what you were doing,” he said.

	My breath caught in my throat and my tummy went all tight. “You did?”

	“I did. And I think there’s only one way we can handle this little crush of yours,” he sauntered closer to the bed.

	“What’s that?” I asked, my voice small. My pussy squeezed inside of me, and when it relaxed I felt the renewed wetness. Then he grabbed me by the wrist.

	“You’re mine now,” he said, his grip on my wrist tightening enough to make me yelp, “You’re going to like it, too. Aren’t you?”

	I thought he must have been running some sort of high fever. “Like what?”

	“When the monster fills your little pussy up with cum,” he said, baring his teeth.

	A shot of fear mixed with arousal surged through my body, making my pussy wetter and sending a shiver up my spine. I yanked against his grip, but I couldn’t get away. It had gotten fully dark outside, and the light of the moon shone in through the window.

	“Cameron!” I said, struggling harder, “What… What if Alisha comes back? She’s my best friend!”

	Even I realized that my struggles and my excuse were only half-hearted. 

	“She just texted me,” Cameron said, “Her mom needs her for a while longer and she wanted me to tell you. We have all the time we need.”

	Then he grabbed me, pinning my petite body against his.

	It was shocking just how strong he was. I tried to wriggle out from his grip, but he just squeezed harder. 

	Then he shoved me down onto the bed again, his body hanging over mine.

	In no time, he had me firmly pinned beneath him. His stiffening cock pressed between my legs, straining at the front of his jeans. Looking down between our bodies, I gasped; his cock was enormous. 

	He dry fucked me, grinding his hips into mine. I felt my pussy clench up as he rammed against it again, and I moaned as I got wetter.  

	Then I remembered what my Cameron had said. He said he’d wanted to cum in my pussy. I wrapped my legs around his torso and pulled him closer. He whimpered as his member pushed even harder against my pussy. 

	I wanted him to breed me, to fill me up like that.

	Squirming beneath him, I reached down between our bodies. I smiled as I grabbed the bottom of my shirt and pulled it up, revealing my breasts. Even I thought they were well-shaped and perky.

	Apparently, so did Cameron. His eyes shifted from my face to my bared chest. He moved so that he could run his long, pink tongue over my flesh. I gasped and giggled as his tongue slurped over one nipple, leaving it nice and wet. He moved to my other nipple, and I sucked in a breath at the sudden coldness I felt from the one he’d just finished licking.

	His cock started pulsing against my pussy so hard I could feel it through my shorts. Feeling how much I turned him on made me need him even more than I already did. I didn’t know if it was his precum, the juices from my pussy, or both, but it felt like my panties and shorts were soaked. 

	“I’ve thought about fucking you so many times,” Cameron said, his voice a hungry growl.

	He trailed his tongue between my legs and snorted, taking in my smell. I saw his cock throb against his jeans as he breathed my scent in deeply.

	He yanked my shorts down and threw them away. This left me in my panties. I could see the big wet spot on them from my juices already. Looking at my wetness got me even wetter, and I shivered as my pussy convulsed a little.

	“I need you, Cameron,” I said. 

	Smiling, I moved my fingers to the waistband of my panties. As I slid those down my thighs and legs, an involuntary growl escaped him. I got off the bed and stood up straight, completely naked. My nipples were still stiff, and my pussy was so wet that there was a sheen of my juices on my inner thighs. 

	My heart skipped a beat as he shot into a standing position. He shoved his jeans down, his shaft catching in the elastic of his briefs for a moment before springing free.

	My mouth fell open as I watched his massive member sway in the air. 

	The head of his cock was all covered with his precum. He growled as I fell to my knees in front of him. I grabbed his shaft with both hands. It was so thick and heavy. It was also so warm. I could feel it pulse with his heartbeat, and I smiled as another trickle of precum leaked from the little slit at the tip. 

	Opening my mouth as wide as I could, I took the slick head between my lips. He gave a satisfying jolt as I started using my tongue on him, running it along the bottom and then over the ridges. I swallowed all the precum, sucking more out of his member as I did.

	He craned his head back as I swallowed more and more of his shaft. I started working up spit and using my tongue to spread it all over his hot flesh. I wanted him to fit inside me. I wanted him deep enough so that when his hard cock couldn’t take my tightness anymore and he came in me I would feel it.

	I got a little more than half his long shaft into my mouth. I could feel the head pressing against the back of my throat, and I ignored my gag reflex. Making sure I had a good grip, I slid my lips back. I wanted to see how wet I’d gotten him.

	I wasn’t disappointed. My spit covered every last bit of his shaft that I had been able to swallow. He watched as I used my hands to collect my saliva and spread it over the parts I hadn’t been able to get in me. 

	I smiled up into his feral face. “Your cock is so big, Cameron. I hope it fits in my little cunt. I’m so wet for you already.” 

	His cock flexed in my fingers.

	“Just be a good girl and keep sucking like that,” he told me.

	Guys didn’t talk to me like that. My boyfriend at school was so polite, always asking permission for this or that.

	No, Cameron was a real man. He told me what he wanted me to do. Expected it.

	My body thrilled with it.

	I let go of his cock with one hand as I took the head back in my mouth. I moved my fingers between my legs. A warm tingle spread through my body as I parted my lips and slipped two fingers into my pussy at once. I really was sopping wet. I couldn’t even remember being this wet for a guy before. There was something primal about my Cameron that made my body need him more than it had needed any other cock before.

	I moved my fingers quickly inside myself, teasing and tickling the walls of my pussy. My mouth moved faster up and down my Cameron’s shaft in response. I kept watching the way my mouth pulled at his member, moving the skin over its hardness. I wanted my pussy to be doing that do him, to wrap him in its warmth and wetness and make him explode inside me. I just couldn’t take not fucking him anymore.

	He watched as I pulled my mouth off him, leaving strings of my spit hanging from the length of his quivering monster shaft. 

	“I need your pussy,” he told me, “Get up and turn around.”

	I stood up and turned like he asked. Putting my hands on the mattress, I bent over the bed so that I could present him with my ass. I spread my legs so he could see my wet little pussy.

	Again, that deep rumble of a growl that I could feel in my chest escaped his throat. The vibrations moved throughout my body, and I moaned a little as my pussy responded to them.

	“Fuck me, Cameron,” I said, looking back at him.

	He grabbed me by the hips. He pushed me down harder so that my chest pressed against the mattress and my ass tilted higher into the air.

	His shaft slapped against my slit. He pulled the head back until it rested at my opening. I bit my lip again as I felt the tight ring at the opening of my pussy stretch out around the head of his slippery cock as he put his weight into the thrust. Reaching back, I pulled him toward me.

	I screamed as his cock plunged deeper into my tight little hole. He felt so damn big inside me. The heat coming off his shaft seemed to warm up my entire body. When I heard the wet noises my pussy made as it tried to grip him, I sucked in a breath. 

	His cock slid partway out of me and I groaned. This turned into a scream as his massive girth slammed back into my pussy hard enough to shake the whole camper. My pussy clenched around him as he tried to pull back for his next thrust. He growled, pulling back harder. His next angry push filled me up completely, and I squeezed my eyes shut as I saw spots. 

	My pussy could barely hold him as he slammed in and out of me. I dug my fingers into his flesh as he went impossibly faster and harder. It felt like every nerve was overloaded by the force of his thrusts, and I couldn’t even make my eyes open. 

	I was completely under the will and lust of Cameron. He could do anything he wanted to me, anything at all, and I was powerless to stop him.

	I felt my pussy tremble at that thought, and I knew I didn’t want to stop him. I wanted him to pound me hard with his huge and hard cock. I wanted him to fuck me until he lost all control and his big load filled me up.

	I hope he knocks me up, I found myself thinking. I moaned at the thought.

	My fingers dug even harder into his flesh as I began coming on his cock. My pussy tightened around him, tried to hold him for a few moments, then relaxed as he still slammed back and forth. I couldn’t stop myself. I screamed, long and loud, as my vision darkened almost completely and the waves of my orgasm practically drowned me.

	I screamed for Cameron to fuck me harder and faster. His cock carried me through my orgasm, making it the longest one I’d ever had. By the time I finished, I had soaked his shaft in so much of my juices that they ran down my thighs onto the mattress.

	My whole body trembled uncontrollably. But I realized it wasn’t over; Cameron still had a strong grip on my hips, and his cock was still rock hard in my pussy. I knew that he hadn’t come yet.

	Gritting my own teeth, I started slamming my hips back and squeezing my pussy as tight as I could as he kept pounding me. I wanted him to come inside me. Even though I was tighter than before, my increased wetness let him slide his cock around inside me with ease.

	“I want your cum. Give it to me, please…” I looked back at him with pleading eyes.

	Then his fingers dug into my hips. I yelped at the pain, but didn’t stop slamming my pussy back down around his cock. He’d stopped moving, his body rigid. I felt his cock harden as I came on him again. He followed right after me, cum exploding out of the tip of his cock against the back of my pussy. 

	“Cameron!” I screamed, digging my fingers into his flesh again. I felt his cum squeeze out from around his cock and trickle down my slit. 

	He pushed his cock into me as far as it would go, then leaned over the bed. He rested his large hands beside mine. I gritted my teeth as my tender pussy stretched out around his entire girth again. Little tremors from my orgasm still moved across my walls.

	“Fuck…” I moaned, tears leaking from the corners of my eyes.

	His load was so hot inside of me. I quivered every time his cock flexed. And I undulated my hips, running my pussy up and down his shaft, making sure I milked out every last drop.

	I could feel my orgasm drawing it all into my womb, and I shivered again when I wondered if he’d just gotten me pregnant.

	My whole body pebbled in goosebumps.

	“Fuck, that’s hot,” Cameron said, kissing the skin between my shoulder blades.

	“I’ve never been fucked that hard before,” I said, my body barely able to hold itself up.

	“Stay over again tomorrow night and you’ll be able to say that again,” Cameron said.

	He drew his shaft from the sheath of my pussy and we both groaned at the renewed friction. His hot, sticky cum ran down my inner thighs, and I stood up quickly to keep it from getting on Alisha’s bedspread.

	I didn’t want to have to come up with an excuse for why her bed was made differently when she got back.

	Cameron’s cock hung thick and heavy between his legs. I’d gotten him so wet he was practically dripping.

	“It’ll be our secret. Don’t need Alisha finding out about this,” he said.

	“Okay,” I replied.

	This was going to be a fun summer after all. And I thought I would have to shoot my boyfriend a breakup text soon.

	



	



Impregnated by the Daddy Next Door

	 

	“Man I can’t believe how fast that school year went!” Naomi said, her phone pressed against her ear as she watched the streets of her hometown pass by through the taxi’s window.

	“Totally! Next year will be even more awesome, though,” Monica said, her voice slightly tinny as it came through the line.

	“This one?” the driver said, point down the street at the intersection.

	Naomi covered the phone’s speaker with her thumb, “Yeah, the one with the big red front door on the left.”

	“Are you there yet?” Monica said, “I told my dad you’d be getting there around now.”

	“Yeah,” Naomi replied. She glanced across the street at her parents’ house. A huge fumigation tent covered it, “Thanks again for letting me stay. I just wish you were here, too!”

	“Me too,” Monica replied, “But I will be there tomorrow. Don’t worry, you can survive one day being around my dad. He’s not so bad!”

	“I know that,” Naomi replied.

	She and Monica had both been intending on coming home for the summer, but her parents had discovered a nasty termite problem at the last minute and decided to fumigate right away.

	Rather than change her travel plans, Monica had told Naomi she could stay with her and her dad for a few days while her place got aired out.

	Naomi hoped she didn’t sound too nervous. 

	She’d always had a little bit of a schoolgirl crush on Monica’s dad, Robert. Especially after Monica’s mom left. He never remarried, though he had a few girlfriends.

	Naomi always got jealous of them, but never said anything. She’d known Robert pretty much her whole life, and though Naomi’s own dad was still home and in her life, she felt as though Robert had helped raise her, too.

	Which made her crush feel weirder. More taboo.

	But that also made it hotter. That whole forbidden thing. She’d fantasize sometimes about him. About finding some time alone with him, both of them succumbing to their desire and their need to keep it secret.

	Because she knew that Monica would flip her shit if that happened and she found out. And she could never do that to her; Monica was pretty much her sister.

	Except she’s not, the thought popped into her head as the taxi pulled into the driveway in front of Monica and Robert’s house.

	He’s not related to you at all. He’s not your father. He’s not your stepdad…

	Heat spread out from between her thighs and she squirmed a little on the bench seat of the cab.

	Cool it! Nothing’s going to happen! He doesn’t even know you feel this way, and there’s no way he feels something similar!

	“That’ll be $12.50,” the cabbie said, the taxi idling in the driveway.

	“Keep the change,” she replied, handing over a $10 and a $5. 

	When she got out, he popped the trunk and pulled out her luggage. Two big suitcases that contained her life from the campus.

	He drove off just as Robert came out from the front door and took the steps down to the driveway.

	“Monica called,” he said, “Said you were just about here. Want some help with those?”

	“Oh, sure,” Naomi said, hoping the late afternoon sunlight hid the way she blushed. She couldn’t stop thinking about her fantasies.

	About how the two of them would be alone for a whole day.

	I wonder how big his cock is, she found herself thinking as he came closer, smiling at her.

	Her pussy quivered and her breath caught in her throat.

	“Everything okay?” Robert frowned at her.

	“What? Yeah. Sorry, just a long trip. Glad to be back home!”

	Robert nodded across the street at her house, “Your parents will have the place open again soon.”

	“Here,” he said, grabbing both bags out of her hands and hefting them as though they only weighed a pound or two each.

	She followed him inside. A sigh escaped her lips as she felt the cool kiss of the air conditioner on her skin. 

	“Monica told me you guys are gonna stay in her room,” Robert said.

	“Sounds right to me,” Naomi replied.

	Then she found her eyes on Robert’ back as he made his way up the stairs. She watched the way the V-shaped muscle moved under his skin. For a moment, she forgot that he really was old enough to be her father.

	“It seems like everything’s all right with you, Robert,” she said as they walked into Monica’s bedroom. She couldn’t stand not saying anything. If she did her mind would run wild.

	He bent over and set the bags on the floor beside Monica’s bed, giving her a moment to admire the firm roundness of his ass for a moment before he turned around.

	He raised an eyebrow at her, “I am all right, Naomi.”

	 She looked up into his eyes, trying to give him the hardest look she could muster, trying to hide the color in her cheeks. He searched her face with those penetrating eyes of his. 

	When she noticed his eyes flick down to her lips, then back to her own eyes, she felt the sudden urge to grab him by the head and pull him down into a kiss. She swallowed, trembling as she felt her body’s need for him surge.

	“I’ve always liked you, and I’m sorry if you feel that I have been cold to you all this time,” Robert said, finally looking away from her.

	Even though he’d stopped looking at her, the heat between her legs hadn’t cooled at all. She struggled with it.

	I can’t help it! I need him! Naomi thought, unable to control her urges. Not when she was this close.

	Reaching up with one hand, she put it against his cheek. She pushed his face so that he had to look at her again. She wanted to have all this out now, before her mother got home. She wanted this to be a nice, pleasant visit.

	“If you like me, then why did you never say anything?” Naomi asked, her heart pounding hard against her ribs.

	He looked away for a moment, then his eyes flicked back to hers. She nearly started at the intensity in them.

	“Because I feel things for you that I shouldn’t feel for my daughter’s best friend.”

	Her body actually shook a little as his words buffeted her. As she saw the look in his eyes, Naomi came to a decision. She knew what needed to happen next.

	“Robert,” she said, the words feeling strange as they came out of her mouth, “I want you to fuck me.”

	His eyes widened. She saw him tremble a little, too. Since they stood so close, she felt something harden against her thigh. She looked down and saw his hard cock, straining against the denim.

	Then he grabbed her around the waist and crushed her body to his. His lips sought hers. His stubble prickled her a little as their lips looked for each other. A jolt of electricity shot right down to her toes as they kissed. His mouth was warm, the flesh surprisingly soft.

	Naomi found her hands had their own desires. They moved round Robert’s back, touching and squeezing the strong muscles she’d admired earlier.

	An involuntary tremble took her body as Robert’ strong hands slid down her back and firmly grasped her by the ass. It was like a dam had broken, and the water that represented their desire came bursting out to drown any other thoughts or wants.

	Leaving one hand on her ass, the other found a handful of hair at the back of her head. He pulled so that she had to break their kiss and look at the ceiling. She whimpered as his lips moved in a moist line down her long neck.

	“Oh, Robert, I’m so wet...” Naomi said.

	She gasped as she felt his teeth against her throat, pressing against her almost to the point of pain. He was like some dominant animal, asserting his power over the object of his desire.

	They almost tripped over Naomi’s luggage as Robert shoved her down onto the bed. He never stopped kissing and lightly biting her neck.

	A moan escaped her throat as she felt his hard bulge pressing against her pussy. Wrapping her legs around his body, she ground against him. Shocks and jolts of pleasure seemed to shoot out of her sex through the rest of her body as his hardness rubbed against her most sensitive parts. 

	Robert stopped kissing her and leaned back a little, pressing his hard bulge against her. He pulled off her shirt. Supporting himself with one arm, he ran his other hand over her taut stomach. His fingers moved between the pert mounds of her breasts and wrapped around her neck for a second.

	He squeezed lightly as she looked into his face. She desperately wanted him to rip off their pants and shove his hard shaft into her.

	His hand moved away from her neck. He cupped one of her breasts through her bra, then the other. She felt her nipples stiffen. 

	Slipping his hand between her back and the bed, he undid the clasp of her bra in one smooth movement. He pulled her bra off slowly, tossing it behind him without looking away from her figure.

	A hungry look took his face as he looked at her bare breasts, with their stiff nipples. Putting both hands on the bed then, he moved lower and took one nipple in his mouth. 

	Naomi grabbed his head with both hands and held his face there. She moaned and wriggled beneath him as his tongue wrapped around the puckered flesh and rubbed against it. She whimpered as she felt his teeth bite down lightly.

	When she could take no more, he moved to the other breast. Her chest rose and fell sharply as she took deep, gulping breaths. 

	“Oh, Robert...” Naomi moaned as she felt the sparks of arousal ignite fires throughout her body.

	She pulled his face away from her breast and made him look at her again, “Will you lick me, Robert?”

	The need to feel his bare flesh against her pussy overwhelmed all other thoughts. If he didn’t touch her there soon, she knew she would just pass out from it all. He looked into her eyes, seeing her need.

	“Yes, baby,” he said.

	He kissed her neck again as she writhed against the hardness of his body. This time, however, his kisses slipped lower. They moved between her breasts and she felt a flush of heat. The kisses reached her stomach and she started moaning. 

	Without breaking the fluidity of his movement, he reached up and undid her shorts. He pulled apart the flaps of the shorts and kissed her there, his lips so tantalizingly close to her sopping slit. 

	When he began pulling her shorts and panties down, he kissed her on one thigh as the flesh was revealed. He threw her clothes onto the floor. 

	His hands slid up her other leg, followed by his lips. The tips of his fingers moved along the outside edge of her pussy and she shivered. Kissing her inner thighs, his hot breath moved over her flesh and through her body. He kissed the little fold of skin between her leg and pussy, then moved his lips so close to her wet slit that she felt them brush past before kissing the other fold.

	“Please, Robert...” Naomi begged.

	Robert changed position, crouched down beside the bed. He grabbed her by the knees and pushed them back so that he had a better angle on the pink lips and folds of her pussy. 

	Sticking his tongue out, he started licking her. She felt the tip push between her lips to get at the more sensitive folds beneath. He went slowly at first, just running the tip up and down her slit, paying a little more attention to her clit, which stood out erect and plain to see. 

	Then he opened his mouth a little wider. He used his jaw and neck to rapidly grind his tongue against her.

	Naomi squealed and wriggled in his grip. She pushed her pussy harder against his tongue, wanting him to lick it faster and with more force. Whimpers escaped her parted lips as she felt the walls of her pussy clench up and get even slicker than before. 

	“That’s so good, Robert,” Naomi said. She grabbed him by the back of the head and jam his face even harder against her.

	Then he stopped licking. Instead, he moved his face down slightly. She yelped as his tongue darted into her sopping hole. He did it again, and again. He kept fucking her with his tongue until she came on his face, pulling so hard against him that she was scared she was hurting him. She moaned as the waves of euphoria washed over her, originating from her pussy and pushing out through the rest of her, igniting every nerve and fibre.

	But when her orgasm ended and he pulled back, he didn’t appear hurt at all. His whole face was covered in a shiny layer of her juices, though, and his lips were red from all the rubbing. 

	Sitting up on the bed, she grabbed him by the shoulders and pulled him down for a kiss. She could taste herself on his lips. The flavor just seemed to fuel her desire for him even more. 

	She stood, still kissing him. Her fingers found the button of his jeans and undid them. She pushed them down, finally breaking the kiss. His cock, long and stiff, sprung up so that it was parallel with the floor. It looked so thick, so hard.

	Grabbing him, she spun them both around and pushed him onto the bed so that he was on his back. Before he could say anything, she’d grabbed his shaft with one hand.

	“It’s so big and hard,” she said, marvelling at how it felt. It throbbed in her fingers, and she knew he liked how she touched him.

	She smiled for a moment before leaning over and taking him in her mouth. Her lips sank almost halfway down his member before she stopped. Working up lots of saliva, she slathered his shaft with her tongue. 

	“That’s so good, baby,” Robert said. He held her hair out of the way and watched her lips work his cock. 

	Her need to have him inside her made her stop sucking him. She pulled back, spitting down on his cock. She looked at it, rubbing the saliva into his flesh with her fingers.

	Then she climbed up onto him, her hands on his muscular chest for support. Reaching down between her legs, she grabbed his cock. Naomi lowered herself until she felt the big head against her sex and stopped. She let go of his cock and put that hand back on his chest.

	Robert grabbed her by the ass, his fingers digging into the firm flesh. She could feel his heat against her pussy, and she hoped he could feel hers.

	He felt so large. She looked down between her legs as she started sitting down on his cock. The first thrust always felt so tight. She gritted her teeth and moaned as she felt her pussy stretching around his girth.

	She sank down on him slowly as his hard cock forced her walls apart and moved deeper inside her. Robert helped, pulling down on her ass while simultaneously lifting his hips. 

	Soon, more than half his shaft was inside her. She paused for a moment, just to take in how it felt to have him so big and hard in her wetness. She could still feel him throbbing in her. 

	Just thinking about how he felt in her made her tighten around his cock for a second. He grunted and she groaned. She dug her nails into his chest at the sudden renewed tightness. Her fingers relaxed as her pussy did.

	When Naomi could manage, she lifted herself up so that his cock slid a few inches out of her. Then she pushed back down on him, taking a little more of his length. She fucked him like that again and again, moaning as she took Robert’s hard shaft inch by inch all the way into her tight little pussy.

	He joined in on her rhythm, pushing his cock deeper into her as she descended and pulling most of the way out of her as she travelled back up his member. 

	“It’s so tight, baby,” Robert said.

	His fingers squeezed her ass every time she took him in one of those long, deep strokes all the way in. She smiled down at him, playfully scratching his chest. 

	She liked to push all the way down until her ass rested on his body. Her pussy could hardly hold his whole cock. Then she squeezed around him, giggling a little at the sudden strained expression on his face at her tightness.

	It looked so hot. 

	Then she realized she could feel the spark of her orgasm fanning inside her. She started pounding down onto him, her flesh slapping against his, her pussy leaving his cock glistening with her juices.

	He knew what was happening as he slammed his cock up into her. 

	“Oh Robert,” Naomi said, “Come with me!”

	It took three more strokes for her to climax. She arched her back, her long hair brushing against Robert’s thighs as her pussy clenched and convulsed around his shaft. He held onto her ass, slamming up into her for a little longer before he, too, went rigid.

	His cock got even harder, swelling inside her. After another moment, it jerked, releasing a stream of cum into her tight little cunt. It jerked again and again, spurting his seed into Naomi’s sex.

	Their combined orgasms drained them, leaving them in quivering heaps. Naomi lay down on Robert’s strong chest, her cheek against his neck. He was still hard inside her, still warm and throbbing. She could feel the warmth of his seed in her, trapped in her pussy by his cock.

	Naomi just wanted to lie there with him for as long as she could, feeling the heat of his bare body against her. The steady rise and fall of his chest lifted her up a little each time, and she found the rhythm of it soothing and nice.

	She thought about telling him that she wasn’t on the pill. That she could feel the way her body had drawn his hot, pulsing load of cum deep into her womb.

	That he might’ve just gotten her pregnant.

	Her pussy began to ache with a deep, satisfied throb and she decided not to tell him. In fact, she kind of hoped that he had just knocked her up.

	She did some quick mental math. She’d finished her last period almost two weeks ago. Wasn’t that right about when a woman was most fertile?

	She hoped so. Because then he would be hers forever.

	“We’re not going to tell Monica about this,” Robert said.

	“Of course not,” she replied, resting her head against his chest.

	



	



Dirty Daddy Next Door

	 

	Maggie thought that she wouldn’t have any trouble keeping her secret. Not with going away to school, away from it all.

	But the semester ended and her parents wanted her home, at least for a while. And even when she told them she wanted to get a summer job and stay out there, they insisted.

	Then again, they didn’t know.

	Her dad picked her up at the bus station and her heartbeat climbed steadily they closer they came to home.

	“It’s too bad Shirley’s not around,” her dad said absently.

	Maggie swallowed hard. “Yeah, too bad.”

	Shirley, her best friend from high school, had gone to a different college. She didn’t know Maggie’s secret, but she was a part of it.

	With Shirley not around, at least Maggie had good reason to not cross the street over to her friend’s house. Her parents wouldn’t question it. So there was some relief. But not much.

	They pulled onto their street, and Maggie’s heart jumped into her throat when she saw the Shirley’s ranch-style sitting across from their bungalow. 

	It had all happened just a few months ago, but being back here made it all immediate once more.

	“But hey, maybe you can still get up to some fun,” her dad said as they pulled into the driveway.

	“What do you mean?” Maggie said, leaning forward against the restraining pressure of her seatbelt.

	“Well, Aaron’s gone out for a couple weeks and asked if we could grab his newspapers and mail for him and drop them inside,” he said.

	Maggie turned to face her dad, “He’s not here?”

	“Nope. But hey, now that you’re here you can do that for us. Let’s just say that’s the price of your summer rent,” her dad said with a laugh.

	“Okay,” Maggie said, barely able to get the word out.

	Aaron had been a single dad for a long time. As long as Maggie could remember.

	They stepped out of the car and Maggie paused for a moment, looking across the street. He’s gone, it’s okay.

	But it wasn’t, she knew.

	Because she remembered every last second, every last sensation, of what had happened last summer, just after she’d turned 18, just before she was about to move away to school.

	Aaron had thrown a big going away party for Shirley, and of course Maggie had gone. Lots of people had.

	For some reason, though, the two of them ended up alone. All alone in the kitchen, everyone heading home or outside or wherever.

	She remembered thinking about how handsome Aaron looked, even though he was old enough to be her dad. He went to the gym every day, she knew. Took care of himself.

	“You look really pretty today, Maggie,” Aaron had told her.

	She remembered the heat of her blush as it filled her cheeks. And that hadn’t been the only heat.

	Something about that day, something about him, had left more than a little heat between her thighs.

	Somehow he must have sensed what she felt.

	“Thanks. You’re really handsome today,” she told him, hoping it didn’t sound stupid. She wiped a bit of stray hair off her forehead.

	Then he came over to her in two big strides. Her body had responded in this primal, powerful way. Nipples perking up until they ached with stiffness. A tremble down her stomach. Quivering, wet heat between her thighs.

	Then he’d kissed her. Not like a family friend she’d known her whole life. Like a man who wants a woman, wants to know her. Know every inch of her.

	Her own hands had a will of their own. She remembered pressing her hand to the front of his jeans and feeling how big and hard he was, that hardness of his straining against the denim.

	Straining for her.

	She moaned when his lips went down to her throat.

	And her moans turned to a gasp when he pushed a hand down the front of her shorts, his fingers pressing her lower lips apart to rub at the stuff little button of her clit.

	Part of it had been shock. Part of it had been desire. 

	It all added up to a sharp, short orgasm that had her thighs locked and quivering around his hand even as his fingers rubbed and stroked.

	She remembered wanting to drop down to her knees in front of him. To take him in her mouth and make him feel good like he’d made her feel good.

	But then the front door open and Shirley came in, calling out for her father.

	Maggie ran from the kitchen as soon as he tugged his hand out from between her legs. She ran across the street home without saying bye to Shirley.

	She hadn’t seen Aaron in person since that day.

	But she relived that day over and over, in the narrow bed in her dorm room. She remembered the confident way his fingers had touched her.

	She remembered that thick, hard bulge in his jeans.

	And she wondered what it might feel like to if he pushed that hardness into the waiting velvety wetness inside of her.

	Wondered and knew that she could never let that happen, no matter how much she thought about it. And how much she wanted it.

	So she grabbed his mail and his papers for two days, leaving them inside on the occasional table in the front hall without incident.

	Then one day she forgot about the whole thing until late that night. Not wanting to get up the next morning, she decided to go over. 

	She checked out the living room window first and saw Aaron’s house sat dark across the street.

	Good, no one home still.

	And she went over, emptying the mail box beside the front door and fishing the spare key out of its hiding spot on top of the door frame.

	She went inside and knew something felt different even before she dropped the mail on the table.

	“You came,” he said.

	Her heart jumped into her throat. “What? Aaron, is that you?”

	“It is. I’m so happy you came. You know, I haven’t been able to get that day out of my head. You were so wet for me.”

	The base of her spine tingled. “I should go.”

	“No, don’t. Stay. I know you want to,” he said. She could see him then, standing in the darkness at the end of the hall.

	“I shouldn’t. It’s wrong. Shirley’s my best friend,” she said. She knew she should leave, but she didn’t move.

	“It’s just the two of us. And you haven’t left,” he said.

	Then he stepped forward so that she could see him in the light coming into the hall from the street lamp.

	He was tall. Even in the low light, she knew he had dark hair. His eyes glinted beneath that black mane. And he was naked. 

	Heat radiated from his body, and his broad shoulders and deep chest rose and fell with the lungfuls of air he breathed in.

	Maggie felt her own heat, then, rising up through her body. It was a heat that left a feeling of wetness between her legs, left her gasping for air as her stiff nipples pressed against her tank top.

	There was something animalistic and primal about this man that she'd never felt from anyone before in her life. Whatever it was, it awoke something equally primal and feral in her own body.

	He reached out and grabbed a handful of her hair. Then his face started coming closer to hers. Maggie found her body aching for him. She arched her back, thrusting her breasts toward him. Her eyes shut, and her lips parted slightly, tingling with the anticipation of feeling his lips on her.

	But he didn't kiss her. He brought the handful of hair to his face, breathing her scent in again. The waves of heat radiating out from him intensified, crashing into her. They left her knees feeling like water. She'd never felt a man with such a sheer physical presence before.

	Her eyes shot open. She knew what was happening, and she couldn't let it happen, no matter how wet and warm she felt for him. Even as that thought passed her mind, she felt her passage throb with desire. Unbidden, her thoughts went to his body. One part of it, anyway. Her fingers ached to reach out and feel how big and hard he was, to stroke him.

	"We shouldn’t!" she said, giving herself one last out. One more excuse she could tell herself later.

	Her shove caught him off-guard, and he went back a step. It was enough for her to start running again. She belonged to no man.

	In an instant, he was on her. His bulk brought her to the floor as he leapt. 

	"I need you!" he said, grabbing her hair and yanking her head back.

	The pain made her back arch.

	His lips found her arched neck, tracing up and down her throat, leaving a trail of burning desire in their wake.

	Her body reminded her of its own desires and needs. Of the desire she'd felt earlier: of that other warm body she wanted to share nature with, to share herself with.

	Her fists relaxed. Her feet scrabbled at the floor, arching her hips into the air as a tingling, warm finger of desire seemed to caress her on the inside.

	"God, yesss..." she hissed, her conscious mind giving in to the all-consuming ferocity she found in herself. 

	She found his cock, then, her reaching hands exploring ever farther down his muscular body. His shaft pulsed in her grip as she massaged her, using her thumbs to collect the precum that had leaked from the tip and to spread it around the taut flesh of the head.

	He groaned as she pleasured him. The vibrations the sounds of his arousal made resonated inside of her. She felt her pussy get even slicker as her walls throbbed and pulsed, their ache to feel his hardness sliding against them almost painful their need.

	She gasped as he tore her tank top down the middle with one hand, letting her firm breasts spill out.

	Her fingers slid up and down his hard, thick length faster, squeezing him more tightly. His teeth closed on her throat as he exerted his dominance, his rule, over her body.

	"Fuck me," she pleaded, "Just shove your cock into my pussy," she pleaded.

	His hot lips moved down from her throat, wrapping themselves around first one nipple, then the next. The saliva he left on them accentuated the cold of the night, making her nipples stiffen even more.

	Maggie could wait no more. She knew that if he didn't fill her tight little sex in the next few moments, she would pass out from the strength of her anticipation.

	As though able to read her thoughts, Aaron reared back on his haunches. His eyes positively glowed with the heat of his lust.

	Snarling, he wrenched at her shorts until the button flew off and the zipper broke. Then he peeled them off her body, along with her panties, exposing her milky flesh and her long, graceful legs to her hungry eyes.

	He could see the glistening wetness practically dripping from between the bare lips of her pussy. He could smell her need for him. It was the scent that was the most powerful. He breathed it in deeply, feeling his cock swell and throb with the power of it.

	Then he could restrain himself no more. 

	Maggie let out a squeal of anticipation as he grabbed the backs of her knees and pushed them towards her chest. The move exposed her dripping pussy, throbbing with the heat of her lust.

	Her tight little cunt was no barrier to his hard, engorged cock. The combined screams and howls as he entered her filled the house. Maggie pushed the back of her head against the ground, arching her back up as he slammed into her pussy. Her walls tried to hold onto him, tried to grip him and keep him inside where she needed him. 

	But she was too wet. Her juices soaked every last inch of him, leaving his cock glistening with it as he pulled out of her for each new thrust.

	She got so wet on him that his shaft dripped with her juices, which ran in a trickle down the cleft of her ass.

	Maggie had never been fucked like that before. It was what she needed, what she'd wanted. It was the desire that she'd tried to silence within herself. She'd always thought of herself as the good girl. The girl who wanted to find the right man to make love with.

	But she'd been wrong. She knew that as her pussy stretched around his cock, stretched with delicious pains and aches that left her groaning and moaning for more.

	No, what she really wanted and needed was a hard, savage fucking. That was the secret, the truth every woman hid, even from themselves. It was only while the wolf man slammed his cock as hard as he could into Maggie's pussy that she came to this realization.

	He went completely wild. All the muscles in his body seemed to be completely rigid as pushed himself into Maggie again and again. 

	She screamed for him.

	Again, he brought his lips down to her arched neck. His teeth found her soft flesh. She knew he could barely resist the urge to tear into her body, to devour her and satisfy his hunger completely.

	She ran her hands down his back, all slick with the hot sweat of his exertions. Her walls closed in around his shaft as she felt just how solid and firm his ass was, digging her fingers into it. He howled up at the ceiling as she felt him.

	There was an ache in her legs as well, from being held up so long. But she didn't care. The feeling barely registered over the ecstasy of his driving cock as he filled her with its heat and hardness.

	Then the tightness grew even more intense. All she could hear were his grunts and snarls as he fought against her grip. His body got so hot that she could hardly touch him.

	"Yes!" She screamed, digging her nails into the firm flesh of his ass again, "God, yes! Fuck me harder!"

	It didn't seem to be night anymore. The pleasure that built inside her was like a white hot ball of light, expanding to encompass her entire body as she gave herself to him.

	When she came, she couldn't even hear herself scream. It was like she'd gone to another dimension, another plane of existence. It was pure heat and desire, pure lust and carnal pleasure. The walls of her sex grasped him as tightly as they could, trembling with the effort to contain his ferocity.

	The force of her pleasure took her breath away, squeezing it from her lungs in gasping screams as he continued thrusting into her. He was so big she could feel him hitting the back.

	Then all she could think of was him filling her with his hot load. She pulled his face down to hers, making him kiss her. He bit her bottom lip, and she could taste blood as she thrust her wet pussy up against him as he slammed down into her.

	Every part of her knew this was right, that this needed to happen. She needed to be his.

	Then the vicious monster that stalked nightmares and horror movies alike began losing control. She could feel it in the way he swelled inside her, the way a look that was almost pain contorted his face.

	He went rigid over her. She ran herself up and down his length. She could feel him, ready to burst in her, ready to fill her and give her what she wanted the most.

	Maggie moaned as she felt his cock jump in her. 

	"Oh! Cum inside me! Yes!" She moaned as another orgasm slammed into her like a tidal wave.

	They both screamed as his shaft jerked and jumped as his hot seed filled her hungry pussy.

	He was different from other men in this way, too. She could feel the heat of his cum radiating through her, more and more as he continued jerking inside her. Soon, it was pouring out of her, squeezing around his thick shaft.

	She wrapped her arms around him and pulled him close, her pussy still squeezing around his cock. He stayed rigid inside of her for a while.

	She couldn’t believe what had just happened. But the ache already starting inside of her told her it was true.

	“Are you going to be here tomorrow?” she asked him.

	“Yes,” he replied.

	She promised herself she’d never let Shirley find out about any of this. 

	She also knew that she’d come back over tomorrow, and the day after. As many as she could.

	



	



Legal for the Daddy Next Door

	 

	My 18th birthday was last week, and I still didn’t get what I wanted.

	I mean, my parents bought me a car to take to school and back when I moved away, that was cool.

	But it wasn’t what I wanted.

	I suppose that the problem wasn’t so much what I wanted as who I wanted.

	I sat on my bed, looking out the window at the object of my desires.

	My bedroom was on the side of our house, and the one right next to us belonged to my best friend in the world, Ashley.

	Ashley and I had known each other forever, and my parents were friends with Will, her dad.

	Not Ashley’s mom, though. Ashley’s mom had moved out years ago after some nasty divorce, leaving Will a single father.

	I wondered if that was around the time I decided I wanted Will to fuck me. Maybe.

	I remembered sitting in that same spot and seeing him mowing the lawn. He glanced up and saw me and waved, not even seeming to care that he was shirtless in the afternoon sun.

	I’d waved back, my cheeks filling with an inexplicable and hot blush.

	I remembered the way my breath caught when I realized that I was wet. I watched Will a while longer before I couldn’t take it anymore and I went to town on my tight little pussy, forcing myself to cum by torturing the little nub of my clit until I had to bite my pillow so that my parents wouldn’t hear me screaming.

	And now that I was 18 and about to move away to school, I wanted it to happen more than ever.

	Because who knew what would happen when I moved away? Maybe I’d meet a cute guy and want to go steady. And I knew that if that happened every time I came back home I’d have that same deep ache inside of me. That same want.

	It was for my own good, really.

	Besides, I’d caught him checking my out a couple times when he and Ashley were over to share the in-ground pool my parents had put in last summer. This was after the lawnmower incident.

	And maybe I had enticed him a little, dropping my towel in front of his recliner and bending over.

	But he’d looked! And I think that he liked what he saw, because he swallowed hard and had to ask my dad to repeat what he’d just said.

	I never let Ashley in on any of this, of course. She was my best friend, and I didn’t think she’d understand my desire to fuck her dad. She was like a sister to me, and I didn’t want to threaten that.

	And I’d decided to hold off until I was 18 so that he couldn’t use that as an excuse when I finally decided to go through with it.

	I was an adult. Legal. I could make my own choices. I could vote.

	I could fuck whoever I wanted, even if who I wanted was old enough to be my father.

	And lately I’d been super horny. I could think of nothing but having Will’s big, hard cock slide in and out of my velvety wetness while I moaned for him to fuck me harder and faster. 

	I didn’t think I could get by with just my fingers and my vibrator for much longer. I needed the real thing. And I needed it, needed him, soon.

	Which was why when Ashley asked me if I wanted to stay the night I immediately accepted.

	I knew it was kind of silly to still have sleepovers at 18. And especially when we literally lived next door to each other.

	I spent most of that afternoon getting ready. Shaving my pussy in the shower. Picking out a nice pair of shorts that really showed off my ass.

	I looked at myself in the mirror, wishing that my tits were a bit bigger. They still seemed to girly to me. They were high and perky and firm, barely more than handfuls, my nipples little pink circles in the middle.

	I cupped them for a moment, imagining what it might feel like for Will to wrap his lips around those nipples and suckle on them.

	They hardened almost immediately.

	Then my dad knocked on the door, “Hey, sweetie,” he said without opening it, “Are you sure you want to go over there tonight? Mom’s doing up her special pasta sauce. Ashley can come over here.”

	“That’s okay!” I said, “I’ll just have leftovers tomorrow.”

	“If there is any…” my dad trailed off and she listed to him walk away down the hall.

	I looked at my eyes in the mirror. No. Tonight was the night. It was happening.

	I walked over around 4 in the afternoon and let myself in through the front door. Like I said, we were pretty close.

	Ashley was in the living room on the couch, watching the TV.

	She bounced to her feet when she saw me. “Hey! I was just about to text and ask when you were planning on coming.”

	“Well, I’m here,” I said, “Where’s your dad?” I glanced around, but didn’t see or hear him.

	Ashley shrugged. “Dunno. Upstairs I think? What do you want to do?”

	“Just chill here if that’s cool,” I said, slumping down onto the couch. My heart started racing as soon as I came in through the door.

	And I was already wet. My pussy quivered inside of me.

	I wanted this to happen so badly I hadn’t even put any thought into planning any of this!

	What, are you going to fuck him with Ashley sitting here beside you?

	“Oh, yeah. Hey, we didn’t grab anything for supper. What are you feeling? Pizza? Subs?”

	I seized on that. Pizza!

	“Yeah, I heard about this new place that just opened on the other side of town. Jimmy’s or something like that. We should try it!”

	Ashley jumped up again. She was so full of energy. “Awesome! I can go pick some up. Want to come with?”

	“Of…” course, I started to say, then I realized this was my opportunity. At this time of day it would take probably like 45 minutes or so to go to the pizza place and get back here.

	Was that enough time? It would have to be.

	Ashley called in an order and then grumbled about rush hour. “I should head out now if I want to get back here with warm pizza instead of cold. Tell my dad I’m taking care of supper!”

	She left. I waited until she pulled out of the driveway and drove down the street.

	Then I heard it. Noise from the basement. Will had it set up as a hobby room, I knew.

	Even though my heart felt like it lodged itself in my throat I felt my pulse most keenly between my thighs as I took the stairs down.

	He looked up from his workbench when he heard me. “Hey, how’s it going?”

	“Ashley’s gone to get pizza,” I said, barely able to talk.

	I squirmed like a schoolgirl needing to go pee. My pussy ached and tingled. All I could think of was Will’s cock and how much I wanted it inside of me.

	“Everything okay?” he asked, standing up.

	I bit down on my lower lip and let it slide out slowly. This is it. Now or never.

	“You know I just turned 18, right?” I said, moving so that I stood right in front of him. He frowned a little, but didn’t move back.

	“Of course. I was at the party,’ he replied, “Congrats on being an adult now.”

	I opened my mouth to say something else, but no sound came out. I realized I could smell him. There was his aftershave, his antiperspirant, a hint of musk beneath that that sent little tingles up and down the front of my stomach.

	“Hey, are you sure you’re okay?” Will said. He put his hands on my shoulders and I swore I almost came then and there from just a little touch.

	“I am… It’s just… Do you think I’m pretty, Will?” I said. My throat kept trying to lock up.

	“You’re a lovely young woman,” Will said, “Why?”

	“Because… Because I think you’re a very handsome man.”

	He frowned and started to ask what I meant. I stopped him by going up on my tiptoes and kissing him lightly. His lips tasted a little of beer. The bottle sat on his bench not far away.

	He jerked back. “What are you doing?”

	I moved in again and shoved my hand against his crotch, feeling the bulge his cock made underneath. It throbbed at my touch, hardening. And it was big. So big.

	I do make him hard! Was all I could think.

	“Ashley’s going to come home any time now!” he said, but he didn’t move away.

	“No. She’s gonna be out at least another half hour or so. We have time.”

	He swallowed hard. The more I rubbed his cock, the bigger and harder it got. “Time for what?”

	Shifting, I went onto my knees in front of him. 

	I reached behind my back and undid my bra. I pulled that, along with my shirt, from my body. 

	Then I undid his jeans button and pulled down the zipper. His breaths came quick and sharp as I drew them down, tugging the waistband of his briefs along with it.

	His cock sprang out, long and thick, almost slapping me in the face.

	I looked at the bulging veins around the shaft, the drop of clear precum already trembling at the tip, and I felt the heat of want in my pussy get hotter. 

	“We shouldn’t…” he said, groaning when I caressed his shaft with a slow, hot breath from my lips.

	“I need you so bad, Will. You make me so wet. Don’t you want to find out how wet I am for you?”

	His jaw worked, but he said nothing.

	Reaching out slowly with one hand, treating him like the wild beast he was, I moved to grab his cock. He watched my fingers warily. When my fingers brushed his flesh, I gasped. He was still so hot. I couldn’t believe how hot and hard Will’s cock was. And it was all because of me. 

	I let my fingers move around his shaft, trying to grab him. He was so thick that my fingertips couldn’t touch around his girth. 

	Lifting my hand up, I spat into my palm. Starting to stroke him, I reached up until my other palm pressed against the head of his huge cock. I moved this hand in slow circles, letting the spit lubricate the movement. 

	He snorted, and I felt him harden even more for a moment. 

	“It’s so big, Will...” I said.

	When I made eye contact, he changed, gave into his desires. He grabbed me with one hand around the neck and again slammed me to the ground, this time on my back. His fingers squeezed around my windpipe, and soon black dots shifted across my eyes. I felt his other hand roughly grab one of my tits, fingers digging into the firm flesh. I felt one of his nails play along my areola, making me wince at the sharpness.

	Grunting, he straddled my body and went down to his knees. His big cock slapped down between my tits, and I felt the wetness of his precum on my neck. He grabbed my hair and pulled my head forward so that my chin almost touched my chest. I had only a moment to open my mouth before he jammed the head of his cock between my lips. 

	My lips could hardly contain his girth as he tried to push more and more of his length into my mouth. I hungrily ran my tongue around his shaft, swallowing every bit of precum that leaked out of him, trying to suck more out any time I had the breath.

	I felt so hot and wet between the legs. I wanted to touch myself, to shove my fingers under my shorts and feel my wetness. But my arms were pinned under his legs. My hips started grinding against the ground of their own volition while I simultaneously gagged on his cock.

	Tears started running out the corners of my eyes as he urged another half inch into me. My fingers dug futilely at the ground. I wanted him inside my pussy so badly. I tried to take more of his cock, but the angle my neck was at wouldn’t let me. Gobs of my spit hung from his shaft as he pulled it out a little and shoved it back in. 

	Letting go of my neck, he reached behind himself. My body tightened as I felt his fingers run up my thigh. The pain was so much that I could barely keep myself from clamping my teeth down onto his throbbing shaft. I heard a tearing noise and desperately hoped it was my shorts. 

	His fingers clamped down onto my thigh so hard that I screamed, or tried to at least. It came out as a gargle as his cock pushed into my mouth.

	The fingers gripping my thigh slowly relaxed. They trailed up between my thighs and I felt his thick fingers rub at my pussy. I moaned again as the nerves in my clit lit up. He started getting mad then, trying to feel the bare flesh of my shaved pussy but being stifled by my shorts and panties. 

	He shot to his feet. A long line of spit still hung from the tip of his cock to my lips. It broke as he took a step back. I looked down at myself. My nipple hurt so much when it was stiff, but I was so turned on that I couldn’t help it. 

	He wrenched off my shorts and panties, exposing my bald pussy. I saw his cock shiver as he looked at my wet little slit, all shaved and waiting for him to try and cram himself into my tight hole. 

	My breaths came quick and sharp. It’s happening! It’s really happening!

	My pussy convulsed inside of me.

	He ran the ball of his thumb up my slit. He stared at the wetness it left on him even as I shivered. 

	I did the only thing I could think of; I lifted and spread my legs, holding my knees with my arms.

	When he fell to his knees between my legs, I started trembling. I felt my pussy release my juices. I was so wet that I felt some run out of me and down my ass. 

	I sucked in a breath when I felt the head of his cock push into me. My wetness let him slide his member into me despite the incredible tightness of my little cunt around him. He filled me with the first stroke. His cock was so long that he couldn’t even fit it all into me. From the way I held myself, I could easily watch as his glistening shaft pulled out and slammed back in. He gave me long, even strokes that quickly had me moaning like a little slut as I begged him to fuck me harder.

	“Oooh, Will, yeah Will,” I said in time with his thrusts. My words seemed to reach his brain, as his cock flexed even harder in my and he started pounding me so hard that I thought I would leave a dent in the ground. 

	My face twisted as his next stroke excited my G-spot, making my pussy squeeze around him. “I love it when you fuck me, Will,” I said, my teeth gritted. His eyes watched as his cock slid in and out of me, pulling the lips of my pussy back and forth along with it. 

	“I didn’t realize you were such a little bitch in heat…” he groaned.

	“In heat for you… Oh, you’re so big…”

	Then he grabbed me by the neck with one hand. He squeezed again, but quickly let go. His fingers slipped up into my hair, grabbing a handful. He wrenched my head back, making me squeal. It hurt, but the roughness just seemed to make my pussy wetter and tighter. 

	So fast I hardly knew what was happening, he pulled out of me and flipped me over onto my stomach. He went onto all fours over me. Reaching back and grabbing his cock, I guided it back into my sopping little pussy. My hand came away soaked in my own juices. 

	He filled me much more easily from that position. I closed my legs, making my pussy even tighter. I could feel every bulge in his cock, and it actually hurt a little when the head of his cock pulled up near the tight ring at the opening of my pussy.

	His first few strokes had to be slower because of my tightness. I relished the feeling of the head of his cock as it bulled its way into me, shoving my walls apart with a ferocity that made me yelp.

	I loved having Will’s hard cock in my pussy, and I loved that he seemed to enjoy fucking me.

	Reaching back, I pulled my thighs apart as much as I could so that he could look at my lips as they strained around his girth. His next thrust was so hard that I had to throw my head back and grit my teeth. He grabbed my hair and held my head in that position. My whole body strained as I arched my back, trying to lessen the pain. He liked the way that made me clench around him.

	Then he ran the nails of his free hand down my back. When he got to my ass, he squeezed each cheek until I screamed. This only incited him further. His cock rammed into me faster and faster.

	My orgasm came closer and closer. Feeling how hard he was, I knew he was going to come soon, too. The thought of his cock shooting its hot and sticky load into my cunt pushed me over the edge. I wanted him to come inside me so badly.

	“Come in my pussy, Will,” I said.

	When he filled me with his next thrust, I came on him. I let out a shriek as the walls of my cunt tensed up around his member, undulating up and down his length. I let out another shriek when he suddenly stopped, his cock rock hard in me. The next squeeze of my pussy made his cock jump, shooting the first wad of cum into me. I felt how hot it was. I wanted more and more.

	Grabbing his hips, I pulled him as deeply into me as he could get. I felt as each spurt of his cum pumped from his pulsing cock. My body trembled as it accepted his load. 

	His fingers pressed into the flesh of my ass, but I didn’t care. The pain made me tighter around him, made his cock feel even better in me. 

	He grabbed my shoulders and pushed me hard against the ground. His cock still throbbed inside me as my pussy milked the last trickles of his cum out.

	Only when I felt him begin to soften did he pull out of me. His cock had been the only thing holding his hot load in. When he pulled it, the spunk ran in a hot stream down my pussy, soaking into my shredded panties and shorts.

	“Fuck…” he said, sitting back on his haunches, his still-hard cock dripping and glistening with our mingled juices, “Fuck…,” he said again.

	I sat up too, my pussy already sore. I was going to have to make up an excuse for why I couldn’t sit down, I knew.

	I leaned in against him and kissed him. After a moment, he returned the kiss. His lips were soft and hot against mine, his five o-clock shadow tickling against my cheeks.

	Then I giggled. His load tickled a little as it ran down between my thighs. His eyes widened when he saw that.

	“Please tell me you’re on the pill,” he said.

	“Yeah,” I said. I’d been taking it for a while now.

	His shoulders sagged with relief and he found a roll of towels on his bench and handed a wad over.

	We’d just finished cleaning up and getting dressed when the front door opened.

	“Pizza!” Ashley said, “Where are you guys?”

	“It smells like sex in here. Come on, let’s get up there,” Will said.

	We paused at the bottom of the steps. “And not a word of this to Ashley, got it?”

	“I got it,” I said, smiling.

	I’d gotten him, which was much more important.

	



	



Also Legal for the Daddy Next Door

	 

	At first Ashley couldn’t believe it.

	She couldn’t believe that her best friend since they were little would do this to her.

	She couldn’t believe that her dad would do this to her. Well, what bothered Ashley wasn’t what her father was doing to her, but what he was doing to Erika, her best friend.

	She’d come back home one weekend and let herself into the house without ringing the doorbell or knocking. The door had been locked anyway, so she figured that no one was home.

	Ashley remembered setting her backpack down in the front foyer, just letting that sensation of being home wash over her and relax her shoulders and back, all tense from the bus ride back.

	Then she heard it.

	“Oh, Will…” That sexual pleasure bordering on agony filled that voice that Ashley knew so well.

	Her heart nearly stopped beating.

	At first she couldn’t, wouldn’t, let herself believe it. No, her dad had picked some girl up off Tinder and was fucking her in the master bedroom, forgetting that Ashley would be home.

	Ashley slipped out of her shoes so that she could walk quietly upstairs, keeping her feet to the sides of the risers to avoid the telltale creak.

	“Will, oh, Will… You make me so wet…”

	Ashley’s stomach turned. She knew that she should turn around, wait, maybe go sit down at a Starbucks or something for a while.

	But she had to know.

	They’d left the bedroom door open a crack. Ashley crept towards it and then put her hands over her mouth to avoid the gasp that wanted to escape.

	Erika was fucking her dad. Or her dad was fucking Erika. Whichever way it was, she couldn’t take it.

	How could they do this to me?

	How could she do this to me?

	No one had ever betrayed her like this before. She didn’t know how to feel.

	It was only later when she decided that she needed to get even with Erika.

	The thing was, Erika’s dad was still married to Erika’s mom and they lived together. But Ashley decided that she would just wait it out.

	The next day she and Erika got together for lunch, and it was the most difficult thing in Ashley’s 18 years alive to not jump over the breakfast table and strangle her best “friend.”

	They were over at Erika’s house, and Erika’s dad, Dave, busied himself at the range making them pancakes.

	She checked him out. He wasn’t a bad looking man, not bad at all. Older than she was used to. Much older. Which made sense: Dave was old enough to be her father. Just like Will was old enough to be Erika’s.

	Still, she’d never really checked him out before. Something about it just felt wrong.

	But something about that wrongness felt… good.

	She remembered back to the times they’d all gone to the pool or the beach. Dave was in pretty good shape, wasn’t he?

	And weren’t guys of a certain age more experienced? More able to handle themselves and women?

	More stamina?

	She sat there at the breakfast table, her pussy starting to tingle.

	“Everything good?” Erika said.

	“What? Oh, yeah, fine,” Ashley said, feeling the heat start in her cheeks. She couldn’t give the game away.

	“Hey, I’m coming back from campus next weekend. Want to come over? Maybe stay the night?” Erika asked.

	Ashley nearly chocked on her orange juice. “What? Yeah, sure. Sounds good.”

	It actually wasn’t. She had a term paper due and had been intending on staying the weekend at school to take care of it.

	But this needed taking care of more.

	Besides, if she came back that weekend and slept over she could be sure that Erika wasn’t going over to her house to see Ashley’s dad.

	Dave turned around, using a spatula to push pancakes onto their plates. “Just go easy on me, all right? Your mom’s going away to that conference on the weekend and I’m not sure I can handle two teenage girls in the house.”

	“Don’t worry, it’ll be no problem!” Ashley said, barely able to keep herself from smiling.

	Her pussy was sopping wet, too. It wriggled and quivered inside of her.

	You’ll handle it, all right. All of it. And I’ll handle it, too. Every inch, she thought.

	“Something funny?” Erika said.

	“What? No, just thinking of a meme I saw last night.”

	The night in question arrived. 

	Ashley didn’t know how she made it. She’d started having dreams back in her dorm. Dreams of Dave.

	Dreams of him making her moan his name over and over as he thrust himself into her secret, velvety wetness over and over, his lips playing over the sensitive skin of her throat.

	She left wet spots on her sheet.

	She couldn’t remember ever feeling so turned on. Was this what it meant to want an older guy?

	That Friday passed in a blur. Getting home. Going over to Erika’s. Finding out that yes, Erika’s mom was indeed gone.

	Then it came time to go to bed. She and Erika shared the bed, and Ashley waited until she heard Erika’s breathing change to those long, relaxed breaths of sleep.

	It’s time, she thought.

	She got up quietly and snuck out into the hall. The master bedroom was close by. Just a few steps.

	But then she found she couldn’t do it.

	She deflected, going down to the kitchen for a glass of water, giving herself time to think things through.

	She came back upstairs in the dark and saw that the door to the master bedroom was ajar.

	Just a peek, she told herself. Just so she could be certain that she shouldn’t go through with it.

	Feeling her way along the hall, she slipped into the bedroom, leaving the door open a crack behind her.

	There was a little bit of light from a streetlamp. 

	Ashley’s breath caught as she saw the figure shift on the bed. She realized that she’d gone into Dave’s room instead of hers. I shouldn’t do this, I should find another way to deal, she realized.

	She was about to turn and sneak back out when he turned over onto his back. He was shirtless, she saw. His chest looked big and strong, and it looked like he was really beginning to get some nice abs. 

	Again, Ashley thought about her fantasies. About waking up with her pussy sloppy wet and the sheets kicked down around her ankles.

	She needed this. Needed him.

	Needed to get back at Erika.

	Her eyebrows rose as she figured out a way. 

	Her body trembled, and she felt the wetness come as she pulled off her loose-fitting shirt. She hadn’t bothered with a bra, so all she had were her panties. She shook, feeling the warmth flood into her pussy, followed by more wetness.

	Still trembling, she lifted the covers and crawled up under them. She came out beside him, putting her head on his shoulder. In his sleep, he hugged her closer to him. 

	Ashley’s body pebbled with goosebumps against his. Her nipples stiffened as they rubbed against his body. She looked at the strong line of his jaw, the way his features had softened and become almost angelic while he slumbered. He kissed her lightly on the forehead, calling her by Erika’s mother’s name.

	She said, “Shh.”

	She put one hand on his chest, feeling the powerful muscles. Then she moved it slowly down his body. He groaned a little in his sleep, his head turning. 

	He had on nothing but boxers, she found out. His cock twitched as her fingers felt it through his underwear. She found the button, undoing it with her index finger and thumb.

	He groaned again as she reached in and pulled his shaft out. She was breathing so quickly now, her heart slamming in her chest. She was getting so wet it was almost uncomfortable. He felt so large in her fingers, even soft.

	His mouth opened and he breathed out quietly as she stroked him. The skin moved up and down on his hardening cock. He hugged her close again as he became fully stiff. She couldn’t touch her fingertips together around him anymore. 

	She couldn’t believe how hard he felt. His cock throbbed with the beat of his heart. Bringing her hand up high, she ran her thumb around the ridge of the head. He shuddered a little. 

	Ashley licked her lips. She shifted herself, going up onto her hands and knees and facing his feet. 

	Throwing her hair back behind her head, she grabbed the base of his cock and held him pointing straight up at her mouth. She looked back at him, wondering if he’d woken up yet. He apparently hadn’t.

	Smiling, she knew what she was about to do would. 

	Getting her lips good and moist, she put them against the tip of his cock. She pursed them, keeping them fairly tight. They slowly parted as she pushed them down the head of his shaft.

	Her lips made it not quite half way when she pulled them back up. He tasted so good that she’d started to salivate right away. In the light from the streetlamp outside, she could see the wet glistening of her spit on him.

	She moaned as she pushed her mouth down him for a second time. As she pulled back up, she let the tip of her tongue tease along the bottom of the head, right where she knew it was extra sensitive. His hips arched a little as she did this, driving him back through the tight ring her lips had made. 

	Reaching behind her, she grabbed his hand. She put it on her ass, squeezing his fingers against her firm flesh. 

	He swelled in her mouth for a moment, so she pulled back and teased the slit at his tip with her tongue. 

	“God...” He muttered. 

	Hearing how aroused she was making him just made her pussy get wetter. The desire to touch herself, to feel that wetness, arose. But she couldn’t satisfy it, since both her hands were occupied. 

	She sunk her lips down his member and brought them up again and again, going a little faster as he began waking up more.

	“What... What’s going on?” Dave said, wiping at his eyes.

	She let her teeth drag gently along his slick member. 

	“Oh!” Dave said, starting to push himself up into a more reclined position.

	He turned on the lamp by his bed and looked down. 

	Ashley sat back as well. She used her hand to continue smearing her saliva up and down his hard cock.

	“Ashley? What are you doing? What... Oh...” He said, his eyes squeezing shut as she tightened her grip on him.

	“Hi, Dave. Glad you woke up to join me. Does it feel good? Do you like me?”

	“What? Yes, it feels good. But Ashley, this isn’t right. Your mother... And Erika’s just down the hall, you’ll wake her—“

	“Passed out. Besides… Did you know that she’s fucking my dad? Yeah, I thought not. Hurts, doesn’t it? Now, why don’t we get back at them both?”

	“Ashley!” Dave said, reaching for her fingers, trying to get her to let go of his stiff shaft.

	She smacked his hand away.

	“Come on, Dave, you have a sexy, mostly naked girl in your bed who just had her mouth around your hard cock. Are you really going to turn her out? Don’t you want me? I want you. I want to make them pay.”

	Grabbing his hand, she put it on one of her breasts. She felt him shiver as he felt her stiff nipple against his palm.

	“They really did that?” He asked, searching for some excuse.

	“Fuck each other? Yeah. You should’ve heard her moaning his name… Don’t you want me to moan yours?”

	Then, all the protest gone out of him, he fell back on the bed, closing his eyes.

	Ashley smiled. She got up on him, straddling his chest with her knees. Her ass and pussy were mere inches from his face.

	Tossing her hair back again, she returned to sucking on his hard cock. Her saliva had started getting a little cold on him, and she needed to warm him back up. From that angle, she could push her mouth much farther down him. He moaned, his hips lifting as he tried to thrust deeper into her hot, moist lips. 

	She started massaging his balls with her hand as her mouth moved up and down his length. She squeezed them lightly, letting the skin move around on them.

	“Ashley...” Dave moaned.

	More goosebumps broke out on her thighs as she felt his hot breath against her sex. She smiled inwardly as her hands grabbed her by the ass again. He squeezed her cheeks, letting his fingers push into the firm flesh.

	When he pushed her panties to the side, she jerked back off his cock, squeezing her eyes shut. His lips pressed against her pussy, right over her clit. The tip of his tongue flicked out against it, again and again.

	“Dave!” Ashley said, trying to be quiet.

	Her hand jerked up and down his shaft faster and faster as she bit her lip between her teeth.

	“That’s it, Dave, yeah... Play with my wet little pussy. Do you like how wet I am for you?” 

	Shoving her lips back down his cock, she sucked him hard and fast. They both moaned in pleasure.

	He swelled in her mouth again, and she felt his balls lift a little, getting tighter. Her pussy had clenched up, and she jumped a little each time he flicked her clit with his tongue. More and more of her juices leaked out onto his face, and this just seemed to make him want her more. 

	Finally, when she could take it no more, she pulled her mouth off him again.

	“I need you to fuck me, Dave. I need to feel this big, hard cock in my tight, little pussy...” 

	Dave made a noise of agreement, his lips still too busy kissing her sex to form words. 

	Ashley turned around, still sitting on him. Dave fondled her breasts as she lifted her hips and shifted backwards. Little shocks of pain moved through her body as he pinched her nipples and rolled them around between his fingers a little. 

	“Grab my ass,” she told him.

	Immediately, his hands slid away from her breasts. They moved down past the flair of her hips to grip her by the cheeks. His muscles flexed as he held her in position.

	Reaching down between her thighs, she grabbed his cock and held it straight up. It felt so wet in her hand, so warm. She shivered as she lowered herself down onto it.

	Dave’s body flexed under hers, going rigid as she sank down on him. 

	“Dave...” Ashley moaned as the lips of her sex parted against his hardness and began slipping down his slick cock. 

	“So tight,” Dave said.

	She’d taken most of his cock in her little pussy by then. Her mouth dropped open and she sucked in deep, gasping breaths as his hard thickness stretched her out around him. 

	His fingertips kept pressing harder and harder into her cheeks as she squeezed around him. 

	Ashley leaned back, putting her hands as far down the tops of his legs as she could go. She lifted her hips, pulling her pussy up along his cock. It made a satisfying wet noise as it rubbed against her sopping walls. 

	Still keeping his grip on her ass, Dave started fucking her. He used the mattress to help shove himself as hard and deep into her as he could. From that angle, the head of his cock rubbed especially hard against the front wall of her sex. 

	Feeling her nipples stiffen even more as a flood of pleasure shot up through her chest, Ashley moaned, begging him to fuck her harder.

	He kept rubbing right up against her G-spot, his hard shaft gripped tightly by her sex as he did.

	“Dave...” she moaned.

	Dave watched as he moved in and out of her. He seemed fascinated by the way her lips seemed to push and pull at the skin on his cock. The deeper he drove into her, the more of him came out wet as he backed up for another thrust.

	She knew she was almost there. Her hands had clenched up around his thighs, and her whole body seemed to have gone rigid.

	Then Dave put his hand flat against her, resting it below her navel. His thumb pushed down between her lips, already spread apart by his thick cock.

	He found her stiff clit and started stroking it with the tip of his thumb. 

	It was like she’d grabbed onto an electrified fence.

	“Dave!” Ashley screamed. 

	The jolt of energy moved her body into overdrive. She started slamming her pussy down onto him as he pushed up into her.

	“Dave! Oh, Dave!” Ashley yelled again as she squeezed tightly around him. The squeeze lasted only a moment before her pussy relaxed. Then she went rigid as it happened again and again. 

	He kept driving up into her the whole time, seeming to ignore the way she tightened around him. Her body trembled so much and her arms felt weak as her orgasm spiralled out of control, threatening to make her fall backwards onto his legs. 

	She shuddered, almost sobbing, as her climax ended and released her from its grip. Ashley leaned forward, putting her hands on his chest. 

	Dave put one hand on the back of her neck and pulled her down into a kiss. His breath felt hot on her lips, and she tasted the need in him.

	Then her eyes widened. Dave sat up, holding her in his lap. Putting one arm on the bed behind her, he laid her on her back. Bracing himself on his hands over her, he started thrusting again. 

	Her head rolled from side to side as she felt how hard he’d become. She knew he was going to come soon. She grabbed his shoulder blades, then let her hands leave long, red scratches all over his back. He hissed at the pain, thrusting harder and faster. He’d swollen inside her, and she knew it would be soon. 

	“Are you going to come? Give it to me. I want it. I want all that hot cum,” Ashley said, snarling.

	Dave threw his head back, his mouth open. He grunted as he pulled his cock out of her. Before he could move any farther away, Ashley grabbed his shaft. It was so slick with her juices.

	A smile broke on her face as she felt his cock flex in her hand.

	“That’s it, give it to me...” Ashley said, stroking him to completion.

	Hot spurts of cum shot out onto her stomach. She jerked spurt after spurt onto her flat abs. Dave grunted and groaned the whole time, his body held rigidly over hers. 

	Relaxing, he sat back on his haunches. Ashley let the ball of her thumb move over the still-taut head of his cock a few times, rubbing her juices into his flesh. 

	It was then, lying on Dave’s bed, that Ashley saw it. Saw Erika peering in through the crack in the bedroom door, a horrified expression on her face.

	Gotcha, she thought, smiling.

	



	



Rough Lesson from the Daddy Next Door

	 

	I’d never really liked Hailey’s dad very much.

	Hailey and I were best friends. We’d known each other since we were little. So when we finally went off to college for our first year and then came back home, what could I say but yes when she told me she could get me a job at her dad’s company?

	It paid pretty decent, and I got to live at home with my parents rent free. The only downside?

	Having to go to work for the guy who lived next door to me.

	He constantly rode my ass about the tiniest screw up at work. Once he caught me making out with my boyfriend before a shift started and told me to make the time up over lunch.

	And he told me I needed to wear a skirt to work. None of the other girls there had to.

	I think one reason I didn’t like him was that he didn’t seem to like me. Which was weird. Between me and Hailey, I was definitely much prettier.

	I used to get all the best grades in high school from my male teachers. Just bat my eyes at them a little. Maybe drop my notebook in front of their desk and give them a quick peek at my tight, firm ass, and that was all it took.

	Put simply, I knew older guys liked me. I knew older guys wanted me. Wanted to fuck me.

	But not Nolan. Not Hailey’s dad. And I guess I always resented him because of that.

	So I guess that was why I started coming in to the office late. Rolling out of my bed to texts from Hailey saying her dad was pissed and that he wanted me to show up on time.

	He’s not my dad, I’d text her back.

	So when I got in and the secretary told me to go see him in his office I wasn’t surprised.

	Actually, my heart sped up a little as I walked between the cubicles. My nipples perked up.

	And some part of me thought, finally!

	So I go into his office and found him standing behind his desk, looking out the window for a moment before closing his blinds.

	“Close the door. Hailey told me you were up for this,” he said.

	“I am!” I replied, feeling my back stiffen. I reached behind me and shoved the door shut.

	“You two pretty much grew up together. So I trusted her. I think that was a mistake… Annie, I don’t think…”

	“You’re not firing me!” I said.

	He turned around and slammed his fists down onto his desk, and my chest went tight.

	He looked pissed. Really pissed.

	“No, I’m not,” he said.

	“So what’s your problem?”

	“It’s you. You and you’re attitude,” he said.

	When he looked at me it happened. My tummy went tight with heat and my breath caught in my throat. 

	I’m getting wet, I realized. Something about this turned me on. Something about him.

	“What are you going to do about it?” I took a step forward.

	He grabbed me and I gasped. “What needs to be done!”

	His fingers hurt, just a little. I liked it. Tiny fingers of anticipation crawled up and down my stomach and spine.

	“And you think you’re the one to do it?”

	He grinned and shoved me against his desk. 

	 

	 

	"Yeah, that's right," he said, "You're like a horse that needs to be broken. You just need a strong hand..."

	"Go fuck yourself!" I said, managing to arch my back enough to look at him, trying to get him to look at my ass.

	He had his expensive black leather belt looped a few times around his hand. The loose end flopped in the air.

	That cold feeling started in my stomach again, and I couldn't look away from it.

	"What... What are you doing with that?"

	"Teaching you some discipline," he said, "But first... It works best on bare skin."

	The leather brushed against my calf as he unzipped my skirt.

	"Wait..." I said.

	I squeezed my eyes shut as I felt him tug my skirt down around my ankles. This couldn't be happening. It had to be a dream.

	I had dreams where men tied me up, where my mouth got me into trouble. Lately, it had been the guy from Starbucks. He would tie me up, then undress me with his teeth... 

	God! I started getting wet as a shiver ran down my spine. I hated how those dreams made me feel, like I was powerless. Like he could do anything he wanted to my body and I was powerless to stop him.

	And Nolan had such big, strong hands.

	He grabbed my pantyhose and peeled them down my legs. The cool air coming down from the vent in the ceiling caressed my bared cheeks, leaving them stubbled with goosebumps.

	"No panties? You're all the same," Nolan said.

	How many other girls had he done this to? I looked at that belt, wondering how many other bottoms he'd left stinging and red. Had those girls submitted to him, finally, begging him to stop?

	I flexed my thighs, hoping he couldn't see the wetness between my lips. 

	"You don't have to..." I said. But I want you to, I didn’t add. I didn’t want him to stop.

	But it was too late. He flipped the belt back, the tip of it brushing against the ceiling. I flinched as my bottom flexed involuntarily.

	"This is for your own good," he said.

	Then he smacked me with the belt. The leather made a loud snap as it hit my bared ass. I snarled, hissing out through my teeth as the hot sting began. My fingernails scratched at the desktop.

	It hurt so much. My knees buckled under me and I would have fallen if he didn't keep a firm grasp on the back of my neck.

	"This is what happens to girls with smart mouths," he said.

	He whipped me again. I arched my back and cried out. I wanted to tell him to stop, that I'd be nice and quiet and answer the phones like I should.

	No! I couldn't let him win. I wouldn't. I'd fight through the pain. Pain was temporary. Victory over this asshole would be forever.

	Besides, I found I kind of liked the heat the sting left in my flesh. The thought of him holding me down like that, doing what he wanted to me, turned me on more than I wanted to admit. My wetness built inside me, sending my inner walls trembling.

	I cried out the third time he whipped me, and the fourth. God, the pain felt so good! I wasn't in control, I wasn't in charge. I couldn't stop this... And his hand felt so warm and hot on me. If I asked, would he spank me with that big hand instead? My body trembled.

	Nolan smiled. His shoulders heaved and he wiped at his brow. We both sweated, panting from our exertions.

	"What do you have to say for yourself now?" he said, unwinding his belt.

	I could tell he thought that he'd done it, that he'd broken me like some wilful pony. The raised red welts crisscrossing my bottom were proof of that to him. He must have seen that spark of resistance in my eyes, because he shoved me hard against the desk again before letting go.

	"All I have to say is, 'fuck you, asshole.' God, you think a little corporal punishment is enough to set me straight?"

	I wanted to see how far he’d go.

	I wanted him to go all the way.

	Nolan grabbed my bare hips and pulled me against his body. I could feel his heart pounding in his chest, and the heat just seemed to radiate from him. When our hips touched, I felt his shaft against my mound. It gave a little jump as we bumped together.

	His fingers dug into my flesh, and I hissed in pain. I shoved back against him, but he was too strong. The more I fought, the harder and bigger his cock got against me. My sex trembled as I felt his size.

	For a moment, I wanted to melt into his arms and beg him to fuck the life out of me right there on his desk. It was that weak side of me again, that part of me that just wanted to give in and be wanted he wanted me to be.

	I couldn't let it win.

	"You bitches are all the same," he said, looking down into my face with those frozen eyes, "You think you want power and privilege and all those other things. But all you really want is a firm hand and a stiff cock.”

	I ignored my nipples as they puckered against him. My thighs flexed together, sending a shock up my body as I squeezed my excited little clit.

	"And you think you're going to give those to me?" I said, trying to give him a haughty little laugh.

	Please, I thought, please give me that cock...

	He'd gotten so hard against me that if I could take a step back it would make a tent out of his slacks. I wanted to see how big it was so much, but I couldn't. I couldn't fall prey to my desires, for my sudden desire to be used by him for my body. 

	But how I burned for it.

	"I'm not going to give them to you. You're going to take them, like a good woman should," Nolan said.

	Then he pushed me down onto my knees. My pantyhose were still around my ankles, tying me up there, trapped between his body in front and the desk behind.

	And his cock did push hard against his slacks.

	He grabbed the top of my head with one hand, squeezing the handful of my hair until my scalp stung, forcing my face back to look up at him, towering over me.

	Using his other hand, he undid his pants and pulled his still hardening shaft out. I could only see it at the bottom of my vision; he had my head back so far I could mostly just see his face.

	"You want it, don't you? I can feel you trying to move so you can get a look at it. It's killing you not to see it, isn't it?"

	Saliva squirted into my mouth as his shaft got stiffer and bigger at the bottom of my vision. The desire to taste it, to suck on it until Nolan moaned, sent shivers down my back.

	How was he doing this to me? How could I let him do this to me?

	But I wasn't letting him, I knew. He was taking it from me. He hadn't asked my permission, or seduced me, or anything. He just bent me over that desk and took what he wanted from me.

	And I loved it.

	"Why don't you go fuck yourself?" I said, grinning at him. Why don’t you fuck me?

	"Such a naughty mouth on you, Annie. You should put it to better use than that..."

	Then he slapped my cheek with his cock. I gasped at the hardness of it, at the heat I felt coming off it for just that moment.

	I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to reign my desires in. God, the inside of my thighs were soaked from my pussy! I wanted to slip a finger between those lips and feel just how wet I'd become, but I couldn't let him see that.

	"Don't try to hide it," he said.

	He slapped my other cheek with his cock. This time, he swiped the tip of it over my lips, leaving them wet with his precum. I could taste its saltiness, and couldn't help flicking my tongue out to taste more of it. 

	"Fuck off..." I said.

	He bumped the head of his cock against my mouth, almost getting his shaft in. I closed my teeth to stop him.

	"Open up," he said, tugging on my hair, "You know you want it, you dirty little bitch. You want to wrap those red lips around my cock. You want to taste it and suck on it. All you can think about is how stiff I am, isn't it? And about how you'll feel as I slide more and more of it in..."

	He groaned as my jaw relaxed and his shaft slipped in through my lips. They stretched around his girth as more of his salty precum spilled out onto my tongue.

	He was just as hot and hard as I imagined. We locked eyes as he pushed himself deeper and deeper into my mouth. He slid in so that I felt him at the back of my throat and had to resist my urge to gag. My pussy was sopping wet as I took every inch of him through my lips.

	The tears formed at the corners of my eyes and trickled down my cheeks, smearing my mascara in long black lines as I strained to keep him inside me. I couldn't breathe, but I didn't want to.

	"See? I knew you could take it. Isn't this so much better than using that pretty little mouth to say such smart-assed things?" Nolan said through his gritted teeth.

	Again, he pulled on my hair, trying to urge himself just a little deeper.

	My hands strayed up to his hips, but he just pushed them away. I moaned around         him and he closed in eyes as the vibrations ran up his length.

	So I clamped my lips around him as tightly as I could and sucked. He groaned again, his shaft swelling. He wasn't going to win. I was going to show him who the real boss was. I wanted to suck him dry, to make him cum right down my throat. His body was mine to do with as I pleased, not the other way around.

	His cock kept getting stiffer, and he squeezed his eyes shut. I sucked on him harder, willing him to dump his load down my throat. My pussy tingled as I thought of it, my walls trembling so much I thought I might cum myself. 

	"Ah! Good girl!" he said, yanking his cock out of my mouth.

	My spit covered his entire shaft, with strands of it hanging down off the bottom. His length glistened with it. My lips felt so hot that I didn't think I needed the lipstick, and I coughed and huffed for breath as I wiped at a strand of saliva still hanging between the head of his cock and my mouth. 

	"Now, I'm going to make you beg for it," he said, "I'm going to show you that all you really want is a good hard cock. I'll even make you a deal! If you can keep yourself from pleading with me to fuck you, I'll promote you to office manager. You can fire Dan yourself."

	He didn't wait for me to respond. Grabbing me under the arms, he pulled me back up. If he wasn't holding me, I would have fallen. His cock was so tantalizingly close. My lips burned and my jaw ached, and I knew my makeup was a wreck. But I wanted to suck on him some more.

	Just him bringing up the idea of fucking me turned my knees to water and left my thighs wet with my juices. 

	But I could resist. I knew I could. I kept telling myself that as he bent me over Dan's desk. This could be my desk, I thought. It will be my desk. I'm not going to do it... I'm not going to beg him! I tried shutting out all thoughts of how fucking sexy his shaft looked all coated with my spit, and how that would let him slide in and out of my tight little pussy so much more easily... No, stop! I thought.

	"God!" I said.

	He'd spread my legs apart as much as my pantyhose would allow. Then he ran the head of his cock, the flesh so taut and smooth, up and down my sopping slit. My clit sent shocks up my body as he rubbed past it.

	I gritted my teeth and pushed my forehead against the desk. No, I wasn't going to beg. 

	Then he found my opening and rested his shaft against it, pushing ever so gently. I could feel myself begin stretching around him, my pussy ravenous to swallow him up. All it would take would be one little nudge of my hips back, and he'd be inside of me. My mouth went dry as my body trembled.

	"Such a wet little cunt," he said, "Just say 'please' and I'll give you what we both know you truly want."

	"No..." I said, my teeth and lips closing to keep the word from coming out. It was so close! I could feel it!

	Nolan just snorted. He pulled back from me, the tip of his cock sliding away from my lips. I started to relax. It was over; I'd resisted! God, I was just going to give that guy at Starbucks my number as soon as I got out. Maybe he'd even come over and fuck me tonight, I thought.

	But Nolan wasn't done. He knelt down behind me, massaging my ass with those big, strong hands. They moved down my thighs, and he spread my lips apart with his fingers.

	"What are you doing?" I said, beginning to hyperventilate. 

	I couldn't take anymore. My entire body burned with my need. It ached deep inside me.

	Using just the tip of his tongue, he started playing with my clit. My entire body went rigid as I cried out. Each little flick from him sent me into spasms of ecstasy. The walls of my pussy clenched and trembled as I screamed. 

	But he didn't let up as my cries increased. He tongued me faster, playing my clit like it was an instrument and his tongue the pick.

	My fingernails scrabbled against the desk as though as I was being pulled back into some deep pit.

	I could feel my will crumbling as I shoved my pussy back against his face, soaking his cheeks and chin with my wetness. I had never wanted a man so much in my entire life.

	"Please!" I said, my willpower collapsing as my orgasm built inside me, "Fuck me! Fuck me hard!"

	"That's what I thought," Nolan said, standing and wiping at his face. 

	He squeezed my ass while he guided himself into me. My pussy was so wet that he slid right into my tight opening. I could feel my walls trying to squeeze up around him as he parted them with his hardness.

	He didn't stop until I felt his balls bump against my clit. Then he flexed inside me and I screamed as a ball of sexual agony exploded inside me.

	"That's it, cum all over me," he said.

	He fucked me, then, pulling his cock out and slamming it back home hard enough to move the desk.

	He kept on thrusting into me, my sopping cunt making wet noises that drove me wild as he did.

	"God!" I cried out as I came on him.

	No matter how tightly I tried to hold him inside me, he kept slipping in and out. I could feel how hard I made him, and that just urged more and more juices from my soaked pussy.

	Then he grabbed my hips with both hands and jackhammered our bodies together.

	"Yes!" he said, burying himself all the way in me as cum exploded from his cock.

	I grabbed the desk and screamed as I felt his hot load burst inside me, shooting against the back of my pussy as my trembling walls milked him.

	"Ah!" he said, gritting his teeth and squeezing his eyes shut as the intense pleasure of his orgasm mounted to something approaching pain.

	He came so deeply in me that when he pulled out I could feel the warmth of his seed inside me, unwilling to come out.

	Then a wave of relaxation so powerful rushed over me that I almost passed out. It was like I'd received the most incredible massage after my most intense workout. My muscles filled with heat, making them go slack.

	He leaned down over me, “Don’t you even dare breathe a fucking word of this to Hailey, got it?”

	I nodded and he gave my sore ass a few pats that left me wincing.

	“Good girl. Now get back to work and if you’re good you’ll have a job here next summer, too,” he said, pulling his clothes back on.

	



	



Rough Ride with the Daddy Next Door

	 

	“I can’t believe you did this to me!” Sharon said.

	Her cheeks flushed a rosy color and her eyes trembled on the verge of tears. I thought it was adorable.

	“Oh come on, we’re not in high school anymore. What’s the big deal?” I leaned back against the couch.

	I knew I should feel like a bitch for what I did. But I just felt good. Kind of turned on, actually.

	Sharon jumped up from the couch, wiping at her eyes with the heels of her hands so that her mascara smeared. She looked like she was getting ready for Halloween or something.

	“If we’re not in high school anymore then why are you stealing my boyfriends?” Sharon said.

	I liked Sharon. I really did. We’d been friends ever since we were little. Ever since my family moved in next to her and her dad, Mr. Cassidy. Darren Cassidy.

	So I knew that I should’ve been more broken up about all of it. But I just wasn’t. 

	“He was hot,” I said. So was the sex. I didn’t add that part. 

	“Addison, I really liked him! Like, really liked him. And he liked me, too!” Sharon said, her bottom lip quivering.

	“If he liked you so much, why did he come over to my side so easily?” I picked a piece of lint off my skirt, “If you think about it, I did you a favor.”

	“Favor? Favor?” Sharon said, “He said you practically pushed him into the corner and pulled his cock out! What was he supposed to do?”

	I raised my eyebrow at her. Sharon and I were like sisters. And, just like sisters, sometimes we got a little tired of each other. I was getting tired of her right at that moment.

	“Well, I guess he probably shouldn’t have let me suck on it. And he didn’t exactly run away when I said he could fuck me if he wanted. Actually, that’s another thing, he doesn’t exactly have the biggest cock, does he?”

	That wasn’t actually true. He had a decent size, but I just wanted to get a rise out of Sharon.

	“You’ve gone too fucking far this time,” Sharon said, “I… I don’t think I can forgive you for this, Addison.”

	She turned to go out of the room, her first gulping sob starting as she spun around. I thought then that maybe I had gone a bit too far.

	I pushed myself up off the couch, noticing that I’d gotten a bit wet thinking about fucking Sharon’s (ex?) boyfriend. I loved the taboo nature of it. The rush of it.

	But I also loved Sharon.

	“Hey, Shar, I’m sorry. Really. Hey, next time I’m dating a guy you can get even if you want. Make things square.”

	Sharon stopped at the door into the hallway and turned back, her eyes all puffy. “That’s not the point and you know it!”

	Then she ran away. I heard her stomping up the stairs and rolled my eyes.

	Probably gonna go tattle on me to daddy, I thought. Darren, Mr. Cassidy, was home. He was an okay guy. Kinda hot, actually. For an older guy.

	Once, to get a rise out of Sharon a while back, I told her that I should sleep with her dad. Just as a joke. I didn’t. And I wouldn’t.

	But she’d gotten pretty pissed and wouldn’t talk to me all week. I got the impression that she told her dad, too.

	I mean, I wouldn’t. Never. I’m not into older guys.

	And that’s not counting the time that week that I flicked my little bean until I came while thinking about Darren fucking me.

	No, that was just me feeling bored and wanting to get to sleep a little faster.

	I waited another minute just standing there in Sharon’s living room, figuring she might come back down. But when she didn’t I grabbed my phone off the coffee table and headed for the door. We’d talk again later, I knew. She’d forgive me. She always did.

	I grabbed for the door handle when I heard footsteps on the stairs. I turned and saw Mr. Cassidy coming down, wearing jeans and a shirt.

	He looked pissed.

	He came right up and slammed the door closed just as I started opening it. Then he put his face close to mine.

	“You slept with her boyfriend?” he said through gritted teeth.

	I smiled, still feeling playful, “Wasn’t really any sleeping, actually.”

	Wow, I’m getting really wet, I realized. I wanted to get home and grab my vibrator out of my dresser. Maybe think about Darren’s pissed-off expression while I made myself come. He was hot when he was pissed off.

	“What the fuck, Addison?” he said.

	“What?” I asked.

	“You know exactly what. You know what else? You turned out to be such a little bitch. Addison, if you were my daughter, I’d teach you a lesson.”

	My pussy quivered. I just couldn’t help myself. “Yeah? Well you’re not my dad. And I think there’s only one lesson you want to teach me…”

	I cupped the front of his jeans and my breath caught. Darren Cassidy had a big cock. Bigger than Sharon’s boyfriend, definitely. Bigger than any guy I’d fucked so far.

	He shoved me back. “What the hell?”

	“You know what. Now I’m gonna go home. Tell Sharon to shoot me a text when she’s ready.”

	This time when I opened the door he didn’t stop me. All I could think about was that big cock of his. How big did it get when it was hard?

	What would it feel like to slide on down that length?

	So much material to keep me going with the vibrator.

	I started past his car, some old Trans Am he liked way too much. He came up behind me.

	“You’re coming with me,” he said. He yanked open the passenger door of the car, grabbed me by the arm, and tossed me in. He slammed the door shut as soon as I sat down.

	Before I knew it, we tore off down the street, the car’s big engine roaring. I risked a glance at him and saw how pissed he was.

	It was so fucking hot. “You gonna let me out or what?”

	“Not until you’ve learned your lesson,” he said with a grin.

	“Oh? And what’s that?” I had a fantasy about what I wanted it to be.

	His smile turned into an angry grimace. When he slammed the brakes, I flew forward and hit the windshield. It knocked the air from my already burning lungs. My heart went a million miles a minute as I tried for the door.

	But his hand grabbed me by the throat and rammed me back against the passenger seat.

	"All I have to do is squeeze," he said, digging his fingertips into the side of my neck until I jerked from the pain.

	I almost creamed my panties. No guy had dared treat me like this before. I liked it. I liked it a lot.

	I wanted more.

	I nodded and he let go. Soon, we were going so fast that the dotted white line on the road seemed solid. I couldn't jump out, not at that speed. I tried to stare straight ahead, but I kept looking at him in my peripheral vision.

	His chest and shoulders heaved, and the steering wheel creaked as he squeezed it.

	I felt like a weak little kid, totally incapable of defending myself.

	But as I caught my breath, I found that warm feeling inside me not going away. It was low in my body, and it made me squirm in my bucket seat. Every time I glanced at him it was like someone blowing gently onto an ember, making it glow brighter and hotter.

	We raced out of town, the back end of the Trans Am swinging out as he took a left turn without slowing. My stomach lagged a few moments behind. 

	Finally, the car screeched to a halt, hidden in the shadows of a large, abandoned warehouse. The broken windows glinted in the moonlight.

	I wondered how far he’d go. How far before he gave me what I wanted.

	Before I could reach for the door handle, he grabbed both my wrists. I yelled out as he pinned them with one hand behind my seat. I arched my body, my feet scrabbling against the floor as I fought to get free again.

	He pulled out faces together. His lips and mouth felt so hot on mine. His stubble prickled at my sensitive skin.

	A delicious pain shot through my lower lip as he bit into it and let it slowly slide out from between his teeth. My body responded to his touch, even if my mind didn't. I got wet, the sudden feeling of slick heat between my legs making me gasp.

	He clutched his fingers around my throat for a moment, making me look right into his eyes as he slid his hand down. He pushed his fingers under my halter top, grinning as my nipple perked up beneath his pinches.

	When he pulled my skirt up my thighs, I struggled again, but he tightened his grip around my wrists until I cried out from the pain of my bones grinding together.

	He felt my bare thighs, making the skin prickle with gooseflesh beneath his rough hands.

	"Please..." I said as he slowly worked his fingers between my legs. My lips and cheeks still stung from his stubble, and I wanted more of it. Heat flushed up into my chest.

	He was too strong. He pushed his fingers between my thighs and wriggled them up to my secret wetness. He smiled as he felt my damp panties, pushing them aside with one finger.

	"Oh!" I said, "Ah, God!"

	His fingers made a wet schlicking noise as he pushed my lips apart and massaged my sopping slit.

	"Yeah, I knew you wanted it..." he said.

	I kissed him, lurching forward in my seat to smack out lips together. Our tongues wriggled against each other as his fingers sent lances of bliss up my body. 

	I couldn't stop it. I couldn't help myself. My juices ran out onto his fingers and wrist as he forced them into me. I needed it so badly. I hadn't felt the touch of a man in so long. It was like his fingers were electrified. 

	I didn't resist when he pushed my legs apart, or when he shifted me down to the edge of the seat for a better angle. My own hands kept clenching into tight fists behind the seat, held in place by his unyielding grip.

	My hips started gyrating, grinding to ease him ever deeper into me.

	I cried out for him when he pulled them out of me. We kissed again as he unzipped his jeans and pulled his hardening shaft out. It was thick and heavy, and my mouth watered as I looked down at it. My body ached, and I needed to know what it felt like to have it in me, stretching me out with its girth.

	He started stroking himself, my juices on his fingers leaving his shaft glistening.

	"This is what you really want, isn't it? This is why you keep fucking with Sharon, because you want to fuck me," he said.

	“Yes…” I moaned.

	It made sense, now that he said it out loud.

	He stopped touching himself to pull my top up over my breasts. My nipples stung as they perked up even more. He pinched them again, giving the firm flesh approving squeezes. The pain made me moan, made my juices flow.

	"Yeah," I said, glancing between his cock and his eyes.

	"Show me how much you want it," he said.

	He let go of my hands and I felt a momentary sting as the blood rushed back into my fingers.

	Then he grabbed the back of my head and forced my face down into his lap. I could taste my juices on his cock as my lips slid down his length. 

	Holding my head with both hands, he fucked my mouth. My spit ran down him as the tight seal of my lips pulled his skin up and down. The head kept hitting the back of my throat. As his pleasure mounted, he pulled hard at my hair and my body stiffened from the sting.

	I'd never been with a man like that before. One who knew what he wanted, and made me do it to him. His cock was so hot and hard against my tongue, and my jaw ached with the strain.

	He groaned as he used my body for his pleasure. The sound sent a tingle down my back, and made the walls of my pussy tremble with anticipation. It was the hottest thing I'd ever done. His pleasure was mine.

	There was no fear left in me anymore. Only a craving, a hunger remained. I buried his cock in my mouth until my nose touched his body, resisting my gag reflex as he slipped into my throat.

	For that night, that moment, I just wanted to be a dirty slut. I wanted to get fucked so hard I couldn't walk straight the next morning. 

	If there was a next morning. I had no idea what this guy was going to do with me when he was finished using me. The fear and the pleasure mingled, leaving my entire body tingling.

	He jerked in my lips.

	"Fuck!" he said, pulling my mouth off him before he spurted his hot load down my throat. I spat down onto him and watched the gob of saliva leave a shiny trail down his member.

	"You dirty little whore," he said.

	"Yeah," I said. I could see the little smears of lipstick I'd left on his shaft, too. It was so hot. I knew my makeup had to be streaked, but I didn't care.

	"Let's see how tight you are," he said.

	Then he grabbed me again, lifting me up as he shifted over into my seat. He pressed me against the ceiling as he found a comfortable position. My hot breath left steam all over the windshield as I thought about his stiff cock, just a few inches below, ready for me to lower down onto it.

	I sucked in a breath as he let me slide down his body. The head of his cock bumped against my slit, sliding up through it. He grabbed it and guided it back down so that it pushed against my opening.

	"Fuck!" I said as he forced me down.

	He didn't care about waiting for me to loosen up for him. He just wanted to feel me around him, clutching at him with my soft, slick walls. And he was so hot inside me. The heat of it shocked me, and I couldn't breathe at first.

	He let me fall until I had every last inch of him inside me. His shaft pulsed with warmth.

	I wanted to take a few moments just to sit there on him and catch my breath, to let myself get used to him.

	But he put his hands under my ass and lifted me back up so that the tight ring of my opening strained around the taut head of his cock.

	"Fuck, it's so tight," he said.

	He dropped me back down and I screamed. My whole body went tense, and he growled behind me as my pussy clenched around him.

	He gave me no time to recover, lifting me up and dropping me down as fast as he could. The Trans Am's suspension groaned in complaint as he rammed my body down his stiff shaft again and again, using me as the tool of his pleasure.

	He sank his teeth into my shoulder as it got more intense. I could feel him stiffening, swelling inside me.

	If I hadn't been so wet, I knew we'd barely be able to move. My tightness fought against his girth, but each thrust just seemed to make me soak him again.

	"Is it too much?" I said, unable to suppress my grin. I could feel him losing control. I bore down on him, trying to squeeze my pussy up as tightly as I could. It made him feel even bigger inside me, made each of his thrusts force me apart around him in a delicious mix of pleasure and pain.

	He ran a hand over my thigh and started toying my clit with his fingers. My little love button had become perky and stiff. I practically convulsed on him, screaming as the sensation overwhelmed me. My fingernails left scratch marks in the roof.

	When he finished teaching me my lesson, he lifted me up again. He slammed his cock up into me over and over, moaning all the while behind me.

	God, I was so close. My stomach was hot and tight, and little tendrils of ecstasy seemed to reach out through my body from my sex.

	When he came, he thrust his cock up into me as deeply as he could, his feet pressed against the floor lifting us both up from the seat.

	Again, my body responded to his. My cunt squeezed around him, holding him in place and milking him as hot jets of his cum spurted out into my body. 

	He bit me again, the sharp pain of it forcing my climax higher, making my toes curl up.

	Both of us trembled for a few moments, caught in that web of pure sexual bliss and agony. I could feel the hot ball of his cum inside me, slowly moving down his shaft, trapped within me by his cock.

	He fell back against the seat, sweating and trembling. In the aftermath of my orgasm, I felt completely helpless. His cock pulsed inside me, still rock hard. Every little twitch of it sent me moaning again.

	We'd completely fogged the windows, and I couldn't see outside at all. 

	I found myself wanting to kiss him and to scratch his eyes out at the same time. He'd taken me against my will and fucked me into submission. A man wasn't supposed to be like that with women.

	But I found myself resting my head on his shoulder, savoring the feeling of his hardness buried deep inside me.

	"Up," he said.

	I climbed off him into the driver's seat, feeling his hot cum make its way down my walls. He made me clean him off with my tongue, his cock covered in a mixture of his load and my juices. I liked the taste of it.

	“You going to stop being such a bitch to Sharon now?” he said.

	“Anything you tell me to do,” I replied.

	I just had to decide how I wanted to tell Sharon about all this. She was going to be livid.

	



	



Legal for Neighbor Daddy

	 

	Phoebe thought things would feel different after losing her virginity. Like she was more of a woman or something.

	Instead, her pussy had been sore for a bit and she was minus one boyfriend. 

	The second part hadn’t been so unexpected. They’d all just finished with high school, all fresh-faced 18-year-olds about to start new lives out in various colleges across the country.

	But it still hurt.

	Especially since her boyfriend had broken up with her and not the other way around.

	And after I let him punch my v-card, too!

	So she’d decided to go across the street to her Angie’s house. Phoebe and Angie had been best friends forever. Practically sisters. They’d shared pretty much everything.

	Actually, that was one reason why Phoebe had decided to go all the way with her (now ex) boyfriend.

	Because Angie had fucked her guy a few weeks back. Right after school got out, actually. And Phoebe didn’t want to feel left behind.

	She felt a bit jealous, actually. Angie was cute, sure. But Phoebe knew she was the hotter of the two of them.

	She crossed the street, glancing down at her phone as she blocked her boyfriend’s old number. She didn’t want to talk to that asshole, anyway.

	No, she just needed some girl time.

	She jumped up the couple stairs to the porch and rang the doorbell. She really needed to talk to Angie.

	The more she thought about how she’d just gotten dumped, the more it hurt.

	Especially now that she’d had this thing awakened inside of her. This knowledge of what it felt like to be so close to someone else.

	It got her a little wet, thinking about that.

	So when Charlie answered the door instead of Angie, it caught Phoebe by surprise. “Oh!” She said.

	She felt the heat start in her cheeks, and it wasn’t all from being upset.

	Charlie was good looking for an older guy. He’d just split from Angie’s mom last summer, but he did the best he could as a dad.

	Phoebe’s own father wasn’t the best role model, so over the years she’d taken a lot of advice from Charlie on various matters.

	Which made it pretty awkward for her, standing there on the porch in front of him with the sensation of quivering, wet heat between her thighs.

	“Phoebe! Everything okay?” Charlie said.

	Phoebe swallowed hard, trying to keep her eyes from glancing down at the front of Charlie’s jeans

	Trying and not succeeding to keep one particular intrusive thought out of her mind: Is he bigger than my ex?

	I swallowed hard. This sudden image flashed across my mind. Me and my best friend’s dad rolling around, gripping each other hard, my tight young pussy wrapped around his throbbing shaft…

	“Uh… Yeah…” I choked out, “Hey, is Angie home?”

	He frowned at me, “Not right now. Think she’s coming back in an hour or so if you want to come back then.”

	Phoebe didn’t answer at first. His face creased with concern and he put his hand on her shoulder.

	She reached up and put her hand over his. His fingers were thick and strong and her breath caught in her throat when another thought pushed its way into her mind: those fingers, working into the slickness between her thighs while she moaned.

	“Come on in, we’ll talk about whatever it is,” Charlie said, urging her inside. The door closed behind her.

	Phoebe found it all too overwhelming: the feeling of his hand on her shoulder, those intrusive thoughts, everything that had just happened in her life.

	“My boyfriend just broke up with me… I wanted to talk to Angie about it, but she’s not here… I need to be alone for a bit,” Phoebe said.

	She dropped his hand. He reached out for her as she stood.

	“Wait!” He said.

	She didn’t bother closing the back door behind her. Running up the stairs, she flung the door to Angie’s bedroom open, slammed it shut behind her, and sat down at the antique dressing table.

	It had an equally large antique mirror. She could see herself in it: a pretty soon-to-be college freshman. There was a small amount of baby fat still clinging to her face, making her look younger than she was. Guys always said it made her look cute and innocent. 

	She hated it at that moment, wishing she could rip it all from her body. A horrible pressure pushed behind her eyes, threatening to send hot, fat tears rolling down her cheeks.

	“No...” Phoebe said, fighting against the urge.

	She just wanted someone to take care of her, to hold her and tell her things were going to be fine. To tell her that she didn’t need some college senior dating her to make her feel good about herself.

	There were three sharp raps on the door.

	“Phoebe? Can I come in?”

	She stared at the door for a moment, then looked to the mirror. Her face was red from the effort it took to not cry, but there were no tears.

	“Okay,” she said. 

	Charlie came in. He closed the door quietly behind him and regarded her for a moment. He could see the hurt written on her face.

	“Don’t worry,” he said, walking over and putting his big, strong hands on her bare shoulders, “Whatever it is, I’ll help you work it out. I wish that boy were here right now, why I’d... I’d make him regret doing this to you.”

	Phoebe found herself wishing that she’d met Charlie before her mother had. Even though he was older than she was, she would have snapped him up quickly. He was just what she wanted in a man.

	She put her hand on his and squeezed.

	Charlie bent down and kissed her on the top of the head. He lingered there a moment, apparently enjoying the scent of her hair. Her body shuddered, and she felt her shoulders break out in goosebumps under his hands.

	“Hey, look at me,” Charlie said, standing up straight.

	Phoebe spun around on the stool to face him. He kept his hands on her shoulders.

	“You are a beautiful woman. Any man would be lucky to be with you. There’s something wrong with any guy who wouldn’t want to be with you.”

	She shuddered again as a flood of feelings assaulted her. Her body heated up under his gaze.

	“Charlie...” She said.

	Charlie’s hands moved up the sides of her neck until they cupped her face. 

	Leaning over, he kissed her on the lips. It happened so quickly, Phoebe couldn’t even keep track of it all. She remembered grabbing at the front of his pants and feeling him get hard at her touch.

	Then he had her up off the stool, his strong hands holding firmly onto her ass, squeezing the firm flesh through her shorts. He wheeled her around toward the bed. Grabbing her shirt, he lifted it off over her head, She’d already unbuttoned and unzipped his pants by the time he’d unhooked her bra and pulled it down her arms.

	He pushed her down onto the bed. She lifted her hips as he grabbed her shorts and panties and pulled them off. Her nipples puckered up so tightly that they sent tingles through her chest, making her gasp.

	All at once, she became wet. She felt some of her juices leak out into her slit as Charlie pulled off his shirt and pushed his pants down.

	His cock sprung up to attention, already fully hard. She stroked him one-handed, using the other to brace herself on the bed. Precum already leaked from the tip, down the shaft and onto her fingers.

	Grabbing her by the head again, he pulled her into a kiss. Phoebe used the ball of her thumb to rub in circles around the tip of his cock as his tongue pushed into her mouth.

	When he pulled his face away from hers, she’d already made the entire head of his cock slick with the precum she’d milked from him.

	“Charlie... But… You’re my best friend’s dad!” Phoebe said breathily as he pushed her onto her back.

	“Right now none of that matters,” he replied.

	Grabbing her by the thighs, Charlie pulled her toward him. Her ass rested right on the edge of the bed. His whole body shaking with anticipation and lust, Charlie grabbed her by the knees and pushed her legs back toward her chest. 

	His mouth was slightly open, and his eyes widened as he looked at her pussy. She kept it mostly shaved. The smaller pair of lips protruded a little out from around her entrance, glistening from her juices.

	Phoebe put her hand on his body, just above his stiff cock. The muscles there felt firm, and an intense heat radiated from him. It travelled up through her arm, seemingly straight to her brain. 

	She felt herself open up at that heat, her juices seeming to flow freely in anticipation.

	The wait wasn’t a long one.

	Pushing on her knees to angle her hips up a little more, Charlie positioned himself. 

	“Charlie...” Phoebe said as the head of his cock bumped against her sex, parting her lips.

	“Charlie...” She breathed again as she felt the inner set of lips spread around his girth. The head of his cock strained at her tightness for only a moment before he gritted his teeth and pushed harder. Her pussy yielded to him, stretching around his thick shaft.

	“Charlie!” Phoebe screamed as her best friend’s father filled her with his long, hard cock. 

	The tight ring at her opening gripped around his shaft as he slid it deeper into her sex. She watched wide eyed as the skin on his cock bunched back from the strength of her squeezing.

	It felt so good to have him inside her like that. She tossed her head back as he put the whole length of his cock inch by inch into her. His rod seemed to pulsate against her slick flesh. Her walls tightened around him in response, trying to hold him in place, trying to keep him from slipping back through her lips. 

	She’d kept her hand on his abdomen the entire time. The force of his stretching her out around him had made her toes and fingers curl up. Her fingertips made white marks on his flesh as they pressed against him.

	“You’re fucking me, Charlie...” Phoebe said, not quite able to believe it.

	And he was bigger than her ex. Longer and thicker. It hurt, but it hurt so good.

	“Baby...” Charlie said, withdrawing until only a little bit of his cock remained in her. “Don’t tell Angie.”

	He thrust back into her. She screamed his name as she tightened around his entire length again. 

	They both watched as the skin on his long, hard shaft shifted back and forth as he fucked her. Every thrust made her breasts jiggle, and sent a shock of pleasure up through her body that made it impossible to keep her mouth closed.

	She didn’t know how to deal with the feelings welling up inside her, but she knew they needed to come out. 

	Looking down again as his cock slid in and out, she saw how wet she’d made him already. Every thrust into her made her juices flow, soaking his shaft until it dripped onto the floor.

	“Do you like fucking your daughter’s friend’s tight little pussy, Charlie?” Phoebe said. She’d gritted her teeth, and her lips had puckered out in a circle around them.

	“It’s so tight and wet...” Charlie said. Lines of concentration had formed on his forehead, and she could feel his grip on her knees tightening as his thrusts came harder and faster.

	The headboard of the bed kept slapping against the wall.

	“You fuck me so good, Charlie. You’re cock is so big in me, so hard. Charlie...”

	Her eyes rolled back and she started whimpering. She felt him swell inside her as her words turned him on even more. Images kept flashing through her mind. It had all happened so quickly. He’d been comforting her one moment, and had his cock buried balls deep into her the next.

	How had it even happened? Had either of them realized it? Or had it been some instinctual thing, him sensing her need and desire?

	It felt so good to be fucked. It was what she needed, she knew. It was cathartic, cleansing. The heat in her body, in her pussy around her stepdad’s hard shaft, burned away all her anger and sadness. 

	“Oh, Phoebe...” Charlie moaned. 

	His thrusts were slowing, she noticed. His cock had gotten so hard; she was shocked he hadn’t burst. Even though it was so hard, it still moved easily into her tight, sopping hole because of her juices.

	“I need to taste you, Charlie,” Phoebe said. 

	Grabbing the base of his cock, Charlie pulled out of her. Phoebe snarled as he left her body. She felt suddenly empty. Then she saw his dripping member. It was entirely coated in her juices.

	Going onto her stomach, she pushed his hand off his cock and replaced it with one of her own. She pulled him closer and made a noise of pleasure as she stuffed him into her mouth. 

	Phoebe had never tasted herself before. She couldn’t describe it, but as she licked him clean, even more juices flooded her sex. This was the stuff that made it so her Charlie’s big cock could fit into her, she knew. Her lips slid up and down his member, going farther each time.

	He groaned as she moved her fingers out of the way and took his entire length down her throat. She held it for a moment, letting her tongue rub along the bottom of his shaft and resisting her gag reflex. She pulled back all the way, putting her hand back in place.

	“You’re cock tastes so good,” she said, stroking and kissing his member. He throbbed in her grip. 

	“Do you want to keep fucking me?” She asked.

	Charlie nodded.

	“Turn around so I can see that tight little ass while I fuck you,” Charlie said. 

	Doing as her Charlie told her, Phoebe spun around. She went on her hands and knees, arching her ass nice and high in the air so that Charlie could see what he wanted. 

	Resting on her forearms, she felt her stiff nipples rub against the comforter. The friction felt good, so she wiggled her body more. 

	This move enticed Charlie back into action. He stroked himself a few times as he put one hand on her ass and pulled her closer. 

	“Fuck me hard, Charlie,” Phoebe said. 

	She loved getting a hard cock from behind. From that angle, a guy could fuck her nice and deep, could touch everything while she tightened around him.

	Still holding his cock, Charlie slapped her ass with it. It made wet smacking noises against her firm cheeks, leaving glistening smears of her mixed saliva and juices. Phoebe felt her body shudder as he denied her desire.

	“Please fuck me, Charlie...” Phoebe begged.

	She reached back and grabbed her ass cheeks, spreading them apart. Charlie’s fingers tightened satisfyingly on her as he looked at her. His cock rested against one cheek. She could feel it pulsing with his heart.

	“Come on, Charlie. Don’t you want to fuck my tight little pussy again? You make me so wet...”

	Charlie’s shaft slid down her cheek. The next moment, he entered her. She sucked in a breath as he pushed all the way inside. Her walls stretched around him. It was tighter than before. She could feel every bulge as he began thrusting.

	Charlie grabbed her by the hips and started pulling back on them as he shoved forward. Phoebe let go of her ass and grabbed handfuls of the comforter. She squeezed them, then stuffed some of the comforter into her mouth and bit down on it. 

	Her pussy clenched around him for a moment. She spat out the comforter and whimpered. It felt good. Each time he slammed into her, her pussy tingled and sent sparks of pleasure so intense up her back that her whole body seemed to break out in goosebumps. 

	“I’ve been such a bad girl, Charlie...”she said.

	His thrusting also made her nipples rub even harder against the comforter. She bit her lip for a moment at the sensation.

	Charlie pulled one hand from her hip. He spanked her ass, hard. Phoebe yelped at the pain, her pussy tightening around his thick shaft from the surprise. 

	She grabbed up the fistfuls of comforter again. She yelped and flinched every time his big hand made contact with her ass. He spanked her every time he thrust his cock back into her pussy. This made her clench around him even more, and he grunted at the new tightness around his shaft.

	The flesh where he hit her was a strange combination of numb and burning.

	“You’re such a bad girl,” Charlie said, smacking her again.

	“Oh, Charlie, I’m so sorry. So sorry. It feels so good...”

	She clenched up around him again, much harder than before. Realizing what was happening, Charlie stopped spanking her. He got a grip on her hips again and started slamming into her. She felt his balls smacking against the lips of her pussy. Inside her there seemed to be only heat and wetness.

	“You’re making me come, Charlie! I’m going to come all over your cock!”

	Then she couldn’t speak anymore. All that escaped her mouth were screams and moans. She felt her toes curl as her pussy started its cycle of clenching and unclenching. Her extremities went numb, including the tip of her nose.

	Even with her eyes wide open, she couldn’t see.

	She squeezed so tightly around him that he could barely stay inside her. Charlie had to grit his teeth and flex his cock against the pressure.

	“Oh, Charlie,” Phoebe choked out, “It’s so good...”

	“God!” Charlie yelled.

	She realized what was about to happen. That Charlie had his bare cock inside her. That she wasn’t on any birth control. That if he came in her she might get pregnant.

	“Not inside me! Please, no inside me!” she said, even though a part of her, a big part, wanted to feel his cock throb with each spurt of his load.

	Groaning with his willpower, he pulled out of her. The next moment, she felt his hot cum spurting onto her back. More and more of it came out of him, leaving her flesh hot and sticky.

	When he finished, he sank down onto his back on the bed beside her. He looked up into her face. She kissed him. His lips were hot and soft against hers. Then she slid her lips down his body. He gasped as she cleaned him off, licking the last of his cum from the tip of his cock. 

	Using some tissues from the nightstand, she cleaned herself off as well and then nestled in beside him. She rested her head on his shoulder as he wrapped his arms around her.

	“You better get cleaned up before Angie gets home,” Charlie said, “And I meant what I told you earlier: if you bring that shitty ex-boyfriend around here I’ll teach him a lesson.”

	“Thanks, Charlie,” Phoebe said.

	Her pussy ached.

	She wished she’d not said anything, that she’d let him fill her tight, young cunt up with his load.

	Maybe next time, she thought. There were still months left yet before she moved away to college.

	



	



Dominated by the Neighbor Daddy

	 

	Wendy had known for a while that Liam was into some kinky stuff.

	She was friends with Liam’s daughter, Gwen. Had been for most of her 18 years alive. One time, just before summer break between their junior and senior years, she’d gone and spent that night at Gwen and Liam’s.

	He was a pretty good dad. Always let them stay up late. Always let them keep to themselves.

	Liam had only one rule: no one could go into the room at the end of the upstairs hall. He always kept it locked.

	Except when he had a woman over, that was.

	And that was how Wendy found out Liam’s little secret.

	That night, she went upstairs to drop off her overnight bag and saw the door at the end of the hall standing open.

	This had never happened before. For just a moment, Wendy considered just leaving well enough alone.

	But curiosity overcame her and she padded furtively over to the open door and pushed it open.

	Her breath caught when she saw what waited in the room.

	Leather things. Toys. Things that looked like they belonged in some medieval dungeon.

	“Holy shit…” she remembered muttering.

	Then the stairs creaked. Someone climbing them. She reached out and grabbed the door handle and pulled it shut.

	When she turned around she saw Liam standing at the top of the stairs, his hands resting on the newel post, watching her.

	Right away, she blushed. She couldn’t stop thinking about Liam using those things she’d seen in there on the women he brought over.

	It was kind of hot, actually.

	Then he came down the hall towards her. She thought he meant to ream her out for breaking the rule.

	“Mr. Smith, I didn’t mean to…” she started. Her cheeks felt like they might catch fire.

	And, she discovered, she was wet. Just a little, but when she shifted her weight from one foot to the other she sensed it within her.

	He didn’t say anything. He went to the door, pulling a key from the pocket of his slacks, and slid it into the lock beneath the handle. He locked the door and glanced at her, then went back downstairs.

	“Holy shit…” Wendy remembered muttering.

	But that had been a while back. Now she was 18, about to head off to college. But she couldn’t get that room out of her mind.

	She started wondering what it might be like to have some of that stuff used on her. A few times she tried to broach the subject with Gwen, asking if she ever heard her dad getting up to anything in there.

	Gwen only ever frowned, shook her head, and changed the subject.

	It was long before the fantasies stole into Wendy’s head. Especially after her 18th birthday.

	She writhed beneath her covers at night, her fingers busy in the warm, wet folds of her pussy as she imagined Liam doing things to her.

	Spanking her. Whipping her. Tying her up and having his way with her tight, youthful body.

	She always finished all sweaty, waves of hot and cold rushing through her body as the sweet smell of her juices filled the air.

	She wondered what it would be like for Liam to sink all the way into her and then pull back, his shaft the thing glistening with her wetness instead of her fingers.

	It had always been just a fantasy. Just idle thoughts. She never thought Liam would go for it. He was old enough to be her father! He was her best friend’s dad.

	And all that women that she saw him with were older. Mature, or whatever.

	She saw and got jealous. She started telling herself that she didn’t want to go off to school without experiencing what it was like.

	That all she had to do was to keep it a secret from Gwen.

	So one weekend when Gwen went out of town with her boyfriend, Wendy decided to go over and confront Liam.

	She pulled on a cute skirt and top. She had to change her panties since the first ones got too moist.

	She even thought about maybe flicking her taut little bean for a bit of relief first, but decided against it. It might make her reconsider, and she didn’t want to reconsider.

	So she went across the street, telling her parents that she was going over to the mall.

	Her whole body trembled. Her nipples perked up, so stiff they hurt. Her breasts weren’t that big, not more than a handful. But they were perky and firm and guys her own age seemed to like touching and squeezing them.

	But would Liam?

	Her lungs couldn’t keep up with her body’s demand for air. Her cheeks burned with her.

	And it felt like she’d already moistened this new pair of panties.

	Then she rang the doorbell and flicked a lock of hair off her forehead absently.

	Liam answered the door, frowning down at her. “Hey, Wendy. Gwen’s gone for the weekend. Thought you knew?”

	She almost couldn’t get the words out. “I know. I wanted to… see… you, actually. Can I come in?”

	“See me about what?” he said.

	All or nothing, Wendy thought. “What happens in that locked room upstairs. You know that I know what’s in there.”

	Wordlessly, he stepped aside and motioned her in.

	Her body sang with excitement. She wanted this to happen so badly. And if it didn’t happen this weekend, she didn’t know when she’d get another chance.

	“What do you want to know?” he said, standing behind her while they stood in the front hall.

	She turned around and forced her eyes up to his. “I want to know what it’s like.”

	“You have no idea what you’re talking about. Or what you’re asking,” Liam said, “Maybe you should just go back home.”

	“No!” she said, panic in her voice, “Look, I’ve been thinking about it for a long time now. And… fantasizing. About you and that room.”

	“All the more reason to send you home,” Liam crossed his arms.

	She had one more card to play. This was it. If he called her bluff, she’d be stuck with all this frustration and only her fingers to help her out of it.

	“Show me or I tell Gwen and my parents that you did it anyway,” she said, squaring her jaw and crossing her arms. Her stiff nipples ached so much.

	“Tell them what?” Liam said.

	“That you fucked the shit out of me in your sex dungeon.”

	His jaw worked. Then his eyes took her in. Really took her in. She felt her back straighten. Felt her body thrust her chest out. Her pussy quivered.

	“I won’t say anything if you just show me,” she said.

	He waited an uncomfortably long time, considering, weighing. “Come with me.”

	She followed him upstairs, down the hall, until they stood in front of that door. He fished the key from his pocket and slid it into the lock. It clicked when he turned the key.

	Then he opened the door.

	“Do you trust me?” Liam said. He grabbed Wendy by the hand. His warmth flowed into her again, just as it had done the day before.

	She squeezed his fingers. “Yes,” she replied. 

	A spark of excitement rose through Wendy’s body as Liam led her deeper into the room. She wanted him to just throw her over one of the tables or chairs they passed, rip her clothes off, and fuck her senseless. But he didn’t.

	They stopped at a long, low padded table. Wendy knew right away that it was designed to hold someone in place with their arms and legs splayed apart, with its four leather straps.

	“Do you want me to lie down?” Wendy asked.

	Liam squeezed Wendy’s fingers until she yelped. “No. You are going to take off your clothes and get on your knees.” He let go of her and walked over to one of the shelves along the wall.

	Wendy did as she was told, bending over to strip off her skirt. She felt nervous. What was he going to do? She’d never done anything like this before. Though, she had liked it when her last boyfriend spanked her while taking her from behind... Would Liam spank her? 

	She felt her nipples stiffen again as she slid her bra down her arms. Wendy crouched down on her knees, her shins resting on the cool floor and her hands braced on her thighs. She felt suddenly exposed and vulnerable. He was clothed; she was naked. A shiver wracked her body as her skin pebbled with goosebumps.

	When Liam turned around, he held a leather collar attached to a leash. Unbuckling the collar, he came back over to her. Wendy grabbed her long hair and lifted it over her head so that none of it would get stuck. Liam put the collar around her neck and tightened it. A surge of panic took her as he tightened even more. It went away when she realized she could still breathe. 

	Liam twisted the leash a few times around his wrist as though he was trying to keep control of a powerful dog. He tugged. Wendy had to throw out her hands to keep from falling on her face.

	When she looked up at Liam, he seemed to tower over her. His leather pants bulged out at his crotch, where his cock was hardening. He looked at her naked body. 

	She felt her pussy clench and get wet at the sight of his stiffening member. 

	“Take out my cock,” Liam said, tugging at the leash until Wendy was close enough to lick his crotch if she wanted.

	Hesitating for a moment, she reached up and undid the leather pants. She reached in until her fingers wrapped around his hard shaft. She sucked her lip between her teeth at how warm and firm it was. It felt so big, bigger even than she’d fantasized about. She pulled it out from its leather bonds. It sprang up so fast that she had to move back to avoid being slapped in the face. 

	Liam grabbed her by the chin and made her look up into his eyes. “Suck,” was all he said before letting go.

	She looked back at his heavy shaft. There was a pearly bead of precum glistening at the tip already. 

	Wrapping the fingers of one hand around the base of his shaft to hold him steady, she looked up into his eyes as she pressed her lips against the head of his cock. She let them part slowly over the taut, shiny flesh. As soon as the whole head was through her lips, she sucked.

	Liam groaned as more precum leaked out of him. Wendy licked it away. His cock throbbed against her tongue.

	She wanted him to feel good, so she started stroking his member, letting her fingers slide over the bulges and veins.

	He tugged on the leash, hard. Her lips slipped farther down his cock.

	“I said suck! Don’t fucking stroke unless I tell you to.”

	Gritting his teeth, he pulled on the leash. Her lips took in more and more of his cock. When she felt him at the back of her throat, her eyes started to water. She wanted to breathe, to gag, but she couldn’t. She wouldn’t let herself. As the tears streamed out from the corners of her eyes, Wendy sucked the billionaire’s cock as hard as she could. 

	Liam growled, throwing his head back. After a few more seconds, he gave the leash some slack and let Wendy slide her lips back on his shaft, pulling the bunched skin on his cock taut again.

	“Get my cock nice and wet with your saliva, and keep looking into my eyes” Liam said.

	Working up as much spit as she could, wriggling her tongue against the bottom of Liam’s rigid shaft, Wendy started moving her mouth up and down his length. When she pulled her lips back, she left a shiny trail of saliva. There was so much that it hung in strings in some spots. His cock tasted so good, Wendy just couldn’t keep herself from salivating. 

	There was something about looking into his eyes while his cock slid in and out of her wet lips that made her want to fuck him. Her pussy was wet and convulsing. She wanted to finger herself, but didn’t want him to punish her again. 

	She moaned around his length as she felt some of her saliva dribble down her chin. She could still taste his precum, and there seemed to be more of it than ever.

	Then Liam ran his fingertips along her cheek. He used the ball of his thumb to wipe away some of the tears. His fingers slid into her hair, entwining themselves into it. When they reached the back of her head, they balled into a fist. The little pricks of pain from her hair being pulled made her moan even more. Her pussy was so wet that she felt some of her juices trickle down her inner thighs. 

	Liam pulled her head back until she no longer had his cock in her mouth. She gulped in air as he arched her neck backwards.

	Leaning over her, he pressed his lips to hers and they kissed deeply. Wendy wanted to grab his cock, to stroke it and make sure it stayed good and hard, but she kept her hands on her thighs. She needed to do what her master told her. She thought that, if she was good enough, he might fuck her. She wanted him to fuck her so badly. Her pussy ached from the strength of the desire to be filled up by his large cock. 

	Keeping her head in place with the handful of hair he’d grabbed, Liam pulled back from the kiss. They both panted as they looked into each other’s eyes.

	“Get up onto the table,” he said, letting go of her hair. 

	Slowly, Wendy stood. She started to sit down on the table, then Liam gave the leash a sharp tug and she gave a yelp as she jerked forward.

	“On your stomach,” Liam said.

	Wiping at her face, she turned around and crawled onto the table. It felt cool against her flesh. There was a slight rise where her hips rested, arching them a little into the air. Walking around her, Liam did up the straps, binding her to the table.

	When they were all tightened to his satisfaction, he pressed a button Wendy hadn’t seen. She gasped in surprise as the portions of the table holding her legs rotated, spreading her legs apart even more. She could feel the cool breeze from the air conditioning on her pussy and thighs.

	Liam moved so that he stood between her legs. He still had the leash, and he pulled on it so that Wendy had to arch her neck and look back at him. Over the rise of her ass she could see him, looking down at her exposed sex. She could see the head of his cock trembling with anticipation. Seeing that made her pussy clench and release more juices. He was going to fuck her soon, she knew it. 

	Then Liam bent over and picked something up. Wendy’s eyes widened as she saw him hefting a black riding crop.

	Keeping the leash taut, Liam ran the tip of the whip over one of her ass cheeks, then the other. He slipped it between her legs. Wendy’s breath hissed out between her teeth as he ran the tip gently up her slit. Her whole body was trembling from the feeling, the anticipation.

	Raising the whip over his head, he whipped her right cheek. She screamed at the sudden pain and the cracking noise it made. He did the same to the other cheek, making her muscles tighten.

	Liam didn’t stop until her entire ass turned an angry red color, and fresh tears ran down her face. When he did stop, Wendy realized she didn’t want him to. Even though her ass stung so much it had practically gone numb, even though there were tears streaming from her eyes, she wanted him to keep going, to keep whipping her.

	Tossing the whip to the floor, Liam jerked on the leash again. He leaned forward until she felt the head of his cock press against her sex. She bit her lip. She wanted to push back, to feel him fill her.

	“Tell me you want it,” Liam said.

	“I want it, Master,” Wendy replied.

	Liam rewarded her by applying a little more pressure. The tip of his cock slipped into her. It was a tease; he was in her, but he wasn’t. She wanted to feel his shaft as it plunged into her, feel her walls spread apart as the head of his cock shoved against them.

	“Tell me you want me to come in your pussy.”

	Wendy sucked in a breath as she felt the tight ring at the opening of her pussy try to squeeze up around Liam’s hard cock. She wanted his cum in her.

	“I want your cum in my pussy, Master,” she said.

	Smiling, Liam entered her. All the muscles in Wendy’s body stiffened as her master’s rigid cock pushed into her tight, wet little hole. She moaned as inch after inch slipped inside, aided by all the saliva she’d put on him with her mouth.

	She wished she could close her legs. She wanted her pussy to be as tight as possible around his cock.

	“It’s so warm...” Liam said. He squeezed one of her still-stinging ass cheeks as he continued to slide his cock in and out of Wendy’s pussy.

	It was so wet that his shaft made slurping noises as it moved in her, and getting wetter every moment. Wendy wanted to put her head forward and rest it on the table as she felt her orgasm building deep in her sex, but Liam’s grip on the leash was unrelenting. 

	“Are you going to come on me?” Liam asked. He’d sped up his thrusts.

	There was so much energy in Wendy’s body just waiting to be released, she didn’t even know if she could talk. Still, she knew that her master needed an answer.

	“Yes, Master,” she said. She could already feel her walls closing in around his shaft, trying to grip it and hold it.

	Pulling his hips back until just the tip of his cock was in her, he rammed it back in. Throwing her head back, Wendy came. She screamed as her body tensed up, as her pussy clenched and convulsed and got even wetter.

	Liam just kept thrusting, riding her to a deep orgasm. She could feel his cock stiffening, swelling inside her. She knew he was going to come, and she so badly wanted to slam her hips back against his, to bury his cock balls deep in her while his cum filled her.

	Then Liam grunted, and his cock jumped. Wendy moaned as he filled her up with his hot load, the cum spurting out so hard she could feel it.

	She whimpered with every jerk of his stiff shaft inside of her.

	He stayed rock solid inside of her for a surprisingly long time before pulling out. He’d emptied his balls so deeply inside of her that none of his seed leaked out. It was a warm ball within her.

	He freed her and sent her on her way, telling her to get her composure back before she saw her parents.

	And to never say anything about what had just happened to them or to Gwen.

	Before she left her grabbed her and pulled her close for just a moment. “I want you again. Soon.”

	“Yes, Master,” Wendy said.

	



	



Disciplined by the Neighbor Daddy

	 

	“You sure about that price?” the guy who sat at the table said, squinting up at her.

	Michie acted impatient, “Yeah, Sam raised the prices. You want to take it up with him? I mean, you could but he’s pretty pissed about something right now.”

	The man looked around her towards the back of the small café, then shook his head while he dug his wallet out, “I can’t believe it. He hasn’t raised the prices in… it’s gotta be 12 years!”

	Michie shrugged, getting actually impatient, “They are what they are.”

	“Right,” the guy said, tossing some bills down onto the table as he stood up.

	Michie waited until he’d left before she picked them up and counted them. He’d ordered a soup and sandwich and a coffee. Michie had raised the prices of each by a couple bucks.

	Taking a quick look around the otherwise empty café, she pocketed the difference. She’d been at this particular grift the whole summer, almost two months now, and had a pretty nice bankroll going.

	It almost made her feel bad. Sam, her boss, was also Sarah’s dad. Sarah had been her best friend ever since they’d become neighbors when they were little.

	And now that both she and Michie were in college, they needed money. Normally Sarah worked at her dad’s café in the summers but she’d decided to stay at school.

	So when she asked Michie if she wanted to work for Sam for some summer money, she jumped at the chance.

	Besides, she only felt bad for Sarah. Sam was kind of an asshole, so she didn’t feel so bad ripping him off.

	Michie glanced up at the clock with the security camera beside it. Almost quitting time.

	And she didn’t worry about the camera at all. Sam told her when she’d started that it didn’t work. Just to scare off anyone who wanted to try and make off with some free sodas from the cooler and the like.

	She took out her phone, pulled the neck of her shirt away from her body, and snapped a pic of her cleavage. Her breasts were high and firm and barely more than handfuls, but her boyfriend loved to play with them.

	And he loved it when she texted him dirty pictures, too. She grinned when she sent this latest one.

	Feeling pretty turned on, she texted him.

	He sent back a picture of his hard cock outlined in his boxers and her pussy quivered. Nothing like petty theft to get her nice and wet.

	And the best part was that Sam didn’t have a single clue!

	The man himself appeared from the back room, walking out past the counter to the front door, where he turned off the Open sign and then turned the deadbolt into place. Michie barely looked up.

	“Hey, Michie, come see me in the back,” Sam said.

	Michie’s mouth dropped open, “Really, Sam? I have plans.”

	“They’ll wait. Get back there. I need to talk to you about something,” he nodded towards the door to the back room.

	“Whatever,” she said, not caring if he heard the tone in her voice. Only a few more weeks until she quit and went back to school to find an apartment in time for the new semester anyway.

	As she went around the main counter she took her apron off and tossed it onto the surface, her cell still in her hand.

	The back was mostly where they kept the ingredients in a few different lockers and some fridges. Sam had a small office back there he never let her into.

	This time he brushed past her and opened the door to that office. “We have to talk.”

	“About what? Can you make it quick?” Michie said.

	“About this,” he replied, turning the computer monitor on the desk in there around so she could see it.

	Michie’s breath caught and her stomach went tight. It was a black and white video of her from minutes earlier, full sound and everything, overcharging that guy.

	“There’s more,” he said. He clicked the mouse a few times and showed her a bunch of other similar grifts.

	“You never stopped me, so that means you think it’s okay,” Michie said, realizing how weak it sounded.

	She also realized that Sam was well and truly pissed. And that he was a big man. Much larger than her boyfriend. Much, much larger than her.

	He could break her in half without breaking a sweat.

	Something about that thought left her tingling inside, the walls of her pussy getting slick.

	“Have anything to say for yourself, young lady?” Sam crossed his arms, making his forearms and biceps look even bigger in that shirt her had on.

	“Nothing to you,” she said, “I’m going home now.” He’d caught her dead-to-rights, she knew. She knew she had to get out of there.

	Stuffing her cell into her back pocket, she rushed for the door. Her fingers wrapped around the handle at the same time Sam grabbed it and shoved it closed again.

	"So," he said, looking down at her, "Thinking of quitting, are you?"

	Michie felt like a little girl looking up at her father, about to get grounded. But she wasn't a child, and she reminded herself of that.

	"Not just thinking, Sam. I'm done. I'm outta here."

	There was no way she was coming back.

	To punctuate her point, she tried pushing him aside so that she could make good on her word. It was like trying to shove a brick wall off its foundation. Her fingers met muscles so hard under that shirt that they might as well have been brick.

	"I’ve been nothing but kind to you. I said to Sarah that you’re no good. You’ve never been a good influence on her..."

	He looked down at her then, appraising her. She couldn't tell whether he liked what he saw. For some reason, that upset her. What, I'm not good enough for big man Sam?

	"Then I saw the problem," Sam continued. He took a step forward, forcing her to take one back, "It's your attitude. Pretty little college girl thinks she's too good to pour coffee and wait tables."

	Michie tried to keep herself from shaking, but couldn't. She just hoped that he couldn't see.

	He took another step forward, forcing her nearly back to the row of lockers along the wall. Michie pushed again, really putting her body behind it. She succeeded in stopping his advance, but that was all.

	Sam smiled at her. Then, almost casually, he gave her a shove of his own. There was nothing angry in it. It was merely to prove a point. And that point was that he could send her flying back with the barest exertion of his physical power. 

	Luckily, a stack of boxes containing old menus broke her fall. Michie scrambled back to her feet. She made a run for it, hoping to squeeze around him.

	But his big hands just grabbed her by the waist and pulled her in front of him. Their hips touched as she beat against his chest. She fought all the harder because she felt a growing need in her body, one that wanted her to stop fighting his touch.

	"I think you need a little taste of humility. You need to know who's the boss," Sam said.

	She stared fire up into his eyes. They were a deep, emerald green. She'd never even noticed before, having done her best to avoid eye contact. Those green eyes gazed confidently back at her, unflinching.

	Letting go with one hand, he brought his fingers up to her face. He brushed a few stray strands of hair back behind her ear. Those fingers moved through her hair to the back of her head. He balled them into a fist, sending a feeling down Michie's back that marbled her flesh with goosebumps and made her stiffen against him.

	Pulling her head back, arching her neck, he leaned down and kissed her. Her struggle renewed. She beat her fists against his chest even more. The heat of his mouth felt intense, and it only grew hotter. It threatened to melt her. She couldn't, she wouldn't let that happen, not with him.

	Her pussy writhed inside of her, the slickness running down her inner walls.

	Her struggled ground her body against his. He grunted as their kiss deepened, Sam opening her mouth with his and letting the tip of his tongue tease hers.

	She felt it then, against her stomach. He got hard against her. She wanted to gasp at the size pressed against her. A shudder moved down from the small of her back. It loosened her, made her feel moist. Her mouth opened wider, and she found herself giving into his grip. He'd wrapped his arm around the small of her back, making her arch backwards and leaning over her.

	Sam pulled back from their kiss. "That's right; you are learning your place, aren't you?"

	Even she knew that her struggle was half-hearted. She barely pushed against his shoulders. Her hands kept threatening to wrap around his head and pull his hot mouth back to hers.

	"Let me go..."

	She didn’t want him to. She wanted him to do more. She wanted…. Oh, God, I’m so wet!

	"Only if you promise to be a good girl and get back to work," Sam said, smirking with sarcasm.

	When she didn't reply, his hand shifted lower on her back. It cupped her ass for a moment, massaging and squeezing roughly. She groaned against him, her fingers grabbing up handfuls of his shirt. It hurt, but it also felt good. Far too good.

	Then his fingers pressed down lower, finding the bottom of her cheeks. He started pushing at her thighs, which she'd squeezed together when he'd pulled her to him.

	She squirmed in his grip as his fingers starting winning the fight against her clenched muscles.

	Her mouth dropped open and she threw her head back. So wet, she thought. It was true. She could feel her panties moistening as his fingers moved inexorably toward her sopping slit. She knew that he had to feel the heat. She certainly could. The walls of her sex swelled and throbbed with desire. 

	There was something animal, primal in the way he took her. Normally, she always made sure to be the one on top, the one calling the shots. He'd taken that away from her, and he hadn't even asked. 

	She gritted her teeth, her fists squeezing his shirt more tightly. Her breaths came quickly, her heart banging away in her chest like the bolt of a machinegun in the heat of battle.

	"Fuck!" Michie screamed as he rubbed against her entrance with the tip of his finger, pushing against her shorts and panties.

	She almost melted in his arms, then. Almost ripped off her clothes and let him take her how he wanted. But she still felt that spark of resistance, just waiting to engulf her body with anger again.

	"Damn it, Sam, let me go. Stop it. I quit, and there's nothing you can do about it... Oh..." She gave it one last try before her willpower gave out. Before she gave in to the heat between her thighs and the throbbing need low in her stomach.

	Sam didn't say anything. He just pulled on her hair, forcing her neck to arch. She gasped when she felt his teeth against her windpipe. His hot breath washed out over her flesh, sending another tingle down her back and through her sex.

	Then he growled. The vibrations of the sound penetrated her body, moving and reverberating all the way down to her toes. She unconsciously rose up onto her tiptoes, pushing her throat harder against his mouth. Her legs parted, giving him easier access to her body. 

	No, the rational part of her mind begged, Fight! Get out while you still can! Some part of her knew that the voice was right. But another part knew that she couldn't, even if she wanted. Sam had her, and he wasn't letting her go. Not until he felt that he'd properly and fully delivered his message.

	No, she didn’t want to fight. She wanted him to fuck her. She wanted to feel his hard cock punch into her tight, wet cunt again and again.

	The image of that delivery arose in her mind. It was long, hard and thick, stretching her to the max as it slid back and forth in her soft, warm wetness. 

	Sam grew tired of her clothes. He pushed her against the row of lockers. He tore her shirt off. Rather than undoing her bra, he grabbed the elastic straps around her back and ripped them. Her breasts spilled out as he pulled the bra down her arms and threw it away into the corner. Her nipples had hardened, and her firm mounds rose and fell rapidly as she tried to get enough air into her lungs.

	She started pushing down her shorts and panties, but he stopped her. Grabbing her wrists up with one hand, he pinned them against the lockers over her head. Putting his face close enough to hers for their noses to touch, he looked into her eyes.

	She couldn't flinch away from that intense stare. She knew what was happening. He was impressing his will on hers, trying to break her down. If she looked away, he won.

	Then he put his other hand on her stomach, the fingers pointing toward the floor. She sucked in a breath through clenched teeth, hyperventilating as he pushed those fingers lower.

	They found the elastic of her panties and pushed down under them. Michie struggled, still looking into his eyes. She couldn't get her hands free. 

	The tips of his fingers traced lines of fire as they got closer and closer to her own heat.

	They reached the mound of her pubic bone. 

	She struggled harder, her eyes narrowing to slits as they began watering. Neither Sam nor Michie had even blinked.

	Her mouth trembled, her jaw hanging open. She shivered violently against the lockers, making the doors rattle.

	"Oh!" She yelled as the tip of one finger found her slit and started pushing into it.

	She instantly soaked his finger in her juices as he moved farther. Two of his fingers parted the lips of her pussy, making it easier for the one he'd slipped into her slit to find her stiff little love button.

	When he tickled that, sparks flamed out in her eyes. She scrunched her eyes shut, throwing her head back against the locker. It hurt, but she didn't care. Then she realized that she screamed his name over and over as he excited her little clit. Her juices leaked out onto his hand.

	Then he stopped that, just as the ball of energy forming in her had reached critical mass.

	His fingers glistened with her wetness as he pulled them out of her panties. Bending, he shoved her shorts and panties down her thighs. She kicked them off.

	Then he stood. He grabbed her by the shoulders and spun her around fast enough to send her hair twirling through the air. Feeling another spark of resistance, she tried to turn back around.

	"Stay!" Sam barked.

	He shoved a hand between her shoulder blades, pressing her against the cold metal lockers. Her nipples stiffened up even more at the coolness. More juices leaked from her as she heard him undoing his pants with one hand. 

	He was going to fuck her. She knew it. She wanted it. Her body ached for his hardness to fill her.

	Yet, she shoved back, trying to get away. There was still a chance, she knew. She could still quit, still get away from him.

	But I don’t want to, she thought.

	Keeping her chest pressed against the lockers, he wrapped an arm around her stomach and pulled her hips back. Then he spread her legs apart. She heard him unzip his pants. She tried to look back over her shoulder. 

	Sam pulled his cock out. It was even longer and harder than when she'd felt it earlier. A jolt of panic moved through her chest. Is it even going to fit? She wondered. Then she scrunched her eyes, putting all her energy into getting away.

	But it was too late. Sam grunted again as he guided his shaft between her trembling thighs. She jumped when she felt that taut, hard head pushing against the opening to her slick passage.

	"God!" She moaned as she parted around him, her body yielding fully to his desires.

	Her whole body lit up with pleasure and pain as she stretched around him. Her juices trickled down his straining shaft as he gritted his teeth and thrust himself into her.

	She yelled his name as he sank into her warmth. She could feel every inch of his girth as it slid into her pussy.

	She felt completely filled. More than filled. If he had been any bigger, any larger at all, she knew she would have burst. As it was, her sex overwhelmed her conscious mind with how good it felt to have him in there. She tightened around him, making him feel bigger.

	Then he withdrew from her. She pushed her ass back against him. He moved so that the top of his shaft parted the lips of her pussy and slid forward instead of up and into her.

	He put his mouth to her ear, brushing it with his lips. "You're not quitting, are you?" 

	He brought his cock back and put the tip against her entrance. Pushing just enough so that he began entering her, he stopped. 

	She needed him so badly, needed to feel that huge, hard shaft fucking her senseless. He'd won. He'd broken her. She was putty in his hands, ready to be molded to whatever shape he desired.

	"No..."

	Rocking his hips, the head of his cock sank into her. "No, what?"

	Her eyes squeezed shut at the same time her pussy hungrily tightened around the little bit of him he'd shoved into her.

	"No, I'm not quitting..." she moaned through gritted teeth.

	"Good."

	She screamed as he plunged all the way into her. He pulled back and did it again, then again. The force of his desire slammed her against the now warm metal of the lockers over and over. She couldn't open her eyes.

	Her fingers scrabbled against the metal doors, trying to find something to hold onto as she felt her body slipping into the vortex of her climax.

	She screamed for him as the walls of her sex began their cycle of clenching and unclenching around his hard shaft. The scream morphed into a moan when he didn't stop, didn't even slow down. He rode her through the deep climax that sent tendrils of pure sexual pleasure through every fibre of her body. It felt so good that she thought she might die. 

	The heat, the hardness... was all her sex-addled brain could think.

	Then he buried himself all the way in her, letting her walls massage the spurts of cum that shot hotly into her waiting pussy. He groaned, his fingers digging into her hips. She took every last drop, wanting more and more as the heat of it diffused throughout her body.

	Finishing, he pulled out of her. Michie sank down onto her knees on the floor, her forehead pressed against the locker. She could feel the little beads of sweat moving down her back.

	She also heard him zip his pants back up.

	"I'm glad that we understand each other."

	Michie braced herself against the lockers as she pushed to her feet. Her knees felt watery, and her legs shook. 

	“You’re paying it all back,” Sam said, “Every extra cent you took from them. And we’re not breathing a word of this to Sarah, ever. Are we?”

	“No,” Michie said. Her pussy ached so much already. No one had ever fucked her like that.

	“No what?” Sam said.

	“No, sir,” she replied.

	“Good.”

	



	



Learning From Her Neighbor Daddy

	 

	Simone thought that she had it all set for her final semester of high school. She was 18 already, one of the first in her year to hit that magic number, her applications were out, and she was popular.

	And she had an ace in the hole. Her best friend’s dad, Mr. Jackman, was her teacher for one of her last classes ever.

	Their families had known each other for a long time. They lived just down the street from each other.

	Simone had it in the bag. Or so she thought.

	In fact, for the last couple years she’d been nursing something of a serious crush on her best friend’s father.

	He was tall and well-spoken. Mature. Experienced. Not like the guys she went to school with. The guys she wanted to get away from so badly.

	Of course, she’d never tell Brandie, her best friend, that she had a crush on her dad. She’d never get to sleep over at their house anymore. Never get to try and catch quick glimpses of him jumping out of the shower.

	In fact, she’d been something of a naughty girl. For this last semester she’d figured fuck it, go ahead and do what she wanted.

	So she flirted with him. Just little things: catching his eye and holding it a moment too long, wearing short skirts that let him get an eyeful of her legs and thighs, wearing no bras under her shirts so that her nipples poked hard against the fabric. And wearing blouses with too many buttons undone.

	She’d even gone and touched his arm a few times, always under the pretense of laughing at one of his dad jokes or whatever.

	Simone figured there was no harm in it: he got to flirt with one of the hottest girls in the school, she got a good grade in his class to go on her transcript. A win for everyone.

	She figured it also gave her licence to let her work slide a little. Just enough to let her focus more on other, harder classes.

	“Miss Knight,” Mr. Jackman said from the front of the classroom just as the bell went.

	“Yes?” she said, her heart thumping at the sudden attention.

	Everyone else around her started gathering up their stuff and leaving. Simone shot a look at Brandie, who shrugged at her.

	“Stay behind a second. We need to talk,” Mr. Jackman said.

	“Oooh,” some of the other students went. They cringed when Mr. Jackman glared at them.

	He waited until they all filed out and then made his way down between the desks until he stood in front of her.

	“Is there something wrong?” Simone said. Her eyes flicked involuntarily down to the front of his slacks, where she thought she could make out the bulge of… something. Her heart pounded harder.

	“There is, as a matter of fact. You’re mark keeps slipping lower and lower in my class—“

	“But—!”

	He held up one silencing finger, “No. I finish first. Look. Simone, I know you think that just because you and my daughter are like sisters it means I won’t grade you hard. But if you asked Brandie she’d tell you I grade her harder than anyone.”

	Simone’s jaw dropped, “But Mr. Jackman, I need this grade to get into college!”

	He held up a calming hand, “I know. Which is why I’ve come up with a little bonus assignment.”

	“What is it?” Simone asked, her fingers clenching into fists so tight her fingernails bit into her palms. She’d do just about anything to make sure she got into the college that she wanted.

	“Come back to this room today when school gets out and we’ll discuss it. Now, go on and get out of here,” he said.

	She gathered her books into her arms and started out, but then he put a hand on her shoulder. His palm was large and warm and the unexpected touch locked her throat up.

	“It’s going to work out. This isn’t something I’d do for just anyone. I know that I’m not, but sometimes I feel like I’m your dad, too, and I want to look after you,” he said.

	She could only smile and walk away, heart thumping hard against her sternum.

	By the end of the day, she had to go from one corner of the campus to the other. By the time she reached Mr. Jackman's classroom, the school was basically empty. 

	Going up onto her tiptoes, she peered through the tall, narrow window into the classroom. Mr. Jackman had drawn the curtains, but he had the lights on. 

	Knocking on the door got his attention. He waved her in. 

	The blackboard had nothing on it. She looked at the rows of desks. All bare. No test sheet turned out so that she couldn’t see the questions. Simone frowned, then looked at Mr. Jackman. He'd crossed his arms and leaned against his desk.

	"Mr. Jackman? I don't understand; where's the make-up assignment? Where’s Brandie? Don’t you guys usually drive home together?"

	Mr. Jackman uncrossed his arms. He curled his finger in that "come here" motion done so well by authority figures. “Brandie caught a ride. It’s just the two of us.”

	Swallowing, her body feeling wound up from the build-up of anticipation over the course of the school day, Simone walked over to stand in front of him.

	Because the first student desk sat so close to his, she stood so near him that the toes of their shoes almost touched. She had to look up into his face. So near, she could smell his aftershave.

	"Yes, Mr. Jackman?"

	Then he grabbed her around the waist and pulled her close. It happened so fast all she could say was "Oh!"

	Then his mouth covered hers. His lips felt so hot. And she felt something else, too. A hardness rubbing against her stomach. The longer he held her, the bigger and harder it got. 

	When she realized what it was, she shoved against his chest. Her arms had gotten pinned between their bodies.

	She opened her mouth to talk. His tongue moved in between her lips, writhing against her own. Despite herself, she felt a sudden throb in her pussy. She felt slick down there.

	"Mr. Jackman!" she said, finally able to push against him hard enough to move their faces apart. She beat her small fists against his chest. Even through his suit jacket, shirt, and undershirt, she could feel how firm his muscles were. "Let me go!"

	He did. Simone had to catch herself on the desk behind her to keep from falling.

	"Mr. Jackman, I don't understand. Why did you...?"

	Her senior English teacher, the father of her best friend, sighed, shaking his head as though he was disappointed in her.

	"Miss Knight, here's what's going to happen: you do your extra credit assignment, or you walk out of here with an F."

	He closed the gap between them, putting one hand on her hip and wrapping the other around the small of her back as she leaned farther back over the desk. That hardness in the front of his pants pressed against her stomach again, just below her navel.

	Her breaths got shorter as her pussy throbbed again. She looked over at the door, then back at him. 

	"I... Mr. Jackman... I don't know if I should..."

	"You do want to get into college, don't you?"

	His hand slid down to the hem of her skirt, touching her bare thigh just above her knee. His fingertips sent little tingles up through her nerves. The wetness in her pussy came out of her, dampening the pair of white panties she had on.

	"I do want to go to college..."

	His hand began sliding up her thigh.

	"But I still don't know... Please, Mr. Jackman…" she said.

	This was surreal. She’d had fantasies like this about him. Usually late at night, under her covers, one hand busy between her thighs. Was this actually happening?

	She trembled in his arms as she felt his fingers begin caressing her bottom. It felt so good at the same time that she wanted him to just let her go. 

	But she needed to go to college so badly.

	"This is your last chance," he said.

	Of their own volition, her hips ground against him. The movement brushed her stomach against his hard shaft, and his lips parted in pleasure. She didn't think she'd ever be with a guy that much older than her. But it was for a good grade. And he was good looking.

	"Oh... Okay, Mr. Jackman," she said, her whole body trembling with electric anticipation.

	She squealed as he picked her up off the student desk. Mr. Jackman set her down on the edge of his desk, her ass only partially on it. She hoped her wetness didn't get on the desk. She didn't think he'd like that.

	Then he went down onto his knees. He grabbed her legs and threw them over his shoulders, then hiked her skirt up. His breath caught in his throat when he saw the damp spot on her panties.

	This is it, she thought, I'm in trouble. She leaned back on her hands, which had gripped the edge of the desk.

	"Did I do something wrong?" she asked.

	"No," Mr. Jackman said.

	Then he kissed her pussy through her panties. Her hips arched into the air, grinding her cunt against his face. His mouth felt hot against her. His breath washed out between his lips, adding to the heat.

	Incredible shocks of pleasure formed in her pussy, spreading out through her body as he nuzzled his face against her.

	Then he hooked one finger in the crotch of her panties and pulled them aside. 

	Simone liked to keep herself clean shaven. She preferred it. Apparently, so did Mr. Jackman. A little moan burst from his mouth as he looked at her bald, pink lips.

	Then he put his tongue in her. She felt it inside, licking and rubbing. It was like he was trying to drink up all her wetness.

	But he couldn't. The more he licked, the wetter she got. From his spit, yes. But her own juices practically flowed out of her, soaking his chin and cheeks.

	"Mr. Jackman!" she cried, gyrating her hips against his face, pushing herself harder against him so that his tongue would go deeper into her.

	"Mr. Jackman... Mr. Jackman... Oh, wait, I don't know what's..."

	She'd never felt an orgasm like the one Mr. Jackman gave her. She'd touched herself in bed, yeah, and let her boyfriend do it too. But Mr. Jackman knew what he was doing.

	Simone almost asked him to stop as she lost control. Mr. Jackman's fingers squeezed into her thighs, holding her down as she bucked and screamed. He kept licking, even as her juices rushed from her, soaking him again. Her whole body clenched up and a wave of heat rolled through her. Her pussy had squeezed, and he could barely get his tongue into her.

	Then she relaxed. All her muscles felt like jelly, and this incredible sense of relief washed away pretty much all other sensation. Tears filled her eyes, even though she was as far away from sad or upset as a girl could be.

	"That's a good girl, Simone. Catch your breath," Mr. Jackman said as he stood up.

	He unzipped her skirt, then pulled it off her along with her panties. 

	At first, she tried to stop him as he unbuttoned her blouse. She hadn't filled out as much as some of her classmates; her breasts were small, round, and firm. 

	But his fingers were insistent. When he got her blouse off, he unhooked her bra and pulled that off, too. She lay totally naked on his desk.

	He leaned over her to suck on first one stiff little nipple, then the other. His big hands completely cupped each breast, giving them both a firm squeeze.

	She pushed herself partway up as he moved back and began undressing. Her eyes widened as he pulled off his clothes. She could see his abs, and his big chest and shoulders.

	When he pushed his pants down, his cock sprang up. She jerked back at the sight. It was so much bigger than her boyfriend's, long and thick. As she watched, it throbbed. A pearly bead of precum appeared at the tip.

	"Come here," Mr. Jackman said, grabbing her hands.

	She slid off the desk and he guided her down onto her knees. His stiff cock trembled a few inches from her face.

	"Go on. Show me you're worth that A Plus."

	Keeping her hands on her thighs, Simone leaned forward. Tentative at first, as though unsure and shy, she stuck out her tongue. Mr. Jackman sucked in his breath when she licked that glob of precum from the tip of his cock. It tasted salty.

	Simone found she wanted more. And the only way to get more was to suck it out of him, she knew.

	"That's a good girl..." Mr. Jackman said, the muscles in his neck and shoulders standing out as he watched Simone wrap her lips around his shaft.

	Her tongue swished across the head, then down to the bottom. Mr. Jackman gasped when the tip of her tongue played along the bottom, so she kept doing it. 

	She got what she wanted. More precum leaked from him. They both enjoyed it as she swept that away with her tongue again.

	Then he grabbed her by the sides of the head. She didn't know what he was doing until he thrust himself deeper into her mouth. He only got about half his shaft in before he hit her throat. She did her best to suppress her gag reflex as he fucked her mouth.

	Each time he pulled back for another thrust, more of her spit hung in little clear ropes from the bottom of his member. He was so big. Her lips felt sore. Her eyes started to water. But she didn't try to stop him. She didn't think she could.

	One of her hands found its way between her legs. The tip of her middle finger touched her clit, sending tingles through her. She played with herself.

	Finally, Mr. Jackman let go of her head. Slowly, he withdrew from her lips. Gobs of Simone's spit dripped from his entire length to splash on the floor.

	"Okay, that should be wet enough. Come here," Mr. Jackman said.

	Her knees ached as he helped her to her feet. Again, he lifted her onto the desk. 

	He's going to fuck me, Simone thought, he's going to shove that monster into me, again and again. Her pussy tingled, getting slicker and trembling as she thought about it. She hadn’t even let her boyfriend do that to her yet. But this was for a good grade. 

	"I knew this was what you needed," Mr. Jackman said as he pushed her knees back to her chest to expose her sopping, bald cunt.

	He had to squat down a little to get his cock on the right level, he was so tall. 

	They both watched as he grabbed his cock firmly with one hand and guided it to her dripping passage. She jumped a little as she felt the taut head bump against her. 

	"It's too big," she said, putting a hand against his stomach to try and stop him.

	"Shh..." Mr. Jackman said, not even bothering to move her hand.

	He pushed. She really was tight. But she'd also covered him with her spit. And her pussy glistened with her juices she was so wet. Her fingernails pressed against the taut muscles of his abs as she felt herself stretch around his girth.

	"Oh God..." Mr. Jackman said as they watched his cock sink into her. 

	Her grip on his shaft tightened as her stretched walls responded to his hardness, squeezing around him. The skin on his shaft bunched back as he drove forward. 

	It hurt, but she'd never had a pain that felt so good before. As he slid deeper into her wet pussy, she could feel him hardening, getting hotter. She couldn't believe how warm he felt inside her.

	So she cried out as he started pulling back. No, she thought, don't take it out, it feels too good!

	"Mr. Jackman, aren't you going to fuck me? Am I too tight?"

	His cock flexed in her as she spoke. "No," he said, "It's good."

	He fucked her then, slamming their bodies together. Simone's toes curled up and she screamed. Then he pulled back and jackhammered into her again and again. All Simone could let out was a constant series of moans and groans. She couldn't take her eyes away from his glistening shaft as he rammed it into her, then pulled back, then slammed it home again. The feeling of his bare cock inside her sent shivers up her back, made her pussy tingle and clench and tighten. She got so tight around him that she didn't know how he could stay inside her.

	Mr. Jackman had gritted his teeth. He didn't blink as he watched his cock slide in and out of his student. His hands moved up her body to grip her small breasts. He squeezed and kneaded them like they were balls of firm dough. 

	"It's so good, Mr. Jackman..." Simone said.

	Then her teacher thrust himself balls deep into her. He leaned over her as she lay back against his desk. They kissed. His hands moved away from her breasts to cup her bottom, squeezing those cheeks until they turned red. 

	Simone cried out. He was so big. Her pussy strained and stretched, trying to hold onto him.

	Then Mr. Jackman picked her up in his arms. She wrapped her arms around his neck as his grip on her ass tightened.

	Standing like that, he bounced her up and down his shaft. Their fucking made a wet sound that made Simone close her eyes and lean her head back. Mr. Jackman kissed her neck, nipping and leaving a slick trail up her throat. 

	His fingers tightened against her ass again.

	"Mr. Jackman, what's wrong?" Simone said, opening her eyes and looking into his face.

	He looked strained. He couldn't close his mouth. Simone's heart quickened. Had she done something wrong?

	"I'm going to cum, Simone. I'm going to fill your little pussy up. You're so tight..."

	Simone moaned. She wanted him to do it so badly. Just thinking about it sent her pussy trembling and clenching up around him. 

	"But Mr. Jackman, if you do that won't I get pregnant?"

	"No," he said between breaths. She could feel his cock swelling inside of her, getting even harder. He bounced her up and down on him faster and faster, driving his entire length into her each time.

	It was too much. Simone cried out, burying her face into his shoulder and holding onto him for dear life. Another orgasm slammed into her body. Again, that dizzying wave of pleasure moved through her as her pussy rhythmically massaged her teacher's hard shaft. Her whole body went rigid again.

	"Ah!" Mr. Jackman said, plunging his shaft all the way into her again.

	He exploded in her. Hot spurts of cum coated her pussy. More and more. So much that it leaked out of her, running down his shaft to his balls.

	"So warm..." Simone said, trembling at the strength of their combined climax.

	When he finished, Mr. Jackman didn't seem to have the strength to hold her up anymore. He set her down on his desk, not seeming to care as the huge load of his seed he'd just spent in her came trickling out onto the varnished surface. Her body so warm, the desk felt pleasantly cool against her bottom.

	But she also ached. Every muscle in her seemed exhausted, completely drained. Little trickles of sweat ran down the curve of her back.

	Her mind cleared a few minutes later. She watched him as he did his pants back up.

	"Did I do okay, Mr. Jackman?" she asked.

	Simone knew she couldn't take a 'no' here. Not after that. It had felt so good for her, after she'd given in. Surely, that meant he'd liked it, too? She could still feel the warmth of his cum inside her. Didn't that mean he'd liked it?

	"Here," Mr. Jackman said, handing Simone her clothes.

	Her muscles trembled so much she had trouble getting it all back on. Only when she'd finished did Mr. Jackman say anything else.

	"You made the grade, Simone. You're going to pass my class with an A. So long as you don’t breathe a word of this to anyone, and especially not to Brandie. Got it?”

	“I do… but why not an A Plus?”

	“You’re going to have to do more to impress me if that’s what you want,” he said.

	“I do.”

	“Then we’ll talk about it another time. Go on home to your parents. I have to get some grading done,” he said.

	



	



Good Enough for Neighbor Daddy

	 

	Joy never thought that she’d be the one to start dating the boy next door. She thought her crush on Aiden, said boy next door, would end before she finished high school.

	But now high school was over, college about to start in the fall, and she still liked him.

	It didn’t help that their families had known each other forever. That Aiden’s dad, Brock, never really seemed to like her. That Aiden could’ve gotten any girl at school he wanted.

	So when he’d asked her to go out with him a few months before graduation, she’d said yes.

	They’d both kept it mostly secret. They’d even decided to wait on sex until they got the whole thing sorted out.

	Which frustrated Joy more than it did Aiden, she thought.

	She teased him with her body, rubbing her ass against the front of his pants until she felt him get rock solid against her.

	And still he wouldn’t fuck her.

	They weren’t prudes or anything. A few times now he’d gotten her off with his hands, rubbing at her clit until her whole body trembled and she came while whimpering his name over and over.

	Once she’d sucked him off. After a party they went off alone to a bedroom and she yanked his pants down. She’d liked how he started off soft and how her mouth had gotten him long and hard.

	He came in her mouth, his body going rigid with each jerk of his shaft. She remembered that he’d tasted warm and salty.

	He refused to return the favor, though. “I don’t think I’d like doing that,” he’d told her.

	That pissed her off, but she liked him a lot so she let it slide. For now. 

	But when they graduated they decided to tell his dad. 

	“So this is just a summer thing, I take it?” Brock said.

	Aiden and Joy looked at each other, then she said, “No, we’re going to the same school and everything.”

	Brock sighed and shook his head, then went back inside.

	“Well, that went amazing,” Aiden said, “Wanna go catch a movie or something?”

	Joy felt differently. A slow, hot ball of anger began turning in her stomach. She didn’t get how he could just react like that. How he could hurt his son like that.

	Couldn’t he see that this was important?

	“Joy? Babe?” Aiden touched her shoulder.

	She looked at him, realizing she’d been staring hard at the door to Aiden’s house. The one where Brock had just disappeared.

	“What? A movie? Sure, why not.”

	It hurt her more the more she thought about it. She still found herself thinking that she wasn’t good enough for Aiden. Not pretty enough, not smart enough, not whatever enough.

	Oh, she knew she was far from ugly. Her friends always told her she was the cutest girl next door ever. And she was pretty fit, what with all the PE she took at school.

	Aiden liked to tell her she had a great ass. She liked the way he squeezed it when they made out. She knew her breasts were on the smaller side, but they were high and perky and firm.

	But was she hot like people expected of a girl Aiden would date?

	Apparently Brock didn’t think so. He’d weighed and measured her for dating his son and she’d come up wanting in his eyes.

	And it stung.

	So as they started off towards Aiden’s car she decided to come back to see Brock the next day when she knew Brock would be at his summer job to get this all sorted out.

	That next afternoon, she found herself standing at the front door to Brock and Aiden’s home, trying to screw up the courage to knock. It took way too long for her to raise her knuckles and do it.

	Brock answered the door, frowning down at her. “Yeah?”

	She squared her shoulders and did her best to glare back up at him, “We need to talk. About Aiden and me.”

	“So talk,” he replied.

	Joy looked up and down the street, then back at him, “In private?”

	Brock sighed, then stepped out of the way so she could get into the front hall. She marched into the living room.

	Brock sank down in a chair and raised an eyebrow at her.

	Her heart beat wildly in her chest, and she realized that something about all this adrenaline and excitement turned her on. Just a little.

	“Aiden and I really like each other. We think we have a good shot, and I feel that you’re not being supportive enough—”

	Brock shook his head, “God damn, Joy. You must be a helluva lay or something…”

	Joy’s jaw worked, the shock going through her. She felt flustered. And yeah, she was also definitely a little wet. 

	And Brock put her on the defensive. She had to salvage this. “Actually, we haven’t… been together yet…”

	Brock just snorted like it was a somewhat funny joke, “Right. I knew you weren’t good enough for him.”

	Heat rose to Joy’s cheeks and she stepped closer to his chair. She wanted to slap him, even though he stood a good half foot taller and probably had at least 75 pounds on her.

	“Not good enough in what way?”

	“I think you’re going to disappoint him when you two get intimate for the first time, among other things. But that’s the biggest one I can see right now. I don’t think you know how to please a man, little lady.”

	“That’s outrageous! You know what; I don’t think you’re good enough for Aiden, either.”

	Brock snorted. “Gee, getting a little defensive, aren’t we?”

	Joy’s eyes widened as Brock lifted his hips from the chair. He undid his pants and pushed them, along with his underwear, down his thighs. His soft cock flopped out. It looked so big, already. Joy caught herself wondering how big it was when he was aroused.

	“I bet you can’t even get me hard,” Brock said. 

	Joy’s body trembled. She didn’t know if it was with anger, arousal, or both. Either way, she felt herself get wet.

	“You’re such a fucking asshole,” Joy said.

	She moved closer. His small smile grew larger as she pulled off her shirt, then undid her bra and slid it off. Her breasts were firm and pert, the kind guys loved to squeeze. She looked at his cock. It was still soft. Her frustration mounted.

	I knew he thought my tits are too small… she thought.

	Huffing, she turned around while undoing her jeans. She bent over, giving him a show as she pushed her pants and underwear down, stepping out of them. When she turned, she saw he still hadn’t gotten hard for her.

	“It takes more than a little tits and ass to please a real man, girlie,” Brock said. 

	Joy didn’t know why she felt the huge and sudden need to win his approval. Part of her said to get her clothes back on, leave, and wait for Aiden at a coffee shop or something. The other part, the part that made her pussy get slick, made her eyes watch Brock’s shaft, told her to do something else.

	“I don’t think I’ve ever met someone who’s as much of an ass as you are. Even my mom and dad think so,” Joy said. No one could ever win Brock’s approval, it seemed.

	He just waggled his index finger at her, smiling.

	Shaking her head, Joy walked over to him. She went down on her knees in front of him. Grabbing his thighs, she pushed them apart. 

	She grabbed his cock. Her heart fluttered as she felt how warm and thick it was. She started stroking him. He just shook his head.

	She kept thinking about how wet she’d gotten already. How fucked up this was.

	Brushing the hair from her face, back over her shoulders, Joy leaned in. When she put the head of his cock in her mouth, she saw the first sign of his arousal. His eyes widened slightly, and she felt him swell a little. 

	She started moaning as she sucked more of him in. He was still soft, so she managed to squeeze every last inch of his member through her lips. 

	Then Brock squeezed one of her breasts, letting his fingers trail up to pinch her nipple afterwards. Joy winced, getting even wetter.

	As he began hardening in her mouth, she had to move back along his length. He was so thick, so long, that she couldn’t take his whole member at once. Before long, she had only the head and a bit of his shaft locked in the tight ring her lips made around him.

	“That’s better,” Brock said.

	Still feeling her breasts with one hand, he put the other on the back of her head. He pushed. Joy whined as her mouth pressed farther down him again. 

	He kept pushing, making her swallow more and more of him. Barely half his shaft rubbed against her tongue before she felt the head at the back of her throat. He stopped pushing, holding her head in place.

	“Let’s see how well you can use that mouth,” Brock said.

	She glared at him. He met it with a glare of his own. She knew she was going to please him, to make him beg for her body before this was done. Then Aiden would be all hers.

	Grabbing his cock again, she started stroking it. A shock of delight made her pussy get wetter as Brock’s eyes closed.

	Feeling his grip on her head relax, she moved her mouth back up his shaft. She’d left saliva all over him, and his member glistened with it as she pulled up along his length. Using her tongue, she played with the taut flesh of the head.

	“Yeah, that’s it...” Brock said.

	She started sliding her lips up and down him, stroking the part she couldn’t reach with her mouth. 

	She was surprised at her feelings of happiness and gratitude at his approval. It made her hungry for more. She started moving her lips in semi-circles on him as well as moving up and down. He pushed down on her head each time, making her take as much as she could. 

	Feeling him harden even more, she stroked him faster. Her body felt so hot. She felt the urge to go faster, to suck harder, as if pleasing him was the only thing she could do to keep herself from burning up.

	“Okay, that’s enough of that,” Brock said.

	His fingers tightened in her hair. The muscles in his arms tensed as he pulled her mouth off him. Long strings of spit hung down from her lips, connecting to his shaft. She wiped at her mouth with one hand, then smeared it up and down his length.

	She stared wide-eyed at his cock. It had gotten so big and hard. She was surprised at how big it had gotten, how hard she’d made it. Is Aiden’s this big? She wondered. Like father, like son, she hoped. 

	“So you can put those full lips and that tongue of yours to good use. What about the rest of you? Stand up.”

	Bracing herself on his bare thighs, she pushed up to her feet. Her lips parted. The sudden movement brought a release of more juices. She could feel some of it tricking down the inside of her thighs. She saw his cock quiver a little as he took in her young, naked body.

	“A girl needs to taste nice, too,” Brock said.

	He pulled her down onto the couch beside him. She was like a toy in those big, strong hands and arms of his as he turned her onto her stomach, then pulled her by her hips onto her hands and knees. She found her back arching for him, found herself aching for him to look at her glistening little pussy.

	Grabbing the cheeks of her ass, Brock pulled them apart. She yelped as he put his face to her. His tongue slid up through her slit, collecting her juices. She moaned when he reached her wet hole and pushed in. He licked at her thirstily, trying to push his tongue deeper and deeper. 

	Joy buried her face in a cushion, whimpering as shocks of pleasure shot up her back. 

	Aiden would never do this! She thought.

	Finishing with her pussy, Brock’s tongue slid out of her. It moved up the cleft of her ass, tickling her sensitive little rosebud for a moment. She couldn’t believe how wet she felt down there, then. 

	Brock smacked his lips, pulling his face away from her. He made a noise of deep satisfaction in his throat, akin to a growl. He was still close enough to her that she felt the vibrations from the noise in her sex. She felt the backs of her thighs pebble with goosebumps.

	“Better than I expected. Much better.”

	She again found herself desperate for his approval.

	“Is... Is there anything else you need to be sure of?” She asked, hoping to hear one particular answer. She looked at him over her shoulder.

	Brock squeezed her ass cheeks again as he considered. He pushed the ball of his thumb down her slit. When he found her little stiff love button, he moved the tip of his thumb in slow circles over it. Joy shut her eyes, her lips pursing out from her teeth.

	“Get back down on the floor and we’ll see if you really are good enough for my boy.”

	Joy got up. She started lying down on the floor, when Brock stopped her. He pushed his pants and underwear the rest of the way off, tossing them aside. Grabbing a cushion from the couch, he put it between his spread feet on the floor.

	“Brace your shoulders on this,” he said.

	He grabbed her by the waist as she got up on the couch, straddling him. His cock pressed against her stomach, just above her mound. It felt so warm and hot against her body, so wet. She needed to know how it felt to have something that big inside her.

	He held her hands as she slowly leaned backwards. The blood seemed to rush to her head as her shoulders found the cushion. Her chin got pushed against her chest.

	Brock grabbed her by the backs of her knees, then pushed them down as far as they would go. Her wet pussy was fully exposed to him, then, angled up to face him.

	He was so hard that he had to push his cock down with the ball of his thumb. He rubbed the bottom of his shaft through her slit. Joy started breathing quickly as his thickness pushed her lips apart, getting him wet with her juices. 

	Brock had to stand up and lean forward a little to get the best angle. Still pushing down on his shaft with his thumb, he slid his cock back along her slit until the head rested against her opening. 

	Joy watched as his cock trembled, pushing against her opening. 

	She hissed out a “Yes...” as he entered her. 

	Brock’s lips pulled back in a snarl as her tightness gripped him. Letting go of her knee, he used his thumbs to pull the lips of her pussy back so he could watch as she accepted inch after inch of him. 

	“It’s so big...” Joy said.

	She felt herself stretching around him. He went fast and hard enough that it hurt a little. He snorted at her again, stopping.

	“You’re going to need to learn to take a big cock.”

	He flexed inside her. She grabbed him by the calves, hissing at and squeezing him. The walls of her pussy wrapped even more tightly around him.

	“That’s a good girl,” Brock said.      

	He pulled the part of his cock he’d managed to squeeze into her pussy back out. It withdrew soaked in her juices, which trickled back down his shaft.

	Then he plunged back into her and she screamed as he forced his way into her tightness. He did it again and again, each time sinking a little bit deeper into her pussy. She gripped him as tightly as she could each time, relishing the sudden pain that transformed itself into a deep, tingling pleasure.

	He kept her lips pulled apart with his thumbs, watching as more and more of him could get into her. She’d made him so wet already, but her tightness still pulled on his skin. It bunched back and pulled forward with his thrusts. 

	Then Joy’s mouth opened wide, and she started gasping. She let go of Brock’s calves, then grabbed her breasts. She pinched her nipples, rolling them between her fingers. 

	Brock fucked her harder, then, feeling what was coming as she clenched up around him. 

	“Yes, come for me...” Brock said. 

	He kept going as hard and fast as he could, using his hips to force himself into her now much tighter hole. 

	He kept going, even as she came all over him. His eyes widened at what he saw as he kept her lips pulled apart. 

	“Yes...” Brock said, “Yes!” 

	Joy saw how her toes had curled. Her body felt like it was on fire, with her pussy as the epicentre. 

	Then Brock swelled, hardening inside her. He buried his shaft deeply in her pussy. She could feel his balls resting on her. They tightened, lifting slightly.

	Then she felt his cum spurt down into her, hard enough to smack against the back of her pussy. Brock growled again, his eyes squeezed shuts and all the tendons in his neck standing out.

	“Take it,” he said, “Take all of it!”

	More and more of his cum spurted down into her, filling her up. It felt so warm inside her.

	“God!” Joy said.

	Her pussy still clenched and relaxed on him, squeezing out whatever cum didn’t shoot from him.

	Brock pulled himself partway out of her. He used his fingers to milk the last bit of his load into Joy’s pussy. When he finished that, he withdrew all the way. His shaft, still rock hard, was completely coated in a mix of his cum and her juices.

	Joy trembled from exhaustion at the incredible release she’d just felt. Her shoulders felt sore, so she moved her legs away from him and lay down on the floor. 

	“Not bad. Not bad at all,” Brock said, “Go get yourself cleaned up and get out of here.”

	“What about me and Aiden? Are you going to give him more trouble or are you going to let him know that you approve?” Joy said.

	Brock shrugged, “You’ve still got a lot of learning to do. But there’s potential. Maybe you guys aren’t such a bad match after all.”

	



	



Punished by Neighbor Daddy

	 

	My dad insisted that I take Mr. Johnson up on his offer of a summer job before I went off to college.

	Mr. John, Aaron, had gone to school with my dad and we actually lived across the street from each other. He had a son about my age, so we’d all spent a lot of time together since I could remember.

	I hadn’t really wanted the job. I had a scholarship waiting for me, and now that I was 18 I wanted to enjoy being an adult for a few months before I became a student yet again.

	“You’re taking this job or you’re not coming home in the summers,” my dad told me.

	So I took the job, under protest.

	Mr. Johnson managed an office downtown, the sort of work I just absolutely hated. And there was something else.

	Something I wouldn’t tell anyone. Not my best friend. Not even a priest or a shrink.

	I sort of had a thing for Aaron. I knew he was old enough be my father. I knew that I’d known him pretty much my whole life.

	I also knew that I shouldn’t feel like this, and I think that played into it. The forbidden part.

	I’d dream about going over to his place to find him sunbathing all by himself in the backyard. Nude, of course.

	That I’d end up in his arms, somehow. I’d say things like, “But this is wrong, Mr. Johnson. Why are you so hard? Am I doing that to you? Because you’re making me wet…”

	It usually ended with a couple of my fingers knuckle-deep inside of my slick insides, my whole body rigid with how hard I came.

	So it was a bit awkward for me to be around someone I crushed on like that.

	Also, Aaron was a bit of an asshole at work. Constantly checking schedules, making sure no one took more than a second over their break allotments, etc.

	And he ran me off my feet on the dumbest crap. Coffee runs, inter-office memos, all that crap. I hated it.

	About the only thing I liked was the clothes. Cute blouses and cuter skirts. Especially the ones that really hugged my hips.

	So I stopped really doing a good job. I figured the worst that would happen would be getting fired, then at least I could tell my dad that I’d tried.

	Besides, what was he going to do? Spank me?

	“Hey, Mr. Johnson wants to see you in his office,” Dan, an annoying office drone, said. I had a feel he’d been tattling to Aaron about me leaving early, doing a crap job, all that.

	“Thanks,” I sneered back at him.

	Aaron had a corner office away from the cubicle farm, and when I knocked on the door he said, “Come on.”

	When I came in he told me to sit down. I didn’t. 

	“I prefer to stand. What’s up?” I said.

	Aaron tapped his fingers on a notepad that sat on his desk. “I’ve been getting lots of reports of discipline problems is what’s up, Cheryl. Your dad’s not going to be happy when I tell him. I’m not happy.”

	“Well then I guess it’s good that you’re not my dad,” I said, crossing my arms.

	“Good, because I’d have you across my knee right now if I were.”

	“You’d like that,” I muttered under my breath.

	I thought I might like it, too.

	“Don’t you want to keep your job?” he said.

	"Of course I want to keep my job. Just who the hell do you think you are?" I said with as much sarcasm as I could muster.

	Not breaking eye contact, Aaron reached into his shirt pocket. Slowly, he pulled out the lid to his pen. He slid it over the tip, the light click of it snapping into place loud in the quiet room. 

	He laid the pen diagonally across his notes. I felt the urge to jump back from it as though it were a rattlesnake about to strike. It became so much harder to look him in the eyes.

	"I can see that your discipline problem is much greater than I first thought."

	He loosened his tie slightly, then unbuttoned his cuffs and rolled them about halfway up his forearms. They were shapely forearms, obviously honed at some gym. I couldn't stop looking at them. I noticed then how large his hands were as well.

	He pushed back from the desk and stood. I stood up as straight as I could, but the top of my head barely reached his shoulders. I wanted to shrink back, but my remaining nerve wouldn't let me. 

	Aaron came around the desk, and I followed him with my eyes. What was he doing? I could feel him looking at me. Maybe I should just tell him that I'd make an effort to improve my work ethic. That might placate him...

	What? I asked myself, No! You're going to show this jerk that he can't just boss you around! I had to do this. I had to prove to myself that I could stand up to men like him.

	He moved around behind me. The urge to turn and face him was like an itch I wasn't allowed to scratch. My calves flexed as I held my feet in place. His eyes seemed to draw a line down my body, down the taper of my waist to the flare of my hips and past that to my legs.

	I heard a smooth noise, something leather sliding against cloth. The blood rushed past my ears, and I flexed my hands at my sides.

	"Do you want to keep your job?" Aaron asked.

	He was moving behind me, doing something. I wanted to look over my shoulder so badly. Hot and cold fingers took turns dancing up and down my spine.

	"Of course I do!" I said, finally giving into temptation to crane my head over my shoulder.

	Before I could, he shoved me down against the desk, the edge of it digging into the front of my thighs. He held the back of my neck with one hand, pressing my cheek against the cold, smooth finish of the desktop.

	My heart nearly burst from panic as I pushed and struggled. All I could feel was his hand covering my neck, and how hot it was against me.

	"Hey! What the hell?" I said, my fingers scrabbling for purchase on the smooth desktop.

	But he held me easily. I reached back to scratch at his forearm, but my hand just flailed about uselessly.

	"Wait! Stop it!" I said.

	"I know your type," Aaron said, "You think you're better than every guy you see."

	"Just assholes like you!" I said, renewing my struggle.

	All it got me was rubbing my cheek against the desk. My lips left red smears were my lipstick rubbed off.

	"Yeah, that's right," he said, "You're like a horse that needs to be broken. You just need a strong hand..."

	"Go fuck yourself!" I said, managing to arch my back enough to look at him.

	He had his expensive black leather belt looped a few times around his hand. The loose end flopped in the air.

	That cold feeling started in my stomach again, and I couldn't look away from it.

	"What... What are you doing with that?"

	"Teaching you some discipline," he said, "But first... It works best on bare skin."

	The leather brushed against my calf as he unzipped my skirt.

	"Wait..." I said.

	I squeezed my eyes shut as I felt him tug my skirt down around my ankles. This couldn't be happening. It had to be a dream.

	I had dreams where Aaron tied me up, where my mouth got me into trouble. He would tie me up, then undress me with his teeth...

	God! I started getting wet as a shiver ran down my spine. I hated how those dreams made me feel, like I was powerless. Like he could do anything he wanted to my body and I was powerless to stop him.

	I hated those dreams, and I also ached for them. Sometimes I woke up in the middle of an intense orgasm, my panties soaked through and my pussy throbbing.

	And Aaron had such big, strong hands.

	He grabbed my pantyhose and peeled them down my legs. The cool air coming down from the vent in the ceiling caressed my bared cheeks, leaving them stubbled with goosebumps.

	"No panties? You're all the same," Aaron said.

	How many other girls had he done this to? I looked at that belt, wondering how many other bottoms he'd left stinging and red. Had those girls submitted to him, finally, begging him to stop?

	I flexed my thighs, hoping he couldn't see the wetness between my lips. 

	I wondered right then if he meant to fuck me. I wondered if I told him I wanted him to fuck me if he would, or if he wouldn’t just to torture me some more.

	"You don't have to..." I said.

	But it was too late. He flipped the belt back, the tip of it brushing against the ceiling. I flinched as my bottom flexed involuntarily.

	"This is for your own good," he said.

	Then he smacked me with the belt. The leather made a loud snap as it hit my bared ass. I snarled, hissing out through my teeth as the hot sting began. My fingernails scratched at the desktop.

	It hurt so much. My knees buckled under me and I would have fallen if he didn't keep a firm grasp on the back of my neck.

	"This is what happens to girls with smart mouths," he said.

	He whipped me again. I arched my back and cried out. I wanted to tell him to stop, that I'd be nice and quiet and answer the phones like I should.

	No! I couldn't let him win. I wouldn't. I'd fight through the pain. Pain was temporary. 

	Besides, I found I kind of liked the heat the sting left in my flesh. The thought of him holding me down like that, doing what he wanted to me, turned me on more than I wanted to admit. My wetness built inside me, sending my inner walls trembling.

	It hurt more than I fantasized. And, somehow, also felt even better.

	I cried out the third time he whipped me, and the fourth. God, the pain felt so good! I wasn't in control, I wasn't in charge. I couldn't stop this... And his hand felt so warm and hot on me. If I asked, would he spank me with that big hand instead? My body trembled.

	Aaron smiled. His shoulders heaved and he wiped at his brow. We both sweated, panting from our exertions.

	"What do you have to say for yourself now?" he said, unwinding his belt.

	I could tell he thought that he'd done it, that he'd broken me like some wilful pony. The raised red welts crisscrossing my bottom were proof of that to him. He must have seen that spark of resistance in my eyes, because he shoved me hard against the desk again before letting go.

	"All I have to say is, 'fuck you, asshole.' God, you think a little corporal punishment is enough to set me straight?"

	Aaron grabbed my bare hips and pulled me against his body. I could feel his heart pounding in his chest, and the heat just seemed to radiate from him. When our hips touched, I felt his shaft against my mound. It gave a little jump as we bumped together.

	His fingers dug into my flesh, and I hissed in pain. I shoved back against him, but he was too strong. The more I fought, the harder and bigger his cock got against me. My sex trembled as I felt his size.

	For a moment, I wanted to melt into his arms and beg him to fuck the life out of me right there on his desk. It was that weak side of me again, that part of me that just wanted to give in and be wanted he wanted me to be.

	I couldn't let it win.

	"You bitches are all the same," he said, looking down into my face with those frozen eyes, "You think you want power and privilege and all those other things. But all you really want is a firm hand and a stiff cock.”

	I ignored my nipples as they puckered against him. My thighs flexed together, sending a shock up my body as I squeezed my excited little clit.

	"And you think you're going to give those to me?" I said, trying to give him a haughty little laugh.

	Please, I thought, please give me that cock...

	He'd gotten so hard against me that if I could take a step back it would make a tent out of his slacks. I wanted to see how big it was so much, but I couldn't. I couldn't fall prey to my desires, for my sudden desire to be used by him for my body. 

	But how I burned for it.

	"I'm not going to give them to you. You're going to take them, like a good woman should," Aaron said.

	Then he pushed me down onto my knees. My pantyhose were still around my ankles, tying me up there, trapped between his body in front and the desk behind.

	And his cock did push hard against his slacks.

	He grabbed the top of my head with one hand, squeezing the handful of my hair until my scalp stung, forcing my face back to look up at him, towering over me.

	Using his other hand, he undid his pants and pulled his still hardening shaft out. I could only see it at the bottom of my vision; he had my head back so far I could mostly just see his face.

	"You want it, don't you? I can feel you trying to move so you can get a look at it. It's killing you not to see it, isn't it?"

	Saliva squirted into my mouth as his shaft got stiffer and bigger at the bottom of my vision. The desire to taste it, to suck on it until Aaron moaned, sent shivers down my back.

	How was he doing this to me? How could I let him do this to me?

	But I wasn't letting him, I knew. He was taking it from me. He hadn't asked my permission, or seduced me, or anything. He just bent me over that desk and took what he wanted from me.

	And I loved it.

	"Why don't you go fuck yourself?" I said, grinning at him.

	"Such a naughty mouth on you, Cheryl. You should put it to better use than that..."

	Then he slapped my cheek with his cock. I gasped at the hardness of it, at the heat I felt coming off it for just that moment.

	I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to reign my desires in. God, the inside of my thighs were soaked from my pussy! I wanted to slip a finger between those lips and feel just how wet I'd become, but I couldn't let him see that.

	"Don't try to hide it," he said.

	He slapped my other cheek with his cock. This time, he swiped the tip of it over my lips, leaving them wet with his precum. I could taste its saltiness, and couldn't help flicking my tongue out to taste more of it. 

	"Fuck off..." I said.

	He bumped the head of his cock against my mouth, almost getting his shaft in. I closed my teeth to stop him.

	"Open up," he said, tugging on my hair, "You know you want it, you dirty little bitch. You want to wrap those red lips around my cock. You want to taste it and suck on it. All you can think about is how stiff I am, isn't it? And about how you'll feel as I slide more and more of it in..."

	He groaned as my jaw relaxed and his shaft slipped in through my lips. They stretched around his girth as more of his salty precum spilled out onto my tongue.

	He was just as hot and hard as I imagined. We locked eyes as he pushed himself deeper and deeper into my mouth. He slid in so that I felt him at the back of my throat and had to resist my urge to gag. My pussy was sopping wet as I took every inch of him through my lips.

	The tears formed at the corners of my eyes and trickled down my cheeks, smearing my mascara in long black lines as I strained to keep him inside me. I couldn't breathe, but I didn't want to.

	"See? I knew you could take it. Isn't this so much better than using that pretty little mouth to say such smart-assed things?" Aaron said through his gritted teeth.

	Again, he pulled on my hair, trying to urge himself just a little deeper.

	My hands strayed up to his hips, but he just pushed them away. I moaned around         him and he closed in eyes as the vibrations ran up his length.

	So I clamped my lips around him as tightly as I could and sucked. He groaned again, his shaft swelling. He wasn't going to win. I was going to show him who the real boss was. I wanted to suck him dry, to make him cum right down my throat. His body was mine to do with as I pleased, not the other way around.

	His cock kept getting stiffer, and he squeezed his eyes shut. I sucked on him harder, willing him to dump his load down my throat. My pussy tingled as I thought of it, my walls trembling so much I thought I might cum myself. 

	"Ah! Good girl!" he said, yanking his cock out of my mouth.

	My spit covered his entire shaft, with strands of it hanging down off the bottom. His length glistened with it. My lips felt so hot that I didn't think I needed the lipstick, and I coughed and huffed for breath as I wiped at a strand of saliva still hanging between the head of his cock and my mouth. 

	"Now, I'm going to make you beg for it," he said, "I'm going to show you that all you really want is a good hard cock. I'll even make you a deal! If you can keep yourself from pleading with me to fuck you, I'll promote you to office manager. You can fire Dan yourself."

	He didn't wait for me to respond. Grabbing me under the arms, he pulled me back up. If he wasn't holding me, I would have fallen. His cock was so tantalizingly close. My lips burned and my jaw ached, and I knew my makeup was a wreck. But I wanted to suck on him some more.

	Just him bringing up the idea of fucking me turned my knees to water and left my thighs wet with my juices. 

	But I could resist. I knew I could. I kept telling myself that as he bent me over Dan's desk. This could be my desk, I thought. It will be my desk. I'm not going to do it... I'm not going to beg him! I tried shutting out all thoughts of how fucking sexy his shaft looked all coated with my spit, and how that would let him slide in and out of my tight little pussy so much more easily... No, stop! I thought.

	"God!" I said.

	He'd spread my legs apart as much as my pantyhose would allow. Then he ran the head of his cock, the flesh so taut and smooth, up and down my sopping slit. My clit sent shocks up my body as he rubbed past it.

	I gritted my teeth and pushed my forehead against the desk. No, I wasn't going to beg. 

	Then he found my opening and rested his shaft against it, pushing ever so gently. I could feel myself begin stretching around him, my pussy ravenous to swallow him up. All it would take would be one little nudge of my hips back, and he'd be inside of me. My mouth went dry as my body trembled.

	"Such a wet little cunt," he said, "Just say 'please' and I'll give you what we both know you truly want."

	"No..." I said, my teeth and lips closing to keep the word from coming out. It was so close! I could feel it!

	Aaron just snorted. He pulled back from me, the tip of his cock sliding away from my lips. I started to relax. It was over; I'd resisted! God, I was just going to give that guy at Starbucks my number as soon as I got out. Maybe he'd even come over and fuck me tonight, I thought.

	But Aaron wasn't done. He knelt down behind me, massaging my ass with those big, strong hands. They moved down my thighs, and he spread my lips apart with his fingers.

	"What are you doing?" I said, beginning to hyperventilate. 

	I couldn't take anymore. My entire body burned with my need. It ached deep inside me.

	Using just the tip of his tongue, he started playing with my clit. My entire body went rigid as I cried out. Each little flick from him sent me into spasms of ecstasy. The walls of my pussy clenched and trembled as I screamed. 

	But he didn't let up as my cries increased. He tongued me faster, playing my clit like it was an instrument and his tongue the pick.

	My fingernails scrabbled against the desk as though as I was being pulled back into some deep pit.

	I could feel my will crumbling as I shoved my pussy back against his face, soaking his cheeks and chin with my wetness. I had never wanted a man so much in my entire life.

	"Please!" I said, my willpower collapsing as my orgasm built inside me, "Fuck me! Fuck me hard!"

	"That's what I thought," Aaron said, standing and wiping at his face. 

	He squeezed my ass while he guided himself into me. My pussy was so wet that he slid right into my tight opening. I could feel my walls trying to squeeze up around him as he parted them with his hardness.

	He didn't stop until I felt his balls bump against my clit. Then he flexed inside me and I screamed as a ball of sexual agony exploded inside me.

	"That's it, cum all over me," he said.

	He fucked me, then, pulling his cock out and slamming it back home hard enough to move the desk.

	He kept on thrusting into me, my sopping cunt making wet noises that drove me wild as he did.

	"God!" I cried out as I came on him.

	No matter how tightly I tried to hold him inside me, he kept slipping in and out. I could feel how hard I made him, and that just urged more and more juices from my soaked pussy.

	Then he grabbed my hips with both hands and jackhammered our bodies together.

	"Yes!" he said, burying himself all the way in me as cum exploded from his cock.

	I grabbed the desk and screamed as I felt his hot load burst inside me, shooting against the back of my pussy as my trembling walls milked him.

	"Ah!" he said, gritting his teeth and squeezing his eyes shut as the intense pleasure of his orgasm mounted to something approaching pain.

	He came so deeply in me that when he pulled out I could feel the warmth of his seed inside me, unwilling to come out.

	Then a wave of relaxation so powerful rushed over me that I almost passed out. It was like I'd received the most incredible massage after my most intense workout. My muscles filled with heat, making them go slack.

	I got dressed slowly, wincing at the way my ass stung and the deep ache settling into my pussy.

	“So you’re not going to tell my dad, right?” I said.

	“We’ll see if this lesson sticks,” he replied, “Now get your ass back out there.”

	



	



Virgin and the Neighbor Daddy

	 

	Clarissa didn’t want to go to college a virgin, she knew that much.

	She’d managed to save herself through high school, even though she knew how the guys looked at her.

	Even though she knew she could’ve let any of them fuck her.

	But there was only one man she wanted to give herself to. And he happened to be the one man that she couldn’t.

	“Hey, Clarissa. Is your dad home?” Drew said, looking at her and smiling as he walked up the steps to her porch.

	Immediately, heat flooded into her chest. From there, it flowed up her neck and bloomed in her cheeks.

	It also went down. To that spot between her thighs. It made her quiver and the base of her spine tingled.

	“Yeah, he’s out in the garage,” Clarissa said, barely able to get the words out. “How are you? Is… is Maggie home?” Maggie was Drew’s wife. The woman Clarissa envied most in the world.

	Because she got to have him whenever she wanted.

	Clarissa also envied Jess, Drew and Maggie’s daughter, for getting to live with them. But she was a year older than Clarissa and already in college. Clarissa knew that she’d also decided to stay by the school for the summer.

	He paused, “Nah, she’s not around today. Going to visit with Jess. Too many things to do myself to go… You’re looking pretty today.”

	Clarissa smiled wide without being able to help it, and then made herself bite down on her bottom lip.

	It was wrong of her to want him like this, she knew as she watched him go back down the porch and then up the driveway to the garage.

	Drew had been a family friend for a long time. He and her dad were the same age.

	He just seemed so strong and mature and experienced. And he looked like a man, not a boy like the guys she’d gone to school with.

	And shouldn’t her first time be with a guy who could make her feel good, and not a guy who’d blow his load after two or three strokes?

	She guessed one thing about the fantasy that had drawn her to it was that there was no way it could come true.

	Not with Maggie and Jess around.

	But now, today, Drew was home alone. None of his women around to make any trouble.

	Fear and excitement tingled in Clarissa’s chest. Was she really thinking about doing this? About going through with it? All the way?

	She was.

	Her young body ached for it, for him. Her throat went tight and her nipples perked up. No, she wasn’t going to let this go to waste.

	So she waited until later that afternoon, until Drew finally left the garage where he’d been hanging out with Clarissa’s dad.

	She watched him from her bedroom window. Watched as he crossed the street and went into his house.

	Then she also ran across the road, her heart chattering in her chest.

	She knocked on the door and heard his footfalls inside. He opened the door and peered down at her.

	“Clarissa? What’s up?”

	She realized she hadn’t actually thought this far ahead. “Uh… My mom’s being a pain. Do you mind if a hang out here? Just for a bit.”

	Drew frowned down at her and then glanced back across the street to her house. He looked at it long enough that she began to feel like he meant to send her running back home.

	“Sure, I guess. I’ve gotta hit the shower, though.”

	“Great! You won’t even know I’m here,” she said, slipping around her through the door and into the front hallway.

	She waited until he went upstairs, and continued waiting until she heard the hiss of the shower.

	Then she went into the master bedroom. She sat on his bed, watching the closed door of the bathroom, heart thumping hard.

	It seemed to take forever, and simultaneously no time at all, for him to finish up in there. The water turned off and she saw a dim shadow beneath the door as he walked back and forth.

	When he opened the door, he was naked. His skin looked fresh and pink and clean.

	And his cock, long and thick even when it was soft, hung heavily between his thighs. 

	“Clarissa!” he said, “What the hell are you doing?”

	She stood up, so nervous her whole body trembled. “I… I want you to be my first.”

	He frowned. But she also noticed that he hadn’t grabbed a towel or retreated back into the bathroom. “Your first what?” he asked as if he didn’t know.

	“I’ve wanted you for a long time now,” Clarissa said, her voice shaky, “Don’t tell me you haven’t thought about it. I see the way you look at me sometimes… Don’t… Don’t you want to fuck me?”

	She took an uncertain step forward, then another. She closed the gap to him quickly. He smelled of soap. He swallowed hard when he looked down at her.

	And then she noticed the way his cock had begun to harden. Saliva squirted into her mouth, and she put her hands on his bare chest.

	“Clarissa, we shouldn’t. I’m old enough to be your father. Your father is my friend!”

	“And he doesn’t have to know. No one has to know…” Clarissa said.

	His hardening cock began pushing against her stomach, and she knew he wanted her. Knew that he struggled inside.

	“No one has to know. Not my parents. Not your wife. Please. We only have today…”

	Then she slid down onto her knees. His semi-hard cock throbbed just inches from her face. Drew looked down at her, swallowing heavily, his hands clenching and unclenching.

	“Let me suck you,” Clarissa said, surprised at the words coming out of her mouth.

	She knew that she shouldn’t. That this was wrong and forbidden. But there was a curiosity and a lust in her that overwhelmed her better judgment. 

	His shaft continued hardening until it stood out straight. He was so big, And so hard that his cock jumped a little with every beat of his heart.

	Now that her face was on the same level as his cock, she wasn’t sure what she should be doing. She wanted to please him, and to feel that monster inside her, but she was so new at all this.

	Drew seemed to sense her uncertainty. Grabbing hold of his cock again, he thrust his hips forward until the head bumped into her lips. When Clarissa didn’t open her mouth, he grabbed her jaw, gently but firmly, and pulled it open. Clarissa looked up into Drew’s eyes. They blazed with animalistic lust as he looked down at her sweet face. 

	The head of his cock pressed through her lips. There were ridges around it, and she found if she ran her tongue against them Drew jolted in her mouth and closed his eyes. 

	He tried pushing himself deeper into her, wanting to feel that warmth and wetness around more and more of his shaft. Clarissa had to grab his cock with both hands to keep him from going too quickly and making her gag. 

	Clarissa began sliding her fingers up and down Drew’s shaft while she focused on sucking the head, like she saw the girls do in porn. 

	Soon, Drew made a noise deep in his throat. As her tongue licked across the tip of his member, she tasted his precum. It was warm, and the harder she sucked, the more came out. She started moaning then, too. This seemed to make Drew even harder. 

	He grabbed the sides of her head, getting fistfuls of her hair. Every time she stroked him, his fingers tightened.

	Using his thumb, he brushed at her cheek. She looked up at his face.

	“Faster,” Drew said.

	Clarissa obeyed, moving her fingers faster and faster up and down his shaft. When they touched her lips, they collected some of the saliva she’d worked up and smeared it up and down his rod. This, in turn, let her fingers move faster still.

	She badly wished she could take one of her hands from his member. Clarissa wanted to pull her skirt up and touch herself again. All she could think about was how hard and large he was in her, and how badly she wanted him to fuck her right there. 

	Drew’s breathing became ragged, then. He snarled down at her, but it wasn’t in anger. Clarissa frowned at him, wondering what was wrong. His face made it look like he was almost in pain. His cock was harder in her mouth, and seemed to have swollen up to an even greater size.

	Clarissa started to pull back, to ask him what she was doing wrong. Then he grunted, his fists tightening in her hair and holding her mouth in place.

	Her eyes widened in shock as liquid shot in spurts out of Drew’s cock in her mouth. There was so much, and it was so warm. Clarissa swallowed it all, almost choking it came out so fast. 

	She stroked her fingers up and down his shaft a few more times, squeezing the last of Drew’s seed into her mouth and swallowing it. He was still looking down at her, his chest and shoulders heaving. He seemed more relaxed, and Clarissa thought she saw the hint of a smile curl the corners of his mouth as his brushed the hair off her face. 

	Clarissa fell back onto the floor, sitting. She felt sore, as though she’d been clenching all the muscles in her body as well. She looked at Drew’s still partially hard cock, which was drenched in her saliva, dripping. The sight made her pussy tingle. He may have been satisfied, but Clarissa knew she wasn’t.

	She didn’t want him to finish! She wanted him to fuck her! 

	But then he didn’t soften. His shaft hardened again. He leaned over and grabbed her shoulders.

	“Get up, I’m not done with you,” he said. He spun her around so that she faced away from him.

	All Clarissa said was, “Oh!” as he pulled her too him. She felt his cock pressing against her ass through her skirt. He was already getting hard. 

	Her body responded to his, her pussy getting slick and her skin flushing.

	“Give yourself to me,” he commanded, his lips right next to her ear so she could feel his hot breath. 

	Clarissa turned her face, looking at Drew over her shoulder. His eyes flicked down to her lips. He kissed her. After a moment, she kissed back. At the sudden reciprocity of desire, Drew’s cock got rock solid, poking against her. 

	Drew spun her around. Clarissa went to her knees, ready to take him in her mouth again.

	“No,” Drew said, “I’m going to take you now.”

	He laid his hands on Clarissa’s shoulder and pushed her to the floor of the cave. Clarissa whimpered, breathing quickly. Her eyes were wide. A sudden fear washed over her, almost overcoming her desire to have Drew inside her. She wanted him, but she was afraid. She knew it was wrong, but in some way, it also felt right.

	Drew went down onto his knees, his manhood, long, hard, and trembling before him. He pushed her skirt up, then pulled her panties off. Clarissa knew her pussy was fully exposed now. It felt so wet, too. He had to be able to see how wet he made her. 

	Grabbing her by the thighs, he slid her body closer to his. His cock hung over her stomach. He pushed her knees to her chest and shifted himself back slightly.

	Angling his hips, he put the head of his cock against her pussy. The fear returning, Clarissa reached out one hand and put it on his stomach just over his cock, as though she could hold him back.

	“Drew...” Clarissa said between quick breaths. Her emotions swelled and fell as though they were on a rollercoaster. As the words left her mouth, she didn’t even think she really meant them. One part of her wanted to beg him to push his shaft into her, and it seemed to be winning.

	She bit her lip as he pushed and entered her. His cock filled her, stretching out her walls around his girth as he slid in deeper and deeper. She still pushed against his stomach, but it was more like a touchstone than resistance. It was all that was keeping her from passing out at the sudden sensations flooding her body.

	“Clarissa...” Drew moaned as inch after inch of his cock slid through her pink lips into her tight, wet hole.

	She knew how he felt about her from the way he’d said it, like he was on the brink of losing himself in her. Her pussy tightened up around him as she thought about the way he’d said her name.

	Looking down, she saw his thick, bulging cock straining as he tried to push it all the way into her. Growling, he pulled back. Clarissa sucked in a breath. Her pussy had soaked him, leaving a clear and shiny layer of her juices all over him. Then he pushed it back in, getting a little bit more of himself into her tightness.

	He did this regularly, pulling out and then entering her. She watched, mesmerized, as her tightness pulled at him. It was like her body didn’t want him to leave.

	Drew held her legs against her chest, his hands holding her knees, a look of concentration and a pleasure that was almost agony on his face as he thrust into her faster and faster. The sound of their flesh slapping together almost overwhelmed the thunder of the waterfall.

	Her thoughts turned to how hard he felt in her, how his cock swelled and pulsed as his passion rose.

	Then he took one hand from her knee and put it on her stomach, just above the slit of her pussy. He pressed his thumb down into her slit while he fucked her. He rubbed the ball of his thumb against her clit. 

	Clarissa saw exploding stars. She thought she was screaming, but she couldn’t be sure. The ball of his thumb circled her clit faster as he pounded his cock as hard as he could into her pussy.

	She came on him, her pussy clenching and convulsing as waves of pleasure and emotion washed over her.

	His mouth opened and he groaned. She felt his cock get even harder against her soft walls as his seed spurted deep inside her. It was warm. She felt pulsing, and didn’t know if it was her pussy or his cock.

	He pulled out of her and she threw herself into his arms, their bodies pushed together while she trembled with the afterglow of her climax.

	“I’m still not done,” Drew said.

	Drew grabbed her naked body by the ass and lifted her up. She wrapped her arms around his broad shoulders and shifted her legs so that her knees were cradled in the crooks of Drew’s arms. 

	Leaning forward, she kissed him. She could still taste the blood, hot and fresh, on his lips as he lowered her down onto his rigid cock. She sucked in a breath as he filled her again. She refused to stop kissing him, even as she squeezed her eyes shut from the feeling of his thick shaft stretching her pussy out. In return, her pussy soaked his member in her juices so that he could slide in and out of her tightness a little more easily.

	“Oh, Drew, fuck me!” Clarissa whimpered as she pulled her lips from his and pressed her forehead against his shoulder.

	Drew bounced her up and down in his arms as her pink folds pulled up on down on the skin of his cock. Clarissa moaned, opening her mouth and pressing her teeth against Drew’s hot flesh.

	She had to throw her head back as her pussy started clenching uncontrollably. Drew was relentless, fucking her hard and fast as her wetness lubed his shaft. 

	He lasted much longer this time, having already spent himself twice. His cock moved in and out of her like a piston.

	His strong hands squeezed her ass, then pulled her cheeks apart. She felt his fingers move into her cleft, rubbing against her puckered asshole.

	The feeling was electric. She let out a howl of her own as she came on him, her pussy squeezing him so tightly that he had to slow down. She rode him through her orgasm, groaning and leaning forward to bite his shoulder as the feelings almost overcame her senses. 

	He continued holding her cheeks apart, running his fingertip in faster circles around the sensitive pucker of her asshole. She felt his shaft swell inside her as he pushed at her rosebud, harder and harder until it parted over his fingertip. 

	Clarissa grabbed the back of his head and pulled it until her lips brushed against his ear.

	“Come inside me,” she told him. 

	He’d already done it once, and she’d loved the feeling. Loved it even though she wasn’t on birth control and he could very well get her pregnant.

	Clarissa wanted to feel the warmth of his seed in her body again. Drew pulled his finger out of her so he could grip her ass better as he resumed bouncing her on him as fast and hard as he could. 

	She kept whispering, “Come in my pussy,” into his ear. She sucked his earlobe into her mouth and nibbled on it.

	Pulling back, she had to bite down on her own lip as Drew grunted. She could feel his whole body stiffen against hers as his big cock jerked inside her. She giggled a little as the force of his orgasm shot his cum against the back of her pussy. Once again, she felt the warmth that her body ached for.

	Both of them breathing deeply and trembling, he lifted her off his cock and set her down on her feet. She immediately collapsed to her knees, her legs too shaky to support her weight. 

	Clarissa scrambled to grab her clothes from the floor and pull them back on as Drew’s dripping shaft softened. She felt sore inside, as though her pussy had been pounded beyond its limit. But it also felt good and satisfying.

	She felt a tingle move up her spine as she thought about how it had felt when he’d played with her asshole. She’d always thought that she’d never let a man do anything like that to her, but now she wasn’t so certain. Clarissa found herself eying Drew’s shaft, wondering what it would be like for him to fuck her in the ass with it.

	“Three times,” she said. It wasn’t a question, just an observation.

	He looked at her and shrugged, “Like you said, we only have today. I knew I had to make it count. You’d better have a shower here before you go back home.”

	“Okay.”

	“And Clarissa? Not a word of this to anyone, like you promised.”

	“Never,” she replied.

	



	



Neighbor Daddy Temptation

	 

	I’d waited weeks for my chance to open up.

	Long weeks of nothing to satisfy me but my fingers late at night, my body writhing under the covers while I imagined what he might do to my young body.

	“Another long day of doing nothing?” my dad asked me over the fold of the morning paper.

	“Anything wrong with that?” I asked him.

	He glared at me. “Well why don’t you see what Marley is up to? You guys are going to different schools at the end of summer and you should hang out now while you can.”’

	“She’s gone away for the week to be with her mom,” I said.

	I glanced through the kitchen window at the house next door. Marley and Charlie’s house. Marley was gone, that was true. But Charlie, her dad, was home. All by himself.

	It was almost too easy.

	“Don’t you have other friends? I seem to remember other friends,” my dad said.

	“Of course I do. It’s just that none of them are around!”

	“So then it is another day of nothing I guess,” he shook his head and turned back to his paper.

	“No. Mom said I could take the car. I think I’ll go to the mall,” I told him.

	“Great. You’re 18 now. Do what you want,” he replied sarcastically. He still wasn’t confident in my driving abilities. But I didn’t want to goad him much more. I needed to be able to take the car today, just not to the mall.

	So I waited a while into the afternoon and told my parents I was going out. Then I took the car and drove it around the block and parked it along a side street that I knew neither of my parents ever went down.

	My heart thumped hard in my chest. I could feel my panties sticking a little to the bald lips of my pussy. When I showered that morning I’d made sure to get every last hair, and now I couldn’t think about much of anything but that.

	I rounded the corner on the block and went up to the front door of Charlie and Marley’s house, taking a quick glance over to make sure my mom and dad hadn’t decided to step out onto the porch or anything like that.

	Then I went inside, knowing that Charlie never really bothered to lock up.

	Charlie was in the kitchen, which wasn’t visible from the door. He hadn’t heard it open. My heart slammed so hard I thought it might explode. I really, really hoped that everything I’d done leading up to this had worked.

	Like last night when I pretended to let my towel drop right in front of my fully open bedroom window, which faced Charlie’s house.

	When I looked over I’d seen him staring. And when I caught him staring he turned his head and walked away.

	I kicked my sandals off and padded up the stairs and into the master bedroom.

	Then I stripped down completely naked, my skin pebbling with gooseflesh when the air touched it.

	I sat down on the side of the bed facing the door.

	“Charlie!” I called out, surprised my voice could work I was so anxious.

	All sound from downstairs stopped for a second. Then he called back. “Hello?”

	“Come up here!” I said.

	At first I worried he wouldn’t, but then I heard his footsteps on the stairs.

	He rounded the doorway into the bedroom, a question on his lips. But when he saw me that question dropped away.

	His eyes took me in and a little shiver of excitement ran up my spine.

	“I should go get your dad,” he said, and backed up a step. He didn’t turn around though. He couldn’t stop looking at me.

	I swallowed. I thought he might say something like that. He was a good man. “You could do that… Or…”

	“Or what?” he said, a little frown line appearing between his eyebrows.

	I leaned back on his bed and spread my legs open. I could feel my lower lips parting, showing the pink wetness between them.

	“Or we could have some fun… Why don’t you take off your clothes?”

	“We shouldn’t…” he replied, but he didn’t move.

	“But you want to,” I said.

	“What?”

	“I’ve seen you look at me. I know, because I’ve been watching you, too. Come over here. I know you want to. I won’t tell anyone. I swear. I know you want to! I can see your boner in your jeans.”

	He was already hard. It bulged against the denim.

	He stood there a little while, then stepped fully into the bedroom. He closed the door behind himself and walked towards me, stripping out of his clothes as he went.

	His cock sprang out long and hard when he freed it from his briefs.

	His cock quivered, big and long and hard, just above the slippery wetness of my pussy. He looked like he could barely contain himself.

	“Do I need a rubber?” he asked.

	“No,” I replied, “I want to feel your bare skin against mine.”

	I’d waited so long for this moment. Teasing him, flirting with him, giving him longing looks. Ever since I turned 18 I’d decided that I wanted to fuck my best friend’s father.

	His name was Charlie and he was a silver fox.

	At first it had just been something of a game. Could I convince an older man to fuck me? What about a man I’d known all my life? One who was my own father’s good friend? One who’d been like a father to me more than once?

	The game turned serious at some point.

	And now here I was, lying on Charlie’s bed with my legs spread apart, the bald lips of my pussy puffy and engorged with desire while he looked down at my young, firm, pert body with wanton desire.

	“Fuck me,” I told him, “I need you to fuck me.”

	His cock flexed visibly and a clear drop of precum appeared right at the tip. He swallowed heavily while he succumbed to the temptation offered by my lithe and nubile body. He needed only a little more a push.

	“You want me so wet,” I said, “Good and wet so that you can slide every inch into me. Don’t you want to feel how warm I am, wrapped all around you?”

	His jaw jutted out a little. Then he grabbed my legs and pushed them farther apart and back. My stomach went tight at the touch, and I could feel how slick my inner walls had gotten.

	“Please…” I moaned, “Please…”

	The head of his cock bumped against my quivering mound and I sucked in a breath. His cock was so hard it trembled. So hard that the purple flesh of the tip gleamed.

	He wasn’t some teenager who didn’t know what to do. His cock slid down my slit until he found my opening.

	He pushed against the tightness and we both gasped and then sighed as I parted around his girth and he slid into me.

	His cock was hot and hard inside of me, and he kept pushing it deeper and deeper. 

	“You’re so big,” I said, “I can feel you stretching me out.” I could, too. It kind of hurt, a little. But in a good way. A satisfying way.

	A way that told me I could take a man’s cock. A real man’s cock.

	He pushed in until the head of his shaft bumped against the back of me. Then he paused, both of us just luxuriating in the feeling of being together like this.

	I’d never felt so filled before. My walls undulated and writhed around him, and I pushed the back of my head against the mattress, my whole body going tight.

	I could feel the tautness and tension of my climax building low in my stomach as I fulfilled my body’s most primal need.

	“You’re so fucking wet,” he said through gritted teeth.

	My nipples went hard, aching as they stiffened bare in the still air of the bedroom.

	He pulled back, slowly, my pussy’s tightness pulling at his shaft. Every inch he revealed glistened with my wetness all over him. 

	I’d gotten him so wet already that it dropped down the bottom of his shaft.

	He pushed into me again. This time my mouth dropped open and I whimpered. My slick, velvety walls clamped up around him, so tight that he groaned.

	“You’re going to make me come soon,” he said.

	“I want to,” I told him, “I want to make you feel so good that you can’t hold back. Fuck me. Fill me up.”

	I hadn’t expected this first time to last very long. We both wanted this so badly, and now that we finally got it and couldn’t believe how good it felt, there was no way it would go on much longer.

	I liked it because it was forbidden. I was fucking my friend’s dad! A man old enough to be my dad!

	It was my tight young body that got him hard.

	My tight young pussy that urged him closer and closer to finishing inside of me.

	He gritted his teeth and pushed my legs down to that my thighs touched the mattress. He slid in and out of me, our bodies slapping together wetly every time he forced every inch of his throbbing manhood into my waiting wetness.

	“I can feel it… I can feel it…” I moaned. I could feel his cock getting harder in me. Hotter and harder.

	I could feel my own orgasm building, the tension of it so great I thought I might actually explode if it didn’t release soon.

	The soft white skin between my breasts and on my throat flushed a deep rouge. My pussy tried holding onto him tighter and tighter the harder he fucked me. 

	My eyes squeezed shut and my lips pulled back from my teeth. My legs started shaking, my toes curling up. I grabbed handfuls of the bedspread and squeezed them.

	“I’m coming, I’m coming!” I said.

	“Fuck… holy fuck…” Charlie moaned.

	“Don’t stop!” I begged him, “Keep going. Fill me up. Come inside of me. I need it… God!”

	The final bit of tension inside of me broke. My climax slammed into me, hot and cold waves of pleasure coursing up and down my body. My pussy got so tight and it felt like I squirted a little. I couldn’t help it.

	“God!” Charlie echoed me.

	He buried his shaft to the hilt inside of me. My inner walls wrapped around him and squeezed just as his cock began its rhythmic flexing.

	Each time it did it sent a ripple of pleasure through me and I moaned, my orgasm still running its course.

	Each time it did I felt the warmth of his seed fill me up. I could feel my needy body pulling it up deeper into me, right into my waiting womb.

	When he finished he didn’t pull out of me right away. His body relaxed a little and we both took a breath.

	I could feel my heartbeat in my pussy. Everything down there between my thighs was wet heat.

	I looked into his face. A face I’d known for so long. Part of me knew that what we’d just done was wrong. So wrong.

	But also so very right.

	“We can’t tell anyone,” Charlie said, still hard inside of me.

	I gave his cock a teasing squeeze, which was a bit of a mistake. I sucked in a breath at the dull pain. I was already sore!

	My whole body was sore. My orgasm had wrung me out like a wet cloth.

	“Of course not,” I said. I liked our secret. I wanted it to stay that way.

	I wanted him to fuck me again. I wanted to fuck him every day from now until I moved away to college in the fall.

	Every day that Marley, his daughter and my friend, wasn’t around.

	“And especially not Marley,” Charlie said. “She can never know. Never.”

	“I’ll never tell anyone,” I said. Then, “Oooh.”

	He pulled out of me slowly, his cock dripping with our combined juices. “You have the tightest pussy I’ve ever fucked.”

	I smiled broadly, far too proud of that fact. “And you have the biggest cock. Way bigger than my ex’s.”

	A little of his load dribbled out of me when he pulled all the way out. But I could feel the rest still inside of me. Deep inside.

	I wasn’t on birth control, so I knew I’d need to go get a morning after pill pretty quick. There was no way he could come so hard and deep inside of me and not knock me up.

	I could’ve told him to put a condom on, but I’d wanted him bare inside of me. Wanted him to come inside of me. And I knew that he wouldn’t if I’d told him I wasn’t on anything.

	He leaned over me, supporting himself with his hands on the mattress, and kissed me. His manly stubble tickled at my lips and cheeks.

	I reached between our bodies and grabbed his cock, still slippery from my pussy. He throbbed in my grip and he moaned through our kiss.

	I almost asked him to fuck me again, but the dull, hot ache between my thighs begged me not to. Charlie really was a big guy, and I didn’t think I could take him again.

	I glanced over at the window. The blinds were open ever so slightly. Enough to see my house. Where my parents were right at that very moment.

	I wondered what they’d think if I knew I’d just gotten Charlie to fuck my brains out. Got him to fuck me and to fill my little pussy up with a big, hot load I could still feel coating my insides.

	I smiled a little. God, I was such a dirty little slut. And I loved it.

	“Are your parents still throwing that graduation party tomorrow night?” Charlie said, sitting next to me on the bed.

	I sat up as well. “Yeah…” Then a dirty, sexy idea occurred to me and I couldn’t help but feel my smile grow, “And when you come over you shouldn’t put any underwear on.”

	“Why’s that?” he said.

	“Because I want to follow you into the bathroom and suck your cock,” I told him.

	His eyebrows climbed up his forehead, “I’m not sure that’s such a good idea.”

	I bit my bottom lip and let it slide slowly out between my teeth before continuing, “I’ll get down on my knees in front of you and pull you out of your pants. Then I’ll lick you until you get good and hard. Then I’ll suck you and stroke you…” I was getting turned on again just describing it.

	So was Charlie. He swallowed hard.

	I continued. “I’ll suck you and stroke you. I’ll kiss and lick the head of your cock until you can’t take it. Then I’ll wrap my lips around you when you come. And then I’ll look into your eyes as I swallow it all. Every last drop. Then we’ll go back to the party.”

	His cock had started hardening again, and I thought about giving him a preview of tomorrow night, but I wanted him to wait. I wanted him to suffer the agony of anticipation.

	“Guess I better not be late,” he replied.

	



	



Seduced by Neighbor Daddy

	 

	Meghan didn’t know why she decided to put her hair into pigtails that day.

	She looked herself in the mirror in her room, smiling as she shook her head from side to side, the pair of pigtails smacking her in the cheeks.

	She sat down on her bed, the mattress squishing slightly beneath her firm and toned bottom. A bottom toned and firmed by years of track and field in high school followed by a whole semester of varsity volleyball at college.

	She realized then it was because she was back home from school. Back in her old bedroom, the place where she’d grown up.

	The pigtails reminded her of what it had been like, before moving away from home.

	She wore nothing but a pair of white panties and a matching sports bra—it was hot out! And the air conditioning upstairs wasn’t the best. Her dad still hadn’t bothered to do anything about it.

	She grabbed her phone off her nightstand and checked it. Nothing important. Some likes on an Insta album she made from a beach trip yesterday. A few DMs from hot frat guys back at school.

	Then the text came, from Sara across the street. Sara, her best friend forever from high school.

	She wanted to know if Meghan wanted to go swimming in their pool.

	She did. She grabbed her bathing suit and ran downstairs, calling out to her parents that she was going over to Sara’s.

	It wasn’t long before they were both in the pool. Sara’s dad lounged on a chaise near the water, watching them idly.

	It also wasn’t long before Meghan realized she should’ve maybe limbered up a bit first.

	“My thigh keeps cramping!” Meghan said, “And I think I’m more sensitive to the chlorine or something.” She winced at a sudden stiff pain in her left thigh as she waded over to the ladder.

	“Why don’t you go inside to wash off?” Mr. Brown said, “You can go use the master bath. Just grab a towel off the rack.”

	She pulled herself up the ladder, feeling a bit better as she got out of the water. She could feel the chlorine making her hair all stiff. Even so, her pigtails stayed in place.

	Meghan’s body glistened in the sun, but it wasn’t just the sunlight she felt on her skin.

	Mr. Brown looked at her in a way that he’d never really done before. Heat rushed up her throat and into her cheeks, and something deep and low in her stomach went hot and tight.

	“Are you sure?” she said. Mr. Brown had never let her into the master bedroom any time she’d been over hanging out with Sara.

	“Just go,” Sara said, still splashing around in the pool, apparently oblivious to the looks that her dad gave Meghan. “Next time don’t eat before swimming!”

	“Sure, thanks,” she said.

	She left wet footprints across the deck. Upstairs, she went into the master bedroom, looking around furtively.

	Mr. Brown slept on a king size bed, she saw. The covers were mussed, and her mind went immediately to thoughts of Mr. Brown moving around on that bed.

	How did he sleep? Shirtless? Completely in the nude?

	Her stomach went tight at that thought, and she turned her attention to the door leading into the ensuite bathroom with its shower.

	She went in and closed the door behind her. After a moment, she turned back around and locked it by pushing in the little button on the knob.

	When she stripped out of her bathing suit her nipples responded to the air by stiffening up. She gasped a little at the tightening sensation.

	Then she giggled when she caught site of her nubile body in the mirror. Her breasts were round, perky, and high.

	She smiled at her reflection. “Of course he looked. Who wouldn’t?”

	She turned on the water in the shower and waited a few moments for it to heat up. It hissed out of the showerhead.

	She stepped underneath it and sighed at the heat.

	Her hands went to her chest and she began toying with herself, pinching and rolling her nipples lightly between thumb and forefinger.

	She thought about Mr. Brown doing that. Thought about him squeezing her, unable to help himself, his cock getting harder and harder with his aching need to feel her sweet, warm tightness wrapped all around his length.

	“Oh… Mr. Brown…” she moaned.

	Then one of her hands dipped low, going between her thighs. She kept her lower lips shaved bare, and when she parted them she felt her engorged clit.

	“Oh…” she moaned again, toying with herself some more.

	She thought about how Mr. Brown was old enough to be her father. How he was her best friend’s dad. How he was still married, his wife away on a business trip.

	“You’re so bad, Mr. Brown…” she moaned some more. She imagined herself teasing him, making him want her so badly he’d do anything at all.

	And he was pretty handsome, for an older man. Besides, didn’t older guys know just how a girl wanted to be touched? How she wanted to be fucked?

	Her tip of her middle finger moved faster and faster over and around her clit, water sluicing down the back of her hand.

	Her tummy went tight. So did her pussy. She could feel the quivering heat inside of her.

	She came when she thought about Mr. Brown bending her over and forcing the thick, hard head of his cock into her wet and waiting folds.

	The sound of someone walking around in the hall brought her out of it, her arousal turning to sudden panic in the center of her chest.

	Just how loud was I moaning? She wondered.

	But she’d closed door, and the hiss and patter of the water from the shower head must have masked her noises of pleasure.

	They did. I know they did.

	She just couldn’t imagine the embarrassment of Sara hearing her and figuring out what she was doing. She’d never let Meghan live it down. She’d have to move back to campus early just to stop it.

	And God forbid if it was Mr. Brown out there.

	Maybe he’d have liked it, some little voice in the back of her mind insisted. 

	Meghan turned off the water, the final few drops dripping down onto the porcelain. There’s no way. I’ve known him my whole life! He doesn’t think about me like that. And he wasn’t looking at me like I was a piece of hot ass just a few minutes ago. I was imagining it all.

	Still, it had been pretty hot to think about in the shower. A pleasant, tight heat filled her pelvis from her shower activities.

	And she thought it might be a fantasy that would come up again. When she was back at school, of course.

	She stepped out and reached reflexively for a towel.

	“Damn,” she said, her hand snatching empty air by the towel bar. She’d forgotten to grab one before she came in.

	There was probably one someone in the bedroom she could use. She started opening the door and the paused, remembering those footfalls outside before.

	“Hello?” she said through the gap. No answer.

	Opening the door a little wider, one hand covering her breasts (her nipples still perky and pressing against her forearm) she peeked out into the bedroom.

	She couldn’t see anyone.

	She paused, wondering if anyone might be looking at the bedroom window from outside the house at the moment. If they were, they were about to get flashed by her bare, glistening ass.

	Meghan stepped quickly out of the bathroom and into the master bedroom, searching for a towel. She’d left her own clothes in Sara’s bedroom, where she’d changed into her bathing suite. And she sure as hell wasn’t about to go into the hall in the nude.

	“Shit,” she muttered. The air in the bedroom felt cold against her damp skin, making her breakout in gooseflesh up and down her body.

	She sat on the bed, frustrated.

	Then the door to the bedroom opened. Meghan jerked up to her feet, one arm covering her breasts and the other concealing the lips of her pussy, which were still flushed with the tingling heat of her earlier activities.

	“Meghan!” Mr. Brown said, stepping into the room. His eyes went wide.

	But he didn’t look away.

	“Mr. Brown!” Meghan replied, “I, uh, I forgot a towel…” she did look away, her cheeks blushing. She couldn’t help but think about her fantasy.

	“I thought so. I grabbed one for you,” Mr. Brown said. He held it out.

	Meghan began reaching for it before she realized she’d have to uncover some part of herself to do so.

	“Do you mind?” she said, glancing down to indicate her condition.

	He snorted and rolled his eyes, “It’s nothing I haven’t seen before. And we’ve known each other so long.”

	“Ok then…” Meghan said, confusion mingling in her chest.

	So she reached out, choosing to uncover her breasts. He held out the towel. She grasped it, pulled.

	He didn’t let go.

	“Mr. Brown?” Her heart started racing.

	“You know, I always figured you’d turn out beautiful,” Mr. Brown still didn’t let go.

	“Thanks?” she replied.

	And then he tugged on the towel.

	“Oh!” she lurched forward, right into his arms. He caught her, his big hands resting on the small of her back, pressing her stomach into his pelvis.

	She felt him, then. Felt something big and hard pushing against her belly button. Her breath caught. Something within her quivered.

	“Mr. Brown!” she said, looking up at him with startlement. “What are you doing?”

	“What I’m pretty sure you want me to be doing,” he replied, “God, you’re so fucking hot…”

	His hands slid down her back and cupped her ass, which was still wet from the shower. He squeezed. Meghan gasped.

	Her pussy was slick.

	“We shouldn’t…” she said, her hands on his chest. Her pussy throbbed. She swallowed hard against a lump in her throat.

	She knew that she wasn’t doing much to resist him. She could feel it inside of her, that desire that told her not to struggle.

	Not too much, at least. Guys enjoyed a bit of a chase. A bit of a hunt. It got the heart pounding.

	It certainly got hers pounding.

	He leaned over and kissed her, hard, on the lips. His tongue poked into her mouth. Her whole body trembled. His cock bulged against her stomach as though struggling to free itself from its denim prison.

	Their mouths parted and she gasped for breath, her perky, round breasts heaving. Her lips stung a little from the force of that kiss.

	And his fingers still kneaded and squeezed her ass, pulling her body against his.

	So wet, she thought.

	“You’re old enough to be my father,” she said. Her fingers curled against his chest.

	“And you’re young enough to be my daughter,” he replied.

	“Your daughter is my best friend,” she said to him, “What if she comes in? What if she sees?”

	“Not gonna happen,” he replied, “And besides, isn’t the threat of getting caught half the fun?”

	“You’re married…” Meghan searched for some reason. Something that might make him stop. If he stopped, she wouldn’t push it to go further.

	If he didn’t stop…

	Her body trembled. Her nipples stiffened so much they ached.

	“She’s thousands of miles away. Besides, you’re so much more beautiful than she ever was.”

	“Mr. Brown…” she said, one last time.

	“Stop calling me that. Call me John,” he said. Then he kissed her again, his stubble scratching at her cheeks.

	Her hands dropped down between their bodies, finding that bulge in the front of his pants. He moaned when she touched it. When she traced the outline of it.

	“You’re so big,” she said when his mouth slid off her and down the side of her throat, as though he wanted to lick all the droplets of water from her body.

	Meghan glanced at the bedroom window, wondering if Sara was still in the pool. Wondering if she might come inside. Come upstairs to see what all the common was.

	Come up and see her father’s mouth all over her best friend’s naked body. Her best friend’s hands squeezing and working at the hard bulge John’s cock made in his jeans.

	Thinking about it made her wetter. Made her pussy quiver.

	“I need to taste you,” he said.

	And before she could do anything, he pushed her down onto the bed. The mattress bounced and creaked beneath her.

	Then he grabbed the backs of her knees and pushed them up, revealing the flushed, pink mound of her pussy.

	Her breath caught again, and she put one hand over her nakedness.

	“Get that out of the way,” he grabbed her wrist and yanked, revealing her sopping slit.

	Then he kissed around her navel, his lips hot and moist. His mouth trailed down, so achingly close to Meghan’s heat that her whole body shook.

	She sucked her lower lip in between her teeth and bit down lightly when he kissed her inner thighs. Kissed that little crease of flesh between her mound and her leg.

	Her mouth opened in a silent groan when the heat of his mouth found the heat of her throbbing sex.

	His tongue was insistent as it explored her. When it found the little nub of her clit, it worked her.

	Her body went tight, her back arching. When he sucked her clit into his mouth and licked it that way, she clapped a hand over her mouth to keep from screaming.

	Tightness and heat built quickly low in her stomach.

	“I’m gonna come, you’re gonna make me come. Oh God!” she moaned.

	He didn’t stop. He doubled down. He made her come. Forced her to orgasm. And he rode her the whole way through it, his tongue tireless and insistent, his cheeks glistening with her inner nectar.

	“You taste so fucking good,” he said when she finished, her whole body buzzing.

	No guy had ever made her come that quickly before, not even with their mouth. And when they did, they usually stopped. Younger guys just didn’t know how to do it right, she supposed.

	And yet, despite how good it had felt, she wanted more. She didn’t want to stop, now that they’d started.

	He stood back up and pulled his shirt off. She sat up and undid his jeans, yanking them down with girlish eagerness.

	“That’s it...” John groaned when she grabbed his thick shaft and pulled it out of his briefs. He was long and thick. And so hard and hot in her grip.

	She took him in her mouth, looking eagerly up into his eyes to see the effect her tongue had on him.

	She sucked and licked, saliva working up along his shaft as she salivated for him. She could barely take more than half his shaft before the head bumped against the back of her throat.

	“More. Deeper. Like this,” he told her.

	Then he grabbed the back of her head with one hand and urged her mouth far down his cock. So far down he pushed into her throat.

	He held her there a moment before releasing her. Thick ropes of her spit hung between his cock and her lips when she pulled back.

	“You’re so much bigger than I’m used to,” she said.

	“I want to see your tight little pussy swallow every inch,” he replied.

	Then he shoved her back again. She spread her legs for him, feeling the lips of her pussy open a little so he could see the glistening wetness that waited for him.

	“I don’t know if I can take it,” she said, a sudden pang of panic spreading through her gut when the head of his cock bumped against her mount.

	“You can. You will,” he said, using her slit to guide himself to her waiting wetness.

	He pushed. She gasped, her stomach going tight. He looked big. He felt even bigger. Her lips peeled back from her teeth when he pushed and she felt the loop of her flesh begin spreading open around him.

	He pushed deeper and deeper, urging as much of himself as he could into her. She stretched around him, her pussy gripping him tightly as though trying to keep him from plunging all the way into her.

	Then he pulled back and thrust again. And again. Each time he went a bit deeper into her. Each time he withdrew his shaft her nectar glistened on his length just a little farther down.

	“God, you’re so fucking tight,” he groaned.

	“Too tight?” she whimpered.

	“No, never,” he replied.

	Their fucking picked up speed. It didn’t take her long to climax again.

	“That’s it, baby. Come all over my cock,” he said, gritting his teeth at the rhythmic tightening of her pussy around his shaft.

	He filled her so completely, so fully. She’d never felt it before. It ached, but in a good way. She couldn’t keep from coming all over his shaft. He forced it out of her with that big tool of his.

	She writhed on the bed as he fucked her. She’d never been with a guy who just kept fucking her like that. They always blew their load when she came on them.

	It felt so fucking good to be with a guy who could last.

	“Turn over,” he said, “I want to see that tight ass of yours bouncing off me when I fuck you.”

	She did, arching her back high in the air with her breasts against the mattress.

	He pushed into her again. If it felt good before, it felt amazing now.

	“That’s it. Fuck me,” he told her, “Milk my cock. Yeah like that. Nice and slow… God…”

	She did as he ordered, rolling her hips so that her pussy slithered up and down every inch. He kept getting harder inside of her.

	“I’ve got to come,” he said.

	“Fill me up,” she begged him, “Please! I need you to come in my pussy.”

	That was another thing she never let other guys do. She always made them pull out if they weren’t wearing a rubber. But this felt different. She wanted him to finish inside of her. Needed him to.

	He gritted his teeth, unable to keep his eyes off her perfect ass and her perfect pussy.

	She milked him then, moving her hips harder and faster, urging him to completion.

	“Oh…” he groaned just before his cock flexed inside of her.

	She grinned and went faster. She wanted every last drop. She felt him filling her up with his seed.

	Felt him and came again herself, her pussy pulling his load deep into her womb.

	“Fuck, there’s so much,” she said.

	Then they both heard the back door slide open. The one that led to the pool.

	“Hey! You guys in here? What’s going on?” Sara called up.

	“Fuck!” she and John said in unison. He pulled out of her, his cock dripping. Hot spunk spilled down the insides of Meghan’s thighs.

	“Get back into the bathroom and turn the shower on,” he told her.

	She did as she was told.

	Sara came upstairs of course. Meghan listened through the door, her pussy already beginning to ache, as John explained that he had just come in to check on her since she was taking so long, and to bring her a towel.

	It was the closest Meghan had ever come to getting caught.

	



	



Sleeping with Neighbor Daddy

	 

	I sat on my bed I my dorm room, sighing heavily into my phone.

	“You’re sure you can’t make it?” I said.

	“Sorry, honey, I can’t. I’ve got too much going on at work.”

	“But I wanted to come home this weekend! You said I could,” I said, realizing how whiny I sounded. I didn’t care. I was 18. I could sound whiny if I wanted. “Dad!”

	He sighed as well. “Look, it’s a long shot, but I think I might have a solution.”

	“What?” I jumped up off the bed and paced back and forth. It wasn’t much pacing since my dorm room was so small, but I needed to work off some of that energy.

	“I’m going to call up Matthew and see if he doesn’t mind going to get you. I’ll repay him for the hotel stay, but I know he’s off work for another week or so. Besides, he owes me,” my dad said.

	“Matthew?” I replied. He was my best friend’s dad. And he lived right across the street from us. “Do you think he’ll do it?”

	I’d always liked him. He was a good dad to my friend, and a nice guy in general. In fact, I’d once thought about how my first boyfriend looked a little like a younger version of Matthew.

	“I’ll text him and see. Just hold on a second.”

	Those were some long seconds.

	“Ok, it’s all good. He’s going to head out now. He has your cell number so just wait for his call.”

	“Thanks, dad!” I said.

	“Don’t thank me, thank Matthew,” my dad said.

	“I will.”

	Matthew arrived later that night, and he helped me load my bags into his car. We drove well into the night before we found a hotel at around the halfway point.

	He went inside to get a room while I waited with the car. He came out not looking too pleased.

	“What’s up?” I asked him.

	“Some convention nearby,” he said, “I got us a room…”

	“But?”

	“But it only has one bed. And all the others places around here are fully booked. The clerk said I was lucky to get this one. What do you think? Is that okay?”

	I sighed, tired and cranky, “I guess.”

	We got up to the room and both groaned at the sight of the single queen-sized bed. There was also a couch, but neither of us seemed good with that option.

	We both sort of ignored it until it was too late. And by too late I mean Matthew stripped down to his boxers and crawled under the covers while I was in the bathroom changing into my long tee that I wore at night.

	“Oh,” I said when I came out.

	“I figured out how to solve it,” he said, “I’ll take this side and you take that one.”

	I should’ve said no way but I was tired and achy.

	“You’re sure it’s okay to share the bed with you?” I said, trying not to glance at his bare chest.

	It was weird, but I really didn’t want to sleep on that ratty looking old couch. I knew they never got cleaned. What I didn’t know was how many dirty skanks had fucked on that couch and left behind… things.

	“Yeah, it’s no problem. I’ll stay on my side, you stay on yours, and tomorrow morning we’ll be out of here and it won’t even matter anymore,” Matthew said, lifting his hands and smiling.

	My heart started thumping as I rounded the bed to the other side. I climbed in under the covers. I could feel a hot blush rising up my throat.

	I never thought this night would end with me sharing a hotel bed with the father of my best friend. Him in his boxers and nothing else. Me in a long, comfy shirt and panties.

	Why didn’t the hotel have another room?

	“See? Fine, right?” Matthew said, still smiling, “And I promise I won’t tell Alisha a thing. Though I think she might feel even more embarrassed than you do.”

	“I doubt it,” I tugged at the sheet, trying to pull it up as much as I could. “Hey… thanks again for coming to pick me up from school. I know my dad really appreciates it.”

	He glanced at me, then back at the TV before he spoke, “It’s no problem. I’ve known you for so long now you may as well be my daughter, too.”

	“Yeah…” I said. A tight ball had formed low in my stomach. My mouth kept going dry. I wanted to ask Matthew if he wouldn’t mind putting a shirt on, but then I thought that would make him think I was looking at his naked chest.

	I could see him from the corner of my eye pretty easily. Bare wasn’t exactly the right word. He had a hairy chest. Not like gross hairy, just normal. So many guys my age tried to keep everything clean shaven.

	There was something intriguing about not shaving off every last bit of hair.

	I mean, I did. Armpits, legs. And my pussy. I kept that bare and bald. Though there was no way Matthew could know that.

	“You mind turning off the TV? I don’t think I can stay up much longer,” I said.

	He raised an eyebrow at me, “Sure, no problem.” He turned it off, then he hit the button on his lamp and the hotel room plunged into darkness.

	I turned onto my side, away from him, and closed my eyes.

	“Night,” he said.

	“Night,” I replied.

	I don’t know how, but I did get to sleep.

	The problem was, I woke up. It must’ve been an hour or so later. It was hard to tell in that strange room. All I knew was that it was still dark out.

	And that sometime in the night Matthew had shifted over, spooning me. His heavy arm held me against his body.

	I could feel his chest expand and contract with each slow, sleeping breath.

	He was warm. So warm.

	I froze up. There was something else. He’d really spooned me good, his hips pressed against my ass.

	And that was where I felt it. His thing. Pressed against me, nestled in the natural cleft between my cheeks.

	He was big. Even soft I could tell. Bigger than my last boyfriend, definitely.

	Before I could help it, my pussy squeezed up. Just a little. When it relaxed, I felt the wetness. Felt the tingling fingers of arousal slide up the front of my stomach from that point of heat between my thighs.

	Then I did something else before I could stop myself. I arched my back, just a little. Just enough to rub my ass against his shaft.

	He groaned a little behind me. His shaft flexed, got a little harder.

	My heart pounded. Already, I was nice and wet. I wanted to reach down between my thighs and feel it, but I thought that might wake him.

	It was ridiculous, I knew. Ridiculous and pervy. I was only 18. Matthew was the same age as my dad. And like he said, we’d known each other long enough that he had been a father to me in some ways.

	And here I was rubbing my ass against his cock while he was asleep.

	I decided to stop. But I didn’t.

	I bit my bottom lip and rubbed him a bit more, growing addicted to the feeling of his shaft hardening between my cheeks.

	I didn’t stop to think of what might happen if he woke up. I just kept rubbing.

	And I was getting so wet. The bigger and harder his cock got against me, the wetter I became. The crotch of my panties felt moist.

	I started to wonder if I could get away with more. 

	Like if I reached back nice and slow and pulled his cock out of his boxers. If I pulled my panties to the side and then took hold of him.

	Then, nice and slow still, guide the head of his meaty cock against the feverish heat of my pussy.

	Then push.

	My whole body shivered and broke out in gooseflesh at the thought of it.

	At the thought of how achingly slow I’d have to slide my pussy down onto his rigid shaft, trying to keep myself from whimpering as I felt him stretch my out around his girth.

	I almost came right then.

	More, I decided to do it.

	Part of me couldn’t believe it. Wouldn’t believe it. But I needed it. Needed him. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d gotten so turned on.

	I reached back, my hand touching his ribs. He was so warm still. And his cock had gotten so hard against the cleft of my ass.

	My fingertips slid down his stomach. Then they touched the elastic of his boxers. They started to slip beneath them. I could feel his bush.

	Then he snorted. I went completely still.

	Matthew wiped sleepily at his face and then rolled over onto his back, still asleep. His hard cock tented the sheet up.

	I knew I should’ve taken it as a sign not to go any further. To let myself calm back down, go to sleep, and try not to think about it.

	But I couldn’t do that. I reached down between my thighs and found my panties sopping, so wet they stuck to the bare lips of my pussy.

	So I turned onto my other side, facing him in the darkness. My eyes went wide when I saw the way his cock pushed at the sheet.

	Moving nice and slow, watching his face the whole time, I shifted my hand under the sheet.

	My heart went into overdrive when I grasped him through his boxers. He was so thick. My pussy trembled.

	I squeezed him through his boxers. He sighed contentedly, still asleep. I could see his eyes flicking back and forth under his lids.

	They moved faster when my squeeze turned into a stroke. His legs shifted beneath the sheets and he arched his back up for a moment, his cock going rock-solid.

	When he settled back down I reached beneath the elastic of his boxers.

	“Oh…” I moaned when I took his bare cock in my hand. My other fingers went between my legs, busy on my swollen clit.

	I started stroking him. Then I gripped him just beneath the head and used the ball of my thumb on the bottom of it. On that sensitive part just where the flesh split. His breathing quickened.

	Still using my thumb, I ran it over the tip and found it nice and wet with precum.

	Unable to help myself, unable to stop myself, I took the sheet and drew it down. I needed to see him. Needed to see it. 

	My eyes had adjusted to the night darkness of the room and I took him in in all his glory.

	I wanted to make him come, I knew. Wanted to make Matthew, the father of my best friend and our closest family friend, squirt a hot load of spunk for me.

	And I wanted to know how he tasted. Still trying to be sneaky, I shifted myself over, stroking his shaft to keep him hard as I went.

	I glanced at him once to make sure his eyes were still closed. Then I took him in my mouth, licking my lips and then letting them spread open around his girth.

	I could barely take half his cock before the head bumped against my throat. He groaned in his sleep, head moving from side to side.

	The more I sucked, the more he moved. I worked up so much spit that soon his whole shaft glistened with my saliva.

	And then I didn’t care anymore about him waking up. I wanted him to. I wanted him to know just how badly I wanted him, and how wet he got my little pussy.

	I wanted him inside of me.

	Rolling over onto my back, I lifted my legs and whipped my panties off with one quick movement. Then I pulled off my long shirt and threw it into the darkness after my panties.

	My whole body shook with the anticipation as I straddled him. My nipples perked up so hard they ached. They were small, just like my breasts.

	He didn’t wake up at first. He didn’t wake when I grabbed his shaft to hold it steady.

	He woke up when I lowered myself onto him. His eyes fluttered open just as I groaned with the initial stretch of my tightness around the head of his cock.

	“What…? Oh, God! What are you doing? Wait! Oh…”

	His moan joined mine as I sank down onto him, the slick, velvety walls of my pussy stretching open around him.

	“You’re so big,” I moaned, “I’ve never had a cock so big…” I braced myself with my hands on his chests.

	“Fuck, oh fuck… What are you doing? We shouldn’t be doing this,” he said, lips pulled back from his teeth as I rolled my hips onto him for the first time, As he felt the tight loop of my flesh move up and down his massive shaft for the first time.

	His hands went to my hips, grabbing at me as though to lift me off. I put my hands over his, slowing raising and lowering my body, taking more and more of his cock into the heat of my body with each stroke.

	“God…” he moaned again.

	“Do you still want me to stop?” I asked him, smiling down into his astonished face.

	His fingers tightened on my hips. I could see the struggle in his eyes. I watched his inner battle. Watched his better nature lose that battle to his desire, aided by the way my slick pussy rubbed and squeezed all up and down his cock.

	“You’re so wet,” he said, his hands sliding down to cup my ass.

	“Gotta be wet to take a cock this big,” I told him.

	He moved his hands up my back and lifted himself up off the bed enough to suck one of my nipples into his mouth. I moaned at the pressure, and hissed when I felt a lovely little bite.

	He did the same with the other nipple. The whole time I tried to fuck him faster. I wanted to feel his cock pounding into me. Wanted to feel myself stretch with each long stroke.

	“You’re so much tighter than my wife,” he said, sitting up fully so that I looked down into his face as I rode him.

	“Have you ever thought about fucking me before?” I asked him.

	He swallowed hard, “Yes.”

	I smiled and kissed him. His mouth was hot as my lips fitted to his. His hands slid down to my ass again, squeezing my firm cheeks.

	Then I gasped. He turned the tables on me, swinging my body down beneath his so that I lay on the bed while he thrust into me.

	My body arched up and I tightened around him.

	“I’m gonna come, fuck, I’m gonna come!” I said.

	He fucked me just like I wanted to get fucked. Long, hard thrusts. Our bodies slapped together, faster and faster.

	“Don’t stop, don’t stop!” I begged him. Guys my age would’ve finished by then, I knew. Wouldn’t have been able to stop themselves from busting inside of me.

	But Matthew didn’t come. Not yet, anyway.

	Instead he kissed my throat as my young body writhed beneath his. Hot waves of pleasure slammed through me even while my pussy locked and relaxed around his thickness again and again.

	I trembled beneath him, “Am I your dirty little slut?”

	“Yes,” he groaned, “Your little cunt is mine.”

	“Good,” I moaned.

	As soon as my climax finished, he flipped me over onto my stomach, taking a moment to shove one of the pillows beneath my hips to arch my ass up for him.

	He didn’t waste any time pushing himself back into me. He went even deeper than before. 

	“You have such a nice ass,” he said, kissing my shoulders while his shaft stretched me out.

	“That’s yours too,” I told him. I’d never talked dirty like that. Not to any guy. Something about Matthew just brought it out to me.

	I wanted to say dirty things to him. I wanted to be his. I wanted him to claim my tight little cunt as his own. Wanted him to do whatever he wanted to me.

	The way his cock touched me had me on the edge of another orgasm quickly. And this time I could feel him swelling, getting even harder inside of me.

	“I’m gonna come,” he said.

	“Fill me up. Please, I need it,” I said over my shoulder.

	He slammed his cock into me so hard I gasped. I came all over him just as his shaft started flexing. Just as the first spurt of his hot seed splashed against the back of me pussy.

	We came together. We came hard. He kept himself buried all the way in me. And only when my muscles relented did I start rolling my hips, sliding my pussy in a milking motion up and down his rigid length, urging every last drop out of him and into me.

	My body pulsed and buzzed with it. He kissed the back of my shoulders, cock throbbing inside of me.

	He rolled onto his side and I rolled with him. We stayed like that for a while until he got soft and my natural tightness forced him out.

	The next morning, he fucked me again before we checked out. My pussy was sore when I woke up, but I didn’t refuse him. It felt so good.

	When he dropped me off at him he shook my father’s hand, and my dad thanked him for taking such good care of me.

	Matthew and I shared a secret smile. If only my father knew just what good care he’d taken.

	



	



The Daughter Swap Part 1

	 

	Cordelia wiped at her eyes with the heel of one hand, suppressing a sniffle while she did. She was 18 and hadn’t cried in a long time.

	But then again, she hadn’t been dumped in a long time either.

	She clutched her phone in her other hand, its soft plastic case rubbing against the skin on her thighs.

	She knew if she woke it up, she would see the text from him. From Brendan.

	The one that said that he didn’t want to be with the same girl that he dated in high school. The one that said he wanted to see what his options were at college. The one that said she should do the same thing.

	Funny how your day could be going completely okay and then something like that could happen.

	She sat on the edge of her friend May’s bed. In May’s house, of course. She could see her own house across the street.

	She and May had been hanging out, making plans to hang out when they both came home on weekends from college.

	Cordelia had just been talking about how she and Brendan wanted to set up a camping trip when that text came in.

	And just like that, it felt like her whole future life shattered. She thought for sure that 30 years from now she’d be telling people how she and Brendan had gotten together in high school and that nothing could separate them.

	“It’ll be okay, sweetie,” May cooed to her, running her fingers through Cordelia’s long, blonde hair, “There’ll be other guys. Hotter guys. Better guys.”

	Cordelia choked back a sob. “I just can’t believe it!” she turned to her friend, who offered her a comforting smile, “He said it was going to last! May… May…”

	“What?” May said.

	Cordelia shifted closer to her friend, “We did it for the first time ever two weeks ago.”

	May’s eyes widened, “Like tt it?”

	Cordelia nodded, feeling her bottom lip tremble as she held back her tears. “Do you think he planned it? Do you think he just wanted to get laid before he moved away? Do you think he used me?”

	May opened her mouth to say something, but then closed it and looked down, “I don’t know.”

	“He was going to be my first and my last!”

	It had been good. Sort of, anyway. He’d never done it before either. It had been in Cordelia’s room a couple weekends back when she had the house to herself, her parents out on a trip.

	She remembered that his thing, his cock, had been so hard that it trembled. And not as big as she’d been expecting.

	He’d had trouble getting the condom on. Cordelia had wanted to risk not using one. Another friend of hers said it felt much better to not use one. But he’d insisted.

	She remembered sucking in a breath when he pushed into her. He did it three or four times before his whole body went stiff over her and she felt his shaft jerk and flex inside of her even while he shook, holding himself above her.

	He’d asked if she came too. She nodded and smiled and said she had. It hadn’t been amazing, but she’d figured they’d both have time to work on that.

	Besides, she’d found it kind of hot that she’d made him feel so good that he lost control so quickly. If he’d kept it up a little longer she thought that she would’ve come for him.

	“Maybe I wasn’t good enough…” she said, sniffling.

	“Don’t say that!” May said, “You deserve way better than a guy who would do that to you!”

	“You think so?” Cordelia said, biting down on her bottom lip. “I just thought he would be it for me, you know?”

	May took Cordelia’s hands in hers, “It’s definitely not. You know what? I’m not going to let up until you’re happy again. We’re moving away to college soon, you need to be happy!”

	Cordelia stifled a sob, “But how?” She really couldn’t see any way.

	May’s pretty brow furrowed in concentration, and her lips pressed together into a thin line as she thought. May had always been a cutie, but right then she looked extra cute.

	Even Cordelia’s bad mood couldn’t take it, and she felt happier. Just a little. But it was nice.

	Then May’s face brightened, and she squeezed Cordelia’s hands. “I’ve got it!”

	“What?” Cordelia said, the excitement contagious.

	“You remember when we were kids there was that place where we got cotton candy?”

	Cordelia frowned now, “Yeah. I thought they’d closed.”

	“I don’t think so. I’m gonna go and get your favorite flavor and we’re going to eat every last bite while we talk about how much of an asshole Brendan is.”

	“Sounds good… Wait, isn’t that place like an hour’s drive away?” Cordelia said.

	May stood up and shook her head, “It’s no big deal. Just gotta grab my phone…” She snatched her cell up off her dresser.

	Cordelia stood up, “I’ll come with you.”

	“No, don’t worry about it. I don’t want you to have to deal with traffic. You can hang out here until I come back, or go home. I’ll text you when I’m close.”

	And before Cordelia could say anything else, May left. She heard her say bye to her dad, John, and then her car started up outside. Cordelia went over to the window and watched it pull away.

	Then she sat back on the bed. She thought about going home, but couldn’t find the energy.

	She just sort of sobbed quietly. Or so she thought.

	“What’s going on? Everything okay in here? Cordelia? What’s up?” John said, opening the door and poking his head in.

	She didn’t want him to see that she’d been crying. She thought it would make him think she was just some little kid, when she was a grown woman.

	“I’m fine,” she said, willing him to leave.

	He didn’t. Instead of closing the door and leaving her to herself, he came inside. “Hey, something’s up. I can tell. What is it?”

	He sat down on the bed beside her, the weight of his body squishing the mattress down. It tilted her towards him and their thighs brushed, her bare one poking out from her shorts against his jeans.

	She sniffled. “It’s nothing. Really.” Go away, please!

	Then he put his hand on her back between her shoulder blades. It was warm. “It’s not nothing. It wasn’t Maya, was it? You guys have been thick as thieves since… well… ever.”

	She looked at him, meaning for it to only be a glance. It lingered. Then it all came spilling out. Brendan, the breakup, her ruined plans for life. All of it. She just barely managed to refrain from telling him about her disappointing first time.

	“Boys are the worst!” she ended her story with that.

	He slid his hand over her shoulders and hugged her against him. He was a big guy. Not fat, just well built. He smelled of some sort of manly aftershave, she noticed.

	“Boys are the worst. You need a man. And you have to be able to tell the difference. You’re a pretty little thing, just like Maya. I’m sure you’ll find a real man at college.”

	Some combination of his pep talk and his hug soothed her. His body felt so warm against hers.

	“You really think so?” she asked.

	“I’m not your dad,” he replied, ‘But I’ve known you all your life. And I know that’s true.” He squeezed her shoulder, his fingers on that bit of flesh between her breast and her armpit. Her body tingled.

	“You’re a real man…” she muttered.

	He put his finger under her chin and made her look up at him. She didn’t know why she did it, only that she did. The tip of her tongue played out over her lips, wetting them. His face was so close to hers. She kissed him.

	His lips were soft and warm against hers, and his bit of stubble a bit tickly and scratchy.

	Her whole body shuddered and she felt the hot slickness start between her thighs.

	The kiss lingered a moment too long before he stopped it. “Cordelia!” John said, grabbing her by the shoulders and pushing her away from him. 

	Her lips tingled. She knew what she wanted. What would make this whole shit day feel a bit better.

	“You said you think I’m pretty,” Cordelia said, leaning in for another kiss. Her stomach kept tightening and loosening.

	“We can’t! Maya’s coming back. Your dad would kill me.”

	Before he could stop her, she put her hand on his lap. He groaned when she squeezed his thick shaft through his jeans. He was so much bigger than Brendan.

	“Maya’s not coming back for an hour at least. And I won’t tell my dad if you won’t. Come on, I want to know what it’s like to be with a real man.”

	His jaw worked and he said nothing. She squeezed and massaged his cock through his jeans, giggling at how it responded to her touch. Everything felt so much better already!

	This time when she leaned in he started to stop her, but his strength failed. She nuzzled his neck, running her lips up his chin until they found his. She sucked his bottom lip between her teeth and bit down gently on it before pulling back.

	Terrible heat smoldered inside of her. The walls of her tight young pussy quivered with need.

	“Please, John. I’m so wet for you already…” she grabbed one of his big hands, spread her legs, and shoved his hand against her throbbing cunt.

	John sighed heavily. His hand bunched up like he meant to pull it away. All the while his cock got stiffer and bigger against Cordelia’s fingers.

	He grabbed a handful of hair at the back of her head and pulled her into a rough kiss. At the same time, he pushed his fingers against her pussy, massaging her engorged folds through her shorts so hard that she moaned into his mouth.

	Before she could do anything about it, he unbuttoned her shorts and plunged his fingers down beneath the waistband of her panties.

	Her whole body went stiff when he found her secret heat.

	“Christ, you’re so fucking wet already,” he breathed as his mouth found her slender throat and kissed up and down its length.

	She started to say something, but it turned into a moan when he found her swollen clit and rubbed it with his middle finger. 

	It felt so good. She didn’t know she could feel so good. She’d never been able to touch herself like that at night in bed. Brendan had definitely never touched her that way.

	He continued kissing her neck and throat when he slid that finger down her slit and found her opening. His fingertip circled around it teasingly a few times before pushing in. Slow and steady.

	She groaned and whimpered as the tight, slick walls of her pussy parted around him.

	And when he curled it inside of her she came for him and on him. His nuzzles became aggressive as he felt her tight cunt clench around him. Her whole body kept going taut and relaxing. Her toes curled. Her eyes squeezed shut.

	“I have to know how you taste,” he said when she calmed down into a shuddering mass of hot flesh.

	When he pulled his hand out of her panties his middle finger glistened with her nectar, which he licked off.

	“What do you want me to do…” she started, but didn’t finish. He knew just what he wanted.

	He shoved her back on the bed, pushing her top up so that her small, firm breasts spilled out. He savaged one and then the other with his mouth, making her moan and arch her back up off the bed.

	Then he grabbed her shorts and panties and yanked them off, exposing her swollen mound to the air. Her wetness glistened between her lips. Her whole body writhed in anticipation.

	He went down onto his knees on the floor even while he pushed her thighs apart.

	And then he savaged her down there with his mouth. His insistent, hot tongue found her clit right away.

	Her hips bucked, pushing her pussy hard against his face.

	“I’m gonna… I’m gonna… I’m gonna come!” she moaned, squeezing and pinching at her nipples.

	Then he made her climax again, so hard that her ass lifted off the bed while he devoured her youthful flower so that his cheeks glistened.

	As her body relaxed and settled back down he gently kissed her inner thighs. She could barely catch her breath.

	“I want to feel you inside me,” she begged him, “Fuck me, please. Fuck me hard.”

	He stood up, his cock bulging hard against his jeans. He freed himself quickly, his cock springing up heavy and thick so that she gasped.

	He sat down on the bed and she swung herself onto his lap, putting her hands on his shoulders while looking down into his face.

	“I just want to slide all the way down your cock,” she said. He grabbed her ass, his strong hands cupping her cheeks.

	She sucked in a breath as she lowered herself slowly. The mushroom head of his cock pushed against her wet pink folds, parting them. 

	He didn’t need to try more than once. He knew what he was doing.

	“Fuck…” he groaned while he entered her.

	She cried out as his thickness stretched her pussy out more than she’d ever felt before. Way more than Brendan. And so deep, too.

	“You’re so big…” she moaned, urging her sex to swallow as many inches as it could. She loved the feeling of his bare skin against hers. The warmth of it. The intimacy.

	“Oh…” she moaned again, arching her body back, her nipples stiffening so hard they hurt.

	She went down as far as she could, rested for a moment, then lifted back up. When she sank down on him for a second time her breath caught in her throat. For a moment she felt self-conscious, worried that he might think she was too young or inexperienced, coming on him so quickly.

	But then he kissed her again, between her breasts, his fingers squeezing and massaging her pert ass. “You feel so good…”

	They picked up speed, John helping lift her and then letting her settle down around his thickness at her own speed.

	Her wetness soon had his entire cock glistening. So much of it that it trickled down onto his balls.

	Brendan had only lasted a couple of strokes and that was with a condom. John kept pace, filling her again and again as she massaged his long, thick cock with her velvety, slick walls.

	“Hang on,” he told her.

	She didn’t have time to ask why. He stood up, his cock still buried inside of her. She squealed, wrapping her legs around his waist. The tight grip of her pussy pulsed around his cock, making him groan.

	He pulled out of her long enough to put her on her stomach on the bed, grabbing her hips with his hands. He guided himself back in and started fucking her in earnest so that that whole bed shook.

	“You said you wanted it hard,” he told her.

	She grabbed handfuls of Maya’s bedspread and looked back at him with a grimace on her pretty face. “Harder.”

	He did. His cock slammed into her, his balls slapping against her clit and sending a little jolt of pleasure through her with every pulse.

	“You have such a nice ass,” he said, pulling her cheeks apart. He ran his thumb around the puckered flesh of her rosebud and she groaned. No one had ever done that to her before. It felt nice.

	And there was something hot about a man just taking what he wanted from her.

	Then he changed positions for them again, keeping himself buried inside of her while he turned her over onto her back so she could look up into his face as he thrust over and over.

	He leaned closer and kissed her. His cock throbbed, and their bodies made this delightful wet sound as they pushed together again and again.

	It took only a few thrusts for him to come all over his shaft. He sucked in a breath and fucked her harder.

	“I’m going to come,” he said.

	She could sense it. Sense it in the way his lips curled in an expression that was half pleasure and half agony. In the way he seemed to get even harder inside of her.

	She craved it.

	So when he started to pull out of her she took his face in her hands. “Come in me.”

	“I shouldn’t,” he said. But he wanted to. She felt the way his cock throbbed when she’d told him what she wanted.

	She kissed him hard again before saying, “Do it. Fill me up. I want to feel it.”

	“Are you on birth control?” he asked.

	“Yes,” she lied. She could always just go to the pharmacy and grab an emergency pill. It would be worth it.

	“Fuck…” he groaned.

	“John!” she moaned the first time she felt his cock flex against her tight grip around him. He came hard, and a lot. She shuddered as the sensation of wet heat squirting into her grew and grew.

	Neither of them had heard Cordelia’s phone buzz almost 10 minutes earlier. Neither of them heard Maya’s car pull back into the driveway, or hear her come back into the house.

	She hadn’t seen everything. But John had left the door open and she had seen the end of it. The part where Cordelia had begged John to come inside of her.

	Neither of them noticed Maya leave, they were too absorbed in that post-fuck bliss. Cordelia’s pussy ached, but almost none of John’s big load leaked out of her, he’d shot it so deep inside.

	“That was just what I needed,” Cordelia said.

	“No one finds out,” John replied, grabbing a box of tissues from Maya’s nightstand and handing them over to Cordelia.

	“No one will,” she said.

	But someone already had.

	



	



The Daughter Swap Part 2

	 

	“That little fucking slut…” Maya muttered to herself.

	She sat behind the wheel of her Camry, squeezing the shit out of the steering wheel. The Camry that her dad had bought her a couple years ago for her 16th birthday.

	Her dad. The man she’d just caught fucking her best friend.

	She couldn’t believe that either of them could do something like this to her. “Fuck! What a cunt.”

	Normally she didn’t curse like that. But normally her best friend didn’t seduce her dad and then fuck him on her bed, either. So a little swearing was warranted.

	And all this after she’d tried to help Cordelia out, tried to make her feel better about herself.

	Even though she’d actually thought Brendan was right to dump her. Cordelia was pretty hot, yeah. But also pretty empty upstairs. Sometimes a guy wants more than a hot piece of ass.

	She fumed some more, thinking about how now she’d either have to confront Cordelia or just pretend she never noticed anything. They were going to different colleges at the end of summer, so she’d just have to make it a few more months…

	But we live right across from each other! There was no avoiding her. Especially since all their parents hung out, too.

	She wondered how her dad was going to be able to look Cordelia’s father in the eye now.

	She grabbed her phone and made herself watch the video again. It was shaky, of course, but you could make out what it had captured.

	It was the last few moments of Cordelia’s encounter with Maya’s father.

	“Come inside me…” the little slut moaned. Maya squeezed the phone hard enough to hurt her palm.

	Both Cordelia’s face and Maya’s dad’s were clearly visible. There was no denying it.

	Maya started to delete the video, the pad of her thumb hovering over the button to get rid of it forever.

	But then a car pulled into the driveway across the street, the squeal of its brakes catching Maya’s attention.

	She glanced up, did a double take. It was Martin, Cordelia’s dad. He swung the door of his sedan open and stepped out, toting his briefcase along in one hand.

	He has no clue what just happened across the street, Maya thought. She envied him.

	The idea burst open in her mind with such force that her mouth dropped open and she laughed.

	It’s perfect, she thought. She hit cancel on the prompt on her phone. She’d need that video for everything to work out just the way she wanted.

	A little tingle ran down her spine and pushed its way into her stomach. Something about this excited her.

	Sure, Martin was way older than the guys she usually went after, but he was handsome in that fatherly way.

	She swallowed hard when she stepped out of her car and started across the street. Martin had climbed the three steps up to the front door by the time she reached the yard.

	Her heart started pounding, and she didn’t know whether it was from her sudden dash across the street or from the prospect of actually putting her plan into action.

	She could barely clear her throat to get her voice to work.

	Martin had already put his key in the lock and turned the bolt when she managed to find said voice.

	“Hey, Martin!”

	She took a quick glance over her shoulder at her bedroom window, hoping that her dad and Cordelia hadn’t decided to come outside or anything. Not yet, at least.

	Martin turned partway around, one hand on the doorknob. He smiled when he saw her. “Maya! What’s up? I’m not actually sure where Cordelia is right now…”

	Maya forced herself to smile. I know right where she is. “That’s okay. I wanted to talk to you, actually.”

	He frowned. “Oh? What about?”

	Maya hurried up the stairs. Her whole body trembled, just a little. She’d forgotten what a big guy Martin was. She vaguely remembered him and her father talking about how he used to be on the football team in high school.

	“Can we talk inside?” she said. She reached out and put her hand on his forearm, squeezing it gently through the cuff of his shirt.

	His frown deepened. “I suppose.” He pushed the door open and started to go inside.

	Maya began to follow him, but stopped dead, a sudden thought driving her to near panic. “Wait! Is Sondra home?”

	Sondra was his wife. And Cordelia’s mother. This wasn’t going to work if she was around to put a stop to it.

	Martin glanced at his watch. “Probably not for a couple of hours. Really, Maya, what’s going on? I don’t like the way you look. Is everything all right?”

	It will be soon enough. She forced herself to give him another sweet smile. “Of course. Just something I need to talk to you about. Inside.”

	He shook his head as though to say you’re such a silly girl, but motioned for her to follow him in.

	Maya kicked off her sandals while Martin took off his shoes and they went into the living room. Maya couldn’t hear much of anything but the thunder of her pulse past her ears.

	Actually, she could feel her pulse everywhere. The tip of her nose. Her fingers. Her feet.

	But especially between her thighs. And it tingled there. Tingled and ached.

	Martin set his briefcase down on the coffee table and turned around to face Maya. He put his hands on her shoulders. Her knees almost buckled from the touch.

	She’d never been so nervous in her life. Not even when her last boyfriend took her virginity.

	“Now, Maya, what is it?”

	“Remember when we went to the beach last month? All of us?” Maya said.

	“Sure, of course.”

	“Well…” she swallowed at a huge lump in her throat, “I never told Cordelia about the way I caught you checking my ass out when I was sunbathing. And I never told my dad.”

	His face went red and he dropped his hands. “I don’t know what you’re…”

	“Shh. It’s okay. I kind of liked it, actually. Don’t worry, I’m 18. I’m old enough.”

	“Maya, this is extremely inappropriate.”

	Her temper flared. “No, Martin, this is extremely inappropriate.”

	She queued up the video on her phone and handed it to him.

	“What is this? Oh, my God. Cordelia! And… John?” His jaw dropped open.

	“Come inside me…” Cordelia’s voice moaned through the phone speaker.

	Maya dropped to her knees at the same time. She undid Martin’s belt and started on his fly.

	Martin was in such a state of shock that he didn’t even notice until Maya fished his cock out of his briefs and started sucking on it. He was bigger than her last boyfriend.

	“Maya!” Martin yelled. “What the fuck are you doing?” 

	He was already hardening inside the tight, wet warmth of her mouth. Her lips made a tight seal around the tip, and she teased him all over with her tongue.

	“Maya!”

	She kept stroking him when she pulled her mouth off him, loving the way he kept getting bigger and harder for her. Excitement, arousal, and anger swirled around in her tummy.

	“I’m sucking your cock, Martin. That’s what’s happening. Then you’re going to fuck the shit out of me. So we can get back at them. Your cock’s already so hard, I know you want to.”

	She put her lips against the throbbing end of his shaft and pushed them down, allowing his girth to spread them open. 

	Saliva squirted into her mouth. So much that little glistening beads of it ran down his rigid length. She tasted a little salty precum when she started sucking again.

	“Fuck. Oh, fuck…” Martin said, unable to keep his eyes of the way her beautiful lips ate up inch after inch of his cock.

	She wrapped one hand around him, near the base, and squeezed. Squeezed and stroked in time to the strokes of her mouth up and down his length.

	She’d made up that story about catching him checking out her ass at the beach, but now she wasn’t so sure. Now she thought Martin was a dirty old man who had probably thought about fucking his friend’s daughter.

	Well, that was exactly what she wanted.

	Her other hand found its way between her thighs. Her pussy ached and she moaned when she touched herself.

	“Fine. Okay. Yeah, we’ll get back at them,” Martin said. “God. How can you know how to suck cock so good already?”

	Maya rubbed her pussy through her shorts harder. They already felt a little damp. Her panties would be so wet that he’d have to peel them off her engorged mound.

	Who knew revenge could be so hot?

	Or that her best friend’s dad had such a nice cock?

	She sucked and licked all up and down his length. She teased the little V of flesh on the bottom of the head with the tip of her tongue, just like she knew guys liked. His breath caught when she did that.

	“Don’t come yet,” she said, “I need you to fuck me.”

	“I knew you were a dirty girl, Maya. I just didn’t know how dirty,” Martin replied, gathering her hair up and holding it away from her face for her. “I want you to gag on it.”

	I’m the dirty one? Maya thought. But she liked it. She grabbed her phone out of his hand and started recording.

	He grabbed the back of her head and urged her mouth down his cock. She looked up into his eyes even as she started feeling tears sting in hers. Martin was big. His shaft pushed down into her throat.

	She held it for as long as she could, her whole body shaking. This was going to look so fucking good.

	When she couldn’t stand it anymore, she jerked back away from him, his cock erupting from her lips.

	Long strands of spit hung between them, his whole length glistening with it. Her lips throbbed.

	“Are you going to fuck me now, Martin?” Maya asked, her pussy throbbing in time with her lips. She couldn’t remember being so wet for a guy before.

	“Set that camera up over there and then come sit on my cock,” Martin said, nodding towards the mantel.

	He shoved his pants down and took his shirt off before sitting bare-assed down on the couch. His cock, shining with Maya’s saliva, stood up straight and hard for her.

	Maya did as he asked, checking the angle on the screen quickly first. She made short work of her own clothes, stepping out of her shorts and pulling off his top.

	She did have to peel her panties off her sopping wet pussy.

	Then she straddled him, looking down into his face with his 5-o’clock shadow. His hands clapped onto her ass, squeezing appreciatively.

	After a moment, they went to her hips and started urging her down. She reached between her thighs and grabbed his thick shaft, angling it so that when her pussy bumped against the tip it lined up right.

	Martin’s jaw jutted out, “You’re so wet already…”

	“I need to be to take a big cock like yours,” she spoke towards the camera. 

	She kept her eyes on her phone, making sure that the camera captured that moment of first penetration. The first time Martin’s hard, throbbing cock spread her tight cunt out around its girth.

	Her breath caught. She sucked her lower lip between her teeth. He was big. But the way she stretched around him felt so nice. It hurt, but she liked the way it hurt.

	His urging hands kept pushing her down. She slid down every inch of him. And this time when she lifted up, his cock glistened with her wetness.

	Part of her wanted to go slow at first. Get used to his big tool. But that wouldn’t look as good. As raw.

	“I’m going to pound your cock,” she said right before kissing him.

	Right before slamming her pussy down his length. They both moaned. Her fingers dug into his bare shoulders.

	But she didn’t stop. Neither of them stopped. Their bodies slammed together with a wet slap on each thrust.

	And each time her moan turned a little sharper, a little harder. She could barely take him. And she certainly couldn’t control herself.

	It didn’t take many strokes before she came all over his cock. Her whole body trembled and shook. Martin wrapped his arms around her and squeezed her close, driving his cock up into her again and again.

	“Martin! Fuck! Fuck!” was all she could scream, over and over. Tears tumbled down her cheeks. The most intense waves of pleasure she’d ever felt rolled through her body.

	Martin sucked one of her rigid nipples into his mouth and sucked on it. Squeezed her ass. Used her young body for his pleasure. And she loved every moment of it.

	When she calmed down he moved them so that she lay back on the couch. He pushed her thighs back to her chest and fucked her again. And from this angle they could both watch the way his cock slid in and out of her. They could watch the way her tight young pussy gripped and squeezed him with every stroke.

	“I didn’t know something so wrong could feel so fucking good,” Martin said, turning towards the watching eye of her camera phone.

	“If I’d known my best friend’s dad had such a big cock I would’ve fucked him so much sooner,” Maya managed between moans.

	He fed her long, even strokes. Slid every inch up into her and pulled it back out. His shaft dripped with her wetness, which had become all creamy from when she came on him.

	She could still feel him stretching her out with each stroke, but the pain had gone. Now it just felt good. Better than good.

	She let her hands play over his stomach and chest, murmuring to him about what a nice cock he had. About what a good fuck he was.

	“Are you going to fuck me hard again?” she said.

	“Turn over,” he told her.

	She faced the back of the couch and gripped it, thrusting her ass back at him. He took her by the hips and pushed back into her, both of them groaning.

	She knew her pussy was going to be so sore after this. But it was so, so, worth it.

	“You want it hard?” he said.

	“So bad,” she replied.

	He rammed himself into her so hard the couch slammed into the wall. He did it again and again, his balls slapping against her pussy.

	“Don’t stop!” she said, “Don’t you fucking stop!”

	He didn’t. He pounded her until the sweat poured off the both of them. His big cock punished her tight little cunt again and again. Until once more she couldn’t take it anymore.

	Until once again she came for him.

	Her whole body seemed to blush. Her pussy clamped down. And still he fucked her good and hard.

	He rode her nubile body through another intense climax.

	“I’m gonna come,” he said, breathless.

	“Not in me,” she said, glancing at the camera.

	“Where?” he said, lips pulling back from his teeth.

	“I’ll show you,” she said, moving so that they parted. Her legs felt like two limp spaghetti strands, but she didn’t fall over.

	No, she went onto her knees in front of him again.

	This time when she took him in her mouth she tasted herself all over him. She sucked and stroked him.

	It didn’t take long for his hard cock to tremble and throb. For his balls to tighten and for him to grimace.

	“Fuck…” he groaned.

	She pulled his cock far enough back so that when it started flexing in her hand the camera caught the way the thick ropes of his load spurted into her mouth.

	And he came a lot.

	It didn’t matter. She swallowed all of it. Every last drop. And when he finished she sucked on the head a little, making his breath catch.

	She cleaned him with her tongue. Then, still holding onto Martin’s throbbing shaft, she turned to the camera and gave it a wink and a smile.

	Maya waited until the next day. She came over to Cordelia’s house while Cordelia’s parents were at work.

	She could tell Cordelia felt guilty. But not guilty enough. They sat on the same couch that Martin had fucked Maya on.

	“Maya? I have to tell you something…” Cordelia started.

	Maya’s heart lurched. It was time. She pulled her phone out. “Ok. But you have to see this first.”

	“Can it wait? This is really important.”

	“So is this. Just watch it, okay?” She sent the video. It was a larger file, so she knew it would take a minute or so. “I’m gonna go to the bathroom,” she said to excuse herself.

	She waited close to the front door, waiting.

	“What… What is…” Cordelia started, then, “Maya!”

	“Fuck you!” Maya shouted. Then she ran out the front door and across the street, back to the safety of her own house.

	Again, she’d never thought revenge could be so hot.
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