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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.
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