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Ben kept inadvertently flirting with the girl who’d moved in next door.

	Doesn’t sound like a problem, right? But it was. The girl next door was 18, barely out of high school. She lived with her parents.

	And she was becoming fast friends with Ben’s own daughter, who was the same age as her.

	Normally younger women didn’t catch Ben’s eye. He liked his partners to have a bit more experience.

	But Tabitha was something special. She had this twinkle in her eye that was both youthful and delightfully dirty at once. And her pretty lips always seemed curved in a mischievous smile.

	Especially when she directed her attention to Ben.

	There were other things, too. Her perfect body, for one. The curve of her ass and the firm, perky swell of her tits told the story of a body made for fucking.

	Of course, there was that really hot day last week when Ben caught her sunbathing on his back deck.

	Again, normally not a problem.

	Except that Tabitha had been completely naked. Her nipples were small, puckered circles of flesh. And he’d also noticed the way she kept herself shaved perfectly bare.

	He couldn’t remember that last time he’d been with a woman who kept herself that way down there.

	Any time he thought about those moments and those images burned so deeply onto his mind’s eye his cock twitched with involuntary desire.

	She had been using one of the Adirondack chairs as a lounger. When his shadow fell across her face, she’d turned and offered him a smile. “Better sun in your yard. No stupid trees getting in the way.”

	Ben had worked his jaw and did his best to study a patch of grass over by the fence. “Sure, just ask permission next time.”

	There had been no mention of his daughter, who wasn’t home that day. And later on that day he couldn’t quite shake the idea that she’d wanted him to stay out there with her.

	That she’d wanted him to catch her.

	And that wasn’t all. Tabitha had a strong personality. She kept her own parents wrapped around her finger, especially her father. Always ordering them about.

	Whenever she was over spending time with Ben’s daughter, Tabitha always decided everything: what movie or show to stream, what to order in for supper, when to go to bed.

	She even tried to boss him around a couple of times. 

	Ben had kind of liked it. He was a larger guy, used to getting his way. Especially with women. He’d never really tried it the other way around.

	He let himself jerk off to thoughts of Tabitha exactly once.

	He couldn’t remember the last time his cock had been so hard. Or a time he’d finished so quickly.

	It had been a hard finish, too. His balls ached the rest of the night. As soon as he’d thought about what it would feel like to bury his shaft all the way to the hilt inside of her he’d been unable to contain himself.

	Yes, there was something different about Tabitha. Something dangerous. And definitely something incredibly sexy.

	Ben felt guilty about it. After all, she was friends with his daughter. She was young enough to be his daughter.

	In spite of all that, he still wanted her. Wanted her so much that it wasn’t long before he couldn’t think about much else.

	That’s when the texting started.

	The first one came at half past two in the morning. A weekday morning, too. Ben slept with his phone on the nightstand by his bed, just in case.

	He didn’t recognize the number as he rubbed the sleep from his eyes and squinted at the sudden brightness of the screen.

	“Wake up.” Was all the message said. A command.

	“Who is this?” he sent back, his mouth tightening into a thin, annoyed line.

	“Your new mistress.”

	Then a picture came through. Ben sat up in bed, mouth dropping open. It was a nude of Tabitha standing in front of the mirror in her bathroom.

	“Do you like?” she asked.

	A brief but intense struggle happened inside of Ben. He knew that he should tell her that he was going to do them both a favor and forget about this. And then delete the photo.

	On the other hand, his cock was already so hard it ached. If it wasn’t for that ache he’d believe he was still dreaming.

	“Yes.” He sent back.

	“Do you want more?” she asked.

	He sent back the same reply.

	“Show me. You know what I mean.”

	He hesitated for only a moment before taking a picture of his raging hard-on and sending it to her.

	“Yum. Good boy.” She replied.

	She didn’t send anything else, though. Not all night and not the rest of the day after. Ben knew because he checked his phone obsessively at every opportunity.

	It wasn’t until later that night that she texted him again. She asked him if he wanted her. And of course he replied that he did.

	She asked him if he was a good boy who would follow her instructions.

	He’d never dealt with a girl like her before. Normally he called the shots in the bedroom. He thought he liked it that way. But what if he didn’t?”

	He said he would.

	“You mean yes Mistress, right?” she asked.

	“Yes, mistress,” he typed back. His cock strained hard against the imprisoning tightness of his jeans.

	Then she told him to get his daughter out of the house for the night, to show her how dedicated he was.

	So he sent his girl off to her mother’s for the night, making up something about wanting to have a bunch of the guys over for a game coming on later. He even went so far as to go and pick up far too much beer from the store.

	Tabitha told him that she would be over by 6.

	Well, 6 came and went on the clock. The hands pointed to nearly 7:30 by the time the doorbell went off.

	He let her inside. She shoved him against the wall right away. Which was something, given that he stood head and shoulders taller than her.

	Then she grabbed the hardening bulge of his cock through his jeans and looked him in the eyes. “You’ve been a very bad man. Thinking terrible thoughts about me, a girl young enough to be your daughter. Are you ready for your punishment?”

	Ben winced. She was squeezing hard. Even so, his entire shaft tingled with barely contained need. “What punishment?”

	“Follow me and I’ll explain. Oh, and by the way, if you breathe a word of this to anyone I’ll show your daughter that great picture of your cock and all those texts we’ve been trading.”

	His stomach twisted. But she didn’t give him much choice, because she still held onto his shaft through his jeans.

	She led him upstairs and into his bedroom, where she gave him a violent shove onto the bed that left his ribs hurting. “You do this how I want it, that’s my explanation.”

	Then she stripped naked. Ben started undoing his pants, trying to relieve some of the pressure on his cock. But she stopped him by shoving his hands away and mounting him.

	Tabitha finished her explanation by sucking his earlobe into her mouth and nibbling on it. Her teeth were sharp. Ben winced as her nibbles turned to love bites. 

	She started grinding her hips against his, running her bare pussy over his hardened shaft, the only thing separating them Ben’s pants and underwear.

	“That hurts!” Ben said.

	“You wanted this.”

	Before Ben could respond, Tabitha shoved him back on the bed. The back of his head thunked against the headboard, and for a moment his mind went fuzzy.

	When his head cleared, he almost came. Tabitha had taken the opportunity to yank his pants off, and she was giving him a mean blowjob. Her mouth jackhammered up and down his shaft while she squeezed the base of his rod with one hand. Ben pushed his head back into his pillow as she felt the tips of her fangs running along his flesh, leaving hot trails of pain even as her tongue teased the tip of his cock. 

	She used her other hand to cup his balls, squeezing them between her fingers. Jamming her mouth as far down his cock as she could, she gave his sack a squeeze that made him yelp. He felt his cock swell inside her lips at the same time. 

	With his shaft completely buried in her like that, he found that she felt even hotter on the inside than she did on the outside. It was so hot that it was almost uncomfortable, riding that very thin line between enjoyable heat and a scalding burn.

	His cock had never been so sensitive before. How is she even doing this? He wondered.   

	Just before the heat became unbearable, Tabitha pulled her mouth of him. She blew on his shaft, letting him feel just how wet she’d made it with her spit. The cooling sensation felt good.

	She started slowly stroking him, running her hand all the up to the tip of his slick cock and back down to the bottom, over and over. Her red eyes glowing as she looked at him, she spat down onto his cock for a bit of extra lube and rubbed that into his flesh as well. 

	“Do you want more?” she said, stopping her hand. Her fingers began slowly tightening around his member.

	“Yes,” Ben said. His whole body was practically buzzing with desire. His shaft was beginning to feel unpleasantly cool, and he wanted to feel that wet heat around it again.

	Her fingers tightened more. It had just begun to cross that threshold between pleasure and pain. Ben squirmed in that powerful grip, pressing the heels of his hands into his eyes. 

	As her fingers continued constricting his member, he felt the very tip of her tongue start to run up and down that sensitive part between the head of his cock and the shaft. Each time her tongue touched his flesh, Ben jumped. He began to whimper as her fingers tightened so much that it truly hurt, sending jolts of pain through his body.

	The pain washed over him in waves, interrupted by the sudden pleasure of her tongue on that spot. His shaft felt rock hard; her fingers had trapped all the blood in it. 

	She stopped licking, instead putting her lips onto the tip of his cock. With excruciating slowness, she pushed them down, letting his hardness force them open and into a tight ring around his girth. 

	Only when her lips reached her squeezing fingers did she let go. Ben felt his whole body relax as she sounded him with that hotness again. 

	It was over far sooner than he wanted. She pulled her mouth off him. The bed jiggled as she straddled his hips. Her laugh was deep and throaty as she sat on his cock. He groaned in frustration; she’d pinned his shaft between the lips of her pussy and his stomach.

	“Ooh yes...” she said, “I make you so hard, don’t I? I make you need to be inside of me.”

	Ben bobbed his hips, trying to pull his cock back far enough to slip it into her. She merely laughed at his efforts, moving her hips back with his so that all he did was run his rod around in her moist slit a few times. 

	“Bad boy,” she said.

	Hot pain exploded in Ben’s chest. He winced as she pressed her nails into his chest just below his collarbone. She drew her nails down his torso like that until her hands met her thighs. Ben sucked in a breath and winced, his back arching involuntarily. 

	Tabitha leaned forward over him, grabbing the back of his head with one hand and pulling it back. Ben reached up and cupped her firm breasts, running his thumbs over her stiff nipples. 

	She ran the tip of her index finger in circles over Ben’s lips. “Oh, Ben. I am so wet for you, so hot. Do you think you can handle the heat?”

	Ben pinched her nipples, rolling them around between his finger and thumb. “Yes... Yes, please,” he said. 

	She drew her hand back from his lips. A moment later, she slapped him across the face, making him snarl and wince.

	“Are you going to fuck me hard?” she said.

	“Yes,” Ben said, his cock pulsing with anticipation against the folds of her pussy.

	She slapped him again. “Yes what, Ben?”

	Ben’s ear had begun to ring, she’d slapped him so hard. He worked his jaw a few times, wondering if she’d knocked it out of alignment. “Yes, I am going to fuck you hard.”

	Leaning over more, she kissed him, sucking his tongue into her mouth and letting him feel the tips of her fangs. “That’s a good boy, Ben.” 

	Letting go of his hair, she reached back behind herself while simultaneously lifting his hips. Ben shook, screwing his eyes shut as she grabbed his cock and slipped it into her pussy. He opened his mouth and let his breath out in a moan as her tight hole grabbed hold of him, straining around his girth. 

	He loved that moment of entry during sex, where her tight little pussy stretched around his girth, trying to accommodate him. He could feel her tightness pulling back against his skin as his head slipped a little deeper into her. 

	Tabitha used her weight, sitting down on his cock and forcing it to part her squeezing walls as she lowered farther and farther down his length. 

	“Oh, Ben, you are so thick and hard inside me,” she said. She pushed her nails into his chest again and began scratching him as her pussy inched and strained its way down Ben’s cock. 

	As soon as she had filled her pussy up, taking his entire length, she lifted her hips. Ben shifted his hands from his breasts down her body so that he could squeeze her ass while she sat down on him again. 

	They both moaned as the bed began creaking beneath them. 

	Giving that throaty laugh again, Tabitha pulled up his length until only the tip of his cock pressed against her sopping hole.

	“Fuck me hard, Ben,” she commanded, bracing her weight with her hands on his chest. 

	Getting a tighter grip on her ass, Ben began pounding her pussy. He had to squeeze his eyes shut and snarl as he entered her fully against and again, his balls slapping against her flesh every time her arched his hips for another thrust. 

	“Oh God,” Ben said, feeling her pussy got hotter and tighter around his shaft.

	She gave him a stinging slap across the face, “No, not God. Mistress.”

	“Yes, Mistress,” Ben said through gritted teeth as he tried to keep fucking her has hard and fast as he could. It was getting difficult. She was clenching up so much around him that he could barely pull his cock partway out for the next thrust. 

	Tabitha grabbed him by the head again, twisting it to one said. She lowered her lips to his ear. It was his other ear. The one she’d whispered into and nibbled earlier still hurt.

	“Oh, Ben. Come inside me. Fill me up with your seed.” She sucked his earlobe into her mouth and bit it.

	Ben’s cock throbbed inside her as he felt her walls tremble against his shaft. She bit him a little harder, sending a jolt of pain through his body.

	He groaned as he cock stiffened and jerked inside her. His cum was even hotter than her pussy as it shot from his pulsing rod into her pussy.

	“Ben...” Tabitha breathed, throwing back her head as she came on him. She got so tight then that she would have pushed him out if his shaft hadn’t been rock solid inside her. She slammed her pussy down all the way, letting it convulse around his throbbing shaft as he filled her with more and more of his hot load. His hands had constricted into claws, digging his nails deep into the warm flesh of her ass. 

	Ben felt his body relax, and his back sagged against the mattress as her pussy milked the last dribbles of his cum from his shaft.

	Sweat covered his body, and his shoulders heaved for breath. His cock and balls already ached. And he hadn’t softened at all inside of her like he normally did after climaxing.

	‘You are a good boy, aren’t you?” Tabitha said, stroking his hair to drive the point home.

	“Yes,’ he replied.

	“You’re going to give me everything I want from now until I move away to college.” It wasn’t a question.

	He answered anyway. “Yes.”

	She fucked him again. It was even rougher and better than the first time.
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