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Chapter 1

The gym was called Last Rep Fitness, and one of its members was a striking young blonde named Kiara who made her money online as a fitness influencer. The male members couldn’t help checking her out, at first because of her undeniable beauty, but also because of her bratty attitude. 

Kiara herself was tiny and petite, while her energy was that of a Lioness, with a penchant for taking over whatever space she happened to be occupying. The gym was no different. In her eyes, she was there to do more than workout, she was there to conquer the social media world and earn her way out of her less than desirable situation in life. 

A typical workout consisted of setting up tripods and cellphones, and filming every rep and set from multiple angles. This made some of the other gym goers uncomfortable, but wouldn’t have been much of a problem if it weren’t for the fact that she would shout at anyone who got in one of her shots. 

“Come on! Really? At least be cute if you’re gonna ruin my shot.” she said, narrowing her gaze at a muscular man who had no idea what he’d done wrong. 

“My bad, baby. Do you need a spot?” he asked, unable to resist trying to flirt with her. 

“You mean a bald spot? Like the one on your head?” she asked, screeching. The man chuckled at the joke, taking the hint and getting on with his workout. The fact that she only weighed ninety pounds got her out of a lot of trouble, as people looked at her like a yappy Chihuahua, instead of an actual threat. 

This went on for a solid month, starting on her very first day at the gym. As the weeks wore on, more and more members of the gym grew to despise her snobby presence. 

“Hey! Yeah you, can you wipe that machine down? That’s disgusting.” she said, always willing to stop her workout and complain about whatever bothered her. While her career as an influencer was becoming lucrative, her personal life was in shambles. 

People were getting fed up, but they decided to let it go because they knew it was something that would be dealt with swiftly. Little did Kiara know, her first day at the gym was also the first day of vacation for Brock, the gym’s owner. 

He was a tall, broad, muscular man with a thick mustache. He looked like the type of man who would own a workout facility, and he’d dedicated his entire life to strength training and fitness. The entire fitness community knew and loved him, and he was in charge of keeping the gym’s morale up at all times. After decades without a break, he finally stepped away from the gym for a month-long European vacation. 

By the time he returned, his suggestion box was stuffed to the brim, full of complaints about the pesky little blonde with no respect for the space, the other members, or any sense of personal boundaries. Brock sat down in his office, reading complaint after complaint from the members, all of whom he considered family. 

“Who is Kiara?” he asked himself, realizing he wasn’t familiar with her. He went to the window, and looked out over the gym floor, but she wasn’t there. He would know it when she arrived, judging by the volumes of grievances left in her wake. If there was one thing he didn’t like, it was bullies. And if there was one thing he wouldn’t tolerate, it was disrespect of any kind at his gym.  

Brock was in a tranquil mood from his vacation, fully relaxed and in a zen like state. It went away by the time he’d finished reading about Little Miss too good for the gym. His eyes narrowed as he posted up at the front desk, patiently awaiting his chance to set her straight. 

It didn’t take long for her to arrive, and he saw her coming from the parking lot. Kiara’s meanness was in no way correlated to her work ethic, as she was actually a gym rat who was as dedicated to her routine as anyone in the gym, Brock included. All he saw was a spoiled princess, walking to the front of the building while who he assumed was her boyfriend pulled two rolling backpacks full of God knows what behind her. 

“You must be Kiara.” Brock said, greeting her as she entered the door. She glanced up at him quickly, not in the mood for small talk with a random muscle head. 

“Nope. You’ve got the wrong girl.” she said, removing her sunglasses and walking past him. 

“Hey!” Brock said, raising his voice and freezing her in her tracks. “What is all this?” 

“It’s my equipment.” 

“Well this is my gym, and I’ve got all the equipment you need. Hey buddy, go put it back in the car.” he said, towering over the younger man and pointing at the door. 

“No, baby. It’s fine. Bring it in, we’re filming content.” 

“Not today. Not at my gym.” Brock said, folding his arms over his chest and looking down at her with a smug, contented grin. 

“So what? I can’t fucking work out here?” she asked, her boyfriend silent and uncomfortable. 

“You can work out after a quick counseling session, because I’ve received about a hundred complaints about you in the past month,” he said, causing her to sigh and roll her eyes. 

“You have not. Everyone loves me here.” she said. Brock looked over at her boyfriend, who couldn’t help smiling at the ridiculousness of the statement. 

“Look, come to my office, let’s talk about gym etiquette. And then we can start you off with a fresh slate, How about it?” he asked. 

“I don’t have time for this.” 

“Or you can go home.” 

“Fine. Jesus Christ. I wanna know what these complaints are about. I’m guessing it’s a bunch of jealous hypocrites who are mad because I have to keep reminding them to wipe down the equipment after they use it because their sweat smells like inside-out butthole.” she said, ranting and casting her judgemental glare over everyone she passed on the way back to Brock office. 

“Alright Miss Kiara. First off, I’m Brock, the owner of Last Rep Fitness.” he said, taking a seat at his desk and extending his hand for a handshake. 

“I don’t shake hands, thank you.” she said, cold and dismissive. Brock wanted to be mad at her, but found her adorable. 

“Well, look, I just want to welcome you to the gym, and go over the culture of the gym, and the atmosphere I’ve worked so hard to create over the past fifteen years.” he said, trying to give her a chance. 

“Please, dude, I don’t need to hear from some old, failed bodybuilder who tells the story of his glory days as a way to keep himself relevant.” she said, staring straight into his eyes. Brock chuckled, surprised by how much of a brat she really was. 

“I’ll spare you the details of my glory days. I can tell you’re not in the mood, so I’ll make it quick and simple. If you’re going to film in the gym, understand that it’s a shared space. There are going to be other members in the background, and you can’t tell them to get out of the way.” he said. 

“Anything else?” 

“Yes. Stop telling the other members to wipe down the machines. I appreciate it, but I’m back from vacation, and I’ll police them myself. Also, be nice. If I get one more complaint about you berating or insulting another member, you’re gonna be out of here.” he said. 

“I didn’t insult anyone.” she snapped. 

“Fair enough, whatever you say Kiara. I’ve got a stack of cards here saying otherwise. I want you to leave the cameras out of the gym for today, and if you can get through a workout while treating everyone with respect, then I’ll consider letting you bring them back in.” he said, being as calm and reasonable as he could muster. 

“Excuse me? What the fuck? You’re seriously telling me I can’t film my own workout?” she asked. 

“Listen, Kiara. You’re a pretty girl, and judging by the way you’re acting, I’m sure you’ve gotten away with your fair share of bullshit in your life. But I’m not the one.” 

“Oh, please. You aren’t gonna do a damn thing.” she said, standing up from her chair and throwing her hands up in the air. Brock smiled politely back at her, scooting back his chair before standing up. 

“Well, this was fruitful. Good talk.” he said, grabbing her by the arm as he walked past her and leading her out of his office. “But you’re not that cute. Get the fuck out of my gym, and don’t come back or I’ll trespass you.” 

“Get off of me.” 

“Get out of my gym. Now.” he said, pointing to the door and giving the guy a stern look. 

“I’m sorry, man. She’s going through a lot right now.” he said, grabbing the rolling backpacks and chasing Kiara as she turned around and threw up both of her middle fingers. 

“This is bullshit, and you better believe you’ll be hearing from me.” 

“Goodbye Kiara, don’t let the door hit your ass.” Brock said, smiling and waving as she continued to spit fire and vinegar all the way to her car. “Fine little piece of ass, it’s too bad no one ever bent her over and spanked some discipline into her.” 

He thought that would be the end of it, as he’d seen plenty of princesses  like her in the past. Well, not exactly like her, but he knew her type. Instead, he received an influx of messages and tags on his social media accounts, all pointing back to Kiara’s social media, where she’d posted a video berating the gym, and accusing Brock of assaulting her. 

He wanted to go ballistic, but decided to let his cooler head prevail. He responded to the videos, commenting on her post directly, as well as issuing a long video response to her claims, where he read many of the complaints aloud, as well as explaining exactly what actually happened. 

Luckily, he was unanimously loved in the community, and his video blew up after being posted. Kiara had fallen asleep by that time, and didn’t see the aftermath until the morning, sending her into an absolute panic. 

Her inbox was filled with messages, telling her to take down her video and calling her all sorts of names. There was even a random death threat, but she was most concerned with two messages from her biggest sponsors, telling her that they were revoking their sponsorship effective immediately. The companies were both associated with Last Rep Fitness, and wanted to distance themselves from her toxic behavior, especially as tons of other stories poured in about what a rude, selfish person she was. 

The backlash was swift, and her followers started dropping off like crazy. She relied on her sponsorships for her income, and was absolutely distraught by what she’d allowed to happen. 

She broke down and cried, her humiliation finally breaking her down enough so she could see the error in her ways. She’d been stressed to the max, and coping with the fact that her alcoholic boyfriend had cheated on her. When she confronted him, he’d beaten her. The only reason she hadn’t left is because she lived at his house, and was just waiting on her next check to come through before she planned on leaving. Her anger had ruined that opportunity, as she wouldn’t have enough money to move out having lost her sponsorship money. 

Chapter 2 - Brock 

It was six in the morning, and I’d just finished my morning workout at the gym. We didn’t open until seven, and I always showed up at five to get things started for myself. As I walked to unlock the front door, I saw the last thing I expected to see. It was Kiara, posted up in front of her car and waiting for the gym to open. 

This should be interesting. I turned the lock, and pushed the front door open, keeping my eyes locked on Kiara. I told her that I’d trespass her if she came back, and she put out a whole video trying to discredit myself and my gym, but I’ve always been an overly forgiving person. It didn’t hurt that I was single, and painfully attracted to her. 

I could tell by her body language that she wasn’t there to yell or argue. Her shoulders were slumped, and she had the hood up on her gray zip up sweatshirt. She entered the front door, removing the hood as she walked up to my desk. 

“Hi Kiara.” I said, smiling warmly to let her know I was willing to talk. 

“I’m really sorry. I’m so embarrassed.” she said. 

“It’s fine. You’re forgiven.” 

“Really? Just like that?” she asked, raising her blue eyes to mine. 

“Well, pretty much. I appreciate the face to face apology, really. Not many people would have come back and did that.” I said, giving her credit. 

“You’re cuter than I remember.” 

“You were seeing red.” I said. 

“I was hoping you could take down the video you posted. I took mine down already.” she said. 

“I’m afraid I can’t do that, Kiara.” 

“Why not? It’s costing me so much money.” she said, a whine appearing in her tone. 

“Because the integrity of my business is at stake. That video you shared got clipped and shared all over, and I have to keep my response up at least until this blows over.” I said. 

“I understand that, but it’s an emergency. If you don’t take it down, I’m going to be pretty destitute.” she said, her eyes turning sad. I chuckled because it made no sense, and I thought she was trying to manipulate me. 

“I don’t see how me leaving my video up is going to make you destitute.” I said. 

“Hey Brock. What’s up man?” Johnny asked, one of our members who always showed up right as the gym opened. 

“You know what it is. Hard work everyday.” 

“Put it in the bank.” he said, giving me a fist bump. My gym was pretty popular in the mornings, and the first groups of my minions had started showing up in the parking lot. 

“I’m sorry, what were you saying?” I asked. 

“I know I don’t deserve it, but it would mean the world to me if you took the video down.” she said. 

“Kiara, I already told you why I can’t do that. It’s not negotiable, but I’ll take it down once this all blows over. That’s the best I can do.” I said. 

“Please? Please, I need your help.” she said, appealing to my weakness. 

“Sup Brock? How was Europe?” Greg asked, barging in the front door. 

“It was amazing, I’ll have to tell you about it later. I’m consulting with a new client.” I said, referencing Kiara. “Come on, let’s go back to my office so we can chat.” 

“Thank you.” she said, following behind me. We were never going to get through our conversation if we didn’t go back to my office. 

We sat down and started talking, and I could tell that she was very anxious. She opened up right away, telling me how she was counting on her sponsorship money to get out of a bad situation, and how her blow up had completely derailed her algorithms. She begged me to delete the video. I was sympathetic to her situation, but it was too easy of a way out. I suspected she’d batted her eyelashes plenty of times and gotten off scot-free. 

“I’m really sorry to hear about your situation, Kiara. I really am, but I don’t feel like you’re actually remorseful about all the people you were mean and hurtful to.” I said. 

“What did I say that was hurtful?” she asked, getting defensive and raising her voice. It was precisely the reason I couldn’t let her off the hook. 

“You told Sandy, a fifty year old mother of two that her legs looked like trash bags full of potato soup.” I said, recalling the complaint that made me the angriest. Sandy had worked so hard in the gym, and had lost almost forty pounds in the past year. She didn’t deserve to have a brat like Kiara cut her down like that. 

“I said that? Fuck. I did say that.” she said. 

“You did.” I said. Kiara let out a sigh. 

“So what do I have to do to get you to take it down? I’ll be respectful from now on, I promise.” she said, blasting me with a resting bitch face. 

“Ah, respect. That brings me back to a story from my glory days as a failed bodybuilder. It’s very relevant to the situation.” I said. Her face turned red, and she smiled back at me. 

“Nice callback.” 

“Thank you. When I was a young, up and coming failed bodybuilder, I saw a couple of my training partners making fun of a struggling young lifter, a skinny guy. They weren’t doing it to his face, but it was obvious enough that they were taking pleasure in watching him fail.” I said. 

“Oh, gosh. Am I that bad?” she asked, covering her face and showing the first signs of genuine remorse. 

“You know what I did? I told those guys that it was fucked up, and that they of all people should go help the guy. They didn’t, so I did. And over the next couple months, he got more and more comfortable with his lifting form, and eventually, he earned all of those guys’ respect. 

He developed a solid physique as well, and he always thanked me for helping him out. It didn’t take much, just some patience and effort here and there when he needed it, but it made a big impact. I try to think about that in every interaction I have at the gym, because in twenty years, no one is going to care how badly I failed at bodybuilding, they’ll only remember how I treated them.” I said, picturing the guy in the story, Greg. 

“You’re not really a failed bodybuilder, are you? I don’t even know why I said that, I was just lashing out.” she said. I laughed, shaking my head. 

“I did alright for myself.” 

“You’re still very muscular, I’m not surprised.” she said, doing that thing where she bats her eyes once again. She had a built in persuasiveness about her, but I wasn’t about to give in. 

“Don’t try to flatter me, Kiara.” 

“Yes sir. Is there anything I can do? It would mean the world to me if you could do me this favor, and I’ll do anything. Anything.” she said, turning on her charm and standing up from her chair. 

“I’d like you to start treating people with more respect in your daily life. Try to be nicer.” I said. 

“Yes sir. I know you’re right, I guess I’ve just been so focused on trying to build my online presence and escape Braydon that I lost sight of being kind.” she said. 

“All you can do is try and do better.” I said, feeling ready to wrap things up. The day was just starting, and I liked to be out on the floor, talking to the members and trying to keep the motivation high. 

“Sir, please. If you take it down, I can leave this month. If you don’t, I’m screwed.” she said, lacing her fingers together and pleading. 

“Kiara. I already told you no. Honestly, my main issue is that I don’t know if you mean it. I think you have a pattern of treating people poorly, I think you’re entitled, and frankly, I don’t think that’s going to magically change.” I said. 

“Please, I swear. I’ll change.” she said, crouching down in front of me and looking up at me with doe eyes. She was so hot that it was physically painful, and she tugged at every natural fiber in my being that said to take advantage. 

“This whole thing is about you, you, you. You wanted to come in here and act like you were better than everyone, you got mad when I called you on your bullshit, and now you want to apologize and make it all go away so that you can get your reputation back. That’s not how things work in my world, sweetheart.” I said. 

“So what can I do? There has to be a way. There’s always a way.” she said, grabbing at my waistband with both hands. I glanced over at the door, which was already shut, my arousal short circuiting my mind. I looked down at her, biting her lip and begging me with her eyes to take control. 

“I like women who are in service, and I don’t think there’s a submissive bone in your body.” I said, feeling my own dominant nature taking hold. I’d always had a thing for trying to fix broken girls, and she made me want to pound the naughty right out of her. 

“I can be very submissive, sir. I just need to be put in my place. I need to be punished.” she said, the corners of her lips turning upward as she realized she was going to get her way on some level. 

“I believe in penance. But I don’t want you to think this is going to be as simple as giving a blowjob to get out of a speeding ticket. I’m going to require more. I need you to convince me fully that you’re committed to change.” I said, reaching down and cupping her face. 

“Yes, daddy. I’ll do anything. No matter how long it takes. No matter how hard it gets.” she said, grinning at her own innuendo and placing her hand on my cock from the outside of my athletic shorts, her eyes lighting up at the realization she had already gotten me hard. 

“I should have known you had daddy issues.” I said, placing my thumbs inside my waistband. I couldn’t believe what was happening, but the attractive force between us was like a powerful magnet that I couldn’t escape the pull of. 

Chapter 3 - Kiara 

When I first met Brock, I was in such a stressed out, awful mood that I didn’t even realize how handsome he was. Most guys were so nice to me that it was gross, almost like they were submissive to me for no reason. He gave me no such treatment, and I found it intoxicating. 

He was twenty years older than me, tall and massively muscular. I needed to get my sponsorship back, but that honestly had nothing to do with why I was down on my knees in front of him in the back room. I was there because I wanted to be, and I watched with wide eyes as his enormous endowment flopped out from behind his waistband, settling directly in front of my face. 

“Oh my God.” I said, taking hold of his thick base and eyeing his juicy length. 

“Slap it across your face.” he said, his voice flat and cold. “Now.” 

“Yes sir.” I said, melting into a submissive puddle without hesitation. He was the biggest I’d seen, and it made my mouth water just looking at his big veiny cock. 

“It’s daddy.” he said. 

“Yes, daddy.” I said, repeating the word over again as I slapped his heavy shaft across both cheeks, turning my face and going back and forth while maintaining strict eye contact. 

“Stick out your tongue.” 

“Yes, daddy.” I said, ringing with sensations as I heeded his command. He cupped my jaw with one hand, using the other to slap his dick against my tongue. 

“Say ahh.” he said, tightening his grip and plugging my throat the moment I opened wide. The pressure was intensely rushing between my legs, and I didn’t have time to process the sudden escalation before he was thrusting against my face, holding me by the hair and talking down to me as he fucked my face. 

“Gluck! Gluck! Gluck!” 

“That’s right. Suck it, you little whore. Show daddy that you’re sorry.” he said, talking more to himself than to me. I gasped for air at every opportunity, eagerly worshiping his knob. “I knew you were a little slut, you better make it sloppy. If there isn’t a pool of saliva on the floor in front of you when you’re finished, then you’re not doing it right.” 

“Guuuhhck! Nnnhhh!” 

“Yes, that’s my little cock sleeve. You better get used to being down there, because it’s where you belong.” he said, taking hold of my ponytail and using it as a handle. I wasn’t used to a man taking such rough control of me, having my hair pulled as I slurped and slobbered uncontrollably. 

“Yes! Daddy!” I said, between him inserting his stiffness into my waiting mouth. 

“Take this off. I want to inspect that tight little body of yours.” he said, leaning forward to unzip my sweater. He helped me take it off, and then pulled my sports bra off over my head, exposing my torso before grabbing me by the hair and pulling me to my feet. “Your pants too.” 

“Mmm!” I squealed as he forcibly kissed me, grabbing my hips and lifting me up onto his desk. His tongue slipped into my mouth, spurring fireworks in my head as my black yoga pants were torn off, and tossed to the side as he pushed my legs apart and laid me down on my back. 

“This is only the beginning of your penance.” he said, holding my throat as he entered me. I squealed with pleasure as he forced my walls apart, groping my tits and eyeing me like I was a piece of meat. 

“Oh fuck. It’s so big.” I said, struggling against him to no avail. His strength easily overpowered me, and the manhandling began. I felt so tiny and helpless beneath him, and when he took off his shirt, I could see why. His muscles were thick and dense, built by years of pumping heavy iron. 

“You just have a tiny little pussy.” he grunted, his desperate kisses moving down my chest until his mouth latched onto my nipple, applying firm suction as he thrust down against me. 

“Ugh! Ugh!” I called out, too immersed in our rendezvous to remember that we were still in a public gym. His gym. Daddy’s. 

“So wet. I’m going to break the bitch right out of you and make you my little slut.” he said, already well on his way. I can’t even describe what I was feeling, monumental shifts of pleasure as he hit spots I didn’t know existed. 

“Daddy, your balls.” I whimpered, feeling them slap rhythmically against my asshole with every mean thrust. His grip tightened around my neck, and he jackhammered into a state of pure submission. My nerves tingled as he thrashed about on top of me, restricting my airflow as he kissed my cheek and licked my lips. 

“My pussy. Say it.” he said, his voice gutterall and deep. 

“It’s yours. It’s your pussy, daddy.” I wheezed, my voice weak. My arousal was such that he easily drove me to climax, his big dick forcing me to squirt as I released all of the pent up tension his masculine presence instilled. 

“Cum for that big dick. Good girl.” he said, releasing the pressure right as the tunnel was closing, leaving my body limp and teeming with tingling pleasure as he continued to fuck me senseless. 

I don’t remember him flipping me over, but he bent over his desk, crying in ecstasy as he violently laid claim to my body. 

“That’s mine now. That’s my little pussy.” he said, pulling my hips toward him as he thrust forward, filling me with hard flesh until he was moaning in agony. “Ugh! Ugh! Ungh!” 

“Oh, God.” feeling him cum inside me sent me over the edge, delivering me straight to the precipice of another life altering orgasm. His hardness pulsed, twitching as he released his creamy seed. 

“Good girl.” he said, his pace relenting as he let out a sigh. I was covered in sweat and unable to stop grinning. 

“Thank you, daddy.” I said, turning to look back at him right as he placed a kiss on top of my head. 

“I’m gonna have so much fun with you.” 

“Whoever said you can’t mix penance with pleasure?” I asked, eliciting a chuckle and a soft kiss, followed by a harsh palm across the rear. I winced on contact, smiling as the stinging sensation rippled outward. 

“Whoever said you can’t mix pleasure with pain?” he asked, whispering into my ear and cupping my breast. 

“Wasn’t me, daddy.” 

“Good girl. I want you here everyday at five in the morning.” he said. 

“I can do that. How come?” 

“Because you’re gonna be my new workout routine.” he said, slowly backing himself out of me. 

“Oh, gosh. That’s a lot. I’m leaking.” I said, giggling with embarrassment as heavy globs of hot cum trickled out of me. 

“That is a lot, isn’t it?” he asked, holding me in place by the small of my back and scooping two fingers between my legs. “Squeeze your pelvic muscles, push it all out.” 

“Um, okay. Like this?” I asked. 

“Exactly like that. So hot, baby. Keep going.” he said, crouching behind me and pulling apart my cheeks. It was a bit objectifying, and I wouldn’t have done it if I weren’t so taken by him. I felt like a naughty little slut, in the best way possible. 

“It feels funny.” 

“There you go.” he said, standing up behind me and turning me around in his arms,  holding his fingers in front of my lips with a big glob of his viscid cum. I didn’t even think, locking eyes with him and slurping it up. 

“Mmm…” I purred, pleasantly surprised by its sweetness as I licked his fingers clean and swallowed it down while maintaining eye contact. I was still tingly all over, feeling more attracted to him with each passing second. 

“Such a good girl. I love seeing this side of you, Kiara.” he said, stepping away to get dressed. 

“So, tomorrow at five?” I asked, confirming our appointment for the following morning. 

“That’s right. And don’t you dare be late, or it’s spankings.” he said, watching me get dressed with a hungry glimmer in his eye. 

“So maybe five fifteen.” I said, winking. 

“You know, you might be the brattiest submissive I’ve ever taken on. You might take a little while to break.” he said. 

“To break?” 

“Yeah. That’s what it’s gonna take with you, I can tell.” 

“What are you going to break?” I asked, playfully intrigued. 

“Oh, not much. Just your body and mind.” 

“What about my spirit?” I asked, wrapping my hooded sweatshirt around my waist and swaying my hips from side to side. 

“I’d like to keep that in tact. It’s the only thing I like about you so far.” he quipped. 

“I don’t think that’s the only thing.” I said, drawing a wide smile from Brock, who stepped closer and grabbed me by the hips, pulling me against him. 

“I’m going to spend the rest of the day thinking about all the horrible things I’m gonna do to you. We’ll have the whole gym all to ourselves.” he said. 

“Sounds sexy. I’m sure we’ll make great workout partners.” 

“That we will. Give me a kiss, and then I need you to get out of here. I have a gym to run.” he said, making me stand up on my tippy toes before pressing his lips to mine. As I turned to walk away, he gave me another palm across the buttcheek, and I stumbled out onto the gym floor blushing like crazy. 

I went straight for the door, wishing I was wearing my sweatshirt properly so that I could hide my face in the hood. All of the people there probably knew me, if not from the gym but from the aftermath of my social media freakout. Not the best look, and I couldn’t wait for more time to pass so that I could live it down. 

In the meantime, I had an incredible new lover who I found captivating on so many levels. I barely knew him, really, other than our fight online, but the banter and chemistry was so exhilarating. Plus, it was the only way to get him to take down the video, which I was using as my personal excuse to justify hooking up with him even though I knew damn well it was pure animal lust and outright attraction. 

I’d always had a thing for older guys, even though I’d never actually gone after one before, or vice versa outside of guys online flirting with me through picture comments, which I didn’t find very becoming of a man. I guess it all stemmed from my daddy issues, which I was trying to work through because it kept getting me involved with piece of shit men who couldn’t control their dicks or their tempers. I didn’t know for sure, but he didn’t strike me as the type. That said, I dropped my pants and spread my legs for him like I was under a spell, and it wouldn’t surprise me if he had that same effect on lots of other women. 

I spent the day lost in my own daydreams and fantasies, playing out timelines where he’d already impregnated me. It kept popping into my head because I wasn’t on birth control, which I assumed that he assumed I was on. Why else would he have pumped me full of baby batter the first time we slept together? I wanted to talk to him so badly, but I didn’t want to seem desperate or clingy either, so I’d have to wait for our early morning playdate to further explore our dynamics. 

Chapter 4 - Brock 

There was one hundred percent no going back. Once I had a taste, it was all over. I went back out to the gym floor and did what I always do, but my mind was completely preoccupied with a certain little bratty blonde named Kiara.

It was completely out of my character to get into any sort of romantic relationship with one of the members of my gym, but I told myself that since I kicked her out, it didn’t really count.

I wanted to talk to her more about what led to her acting out like she did, and I needed to know about the specifics of her situation. She might have been rough around the edges, but a girl with a sharp mind like her had too much potential to be a positive force for me to just let her slip away.

The whole thing kind of just took me over in the heat of the moment. I had zero intentions of things going in that direction, but when they did, I had zero control of myself. There was something about her, something more than her obvious physical beauty, which I also adored. It might have been everything about her, in fact.

At forty years old and single, I wasn’t sure if there was a “right woman” out there for me. I poured so much of my blood, sweat, and tears into running the gym, training clients, and working out that I wasn’t sure if I could find a good fit. During lunch, which I ate in my office as always, I started snooping through her social media.

That same sharp tongued spark of wit was evident in all of her posts, and I could see why she’d developed a following. She had the advantage of having the hot all american blonde cheerleader look, paired with a say it like it is personality that could either make her very likable, or very unlikable, depending on how she wielded those weapons.

Because of my flustered state at the time, I hadn’t even gotten her phone number, so I slid into her direct messages and asked for it directly. Typically, I worked until the gym closed at seven, but decided to have my assistant manager Titus finish out the day for me so that I could go home and relax. I felt like a teenager again, running home so I could talk to her without any distractions. It had been a while since someone made me feel that way, and it was truly invigorating.

She responded right away, and even through text I could see her facial expressions, and feel her sarcasm oozing through the messages.

BROCK: So, Kiara, tell me about your situation. You said you were saving up for a move.

KIARA: Ugh, yeah. I’m kind of in this situationship right now with this douchebag named Tom, and I’ve needed to get out for a while now.

BROCK: Is money the only thing stopping you?

KIARA: Absolutely. He’s just a complete psycho and he can’t control himself, so I have to be careful.

BROCK: Has he ever put his hands on you?

KIARA: Lol, like all the time. The bruises on my legs are why I usually wear sweatpants to the gym.

BROCK: That’s not Lol. Where do you live?

KIARA: He has an apartment at The Villas in Newtown.

BROCK: Are you there now?

KIARA: I am, but he’s at work, so no worries.

BROCK: Good. I want you to come to my place.

KIARA: Anytime, daddy.

BROCK: I’m serious Kiara. Right now. I don’t want you to see him again.

KIARA: It’s a little early on for you to become controlling, lol.

BROCK: Kiara, this is another time that I’m not in the mood for you to be a brat. I need you to pack an overnight bag, I can come get you.

KIARA: You’re so sweet, but I don’t think that’s necessary.

BROCK: If you want me to take down that video, then you’re gonna pack an overnight bag, and get your little ass in your car and drive over to my house.

KIARA: That’s only going to make him madder when I come home. I think it’s better if I just play it cool.

BROCK: I don’t think you understand. This isn’t a negotiation.

KIARA: It’s too dangerous. He gets so jealous, you have no idea. I’m gonna have to delete these messages after we’re done talking.

BROCK: I don’t care how jealous he gets. It doesn’t matter because he isn’t going to see you again.

KIARA: Unless you’re offering me a permanent place to stay, then I don’t think that’s for the best.

BROCK: That’s exactly what I’m doing. I have tons of extra space, and I also have the gym. You’ll always have a place to lay your head.

KIARA: Oh my gosh, I’m shaking right now. If you’re serious…

BROCK: I won’t tell you again. Pack an overnight bag, stuff your clothes into a trash bag, load your TV. Do what you have to do, and then get your ass over here. I can come help you.

KIARA: Okay. I’ll start packing.

BROCK: What’s your address? I’ll head that way.

KIARA: It’s alright. He works security at a strip club, so he won’t be back until the wee hours. I can do it as long as you promise that I’ll have a place to stay.

BROCK: I promise.

It was a repeat of what had happened earlier, with Kiara bringing out an impulsiveness that I didn’t know was still alive inside me. It was an absolutely crazy thing to do, but I always had a penchant for helping anyone in need. It was part of my code, if someone asked for help, I helped. In her case, I asked for her.

Chapter 5 - Kiara

If he didn’t make me feel so safe, I never would have gone through with it. It had been months and months since I’d mentally checked out of my relationship, but I had to pretend that I still took him seriously in order to get by until I’d saved up enough cash to slip away. Brock made his offer, and I knew that he was trustworthy, or else the entire fitness community wouldn’t have had his back so hard.

It made me feel embarrassed for mistreating him when we first met, and for being such an asshole at his gym. I don’t want to make excuses for myself, because my behavior was unacceptable, but my nerves were shot from walking on eggshells and living with such an unstable person.

Right after I finished loading everything that I could fit into my car, Tom sent me a text message, asking me to have his laundry done and a meal waiting for him in the oven when he got home. Keep in mind, he never came home at the same time, as he liked to stay after work and drink with the strippers before driving home drunk, or not coming home at all, which was always a blessing.

KIARA: Alright. I’ll make something special for you.

TOM: Thanks, baby.

KIARA: Oh, you’re welcome. You’re gonna to love it. You really deserve it.

TOM: Mmm…Sounds good. There’s something else I deserve that I’m gonna want a piece of when I get home.

KIARA: Don’t worry, dessert will be waiting for you under the covers.

Brock sent over his address, and I had to snoop it on Zillow to see what it looked like. He’d purchased the house four years prior for almost a million dollars, and it had four bedrooms and three bathrooms, and sat on an acre and a half. It was gorgeous, and I shouldn’t have been surprised.

Before heading out, I flushed two whole boxes of Tampons down his toilet, emptied the bacon fat down the drain, cut holes in the crotch of all of his pants and shorts, and nipple holes on his favorite shirts, and then poured Ex-Lax into his whiskey bottle. After that, I made what can only be described as “piss macaroni and cheese”. I’ll leave it at that, as it was no more complex than the name of the dish. For my last act, I filled his stupid Fleshlight with super glue and put it under the covers.

It was such a vindicating moment for me, and if it weren’t for the fact that he lived in an apartment building, I might have burnt it to the ground. All of the cheating, the verbal abuse, the gaslighting, the drug use, and physical fighting. It was all over, and I blocked his phone number before heading out with a new sense of freedom that I couldn’t fully process. I flipped the bird towards his apartment and peeled off into the night, aiming straight for Brock’s house, which was a short fifteen minute drive from the apartment.

There was no turning back, for obvious reasons. That’s why I left so much carnage behind at his apartment, it was a way to ensure that I didn’t give into the fear, because going back after what I did would have surely led to a hospital or cemetery visit. It was also nice to leave him some well deserved souvenirs after the way he’d treated me.

The butterflies in my stomach were doing a number on me, because I was driving from one awful situation into an unknown one, which carries its own set of fears. That’s why I was so dead set on making my career as an influencer really happen in a big way, and why I was willing to outwork anyone and everyone who happened to stand in the way.

I couldn’t believe I let myself get into an abusive relationship, but there was no way out other than homelessness. I didn’t have a relationship with my parents, and my brother was in a similar situation that I was in terms of being broke and working dead end jobs to make ends meet. True independence was my goal, and I had no problem keeping my head down and running through walls in order to make it happen. Staying with Brock could really assist in that department, as I couldn’t imagine he was going to make me pay rent, and if I could truly win him over, he would be an incredibly useful person to network and collaborate with. And being railed into oblivion by the best lover I’d ever had certainly wasn’t a bad perk either.

“Oh, Kiara. What have you gotten yourself into?” I asked, pulling down his long, winding driveway and up to his mountain of a house. I grew up in a small two bedroom in the inner city, and had never stepped foot inside of a place like his.

Brock appeared at the doorway with a glass in hand. It looked like whiskey, and he had a twinkle in his eye when he walked up to the car wearing a ribbed tank with gray sweatpants. He had such a calm demeanor, instantly putting me at ease.

“Hi, angel.” he said, offering me his hand and helping me out of my car.

“Hi, daddy.” I whispered, wrapping my arms around his torso and burying my face in his chest. I didn’t expect what happened next, but so much emotion welled up in my chest and I buried my face in his chest.

“I know, sweetheart. I’m sorry I didn’t recognize it sooner. I was so quick to cast judgment about your behavior at the gym, and I never thought to stop and think about why you were acting that way.” he said, petting my hair and holding me.

“It’s not your fault, at all. I just, I was in a bad place. Thank you so much.” I said, sobbing.

“Shh…It’s okay. You’re perfect. I’m going to take care of you. I’m going to make sure you’re safe.” he said. Once I got my wits about me, we started unloading my car. My trunk was packed full of duffel bags, and my television was in the backseat.

“This is so wild to me. How did this happen?” I asked, pinching myself before grabbing two bags.

“I think it started when Phil asked you if you needed a spot, and you replied by asking if he meant a bald spot, like the one on his head.” Brock said, letting out a cackle and giving me a flashback to having said it.

“Oof. I’m so embarrassed. Let me guess, he’s a super nice guy?” I asked, following him inside with bags in tow.

“I don’t particularly care for him. He’s always flirting with younger girls at the gym.”

“Oh, like you have room to talk.” I said, nudging him with my elbow and looking up at the impossibly high ceiling of his foyer.

“What do you mean? You’re not even a member.” he said.

“True.”

“Got 'em on the technicality. Here, follow me upstairs. I tried cleaning up your room a little.” he said, taking off up the wooden stairs. The phrase “my room” echoed in my mind, and I tried to keep up.

“My room?” I asked, following him to a bedroom with a closed black door.

“You’re gonna be sleeping with me, obviously, but yes. I thought you should have your own space.” he said, dropping my bags and turning the silver handle and pushing open the door. The room was dark until he flipped on the switch, and my heart skipped a beat.

“No way. No freakin’ way.” I said, following him inside and feeling my heart melt as emotion again overtook me. It was beautiful, with a four post bed, a gorgeous dresser, and a desk where I could work on editing my content.

“Will this work?”

“It will.” I said, collapsing onto the bed and making snow angels. It was every happy emotion all at once, just knowing that I’d be safe and have a place to relax and call my own. It had been a while, and it was such a load off of my shoulders.

“Go ahead and settle in, I’ll go get the rest of your things.” he said.

“I guess I won’t be needing my TV.” I said, noticing the massive screen mounted to the wall.

“I mean, maybe we could put it on the back porch.” he said, shrugging his shoulders. It felt so surreal, pulling my bags into my new bedroom and knowing that I would never have to see Tom again.

Chapter 6 - Brock

After transporting her stuff from the car to her bedroom, I decided to give her some time alone to unpack and get comfortable with her surroundings. She spurred such a powerful hunger in me that I found myself pacing around the house while she was upstairs, literally unable to pry my mind away from the carnal acts I longed to perform with her.

When I finally broke down, and headed upstairs to check on her, she was fast asleep, passed out on top of the mattress and snoring softly. I grabbed a blanket from the closet, and tucked her in, giving her a soft kiss on the forehead.

She must have been exhausted, and I knew from past experiences that people can carry so much tension inside their bodies without even knowing it. It made me smile, knowing that she trusted me enough to relax in my home. I wanted to slide in beside her and cuddle her up, but I knew full well what it would lead to and she needed her rest. Besides, the morning would come early, and I’d get my chance to put my grubby paws all over her.

Shockingly, we emerged in the kitchen at exactly the same time. No one got up as early as me, especially not twenty year olds.

“What are you doing up?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.

“It’s four fifteen.” she said, opening my refrigerator and taking a peek inside. I walked up behind her, bumping her with my crotch inhaling the scent of her shampoo.

“You always wake up this early?”

“Yep. I like to get my first workout in, and then get started on content.” she said.

“Wow. I didn’t realize you were so ambitious.” I said, taken back. I couldn’t help feeling I’d uncovered a diamond in the rough, and that all she might need is a little bit of structure, and some stability in order to really take off.

“I’m the hardest worker. I’ll put that up against anyone, even you.” she said, grabbing some almond milk and helping herself to my blender. I sat down and let her do her thing, splitting a large shake before we went to my Range Rover to head out.

“I have something very naughty planned for you when we get to the gym.” I said, starting the car.

“Oh yeah? What is it?” she asked, buckling herself up.

“Can you do the splits?” I asked, causing her to smile proudly.

“I’m hyperflexible, daddy. There isn’t a position that you can’t put me in.” she said, placing her hand on my inner thigh.

“We’re gonna put that to the test.” I said. We chatted about her experience at the gym on the drive over, and she admitted that she was a very type-A personality, and that she’d kind of let it get out of control when it came to being an influencer.

“I just felt like I was there for something bigger, and really wanted my content to be top notch.” she said. I could tell that she felt remorse, and I was fully ready to forgive her, but I still wanted to test her submission one final time. Sleeping alone had left me feeling very pent up, and gave me plenty of time to fantasize about what I wanted to take from her.

We opened up the gym, and I took her straight to the back office, completely unable to prevent myself from getting right to it. Her lips were like candy, soft and melting against mine as I pushed my tongue into her mouth, grabbing her tight little ass with both hands and pulling her against me. There were no words, just aggressive kissing and ripping off each other’s workout clothes.

“Let’s go out on the floor. I want your feet in the stirrups.” I said, taking her to the workout bands hanging from the squat rack.

“You want me to do what?” she asked.

“Here, put one foot in here, and the other one here.” I said, causing her eyes to light up when she realized what I wanted her to do. “Put your arms in these.” We had bands that would easily double as a sex swing, two pairs of stirrups, one for the arms, and one for the legs, and I wanted to see how far apart she could spread her legs for me.

“How’s this?” she asked, easily transitioning into the full splits and supporting her torso with the stirrups latched onto her triceps. 

“Oh my God. You weren’t kidding.” I said, watching her hips go past horizontal. Her ass looked incredible, and she had no problems keeping herself suspended in the air.

“Now what, daddy?” she asked, grinning as I approached her from behind, spitting onto my cock and spreading it around.

“Now I’m going to fuck your little asshole.” I said, spitting again onto my hand.

“You mean, my butt?”

“It’s your final test. If you give me that pretty little cherry, then I’ll take the video down.” I said.

“Okay, daddy. I’ve never done it before.” she said.

“That’s my good girl. Don’t you want to give daddy something special?” I asked, supporting her hips with my hands and poking my cockhead between her cheeks. She bit down on her lip, giving me a doe eyed lookback that will forever be etched into my mind.

“Only for you, daddy.” she said, holding herself steady as I rubbed my cock up and down, searching for her forbidden hole and finding it. “Ugh!”

“It’s okay, angel. I’ll go nice and slow.” I said. She swung ever so slightly, and I held onto her hip as I eased my swollen head inside of her.

“Ooh. Are you sure?”

“Just relax, Kiara. Don’t you trust me?”

“I do. I really do.”

“Then take a deep breath, give yourself over to me completely.” I said, feeling her tension and trying to calm her. It wasn’t an easy ask, having your first anal experience while hanging in the splits.

“Yes, master.”

“Good girl. Breathe for me, in and out.” I said, spitting onto my hand and applying more saliva. Bringing lube had escaped me, but in my primal state, there was no second option. I wanted to own her, to possess her in ways no other man had or could ever dream of. Things were moving so quickly between us, I felt the dark need to test her obedience, loyalty, and submission.

“It’s so big.” she whimpered. I started kissing her neck once I was partially inside her, rocking her in the stirrups and making her take a little more each time she swung back into me.

‘Open it up for me. Let me have it.” I grunted, losing sight of everything. She brought out the worst in me, as I’d always promised myself that I wouldn’t have sex in my own gym. It was a sacred space, and I never wanted to be the type of gym owner who would desecrate it.

“Ouch! Fuck.” she called out, struggling to take my endowment. I pulled her cheeks apart, watching my cock tunnel its way inside of her inch by inch.

“Good slut. Take daddy’s dick.”

“Yes, daddy. I want to. I want to.”

“Shh, open up. Let it stretch for daddy.” I said, so locked in that there was nothing else. We became one, our breath synchronizing as I groped her tits and bottomed out.

“Ahhh!”

“That’s it. That’s my perfect little angel.” I said, impaling her harder and harder. She winced and squealed, riding the line between pain and pleasure until it flipped completely. I reached around her waist, furiously rubbing her clit and short circuiting her bodies’ pleasure centers.

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Yes, daddy. Fuck, oh!” she writhed in place, held in place by the swing and unable to stop herself from cumming almost violently while I plundered her ass. Her wetness was immense, and leaking down her pelvis and onto the floor as I was brought to the edge of climax.

“Kiara, fuck. I’m gonna cum.”

“Yes, daddy! Do it!”

There was an absolute explosion that went off in my brain, like the ultimate finale of fireworks that titillated every nerve ending in my entire body. I erupted like a geyser, all of the anticipation and tension arriving in a moment of peak ecstasy. I held her tightly by the waist, watching her little pink ring clenching my pulsing cock.

“Oh, gosh. Please help me.”

“I got you, baby.” I said, panting and not in my right mind. I helped her get to ankles free from the stirrups, admiring her french tipped toes and struggling to stay standing. I steadied myself against the rack, only realizing how vigorous I’d been pumping into her once we were finished.

“You’re a beast. I’ve been looking for a man like you.” she said, her eyelids heavy as she nestled up against me.

“If I’m a beast, then you’re in my clutches, and I’ll never let you go.” 

Chapter 7 - Kiara

Being with Tom had been dark and traumatic, and it felt like I’d never see the end of it. If you’d have asked me at the time, I could never have envisioned the utopia I’d be inhabiting.

Brock was well connected, and people would jump out of their shoes if he asked them for a favor. It started with getting me enrolled in school, which I’d always had dreams to do, I just thought it would be something I’d tackle later in life. His gym and some of the companies he partnered with had a fitness scholarship fund, and it was applicable towards any degree related to health and fitness.

It was a full ride, a literal scholarship just for working out. He made everything easy, spoiling me in the process. It felt like crossing the train tracks from the bad side of town into the good side, as everything that had been holding me back in life seemed to magically open up.

Brock went a step further than removing the video, he also posted an update that detailed how we made up and became personal friends, with some gratuitous details obviously omitted.

My social media continued growing, and he started tagging me in the Last Rep Fitness posts because I became one of their regular members. Once our relationship became public and official, things really took off for me. Having a great man like him vouching for you opened doors, and I just kept stepping through them.

He wanted me to be financially independent, and to never have to feel that trapped feeling ever again. Not that it really mattered at that point, as I was head over heels in love and forever indebted to him. I wanted to spend the rest of my life down on my knees with my lips wrapped around his perfect cock, thanking him with my body and mind.

I was in the middle of my first semester when I noticed that I was dragging through my workouts. Waking up early always gave me extra energy, but I was sorely lacking and feeling almost sick. It was one of those eureka moments, where it hit me at once and I just knew.

We never once used a condom, and he never once pulled out. He knew I wasn’t on birth control, and I wanted to pop out as many of his babies as possible even though it wasn’t something we’d spoken about directly.

Fast forward to now, and we’re eagerly awaiting the birth of our first baby boy. Brock and I decided on the name Jack, and I’m due two weeks after finals. I’ve really found my niche in the pregnancy space, and plan on continuing with baby content as well as my usual fitness stuff.

Brock had never been married or had kids, two facts that I found insane considering the total package he presented. In all of our time together, I’ve only seen him get angry over the most trivial of matters, and never in a way that makes me feel nervous or fearful. He’s gentle and caring in a way that I’m still getting used to, because at times I feel unworthy of such adoration. And when it comes to the bedroom, let’s just say that he doesn’t play around, not even a little.

Forbidden Indulgence - Age Gap FMF

Chapter 1 - Sierra

My husband Ryan’s forty-fifth birthday was coming up, and I wanted to give him something special. I knew exactly what he wanted, but I was going to have to do some legwork to make it happen.

We’d always been a kinky couple, but we’d never had anyone else participate in our intimate times. I’d never been into it, but that was changing fast. It all started when Ryan came to cheerleading practice to pick me up for our date. Practice ran ten minutes late, so he sat in the gym to watch. I let my assistant take over at the end of practice, and went to greet him.

“Hi baby.” I said, giving him a big hug.

“Hey you. How was it?” he asked.

“It was a good session, the girls are working really hard for sectionals.” I said, glancing over them as they finished up by stretching. There were tons of pretty girls on the squad, but one in particular seemed to catch his eye. Tiny little Cara, an adorable petite freshman who had a full scholarship.

Ryan wasn’t the type to openly check out other women in front of me, but he seemed almost compelled. His eyes kept darting over to her, scanning her toned body while she did the splits.

“She’s really flexible.” he said, staring directly at her. He didn’t seem to notice that all of the other girls were doing the splits as well, not just her.

“That’s Cara.” I said, grinning. “Isn’t she cute?”

“Ugh, yeah. Very cute.” he said, without pulling his eyes away from her.

“We can just stay here if you want to watch her stretch.” I said, letting out a chuckle. It was kind of cute seeing him struck by such an obvious attraction.

“What? I was waiting for you.” he said.

“It’s okay, baby. You’re allowed to look.” I said, giving him a hard slap on the ass.

“I wasn’t.”

“Alright girls! Great job today, I’ll see you tomorrow.” I called out. Ryan and I began walking towards the exit, but I decided to throw him a bone.

“Hey Cara, can you come here real quick?” I asked. She came jogging over immediately, and Ryan’s eyes grew wide as she approached us.

“What’s up?” she asked. Her skin sparkled with a light layer of sweat, and her shorts were so short that the bottom of her ass cheeks were hanging out.

“I just wanted to let you know that you’re doing a really great job, I don’t usually see your type of work ethic in a freshman. You’ve got a real shot to be on the sidelines this year.” I said. I could practically feel Ryan fighting his desire to look her up and down.

“Thank you so much. That really means so much to me.” she said, cocking her head and placing her hands over her heart. Her pigtails and braces made her seem even younger than she was, as well as making it seem naughtier that Ryan’s gaze singled her out.

“Oh yeah. Cara, this is my husband Ryan. He was admiring your talents, weren’t you?” I asked, teasing him.

“Hi, nice to meet you.” she said, flashing her million dollar smile and extending her hand.

“You too.” he said, staring directly into her eyes. Seeing them interact made me instantly horny.

“We’re really more of a hugging family.” I said, bait that Cara took right away.

“Okay.” she said, her cheerleader pep coming through as she stood on her tippy toes and wrapped her arms around him. Ryan towered over her, making her appear somehow even smaller.

“I’ll see you tomorrow Cara.” I said.

“Okay. It was nice meeting you Mr. Myers.” Cara said, giggling and twirling her pigtail with her finger.

“He’s actually going to attend sectionals, so he’ll be there to cheer you on.” I said. Ryan flashed me a look, as he never went to cheerleading competitions.

“Am I?”

“Don’t tell me you don’t want to come for her.” I said, peering into his eyes. I could tell I was starting to get to him.

“That’s so awesome, I’ll cheer extra hard for you!” she said, her voice brimming with excitement.

“I can’t wait.” he said, smiling and shaking his head at me. We headed for the car, and I burst out laughing as soon as we were outside.

“Oh, that was great.”

“Yeah, soo funny.” he said, rolling his eyes.

“I didn’t realize you liked them so young.” I said.

“Would you stop?” he asked, opening the door for me. As he walked around the car, I realized that I was a little bit wet. I’d never considered the idea of Ryan with another woman, especially not an 18 year old on my cheer squad, but for some reason his reaction to Cara had me all hot and bothered.

“You know I was just kidding.”

“Mmm hmm.” he said, remaining stoic as usual.

“Isn’t she adorable though? I asked, placing my hand on his thigh as he backed out of the parking space.

“Yeah, very pretty. Seems like a nice girl,” he said. I was getting the vibe he didn’t wanna talk about it, but it was really turning me on.

Ryan took me to Rikishi, our favorite restaurant, and I decided to get a glass of wine with my salad. And then a second glass. It was somewhere around halfway through that glass when I decided to bring it up again.

“I think I have a new kink.” I said, hiding my smile with my glass.

“Oh yeah? I’m all ears.” he said.

“This is a little different than anything we’ve done before, and I think we could start with some roleplay.” I said.

“Do tell, mi amore.”

“So, I kind of wanna see you with another woman.” I said. “A younger woman.”

“Interesting.”

“Maybe a threesome?”

“Look, if that’s something you want, I can get into it, but we’re not bringing another man into our bedroom. That’s a hard no for me. I don’t share my woman.” he said. I loved hearing him talk like that, knowing how possessive he was capable of being with me.

“Of course not, baby. I only want you.”

“Good girl.” he said. ”I feel the same way, honestly.”

“I know, but I really want to see you fuck a younger girl silly.” I said, letting out a giggle. It was kind of surreal how quickly my new kink had taken hold. I had no doubts about what I wanted to happen.

“This just seems, I dunno. Kind of out of nowhere.” he said.

“Well…it was out of nowhere.” I said, taking a swig of wine and a deep breath. “I hadn’t really thought about it before today.”

“It just randomly popped into your head that you want me to fuck a younger girl?” he asked, trying to make sense of it.

“It wasn’t random. When you came to pick me up today, I saw the way you looked at Cara, and it surprised me, but it actually made me really hot seeing you check her out. That’s why I called her over. I wanted to see you two together instantly.” I said. I was still working my way through it myself, but I had enough liquid courage to be completely honest with him.

“Okay, arousal is an impulse we can’t really control. If you’re into it, then it won’t be the hardest thing in the world for me to get into.” he said. “I’m gonna get a glass of wine.”

“Yeah, this is a glass of wine type conversation.” I said.

“Or should I buy a bottle? We can drink about it at home.”

“I love it when you take charge, daddy.” I said, giggling. I wasn’t much of a drinker, and the alcohol was making me giddy.

Ryan bought a bottle of red, and a bottle of white. He paid the tab, and we headed home.


Chapter 2 - Ryan

Sierra had always been an amazing lover, and I didn’t have anything resembling a complaint about her in that department. She was my everything, and nothing turned me on more than bending her over and showing her how much she meant to me.

Still, the proposition of bringing another woman into the bedroom was undeniably hot. It wasn’t something I required, and I had kind of assumed Sierra was the last woman I’d ever sleep with, and that was fine by me. But…she seemed to have other plans. It was an occasion worth two bottles of wine, and I opened them both up and poured us each a glass.

“So, let’s talk about this threesome.” I said, handing her a glass and sitting down beside her. She let out a sensual little giggle, and I could tell she was already extra horny thinking about her newfound kink.

“Yeah.” she said, letting out a sigh. “Am I bad? Is it bad that I want to see my husband fuck one of my cheerleaders?”

“Oh, Sierra.” I said, throwing my arm around her and sipping my Malbec. “You don’t literally mean one of the girls from your squad do you?”

“Yes. Cara. I told you.”

“Oh. I thought you meant that Cara spurred this on. I didn’t realize you meant her specifically.” I said. Even though it was the first time I’d ever seen her, I could still picture her beautiful face in my mind.

“I don’t want to see you with random girls, I don’t think that would do it. It has to be her.”

“Do you know why?” I asked, still trying to get a feel for what she wanted.

“She’s so pretty. Like, I’m obsessed with her face. She’s a literal fucking doll.” Sierra said. “And she’s so little, and bendy, and innocent. I bet her tits are so perfect.”

“It sounds like maybe you just want to fuck her.” I said, throwing some tease back in her direction.

“No, it’s not like that. I think that maybe I’m jealous? Or like, I don’t know. She’s so effortlessly desirable, so naturally beautiful.” she said. “She kind of reminds me of myself at her age, but with bigger boobs.” 

“I think yours are definitely bigger than hers.” I said.

“Yeah, now that I have a boob job. I wasn’t a natural C cup like her though.”

“Yeah, she’s pretty busty for a petite little thing.”

“See? Even that, that’s just how you naturally describe her. Petite little thing. Tiny. Adorable. That’s what everyone sees when they look at her.”

“She has a very all-American girl next door vibe.” I said.

“Yeah, if the girl next door was an Abercrombie model.” she said, pulling out her phone. “You have to look at this.”

“What is it?” I asked, looking down at her screen. She was on Insta, and I noticed that Cara’s profile was at the top of her saved searches.

“Look at her. Are you kidding me?” she asked, scrolling down and showing me certain photos. It was an instant reminder and confirmation of how hot Cara was, and I could feel myself lusting for her as my wife showed her off to me. “Oh my gosh, look at this.” she said, pulling up a photo of Cara’s feet while she was laying out by the pool. “Size 5!”

“Cute little toes.” I said, admiring her french tips and tanned feet. The more she showed me, the more turned on I became.

“Oh my gosh, look at how cute she is with french braids. Are you kidding me?” she asked, pulling up a photo of Cara in a cheer uniform with a friend.

“Super cute.” I said. She had a similar look and build as Sierra. They were both  cheerleaders, and if I didn’t know them, I would think they were mother and daughter.

“Tell me you wouldn’t want to fuck her. Here, look at this. Do you see how small her waist is? Are you kidding me?” she asked. I could tell the alcohol was kicking in by her constant use of the phrase.

“She is super small. What does she weigh? Like 90 pounds?” I asked, genuinely wondering. Cara was a tiny teen spinner, the type that often littered my porn history, except that she was even prettier than the girls I watched doing porn. Sierra wasn’t exaggerating, she looked like the world champion prom queen.

“Ryan, I swear to God, exactly 90 pounds the last time we weighed in.”

“Jesus.” I said, reflexively imagining how tight her little pussy would grip my cock.

“Oh! This one.” she said, pulling up a series of pics with an ungodly amount of likes. It was Cara in a micro bikini for spring break, with tan lines everywhere and what equated to a pink piece of dental floss splitting her tanned cheeks.

“Wow. Holy fuck.” I said, feeling myself opening up about how attractive she was. I’d just finished a monster glass of red wine, and felt the need to confess that she was right. I had been checking her out in a big way.

“Right? Look at that perfectly tight little teen ass? I bet her asshole somehow smells like roses and couldn’t fit a pinky inside. I know that turns you on, Ryan. It has to.” she said.

“Okay, look. When I walked in there, I didn’t expect anyone to catch my eye. You’ve been coaching cheer squads for forever, and I’ve never been infatuated with anyone in particular. But that girl, good lord. The moment I saw her, it’s hard even explaining it. She short circuited my brain and hijacked my eyes. I just wanted to keep looking at her, but I felt kind of bad about it because she’s so young.” I said.

“I understand, baby. She’s stunning. Look at her tits! She’d make ten million dollars a year if she had an Only Fans, but she’s too fucking innocent which makes it even hotter.”

“I don’t get random boners, I’m 44. Watching her do the splits definitely got the blood flowing down there.”

“I know you didn’t mean to, but it was very obvious.” she said.

“I’m sorry.”

“No, it’s fine baby. It was cute. I found it endearing.”

“That’s so crazy that you never felt this way about seeing me with another woman before, and that she triggered it so hard.” I said.

“True, but she triggered you hard Mister Boner for a Teen Cheerleader Man.” she said, cackling at her own joke. I loved that about her, her unrestrained authenticity.

“How old is she, by the way?” I asked.

“18.”

“Damn. That’s way less than half my age.” I said.

“That’s why it’s so fucking hot.”

“Baby. This is super hot and everything, but you know this could never happen right?” I asked.

“Why not?”

“Because I doubt that an innocent 18 year old girl is ever going to agree to be the third for an older couple like us.” I said, trying to interject some reality into the conversation.

“I think you underestimate how sexy you are. You know I didn’t just call Cara over to make you squirm, I wanted her to meet you.” she said.

“I don’t know about all that, she seemed to look at me exactly how you would expect a cheerleader to look at her cheer coach’s husband.” I said.

“Of course she did, she’s a very agreeable girl with a good head on her shoulders. That doesn’t mean she wasn’t screaming ‘please fuck me daddy’ inside her head while she hugged you.”

“I think you’re projecting your own fantasies onto her. I highly doubt she thought anything like that.” I said.

“Younger women are often attracted to men who remind them of their fathers. I think they’re also attracted to men they wish were their daddies.” she said. Sierra was so sexy that I couldn’t stand it. I loved hearing her talk, from the actual sound of her voice to the content it carried. I was obsessed with my wife.

“What if I wanna be your daddy?” I asked, letting my hand move to her lower back.

“What if I wanna be your Cara?” she asked. I smiled, and pressed my lips against hers. Sierra loved kissing as much as I did, and was always extra intense when she’d been drinking.

Her tongue slipped inside my mouth, and the battle of lust began. We made out like teenagers, always had. It was one of my favorite things about our sex life, even though it may have been the most vanilla.

“I’m serious. I want to be your Cara tonight. Let me be Cara for you.” she said. I was already raring to go, and had just spent fifteen minutes lusting at the teen my wife wanted to roleplay as. I found Cara almost impossibly attractive, but a part of what turned me on was how badly Sierra wanted me to fuck her.

“Okay Cara.” I said. “Go put on your cheerleading uniform, I’ll be up in ten minutes.”

“Make it 15.”

“Got it.” I said. I watched as Sierra strutted down the hallway, and took another drink of my wine. “This should be fun.”


Chapter 3 - Sierra

I knew that Ryan would be entering our room in exactly 15 minutes, and I wanted to transform into the best version of Cara I could represent. I wore a form fitting red dress on our date, and I stripped out of it immediately.

My hair was straightened and down, but I put it up immediately into pigtails. I removed my underwear, and slipped instead one of my many cheerleading skirts. It was a scenario we role played somewhat often, as I was the cheerleading captain and he was the high school quarterback when we’d met initially. We loved roleplaying different versions of ourselves at a younger age, finding each other and falling in love over and over again.

Once my uniform was in place, I looked myself over in the mirror. I hadn’t realized it before that moment, but I think part of the reason I identified with her so much was that not only were we lifelong competitive cheerleaders, but we kind of looked the same.

You’re not as young, obviously. But besides that and the fake tits, it’s not that far off.

I hiked my skirt up a tad, taking notice of how my body had changed over the years. My body wasn’t something I felt insecure about. I was 42 years old and took great care of myself. I worked out 5 days a week, and ate a reasonable diet. That said, looking at myself in comparison to Cara highlighted the little things. The wrinkles, the drooping, whatever. My tits were still perky and perfect, and I was excited to be an 18 year old college freshman again for one night, with my husband.

As I prepared myself, thoughts continued flooding in about why this particular kink had grabbed hold of me so tightly. I kind of wanted to live through her, vicariously. I’d been sleeping with my husband for 20 years, I’d seen every version of him along with his entire evolution. But I could never fuck him at his current stage for the first time. I couldn’t imagine being 18 and having sex with such a skilled lover. I knew that he would blow her socks off, and that he’d be the man she compared every other man to sexually if they actually did it together.

And on top of that, I knew that I could never be that for him. He could never fuck me at 18 for the first time at our current stage of life. It could only be Cara, at least as far as I was concerned. She could give him everything a teen girl could offer a man, from her innocence to her youthful beauty.

“Cara?” he asked, rapping his knuckles against the already open door.

“Yes dean?” I asked. Ryan was the dean at the college I coached for, and the reality of that power dynamic added a layer of taboo to the fantasy.

“May I come inside?”

“I hope you wouldn’t do it anywhere else.” I said, feeling myself turning naughty and embracing the role.

“Excuse me young lady?” he asked, stepping inside and closing the door behind him. He was dressed in a white button up and navy slacks with a brown leather belt, thoroughly looking the part of college dean. Knowing that was his actual position only heightened my arousal.

“Oh, nothing.” I said, flippantly twirling my pigtails. Cara came off as extremely innocent, and I planned to add a spice of deviancy to the character.

“Young lady, you’re facing indefinite academic suspension,” he said. She was a straight A student in real life, but again, deviance is the spice of a kinky relationship.

“I’m so sorry, sir. I know I should study more and get better grades, but I can’t stop thinking about all the naughty things I want you to do to me.” I said, leaning into the naughtiness.

“Cara, you know that you’re my favorite student, but there’s a limit to how much I can allow you to get away with.” he said. I loved how Ryan always assumed the assertive role of a disciplinarian.

“I know, daddy. But maybe just one more time, I’ll do that thing you like. I’ll even swallow.” I said, pursing my lips and batting my eyes. Cara was probably too innocent to actually use her sexuality in that way, but I knew damn well it would work on anyone.

“Cara, I’m a married man. I can’t keep letting this happen.” he said. We’d been roleplaying together for so long that it was all improv, and I loved letting him have the lead and seeing where he took things.

“Just one more time, please daddy? I really want to suck on it.” I said, lacing my fingers and pleading.

“Fine, but this is the last time. And we’re not having sex this time, we have to stop that.” he said, beginning to unbuckle his belt. I dropped to my knees in front of him, and looked up into his eyes.

“Okay sir. I’ll only do a blowjob this time. I promise that I won’t spread my legs for you, and make you cum in my little teen pussy again even though I’m not on birth control.” I said, taking over the process of unzipping his pants.

We’d been together for over 20 years, but the novelty of pulling down his waistband until his massive hard cock flopped out for the big reveal never got old. I imagined how Cara would feel seeing it for the first time.

“Cara.” Ryan said, running his hands through my hair and gathering up a handful.

“It’s so big daddy.”  I said, grabbing hold of him by the base.

“You’re facing academic suspension. You better suck the soul straight out of my balls if you think you’re gonna remain a student here.” he said, squeezing his fist around my hair to force me to look up at him.

“I just want to do whatever you tell me. Everything your wife won’t do. I want to be a little slut for you.” I said, parting my lips and wrapping them around the tip.

“Oh, Cara. You know exactly how to get what you want from me.” Ryan sighed.

“All I have to do is anything you say, daddy.”

“Good slut.” he said, using my hair as a handle to fuck my face. I always give my best effort when it comes to blowing him, but I feel that this was a stellar effort, due in large part to the overwhelming arousal I received from pretending I was Cara.

“Gluck, gluck, gluck…” I remained still, allowing my throat to be used as a fucktoy for his manly dick. Ryan loved having his cock worshiped, which worked out perfectly considering it happened to be so worship-able.

“It’s okay Cara, hold you breath.” he said, forcing the tip of his cock deep into my throat and holding it there. “Good girl, that feels so good.”

“Ahhh.” I inhaled deeply as he pulled it out, slobber dripping from both his cock and my lips.

“Open.” he said, shoving it back in and pulling out. In and out, he inserted himself fully and then took it away. I gasped for air each time, leaning toward it even though he held me in place.

“Yeah, you like daddy’s big dick don’t you?” he asked, slapping it against my face.

“Yes daddy.”

“God dammit Cara, why do you always make me want your pussy so much?” he asked, inserting two fingers into my mouth and forcing them down my gullet. “Do you know how mad my wife would be if she found out about this?”

“I’m sorry, sir. I can’t help it that I’m such a slut for your cock.” I said, feeling my inner submissive truly emerge.

“This is your fault. You’re the one who tempts me in this way.” he said, fucking my throat with his fingers and forcing a viscous spit to pool at the back of my tongue.

“Yes daddy. I’m sorry. Punish me so you can forgive me.” I begged.

“It’s your fault that I need it now. It’s your fault that I can’t function without your pussy.” he said, dragging me to the bed and throwing me down onto my back. “Spread your legs. Give it to me.”

“Yes daddy, it’s yours.” I said. We had consistent great sex, but I could always tell when he was super into it because he became a lot rougher and more in control. When Ryan was at his peak arousal, he preferred submission over banter. He knew what he wanted, and he was perfectly content with taking it.

“I shouldn’t even be thinking about you. You’re 18 fucking years old. My wife would kill me if she knew that you were spreading your legs for me, making me addicted to your cunt.” Ryan grunted, lifting my skirt and shoving himself inside me.

“Ugh.” I whimpered organically, shocked by how hard he was taking me. I’d always tried getting him to be rougher with me, but he preferred to be gentle and loving. Ryan was a passionate lover, but I loved seeing his inner demon emerge.

“Cara, you’re so much tighter than my wife. You’re everything I could ever crave.” he said, lifting my top to expose my breasts as he thrusted into me. I was soaking wet from the foreplay, and loving every second of being dominated.

“I love your cock so much.”

“I want to make you pregnant so bad.” he said, practically whimpering. The way he was fucking me made me realize how much his encounter with Cara had affected him, making me witness to our kink unfolding in real time.

We both felt it. It wasn’t just me. Ryan understood the deep desire that Cara’s being and presence unlocked, and I couldn’t fathom what it felt like from his perspective. He’d always been open about the fact he was somewhat of a slave to his eyes, and I could feel it in every thrust that she unlocked something within him.

“Please cum in me. Make me pregnant.” I said, staring into his eyes.

“Not yet. Turn over.” he said, pulling himself out of me. I did as I was told, and got on all fours in front of him. Having Ryan’s big cock inside me, pounding away from behind had always been my favorite.

“I love the way you fuck me daddy. I don’t want it to be the last time.” I said, relaxing into the sensation of his bareback cock entering me. I thought of the fact that Cara was young and fertile, and that being the one to get her pregnant was something of a prize. I remembered being that girl.

I knew full well that 99.9% of the men in the would have eagerly given their cocks to her, and that even if they were married, they’d still have been proud to impregnate her. I also knew that I could no longer have children, and that if I could, we would already be in the process of having another child.

“It’s so fucking tight. So tiny and tight, Cara. You feel like a virgin.” he said, pulling me against him with each hard forward thrust. My senses were  heightened as a result of my arousal, and I found myself cumming on his cock after only a few minutes.

“I love my daddy’s dick.” I moaned, gripping the sheets and hanging on for dear life.

“It’s my pussy. I’m going to make you pregnant Cara.” he said, slamming his hips against my ass. Pleasure rippled through my body like crashing waves, one after another.

“I can’t stop cumming. Please feed me your hot sticky cum, I need it.” I said, burying my head into the mattress as it overtook me. My entire body vibrated, and I tried to savor the growing intensity. “Oh my God.”

“Cara, baby. You’re such a good girl.” he said. I could hear it in his tone that he was fast approaching climax. “I’m going to fill you up. I’m going to cum so deep that you don’t waste a drop. You want daddy’s hot sticky cum?”

“Please do it. Please cum in my pussy. I promise I won’t tell.”

“Ugh! Ugh! Fuck. I’m cumming!” he held me against him, thrusting deep and leaving it in as he erupted inside me. I focused on the feeling of his flexing cock, and of the hot cum it pumped.

“Daddy…” I sighed, finally collapsing flat on my stomach as he finished.

“Fuck.” he said.

“Was that as amazing for you as it was for me?” I asked, feeling my heart slam against my chest. I couldn’t remember the last time I came so hard.

“We have to do that again. I really liked that.” he said, wrapping me up in his arms and pulling me onto him. I let the cum drip out from between my legs onto the sheet, fully content that I’d pleased him thoroughly.

Chapter 4 - Cara

I’d spent my entire life preparing for where I was. I started gymnastics at five, and cheerleading at 7. It was my life. In high school, all I thought about was getting good enough to go to college. Once I got a scholarship, all I thought about was excelling there and getting my education.

Somewhere along the line, I started really thinking about sex. And I think it was right about the time that Sierra and I started having a relationship outside of cheer.

I’d kind of known that she liked me from day one, much like a lot of other cheer coaches I had. She definitely pushed me, and seemed to have an eye on me, but I knew that she liked me. I’ll never forget the day she pulled me aside to tell me that I was doing a great job, the day she introduced me her husband Ryan.

My fascination with older men had started way earlier, but I could tell from looking at him, literally after shaking his hand and giving him a hug, that I was stupidly attracted to him. It didn’t bother me that I had a daddy kink or a thing for older men, it bothered me that it had to strike so hard with him. My freaking college cheer coach’s husband? You’ve got to be kidding me.

I remember going home that night after practice, replaying the conversation I had with the two of them. And afterwards, all I felt was horny. I wanted to take a shower, play with myself, and think about my coach’s husband.

Not that I would ever do anything, I wouldn’t. It was just a harmless fantasy, and for whatever reason I couldn’t seem to help it that the only men who I truly desired were older, powerful men like Ryan.

We’d actually met once before, kind of. He was overseeing freshman orientation, and we  passed each other when he was going up to the podium to address the incoming class. I was one of the freshman representatives, and without knowing at the time he was my coach’s husband, only knowing that he was the dean, I remember thinking he was an absolute babe on sight.

“Daddy much?” I whispered to myself after seeing him. He was so tall and manly, so powerful and in charge. He was the freaking dean!

Anyway, I figured it out later that they were married. I was so committed to cheer that I wasn’t dating at all, and sex was the furthest thing from my mind. It made sense to me that the fantasy of sleeping with the dean would turn me on. I figured it was only a fantasy, with no potential of going anywhere.

I met Ryan about a month out from sectionals. We had to place top 3 to advance, and it had the entirety of my focus. Up until that point, my life consisted entirely of school and cheer. There was no time for a social aspect, outside of occasionally going to a restaurant with my teammates.

Things changed after that day as far as cheer. Especially in terms of my relationship with Sierra. She started favoring me, pulling me aside to talk, and inviting me to girlfriend type stuff like get our nails and hair done.

I was ecstatic because I definitely had a girl crush on her as well. Sierra was everything I wanted to grow into. She was an accomplished cheerleader and coach, successful, and had a great husband. Getting that validation from her that not only was I doing a good job, but I was worth hanging out with on a personal level really made me feel good about myself.

We hit it off right away. It was unlike any friendship I’d had before. Obviously, she was my coach and I was one of her cheerleaders, but there was an undeniable chemistry between our personalities. Both of us had the pep and positivity of cheerleaders, but she was an older and more experienced woman. Whenever we hung out, she brought out sides of me I didn’t know existed while at the same time finding levity in my naivety.

“How are you not cycling through guys? You’re the doll that Barbie’s play with, and you’re on a college campus!” she said, shocked by my lack of dating prospects.

“I’m just really committed to cheer. Cheerleading is my boyfriend.” I said.

“Oh my God. I literally used to say that exact thing.” she said. We were getting our toes painted and cutting up, and I really felt like I was settling into life on campus. I didn’t necessarily expect my new best friend to be twenty years older than me or my coach, but it all kind of made sense.

Our friendship was its own dynamic, but cheer was cheer and we never let our personal relationship get in the way of it. If anything, she became harder on me, like she expected more from me than everyone else. I loved it though, as I thrived on challenge and being pushed.

It was easy for us to separate the two roles, and as soon as we met up in social situations it was always easy to just be friends. For one, Sierra is freaking hilarious, and secondly, we had an it factor as a couple that always made things extra fun.

Whenever we went out to sports bars or restaurants, people always assumed I was her daughter. My own mother actually looked nothing like me, so I understood the confusion. Sierra and I were similar in height and build, hair color, style, and even our faces looked the same.

“You have your mother’s eyes.” a waiter once told us. It was a comment we readily played along with. I started calling her mommy jokingly, and she called me her long lost daughter. We were peas in a pod, and we became inseparable.

Sierra was a great coach, and I felt like a better cheerleader because of her. She was also a good friend, and I knew that I could count on her for anything, especially emotional support. We talked about everything.

And at first it was just everything. And then it really became everything.


Chapter 5 - Sierra

The more comfortable I became with Cara, the more I divulged to her. She was so freaking sweet and innocent, so young and unlike other people my age. I liked going out in public with her, watching heads turn in our direction as the boys gathered up around us, assuming we were mother and daughter.

I was not only old enough, but kinky and dirty enough to always know what was actually going on. I would always tell Cara when a guy was flirting with us, fantasizing about seducing a mother-daughter pair.

“No way. He doesn’t think that.” she said.

“Yes he does. He doesn’t think it’ll actually happen, but he loves the idea. Two sexy cheerleaders, a mom and her daughter. If we were down for it, we could seduce any man in this bar into a threesome.” I said.

“Oh my gosh, you’re so bad.” she said, turning red. She became more comfortable with that sort of talk over time, to the point where she seemed to enjoy it and relish hearing me talk in such a matter of fact way about men’s sexuality.

“I’m actually a virgin.” she said, sucking down her soda and avoiding eye contact. I’d kind of deduced it already, but hearing it confirmed made her already delectable self extra forbidden.

“No way. Really? What about prom, or your high school boyfriend?”

“He was super religious. I tried giving him a handjob and he got mad at me.” she said. Cara was the cheer captain and dated the high school quarterback, same as me, except that her knight in shining armor was apparently very against premarital sex, unlike mine.

“That’s insane. I bet he’s kicking himself now.”

“Actually, he reached out to me on Insta about wanting to hook up recently.”

“Oh yeah? What’d you say?”

“Nothing. I left him on read.” she said. I burst out laughing. She was adorable.

“Good girl. You know what you need? An older man who knows what he’s doing and won’t take you for granted to take your virginity.” I said.

“I do wanna have sex. With someone. Someone I’m attracted to. I just feel like all the guys my age almost fetishize me as a pretty cheerleader, and I don’t want to waste my first time.

That’s a huge fear of mine, just utterly failing at sex for the first time.” she said. It was so effing cute, hearing her truth. I just knew that Ryan was the ideal candidate to take her virginity and give her a great time. I wasn’t going to push it on her though.

The more I hung out with her, the more I realized how similar we were. After about the tenth time having a random stranger tell you that ‘you and your daughter are spitting images of each other’ by horny men, most of them older, I started to see it for myself.

That’s when it started to hit me. I was starting to see my own age, and worry about it on some level. I knew that Ryan still found me attractive, it wasn’t that. I just saw the power of my own youth in her, and the lust it brought out in men. Ryan loved fucking me, but I knew that laying down a perfect younger woman, Cara specifically, would bring out that same lust in him.

Cara and I went shopping together all the time, and we ended up inside several dressing rooms together. I never got the feeling she really noticed my body or checked it out, but seeing her in panties and a bra put it into perspective exactly how desirable she was.

Her tits were perfect, her body seemed almost allergic to fat, and everything was so young and lacking flaws. It was crazy. I won’t even say that it made me insecure, it just made me look at myself in a different, more realistic light. It made me realize my age. Even though I was still in great shape, and sexy for my age, I couldn’t even slightly compare to her effortless youthful beauty.

I was in my forties and she hadn’t touched her twenties. Her reaction always made me laugh when I talked about sex. It was so foreign to her, so new. The more we talked about it, the more I felt like it was almost my responsibility to step in and guide her. There was no way I was going to let such a prize be randomly won by some idiot with a scratch off.

Keep in mind that while Cara and I were becoming friends, I was roleplaying as her in the bedroom with Ryan every night. Not just every night, every time we had sex. And it wasn’t that one of us was more into it than the other, we were both progressively becoming more into it with each passing day.

“Cara, baby. It’s so fucking tight. I love your perfect tits.” he said, slamming his hips against mine one night. We’d talked about how pretty she was all the time, but he had no idea that I was insecure about my plastic surgery. Hearing him organically praise her natural breasts made me focus on my own enhancements.

I’d also had botox, and multiple facelifts. It would have been criminal if Cara were to even approach a surgeon about facial surgery. They’d have told her no. In my case, it was a routine procedure.

When I first got them done, I loved them. And I still did in a lot of ways. I was naturally flat chested, and a pretty girl. I’d always overheard the comments, about how I’d be so hot if I only had bigger tits, or that I should get implants.

Once I got them, everything changed. I’d always had a surplus of male attention surrounding me, but this was bordering on insane. I was already married at the time and 22, but I certainly noticed the shift towards obsession.

Every form fitting shirt looked amazing on me, and anything low cut showcased the surgical roundness of my cleavage. It made me feel more confident about myself and the boys loved it. It has always been a plus for me.

Cara’s tits were the same size naturally as mine were enhanced, but with a totally different shape and feel. I wished mine looked like hers, plus they were 20 years younger. Seeing them side by side, topless, in the mirror, quickly made me realize which ones I’d rather possess.

I just thought hers was better. Prettier, and more natural. Perfect without being touched, instead of close to perfect and enhanced. And her nipples, good lord. So suckable. She didn’t make me feel insecure about my tits, I just wished we could trade. And maybe she did make me a little insecure.

When I thought about Ryan on top of her, with her legs spread, forcing his fat cock inside her tiny little virgin teen pussy, it made me think of watching a porno with my husband fucking the younger version of myself, albeit an idealized version.

Care went on a couple dates, and they were always miserable failures. She said that the guys she went out with were trying too hard, and that she could feel their desperation oozing off of them.

“The thing is, I want to have sex with them. Then they just ruin it by opening their mouths.” she said, venting over the phone after one such dating disaster. “I think you were right about me needing to find an older man.”

“I told you.” I said.

“It wouldn’t even need to be a serious thing, I just want to have a good time, feel comfortable and attracted to someone, and then lose my virginity. Why is that so difficult?” she asked.

“Oh, Cara.” I said, feeling like my fantasy might be meant to happen. “I know a very attractive older man who would love to be your first time.”

“Really? Who is he?” she asked. I could tell by her tone that I had her full and undivided attention.

“He’s kind of in an authority position at the university, so I don’t want to say his name. But he’s very kinky, and I could definitely set something up.” I said.

“Oh, wow. That sounds hot. Is he a professor?”

“Maybe. I don’t want to say unless I know you’re serious.” I said.

“Girl. If he’s a hot older man and he knows what he’s doing, sign me up.” she said.

“Okay, let me tell you a little bit about him.” I said, stepping outside with a glass of wine to get the ball rolling. Ryan was upstairs reading in his study.

“Please do.”

“He’s tall, very handsome, and I’ve heard that he has a big dick.” I said.

“Really?”

“That’s what they say. Anyway, like I said, he’s very kinky.”

“What do you mean? Like how so?” she asked.

“Well, he’s dominant, and he’s into roleplay.” I said.

“Oh, wow. This might be a little intense for my first time.” she said. I didn’t want to intimidate her, I wanted her to feel comfortable with us.

“It’ll be fine, baby. He’s very experienced. Knowing that you’re a virgin will turn him on, and he’ll establish firm boundaries for everything.” I said.

“Okay, I’m gonna be honest…this sounds so hot and I wanna do it but I feel like I’m gonna chicken out.” she said.

“Maybe I could set something up with all three of us.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, wouldn’t you feel better if I was there overseeing things?” I asked.

“You mean like when we meet? Or during sex?”

“Both.” I said.

“Oh. I mean, I don’t want you to get into trouble or anything.” she said.

“I won’t, baby. It’ll be fun. We do everything else together, why not this?” I asked.

“Yeah. It’s not like we haven’t seen each other naked before.” she said, giggling nervously. “What about your husband? Would he be okay with this?”

“Cara. Who do you think I’m talking about?” I asked .

“Your husband? He’s the dean!” her voice was laced with surprise.

“Yell it out for the whole neighborhood.” I said, smiling.

“Are you being serious?”

“Yeah. His birthday is Friday. I want to give him something special.” I said.

“Oh my goodness, Sierra. I knew you were bad, but not this bad.”

“When you get older, you become more open about sex. We’ve never had a threesome before, but we’ve been talking about it. He thinks you’re hot, I promise you he’d do it.” I said.

“He said that? The dean said I was hot?” she asked.

“Stop calling him the dean. And yes, that day he came to the end of practice, he couldn’t take his eyes off you. I teased him about it all night.” I said.

“That doesn’t bother you?”

“Not at all, I think it’s adorable. He’s a man, he can’t help what he’s attracted to. Plus, you look like me when I was young, so I kind of took it as a compliment.” I said.

“I don’t know, Sierra. I don’t want to make things awkward for you guys.”

“Baby, just come over on Friday. We’ll have some dinner, get comfortable, and then me and you will give him the best birthday present ever. Your virginity.” I said. Cara let out a sigh, I could tell that she was on the fence.

“Can I tell you something?” she asked.

“Of course.”

“When I first met Ryan at orientation, I was instantly attracted to him. And when you introduced him to me, I was attracted to him.” she said. “I felt kind of bad about it once you and I became so close, because sometimes I think about him while I masturbate.”

“Oh, Cara. That’s perfect.”

“Perfect? I was trying to apologize for lusting after your husband.” she said.

“You don’t have to apologize for that. It’s perfectly natural for a girl your age to be attracted to a successful, attractive older man.” I said.

“Yeah.”

“I think you would enjoy it. He’s an incredible lover.” I said.

“Okay. I’ll do it.”

“You will?”

“Yeah. This Friday?” she asked.

“Yep.”

“Oh my gosh, I can’t believe this. I’m finally going to do it.”

When we ended our phone conversation, it felt surreal. Everything inside me wanted to run and tell Ryan, to tell him that our fantasy was going to come true. But it was for his birthday, so I decided to lock it up and make it a surprise.

I felt deserving of a wife of the year award, and I couldn’t help basking in the glory of my accomplishment. Cara was going to be his birthday present, and I immediately started brainstorming. 
 


Chapter 6 - Ryan

Sierra and I had role-played plenty of scenarios, but none had ever captivated me so completely. Cara had her Insta set to public, and I found myself scrolling through her feed and lusting after her youthful perfection more than I cared to admit.

That was a major part of it, the pure, unadulterated raw attraction. I didn’t think I’d sleep with any other woman in my life, let alone a girl who looked like her. On top of that, there was the taboo of her being a student at the university, and a cheerleader on my wife’s squad. There was the age gap, and of course, her virginity.

It was the first time I’d gone to a competition in years. And it was all for one reason, the opportunity to stare at and talk to Cara for an entire day.

Cheer comps last hours, all day almost. It wasn’t the worst thing, I was surrounded by beautiful girls in what my mind couldn’t help reducing to naughty uniforms, and I was allowed to stare at them while they performed for me.

Plus, I love concession food. Nachos, walking tacos, and soft pretzels. I was the ultimate sucker for their overpriced trash food. But this was different, because I got to interact a little with Cara.

Following their first performance, I was standing over by Sierra when Cara walked up to us.

“You came.” she said.

“You were amazing. I can’t believe you’re only a freshman.” I said.

“Thank you. Your wife is an amazing coach.”

“I agree, but you’re very talented.” I said, unable to break our eye contact. She was so damn delectable, I wanted to lift her cheerleader skirt and bury my face in her. I wanted to taste her young pussy.

I didn’t wanna read too far into it, but the attraction felt mutual. It almost threw me off how attentive she was to me, and how she kept finding reasons to be around me, and start conversations.

Later that night, Sierra was very appreciative that I’d gone to her competition. She began by touching my crotch, and taking off her top. We made out until she was pushing my head down toward her breasts.

“I love when you worship them, daddy.” she moaned. My face was buried in her chest, kissing and sucking all over them. I’d noticed her predilection for Cara’s perfect breasts, as she brought them up all the time and was starting to mention her own imperfections.

“They’re so gorgeous.” I said, looking into her eyes as I circled her nipple with my tongue. “I want to paint your perfect teen tits with my hot sticky cum.”

“You should make your wife lick it off of them.” she said. It was the first time she mentioned herself while playing as Cara.

“Oh yeah?”

“Yes. Literally rub her face in how perfect they are. Make her clean them with her tongue.” she said.

“I have to fuck you.” I said, ripping off her panties and climbing on top of her. I could almost picture Cara perfectly in my head, but I could only imagine what she actually looked like nude. Each time we played out the scenario, the eroticism seemed to escalate. Each time, I was left wanting her more.

I’d been content at first with the roleplay, but I wanted nothing more than to actually possess Cara in real life. This wanting grew and grew, until I was saying things to my wife that I never could have imagined saying just a few months earlier.

“You’re so much tighter than her Cara. I’m addicted to your little pussy, I need it.” I grunted, grinding against her as she clenched down around my dick with her pelvic muscles to mimic Cara’s virgin tightness.

“I know, daddy. You deserve a tiny teen like me to fuck senseless. I know how much you want me.”

“So much.” I said, pushing it deep as I approached climax. “I’m gonna cum, Cara. I’m gonna cum.”

“I love you, daddy.”

“I love you Cara.” I said, my entire body shaking as I finished inside her. Hearing myself say that I loved her in the heat of the moment made me realize how overwhelming the lust was becoming. It was the most powerful orgasm I could remember, everytime we fucked while I fantasized about her.

“Oh my God. I love when you cum in me.”

“Ugh!” I gripped her hips, pinning her down and roughly taking everybit of pleasure I could extract from her. Sierra whimpered beneath me as she was pumped full of my sticky load.

It started as normal kinky bedroom stuff, but it was bleeding over into reality. It was beyond an infatuation, I was becoming obsessed with a girl I barely knew. I hadn’t had an orgasm in months that didn’t involve me thinking exclusively of Cara.

“That was hot.” Sierra said, grabbing my shirt and using it to wipe away the excess cum. “When you said I love you Cara, holy fuck. I came so hard.”

“Yeah, this might be getting out of hand.” I said. Post coital bliss gave way to clarity, and I realized that for the sake of my own mental health, we should probably start switching it up a bit. Not that I wanted to, as I was having the most mind blowing sex of my life. It was definitely starting to feel obsessive, and I wasn’t sure which one of us was more guilty of it.

Sierra told me all about the things Cara said, and about their shopping trips, and cheerleading. I liked that they were bonding, as it added to the hotness. The more time they spent together, and the closer they became, the more real the situation felt. Like there might be some tiny chance that I’d actually get to lay Cara down and be let loose on her.

“I talked to Cara a minute ago on the phone,” she said.

“Oh yeah? What’d you talk about?” I asked, admiring her naked body as she spoke.

“Oh, nothing. I think she may be joining us for your birthday though.”

“What do you mean? I thought we were just gonna stay home and not do anything.” I said, making sure that I still had control of my day.

“Oh, we are.” she said. My birthday was the one day a year that I took completely to myself, and the tradition was that I didn’t leave the house or do shit. Usually I’d drink all day, eat a giant meal, and then have sex or pass out. It was a simple day, a day to indulge in gluttony and hedonism. A day to not do shit. “I think she might come over for dinner.”

“Sierra, I’m gonna be drinking.”

“Then slow it down, it’s Cara.”

“Yeah, but that’s a fantasy. Nothing is actually gonna happen between us.” I said. “I don’t want this whole thing to become unhealthy, because I’m really enjoying the role-play.”

“Oh, I can tell. That’s why I want it to happen so badly. It’s that hot when we pretend that I’m her, imagine actually fucking her. I know I can’t replicate her. I can play a 19 year old gorgeous virgin, but I can’t actually be one.”

“I just think it’s inappropriate to include her in our fantasy. She has no idea.” I said.

“I know. I just want to see it for real. It turns me on. You fuck me so differently when I’m her, but I’m still an older woman with plastic tits. I can’t even imagine how intense it would be watching you go crazy on her.” she said.

“Yeah. She’d be so fun for role-playing too, could you imagine?” I asked.

“Oh my gosh, I know. I’m so jealous of her. Her face, it’s just so cute. All of it. She could play a cheerleader, a student, a stepdaughter.”

“Good lord, that’d be ridiculous. You as the stepmom and her as the daughter, goodness.” I said, blood flowing between my legs even though I’d just cum. “She wouldn’t even have to pretend to play an inexperienced virgin either.”

“I want her in our bed.”

“So do I, Sierra, but let’s be realistic. She doesn’t need to be over here for my birthday.” I said. No one needed to see me on my birthday other than my wife. “Let’s set up dinner or something another time. I’d love to get to know her.”

“You know what she told me on the phone?” she asked.

“What?”

“Apparently the first time she saw you was at her freshman orientation, and she thought you were hot.” she said.

“Oh yeah?” I asked, letting out a chuckle.

“She also said that she felt attracted to you when she met you. She wanted to apologize to me for lusting after you.” she said. Hearing that made my heart beat faster, as that was one heck of a thing to hear about the girl you’ve been lusting after.

“She said that?”

“Yeah. I told her about how kinky you were, and what a great lover you are.”

“No you didn’t.”

“I swear.” she said.

“Wait, explain the context. How did this even come up?” I asked.

“Well, she was telling me about how she had another bad date, and how I was right about her needing an older man to give her a jolly old rogering.”

“Yeah?”

“And that was it. I told her that I was married to an older man who was a fantastic lover, and that I had no complaints.” she said. “I think she really wants to have her first time.”

“Okay, and don’t take this as me telling you to actually try to make this happen, but do you think she’d ever be open to doing something with us?” I asked, my curiosity piqued. This was all very new information for me, and I needed to know.

“I dunno, she’s pretty innocent. You know she told me she doesn’t porn because she’s scared. She said it makes her feel dirty, she can’t do it. She goes to the site and then closes out as soon as it pops up.”

“Awh. Poor little thing.” I said.

“But who knows. Never say never.” I said.

“Yeah, if it happens organically, great, but let’s just leave her out of our perversions.” I said, laughing at our plight.

“Yeah.”


Chapter 7 - Sierra

It was made all the sweeter by the fact he didn’t know. He didn’t know that his beloved Cara had already pledged herself to him, and had every intention of giving him her virginity on his birthday.

I just had to figure out how I wanted to reveal her to him. And how I wanted to set it up. A part of me wanted to blindfold him and spring her on him, but I wanted them to talk beforehand. Even if he didn’t know what was about to happen, I wanted to see them interact, and I wanted them to both have some sort of rapport before we got down to business.

The days ticked down to Friday, and I got everything ready. Cara and I talked about it everyday, and she became more and more excited with each passing day. Our text message history was filthy, and had to be deleted every couple of hours. As close as we’d become through cheer and hanging out, this was bringing out a whole extra dynamic in our relationship.

Innocent and naive as she was, Cara was a very open sexual being who wanted guidance. She wanted to explore and experience. It was easiest to talk about it through texting, to get down and dirty about things we found hot. It was an interesting contrast, me telling her what I liked from experience and her trying to relate. And her telling me the things she thought might turn her on, things she might be into.

I sent her a link to a kink chart that she could fill out and get a digital copy of. She sent it over to me, along with an embarrassed emoji and told me she was nervous for me to read it.

“Baby, it’s fine.” I said. I first checked the most niche and depraved kinks, bathroom stuff, gore, violence, and such. She wasn’t into any of it.

Cara seemed to be into a very romantic and passionate style of what could mostly be described as vanilla sex. She marked that she was very interested in giving handjobs, blowjobs, and receiving fingering, oral, rimming, and body worship. She also marked highest for kissing, FFM, and face sitting. Another interesting aspect of her favorites was her penchant for male dominance, female dominance, power exchange, and servitude, discipline, and begging. I noted what she wasn’t into, as well as the things she left blank. Of course she didn’t know about a lot of the more niche and porn oriented fetishes. So cute.

SIERRA: Female dominance huh?

CARA: …I like strong women…like you.

SIERRA: You like the guidance. You’re such a good girl, I’d love to show you the ropes.

CARA: OMG, everything you say makes me wet.

SIERRA: Wait until we’re both down on our knees in front of Ryan, doing all the naughty things he tells us to do.

CARA: I’m scared.

SIERRA: Why baby?

CARA: More nervous than scared. I’m excited. Ryan is just…he’s so manly and authoritative.

SIERRA: Yeah, but he’s a sweetheart, he’s gonna love you. And I promise he’ll take such good care of you.

CARA: I know.

SIERRA: He’s gonna love that you’re into facesitting.

CARA: Is he into that?

SIERRA: Yeah. But with you he’s gonna lose his shit over it. Whenever I roleplay as you in the bedroom, he goes crazy on my pussy.

CARA: I still can’t believe you guys do that. I also can’t believe this is happening. It’s so hot.

SIERRA: Right? I never thought I’d be involved in something like this either.

CARA: Oh, hush. This is like a Wednesday night for you guys.

SIERRA: Not at all. We’re definitely kinky, but I don’t think you understand how much our sex life has ramped up since we introduced you into it.

CARA: That makes me nervous, like what if I can’t live up to the hype?

SIERRA: Oh, Cara. It’s just you. As long as you show up, you’ll be perfect. It's your natural beauty, your sweetness, your youth. Trust me, you’re going to be Ryan’s favorite thing in the world.

CARA: I’ve never been with a man like him before. I know it’s going to be amazing, but like, I don’t really understand what amazing is.

SIERRA: Don’t worry beebers, this isn’t one of your campus dates gone wrong. It’s me and my husband.

CARA: So you’re really not gonna tell him?

SIERRA: No, I’m not. You’re his birthday surprise. I think it’ll make it easier for you two to connect too. I know the physical attraction is there, but I want to see how you two interact with each other naturally.

CARA: Do you have any hints for me? What does he like?

SIERRA: He’ll lead the conversation, don’t worry. Just be honest, and be yourself. He likes cheerleaders, obviously. Be bubbly, happy, and full of pep and smiles.

CARA: Cheer4Lyfe lol

SIERRA: I bought you a bow.

CARA: What?

SIERRA: It’s a red bow tie bra and panty set. When you pull the bow, it comes off. I thought it would be cute for the occasion. It’s really sexy.

CARA: OMG, do you have a pic? I love stuff like that, like costumes and lingerie. I’ve just never had a reason to buy it.

SIERRA: Yeah, let me screenshot it.

SIERRA: You told me you tried giving your high school boyfriend a handjob and he wouldn’t even let you take it out. Have you ever actually seen a penis in real life?

CARA: No, we dated for three years! I had no time to develop another relationship or even hook up with anyone else. We made out all the time, and he would play with my boobs as long as I kept my shirt on. But that was it. He did send me a dick recently though, I’m assuming he was drunk because it wasn’t even fully hard, the lighting was awful, and I don’t know, it was a huge turn off.

SIERRA: Holy cow, I’m so sorry. I promise you Ryan won’t disappoint you.

Even though it’s his birthday, it’s your first time. It’s a special occasion for both of you. He already knows what he wants and has had it all, as long as it’s you he’s gonna be happy. What do you want to do when it actually happens? Any specific positions? I saw that you’re into giving handjobs and blowjobs.

CARA: Well, I’m open to everything. I’m pretty much a blank slate. I know that I’m attracted to Ryan and would love to have sex with both of you. And yeah, I’ve never even seen a cock out in the wild, so I think starting with my hand would help ease me in. Then my mouth.

SIERRA: This is going to be so much fun. I can’t wait to corrupt you.

CARA: One thing I’m kind of worried about is actually taking him. What if it doesn’t fit?

SIERRA: Don’t even worry, it will fit. It might be a tad uncomfortable for a second, but we’ll get you nice and aroused, and ease you into it.

CARA: I’m already nice and aroused. Lol

SIERRA: I bet. Do you wanna see it? Ryan’s cock? I have a really good pic of it, but you have to swear to delete it after you see it.

CARA: OMG, Yes please mommy! I promise I’ll delete it.

CARA: That bowtie lingerie is so cute by the way.

CARA: Oh. My. God.

SIERRA: Right? I love it too. He’ll have so much fun unwrapping you.

CARA: It’s so big. Holy freaking goodness.

SIERRA: I told you. You like?

CARA: My mouth is actually watering.

CARA: The veins! And it’s so thick. I’m not exaggerating, he’s twice the size of Isaac.

SIERRA: That’s what I’m slobbering all over every night while I pretend I’m you.

CARA: I definitely wanna suck on it.

SIERRA: You know what he said last night while we were dirty talking? Right when he was about to cum inside me.

SIERRA: I said I love you, daddy. And I was roleplaying you. He said ‘I love you Cara’, and then he started cumming.

CARA: He didn’t. OMG, why is that so hawt?

SIERRA: Yeah, I couldn’t believe it. It turned me on so much. It was just the moment, he got so into it because he was thinking about you.

CARA: I’m so nervous to really meet him. I’m so glad you’re gonna be there.

This went on and on, and on and on. I loved how studious she was. In the days leading up, I handed off a freshly cleaned dildo to her. For practice, as she called it. Always the athlete.

She sent me a couple videos of her practicing oral. She looked so pretty with a dick in her mouth. I thought of the stark difference in our sexual ability levels, and at the same time she was the one everybody was pining for. I understood the novelty of her naivety, how a hungry man like my husband would get off on being able to teach her.

Friday rolled around. I’d already canceled practice and told the girls it was my husband’s birthday, and that they deserved a day off. They did, plus my mind was entirely focused on the big surprise. On the whole process. I couldn’t have been more excited.

The further things went, the more I felt comfortable with what was taking place. I wanted to watch Cara take Ryan’s cock, to see him claim her virginity and introduce her to the world of sex. I wanted to see him with a woman he desired even more than me, even if he loved me more. I wanted to see him fuck her, to watch her squeal and moan for his cock.

And I wanted to give him a show, while at the same time indulging my own desires for Cara. I wanted to kiss her soft lips, to hold her in my arms and do all the things I knew Ryan wanted to see me do to her. I wanted to taste her, to play with and use my mouth on her tits. I wanted to fuck her too, even if it wasn’t the main focus of our interaction.

The more we talked about her and fetishized her beauty, the more I wanted to indulge it myself. I always had a thing for certain girls, but it wasn’t overpowering. This was becoming different. I wanted to kiss her, to touch her, and feel her. I can’t put into words how much I was looking forward to it.

When the day arrived, I found it difficult to hold my secret. I told him happy birthday, we had breakfast, and then Ryan went to take a hot bath. We were both off of work with nothing to do, and ended up sitting on the porch chatting it up for hours before Ryan decided it was time to start drinking.

Cara and I had been texting all day. She was taking her first time very seriously, and had an arduous morning. She woke up and went for a run, and returned for  a shower. After that, she went for a Brazilian, followed by a pedi and a mani. Then she went to her hairdresser. She kept sending me pictures, and I was filled with glee seeing her youthful perfection being pampered. Ryan would appreciate it.

Ryan wasn’t a foot guy per se, but I knew he’d take a moment to kiss on her toes. She wore a size freaking five, and her feet were adorable. I found it interesting that while she typically went with french tips, she chose red toes for the occasion. They would match her bow tie lingerie.

The plan was simple, she would stop by to pick something up, and I would talk her into staying for dinner which would be conveniently ready at the very moment she arrived. Afterwards, she was going to leave, but actually I would be sneaking her in the back door. Once Ryan and I were ready to retire, I’d put a blindfold on and bring him into the bedroom. When I removed the blindfold, Cara would be lying there in her bowtie, waiting for him to open her up.


Chapter 8 - Cara

Sierra only lived about 15 minutes away, but I drove around for an hour and a half in her area just to keep me preoccupied. I was a nervous mess, and it reminded me of the feeling I got on competition days. At least with competition, I had years of experience and a mat to fall back on.

Entering into the bedroom of an older couple, specifically them, was such a hot turn to me. I loved the whole idea of it, and I’d been building it up in my head. Once the day actually arrived, it hit me that it was real. It was really going to happen.

I thought about laying down on their bed, fully nude and exposed to the dean of my university, offered as a birthday dessert. It made me feel better knowing she’d be there, but I still felt a lot of pressure. They’d probably had sex thousands of times, but I hadn’t even done it once. I tried to imagine the sensations that his touch would send through me. Even thinking about it a little bit made my heart rate increase, it felt so wrong.

It wasn’t too late for me to back out, I knew that, but I also knew I’d regret it if I did. I couldn’t think of anything I wanted more, so it was only a matter of tackling my fears head on. All I had to do was show up, be smiley, be myself, and the plan would take care of itself.

SIERRA: Dinner is in the oven. 30 minutes.

CARA: Holy crap, I’m so nervous.

SIERRA: I’m excited. I can’t wait to see the look on his face when he sees you in that lingerie.

CARA: It’s so much pressure!

SIERRA: That’s what we’re going to take care of. We’re gonna release all that pressure.

“I hope so.” I said out loud, driving up the same long road for the third time. My hope was that I’d loosen up once we were all together.

Time seemed to dilate, and the minutes ticked by slowly, one by one.

SIERRA: Okay. You can show up anytime.

CARA: I’m on my way.

Finally, it was time to pull into their driveway. Even though it was planned, I kept in mind that Ryan wasn’t expecting me. I took a deep breath, and turned off my engine. Go time.

CARA: Here.

I walked up to the door, and knocked three times. Sierra answered the door right away, greeting me with a smile and a big hug.

“We’re gonna have so much fun tonight.” she whispered. “Ryan! We’ve got a visitor.” Sierra led me into the kitchen, and had me grab a couple of plates to bring to the dining room table, where he was waiting.

“Happy birthday!” I said. His eyes lit up, and he stood from the table.

“Thank you Cara. I wasn’t expecting you.”

“Oh, I’m just gonna be in and out. I accidentally left my wallet in Sierra’s car.” she said.

“Have you already eaten?” Sierra asked.

“No, actually. I was gonna have something back at my dorm.” I said.

“No, stay. Eat with us.” Ryan said, a sentiment echoed by Sierra. “Seriously, we have plenty of food and it’s my birthday.”

“Yeah, it’ll be like a birthday present for him.” she said.

“Sierra’s a great cook.”

“Okay. I don’t have any plans, I’ll stay. As long as I’m not intruding.”

“No, no. Not at all. Join us.” he said.

“Yeah, baby. Join us.” Sierra said, flashing her most devious grin.

“Sierra told me you’re studying sports medicine, that’s great.” he said.

“Yeah. I want to be a trainer.”

“I keep telling her she should do personal training too. With her look, she could charge $100 an hour and have them lined up.” she said. I noticed they each had a glass of wine in front of them, and that they were loose and in a fun mood.

“I’ve thought about personal training, but not until after I graduate.” I said.

“Isn’t she adorable Ryan? Tell me she couldn’t motivate you to work out.” She asked, giggling. Ryan and I made eye contact, and I felt a rush go down my spine when he smiled at me.

“She’s very beautiful, honey.” he said, still looking directly at me.

“Thank you.” I said, blushing. We started in on our meals, and made the usual small talk about Divisionals which were coming up, how school was going, and the like. Ryan had a kind way about him, and made me feel safe and comfortable. He was also maddeningly hot, and dressed extremely casually, like he was on vacation. Shorts and a tank top that showed off his muscular arms. 

“Guess what Ryan?” Sierra asked. “Cara has a surprise for you.” I felt my heart sink as the words left her mouth. This wasn’t a part of the plan.

“Oh, yeah? What is it?” he asked.

“It’s a surprise, we can’t tell you. Let’s just say she really wants her starting spot, and is very eager to do whatever she needs to do to earn it.” Sierra said. I felt my face turning red, but I had to admire her confidence. She was very sexy.

“Is that so?” he asked.

“She’ll do anything. She really wants it.” Sierra said, before having a bite of steak.

“That’s good. I admire your dedication, but don’t let her blackmail you into doing stuff for her because trust me, she will.” Ryan said, having a chuckle. Their home was beautiful, and I got a very warm vibe from him. He was so unlike the guys around my age, who were all bullshit bravado.

“Well, it might be too late for that.” I said.

“It’s a very yummy gift, you’re going to love it. It even has a red bowtie on it.” Sierra said.

“Yummy? Are we talking about dessert here?” he asked.

“You’ll definitely wanna consume it, but no more clues. It’s a surprise, you have to wait.” she said.

“Okay, okay.”

“Thank you guys so much for dinner, but I really have to head out.” I said.

“No, thank you for staying. I like getting to know my student athletes.” Ryan said, standing up to give me a hug.

“He really does.” Sierra said, winking at me from behind his back and giving me a thumbs up.

“I can’t wait for you to see the gift. I really hope you like it.” I said, feeling empowered by Sierra’s confidence. My blood was certainly flowing, and I almost couldn’t believe that I was a part of something so naughty and adult.

“I’m sure I’ll love it.”

“You’re going to tear it up, baby.” Sierra said.

“Another clue!” he said, raising his pointer finger. “Is it a cake?”

“It is soft, moist, and delectable, but no. It’s not a cake.” she said. “You think I’d give her a starting spot just for a cake? Come on now baby.”

They walked me to the door, and I pulled my car out of the driveway, parking it a few houses down on the side of the road before doubling back for their house. Sierra had the backdoor unlocked for me.

SIERRA: That was amazing, you did such a good job.

CARA: I know! I just got inside.

SIERRA: Good girl, just chill out and I’ll sneak away here in a minute to see you.

CARA: Okay.


Chapter 9 - Sierra

Once Ryan had a couple drinks in him, he was the easiest man in the world to seduce. I told him that I needed to freshen up, and that I’d be right back. Little did he know, I was sneaking Cara into our bedroom for his surprise.

“Oh my gosh, this is gonna be so fun.” I said, pulling out her lingerie and tossing it onto the bed.

“He’s not gonna come in here is he?” she asked, quickly stripping down.

“No, he’s sitting on the couch with a glass of wine. He isn’t going anywhere.” I said, watching her undress as I lit candles around the room. She’d clearly been tanning, and was completely shaved. Ryan would love that. I almost wished I could switch places with her, to be her having sex with my husband and giving him my virginity.

“I love the way it fits.” she said, striking a cute pose.

“You look amazing. Are you ready? Just lay on the bed, I’ll bring him in.” I said. I snagged the blindfold and turned off the lights before heading into the living room. He was sitting in his chair, and I crept up behind him and put the blindfold on.

“What’s this?” he asked.

“I have a little surprise for you. It’s waiting in the bedroom.” I said, taking his hand.

“I can’t say no to that.” he said, standing up and letting me guide him. “What should I be expecting here?”

“Let’s just say it’s something you’ve been wanting really badly lately.” I said, leading him into the bedroom. Cara bit her lip and repositioned herself as I entered the candlelit room. We exchanged smiles. I knew she was a bit nervous, but I would be there to guide her through.

I led him to the foot of the bed, and whispered into his ear as I removed his blindfold.

“I want you to worship her.” I said, dropping the fold onto the floor. His eyes widened as he saw what lay before him, splayed out wearing almost nothing.

“Cara.” he said, his eyes darting over to mine. 

“For your birthday, baby. Take her.” I whispered, still clinging to him.

“Oh, wow.” he said, looking her over.

“Aren’t you gonna unwrap her?” I asked.

“Is that okay with you?” he asked. I could tell he was still coming to terms with it, but his eyes were scanning her body. Cara nodded.

“She’s yours for tonight.”

“So beautiful.” he said, stepping forward and reaching out to take hold of the bow on her chest. He gave it a pull, exposing her perfect perky tits. “I’m gonna kiss every inch of your pretty little body.”

“Can we try kissing first?” she asked him.

“Of course. Come here.” he said, pulling her near him and immediately locking lips with her. A jolt of arousal moved through me as I watched my husband passionately kissing my 19 year old protege. It was even hotter than I could have imagined, and I could feel the pressure between my legs building.

“Mmm…” she whimpered as he crawled on top of her, instinctively wrapping her legs around him as their tongues became acquainted.

“Here.” I said. Ryan raised his arms for me to remove his tank top. I was just as excited to show him off to her as I was to show off Cara. They went right back to kissing, almost like I wasn’t even there. He took her hand and put it inside his shorts.

“There you go, play with it.” he whispered, taking her face in his hands and kissing her neck. “You have the most gorgeous little tits.”

“Thank you.” she giggled, as his kisses strayed to her chest. I crawled into bed with them, sliding in next to her for a better view.               His lips enveloped her nipple, suckling and licking. There was a renewed hunger in him, an extra burst of energy and excitement.

“Does that feel good?” I asked Cara, watching her squirm as he placed soft kisses slowly on the center of her stomach down to her belly button.

“Yes.” she whispered. I leaned forward to fondle and kiss her breasts.

“One more bowtie.” Ryan said, looking up from down between her legs as he pulled it away. “Fuck.”

“You like?” I asked.

“It’s so pretty,” he said, lowering himself between her legs and latching his hand around her thighs.

“Do you want daddy to kiss it?” I asked, brushing the hair away from her face. She nodded, her face twisting with pleasure as he teased her, kissing her inner thighs and inhaling her scent.

“I have to taste her,” he said, starting slowly. I watched him part her lips with his fingers, flicking the tip of his tongue against her clit.

“Oh my God.” Cara looked at me, and took my hand in hers.

“It’s okay, sweetheart. Just relax.” I whispered. She squeezed my hand as he began lapping away at her, hungrily burying his face between her legs.

“Ugh!” Cara whimpered, grinding against his face and watching him go down on her.

“It tastes so fucking good.” he grunted, without even looking up from his meal.

“Oh my gosh, Sierra.” she said, looking into my eyes.

“I know, baby.” I said, letting my free hand slide inside my pants. It was impossible not to touch myself, as I watched him lose himself completely to lust.

“Yes.”

“You have the prettiest little pussy, it’s so tiny and fresh.” he said, using his fingers and mouth simultaneously. Hearing his dirty talk turned me on, and I rubbed my clit harder and harder while he went down on her.

I’d been so focused on her youthful beauty and perfect tits that I hadn’t even given myself time to be jealous over her sex. It looked like a little pink slit, with no real visible lips or features other than cuteness.

“Look at how pretty it is, Sierra.” he said, pushing her labia apart and spitting into it. “It looks just like yours’ used to.” 

“Do you like your birthday present, baby?” I asked. He lifted his head and smiled. I could see her wetness on his lips and chin.

“It’s perfect. I want to watch you go down on her.” he said. Cara and I made eye contact. “I want you to sit on her face.”

“Okay.” I said. The next thing I knew, I was removing my clothes and laying down for Cara to mount my face.

“Sit down on it, rub your pussy all over her face.” he said, pushing her weight down onto me. The taste of female was completely foreign to me, and arousal invaded my body as I received a mouthful of her wetness. “Grind on her mouth. Make yourself cum.”

“Yes sir.” she said softly.

“You’re trembling. Does it feel good?”

“Yes.” she said.

“Good girl.” Ryan said, slipping his thumbs inside his waistband and pulling down his shorts. “Show me how badly you want to be a cheerleader.” Ryan held it by the base, dangling his ample offering right in front of her face. I watched from beneath her while being smothered.

I loved the way he prioritized her over me, and how he bossed us around at his discretion. Cara continued rubbing herself against my face as she reached out and grabbed hold of his cock.

“Ugh. Oh my God.” she moaned, looking up at him with his hard dick in hand. “I’m gonna cum.” she said, looking for his approval as she confessed her pleasure. “I’m cumming.”

“Good girl.” Ryan grabbed hold of her head, forcing himself into her mouth as she climaxed. Her indecipherable, muted moans were the only sounds that escaped. My tongue flicked rhythmically against her clit as she came on my face, her body shaking violently.


Chapter 10 - Ryan

Watching my teen obsession orgasm while sitting on Sierra’s face was the hottest thing I’d ever seen. I pressed my dick inside her mouth, pushing it in and out while she whimpered.

“Good girls.” I said, taking a seat and spreading my legs. “Both of you. Come here.”

“Yes, daddy.” Sierra said. They crawled over to me, getting into position between my legs. I looked down at their beautiful faces, both staring at my cock as they began playing with it.

“Oh my God. This is so hot.” I said, throwing my hands behind my head and looking down to enjoy the show. “Put your feet up. There you go. You’re such good girls.”

“Mmm…” Sierra moaned, taking the initiative first and slurping my dick. “Here, baby. Kiss on daddy’s dick.”

“Okay.” she said, parting her lips and wrapping them around the tip. Sierra rubbed my balls while Cara bobbed up and down my length.

“Do you like having her young mouth on your dick?” Sierra asked.

“It’s so good. I have to feel inside of her.” I said, running out of willpower.

“Suck it harder. Show me what you’ve been practicing.” Sierra said, using her hair as a handle and pushing her head down with it.

“Oh my God.”

“Gluck, gluck, gluck, gluck…” Cara’s throat squished up until she gagged and began coughing. Sierra stuck her fingers in Cara’s mouth, pulling out a hefty strand of viscous spit and spreading it all over my dick.

“Suck the spit off of it.” I said. Cara did exactly what she was told, and I couldn’t believe I had such a gorgeous submissive teen in my bed, eagerly following my commands. Cara slurped up the saliva, recycling it by spitting it back out, only to suck it off again. Sierra joined in, and they played with the spit while making eyes at each other and giggling.

Cara was starting to relax and have fun, and the longer they eagerly shared my rod, the more I knew that I had to fuck her. I had to take her virginity, and make her cum over and over on my cock while begging for my hot sticky cum.

“Jesus Christ, that is good.” I moaned, extending my hips as they both used a hand to stroke it. I looked down at their tiny feminine hands, moving up and down in unison on my glistening, spit soaked cock. “My balls, Cara.”

“Yes sir.” Cara smiled at Sierra, and then enthusiastically began washing my testicles with her tongue.

“Fuck.” it felt so good, and I inhaled deeply trying to extend my stamina. They were so perfect together, my tight young virgin and my beautiful wife. It would have been easy to let go, to give over to my arousal and let myself erupt all over their manicured fingers, but that would be the end of it. And I wasn’t anywhere near finished with them.

“They’re so big.” Cara giggled, her tongue stroking the space between my balls and anus. “Mmm…”

“Isn’t she a good girl?” Sierra asked. I mouthed the words ‘Thank you’, and tossed my head back. “She loves her daddy’s big balls, don’t you?”

“So much.” Cara gasped, licking my sac and looking up at me with doe eyes. That’s one thing I loved about cheerleaders, even in bed they were enthusiastic. 

“Cara. Lay down.” I said, unable to hold out any longer. Having two women worshiping my cock like that turned me on in a deep, primal way, and the only way to satiate that hunger was to lay claim to Cara.

She didn’t say a word, she simply nodded and fell back into position.

“Thank you baby.” I said, pulling Sierra in for a kiss. “I love you.”

“I love you too. Remember, she’s a virgin. It’s going to be tight.” she said. “Tighter than me.”


Chapter 11 - Sierra

I was as excited to see Ryan’s cock enter her as he was to feel inside her. Cara opened her legs wide as he brought his hips to hers, and I laid directly beside her.

“You have the most incredible body. So pert and soft.” he said, cupping her jaw and leaning in for a kiss. Their mouths opened as their tongues rolled together. I watched biting my lip, touching myself.

“I love the way you kiss.” she said.

“I love the way you taste.” he said, kissing her aggressively. I could feel the want emanating from his body. His cock was throbbing hard, still dripping a mixture of mine and Cara’s spit. “I want to fuck you so badly.”

“Do it.” I said. Ryan brought the bulbous tip of his erection to her opening, rubbing it up and down against her.

“Does that feel good, sweetheart?” he whispered into her ear. She nodded, purring. They were completely immersed in each other, and I was the bystander. It felt like a porno was being filmed while I was sitting on the bed next to the actress.

“So good.”

“Call me daddy.”

“Yes, daddy. It feels so good.” she moaned, her breath hitching as he tried inserting it. “Ugh!”

“It’s so little.” he said, trying again.

“Her little virgin pussy.” I moaned, feeling myself quickly approaching climax. I sat forward for a better look, and watched as his meaty girth struggled to gain entrance.

“Fuck.” he grunted, finally forcing the tip inside her. Cara yelped, but continued pressing her hips back against him from the bottom. Her young tightness squeezed him impossibly hard, I could see her lips gripping his flesh.

“Daddy…”

“It’s so wet, but it’s so tight.” he sighed, working the tip in and out and leaning over her for more kisses. They were so loving and sensual, so passionate.

“I love it, daddy.”

“I know, baby. Daddy loves your sweet little pussy too.” he said softly, caressing her hair and sucking her bottom lip. “You’re daddy’s good girl.”

I watched as her virgin pussy slowly swallowed him, inch by inch until he was bottoming out inside her. There was a small trickle of blood from where he broke through her hymen, but that didn’t prevent him from increasing the depth and power of his thrusts.

“Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!” she squealed each time he impaled her, her eyes bulging and staring off into space.

“Sierra, it’s so good.” he said, looking over at me while burying himself inside her.

“I know baby, tell me how tight it is.”

“It’s so tight. I’m gonna cum so hard for her pussy Sierra.” he said, staring into my eyes as he fucked her harder.

“Oh my God, daddy. Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.” she begged, flailing against him to no avail. Ryan held her by the throat, pinning her to the mattress as his hips slammed against hers. “Ugh!”

“Harder baby. Fuck her harder.” I said. My entire body flushed with pleasure, and I frantically masturbated as Ryan’s balls slapped rhythmically against Cara’s ass. 

“Daddy!” she called out, lost in agonizing pleasure as tears streamed down her cheeks. Sweat dripped from Ryan’s chest onto her, and she squealed uncontrollably as he fucked her completely senseless.

“I’m gonna cum, baby. I’m gonna cum so hard.” he said, bottoming out deep inside her. “Do you want daddy’s hot sticky cum?” he asked, staring into her eyes.

“Yes, daddy. Cum in me.”

“Fuck!” he called out. I could see the veins in his muscles as he exerted himself, erupting inside her without protection. It wasn’t something I’d thought about, but it turned me on beyond belief. She was young and edible, fertile and the ultimate prize to impregnate.

“Ugh!”

“Fuck.” he sighed. I could tell it was still flexing inside her, pumping the last of his sticky seed.

“That was so hot.” I said, giving Ryan a kiss before turning to look at Cara. Her eyes were closed and she was wearing the most satisfied smile I’d ever seen in my life. “Did you have fun?” I asked. Her eyes popped open.

“So much fun.”

“You surprised me, I wasn’t sure if you’d be able to open up and express yourself.” I said.

“You’re both such dirty talkers, I couldn’t help it. I really liked it though.”

“It really was incredible.” Ryan said, sliding himself slowly out of her. “I made kind of a mess in you.”

“Yeah.” she giggled, looking down at the cum dribbling out from between her legs. There were small streaks of blood as well.

“Let me go grab a towel.” he said, sneaking off to the bathroom.

“I came so many times.” she said, giving me a look of surprise. “I didn’t even know sex could be like that.”

“It was really hot.” I said, “It’s not always like that. That was intense.”

“You’re so pretty.” she said. “I hope I age like you.”

“Oh my gosh, girl, hush. You’re perfect and will age perfectly.” I said, eyeing her glistening breasts. “But thank you.”

“Here ya go.” Ryan said, wiping away the excess cum.

“There’s so much.” she said, using her pelvic muscles to push it out.

“I was pretty turned on. I didn’t even think about pulling out until it was too late.” he said.

“No, I wanted you too.” she said.


Chapter 12 - Cara

I woke up laying in their bed. They’d been awake when I fell asleep, but were now cuddled up and passed out. A couple of the candles were still burning, so I knew I couldn’t have been out for too long.

They looked so cute, and I found myself very attracted to both of them. I wanted to be a part of them, like their third or however that works. Eventually, I wanted something like what they had for myself.

The scenes from earlier played out over and over in my head. It was better and more fulfilling than I ever could have imagined, and I wanted more. I wanted Ryan’s big daddy dick pounding me from behind while Sierra watched, and I wanted to take every drop of his sticky cum.

Thinking about it made me horny, and my fantasizing led me to masturbating. Ryan must have heard my faint whimpers, as he took notice and moved over to me.

“Hi.” he said. “Continue. I want to watch you touch yourself.”

“Okay.” I whispered, angling my body toward him and continuing to rub it.

“Good girl. Do you like when daddy watches you play with yourself?”

“Yes, daddy. It makes me really horny.” she said.

“Hmm…what should we do about that?” he asked.

“I don’t know.”

“How about you get on your hands and knees? Facing the headboard.” he said. I rolled over, and stuck my ass out for him. Ryan grabbed hold of my hips with one hand, and guided himself inside me with the other.

“Oh my gosh…” I sighed, his hard cock stretching me to accommodate him.

“Yeah. That’s my good girl.” he said, gathering up a handful of my hair to hold me by. “You’ve never been fucked from behind, have you?”

“No.” I said, as he pulled me against him, bouncing me on his dick. He filled me so completely, hitting spots I didn’t know existed, spots that sent chills vibrating through me, spots that made me make sounds that would have been humiliating under another context, sounds that woke up Sierra.

“Look at you two. Can’t keep your hands off each other.” she said, crawling out naked from beneath the covers.

“I had to have it again, baby. I had to.” he said, pulling harder on my hair so I was looking up. “She wanted it too, didn’t she?”

“Yes, daddy.”

“It’s okay, baby. She’s all yours.” Sierra said. She got on her knees beside him, watching his cock disappear over and over inside me. I could hear them sloppily kissing over the sound of our bare flash slapping together.

Being fucked by Ryan was unlike anything I’d ever experienced, and I was so glad that I saved myself for him.

“I’m gonna cum, baby.” he said.

“I want you to cum on her tits.” Sierra said. “Turn around and get on your knees.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, smirking as I turned around. Ryan was stroking his dick, pointing himself straight at my tits. I’d never realized how sexy it could be watching a man bring himself to orgasm.

“Good girl, take daddy’s cum all over your natural young tits.” Sierra said.

“Fuck.” Ryan said, stroking really fast and then stopping to shoot all over my breasts. “Oh my God.”

“Oh, wow.” I said, as streaks of cum streamed across my breasts. I giggled softly as the cum covered my chest, smaller amounts still spurting from the tip. Ryan exhaled, and rubbed shook the last couple drops onto my chest.

“Sierra, I want you to my hot, sticky cum off her tits. Every last drop.” Ryan said.

“Yes sir.” she said. I looked down at my own cum covered chest, and couldn’t imagine licking all of that up. Sierra did it happily, enthusiastically even. “Mmm…”

“That’s my baby. Clean up my mess.” he said, watching intently as she dragged her tongue all over my breasts. Her wet tongue drank it all up, until there was no sign Ryan had covered me in warm glaze.

“Yummy.” she said, licking some from the tip of her finger.

“Come here you two, cuddle with daddy,” he said. I snuggled up under his arm, resting my head on his chest along with Sierra. We drifted off to sleep together, all thoroughly satisfied and exhausted from our romp.


Chapter 13 - Sierra

It was supposed to be a one time thing, a birthday gift. It didn’t take long before all three of us realized that wasn’t what we wanted, and our relationship became a regular thing. Over the next couple weeks, she started leaving her car at the gym and driving home with me.

She loved being introduced to our bedroom, and shown the ropes. Cara was so full of energy and vitality, her presence naturally injected our bedroom with extra zest. We roleplayed the most taboo scenarios imaginable, and plenty of cums were had by all.

We all knew that discretion was important, as it would be viewed as inappropriate by anyone outside of our threesome. It was so much fun that it was disorienting, like living a new life straight out of a movie all of a sudden. There was so much heat, and passion, and we became something like a triple.

Cara spent the night regularly, and I’d wake up to her giving Ryan a blowjob or riding at his cock at odd hours of the night. I loved seeing him so satisfied, with such a delectable young play toy at his disposal.

Eventually, Cara came to us with a serious look and told us we needed to talk. Things had been so great between all of us, we never argued or fought or anything. So it was odd to see the normally upbeat Cara approach us in such a state.

“This is the third one I’ve taken.” she said, handing something over. “I’m pregnant.”

After consoling her and telling her it was going to be alright, Ryan and I stepped off to another room and had a discussion.

“We never used protection, and I came inside of her so many times. It was bound to happen.” he said.

“Yeah. She wants to keep it.” I said.

“That’s fine. I think it’s great. I’d love to have another kid.” he said.

“Well, we’re gonna have a lot of explaining to do, but she’s already like a daughter to me. I’m on board if she is.” I said.

We knew she would need our support, but it was a quick and easy decision. I guess we didn’t think much about the consequences, or assumed she was on birth control even though she was a virgin. All of us got swept up in the pure attraction, the fun of it all.

At the end of the day, we were all a family now, and that’s how we were going to approach it. All for one, and one for all.


Bikini Season - Forbidden Pregnancy

Chapter 1 

I’d been going out with Amy for about a week, and she invited me over to her pool for a little cookout. I reluctantly said yes, although there were plenty of things I’d rather be doing on a Saturday. My friend Ben set me up with her, and she was a nice lady, but I wasn’t all that physically attracted to her. Still, it was the early stages and I wanted to at least give her a chance since she was friends with Ben’s wife Shirley. 

Before I left the house, she texted me to apologize in advance for her daughter Lily, who had just moved back in after getting into some trouble with the law. Apparently, she got a DUI and then got picked up for driving under a suspended license a few days later. She hadn’t even mentioned her before, so it was honestly a bit of a surprise, but not that big of a deal. 

I brought a bag of potato chips and a six pack of soda like she asked, and pulled into the driveway of her house for the first time. It was a ranch style house made of brick in a nice neighborhood, and I popped out of my car to go knock on the door and say hello. 

The door swung open before I got that far, and a beautiful girl in a barely there bikini and pigtails appeared instead of Amy. I wasn’t prepared, and my eyes naturally scanned over her slim-thick little body. 

“Hi, daddy.” she said, her eyes fluttering as she basked in my gaze, popping her hip and smiling. 

“Excuse me?” 

“I’m kidding, you can come in. It’s John, right?” she asked, holding the door open for me to step inside. 

“Yeah. And you must be Lily.” I said, somehow pulling her name out of my ass. It was such a welcome surprise, and she politely took the chips and sodas, leading me toward the kitchen, walking ahead and giving me a full view of her swaying bubble butt. 

“John! You made it!” Amy said, wearing gloves and seasoning the meat in the kitchen. 

“Hey.” I said, going over to give her a peck on the check and inspect what she was doing. 

“I’m making burgers, chicken, and a couple steaks.” she said. 

“Nice. Going all out I see.” I said, stealing another quick glance over at Lily, who’s pierced nipples were clearly visible through the tiny piece of fabric covering them. 

“I see that you already met my daughter.” 

“Yeah, uh, she greeted me at the door.” I said, feeling Lily’s stare bore into me. She stood at the corner of the marble topped island, pushing herself up onto her tippy toes in a bouncing motion, causing her breasts to jiggle as she bit her lip and twisted one of her pigtails in her finger. 

“He’s very handsome, mom. Good job.” she said, giving me a wink with her mother’s back still turned away. 

“Oh, Lily. Do you think you could take this trash out for me? It’s overflowing.” Amy said. 

“I got it.” I said, stepping in to grab the bag out of the bin. I needed a second to compose myself, because having a nineteen year old bouncy girl in a bikini looking at me like she wanted to consume me was having a major effect on my bloodflow. 

“You don’t have to, John. She can do it.” 

“Nonsense. Where do I take it?” I asked, pulling the drawstring and tying it up. 

“Come with me, I’ll show you.” Lily said, again stepping in front of me and leading the way. 

“Oh, okay.” I said, looking briefly at Amy to see that she wasn’t even paying attention. My palms were sweaty, as I couldn’t seem to control my body’s natural reaction to the young bikini clad beauty who was popping her hips with each and every tantalizing step. 

“So, you’ve got to tell me, you’re not really that interested in my mom are you?” she asked, taking me into the garage and pointing to the dumpster. 

“Uh, I mean, we kind of just met. It’s definitely in the early stages.” I said, tossing the bag into the can. I wasn’t sure what her angle was, so I remained cautious about what I said to her. 

“That’s good. I know that a man like you is probably looking for something a little hotter, maybe a little younger.” she said, stepping in front of me when I reached for the door to go back inside. 

“I’m open to a lot of things.” I said, feeling my face and neck flush hot. There was no question in my mind that she was flirting, and she wasn’t shy about it in the least. 

“Oh, kinky.” she said, placing the tip of her finger on my chest and dragging it down my stomach. 

“That’s not what I meant. I mean I don’t really have a type.” I said, laughing to release the tension. 

“What about young and horny with a serious case of daddy issues?” she asked, caressing her breasts and giving me a stare that made my defenses melt away. 

“Lily.” I said, frozen as she stepped up onto my shoes with her bare feet, raising herself onto her tippy toes and looking into my eyes. 

“Yes, daddy?” she asked, giggling and grabbing my crotch. 

“Oh my God. We can’t.” I said, blood rushing like mad between my legs as she isolated my erection, stroking me from outside of my shorts. 

“Just kiss me. I won’t tell.” she whispered, her glossy lips beckoning mine. In a moment of weakness, I gave into her succubus like energy. She tasted like cherries, sending a jolt of electricity through my body as I groped her ass with both hands, pulling her against me as her tongue slipped past my lips. 

Knowing it was wrong wasn’t enough to make me stop. It had been a while since I’d gotten lucky, and it wasn’t exactly an everyday occurrence that a gorgeous woman half my age wanted to randomly make out. Her hand slipped inside my waistband, taking hold of me and draining me of any remaining semblance of willpower. 

“Oh, wow. Mommy didn’t tell me you had such a big dick.” she said, pausing to lock the garage door before sitting down on the step in front of me and pulling my shorts down. 

“We haven’t done anything.” I said, feeling a tinge of panic set in. What if Amy came out to check on us? There was no reason for it to take so long to drop off one bag of trash, but I couldn’t convince myself to make her stop. 

“I have sort of a thing for daddy dick. It’s been forever since I’ve been with an older man.” she said, holding me by the base and draping it across her face as she looked up at me with a smile. 

“Are you sure she’s not gonna come out here?” I asked, trying to address the elephant in the room. My heart was racing, but I was too turned on to think straight or process what was happening with any rationality. 

“Don’t worry, daddy. I’m really good at deepthroating, I don’t think this will take long.” she said through a giggle, making her eyes go cross and sticking out her tongue. 

“Baby…fuck. How could any sane man say no to that?” I asked, trembling with arousal as she slapped my dick against her tongue several times, giddy for the chance to wrap her soft lips around my bulbous tip. 

“They never do.” she said, spitting directly onto the top of my shaft and slurping it up. 

“We have to hurry.” I said, reaching down and taking hold of her pigtails. 

“You can fuck my face, daddy. I don’t have a gag reflex.” she said, her doe eyes sparkling as she raised them to mine. I pulled on her handles, gripped with pleasure as she delivered on all of her dirty talk by swallowing it whole. 

“Holy shit.” I whispered, tossing back my head and thrusting down her throat. It was obvious that she took pleasure in giving pleasure, and liked to be manhandled. All of my worries faded as I became completely immersed in feeding her my length. It was worth the risk, I figured, and committed fully to what was happening. 

“Gluck! Gluck! Gluck!” 

“You’re a good little girl, Lily. God damn.” I said, inhaling sharply as she slobbered all over it, sucking and slurping eagerly like she owed me money. The intensity of my pleasure was amplified by the risk, by the forbidden nature of throating my date’s daughter in the garage of her home. 

“Yes, daddy. Let me be your good girl. Let me be your obedient little slut.” she said, completely without inhibition as she put on the most delightful show. Her laugh was deranged as she kissed her way down the underside of my shaft, making popping sounds with her mouth as she sucked on my balls. 

“That feels so fucking good.” I said, watching her inhale a mouthful of balls as she stroked my spit soaked pole with both hands simultaneously. 

“Please, daddy. Please give it to me.” she said, shoving her face between my legs and licking my taint. My body jerked reflexively, and I spread my stance out slightly to accommodate her. 

“Woah.” I said, feeling the novel sensation of a warm tongue slipping between my cheeks. It was completely out of the blue, but it felt so good that I didn’t even consider stopping her. 

“Mmm…my mom doesn’t do this.” she said, chuckling as her tongue fought its way to my asshole. I was thankful to have showered right before coming over, and gripped with sensations I didn’t know existed. I lost track of time completely, moaning and grunting as she hid her face beneath my balls, her warm tongue circling my hole and trying to bury its way inside. 

“Oh my God, sweetheart. I’m getting close…oh God.” 

“I want it. I want it.” she said, pulling her head out and returning her attention to my throbbing erection. The tingling went up my spine, and I could feel the powerful energy inside me barreling towards release. 

“Ughn!” I called out, having completely forgotten about being sneaky or quiet. I was practically yelling, grunting louder and louder as I approached. 

“Please, daddy.” she said, begging and pointing the head of my cock directly into her mouth as I erupted. It was like an explosion, with so much pent up tension and desire blasting out of me that it was like an out of body experience. She whimpered as the cum streaks landed on her tongue, pooling up until she had to tilt back her head to keep it from spilling out of the corners of her mouth. 

“Ugh…” I groaned, finally sighing as the last contractions surged through me. My energy went from being at its peak, to instantly wanting to drag Lily to a bed and cuddle her through a nap. She started gurgling my finish, making little bubbles before gulping it straight down the hatch like a shot of whiskey. I should have known better, but I couldn’t help feeling love struck. 

Chapter 2 

After spending ten minutes in the bathroom, washing my cock and balls, and then washing my face and trying to regain my composure, I returned to the kitchen, where Amy was still preparing the food and none the wiser. 

I was still nervous, and felt guilty as hell. Lily seemed less bothered, scrolling on her phone and occasionally glancing up at me to smile. We all went outside once the food was ready to be cooked, and Amy insisted that she run the grill, leaving me and Lily with another opportunity to bond. 

Amy fired up her gas grill and got right to work, enthralled and distracted enough by what she was doing that we were once again invisible. I took off my shirt and sat down on the sun lounger next to Lily, admiring her lean legs and delectable toes. 

“Are you going to swim?” she asked. 

“I dunno. Should I?” I asked. 

“Well, no one can see what’s going on under the water.” she said. 

“You’re a naughty little thing. Are you trying to get me into trouble?” I asked. 

“I’m very sneaky. You won’t get into trouble.” she said, her pearly white teeth gleaming through her smile. 

“I think that you’re trouble. And trouble like you always leads to trouble.” I said, having a laugh. 

“You’re probably right, but I’m the type of trouble that’s worth getting into.” she said, placing her feet down on the concrete and standing up from the lounder. 

“Where are you going?” I asked, my mouth watering at the sight of her firm, tanned asscheeks. 

“I wanna get wet. You should come play with me.” she said, turning her head in my direction. She was an impossible temptation, and made me feel like an animal in heat. 

“I’m having serious trouble saying no to you, Lily.” I said, standing and following behind her. Lily plugged her nose and bounced from the edge into the water, drawing Amy’s attention. 

“Are you getting in?” she asked, calling out to me from the back porch. 

“It’s too hot. I have to.” I said, feeling a bead of sweat roll down my side. She was so pretty, and ticked all my boxes for attraction. I went with a cannon ball, and Lily was all over me by the time I breached the top of the water. 

“I like you. You’re spontaneous, which is a must for me. Most older guys have already lost that quality. It’s so sad.” she said, wrapping her legs around my waist and her arms around my neck. I looked over at Amy, feeling a sort of helpless knowing that she wasn’t going to like it. 

“Yeah, I like to think of myself as spontaneous.” I said, positioning myself so that I could keep an eye on Amy. 

“I know this is terrible, but I want you to fuck me in the pool.” she said. 

“Jesus. We can’t do that, Lily. It would be way too obvious.” I said, feeling myself harden at her brazen sexuality. 

“I know, I’m just fantasizing out loud.” she said, completely unworried about our awkward predicament. I let my hands settle onto her ass, and felt myself losing the battle to my own biology. 

“You need to come over to my place for a sleepover.” I said, bouncing on the bottom of the pool and pressing my hardness against her. 

“I’d really like that, daddy. We could have naked cuddles, and I could give you a massage.” she said. 

“Naked cuddles sound so nice.” I said. 

“But I’m grounded. I don’t even have a license.” 

“I’ll pick you up.” I said. Her eyes fluttered, and she gave me a soft kiss. 

“Tonight?” 

“Yeah, but we need to cut it out for now.” I said, giving her another quick kiss before breaking our embrace and swimming to the edge of the pool. I was going to hop out, but decided to give it a minute to let my concentrated blood flow dissipate its way to other parts of my body. 

When I got out of the pool, I laid out next to Lily while Amy finished cooking the food, and then we all three sat down at the picnic table and shared a meal. It was a little awkward on my end, as I didn’t really know what to do with myself. I wasn’t sure how to act, as I’d never found myself in that type of situation before. 

Lily excused herself to go inside and use the restroom, giving Amy and I our first chance to be alone and talk. 

“The food was incredible. Thank you.” I said, patting my stomach with contentment. It really was delicious, and I’d worked up quite an appetite in the garage. 

“You’re welcome. I’m so glad you could come over and join us.” she said. 

“Yeah, for sure. Me too. It’s such a nice day.” 

“Isn’t it? I thought it would be perfect for a cookout and a swim.” she said. 

“You aren’t even in a bathing suit.” I said, being playful. 

“Oh. Yeah, that’s more of a Lily thing. I don’t swim often.” she said. 

“I get it. Neither do I. She seems nice, though. Your daughter.” 

“She’s rotten to the core.” Amy said, letting out a hearty chuckle. “No, she’s a good egg, she’s just young, wild, and reckless. If it weren’t for her influencer money, she’d be completely lost.” 

“Influencer money? What is that?” I asked. 

“She posts pictures of herself in bikinis online, and I guess guys pay her to do that? I don’t really understand it, but you know how these new generations are now, very open to strangers seeing them on the internet.” she said. 

“Interesting. Does she make decent money?” I asked, intrigued. 

“Yeah, four or five grand a month. I can’t believe it, that wasn’t even a job when I was younger.” 

“That’s really something. I mean, she does look great in a bikini. I can’t deny that.” I said. 

“That she does. I don’t mind it, I really want her to enjoy her youth, and if guys are willing to pay that much just for some bathing suit photos, then I can’t say I blame her for doing it. I just worry about her, because there are so many creeps out there on the internet. I want her to find someone stable, so that hopefully she can find some sort of structure in her life.” she said, right as Lily came back outside to join us. 

Amy was a very nice woman, and I was thankful that Ben and Shirley set me up with her, but my mind had already been hijacked and I could barely stay focused on the conversation once Lily was back outside, prancing around in all of her glory. 

When Amy took the food inside, I approached Lily and got her phone number, and requested that she let me follow her on social media, to which she obliged without hesitation. I promised her that I would call her later to come pick her up, thanked Amy again for the food, and then made a somewhat early departure from the party. 

It didn’t feel right staying there and leading Amy on when I already knew where my sights were set. I wanted to get back to my place, clean it up a bit and take care of some overdue manscaping before Lily’s arrival. The love connection my friends were trying to help me find hadn’t panned out, but there was a beautiful silver lining, and she was coming over to my house for a sleepover. I couldn’t believe my luck, and felt excitement that I hadn’t felt in years. 

Chapter 3 

After tidying up my house and taking a shower, I started snooping through her public social media profiles. She didn’t leave a lot to the imagination, and she was absolutely gorgeous from head to toe.

Her mother wasn’t kidding when she said that she was a bikini influencer, as she never had any clothes on in any of her pictures, which was fine by me. The girl must have owned 50 swimsuits, mostly of the micro and string variety. Some of the photos made her tiny little bikini from earlier look almost conservative, with tiny little pieces of fabric covering only the bare minimum of her most intimate parts.

The snooping left me hungry, with my mouth watering for a very particular dish. I decided to text her, letting her know that I’d very much enjoyed my time perusing her collection of photos.

LILY: Thanks, daddy. I’m glad you liked them. Looking isn’t as fun as touching though, wouldn’t you agree?

JOHN: Wholeheartedly. Get your little ass over here.

LILY: Ahem. Get your big dick over here. You’re picking me up, remember?

JOHN: I got you. What time should I swing by?

LILY: Whenever works for you.

JOHN: Little girl, I’m a grown up, with a license and everything. I can come over whenever I please.

LILY: Oh, hush. I was a grown up, once. Stay away from drugs and alcohol, kids.

JOHN: Or at least wait until you’re legally old enough to consume them.

LILY: Don’t patronize me, or I’ll stop calling you daddy, and start calling you dad.

JOHN: Gross. Don’t.

LILY: Hehe. So…Mom is gonna be awake for a while. We’re gonna have to wait until like nine thirty, or ten. Just park at the end of the street and let me know when you get here, and I’ll sneak out.

JOHN: Good Lord. I’ll let you know.

LILY: So what are we gonna do? Watch movies and eat popcorn?

JOHN: More like watch porno and eat each other’s butts.

LILY: That probably sounds more appetizing to me than you’d suspect.

JOHN: That doesn’t surprise me. You’re rotten to the core.

LILY: You don’t know me. And guessing correctly on that one thing doesn’t mean you do!

JOHN: Lol. It’s okay, baby. I don’t mind. You can be my bad girl.

LILY: I’m only as bad as you let me be.

JOHN: What do you mean?

LILY: No one has tamed me, so I keep doing whatever I want, and so people say I’m a bad girl. But I think it’s men doing a very poor job of putting me in my place and disciplining me.

JOHN: Is that so? Taking no responsibility is a core tenant of being a bad girl, just so you know.

LILY: I take full responsibility, but not the blame. I’ll get away with whatever you let me get away with. If I can’t get away with it, then I won’t get away with it, will I?

JOHN: Shouldn’t be a problem. My punishment style is very much in the corporal realm.

LILY: Please tell me you aren’t joking.

JOHN: Only if you do something wrong, and need to be punished.

LILY: Of course.

JOHN: Although, I will be the one in charge of deciding what constitutes a punishment.

LILY: Yes, daddy.

JOHNNY: I want you to have a red handprint on one of your bikini pics.

LILY: OMG. That’s so hot. You’re making me blush just thinking about it.

JOHNNY: I can’t stop ogling these pictures, You’re a literal doll.

LILY: This is too much. If you don’t stop, I’m gonna have to masturbate before I come over.

JOHNNY: Don’t you dare.

LILY: So, just for the sake of making tonight as amazing as possible, I like being subservient and obedient, I don’t want to be in control or in charge, in fact, I like being manhandled, tied up, spanked, and used as a human fuck toy. That said, I also really like praise. I love being told when I’m being good, and I like being called out for my bullshit. That’s kind of what I haven’t been able to find, in a lover or a partner.

JOHNNY: I find it hard to believe that you like being obedient. You strike me as more of a brat.

LILY: I’m a huge brat, obviously. But I’ll submit to the right person, as long as they know how to handle me.

JOHNNY: Noted. I didn’t realize I was going to be your dom tonight.

LILY: Only if you wanna…

JOHNNY: It’s all I’ll be able to think about until tonight.

LILY: I have to go for a walk. This is getting me all bothered.

JOHNNY: Okay, baby. I need to step away from my phone too, if I don’t stop ogling these pictures of you I’m going to end up masturbating too.

LILY: Don’t! Let’s save it for each other.

JOHNNY: Deal.

LILY: A couple of nut savers. We’re like squirrels.

JOHNNY: More like rabbits. Go for a walk you weirdo.

LILY: Lol. You love it.

Chapter 4 

My horniness was driving the car, and I wasn’t sure how I felt about parking down the street from the woman my friends set me up with so that I could pick up her daughter for an illicit sleepover. It made me feel young again, like I might get caught and get into trouble.

“Hey, daddy.” she said, sliding into my passenger seat and leaning over for a kiss. She looked and smelled amazing, and the moment her lips touched mine, I remembered why I was there.

“I like your outfit. Very sexy.” I said, putting the car into drive and getting out of dodge.

“Thanks. I wore it just for you.” she said. It was a black leather body harness with a lacey black bra underneath, paired with cut off jean shorts that made no attempt at covering her ass cheeks. I lived less than ten minutes from her place, so it wasn’t long before we were pulling into my driveway.

When I opened the door, I let her lead the way inside to get another glimpse of her backside, the one I planned on laying my palm across very shortly.

“You’re too much, Lily.” I said, locking the door behind me and flicking on the living room light.

“You like?” she asked, giving me a look before spinning around in a circle.

“It’s very alluring.” I said, putting my hands on her hips from behind.

“I’ve been waiting all day for this.”

“Me too.” I said, taking her hand and leading her to the bedroom. There was no awkward small talk, no refreshments or conversation at all for that matter. As soon as we entered my room, something took over me and I pinned her face down on the mattress, climbing on top of her without even turning on the lights.

“Oh, okay. You’re just gonna take it, huh?” she asked, giggling as I tore her jean shorts off, possessed by a demon of pure lust.

“Get on your hands and knees, face the headboard.” I said, undoing my belt.

“I’m not getting punished already, am I?” she asked, looking back at me. I snapped the belt and smiled, dropping it on the floor.

“Not yet, but you better do exactly as you’re told.” I said, feeling myself harden at the realization that she was all mine for the night.

“Yes, daddy. Do you want me to take off my panties for you?” she asked.

“You don’t have to ask me that, sweetheart. Just remove them.” I said, taking off my shirt and watching as she turned onto her back and slid her black panties down her thighs, leaving them laced around one ankle and extending her leg in my direction.

“For you.” she said, flashing her adorable smile and waving her foot in front of my face. I leaned in, taking them in my teeth and removing them. Lily turned back over, assuming the position, with the light from the hallway spilling over her and illuminating her naked body.

“Good girl.” I said, stepping out of my jeans and getting into bed behind her. She made all of my systems go into overdrive, leaving me with a tunnel vision that I couldn’t pull myself away from. I reached between her legs, causing her to sharply inhale as I let my fingers explore her. “Gorgeous.”

“I love it when you touch me, daddy.”

“Baby, fuck. It’s so tiny.” I whispered, taking my hard cock in my hand and bringing it to her opening, rubbing it between her lips and feeling my possessive need to consume her.

“Please.” she said.

“I didn’t even think about condoms.” I said, realizing way too late that I should probably be using protection.

“No, daddy. I don’t want that. I want to really feel you in me.” she said, gripping the sheets with anticipation as I continued teasing her. She shouldn’t have said that, because there was no way I could tell her no.

“I know, angel. That’s what I want too.” I said, letting my swollen head enter her. She winced as I pushed it inside, forcing her to accommodate me.

“Unhh…”

“Hold on, baby. Good girl.” I said, exhaling as I was overtaken with mind numbing pleasure. She felt so tiny beneath me, and I held her waist and pulled her against me, bottoming out so she had to take it all.

“Unhh! Daddy…”

“It’s okay, baby. You’re doing so good, look at that. Look at those little pussy lips gripping daddy’s big dick.”

“Oh! Yes, daddy. Please!”

“Are you my good little girl?” I asked, taking her by the hair and leaning over her while thrusting. She looked up at me, her eyes calling out for me to take her harder.

“Yes, daddy. I’m yours.”

“It’s so fucking tight.” I said, increasing my pace and bouncing her off of my pelvis. She was aesthetic perfection, and the ultimate arousal amplifier. She made me so hard that it felt like I’d popped two blue pills before we got started, further aided by how reactive she was to every touch.

“Oh my God, daddy. It’s so fucking big.”

“That’s what you need, Lily. You need a big cock to put you in your place.” I said, becoming more aggressive and forcing her face into the pillow. I stood up behind her, crouching and pummeling her from behind.

“Yes! Oh, fuck. Don’t stop, daddy. I love it. I love it, I love it.” she said, rambling as I laid siege to her body. I knew that she was particularly fertile at her age, but there wasn’t a single rational thinking component of my brain that was still online.

“You better cum all over that dick, you little slut. You better show me that you’re as obedient and submissive as you say you are.” I said, finding myself emboldened by her instructions from earlier. I looked down between us, watching my length disappear inside of her, making squishing sounds because she was so damn wet.

“I am, daddy. Use me. Make me prove it.” she said. I wrapped my hand around her neck, cupping her jaw and squeezing while I continued to hate fuck her. She brought out the beast in me, and I felt almost challenged to impress her. The last thing I wanted was for her to walk away thinking that I wasn’t up to the job of being her daddy, because I knew the moment I felt inside of her perfect little cunt that I wanted to keep her and make her mine, no matter what outside judgment it might lead to.

“Yes, suck on my fingers. Good slut.” I grunted, feeding her my first three digits and pushing them toward the back of her throat.

“Mmm…” she moaned, throwing her weight back against me. I pulled out of her because it felt like I was going to cum, and flipped her over onto her back, pulling at her bra and exposing her erect nipples before shoving her ankles behind her head and slapping her pussy with my cock.

“I’m gonna cum in you, baby. I’m gonna fill you over and over.” I said, holding her ankles and resting my forehead on hers as I entered her. Her tightness was incredible, a constant, pulsing grip that made me feel like she was steadily milking my precum the entire time. I bottomed out inside her, amazed that her petite little self could handle all of it. I loved watching my cock break a woman in half, her eyes rolling back in her head as I force fed her every inch.

“Do it. You won’t do it. You won’t make me pregnant, daddy.” she said. I pulled her ankles closer, licking and sucking her pedicured toes as I bareback fucked her into oblivion.

“Open your mouth, Lily.” I said, squeezing her face and spitting into her waiting mouth. She sucked it down and opened up for more.

“Yes, daddy. Treat me like your whore.”

“You are my whore, Lily. You’re my little cumslut, and I’m going to put a bump in your belly.” I said, pulling all the way and shoving it back in.

“Oh!”

“Come here. Come here and clean daddy’s cock.” I said, releasing her legs and pulling her by the hair, pushing her head between my legs and thrusting against her mouth. I plugged her nose with one hand, using the other to make her go deeper, bobbing her head like I was helping her look for apples.

“Ahhh!” she gasped, her eyes full of tears before I plugged her throat right back up. I climbed on top of her face, mounting her head and humping furiously, holding her by the hair while I took every liberty imaginable. I’d never met such a submissive woman, and it felt like a primal side of myself emerged that couldn’t get enough of her.

She finally gagged, coughing up viscous saliva all over my shaft. Her makeup was a mess, with black tears rolling down her cheeks as I violated her throat, using it like a fleshlight until I was nearing completion. The pregnancy talk was a dirty fantasy, but I was also blinded by it.

I made her wrap her legs around me, kissing her deeply as I power fucked her all the way to the finish line, my entire body buzzing like never before as what felt like a tidal wave of pure pressure built up inside of me.

“Mmm, mmm, mmm.” she moaned, letting my tongue rummage around inside of her mouth as I exploded toward the finale. The rhythmic slapping sound of our bodies echoed off the walls, my bed shaking like there was a massive earthquake going on outside.

“Lily, I’m cumming! Fuck!” I remember seeing stars, erupting like a geyser as I lost all control of my motor functions, thrashing uncontrollably under the influence of absolute peak physical pleasure. I left it inside of her, pumping her full of hot sticky cum without the slightest inkling of pulling out.

Our intensity peaked and fell, bringing things down a notch as I released my grip on her. Her eyes were closed, and there was a big grin plastered across her contented face, my cock still pulsing slightly as it emptied the last drops of semen deep into her womb. We stayed in that position after, kissing in silence for several minutes, deeply staring into each other’s eyes.

It was the most fulfilling sex I’d ever had, and the biggest afterglow. She was so hot that it wasn’t fair, but it was more than that. There was a sexual chemistry there, a compatibility that I didn’t even know I should have been looking for. Never have I felt so bonded to someone, so intimately theirs after only our first time.

We slid under the sheets, cuddling up and settling into our post coital bliss and enjoying it together.

Chapter 5

The next day, we were like a couple, and very much in the honeymoon stage. After years of being single, the idea of having a girlfriend had kind of lost its luster. She reminded me right away of all the benefits, and of how nice it could be just having the presence of a loving, caring woman around.

She made me breakfast in her underwear, using one of my t-shirts to cover herself and make sure she didn’t burn herself with hot bacon grease. I sat at the dining room table, completely entertained simply by watching her do her thing. It didn’t hurt that her legs were still on full display, or that I could see her butt peeking out when she bent over to get into the oven.

Her phone started ringing, and I got up from the table to grab it for her since she was busy. It said “Mom”, and I felt my stomach drop when I realized that it was Amy.

“Your mom is calling.” I said, holding up the phone. She shook her head.

“Not right now. I’ll call her back later.” she said.

“Are you sure? She’s probably freaking out.” I said.

“Daddy, I’m cooking. If you want to answer it and let her know I’m safe in your kitchen, then go right ahead.” she said, raising her eyebrow because she already knew the answer.

“Fair enough, but I wouldn’t leave her worrying. She’s a nice lady, you probably have her pulling her hair out.” I said, laughing and placing the phone back down on the table.

“I love my mom, but she’s way too overprotective. Nothing wrong with letting her sweat a little.” she said.

“I don’t like it. After we eat, I want you to call her and let her know that you’re okay.” I said. She rolled her eyes, and went to the sink to wash her hands.

“Maybe.” she said, her eyes sparkling with frisky energy. The food was superb, and I was kind of surprised that she knew how to whip up such a fluffy, delicious omelet, complete with peppers, red onions, tomatoes, cheese, and crispy bacon.

Her phone rang as soon as we finished eating, and I gave her the stink eye. She smiled, and looked down at her phone, turning to walk away like she was going to answer it, choosing instead to slide the phone into her pocket and start washing dishes.

“I don’t think so.” I said, following her into the kitchen.

“I’ll call her.” she said, her voice full of attitude. I wasn’t anywhere near innocent in the situation, obviously, but I wasn’t trying to be disrespectful either.

“Lily, this is one of those times where I’m gonna need you to prove your obedience to me. I need you to do the right thing, and let her know you’re okay.” I said.

“Can I text her?” she asked.

“That’s fine, but you know she’s gonna call you right when she gets it.” I said. She sighed deeply, stopped washing and dried her hands.

“That’s why I don’t wanna tell her, she’s gonna go ballistic. Can’t I just wait until I’m on the way home?”

“No, baby. You have to take responsibility, remember? Don’t you wanna be my good girl?” I asked, taking her hands in mine and trying to crank up the charm. She looked down, biting her lip and pondering her response.

“I do, but I really wanna wait to tell her. I don’t even have a lie ready to tell her.” she said.

“You’re not going to lie. You’re going to tell her that you’re safe, and that you’ll be home soon.” I said.

“She’s gonna ask who I’m with.”

“That’s fine. I don’t mind if you tell her.”

“Then she’s gonna call you.” she said.

“You’re probably right. Let’s get it over with, I don’t want her worrying about you all day.” I said, causing her to let out another exaggerated exhalation.

“I don’t wanna.” she said, pulling her hands from mine and turning away. I grabbed her by the waist, pulling her ass into my crotch and nestling up against her cheek.

“Lily, do as you’re told. I’m not going to tell you again.” I said, making my voice stern. Her attitude could be cute, but it was time to cut it out and get serious.

“No. I don’t wanna call her.” she said.

“Fine.” I said, grabbing her wrists and placing them on the counter in front of her, and then lifting her shirt to expose her ass.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“If you want to be disobedient, there are consequences. Bend over.” I said, pushing her forward at the waist so that her butt was poking out for me. Before she could respond, I laid my palm hard across her right cheek.

“Ugh!” she squealed loudly, with a strange tinge of pleasure at the very end of her exclamation. I knew she wanted it, and that she was testing me to see what she could get away with. I spanked her again, and then again, watching as the spot grew red. She squealed after each slap, wiggling her butt back and forth to taunt me.

“Look at that pretty little ass. I’m gonna make it raw.” I said. “Nope. Keep your hands on the counter. Don’t move.”

“Daddy, it hurts.” she said, whimpering but staying put. I spanked her again, and then again to let her know that I was serious. The bratty shit pissed me off and turned me on at the same time, and I loved hearing the smacking sound and watching her ass jiggle.

“Then don’t make me have to do this.” I said, raising my voice and slapping her ass again. She winced, pulling away and straightening her posture.

“I’m sorry.” she said.

“Are you?” I asked, bending her back over and making her put her hands back onto the counter.

“Yes, daddy. Please don’t.”

“Are you going to call your mother?” I asked. She hesitated, so I spanked her again.

“Yes! I’m sorry, daddy. I’m so sorry.” she said, turning and dropping to her knees in front of me, hugging my legs and rubbing her face in my crotch. “Please let me make it up to you.”

“I don’t think so. You’re not gonna manipulate me with sex, Lily. Call your mother, and then I’ll use your throat however I please.” I said.

“Okay. Yes, daddy. You’re right.” she said, giving up on her attempt to blow me in lieu of calling her mom. I was fully erect, and I wasn’t sure if that made me a fucked up person, and I didn’t really care. Seeing the distinct red outline of my hand on her ass as she walked away made me feel proud, because it was obvious that it was exactly what she needed in her life, and she was exactly what I needed.

I stood in the living room, listening in to her conversation to make sure that she didn’t try and call one of her friends or something like that. I could tell it was Amy because I could hear her voice through the speaker, shrill and shrieking.

“Oh, boy.” I said, feeling her anger through the phone.

“Where are you?” she screamed.

“I’m fine, mom. I went to a friend’s house, I’m about to head back now.” she said. I decided to let her handle it, and went back to the kitchen trying to walk off my erection. It was a mind blowing night, but I needed to get her back home.

Chapter 6

Her mother expected that she was on the way, but I couldn’t let her go without one more little roll in the hay. After the rough spanking in the kitchen, I wanted to lay her down and tell her how proud I was that she came around and did the right thing.

“Before you go.” I said, bending her over the armrest of my couch and rubbing the red spot on her backside.

“Was I bad again?” she asked.

“No, angel. Not at all.” I said, crouching behind her and pulling down her underwear. “I just can’t take you home without telling you what a good girl you were for me.”

“Really?”

“Yes, baby. That’s why you’re my little doll.” I said, kissing her tender cheek and inhaling her scent. I wanted to stand up behind her and give her another rough pounding, as something about her made me hyper aggressive and territorial. Instead, I kept kissing, licking her inner thigh and slowly teasing around her center.

“Thank you, daddy. I’m trying so hard to be good for you.”

“Such a good girl.” I whispered, pushing my nose between her cheeks and dragging my tongue between her lips. “Mmm…”

“Oh, gosh, daddy. Oooh!” she giggled and squealed, shaking her ass in my face while I feasted like the perverted old man that I was. I couldn’t get enough of her, and wanted to explore the depths of my own depravity with her, and her alone.

“You taste so sweet.” I said, dipping my tongue inside and eating her from behind. I got lost in the cake that was her ass, exploring her other hole and smiling with pride as she arched her back, bucking against me and calling out in agony.

I couldn’t hold out forever, and I sat down on the couch, taking hold of my cock and wagging it back and forth, daring her to take it for a ride. She faced away from me, lowering her ass and letting my guide myself inside of her.

“I love it, daddy. I don’t wanna go home. I wanna live with you.” she said. I held her waist, lowering her onto my hard cock as her body shuddered. I supported her torso while she squatted on top of me, dropping her weight down and shaking her gorgeous ass all over my dick.

“You know exactly how to get what you want, angel. You know I can’t resist this sweet piece of ass.” I said, enjoying the view and her vice-like squeeze.

“You’re my daddy. It’s your job to spoil me.” she said, throwing back her head so I could nibble on her soft neck. Her submissive nature was invigorating, and I began thrusting from the bottom and fondling her tits.

We alternated through positions, reigniting the flames of passion from the night before. She was so wet that it turned into a slip and slide, and an obvious layer of her wetness decorated the cushion as I continued pumping her full of hard cock, squeezing her neck and whispering sweet nothings into her ear.

“Daddy loves your little pussy, Lily. I love it so much.” I said, nestling my face against her neck and watching myself impale her.

“Ugh! Yes, daddy. Please. I need it.”

“I know, baby. I need it too.” I grunted, feeling the steam begin to overtake me. She easily dragged me past my threshold for arousal, whimpering in the most delightful feminine tone as I emptied another hot creamy load deep inside of her.

There seemed to be no stopping us, as the pull of attraction far outweighed either of our ability to resist it. I felt no resilience at all when it came to her, and was helpless to my own biological impulses.

She had me drop her off down the street, and I decided to drive around for a while afterward, replaying our encounters and thinking about the future possibilities. It was difficult to say what it was, if it was serious or just a lust fueled fling, but it was exhilarating nonetheless, and left me in an almost dreamlike state of euphoria.

Chapter 7

It turns out that we weren’t all that sneaky. Apparently, there was a ringer camera in the garage, and Amy was able to piece together the rest. Lily let me know first, and I was getting phone calls from Ben and Shirley not long after.

Things moved quickly from there. Lily got kicked out, moved in with me, and we kind of just picked up where we left off. There was a big hoopla about our age gap, and how we went about things, and the advice from everyone involved was that I needed to get away from Lily because she was a troubled girl who would cause me nothing but headaches.

I wasn’t going to kick her out. She had nowhere to go, I shared some blame in what led to her being booted from her mother’s house, and I didn’t want her to leave. I liked having her around, and we became fast friends.

They always say you don’t really know someone until you’ve lived with them, and honestly, I was surprised by how cleanly, considerate, and hard working she was. When I first met her, she seemed like a sex crazed girl with her head in the clouds, but she was actually very structured and liked to stick to a routine. She was also younger, and had the sort of carefree, endless energy that comes along with that, but she mostly stayed on track.

She was pretty bummed about not having the pool anymore, as it made for the perfect backdrop for her bikini shots, but I had an extra room so we went halfsies on some professional camera equipment, and I became her impromptu photographer.

After all the cries that she was going to drag me down, steal my money, and end up pregnant, only one of them ended up being true. The influencer money was quite lucrative, and really spiked once we started getting better at setting up the photo shoots. They were erotic in nature, so it didn’t require anything insane, as she was the muse and I was just along for the ride.

We talked about it, and decided to pretty much just say fuck everyone else and go for it. Our dynamic worked for us, even if it came about by somewhat unscrupulous means, but it happened so fast that I don’t see much I could have done differently.

My mental health improved dramatically, and I didn’t even realize that I was struggling at all until I came out of it. Lily had a way of lifting me up, and as long as I was strict with her in the bedroom, she was happy. Our time together flew by, because we were always doing something together, always enjoying ourselves.

It was our three month anniversary, and we set to go sky diving because it was something we’d both always wanted to do. I also had a beautiful white gold necklace as a gift, but it ended up being Lily with the big surprise that threw forks in all of our plans.

I was getting dressed to drive to the site for skydiving, when Lily came out of the bathroom holding a pregnancy test. She didn’t even have to say a word, her expression said it all. Fatherhood was just sort of something I was never interested in when I was younger, but I felt like I’d kind of missed out. I don’t think I’d have been a good father as a younger man, but at forty, I felt like I was established and secure enough to give it the old college try, and I couldn’t think of a single person I’d rather take that journey on with.

Thankfully, the baby news was the perfect cushion to bring Lily and Amy back together. She’d also started seeing someone new, which kind of lessened the blow and helped her to tolerate me better too.

I think once everyone saw that we were not only serious, but actually made a great team, they slowly came around. The announcement that we’re having a little baby boy didn’t hurt either, as everyone loves to support a new baby.

I’m in the process of putting together the nursery now, as we’ve decided to retire on the photoshoot side of things to focus on family life, and take her social media content in a different direction. In the meantime, we’re trying to enjoy the process and enjoy our last couple months of uninterrupted sleep.

Desperate Attraction

Chapter 1

Hannah and I had been friends for a couple of months. We met at a party through mutual friends. I thought she was gorgeous and asked for her number, and she gave it to me. It was a huge win in my book, but the next thing I knew, I was in the friendzone. It didn’t take long for me to figure out that there was no real attraction on her end, due mostly to the way she treated me.

That said, it wasn’t the worst thing to ever happen to me. She was actually pretty cool, always in a great mood and fun to be around. We texted, went on friend dates, and eventually she invited me to her house to hang out on a Saturday night. She had all sorts of beautiful friends on social media, and I was kind of hoping some of them would be there. Worst case scenario, I still got to hang out with Hannah.

I showed up at her place, and knocked on the door expecting to see Hannah. Instead, the most breathtakingly gorgeous woman I’ve ever seen answered the door in a white spaghetti stringed cami top that put her enormous chest on full display.

“Hi there. You must be Johnny.” she said, flashing her pearly white smile and making fireworks go off in my head.

“Yeah. Hi.” I said, so stunned by her beauty that I just froze, standing there on the front porch with my jaw on the floor, causing her to giggle and invite me in.

“You can come in. I’m Raveena, Hannah’s mom.” she said. I was still processing her words when Hannah appeared, her hair in pigtails and looking about as good as I’d ever seen her look.

“Hey Johnny boy.” she said, opening her arms for a hug. I hated being so attracted to her, especially for moments like that. Once she told me she just wanted to be friends, I was fine with that, but I wasn’t able to simply switch off my attraction just like that.

“You didn’t tell me that he was so handsome.” Raveena said, placing her hand on my shoulder from behind.

“Oh, mom. He’s my bestie.”

“Is he really? That’s so sweet.” she said. I could feel myself turning red, wedged between two gorgeous women and feeling extra awkward.

“Thanks.” I said, unsure of why.

“Have fun you two. Leave that door open! No funny business.” Raveena said, pouring it on.

“Mother! Stop it.” Hannah said, exchanging smiles with her playful mother.

“I’m only kidding. Let me know if you need anything, drinks, or snacks.”

“We’ll be fine, mom.” Hannah said, grabbing me by the hand and pulling me away. I looked back at Raveena, still coming to terms with Hannah having such a delectable mother. It made sense, seeing where she got her looks.

Hannah’s bedroom was exactly what I expected, perfectly organized and very girly. We sat down and she put on some music, and we alternated between chatting and scrolling on our phones. Not exactly the most eventful Saturday night, but neither of us had anything else going on. It was nice just hanging out. Eventually, Hannah’s phone rang, and she gave me a look.

“This is that guy I’m talking to, Ernest. Do you mind stepping out for a minute?” she asked.

“Oh. Yeah, of course.” I said, getting up from her bed. She had mentioned a guy briefly, but it kind of surprised me that she made me leave. I had no idea how long she planned on talking to the guy, so I went back to the living room, where Raveena was sitting on the couch, painting her toenails with her feet up on the coffee table.

“Hey gorgeous. What’s up?” she asked, raising her eyes to meet mine and sending another heatwave through my body.

“Hi. Uh, Hannah got a phone call. I’m giving her some privacy.” I said, standing beside the couch and fighting my urge to stare at her cleavage.

“Awh, poor baby.”

“It’s not a big deal.”

“Who is she talking to?”

“I think she said Ernest.” I said, glancing down as she streaked red paint over her toenail and feeling gripped with arousal when I saw her feet.

“Ew. He’s a turd.”

“A turd?” I asked, laughing more to break the tension I was feeling than anything.

“That’s right. I don’t like him. Sit down, baby. You’re making me nervous.”

“Oh. Sorry.” I said, walking around the coffee table and sitting down on the couch, leaving a cushion between us for comfort.

“You’re a nice boy, I can tell. Do you think that’s why Hannah isn’t into you?” she asked, speaking so casually that she didn’t even look up from her toes.

“I mean, I think it’s because she and I are just friends.” I said, averting my gaze in an attempt to redirect my blood flow, and receiving a snort followed by a cackle.

“Yeah, sure.”

“What do you mean?”

“You’re just friends because she just wants to be friends with you. I’m 47 years old, don’t play dumb with me.” she said.

“Yes ma am. You aren’t wrong.” I said, surprising myself with the response. Raveena had such a dominating aura, even though she was extremely charming and easy to be around. She was sharp and expressive, demanding respect with her presence alone.

“At least you aren’t in denial about it. Do you want some advice?” she asked, pausing what she was doing to look into my eyes.

“Sure.”

“Stop jumping when she tells you to jump. You’re handsome, go chase some other girls, let Hannah see that you have other options.” she said.

“Do you think I’d be here on a Saturday night if I had other options?” I asked, chuckling.

“Fair. You’re very self aware, that’s a huge turn on for me.” she said.

“Thanks. I guess I am.” I said, stealing glances at her cleavage and toes at every opportunity. The woman was designed by God himself, fashioned perfectly down to the very last detail.

“What do you think?” she asked, motioning towards her feet and flexing her toes, putting the bone structure of her foot on full display. I felt embarrassed for how much they turned me on, and felt the salivary glands in my mouth activating when I looked them over.

“Pretty.” I said.

“You like the color?”

“I love it. They’re very nice.” I said, eliciting her smile.

“I was talking about the polish. What are you talking about?” she asked, biting her lip and giving me a stare that was like a ton of bricks.

“The polish is nice, but I was talking about the whole package. Which you are.” I said, a smirk naturally appearing at the corner of my lips as I stared back at her. The look in her eyes said it all, and she shook her head at me.

“You’re very charming.”

“So are you.” I said, completely earnest. I’d never met a woman like her before, majestic to the point of regality, aged like the finest of wines.

“Will you blow on my toes?” she asked, batting her doe eyes in a way that could only be described as irresistible, triggering me to smile as I scooted next to her.

“That’s all?” I asked, pushing my luck.

“What do you mean?”

“Nothing. I’d love to.”

“To help them dry.” she said.

“Anything you say.” I said, leaning in and blowing on her sparkling red toe nails. If the paint wasn’t wet, I’d have gladly given every last one of her toes a thorough tongue bathing. Instead, I did as I was told, thankful for the opportunity to ogle them up close.

“Good boy.” she whispered, a phrase that sent shivers up my spine. I was rarely any good with women, fumbling around and struggling to connect, so I was quite impressed with myself for how things were going. Raveena spread the toes on both of her feet, holding them out so that I could exhale onto them. “You could rub them as well, if you’d like.”

“Really?”

“Just be careful not to smear the polish.” she said. It all happened so fast, I couldn’t even process if she was flirting or if she was just a very open person. I didn’t pass up the opportunity, and crouched down in front of the table, taking her beautiful foot into my hands and going right to work.

The hardest part of what was happening was keeping my own arousal hidden, as I was pitching a tent that I couldn’t adjust, and relying on the way I was sitting to keep it hidden. Her soles were impossibly soft, and touching them only made me want her even more.

“What are you doing?” she asked, her voice startling me as I remembered we weren’t alone.

“Nothing.” I said, straightening my posture and backing away in a slight panic. It was Hannah, and she furrowed her brow at us as I scrambled back into my spot on the couch.

“Your friend was helping me dry my toes off.” Raveena said.

“Okay? Kind of weird, but whatever.” she said, arms crossed and clearly put off by what she walked into.

“How’s Ethan?” I asked, saying the wrong name on purpose and trying to keep the attention as far away from my throbbing cock as possible. I wasn’t used to popping random boners like that, but a woman of her caliber had quite the visceral effect.

“It’s Ernest.”

“Oh, yeah. My bad.” I said, making well timed eye contact with Raveena, who was grinning at my little joke. She didn’t seem bothered at all by the fact her daughter saw me crouched before her, serving her feet. 

“He’s good. He wants to take me out on his motorcycle.” she said.

“I don’t know about that.” Raveena said, her motherly instincts kicking in.

“We’re gonna wear helmets.” Hannah said, whining.

“I don’t see why you like that guy. The tattoo on his chest is misspelled.” she said.

“What?” I asked, laughing. That was news to me, and I could tell Raveena wasn’t kidding.

“It says too weird to die, except there’s one ‘O’ in too weird, and two ‘O’s in to die.” Raveena said, laughing loud and without inhibitions.

“Mom.” Hannah whined, being more of a brat than I’d seen her be before. It wasn’t attractive, honestly, especially as a contrast to her goddess of a mother. Still, their relationship was fun, and I could tell they loved each other.

“I’m surprised he didn’t use the number two for both of them.” Raveena said, her snort while laughing at her own joke enough to make it contagious.

“He knows it’s wrong, at least. He’s gonna get it covered up.” Hannah said, trying to cover for him. I didn’t know anything about the guy, but the fact that Raveena hated him and he had a misspelled chest tattoo was enough to turn me against him.

“You do know that Johnny is single, right?” Raveena asked.

“I know.”

“I’m just saying, you should set him up with someone. Or else get rid of Ethan and date him yourself.”

“It’s Ernest.”

“Oh yeah. I’m just kidding anyway, baby. But you should set Johnny up with one of your friends, God knows they all have awful taste in men.”

“They do not.”

“They most certainly do. Chloe’s boyfriend is nice, he could make a good husband. And I like Troy, but Alicia doesn’t treat him right.” she said. I didn’t know anything about what they were talking about, but I was definitely tracking on Raveena’s idea of having Hannah set me up with her friends.

“I could do that. Who do you think would be right for him?” Hannah asked, sitting down between us on the couch.

“I’d have to think about it. Definitely someone mature, maybe even a little older than him.” she said, crossing her legs and setting her gaze upon me. Hannah looked over at me too, pondering which of her friends I best matched with.

“What about Suzy?” she asked.

“Too young. Too immature. He needs more of a mommy type.” she said, her sharp eyes burning a hole in me while I smiled back sheepishly.

“Like Sophia?” Hannah asked. Raveena cocked her head, narrowing her eyes.

“Maybe. I still think he could use someone older.” she said.

“Sophie is 24.” Hannah said.

“Yeah, maybe. They might be a match.” she said.

“Hook me up. I’m not exactly drowning in dating opportunities.” I said, drying my clammy hands on the front of my shorts and trying not to stand out like a sore thumb. It’s odd having two women you’d love to fuck talking about who they might be able to set you up with like you weren’t even there.

“Don’t worry, baby. As women get older, they get better at knowing what’s important, and what they really want. It won’t be long before they’re lining up for you.” Raveena said.

“He is a catch, isn’t he?” Hannah said, looking at me like I was some sort of a harmless puppy dog to take pity on.

“He most certainly is. I’m going to head upstairs for a bath. Johnny, it was a pleasure meeting you. And don’t worry, I have a feeling that a woman is going to come into your life very soon that will rock your world.” she said, standing up from the couch and stretching herself out onto her tippy toes.

“I hope so. And the pleasure is all mine.” I said, maintaining eye contact until she was out of the room.

“My mom really likes you. I’ve never seen her treat someone like that right after meeting them.” Hannah said, staring at her phone and texting.

“Really? She’s very nice. I like her.” I said. Obviously, I couldn’t tell Hannah that I was insanely attracted to her mother, so I played it off like nothing even though my head was spinning with all of the flirtatious vibes I’d picked up on. We went back to hanging out for a little while, until it got later and I decided to head out for the night.

On the drive home, I kept replaying my conversations with Raveena, imagining the tension I felt between us, and all of the subtle little things she said that made me think that the feeling might be mutual.

I wasn’t sure what to think about it. Maybe she was just friendly, and I was reading too far into it because I hadn’t been getting laid. You better believe she was the only thing on my mind that night, and that I relieved myself several times to those very thoughts.


Chapter 2

After rubbing my dick nearly raw in the following days, the intensity of our first meeting dwindled with the passage of time. I wanted to see her, but I wasn’t invited back over, and it’s not like I had any other options. Hannah would have flipped her shit if I asked her for her mom’s phone number, and understandably so. It was an unfortunate situation, considering the way fireworks went off in my head when I first saw her, but it was a far-fetched fantasy either way.

Hannah and I stayed in touch as usual, but I think she was preoccupied with the man who was to rare too die, so I went about my regular day to day, until randomly, out of the blue, I received a photo message from a number that wasn’t in my contacts.

“No way.” I said, opening the photo and staring at a mirror picture of Vareena in a white robe, parted enough that I could see her cleavage and holding up her foot.

VAREENA: Thanks again for helping me dry them off.

JOHNNY: Hey! No problem, they look great!

VAREENA: I’m still kind of sad…

JOHNNY: How come?

VAREENA: Hannah kind of interrupted us. You still owe me a foot rub.

JOHNNY: Anytime. I’d be honored.

VAREENA: You are such a good boy.

JOHNNY: Thanks. How have you been?

VAREENA: I’ve been better. Honestly, this might sound a little weird, but I’ve been thinking about you a lot.

JOHNNY: You know this is Johnny, Hannah’s friend, right?

VAREENA: Of course, sweetheart.

JOHNNY: Okay, just wanted to make sure you weren’t confusing me with someone else. Lol

VAREENA: Nope, it’s definitely you.

JOHNNY: What have you been thinking about?

VAREENA: I was just thinking about what might have happened between us if Hannah didn’t come downstairs. I’m not usually this attracted to younger men, but there’s something about you.

JOHNNY: Wow. I feel the same way about you, honestly. I can’t seem to get you off my mind.

VAREENA: Is that so?

JOHNNY: Yeah. You’re so pretty, and you have such an aura about you. You’re not like the girls my age, you’re very much a woman.

VAREENA: That I am. And you’re very much a man. Speaking of which, you should come over tomorrow.

JOHNNY: Tomorrow? That works.

VAREENA: Hannah invited Ernest over for a swim, so I need a plus one.

JOHNNY: I mean, I’m down but I don’t want Hannah to think it’s weird.

VAREENA: You need to stop worrying about what Hannah thinks, especially if you’re serious about trying to spend time with me.              

JOHNNY: True. I don’t mind if you don’t.

VAREENA: I don’t mind at all. What’s wrong with an older woman finding herself a younger boy toy? Especially when he’s such a good boy, like you.

JOHNNY: Boy toy, eh? I like the sound of this.

VAREENA: Me too. You don’t mind submitting to a woman?

JOHNNY: What do you mean by submitting?

VAREENA: Letting me have control of the sexual dynamic of our relationship. I know what I want, and I’m not into playing games or beating around the bush.

JOHNNY: I think I can handle that, as long as you don’t put anything in my butt.

VAREENA: Deal, nothing in your bum.

JOHNNY: Lol, so what are we talking here? You’ve got me a little nervous.

VAREENA: I’m into gentle domming, and I want a submissive who absolutely worships the ground I walk on.

JOHNNY: How about a submissive who worships the feet you walk on the ground with?

VAREENA: I love that. Such a subservient little good boy for mommy.

JOHNNY: This is kinky. I dig it.

VAREENA: Tomorrow at noon. Don’t be late.

JOHNNY: 100%

VAREENA: I can’t wait. You’ve got mommy in a bit of a tizzy.

JOHNNY: Mommy?

VAREENA: I much prefer that to mistress. It’s more intimate, the same way I want our relationship to be.

JOHNNY: Yes, mommy.

VAREENA: Good boy. I love that you get it, I hate trying to explain everything. This is going to play out so perfectly.

JOHNNY: I’m excited.

VAREENA: Me too, I love that I’m your first mommy dommy.

JOHNNY: Should I bring anything besides trunks and a towel?

VAREENA: Don’t even worry about that, I’ve got everything you need right here.

JOHNNY: Yes you do, lol. You have trunks for me?

VAREENA: Yes, baby. Everything will be taken care of when you come over to mommy’s house. I’m a very loving domme, I think you’ll enjoy yourself.

I was laying in bed exchanging text messages with Hannah’s hot mom. It didn’t even sound real, and it was surreal to the point where I had to keep reminding myself that this was actually happening.

I’d never been a hit with the ladies, and I thought Vareena was the single sexiest human female that I’d ever come in contact with. My luck was almost astounding, astronomical even. What were the odds that the one woman I felt this electromagnetism for happened to be the one woman who went out of her way to pursue me? I felt one with God or something.

Our conversation continued on and off throughout the day, and I found myself more and more embracing my role as her submissive. I thought that Vareena was a spectacular woman, and I wanted to know every little detail about her, but it seemed that what she wanted was largely a physical relationship, which suited me just fine.

The mommy thing kind of threw me off at first, but I was willing to put up with anything in order to be with her. As we continued talking, she explained that she cherished her maternal nature and loved the idea of exploring that avenue sexually. She wanted to be in control, but also to nurture, and praise, and worship while being worshiped.

By the end of the night, I was proudly calling her my mommy and practically shaking with anticipation. She was so classy, intelligent, and mature. It was a complete change of pace, and I was captivated by her. That said, I had no idea how it was going to go over with Hannah.

We were just friends, but it was her mother. I had to put my trust into Vareena, that she knew how to navigate these strange waters. I tossed and turned, struggling to follow her instructions not to ejaculate again until she told me that I was allowed to. She caused so much tension in me, but I fought the urge, eventually drifting off while in a state of desperate longing.

Chapter 3

Vareena assured me that everything was kosher, and that she’d already told Hannah she invited me over. Still, my nerves had me pacing around the house all morning, awaiting the day ahead.

I pulled out of my driveway a few minutes early, figuring I’d need to circle the block a few times to calm my nerves. It was such an odd scenario, and I just didn’t want to ruffle any feathers.

When I pulled into their driveway, I knew right away that it was his car because it was spray painted black, with a white skull on the hood. It looked days away from the graveyard, and I wasn’t looking forward to meeting him.

“Hi, baby.” Vareena said, answering the door wearing a bathing suit cover up and holding a glass of iced tea.

“Hi. You look amazing.” I said, drawing her smile.

“Thanks.”

“That’s an awfully cool car, I see why Hannah goes for that guy.” I said. Vareena’s eye contact was piercing, and a warm smile spread across my face as I stepped inside.

“Come inside, my love. To my bedroom.”

“Yes ma am.” I said, unsure of what she had in mind but in full approval of the direction we were headed.

“Awh.”

“What?”

“I was hoping you’d call me something else.” she said, taking my hand in hers and leading me up the stairs.

“Oh. I’m sorry. I’m still getting used to it.” I said, my palms sweating in her hands as she made my pulse skyrocket.

“I understand, but it makes me feel special.”

“Okay mommy. It won’t happen again.” I said, walking down the hallway toward the master bedroom. We stepped inside, and my first thought was how I couldn’t wait to make love to her on her enormous four post bed.

“I have something for you.” she said, releasing my hand and going to her closet, giving me a chance to admire her long hamstrings as she bent over to retrieve something.

“What is it?” I asked, stepping closer as she turned around to face me.

“Your swimming trunks.” she said, tossing me a tiny pair of speedos. I started laughing, and held them up in front of my face.

“You want me to wear these? In front of Hannah and too legit to quit?” I asked, shaking my head. They were my size, but I’d never worn that type of swimwear.

“I do. You’re my boytoy, and I’m not shy about it.”

“Oh, is that what this is? You marking your territory?” I asked. It wasn’t something I’d have picked out for myself, but if it meant me getting closer to being with Vareena, then so be it.

“Exactly. They all shall know you’re mine.” she said, grinning.

“Is this some sort of a BDSM humiliation ritual? Because this isn’t exactly what I had in mind when you said gentle domming.” I said, on a roll with getting her to laugh. If only I could have been like that with other girls.

“No, not at all!” she said, covering her mouth and stepping forward. “You don’t have to wear it. I just thought it would be cute.”

“I’m kidding.” I said, accepting her hug and immediately inhaling the scent of her hair.

“I know, but I don’t want you to think of it like that, and if you do, at all, then let me know.” she said, leaning her torso back and looking me square in the eyes.

“Vareena, I was just messing around. I don’t mind.”

“Good. I can’t wait to see your body in them.”

“I am a little nervous about meeting homeboy now. He’s not gonna know how to take me.” I said, imagining myself strutting around by the pool. At the end of the day, it wasn’t that big of a deal, and I had no problem wearing some skimpy trunks in order to show Vareena that I didn’t mind loosening up and having a little fun. It felt like such an opportunity, even having the chance to try and court her.

“It’s badass. He’ll definitely maintain eye contact.” she said, nudging me with her elbow. I went into the bathroom to change, looked at myself in the mirror, and told myself to have fun with it. Because what else was I going to do in a pair of freaking speedos?

We walked outside to the back porch and swimming pool, and Hannah was already in the water with Ernest, floating on a raft while he circled around her. I was glad they didn’t notice us at first, just to avoid their attention. Vareena and I pulled up a couple chairs to lay out on, and that’s when they noticed us.

It was Hannah first, lowering her sunglasses and squinting her eyes. Vareena had already told her I was invited, but I think she was shocked by the fact that I was crouched down and rubbing oil on her mother’s legs. She hopped off of her flotation device and swam straight for the ladder, with Ernest in tow. I could feel their eyes as she strode quickly across the wet concrete in our direction.

“Hey.” she said.

“What’s up?” I asked, pausing from what I was doing and standing tall.

“What are you wearing?”

“A bathing suit. Hey man, it’s Ernest, right?” I asked, extending my hand. I never understood the phrase fake it until you make it, but it felt like feigning confidence was my only option, and it worked like a charm.

“Yeah, dude. Sweet speedos.” he said, eyes squinted and sounding exactly like a stereotypical surfer. He wasn’t being sarcastic, he actually thought they were cool.

“Thanks man.”

“What was your name?”

“It’s Johnny.” I said.

“Right on.” he said, smiling and nodding. He wasn’t at all what I expected, and I couldn’t help chuckling at myself for building him up in my head. He was just an idiot. A nice enough seeming guy, but clearly a bit of a burnout.

“So, what’s going on? You two are hanging out now?” Hannah asked, hands on her hips and not sounding happy.

“I told you I invited him.” Vareena said.

“Yeah, but…whatever. It’s fine.” she said, throwing up her hands and walking away temporarily. Ernest just stood there awkwardly, so she had to come back and grab him before returning to the pool.

“Oof. I didn’t expect her to be mad about it.”

“She isn’t. She’s jealous because she wanted you to give her all of your attention.” she said, removing her bathing suit cover to display the most elegant female body I could imagine, thick and curvy in all of the right places.

“Good Lord. Fuck.” I said, licking my lips and going wide eyed. I couldn’t get over it.

“My sweetheart. Do you mind covering mommy in oil?” she asked. I smiled back at her, and grabbed the bottle of baby oil, returning to her freshly shaved legs. I can’t say there wasn’t some awkwardness on my end, getting used to Hannah seeing me with Vareena, but it had to happen one way or the other.

Getting my hands on her body was a treat and a curse. I would have rubbed her down anytime she asked for my own personal enjoyment, but it was difficult to conceal my growing endowment in the tiny trunks.

“You really have the prettiest feet.” I said, massaging her lubed up soles with my thumbs and wishing that her big toe was in my mouth.

“Thank you, baby boy. I’m glad you’re the type of man who can appreciate them.” she said.

“Oh, I am. You have no idea.” I said, losing the battle to divert the pressure from between my legs.

“I’ll know soon enough. I can tell that you want to worship them, don’t worry. I’ll let you.” she said, making the sweetest promise with her velvet voice.

“I would do it right now. Right in front of them.” I said, emboldened by my own horniness. Vareena giggled, glancing over at her daughter and Ernes, who was going through a series of flips and cannonballs, immediately asking Hannah each time he breached the surface “did you see that?”

“Not right now. It wouldn’t be proper.” she said, flexing and curling her toes in an effort to further tease me. “Let it marinate, and show me your ability to control yourself.”

“But I can’t. Not with you.” I said, glancing over to make sure that they weren’t looking before leaning in and placing a gentle kiss on her toe, and then another.

“Baby boy, you’re gonna get mommy all wet before I even step into the pool.” she said, placing the palm of her hand over her heart without pulling her foot away from my lips. 

“I’m not trying to be disobedient, mommy. I just want you.” I said, feeling almost desperate for her touch and wrapping my lips around her toe.

“Shh. Such a good boy, I love your adoration.” she said. I thought that I was finished until she flipped over, pulling her bottoms into the crack of her ass and shaking it like a stripper while laying flat.

“Mommy…”

“Yes my love. Would you mind oiling up my buttocks?”

“I’d be honored.” I said, noticing Hannah’s regular glances in our direction and settling in. Maybe I was wrong, maybe Hannah did have some sort of feelings for me outside of our platonic relationship. Or maybe Vareena was right, and she was just jealous. I was too busy squeezing oil onto her mother’s peach of an ass to give a fuck one way or the other.

“Good boy.” she said, purring and squirming beneath my hands, which were rubbing in outward circles so that I could steal glances of her pussy and asshole, furthering my state of arousal to the point where I was no longer thinking rationally.

“So pretty.” I said, almost in a trance and staring down while I dug into her soft, meaty flesh.

“Yeah? Is mommy’s ass turning you on?” she asked.

“Everything about you turns me on. You’re aesthetic perfection. A feminine goddess personified.” I said.

“Oh, I like that. I have a bit of a praise kink, giving and receiving.” she said. My mind was not in a rational space, and I couldn’t pull my eyes away from her asshole or pussy, both of which were beckoning my darkest desires.

“Well, you’re certainly worth praising. This is making me so hard.” I said, my erection pushing against the restricting fabric.

“Good boy. You should be hard for your mommy.”

“I am. It’s just…so much pressure.”

“Let it build, baby. I want you to cover me with your cum later.” she said.

“Fuck.” I said, sighing and reaching down to adjust myself. I wanted to pull it out and start stroking, right in front of Hannah and just let all of the pent up tension out. Vareena was so hot that it was painful, and I wasn’t sure how much longer I could control myself.

“Awh, my sweet baby.”

“I want to slide these down, pull your cheeks apart, and put my face in it.” I said, glancing over at Hannah who was trying to make me jealous by cuddling with Ernest in the water. I smiled, completely content with the woman lying in front of me, and the dirty conversations we were having just out of earshot.

“Johnny. You’re such a naughty little boy, can’t you focus on anything else?”

“No, mommy. I’m sorry, but I can’t. I need it.” I said. She posted up on her elbows, turning back and giving me the most seductive glare.

“Let me turn over and get fifteen minutes of sun on my frontside, then I’ll take you upstairs and you can enjoy mommy with your mouth.” she said, slowly turning herself over as I carefully inspected every square inch of her sun browned skin.

“This isn’t fair.”

“Why isn’t it fair?” she asked, adjusting her top and bringing my attention to her erect nipples poking through the fabric.

“You’re too beautiful. I’m powerless to you.”

“There’s nothing wrong with that, sweetheart. Just submit to mommy.” she said. “In the meantime, I wouldn’t mind another footrub.”

“Yes mommy.” I said, sitting at the bottom of her chair so she could put her feet in my lap. I squeezed oil into the palm of my hands, alternating between her feet until fifteen minutes had passed, at which point she stood up from her chair, took me by the hand, and led me back inside.

It was an exhilarating feeling, having their eyes on us as we left the backyard. Our conversations had been so explicit and suggestive, and while I didn’t know exactly what she had in store for me, I knew that it was exactly what I was looking for.

“Come inside, baby.” she said, holding open her bedroom door, and then closing it behind me.

“I’ll do anything you say, mommy.”

Chapter 4

As soon as the door closed, her entire demeanor shifted. It was like letting a succubus out of her cage, being alone with her.

“Come here, Johnny. Sit on your hands.” she said, patting the end of her bed for me to sit down.

“Yes, mommy.” I said, almost intimidated to look into her eyes as I did what she told me to do, unsure of why I was sitting on my hands.

“Good. Remember, you always have to listen to mommy, and do exactly as you’re told.”

“Yes, mommy. Always.” I said, still fully erect and in deep need of her feminine touch. Vareena pulled her top down, exposing her breasts and pressing them together, leaning forward and putting them right in my face.

“No. Not yet, just look at them.” she said, pinching her nipples and climbing into my lap.

“They’re so nice.”

“Yeah? You like mommy’s big tits?”

“I love them.”

“Awh, sweetie. I love how you make me feel so pretty, and special.” she said, mashing my face between her tits and moving her torso from side to side. “Do you want to suck on mommy’s nipples?”

“I would love that.” I said, raising my eyes to hers. Vareena took hold of one of her breasts, holding her perky nipple at my lips and grinding against me.

“Ooh.” she squealed, giggling as I latched on. “Wow, you are hard for mommy.”

“I can’t help it.” I said, swirling my tongue around her nipple. It felt surreal, being in a subservient role to a beautiful older woman, while my friend Hannah was out in the backyard, with no idea of the dirty debauchery taking place behind closed doors.

“Oh, wow. Mommy loves that young, hard, cock.” she said, slowing her cadence and putting emphasis on every word as she took hold of my erection through my speedos.

“My cock loves you.” I said, smiling up at her and suckling steadily. I wanted to grab her tits, to hungrily feast between them and coat them in hot, sticky cum.

“I know what your cock is really gonna love.” she said, smiling and sliding off of my lap. “No, put your hands back. Be a good boy.”

“Yes ma am. I’m sorry.” I said, getting a bit overzealous. Vareena crouched down in front of the bed, assisting me in pulling down my speedos. Her eyes went wide as it flopped out, and she pressed her wet lips against my cock head.

“Look at that. Such a healthy, hard cock.” she whispered, letting her saliva dribble out from between her lips, and then spreading it slowly around with her fingertips and activating nerve endings I didn’t even know I had.

“Ughnn…” I moaned, thrusting against her mouth as she opened wider to inhale me. “Oh my God.”

“Gluck, gluck, gluck!” her throat squished but she kept looking up at me, taking control right away and sending me spiraling into a puddle of submission.

“Mommy, oh my God that’s amazing.” I said, taking deep breaths and realizing that it was going to be a battle not to ejaculate immediately.

“Yeah, you love your mommy, don’t you? Don’t you baby?” she asked, her voice intense and full of dominance as she stroked my spit stroked cock in her soft hands.

“Yes. Yes!”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes. I love my mommy.” I moaned, so turned on by calling her by that name that it made me feel shameful. Her spit turned viscous, coating my balls as she sloppily slurped away, using both hands and taking them into her mouth.

“Good boy. That turns me on so much. I love hearing you say that.” she said, using her throat like a damn plunger. “Gluck! Gluck! Gluck!”

“Oh, God. I love you, mommy.” I said it again, in such a state of agonizing pleasure that I was forgetting to breathe, and seeing stars.

“Say it again.” she said, reaching between her legs and rubbing herself while continuing to suck me off in an almost deranged way. Seeing that side of her only made me fall harder for her, and I began to believe the words as they left my mouth over and over, until I was erupting harder than ever before.

“I love you mommy…ugh!” I called out, having told her several times that I was going to cum. Vareena didn’t pull her mouth off it, letting my cum spurt off into her mouth as she continued sucking it straight down her throat. I remember twitching, gripping her hair and losing all sense of self as my entire consciousness became the experience of pleasure. I didn’t know I could cum like that, that a woman could encapsulate me so fully, draining me of every ounce of desire and need that I possessed with her mouth alone.

Chapter 5

“That was so hot. You really do like having me as a mommy, don’t you?” she asked, having gulped down my entire load like nothing and then slipped into bed beside me. I didn’t even respond, just smiled wide and turned to face her.

My world was turned upside down in the best possible way. I didn’t care about Hannah, or her friends, or dating, or anything. I only wanted Vareena, over and over and in every imaginable way.

“No one has ever done that to me before.”

“What? Gave you a blowjob?” she asked, sounding surprised.

“I mean, I’ve gotten blowjobs before. I’m just saying that no one has done that before.” I said, emphasizing how intense it was for me. My legs felt like jello, and I wasn’t sure I could stand up if I wanted to.

“Oh, baby. There’s plenty more where that came from.”

“Really?”

“Of course, as long as you’re a good boy. I believe good boys should be rewarded.” she said.

“You should be rewarded. Or awarded.” I said, laughing. I was so relaxed and full of endorphins, and her radiant smile was making me wonder if it was possible to date her.

“Mommy of the year?”

“Of the century.” I said, leaning in for a kiss. Her lips melted against mine, still warm and puffy as they parted to receive my tongue. She broke our embrace, and placed her finger over my lips.

“Reward me.” she said, pushing my head down towards her legs. “Take them off.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, lacing my fingers inside of her waistband while she looked down at me anxiously. I slid them slowly down, letting her raise her hips and then slipping them off of her ankles. She spread her legs for me, and I lowered myself between them. The hairs on my neck stood up as I leaned closer, eyeing her gorgeous pussy lips and spreading them with my fingers.

“Good boy.”

“I should have known you’d be gorgeous down there. You were fashioned by God himself.” I said, fighting my urge to just shove my face in it and start munching. Raveena was a sensual, classy woman of experience, so I started by kissing on her inner thighs, trying to replicate her technique of teasing, albeit without the patience behind it that she possessed.

“Baby, fuck.” she whimpered, squirming beneath me. She was so reactive to my touch, and I continued kissing all around it, lightly grazing her clit with my fingertip as she begged me to reward her.

“It’s so pretty. I have to taste you.” I whispered, placing my mouth over her vagina and dragging my tongue from her hole to her clit, latching on with my lips with the sound of her pleasure filling the room.

“Yes, Johnny. Such a good little boy for mommy, this is what I need. Fuck, mommy loves your mouth.” she said, running her fingers through my hair and grinding herself back against me. Her warmth and wetness were delightful, so fresh and sweet like nectar.

“Mmm…”

“Look up at me, boy. Look at mommy.”

“Mmm…” I rhythmically lapped her pussy, latching my arms under her legs and pulling her into me. There was no more teasing, no more playing coy and letting her arousal build. It might have been a submissive act, but I take pleasure in giving pleasure.

“Johnny, that’s my good boy. Just like that.” she said, the expression in her eyes  unmistakable. She awakened a beast inside me, intent on orally consuming her with a hungry passion. The more she squealed, writhing beneath me with appreciation, the more uninhibited I became.

The rest of the world ceased to exist. There was only Vareena, pinching my head with her thighs and holding my face in her crotch. She brought me right back to life, making my dick hard even though I’d cum fifteen minutes prior. 

“Why does it taste so good?” I asked, rubbing my face in it and inhaling her mind altering scent. There was nothing about her that didn’t hyper-stimulate my senses, first and foremost my arousal.

“Uh-huh, baby. Yes. Suck on it, don’t stop.” she said. “Fughhh.”

“Mmm hmm…I want you to cum for me.”

“Then don’t stop.” she said, tightening her grip around my hair and extending her hips. I moaned in agreement, taking her point and remaining steady. Her eyes were closed, and she gripped her breasts while my tongue caressed her, slowly building until she was shaking uncontrollably, her breath changing as she yelled my name.

“Mmm…”

“Oh, fuck. Ughhn!” Vareena reached climax and it was the single hottest thing I’d ever witnessed, leaving me throbbing as she expressed her pleasure, rolling her hips and letting my slurp up her wetness in the same way she’d done for me. There was a wet circle on her sheet, and I raised my torso slowly and looked down at her, eyes still closed and biting her finger with a satisfied grin.

“You’re the sexiest woman alive. I swear it.” I said, grabbing her ankles and sliding her down to me. I stood at the foot of her bed, taking hold of myself at the root and rubbing it against her to check for her reaction.

“You better not put your cock in me without permission.” she said, raising her eyebrows.

“Please, mommy? I have to.”

“You have to?” she asked, playfully grinning as turned over onto her hands and knees.

“I have to.” I said, repeating the simple phrase as my attention shifted to the luscious ass before me and climbed into bed to follow it. “I have to.”

“You did a very good job of making mommy cum.” she said. “If you’re going to do it, do it hard.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, placing my hands on her waist and scooting in closer. “You’re so gorgeous. I can’t be held responsible for what I’m about to do.”

“Do it hard, baby.” she said, repeating her request as I rubbed myself between her lips, soaking up her wetness and spreading it around. “Please.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, giving her ass a light slap before pushing it inside. Her tightness sent a jolt of electricity straight to my brain and cock, and I began thrusting with everything I had.

“Oh! Oh! Fuck, baby, yes. Harder!” Vareena said, throwing her weight back against me in rhythm with my thrusts. She wasn’t kidding about liking it hard, and no matter how hard I fucked her, she screamed out for more.

Her bed began creaking, bumping into the wall as I lost all control of myself. I knew it wouldn’t be long, that her tight hole would milk me and that there was nothing I could do about it. I slapped her ass again, lost in lust and savoring each deep stroke as I forcefully bounced her ass off my pelvis.

“Harder, please. Oh, fuck.” she braced herself against the headboard, taking it until we were arriving simultaneously. It took everything in me to last her out, holding the small of her back and feeding her what she craved.

“I’m so close, mommy. I’m so close.”

“Do it, baby. Cum for me.”

“Yes!” I grunted, my cock flexing as it spurted, shooting her full of my seed with no thought of precaution. I was completely blinded by lust and desire, my brain overriding attraction being way too much for me to handle. My fingertips dug into her flesh, holding on for dear life as I pummeled her to completion.

Chapter 6

I came over for a swim, but stayed for a sleepover. Vareena and I never left her bedroom, christening it into our sanctuary again and again. She was like a drug, and I was trying to overdose on my very first attempt at her.

“While we were sitting by the pool, you said something that intrigued me.” she said, fresh out of the shower and laying naked on her stomach.

“Yeah?”

“That’s right. You said that you wanted to spread my cheeks apart, and put your face in there.” she said, making me blush at the recollection.

“I wasn’t in my right mind.”

“I know you weren’t, that’s why I was so intrigued.” she said. “Honestly Johnny, I didn’t expect you to be such a fabulous lover.”

“How come?”

“You didn’t seem all that confident, and with how you hovered around Hannah, I wasn’t sure if you knew how to please a woman.”

“But you still wanted to have a go at me?” I asked, smiling. It was a compliment as far as I was concerned, and I was glad to have not embarrassed myself.

“I told you, I know what I want. Even if you were terrible, I would have taught you how to please me.” she said.

“You still can.” I said, licking my chops at my proposition from earlier.

“I think you already know.” she said, reaching back and spreading her cheeks apart. “Now be a good boy. Lick.” 

“Yes mommy.” I said, feeling myself going under her spell again. She held her butt open, and I tried to act like it was something I’d done before by treating it like a band aid. As soon as my tongue touched down, she squealed and something came over me. The novel, neutral taste of her flesh, knowing that I was doing something so depraved, I went crazy.

“Oh! Oh, wow. Baby!” she said, arching her back and spreading her cheeks wide as I plunged my tongue inside her. I slobbered everywhere, losing myself in the feast until she was crawling away from me.

“Where do you think you’re going?” I asked, wiping the spit from my face.

“I need lube. I need you in there.” she said, reaching for the drawer and pulling out a small bottle. It took me a second to realize what she meant, and I didn’t hesitate, pouring lube onto my cock, and then fingers.

“You’re really gonna let me do this?” I asked. Vareena had her ass up in the air, practically begging me to violate her.

“You’ve been such a good boy, Johnny. I think you deserve it.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, having gotten used to the moniker. I did as I was told, inserting my fingers slowly and spreading the lube around before entering her. I pressed the tip against her hole, holding myself at the base while applying forward pressure.

“Be gentle.” she whispered, wiggling her ass to assist with my entry. It was a new act for me, my first time sticking it in a woman’s asshole. It was another shocking grip, and I worked it slowly in and out with Vareena humming.

“So tight.” I said, transfixed on watching myself enter her. It felt so dirty, but I couldn’t stop.

“Yes, baby. Take mommy’s asshole.”

“It’s so good. Fuck.”

“You can go harder. Ugh, yes.”

“Oh my God. I love it so much.” I said, taking her without protection and increasing my pace. We started rather slowly, but it wasn’t long before the bed was rocking again.

“Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!” she screamed, not shy at all about making noise. Her squeals were pleasure filled, and I let loose on her with everything I had, again unloading the constant tension she provided. I held her by the hips, our pace becoming almost violent as we dragged each other toward oblivion.

At some point, Vareena reached down and began rubbing her clitoris. I prayed that she’d make it to orgasm before me, but with the tightness of our seal, it didn’t seem likely.

“Vareena, I’m close.” I said, tossing my head back and bottoming out. Her trembling only sent me closer to the precipice, and we hollered sweet nothings into the darkness as we came together. I held her in place while finishing, dumping another sticky load into her body without concern. She collapsed in front of me, removing herself from her impaled state while I fell down beside her, panting for breath with my muscles burning.

Cuddling with Vareena felt like home, and even though we’d only become physical, I couldn’t imagine losing her intimacy. I fell asleep with her bare ass pressed up against my crotch, exhausted from our tryst.

The next morning was more of the same, and I woke up to Vareena under the sheets, with her succulent lips wrapped around my hard shaft. She ended up on top of me, riding me to completion and taking another bareback creampie.

I took a shower, because I had to leave for work and was already pushing it on time. On the way out, I heard Hannah’s voice.

“Johnny?”

“Hannah, what’s up?” I asked, pawing at my neck as the awkward reality set in.

“What are you doing here? Did you sleep here?”

“Uhh, yeah. Upstairs.” I said.

“With my mom?”

“Yeah. Hey, I have to go, I’m late for work. I’ll talk to you later. Have a good one.” I said, going into a panic and dipping out of there. Hannah seemed stunned, and waved as I stepped out the front door on the way to my car.

My heart was pounding when I started the engine, and a deep feeling of pride set in. That day at work was unlike any other, and nothing seemed to get me down. It was a busy night, but I was locked in and ended up having a 200 dollar shift.

Hannah and I caught up a few days later, and I just came clean about the nature of our relationship. She wasn’t mad, but couldn’t believe it. Once we moved past it, she started complaining about Ernest.

“I don’t know. I think he’s kind of dumb.” she said, looking at me like that came as some sort of shock to her.

“I think you’re right.” I said, laughing. “But he seemed really nice, really genuine.”

“He’s fun to be around, but I can’t see myself seriously dating him.”

“I feel you.”

“You know he doesn’t even own a motorcycle? He said that he wanted to take me out on his motorcycle, and then when I asked him about it, he said he didn’t know how to ride but wanted to learn. I just can’t with him.” she said.

Vareena and I continued our torrid love affair, and I became such a regular fixture around the house that I’d sometimes hang out with Hannah between our rampant love making sessions. We became very bonded, and after a while, I decided to stop beating around the bush when it came to my intentions. Despite our age gap, it was more than sexual. She was my woman, and I wanted it to be official.

That’s how it started, the way I met the woman of my dreams. I asked her out, she said yes, and the rest is history. That was years ago, and we’re still going strong. Hannah eventually met someone too, someone ten years older, coincidentally enough. We’re still good friends to this day.

Free Use - However He Wants Her 


Chapter 1 - Stacy 

It always broke my heart seeing the way his wife treated him, knowing he deserved better. His name was Gabe, and he was my best friend Lacey’s dad. He was the best guy, and did everything he could for his family, he just wasn’t appreciated by Vita, his mean and angry faced wife.

Lacey and I became friends during my freshman year of college, and we found out that we lived ten minutes apart. When summer rolled around, we carpooled back home and had been spending tons of time together. That’s how I met Gabe, and I was smitten from the moment I laid my eyes on him.

He was tall and muscular, and handsome in a rugged way. There was just something magnetic about him, and even though I tried ignoring my feelings, there was no denying that I was helplessly attracted to him.

I didn’t notice at first how mean Vita was, but it didn’t take long before the pattern emerged. She never smiled or engaged me in conversation, and the only times she had anything to say, it was always complaining in a shrill tone.

“God dammit Gabe, for fuck’s sake!” she yelled, tossing things around in the kitchen and being way extra. Gabe smiled, and looked up from his phone.

“What is it?”

“Get your ass in here. I obviously need your help. You never put anything back where it belongs.” she said, her voice laced with emotion. She was always like that, and he took it like a champ.

It happened again while he was trying to read a book, and I could really see how much it bothered him because he finally kind of snapped.

“I don’t care, Vita! Figure it out.” he said, sick of being interrupted while she badgered him about where her credit card was. It made me uncomfortable, but it also made my attraction blossom.

We didn’t talk a whole lot at first, but we grew more comfortable every time I came over to hang out. I found out that he was retired, having formerly owned a construction company that he sold for millions. As if I needed anymore of a reason to want to steal him away.

The more she bitched and complained, the more it bothered me. Lacey and Gabe were amazing, but Vita was a serious menace to society. She single handedly ruined the mood of the house on a regular basis, and there were times when it was downright uncomfortable being over there because she was so on edge all the time.

“Is she ever in a good mood?” I asked. The three of us were playing a board game, having a good time, and she was screaming that someone changed the Netflix password. Gabe went and typed it in, assuring her it was the same, and then logging her in.

“A good mood? No, never. She was in a neutral mood once, I think it was in January.” Gabe said, smirking.

“Honestly, Stacy, she wasn’t always like this but she’s just become miserable over the past five years or so.” Lacey said, completely earnest.

“Keep this between us, but I’ve already hired a divorce lawyer. I can’t take it anymore.” he said. This wasn’t news to Lacey, but it gave me a great deal of relief for him because it was so unfair that such an amazing man was treated like such crap.

“How did you handle it for this long?” I asked, blurting out of curiosity. Gabe looked into my eyes, smiled and sighed.

“I have no idea. I really loved her at one point, but that person is long gone. We haven’t been intimate in almost three years.” he said, open on spilling the beans.

“Not once?”

“Nope. Being married to her reminds me of my days starting out in construction, because I have to rely on my own bare hands for everything.” he said, laughing at his own dad joke.

“You’re terrible.” Lacey said, having a little chuckle.

From that day onward, I no longer felt awkward about my crush on him. If he was going to be single, I figured that I might as well let him know that I was interested, even if I had to be subtle about it.

I started wearing skimpy clothing when I came over, and parading myself around him. His eyes said it all, as he was the “wearing his heart on his sleeve” type, and very easy to read.

It was a few days before father’s day, and I wore a low cut and form fitting white tank top with short jean shorts. Lacey went into the kitchen, and I walked into the living room, where Gabe was reading. I caught his attention right away, and his eyes raised from his book.

“Oh, hi Stacy.” he said, putting his book down and removing his reading glasses to stand.

“Hi.” I said, feeling the shift in the way he looked at me.

“I love your outfit.” he said. I sat down on the sofa across from him, and he sat back down as well, but his eyes went nowhere.

“Thanks. Me too.” I said, feeling so perky and girly in his presence.

“I know you don’t care for Vita, but you’re lucky she’s still here.” he said, making no effort to conceal his wandering eyes.

“Why’s that?”

“Because if I was already divorced, I don’t know if I could control myself around you.” he said, making such extended eye contact that I could feel myself blushing.

“Oh.” I said, crossing my legs and enjoying his attention.

“I know I’m a little old for you, but that doesn’t mean I don’t think you’re gorgeous.” he said. Right as things were getting interesting, Lacey reappeared from the kitchen with a plate of cheese.

“My friend Juan from Guatemala just texted me.” she exclaimed, setting her plate down on the coffee table and turning her focus to her phone. Her thumbs moved like pistons, typing a response. 

“The one you were always gaming with?” Gabe asked.

“Yep.”

“Did he say why he went missing in action?” I asked, quite familiar with Guatemalan gaming crush Juan. They stayed up gaming together all night for months in our dorm, then all of a sudden he went missing.

“One second…” she said, too focused on conversing to let us in on the gossip. Gabe and I made eye contact, smiling silently and exchanging lust through look alone.

Even though I’d had a crush on him since I met him, actually having him acknowledge that he looked at me in that way was a major turn on, and it made me feel like there was a real possibility of something happening between us. It was very reassuring to know the attraction was mutual, and not just a secret fantasy of mine with no hold in reality whatsoever.

“His family has been living either without power, or with intermittent power for six weeks. No internet. That’s why he hasn’t logged on.” she said.

“Is he alright?” Gabe asked.

“Yeah. It’s back on now, I guess everything is stable. He wants to play Fantasy Fights, Warrior Edition tonight. That’s the game we played when we first met each other.” she said, her eyes lighting up. His disappearance had been a major wave in her life, as they were very close and so connected.

“When does he want to play?” I asked.

“He’s logging on now. Do you care if I go upstairs and play?” she asked, begging like a puppy dog.

“Of course.”

“Yeah, go. I’ll keep Stacy entertained.” he said, waving for her to go to her room and reconnect with Juan. She grabbed her cheese, and disappeared like a startled mouse up the stairs.

“Well, I guess that only leaves us.” I said, feeling the butterflies kick in my stomach. I knew full well they would play for hours, having already witnessed it one hundred times before.

“I don’t mind at all. You’re by far my favorite of Lacey’s friends.” he said, leaning forward and cocking his head.

“Why’s that?”

“You’re invigorating, like a breath of fresh summer air.” he said, glancing at my chest. “And you’re the prettiest little thing, I can’t stop checking you out.”

“Well, first off, thank you. That’s very sweet of you to say.” I said, feeling completely disarmed by his honesty. “You’re very handsome, and I love your disposition. You always make me laugh, and I feel so comfortable around you.”

“I feel the exact same way. I end up in such a great mood every time you come over.” he said. The tension was palpable, and I was fighting the urge to stand up and jump him.

“Gabe! God dammit. God fucking dammit!” she shouted. His eyes glazed over, and then rolled.

“My apologies. Let me deal with her.” he said, standing up. His energy deflated noticeably, and he walked towards the sound of her voice.

“You used the last of the fucking toilet paper and didn’t replace it again!”

“No, I didn’t. I bought a 24 pack of double rolls.” he said, his voice monotone and bored.

“Well, where the fuck is it?” she hissed from the bathroom.

“Exactly where it always is, under the sink.”

“Can you get it for me? Or do you want your wife to hobble over there with my pants around my ankles, my cheeks stuffed with feces?” I found her absolutely terrifying, but giggled to myself hearing her crude remarks.

“No dear, let me get it for you.” he said, barging in. “Doth thou require wiping?”

“Don’t you dare talk to me like that, who do you think you are?”

“Have a nice shit. Don’t forget to wash your hands.” he said, closing the door behind him. It was that same uncomfortable feeling again, of her creating problems out of thin air and taking it out on him.

“I’m sorry, should I leave?” I asked, unsure of how to proceed.

“Please don’t. We can go down to the basement if you want to get away from her psychotic energy. I certainly wouldn’t mind.” he said, looking at me straight faced.

“Can we?” I asked. He offered me his hand, lacing his fingers and leading me towards the basement door. My heart was racing, as I’d only been in the basement a couple of times and never alone with him. It felt like we were sneaking off to do something naughty. Gabe locked the door behind him.

“Won’t that piss her off if she tries to come down here?”

“Everything pisses her off.” he said, leading me down the stairs. The basement was fully furnished, with all black leather couches and a big screen TV. 

“I feel better already.” I said, taking a seat on one side of the couch.

“I want to wait until summer is over to put the divorce into motion. I don’t want Lacey to have to deal with it while she’s here.” he said.

“I understand. It’s a lot of moving parts.”

“Speaking of moving parts, I didn’t realize you were so fit. You usually dress modestly.” he said.

“Oh. Yeah, well, you know.” I said, feeling anxious and horny at the same time. We were alone in the basement, with the door locked. I couldn’t help the feeling that there was a reason for it.

“You look amazing. I need to find me a girl like you.”

“You do know I’m single right?” I asked, unsure. He smiled.

“Would you be with someone twenty years older than you?” he asked.

“It depends. Would you be with someone twenty years younger than you?” I asked.

“As long as it’s you,” he said. Our eyes locked, and no further words were needed. Knowing that Lacey and Vita were upstairs made it feel even more forbidden, making out with my friend’s dad in the basement.

“Mmm…” I hummed, our tongues colliding as his hands moved down my sides.

“I love the way you kiss, baby. You’re so sweet.” he whispered, his fingers fiddling with the front of my pants as we continued kissing. It was all so hot that it was short circuiting my brain, but having my pants unzipped brought me back to reality.

“We can’t.”

“I want you.”

“I want you too. But we can’t do it now. Not with them right upstairs.” I said, kissing him between words.

“Baby, I need it.” he said. I noticed the bulge in his sweatpants, and made the impulsive choice to take hold of it from outside his sweats, jerking it in my hand as we went right back to making out. Maybe we could do it, maybe we’d get away with it.

“Here, pull your pants down. I’ll make you cum.” I said, shocked by my own gall. Gabe pulled his pants down to his ankles, and sat down on the couch in front of me. His cock was so thick and veiny, beckoning my mouth to serve it.

“You’re so pretty, Stacy.” he said, running his fingers through my hair and looking down at me. I wasn’t normally into giving blowjobs, but he had me in such a state of arousal that all I wanted to do was make him cum, to show him how much better of a partner I could be for him.

“It’s so hard.” I said, giggling nervously as I began kissing the tip, pressing my wet lips against it and spreading around my saliva.

“Baby…that’s what I like.” he said, sighing as a warm smile spread across his face. He put his hand on my head, and I parted my lips, wrapping them around his bulbous mushroom and stroking his length. I swirled my tongue around it, getting off on his sensitivity.

“Mmm…I love it.” I said, slapping it against my tongue and looking up at him.

“You’re such a good girl. My wife would never.” he said.

“Oh yeah? I bet she won’t do this either then.” I said, opening wide and sucking his balls.

“Oh, fuck. Oh, wow. Don’t stop doing that, baby.” he said, sitting up and moaning as I stroked and sucked. Knowing that he hadn’t been privy to that treatment only made me want to worship his cock more.

“I’ll do anything you tell me to do.” I said, feeling more submissive to him than anyone before.

“You really want to make me happy?” he asked, taking me by the chin and looking into my eyes. I nodded. “Then submit to me. Give me free use of your body, and let me get to know you in all the depraved ways I’ve already fantasized about.”

“Yes. Anything.”

“You want to call me daddy, don’t you?” he asked, grinning. I shrugged, taking hold of his dick with both hands.

“If you want…”

“Yes, baby. That’s what I want. I want you to show me how much you love pleasing daddy’s cock. Get it as wet and sloppy as you can.” he said.

“Yes, daddy.” I said, doing as I was told. I swallowed around him, forcing myself to take him as deep as I could, and using his cock as a plunger for my throat. “Guck, guck.”

“Good girl. Just like that. That’s how you get daddy’s cum.” he said, holding my head down in his lap and grinding against me. He took hold of my head, moving it up and down his length. I gasped for air, and dove back down until his breathing changed, and his legs started shaking.

“Mmm!” I squealed as it erupted, and hot sticky cum began filling my mouth.

“Oh my God…ohhhh…” Gabe’s body jerked, releasing all of that pent up orgasmic energy directly into my mouth. “Stacy. Can I keep you?”

“Ughhh…” I said, turning my head up and sprinting for the bathroom. I could hear him chuckling as I spit it out into the sink. I looked at myself in the mirror, and couldn’t believe what I’d done. At the same time, getting him off turned me on so much that I would have gotten naked and let him take me right there in the bathroom.

“Vita is blowing my phone up, asking where I’m at.” he said, giving my ass a squeeze before going back upstairs.

After cooling off, I followed behind him and went to check in on Lacey, who was lost in conversation and an intense gaming session.

“I’m gonna go.” I said, mouthing the words and waving goodbye. She acknowledged it, and I decided to go home.

Gabe was all I could think about, and I couldn’t wait to go back over there with our free use agreement in effect.

Chapter 2 - Gabe

It was still surreal when I woke up the next morning, and it gave me a whole extra level of energy that I hadn’t felt in years. Actually getting blown for once was amazing, but it was more than that. It was something new, something exhilarating. Stacy represented hope for a better future.

Vita was far too disrespectful and hateful for me to even consider spending the rest of my life with, and I’d already hired a lawyer to handle things in that respect. Still, I wasn’t planning ahead to the point of my next partner, not until Stacy and I found ourselves caught up in our little affair.

She came over again the following day, the night before father’s day. Vita was in rare form, Vodka drunk in the middle of the day and complaining about everything she came in contact with.

Lacey told us all about how Juan was doing, and how he planned to come visit soon. I wasn’t sure about all that, but I was happy she found someone she could connect with.

Stacy and I kept making eyes at each other, but kept things under wraps until Vita passed out, and Lacey went upstairs to start her gaming date with Juan. It was the perfect scenario, and I could feel my body reacting to her the moment we were alone.

“You’re too cute. I’ve been sneaking glances all day.”

“I know. It’s hard pretending, and keeping my hands to myself.” she said. I sat down beside her, and lifted her into my lap, nestling against her and kissing her on the neck.

“I want to rip your clothes off and go crazy on you.” I said, whispering into her ear.

“I do owe you something for father’s day, daddy.” she said, grinning as I moved my hands to her breasts.

“Let’s go to the basement. I want to bend you over the armrest.” I said, feeling myself harden as she stood up off of me. I took her hand, and we snuck right back into the basement like before. It was a big relief knowing Vita was piss drunk, as she slept like a log whenever she overindulged.

She made me feel young again, and completely awakened the sexual deviant inside me. We wasted zero time, as Stacy jumped into my arms and wrapped her legs around my waist.

“You’re so tiny, and tight. I can’t wait to feel inside you.” I said, carrying her over to the couch as she yanked her shirt up over her head, tossing it on the floor in front of the couch as I dropped her down on it.

“I already miss your cock, daddy. I need it.” Stacy said, staring at my crotch as I undid the front of my pants. She removed her bottoms, leaving her naked except for her bra.

“Yeah? Well bend over the armrest like daddy said.”

“Oh yeah.” she said, perking up and getting into position. I stood behind her, grabbing her ass and admiring her tight little slit.

“It’s so little.” I said, dragging my fingers between her lips and feeling her sticky wetness. She turned her head, looking back at me with the most innocent doe eyes as I stroked myself before entering.

“You’re such a good girl, Stacy. This is the best father’s day gift a man can ask for.” I said, rubbing it between her lips and teasing entry.

“You deserve it, daddy. I hate how she treats you.”

“Maybe you can take her place.” I said, pushing the tip inside, feeling an electric jolt of pleasure as her tightness gripped the head of my cock.

“Ugh…yes, daddy. Please make me yours. I want you to own me.”

“I’m gonna own this little pussy.” I said, grabbing her hips and forcing it in. She squealed as I bottomed out, and began thrusting against her.

“Oh, yes, daddy. Don’t stop. Oh God…”

“I love how tiny and tight it is. Your pussy is so much better than hers.” I said, naturally uninhibited by the way she made me feel. I’d been starved for so long in the bedroom, and having such a juicy piece of ass to ravage was a God-tier game changer.

“Ugh….uhhhhhh…fuuuhhh…”

“Yeah, that’s my little free use slut.” I barked, holding her by the ponytail and impaling her against me. I could feel myself throbbing inside her, but couldn’t stop fucking her harder.

“Yes….ughhh…yours daddy.” she whimpered, lost in agonizing pleasure and begging incoherently. “Please…yes…ughh…please…daddy…please!”

“I love your pussy, Stacy. It’s mine. It’s only mine.” I said, unable to stop the freight train of pressure that was building in my ballsack.

“Yes!” she called out, practically screaming as I unloaded inside her, completely unconcerned with any potential consequences because they were the last thing on my mind. All that I could consider was our mutual pleasure in that moment, and how God damn good it felt letting loose inside of her fertile young flesh.

I’m surprised no one heard us, but I knew Lacey had her headphones on full blast so it made sense. Still, we were going to have to figure out another way to go about our business, as we were going to get caught sooner or later if we continued to operate so carelessly.

Cum oozed out of her, running down her inner thighs. She went to the bathroom to clean it up, and it was the cutest thing seeing her wiping my dripping seed. We laid down together on the couch, cuddling naked and making out. I unclasped her bra to suck on her perky little nipples, and I could feel our bond growing.

I couldn’t help the feelings of possessiveness, as she was everything I could have possibly dreamed of and more.  She was the light I needed and craved, and I knew that I would never be able to get enough of her.

“You’re such a fantastic lover.” I said, kissing her forehead and nestling my face against hers. I couldn’t believe how comfortable we were together, or how much energy she gave me.

She spent the night, and I stayed in the basement. As soon as Lacey was asleep, she came back down and got naked for me. I told her to put her ankles behind her head, and then fucked her again to completion. By the third time we made love that night, I finally started regaining my stamina.

I wanted her to spend the night on top of me, but we decided it was best to keep what we were doing a secret in the short term. Stacy became a fixture at the house, and we used every spare room and opportunity we could, even if it meant hiding in the laundry room so that I could eat her pussy and then make a deposit.

We started texting, and one thing led to another. My divorce wasn’t quite in motion, but I had a fully submissive, free use girlfriend who was half my wife’s age. It was a sweet form of revenge, knowing I already had something better.

One night, I snuck into my daughter’s room while they were sleeping, and woke Stacy up by sticking my tongue up her asshole. We managed not to wake her, but that’s when I realized things had gone too far. We couldn’t keep our love a secret, as it was too palpable to contain.

Vita was served divorce papers, and I made sure that I was staying in a hotel room that night to avoid whatever crazy reaction she was sure to have. Stacy joined me, and after another vigorous night of free use, she informed me that she was pregnant.

We waited until Lacey went back to school to tell her, and switched all of Stacy’s classes to online for the upcoming year. Vita moved in with her mom, and Lacey was shockingly okay with things. I had to pay for Juan’s plane ticket to get her forgiveness, but it was a small price to pay for a lifetime of happiness with the woman I love.

Birthday Present - Free Use FMF/Unconventional Relationships/Pregnancy

Chapter 1 - Jerry

We’d only arrived at the hotel room about an hour earlier for my birthday. We were going to stay the whole weekend, just so I could get away from work and really decompress. The trip had been in the works for weeks, and it felt amazing laying on the hotel bed with my girlfriend.  

“Hey, babe. Do you mind muting the television? I wanted to talk to you about something.” Brittany said, sitting up and doing it herself.

“What’s up?” I asked, fluffing the pillow behind my head and giving her my attention.

“Well, I wanted to wait until Ariana was in the shower.” she said, looking around like she was almost nervous.

“Okay.” I said, unsure of where she was going. Ariana had hopped in the shower a few minutes before, to freshen up after the five hour drive.

“Since it’s your birthday, and this weekend is all about you…Uhm, this is kind of hard to say. I’m so nervous.” she said. I sat up right away, sensing that something was going on.

“Are you okay?”

“Yeah. Yeah, definitely.” she said, taking a deep breath to compose herself. “We want to give you a birthday present tonight, a really special one.”

“Who? You and Ariana?”

“Exactly. If you know what I mean.” she said, raising her eyebrows. Let me start by saying that her friend Ariana was an absolute bombshell babe. She was blonde, beautiful, with tanned skin, a perfect body, and big fake boobs.

“Not really. You’re gonna have to give me a little more than that.” I said, my mind instantly moving to sex, even though I wasn’t stupid enough to bring that up until she did.

“Both of us. At the same time. Let’s loosen up, and have a little fun.” she said, her face turning red. Brittany was always kind of timid about sex, so hearing her say that came as a complete surprise to me.

“Ariana knows about this?” I asked, kind of just in shock.

“It was her idea, initially. We’ve been planning it for a while.”

“Alright. And you’re okay with this?” I asked. It felt like some sort of trap, an offer way too good to be true, especially considering it was freaking Ariana, easily the hottest out of all her friends. At least in my eyes.

“Yeah. I’m nervous, but really excited.” she said, lacing her fingers together.

“Wow. Well, shit.” I said, lighting up like a Christmas tree. We both chuckled anxiously, and that’s when I heard the water pressure turn off in the bathroom. Suddenly, a lot of things were making sense.

That’s why she’d been so adamant about Ariana joining us, and only getting one hotel room, with one bed. My head was still spinning when she came out of the bathroom, still butt naked and wrapped up in a white hotel towel.

“Hey you.” Brittany said, giving her a look. Ariana smiled back, and then bit her lip when she looked over at me.

“Let me get dressed real quick, then do you want to go grab a bite to eat?” she asked.

“Yeah, sure.”

“Definitely, I’m starving.” I said, patting my stomach. I’d had a light breakfast, but hadn’t eaten since we left that morning.

“You choose the restaurant, birthday boy.” Ariana said, turning around to face the mirror. Her ass was so majestic that I could still clearly make out the outline of her well developed glutes through the towel.

“But don’t ruin your appetite, you’ve got a double dessert tonight.” Brittany said, putting it out there. Ariana and I made eye contact through the mirror, and a little grin appeared at the corner of her lips before returning to doing her makeup. I really couldn’t believe it, and found myself salivating at the thought of having them both at the same time.

“Oh, no worries. I think I’ll be plenty hungry.” I said, adjusting myself in my shorts because I was starting to get a little blood flow down there just from looking at Ariana in a towel.

I looked over the restaurants on my phone, eventually settling on a local seafood joint that seemed like it had good food and vibes. The tension was so obvious between all of us after the plan was introduced, and it felt so novel.

Ariana and Brittany were both hyper giggly, and kept making eyes at each other and me throughout the meal. Ariana even made a comment about craving a big sausage as opposed to the salmon on her plate. I couldn’t help thinking about what lead to their little decision to surprise me, and I kept hearing Brittany saying that it was Ariana’s idea ringing in my head.

It felt freeing being able to flirt with her, as the attraction had always been there. It’s not like I had feelings for her, or had any plans to act on it, but the infatuation was undeniable. It would have been easier if she weren’t so confident and outgoing, or of course, so damn nice to look at.

Even at dinner, she absolutely sparkled in a red, form fitting summer dress that showcased everything about her. Her body was immaculate, as she was extremely disciplined when it came to the gym, and had the most delectable feet and toes, with white french tips for the occasion.

We finished our meal, went for a quick walk on the beach, and then headed back to the hotel room for the night. I was so excited that I could feel my pulse in my chest on the drive home, fantasizing the entire time about what they had in store for me.

Chapter 2 - Brittany

My legs shook while Ariana and I applied the restraints to his wrists and ankles, with Jerry laying on the bed in his underwear, all smiles. It was a fantasy that had taken over my mind, and despite my reluctance, I knew there was no turning back. It was his birthday after all, and a lot of planning went into this.

I’d always been a pretty vanilla girl, a serial monogamist who wasn’t into kinky things like bondage, hooking up with girls, or sharing my boyfriend. That had all changed, slowly, as I got older. By the time I turned 25, my desires had undergone a stark shift.

I found myself more and more attracted to females, and into the idea of watching my boyfriend with them. The more I learned about male sexuality, and their appetite for variety, the more various women started to appeal to me. Ariana was an obvious choice, as she was not only gorgeous, but she was a highly sexual person who exudes sensuality.

She had a certain power about her, effortlessly turning heads wherever we went. It was more than just her looks, it was her aura, and the way she carried herself. Her perfect body and symmetrical face didn’t hurt, but she had an energy about her that was rare. That’s one of the reasons I loved spending time with Ariana, her confidence and playful disposition rubbed off on me, and helped to bring me out of my shell.

I’ll never forget watching them interact the first time they met. Shy at first, but we were at a BBQ and loosened up throughout the night. They ended up sitting directly next to each other, and the look in his eyes was pure adoration. I couldn’t blame him, and it turned me on to no end knowing how badly he wanted to fuck her. Even if he hadn’t admitted it to himself, it was so clearly there.

Ariana and I talked about sex all the time, and I asked her once if she noticed the way Jerry looked at her. She laughed, and said that she did. I asked her if she found him attractive, and she said she did. That’s kind of where the whole idea was born, and we talked about it endlessly until we were both so turned on that we couldn’t control ourselves. It made me feel so naughty, planning to seduce my boyfriend with another woman, at a hotel, on his birthday.

Her imagination ran wild, and she dug deep about all of his interests and kinks. I told her that he’d worshiped my feet a couple times, and that he was always checking out hers. I told her his favorite positions, and little things like internet browser history that I’d stumbled across from time to time.

Ariana was into BDSM, considering herself a dominatrix of sorts. She wanted to tie him to the bed, tease him endlessly, bringing him to the edge and torturing him while making him so aroused that his mind would melt. Knowing she was fully capable of inducing that type of state, I eagerly agreed. Truthfully, I wanted to see him fuck her. I wanted to see her go down on him, and let loose completely.

I’d never been with a girl before, but a major part of her plan was for us to tie him up and give him a little show. The more we talked about it, the more I thought about making love to her. I definitely couldn’t be mad at Jerry for having a crush on her, as I was inflicted with the same feelings.

I masturbated thinking about her, watching porn with girls who had a similar look and imagining the other girl was me. I’m not sure what it was exactly, the taboo, the novelty, or the fact I knew it could really happen, but thinking about Ariana made me cum so hard that I went cross eyed and started seeing stars.

My only fear was jealousy, of seeing them together and losing my mind. Sometimes, the fantasy is way hotter than the reality, but I didn’t think it would happen. I liked that she was conventionally more attractive than me, and more uninhibited sexually. It meant that she could give him things I couldn’t, and the dynamic just made me so wet and turned on. It seemed so fucked up, but at the same time, so hot that it seemed unavoidable. My curiosity had gotten the better of me, I had to see it through.

“How does that feel?” Ariana asked, securing the final strap and giving it a firm tug.

“It’s a little unnerving, but I think I can work with it.” he said, looking over at me to make sure I was still onboard. I smiled, but was so nervous that I could barely think straight. I was happy that Ariana had taken the lead, because I was frozen.

“Don’t worry, baby. This is your special day, and this is going to be all about your pleasure.” Ariana said, slowing down the cadence of her velvet speaking voice.

“I like that.” he said.

“Happy birthday, Jerry.” she said, walking to the foot of the bed and removing her dress. I stared in awe at her beautiful body, adorned with fancy lingerie that suited her to a tee.

“Oh, hi. Check you out.” Jerry said, still checking for my approval with his eyes every couple of seconds. I had on a pair of lingerie I’d purchased for the occasion, but suddenly felt kind of out of place while he ogled Ariana, who was posing and doing a little model walk for him. The dim lighting cast shadows over her figure, making her appear almost surreal.

“You’re not getting turned on, are you?” she asked, crawling on the bed between his legs. He looked down at her, the tent in his briefs a clear sign of his attraction to her.

“Maybe a little. Dessert sounds really nice right about now.”

“Such a sweet boy. Isn’t he so cute?” Ariana asked, giving me a look and motioning for me to approach. I left my dress on for the time being, climbing in beside her so that we were both lying between his legs.

“He is.” I whispered, looking up at him. My nerves were out of control, and a part of me couldn’t quite process that it was really happening.

“Look at that big, hard, birthday cock.” Ariana said, running the palm of her hand over his crotch and making him squirm beneath her.

“Oh my God.” he said. I reached out too, playing with his erection over the outside of his underwear.

“So big and juicy.” Ariana said, giggling and batting her eyes. He stared down at her, mesmerized and unable to break eye contact while she made seductive faces at him, shifting into the form of a temptress with remarkable ease. “Do you want me to kiss it?”

“Please.” he said, his muscles tightening as he pulled against his restraints to no avail. Ariana leaned in, rubbing her face in his crotch and kissing his shaft over his underwear.

“You didn’t say to take it out.” she said, grinning. I cupped his balls, watching him struggle with his own pleasure as she inhaled his scent, sniffing his cock and purring.

“That feels so good, please take it out. Please, baby.” he said. Hearing him call her baby struck a nerve, and I felt the pressure building between my legs as my ultimate fantasy began playing itself out.

“Not yet. I want you to relax, control your breath, and come into the moment. I want you to really enjoy this.” she said, turning her head over to me and running her fingers through my hair. I’d gotten so wrapped up in what was happening that I almost forgot about the plan. We were supposed to make out, and get naked and naughty together.

“Okay.” he said, already breathing heavily from the pure rush of what was taking place. Ariana looked into my eyes, and I felt like everything around me faded into the background, leaving us as the only two people in the world. There was something about her, and I was just as powerless to resist it as Jerry.

“Kiss me.” she whispered, leaning in.

Chapter 3 - Jerry

I think every guy at some point in his life fantasizes about having two girls at the same time. It was a million times hotter than I ever could have imagined, even if I was strapped to the bed and relegated to watching.

Seeing Ariana kiss my girlfriend gave me a strange feeling, partly jealous, but mostly just loving it. They were so tender, slow and sweet.

“Mmm…” Brittany squealed when Ariana reached under her dress, touching her pussy and making her eyes bulge. My cock was so hard that it was becoming a nuisance, pulsing with pressure that needed stimulation.

“Let’s get this off of you, pretty girl.” Ariana said, helping pull Brittany’s dress up over her head.

“God damn, baby. I love your ass in those.” I said, admiring her cute little tush in a lacey black pair of panties.

“Thanks.” she said, her cute smile spreading across her lips. She sat down on the edge of the bed, and Ariana grabbed her by the ankles, flipping her onto her back.

“She has such feminine little feet, don’t you think, Jerry?” Ariana asked, holding both of Brittany’s feet right in front of her lips.

“I agree.” I said, feeling an almost primal urge to rip loose and join them. Ariana looked into my eyes, and started sucking on Brittany’s toes.

“Ooh. That tickles.” Brittany said.

“Play with yourself, baby.” Ariana said, addressing Brittany, who did as she was told. Watching them interact was mind blowing, and once I got used to the throbbing pressure between my legs, I became fully entranced.

They kissed, they fondled, they got naked. It was the first time I’d seen Ariana’s body, all of it like that, and it only further fueled my mad lust.

“I wanna play.” I said, whining like a spoiled child. It was the most erotic moment of my life, and I couldn’t fucking take it anymore.

“Awh, the birthday boy wants to play too.” Ariana said.

“I don’t know, should we let him?” Brittany asked.

“Maybe we could let him play. A little.” Ariana said, rubbing Brittany’s sole over her face and continuing to kiss all over her feet.

“I guess we can at least let him take his cock out.” Brittany said, playing right along with a twinkle in her eye. She seemed so reserved at first, but quickly came around. It was a side of her I hadn’t seen before, and I was thankful to Ariana for helping bring it out.

“Thank you.” I said, sighing with relief as the girls climbed back into bed with me, tugging at my waistband and pulling out. By this point, I was so turned on that my mind was melting, and I just wanted their touch.

“Look at that beautiful penis.” Ariana said, taking it in her hand and spitting onto the head. Brittany used her fingertips to gently rub it in, while Ariana continued supplying saliva until my cock was dripping and thoroughly lubed.

“You should use your feet. He likes that.” Brittany said, making a wonderful suggestion. I’d been checking out Ariana’s feet every chance I got since I first met her, and the next thing I knew, they were wrapped around my cock and stroking it up and down.

“Oh my God.” I moaned, staring at her statuesque feet as they moved along my shaft.

“Aren’t they pretty?” Brittany asked, climbing onto my torso and watching alongside me.

“They’re so nice.” I said, overtaken with pleasure. Brittany and I started making out, and Ariana decided to switch over to using her mouth. “Ugh!”

“That’s pretty impressive.” Brittany said, covering her mouth and chuckling at the sight of Arianaa folded over in the pretzel position, holding my dick in her toes and sucking.

“God damn…”

“Good boy. I want to see you fuck her.” Brittany said, watching intently as Ariana climbed up onto my hips, rubbing her clean shaven pussy against my cock and taking hold of it.

“I want that birthday dick.” Ariana said, pushing it inside and sinking down onto me. I called out in pleasure, writhing uncontrollably as she started to ride. Her tits were immaculate, perfectly perky and bouncing as she dropped her weight down onto me.

“Unnnghh!” being tied to the bed only made my desire stronger, as there were so many things I wanted to do to her that I was restricted from doing. Still, the way her pussy gripped me, hearing her whimper and moan my name as she rubbed her clit and made herself cum for me. It was the greatest birthday present ever, and I knew I couldn’t hold out much longer with her on top of me. Her immense tightness dripped down onto my balls, spilling out as I thrust from the bottom.

“Oh, yes! I love your cock, Jerry. So much.”

“Ariana, fuck. You have the tightest little cunt.” I said, the words leaving my mouth before realizing that my girlfriend was right there. Jess started grinding harder, leaning in to kiss me as I quickly approached climax.

I’m not sure what it was, but locking lips and exchanging tongues sent me over the edge. It seemed so wrong, so deeply intimate. It wasn’t something I ever expected to be doing to my girlfriend’s bestie, thrusting from the bottom while we kissed passionately, staring into each other’s eyes as I erupted inside of her without protection.

“Jess!” I screamed her name, thrashing under her while we both fought for every last bit of pleasure. The intensity was incredible, and I felt euphoria sweep over me as my cock pumped her full of hot cum.

We stopped moving, and the reality set in. I just fucked my girlfriend’s best friend, right in front of her, and I loved every second of it.

Jess and Brittany untied me, and then placed their heads on either side of my chest. I squeezed them tight, kissing them both on the forehead and smiling with pride. I felt like some sort of a conqueror, and we fell asleep in each other’s arms shortly after.

Chapter 4 - Ariana

It felt great finally fucking Jerry. We’d had kind of an unspoken thing since we met, even though I would of course never act on it out of respect for Brittany. That said, the freeing sensation of cumming for his big dick left me in an insatiable state. I wanted more.

She and I had already discussed it. I was free to explore as much as I wanted with Jerry until we left, which didn’t leave me much time. Brittany was more of a one and done type of gal, whereas I was more like a can of Pringle chips. Once I pop, the fun don’t stop. Anyway, I nudged her a couple times to try and wake her to no avail.

“Jerry.” I whispered, giving him a quick nudge before disappearing under the covers. She’d told me about his endowment before, but actually experiencing it was another thing entirely. Even while sleeping, his flaccid cock was formidable.

“Mmm…” I wrapped my lips around his bulbous tip, and began swallowing around his shaft. It started hardening it seconds, and Jerry woke up from his slumber.

“Jess? What are you doing?” he asked, a bit startled.

“What does it look like, silly? I’m sucking your cock.” I said, going back to work and lubing him up with my mouth. Giving blowjobs has always been a major aphrodisiac for me, and being treated to something so thick and aesthetically pleasing only made it worse.

“Is this okay?” he asked, not stopping me. I smiled around a mouthful of dick, nodding my head and pressing his chest so he laid back down flat. “Okay. I’m not complaining.”

“I wanted seconds.” I said, washing his balls with my tongue and stroking his veiny pole. He was impossibly hard, and I could feel him throbbing in my fingers.

“God damn, baby. You’re so beautiful.” he said, keeping his voice down. He was breathing heavily, the only sound in the room besides the slurping sounds of my mouth.

“You’ve wanted to fuck me for a long time, haven’t you?” I asked, looking up at him while worshiping his meaty pole.

“I have.” he said, with almost a guilty look in his eyes. He was such a puppy dog, and I was happy that Brittany had him.

“How do you want me?” I asked, casting a playful grin in his direction. Tying him up and riding him was fun, but I wanted to see what he had in him.

“Bent over the corner of the bed. I want to fuck the shit out of you.” he said, with a gleam in his eye that let me know he’d thought about it before. I hopped out of bed, still naked and got into position. This was our only chance to get this out of our systems, and feeling the way his big dick stretched me out while he impaled me from the bottom ignited a fire in my veins.

“Such a ridiculous body. You’re like a doll.” he said, his volume rising as he gained confidence, approaching me from behind. I wagged my ass back and forth for him, beckoning him to lay claim and use me however he saw fit. Brittany stirred, but remained soundly asleep as he slapped his cock against my ass, placing his hand on the small of my back before pushing himself inside. I squealed like a little whore as a chill moved through me, I was in heaven.

Chapter 5 - Jerry

I looked down at her body as I thrust into her, ogling her legs and ass as pleasure overtook me. Brittany remained perfectly still despite the bed rattling like crazy, the headboard bumping into the wall as I rhythmically sent my hips against her ass.

“Oh, Jerry. I need it. You make it feel so good!” she said, making no effort to conceal what we were doing. She told me it was okay so I had to take her word for it. It’s not like I had the willpower to resist her either way.

“Yeah, that’s my little pussy now.” I said, feeding it to her harder and listening to her whimper in agony. It was empowering, knowing that such an unattainable woman was throwing herself back against my thrusts, taking me without protection.

“Yes, daddy. Own it.”

“Baby girl, you have no idea. I want this every night.” I said, laying my palm across her ass in the heat of the moment. If you could have heard the way she squealed, it was so obvious that she took pleasure in it. I couldn’t help myself, I slapped her ass again.

“Yes, daddy. Spank me. Punish me for all of my impure thoughts.”

“Such a good little slut. I only do it because I love you.” I said, sliding my dick in and out of her and occasionally swatting her ass.

“Ugh! Yes, daddy. Harder. I want it.”

“Yeah?” I asked, slapping her ass again in the same spot. It was turning red, even in the dark I could see it and feel the heat emanating from the spot.

“Please, daddy. Make me your little whore.” she said. I grabbed her by the hair, pulling it so she had to look into my eyes while I gave her long strokes.

“My good girl.” I said, a pet name I typically reserved for Brittany. She somehow remained passed out, or at least pretended to be.

“Yes! Give me your cum, daddy. Please. Please cum for me.”

“You want it?” I asked, sweating all over her and giving her everything I had. It felt so good to get into a dirty talking fuck fest with someone who could keep up. Our sexual chemistry was undeniable, and I went absolutely wild on her, using my hips like pistons and forcing myself to the brink of ecstasy.

“Please, please, daddy, ugh, fuck yes, unnnghhh, please!” she cried, begging for me to finish inside of her. I couldn’t control my impulses, and did exactly as she asked, releasing the pent up pressure of everytime I had to pretend that I didn’t want to jump on her and take her as my own.

“Oh my God.” I said, holding her by the hair and emptying myself and all of my frustrations, bouncing her hard until there was no more sensation to steal from her flesh.

Ariana rolled over onto her back, and I found myself between her legs, kissing her deeply. There were no distinct rules laid down when it came to our play together, but I couldn’t help feeling like we might be pushing the boundaries.

“Mmm…God I love being with you. I love the way you fuck.” she said, whispering between kisses. It wasn’t long before I was hard again, grinding against her as we made love into the night. She was insatiable, and I savored every moment until we were finally too exhausted to continue.

Chapter 6 - Brittany

They went at it the entire following day. I joined in here and there, but mostly just watched. Their passion was unbridled, burning with such fire that it felt at times like I wasn’t even in the room.

I made myself cum several times watching them. Jerry was unleashed, consuming his birthday present in every position imaginable, taking full advantage of the opportunity. I tried reminding myself that they were new lovers, and that he’d taken me in much the same way at the beginning of our courtship.

Despite Jerry and Ariana’s passionate fuck fest, the drive home was surprisingly normal. Nothing felt awkward between any of us, and if anything, honestly, it felt like we were much closer as a group. Before, she was my friend, and Jerry was my boyfriend. Now it felt like we were a triad of sorts.

His birthday weekend didn’t end at the hotel, as once those doors were opened, they couldn’t be closed again. I don’t know how to explain it, it just sort of happened. We all started hanging out, having sleepovers at each other’s houses, and then it kind of just clicked one night after a particularly grueling threesome.

We were in a love triangle. It took us a while to get into the groove, and start thinking with this new dynamic in mind. In the end, after having a talk about the seriousness of our situation, we decided to go all in.

After consolidating our things, we all pitched in and bought a home, which worked out perfectly because Ariana turned out to be pregnant a few months later. We kind of figured that we might as well both do it together, so I followed suit, letting Jerry have free use of my body so that he could make deposits as much as possible. She’s four months ahead of me, but we have two babies on the way.

Jerry has been able to cut back on his work hours, spending more time at home, tending to his two pregnant girlfriends. We still joke that I’m his first, even though it’s not really like that. I have to say, this isn’t at all the life I expected, and it certainly wasn’t my plan when we got that hotel room for his birthday, but life has a funny way of working out, and showing you what you really desire. I couldn’t be happier, or more excited to raise our children together.

Personal Assistants - Free Use Harem

Chapter 1 

I finished up with my lunch, and was sitting at my desk, trying to get going. My girlfriend Fiona appeared in the doorway of my writing room, holding a clipboard and looking pensive.

“What’s up?” I asked, raising my eyes from my computer screen to see that she was wearing an all-white sundress.

“I have news.” she said, stepping into the room and pulling a chair up to my desk.

“Okay.”

“I chose two, they start tomorrow.” she said.

“Two? Baby, I barely have 15 hours of work. I don’t need two personal assistants.” I said. Fiona inhaled, and smiled back at me.

“Hear me out.” she said, pulling the papers off her clipboard and laying them out in two packets. There was a full color photo attached to the top corner of each packet, each of beautiful women in their early twenties.

“Fiona, how is this going to work?” I asked.

“So this is Brittany, she’s going to come in Monday through Thursday, from nine in the morning till twelve.” she said, pointing to the blonde.

“Alright.”

“And this is Olivia. She’s going to come in on Friday and Saturday, kind of on a swing schedule whenever you need her.” she said.

“Geesh. I knew you were going to go overboard.”

“Aren’t they pretty?” she asked, looking at me with bright eyes.

“Yeah, they’re both attractive young ladies.” I said. She’d been oddly on board for my off the cuff idea of getting a personal assistant to help with monotonous, task oriented work that kept me away from writing, going as far as taking over the entire hiring process.

“I tried to find the prettiest, most agreeable girls I could find.” she said. I flipped through the packets, glancing over their resumes.

“How come?” I asked. Fiona got a naughty smile on her face, and I furrowed my brows. “Baby, what’s going on?”

“Remember when I asked you if you wanted an open relationship, and you said no because you don’t share your girl?” she asked.

“Yeah?”

“Well, that doesn’t mean your girl can’t share you, right?” she asked, sitting seductively on the desk in front of me.

“Is that what this is all about? Baby, I dunno, these girls are young, and I’m not trying to make them uncomfortable. I just need them to handle emails, newsletters, and stuff like that.” I said.

“They’ve already been vetted.” she said.

“What does that mean? I don’t know if I like this.”

“You’re such a worry wart. Vicky said these were the two best girls at the club, that they’re hard workers, don’t do drugs, and are both sweethearts.” she said. I gave her a look, and sighed.

“You hired two strippers to be my personal assistants?”

“I’m going to be honest, Matt, this isn’t exactly the reaction I was looking for.” she said. I smiled, and shrugged.

“I mean, I guess as long as they do the job, then it’s fine by me.” I said, unsure of how to take it. Obviously, I certainly wouldn’t mind having gorgeous girls around the house while I worked, but she seemed to have much more in mind than simply that.

“They’re going to dress up for you.”

“I’d expect nothing less.” I said. “What did you tell them when you talked to them? I need to know what I’m getting into when this girl shows up tomorrow.”

“Well, I’ve been going by the club a couple times a week for the past month or so.”

“Oh?”

“Yes, and I got to know both of them quite well, and they’re very aware of our relationship, and they both think you’re quite handsome.” she said, spreading her legs and tugging at her dress.

“Baby.” I said, falling victim to my natural instincts. Her legs were tanned and tone, and she pulled her dress until I could see her matching white lace panties.

“I want to see you fuck the brains out of both of them.” she said. I stood from my chair, and leaned in to kiss her, tasting immediately her berry chapstick.

“I had no idea, baby.”

“It’s become more and more of a turn on since I met you.” she said. “I don’t know why, but it’s like a fixation I can’t get away from. Just thinking about you having a personal little suck-pet who spends half of her shift under your desk is so arousing to me.”

“That’s so sexy.” I whispered. I was supposed to be working on my novel, but the novelty of the subject at hand whipped me up into a frenzy, and we ended up wasting some time together in the bedroom. Just talking about it released something inside her, and she whispered into my ear all the dirty things she wanted to see me do to other women as she laid beneath me, and begged me to cum inside when we finished.

We spoke a little more about it before bed, and she explained that she was a cuckquean, a woman who desired to see her man with other women, and that she’d been salivating over Brittany since the moment she saw her.

“She’s so hot, baby. Wait until you see her.”

“Oh, I believe you.” I said, coming to terms with what was on my plate. It was very exciting, albeit a bit nerve wracking. “You’re the best.”

Chapter 2

I woke a few minutes before my alarm at seven, and dragged myself out of bed to take a shower. It wasn’t really my normal routine, but knowing my new hot blonde personal assistant would be showing up later made it a bit of a special occasion, I even did some extra manscaping just in case things got hot and heavy on day one.

By eight thirty, I’d finished breakfast and had a pot of hot coffee brewing. I usually sat around drinking it between 9 and 10, doing a mixture of brainstorming and procrastinating. A part of me wondered if she’d even show up.

The doorbell rang, and Fiona eagerly ran to answer it with me approaching from behind her. Brittany was stunning, honestly even prettier than Fiona had talked her up as being, and stepped inside wearing a large overcoat that covered her up.

“Matt, this is your new assistant, Brittany.” Fiona said, smiling wide as she introduced her.

“Nice to meet you.” I said, offering her my hand.

“You too, sir.”

“Oh, it’s fine. You can just call me Matt.” I said.

“Or daddy.” Fiona said, exchanging glances with Brittany.

“I like that.” she said, giggling. There was something likable about Brittany, charming in a very natural way.

“Here, let me take your jacket.” Fiona said, prompting her to untie the belt and remove it. I gave her a triple take in about one second, as her skimpy outfit was way more than I’d expected.

“Do you like it?” she asked, popping her hips and doing a little model walk to show off her ridiculous body. It was a fairly standard secretary outfit, except much smaller, something you’d expect to see at an alcohol fueled college party on Halloween.

“It’s very becoming.” I said, getting used to the feeling of openly admiring another woman in front of my girlfriend. Brittany had much larger breasts than I’d anticipated, and wore no bra beneath her white button up shirt, which was tied up to further show off her tits and lean stomach.

“He loves it. I can tell by how he’s looking at you.” Fiona said, grabbing my cock as she passed by. “Come with me, I’ll show you around.”

“I’ll be in my office.” I said, watching as they walked away. Brittany wore black stockings and a black skirt so short that I could see the very bottoms of her asscheeks as she walked. “Good Lord.”

It’s not like I got much work done in the morning anyway, but I was extra distracted by her presence. I sipped my coffee, with my heart rate increasing each time they passed by my office.

We had a computer desk in the living room, where Fiona had done a lot of the work we were passing onto the new personal assistants, and she took it on herself to train her personally. I passed by them on my way to the bathroom, and they saw that they were working on newsletters.

“Good work.” I said, winking at Fiona to let her know I approved.

Eventually, I managed to get going with writing, and nearly forgot that Brittany was there at all.

“Excuse me, Mister Falco.” she said, pulling my eyes.

“Hi.” I said, smiling unintentionally.

“I was just checking to see if you needed more coffee, or anything else.”

“Actually, yeah. Thank you.” I said, handing her my cup. She returned a few moments later, and placed it down on the coaster.

“If you need to take a break, I’d love to give you a massage, or anything else you’d like.” she said, placing her hands on my desk and leaning over, giving me the perfect view of her succulent breasts.

“Anything?” I asked, grinning.

“Anything, daddy.” she whispered, her voice filling with sensuality. She wore a little silver necklace with a cross, and it dangled right between her plump breasts. I noticed that her nipples were pierced, as I could see the little balls pressed up against her tight shirt.

“You’re naughty, but no, not right now.” I said, feeling myself stir in my pants. She really was breathtaking, and I hadn’t gotten used to how gorgeous she was.

“Okay, sir. Let me know.” she said, biting her lip and turning around, intentionally knocking a pen to the floor so she could bend over and pick it up. “Whoops. I can be so clumsy.”

“Naughty.” I said, ogling her legs as she casually strolled out of my office.

Jesus Christ, she’s hot. And such a little sexpot.

Right as I returned to my work, Fiona appeared in the doorway, making a pouty face.

“Why didn’t you have Brittany get under the desk?”she asked. I let out a chuckle, and removed my glasses.

“What did you want me to say? Get down and suck my dick?” I asked.

“That would have sufficed.” she said, shaking her head. “She’s your personal assistant, baby. Don’t let her off easy. She knows why she’s here.”

“How’s she doing with newsletters?”

“She’s already learning how to set up ads, so she’s ahead of the curve.” she said.

“She’s really pretty.” I said, not wanting to get off of the topic at hand. I just wasn’t sure how to navigate what was happening, and I’d just met the girl and knew nothing about other than that she was an exotic dancer in her early twenties, and that she was incredibly nice to look at.

“She’s a ten out of ten, and she’s here to service your needs. I was very thorough when discussing the details of the job, so there’s nothing to worry about, but she does leave at noon.” she said.

“Right, maybe I will get to know her a little better before we start breaching those territories.” I said, gnawing on the tip of a pen to relieve the tension Brittany was causing.

“What if I tell her to come in here, get on her knees and crawl over to you, take out your cock, and start sucking on it?” she asked.

“Fiona, fuck. I could use a quick release.” I said.

“Wait right here. Let me retrieve her.” she said. I felt uneasy as soon as she left the room, but my dick was turning hard in anticipation. Brittany came right away, bubbly and smiling when she returned.

“Hi Mr. Falco. It’s time for your daily release.” she said, literally crawling directly under my desk, her pretty face appearing in my lap.

“Hi, Brittany.” I said, as she began working to remove my belt. I always dressed up to write, it made me feel official and I tended to get more work done that way.

“I’ve always had a fantasy about hooking up with my boss. This is so hot.” she said.

“You’re very beautiful.” I said, already throbbing as she unzipped, pulling at my waistband and reaching in to take hold of it. “Oh my God.”

“Oh, wow. You’re so hard.” she said, smiling and staring at my dick.

“What can I say? My personal assistant is quite the looker.” I said.

“Oh, Mr. Falco. Just lay back and relax, let me take care of this for you. I know you’ve been working hard all day, you deserve to have your big daddy dick drained by your little suck-slut.” She said, looking up at me as she held it by the base, and stuck out her tongue as she started slapping my cock against it.

“Such a good girl. Thank you, Brittany.” I said, unbuttoning the front of my shirt as she stared up at me, eagerly wrapping her lips around my cock. Fiona appeared in the doorway, and peered into my eyes.

“Do you need a refill Mr. Falco?” she asked, her eyes full of wonder.

“I’m fine. Thank you, Fiona.” I said. Brittany’s head bobbed in my lap, swallowing my length as I looked into my girlfriend’s eyes, trying to play it off like nothing was happening.

“Are you sure you’re okay, sir? You seem a little tense.” she said, a wry smile appearing at the corner of her mouth.

“Oh, I’m just fine. Working hard, that’s all.” I said, gripped with pleasure as Brittany showed off her immense oral capabilities.

“Okay. You haven’t seen Brittany have you? She was supposed to be helping me with ads.”

“Nope. Haven’t seen her, I’m sure she’s around somewhere. Go take care of those ads.” I said, while Brittany was slobbering all over my cock, and slurping it back up.

“Thank you Mr. Falco.” she said.

“Fiona, would you mind closing that door?” I asked, taking hold of Brittany’s soft hair in my hand, and forcing her down deeper.

“Of course, sir.” she said, doing as she was told. As soon as the door closed, I stood up and pulled my pants all the way down, standing over her as she lifted her torso and returned to sucking.

“I hope she doesn’t catch us.” Brittany said.

“Don’t worry about it, just do your job.” I said, feeling almost possessive over her. She was incredibly gifted, and I tugged at the knot in her shirt, exposing her ample breasts. They were a similar size to Fiona’s, and I instantly pictured them both down on their knees in front of me.

“Yes, sir. I’m sorry sir.”

“It’s okay, Brittany. Just don’t forget why you’re here.” I said, finishing the last button on my shirt and removing it.

“I love your cock, daddy. It’s so big and manly.” she said, enthusiastically submissive with a dirty mouth, two qualities I couldn’t overlook.

“What else do you like?” I asked, taking hold of my own cock and pushing her face down.

“Your balls, daddy.” she giggled, sucking them without hesitation.

“I like you, Brittany. You’re a good little slut.”

“Yes, daddy. I’m your personal whore, remember? Only for you.”

“God damn.” I said, exhaling as the pressure built. There was slobber dripping everywhere, but I couldn’t give a shit. The door swung open, and Fiona’s eyes went wide.

“Mister Falco!”

“It’s not what it looks like, Fiona.” I said, smiling at the ridiculousness of the little scene I’d found myself a part of.

“Yeah. It’s not what it looks like.” Brittany said, still greedily slurping at my balls.

“Well then, what is it?”

“I felt an aching in my balls, and I wanted her to check it to make sure it wasn’t cancer.” I said.

“But she’s sucking them!”

“After I felt them, we decided we should probably do a function check, just to make sure everything was working properly.” Brittany said, staring back at Fiona with big doe eyes.

“Why didn’t you say so? I can help you with that.” Fiona said, promptly putting herself beside Brittany, and dropping to her knees.

“I don’t see a problem with that.” I said.

“Okay, you suck his cock, and I’ll handle his balls. We have to make him cum, and ensure that he’s fully drained.” Brittany said, holding my cock as Fiona tentatively opened her mouth to receive it.

“Are you sure this is okay?” she asked.

“It’s essential.” I said, prompting her to giggle before she started kissing my swollen head, swirling her wet tongue in circles around it before opening wide for me. “Perfect. There you go.”

“Mmm!” Brittany squealed, batting her eyes as they both looked up at me. It was an absolute sensory and arousal overload, as having two gorgeous women share my cock was a personal fantasy.

They went back and forth, choking themselves on my cock, and even making out with each other while they stroked.

“So pretty.” I said, nearing the edge and taking over. “I’m gonna cum.”

“Please, daddy.” Brittany said, opening wide and sticking out her tongue. Fiona did the same, and I felt my entire body swell with tingling pleasure.

“Oh, fuck.” I pulled until the pressure exploded, erupting all over their faces with thick, sticky spunk. Brittany fondled my balls, assisting in my orgasm as strands of hot cum painted their faces.

It was a powerful release, and I collapsed down onto my padded, swiveling office chair to catch my breath. To my surprise, they put on a little show, making out and scooping my cum off of each other’s faces, feeding it to each other with their fingers.

“Golly.” I said, feeling my cock twitch like it was going to immediately wake back up. They were so girly and cute, giggling and having fun with it as they spit into each other’s mouths. It was the single hottest and most arousing experience to that point in my thirty five years of life, and even though I’d already “quit”, I went outside to smoke a cigarette after, almost in a celebratory fashion.


Chapter 3

By the time the girls left, I was left trying to remember why I cared about writing in the first place. My entire body was vibrating, like a tuning fork following a collision. Euphoric waves of pure happiness swept over me, and I contemplated taking the rest of the day off.

I went for a walk instead, and the encounter played itself out over in my head again. It was so easy, so much more organic than I’d expected. Brittany was a lovely girl, and one hell of a cock sucker, but it was so strange. I certainly wasn’t used to having something like that happen to me.

Fiona, for the record, used to be a dancer herself, and still made her money as a foot fetish model on Fans Only. Her content was pretty mild, and entirely foot focused. No matter how much her followers offered, there was no need for us to threaten our anonymity.

I’d been a professional writer for years, but finally had a hit that really took my earnings into the stratosphere. I wrote two sequels, and the money kept rolling in. It was crazy, after making fifty thousand or so annually for so long, to finally be raking in more cash than I knew what to do with.

I met her at the same club that Brittany worked at, the Crazy Bull Gentlemen’s Club. Me and a couple friends were playing pool, and she was there to see friends who worked there. We hit it off, and got into a serious five game series of 9-Ball. The woman could shoot, but I snuck out by winning game five, and the rest was history.

Things took off for me a few months after we got together, and we decided to move in together when I purchased my home. She owned a home as well, and rented it out. She was at an apartment at the time, and I paid to break her lease because I didn’t want her anywhere other than my bedroom at night.

She was two years younger than me, and the more time we spent together, the more we made sense. The sex was fabulous, and she just had a natural way of motivating me to get off my ass and do more. When the series took off, I bought a house and moved her right in.

Brittany was incredible, and came to work each day fully covered in an overcoat, and there was always a big reveal for what she was wearing for the day.

One day, it would be a french maid outfit, and the next, a naughty catholic school girl. Like Fiona said, she was a ten out of ten, and she loved flaunting it. I could tell she loved the job, and performed her duties with a passion that catapulted me to a state of happiness that I thought was only attainable by spiritual deities.

The naughtier things became between her and I, the more ravenous Fiona became. It was like the perfect cycle, and it was like playing life on easy mode. I wondered if I’d somehow broken the simulation, and then Friday came, and Olivia showed up.


Chapter 4

She wore a similar trench coat as Brittany, and burst out into a big smile the moment she saw me.

“Hi. You must be Olivia.” I said, giving her a quick once over as she stepped inside.

“Hi Mister Falco.” she said. Fiona appeared behind me, and they gave each other a hug.

“Hey babe.”

“Hi, Fiona.” she said.

“Let me take your coat.” Fiona said, immediately moving my attention to the big reveal. Olivia looked over at me with wide eyes, and then removed her coat.

“Oh, wow.” I said, trying to keep my jaw from hitting the floor. She was adorned in all-black lingerie, with black stilettos and matching black stockings.

“Thank you, sir.” she said. It was clear she’d been coached, and as Fiona guided her to the living room for training, I was privy to a wonderful view of her bubble butt, swaying beautifully with each and every step.

My inclination was to follow behind her, and pay homage to her epic proportions. She had a slight build, with a thin waist, but the fattest ass. It sent my head into a tizzy, and I went to the kitchen to retrieve a coffee, taking a final glimpse of her sitting in her chair next to Fiona before retiring to my den.

I have to marry Fiona. She’s perfect.

It was still early, but my blood had transformed into adrenaline, hell bent on taking possession of my weekend assistant. She had long brown hair, tanned skin, and once again, an ass that could have been classified as one of the wonders of the world.

My hero in the story was encountering major problems with keeping his ragtag crew of survivors well fed, but my mind was distracted by the temptation of eating. There was a bottle of strawberry lube in the side table next to my bed, and a bottle of whipped cream in the refrigerator. Either would do nicely on her thick, luscious cheeks.

Black coffee had never tasted so sweet, as I sat staring back at a mostly empty page and not giving half of a fuck. I wanted to wait, to let things play out under Fiona’s control, but I also lost control of myself.

By this point in time, I knew full well that Fiona was having discussions with my personal assistants behind my back, that they were having fun with teasing me, and coming up with scenarios. But this was different, you can’t put that type of ass in front of me and expect me not to go face first into it.

“Olivia, can I see you in my office?” I asked, interrupting her from her training.

“Oh, ugh, yes sir.” she said, coming front and center, and following as I took her into my office. Fiona trailed behind, being nosy and wanting to see what was happening.

“Just step inside.” I said, leaving the jar slightly ajar behind her when she stepped inside.

“What is it Mr. Falco?”

“It’s you, Olivia. Your ass.” I said, whispering into her ear as I allowed my fingers to sink into it.

“Oh.” she said, grinning as I rubbed my hands up and down the sides of her hips. “I apologize, sir. Is there anything I can do?”

“Put your hands on my desk.” I said, holding her waist as she did what I told her to. There was a subtle knock at the door. “What is it?”

“I was just wondering if I should do the newsletters, or if I should wait for you to finish with Olivia.” Fiona said, peeking her head in and catching us in a somewhat precarious situation.

“I won’t be long.” I said.

“Would you mind if I stayed and watched?” she asked, stepping into the room without waiting for a response.

“Close the door. You’re both going to have to sign NDA’s for this, if my wife found out, she’d kill me.” I said, lacing my fingers in Olivia’s waistband.

“Yes Mister Falco. That won’t be a problem at all.” Fiona said, having a seat in the corner, and hiking one of her legs up on the armrest.

“It’s so nice.” I whispered, slowly pulling her panties down to the middle of her ass, and lowering myself behind her. She had the most intoxicating scent, and I pulled her panties all the way down to her ankles, and then took hold of her ass with both hands, pulling her cheeks apart to observe her tight little holes.

“It’s all yours, sir.” she said, giving me a turnaround look as an idea popped into my head. I stood up, and turned to face Fiona.

“Upstairs, on the table next to my bed. There’s a bottle of strawberry lube. I want you to retrieve it.” I said, giving her a stern order.

“Yes sir.” she said, exiting the room and giving me a moment alone with my beautiful new assistant.

“You’re very pretty, Olivia.” I said, approaching her from the rear and giving her bottom a light slap.

“Thank you.”

“You have such a supple, gorgeous young body. I want to worship it.” I said, pulling her ass into my crotch, and grinding against her through my slacks.

“I’d really like that. Is that what the lube is for?” she asked.

“Of course. I want to cover that booty of yours and lick it clean.” I said, fully erect and fighting the urge to take my cock out. Olivia purred, wiggling her backside and playing her part perfectly.

“You’re so dirty, Mr. Falco.” she said, feigning innocence as Fiona returned with the bottle.

“You have no idea, sweetheart. I’m going to do things to you that would make your father shudder.” I said, reaching out for the lube. “Thank you, Fiona. Please close the door, and return to your seat.” I said, directing her away from us.

“I’m already getting the chills just thinking about it.” Olivia said, spreading her legs further apart as I crouched behind her, eyeing her little pink slit and pubic landing strip.

“You’re going to taste so fucking good.” I said, sticking my nose between her cheeks and inhaling her scent.

“Oh my God.” she said, covering her mouth with her hand as she laid her torso over the desk.

“Yes, that’s my good girl. You like being admired, don’t you?” I asked, holding the bottle over her hole and giving it a squeeze.

“Yes!” she squealed, shuddering as the lube dripped down between her legs. I glanced over at Fiona, who was already masturbating under her skirt. She smiled, nodding with approval as I began lapping away, shoving the tip of my tongue into her asshole before swirling it around.

“Mmmm….” I hummed, closing my eyes and making out with her asshole. The lube was a delicious choice, and only heightened the arousal of my feast. I knew the exact second I saw her big, fat booty that I had to make my face disappear in it.

“Hunh, huh, ugh.” she moaned, highly reactive to having my tongue in her ass. Olivia was the definition of slim thick, and even though she had a lean stomach and smaller breasts, her ass defied all logic.

“I love your ass, baby.” I said, rubbing my face in it and deciding that it was time to possess her. My cock was pulsing, and although I could have licked her clean for hours, I had to feel her tight little cunt.

“I love your tongue, Mr. Falco.” she whimpered.

“Fiona, come here.” I said, motioning for her to approach. “On your needs. Pay homage to Olivia’s perfect posterior.”

“Yes, Mister Falco.” she said, appearing flattered that I’d called for her to join in. I knew how much it turned her on, watching me with Olivia, and her arousal was clear by her overt submissive behavior. I held the bottle above Olivia, and drizzled it down onto her ass, spreading it all around with two fingers, and then holding those fingers in front of Fiona’s face.

“Clean my fingers, lick them clean. And then do the same thing to Olivia. I want to see you unhinged, like a proper little slut.” I said, undoing my belt as she stared up into my eyes, dutifully sucking and licking.

“Yes, Mr. Falco. Anything you desire.” she said, maintaining our eye contact as she reached out and took hold of her cheeks. I moved to the chair Fiona had occupied, slowly working on the front of my pants while my girlfriend eagerly ate my sloppy seconds.

It was an exhilarating feeling, being in such control over them. There was nothing I could say that they wouldn’t do, and I knew that I needed to spend more time thinking about how to fully indulge my newfound harem of kinky girls.

“Good girl, keep licking. I want you to suck every drop of lube out of her ass.” I said, sliding my pants down after stepping out of my shoes. I loosened up my tie, and undid the buttons on my shirt.

“Ooh! Mommy, that’s so good.” Olivia squealed, shaking her ass in Fiona’s face. I slipped my shirt off my shoulders and stepped forward, completely consumed by the chance to experience Olivia.

“My turn.” I said, stepping up behind Olivia, and moving Fiona to the side.

“Can I switch positions? I’ve been laying on my ribs this whole time.” Olivia said.

“Of course, sweetheart. Come here.” I said, walking over to my chair and sitting down. “I want you to sit in my lap. And Fiona, I want you on your knees behind her.”

“Yes sir.” Fiona said.

“And take your clothes off. You should both be naked for this.”

“Yes sir.” they echoed, as Olivia reached behind her back to remove her bra. I sat down on the chair, almost painfully hard. Olivia wore only her stockings, and was an absolute sight to behold as she cast a devious glare before climbing onto my hips.

“Such suckable nipples.” I said, grinning as they appeared in my face. Fiona took hold of my cock from down on her knees, guiding me to Olivia’s entrance so she could sit down on it. I suckled around a mouthful of her nipple, squeezing her breast in my hand as I slipped inside. “Oh, fuck.”

“Fuck her, Matt. Make her cum for your cock.” Fiona whispered, leaning in and kissing my balls. Olivia’s grip was unreal, and she knew just how to move her body.

“Oh my God.” I said, taking it all in. Olivia had pretty little breasts, bouncing as I thrust into her. I couldn’t tell if it was her wetness or the lube dribbling down onto my balls. I held on for dear life, trying not to cum inside of her until she’d had her fun.

“This is so sexy.” she said, batting her eyelashes and looking me square in the eye. We started kissing, really making out, and Fiona grabbed her by the hips, forcing her to continue riding. “Ugh!”

“Yes, that’s my good little slut. Make daddy cum for you.” Fiona said, slamming her ass down onto me. There was so much lube and bodily fluids that I could hear our bodies squishing before each rhythmic slap.

“I’m getting close, just like that. Don’t stop.” Olivia said, rolling her hips and raising her chin as Fiona kissed her neck. It became very aggressive right before we reached climax, and I decided to go for broke, giving it to her as hard and fast as I could, with no hope of turning back.

“It’s so tight, baby. I love it.” I said, making eye contact with Fiona. I could tell how aroused she was by how dilated her pupils were, and by how into it she was. My cock slipped in and out, laying claim to her younger friend until we were calling out, moaning in agony as I blacked out from pleasure, seizing in my chair as I pumped yet another personal assistant full of hot cum.

Chapter 5

“It’s been almost ten minutes since you told me that I’m the best girlfriend in the whole world.” Fiona said, cuddling up to me. It was a long day, and I was absolutely exhausted.

“You know you are.” I said, unable to hide the twinkle in my eye. The whole thing with hiring two personal assistants, who were both quite eager participants in what I could only describe as my own personal harem, was a complete game changer for me.

Day after day, I was the most motivated version of myself. I’d thought I was doing good before, but my production nearly doubled. Living with Fiona was proving to be a great decision, and with each passing day, I found it harder to even consider the idea of living without her.

I’d never had a partner who took my pleasure so seriously, and who seemed to have a complete lack of jealousy when it came to other women. In place of that jealousy was the deep desire to see me fuck other women, and to make sure that I was taken care of in the department of sex.

We ended up deciding to release the newest book in the series on Fiona’s birthday, so we both celebrate together. Luckily for me, her idea of the ideal birthday party involved the two of us staying in bed, and being joined by both of my assistants. I knew they were close personal friends, but I’d never been with Olivia and Brittany at the same time.

The afternoon consisted of sending out tons of promotional stuff, and taking to social media to announce that the book was live. I kept a close eye on sales throughout the day, which were going well, but it moved to the back of my mind when the girls showed up, both draped in their overcoats as per usual in order to preserve some level of discretion. There was no way that at least a couple of my neighbors hadn’t caught on, but I appreciated their professionalism.

“Ladies, welcome.” I said, opening the door for them.

“Hey, honey. Where’s the birthday girl?” Olivia asked. Brittany’s eyes lit up, and we all looked over at the same time. Fiona emerged wearing a leather bunny mask with matching black lingerie, stockings, garters, red lipstick, the whole nine. 

“Wooh! You look so hot, girl.”

“Thank you.” Fiona said, giving Brittany a hug, and then Olivia.

“Very sexy. When did you get this one?” I asked, admiring her outfit as well as the general direction that the night was heading.

“We bought them together.” Fiona said. The girls removed their overcoats, laying them on my waiting arm to showcase the fact they were all matching.

“So, you’re my little bunnies tonight, huh?” I asked. Olivia made faux buck teeth, and put her paws up, bouncing in place and drawing laughter from the girls as I went to the closet to put up their jackets.

I was already looking forward to the night for many reasons, including the opportunity to try them all out together, as well as the release of my new book, but it took it to a whole different level seeing them all sexified.

We made ourselves some drinks, and I mostly chilled out while they chatted it up. An excited energy emanated from all three of them, and there was a certain tension that I was looking forward to actualizing.

“You’re quiet, what’s up?” Brittany asked, her arms naturally pressing her tits together when she turned my direction in her spinning barstool.

“Just enjoying the views. I love you as a bunny, so adorable.” I said.

“We wanted to do something special. Masks were my idea, I thought it would make things super hot, just beautiful bodies crawling all over each other, looking for something to suck on or fuck.” she said, speaking in a slow and deliberate manner that made the hairs stand up on my neck.

“Hey, don’t say anything, but I got Fiona a car for her birthday.” I said, giving her the shush sign and glancing over to make sure that Fiona was still engaged in conversation with Olivia.

“No way. What is it?” she asked.

“You’ll see, my buddy is dropping it off in the driveway at nine.” I said.

“That’s so amazing.” she said, lowering her voice. “She needed it. I hate her car.”

“Me too.” I said.

“Oh my gosh, you shouldn’t have told me that. I’m the worst at keeping secrets.” she said.

“Hey, I’ll gag you and tie you to the bed if I have to.” I said.

“No fair! I’m the birthday girl.” Fiona said, sneaking up behind me and wrapping her arms around me and giving me a kiss on the cheek.

“Yes you are. My baby.” I said, turning around to face her. She was absolutely beaming, unable to stop smiling with a twinkle in her eye.

“You make me so happy. Thank you so much.” she said.

“Awh, they’re so sweet.” Olivia said, wrapping her arm around Brittany.

“Yeah, yeah.” I said, shaking my head. I’d been so busy with the book, that they were the only three people I’d been around for the past couple months. As much as I loved all three of them, it was a bit of girl overload at times. I was seriously considering purchasing a male dog just to even things out a bit.

“Where are you going?” Fiona asked, grabbing me by the butt.

“Randy texted me, told me to call him. I’m gonna go see what’s up.” I said.

“Oh, okay baby.” she said. Fiona was always bugging me about keeping up with my friends, and Randy was dropping off the car so it served as the perfect ruse for me to slip outside for a breath of fresh air.

The drop-off went perfectly, and I tossed a big bow on the hood before stepping back inside. Olivia and Brittany did a great job of keeping her distracted, and just so happened to have blindfolds on their person, which worked out for the big reveal.

“What is it? I can’t handle surprises.” Fiona said, giggling with uncertainty. The sun had gone down, and we guided her out into the driveway, triggering the motion activated light on the front of the garage.

“Alright, on the count of three.” I said. Olivia and Brittany had their phones out to record her reaction, and counted us down in unison, at which point the blindfold came off.

“No.” she said, her eyes going wide as she covered her mouth with both hands. “No.”

“Yes.” I said, pulling the key out of my pocket and handing it to her.

“It’s amazing.” she said, fanning her face and removing her mask as her eyes welled up with tears. It was the new Bronco, as she always went on rants about how cool they were whenever we saw them. Fiona jumped into my arms, wrapping her legs around me and locking lips before even getting into the driver’s seat.

“Test drive!” Olivia said, clapping her hands. We did a quick lap around the block before heading back inside, and I noticed my neighbor Steve peering at the girls from behind his curtains, and chuckled to myself. There was zero chance he wasn’t going to bring it up the next time we ran into each other.

“I’m beside myself.” Fiona said, beside herself. I laughed, and gave her another big hug. It was easily the most expensive gift I’d ever given a girlfriend, but she deserved it and her car was a complete disaster.

Once all of the crying and what not was over, we took the party upstairs, and when I walked into our bedroom, I quickly found that Fiona had her own surprises up her sleeve.


Chapter 6

The candles were already lit, and there was a glass bowl of massage oil sitting on the table, and suddenly my bed had restraints on it. I only had a second to take in the ambience before I was ambushed and blindfolded.

“Okay, okay. I’m not resisting.” I said, being laid face down on my own bed and stripped completely naked, and then strapped down by my wrists and ankles.

“Bad boy.” Olivia said, giving me a hard spank on my bare ass. Warm oil was then poured over my back, with many soft hands spreading it around.

“You treat me so well, Matt. I want to show you my appreciation.” Fiona said. My senses were tingling, as I’d never been put in such a compromising position before.

“For the record, I’m not into pegging. I just want that to be known.” I said, making a joke to break the tension.

“Worship him. I want at least one of your tongues to cover every square inch of his naked body.”

“Yes mistress.” the girls said, in unison. It was at that point that I realized how deep their relationship with Fiona went, and how they kind of viewed her as their domme.

“Oh.” I said, perking up as their tongues moved over the soles of my feet, along my achilles tendon all the way to the back of my knees. It was an interesting sensation, and certainly felt good.

“Good girls. Be thorough.”

“Yes, mommy.” Olivia said, giggling. She had a devious way about her, and it didn’t at all surprise me that she had a penchant for BDSM on some level.

“I love your hairy legs.” Brittany said, dragging her tongue along the back of my hamstring. It became something of a massage, albeit a very arousing one. Fiona wasn’t participating, and judging by the sound of her voice, was sitting in a chair at the foot of the bed, taking it all in.

“His asshole. I want you to take turns. Pretend that you’re practicing kissing. Make out with it.” she said. The more I learned about Fiona, the harder I fell for her. It was her birthday, and she was using it to instruct her gorgeous stripper friends on how to properly eat my asshole.

“Ugh, fuck. Oh my God.” I grunted, having no idea which girl was behind me. They grabbed at my ass, squeezing my cheeks and pulling them apart.

“Spit on it. Make it messy. It’s my birthday.” Fiona said.

“It’s so good, I love it.” I said, practically whimpering as their warm tongues swirled around my anus. My cock twitched with pleasure, and I raised my butt into the air.

“He’s hard, mistress.” Brittany said, reaching around to take hold of my cock.

“No. Not yet. We’ll get there. Keep licking.” she said. This went on for several minutes, with the girls alternating back and forth, filling me with pressure in a way that’s hard to describe. It was like a volcano, and the more they tongued my ass, the more pressure that built for the obvious impending eruption.

“It’s so yummy.” Olivia said, by far the more enthusiastic of the two. Not that Brittany didn’t seem to be enjoying herself, but Olivia was practically getting off on it, and she managed to wedge her tongue deep inside of me, working it in and out and sending novel chills radiating up and down my spine.

“Turn him over.” Fiona said. The girls were perhaps even more obedient to her than they were to me, and went right to work.

“Can I please take off the blindfold?” I asked, laying on my back and wanting to watch the show more than anything.

“Of course, my love.” she said. Once my wrists and ankles were again secure, Brittany yanked the blindfold off, and I was again privy to the beauty unfolding around me. Britt and Olivia laid down between my legs, while Fiona slowly masturbated herself on her chair.

“Hi.” I said, looking straight at her.

“Worship his phallus. Tease him, take him to the edge, but don’t let him cum.” she said. I could feel my natural urges kicking in, wanting to break free of my chains and consume the women before me. The restraints proved true, and trying as I may against them, I remained firmly bound.

“They’re so swollen. Do you want us to drain them for you, daddy?” Olivia asked, pursing her lips and making doe eyes while she massaged my balls.

“I want to fuck you both. I need it.” I said, yanking at my wrists, wishing to be able to touch them. It was a long, slow tease. Brittany was more subtle than Olivia, and had no problem taking her time.

“Just breathe, Mister Falco. Try to savor it.” she said, her sweet nature shining through. I stared down at them, watching their feet wag in the air as they stroked, sucked, and gulped me down.

“My God, baby. This is amazing.” I said, looking into my girlfriend’s eyes, watching her orgasm without being able to assist. Her kink for seeing me with other girls was intense, and her legs shook uncontrollably as she fingered and rubbed herself with both hands. She mouthed the words “I love you”, and I felt myself coming to the point of release.

“Mmm…” Brittany moaned, rubbing her soft lips around my bulbous head and gently stroking my length, slowly up and down.

“I’m so close.” I said. Brittany lightened her grip, and began massaging my thighs as I tried to take control of myself. My cock twitched, and precum dribbled out from the slit.

“You’re so hard, daddy.” Olivia said, touching herself and watching Brittany take care of me. I was trying so diligently to reset myself, but being surrounded by the most luscious and delectable women on the planet as far as I was concerned was a bit of a challenge in that realm.

“Please.” I said, begging for nothing in particular. I was ready to cum.

“Almost, baby. Don’t worry. Before I let you cum, I need you to tell me how you want to do it.” she said.

“I don’t care. Anywhere. On all of your faces and tits.” I said, my heart pounding. Brittany held me by the base, using the pad of her pointer finger to lightly graze me, teasing the head of my cock and holding me in a state of agony. “Please.”

“No. Not like that. Girls, release him.” she said, crossing her arms and legs. They freed my wrists and ankles, and it gave me an instant appreciation for my regained physical freedom.

“Brittany, lay on your back at the foot of the bed. Olivia, straddle her waist.” Fiona said. The girls got into position, and I looked over at her.

“What about you?” I asked.

“You’ll take care of me later. I want you to alternate between them, and deposit half of your orgasm into both of them.” she said.

“I think I can handle that.” I said, turning around to look at the feast before me. Olivia’s fat, tanned ass beckoned, as did Brittany’s freshly waxed opening.

“Please, daddy?” Olivia asked, turning her head and biting her lip.

“Of course, angel.” I said, choosing her to enter first. They laid at the edge of the bed, and I had to stand on my toes for her. She was soaking wet, and her familiar warmth invaded my soul.

“Please, sir. I want your cum.”

“Me too, Mister Falco. I want some too.”

“Good girls. Beg daddy for his seed.” Fiona said, appearing behind me, whispering into my ear. “Give them what they desire. Cum for me, baby.”

“Yes. Oh fuck.” I said, switching over to Brittany as I quickly returned to the edge. “I love it.”

“Cum for us.” Brittany said, throwing her weight against me. Olivia started twerking, making her pearly of an ass dance in a way I couldn’t resist. I switched back, and started pounding until I was seeing stars.

“They’re yours, baby. Claim them. Show them who they belong to.” Fiona said, whispering. “Make them cum for your cock, baby.”

“Ugh, yes. I’m gonna cum. I can’t stop.” I said, squeezing Olivia’s ass as the pent up tension signaled its arrival. “Ugh!”

“Good, baby. Switch. Do it.” Fiona said, assisting me in finding Brittany’s hole as I was lost in another realm. I couldn’t even feel the difference at that point, I was so lost in the clouds, taken to yet another bliss state that I’d never encountered before them.

“God damn, that’s fucking good.” I said, slamming my hips forward, bottoming out inside Brittany as every muscle in my body tensed up. It was euphoria on steroids, and I pulled out of her, watching the cum drip from between their lips.

“Thank you, Matt. You’re always so good to me. You give me exactly what I want.” Fiona said, kissing my neck. I was breathing so hard that I was panting, and crawled into bed to lay down and get some whits about me.


Chapter 7

The girls spent the night, and I woke up having to pee like a racehorse, surrounded by the three of them sprawled up in various states of undress. It was quite the sight to wake up to, and the slight boner it caused made it harder to navigate the morning pissing process.

“What have I gotten myself into?” I asked out loud, kind of hungover but in the happiest way. Little did I know, it was the most appropriate question at the time. But I couldn’t have known.

The book was selling like crazy, more than my wildest dreams. Even though it was the fourth book of the series, it was outselling the original when it took off. My audience was growing, and I was suddenly privy to money I couldn’t even imagine. That had been going on for months, and I was still adjusting.

It didn’t really matter what I planned or how I was going to go about handling that level of cash, because I’d already sealed quite a fate for myself.

Olivia was pregnant, and we had a group dinner to discuss it. Fiona and Brittany decided to take tests too, right there at the restaurant. Fiona wasn’t preggers, but Brittany was.

“Wow. This is a lot.” I said, looking down at my nachos and feeling quite a bit less hungry. I was an old man in my eyes, and having kids hadn’t worked out in my younger years so I figured it never would. And frankly, given the circumstances, I had no idea what to make of it.

“We can do whatever you want.” Fiona said.

“I’d love to keep it though.” Olivia said.

“Me too.”

“Me too.” I said, echoing their sentiment. It was what it was, and even though I needed time to process it, there was no way I could chicken out in the face of such a challenge.

“Good, but I want one too. Let’s have triplets.” Fiona said. She was pregnant within two months, and the whole crew now lives with me.

They’re all quite good at making an income, even without the strip club. They make content together, and I write. Three kids on the way, and I can’t fucking wait. Godspeed gentlemen, I can only hope similar fates away you.

Personal Assistant - Younger Woman/Older Man/Romance/Pregnancy

Chapter 1 - Adam 

When my elderly neighbor Mildred used her walker to travel on foot from her place to mine, I knew she was serious. 

“Oh, hi Mildred. You could have called, I would have come over.” I said, smiling as she handed me a brown paper bag full of oatmeal cookies. “Thank you.” 

“This is a very special occasion, I figured I would drag my old bones over to tell you the good news.” she said, half smiling as I helped her inside, and out of the heat. 

“Okay, Mildred. Be careful. Did you want anything to drink?” I asked, walking her to the dining room and helping her sit down. 

“Do you have tea?” she asked. 

“I do.” 

“Unsweetened please.” she said, raising her index finger. 

“Of course. What’s the good news?” I asked. Mildred was a sweet old woman, and mostly kept to herself, so I was always happy to entertain her. 

“Oh, yes. It’s my granddaughter, Lily. She’s coming to stay with me for the summer.” she said. I poured her a glass of iced tea, and strolled back into the dining room to take a seat. 

“Wow, that’s great.” I said. 

“Yes, it is. She’s adorable, you’re going to love her. She just finished her freshman year of University, and she’s going to stay with me to save money on room and board.” she said, lighting up with joy. 

“That’s just fabulous. I hope you two have a great time.” I said. 

“Oh, we will. I don’t get to see her as much as I’d like, you know, so this is going to be really good.” 

“I agree.” 

“Actually, I wanted to ask you a favor, if you don’t mind.” she said. 

“Yeah, sure. What is it?” 

“Well, I know that you’re successful, and I was wondering, if maybe you had some extra work that Lily could help out with. She’s very smart, and ambitious.” she said. “And hard working!” 

“Oh. Uhm, I don’t know, Mildred. I don’t have that much extra work, really.” I said. 

“Come on, I know you have to have something to keep a young girl busy. Just pay her ten dollars an hour, and you’ll have a personal assistant for the summer.” she said. Mildred could be very pushy at times, and I decided to just relent because I could feel things heading in that direction right away. 

“You know what? I think I could put her to work a couple days a week. I don’t see the harm in that.” I said, willing to capitulate in order to move it along. 

“Thank you, Adam. You won’t regret this, she’s such a good girl. You’re going to love her.” she said. I could tell that it made her day, and we talked while she finished her drink, and then I walked her back to her house. 

Mildred said her granddaughter would be arriving the following afternoon, but I didn’t think much about it and went on with my day. 

Our agreement didn’t enter my head again until the following afternoon, when I happened to glance out the front window and see a little red sports car parked in front of her house. 

“Oh, boy.” I said, struck with the realization that I was going to have to come up with something for her to do. As a writer, it was kind of a one man operation, and I wasn’t particularly keen on bringing someone else in on it, even if it was just to help out with clerical stuff. 

Once the sun started setting, and it cooled off a little, I went out on my back porch to enjoy a nightcap, and that’s when I saw her for the first time. She was taking out a bag of garbage, and I perked up right away, letting my eyes scan up and down her supple young body as she dropped the bag into Mildred’s trash can. 

She wore jean shorts and a white crop top that showcased her petite frame, with her dirty blonde hair in a ponytail on top of her head. After depositing the waste, she turned and caught me checking her out. We both smiled, and she waved. 

“Hi! I’m Adam.” I said, grabbing my drink and walking over to the chain link fence separating our backyards. 

“Grammy told me about you, I’m Lily.” she said, extending her hand over the fence. 

“Yeah, so you’re here for the summer?” I asked, staring into her blue eyes as my heart started racing. 

“That’s right! Campus housing is outrageous, and I missed my grammy, so it worked out perfectly.” she said. 

“Very nice.” 

“Grammy said that I can work for you? Is that right?” 

“Uhm, yeah. For sure. Just give me a couple days to get everything in order, and I’ll put you to work. It’s probably only gonna be ten hours or so a week, is that alright?” I asked. 

“Yeah, absolutely. I just need a little running around money, honestly.” she said, absolutely oozing with youthful energy and effortless beauty. I hadn’t even thought about it when Mildred brought her up, that her granddaughter might randomly end up being hot as fuck. 

“Okay, good. Honestly, she kind of sprang it on me yesterday, but I do have some personal assistant type tasks that you could handle.” I said, doing a complete 180 and coming fully on board with Mildred’s genius suggestion. 

“Great. I can’t wait.” she said, biting her lip without breaking eye contact. I felt the urge to lean over the fence and give her a kiss right then, but wrapped up the conversation instead. 

As I sat back down on my back porch, a hopeful feeling was birthed. There was something about her, so pretty, cheerful, and full of pep and excitement. Her energy was radiant, and reinvigorated me even during our brief introduction. 

She’d be my neighbor for the next three months. It made me feel young again, and gave me a reason to be excited for summer for the first time years. 

Chapter 2 - Adam 

I decided to call the maintenance company and get my swimming pool into working order that day. It had been out of commission for the past two summers, but I figured that Lily might decide she wants to take a dip sometime, or just lay out and deepen her tan. 

She’s like 19 years old, dude. She probably already has a boyfriend, but who knows? She’s here for the summer, might as well make the most of it and see what happens. 

That night, I sat down and went over all of my work, and tried to figure out tasks that I could put her on. There were a lot of things that I outright neglected or rejected when it came to marketing, and I thought maybe she could spruce up my social media presence. At the very least, she could respond to my ever growing inbox of unanswered emails. 

She went outside to get the mail the following afternoon, and I used that opportunity to approach her and let her know that her first day would be Monday. As I approached her, I was reminded again of the visceral effect she had on me. This time, her little red sweat shorts were so tight that I could see the bottom of her asscheeks, swaying with every graceful step. 

“Lily!” 

“Oh, hi Adam! How are you?” she asked, pulling a couple of letters out of the mailbox and clutching them against herself as she bounced up and down on her tippy toes in place. 

“I’m doing well, and yourself?” 

“I love it here, it’s so peaceful. It’s a nice change of pace from college.” she said, brushing her hair behind her ear and glancing into my eyes with a smirk. 

“I bet. It’s pretty uneventful here, and quiet. That’s why I picked it.” I said. “Oh, yeah. Can you work tomorrow? I have some stuff I need taken care of.” 

“Of course, I’d love to. What time?” she asked. 

“It doesn’t really matter, sometime in the morning. I usually get started around eleven.” I said. 

“Okay, I can do 11.” 

“Make it 10.” 

“Yes sir.” she said, looking down and grinning. I was picking up on some tension, but I tried not reading too far into it. 

“Perfect. I’ll see you then.” I said, giving her a nod and a final once over before turning to walk away. 

“Adam, wait.” she said, walking behind me. “I saw a poolboy in your backyard earlier, and I was wondering if-” 

“It should be ready by tomorrow or the day after, and you can use it whenever you want.” I said. 

“Really? Thank you. That’s amazing.” 

“No problem. I’ll see you tomorrow, sweetheart.” 

“What should I wear?” she asked, pausing me in my tracks. 

“It’s really not that official. Just dress casually.” I said. 

“Okay. Thanks again, Adam.” 

“You’re welcome.” I said. As soon as I stepped inside, I realized how much she turned me on. She was an absolute babe, and there was simply no way around it. Mildred had no idea what a favor she was doing me, and how much energy her granddaughter naturally infused me with. 

I called the pool company again, to make sure everything was on track. They came out again, and finished their cleaning and maintenance, and started filling the pool, telling me they’d be back the following day to check the chemical levels and make sure everything was running smoothly. She wanted a pool to lay out by and swim in, and I wanted a reason to get her into a bathing suit. It was a pretty fair trade as far as I was concerned, and I couldn’t wait to get to know her better. 

The whole thing kind of just came out of nowhere and landed in my lap. As a single 35 year old man, I was appreciative, but I still didn’t think it would realistically go anywhere. Still, I’d have a gorgeous piece of eye candy around the house a couple of days a week, which was the most I had going for me that summer. 

Before bed, I went out back for my customary nightcap. I guess Lily saw the light on, because she came outside shortly after, dressed in skimpy silk pajamas that made the blood flow where it shouldn’t. She walked up to the fence, smiling wide and staring over at me. 

“Hi there.” I said, raising my glass and breaking the ice. 

“Hi.” 

“It’s getting late, Lily. Isn’t it past your bedtime?” I asked, standing up from my chair and motioning for her to come join me. She unlatched the gate, and stepped into my yard. 

“Isn’t it past yours, old man?” she asked, stepping up onto my porch and looking out at the pool. “Ooh, it looks great.” 

“Hey, now. I’m not gonna let that old man comment slide.” I said. 

“But I like older men.” she said, nudging me with her elbow. “Besides, you started it with the bedtime comment.” 

“I guess you’re right. Would you like to join me?” I asked, sitting back down at the table with my drink. 

“Yes, boss.” 

“Ick. Don’t call me that. Adam is fine.” I said. 

“How about sir?” 

“I guess that’s okay. It still kind of makes me feel old.” I said. 

“How old are you, by the way?” she asked. I shook my head, and took a sip of my whiskey. 

“Thirty five.” 

“That’s a good age. You’re in your prime.” she said. 

“I don’t know about all that. I think I’d trade places with you. How old are you?” 

“I’m 19, but I turn 20 in June.” she said. 

“Your whole life ahead of you. Nothing but possibilities. I’m sorry, did you want me to get you something to drink?” I asked. 

“Vodka and soda, please.” 

“Nice try. How does a Sprite sound?” I asked. She rolled her eyes, grinning, and nodded her head. I went outside and poured the can into a glass, and brought it outside. 

“Thank you, sir.” 

“So, how was your first full day at The Winner’s Club?” I asked. 

“That’s such a stupid name.” she said, chuckling. 

“I agree, plus it’s misleading. You’d think it’s a retirement community for professional athletes or something.” 

“But it’s just a retirement community.” 

“Hey now. I live here.” I said. 

“Exactly.” 

“Mildred didn’t tell me that you were such a little firecracker.” I said. Lily’s expression softened, and she looked into my eyes. 

“Thank you for being so nice to her, by the way. I know she can be challenging at times.” 

“No, Mildred’s great. She’s my best friend on the whole culdesac.” I said. 

“Well, it’s very sweet, and I really appreciate it. She’s always been my favorite, and with school and everything, I don’t get to see her as much anymore. It’s nice knowing that she’s got you.” she said. 

“It’s my pleasure, Lily. Seriously.” I said. 

“She said that you’re a writer, that’s pretty cool.” 

“It’s not very glamorous, but it pays the bills.” I said. 

“It’s impressive. A man who uses his mind to make a living.” 

“I churn out genre based sci-fi and romance novels, it’s not exactly rocket science, or literary for that matter.” 

“Grammy said you write naughty adult content.” 

“She said that?” I asked, having a laugh. I’d never really thought about how Mildred might talk about me when I’m not around. “I do write some steamier stuff, from time to time.” 

“That’s fun. You should let me read it sometime.” 

“Maybe.” I said, finishing off my drink. 

“Oh, yeah. I wanted to show you something.” she said, pulling out her phone and pulling her chair over beside me. 

“Alright.” 

“I was having trouble choosing my outfit for tomorrow, I wanted you to pick it out for me.” she said, going into her photos and swiping through a couple of mirror selfies with different outfits. 

“Hey now, I like that one.” I said, stopping her in a white, form fitting summer dress. 

“Me too. Want me to wear it for you?” she asked. 

“For me? Sure.” I said, grinning and again feeling pulled towards her. 

“I meant for work, but you can dress me up whenever you want.” she said. 

“Keep going, I want to see more.” I said. 

“Then there’s this one, and this one, and this one.” she said. 

“I like them all, but the white is my favorite.” 

“The color of innocence, and purity.” she said, giggling. “So that’s the one?” 

“Definitely. Do I get to do this all the time?” I asked, feeling the liquid courage and the desire to flirt. It had been a while since a woman had sparked my interest in such a way. 

“I’d really like that, actually.” she said. 

“Okay, maybe I can throw in a little shopping per diem for you.” I said. 

“Don’t threaten me with a good time.” 

“I’m serious. Can you work Monday through Friday?” I asked. There wasn’t too much work, but I figured I could spread it out evenly throughout the week, especially if she was going to be my personal little Barbie doll. 

“Yeah. Absolutely, but I thought you said it was only like ten hours?” she asked. 

“Yeah, but I’ll find more things for you to do. I didn’t realize I was going to get to dress you too, that sweetens the pot.” I said, causing her to turn red and grin sheepishly. 

“Thank you.” 

“You’re very pretty, Lily, so I’ll gladly buy you a new wardrobe as long as you model every piece for me.” I said, feeling loose and in a good mood. 

“Yes sir.” she said. “What about panty hose? I’ve always had kind of an office kink, if that makes sense.” 

“You don’t say?” I asked, emptying my glass and bringing her inside with me to get a refill. 

“Yeah, I don’t know. I’ve just always seen myself working for someone successful. I like the idea of being a secretary.” she said. 

“What are you studying in school?” I asked, popping the top to the bottle and pouring about a shot and a half worth into my glass. 

“Early childhood education. I want to teach preschool, or kindergarten. Or even first or second, I dunno, I just want to work with little ones.” she said. 

“Goodness.” 

“What?” 

“Could you get any cuter? I should have figured you would say that.” I said. Lily laughed, and nestled herself up against me as I leaned against the counter, choosing to stand directly beside me as opposed to anywhere else in the kitchen. 

“I’m gonna try, what should I do with my hair tomorrow?” she asked. 

“I’m gonna trust you with that.” I said. 

“Okay, what about pigtails? Or braids?” she asked, wide eyed and stunning in a way that she couldn’t possibly comprehend. 

“I like both. Surprise me.” I said, grinning as I sipped at the bourbon, admiring every little thing about her, from her chin dimple to her soft vocal tone. 

“Yes, sir. Well, I should probably go. I didn’t tell Grammy that I was coming over.” she said. 

“You’re my secretary now, I’m sure she’ll understand. Who knows? I might need you for some late nights this summer.” I said, walking her outside to the gate. 

“Thanks Adam, I’ll see you tomorrow.” 

“Goodnight Lily. Dress cute for me.” 

“I will.” she said, walking through Mildred’s backyard towards the door. I watched her until she disappeared inside, grinning to myself at my massive good fortune. Tomorrow was going to be interesting. 

Chapter 3 - Lily 

Grammy told me a lot about Adam, and I found it very endearing how well he treated her. She said he always had time for her, helped her fix things around the house, and loved her cookies.

Grandma Mildred was a huge part of my life growing up, and I’d always been her favorite of the grandkids. It was her pastime to spoil me, and I loved her for it. I liked that she was still able to live alone, but it would have worried me if it weren’t for Adam being right next door. She was closing in on 80 years old, and I just wanted the best for her. 

As soon as I got there, she started talking about him, and telling me about what an “eligible bachelor” he was. I couldn’t help but entertain it, as it was all she talked about and I had zero serious dating prospects in my life. Being in college really solidified my preference for older men, as I’d grown exhausted with the lack of maturity in the guys my age.

It was really a blessing that he hired me, as I could save time and money on commuting. I had a thousand dollars in savings, and I just needed some sort of cash flow to sustain it throughout the summer. Nothing crazy.

I could tell that he found me attractive, but there was a sense of hesitation there. Probably because of my age, and my relationship to his neighbor. Regardless, I was single with the whole summer ahead, and I’d already made up my mind about how I was going to spend it.

Adam had a certain way about him, friendly but also undeniably masculine. From what I could pick up on, he had an independent disposition, and a penchant for control. He didn’t have or write from an office, choosing instead to create his work in his living room. It was so perfect that I couldn’t believe it, like a little fairytale written specifically for me. Admittedly, I live my life lost in a world of daydreams and fantasies, but it felt so right.

My plan was to take it easy for the summer, spend time with Grammy, and just relax. The addition of access to a swimming pool was like the cherry on top, and I woke up early in the morning, giddy with excitement at the proposition of my first day as my sexy older neighbor’s personal secretary slash assistant.

“How do you want your eggs, sweetheart?” Grammy asked.

“No, no. I’m making breakfast.” I said.

“Nope. It’s my house, and you’re my guest. Besides, not on your first day of work.” she said, negotiating on behalf of spoiling me as per always.

“Fine, but I get to cook tomorrow.” I said. “And scrambled, please.”

“We’ll see about that. Let’s take things one day at a time.” she said, giving me a side eye to let me know she wasn’t giving up that easily. I knew it would be a losing battle, as it wasn’t really possible to wake up earlier than her in the morning on any consistent basis. “Are you excited?”

“Very. I kind of have butterflies.” I said, feeling tons of nervous energy as I sat down at the dining room table, which overlooked the kitchen.

“That’s understandable, you two don’t know each other very well, but you’ll get acquainted over the summer.”

“Yeah, we don’t really have a choice now.”

“True. Sometimes, proximity can be a great catalyst.” she said, grinning as she began cracking eggs.

“Oh, grammy. Let’s just take it one day at a time.” I said.

“What are you going to wear?” she asked.

“A white dress. He picked it out for me.” I said. She stopped what she was doing, and her eyes went wide as she approached me.

“What do you mean? When?”

“We talked last night. In the backyard.”

“Oh, my. And he’s already picking out your outfits?”

“Well, I tried on some stuff and took pictures, then let him decide.”

“Lily. I didn’t realize you were so aggressive.” she said, smiling with a twinkle in her eye as she slowly walked back to the stove.

“I’m not aggressive, grammy, but I am trying to make myself somewhat available.” I said.

“You shouldn’t worry so much. You’re young and beautiful, the men will flock to you no matter what.” she said.

“I don’t know about all that. He’s really cute though.”

“Isn’t he handsome? I’ve always kept it in the back of my mind to introduce you two.”

After breakfast, I went for a quick jog and then showered up and got ready. Grammy was there to tell me how beautiful I looked, and before I knew it, she was sending off with a sack lunch like I was going to my first day of school.

I think my nervousness was due in large part to my being single, horny, and the fact that Grammy would not stop talking about it. Not that I cared, it was already dominating my mind. It felt so adult, and I knew that he would be unlike any man I’d dated before. Despite my anxiety, I did feel confident as I walked up to his front door in my dress, and that was only solidified by the way he looked at me when he opened the door.

“You look gorgeous.” he said, his eyes straying from mine as they scanned up and down my body. I giggled and did a little half turn for him, popping my butt and drawing his eyes and a smile.

“Thanks.”

“I’m going to have to write Mildred a thank you letter. Come in.” he said, wearing slacks, dress shoes, and a light blue button up shirt.

“Yes sir.” I said, stepping inside and letting him check out my butt as he walked behind me into the living room. I wasn’t even sure what my job would entail, but the tension between us felt so thick and undeniable. I sat down on his couch, crossing my legs as he took a seat on his throne-like chair, leaning forward and opening a manilla folder on the coffee table.

“Alright, so obviously, this job is a bit of a farce.” he said, looking up with his kind eyes and shrugging his shoulders. “I’m doing this strictly as a favor to Mildred, and if you weren’t so damn cute, then this might not be happening at all.”

“I really do appreciate it. And you.” I said, very grateful that he was willing to give me a job.

“That said, I am going to let you take over my newsletter. It takes maybe an hour, usually less. I’ll show you how to do that.” he said, looking at the printed sheet of paper in front of him.

“Okay. I can cook and clean as well.” I said, trying to make myself useful. My comment unintentionally struck a nerve, as he closed the folder and tried wiping the smile from his face, unsuccessfully I might add.

“Are you auditioning for the wife position, or personal assistant?” he quipped, rubbing the stubble on his chin and looking directly into my eyes. He made me feel so physically tiny, and I fidgeted into sitting pretzel style.

“I don’t know.” I said, laughing at breaking eye contact because it felt like the temperature inside went up twenty degrees in an instant. “I’m pretty ambitious.”

Chapter 4 - Adam 

By the time I finished training her on how to build and schedule newsletters, two things had become abundantly clear. One, that she was seriously sharp, and would be able to easily handle the newsletter and more. And second, that she was every bit as attracted to me as I was to her.

I’d already done some legwork the night before, as far as getting things organized so that she could move through it. I let her work in my home office, and went to the couch to try and get started on some writing.

I figured that I would get used to it, but it was very distracting knowing that she was right down the hallway, dressed to the nines with her lean thighs and pretty little french tipped toes on full display in her sandals.

It had been a long time since I’d felt that sort of a visceral attraction, and I couldn’t stop thinking about her long enough to focus on my writing. I could see it in the way she looked at me, the way she blushed everytime I complimented her, and in how she always found reasons to be close when it wasn’t necessary.

I made myself a pot of coffee, and went to check in on her while it brewed. She was hard at work, and I couldn’t help admiring her. Lily was the type who could drive a man insane without ever knowing why, and she exuded feminine energy in a way that I found captivating.

“Oh. Hi Mister Knox. I didn’t see you there.” she said, finally catching me, and twirling one of her pigtails.

“I was just watching you work.”

“Supervising?” she asked, flashing her perfect smile.

“Maybe I just like looking at you.”

“That’s fine. I didn’t mean to interrupt you, sir.” she said.

“How’d you know my last name?”

“Grammy told me.” she said, her fingers typing away as I stepped closer, peering down the front of shirt in lieu of checking her work.

“Very nice.” I said, making it obvious enough that stopped what she was doing, and turned to face me.

“Mister Knox, is there something I could help you with? I couldn’t help noticing you seem tense.” she said, crossing her legs, and flashing “fuck me please” eyes.

“I am.” I said, smiling down at her.

“Well, I am your personal assistant. Do you think there’s anything I could do to help?” she asked, uncrossing her legs and sliding her chair right up to me.

“I just have a little case of writer’s block.” I said, the tension causing the blood to flow between my legs.

“Here. Take my seat.” she said, standing up and pushing me down into the chair. Before I could react, her hands were massaging my shoulders, and I let out a long, deep sigh. “I can feel it. You have knots everywhere.”

“I should take better care of myself.” I said, closing my eyes and leaning back in the chair. Her touch settled me down right away, and I felt totally relaxed as her soft hands unbuttoned the front of my shirt.

“Don’t worry Mister Knox, that’s why I’m here.” she said.

“You’re far exceeding my expectations.” I said, surprised by how forward she was about getting her hands on me. Lily began massaging my chest, and I had no doubts  that I could escalate things as far as I wanted, but I wasn’t sure I’d have to. She giggled, rubbing her hands over my stomach and sides.

“You’re very muscular.”

“Thank you. That feels incredible.” I said, placing my hands over hers and looking up over my shoulder into her eyes. Slowly, I moved her hands down towards my crotch, my heart pounding with anticipation.

“Oh, is that what you need?” she asked. I smiled silently, and we locked lips as her hands slipped inside my briefs, her fingers wrapping my cock at the same time her sweet tongue slid into my mouth.

“Mmm…”

“Here, let’s spin you around.” she said, wiping her mouth and dropping to her knees in front of me. “I was going to offer you free use, but I didn’t want to come on too strong.”

“Free use?” I asked, grinning and cocking my head to the side. I lifted my hips as she tugged on my pants, pulling them down along with my underwear to my ankles, leaving me fully exposed.

“Yeah. I thought it would be hot, truly being at your beck and call.” she whispered, stroking my length as she leaned in, slurping on my balls and raising her blue eyes to mine.

“Lily.” I sighed, smiling as I gripped her pigtails, pulling her against me as she eagerly gulped around a mouthful of balls. “That’s so good.”

“Mmm…I love it, sir. I’ll do anything you tell me, I promise.” she said, grabbing me by the base and slapping the head against her tongue, staring at it cross eyed and chuckling with excitement. I couldn’t believe that it was day one, and she was already down on her knees, in full submission and worshiping my cock.

Lily polished it like a professional, challenging herself to take it deeper, and encouraging me to fuck her face. I could only marvel at her for several minutes, lusting uncontrollably and savoring her passionate treatment.

“It’s so big and hard, I just want to stroke it and suck it all day.”

“Lily.” I said, repeating her name again and again as she slobbered down my shaft, rhythmically bumping my swollen cockhead against the back of her soft throat.

“Gluck, gluck, gluck! Ahh!” She gasped for air, smiling with saliva streaming down her chin.

“I have to feel inside of you, sweetheart. It’s killing me.” I said, my cock throbbing so hard that it was short circuiting my brain. I finished unbuttoning my shirt, removing it as I stood in front of her.

“Yes sir. However you want me.” she said, rubbing her face in my crotch and stroking. I hadn’t thought about the specifics, and assisted her to her feet by her pigtails, lifting her into my arms and setting her on top of the desk.

“This will do.” I said, swiping away a bunch of useless junk that it was in the way and pulling her to me. She raised her arms, and I removed her dress, revealing her sun kissed skin and impressive figure. “Oh, hi.”

“Here.” she said, unclasping her bra and letting it fall. They were perfect, supple and perky in a way only a woman her age can be, her nipples erect and beckoning my lips. She squealed as I pressed my cock into her, pulling her white underwear to the side and burying myself into her clean shaven pussy.

“God damn, Lily. You’re so little.” I said, my fingers wrapping instinctively around her vulnerable neck as I kissed her deeply, pushing my hips in and out, and extracting every bit of pleasure from her flesh.

“Ugh! Oh, God. Harder, Adam. I don’t care if you cum, just do it hard.” she said, wincing as I followed her orders. It was like being drunk on desire, and I kissed all over her chest and torso, eventually climbing up onto the desk and raising her legs up onto my shoulders.

“I think a full-time position just opened up for you.” I said, holding her in place as I dropped my weight down onto her. Lily called out, thrashing helplessly beneath me, begging me to pulverize her.

“I’m gonna cum. Oh, God!”

“Me too. Fuck. Oh Fuck.”

It was an epic explosion, and I left it inside her as my entire body tingled with pleasure. I was seeing stars, thrusting like an animal as I emptied so much pent up tension and frustration that it wasn’t funny.

She wrapped her legs around my waist, nuzzling her pixie nose against my neck and cheek, holding me against her.

“That was fun.” I said, laughing and breaking the tension.

“It was. We should do it again sometime.”

“What was it that you said about free use?” I asked, jolted back to the memory. It all happened so fast, and I was having trouble pulling my cock out of her, as it felt so at home there. Lily shrugged her shoulders, completely unaware of how her facial expressions melted my heart.

“It’s pretty self-explanatory, sir.”

Chapter 5 - Lily

I couldn’t help feeling like a dirty little hooker when I walked back home to grandma’s house, still dripping with my new daddy’s freshly deposited cum. Of course, she was right there waiting for me with a hot cup of tea, and trying to get me to share mine.

“How’d it go?” she asked. I sat down at the dining room table, clutching the warm ceramic mug in my hands and failing miserably in my attempt not to smile. “That well, huh?”

“It was nice.” I said, blowing on the hot liquid and trying to decide how many beans I wanted to spill.

“I told you this would be good. Did you sense any attraction? Did he flirt with you?”

“Oh, Grammy. I haven’t even told you what my day consisted of.” I said, releasing the tension with laughter and feeling my defenses fall. I sighed, and smiled some more. “He was a little flirtatious.”

“See, I told you. Your presence alone is enough to entice even the strongest of men.”

“I don’t know about all that, but I do like him. A lot.” I said.

“Well, that’s just wonderful. You have all summertime to take things slow, and get to know him. I’ll start giving him hints that he should ask you out on a proper date.” she said, always plotting ahead.

“Grammy, no. That’s not necessary, he’s my boss.”

“Only until he gives you a ring, then the roles will be reversed!” she said, cackling in a way that made me uncomfortable. I shook my head, and decided it was for the best that I didn’t tell her the full extent of my first day as a personal assistant. She’d have had a heart attack.

“I’m gonna go take a shower. I think you’re getting carried away.” I said, eager to slip away and process my newfound exhilaration. I was also eager to do a little online shopping, as Adam insisted that a clothing allowance was a fully necessary aspect of my salary, and I had no qualms about that.

I’d never really been the type who could be described as “boy crazy”, but that’s how I felt after my first day with Adam. It was so unlike any experience I’d ever had, and our unusual pairing had sexy built right into it.

Adam proved to be all I could handle, and everything I was looking for. Over the next several days, he ran my life, and controlled every little thing about my days at the office. He admitted he wasn’t getting any writing done, but assured me that I was a muse in his process.

All of my outfits were shipped to his house, because Grammy would have surely known what was up right away if she were to see the skimpy lingerie that I was purchasing. I mostly wore dresses to work, but it became more about what I wore beneath the dress.

Hi, Mister Knox.” I said, arriving ten minutes early for my shift like he’d asked.

“Hey baby.” he said, taking my hand and leading me inside. I was wearing a black pencil skirt with a button up and black flats, as Adam really liked it when I dressed like a true secretary. “Such a doll.”

“You like it?”

“A little too much. If I didn’t just buy it, I’d rip it right off you.” he said, leading me into his bedroom where a plethora of goodies were waiting for me.

“Oh, wow. Is this all for me?” I asked, looking at all of the brand new packages on his mattress.

“Yeah, I decided you were up for a promotion. I’ll warn you, some of it is pretty naughty.” he said, wrapping his arms around my waist from behind and kissing my neck.

“I like being naughty for you, sir.” I said, instantly intrigued by what he had in store. Being spoiled was one of the many perks of dating him, or whatever it was that we were doing. I sat down at the foot of the bed, and began opening the various packages.

“I got you a couple bathing suits.” he said, handing me one in particular. I tore it open, and saw what he meant right away.

“It’s practically dental floss.” I said, eyeing the tiny coverups for my private areas, and noting the lack of coverage elsewhere.

“I can’t have you lounging by my pool with regular swimsuits, they have to be micro bikinis from now on. That’s the new rule.” he said.

“I was going to invite Grammy over for a swim this weekend, will that rule apply to her?” I asked, being cheeky and getting a laugh before moving on to the other packages. There was lingerie, body chains, micro bikinis, and then something unfamiliar. Something black and leather.

“They’re restraints.” he said, answering my question before I could ask and snatching them away. “These are more for my pleasure, but they’ll look good on you.”

“What kind of restraints?” I asked. Adam opened them up, and laid the straps out on the bed.

“They’re just standard bed restraints, so that you can’t escape me.” he said, looking over his shoulder at me.

“You can’t kidnap a girl who wants to be your slave, silly.”

“I know, but I can tie her up.” he said, motioning for me to get off the bed while he set it up. I felt my heart racing as it became clear how they worked, as I’d never experienced bondage before and it was apparent he was in the mood to try them out.

“I’m nervous.”

“It won’t be any different than before, except you won’t be able to move.” he said, scooping the excess lingerie and swimsuits up into his arms and depositing them on his desk. “As much as I like the outfit, I need you to take it off.”

“Yes sir.” I said, unbuttoning my shirt while he watched with his arms crossed. Each time we’d had sex, things had gotten progressively intense and passionate, and Adam had a tendency to be a little rough. Even though I loved it, the way that he manhandled me, it made me a little anxious knowing that my limbs would be strapped to the bed.

“Good girl. I’m glad you chose that, it’s fitting.” he said, referencing the black leather bra he’d purchased for me a few days prior. I smiled back at him, unzipping the back of my skirt while he remained fully clothed, fully content to watch me strip down to my leather underwear.

“Lucky guess.”

“Remove the underwear, and lay flat on your stomach in the center of the mattress.” he said, his voice cold. I did as I was told, feeling a chill move over me as I climbed into his bed. I could feel his eyes boring down on me, and I’d spent the entire previous day with Grammy, so I knew that he was hungry for my body, as I felt the same way for him.

“Like this?” I asked, legs spread and arms straight out at my sides.

“Perfect.” he said, first applying the restraints to my arms, pulling them tight around my wrists. “How is it? Not too tight?”

“No, sir. It’s comfortable.” I said. Adam disappeared behind me, and I heard the velcro as he went in on my ankles.

“I’ve been thinking about this for days.” he said, pulling the strap and tightening it off.

“I’ve never done this before.” I said. Being splayed out like that left me vulnerable, and I had no idea what to expect.

“I know, and that’s okay. Just try and relax.” he said, the soles of his shoes clicking on the hardwood floor as walked over to his nightstand, reaching into the drawer and pouring out a bottle of lube.

“I’m trying, but I’m really nervous.” I said.

“I understand. That’s a perfectly natural response to being tied naked to a bed, Lily.” he said, removing several items from the drawer that were obstructed from my view. “But don’t worry, I’m in the mood to be gentle.”

“What’s that?” I asked, as he turned around with something in his hand and approached me.

“It’s a blindfold.” he said, slipping it around my head and effectively removing my vision.

“You aren’t going to spank me, are you?”

“Not today, angel. You’ve been such a good girl for me, and I want to show you how grateful I am.” he said. I bit down on my lip, following the sound of his voice as he circled around behind me. “You do have a perfectly spankable little ass, though.”

“Oh, goodness.” I said, my eyes bulging behind the black fabric of the blindfold as his fingers dug into the soft flesh of my backside, pulling my cheeks gently apart. His nose bumped against me, followed by the warm sensation of his tongue, flicking against my sex and kissing.

“Mmm…” he cooed, inhaling my scent and sending chills up and down my spine. “Put your ass up for me.”

“Yes sir.”

“Look at that. Gorgeous.” His voice was low, almost growling as he buried his face in my ass, and began lapping away rhythmically while I laid helplessly beneath him, my body shaking with pleasure as he licked and sucked.

“Ugh. Adam, oh, God. That feels so good.”

“I know, sweetheart. It tastes even better.” he whispered, getting his fingers involved. Knowing that he was fully clothed, while I was splayed out for his viewing pleasure only added to the rush. It was the first time he’d really gone down on me, and I was quickly reduced to a quivering, blubbering mess while his hungry mouth consumed me.

“Ugh! Oh my God.” I squealed as his thick fingers worked in and out like pistons, causing so much stimulation that I literally forgot to breathe.

“Yeah, good girl. Cum for daddy.” he grunted, switching his tongue over to my asshole right as I approached orgasm. Everything was going as planned, and my entire body was hit with a surge of pure euphoria, followed by tingling and stars as I finally gasped for air.

“Eh heh heh, oomph ahh. Ugh!” It felt like I pissed myself, like losing total control and going the opposite of numb. I remember twitching, pulling against my restraints and calling out as he rubbed the pads of his fingers over my clit, faster and faster. It felt almost too good, and my toes flexed and curled as I came multiple times, the orgasms overlapping to the point where my mind just melted completely.

“Yes, just like that. Just like that, baby girl. God damn.” he said, finally relenting as I finished soaking his sheets. I couldn’t see it, but I could feel the heavy wet spot beneath me as I collapsed flat onto his bed, slap happy and completely euphoric. It was the most powerful experience of my life, and I wanted nothing more than to be free of my restraints so that I could cuddle and pleasure Adam.

“Mmm…” I moaned, sighing with pleasure as I grinded against a pillow he slid between my legs to prop me up.

“That was so sexy. It took all of my willpower not to have already taken it.” he said. I panted for breath, turning my head in his direction even though I could not see.

“Thank you, daddy.” I said, listening to him ruffle around behind me.

“I’m going to start by lathering your asshole with strawberry lube, and then I’m going to lick it off, slowly insert my finger, and let you relax into it before I enter you.” he said. I heard the bottle pop open, and it farted as he squeezed it onto my anus.

“Okay. Yes sir.” I said, still spinning from earlier, but eager to go along with whatever he wanted. It wasn’t the first time he’d mentioned my ass, and laying claim to it with his hard cock.

“It’s so tiny. I can’t wait to feel it squeezing my dick.” he said, his hot breath tickling me as he began swirling his tongue in circles, dragging it around my ass while I dug into the sheets with both hands.

“Oh!”

“It’s okay, baby. I need it.”

“I know, sir. My body is yours.”

“That’s exactly why I love you so much, Lily. You understand my needs, and my innermost desires.” he said, his face wedged between two handfuls of cheeks. His tongue was steady and true, and caused a great stir to build within me. Hearing the L word leave his mouth piqued my interest, as his flowed so casually off of his tongue, like he’d already accepted it thoroughly in his own mind.

“I love it.” I whispered, wanting to say the word too. “I love your tongue, daddy.”

“My tongue loves you.” he whispered, squeezing another cold dab and making me pucker reflexively. “Oh, yes. That is so sexy, squeeze it. Good girl.”

“Daddy, I want it. I want your cock.” I said, having grown comfortable dirty talking with him. He made me want it, even if it hurt, I wouldn’t care. I just wanted him to use me however he saw fit, and to never have any hangups when it came to me. I wanted to be the place he went to let loose, to indulge any depraved penchant.

“Yes, that’s my baby. I’m going to give you your hands back, but only to hold it open for me. Do you understand?”

“Yes daddy. Thank you.” I said, waiting as he freed my hands. I was trembling with anticipation, listening as he undid his belt, and removed his clothing. The squishing sound of Adam stroking his lubed up cock alerted me that the time had arrived, and I pulled my cheeks apart submissively, putting myself on full display and making my offering.

“Say it again. Say thank you.” he said, working his finger slowly into my anus to spread the lube internally.

“Thank you, daddy. Thank you for taking my ass.” I said, feeling dark and deviant as he slapped his juicy length across my holes, spitting into my ass while I held it open for him.

“Squeeze it. Let me see.” he said. I couldn’t get enough of his dominant, dirty nature or bad intentions. He effortlessly brought out my submissive side, and I grunted like an animal as he pushed his thickness into my hole.

“Daddy…”

“Oh my God, Lily. Squeeze it. Holy fuck, don’t stop. Squeeze that dick like a good little slut.” he said, his voice deep and gutterall. Hearing the change in his tone turned me on, and I gritted my teeth as he plundered me for the first time.

“Oh, fuck. It’s so big.”

“You’re doing so good, baby. Try to open up. Let me have it.” he whispered. Kissing my cheek and ear as I struggled to adjust. I could feel myself being spread apart, and he slowly grinded against me until it started to feel really good.

“I love it, Adam. I really love your dick.” I said.

“Rub your clit, baby. I want you to cum for me while I fill your asshole up with hot, sticky cum.” he said, telling me what to do. I followed his orders without hesitation, lost in pleasure and loving every second of being under his command.

Once I relaxed fully, he began bottoming out forcefully, and it was like the fourth of July going off inside of me.

“Guhhnghhh…”

“Yes, baby. Cum for that cock, baby. Good girl.” he said, holding me by the hair and practically impaling me. It felt amazing, surprisingly so, and I seized beneath him as he finished off by fucking me into a helpless stupor, leaving it in while it pulsed, shooting me full of his sticky load in the ultimate act of possession. “Mine.”

“Yes! Yours.” I whimpered, focused entirely on the sensation of his throbbing cock.

I didn’t realize how exhausting it was until he’d finished, and the fatigue settled over all of my appendages at once.

“Thank you, Lily. I really, really, really needed that.” he said, slowly backing himself out of me. It was a heck of a way to start the day, and a satisfied smile spread across my face. I’d grown accustomed to the lack of vision during our rendezvous, and so it kind of shocked me when he pulled off the blindfold, and the reality of what we’d done came rushing in all at once.

“I like working for you.” I said, my voice weak and flat. Adam laughed, covered in sweat but still full of energy.

“Are you thirsty?”

“Yes.”

“Let me go make you a sandwich, baby.” he said, leaning in and planting a kiss on my forehead. He undid the ankle restraints before leaving the room, and I curled up in a mess of lube, sweat, and cum. Summer vacation at Grammy’s was turning out to be a whole lot more wild than I ever could have anticipated.

Chapter 6 - Adam

It wasn’t exactly something I needed to rack my brain about, whether or not I wanted to pursue something more serious with her. That said, good Lord were things perfect the way they were.

I hadn’t even looked forward to summers in over a decade, and certainly hadn’t experienced a fiery love affair in even longer. Honestly, a part of me had kind of given up on finding anything worthwhile, and it wasn’t until love smacked me in the face that I remembered how worthwhile it could be.

Our dynamic was so organic, like two random puzzle pieces that happened to fit together perfectly. After about a month or so of just fucking her brains out every chance I got, which was all the time, because she worked five days a week and I made sure to utilize my free use privileges multiple times a day.

Landscaping wasn’t really my thing, as it never struck me as a proper use of money. Once I had Lily as my assistant, and free reign to dress her up in micro bikinis like she was my adult Barbie doll, I decided to fork over the cash and make the backyard less visible.

Of course, it didn’t take too long for Mildred to catch onto things. I wasn’t sure what Lily had told her, but I didn’t have it in me to lie to her, and told her that I was very interested in her granddaughter.

“This is joyous. We’ll have to talk about venues for the first date, you know that she’s chaste right?” she asked. I rolled my eyes on the inside, content to go along with it.

“Oh, yeah. Of course.” I said, eliciting a naughty smile.

“I’m only kidding, Adam.”

We did go on dates, and it was really nice once it was all out in the open, because I could have her over at odd hours, or whenever the mood struck. Lily and I started dating officially, but maintained the same work relationship, as it was too much fun to get rid of.

She considered other options for school, as she wanted to shift gears without changing directions, so to speak. We’d already started the process of facilitating her transfer to a more local community college that offered her program, and then we were blindsided by an announcement that might make Grandma Mildred blush. She was about to be Great Grandma Mildred, as Lily wasn’t on birth control, and zero precautions were taken from the first time I got my hands on her.

So that’s where we are, a very happy grandma who is insisting we get married before the baby arrives. Lily is fairly traditionally minded, like me, and so we plan on getting eloped before the arrival of our son, and then having a wedding afterwards, once we’ve settled in.

Free Use Best Friend

Chapter 1 - Rick 

“Wait, what? You’re serious?” I asked. My girlfriend Erica and I were cuddled up in the hotel bed, the night before her friend Kelsi was scheduled to join us. 

“Yeah. She’s been single for a while, but she doesn’t want to sleep with some random guy on vacation.” she said. 

“And you’re okay with that?” 

“I’m looking forward to watching, actually.” she said. 

“Oh, really?” 

“You know how much I love your cock, why wouldn’t I want to share it?” she asked, grinning back at me. She’d made an off-handed comment before, when we first started dating, saying how she’d like to see another girl sucking my dick, but we’d been drinking and it didn’t come up again. 

“As long as it’s cool with you. Did you two talk about this?” I asked, her face betraying the answer right away. 

“She’s my best friend, we talk about sex stuff.” she said, shrugging her shoulders. 

“That’s fine. I just don’t want things to be awkward, since we haven’t even officially met yet.” I said, my head spinning as I tried to process what was going on. 

“It won’t be, she’s very open and outgoing. You’re going to love her.” she said. 

“And you’re gonna watch?” 

“Absolutely. I’m going to be masturbating.” she said, giggling and peering into my eyes. I could tell that it was turning her on just talking about it, but it was uncharted territory as far as I was concerned. I’d only seen Kelsi in pictures, but she was absolutely flawless. Her body was immaculate, with the best pair of thighs I’d ever seen, and an ass to match. 

“That’s really hot.” 

“Just wait, she’s absolutely gorgeous. I can’t wait to see you stretching her out.” she said. 

“Baby, fuck. You’re making me hard.” I said, feeling myself turn erect as I pictured Kelsi lying beneath me. Erica’s hand snuck between my legs, and she disappeared under the sheet. 

“I should make you wait until she gets here, and let all the tension build.” she said, stroking and sucking my balls. I pulled the sheet away so I could look into her eyes, and took hold of a handful of her hair, assisting her bobbing motion when she switched over to my cock. 

“I should make you swallow every drop.” I said, prompting her to start deep throating. Erica was a talented lover, and we’d been together for three months. 

“Is that what you want?” she asked, slobbering down my length and slurping it right back up. I tried to control my breathing, but it felt so damn good. 

“Oh my God, baby. Yes, I want you to suck it down your throat.” I said, moaning and grinding against her face. Erica was adorable, but never looked quite as beautiful to me as when she had a big mouthful of my cock. 

“Gluck! Gluck! Gluck!” 

“Such a good girl, God damn.” I said, staring into her wide, innocent eyes. “Are you gonna play with Kelsi and I?” 

“No. I want her to have you all to herself. I want to feel jealous, and humiliated. I want her to please you in ways I can’t.” she said. 

“We can do that, but let’s make a compromise.” I said, taking hold of the base and slapping my dick against her tongue. 

“What is it?” she asked, a tear running down her cheek from her overzealous blowjob style. If it wasn’t connected to my pelvis, she’d have consumed my cock whole. 

“I want you both to suck. I want to fuck both of your pretty little faces, and then paint them with sticky cum.” I said, grunting as my body flooded with pressure. 

“Yes, daddy. Our throats are yours to use.” she said, opening wide and offering hers. 

“Ugh! Good girl, deeper, there ya go. Fuck.” I shoved her head down into my lap, bucking against her and using her mouth as a fleshlight until I was overtaken by pure ecstasy. Erica was incredibly submissive sexually, and loved being used and manhandled. 

“Guck!” She kept her head down, her mouth forming a tight seal around my girth, swallowing around me as I emptied my load, releasing all of the tension our naughty little conversation had caused. 

“Baby, that was amazing.” I said, throwing my hands behind my head and laying back. 

“You liked it?” she asked, laying her head on my chest and snuggling up to me. 

“I love the way you suck it.” I whispered, giving her a kiss on the forehead. The orgasm drained my body, but my mind was still going haywire. I wanted to sneak off and stalk Kelsi’s social media, but I wouldn’t have to wait long. She’d be there in the morning. 

Chapter 2 - Rick 

I woke up before Erica, and took a long hot shower to get ready for what laid ahead. We had two more nights in the hotel, and things had gotten infinitely more interesting now that I knew what the two of them had planned for the weekend. 

We met at a yoga studio, Erica and I. She was a regular practitioner, and I showed up because I was trying to rehab some training injuries and general wear and tear. As a recently retired professional MMA fighter, my main concern going forward was getting my body back into working order. Years of grinding had taken their toll, and I was as stiff and immobile as a board. 

Naturally, there were a lot of pretty girls in the yoga class, and she caught my attention right away. Tiny and blonde, with pretty little white painted toes and the prettiest eyes that kept looking over at me. I introduced myself after class, and we started hanging out right away. 

She swore by yoga, but I found it mind numbingly boring, and I wasn’t getting the results I wanted. 

“Baby, you need to relax, and come into the moment. Just be there, and give it time. Trust the process.” she said stuff like that all the time, but I needed to get out of pain, so I ended up going to a Chiropractor instead. Luckily, she was a big hippie and always had plenty of the green stuff, so between that and the weekly adjustments, I was back to normal in no time. 

I kept going to yoga, mainly to admire Erica and the rest of the babes that regularly filled the class. My bank account was dwindling fast, and I needed to figure out what to do after fighting. As soon as Erica found out about my situation, she invited me to live with her. 

That’s when I learned that she was a successful carpenter slash artist, and that she made way more money than I would have ever imagined. It was kind of odd at first, having a rich, hippie girlfriend who paid for everything and owned her own house sitting on ten acres. It made me like her even more, especially after watching her work. 

She made these super intricate tables, and I had no idea what she was doing until all of the pieces were put together, and suddenly it all made sense. Her pieces would sell for anywhere from ten to twenty thousand dollars, and they were all completely one of a kind. After all the years I’d spent learning how to fight, I realized my hands could be put to better use. 

Erica claimed that her soul animal was a dolphin, and she liked to go on weekend vacations to the beach at least once a month. I wasn’t working at the time, and since I was finally living pain free, I was super excited to hit the beach. 

She invited one of her many best friends, a girl named Kelsi. They’d been friends growing up, and stayed in touch through college, eventually ending up in the same general area after Erica bought her property. 

We’d been dating maybe two months at this point, so I hadn’t met most of her friends or family. I thought it would be a good chance to spend some time with one of her friends, as I was quickly beginning to think that I might actually have a future with Erica, at least if she wanted me. It was still too early in the relationship to talk about things like that, as we were riding the wave of the honeymoon phase and enjoying every second of it. 

The only reason I knew who she was talking about when she mentioned Kelsi was because she was all over Erica’s social media. They took a lot of trips together, and were always in bikinis. She was stunning, and I found myself staring at her every time I stumbled across her, salivating at her epic proportions and meaty backside. She had a million dollar smile, and looked like an Abercrombie model with a fatter ass. It was hard to forget her. 

And then she showed up, driving a candy apple red convertible, and honking when she pulled into the parking spot. I felt butterflies in my stomach right away, as Erica leapt from the bed and sprinted outside to give her a hug. I followed slowly behind her, watching as Kelsi got out of the car in a bikini top and daisy dukes. 

“Erica!” 

“Kelsi! Ahhh!” she screamed, and I let them have their little girly moment, happy to stand by and observe the woman I was supposed to fuck in front of my girlfriend. Their chemistry was undeniable, and you practically feel the playful energy radiating off of them when their attention turned in my direction. 

“Hey.” I said, stepping forward and looking directly at Kelsi, who was taller than I expected, and somehow even more gorgeous in person. 

“Hi.” 

“This is Rick. Rick, this is Kelsi.” Erica said, watching our first interaction intently. 

“Hi Kelsi.” I said, giving her an awkward wave and then stuffing my hands into my pockets. I felt myself flush hot, and Kelsi made eyes at Erica, grinning like the devil. 

“He’s cute. You weren’t lying.” she said, taking Erica’s hand and walking ahead of me to our motel door. Her ass was shaped like a peach, and her shorts were so short that I could see the bottoms of her asscheeks with every step.  I followed them inside, anxious in the best way. There were two beds in our room, and Kelsi flopped down onto one, letting out a big sigh. 

“Do you need anything? A drink?” I asked, going over to the mini fridge to grab myself a pop. 

“I think I just need a nap.” she said. 

“Oh, yeah? How long was your drive?” I asked, isolating a cold can and giving the tab a crack. 

“Five hours.” 

“Damn. When did you leave?” 

“Five in the morning.” she said, flexing her toes and drawing my attention to her perfect arches, as if I needed another reason to lust after her. 

“Poor baby. It’s over now, we’ve got two days to lay out, and relax.” Erica said, jumping into bed with Kelsi. 

“I need it.” she said. “Work has been crazy.” 

“Oh, what do you do?” I asked, taking a seat on the other bed. 

“I’m an interior designer.” 

“I told you that!” Erica said, shaking her head. It did ring a bell, but I’m terrible at names without faces. 

“Yeah, yeah. Eight years of getting punched in the head for a living will do that.” I said, making the same excuse I always did when my memory failed me. 

“That’s so cool. I love MMA.” Kelsi said, her eyes lighting up and meeting mine. “You should teach me something.” 

“Yeah, teach her the guard.” Erica said, chiming in. I rolled my eyes, always unsure how to handle these types of questions. The girls were just very excited, and I wanted to play along. 

“What’s the guard?” Kelsi asked. 

“It’s kind of like the missionary position.” Erica said. My heart started beating faster, and a smile naturally spread across my face. 

“Ooh, that sounds fun. Come guard me, daddy.” Kelsi said, laughing loudly as I stood up and approached the other bed. 

“You’re going to be putting me in guard.” I said. I wasn’t exactly sure what was the right mixture of serious and flirtatious, I just knew I wanted to get my hands on her, and teaching her some simple techniques from guard was the perfect way for us to break the ice. 

“Oh.” she said, spreading her legs before I was even on top of her. 

“Holy shit, you’re flexible as fuck.” I said, amazed that she had the dexterity in her legs to pretty much just fully open her hips without any assistance, while laying on her back. 

“She does yoga.” Erica said, jumping on any and every chance to get me to take it more seriously. I found the art far too painful to enjoy, and that’s coming from a prize fighter. 

“It’s paying dividends.” I said, scooting closer to her. 

“You have to wrap your legs around him.” Erica said, laying on her side and watching with a big smile. 

“Do you wanna teach her?” I asked, raising my arms as Kelsi wrapped her thighs around my sides, lacing her ankles at my lower back and pulling me close to her. The tension was immediate, and she grinded her pelvis against me. Instinctively, I looked over at Erica for approval, who was biting her lip and nodding for me to continue. 

“Is that good?” Kelsi asked. 

“So good.” I said, looking into her eyes as I began explaining the basics of the position. I usually charged $45 an hour for private lessons, but in this case, I gladly did it for free. 

Chapter 3 - Erica 

I’m not sure why it had such a grip on me, but seeing my man with another woman was a fantasy I’d held since I lost my virginity. When I was younger, I just kept it to myself, but the desires had grown so strong that I had to see them through. 

Rick was an incredible lover, naturally dominant and rough, with a big hard dick that could go for hours. Seeing Kelsi’s long legs wrapped around him made my heart flutter, and I could feel my wetness within seconds. 

He showed her an armbar and a triangle choke, carefully pointing out every little detail. I was glad that he was done competing, but I did wish that we’d been together while he was fighting. The videos were hot, but I wanted to see it in person. 

“Like this?” she asked, pulling her foot and locking her legs tightly around his head and arm. 

“Yeah, perfect. Raise your hips, and pull down on my head.” he said, his face turning red as he struggled to speak. He tapped once it was nice and tight, and she released her legs. 

“That’s so cool. Was that really choking you?” she asked, kind of amazed by her own ability. Kelsi had long, toned, flexible legs that turned heads wherever she went, and I knew it was driving Rick crazy having them wrapped all over him. I loved seeing them grow more comfortable, flirting like crazy as he taught her first Brazilian Jiu Jitsu class on the bed. 

“You should do naked jiu jitsu.” I said, blurting it out and trying to move things in that direction. I planned on going to the beach, but with Kelsi just getting in and probably wanting a nap, I figured watching my boyfriend fuck her senseless was the next best thing. They both chuckled, gauging each other for a reaction. 

“I mean, I’m down.” he said, wearing a mischievous grin and looking in my direction. 

“Please?” I asked, begging them to do it. Kelsi had been quite excited about it when we spoke, but we were having red wine and speaking over the phone at the time. 

“Do you mind if I shower first?” she asked. 

“Yeah, no problem.” he said, answering for me. It was quite obvious that the attraction was mutual, and Kelsi stepped out of her jean shorts, showing off her neon yellow thong and perfect posterior before stepping into the little bathroom to freshen up. She drove all morning, so I understood her desire to wash the stink off after being in the car for such a long time. 

“Isn’t she pretty?” I asked, so turned on that it was all I could think about. 

“She really is.” he said, sounding almost apologetic. “Her legs.” 

“Did you see her ass?” I asked, reaching into my waistband and letting my fingers move between my legs. The tension was killing me, and I couldn’t wait to see her emerge naked from the shower. 

“Yeah, it’s so juicy. I want to bury my face in it.” 

“Pervert.” I said, laughing. 

“Me? You’re the one who wants to watch me do it.” 

“That’s true. Are you nervous?” I asked. 

“A little. I’m super attracted to her, but we did just meet.” 

“The awkwardness will be gone in no time. You’ll know each other very intimately by the end of the trip.” I said, rubbing my clit and closing my eyes, imagining him holding her down and taking it with all of his might, calling out as he emptied himself into her fertile womb. 

I knew that he’d want her, as she turned heads wherever we went, and I was used to the attention she received from men. Seeing the way he looked at her, the way he was so powerless against his attraction made me tremble with arousal, and I was so glad that she was into it. 

When Kelsi came out of the bathroom, there was only a towel wrapped around her naked body. Her hair was still wet, and she looked so sexy that it was undeniable. 

“Take your clothes off, baby.” I said, staring at Kelsi and admiring her beauty. Rick removed his shirt, and I took Kelsi by the hand, inviting her into bed with us. 

“You’re sure?” she asked, giving me a final chance to back out. My heart was pounding, and we laced pinky fingers. 

“Yes. This is what I want.” I said, biting down on my lip and watching as Rick slid his shorts and underwear down, causing his erection to flop out dramatically. 

“Oh, wow.” Kelsi said, covering her mouth and giggling to herself. She’d actually already seen it before, because I showed her one of the dick pics he’d sent while we were sexting, but encountering it in real life was another thing entirely.”It’s so big.” 

“I told you.” I whispered, stripping down alongside them. I got out of bed, because I wanted them to have their own space so they could really go at it. I sat down on a swiveling chair, and immediately touched myself while they locked eyes, beginning their embrace with a slow, passionate kiss. 

Kelsi took his cock into her hand, rubbing his length as their tongues swirled together. It was even hotter than I ever could have imagined, and ignited a level of arousal that was almost disorienting. 

“Mmm…” I moaned, watching my best friend dive down onto my boyfriend’s cock, stroking with both hands and worshiping his bulging mushroom head. I loved sucking Rick’s cock, and it was so foreign seeing him with another woman. 

“Oh my God.” he said, posted up on his elbows and staring into her eyes. “You’re so beautiful.” 

“Thank you, daddy.” she said, smiling around a mouthful of his balls. I felt so jealous of her, of her beautiful bubble butt and exquisitely arched feet. Rick loved when I blew him in that position, laying on my stomach and waving my feet around. It seemed that his preference for the position applied to Kelsi as well. 

“God damn, I love your ass.” he sat up, reaching over her and plugging her pussy with his thick fingers while she continued enthusiastically sucking. Their mutual attraction was obvious, and the heat between them was off the charts. 

“Ugh!” 

“You’re so good.” he said, practically whimpering as he ran his fingers through her hair, his eyes full of lust. It was like they’d been waiting for each other for years, and were finally able to unleash their inner desires. 

“Mmm!” she moaned, staring into his eyes as she swallowed him as deep as she could handle. 

“Put those pretty little feet up for me, baby.” 

“Yes sir.” she said, clearly smitten with him. My body was overwhelmed, and I came watching them before he even put it inside of her. I moaned uncontrollably, but they were so caught up in each other that they didn’t even notice me. 

“Oh, fuck.” I groaned, soaking wet from watching them do the very same things he and I usually did. 

“Please.” she said, begging him on all fours and shaking her beautiful rear. It jiggled so effortlessly, and I could see that he was mesmerized by her, and followed through on what he’d said earlier about burying his face in her ass. 

It was a line we’d never crossed together, and there he was, reduced to his most primal desires, shamelessly making out with my girlfriend’s asshole. It made me hate her for her perfection, and him for his own selfish desires. It also made me cum, again and again. 

“Oh my God!” Kelsi’s fingers gripped the sheets as he pushed himself inside of her without protection. I honestly had no idea if she was on birth control or what, and the pregnancy risk only added to the erotic nature of what was happening. They were so unhinged, and he went absolutely crazy on her, fucking her like an animal until the sound of their bodies violently slapping together filled the room. 

“It’s so little.” he said, his eyes locked on her ass as she backed it up on him. “Come here, baby.” 

“I want to sit on it.” she said, turning her head so they made eye contact. The way they looked at each other brought me closer to the edge, and I had the perfect view of her succulent ass cheeks as he split her in half with his pulsing length. 

“Good girl…” he said, whispering something into her ear as he thrust from the bottom, sending pleasure through her trembling body. She began kissing his neck, and twerking on his dick. I’d never really done that before, but he liked it. He really liked it. 

“Yes, harder daddy. I want your cum.” 

“You want it? You want it in your little pussy?” he asked, staring into her eyes like I wasn’t even there. I’d expected there to be some sort of interaction, at least an acknowledgement that I existed, but they were too fixated on each other. 

“Ugh! Yes, oh my God.” she cried, grinding on his dick as he convulsed beneath her. Before I knew it, we were all cumming together, almost perfectly synchronized and in unison. 

It was so intense that I nearly blacked out, forgetting to breathe entirely as I arrived with ease, too turned on think straight or process why it felt so fucking good. 

“Oh my God, Kelsi. I love it. I love it so much.” he said, grabbing her ass with both hands and holding her down onto him as he erupted inside her. I knew the feeling well, and wished I was in her place. 

Chapter 4 - Rick 

There aren’t words. My entire body was vibrating, and I couldn’t wipe the smile from my face. Erica looked like she was every bit as spent as we were, having furiously masturbated herself into a frenzy while I pounded away at Kelsi from behind. I’d never been so turned on or attracted to another woman. She was perfect, and her luscious, big booty was enough to drive any man insane.

“You have no idea how much I needed that.” Kelsi said, laying spread eagle and flashing her gorgeous smile. I knew it was only lust, but I felt like I’d already fallen in love with her.

“You were beautiful. So hot. Thank you.” Erica said, giving her a kiss on the lips. I knew that her kink was being a cuckquean, but I really wanted to have them together. Seeing how comfortable they were when they kissed made me feel hopeful that it would happen.

“I second that compliment. And I third it.” I said, sweaty and overheated from the vigorous session. It felt like I was the star of my very own porno, and I loved that Erica wasn’t jealous about it. Kelsi was exhausted, so we let her fall asleep and got into the shower together. “So, you liked it?”

“It was everything I hoped for and more. I loved seeing you lose yourself in lust with her, I’m not sure why it turns me on so much, but I couldn’t stop cumming.” she said, letting the hot water splash over her back and gently touching my cock.

“Well, I definitely don’t mind it. Whatever you want, baby.”

“You’re the best. I’m gonna have to figure out a way to show you my appreciation. Do you have anything in mind?” she asked. I put some body wash on my hands and lathered up her breasts, taking a moment to contemplate her question.

“Do you think Kelsi would agree to free use?” I asked, hoping my girlfriend could double as a genie.

“That’s what you want?”

“Definitely. I only have a couple days with her.” I said, my cock swelling up from the mere thought of her.

“Wow, you’re really into her, huh?”

“I mean, you know. Yeah.” I said, unsure if maybe I was making her feel jealous.

“Okay. I can’t promise she’ll be into it, but I can run it by her.” she said.

“Thanks, babe.” I said, squeezing her tits as my mind replayed images from earlier, of Kelsi grunting on her hands and knees while my balls slapped against her ass. I wanted more, and felt almost like a junkie after taking the first hit of the drug that would eventually ruin his life.

Erica and I went for food at a local seafood place, and then for a walk on the beach to settle our stomachs. It was the strangest thing, fucking her best friend seemed to bond us even tighter, as she was all over me, almost giddy and excited like a child.

When we got back to the hotel, Kelsi had already showered and gotten ready, and looked like the epitome of a goddess in her long, form fitted white dress.

“Hey, baby.” Erica said, giving her a swat on the ass.

“I love that dress on you.” I said, looking down at her tanned thigh peeking out from behind the slit.

“Thank you.” she said, giving me that look and modeling the dress a little. She was so hot that she felt out of place, like she should be on a magazine somewhere. Kelsi was ready to go out, and I decided to stay back and relax while they went out for drinks and appetizers. It was already an eventful day, and I wanted them to have some time alone so Erica could bring up free use.

Chapter 5 - Rick

Much like the entire trip, things fell flawlessly into place, working out in my favor in every imaginable way. Not only was Kelsi into the idea of being my free use little fuck toy, they came home later that night with restraints, a leash, collar, and some sexy lingerie they picked out at the sex shop.

“Goodness, you two went crazy, huh?” I asked, digging through their bag of goodies and realizing that the next two days were about to get very interesting.

“We did. After we started talking about free use, I started feeling really subby, and thought you might like to tie me up.” Kelsi said, tipping her head like she was asking me permission.

“I like that. So you agree to be my free use submissive?” I asked, making sure it was true. She glanced at Erica, and then dropped down on her knees in front of me, raising her eyes to meet mine.

“Yes, master.” she said.

“Good girl. I guess I should put this collar on you, so that everyone knows who you belong to.” I said, reaching into the bag and snapping off the packaging. It was a black leather collar with silver studs, and I fitted to her neck, feeling a wave of power wash over me. “Okay, okay. I need you two to change before I get too into this.”

“Yes master.” she said, looking over to Erica, who grabbed their outfits. The girls went into the bathroom, and I felt an immediate tension. They’d only been gone for a few hours, but already I was missing her, and couldn’t wait to see both of them in their naughty new attire.

I could hear them in the bathroom, giggling and fumbling around. Their excitement was contagious, and I paced around the room in waiting mode. Becoming a de facto dominant for the night hadn’t been on my radar, but I was excited for the opportunity to use her body as I pleased.

Erica’s little kink was working out in ways I couldn’t have imagined, and I wondered how much further it could go. Would this same treatment apply to her other friends? What about random girls that we happened to meet? If it turned her on to see me with other women, then I might have to get used to monthly oceanfront vacations.

She had plenty of pretty friends, but Kelsi was the apple of my eye, inspiring levels of lust within me that left me throbbing just thinking about her, an effect I hadn’t experienced in years. Everything about her screamed desirability, and it was a power she wielded with effortless grace. I wanted to own her, and the possessive feeling grew each time we laid together. Finally, the women emerged, bright eyed and looking for approval.

“God dayum!” I said, licking my lips in anticipation of the meal in front of me.

“I told her about our deal.” Erica said, holding Kelsi’s hand and pushing me back until I ran into the foot of the bed, sitting down out of reflex.

“What deal?”

“The double blowjob.” she said, lowering herself to her knees before me.

“Good. Let me put my pet on a leash before we get started, I’m not sure that she can restrain her natural horniness and aggression.” I said, latching the silver clip onto her ring on her collar, and pulling her face closer to my cock.

“Yes, master. I live to be controlled.” she said, looking up at me while rubbing her face in my crotch.

“Erica, take it out. I want you to hold it for her.” I said, testing to see if she could match Kelsi’s submission. Having two pets to play with sounded awfully nice, and I wouldn’t mind laying back and letting them worship my cock to completion.

“Yes, daddy.” she said, eagerly digging into my waistband and doing as she was told. Kelsi went right to it, maintaining strict eye contact while I pulled her leash tight.

“Keep sucking, Kelsi. Erica, my balls.” I said. Sub and dom dynamics were never really a big part of our love life, so it felt different telling her what to do.

“Mmm…” she moaned, still holding my shaft at the base and slurping away without missing a beat. I liked seeing them down on their knees, aggressively sharing my cock and balls. I stood over them, holding Erica by the ponytail and Kelsi by her leash. I could have let them go forever, but as the pressure started to build, I decided to bring them into the bed.

“Yes, master. Anything you say.” Kelsi said, whimpering as I pulled her into bed, making her continue sucking while throwing one leg over her head, forcing her to suck it deeper.

“That’s my good little slut.” I said, holding her head down and watching her struggle for air.

“Guhh!” she gasped, smiling as spit dribbled down from the corners of her lips, only to shove her own throat back down onto my dick. Erica was practically a professional in the oral department, but her girl was giving her a run for her money. She let me just manhandle her, and use her like I owned her.

I took off my shirt and spread my legs, letting them lay on their stomachs for more sharing. Kelsi’s collar was wrapped around my hand, and I held her head down on my cock while Erica kept a mouth full of balls.

It was the single most aesthetically pleasing sight my eyes had ever witnessed, and I laid back like a king, breathing deep and trying to hold out for as long as possible. Not exactly an easy task when you’re staring down at two hungry cock sluts, gobbling away like they were auditioning for marriage, their fat asses and pretty little feet on full display, along with their depraved sexualities. They were so good together, I wanted to keep them both forever.

“Oh my God, yes. Don’t stop.” I said, watching as they swapped saliva by slurping each other’s viscous spit and recycling it back onto my cock.  Kelsi’s presence brought out something in Erica, and she began impaling her throat onto me, swallowing my entirety as her face swelled red.

“Gluck! Guck!”

“Fuck.” I said, feeling the impending explosion and pulling Kelsi up towards me. We made out while Erica finished me off, our tongues rolling together as Erica sucked down my sticky soup, polishing me off without wasting a single drop.              

Chapter 6 - Erica

I woke up feeling like a million dollars, and floating on cloud nine after having my cuckquean kink fully satisfied. Actually seeing him with her was even hotter than my darkest fantasies, and there was no denying the intense, mutual lust and satisfaction they derived from each other.

Kelsi would have stood out even in a huge group of attractive women, and knowing how much he must have wanted her only made it more fulfilling. It was kind of a hectic morning, as Kelsi and I both needed to shower, shave, and get ready.

Rick just sat on the bed waiting for us, mindlessly zoned out in front of the television while we made ourselves pretty. Kelsi packed the most revealing swimsuits, and I watched his eyes light up each time she modeled one for him, his gaze predictably shifting down to her backside whenever she turned around.

Even though we were only getting ready for the beach, I found myself becoming wet and turned on. It was like being on a new drug, and seeing them interact kept me constantly high. I was straightening my hair in front of the mirror, and Kelsi settled on a blue bikini that Rick must have really liked, because he bent her over the end of the bed and started wailing away at her.

My hair became sort of an afterthought, even though I kept doing it while watching them in the mirror. He was so aggressive, pulling her hair and slapping her ass. Kelsi was a wild one, and she was definitely into it, but it was still so novel seeing another side of him. I was perfectly secure in our sex life, but it made me naturally jealous seeing him unleash parts of himself only for her.

“Ugh!” she screamed as his palm collided against her bare skin, her bikini bottoms untied so he could access her. He spanked her again, and I could hear the pleasure in her voice when she winced.

“That’s my pussy. And my ass.” he said, pinning her head to the mattress and letting her have it. He’d built up his stamina from our non-stop fuckfest the night before, and she was practically screaming by the time he unloaded himself inside her, again leaving it in without protection.

By this point I was so turned on that I couldn’t even pay attention to my hair. It was like my adrenaline was on a constant low drip that kept me kind of on edge. She was so pretty, even laying there dripping cum, I couldn’t deny it. He kept choosing her, over and over to the point where it seemed more like he was her slave than the other way around.

I loved the way it made me feel inferior, like I was being replaced. Even after we left and went to the beach, if you didn’t know us, you would have thought that they were dating and I was the third wheel. He held her hand, couldn’t keep his hands off of her ass, and openly made out with her while we sat on our towels. It’s not like he was withholding affection from me, he didn’t, it just felt like there was an understood preference.

It was probably the excitement of it all, suddenly having access to his girlfriend’s undeniably beautiful best friend, and getting to explore her sexuality without judgment. He had my permission, so it wasn’t like he was doing anything wrong. I felt shame, humiliation, and embarrassment, all things that in my twisted world, are the ultimate aphrodisiac.

Rick wasn’t the only one admiring her, she was catching my attention more and more as well. I’d always been enamored with her, but I think being in such intimate situations really made my girl crush flourish.

“I want Erica to do it.” he said, snapping me out of a daydream and catching my attention. They were both looking at me, and he handed me a bottle of tanning oil.

“Oh.” I said, realizing what he was saying. Kelsi was sprawled out on her oversized towel, laying on her stomach with her already skimpy bikini bottom wedged up in her ass.

“Do it, baby.” she said, making her ass jiggle like a stripper. I noticed a man walking past us with his wife, and even though he was wearing sunglasses, it was beyond obvious that his neck was turning in her direction as he continued on. She was naturally a show, and shaking her ass like that only added to her allure.

“Yes, my goddess.” I said, emptying a liberal portion of the oil onto the palm of my hand, rubbing them together and then placing them down on her big juicy cheeks. “Good Lord Kelsi.”

“Isn’t it nice?” he asked, lowering his sunglasses and watching me massage her enormous posterior. Her wide hips allowed for her impossible proportions, and I have to say, I fully understood Rick’s urge to hide his face in there.

“It’s really nice.” I said, giggling as I moved my hands in a circular motion, catching glimpses of her waxed asshole.

“You should kiss it.” he said, eliciting laughter from Kelsi, who turned her head to see my reaction.

“Here?” I asked, looking around. It’s not like the beach was packed or anything, but there were enough people scattered about to make me feel bashful.

“It’s an eighteen and over beach.” he said.

“I don’t think that makes it legal for me to eat Kelsi’s ass in public.”

“I just meant give it a couple kisses, but I’d rather watch that.”

“Oh, gosh. My heart is racing.” I said. I looked around again, not wanting to disappoint them, and leaned in for a quick peck on her right cheek.

“More. You need to use at least a little tongue.” he said, reaching down to adjust himself in his trunks. No one was paying attention, and I was feeling frisky, so I started kissing her cheeks, alternating back and forth and moving towards her center.

“Baby, it tickles!” she squealed and jerked in place beneath me. I’m not sure what came over me, but I moved her bikini to the side and started licking. It was an impulse, and I just kept going. She squirmed around for a few seconds, and then let out a deep sigh, relaxing into the tonguing.

“Holy fuck, this is hot.” Rick said, grabbing a towel and draping it over the random umbrella we were using to provide a little bit of coverage. “Touch yourself, Erica. I want you to cum while you eat her ass.”

“Daddy, are you sure? We’re gonna get in trouble.”

“Don’t you dare stop, Erica. I know you want this too. Tell the truth. Do you want to stop? Or do you want to keep being naughty?”

“Yes. You know I do.” I said, so caught up in what was happening that I caught a case of tunnel vision, and all perceived danger ceased to exist. I just kept feasting, and doing as I was told. Being with them was such an awakening experience for me, as I found that I was much more submissive than I realized, and on top of that, much more appreciative of the female form.

There was just enough shade to make it manageable, and Kelsi touched herself while I paid homage to her asshole. Things had just gotten out of control between all of us, that much was clear, but it was all so fucking hot that none of us could stop ourselves.

My body flushed with sensation when I arrived, with Kelsi not far behind me. Reality came rushing back in immediately, that we weren’t in the privacy of our hotel room.

“I have to cum too. That was too much.” he said. I was still fresh off an orgasm, and trying to regain my wits. I looked around, and it appeared no one had taken notice of our little rendezvous,  due in large part to the umbrella and towel.

He repositioned himself and pulled out his cock, covering it in oil and stroking off to Kelsi’s ass. She laid there making eyes at him, while I kind of kept watch. Apparently, he really liked watching us together, because he exploded within two minutes, grunting and shooting his hot sticky load all over her ample cheeks. I really couldn’t believe what we were doing, and was ready to go.

I looked around again, and we were in the clear. Still, we’d been out there long enough.

“Lick it up.”

“What?” I asked, looking at the massive globs of semen streaking her tanned cheeks.

“You heard me, baby. I want you to clean it up with your tongue.” he said. I was kind of appalled by what he said, but found myself wanting to do it. My arousal returned very suddenly, and I  leaned in, sticking out my tongue and cleaning her cheeks with my tongue, slurping it up until there wasn’t a trace.

“How’s that?” I asked, sticking out my tongue. I felt almost like I was competing with her, and his smile told me that I wasn’t doing half bad.

“You’re the best. I love you so much.” he said, leaning in and kissing me despite where my tongue had been. We packed up our things shortly after and headed home. It was our last night at the hotel, and I knew that we were going to end it with a bang.

Chapter 7 - Rick

I knew it was our last day, so I’d been planning. We went back to the hotel after the beach, and the girls took a nap on the bed. I went for a walk, contemplating all the nasty things I had planned for them. Two beautiful women, and all mine. I wanted to tie them both up and go crazy.

We went out for food after they woke up, and they both dressed to the nines. It took forever, but never ceased to amaze me what women were capable of pulling off. One minute, bed headed zombies, the next, too hot to comprehend.

They were all over me throughout dinner. I put on a button up and some slacks, and I had plenty of hand over pants action while we consumed our meal. Being out with them over food really put me in my place, reminding me that at the end of the day, it was actually me who was the third wheel.

Their chemistry was palpable, great friends who had known each other for years. It was easy to interact with them, and the jealousy in our male waiter’s eyes when Erica told him that we were a triad was enough to make me feel like the equivalent of a Super Bowl champion.

I kept thinking about being in control of them once more, of tying them up and making them beg and squeal. Kelsi was a bit different than Erica, in that she liked things intense and rough, preferring a physical quickie over anything else. They both enjoyed being worshiped, and given all the attention. Erica was all about being catered to, and taken care of over a longer period of time, slowly increasing the intensity throughout the session.

“We’ll take the check, please.” she said, having gotten worked up over our under the table play. The vacation was a success on every level, and I felt like I got to know Erica in ways that I hadn’t even fathomed prior. She loved seeing me with someone else, and it brought out pieces of her I didn’t know existed.

Certainly, she liked watching me with Kelsi, and thought of it as naughty and taboo. She liked the humiliation, or degradation of it. I think she also liked knowing that ultimately I was hers, even if she gave me over to the grandest of temptations. There was no doubt she enjoyed it, as I’d never seen her cum with such organic enthusiasm.

We went home, and my mind was running a million miles an hour. I wanted it to be perfect. All of my plans flew out the window, and I was again reminded of their history together when Kelsi placed a blindfold over my eyes, completely turning the tables.

“Come this way, master. This is a mutiny.” she said, holding my hands behind my back and guiding me willingly to the bed restraints. My clothes were removed, the task split between the two of them, and then I was strapped to the bed, both wrists, both ankles, completely naked and blindfolded.

It was the opposite of what I’d planned, but became everything I could ever want. Kelsi climbed up on my face, dropping her weight and making me eat. Erica slopped up my cock, making it sure it was spit soaked and throbbing by the time she climbed on top and started bouncing her ass on me.

“Ugh!”

“Yes, daddy. Make me cum.” Kelsi said. I could feel her trembling as she arrived, and the girls took turns using my cock for pleasure. As much as I wanted to watch them, being blindfolded intensified the intimacy, as I honestly couldn’t tell which of them was sucking, slurping, or riding my cock half of the time.

“I love his dick. It’s so big.” Kelsi said. I could hear them kissing, getting sloppy while they stroked me.

“Me too, I cum so hard for him.” Erica said. I could tell that it was Kelsi who got on top of me, because I could feel her cheeks on my thighs. She knew exactly how to move her hips, how to ride in a way that no man could withstand for long.

“Oh my God, Kelsi. I’m gonna miss your pussy so much.” I said, swelling up with pleasure as I thrust against her from the bottom. I lost all control, and my body erupted with a tingling sensation as my hard cock pumped, spraying her full of another thick, viscous load of cum.

Chapter 8 - Rick

It was easily my favorite vacation, and it was a bittersweet kiss between Kelsi and I. Watching her leave wasn’t the problem, as she was wearing a red pair of booty shorts that was so tiny you could clearly see her asscheeks.

“Bye, baby!” Erica said, blowing her kisses from the door. “I’m gonna miss her.”

“Me too.” I said, as Erica closed the hotel door and came to sit down with me.

“That was so much fun. Thank you.” she said, looking into my eyes and running her fingers through my hair. “And don’t worry, I do this every month.”

“Is Kelsi invited?”

“Of course, but I have other friends too. I’ll make sure that my baby is always taken care of, with your balls drained and plenty of variety to keep you interested.”

“You’re perfect.” I said, grinning at my fortune. We packed up and went home, and things went back to normal. Kelsi added me on social media, and we started exchanging messages right away.

Erica was all about it, and told me that I was welcome to make plans with her anytime I wanted. I prayed that she stayed single, although I knew it was a longshot that a woman that hot would stay on the market for long.

Without any financial responsibilities, I ended up deciding to go back to the gym, and start coaching young fighters. It’s been an interesting couple of weeks, but I see a lot of promise in Craig. He’s the same age as when I started, and he wants to compete.

Erica has been complaining about having ocean withdrawals, and is already planning our trip. I’m not sure who the guest of honor will be, but I’m looking forward to finding out.
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Chapter 1 - Allie

It was devastating news, but in a way, it wasn’t unexpected. I’d been living in one of the best apartments in the city with my best friend Gia, and her dad had gotten wind of her becoming involved with a black man romantically, and decided to cut her off completely.

Neither of us could come close to affording the apartment on our own, and we were evicted almost as soon as we missed the first rent payment. I was in a panic, as I’d moved halfway across the country to live with her, and I didn’t know anyone who could help me out.

Gia was a hustler at heart, and didn’t seem nearly as phased by our sudden departure as I was. She had a somewhat lucrative Fans Only account, and that’s how we made our money. She was a lot more adventurous and open than I was, and had no problem doing hardcore solo shows for clients, while I only chipped in for foot pics where my face didn’t have to be involved.

We went to a hotel that first night, and Gia had one of her “orbiters”, as she called the guys who were trying to date her but had no chance, move all of our things out of our apartment and into a storage unit. Our place was on the top floor, and I’m sure he had a heck of a time doing it, but that was just Gia. She always seemed to have some man or men hanging onto her, doing everything in their power to possess her.

“Jeremiah wants to meet you.” she said. We were sitting on our beds in the room, and I didn’t even know who she was talking about.

“Who is Jeremiah?” I asked.

“Well, he’s the reason we don’t have an apartment right now.” she said, giving me a look.

“I think the reason we don’t have an apartment right now is because your dad is prejudiced.” I said, correcting her.

“The proper term is racist.” she said, shaking her head. “I told you about him though, he’s one of our subscribers.”

“More like your subscriber.” I said. She handled all of the direct messages, and content, and I was just there to throw in a second pair of toes from time to time.

“Well, he lives an hour away, and he’d love to have his stay at his place.” she said.

“Gia. I don’t know. I haven’t even met the guy.”

“I know, that’s why we’re going over there tomorrow night.” she said, giggling.

“Fine. At least tell me about him.” I said.

“He’s so sexy, and rich.”

“Alright, those are both positive.”

“He’s six foot five, two hundred thirty five pounds.”

“Jesus, Gia.”

“Yeah, he’s huge. He used to play in the NFL.” she said.

“How do you find these guys?” I asked.

“That’s the beauty of Fans Only. He found us.” she said. It really was remarkable, but I still wasn’t sure about going to stay at a stranger’s house. “He’s 42, and he’s worth way more now than while he played. He owns a steakhouse, some car washes, and a marketing firm.”

“That’s good, at least he’s not a big dumb athlete.” I said.

“Yeah, you have to watch out for young athletes, because they blow through all their money. He’s already proven he can handle his, which is nice.” she said.

“Are you, like, dating him?” I asked, trying to get a better picture of what I was walking into.

“No, not at all. We’ve just been talking. He’s really into dominant daddy little girl stuff, and we were sexting, and he brought you up, and we kind of played out this little fantasy of us being his free use little sluts, and him being our BBC daddy.” she said. All of the butterflies in my stomach fluttered simultaneously, and I felt my eyes growing wide.

“Gia.”

“What? It’s hot.”

“Yeah, it is. I’m just, I don’t know. I’m not as comfortable with this stuff as you are. You know that.” I said. My palms were sweating just talking about it, while Gia was scrolling through her phone without a care in the world.

“I know, baby. I wouldn’t have brought it up if I weren’t so comfortable with him. He’s a really nice guy, respected in his community, and he has a sterling reputation. He just likes young white girls.” she said.

“Oh, boy. Does he have a huge penis?” I asked, causing a smile to spread across her face.

“One second.”

“He does, doesn’t he?” I asked, right as she located a photo in her gallery and turned it in my direction. My jaw would have landed on the bed if it weren’t connected to my skull. “What the fuck?”

“We haven’t hooked up yet, but he sent that while we were texting.”

“It’s as big as my arm.”

“I want it so bad.” she said, biting her fingertip. I raised my eyebrows, trying to think about the physics of it.

“There’s no way I could fit that in me.”

“Yes, you could. Once you’re aroused enough, you’ll open up for it.” she said.

“Have you been with guys this big before?” I asked. He had to be twice the size of the biggest I’d been with.

“No, I haven’t.” she confessed.

“It might be fun to play with, but imagine actually trying to please him.” I said.

“Oh, I have. Many times.” she said, chuckling. “That’s why I want your help. I’m sure we could handle it between the two of us.”

“I don’t know. That thing might split me right in half.” I said. Knowing that it was an actual possibility, that Gia actually knew this guy, and he asked for me specifically, made it seem so much more real, and frankly, terrifying.

“He’s been nothing but a gentleman. Definitely on the kinky side, but I think he might be the one.” she said.

“The one? I’ve never heard you say that about someone.” I said, taken back by her proclamation. Gia didn’t strike me as the romantic type, so it surprised me to hear that she was thinking long term when it came to Jeremiah.

“Not like Disney princess the one, but a stable daddy, like I’ve always wanted.” she said, quickly clarifying my misinterpretation.

“Oh.”

“Yeah, he lives alone, and wants something serious.” she said.

“Serious?” I asked, unsure of her definition of a serious relationship.

“Yeah, like, exclusive, and longer term.”

“You’re a wild one, Gia. I don’t know about this, but you know I’m coming along for the ride.” I said.

“You know you love me.”

“I do.” I said, pacing around the room to relieve my nervous energy.

“Don’t worry, the penthouse was always a temporary resting place anyway. Jeremiah has a six bedroom, five bathroom mansion that sits on twenty acres. I’m gonna take care of us.” she said.

“I’m here for it.” I said. Gia thought mostly in terms of dollar signs and fun, and I kind of became her sidekick because her lifestyle seemed intriguing, but this was taking a really big step, possibly outside of my comfort zone. At the same time, I trusted her, and after seeing the biggest, lubed up black erection I’d ever seen, I’ll admit to my curiosity being piqued, as well as my arousal.

She set up a date for the following night, for her and I to go and meet him formally at his place. Knowing that he was one of our subscribers, I couldn’t help feeling like I had a pretty good idea of the direction things were headed in, and it would be up to me if I wanted to join in or not.

Chapter 2 - Gia

I spent the entire day spoiling her, and trying to get her used to the idea of what I knew was coming. Jeremiah was very straightforward, telling me on the phone that he thought we were the perfect little bunnies for him to fuck senseless.

Being with only one woman was off the table for him, as he knew himself, and his appetite, and wanted to be up front about it. He wanted two pretty little submissive white girls, and he wanted to be our daddy, and in no uncertain terms. We hadn’t discussed allowance in specifics, but he did let me know that we’d be staying at his place.

“I can’t believe I’m doing this.” she said, referring more to the Brazilian wax we were undergoing than meeting up with Jeremiah, but I knew she was talking about all of it.

“Just wait, once he’s inside of you, you’re going to completely change your mind.” I said, giggling.

“I’m just nervous.”

“You’re excited.”

“Probably true, but this is all new to me. I’ve never been with an older man before, or a black guy.” she said, whispering the last part even though the woman doing the waxing was obviously listening to every word of our conversation.

“Have you gotten a Brazilian before?” I asked.

“No, this is the first.”

“Exactly, there’s a first time for everything.” I said.

We spent the day at the spa, and then went shopping for something to wear. Jeremiah sent me a thousand dollars, and told me that he wanted us in matching lingerie, a message I related to Allie while we were at the mall.

“Oh my gosh, he is kinky.” she said.

“Daddy just wants to take care of his little girls.” I quipped. “He said he wants us in white lace.”

“So he can defile us?” she asked, snorting when she laughed.

“Well, now that you mention it, I guess I should give you the scouting report on what he likes sexually.” I said, using her good mood to breach the subject. Allie was gorgeous, and all the guys wanted her, but she wasn’t comfortable enough with the power of her own sexuality to wield it properly.

“Do you think we’re going to have sex with him? Tonight?” she asked, speaking softly and looking around to make sure no one was around. I grinned, nodding my head.

“He’s gonna want to, but you don’t have to do anything you aren’t comfortable with, obviously.” I said. “If you aren’t feeling it, I’ll take over.”

“I bet you will.” she said, ruffling through hangers and looking at matching lingerie sets. “I am kind of excited, though.”

“Oh, really?”

“Yeah. I mean, it’s definitely new. It feels very adult, and naughty.” she said. I could sense her apprehension, but also her desire to stretch her wings, which would be accomplished in this case by spreading her legs for Jeremiah’s impressive black endowment.

“It could be a lot of fun, but it’s also a real opportunity. It’s fifteen minutes outside the city, with a pool, and he’s very socially active. He has parties all the time, I just think it’s like my personal ideal scenario, plus it will piss my dad off so much.” I said, picturing my dad’s face if he ever saw Jeremiah in person.

“Well, yeah. Your dad will definitely hate it.”

“It’s like he doesn’t realize that him being so scared of me getting with a black guy is like the whole source of my BBC kink in the first place.” I said, laughing at the irony and spotting a white lace onesie that was absolutely adorable and holding it up to myself.

“That’s cute. I like that.” Allie said.

“Let’s try them on.” I said, noting the gleam in her eye. I knew that Jeremiah really liked the blonde-brunette combo we offered, and I was trying my best to get her on board. Losing the apartment was upsetting, but nothing would be sweeter revenge than becoming naughty little girls for a big black daddy.

We went into the same dressing room, and stripped down. I video called Jeremiah, waiting until she was completely naked before telling her that he wanted to see us try on our outfits.

“What? You’re calling him now?” she asked, trying to cover herself up with her lingerie as he answered.

“Hey there.”

“Hi, daddy. We’re trying on some lingerie.” I said, turning the phone in her direction. To my surprise, Allie straightened her posture and smiled.

“Oh, wow. You’re even cuter in person. It’s Allie, right?” he asked.

“Yes daddy.” she said, her eyes wide and eager.

“Such a little doll. Give daddy a spin.” he said, prompting her to do exactly that. My heart started racing, as they had undeniable chemistry, and I hadn’t expected her to be able to turn on her seductiveness so effortlessly. “Look at that tight little ass. You’re gonna make me fall in love over the phone.”

“Oh, daddy. Men are so easy.” she said, giggling playfully and covering her breasts with her arm as she moved the lingerie away.

“What do you think, daddy?” I asked, holding up the phone so he could see us both.

“Put them on for me.” he said. I set the phone down, and made eye contact with Allie as we stepped into our outfits.

“You look so pretty.” I said, watching her adjust the thong.

“Oh, yeah. I like it.” she said, perking up at the sight of herself in the mirror. I checked myself out beside her, glad that I’d been tanning and doing squats. I picked up the phone, and Jeremiah was obviously impressed.

“Get your sexy little asses over here. You’re making daddy hungry.” he said, growling as he feasted his eyes on our flesh.

“Just a couple hours, daddy. Don’t worry, we’re bringing an all you can eat buffet.” I said, giving him the peace sign and blowing him a kiss. We wrapped up the phone call, and Allie put her hand over her chest.

“Oh my God. He’s hot.”

“I told you.” I said, brimming with pride. My little plan was working, and everyone seemed rather excited about the night ahead, myself thoroughly included.

Chapter 3 - Allie

By the time we pulled into his driveway, the reality of what I’d gotten myself into was setting in. His house was absolutely massive, and I took a big gulp when she threw it in park and unfastened her seatbelt.

“Oh my God.” I said.

“What?” she asked.

“Nervous.”

“Ah, it’ll go away as soon as you meet him.” she said, assuring me. Gia was definitely the ultimate go with the flow person, and I’d been trying to get better at doing it for myself because I wanted the adventure.

I’d never slept with a man I’d just met before, or been involved in anything with so much kink involved beforehand. I’m not sure what it was, partly fake courage, partly fascination with novelty, and a lot of raw physical attraction to Jeremiah.

Meeting him on video call had been absolutely game changing. He was so masculine and handsome, with a naturally dominating presence. It was like he hypnotized me instantly with his deep voice, and I naturally submitted to him by calling him daddy, another first.

When Gia ended the conversation, I didn’t tell her, but I was already wet just from talking to him for a couple of minutes. He made me feel so tiny, girly, and feminine. She showed me more pictures, and I couldn’t pry my eyes off of his muscular body, and Godlike phallus.

As a 20 year old girl with moderate sexual experience, I found myself heavily drawn to him. He seemed to have it all, and his manhood absolutely dwarfed any man I’d ever been with. It was scary, but I also found it very arousing. I couldn’t even imagine taking it, and everytime I pictured it, I became so turned on that I was scared I was going to leave a wet spot in my panties.

We walked up to the hulking double doors at the front of his house, and Gia knocked several times. One of the doors swung open, and there he was, shirtless with a gold chain, covered in tattoos, and smiling wide.

“My girls!” he said, opening his arms and easily engulfing both of his as he pulled us in for a tight hug. “You didn’t have any problems getting here?”

“No, it was fine.” Gia said.

“Hi, Allie.” he said, turning his attention towards me and running his big hand down my lower back.

“Hi, daddy.” I said, unable to look him in the eyes. His size was even more impressive in person, and he made me feel so tiny and helpless.

“Good girl.” he whispered, his fingers taking a firm squeeze of my buttocks as he leaned in for a kiss. I didn’t expect it, but kissed him back regardless. Gia squeezed in, and he went back and forth kissing us on the mouth in the foyer of his place. His lips were full and soft, and minty fresh like he brushed his teeth seconds before we arrived.

“You two are sexy together.” Gia said, running her hand over his chest. I admired her ability to shift so seamlessly between regular conversation and flirting. She was a true master of seduction, and between the two of them, it only took a couple of minutes before we were moving our rendezvous upstairs into the master bedroom.

“Go into the bathroom and change into your lingerie.” he said, handing the shopping back to Gia as we did as we were told. She closed the door behind us, and I was already ogling his bathroom. It was the same size as my bedroom, with a huge tub, and a walk in shower. The counter top was made of marble, and there was a bidet along with a toilet.

“He’s so manly.” I whispered, putting my hand on my heart to feel it beating.

“And a good kisser.” she said, removing her shirt. I started stripping down, still looking everything over. It was at that moment I saw what she saw, as it was very easy to imagine myself taking a long, hot bath in the middle of the day while living there.

“This is really happening.” I said, stepping into the lingerie and feeling myself transform. I’d never felt outright sexier than right then, spinning around in a millionaire’s bathroom and checking myself out.

“It’s really happening.” she said, giving me a playful slap on the buttocks and standing beside me in the mirror. “Are you ready?”

“I don’t think I am.” I said, chuckling as she laced her fingers in mine, leading me through the door and to the bed, where Jeremiah was laid out waiting for us.

“Good Lord, almighty.” he said, rubbing his hands together and looking us up and down. I felt so on display, and elegant at the same time. I’d never been with a man like him before, and I planned on following Gia’s lead.

“Hi, daddy.” she said, crawling into bed and laying her head on his chest. I did the same, claiming the other side. My gaze naturally shifted between his legs, and Gia’s hand began playing with it from outside of his shorts, causing him to let out a deep sigh.

“Yes, I know what my daddy wants.” she said, making eye contact with me before lowering herself between his legs. I tried doing the same, but he grabbed me, pulling me to him, kissing me passionately while Gia removed his bottoms.

“Mmm…” I moaned, still getting used to being with such a large, older black man. His tongue slipped inside my mouth, moaning as we kissed. I was seeing stars, completely overtaken by the moment, but could still make out the sloppy, sloshing sounds of Gia’s ambitious throat taking on his juicy length.

“Have you ever been with a black man before?” he asked, his voice rich and smooth.

“No, sir. I haven’t.” I said, my curious eyes straying to the sight of Gia opening wide, and somehow swallowing his massiveness.

“Oh my God, Gia. I knew you were gonna be good, but this is ridiculous.” he said, placing his hand atop her head and assisting her motion. “Good little white slut, look up at daddy. Show me those pretty brown eyes.”

“Oh, gosh.” I said, jarred by the bluntness of their interaction. His cock was so imposing that it appeared like he was impaling her head.

“Get down there with her, baby.” he said, taking me by the hair and moving me between his legs. “Yeah, that’s what daddy likes. Share that big dick.”

“Oh my God.” I said, seeing it up close and in person.

“It’s so yummy.” Gia said, wiping the slobber from her mouth and smiling with tears in her eyes. I squirmed uncomfortably, as I was so horny from what was happening that I wanted to start masturbating.

“Put your hand on it. Feel it.” he said.

“Yes sir.” I said, reaching out and letting my fingers wrap around it. If only Gia’s dad could see us now, lying on our bellies in white lingerie for Jeremiah, calling him daddy as we worshiped his superior black cock.

“Yeah, you like that, don’t you?”

“I do, daddy. It’s so big.” I said, looking up at him.

“Show me. I want to see you choke on it.” he said.

“Yes, daddy.” I said, adrenaline pumping as I tightened my grip around his spit soaked girth, leaning in and pressing my lips against the tip as Gia gathered my hair into a ponytail.

“You look so pretty kissing my cock.” he said, hands behind his head and watching as I parted my lips and let spit dribble out onto his bulbous mushroom head, spreading it with my finger as I trembled with desire.

“I like it.” I said, gazing over the deep, chiseled cuts of his abs as I began trying to swallow it. I giggled and pulled away, stroking him up and down and watching his balls jump up and down as I inhaled to try again.

“You can do it.” Gia whispered, pressing my head forward as I opened wide. I could hear my own pulse as I struggled to consume him, his cock so large that it plugged my airway.

“Good girl.” he said, sighing and flexing it in my mouth. I took it as deep as I could, and then backed off to gasp for air. Gia slurped my viscous spit up into her mouth, and picked up where I’d left off.

“Mmm, do you like that daddy? Do you like the way your little girls suck your cock?” she asked, running her fingers over the head and biting her lip seductively. We went back and forth, taking turns and alternating between his cock and balls. Jeremiah had no issues with stamina, letting us pleasure him until I was so aroused that I couldn’t take it anymore.

“Now I want your pussies.” he said, grabbing me up like a paperweight and bending me over the corner of the mattress. “Get on top of her.”

“Yes, daddy!” Gia said, climbing her leg over top of me. Jeremiah pulled her into position, and unbuttoned our onesies for access. My stomach got a funny feeling at the proposition of taking him, but I felt his face pressing between my asscheeks instead.

“Ugh!” I squealed as he tongued me, slipping his large fingers inside me and working them in and out as he sampled Gia as well. I faced the headboard, with her on top of me as his warm mouth came back to me, kissing and licking and sending chills through me.

“I want you first, Allie.” he said, standing up behind us and taking hold of himself.              

“Ugh!” I inhaled sharply as he pressed it against my opening, easing it into my wetness slowly. “Oh my God.”

“Yes, look at that grip.” he said, backing it out and pushing it deeper with his next small stroke. My fingers dug into the sheets, and it felt like my eyes might bulge out of my head as he invaded me. I couldn’t see behind me, so I had no idea how much of him I was taking, but it felt like all of it.

“Ughhnnn…”

“Tight little white pussy.” he said, backing it out and thrusting it into me harder, filling me like never before. Sounds I’d never heard sprang out of me, as I growled and moaned like an animal as he invaded my insides.

“Ughn, guhh!”

“Does it feel good, baby?” Gia asked, twerking her ass on top of me as wrestled with such enormous pleasure that it was overwhelming.

“Ugh! Yeah, ugh!” I grabbed a handful of the sheets, and bit down onto them as he began fucking me harder. His heavy balls slapped against me, and I felt my wetness dripping down my legs.

“Daddy’s good girl.” he grunted, gripping my hips and feeding me every inch. It penetrated so deep that I started seeing stars, shaking uncontrollably with pleasure as he talked dirty and slapped my ass.

“Yes, daddy. Oh my God.”

“It’s so fucking tight, Allie. I can’t wait to put a baby in you.” he said.

“I want it too, daddy.” Gia said, begging and pleading in her little girl voice until she got what she wanted. It was an odd sensation, having her body weight on top of me and feeling her being pummeled from behind.

“Yeah, you’re a little black cock slave, aren’t you Gia?” he asked, pulling her hair so she had to look up at him and spitting into her mouth. I watched in awe as he laid claim to her, squeezing her throat and telling her that he owned her.

“Ugh! Yes, daddy.” she gasped, struggling for air as they stared into each other’s eyes. He fucked her so hard that she squirted all over me, and I felt her wetness drench my back as she called out over and over that she was cumming.

“Ha ha, such a cutie. I knew you’d cum all over my dick.” he said, kissing her on the cheek and then pulling her off of me, and tossing her to the side.

“So good, daddy.” she said, curling up in a ball with a satisfied smile, and laying her head on one of the pillows.

“Lay on your back. I want to look into your eyes while I fuck you.” he said. Gia was in another world, giggling and touching herself as he climbed on top of me.

“Yes sir.” I said, my flap still open as he slapped it against my pussy, grabbing one of my ankles and kissing my feet while maintaining eye contact.

“I want to make you addicted to me.” he said.

“And why’s that?” I asked.

“Because I want to keep you.” he said, his tongue slipping between my toes without him ever taking his eyes off of me. “Take your tits out.”

“Yes, daddy.” I said, giggling as I pulled down my shoulder straps. Jeremiah pulled the cups down, pawing at my breasts and leaning in to kiss them. His muscles were thick and hard, unlike any physique I’d ever encountered before, like he was made of sinewy steel.

“I want you so badly.” he whispered, kissing up my chest to my neck, and pushing himself inside me as he nibbled on my ear.

“Ugh, oh gosh. That feels really good.” I whispered, relaxing my pelvic muscles as he took me without protection. Our hips grinded together rhythmically, and we made out as he began thrusting harder, pinning me to his mattress and making me his in every way.

“Mmm, suck on daddy’s tongue. Good girl.”

“It’s so big, daddy.”

“Yeah, it’s okay sweetheart. You’ll get used to it. You and your sister are gonna be so happy at your new home.” he said. We kissed deeply and passionately, and he fucked me until my thoughts didn’t even make sense anymore.

“Please!” I cried, cumming spontaneously, over and over as he pummeled me. He was so powerful, and his big cock plunged its way into my stomach, violently pounding until it finally erupted inside me, pumping me full of the hottest, stickiest load of cum.

“Yes, fuck. That’s my shit, God damn. I love that.” he said, every muscle in his body on full display as he climaxed inside me. I felt it pulsing, and a huge wave of relaxation moved over me as we finished.

“Daddy.” I whispered, feeling vulnerable, and so attracted to him. I’d never been fucked like that, never came so hard in my life. It made me want to follow him around, and just be in his arms.

Gia and I cuddled up to him, both playing with his cock while we laid around in post coital bliss. Even his flaccid cock looked like a python, and I could definitely see myself getting used to having sex with Jeremiah.

Chapter 4 - Gia

Jeremiah left for work in the morning, leaving us all alone in his mansion with nothing to do but pass the time. I could see it all over her face, she didn’t even have to say a word. Allie was smitten.

“Wow. I can tell you got what you wanted out of this.” I said, laughing.

“What do you mean?”

“You’re glowing. You really had fun with him last night.”

“Oh my God, didn’t you? His cock is fucking mind blowing.”

“I know, and there’s just something about him.” I said.

“Yeah. He’s like, larger than life.”

We went and laid out by the pool naked. Even though it was where he actually lived, it felt almost more like a very private resort. The pool had two waterfalls, and wrapped around the entire yard. With all of the beautiful landscaping, it felt like being smack dab in the center of the garden of Eden.

“This is amazing. I don’t wanna leave.” I said.

“Me neither! I love it here.” she said, lighting up.

Jeremiah told me we could stay there for the time being, and that’s what we did for a couple of weeks. He said we could make it permanent if he had free use of both of us. It was an easy sell for Allie, who was falling more and more in love with him with each passing day, and it had been my plan all along so of course I agreed.

That night, he came home with handpicked bikinis for both of us. It was the middle of summer, and he got us the skimpiest swimwear imaginable, matching in white as per usual.

He made some steaks on the grill, and had some drinks while we swam and pranced around, all pretty for him, just the way he liked. It was still warm even though the sun was setting,

“Food’s ready!” he said, motioning for us to come and join him.

“Perfectly cooked.” Allie said, sitting down in front of her plate alongside Jeremiah. I picked out a steak and put it on my plate, but I was craving a different type of beef, so I crawled under the table, and untied the front of his board shorts.

“Oh, really?” he asked, lifting the tablecloth and smiling down at me.

“I’m sorry, daddy. I just have this really awful oral fixation, and I’m trying to redirect it.” I said, grinning.

“Well, I wouldn’t want to get in the way of your self improvement.” he said, dropping the curtain so I could have at it. He was so big, and I made sure to get my spit nice and viscous by drinking a glass of kool aid before I slipped out of sight.

“You’re so bad.” Allie said, peeking her head under the tablecloth as well. I already had it out, and was spreading my spit around. “Oh my gosh, I wanna play too.”

“Isn’t it fun to worship?” I asked. Jeremiah continued eating his steak, while we bobbed our heads in his lap, slurping at his big black cock and balls until he’d finished eating, at which point we moved over to one of the lounge chairs.

“Gia, I want you on your hands and knees, sucking my cock.” he said.

“Yes, daddy.” I said, eager to perform my assignment.

“Allie, I want you behind her, eating her ass.” he said. I perked up at his instructions, and opened wide to receive him. He stood at the end of the chair, letting his fat cock dangle in front of my hungry mouth.

“I love your cock, daddy.” I said, holding him by the base and trying to force it down my throat. I felt Allie’s hands, removing my bottoms, and then her hot breath against my sex. I squealed as her warm tongue touched my pussy, and I was kind of surprised at just how submissive she was for Jeremiah.

“Good girls. That’s exactly what I like to see, my babies sharing, and doing as they’re told.” he said, holding my hair and setting the pace.

“Gluck! Gluck! Gluck!” I stuck my tongue out as I swallowed, trying to get to his balls but coming up just short. Jeremiah was rough, and had no problems making it fit while he fucked my face. “Gluck! Gluck! Gluck!”

“Mmm!” she moaned, moving from my pussy to my asshole and sending an electric jolt of pleasure through to my absolute core.

“Ooh! Wow, that’s nice.” I said, giggling with sensitivity as her tongue began lapping away. It was so good, and I continued sucking him while my focus shifted to Allie’s face buried in my ass. It was the first time we’d done anything remotely sexual, and she was sending shivers up and down my spine.

“Yeah, suck daddy’s balls while she licks you.” he said, noticing my distraction but enjoying every minute of it. There were no neighbors around to see us, and our meal by the pool turned into an all out threesome. Once my ass was properly lubed up with Allie’s spit, Jeremiah made me sit on his cock, taking his immense girth in my asshole.

“That’s so good, Gia. That’s how a good white slut shows submission. Take all of it.” he said, holding my hips and bouncing me slowly up and down his shaft, invading me while he rubbed Allie’s clit on the chair beside him. “I’m getting so close, Gia. Fuck.”

“Yes, daddy. Do it in me. Do it in my asshole.” I said, grabbing his face and kissing him until I felt his dick spurting off inside me. I grinded in his lap, continuing until I’d milked every last drop from his big black cock.

He went inside to shower afterwards, while Allie and I laid on our chairs, slap happy and fully content with our decision to become his free use play things.

“I think I love him.” she said, staring off into space.

“Seriously?”

“I don’t know, but he makes me cum so fucking hard.” she said.

“Close enough, as far as I’m concerned.”

We talked about how lucky we were, how amazing he was, and how we could see ourselves riding this out for a very long time. As luck would have it, I started feeling funny over the next couple days. That’s when it hit me. We’d been living there for over a month, having unprotected sex non stop without protection.

I didn’t tell Allie right away, electing to go to the store and grab a couple pregnancy tests for myself. Even if I wasn’t, we hadn’t really discussed it. Jeremiah made comments about getting us both pregnant, but it was more playful, and usually in the heat of the moment.

“Hey you.” she said, catching me right as I was about to step into the bathroom. She saw the tests, and narrowed her eyes. “Wait, do you think you’re…”

“I don’t know, but I’ve been feeling strange in the mornings.”

“Oh my gosh.”

“Yeah. It’s just to be safe.” I said, stepping inside the bathroom and crossing my fingers. I ripped it open, followed the directions, and boom. I opened the door, and Allie was standing there waiting for the results. I nodded.

“Oh, gosh. Oh, gosh. I have to take one, then. I have to.” she said.

Fast forward ten minutes, and we’re both on the phone with Jeremiah, telling him the good news. He was with a group of his friends, and they all congratulated us. Allie seemed happy about it, and so was I. It really solidified things, and he deserved to have children of his own.

I waited a few more months before I told my dad the news, and he did a complete one eighty when he found out who it was. Apparently, dad was a huge fan of his when he was younger, to the point where he had cards, a jersey, and all of it. The first thing he did after meeting Jeremiah was ask for his autograph.

Jeremiah has been nothing but amazing, and has kept up with his free use throughout the entire pregnancy. We’re obviously all preparing for the birth of the babies, but we’re also preparing to have to keep him satiated when we can’t have sex multiple times a day. That’s our biggest concern at this point, things are that good. Allie and I couldn’t be any happier with how things turned out, and have every intention of sharing our daddy for the rest of our lives.

Magnetic - Forbidden Age Gap Pregnancy

Chapter 1 

It all happened so quickly that I didn’t have time to process it. I was at the grocery store, and I stopped dead in my tracks when I saw a younger woman’s asscheeks poking out from the bottom of her short jean shorts. My gaze moved up and down her long, tanned legs, all without my ever noticing that I knew her. 

“Mike?” she asked, catching me glancing at her and recognizing me a moment before I saw that it was her. 

“Hey Jessica.” I said, smiling and giving her a wave. I was just picking up a few things, and hadn’t expected to run into anyone I knew. She was a friend of my daughter Hailey. 

“How have you been? You look great.” she said, stepping away from her shopping cart and giving my arm a squeeze. 

“Oh, thanks.” I said. “I’m well. How about yourself?” 

“Well, I’m pretty busy with work, but everything is going great. I’ve missed you. We haven’t seen each other since Hailey went to college.” she said, her bright blue eyes waking me up and bringing me into the moment. 

“Awh, that’s sweet. Yeah, she’s doing great up there, I’m glad I bumped into you. Are you still working at Log Dog’s?” I asked. 

“Yep. I’m the head bartender now, you should come see me sometime.” she said. 

“For sure.” 

“I work Wednesday through Sunday from six to close.” she said. 

“That’s great, does it stay pretty busy up there?” 

“Oh yeah. At the bar, at least. It’s a madhouse, but it’s fun, and you can’t beat the pay.” she said. Jessica was so hot that looking at her made me feel inappropriate. 

“Well, it was nice seeing you. I’ll definitely stop by.” I said, trying to end the conversation and get back to shopping. 

“Wait, let me get your phone number.” she said, pulling out her phone and stepping up to me. I couldn’t help stealing a glance of her cleavage as I took her phone, typing in my number for her. Standing so close to her raised my heart rate, and I felt myself lusting for her soft, delicate flesh. 

“There ya go.” I said, handing it back and looking directly into her eyes. 

“Thanks. Would you mind if I came by the house sometime for a swim?” she asked. 

“Oh, I see. You just want free use of my pool.” I said, chuckling. She’d always come over during the summer to swim with Hailey and her other friends, and had always been my favorite to look at in a bikini. 

“It’s funny you say that, free use. That’s exactly what I was thinking.” she said, running the tip of her finger down my chest and abs. 

“You’re fully welcome to stop by anytime. You know I work from home, and it does get a little lonely sometimes.” I said, picking up on something different about the way she was treating me. 

“I sometimes forget how muscular you are.” she said, raising her eyes to meet mine. 

“Oh. Thanks.” I said, glancing down at my own physique as she grabbed my bicep again. 

“I get a little lonely sometimes, too. Maybe we could keep each other company?” she asked. 

“Yeah. Just give me a call, or a text, or whatever.” I said, feeling my palms sweat from the way she was looking at me. I wasn’t used to such a younger woman being flirtatious, and the dynamic of our relationship had never included the types of stares or touches she was giving me. 

“Oh, I will, daddy. Don’t worry.” she said, biting her lip and giving me a wink. 

“I’m gonna hold you to that. I expect to see you at my house in a bikini by the end of the week.” I said, trying my best to flirt back with her. She smiled and shrugged. 

“Maybe even less.” she said, practically a whisper. Jessica had a seductive way about her, and I could myself fall under her spell. 

“Oh, really? We might have to keep that between us.” I said, as a bead of sweat rolled down my spine. 

“Of course, daddy. It’ll be our little secret. You give me free use of the pool, and I’ll give you free use of my body.” she said. 

“You drive a hard bargain.” I said, grinning uncontrollably and hoping she didn’t notice that she’d given me an erection. 

“I’ll text you.” she said, running her hand down my arm, and giving my hand a squeeze as she walked away. I sat and stared, unable to pry my eyes from the way her ass swayed with every step. 

“No fucking way.” I said silently, to myself. Never in a million years would I have thought that Jessica, of all Hailey’s friends, would end up having some sort of a crush on me. I replayed our conversation in my head as I strolled through the grocery store, trying to make sure I wasn’t reading too far into things, but there was no denying it. 

Hearing her call me daddy hit a nerve of arousal in me that left me thinking of her non-stop, even after I’d checked out and returned home. I couldn’t even focus on my writing, because I was so gripped by my sudden desire to fuck her senseless. 

The reality is that even with her stunning good looks and undeniable desirability, I had never let myself entertain even the possibility. The furthest I’d let myself wander was ogling her in a bathing suit, admiring her pretty little toes, soft skin, and her tight little ass. 

Seeing the way she looked at me, and feeling her aggressive flirtation re-ignited me in a major way, and I couldn’t see her in any other light. Our interaction turned my blood into lust fuel, and her intentional teasing was the match that set it on fire. 

I found myself snooping through her social media, all while hoping and praying that it hadn’t been a simple tease. As a single man, she was exactly the injection I needed to rev up my life. Things really had gotten lonely after Hailey left for college, and I still hung out with my male friends regularly, but had made no attempts to start dating again. 

A part of it was my work schedule, as I preferred to write all day, and into the night. I always felt best after a hard day’s work, and my craft happened to be that of the pen. 

Jessica was the ultimate temptation, and easily short circuited my brain with a look and a few simple words. Even though it was nothing more than happenstance, my having run into her at the store, it immediately moved to the forefront of my attention. She was so effortlessly beautiful, and I wanted to possess her in the deepest ways. 

I’d been so focused on my novel that I hadn’t even thought about dating. Jessica was only 21 years old, much younger than anyone I would have anticipated me considering as a partner, but maybe it wouldn’t even be that. 

I wasn’t sure what it was she saw in me, or what triggered her sudden flip of the switch in regards to coming onto me. All I knew was that the whole thing was impossibly sexy, and that I couldn’t stop thinking about the possibility of being with her. 

My favorite thing about her had always been how confident and easy to talk to she was. Jessica was sharp, and had a way with people. I suspected it’s why she was such a successful bartender. 

That’s when it hit me. She was probably just being flirtatious because she wanted me to start coming into her bar. She knew that I was successful and liked to drink, why not recruit me? Jessica was a hustler, that much I knew. It was something I’d always admired about her, and hoped that Hailey would pick up on by hanging out with her. 

It was a bit of a buzz kill, and I had to laugh at myself. Of course she wasn’t suddenly attracted to a 42 year old man, she was the hot bartender, and probably had another 50 suckers just like me on the hook at her bar every night. 

I bet she makes bank. Look at how much lust she conjured up in me just by batting her eyes. Damn, I thought I was about to be living in a damn fantasy world. Back to writing. 

Chapter 2 

I was sitting in front of my computer, typing away when I received a text. It was a photo of Jessica, driving in her car with her bikini top on and sticking her tongue out. She looked gorgeous. 

JESSICA: I’m on my way to come swim. Is that alright? 

MIKE: Of course. 

JESSICA: Perfect. Are you working? 

MIKE: I am. Always. 

JESSICA: Awh. Well, if you need to take a break, I’d love to catch up. I really have missed you. 

MIKE: You’re too sweet. I’ll definitely take a breather and come say hello. The door is open, or you can just go out back. 

JESSICA: You’re the one who’s too sweet. Thank you so much for letting me come over. I really just need a break from the bar sometimes, and I’m so comfortable at your house. 

MIKE: I understand. Mi case es tu casa. 

JESSICA: I’m gonna make you regret saying that, lol. 

MIKE: I can’t imagine that you could. 

JESSICA: I need to stop texting and driving. See you soon! 

And then I was back to square one, of desperately wanting to fuck her. I highly doubted she’d come over and swim just to get me at her bar, as I knew full well that she was making plenty of money. Even as a server there, she’d been having regular two hundred dollar days. 

I popped up from my computer, and went straight to the bathroom to shave and freshen up. The best part about being a writer was the ability to set your own schedule, and I saw no reason to continue pounding away at my keyboard when the woman I most wanted to pound away on would be joining me soon. 

MIKE: Are you hungry? 

JESSICA: Not really, but you can feed me if you want to. 

I stared at my cellphone, smiling to myself. Cooking was one of my specialties, and I definitely wanted to cook for her, but if she wasn’t hungry then it could wait. I loved how she was making everything vaguely sexual, and I hoped that our chemistry from earlier would transfer over. 

Her car roared into the driveway, a bright red mustang convertible. Her lips were painted red with lipstick, and she stepped out of her car in her bathing suit top and the same jean shorts covering her bottoms. Her toes were painted a similar color as her car, and she strolled straight up to the front door, where I was waiting for her. 

“Hey you.” I said, looking into the dark lenses of her sunglasses. 

“Hi, daddy!” she said, getting excited and dropping her bag on the front porch to give me a hug. 

“Oh, hi.” I said, inhaling her scent as I wrapped my arms around her petite little body. I held the door for her, and we walked through the house to the backyard. 

“It looks amazing.” she said, eyeing the pool. 

“Yeah, I just had the pool boy over a couple days ago.” I said, looking it over as well. I hadn’t been in since he got everything up to snuff, but I saw a new motivating force to swim standing right in front of me. 

“Nice. Perfect timing.” she said, giggling. 

“What has it been now? A year?” I asked. 

“Yeah. Exactly a year.” she said. “Hailey isn’t coming back for the summer?” 

“No, she’s still taking classes and working. She’s renting a house on campus.” I said. “She’ll come through to visit from time to time, but I’m pretty much just a lonely bachelor now.” 

“Awh, I hate hearing that.” 

“It’s no big deal. I’m a writer. I do my best work alone.” 

“Well, I hope you don’t mind my intruding.” she said. 

“Not at all. It’s a welcome surprise.” 

“Right? When I saw you at the store, I just melted. I forgot how much time we used to spend together, and how much I missed you.” she said. We walked over to the lounge chairs, and she laid out her towel. 

“Yeah. You were always my favorite of Hailey’s friends.” I said. Jessica undid the button on her shorts, and slid them down her thighs to her ankles before stepping out of them. 

“Do you like my bathing suit?” she asked, popping her hip before doing a full 360 degree turn in front of me. Jessica couldn’t have possibly known how attractive I found her, because it even vexed me how much I wanted her as soon as I thought of her as being a possibility. 

“I like you in anything.” I said, the words leaving my mouth reflexively. We sat down beside each other on the lounge chairs, and I removed my shirt to catch some rays. 

“Oh my gosh, daddy. You can’t do that, it’s not fair.” she said, taking off her sunglasses and looking at me with wide eyes. 

“What do you mean?” I asked. 

“Your physique, goodness. You don’t know how easily you can fluster a lady like myself.” she said, laughing openly and fanning herself with her hand. 

“Thanks, sweetheart. But don’t say it isn’t fair while you’re sitting there in a two piece bathing suit.” I said. She made me feel alive like I hadn’t in a while, and I loved being alone with her, and seeing how we got along by ourselves. 

“Can I tell you something?” she asked. 

“You can tell me anything.” 

“I had the biggest crush on you last summer. It was bad.” she said. 

“Did you? Well that’s awfully naughty.” I said. 

“More than you know. It made me feel bad, a little, because like, why was I having such intense fantasies about my friend’s dad? You know?” she asked, letting out an adorable little giggle. 

“Intense fantasies? What do you mean?” I asked. 

“Well, I guess I should back up a little.” she said, reaching into her bag and pulling out a bottle of tanning lotion. 

“Hold up. You had a crush on me? I had no idea.” 

“Oh yeah. I guess I just kind of like older guys. But anyway, yeah. I definitely had a crush on you.” she said. 

“I hadn’t the slightest of clues.” I said, pondering it in my head and trying to think back to our interactions. 

“That’s kind of why I liked you. You were the only dad who didn’t awkwardly come on to me, you were always just cool. And of course, you were the one dad who I would have gladly dropped my pants for.” she said. 

“Jesus, Jessica. You’re killing me right now.” I said, shaking my head. I glanced over at her, watching her applying lotion to her legs and feeling the blood flow where it shouldn’t. 

“I’m sorry. It was just a crush.” she said, using both of her hands on her left calf and spreading the lotion around. 

“Don’t apologize. I’m flattered.” I said, telling her the truth as I gazed down at her yummy red toes, naturally picturing them in my mouth. 

“Then I became a bartender, and it pretty much became my job to talk to guys around your age.” she said, taking a deep breath as she squeezed more lotion onto her other leg. 

“How’s that?” 

“It made me realize how pathetic a lot of guys are. I’ve had like ten different men tell me that they’d cheat on their wives just to be with me, like I’m going to take that as a compliment, you know? It’s gross.” she said. 

“That sucks. At least they’re showing you their true colors.” I said. 

“Yeah, and they all tip well, but anyway, I guess interacting with so many older guys, it really made me realize how awesome you are. You were always just interested in me, like as a person, and what I was doing, instead of me, as like an object.” she said. 

“I get what you’re saying, but it’s the bar crowd. It’s kind of par for the course.” 

“Oh, I know. Being a bartender is a great character study.” 

“That’s why I did it. For two years.” I said, laughing at the memory. 

“I really like you, Mike. You’re head and shoulders above all the men I’ve met.” she said, looking over at me. 

“I really like you too, Jess. You’re honestly the best. You’re so sharp, so determined, I really admire you as a younger woman.” I said, remembering how much I did care about her. 

“Can you get my back?” she asked, extending her arm with the bottle of lotion. 

“Yeah, can you get mine too?” I asked. She nodded, and rolled over onto her stomach. We didn’t say another word, and I rubbed the lotion onto her back. There was something about the feeling in the air, and about the way she was squirming beneath me. I squirted more lotion onto the backs of her legs, and started spreading it around. 

“That feels amazing.” she said, hardly a whisper. 

“I should probably get your butt too, don’t you think?” I asked, letting my hands move up her hamstrings near her cheeks. 

“You should. I don’t want to get skin cancer.” she said. I squeezed more lotion onto my hands, rubbing it together. Jessica reached back, pulling her bathing suit into a thong so I could apply the lotion. 

“Definitely not.” I said, using the opportunity to grab hold of her luscious cheeks, squeezing and rubbing. My mind went blank, and I stared down at her supple buttocks as I worked my fingers through her soft fat. 

“Please don’t stop. That feels so good.” she said, running her fingers through her hair as I explored her body with my hands. 

“You’re so pretty, Jess. I can’t help it.” I said. 

“It’s okay, daddy. I’m yours. You deserve it.” 

“Baby, don’t talk to me like that. You don’t understand the effect you have on me.” 

“Yes, I do. Because you have the same effect on me.” she said, turning over onto her side and looking back at me. “Meeting all these other guys at the bar has only solidified it. I have an even bigger crush on you now than I did before.” 

“Jess. You’re a literal doll. You’re perfect. I’d do anything for you.” I said, knowing full well that I was overstepping my boundaries but I couldn’t stop myself from telling her the truth. 

“Daddy…” she whispered, biting down on her bottom lip and looking back at me. Her doe eyes could melt much stronger men than me, and I felt my hand moving between her cheeks. “Take me inside. Show me your bed.” 

“My baby. You know we can’t go backwards right? Once we do this, that’s it.” I said, speaking more to myself than I was to her. My cock was throbbing behind my shorts, and I knew exactly where I wanted to stick it. 

“I’ve already thought about this a lot. More than I care to admit. I know exactly what I’m doing, and I want to do it more than anything.” she said. 

“Then come here.” I said, hooking my arm under the bend behind her knee, and the other under her torso and scooping her up. As a writer, I had to appreciate her directness when it came to words. I had to appreciate a lot about her, and I carried her from the pool to the backdoor. 

“This is so romantic.” she said, turning the doorknob for me as I brought her inside. The air conditioning was a stark contrast to the hot outdoors, but it went mostly unrealized because I was so focused on the woman in my arms. 

“I’m going to go crazy on you. You’re so fun to look at.” I said, carrying her through the house and towards my bedroom. 

“I’m yours, daddy.” she said, grinning as I turned sideways to bring her through the door frame into my bedroom. I laid her down and climbed between her legs, looking down and admiring her immense beauty. 

“You’re beautiful.” I said, leaning in to kiss her chest. Jessica laced her ankles around my lower back, taking hold of my face with both hands and pulling me in for a kiss. 

“Mmm.” she moaned, forcing her tongue into my mouth. It felt like fireworks were going off inside of my head, and we began grinding together as her taste overtook me. 

“Jess.” I whispered, breaking our kiss and looking into her eyes. 

“I want to be your submissive. I want you to have free use of my body. And my mind. I want to be yours entirely.” 

“Jess.” I said, repeating her name and kissing her soft lips. It was the single hottest thing anyone had ever said to me, and I knew I lacked the willpower to resist her charm. 

“Use me.” 

“I will, baby. Over and over again. Until forever.” I said, reaching down and lacing my fingertips in her waistband. She arched against me, allowing me to slide it down her thighs as my kisses moved to her neck. 

“Ugh…” 

“Good girl.” I whispered, pulling her bottoms off of her ankle and dropping them on my mattress. Jessica reached down immediately, untying the front of my shorts as we kissed. 

“So hot. Please fuck me.” 

“That’s all I’m going to do. I’m going to own your little pussy.” I said, letting her remove my pants. Her eyes went wide and a smile spread across her face, she took hold of my cock as I worked on shaking my shorts loose from  my ankles. 

“I’ve masturbated to this, so many times.” she said, moving her hand up and down my length. Pleasure rang out, and it became way too real. 

“No more, baby. You’re mine.” I said, letting her place my tip against her opening. 

“Yes, daddy. Yours forever.” 

“Mine.” I said, slowly pressing myself into her opening. Her lips squeezed my tip, sending jolts of pleasure moving through me. It was still surreal, and I surrendered myself to the forbidden fruit that my cock was devouring. 

“Yes. Oh my God.” 

“Jess, baby. This is wrong.” I said, smiling as the words left my mouth. 

“I know. I love it. Do it harder.” she said, whimpering with her eyes closed as I laid claim to her. She threw her hips against mine, her sopping wet pussy swallowing me with every thrust. 

“Good girl.” I said, grabbing her ankles and rubbing the soles of her feet against my face as I licked her toes. I watched proudly as her perky, supple tits bounced beneath my hips. “So pretty.” 

“I’ve wanted you for so long.” 

“Jess. I want you, baby. I want you.” I said, sucking on her big toe and thinking about her in other positions. There was no end to how much I needed her, nor of the things I plotted to do to her. 

“Daddy…don’t stop. Don’t fucking stop, cause you’re gonna make me cum. Please, daddy. Please don’t stop.” she said, staring into my eyes and begging. Her dirty words left me unhinged, slamming my hips into hers and lifting one of her legs up onto my shoulder. 

“Why’d we wait so long?” I asked, feasting my eyes on her as she started playing with her clit. 

“I don’t know. We were wrong. We should have just done it.” 

“I know, angel, but it was worth the wait.” I said, fucking her harder and wishing I could release it inside her. She felt so good that it was beyond words, and I grunted while I fed her my cock. 

“Yes it was, daddy. Yes it was.” she whimpered, furiously rubbing her clit as her chest flushed red. 

“So worth it.” I said, feeling myself dragged straight to orgasm as she started calling out for me. 

“Daddy!” she squealed, her eyes popping open wide as her entire demeanor changed. She continued playing with herself beneath me, and my hips moved like pistons out of reflex. 

“Jess!” I said, letting her leg down as I felt the tidal wave crashing upon me. She laced her ankles again, this time pulling me in. It was pure bliss, and I let loose inside her without a single thought of concern. It was pure pleasure at its absolute peak, and I grunted as I finished all the way into her fertile womb. 


Chapter 3 

What started as a mid-day swim quickly turned into a sleepover scenario. Jessica laid naked in my bed, flipping through the channels while I sat back, admiring her round ass..

“I want you.” I said, slapping my palm down on her bare ass cheek.

“Ooh! Harder, daddy.” she said, giving me a naughty look. It had been a few hours since our first little romp in the hay, and I couldn’t stand being around her in the nude without quickly growing horny for more.

“You like that?” I asked, sitting up on my knees and giving her another, this time even harder spank to the ass.

“Ooh!” she shrieked again, biting her lip and curling up in a ball. I climbed on top of her, prying her legs apart with my hand and looking down at her pretty pink pussy.

“You’re way too young for me.” I said, reaching between her legs and rubbing it gently.

“I know. Is it bad if that only turns me on more?” she asked, grinning as I leaned in for a kiss.

“This is way different than the last time you slept over.” I said, sucking her tongue and laying her down on her back.

“Only because you didn’t make a move. Nothing has changed, I would have fucked you then, too.” she said, furrowing her brow as I played with her clit.

“I want to taste you.” I said, kissing down her neck, breasts, and stomach, lower until my lips pressed against her navel. She arched against me, running her fingers through her hair.

“Oh, daddy. Such a generous lover.” she said, using her fingernails to massage my scalp as I parted her lips, kissing her wetness and giving myself over to the lust I felt for her. She tasted exactly as I expected, deliciously sweet. I worked two fingers in and out, sucking on her clit and listening to her enthusiastic moans.

“Such a good girl. I love your pussy, Jessica.” I said, flicking my tongue rhythmically against her clit and savoring every moment. I reached up with both hands, massaging her nipples between my thumbs and forefingers with my face buried between her legs.

“That’s so good, Mike. Fuck. Don’t stop, baby. You’re gonna make me cum.” she said, grinding against my face and laying her feet flat on my back. My cock throbbed to be inside her, to feel her tight, wet squeeze.

“I want you to cum for my cock.” I said, lacing my arms under her legs and pulling her into me. I postured up, taking hold of myself and pushing the tip of my cock into her opening. “Oh my God.”

“Oh, wow. Yes. Right there. Do it hard.” she said, her eyes going wide as she tossed her head back.

“Jess, fuck. You’re going to milk the cum right out of me. It’s so tight.” I said, holding her tiny waist as I watched my cock disappearing inside of her. She had an incredibly addicting quality to her, so much so that I pulled out so I didn’t cum. The last thing I wanted to do was stop fucking her. “Turn over.”

“Yes sir.” she said, smiling back at me and doing as she was told. She got on all fours, and I licked my chops at the meal before me. Jessica blew my mind, and I still couldn’t believe my luck. If I’d gone to the grocery store an hour later or earlier, I wouldn’t be mounted behind her, slamming my hips into her ass while she called out for me to do it harder.

“Jess, fuck. It’s so little and tight.” I said, gripping her ass as I pumped into her. Her body brought me to life, rewinding my internal clock a full decade as I tried relieving the sexual tension between us.

“Don’t stop….Don’t stop….oh,God. Right there.”

“Yeah, is that what you like, baby?” I asked, bouncing her off of me and bottoming out with each stroke. She was making me tingle, and I knew there was no stopping it.

“Yes! Please, please, please.” she begged, rambling and wrapping her arms tight around the pillow.

“Jess…Oh, God, Jess.” I said, feeling my consciousness flood with endorphins as climax overtook me.

We struggled against each other, with Jess throwing her ass back against my hard thrusts as I arrived. She called out without shame, screaming to the high heavens that she was coming. Her leg shook uncontrollably, I did the same while I trembled with pleasure, cumming inside of her just like before.


Chapter 4 - Jessica

I stayed the night, and then did it again, falling harder for him each time he temporarily fucked the brains out of me. It was an intoxicating feeling, especially after going months and months without sex.

The bar kept me endlessly busy, and I did everything I could to bring in new guests. I organized an industry night, networked wherever I went, and drove myself ragged for an establishment that seemed more content to drink itself into a stupor, collectively as a staff, rather than make money.

Not me. I worked hard for every dollar, dreaming of my departure onto greener pastures. It was absolutely a grind, but it was good money and it was adding up over time.

Working as the head bartender at an establishment like the one I worked at required a certain level of tough skin, as my main regulars were all aging alcoholics who couldn’t help themselves when it came to their flirtation.

I already had a crush on Mike from before, but working as a bartender only solidified it. Mike had a certain presence about him, and all of my friends had a crush on him, but it was deeper than that. He was respectable, and it always baffled me that he was still single.

Not only was he very fit and attractive for his age, he was also very successful, with a personality to boot. So many guys his age tried coming onto me at bars, making dumb promises, or outright offering to cheat on their wives in order to be with me. I grew used to it, but it never ceased to disgust me. The thing is, I did have a bit of a penchant for older men, but I was bombarded with all the wrong ones at work.

Mike was the cure to my ails in too many ways to count, and once we’d finally expressed it physically, I saw nothing but potential.

It was early on, but it still felt weird leaving his house to go back to my apartment. I had work, and needed to immerse myself back in my own reality. The past few days with him had been so good, and I felt overly bonded to him.

It felt like one big time warp, an out of control fuckfest with no inhibitions, where everything went and we just let it all hang loose. There was lots of sweet time between fucking, lots of cuddles and naughty whispers, but it was hard to process.

He didn’t text me a single time during my shift, until midnight as I was finishing up with closing.

MIKE: You better be coming over tonight.

JESSICA: There you are. Of course, I can’t imagine sleeping without you.

MIKE: Good girl. I’ll be in bed, make yourself comfortable. Don’t be shy about waking me up, especially if you want to do it with your mouth.

JESSICA: Stop it. I still have to count out my drawers, you’re making my mind wander.

MIKE: Yes ma am. Just be ready when you get home.

JESSICA: Home? I like that. We’d make such good roomies.

MIKE: We would. Wake me up when you get here.

Chapter 5

I was as close to falling asleep as one could be when I heard her footsteps. She went into the bathroom down the hallway, and turned on the shower. That was the last thing I remember, until she woke me up.

“Mmm…” she moaned, sucking my flaccid cock to life. It was a welcome sight to wake up to, Jessica laying naked between my legs. I lifted the blanket and smiled down at her.

“How was work?” I asked.

“It was alright. I kept thinking about you.” she said, slapping it against her tongue and grinning. I propped up on my elbows, running my fingers through her hair as she bobbed her head up and down, swallowing my length and staring right into my eyes.

“You’re so good. I can definitely see myself getting used to this.” I said, twitching as she switched over to my balls. Being with her was exhilarating, and I was glad that she’d come back for more so quickly. It was hard to imagine that she was as taken with me as I was with her, but her mouth said otherwise.

“I love it. So hard.” she said, stroking me and stepping over my hips.

“Baby…” I said, staring down at her ass as she mounted me. I couldn’t get enough of her, and would gladly have stared at her all day long. “My God.”

“Yes, daddy. I’m so wet for you. All the guys at the bar were flirting with me tonight, but I was only thinking of you the whole time.” she said, talking girly and placing her hands on my thighs as she pushed her ass down onto me. I took hold of her hips, moaning with pleasure as she rode me harder.

“My good girl.” I whispered, throwing back my head and grunting. She lifted her feet, sitting her ass down on them. “So pretty, baby.”

“I like this angle.” she said, touching herself and grinding her hips. I rubbed my thumbs along her soft soles, tracing her arches and trying to hold out for her to cum. Jessica was even tighter in that position, and it took every ounce of self control for me to not simply release inside of her, as all of my instincts were telling me to.

“I like the view.” I said. She started shaking her ass, and looked back at me biting her finger. She had no idea how scrumptious she was, or how much I wanted to stick my tongue in her asshole. Jessica made me feel primal, like an animal engaged in an intense breeding ritual.

“Right there. Oh, fuck. Just like that. Harder. Oh, God.” she said, straightening her posture. There was nothing sexier to me than watching her cum, and knowing it was for me. She felt so tight and wet, and our bodies made squishing noises as she grinded on top of me.

“Good girl. I love when you cum for me. Do it, baby. Do it for me.” I said, resting my hands on her ass and letting her grind. I could feel the pressure building in my cock, growing towards a point of no return.

“Yes, daddy. I’ll cum for you.” she whimpered, grinding faster and arching her back as she played with her clit. Her breathing changed, and it was clear as day when she was arriving. I let go simultaneously, thrusting against her and bringing myself to the edge right along with her.

“Ugh…yes, baby. I’m so close.” I said, warning her moments before going off inside her. My brain nearly burst from pure pleasure, and I dug my fingers into her cheeks, releasing all of my pent up desire inside her again. It was quickly becoming a habit, the two of us panting in post coital bliss, cuddling up and kissing without saying a word about what a risk we were taking.

I kept telling myself to ask her if she was on birth control, but she backed her booty up against my crotch instead, becoming my little spoon as we drifted off together, Jessica still dripping my seed.

Chapter 6 - Jessica

It was a whole lot of sex, and our first couple weeks together flew by. Between working, and sleeping over at his house, I spent no time at home anymore.

This went on for a while, and I slowly brought things over to his house to make it easier, until he finally asked me to move in.

“Are you being serious?” I asked, looking back at him with suspicion.

“Yeah. You practically live here anyway. Isn’t your lease up soon?”

“In a couple months. So wait, okay.” I said, kind of surprised. We’d grown so close that it felt like we were already dating, but moving in was a huge step. Mike smiled, and motioned for me to give him a hug.

We were laying in bed, and I crawled into his arms.

“There is one condition.” he said, kissing the top of my forehead.

“What’s that?”

“If you’re going to live with me, you have to be my girlfriend,” he said. Just hearing him say that turned me on, and I grabbed hold of his cock through his boxer briefs.

“I’m already your girlfriend, daddy.” I said, pulling him through the slit in his boxers and going down on him.

“My baby. You always take care of me.” he said, holding my ponytail and assisting my motion. Mike was the first man who made me kind of oral crazy, and I enjoyed it more each time I sucked on it.

“Your balls.” I said, cupping them and gently squeezing as I licked them. “I want you to drain them in me.”

“Then climb up here.” he said, pulling me onto him. I pulled my panties to the side, and sat down onto him, biting my lip as I grinded on his cock. It was so easy for me to cum for him from the top position, and I leaned forward so he suckle at my nipples and thrust from the bottom.

“Ugh…yes. Right there.” I moaned, closing my eyes and sitting in place, letting him fuck me from the bottom and throwing my ass back against his powerful thrusts.

“Oh my God, Jess. You make it so hard not to cum.” he said, grabbing my ass and rubbing his face between my tits.

“You can cum, daddy. I want it.” I said, twerking my ass for him the way he liked. I felt his muscles tensing up, the familiar change in his breathing as he neared the edge. “Yes, daddy. Please.”

“Good girl…fuck! Oh my God. Fuck.” he grunted, sighing as I savored the sensations of his raw cock, pulsing inside me and pumping me full of cum.

We waited for my lease to run out before we got a moving truck, and on the day we moved my stuff, I felt a little off, and went to the bathroom to throw up even though we’d only just started the packing process. Mike gave me a look, and it hit us both at the same time.

Mike went to the drug store, and returned with two pregnancy tests. They were both positive.

So on the very day I moved in with him, we found out that we were having a child. My first perk as a pregnant woman was having him and his buddy Jeff do all the work, while I called and set up doctor’s appointments, and called my mom to give her the news.

She was shocked, of course, as she knew nothing about my older mystery man, and wasn’t sure what to think about it. I calmed her down by telling her the whole story, of how I knew him, and how we ran into each other and started hanging out, and how it became a whole romantic thing.

“Well, as long as he makes you happy, and takes good care of you, then that’s all I really care about.” she said.

“He does, mama.” I said.

It’s been a few months, and we’re set to have a baby boy in March. Living with Mike has been nothing short of amazing, as he works in silence most of the day, and spends the rest of it with me. We’ve settled into our simple little life together, and I couldn’t be more excited for the future.
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Chapter 1 - Johnny 

It was late at night when she showed up at my doorstep, and I couldn’t believe it was her. 

“Ariella? Hey.” I said, not having seen her in years. 

“Hi, Johnny.” she said, looking up at me with sad eyes. 

“Come in, sweetheart. What’s up?” I asked, letting her step inside, and immediately taking notice of what an incredible transformation her body had undergone since I’d seen her last. 

“I’m so sorry to barge in like this, but my boyfriend kicked me out, and I don’t have anywhere else to go.” she said, her body language meek and scared. I took her by the hand, leading her into my living room and sitting her down on the couch. 

“You’re fine, Ariella. I don’t mind.” 

“You don’t?” 

“No, of course not. You can crash here for the night.” I said, seeing no harm in it. Ariella was one of my daughter’s old friends, but she’d kind of disappeared after she dropped out of high school. 

“Oh my gosh, thank you. You have no idea how much this means to me.” 

“It’s fine.” 

“I owe you.” she said, finally flashing her beautiful smile. She was only 19 or 20, and had developed into a full grown woman in a few short years. I couldn’t believe it, and it was impossible for me not to admire her beauty. 

“Nonsense. How have you been? Do you want something to drink?” I asked, standing up from beside her and strolling into the kitchen. Ariella followed along, prancing with every step. 

“I’ve been alright, it’s been tough lately. And yeah, I’ll take a soda if you have one.” she said. I reached into the fridge, and handed her a can. 

“It’s been forever since I’ve seen you. You look great.” I said, deciding on a beer for the occasion. I’d always wondered what happened to her, and honestly, I kind of expected the worst, so to see that she was healthy, vibrant, and frankly, downright gorgeous was actually quite uplifting. 

“Thank you!” she said, doing a sexy little pose and looking into my eyes. I smirked, and took a sip, realizing she was no longer the girl I used to know. Everything had changed, including me being divorced, and living alone. 

“So what’s been going on with you? Catch me up.” I said, as we strolled back into the living room. Ariella sat down on the recliner, crossing her legs, and making it even more difficult not to admire her. 

“Well, it’s kind of a lot of drama, and a big mess. It’s been a crazy couple years.” she said. 

“I’m all ears.” I said, soaking her in from head to toe. Her legs were tanned and toned, and on full display in her cutoff jean shorts that rode up her ass. 

“So after I dropped out, I started working at a Wing place, and living with Madonna.” 

“Madonna?” I asked, unfamiliar with anyone by that name. 

“Sid’s aunt.” 

“Oh. And Sid is the boyfriend?” 

“Correct.” she said, her dimples appearing when she smiled. “That was going well, then Sid got a place with his brother, Tom, and we all moved in together.” 

“Ugh oh.” I said. “How old was this Sid?” 

“Uhm, he was 24 when we started dating.” 

“And how old were you?” I asked. 

“Not important. Look, I know. I was an idiot, and I’ve made nothing but idiotic life choices, but I didn’t know then. I was just going, and I thought it was going to be so easy, and it just wasn’t.” she said. 

“So what happened?” 

“It was just a crazy lifestyle, and we fell behind on bills because we all lost our jobs. Then I tried moving back in at home, but they kicked me out when I kept sneaking out to see Sid.” she said. 

“How is your relationship with your parents now?” I asked. 

“Still not good, but I finally broke up with Sid, so they’ll like that. I just left today.” she said. 

“And you came here?” 

“I know, it’s super random, but I was going through my head, trying to think of someone I could trust, and you kept popping up.” she said. 

“Awh, that’s sweet. I appreciate it.” 

“And you came through. I don’t have to sleep in my car tonight.” she said. 

“Never. You’re welcome to stay here while you figure things out and get back on your feet.” I said, wondering as the words left my mouth if I’d live to regret them. 

“I won’t be a burden, I promise. I need to find a job, and I just need a place to sleep.” she said, pleading even though I’d already made the offer. 

“Ariella, you’re fine. I live alone, it’s really not a big deal. It’ll be nice having company.” I said. Ariella’s breasts were tugging at my peripherals, hugged tightly and popping out of her low cut white tank top. 

“So you’re single now?” she asked, leaning forward in her seat. 

“You’re not called single when you’re my age, it’s called being divorced.” I said, having a chuckle at my own expense. 

“Well, you’re a catch. I look at you as single.” she said. 

“Thank you, but I don’t really feel like it.” 

“Aren’t you dating?” she asked. I wasn’t even sure how my dating life became the topic of conversation, but I couldn’t help feeling like she might have been looking at me differently, sort of in the same new light I was seeing her in. 

“Not really. I don’t even get out all that much anymore, I’ve grown into an old curmudgeon.” 

“You have not. I can tell.” 

“Oh, can you?” 

“Yeah. A curmudgeon wouldn’t have let a desperate girl in need crash at his place.” 

“If she looked like you, I think he would.” I said. There was a subtly flirtatious undertone to our interaction, and I must say that I was enjoying the banter. 

“Oh, Johnny.” she said, brushing off my compliment. It was nice to see her, but it was also getting late, and I needed to get some rest. 

“Well, I think I’m gonna retire for the night. Help yourself to whatever you want in the kitchen.” I said. She hopped up onto her feet, and followed as I left the room. 

“That’s a good idea, I think I’ll join you.” she said, fake yawning and stretching her arms. I didn’t really pick up on what was happening until we were both in my bedroom, and at that point I figured I’d just go along with it. A long time had passed since I’d shared my bed with a woman, especially an absolute head turner like Ariella. 

Chapter 2 - Ariella 

I didn’t wait for him to protest, stripping down into my red thong underwear and sports bra, and climbing into his bed while he stood there staring. 

“You’re gonna sleep with me?” he asked. 

“Sleeping on couches makes my back hurt.” I said, determined to make something happen with him. He wasn’t aware of it, but he was my secret daddy crush, ever since the first time I met him. His daughter was one of my friends from high school, Elise. 

“Okay. I’m certainly not gonna kick you out.” he said, removing his shirt. I couldn’t help checking him out, his bulging muscles and hairy chest. “I sleep in my underwear, you don’t mind?” 

“Look at me.” I said, laughing. 

“I was gonna say, that’s quite a little pair of panties there.” he said. 

“Do you like them? They’re new.” I said, rolling over onto my stomach to model them for him, waving my feet around behind me as a smile spread across his face. 

“Do they come with the girl wearing them?” he asked, stepping out of his sweatpants. Johnny wore black briefs, and his bulge was noticeable as he got into bed beside me. 

“They do, actually.” I said, slipping under the covers with him. 

“Then I’ll take them.” 

“You better take me.” I said, biting my lip and snuggling up to him. He didn’t resist, so I started running my fingertip up and down his stomach, creeping lower with each downward swipe. 

“What are you doing?” he asked, grinning playfully as I slipped my finger inside his waistband. 

“Oh, nothing.” I said, pulling it away and taking a look at his formidable endowment. “Oh, wow, daddy. It’s big.” 

“Ariella, we can’t be doing this.” he said, stopping my hand as I reached out for it. 

“Awh, why not? We could have so much fun together.” I said. 

“You know that I’m 42, right?” he asked. 

“Yeah, that’s super hot.” I said, drawing a smile. “Don’t you think?” 

“Ariella, how old are you?” 

“I turn 20 in three months.” I said, leaning in a little closer, and locking eyes. 

“This is so bad.” 

“What’s wrong daddy? Don’t you think I’m pretty?” I asked. Johnny sighed, maintaining heavy eye contact for several seconds. 

“You’re so beautiful, Ariella. You have no idea.” 

“Then what’s the problem? We’re both single.” 

“It’s just, I don’t know. You were friends with Elise, that’s how I know you.” 

“That’s how we met, but that was years ago. I always had a crush on you, Johnny, because you’re such a good man. But you were married, and I was young, but it hasn’t changed.” I said, our lips lingering so close that I could smell his beard oil. 

“Why do you have to be so cute?” he whispered, pressing his lips to mine. It felt like a jolt of electricity, and I knew that once we touched, there would be no stopping us from going crazy on each other. 

“Mmm…I’ve wanted you for so long.” I said, speaking between passionate kisses. Johnny wrapped his arm around my waist, depositing me in front of him and pulling my panties off. 

“This is so hot. I can’t believe we’re really about to do this.” he said, pausing to look me over. 

“I was always jealous of Elise.” 

“Oh, were you?” 

“Yes. Because she had you as a dad, and I wanted you to be my daddy too.” 

“It’s a little different with us.” he said, spitting on his fingers and reaching down to lube me up. 

“Yeah, it’ll be way different. I want to be your submissive little good girl.” I said, looking up at him as his thick fingers touched me for the first time. I inhaled sharply, and he began rubbing in circles, spreading it around as he swirled his tongue around inside my mouth. 

“You’re way too fucking naughty to be a good girl.” he said. 

“I’ll be whatever you want me to be, and I’ll do whatever you tell me to do. Just let me live with you daddy, and have your babies.” I said, holding his head close to mine as he kissed my neck. 

“I want you to be my little slut. I want you to do all the things with me that you won’t do with anyone else. I want all of you, inside and out.” he said, tugging at his waistband. I glanced down just in time to see it spring loose, and I licked my lips in anticipation of his juicy cock. 

“Yes, daddy. I’ll be your little whore.” I said, unable to pry my eyes from it. Johnny took notice, and climbed up onto me, mounting my torso and laying his length across my face. 

“Show me.” he said, taking a handful of my hair as I opened wide to receive him, swallowing around his puffy mushroom head and purring with glee. 

“Mmm…I love your balls, daddy.” 

“Good girl, you know what I like. I want you to be my cocksucker.” 

“Yes.” I said, bobbing up and down. I wasn’t used to giving head in that position, but he took full control, thrusting down against my face and force feeding me his erection. His immense girth stuffed my mouth to the brim, and I had to open wide to swallow him. 

“Spit on it. I want you to make a fucking mess.” he said, his dominant side coming out right away. He was everything I hoped for and more, the forceful, in control daddy I’d fantasized about for longer than I cared to admit. “Come here, whore. If you’re gonna be daddy’s little girl, you can’t be so shy about choking on my dick. Do you understand?” 

“Yes, daddy. I understand.” I said, looking up at him while he held my chin. Johnny sat with his back against the headboard, and made me lay flat on my stomach between his legs. 

“Then show me. I don’t care if you puke on it, don’t stop.” he said, making a ponytail with my house and pushing my head into his lap. I was throbbing with pressure, so turned on that it was agonizing. I’d always wanted an older man like him, a man in touch with his inner pervert, and willing to unleash it on me. 

“Gluck! Gluck! Gluck! Gluck! Ahhh!” I gasped, smiling and giggling as tears streamed down my cheeks. I buried my face in his balls, slurping and sucking for his approval. 

“Oh my God, Ariella. Just like that. You know how to win daddy’s love, just like that.” he said, forcing me to maintain strict eye contact while I served his manhood. 

“Ugh!” I squealed, taking deep breaths and slobbering as he plunged himself in and out, making my throat bulge and activating my salivary glands. I gagged several times, but he kept encouraging me. 

“Yes, such a good girl, look up at me, gag on it again. Show me how depraved of a slut you are for me.” he said. Once I’d made a thorough, slobbery mess, he rubbed my face in it, telling me to lick it up while he did. I’d never felt like such a whore, or felt such a deep need for hard flesh impaling me. 

“Ugh! I love my daddy’s dick. I live to serve it, daddy. I live to serve your dick.” I said, shocking myself with the dirty words that were flowing effortlessly from my mouth. I felt so alive with him, so open and uninhibited. I felt like I was finally involved in the mean, degrading, brutal sex I’d always craved, and of course it was with him. 

“Bend over the edge of the bed. I want to have some fun with that beautiful little body of yours.” he said. I smiled around a mouthful of daddy dick, drooling shamelessly, and did exactly as I was told. “I’m gonna have to get you a collar, but until then, we’ll use this.” 

“Yes, daddy.” I said, watching as he removed a pillowcase from one of his pillows, and then wrapped it around my neck from behind, pulling it so that I had to raise my head. I’d never felt so vulnerable, having him standing behind me, holding me by a makeshift leash and pushing my legs apart over the corner of his bed. 

“Spread your ass apart with both hands,” he said. 

“Yes, daddy.” I said, the sudden silence in the room deafening. I couldn’t see what he was doing because of the way he held the pillowcase, but I spread my butt for him just the same. 

“Look at that. Such a pretty little pussy for breeding.” he said, fully captivating my attention. I’d played out that fantasy so many times, being his submissive little housewife, giving him as many babies as he could fill me up with, and living happily ever after. “Ptooey.” 

“Ugh! Daddy…” I squealed, wanting so badly to turn my head and watch. He spat onto my asshole again, before pressing his tip against it, resting it there while I clenched with anticipation. 

“Who’s asshole is that?” 

“It’s yours, daddy.” 

“Say it again.” 

“It’s your asshole, daddy.” 

“Good girl. I’m going to save it for later, but I want you to know it’s mine.” 

“Yes, sir. It’s only yours.” 

“Keep spreading.” he said, giving me a sharp slap on the ass when my grip slipped. I could feel his breath against my sex, and hear him sniffing my scent. “Mmm…God damn, baby. I’m going to own your asshole.” 

“Yes. I want it.” I whimpered, squirming in place and holding myself open for him. I wanted his cock, and my mind felt like it was melting with arousal. 

“Before I tear open your asshole, I’m going to claim you.” he said, slapping his cock against my backside. “Such a pretty little pink pussy.” 

“Please…” I said, begging as he finally pressed it against my opening, teasing it at the entrance. 

“Tell me what you’re gonna do for me. Tell me what I get for taking you in.” he said, drawing circles on my outer lips with his cockhead. 

“Anything you say, sir. I’ll do anything.” I said, overwhelmed with emotion and sensation, struggling to find words to express my inner anguish. 

“I want full ownership. That means free use, anytime I want it. No condoms, no birth control, no bullshit.”  

“Yes, daddy. I’ll always be in debt to you.” 

“That’s what I like to hear.” he said, tightening his noose around my neck as his throbbing hard flesh finally took me. I squealed as he entered, digging my fingers into my asscheeks as my walls were forced open. “Oh my God.” 

“Ugh!” I shrieked, squirming beneath him as he bottomed out, pushing it deep and extending his hips. It was so erotic, and I gasped for breath as he slowly tightened his grip, squeezing the pillowcase in his fist and restricting my airway. 

“This is exactly how you’ll pay me back. This is what I need from you.” he said. I started laughing for no reason, light headed and hyper sensitive to his dick invading me from that angle. 

“Ouch!” I squealed, taking another firm slap on the ass. “Yes, hmm hmm, spank me daddy.” 

“You’re exactly the little slut I’ve been needing. Young, dumb, and fertile.” he said, pinning my head to the mattress and talking right in my ear. “You’re gonna take daddy’s dick every day, over and over, with a smile on your face, do you understand?” 

“Eheh, yes daddy. Oh! Fuck, yes. Yes, daddy. I understand. I’m your slave. I’m only here to obey you.” I said. He removed the pillowcase, and flipped me over onto my back. I looked up at him, cock drunk and slightly dissociated. 

“Clean my cock and balls with your tongue.” he said, taking a firm grip on my hair once again, holding my head flat against the mattress as he raised his hips over my face, dangling his hangers and hard rod in front of my mouth. 

“Mmm…mmm…” I moaned, licking his balls clean and giggling dimly. Johnny unlocked something inside of me, something I was subconsciously aware of but couldn’t find a way to release. 

“Lick daddy’s asshole, baby. Show me that you deserve to be here.” 

“Mmm!” I squealed, doing as I was told without the slightest hesitation. I furiously rubbed myself as I buried my tongue between his cheeks, lapping away until I found his asshole. Doing something so novel and nasty made me want his cock inside me, and I brought myself to orgasm while enthusiastically tonguing his asshole. 

“Fuck, I’m gonna nut. I’m gonna cum.” he said, quickly moving to missionary and filling me up. He put my legs up onto his shoulders, frenzy thumping until I was a lifeless doll beneath him, thrashing beneath his powerful hips and calling out to the high heavens as he fucked me into oblivion. 

“Please, cum for me. Fuck me full of cum, daddy, ughnn!” he dropped his hips down onto me, grunting as the veins in his neck bulged, and his length began pulsing inside of my pussy, pumping me full of hot sticky cum. 

Chapter 3 - Johnny 

I left my cum covered cock stuffed deep inside of her, and we had a little cool down makeout session while I continued to slowly grind against her. Ariella had reignited my libido in a big way, and woken me up from the slumber of a life I’d been leading.

“I would have never guessed you were so kinky.” I whispered, nibbling on her bottom lip and pawing at her breast. Ariella’s ankles were laced around my lower back, pulling me into her as cum dribbled down the crack of her ass.

“You’re the only one who knows. I’ve never shown anyone else.”

“I’m much obliged. I love watching you.” I said, letting my kisses move to her chest, as I let my fingertip glide over her perky little nipple. “Such a little doll.”

“I’m so glad this happened. I didn’t even realize how much I missed you.”

“Don’t worry, baby. No more missing me.”

“No more wishing you were mine.”

“Nope. I’m serious about your submission though, there’s no way I’m gonna be able to keep my hands off of you, and I just want you to be ready for what you’re signing up for.” I said.

“Yes sir. I’m completely at your command, daddy. I only exist to please your cock.” she said. I slowly backed myself out of her, looking down at her cum spilling pink lips and smiling with pride, knowing she belonged to me.

I hadn’t cuddled in a long time, and it was nice having a gorgeous babe resting against me, her bare ass pressed up against my crotch as we fell asleep together.

When I woke in the morning, there was a distinct aroma in the air, and I popped out of bed to see what was going on. It was the most aesthetically pleasing sight imaginable, a butt naked Ariella wearing only an apron, making me breakfast. It’s hard to say that I fell in love with her that quickly, but it’s also hard not to say it.

I knew that it might not have been the brightest of decisions, jumping back into the dating pool by immediately moving a woman half my age into my house, but it just sort of happened. From that forward, we were roommates, and there was no plan for her to leave.

She started applying for jobs, but I sat her down and explained that we were fine financially, and that she could do it if she wanted, but that there was no real reason for it.

It wasn’t long before she was my girlfriend, and there was no doubt about our status. We did everything together, and I found her to be every bit as sexually submissive and open as she’d advertised herself to be when she first seduced me. Living with her was a dream, as she cooked, cleaned, and was always in the mood for some naughty fun.

I’d never been in such a kink heavy relationship, but I quickly grew used to having a submissive little fuck-pet, and couldn’t imagine to going back to living life without her.

We were trying to pick someone to watch on television, and I got hard while giving her a foot rub. That progressed into me removing my pants and dousing my crotch in lube, and letting her repay the favor by jerking me off while we watched the movie.

“That feels so good, baby.”

“I should try to edge you and see how far into the movie we can make it before you cum.” she said.

“I like that idea. I love the little french tips.”

“Thanks, daddy. I like keeping my feet pretty for you.” she said. Her arches were shiny with oil, and I held her delicate feet in my hands, controlling the pace as the credits played.

“This is making me so horny.” I said, as she gripped my cock between her toes, focusing on my cockhead and easily bringing me to the edge. I’d grown quite enamored with her adorable tootsies, and as the movie progressed, the pressure built to epic proportions.

“I love seeing you get harder, and harder.” she whispered, having lost the plot and shifted her focus to the task at foot.

“You know what I want?” I asked.

“What is it, sir?”

“I think tonight is the night that I take that little anal cherry of yours.” I said, taking hold of her waistband and pulling down her leggings.

“Oh, boy.” she said, giggling innocently, not that I didn’t know better. I’d bought her a whole bunch of new underwear, and she was wearing a very sexy crotchless pair beneath her bottoms.

“What a perfect choice. It’s like it was meant to be.” I said, thinking of what position I wanted to take her in.

“So we’re just abandoning the edging thing?” she asked. I stood up from the couch, and grabbed her by the ankles.

“Don’t worry, I’m still gonna cum for you.” I said, pulling down my pants and holding her legs up. Her pussy and asshole were freshly waxed, one of the many ways I pampered her that actually ended up working out in my favor. “I’ve been thinking about this since our first night together.”

“Then why haven’t you taken it?”

“I was saving it.” I said, putting some lube on my fingertips and applying it to her hole. I pressed against it until she puckered up, and imagined that tightness gripping my lubed up cock.

“Oh, fuck. I’ve never done this before, so go easy.”

“Hush. I’ll take it however I want.” I said, leaning in and giving it a lick.

“Ooh!” she giggled, always highly sensitive to my touch. Her little brown hole opened up, taking my fingertip and allowing me to further dispense the lube. I had zero intentions of going easy, as she put it, so I wanted her properly prepared.

As a little, Ariella was nothing short of perfection. She was the easiest thing in the world to keep happy, because her only concern was pleasing me. She had her friends, and hobbies, but she mostly did that stuff while I was at work. Whenever I was home, she was at my beck and call, and it made us close in a way that I didn’t even know was possible.

There was no real separation from our personal life and sex life, outside of the fact that she didn’t call me daddy in front of random people. When we were at home, she was mine, and there was never any question about it.

“I’m scared, daddy.” she said, making her patented pouty face because she knew it worked on me.

“Look into my eyes, baby girl. Do you trust me?”

“Yes.”

“Then do as I say. Try to relax, and take deep breaths. It might feel funny at first, but it’ll end up feeling really good.”

“Okay. You promise?” she asked, exaggerating her little girl voice. She held her legs up, and I lathered up my cock before pushing it inside her.

“Good girl.” I said, letting her suck on my thumb as she squealed with discomfort. I bottomed out immediately, going with the band-aid approach and getting right to work. She loved to play innocent and naive, but I knew exactly what she wanted. She wanted me to choke her while gagging her with my fingers, and aggressively taking her asshole and making it mine, so that’s exactly what I did.

“Ughn, ugh! Ugh! Yes, yes, yes. Fuck, daddy. It hurts, but I like it.” she said, wheezing and turning red as I pounded away at her. My cock had already been teased for forty five minutes leading up to it, and I could hardly take the intensity without erupting instantly.

We kissed passionately, and she lifted her legs up high, pushing her feet behind her head and smiling with crossed eyes as I plunged it deeper. Our bodies slapped together, and she squealed with a mixture of discomfort and delight. I started rubbing her clit, and sucking on her tongue as I brought myself to the edge of release.

“I love you.” she said, bouncing up and down on my dick with her eyes rolling back. I knew that I would never get enough of her, that it was an impossibility in every way.

“I love you too, angel. Daddy loves you so much.” I said, thrusting with everything I had as she delivered me to the promised land, and I started seeing stars and seizing on top of her.

We finished off the night by watching back to back movies, and then going upstairs and passing out at 8:30 on a Friday night. As dumb as it sounds, that’s kind of when I knew that it was real, and that it might really last. It was another in a long string of incredibly fulfilling days, and she fit into my arms and life like a perfect puzzle piece.

Chapter 4 - Ariella 

I felt like a whole new person, and started taking classes online to get my GED. Johnny was a lot more wealthy than I realized, and was very generous when it came to me. I’d never been treated so well by a man before, and things just started going up and up for me.

Within three months of getting with Johnny, I had my driver’s license reinstated, was on my way to getting a GED, and was completely clean and sober for 90 days. It’s crazy what a difference a healthy relationship can make.

There was one more thing, about those first three months together. I also became pregnant, which shouldn’t have come as a surprise considering that we were engaging in multiple, intense daily sessions of what we explicitly referred to as breeding. Still, it was just so crazy to me how much things were changing.

The best part for me is the stability, and maybe the rough, kinky sex. But the stability is amazing, knowing that I don’t have to worry and struggle, and that I have a partner who’s in it for the long haul, and fully committed to me.

Right now, we’re just living the normal, family life. Johnny goes to work, comes home, fucks my brains out, and then we cuddle up for the night. On weekends, we go out on dates, or hang out with friends, and do the same thing again the next day. It’s so easy when it’s right, and now I look forward to it everyday. He’s my rock, my anchor, and the reason I’m in such a good place now.

We will find out the gender this weekend.I don’t have much of a preference for this first one, but I’m really hoping it’s a boy for Johnny.

Initiation - Obediently Theirs

Chapter 1 - Alice

We met at a bar, Professor Jones and I. It wasn’t something I normally did, going out without my boyfriend, but my best friend Leyla had just broken up with hers and wanted someone to hang out with.

The bar was known as a place where students went to mingle with single male professors, which is why I’d never gone before. My boyfriend Phil and I had been together since freshman year, so I never really got a chance to explore the campus bar scene alone.

“Hi there.”

“Hi.” I said, taking notice of him right away.

“I’m Tucker.”

“Nice to meet you, I’m Alice.” I said.

“Are you a student here?”

“Yes. Are you a professor?”

“I am.” he said, taking a long hard look into my eyes. “You’re beautiful.”

“Thanks.” I said, feeling my face turn red. I looked around for Leyla, but she was talking to a girl at the other side of the bar.

“Let me buy you a drink,” he said. I sat down beside him, and ordered a Vodka and soda. No part of me was there looking to meet someone, but as we started talking, I found myself hanging on his every word, and noticing I found him powerfully attractive. Leyla made her way back over to us eventually, introducing herself and then going right back to conversing with her new friends.

This went on for an hour, and I became so caught up in the conversation that I completely forgot to check my phone. Tucker continued giving me compliments, blaming the alcohol and saying he couldn’t help himself.

“I blame you. You’re so cute it’s unfair.” he said. Somehow or another, our conversation moved to sex.

“What do you mean you’re a dom?” I asked.

“It means I take the lead in dom-sub relationships. I just wanted to let you know, since you were thinking about becoming involved with me.” he said, taking a sip of his whiskey. Tucker towered over me, and his muscles bulged out of his tight fitting henley.

“Oh was I?” I asked, laughing.

“You were, and that’s okay. I can’t blame you, but I don’t know if you could handle it.”

“Oh, boy. Cocky much?” I asked.

“Cocky enough to bend you over and change your outlook on life.” he said, grinning. I shook my head, and ordered another.

“So what exactly would a relationship like that consist of? Or should I even ask?”

“It’s different for different people, but for me it means that I have full control of your sexual pleasure and experiences. I like to spoil my submissives, and to introduce them to all of the depraved things they haven’t even realized they desire, and to completely free their minds of any responsibility. Submit to me entirely, and all of your needs and desires become my job to satiate.”

“It sounds like you know what you want.” I said, taking a gulp.

“I know what you want too. You’d look so pretty bound with ropes, offering your supple young body for me to do with as I pleased.” he said, sitting so close to me that all I could think about was kissing him. I felt my face turning red, and giggled anxiously.

“You’re bad.” I said. My phone buzzed in my pants for the hundredth time, and I finally pulled my attention away from Tucker long enough to see that I had 5 missed calls, and a whole slew of unanswered texts from Phil.

“What if I told you that I want you?” he asked, pulling my eyes back to him.

“Well, I kind of have a boyfriend.”

“No matter.” he said, “You can leave him.”

“I don’t know.”

“There’s nothing he does for you that I can’t exceed, and there are things I will do for you that he can’t even fathom,” he said.

“You don’t even know him.”

“Let me guess, he’s a college student, pretty vanilla in bed, and not assertive enough?” he said, crossing his arms.

“Well, yeah, but-”

“I’m not going to take your submission, I want you to give it to me. But you don’t have to.” he said.

“I can’t cheat.” I said, staring back at him pleading eyes. I’d never felt such an urge to be with someone, such a magnetic pull. There was something so different about him, so powerful and competent. There was an heir of mystery to him, and I just knew he’d make an amazing lover.

“That’s good. I understand. But let me reiterate this one more time, so that my offer isn’t misunderstood. I want you, and in no uncertain terms. I want to own you, and train you, worship you, and give you the best life, but I can’t make you want it back.

Go back to your little boyfriend, and pay attention to all the things he’s not. And once you come to your senses, give me a call.” he said, laying down a business card at the bar.

“I think I’m ready to go.” Leyla said, clearly intoxicated and leaning on my barstool from behind.

“Sorry. I need to take her home.” I said.

“It was nice meeting you. Stay in touch.” he said.

“I’ll think about it.” I said, stuffing his card into my jacket pocket and taking one more intoxicating look into his dark eyes before heading out.

After that night, Tucker was pretty much all I could think about. My mind couldn’t stop fantasizing about what being with him must be like, and it was such a powerful turn on that it spiced up my sex life just by making me so damn horny all the time.

Phil paled in comparison to Tucker sexually. I hadn’t even slept with him and I knew that. Phil was dead silent, rarely saying anything or making any noise whatsoever from start to finish. He didn’t mind foreplay, but he was so mechanical about everything. I enjoyed having sex with him at first because I had a crush on him, and it was new and fun, but that had worn off.

I didn’t even realize how much our bedroom was lacking until I spoke to Tucker and started doing my own research into BDSM. I couldn’t even read about the dominant and submissive dynamic without getting aroused, my mind running off to some fantasy about Professor Tucker Jones. Even his name sounded hot to me.

Leyla and I talked about it, and she told me to go for it. Her logic was that Phil and I probably weren’t going to work out long term anyway, so I might as well live my best life. I knew it was morally flawed, but I was looking for any reason to justify hooking up with Tucker.

“He was seriously hot, and into you. You’re gonna regret it if you don’t reach out to him.” she said. I knew she was right, and that’s why I was struggling so much. Phil was a nice guy, and I was comfortable with him. We had a routine, and a similar friend group. I just couldn’t break up with him.


Chapter 2 - Professor Jones

When Alice left the bar that night, it felt like a missed opportunity. Even though we hit it off, I went home wishing we had more time to connect.

I found it endearing that she didn’t want to cheat on her boyfriend, but I could also see how reluctant she was to even bring him up. Until that point of the conversation, she’d been wide eyed and staring into my eyes. Her pupils were dilated, and her barstool kept magically inching closer as we spoke.

The attraction was mutual, to say the least. I knew that I wanted her the moment I laid my eyes on her. She was gorgeous, in an effortless way that only made her shine brighter. As we spoke, I found myself admiring every aspect of her face, and staring deeply into her mesmerizing eyes.

Once it was obvious she was interested, I guided the conversation into naughtier territory, and was pleased to learn that she’d lived a vanilla sex life. I’d rather we be the ones who introduced her to kink, as it seemed like a fun project to bring her into my small circle of dominant professors who shared their submissives. I wanted to watch her be introduced to new sensations, and things she’d never experienced, and to watch her descend into life with her new daddys.

She was young, but with a good head on her shoulders, she simply hadn’t found what she was looking for. I knew the other professors would adore her, as we all shared a penchant for inexperienced newbies, especially when they looked like her.

I gave her my card just in case, but I didn’t think anything would come of it. It had to have been a month since we met, when out of the blue I received a text message from an unfamiliar number. It’s Alice. I don’t know if you remember me, but I’ve been thinking about you a lot. I think I’m ready.

“Oh, boy.” I said, reading the text over for a second time. I was in the middle of class, but my students were taking an exam so I was free to respond.

TUCKER: Of course I remember you. I’ve been thinking about you too, wondering when you’d reach out.

ALICE: I’ve learned a lot about being a submissive.

TUCKER: Oh have you?

ALICE: Yes, daddy.

TUCKER: I don’t feel comfortable with you being out in the world all by yourself. Who is going to protect you? You should already be here with me, wearing a leash and collar, sitting by my side.

ALICE: I know, daddy.

TUCKER: Is my baby girl single?

ALICE: Well, no. Not yet.

TUCKER: Alice, talking to other men while you’re in a relationship is naughty.

ALICE: My boyfriend doesn’t punish me, so I do whatever I want.

TUCKER: What a shame. You could be such a good girl if you had some discipline in your life. You need the mentorship of older men, men who command authority.

Alice: How would you discipline me?

TUCKER: I promise you that you wouldn’t be reaching out to other men if you were with me, but I have all sorts of punishments depending on the offense.

ALICE: Of course not, daddy. I’d be all yours.

TUCKER: You’d have a very red bottom right now if you were mine.

ALICE: I want it so bad.

TUCKER: What do you want, Alice?

ALICE: For you to be my dominant, and for me to be your submissive.

TUCKER: Me and a couple of the other professors have a society on campus, where we mentor and develop young women like you, giving them the proper boundaries, punishments for being bad, and rewards for being good. I’d love to bring you into the fray, but we need your full submission. You can’t be in a relationship when you come to us.

ALICE: I understand.

TUCKER: Don’t reach out to me again until you’re really ready.

ALICE: I’m sorry daddy. I promise it’ll be soon.

It felt almost like I was being teased, as her coming back into my life reignited my feelings for her. If I really wanted to, I could have just met up with her and let the breakup happen naturally after I got my hands on her, but I’d rather our relationship start without any of that. I wanted her to submit to me, and to give herself over to us without any strings attached.


Chapter 3 - Alice

Being with Phil was making me miserable, especially knowing that Tucker was out there waiting for me. It wasn’t like he couldn’t find himself another submissive, and I knew that he would. Even though he told me not to reach out to him unless I was really ready, I still sent him lewd photos almost everyday while I tried to figure it out.

Eventually I had enough, and found myself cutting Phil down and being mean to him for no reason. That was as far as I could let it go, and I told him over text that we needed to talk when he got home. Phil read between the lines, and told me he knew what I was going to say.

We met up anyway, and had the conversation. He asked me if there was anything he could do to make me reconsider, and I probably would have caved if not for what was waiting for me on the other side. I didn’t want to have to coach him into being a man, or nag him about being assertive or tell him to take control in the bedroom. My mind was no longer interested in him, as I was fully captivated by someone else.

I couldn’t sneak away and text Tucker fast enough, as soon as I parted ways with Phil. No longer would I present myself to him in such a childish way, hanging onto an uncompelling relationship in the face of something with so much untapped potential. 

ALICE: I’m yours, daddy. I promise. Only yours.

TUCKER: Forever.

TUCKER: So, if you’re mine, then why aren’t you naked and strapped to my bed?

ALICE: I have no idea. You tell me.

TUCKER: Oh, Alice.

ALICE: Oh, daddy. What are you doing?

TUCKER: I’m wondering if my sweet girl is safe, and how long it’s going to take her to get here.

ALICE: Do you wanna meet somewhere?

TUCKER: I’m going to pick you up. Where are you?

ALICE: I’m at my dorm.

TUCKER: Good girl. Stay put, I’ll come get you. Send me your address.

ALICE: Yes sir.

TUCKER: Do you have a schoolgirl outfit?

ALICE: Not really. I have a plaid skirt.

TUCKER: Wear it. And put your hair into pigtails. I’ll have professor Thomas bring you a white shirt to pair it with.

ALICE: Yes sir!

TUCKER: Are you excited?

ALICE: So excited. I hate my dorm, I’d much rather be with my dominant.

TUCKER: Dominant(s). I’ll explain when I get there. Today is your initiation. Be ready in half an hour.

ALICE: Wait, you don’t mean Professor Raul Thomas, do you?

TUCKER: Oh, wow. You’ve attended his class?

ALICE: I have.

TUCKER: Well then, I’m sure he’ll be quite excited to reunite with you under these circumstances. Try not to say the names of our members via text though, going forward. Discretion is very important.

ALICE: Yes sir. I’m sorry.

TUCKER: Thirty minutes.

My heart was pounding and I went on auto pilot. Thankfully, I’d showered and done my makeup before meeting with Phil, but it was so sudden and intense. I’d never been with an older man before, let alone multiple older men, or done anything like this. Phil and I had been broken up for less than an hour, and I was about to go get gang banged in a schoolgirl uniform.

Fuck that’s hot. Professor Thomas too? Good Lord. I couldn’t stop masturbating to him while I was in his class. How did this happen? How did I get so lucky? This is crazy. One night at a random bar, well, not random, I hear stories like this from that bar all the time. I really can’t believe this, oh my gosh. Multiple men? That’s so sexy, but so intimidating. Just trust your dominant, that’s your job. Stop overthinking.

I already had an overnight bag that I’d been using when I went over to Phil’s, and I added some items to it. While I was packing, I thought about the possibilities that lay ahead. The word initiation rang in my head, and the idea of taking more than one cock was dizzying.

My mind flashed back to that first night we met, when he told me that he knew what I wanted, and that he knew things I didn’t even know I wanted yet. He was right, as I could feel myself getting wet as I rushed to get ready and process what I was about to encounter.

Tucker and Professor Thomas at the same time, and it sounded like more men would be joining us, all members of the faculty as well. It made me feel like a dirty little slut, and classy at the same time. It was very adult.

TUCKER: I’m here. It’s the black square body Chevy truck.

ALICE: I’m coming out.

I took a deep breath and looked at myself in the mirror, adjusting my pigtails and applying another layer of lip gloss. Once I was satisfied, I grabbed my bag and headed out into the night.

I spotted him right away, and he got out of the truck to greet me.

“Hi!” I said, waving as I approached him. He opened his arms, and lifted me up into the air the moment we were in arms reach.

“Finally,” he said, wrapping me up in his powerful arms and spinning me around like I was weightless. “Never make me wait like that again.”

“I won’t.” I said, as he set me back down on the ground. His hands stayed on my hips, and he raised my chin until my eyes met his. He leaned forward, pausing before pressing his soft lips against mine.

My head was spinning, it was all so romantic and hot. He opened my door for me, and then we peeled out of the parking lot.

“Here. I have Spotify, you pick the first song.” he said, handing me his phone.

“Oh, I know. I’ve been listening to this one a lot.” I said, searching for ‘Waiting For’.

“Alright. It better not be garbage, or I’ll skip it.” he said, laughing heartily and placing his hand on my thigh. I was wearing jeans over my thong, and it almost surprised me how at ease I felt with him.

I sang along with the song, feeling loose enough to dance in the passenger seat. Tucker seemed amused, and kept looking over at me and grinning.

“I like it.” he said.

“Really? I haven’t been able to get it out of my head for like a month.”

“That’s kind of how I feel about you.” he said. It made me realize that I discovered the song the day after meeting Tucker, and I wondered if that’s why I was so attached to it.

“Can I play another?” I asked, as my song wound down. Tucker sighed.

“Already spoiled. Go ahead.”

“This one is called ‘Cold Heart’. I’m obsessed with it.” I said, finding the song and pressing play. It was nice having a task to distract me, as I felt a little vulnerable about what I’d submitted myself to.

“So adorable. You’re exactly how I thought you’d be.” he said.

“What do you mean?”

“Just…effortless. Pure and exuberant.” he said.

“Limitless and inexhaustible.” I said, grinning. I felt so seen by him, like being around him brought more out of me. 

“Add this one too.” He added both songs to his personal playlist, and then pulled onto a block lined with huge houses, and then pulled into one of their driveways.

“Oh, wow. This is yours?” I asked, kind of taken back by the size of the castle in front of me.

“This is it. All three of us live in this neighborhood. They’ll be over shortly.” he said, turning off the car and leaning in to kiss me.

“Mmm…” I hummed as our lips pressed together, savoring his taste as he kissed me passionately.

“God damn, baby. We are gonna have so much fun breaking you in.” he said, smiling. We got out of the car, and he walked up to the front door. “You look gorgeous, by the way.”

“Thank you.” I said. He opened the door, and gave my ass a firm squeeze before sending me inside. It was such a gorgeous home that for a moment, I forgot why I was there.

“Make yourself comfortable. I’m going to grab myself a drink. My colleagues will be over in a short while.” he said, leaving me in the living room as he strolled to his liquor cabinet. The ceilings were so high, and I instantly thought of myself living there. I sat down on his massive leather couch, and looked around.

He had a very gothic style about him, and the entire house had sort of a dungeon vibe. It didn’t really surprise me, as it all seemed very refined and tasteful. It also added an air of danger, a certain dark ambience that made my palm sweat while I waited for him to return. There was a knock at the front door, and I wasn’t sure what to do.

“I got it.” he said, returning with a glass of bourbon. “That must be the boys.”

“Oh.” I said, feeling a lump in my throat. Maybe I’d bitten off more than I could chew, maybe I should have just stayed with Phil, where I knew things were safe and comfortable. My instincts were to stand up, but I stayed put as he opened the door.

They greeted each other enthusiastically, and I could feel their rowdy energy as they laughed and spoke in the foyer.

“So where is she?” I heard one of them ask. It was the only one of the three I didn’t know, because I didn’t recognize his voice, and his question made me public-speaking level nervous, and I could hear their dress shoes tapping as they got closer.

“Her name is Alice, and we’re going to take her to Wonderland.” Tucker said, coming into view with his two colleagues.

“Hi.” I said, practically inaudible as I did an awkward waving motion.

“Oh, wow. Look at you.”

“Gorgeous,” said Professor Thomas. I stayed put as the men surrounded me, openly touching me and admiring me.

“It’s okay, baby. We’re just admiring you.” Tucker said, standing back and watching as the other men ogled me, grabbing at my ass, and chest. I felt objectified, and even though it was making me very aroused, I wasn’t sure how comfortable I was with it.

“It’s okay.” I squeaked, glancing up at Professor Thomas. There was a moment of realization, and a smile spread across his face.

“I remember you. You were an excellent student, I loved reading your essays.” he said.

“Really? Thanks.”

“Alice, you already know Professor Thomas, and this is Professor Fournier.” Tucker said, smiling as I got acquainted with the powerful men in suits, the ones who were licking their chops, looking at me like a piece of meat.

“Sit down, Alice. Let’s talk.” said Professor Thomas. There were around 100 students in the psychology class that I took with him, so we never got a chance to really converse.

“Yes sir.” I sat back down, with Professor Thomas and Fournier sitting on either side of me, and Tucker on the armchair in front of us.

“First off, we should take a moment to explain what we do, and what we’re offering.” he said, placing his hand on my thigh. “And what we expect from you.”

“Okay, that sounds good. I’m sorry, I’m just really nervous. I’ve never done anything like this before, and it’s kind of intense.” I said, word vomiting what I’d been thinking. Tucker stood up, took my hand, and sat back down with me in his lap.

“Don’t be nervous, angel. You’re perfectly safe with us.” he said.

“Absolutely. Let’s go over some ground rules.” said Professor Thomas. “You will refer to me and Professor Fournier as sir during the initiation.”

“And you will refer to me as daddy, because I’m your dominant.” Tucker said.

“Okay. I can do that.”

“Today, we’ll all be playing together. As you know, we’re all educators as well as dominants, so it should come as no surprise that our initiation is more of a test than anything, an examination, if you will.”

“Oh no. I’m not a great test taker.” I said, eliciting a chuckle from my three man army of studs.

“You’ll do just fine. It’s a different type of test than you’re used to.” Tucker said.

“You’ll be tested on obedience, subservience, and submissiveness.” said Professor Fournier.

“That’s right. And you will be tested. No matter what happens, just remember that we all have your best interests in mind. You said this will be your first BDSM scene, correct?” asked Professor Thomas.

“Yes. My first experience with BDSM, or any sort of kink, honestly.”

“That’s great. We have over 50 years of combined experience in the realm of domination, so you’re in good hands.”

“And we’re doing this tonight?” I asked, seeking confirmation. It all felt so beyond my control, and I was new to submitting. Giving myself to Tucker was one thing, but opening up to three men at the same time was so far outside of anything I could relate to.

“Yes, my love. Tonight is for you. Even though you’ll be the one submitting, we’re all in service to you. This should be as much about your pleasure, as ours.” Tucker said, wrapping his arms around my waist. I wasn’t used to sitting on a man’s lap, or any public displays of affection, as Phil was such a conservative person.

“But make no mistake, this is an initiation. And you will be tested.” said Professor Thomas.

“You said limitless and inexhaustible earlier, in the car. That’s exactly how we want your submission.”

“There are three of us, and one of you. Keep that in mind. You’re going to have to be a generous lover, especially during foreplay. You’ve given a blowjob before, right?” asked Professor Fournier, casting himself to the forefront of my attention.

“I have.” I said. They were all so handsome, and I felt attached to Tucker, and there was no way to process everything that fast, but Master Fournier was so broad and muscular that I couldn’t help being drawn to him. There was an intensity to his gaze, and I struggled maintaining eye contact with him.

“Now imagine giving three at the same time. And none of us are anything like anyone you’ve ever dated. We know what we want, and when we play with you, we’re going to take it. A lot will be expected of you, be steadfast and enthusiastic, and your turn will come. You’ve been fucked before, right?”

“I have.” I said, grinning and glancing back at Tucker.

“Now imagine getting fucked three times at once. And none of us are anything like anyone you’ve dated. We know what we want, and we’re going to take it. You should really be enjoying yourself by then.” he said, speaking about our upcoming gangbang almost surgically. I was increasingly aware of being outnumbered, and I could feel my wetness seeping into my panties.

“Right.” I said, knowing it was true.

“You haven’t done anything wrong, and we don’t believe in punishing our submissives without cause, unless they have a particular penchant for pain. Would you put yourself in that category?” asked Fournier.

“I don’t think so.”

“We’ll leave the administering of pain between you and Tucker then. That said, you will still experience some. I feel confident that it won’t be an issue, but in case it is, your safe word will be Frankenstein.

Because this is your first experience as a submissive, don’t be afraid to use it as a way to let us know that we need to take things down a notch. You can terminate the scene at any time, but you can also decrease the intensity.

We love what we do, and when we get a hold of a beautiful little thing like you, we tend to get rowdy. If you start to feel uncomfortable at all, just say Frankenstein and we’ll turn the volume down for you.” he said.

“And I’ll be keeping a very close eye on you, and talking you through everything.” said Tucker, his hand slipping beneath my skirt and resting against my sex. It heightened my senses, as he could begin stimulating me at any time simply by rubbing.

“Yes, daddy.” I said, growing more at ease with the situation I found myself in.

“I want to go over just a few of the things that are likely to happen tonight, so that you can come to terms with them before we begin,” said Professor Fournier. I was beginning to feel like he was going over my syllabus. “Rough oral, Hair pulling, spitting, name calling, praise, forced orgasms, double penetration, manhandling in general. Be prepared to be held in positions, and passed around. We’ll also be utilizing a hitachi, as well as a butt plug. Is any of that beyond your limits?” he asked. I looked to Tucker once more, for his guidance.

“Tell the truth, baby. Are you uncomfortable with any of that?”

“Can you maybe expand on spitting?” I asked.

“Of course. One of us may pull your ass cheeks apart and spit on your asshole, or tell you to open your mouth and spit in it, or one of us may spit on your pussy as lubrication.”

“Oh. That sounds fine. What about name calling?”

“Our little slut, our little whore, our good girl. Things like that.” he said.

“That’s fine.”

“That may not be everything that happens, but it’s a decent little primer,” he said. “If this scene goes well, you’ll obviously be submitting to Professor Jones, but you’ll also be receiving bar tabs at select campus bars, and will be invited to exclusive events, which you’ll typically attend with your dominant. Things like masquerades, private parties, and weekend vacations. We’re an active group, and we like to spoil our submissives.”

“Wow. This sounds amazing.” I said, feeling Tucker’s fingers slide under my panties. He began touching my clit with the pad of his finger, rubbing it gently, but sending ripples of pleasure jolting through me right in front of them.

“I can’t wait much longer,” he whispered. “You make daddy so hard.”

“Oh, daddy.” I said, squirming in his lap. He looked to Professor Thomas.

“Did you bring the shirt?”

“I did.” he said, pulling a white button down collared shirt from his jacket, handing it to Tucker.

“Let me quickly address the scene. You’ve failed all of our classes, and will be kicked out of school unless something changes, but the quarter is over. Grades are final. You swear you’ll do anything, so we get aggressive. Are you familiar with consensual non consent?”

“Ugh, no. I don’t think so.” I said, struggling with every bit of my being to pay attention to the words. Tucker remained stoic, but was giving me fits. I was so horny, and he was very accurate with his pointer.

“It means that even though you’re actually willing, we’d like you to play as being very reluctant at first, fighting and trying to get us to reconsider our course of action. As the scene progresses, and you fall under the spell of your own arousal, you’ll become much less reluctant, and ultimately, submit fully to the point of begging for more, reduced to nothing but a horny little cumslut to be used as our temporary human fleshlight.” said Professor Thomas, without expression and watching me struggle beneath Tucker’s touch.

“I understand.” I said, biting my lip and wishing we could simply begin right then and there. I couldn’t fucking take the anticipation anymore, and Tucker was better with his fingertip than my ex was with his cock.

“Go to the bathroom, and put this on. We’re about to begin.” Tucker said, holding the shirt in front of me. I took the garment, which appeared to be the perfect size, and strolled off with my mind in a million places at once. His touch made me feel dizzy, short circuited, and ready to be taken.

Seeing them all together, being around them, it made me feel safe. Even though it was by far the wildest thing I’d ever even considered doing sexually, their combination of experience and competence made me feel like I was in the best possible hands.

It didn’t hurt that we were in a castle, or that they were in suits, the whole thing was beyond even my wildest fantasies. Even the bathroom was classy, and made me feel like I was rubbing elbows with society’s elite.

The shirt fit perfectly, and I tied it in a knot to slut it up a little. I was feeling festive. It wasn’t my usual attire, but it did make me feel like a ditzy little sexpot, about to be taken care of in ways I couldn’t imagine, by three men at the same time, all of whom were unlike any man I’ve dated, as Christian was so intent on pointing out.


Chapter 4 - Professor Jones

It was so long in the making that I almost couldn’t believe it, despite her being there in a fucking schoolgirl outfit and feeling her wetness with my own bare hands. I was beginning to lose hope, about finding someone who could truly fulfill me. That’s why she felt almost unattainable, because it felt too good to be true.

I wanted to see her submit. To see the most depraved things within her, to be the one to bring them to the surface. We were going to have fun with her, and she was going to enjoy her initiation and the benefits that followed. My mind was tracking further, into the future.

Alice was exactly what I sought, and I wanted to see her on display before claiming her as my own. When she returned to the living room, she seemed simultaneously shy and confident, grinning and looking down at the floor with her hands behind her back as she approached. I noticed my colleagues perking up, and I did the same. Instinctively, I stood up and took control.

“Little Miss Alice, the three time failure.” I said, walking up to her and grabbing her by the chin. “You’ve been very bad.”

“I know, Professor, but I’ll do anything. Please don’t kick me out of school.” she said, playing her role to perfection. I swelled with pride, making a quick glance over at the boys before proceeding.

“We don’t have a lot of options here. You had plenty of time to get your grades up, but you chose to party and neglect your duties as a student. As an educator, I’m afraid it would be irresponsible for me to give you anything other than a failing grade.” I said,  staring into her eyes.

“I’m sorry.”

“I know. My colleagues and I have spoken, and we see only one extra credit assignment valuable enough for all of us to pass you.” I said, the blood rushing to my cock as I spoke. I loved her doe eyes, her quiet eagerness. Christian and Raul circled up behind her.

“Yes, Professor. Anything you say.”

“Get down on your knees. You have three cocks to suck.” I said.

“What? No. Can’t I just do some worksheets?”

“You could have done your initial assignments and you wouldn’t be in this position, but now it’s too late.” I said, as Christian placed both of his hands on her shoulders, forcing her down to her knees on the floor in front of me.

“No. There has to be another way.”

“There isn’t. Open your mouth.”

“Professor Jones. We can’t do this. It’s wrong.” she said, as all three of us started in on our belts. We stood in front of her, unbuckling and unzipping the front of our pants. I was already throbbing as I dropped my pants to the ground.

“Lots of things are wrong, Alice. Open your mouth.” I said, repeating lines from my months of fantasizing about this moment.

“Please, daddy. Don’t make me suck your cock.” she said. I’d been worried that I’d built her up in my head in such a way that would be unfair for her in real life, perhaps creating an unrealistic image that she couldn’t possibly live up to.

“Don’t close your mouth, slut. Keep it open for us, no matter what.” I said, holding myself by the base and plunging it into her open mouth. “Tie her hands.”

“I got it.” Christian said, taking off his jacket and reaching into the pocket. He pulled out a pair of black furry handcuffs.

“You won’t be needing your hands for this. Only your mouth.” I said, instructing her to put her hands behind her back. “Suck.”

“Yes, daddy.” she said, so innocent and cute down on her knees, looking up at me with a mouthful of cock. I held her by the pigtails, thrusting against her face as pleasure overtook me.

“Fuck yes. Just like that.” I said, pulling her off my cock so she could gasp for air. Christian and Raul circled up eagerly, stroking themselves and slapping their cocks against her pretty face.

“Come here. Suck on these.” Raul said, taking her pigtails from me and forcing her face into his testicles. Alice submitted like a good girl, swirling her tongue around and shifting her eye contact to him. It turned me on so much knowing she was mine, that I was the one who would introduce her to all of life’s most morbid pleasures.

“Deeper. Show me what a good student you are.” I said, forcing her to take my entire length before passing her right back over to my colleagues, who were slowly stripping down as Alice tested her oral capabilities.

“Open your mouth, wider.” Christian said, leaning over and letting a glob of saliva drip into her mouth.

“Thank you, sir.” she said, accepting it without flinching. Christian pushed her mouth closed, and she stared into her eyes as she swallowed. We passed her around until the three of us were naked, at which point I lifted her up and tossed her over my shoulder like a potato sack.

“Let’s take her to the bedroom.” I said, carrying her up the stairs and towards my bedroom. “You’re doing so good, baby.”

“Thanks, daddy.” she said, giggling as I took her past the threshold, dropping her weightless body onto the bed as the three of us surrounded her. Her eyes shifted between us, her wrists still in cuffs.

“It’s time to tear that little pussy open.” Christian said, forcibly removing her skirt and panties, showcasing Alice’s tight little shaved pussy. “We’re going to rip it open the same way I’m going to rip your slutty little shirt.”

“Ugh!” she gasped as he ripped her shirt apart, causing buttons to pop loose and her lovely little tits to flop free. What ensued can only be described as a frenzy of lust and desire.

Chapter 5 - Alice

It was a level of arousal I didn’t know existed, and I squealed with pleasure as Professors Thomas and Fournier held my legs apart, holding me in place while Tucker impaled me on his juicy length.

“Ugh!” I called out, so overtaken with adrenaline and desire that I could focus on nothing but the waves of pleasure radiating through my body. I was so helpless, handcuffed and overpowered. It felt incredible, and Tucker whispered into my ear.

“You’re such a good little slut for daddy. Do this for me, and I’ll take care of you forever.” he said, his hot breath sending a chill down my neck as he invaded me, slamming his hips into me and laying claim to me. Professor Thomas straddled my face, making me lick and suck his balls while stroking himself.

“Oh my God…” I whimpered, struggling to take his hard dick. Professor Fournier snuck off momentarily, returning to the bed with the Hitachi wand they’d mentioned earlier.

“Here, get the cuffs off. I want her strapped to the bed.” Tucker said, taking the hitachi from Fournier and turning it on. They moved seamlessly, and the next thing I knew, My wrists and ankles were secured to restraints, leaving me in a ‘X’ position, and completely at the will of my three well hung dominants.

“Please. Haven’t I done enough?” I asked, trying to maintain the roleplay despite being so turned on that pleasing them was all I cared about.

“You haven’t haven’t even came for daddy’s dick yet.” Tucker said, grinning as he placed the wand directly on my clit.

“Ughhhh ohhh…” I groaned, still using my tongue to give Professor Thomas’ balls a thorough washing. They were so soft and swollen, and it was surprising to me how little I cared about degrading myself for them, how much I craved it, and how much it fulfilled me in that moment of sex crazed horniness.

“Good slut. That’s how you get an A.” he said, holding both of my pigtails in one hand, grinding himself against my face while Tucker forced me into overwhelming states of pleasure.

“Ugh…Daddy!”

“Cum for me. Show me what a little cockslut you can be.”

“Yes…I can’t stop…” I spasmed out pretty hard, shaking as I was dragged into orgasmic bliss. Before my head stopped spinning, I was released from my restraints and moved on top of Professor Fournier, who was holding his hardness straight up for me to sit down onto. I didn’t even have to do anything, as they were all so strong that they just moved me in and out of the positions they wanted me in.

“Oh fuck.” he grunted as I sank down onto him, feeling my walls spreading on account of his immense girth.

“It’s so fat.” I whimpered, biting my lip as two cocks appeared in front of me. I stroked one and sucked one, too blissed out to even take notice of who they belonged to. It felt easier and easier to cum, as each passing orgasm made me so sensitive that it pushed my limits.

“Bounce on it. I want you to ride it.” said Professor Fournier, grabbing my ass with both hands and forcing me onto him.

“Yes, sir.” I said, trying my best to multi-task. There were cocks everywhere, and he thrusted so hard from the bottom that I didn’t have a choice when it came to bouncing. I felt myself erupting with wetness, squirting uncontrollably as Tucker and Professor Thomas made me suck their dicks.

One of them would hop out of bed on occasion, always returning with some new surprise to add to the mix. First it was a ballgag, which I figured would give my jaw a rest until it was strapped into place, and I was slobbering everywhere.

“Such a little whore, look at her. No wonder she did so poorly in class, she just wants to be surrounded by cocks, mindlessly giving and receiving pleasure.” said Professor Fournier, as Tucker began applying lube and fingering my ass.

“It’s pathetic. You want another cock in you, don’t you?” Tucker asked, rubbing lube all over my ass cheeks.

“Yes, daddy.” I said, begging. Fournier was fucking me so hard that I was seeing stars, and I didn’t expect it when I felt Tucker’s lubed up dick pushing its way into me. I hollered in the strangest tone, and was invaded with an almost euphoria like sensation as I took both of their cocks inside me at the same time.

I lost track of how many times they made me cum, as they all three entered me from every angle, position, and hole, using a hitachi, slapping my pussy until I was even cumming for that. His sheets were soaked with my wetness, and I was becoming exhausted.

“Look at her. We’re breaking her.” said Fournier, spitting on my face because there was a gag in my mouth. Tucker laid me down on my stomach, applying a leather armbinder that forced my arms together.

“Put your ass in the air.” he said. I did as I was told, and he began fucking me while the other two men stood in front of me, stroking themselves right in my face. I still couldn’t believe that I was with three sexy older men all at once, even as their cocks erupted with sticky hot cum, covering me with so much glaze that I couldn’t keep my eyes open.

“Yes, daddy!” I called out, feeling Tucker approach his climax.

“Fuck…your pussy is so fucking tight. I’m going to cum inside you. Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!” Tucker was very vocal, holding my lower back with both hands and emptying his balls into my womb for everyone to see.

“Yes…” I said, loving every second of the debaucherous encounter, but so exhausted that I wanted it to be over. Tucker’s hard cock pulsed inside me, and I could feel it spurting off as he hammered away.

And as quickly as it began, the initiation was over. I panted, trying to catch my breath as jizz dripped from my face, saliva dripped from my chin, and more cum dripped out from between my legs. My body finally relaxed, and I couldn’t stop grinning around my ball gag.

The men started clapping, and giving each other high fives while I laid helpless at the edge of the bed. Tucker approached me, releasing me from my gag, and then my binder.

“You’re perfect, Alice. You know that?” he asked, wiping the semen away with a towel.

“That was really intense, but I loved it.”

“Everything was okay? Nothing went too far?”

“Not at all. It was amazing.” I said, feeling so blissful from my series of powerful releases that I couldn’t even process the idea of stress. My mind had never been clearer.

“You were great, Alice. I had so much fun.” said Professor Thomas, shaking my hand.

“Thank you, sir.”

“Yeah, you did great with the roleplay. You’re just a lot of fun.” said Fournier. It was nice breaking back out of character with them, because there were times when it felt a little mean and I liked seeing them back to their friendly selves once we’d finished playing.

Tucker and I took a warm shower together afterwards, and he washed my entire body for me, placing soft kisses on my skin and reminding me what a good girl I was.

“I’m so lucky that you’re mine.” he whispered, holding his body against mine.

“No, daddy. I’m the lucky one.”

After our shower, the other professors had already left. Tucker replaced the sheets on his bed, and we crawled in and cuddled, making out and talking about our future plans. It was so different being with him, and he was absolutely right about being what I really needed.

The next couple of weeks were mind blowing in all sorts of ways. Tucker really did spoil me, having food and flowers delivered to my dorm, buying me all sorts of naughty bedroom attire, and inviting me over to spend the night almost every night.

It already felt like we were dating, but he made it official by asking me to be his girlfriend. I was already his submissive, and he was everything I wanted and more. We haven’t played with anyone else since the initiation, but he did say that he wanted to re-enact a similar scene when our one year anniversary rolls around.

Insatiable Lust - Age Gap DDlg

Chapter 1 

It was a regular Friday night in the middle of summer, and I was having a drink on my front porch when my neighbors Sally and John walked over to say hello.

“Howdy neighbor!” John said, smiling wide. He had a dorky way about him, but he was a really good guy.

“Hey there.” I stood up from my porch swing, and walked up for a handshake. “Hi, Sally.”

“Hi Steve.”

“Did you two want anything to drink? I have whiskey and iced tea inside.”

“Oh, no thank you.” Sally said, looking over at her husband. They both looked down in front of them, and I could sense that something was up.

“What is it?” I asked.

“It’s just, ugh, well, the reason we came over is, Sally’s daughter Jenna is moving in tomorrow.”

“Oh.” I said. I didn’t even know Sally had a daughter.

“And she’s a bit of a handful. She was living with her dad, in a trailer, and she got kicked out of school, it’s a whole story.”

“We just wanted to let you know in advance. This was all kind of sprang on us as well, so we’re going to try to make the best out of it.” John said, nodding his head with defeated body language.

“Okay. Well, thanks for the head’s up.” I said.

“Yeah, of course. She’s 20 years old, so we’re hoping she gets a job, and is out of our hair, but we don’t really know what to expect. I haven’t seen her in a few years.” Sally said, word vomiting more and more information until John intervened, and pulled her away.

“See you guys later. Have a good one.” I said, shaking my head and sitting back down in my swing. I put some music on, and relaxed with a few glasses of whiskey. I didn’t think much of it, and had no idea what was in store for me.


Chapter 2

The next day, I noticed an Uber pulling into the neighbor’s house. I looked out from behind the blinds, and remembered what they’d said the night before about their daughter moving back in.

“Oh, wow. They didn’t mention that.” I said to myself, taking a sip of hot coffee and shaking my head when I saw her. Jenna may have been a troubled young woman, but she was most certainly gorgeous.

She pulled two pieces of luggage out from the trunk, and I ran out to see if she needed assistance. When I got closer, I realized she was even more stunning than a thought.

“Need help?” I asked, drawing her attention. She looked me up and down, and smiled. “I’m Steve.”

“Oh, nice to meet you. I’m Jenna, I’m gonna be staying here with my parents for a while.” she said.

“I heard, that’s great. Did you want me to help you with your luggage?” I asked.

“Handsome and a gentleman. Thank you, daddy.” she said, giggling and biting down on her lip. There was something very flirtatious about her, and I could feel my body temperature rising just from looking at her tight little ass in her jean shorts as we walked up to the front door. John opened the door, and looked surprised.

“Jenna, Hi. I thought you weren’t going to get in until later.” he said.

“I caught a ride from the bus station, it was way faster.” she said.

“Oh. Let me get your mother. Hey Steve, can I help you?” he asked, finally noticing me standing there.

“I just came over to help her with her luggage.” I said, handing over one of the suitcases.

“Wasn’t that sweet of him?” she asked, gazing into my eyes.

“Ugh, yeah. Thanks Steve.”

“See you later, John.”

“Bye Steve. Thanks again.” she said, pausing in the doorway to blow me a kiss.

Well, well, well. She’s a little freaking doll, God damn. I should have figured, Sally is an attractive woman, I bet she looked just like Jenna at that age.


Chapter 3

I was out back working, later that same day, mostly dealing with the weeds in my garden. About fifteen minutes after I went out there, Jenna came prancing out back in her bathing suit. It was quite a sight to see, and I couldn’t help looking right up at her.

“Hi Steve!” she said, waving and bouncing over. Her young body was so lean, so supple and tempting. “Is it okay if I call you that?”

“Yeah, that’s fine.”

“I could call you Mister Burns, or sir, or daddy. Whichever you prefer.” she said, twisting her pigtail in her finger and obnoxiously chomping her bubble gum.

“Steve is fine.” I said, unsure of how to take her.

“Could you help me with my lotion? I don’t wanna get burned.” she said, handing me a bottle of baby oil.

“I don’t think this is gonna help with that.” I said, accepting it without thinking. There was no fence, or even trees separating our yards, and I felt like we were being watched as she laid her towel on her lounge chair, and then laid down flat on her stomach.

“Just get all over my back, and my butt, and the back of my legs.” she said, laying her head between her arms. I looked at the back of my neighbor’s house, checking every window and praying they weren’t seeing what was happening. I couldn’t imagine that John and Sally would be very keen on me oiling up their 20 year old daughter.

“I don’t know about your butt, but I can do your back.” I said, squeezing some oil onto her and rubbing it around. Her skin was soft, and being so close to her was making it hard to concentrate on anything other than her plump behind.

“Oh, come on daddy. Don’t be timid. I want you to touch me there.” she said, turning her head to look at me. She had such a brightness to her, a youthful exuberance that was very disarming.

“I don’t think your mother would approve.”

“She never approves of my choice in men, but I can’t help it. I like what I like, you know?” she asked, lifting her perfectly arched, tiny little feet and wagging them as I decided to just go for it.

“I think I get what you mean.” I asked, squeezing oil onto my hands.

“Ooh. There we go.” she said, chuckling as I grabbed hold of her ass in both hands, giving it a good squeeze.

“I had to get my money’s worth.” I said, grinning back at her and giving her a very light spank on her right cheek. The moment my hand collided, it started jiggling. My mouth was watering as I moved on, rubbing the back of her toned legs and down her calves, finishing by rubbing the excess oil on her feet.

“It feels so good. I don’t want you to stop.” she said, moaning. My cock was getting hard, and I felt like I was overstaying my welcome.

“There ya go.” I said, setting the oil down and stepping away.

“Awh, I like the way you touch me. You should give me a massage sometime.” she said. I paused, looking back at her house and seeing neither of my neighbors through the window.

“Maybe.”

“Full body, naked. Then maybe I could do you too.”

“That does sound nice.” I said, knowing that I should simply turn and walk away, that I shouldn’t be flirting with such forbidden fruit.

“Yeah. Well, I’m yours for the taking. Just let me know.” she said, winking at me from behind her sunglasses.

“Will do.” I said, finally walking away and going inside to cool off. I wasn’t sure if I came off like a nervous, bumbling idiot or if she actually enjoyed our little encounter, but there was definitely something going between us.

The more I thought about it, the more turned on I became by the idea of hooking up with her. At 40 years of age, I didn’t have a whole lot of opportunities when it came to young beauties like her, and the fact that she seemed interested and lived right next door made it a very tantalizing fantasy.

At the same time, they had warned me about her so maybe it would be best if I kept my distance. Some things are better left alone, better as pure fantasy than actual reality. Maybe she was just flirtatious, maybe she wasn’t even serious, she might have been testing boundaries and getting off on watching me squirm.

Either way, I managed to muster the willpower to stay inside while she laid out, although I did keep checking on her through the blinds. Her oiled up body glistened in the sun, and I could think of nothing but defiling her.


Chapter 4

Somehow, I managed to push her sexy little body and sensual voice out of my head and take a shower. My only plans were to watch some television before falling asleep, but my plans took a significant detour when I went to close my curtains, and could clearly see Jenna laying on her bed from my window.

“Oh my God.” I said, unable to look away. She was wearing very sexy lingerie, and her bedroom was directly across from mine with her curtains hanging wide open. I stood there in awe, gawking at her beauty until she spotted me.

I was kind of startled by her noticing me, but she waved and smiled. I waved back at her, and then the games began. Jenna turned to face me, spreading her legs on her bed, and touching herself over her panties.

“Wow.” I said, shaking my head and wagging my finger at her. She started sucking on her pointer, and her hand slipped inside of her waistband. My cock was at full attention for her, and I untied the front of my robe and opened it up.

She nodded her head approvingly, and made a jerking off motion with her hand, encouraging me to go further. I pointed back at her, and she reached behind her back and unclasped her bra. I removed my robe, and tossed it on the bed behind me. She covered her mouth with her hand, and smiled wide.

“You’re so hot.” I said, mouthing the words slowly so she could make them out. She pointed back at me, and then held up two fingers before blowing me a kiss. Jenna removed her panties, and I removed my boxer briefs.

It was perhaps the single most erotic moment of my life, stroking myself in the window while my gorgeous, 20 year old neighbor masturbated right along with me. Jenna had the most suckable nipples, and I wanted to suck on every last one of her cute little toes. Jenna flipped over onto her stomach, making her ass clap and bounce, and sending me into a complete frenzy. I was so aroused that I couldn’t think of consequences, or of us potentially getting caught. I ended up cumming so hard that I was literally seeing stars, and completely painted my own window with streaks of cum.

After we were finished, she walked up to her window, still naked, and pressed her tits against the window. She blew hot breath against the glass, and wrote “I love U” with the tip of her finger. I motioned back, repeating the word and putting my hand on my heart.

I wiped down my window, and had a little laugh about how wild things were getting with her so quickly. It made my heart race just thinking about her, and where things might lead. It had been a while since I’d cum like that, and I couldn’t imagine how tight that little pussy would feel once it was actually gripping my cock, and I also couldn’t imagine how furious my neighbors were going to be if they figured out that I was trying to fuck their daughter.

Chapter 5

I woke much earlier than usual the following morning, and Jenna was the first thing that popped into my mind. John and Sally were church goers, and I was up in time to see them leaving the house, without Jenna.

“Oh, thank God.” I said, blowing on my hot coffee. She didn’t strike me as the religious type, but you never know. After breakfast, I went out back to water my plants, and hopefully catch a glimpse of my lovely new neighbor.

It didn’t take long. Jenna came out into her backyard, waving as she approached.

“Hey you.” I said, holding the hose and looking at her freshly painted red toes in her flip flops.

“Hi, daddy.” she said, grinning.

“You put on quite the show last night.” I said, fighting the urge to smile.

“So did you. Seeing you cum on the glass was really to me for some reason, so I blame you if I developed a new fetish last night.” she said.

“I still can’t believe your bedroom is directly across from me.”

“Yeah. Mom and John went to church, then they’re going out to eat. That gives us a couple hours.” she said, so full of energy that it was contagious.

“Gives us a couple hours for what?” I asked.

“Oh, I dunno. I was thinking maybe we could take  each other up on that massage.” she said. It was a very tempting idea, and she made me way more impulsive than usual.

“I think we could do that, as long as it’s our little secret.” I said.

“Of course.” she said. And that quickly, she was entering my home through the backdoor. I knew right away that something was going to happen, as I could practically feel the sexual energy oozing off of her as she strutted around my home.

“So, Jenna, tell me about yourself.” I said, stepping into the kitchen to pour myself a drink.

“What do you wanna know?” she asked. “I love your house, by the way.”

“Oh, thanks. I mean, I just met you yesterday. I don’t really know anything about you.” I said. Jenna came into the kitchen, and got down on her knees directly in front of me right as I was taking a drink. She laced her fingers in my waistband, and I choked on sweet tea.

“Sorry, daddy. I’m sure my parents already told you how I’m a troubled young woman, or whatever.” she said, tugging at my waistband and pulling out my cock. “Ooh, I like it.”

“Are you sure we should be-” I said, interrupted by her mouth on my cock. “Oh, God.”

“Mmm…Let me tell you a little about myself.” she said, looking up at me and stroking my cock. “I’m very submissive, and I have a thing for older men. Let’s see, what else? Oh yeah, I love sucking cock, and worshiping a manly man like you.”

“Jenna, oh my God.” I said, as she plunged back down for more.

“Look how big it’s getting.” she said, lighting up with glee and sucking my cock like she was an experienced pornstar.

“Baby, fuck. You’re so good.” I said, buckling over at the waist as she swallowed me, shoving the back of her throat against it with no sign of a gag reflex.

“Gluck! Gluck! Gluck!” Jenna pulled away only to gasp for air, and to spit her viscous saliva all over my cock, slurping it back up again and recycling it again and again. There were fireworks going off inside my head, and I grabbed her by the back of the head.

“Well, you sound delightful.” I said. She smiled up at me, stroking with both hands before slapping it against her tongue. “Let’s go to the bedroom.”

“Anything you say, daddy.” she said, letting me help her up. I stepped out of my shorts and underwear, taking her by the hand and guiding her to my room and closing the door behind us.

“You’re such a cutie.” I said, watching her strip down after plopping down onto my bed. She made my veins coarse with lust, and I removed my shirt and joined her on the mattress, crawling on top of her, settling between her legs and looking into her eyes.

“You’re so my type.” she said, looking back at me with wide eyes and the most adorable expression.

“I definitely like submissive girls. Exactly how submissive are you?” I asked.

“I can’t be sure. No one’s ever found my limits.” she said. There was something about the sensual look in her eyes that made me believe her. I leaned in to kiss her, and we were off and running.

“Mmm…” I moaned, taking her entire tongue into my mouth and groping her sweet tits.

“I’m so horny, daddy. I can’t help it. Everything thinks I’m bad, but I just have a high sex drive.” she said.

“That’s okay, sweetheart. I’ll take care of you.”

“I want a daddy.” she said, stopping me from leaning in to kiss her again.

“What do you mean?”

“I’m a little, but I have kind of a penchant for rough sex, and punishment.” she said.

“Probably because you’re a bad girl.” I said.

“Probably.” she said, flashing a devilish grin and pulling me in for another kiss. My cock was so hard that it was pulsing, and I laid the tip against her opening.

“I’ll be your daddy.” I said, pressing my cock inside her.

“Oh my God.” her eyes bulged, and her grin became a deranged smile. “Harder, daddy. Please cum in me.”

“Not yet.” I said, wrapping my fingers around her throat as I bottomed out inside her. She was incredibly tight, and soaking wet inside.

“Oh, God. Choke me, daddy. Hard.” she said. I was picking up on her vibe, and even though I knew nothing about her, I found myself falling in love as I stuck my dick in what was probably crazy.

“It’s for your own good. You need this.” I said, focusing the pressure on her arteries as opposed to her throat. Her face filled with blood, and she stared into my eyes as I thrust into her. “Take it. Take daddy’s hard dick.”

“Yes. Fuck.” she said, gasping and giggling. I laid my torso flat on hers, kissing her neck and laying claim to her. Jenna grinded against me from the bottom, fighting for pleasure and moaning like crazy. I couldn’t fucking believe it, that such a hot little cockslut had stumbled into my life.

“You’re too sexy for your own good.” I whispered, fucking her harder and harder as per her begging request.

“I love you, daddy. I love your cock.” she said, her voice strained. I relinquished my grip momentarily, leaning in to pay proper homage to her perky nipples.

“I want you to be bad for me.” I whispered, looking up at her while I swirled my tongue around her tit. “Only for me.”

“Yes, daddy. I promise.”

“I know you have a lot of urges, baby. Bring them to me. Let me fuck me them out of you.” I said. “Now turn over. Get on your hands and knees.”

“Yes, daddy.” she said, enthusiastically flipping over and looking back at me as I scooted up behind her, giving her ass a much harder slap than the one from the day before. I could tell by the way she squealed that she liked it.

“If you’re bad outside of the confines of our bedroom, then that’s the punishment that’s waiting for you.” I said, giving her a second swat. Having such unadulterated control over such a beautiful young piece of ass was empowering, and I found myself easily transitioning into the role of “daddy”.

“Yes, daddy. But I think I like it.” she said.

“Do you?” I asked, holding my hard cock in my hand, stopping right before I entered her. She looked back at me earnestly, and nodded her head.

“Yes, daddy. Pain turns me on.”

“Lay flat.” I said. There was already redness forming on her cheek, and I sat cross legged directly beside her, so that her ass was directly in front of me. “Put your hands behind your back.”

“Okay.” she said, doing as she was told while I pulled a pillow case off of one of my pillows, and used it as a makeshift pair of handcuffs, tying her wrists together so that she couldn’t stop me from spanking her.

“You have a gorgeous ass, little girl.” I said, raising my hand to shoulder level, letting it hover over her soft backside.

“Thank you.”

“I’m going to give you ten, and then I’m going to fuck you. Don’t ask me to stop, and don’t ask me for more. I’ll punish you when I see fit, and how I see fit. Do you understand?”

“I do.” she said, her face full of fear as I teased her, before finally laying my palm across the edge of her cheek. “Ugh!”

“Good girl. That’s one.” I said, giving her another. The smacking sound and the resulting jiggle were making me throb with arousal, and I kept spanking her and counting them out. She whimpered and winced, thrashing about beneath me.

“Yes, daddy. Punish me. Beat me and then use me.”

“You know something Jenna? You’re a bad girl, but you’re a good little slut.” I said, switching to her other cheek. “Six.”

“Yes, daddy. I just want to be a little whore for you. That’s all I want. Is that so bad?” she asked, before receiving another slap.

“It’s only bad if it isn’t with daddy.” I said, alternating back and forth between her cheeks. “Eight.”

“Yes, daddy. I understand.” she said, her eyes welling with tears. She looked beautiful, even in distress. “Ugh!”

“Nine. One more.”

“Do it hard. Please.” she said. I was shocked by her intensity, as I’d never been with another woman who was anything like her in terms of sexual deviancy. I couldn’t help but wonder how she became so kinky by the ripe young age of twenty.

“Bite down on this.” I said, shoving a pillow in her face, and rearing back for the final blow. She asked for it, so I gave it to her. Her entire body curled into a ball after the loud smack echoed through the room, and she hummed like she was having an orgasm. “Come here.”

“Ugh!”

“I need it.” I said, pulling her to me, and climbing on top of her face. She opened wide without hesitation, sucking my balls as I grinded on her face. She brought out a very raw and primal side of me, knowing that I could do with her as I pleased. I fed her my cock, and then my balls, over and over while she mindlessly lapped away, touching her clit and moaning the entire time.

“Your balls are yummy.” she said, fully unhinged and without inhibitions. She was exactly what my life had been missing, and I had no idea until I saw her pretty eyes looking back at me with a mouthful of my cock.

“On your hands and knees.” I said, climbing off of her. As she got into position, I took note of the deep redness on her ass, and felt a sense of possession as I lined myself up with her opening. Jenna wagged her sweet ass back and forth, and I could see the wetness glistening on her pussy lips as I slid my dick between them.

“Oh, wow. You have such a big cock, daddy. I love it when you fuck me.” she said. I stepped on the back of her head with one foot, pinning it to the mattress as I slid myself in and out, taking her deep and hard.

“Are you gonna cum for daddy’s dick?” I asked, practically barking as I became more rough. It was kind of a personal fantasy of mine, cumming inside of a little slut like her while stepping on the back of her head. It was a massive turn on, and I loved the way she stuck her ass in the air, presenting it for me to lay claim to.

“Yes, daddy! Don’t stop. Don’t fucking stop.” she said. Jenna had the dirtiest mouth on her, and it only added to the intensity of my arousal. I bounced her on my dick, slamming it into her as she threw it back against me. Jenna was furiously rubbing her clit, and called out right as I felt the pressure of impending release.

“Oh, fuck. Jenna, baby. Oh God, yes. Daddy’s gonna cum, fuck. I’m gonna cum.” I said, taking my foot off of her head and grabbing her by the hair, forcing her to look up at me while I approached climax.

“Me too! Yes, daddy. Yes!” she called out as I erupted inside of her, doing probably the stupidest thing imaginable because I lacked the willpower to make a sensible decision in the moment. It felt too good, and I left it in while I came inside of her amazingly soft cunt.

“Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!” I could feel her pelvic muscles milking the cum out of me as my erection seized inside her, and my eyes nearly rolled into the back of my skull. It was a mindblowing orgasm, and I was dripping with sweat when I slid it out of her. Excess cum spilled everywhere, and she started giggling and squeezing her cunt, making it fart and pushing more cum out.

“So sexy. I love feeling cum in my pussy.” she said, giggling dimly as I slid into bed beside her. We started to cuddle, and I was so high off endorphins that in the moment, I could have mistaken it for love.

“You’re something else. Where have you been all my life?” I asked, kissing her forehead.

“Waiting for you, daddy.” she said, nestling up and coming off as nothing but sweet and innocent. I knew better, after what we’d just done, but I couldn’t help falling for her feminine charm and sexual prowess.

Chapter 6

I knew we still had plenty of time, but I half expected her to change back into her clothes and sneak back over to her house. Instead, crawled out of the bed and went to the bathroom, returning with a bottle of lotion.

“About that massage.” she said, skipping up to the edge of the bed.

“Yeah, yeah. Give me a minute. You know I want to rub your pretty little ass down.” I said, smiling at her despite my tired eyes. Post coital bliss had swept over me, and I felt like I’d actually melted into my own bed.

“No, I want to rub you. Just lay on your belly.” she said, jumping onto my bed and snickering as she bounced.

“Okay.” I said, turning slightly and letting her mount my lower back. I heard the bottle pumping, and her hands rubbing together before she placed them on my shoulder blades.

“You’re so muscley.” she said, using her thumbs and hitting the right spots.

“Jenna, damn. I didn’t expect this.” I said, taking a deep breath.

“I take pleasure in giving pleasure, daddy. I’m very submissive.”

“Yes you are.” I said, relaxing under her touch. She felt so light and tiny on top of me, and I saw no reason whatsoever to not keep her around.

“If you keep me happy and give me what I want, I promise I’ll keep you happy too, daddy.” she said. I was still getting used to her calling me that, but she was winning me over with ease.

“You’re very good at this.” I said.

“I just googled how to give back massages.” she said, rubbing me down for a solid fifteen minutes or so, until the point that I wasn’t even sure if I was technically conscious or unconscious. Suddenly, she stepped off of me, and pulled the sheets down all the way.

“What are you doing?” I asked, coming back to being from the sensation of being uncovered. Jenna laid down beneath my legs, behind me, and pushed my legs apart slightly.

“Just relax, daddy. I want to lick your asshole.”

“What?” I asked, turning my head to look back at her right as she pulled my cheeks apart with her hands.

“Please, daddy? I know it’s naughty, but I really want to. If you don’t let me, I’ll have to do it to someone else and get in trouble.” she said, staring back into my eyes. She had such an innocent, endearing look despite her deeply troubled impulses.

“Okay, baby. Only with me.” I said.

“I only eat my daddy’s ass.” she said, giggling as she poked her tongue against my asshole. It was a completely new sensation for me, feeling her warm tongue flatten against my anus, lapping away and trying to dig its way inside.

“Ohhh…fuck. I like that.” I said, my eyes bulging as I was suddenly made fully awake. There was no relaxing into a warm tongue invading your asshole, and I felt chills run up my spine as she buried her face in my ass, and started making out with my asshole.

“Mmm…hmmm…he he he…” she giggled, lifting her face momentarily  before shoving it back into place. She brought my cock quickly back to life, and began tugging it when I lifted my ass. It was a strange but incredible sensation, such a concentrated level of pure pleasure ringing through me.

“Jenna, oh my God. I have to fuck you. Come here.” I said. The last thing I wanted was for her to stop, but I had to have more. I had to have her tight little cunt gripping my cock.

“Of course, daddy. Anything you say, whenever you say it. My body is yours to use freely.” she said, crawling into my lap after I turned onto my back.

“Oh yeah? You promise?” I asked.

“I promise you free use, daddy. I’ll never deny you.” she said, reaching behind her ass and grabbing my dick.

“Good girl.” I said, right before she sat down onto my cock. It felt so good piercing her, spreading her walls as she bounced her ass for me. I took hold of both cheeks, latching onto her nipple and suckling as she rode me.

“I love you, daddy.” she said, whimpering.

“I love you too.” I said, pulling her down onto me. I knew it was a bad idea, even though it was just dirty talk, but it was so fucking hot hearing her say it.

“I love you, daddy.”

“I love you, Jenna. I love you so much. I just want to make you my good little slut.”

“I am, daddy. I promise. I’m yours. Cum in me and make it real.” she said, grabbing my hand and moving it to her throat. I squeezed instinctually, thrusting hard from the bottom. “Your balls…”

“That’s my good girl. Cum on daddy’s cock. Show me who you belong to.” I said, cutting off her air as she stared right back into my eyes.

“Yes, daddy. I love you.” she wheezed, hardly able to get the words out. My cock swelled inside her, as she again brought me to and past my threshold for arousal. I pulled her face to mine, lessening my grip just enough to allow her to breathe as I kissed her deeply, power thrusting from the bottom as hard and fast as I could.

Oh, fuck, Jenna. I’m cumming, you’re making daddy cum.” I said, feeling my entire world fade into space as pleasure overtook me. She brought something out of me that had laid dormant too long, and the pressure was such that I nearly forgot to breathe as I emptied myself inside her while she bounced on my cock, screaming in agony that she was cumming too.

Chapter 7

By the time Jenna went back home, it was almost one o’clock and I was physically exhausted. After the second time we had sex, she went right back to massaging me, doing my legs, feet, shoulders, and arms before flipping me over and doing my chest.

This inevitably led to another blow job, and a very workmanlike performance. There was no way I was going to cum from a blowjob alone, not after having cum twice in the span of a half hour.

“I love my daddy’s dick.” she said, closing her eyes and slapping it against her tongue as she started. She maintained strict eye contact, staring into me and letting her dirty talk flow as she gagged herself, coughing up viscous spit and stroking with both hands.

“Put your feet up.” I said, looking down at her and running my fingers through her hair.

“You like my pretty feet, daddy?”

“I love them. I can’t wait to suck on your toes.” I said, watching her bob up and down, with saliva dripping from her lips down my shaft.

“Anytime you want daddy. Free use. I promise.” she said, worshiping my balls and sucking until she somehow got me there, wrapping her lips around the tip and drinking every drop, gulping my seed right down her eager throat.

I wasn’t even sure what to do. It was Sunday, and I was already spent and completely satisfied. I was naked beneath my robe when John and Sally’s minivan pulled back into their driveway, and I wondered if she was still dripping with my cum.

We’d exchanged numbers before she left, with her promising again that she was on call 24/7 to service my sexual desires.

The next couple of months proved everything she said to be true, and I took full advantage of my free use capabilities. Jenna was insatiable, always eager to take and service my cock. She was the ultimate breath of fresh air, and re-opened me to sex, and life in general.

I spoiled her rotten, and found that our dynamic was very understood. She wanted me to fuck her senseless on a constant basis, to treat her like a complete whore in the bedroom and like a princess outside of it. In return, she would literally do anything I told her, anything that so much as crossed my mind.

“I love you, daddy.” she said, constantly and always. I spilled so much cum inside of her, and on her pretty little toes, and inside of her asshole, that it almost became shameful. My entire life was split between work and my outright obsession for Jenna, which grew each time we saw each other.

We got to know each other more and more, forming a friendship around the constant sex and desire. She was so much younger than me, but it all made sense and felt so right. There was an element of shame, because we kept it secret, and away from her parents.

Every Sunday, from early morning to early afternoon was a fuckfest of epic proportions, and I became as spoiled as she was. We got along famously, watched movies together, gave each other massages, she even did my laundry.

Jenna was very good at sneaking around, and would show up in my house at random times, just to serve me in whatever way popped into her head. We said I love you all the time, and it was very playful and coy, oftentimes said in the heat of the moment and therefore brushed over as possibly insignificant.

It wasn’t. Not ultimately. It was real, and we said it with increasing passion and earnestness. It might have been unconventional, but that didn’t mean that it wasn’t legitimate.


Chapter 8

Her parents showed up at my house unannounced. It was very early, and I left Jenna in bed to go answer the door. They were standing in front of my door arm in arm, with serious faces.

“Hey.” I said, opening the door. I covered my eyes, as the sun was out and I was still coming to, wearing my robe and nothing beneath it.

“We know about you and Jenna.” Sally said, handing me a pregnancy test. I looked down at it, and it read positive.

“She’s your problem now.” John said, refusing to look me in the eye when he made the statement. They turned in unison, walking away while holding hands in what seemed like a practiced coordination.

“Thanks.” I said, raising my voice loud enough that I knew they could both hear me. Jenna was very honest and open with me, which I almost found surprising. She gave me her phone and asked me to go through it, and promised her complete fidelity at all times, to the point where she didn’t even like leaving the house unless I was with her.

I went back to my bedroom, and saw her lying asleep naked on my mattress.

“Jenna.” I whispered, crawling in beside her.

“Yes, daddy?” she asked, opening her tired eyes. I held the test in front of her.

“Why didn’t you tell me? This is amazing.” I said, not wanting her to react emotionally. I wanted her to know it was okay with me, that I was on board. Her eyes immediately welled up with tears, and she turned away from me, sobbing.

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be. I love you, Jenna. More than anything. Let me be your daddy.” I said, cuddling up to her.

“I love you too.” she said, turning to face me.

“You’re gonna be the best mom.” I said, wiping away a tear from her eye. I untied my robe, and slipped between her legs. “I’m still gonna keep cumming in you.”

“You better.” she said, grinning.

Jenna is six months pregnant now, and things are going great. With as much “she’s a bad girl” bullshit I heard about her, she seemed easy enough for me. All she wanted was a dominant man to take care of her, give her babies, and indulge her naughty fantasies, which all happened to be the exact things I wanted to do for her naturally.

I said all of that to say this, I literally couldn’t be any happier, and I wouldn’t trade places with another man in the universe.

Massive Temptation

Chapter 1 - Kiara 

I’d been close friends with Ashley since middle school, and spent the night there all the time. I loved being at their house, as they had a beautiful home and a swimming pool. When summer came around, my mom knew exactly where to find me. 

Their family dynamic was interesting. Brock was Ashley’s stepdad, and the breadwinner of the household. He was an investor and website designer, and while I didn’t know exactly how much money he made, it was clear that they were past the point of being comfortable. They were wealthy. 

He married Ashley’s mother Tia during the summer following our junior year of high school, and it never made sense to me. Brock and Tia looked good together, as she was an attractive woman, and he was tall and handsome, but that’s about as far as it went. 

Tia was a bit on the pretentious side, and she could be absolutely insufferable at times. She got frustrated easily, and steadily sipped on white wine during all hours of the day and night. Sometimes she was the life of the party, but she could also be the death of it. We got along okay, as long as I made it a point to avoid her whenever she was in one of her moods. 

Brock was the opposite, easy going and always in a great mood. He liked to cook out for us on the grill, and had no problems spoiling us whenever we needed something. He always had a wad on him, and would dole it out one hundred dollars at a time in cash. Ashley took a little while to come around to him, but the allowance certainly helped. I thought he was drop dead gorgeous, and sexy in every conceivable way. 

Of course, this was information I kept to myself. I always noticed them not getting along though, Tia and Brock, sneaking off for quiet arguments in the middle of warm, sunny days. Even though I stayed out of it, I couldn’t help taking his side over time, as she always seemed like she was in the mood for a problem. 

Once the lease was up on my mom’s apartment, she decided to downsize to something more affordable, a one bedroom across town. I moved into the guest room at Ashley’s, as Brock told me that I was more than welcome to stay for the summer before I left for college. That’s how the summer started, and how it was supposed to play out. Instead, Brock caught Tia texting another man inappropriately, and lost his shit. 

It was early in the morning when they had the first blow up, and I could hear everything they were saying while laying in bed. I tried tuning it out, but they were so loud. I knew that Tia could be wild, but I’d never heard her screech like that, deflecting responsibility and blaming him for neglecting her. Brock screamed back, telling her that he got a prenuptial agreement for a reason, and that he had zero tolerance for “loser alcoholics” in his life. 

ASHLEY: I’m so sorry. 

KIARA: It’s not your fault. This is so awkward though. 

ASHLEY: I know. I’m gonna go out back by the pool. 

KIARA: Same. I’ll meet you there. 

Anyway, suffice it to say that the summer got off to a bit of a rocky start. After fighting all day, Tia finally left after Brock got her a hotel room for the week. He hired a lawyer, and I just tried to leave him alone for a couple of days and stayed out of the way as much as I could. Once Tia was gone, the house took on a whole new vibe, and it was very clear that he was much happier without her around. 

I mentioned before that Brock was very attractive, and that I kept my little crush a secret. As soon as he was a single man, my feelings were amplified, due in no small part to the difference in the way he began treating me. 

“Hey, I’m sorry you had to overhear all of that, but I just want you to know that you’re both still welcome here, and that you’ve always been my favorite.” he said, holding my shoulders in his massive hands and looking directly into my eyes. 

“Thank you. I really appreciate that.” I said, unable to maintain eye contact and looking down in front of me. Brock towered over me, and his bulging muscles made me weak at the knees. From that day forward, I found myself getting warm whenever I was in his presence. 

The differences were subtle but undeniable. Without Tia around, he would pull me aside, and find reasons to make small talk and joke around with me. I told myself it was all in my head, and that I was just fantasizing because I secretly wanted him. There was no way that a hot, successful man in his early forties would be interested in little old me. 

Ashley won a scholarship at the state college for softball, and started leaving every morning for workouts, only returning sometime in the early afternoon. That’s when things really changed, and the way he looked at me became almost hungry, to the point that I could no longer deny the feelings he aroused in me. 

I started masturbating, and he was the star of all my fantasies. It only made being around him more difficult, though, as it felt almost like he knew exactly how I felt, and what I was doing to curtail the tension. I typically slept in pretty late, but woke up super early one morning because I had to use the restroom. Little did I know that I was about to experience something that would change everything. 

I heard Ashley leave for her workout around six thirty, and I got up maybe fifteen minutes later to go to the bathroom, and then to the kitchen to get myself a cup of coffee, figuring it wouldn’t hurt anything to wake up early for once in my life. 

My eyes were still adjusting to the morning light, and there was already a fresh pot of coffee brewed so I poured myself a cup, and then waddled into the living room to enjoy it. That’s when I saw him, swimming in the pool. Brock worked out a lot, so I didn’t think too much of it. I blew on the hot liquid, sipping it slowly as I watched him swim back and forth. 

My goodness. He’s so hot. I was just standing there in the window, innocently sipping my coffee and enjoying the show. Brock finished his laps, swam over to the ladder, and started climbing out. I felt a little bit naughty watching him swim, but thought nothing of it, until suddenly, as he emerged from the water, my eyes locked onto the biggest flaccid cock I’ve ever seen. 

“Ugh!” I gasped, my eyes bulging as he grabbed a towel, and started drying off his hair. His penis swung heavy as he rubbed the towel on his head, and a feeling of panic swept over me. I wasn’t sure what to do, should I run away and pray he didn’t see me? I froze instead, unable to pry my eyes away from his juicy length. Just looking at it made me wet, filling me with a deep pressure that ached for relief. 

Oh my God. Oh my God. Oh my God. He wrapped his towel around his waist, making his way to the backdoor to come inside. I left my coffee on the table, and sprinted straight back to my room. I heard him shut the back door, and my heart was pounding in my chest like I’d done something wrong and was about to get caught. 

At the same time, I kept picturing his enormous manhood, and wishing that I could lay under him. I got into bed, pulling the covers over myself and pretending that nothing happened, even though my heart was beating through my chest and my mouth was somehow dry and watering at the same time. 

Chapter 2 - Brock 

Swimming was part of my daily morning workout, and I usually performed my laps in the nude. I found it refreshing, as well as freeing, as I’d grown up poor and was never afforded that level of privacy and comfort until much later in life. 

I did think about switching to trunks, since Kiara was staying over, but after getting acquainted with her sleep schedule, it was no longer a concern. By the time she dragged herself out of bed, I’d have already worked out, showered, masturbated, and eaten. So I never thought there was any chance of her seeing me. 

And then I noticed her coffee cup, steaming fresh and sitting on the coffee table right by the window that overlooked the pool. I wrapped myself up in my robe, and thought about it for a second, wondering if it could have been Ashley, but she didn’t drink caffeine, and had already left by the time I went outside. 

“Oh, boy.” I said, realizing for sure that it was Kiara. 

She was one of my stepdaughter’s best friends, and I’d known her since Tia and I got married the year before. I didn’t realize it at the time, but a lot of the things I liked about her were the very things Tia lacked, even if her alcoholism was ultimately to blame for her unpleasantness and constantly shifting moods. 

Kiara had a cheerful disposition, and wide, bright eyes that were always full of wonder. She wasn’t even half my age, and I’m not the type to let my eyes wander, so I really didn’t notice her beauty until after Tia had already left the house. 

And then I noticed the hell out of it. Every time she walked past me, or bent over in front of me, or sat in the splits, stretching out her legs, I was fully aware of how gorgeous she was. It was innocent admiring at first, thinking to myself that she was awfully pretty, and good for her. Then it was lingering stares, and letting my gaze move up and down her body, thinking about how soft her skin might be and how much I wanted her legs wrapped around my waist. 

I walked straight to the guest room, and lightly rapped my knuckles against the door before entering. She was all the way under the covers, and her head popped out when I entered carrying her cup of coffee. 

“You forgot this.” I said, setting it down on the table beside her bed. She smiled, sitting up and stretching, pretending to yawn. 

“Oh, yeah.” 

“I don’t mind that you saw me. I also didn’t think you’d be awake.” I said. 

“Oh. Uhm. I just, had to pee.” she said, stammering over her words and smiling uncontrollably. 

“It’s fine, Kiara. Like I said, it doesn’t bother me. We’re both adults.” I said. She bit down on her lip, nodding her head as she reached out for the cup of coffee. “You look so cute in the mornings.” 

“I do not.” she said, giggling and hiding her face. I felt the impulse to make a move, as it was crystal clear to me that I wanted her, but I fought the urge, deciding it wasn’t the best time. 

“Well, if you ever have to pee again, feel free to join me.” I said, telling myself to turn and leave but finding my feet firmly glued to the floor. 

“In the pool?” she asked, raising her eyes to mine. 

“Yeah. We could do some laps together.” 

“I don’t know about all that, I’m not really a morning person. I could cheer you on, though.” she said. 

“You’d make a good cheerleader. I’d like that.” I said. 

“Brock?” she asked, stopping me as I turned to leave. “Thank you. For bringing me my coffee.” 

“Of course. I’ll see ya.” 

Chapter 3 - Kiara 

I couldn’t even look at him without thinking about his cock, as the image was burned into my mind, and left me with a lingering case of horniness that I couldn’t shake. It didn’t help that there was no one I could tell, or that we were suddenly in such close quarters, all alone for extended periods of time. 

My internal clock shifted, and I started waking up right when Ashley left the house. I couldn’t help it, the tension between Brock and I felt so obvious, and I was relieved that Ashley hadn’t picked up on it. With Tia out of the house, and Ashley busy with work and softball, everything changed. 

It felt as if his comments were an invitation, and after laying in bed and chickening out the morning after I saw him naked, I decided to take him up on his offer. I made sure to take a shower and get myself ready, and then made my way out into the living room once again. 

My heart started racing immediately, as this was no longer a chance encounter. I made myself a cup of coffee, even though I was already wide awake. It felt so adult, and premeditated. Brock swam the length of the pool and back, resting momentarily between laps while I slowly built up the courage to go outside and join him by the pool. 

“Hey there, cuteness.” he said, throwing his arms up on the side of the pool as I sat down on one of the lounge chairs. 

“Hi.” I said. 

“You sure you don’t want to join me?” he asked. 

“No, I think I’ll stay here and enjoy the view.” I said, setting my ceramic cup down on the concrete floor as he set out for another lap. Ashley wouldn’t be home for hours, but I still felt like we were going to get caught, like she might walk out at any moment and see what we were up to. 

Brock finished his laps and climbed out of the pool just like before, only this time I was right there to see it first hand. I felt my face flush red, and I was far too embarrassed to stare like before. He walked right over to me, and I made sure to keep my eyes straight ahead. 

“Will you hand me that towel?” he asked, stepping one leg up onto my chair and pointing to a white towel laid out on the lounge beside me. 

“Yeah, of course.” I said, reaching for the towel with my head spinning. 

“You don’t mind drying me off, do you?” he asked, grinning. Clearly, he wasn’t the least bit uncomfortable with me seeing him naked, and even seemed to be having fun with it, judging by the fact that he was getting harder. 

“Really?” I asked. 

“Please? You can be my little helper.” he said, fully insistent that I be the one to dry him off. 

“Fine, but it’s a secret.” I said. 

“I won’t tell.” he said, turning around as I stood up. His body was immaculate, sinewy and lean, and I let my eyes scan him as I bent down to dry off his legs and buttocks. I could hear my pulse in my ears, and I felt like my breathing was audible. Brock raised his arms, and I ran the towel over his torso. 

“There you go.” I said, content with what I’d done. My palms were sweating, and it felt like his dick was actively pulling on my peripherals. 

“No, not yet. You forgot something.” he said, taking hold of himself by the base and shaking it back and forth. My eyes couldn’t resist, and I felt myself go weak as I looked down at his thickness. 

“I shouldn’t.” I said, reaching out with the towel anyway. He was so attractive, and I felt overpowered by my own biology. I wanted him, and I didn’t care if it was wrong, or if there would be consequences. 

“Good girl.” he whispered, as I began cupping his balls and stroking his shaft with the towel, causing the blood to flow right away, for both of us. His cock grew hard, and I dropped the towel to the floor. 

“We shouldn’t.” I said again, holding his juicy manhood in both hands, my lips naturally parting to receive him. I didn’t even think, it was all impulse and attraction. I started kissing the tip, dragging my lips along the underside of his shaft. 

“Oh, Kiara. You’re so beautiful.” he said, running his fingers through my hair and looking down at me. I knew that we should stop, but it had already gone too far. The attraction was too much. 

“You’re really big.” I said, my voice soft. His grip tightened around a handful of my hair, and he pushed my head down onto him. 

“Such a good girl. You have no idea how much I need this, baby.” he said. I lost all control, and my own desires got the better of me. It was so big and manly, and I couldn’t help worshiping his cock and balls, exploring him like no man before. His deep, growling voice spurred me on, making me so wet that I couldn’t think straight. 

“Mmm…” 

“Yes, that’s what I like. You’re so good, baby.” he said. I ended up on my hands and knees on the lounge chair, with him standing at the foot of it, feeding me his endowment while I struggled to receive him. 

“Gluck!” I coughed, spitting up all over his rod, only to dive down for more. No one had ever brought out that side of me, but it was such a turn on trying to handle it. I loved the dirty way he talked to me, and seeing a side of him I’d never seen before. 

“Look at me, Kiara. Good girl. Look up at daddy while you suck it.” he said, holding my hair in a ponytail and thrusting against me. I hated giving blowjobs, up until my lips were firmly suctioned around him. “Oh my God.” 

“Are you going to cum?” I asked, looking into his eyes like he said. 

“Do you want it?” he asked, wiping the spit away from my mouth with his thumb, and then slipping it into my mouth. I squealed with excitement, sucking on his thumb in the same eager way I’d sucked on his penis. 

“Yes, daddy. I really want it.” I said, biting my lip and looking up at him. 

“I’d rather fuck you first.” he said, offering me his hand. I was in such a state of arousal that I’d have done anything he told me to do, and I laced my fingers in his and let him lead the way inside. We went to his bedroom, and he threw the door shut behind us, lifting me into his arms like I was nothing but a feather. 

“Mmm…” I sighed, moaning as we kissed deeply. He took total control of the situation, ripping off my clothes and bending me over his mattress. 

“Do you want it?” he asked, yanking my thong underwear down my thighs and slapping his hard cock against my ass. His hand reached around, his thick fingers wrapping around my throat. 

“Yes.” I gasped, feeling his bulbous mushroom pressing against my opening. 

“Say it. Say you want that big daddy dick.” he whispered, his hot breath sending a chill up my spine as I repeated what he said. 

“I want it. I want that daddy dick.” I said, trembling as he pushed himself into me. “Ugh!” 

“Yeah, that’s it. Take that big cock.” he whispered, working it in and out, thrusting harder. 

“Oh my…gosh.” I whined, struggling to breathe and being impaled at the same time. It felt so good, but it was so rough. So intense. “Yes, oh fuck.” 

“Good girl, God damn, Kiara. It’s perfect. It’s so fucking tight.” he said, grunting and slapping his palm across my asscheek. My fingers dug into the sheets and I inhaled sharply, his balls swinging and slapping against my ass with every violent thrust. 

“Ugh, ugh, yes. Oh!” 

“Good girl. It’s so little, Kiara. I love it. I love it so much.” 

“Yes, daddy. Ugh.” 

“You’re gonna get me addicted to that little pussy, baby.” he said, kissing my cheek and squeezing my face as he pummeled me. I was filled like never before, fed long strokes until I was seeing stars, crying, and orgasming all at the same time. 

“Ahh! Ughh… Ughnn!” 

“Yeah, baby. Such a good girl. You are such a good little girl.” he said, his pace growing frantic as he arrived, calling out as he left it inside me, making a huge, hot, sticky mess inside me as we climaxed simultaneously, consecrating our forbidden bond in the most primal way imaginable. 

His strength gave way, and his grip relinquished, still firmly wedged deep inside of me. I released the sheets, overtaken by comfort and relief. It felt like a million pounds were lifted off of me, and I crawled into his arms without hesitation, still too lost in the post coital bliss to fully process what we’d done. All I knew was that I liked it, and I wanted more. 

Chapter 4 - Brock 

I stayed in the shower for almost an hour, letting the hot water pour over my body while I took a much needed moment to myself. There was a lot going on, to say the least, and I let my lust get the better of me.

Truth be told, I asked for it. I’m the one who invited her out by the pool. I didn’t have some grand scheme to seduce her, but I had some idea where things would end up if she took me up on my offer.

The divorce was a big mess, and I was doing everything in my power to keep Tia compliant with things. She was a dramatic person, and I shouldn’t have ignored all of the red flags, but it was what it was. I just didn’t want sweet little Kiara getting in the middle of it, because she didn’t deserve to be on the wrong side of Tia’s rage.

Ashley was also important to me, and I had every intention of keeping her in my life even though I’d only known her for a short time. She did nothing wrong, and I still wanted to help her out financially because I knew that college could be tough, especially as an athlete when you have to keep up with academics, athletics, and money.

She was a level headed person, and confided in private that she understood why I was leaving her mother, but I wasn’t so sure she’d be on board with me fucking one of her friends. Kiara was just so damn cute, and right there for the taking. I should have waited, but it was near impossible to resist when you want someone that badly.

The sex was amazing, and I loved how submissive she was. I rubbed the bar of soap over my body, washing away the evidence that we’d been together, even though I knew there was plenty more to come. I understood the optics, that it would look like I was just rebounding with a random younger woman, but I wasn’t interested in re-entering the dating pool after tasting her. It might have been unconventional, but I found what I wanted, and it was much easier to move on considering that infidelity was the cause of my divorce.

And honestly, I’d fallen out of love with her months before that. Her ambition and drive disappeared, and she was no longer the same woman I met. Still, it was so early on in our marriage that I felt like I could ride it out, that she’d come back around and things would be better again. And then she cheated, leaving me all alone in the house with a sexy nineteen year old. It wasn’t the way I’d have written it, but that’s the way it played out.

I took solace in Kiara, and she was there when I was in need. She knew everything that was going on with my divorce, and it felt nice having someone to talk to about it. She became the ultimate distraction, as she liked to do as she was told, almost as much as I liked to tell her what to do. She brought out all of my innermost desires, and reinvigorated my soul each and every morning.

As Ashley’s softball training and work schedule kicked into full gear, we were left with more and more time to spend alone together, and developed something of a routine of hanging out. It started with my workout, and always ended up with us in the shower, or between the sheets of my bed, making a sweaty mess of each other.

“Hi, daddy.” she said, appearing the moment I finished drying off.

“Hey baby.” I said, smiling and looking her up and down in her little white tank top and thong.

“You like?” she asked, spinning around and popping her hip. She already knew full well that I liked, as well as what seeing her in that state of undress would cause me to do.

“I need it.” I said, scooping her up and carrying her over to my bed.

“Me too.”

“You’re gonna be my downfall.” I said, depositing her onto the mattress as my cock hardened with anticipation.

“No I won’t, daddy.” she said, sighing sensually as her eyes went crossed. Kiara laid flat on her stomach, waving her tiny little feet around while she began sucking my balls, making popping sounds with her mouth and giggling.

“God damn.” I said, standing at the edge of the bed, mesmerized by her beauty and the pleasure she provided me. “Good girl.”

“That’s all I want, daddy. I just want to be your good little girl, and your little whore behind closed doors.” she said, speaking slow and deliberately, and looking up at me with her bright eyes.

“Don’t stop.” I said, taking her by the hair and climbing on top of her.

“Yes sir.” she whimpered, opening wide as I thrust down against her face, making her swallow it all. I’d become spoiled by her penchant for going down on me, and I wasn’t sure if I believed her when she said that I was the one who turned her on to giving oral so enthusiastically.

“Yeah, you like that, don’t you?” I said, dangling my balls over her face and watching her play with herself while slurping at them.

“I love it.” she whispered, stroking my cock and kissing the tip.

“No one is going to understand.” I said, my nerves tingling as her sweet mouth took all of my cares and worries away.

“Why should they?” she asked, giggling as she tugged with both hands.

“You’re right. They’re just gonna have to deal with it.” I said. It was always a battle when it came to her, a fight between letting her continue to slobber all over my balls and dick, paying them homage like they were royal, or ending the tease and stuffing her full of cock. She was irresistible to me, and I fell harder for her every time I bent her over and released myself inside her.

“Oh, fuck. I love when you do it hard.” she cried, pulling her cheeks apart while I laid claim to her. Her tightness gripped me to the point of absurdity, and I continued pounding until I erupted into her, seizing with pleasure and shaking uncontrollably.

“Ugh! Oh my God.” I grunted, letting her take it all without any thought of the consequences. With each day that passed, it became clearer to me that I had to have her. I knew I had to talk with Ashley about it, and that was my main concern. I also wanted to keep it a secret until the divorce was official, because Tia would use it as an excuse to make a complete ass of herself.

I pulled her onto me, closed my eyes, and gave her a kiss. Even though it was a little complicated, I wouldn’t have traded her for the world.

Chapter 5 - Kiara

Being with Brock was the most exhilarating experience of my life, and it was only made hotter by the fact that we were constantly sneaking around, and fucking all over the house without being able to tell anyone about our relationship.

As the summer wore on, things became so cozy that I didn’t want them to end. I couldn’t even imagine going to college and trying to relate to guys my age, as I’d already found everything I was seeking in a partner. At the same time, I understood that there was a massive age gap, and plenty of things complicating our romance.

He was forty, and I was nineteen. That coupled with the fact that we met through Ashley made it seem inappropriate, and we started hooking up so soon after Tia left, I understood that it didn’t look great. I also understood that he was under a lot of stress, and I tried not to get my hopes up too high. Even if our fairytale had to end, I was still happy to be a part of it.

Never in my wildest dreams did I expect for Brock and I to engage in such an illicit affair, nor did I expect to be gagging myself on a big donkey dick and loving every second of it. It was all very addicting, and I didn’t want the excitement to end.

Not knowing what we were kept things fresh, but it was also maddening. I needed to know! Was this just a fun summer fuckfest, or was it going to continue? He was only the third man I’d been intimate with, and I found myself wanting more.

“Hi, daddy.” I said, speaking softly so no one else overheard me. It was Saturday night, and he had friends over for a cookout.

“Hi, baby.” he said, speaking loudly and taking my hand in his. We were at the picnic table with Ashley and his friend Timothy, and it was the first time we’d shown any sort of hint of affection while in public.

“Baby?” Ashley asked, cocking her head and squinting her eyes. I felt myself flush hot immediately, as I’d played similar scenarios out in my head again and again over the past few months.

“Yeah. I should have let you know sooner, but Kiara and I are together.” he said. Timothy raised his eyebrows, looking over to see Ashley’s reaction.

“Oh. Well, that’s…I don’t even know. Can I be excused?” she asked, patting her mouth with a napkin and then getting up.

“I’m sorry, Ashley.” I said, absolutely horrified.

“I just need a second.” she said.

“Of course, sweetheart.” Brock said, stopping me from standing up and motioning for me to let her go. He leaned in, and whispered into my ear. “She deserves to know, and she’ll come to terms with it. It’s just a little shocking to hear for the first time.”

“Well, let me apologize in advance for my friend Brock here, here’s a real loser, but you’re a catch. Way out of his league, congratulations buddy.” Tim said, a little tipsy and clearly happy for his friend. I realized that Tim thought of it purely as his friend getting lucky with a younger woman, but it didn’t really bother me. It was such a euphoric feeling, getting the monkey off of my back and finally being able to be open about it.

He turned out to be right. Ashley didn’t care at all, and we sat in her room later that night and talked about it. She’d only known him for a few years, so it wasn’t like she looked at him as a father, or viewed it as some sort of betrayal.

“It just surprised me. I didn’t know what to feel.” she said, laughing at it a few short hours later. “He’s a great guy. I always thought he was handsome.”

“Yeah. I should have told you, it was just…weird. I don’t know.”

“It’s all good, I understand. So you two are like, an official couple now?” she asked. I shrugged.

“We haven’t honestly talked about it much, but it’s what I wanted.” I said.

After his friends went home, Brock pulled me aside and apologized, saying he should have consulted me about it instead of announcing it out of the blue.

“I won’t do something like that again. I want us to be partners on everything.” he said. I didn’t even care, as it felt so good knowing that he was mine.

“I don’t mind. I’m just so happy.” I said, wrapping my arms around his waist and laying my face in his chest.

“I love you, Kiara.” he whispered, cupping my face and kissing the top of my head. “Come to bed. Let me show you much you mean to me.”

“Yes, daddy.” I said, taking his hand and letting him lead me into his bedroom. We’d crossed that threshold many times before, always sneaking, being naughty. Not anymore.

Ashley was already asleep, so we left the door open for the first time, and made out like horny teenagers on top of his covers, pawing and groping, slowly tearing each other’s clothes off.

“Lay down. Let me taste you.” he said, placing his hand on my chest and slowly pressing me to my back, lowering himself between my legs and continuing his makeout session.

“Oh, Brock.”

“Yeah?”

“Yes.” I said, running my fingers through his hair and writhing beneath his skillful, lapping tongue. He sucked on my clit, introducing a finger and rhythmically rocking me beneath him.

“You have the prettiest little pussy.” he whispered, tonguing my clit and inhaling my scent. I grinded against his face, with lightning like jolts of electricity moving through me. He was no longer my secret passion, he was my lover. I shuddered uncontrollably as I came for him, his mouth sending me over the edge. My toes flexed and curled, and he pressed my legs up by my head and entered me.

“Oh, God.” I said, watching him disappear inside me, thrusting forcefully and making me take it.

“I love you, Kiara. I love you so much.” he said, maintaining strict eye contact as he bottomed out powerfully, reminding me why I fell for him in the first place.

“I love you too, daddy.” I said, holding up my legs as he laid claim to me. His entire bed shook, squeaking and colliding against the headboard. “Harder.”

“It’s so good, Kiara. I’m addicted to you.” he said, his intensity growing. I’d learned to feel the subtle shifts in him, and I could feel him pulsing and squirting me full of hot cum as he arrived, calling out sweet nothings into the night as we pushed ourselves together, fighting for every last drop of pleasure.

The days that followed felt like one big mania, as we were out in the open, and able to go out and celebrate our relationship. Brock asked me to move in, and I was able to switch a lot of my classes over to online, and the campus was only an hour drive so it wouldn’t be too much of a commute.

I didn’t know it at the time, but I was already pregnant. It was another secret for us to keep, at least for a while. Tia was surprisingly cooperative when it came to the divorce, accepting a gracious settlement from Brock that left her with a small payout in order to move things forward quickly, despite her infidelity.

Ashley left for school, the divorce was finalized, and now we’re just a regular happy couple. We get a sideways look from time to time because of our age difference, but my family accepted him with open arms. My mom told me that she wished he was closer to my age, but that she could tell he was a kind and loving man.

He comes to every doctor’s appointment, and cooks every meal from scratch. I’m now five months along, and it’s very possible that I conceived the very first time we made love, which makes sense. My body knew what it wanted. The pregnancy has been very smooth so far, and we’re expecting a healthy baby boy sometime in late January.

Forbidden Desires

Chapter 1 - Megan 

Things had gone from bad to worse when I caught my boyfriend cheating. We shared an apartment, but it was his name on the lease, and he refused to leave. I couldn’t have afforded it by myself anyway, but it was just further proof of what a piece of shit he actually was. 

I moved into my car, and kept going to work. Some of my co-workers let me crash at their places here and there, but I mostly slept in the car. It was hard for me to not be angry about it, as it all seemed so unfair. 

After two years of college, I had to drop out to try and save some money so that I could go back. In the meantime, I moved in with Billy and everything went to hell. He changed almost instantly, and started staying out all night, and drinking all the time. I thought dating an older guy would make things more stable, but not in his case. 

It was overwhelming, being so far behind on money with no real hope or plan to turn things around. I worked as a waitress at the local sports bar, and while the pay wasn’t bad, it certainly wasn’t enough for me to afford a place by myself. 

Finally, I decided to give up. It was a new town, and I didn’t know anyone there. It felt like a losing battle, so I went back home to the shithole town I grew up in, the same place I’d vowed to never return when I made my escape as a wide eyed 18 year old girl with big dreams. 

All I wanted was to get my education, and find a way to become financially independent. I was so sick of money, of never having enough of it, and losing out on my dreams because of it. There had to be a way, but I really felt like I was standing in quicksand. 

I bought a week at an extended stay motel, and finally had a temporary roof over my head so I could clear my mind and make a plan. Obviously, I needed a job, so I filled out a bunch of applications at the library. Mom was back in jail, but I still had a couple of old friends who still lived in the area. I wasn’t sure if I was going to reach out to them, I was just happy to actually know some people in town, instead of being isolated with my ex. 

Things didn’t turn around right away, and the days ticked by in the motel, a countdown to me being back on the streets. I had the money to pay for another week, but I couldn’t justify it until I picked up a job. 

That’s when it happened, a blast from the past. I stopped at the grocery store to pick up a few items, and while I was shopping, I heard a man’s voice addressing me. 

“You sure are a pretty little thing.” he said, sending a chill up my spine. I wasn’t in the mood, and spun around to tell him off. 

“Look buddy, I don’t-” 

“Hi Megan.” 

“Jackson?” I asked, somehow remembering his name years after meeting him. 

“How are you? I haven’t seen you in ages.” he said, opening his muscular arms and wrapping me up in a tight squeeze. Jackson was friends with Kaleb, my friend Alicia’s dad. 

“Honestly, things couldn’t be worse.” I said, laughing to relieve the tension he made me feel. “But it’s really nice to see you.” 

“Let’s catch up. I don’t want to lose tabs on you.” he said, pulling out his phone. 

“Oh. Yeah. Of course.” I said, going along with it because I couldn’t tell him no. Jackson and I had only met once prior, but he made quite an impression. Even though he was a walking red flag, I found myself drawn to him like no other man before, despite our massive age gap. 

“Awesome. I’ll get a hold of you.” he said, locking in my digits and looking me up and down with a smile. “Such a cutie pie.” 

“Oh, hush.” I said, blushing and feeling my heart race. I felt so small in front of him, and it only made me want him more. 

“Are you doing anything later? I’m just gonna be hanging out at the house, if you want to join.” he said, slowly inching closer to me until we were practically pinned up against each other in the random grocery aisle. 

“Uhm, yeah. I mean, I’d love to.” I said. 

“Cool. Let me finish up shopping, and I’ll text you my address.” 

“Okay.” 

“I’ll see you in a bit.” he said, flashing his smile again before walking away. 

“Okay.” I said, noticing what a visceral effect he had on me. It was the same as the first time we met, as I instantly had a crush on him. Alicia told me all about him, how he had never settled down, and how he was always with a different woman, and spent all of his money on alcohol and tattoos. You’d think that would turn me off, but it only made him more endearing. And three years later, all he had to do was look into my eyes, and I was right back to fawning over him. 

Chapter 2 - Jackson 

I’d spent my fair share of time wondering about what happened to her, but it seemed way too creepy for me to bring it up to Kaleb. She was only 19 when we met, and I was still drinking at the time, but she stuck in my head all the same. 

Her name was Megan, and I couldn’t believe it when I saw her. She looked just as beautiful as I remembered, all by herself and shopping for groceries with one of those little hand baskets. I had no idea what was going on in her life, but I grew up with her dad, who was a real piece of work. 

I also knew her mother, and all about her problems with addiction and crime. It was a real testament to Megan, that she held it together so well and kept on trucking. There was something so admirable about that to me, to the will of the human spirit, of refusing to accept the circumstances you were handed, and being willing to fight for something better. 

Anyway, seeing her sparked a primal fire in my loins. I figured it was a total longshot that she would even remember me, but when she did, it made me wonder if I’d made some of an impression on her as well. 

A lot had changed in the four years since I first laid my eyes on her. I stopped chasing women carrying flaming red flags, quit drinking, and started my own business. The best part about the latter being that I made my own schedule. My plan for the day had been to work on the privacy fence in my backyard, but I told her that I was hanging around the house with no plans just to see if I could get her to come over. 

It had been months since I’d been on a date, and I wasn’t involved with anyone. She just had a crazy affect on me, and I found myself instantly pining over her in a major way. 

JACKSON: I’m going to fire up the grill later, so be hungry. 

MEGAN: Jackson? 

JACKSON: In the flesh. 

MEGAN: Not really. More like in the text. 

JACKSON: That’s your fault for not being at my place. Get your ass over here! 

MEGAN: Still waiting on that address… 

Thank God I’d been in a mad cleaning mania for the past couple days, as the house was immaculate by my standards. I sent her the address, and then hopped in the shower to freshen up before her arrival. 

Realistically, I didn’t know anything about her. Her name was Megan, she once dated Kaleb’s son, and she had effortless direct access to the strings that were attached to my heart and balls. That’s all I knew, other than the fact that there seemed to be an undeniable spark of attraction between us. Oh yeah, that and she was way too young for me. 

About an hour passed, and I started to wonder if she was going to get cold feet. It was kind of a shot in the dark anyway, I just needed an excuse to spend time with her. 

MEGAN: Be there in ten. 

JACKSON: See you soon. 

Words can’t even explain. I felt like a young man all over again, pacing around and thinking of things to say. I told myself to take it slow, to gauge her interest, but I knew how difficult that would be with her. What she had was so effortless, and I wanted to take it from her in the worst way. 

“Jesus, dude. Settle down.” I told myself, peeking out the front window and waiting for her to pull into my driveway. Maybe I should have let Kaleb know, but we hadn’t talked in a while. 

I’d written off younger women after I stopped drinking, because I wanted something more serious. Yet there I was, mouth watering with lust like a big hungry wolf with his eyes on Little Red Riding Hood. 

And then her car pulled in, and the first thing I noticed wasn’t her beautiful face. It was how much shit she had jammed inside of her tiny car. I came outside right away, to say hello and ask her why her car was chocked full of her personal belongings, but it slipped my mind the moment her long, tanned legs came into view. 

“Hi!” she said, lighting up when we locked eyes. 

“God damn.” I said, my mind hijacked as I let my eyes drift up and down her delectable body. “Hey cuteness.” 

“Oh, Jackson.” she said, giggling and acting like she didn’t know how stunning she was in her daisy dukes and pink tank top, a completely different outfit from what she wore at the store earlier. 

“Seriously, girl. You’re dangerous.” I said, placing my hand on the small of her back as she stepped inside my home. My cock was already reacting, and all I could think about was bending her tiny frame over the table in front of her and tearing off her shorts and panties. 

“It’s so nice to be out of the motel.” 

“What do you mean? Is that where you’re living?” I asked. 

“Yeah, I have two days left there.” 

“And then where are you going?” 

“I don’t know yet. Probably my car.” she said, having a seat at my dining room table. I poured her a glass of water, and sat down across from her. 

“No way.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“You’re too pretty to live in your car. It’s dangerous. You’ll stay with me.” I said. It wasn’t a problem at all, as I had two extra rooms that weren’t being used. 

“Jackson, I can’t impose.” 

“Nonsense. I wouldn’t be able to live with myself if something happened to you.” I said, giving her a stern look. At the end of the day, she was half my age, and it was my job to step in and protect her if I could, even if my intentions were slightly less than pure. 

“I mean, that would be so helpful.” 

“Are all of your things in your car right now?” I asked. 

“Mostly. I have a little bit of stuff at the hotel, clothes, toothbrush, and stuff like that.” she said. 

“We’ll stop by there later. Do you want to move your things in now? I’ll help.” I said, standing up before she could answer. We went back and forth, transporting her things from the car to her new bedroom, and before long, her car no longer looked like it was being inhabited. 

“Thank you so much, Jackson. I really needed this.” she said, giving me a hug and laying her head on my chest. The scent of her shampoo triggered my blood flow, reminding me again how powerless I was to our magnetic attraction. 

“Of course, baby.” I said, rubbing the small of her back as we broke our embrace. Her blue eyes stopped me in my tracks, pulling me in like a tractor beam. I couldn’t look away from her. 

“I’ll have to figure out a way to pay you back.” she said, her voice soft. My hands moved to her hips, and we maintained eye contact until our lips were pressed together. It was like fireworks going off, and I grabbed her tight little ass with both hands, lifting her up onto the dining room table as our tongues got acquainted. It was surreal, and I couldn’t control myself. 

“You know what I want, Megan. I’ve wanted it since the very first time I set my eyes on you.” I said, grabbing her by the ponytail and chin, lifting it slightly and looking into her eyes. “I want you over and over again.” she bit down on her lip, nodding her head slightly and flashing irresistible doe eyes. 

“I’ll do anything you say.” she said. 

“Good girl.” I whispered, pulling her top over her head as she raised her arms. I was already hard, and I needed to unleash all of the pent up sexual energy that she brought out in me. It had been a long time coming, and I had every intention of laying claim to her in the most primal way. 

“Are you sure?” she asked, letting me unclasp her bra. If only she knew, there was nothing in the world that I was more sure of in that moment than my dire need to possess her. 

Chapter 3 - Megan 

It was easy to give myself over to him, even while on his dining room table as he yanked my shorts down, and then bent me over it.

“Jackson.” I said, feeling his hand creep up my inner thigh, tugging my panties to the side and then reaching between my legs. His fingertips found my clit right away, and any willpower I had to assess the situation faded away. I just wanted him to take me.

“So wet, baby.” he said, leaning over me and nibbling on my ear. He removed his shirt, and pressed himself up against my ass while continuing to rub in little circles. His skilled fingers made me bite down on my lip, whimpering with pleasure as he grinded against me.

“It feels so good.” I whispered, straining and holding my breath.

“That’s my good girl. I’ve wanted to do dirty things to you for a long time, Megan.” he said, crouching down behind me. “Are you gonna be daddy’s little slut tonight?”

“Yes, daddy.” I said, looking back just in time to see him dropping his head beneath me. “Oh! Oh, gosh.”

“Mmm…” he lapped at my sex without hesitation, burying his face in it and sending a chill through my entire body. I hiked one of my legs up on the table as he pulled my flesh apart, licking and sucking on my clit.

“Oh my gosh.” I said, covering my mouth with my hand as his warm tongue invaded me. I’d harbored so much secret lust for him, and it felt completely surreal that he was being so aggressive with me.

“You have the sweetest little pussy.”

“Ugh…”

“Yes, baby. Rub it in daddy’s face. Let me taste it.” he said, dragging his tongue over my asshole as he raised himself up behind me, giving my ass a slap and pulling at his waistband until his erection flopped out dramatically. My eyes bulged as I gave it a double take, looking at his veiny length and wondering if I could take it. “Do you like that, baby?”

“I do.” I said, unable to stop staring at his enormous endowment. He was much larger than anyone I’d been with, with heavy hanging balls that made my mouth water for a taste. He spit onto his cock, spreading it around by stroking up and down his shaft.

“So pretty. You have no idea what a treat this is.”

“Who me?” I asked, grinning back at him and watching him rub his hardness for me.

“Yes you. Daddy needs to feel inside of that juicy little cunt.” he stepped up behind me, placing his hands on my hips and pushing his big cock up against my opening. “Look at that, so tiny. So wet for daddy.”

“Fuck…yes, daddy. Please.”

“Good girl. You want this daddy dick?” he asked, taking hold of himself and slapping it against my pussy and making me beg.

“Yes sir. Please give it to me. I need it.” I said, too aroused to feel shame at what I was saying. “Please, daddy.”

“Oh, fuck.” he sighed, thrusting into me and practically impaling me. I called out, wincing from the mixture of pleasure and pain his thickness inflicted. “There ya go, slut. Take daddy’s cock.”

“Ughn…ughnn…fuck, daddy. Ughnn…” I grunted, laying helplessly in place while he plundered me. His thrusts were deep and hard, hitting spots I didn’t know existed and sending me to another universe of sensation.

“Yeah, that’s my shit. That’s my little pussy now.” he grunted, his strong hands pinning me to the table as he wailed away at me. “Oh, fuck. Good girl.”

“Ugh!” I squealed as he pulled his cock all the way out, only to violently shove it back in, and out, and in again.

“That’s so sexy, baby. I love when you squirt on my dick.”

“Ugh!”

“Yeah, it’s okay baby. That just means you like it.” he said, fucking me way too hard for me to respond. It was the first time my body had ever reacted that way, and I could feel my own wetness dripping down my thighs.

“It’s yours.” I said, my eyes rolling back as he rhythmically pounded me straight through several mind bending orgasms. By the time he finally arrived, I was exhausted, and completely unprepared for the battering his hips gave me as he drove himself to the edge, using my limp body as a fucktoy until he was cumming inside me.

“Yes! Oh, fuck, Megan. I’m cumming.” he said, growling as he emptied himself deep into my womb. He didn’t ask, but I wasn’t on birth control, and I knew as he pumped his hot cum that he was very serious about making me his.

Chapter 4 - Jackson

No part of me expected things to unfold so quickly. The heat was out of this world, and I completely lost myself with her. And then it was over, and we were naked in my dining room.

“I’m sorry if I was a little rough. I don’t know what came over me.” I said, admiring her beauty as she gathered her clothes.

“I didn’t mind at all.” she said, walking right up to me. “Daddy.”

“Good, because I certainly can’t promise it won’t get rough again.”

“I wouldn’t want you to.” she said. “I sort of have cum dripping out of me.”

“As it should be. There’s a bathroom right down that hall. On the left.” I said.

“Thanks.” We kissed, and off she went, her cute little ass swaying with every hurried step until she disappeared into the restroom.

“Good Lord. What have I gotten myself into?” I asked, stepping into my shorts and wondering what my chances were of keeping her. My business was clearing almost ten grand a month, I was out of debt, and had just purchased a house big enough for a family.

Even though I’d never really considered myself the family type, once the partying was gone, there was something of a void there. I knew I needed a woman, and who better than the one girl I couldn’t seem to shake from my mind? It seemed almost destined, and I had the feeling that it was the start of something that wouldn’t be insignificant in my life.

I started the prep work for the cookout, and hoped she wouldn’t feel awkward after our impromptu dining room display of affection. It’s one of those things, it just happened. Like a volcanic eruption, perfectly natural.

“Oh, I like this.” she said, reappearing in the kitchen while I seasoned the steak.

“What’s that?” I asked.

“You, shirtless, cooking for me.”

“Oh, I’ll cook for ya, baby. Six days a week, and twice on Sunday.”

“I’m gonna hold you to that.” she said, raising her finger.

“As long as you keep giving me what you just gave me in the dining room, I’ll have zero problems with that.” I said, “Hey, would you mind starting dishwater?”

“Oh, heck no. I’m a trophy wife, I’m just here to look at.” she said, folding her arms over her chest but immediately cracking a smile.

“Thank you. I have steak hands.” I said, holding them up while she prepared the water. I finished the prep, and I gave her a little tour of the house. I showed her the spare bedrooms, the basement, and then took her out into the backyard.

“This is beautiful. I honestly didn’t expect this of you.” she said, her eyes darting over to mine.

“What is that supposed to mean?” I asked, chuckling. It made sense, as I was in a completely different place the first time we’d met.

“I mean, I asked Alicia about you.”

“Oh yeah? And what’d she say?”

“That you were a womanizer and a drunk.” she said, clearly enjoying our banter.

“Fair enough. I’ve changed a little since then. I stopped drinking.” I said.

“Still womanizing?”

“I’ve cut back.” I said, letting my hand wander down for a booty squeeze. We went back inside, lounging around and catching up. She told me about her ex, and how he’d kicked her out after he was caught cheating. I thought that usually went the other way around, but I guess it was his name on the lease. She told me about college, and how she dropped out to save money.

I couldn’t help feeling like I actually had a lot to offer her. She just needed help, and I knew her situation. There was no reason that a girl as smart and capable as Megan shouldn’t be in school. All that she seemed to be lacking was stability, and someone in her corner who could provide the support she needed.

“None of your boyfriends have ever given you a massage before?” I asked, completely in disbelief.

“No. This is amazing.” she said, eyes closed and sprawling out like she owned the place. I liked how comfortable she was, and I would gladly rub her pretty little toes anytime.

“I’m gonna spoil you.”

“This isn’t the only thing that was my first.” she said, opening one eye and pointing it at me.

“What do you mean?”

“No condom, without pulling out.”

“Oh. Yeah.” I said, unable to explain myself. It was the heat of the moment, and I couldn’t be blamed for my actions while lust drunk for her flesh.

“I don’t mind. It was really hot.”

“You’re really hot. I can’t believe you just let me kidnap you like this, so willingly.” I said. “You’re my little red riding hood.”

“Eat me big bad wolf.” she said, purring sensually. It wasn’t a call to action that I could turn down, and once again, her shorts and panties ended up in a pile on the floor while I made like a big bad wolf, and started eating her. “Mmm…That’s even better than a massage.”

“I agree.” I said, looking up at her with my face between her legs. She had a tiny little landing strip, and the yummiest little hole I’d ever tasted. It wasn’t long before we were naked, with Megan taking charge and climbing up into my lap.

“I’m still getting used to you.” she said, wiggling herself into place, and slowly lowering herself onto my shaft.

“Oh my God, baby. I’ll never get enough of that.” I said, watching myself split her tightness as she sank down.

“Jackson!” she said, repeating my name over and over as I bounced her up and down on my hard dick, watching her gorgeous little tits bounce each time I thrust from the bottom. “Jackson, oh my gosh.”

“Yes, baby. Good girl, you’re doing such a good job.” I said, running my hands through her hair and biting her neck. “Yeah, ride that cock. Good girl, show me. Show me what a good little slut you are.”

“Ugh! Oh, gosh. It’s so big, daddy. Fuck.”

“Yeah, do you like daddy’s big cock? You like riding it?”

“Yes! Oh! Harder, daddy. Please.” she said, tossing back her head while I wrapped my lips around her puffy nipple, sucking and licking while she twerked in my lap, gripping my cock with incredible tightness, milking me until we were again doing the unthinkable.

“Fuck! I’m gonna cum, Megan. I’m gonna cum.”

“Yes, daddy. Do it. Make me pregnant with your cum.”

“Oh, fuck. Yes, baby. Yes. That’s what I want.” I said, grabbing her by the face and kissing her deeply as we grinded our hips together. It was completely irrational, trying to get pregnant on our very first day together, but the feeling was mutual under the drunkenness of unadulterated lust.

“Mmm…”

“Take it, baby. Take it.” I said, trailing off as my entire body began to tremble. Our impossible attraction made the orgasms melt my mind, and hang on for dear life while filling her for the second time that day.

“Oh, gosh. Daddy…” she arched her back as I came inside her, throwing caution to the wind on a complete wim. It was the most sensational feeling, clinging to her petite frame and emptying years of pent up tension.

“Megan.” I whispered, digging my fingers into the soft flesh of her asscheeks. She nestled her head against mine, and no further words were necessary. We just knew.

Chapter 5 - Megan

Even though I had my own, I elected to stay in his room that first night, letting him ravage me until we were both so exhausted we fell asleep. It was like being the first high from a powerful drug, and we rode it through the next several days.

Jackson was an artist, and sold digital copies as well as print copies of his work from various websites, including his own. A lot of his designs were also licensed for t-shirts, and he also did some commissions if the price was right.

“I started off tattooing, but over the years, I kind of gravitated towards digital art.” he said, letting me scroll through his artist page. It was really impressive, and somehow, he became even sexier.

“Jackson, this is amazing. I had no idea.”

“Awh, thanks baby.” he said, giving me a smooch. Our chemistry was too much, and it made me feel extra comfortable with him. Everytime we touched, it escalated to straight to dirty, depraved sex. No one had ever manhandled me like him, and he was so passionate that I couldn’t get enough.

He was intoxicating, and because he worked from home, we started spending all of our time together. Honestly, it was the smoothest transition imaginable. The two of us got along famously, and we started going out and meeting his friends. At first, he introduced me as his roommate, but it didn’t take long for him to start calling me his girlfriend.

I had no objections, and didn’t even care if it was official or not. He made me happier than I’d been in years, and he even loaned me the money to start taking online classes in exchange for free use of my body, a naughty request that I gladly obliged.

Within two months, I was pregnant. Six months later, we eloped. Three months later, well, I haven’t got there yet, but it’s gonna be a boy!

We’re waiting until after the baby is born before we have our wedding, and Alicia is going to be my maid of honor. It’s so funny looking back, at us both having inappropriate crushes on each other, to life happening and pulling us apart, and finally, coming full circle back into each other’s arms where we belong.

Massive Attraction

Chapter 1 - Johnny 

“Johnny, I don’t know what to do with Cassey anymore. She’s definitely going to end up pregnant, and I just have a bad feeling.” Rick said, in reference to his 19 year old stepdaughter. 

“What do you mean? Is she having sex?” I asked, interrupted from my steady gaze at the television in his basement. 

“I can’t say for sure, but it’s coming. She spends all of her time with her door closed, humping her teddy bears and doing God knows what else.” he said, shaking his head. 

“Well, she’s an adult. It was bound to happen.” I said, a bit uncomfortable with the topic. I’d known her since the wedding, about a year earlier, and had always secretly thought that she was absolutely gorgeous. 

“Yeah. It just came out of nowhere, one minute she was so sweet and innocent, and now she’s dressing like a whore, and masturbating for four hours a day.” he said. 

“Four hours a day?” I asked, a bit incredulous. 

“Dude, I’m not exaggerating. She keeps her headphones on and watches porn, I can hear it when I put my ear up to the door. It sounds like pretty hardcore stuff.” he said, crushing his empty beer can and getting up for another. 

“Why are you putting your ear up to her door? Give the poor girl some privacy.” I said, making a joke to loosen the mood. 

“I’m not trying to peep on her or anything, I just wish she would stop.” 

“Stop having sexual urges?” 

“Pretty much, yeah.” he said, cracking another can and laughing to himself. 

“What’d you say about humping her teddy bear?” I asked. 

“Well, this has to stay between us.” he said, muting the television and giving me a serious look. 

“Yeah, of course.” 

“She was in her room for two hours the other day, and when she finally came out to use the restroom, I went in there to look around, and I noticed that her teddy bear was soaking wet. I picked it up, and brought it to my face. It was definitely her pussy.” 

“Goodness. That’s kinda sexy, I’m not going to lie.” I said, naturally picturing Cassey naked, grinding her wet, young, tight little pussy on her teddy bear, making herself orgasm again and again in a vain attempt to relieve the pounding urges she must have been feeling. 

“Hey, don’t get any ideas. I’m going to keep her locked in that bedroom until she’s 26.” he said. 

“Don’t worry, I’m not exactly a teddy bear.” I said, getting up from the couch. It was getting late, and I needed to get out of there. 

“You headin’ out? 

“Yes sir. It’s that time.” I said, giving him a handshake before gathering my wallet and keys. “You coming up?” 

“No, I think I’m gonna crash down here tonight,” he said. 

“You and Shelly fighting?” 

“A little bit. She just needs some space.” 

“Alright, I’ll see you later.” 

“Will you grab me another beer before you go?” he asked. I went over to the fridge, and got him another cold one. I couldn’t help wondering if what he’d said was true, if Cassey had really turned into a little sex freak overnight. Didn’t matter either way, as she was as out of my age range as she was out of my league. 

Chapter 2 - Cassey 

I knew that my stepdad Rick was getting drunk in the basement, the same thing he did every night. I also knew that Johnny was down there with him, and would have to come up the stairs when he decided to leave for the night. 

Rick had been super weird ever since he saw my browser history. I didn’t even think about it, and handed him my laptop so he could look up somewhere to eat. Apparently, he stumbled across some of the porn I watched, and then freaked out. He took my laptop, and even my phone for a day, before my mom gave it back to me. 

He acted like I was some out of control whore, when in reality, I was just a horny virgin who wanted to get some experience. I’d hooked up with some guys around my age, handjobs and blowjobs, but never the real thing. 

Anyway, I overheard my mom talking to her friend Elizabeth on the phone one night, trying to set her up with Johnny. She mentioned that he had a big dick, giggling like a schoolgirl. I’m not sure what happened with that, or how she knew what he was packing, but it definitely put a mental image in my mind that I was having serious trouble shaking. 

Johnny was very attractive for his age, which was probably part of the reason my mom was trying to find someone for him to date. He lifted weights, and had the body to show for it. I didn’t really think about it when I met him, but over time, he’d really grown on me. After watching older men with younger women in adult videos, it kind of became a kink of mine. 

It definitely became a kink of mine, and something that haunted my mind constantly. Once I started masturbating to thoughts of my dad’s forty something friend Johnny, I knew things had gone too far. I was ready to lose my virginity, but Rick was so paranoid about me having sex that I was scared to even try leaving the house while he was around. 

Weeks had passed since I learned the news about Johnny, and truth be told, I kind of lost interest in everyone else. I don’t know if it’s because I was watching so much porn or what, but I just felt like I could seduce him anytime I wanted. Still, I wanted to keep it a secret, so I waited until that night, when my mom was already mad at Rick. When Johnny came up the stairs, my heart started pounding right away. 

I’d been hanging around the living room for the past two hours, making sure that I didn’t miss him. I kept thinking about the average sized guys I’d sucked on before, and fantasizing about finally getting something larger. By the time he appeared in the basement doorway, I was soaking wet in my shorts, and wearing no bra or underwear. I was so aroused that it kind of shocked me, even though it was exactly what I’d been waiting for all night. 

“Whoa! Hey Cassey.” he said, startled by my presence in the dark living room. 

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to startle you, sir.” I said, so nervous that it was blinding. I’m not even sure exactly what I said, I just remember pressing my body up against him. He was reluctant initially, backing up to the wall and going wide eyed when I leaned in, staring into his eyes and hoping that he’d take me. 

“What are you doing?” he asked, grabbing my hands as I placed them on his chest. 

“I really want you.” I said, so turned on that I didn’t even consider that he might reject my advances. He smiled, shaking his head and pushing my hands away. 

“That’s very flattering, coming from a beautiful young woman like yourself, but we can’t.” 

“Yes we can.” 

“Cassey, I’m 42 years old.” he said, giving me an earnest look in the eyes. 

“We could still have fun together. We don’t have to tell.” I said, pleading. I pressed myself up against him again, and I could feel his willpower withering. 

“It has to be a secret.” 

“I promise.” I said, holding up my pinky. 

“I can’t believe I’m even considering this.” he said, pausing momentarily before latching his pinky with mine. 

“What’s wrong daddy? You don’t want me?” I asked, pouring on the seduction and letting my hands move down between his legs. 

“That’s the problem. I do.” he said. Even from the outside of his sweatpants, I could tell that he was huge. My fingers wrapped around his cock, and we embraced with a deep kiss. It was actually happening, my ultimate forbidden fantasy. 

Chapter 3 - Johnny 

I knew that Rick wouldn’t be back upstairs for the rest of the night, but that didn’t eliminate all the danger. Shelly was in her bedroom, and just because the lights were off didn’t mean that she was asleep.

“Mmm…” she moaned, breaking our kiss and fluttering her lust drunk eyes. What Rick had been telling me was true, and there was no chance that I could say no to her. “You’re so big.”

“Am I?” I asked, inhaling her scent and feeling every urge to tear what little clothing she was wearing right off of her body, and bend her over the couch in the living room and take her right there.

“Yes.” she said, rubbing up and down my length and short circuiting my mind. She was too damn desirable, and her skimpy clothes made it impossible to resist her. Cassey crouched down in front of me, pulling it out and gasping when she saw it. “Wow.”

“We’re going to get caught.” I said, looking around the corner to check for her mother. “Ohhhh….my God.”

“Mmm…we will not. Mmm…” she slurped on the head of my cock, sending chills up my spine and making my legs weak. I grabbed her by the hair, letting her lick and kiss all over my pole for a second before pulling her to her feet.

“We’re going to your bedroom.” I said, still holding her by the hair and deftly transporting her down the hallway on her tippy toes. She was laughing, in a sort of deranged way that made me wonder what I’d gotten myself into.

“Pull my hair, daddy. Spank me. I don’t mind if you’re rough.” she said, right as I pushed her inside of her bedroom and closed the door behind us. Cassey was right back on her knees, pulling down my sweats and gobbling my cock like her life depended on it.

“Naughty little thing. I had no idea that you were such a horny little slut.” I said, still coming to terms with what was happening. She was so beautiful, and I realized how much time I’d spent trying to avoid checking her out.

“I can’t help it, daddy. I just really want to have sex.” she said, grinning and rubbing her wet lips all over the head.

“Me too. Take off your clothes.” I said. Cassey raised her arms and I pulled her white tank top up over her head, exposing her gorgeous little tits.

“Do your parents know your nipples are pierced?” I asked, groping her and finally letting myself indulge in my attraction. Sure, she was way too young for me, but God damn.

“Of course not. And they’re not gonna find out, are they?” she asked, lifting my hard cock out of the way and leaning in to suck on my balls.

“Oh my God, Cassey. You’re such a fucking doll.” I said, gripping her hair and trying to control my breathing. She was like a horny little pornstar trying to land a paying gig, and began touching herself while she inhaled my testicles.

“You’re so big, daddy. I think I’m in love with your cock.” she said, giggling dimly and continuing on. She impaled herself on my length, choking and gagging all over me until her viscous spit formed a puddle on the hardwood floor between us. I couldn’t take it anymore, I had to be inside her.

“That’s a good girl. You should try sitting on it before you tell me you love me.” I said, letting her slap her tongue with my cock and stare up at me with doe eyes. She was captivating, with a tight little body that was lean in the way that only a girl her age can be.

“Yes, sir. I’ll sit on it.” she said, her eyes going wide with excitement. She stood back up, and I pulled her to me for a kiss, gripping her ass with both hands and lifting her up into the air. Her legs wrapped around me, and I carried her to her bed, dropping her on the mattress and removing my clothes. Cassey’s shorts came off, and the moment I saw her pretty little pussy, I wanted it in my mouth.

“Let daddy taste you.” I said, leaning in and kissing her lips, finding that she was already extremely turned on.

“Oh, God.” she squealed when I tongued her clit, sucking and licking and watching her squirm for me. “Oh my God, daddy. That’s the best…”

“You like that?” I asked, raising my eyes to meet hers. Her brow was furrowed, her face full of intensity.

“Yes, daddy. That feels so good, please don’t stop.” she said, grabbing the back of my head and pushing me back down into it. I chuckled to myself, loving her reaction to the way I went down on her. Cassey seemed to have no inhibitions, pushing her hips against my face and grinding like mad. “Oh! Oh!”

“Mmm hmm…Are you gonna cum for me?” I asked, throbbing hard and loving every second of it. She brought out an almost primal level of desire in me, and I kept feasting until her body was shaking uncontrollably.

“Yes! Oh, fuck. Yes!” She called out, gripping the sheets with no concern of being overheard. The way she flopped around beneath me, her eyes rolling back as she arched her back. It had been a long time since I’d seen a woman cum like that, and it filled me with hunger.

“It’s so tight.” I said, letting my fingers explore her and giving her a moment to recover. A smile spread across her lips.

“I’m a virgin.”

“What?” I asked, completely shocked by her admission. She seduced me with such confidence, and sucked my cock like a pro. It was the last thing I expected to hear, and I wasn’t sure if I believed her.

“I’ve never had sex before. I broke my hymen with a dildo a few months ago.” she said.

“Oh. Well then, I guess we’ll have to change that.”

“Please, daddy? I want it so badly.” she said, her tone seething with sensuality. As if I could tell her no.

“Of course, baby.”

“Can you be on top first?” she asked.

“I’d love that.” I said, lowering my torso over hers, and pushing myself to her opening. “I want you to put it in.”

“Yes sir.” she said, reaching between us to stroke my length, lining it up with her opening and assisting my entry as I slowly pressed my hips against her. It felt like my brain exploded inside of my skull, and any doubt of her virginity was instantly removed as I felt her immaculate tightness.

“Cassey…Fuck!” I said, cupping her face and staring into her innocent eyes as I claimed her virginity, bottoming out inside her and making her bite down on her lip.

“You’re so big….I love it.”

“Such a good girl, come here. Wrap your legs around me.” I said, shocked by our chemistry. We’d never even flirted before, as it was far too awkward for me to show that I found my friend’s 19 year old step daughter attractive.

“Now can I say it?” she asked, gripping my arms and trembling as I slowly worked my hips against her.

“Say what?”

“That I love your cock.” she said.

“I love hearing you say that.” I said, humping her harder and faster. I knew that what we were doing was wrong, and that no one was going to understand, but I needed it and couldn’t stop myself. I kissed all of her supple tits, massaging her nipple with my tongue as I slowly increased the pace until her bed was rocking back and forth, squeaking rhythmically as we grinded together.

“I love it, daddy. I love your dick.” she whimpered, doing exactly as she was told. I grabbed her ankles, spreading her flexible legs wide and staring down between us as I took her. It was almost surreal, and I watched my cock disappear inside of her over and over. She was an aesthetic vision from my dreams, desirable down to the square inch.

“Mmmm…” I grunted, sucking on her big toe and watching the way her little tits jiggled with each pelvic collision.

“Harder! Please…oh God.”

“Yes, that’s my good girl. You like it, don’t you baby?”

“So much. So much daddy.” she said, locking eyes and then lips. I loved the way she kissed, aggressive and full of tongue, like she was completely overtaken by her own physical urges.

“You’re such a cutie pie, and I can’t stop.” I said. Her wetness was immense, and I could feel her warm juices squirting all over my cock as it slipped in and out, pumping her like a plunger until the entire room was shaking.

“Daddy!”

“Yes, Cassey. You’re gonna make me cum so hard.”

“Yes! That’s what I want. That’s all I want, daddy.” she said, begging and pleading for me to finish for her. It was a side of her I’d obviously never seen before, and without thinking about the consequences, I pinned her hips to the mattress and power fucked her until I was erupting inside of her, every nerve stimulated to the max and saying her name.

“Cassey, oh my God, Cassey. I love it.” I said, emptying my nuts inside of her. It was a moment of peak lust, where no part of my rational thinking brain was on line. She felt too good, it wasn’t even fair.

Chapter 4 - Cassey

Mind blowing. Absolutely mind blowing, and I’ll never forget it. Johnny laid on top of me after we finished, his hard cock still pulsing inside me. It was a novel sensation, being filled to the brim by an older man without a condom.

“So pretty.” he whispered, placing baby kisses on my neck and tickling me with his stubble. My nerves felt like they were in hyper mode, as every touch felt so good.

“Thank you.” I whispered, unsure of exactly what I was thanking him for. I was a little euphoric, and had never wanted to cuddle with someone more in my life. Johnny slid himself out from inside me, sliding in behind me and pulling my ass to his crotch.

“I have to sneak out of here soon.”

“I know, but I wish you could stay forever.” I said, clutching his arm against me and nestling my booty against him as cum dripped onto my sheets. I’d never felt closer to someone, or more in their possession.

“Me too.” he said, resting his cheek against mine and groping my breast gently. I let out a sigh, and let myself relax into his cuddles. I couldn’t help wondering if we had a future, or if this was more of a fling. Neither would have disappointed me, just as long as we got to do it again.

The way he fucked me amplified everything, and after he left, I found myself touching myself while replaying it in my head. I wondered if my mother knew, if she’d noticed his car pulling out at such a late hour.

When I woke up, I had a couple of text messages from a number that wasn’t in my phone.

JOHNNY: This is Johnny. Text me when you wake up.

JOHNNY: I’m having a little trouble right now.

CASSEY: Hey!

CASSEY: Oh no, what’s wrong?

JOHNNY: I can’t stop thinking about you.

CASSEY: You’re too sweet. I feel the same.

JOHNNY: What are your plans?

CASSEY: For today? I don’t really have any.

JOHNNY: You should come to my house. We can have fun together.

CASSEY: I’d love to. Let me eat breakfast and take a shower.

JOHNNY: Good girl. Text me when you’re on your way.

CASSEY: Yes daddy.

My heart raced as we texted back and forth. It was exactly what I wanted, and I got ready right away. Mom was at work, and I saw Rick before I left, but he was very hungover and didn’t say anything.

I was glad to get out of there without any questions, as I was still a bit nervous about the night before. I didn’t realize it in the moment, but I was literally screaming while Johnny fucked me. It was a horrifying thought, either of them overhearing us the night before, and I pushed it out of my head.

Never in my life had I felt so drawn to someone as to Johnny. I’d been fantasizing non stop about losing my virginity, and becoming more and more interested in sex in the months leading to that night, and it kind of threw me for a loop just how freaking attached and bonded I felt to him.

I wore short jean shorts and a revealing crop top, and parked directly in front of his house. Some of his neighbors were out doing yard work, and I noticed one guy stop what he was doing to check me out. It made me feel like all of their eyes were on me, following me as I walked to his doorstep, like they knew exactly why I was there, and what we were going to do.

“Hey cuteness.” he said, shirtless and wearing a pair of gray sweatpants that perfectly showcased the distinct outline of his bulge. “My eyes are up here.”

“Oh, sorry.” I said, feeling myself turn red as he let me inside, closing the door behind us. I’d been to his place several times, but never alone. Never under these circumstances.

“I’m glad you came over, I wasn’t gonna be able to think straight until I got my hands on you again.” he said, his big strong hands gripping my ass and pulling me against him. I smiled reflexively, placing my hands on his shoulders when he leaned in.

His kiss felt so familiar, even though our first had been the day prior. He instantly made me feel naughty, and I grinded against his leg while our tongues swirled together. He swept me off of my feet, literally, and carried me straight to his bedroom.

“This is so romantic.” I said, fully content to be wrapped up in his muscular arms.

“Just for a minute.” he said, “it’s about to get very x-rated.”

“Ooh!” I said, as he tossed me like a sack of potatoes onto the bed. He practically pounced on me, pulling and tugging at my clothes in a mad race to get me naked. It felt so effortless and right, and I didn’t even think about how vulnerable I was with him.

“You know I have to keep you, right?” he asked between aggressive kisses, reaching down between my legs and stimulating my clit with his fingertips.

“How come?”

“Cause I want to.” he said, pulling down his sweatpants. It flopped out in such a dramatic way, reminding me of how much I enjoyed worshiping him.

“You know what I want?” I asked, grinning as he scooted his hips towards my head, holding himself by the base and teasing me by wagging it back and forth.

“Something to suck on?” he asked. I nodded, opening my mouth as he leaned over me, dangling his length in front of my mouth, a temptation I couldn’t resist. I’d been practicing for months on a dildo, but there was nothing that compared to his raw, hard flesh, pulsing in my mouth as I opened wide.

“Mmm…”

“Get it nice and wet, spit on it. It’s time for you to learn how to sit on daddy’s cock.” he said. I did as I was told, and when he laid down, I climbed on top of him. It was different than just laying beneath him, but it was another position that I’d practiced extensively, and truth be told, I always came the hardest while I was on top of it, which was kind of frightening considering how hard I came from bottom the night before.

“Okay, here we go.” I whispered, speaking more to myself as I wiggled him into position. I felt a chill surge through my body as I sank my weight onto him, my walls being split and stretched so that I could accommodate his endowment. “Ugh!”

“Good girl, show daddy how much you want it.” he said, growling into my ear and kissing my neck. “So wet.”

“Yes, daddy. For you.” I said. His hands moved to my ass, pulling my cheeks apart as he thrust from the bottom, filling me like never before as a squealing noise I’d never made came out of me. I had no control of the sounds, and covered my own mouth with both hands as he began jack hammering away.

“Oh, fuck, Cassey. That’s so fucking good.” his balls began slapping against my ass, and it felt more like I was on bottom again, held in place with both hands pulled behind my back.

“Oh!” my eyes bulged as he barreled his way inside, hitting spots I didn’t know existed and making me see stars. He felt so strong, holding me in place and using me like a human fleshlight.

“That’s my little slut. Are you gonna cum for me?”

“Yes!” I cried, practically limp but going nowhere.

“Cum for me.” his low, guttural tone had a visceral effect, and hearing him command me to cum sent me straight to the edge, with his hard length pummeling me over it.

“Ahh…oh, oh, oh!” It was like a slow building wave, and I could feel its intensity before it crashed. Johnny didn’t break the pace, pounding me into oblivion and pumping me full of hot cum in the process. I was in another world, lost in space and high on ecstasy.

“Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!” he grunted, squeezing my torso and thrusting as we crossed every line. Again. No protection, no pullout, no birth control.

Chapter 5 - Johnny

I was invigorated by her, and so lost in the moment that I did it again. There was no doubt that I was playing with fire, but I didn’t have the willpower to pull out of her. It was that fucking good. She cuddled up to me afterwards, and I squeezed her tight.

“Why haven’t we done this before?” I asked, kissing the top of her head. She giggled, running her nail in little circles on my chest.

“Because I didn’t have the guts to try and seduce you.” she said.

“I’m glad you found the courage.”

“Me too.”

Cassey wanted to shower, so I followed her there. Again, I was running on lust fueled instincts that I could hardly comprehend. I’d been single for some time, and certainly wasn’t used to having access to a stunning young woman like her. It was mesmerizing, and I wondered if my own biology was tricking me into breeding her.

I rubbed her body down with body wash, taking my time and savoring her soft flesh. I kissed her belly button, working slowly up to her breasts, nibbling on the steel bars and letting my fingers move between her legs.

“Turn around.” I said, helping her spin around and lowering myself behind her.

“What are you doing?” she asked, giggling with anticipation as I pulled her cheeks apart with my hands, pulled to her ass like a tractor beam. She inhaled sharply, jerking at the novel sensation of a tongue rolling over her asshole.

“Mmm…” I moaned, letting her know I approved. I squeezed and munched at her anus for a couple minutes, as long as I could handle before I needed to escalate things again. She leaned forward, resting her head against the shower wall as I took her again, quickly falling right back into the same pattern we’d created. No condom, no questions, and a hot sticky finish.

It didn’t take long for me to notice that the way we interacted was a lot like a couple. She clung to me, and would willingly bend over or spread her legs if I so much as said the word. She spent the night, and the following night. Eventually, I got a text message from Rick asking if I’d seen her.

“You didn’t tell your parents that you were staying out?” I asked, a bit panicked. It wasn’t the end of the world, but I’d rather they didn’t know about what we were doing, at least not yet.

“What was I supposed to tell them? I’m spending the night at Johnny’s because I can’t get enough of his dick?” she asked, topless and seductively eating a banana.

“Just tell them you spent the night at a friend’s house.”

“I did. It was just one of their friends.” she said, laughing. “I’ll let them know I’m okay.”

“Thank you.” I said.

Cassey made the trip home to grab some clothes later that day, and was back in my arms a few hours later. I thought back to my first time, and how intense the connection was. I’d been so swept up in our whirlwind fuck fest that I hadn’t really stopped to consider how I was going to proceed.

She was 19 years old, gorgeous, great in bed, and a blast to be around. It seemed so simple, yet it wasn’t. The age gap was going to make people look at us sideways, especially Rick and Shelly. It wasn’t the most enviable position, but I couldn’t see myself breaking it off with her. As long as she would have me, I’d love to keep her.

I went over to hang out with Rick a few times over the next month, and felt a constant feeling of awkwardness. He had no idea that I was banging his stepdaughter, but I didn’t like keeping a secret like that. At the same time, I wasn’t exactly sure how to tell him.

We’d been together for less than two months, and that’s when it happened. Cassey was pregnant, with three over the counter tests as proof.

“Fuck.”

“Yeah, fuck.” she said. I could tell she was worried, so I gave her a big hug.

“I’m scared.”

“It’s okay, sweetheart. We can do this. Too easy.”

“Wait, you want to keep it?” she asked, breaking our embrace and looking up at me with tears in her eyes.

“Uh, yeah. I mean, yeah.” I said. A huge smile broke out on her face, and she gripped me harder than she ever had, jumping into my arms and wrapping her legs around my waist. That’s when I realized that it was for real.

Cassey was pregnant with my child. It was a wild couple of months, and thinking back on it made my head spin, but I was happy.

It didn’t go over well with her parents, who kicked her out, and refused to talk to me at first. That wore off after a month or so, and we slowly worked our way back into their good graces. I understand completely how they felt, but I wanted them to see that I had every intention of treating her right and taking care of her.

It’s pretty late to have my first child, but I think it offers some unique advantages. Plus, they’ll still have one parent with some youth left in them. We haven’t found out the sex of the baby just yet, but it’s been a very smooth transition into living together. It’s almost like we had some practice.

Cassey is as gorgeous as ever, with a little baby bump that’s just starting to show. I feel like the luckiest man in the world, as it’s been just as easy to fall into and stay in love with her as it was for us falling into lust.

kStudy Buddies

Chapter 1 - Stacy

“I’d normally tell you to stay after class, but I have plans. How does later tonight sound?” he asked. It was kind of an odd request, coming from my English professor, but I knew that the university had very relaxed rules when it came to student faculty relationships.

“Oh, yeah. That’s fine. What time were you thinking?” I asked, feeling my body flush with heat.

“How does my place at ten sound?” he asked, looking directly into my eyes. I could practically feel the other student’s eyes on me from behind, while I stood at his desk feeling like a dirty little slut for wanting him so badly.

“That works. You said ten?” I asked, my mind short circuiting as I tried to process what was happening.

“Correct. Here’s my phone number, shoot me a text. I’ll get a hold of you with the details later.” he said, sliding a piece of paper with his name and phone number printed in black ink.

“Thank you.” I said, taking the paper and smiling back at him before returning to my desk. My heart was pounding, and my friend Angela couldn’t stop grinning as I approached and sat down beside her.

“Oh my gosh, what did he say?” she asked, whispering and making sure not to call any extra attention to us. My heart was pounding, and he kept making eye contact with me.

“I’ll tell you later.” I whispered back, neatly folding the piece of paper and sliding it into my purse. Professor Jack was a major dream boat, and it was kind of a known thing that he was one of the hottest professors on campus, which is saying a lot. Never in a million years did I think I had a chance with him, or any of the other incredibly handsome faculty members I was always hearing about involved with much younger female students. After class, we walked outside and I felt like a million dollars.

“What did Professor Jack say?” Angela asked.

“He gave me his phone number.”

“What? No way!”

“I swear, look. He wants me to meet him at his place at ten.”

“Ten o’clock at night?” she asked, taking each piece of information like it was a stick of dynamite tea.

“Yeah. He said he wants to give me some extra help.”

“He wants to give you something extra alright.” she said, nudging me with her elbow as we walked across campus to our next class.

“I don’t know about all that.”

“Think about it, why else would he invite you to his house, late on a Friday night?” she asked.

“I did think that was kind of weird. The time.” I said.

“Oh my gosh. You’re gonna be one of those girls who hooks up with a professor.” she said. Angela and I were good friends, hitting it off after being paired together in our freshman dorms. She was a lot like me, a bit naive and inexperienced in comparison to some of the more wild students at Taboo University.

“I am not.”

“You don’t really think you’re going over there to eat biscuits and sip tea, do you?” she asked, causing me to laugh out loud.

“Biscuits and tea? What even is that?”

“I dunno, he seems kind of British to me.” she said. I kept laughing at her remarks, but I couldn’t help wondering if she was right. I definitely agreed with her, that it was a very strange request for a professor to invite his female student over to his house, but at the same time, maybe he really did just want to help me with some of my work.

We sat down in our next class, and I kind of zoned out. All I could think about was Professor Jack, so tall, handsome, and powerful. If he really did have less than honorable intentions in regards to our meeting, then I was sure it would go well, as I was completely taken by him, and couldn’t possibly see myself rejecting his advances.

On the other hand, I could see myself accepting them, and that’s what I spent the rest of the day doing, daydreaming about all of the naughty things that might happen if I dared to show up to his home.

It’s not like I had other plans, and I wasn’t going to tell him no.

Chapter 2 - Jack

I didn’t take the job at Taboo University for the same reasons as a lot of the other faculty. Sure, I liked the laxed regulations and open atmosphere, but I wasn’t looking for love with nineteen and twenty year old coeds.

When I took the job, I was married. That deteriorated shortly after, and I found myself a single man going into my second year as a professor at the University. Still, I wasn’t in a rush to get back on the dating scene, and I wasn’t thinking of my students as potential partners. Well, not until Stacy showed up in my morning English class.

The phrase love at first sight seems kind of cheesy and cliche to me, but she definitely caught my attention. The school was littered with beautiful women, and my classes were no exception. I saw them all day, in their short skirts, with their perfect, lean bodies, making faces and eyes at me. She was just different, and it made her stand out right away.

Instead of dressing to the nines, and shamelessly flirting with me, she showed up in sweatpants and a messy bun, taking notes and actually paying attention. She was her own person, with the type of confidence that was quiet, but noticeable if you knew what you were looking for.

Even though it was Taboo University, I remained professional with her in every way. At least at first. She was such a cutie, and I loved the way she furrowed her little brow while listening to my lectures. It wasn’t often that a young female student really seemed to get me, but that was the case with her.

Stacy was highly intelligent, a fact I picked up on after reading her very first assignment. I found her physically attractive from the moment I laid my eyes on her, but she was kind of quiet in class, so I didn’t really get to know her. Her writing had an unmistakable voice, an almost flippant tone, dripping with self deprecating humor and sharp wit. I started assigning prompts specifically to see what she had to say on different topics, and that’s kind of how I got to know her at first.

I’d never done anything like that before, becoming so personally interested in a student like that. I knew exactly why, and I saw no reason to deny it to myself. I wanted her. Half my age, a student, and all I could think about.

I reminded myself that it was Taboo University, and that asking her out was perfectly allowed. At times, honestly, it even seemed like it was encouraged. I knew that I had to get her outside of class, in a more intimate, casual setting to ensure that I wasn’t projecting a personality onto her based on her writing ability, or perhaps, my own horniness. Being single and surrounded by gorgeous women half your age, most of whom aren’t shy about wanting to fuck you, is certainly a recipe for bottled sexual tension.

Anyway, I finally decided enough was enough. Maybe she already had a boyfriend, I wasn’t sure, but I figured I could at least let her know that I was interested by inviting her back to my place for some one on one time. I told her it was for extra help, and maybe it would be, as I really did want to pick her brain. I was also well aware that those weren’t my main intentions. As far as I was concerned, it was a date.

I started to worry that I’d come on too strong, or that she wasn’t interested. Finally, she texted.

STACY: Hey Professor Jack, this is Stacy. From your 9 AM English class.

JACK: Hey Stacy. Are we still on for tonight?

STACY: That’s what I was going to ask you.

JACK: Absolutely, we have studying to do. Does ten still work?

STACY: I can do ten.

JACK: Good girl. My little study buddy.

STACY: I like that.

JACK: Your new pet name?

STACY: Well, that too. Being your study buddy.

JACK: We’re gonna do so much studying.

STACY: You’re naughty.

JACK: Am I? What’s naughty about wanting to study in private, one on one with a beautiful girl ?

STACY: Nevermind, lol. I can’t wait to see you.

JACK: Wear something cute for me.

STACY: Yes sir.

JACK: You’re a doll.

STACY: I’m blushing.

JACK: I want to make you do more than blush.

STACY: OMG. Professor Jack, I can’t right now.

JACK: What do you mean?

STACY: I don’t know, I’m just getting very turned on.

JACK: Oh? Is your body reacting to the anticipation of tonight?

STACY: Very much.

JACK: Are you wet for me?

STACY: Fuck, we’re really doing this. Yes I am.

JACK: Where are you?

STACY: I’m at my dorm, waiting for tonight.

JACK: What color are your panties?

STACY: They’re black.

JACK: Reach into them, touch yourself for daddy.

STACY: You’re daddy now?

JACK: Well, I am old enough to be your father.

STACY: I don’t want to cum yet. I want to save it for you.

JACK: Good girl, you better. I still want you to touch yourself, slowly. Think about my head between your legs, inhaling your scent and tonguing that sweet little hole of yours.

STACY: You’re killing me. I want it so bad.

JACK: Are you touching yourself?

STACY: Yes daddy. It feels so good.

JACK: Just thinking about you is making me throb with arousal. You should see how hard you make me.

STACY: Daddy, fuck.

JACK: Remember, don’t climax. Be obedient.

STACY: I’m trying not to, but it feels so good.

JACK: It will be well worth the wait, angel. Just think about how good it’s going to feel when my cock slides inside of you.

STACY: I want to cum, daddy.

JACK: Not yet. You can come over earlier if you want.

STACY: I want. When should I leave?

JACK: I’m free now.

STACY: Now? Okay, give me a minute.

JACK: I want your submission, Stacy. When you get here, I want you to be completely subservient to me. Let me take the lead, and let me do as I please.

STACY: You’re so kinky, I love it. I’ll do everything you tell me to do.

JACK: Such a good girl. How’d I get so lucky?

STACY: I’ve always had a submissive side. You’re the first man to really tap into it.

JACK: We’ve only just begun, my love. I’m going to ruin you.

STACY: I want you to.

JACK: Get your sexy little ass over here, and prepare to be my sex slave.

STACY: Oh, gosh. Yes daddy.

I hadn’t expected our conversation to head in such a devious direction, and she left me so hard that it was almost painful. I’d been at home for about an hour, and saw no reason to delay our meeting any longer. It was pretty obvious that the attraction was mutual, and I couldn’t believe it.

Stacy was an absolute peach, effortlessly pulling on all of my strings of arousal just by being herself. I wanted her something fierce, and it was so surreal that I needed to pinch myself several times. I’d been married for thirteen years, and hadn’t been with another woman since the divorce. My body was fully aware of what was on the table, as I couldn’t push the thoughts of her soft, naked flesh out of my mind while I paced through the house, awaiting her arrival.

She brought out my dominant side, as I wanted to be in complete and total control of her, physically and mentally. What started as my attempt at a date had quickly turned into a BDSM themed evening, with my nineteen year old infatuation as my submissive in training. I had myself a drink while waiting, playing out all of the dirty things I wanted to do to her.

Chapter 3 - Stacy

He started by making me so horny that I couldn’t think straight, and then immediately sent me into complete panic mode.

“Angela, he wants me to come over now.” I said, emerging from the bathroom in a huff.

“Professor Jack?”

“Yeah.”

“That’s good, right?” she asked, surprised by my demeanor. My heart was pounding in my chest, and as much as I wanted to go to his house, submit sexually and let all of my inhibitions go and be his little play toy, I just as badly wanted to press the pause button and hide under my bed.

“It is. Yeah. Things just got very sexual, and now I’m freaking out.” I said, rushing around the dorm in a rush to get ready. “Something cute, he said to wear something cute.”

“Baby, settle down. Take a deep breath.” Angela said, grabbing me by the wrists and taking a deep breath. She looked into my eyes, smiling as she helped me get a hold of myself. “Just relax. We’re gonna find you something to wear, and then you’re gonna go to his house. This is fine.”

“You’re right. It’s just so charged now. I told him that I was going to submit to him.”

“Oh, wow. Like, sexually?”

“Yeah.”

“Is that not what you expected?” she asked.

“I have no idea. He’s so hot, but it’s intimidating. I’ve never done something like this before.” I said, reigniting my nerves as I thought about the daunting task before me.

“He’s older, he’s probably kinky. Just have fun with it.” she said. “It’s Professor Jack. He’s awesome.”

“Fuck. You’re right, this just doesn’t happen to me.”

“It’s happening now, baby. Let’s try to make the most of it.” she said. Angela really saved the day, putting things into perspective and reminding me that it was okay to feel apprehensive. She helped me pick out some slutty summer attire, and the next thing I knew, I was pulling out of my parking spot and following my GPS to my college professor’s house. For sex.

“Okay, I got this.” I said, putting on some music to help me get into the mood. It felt almost shameful, being so under the control of my own impulses, and knowing that I was helpless to my own attraction. I didn’t have the ability to tell him no, nor did I desire to.

Fake it until you make it, that was the plan. I was on autopilot through the whole drive, and I turned into his neighborhood to see that the entire block was lined with massive estates. Every house seemed more impressive than the last, until I was pulling into a long driveway leading to what was practically a castle. It was Jack’s house, a dark, brooding place that made me think of the original Addams family.

STACY: I just pulled up. Your house is scary.

JACK: It is not. I’m coming out.

I turned off my car, took a deep breath, and stepped out. The sun had almost set, and the entire house was overtaken by shadows. His boots clicked on the concrete, approaching down the driveway and drawing my attention.

“Hello Stacy.” he said, still dressed in slacks and a button up shirt. His deep voice boomed, and somehow put me at ease the moment he greeted me.

“Hi, Professor.” I said, eliciting a frown.

“We’re not in class. You can call me Jack.”

“Oh. Yeah.” I laughed.

“Such a pretty smile. You can always call me daddy as well, but we’ll save that for a little later.” he said, placing his hand on the small of my back and leading me towards the front door.

“Okay.” I said, giggling with excitement. Despite its off putting exterior, the house was absolutely gorgeous inside, with high ceilings, and a loft.

“What do you think?” he asked, giving my butt a gentle little squeeze as I eyed the spiral staircase in awe.

“It’s beautiful.” I said, truly blown away. It looked like something straight out of a magazine, with high end furniture and expensive looking art adorning the walls. It had a cozy feel despite it all, and I felt instantly at home.

“Give me your hand. I’ll show you the master bedroom.” he said, taking my hand and leading me up the wrought iron staircase.

“So this is where the magic happens?” I asked, the words leaving my mouth without thinking as I laid my eyes on his oversized mattress.

“Why don’t you lay down? Let me show you.” he said, placing his hands on my shoulders. His strong hands sent shivers through me as he massaged my back, and I crawled into his bed, laying down flat on my stomach while he mounted me, continuing to rub.

“Oh my gosh, this is exactly what I need.” I said, tingling like crazy as his thumbs sent me to the promised land.

“I’ll always have time to worship you, Stacy.” he whispered, moving along the sides of my spine, down to my lower back.

“Mmm…I like that.”

“I like this. I’ll rub you down anytime.” he said, pulling my shirt up and exposing my back. “Such soft skin.”

“Is this your move? To bring students to your place, give them a massage, and then have your way with them?” I asked, teasing him a little. His hands were skilled, and made any anxieties I had melt away.

“That depends, is it working?”

“Have your way with me, daddy.” I said, right as he reached around and unbuttoned the front of my jean shorts, sliding them down my legs and leaving me in nothing but my red thong.

“You shouldn’t have said that.” he said, chuckling confidently as he took hold of my ass with both hands, rubbing my cheeks in a circular motion. The hairs stood up on my back, and I felt the mood shifting primal.

“I can’t believe I’m at my professor’s house, getting a massage.”

“You’re gonna get more than a massage, baby.” he said, squeezing into my flesh and pulling it apart. “Such a pretty little pussy.”

“Daddy…so bad.” I said, giggling as he ogled my body. He’d always been charming, but it made me feel extra special having it pointed at me.

“It’s your fault.”

“How is it my fault?” I asked, turning to look back at him.

“You short circuit my biology. It isn’t fair.” he said, pausing the massage to begin unbuttoning his shirt.

“So you’re blaming me?”

“That’s right. And you’re going to take it. And I blame hard.” he said, undoing the buttons one at a time and eyeing me like I was a piece of freshly cooked steak.

“You’re bad.”

“Just don’t tell anyone. I have a squeaky clean image to uphold.” he said.

“Oh, do you?”

“I mean, kind of.” he said, flashing his grin and opening up his shirt. It was the first time I’d seen his body, and his muscular torso sent a spark straight through to the depths of my lady parts.

“Why do I doubt that?”

“Because it’s been ten minutes and I’ve already got you practically naked. I think that might be biasing your judgment.”

“Shouldn’t it?”

“No.” he said, completely straight faced. I started laughing, and he grabbed a bottle of lube from the drawer and then squeezed some onto his palm.

“Well, it does.”

“You probably won’t believe me.” he said, rubbing his hands together and then smacking them down onto my ass cheeks. “But you’re the first student I’ve ever brought over to my place.”

“You’re right. I don’t believe you.” I said. “But I don’t mind, because you are the first professor I’ve ever had a sleepover with.”

“Who said you’re sleeping over? You came in your car, you can leave in your car.” he said, fighting back a smile.

“Fine. No cuddles.”

“You’re a mean little thing.”

“Am not. You provoked me.”

“Threatening to withhold affection. Not a very submissive thing to do.” he said, spreading the lube all over my ass and legs.

“I’m sorry, daddy. What can I do to make it up to you?” I asked, changing my tone as his warm hands explored my flesh.

“Right now, I need you to finish removing your top. And the bra.” he said. I did as I was told, and he proceeded to oil me up and rub me down.

“This is amazing. I did not expect this.” I said, stretching out my body and completely letting go under his touch. Having his warm hands running over every crevice of my body was highly erotic, and the tingling between my legs slowly and steadily grew.

“Look at that. So pretty.” he said, pulling my ass apart and ogling my holes. The vulnerable feeling only added to the titillation, gripping my focus because I knew that at any moment our little rubdown would escalate. If only I could have told Angela what was taking place, she wouldn’t have believed it.

“Oh!” I squealed as he pressed his lips down onto the back of my leg, kissing gently and working towards my center.

“It’s okay, sweetie. Relax.” he said, rubbing my inner thigh, letting his hand graze closer and closer.

“It feels good.” I said, tensing up as his fingertips found my naughty spot, skillfully zeroing in and sending an electric current of vibrating pleasure straight through me. “Unghhh…”

“Yeah, you like that, don’t you?”

“Nnnhnn…Yes. Oh my God.” I put my own hand over my mouth to prevent the strange animal noises I was making uncontrollably. His thick fingers pushed inside of me, and his thumb spread lube onto my asshole.

“Put your ass in the air. Good girl, let daddy play with that pretty little pussy. I want to see how hard I can make you cum.” he said, his thumb slipping into my anus and making me call out in agony. “Yes, it’s okay baby. Moan for daddy, let me hear how good it feels.”

“Oh…God.” I said, my eyes bulging as the novel sensations took over my being. I was reduced to a blubbering mess, my face smashed into a pillow while his fingers plugged me like a bowling ball, powerfully taking my own pleasure out of my own hands. “Ugh!”

“Scream for daddy, let it out. It’s okay, baby.” he said, knowing exactly how to push my internal buttons. “So wet. I’m gonna make you squirt, and then I’m gonna lick it up.”

“Ugh! Fuck.” I said, curling and shaking beneath his touch. The intensity skyrocketed, and I completely lost my sense of self as he forced me to orgasm. My entire body flooded with pressure, and it felt like an explosion of pleasure between my legs.

Jack buried his face between my cheeks, hungrily lapping away at my pussy and sending me further under his spell. Tears streamed down my cheeks, and his tongue slurped and sucked while he continued torturing my clit. I could feel the trickle of my own immense wetness, dripping down my shaking thighs.

“Mmm…” he grunted, pulling my ass apart and feasting like a hungry beast, dragging his tongue over my asshole and making my back arch reflexively. “I need it.”

“Yes.” I said, completely disoriented and still processing the most powerful climax of my life. No man had ever handled me like that, taken such stark control of my pleasure centers and made me arrive so hard. Jack stripped down, and I turned my head slowly just in time to see him approaching me from behind, holding his absolute python of a cock by the base.

“Such a tiny little pussy.” he said, his eyes almost possessed as he stared down at me. “Get on your hands and knees.”

“Yes sir.” I whimpered, suddenly terrified. It was gorgeous, thick and veiny, but it was also formidable in a way that made me question if he would even fit inside. My post coital bliss left me very suggestible, and I dug my fingers into the sheets as he pressed his bulbous hammerhead against my opening, moving it up and down and pushing forward to try and make it fit.

“Fuck, baby. It’s so little.” he said, pushing my head down flat and trying again to dip himself into me.

“Ugh!” I moaned as he took hold of my hair, pinning my head on the pillow and forcing himself inside me. Pain rang out, but I was too far gone to react. His thickness pushed open my walls, making me see stars as he forcefully laid claim to me.

“Yeah, that’s my little cunt now. My little pussy.” he said, his dirty talk one continuous flow of the filthiest things a man had ever said to me. Our bodies slapped together as he bottomed out, making me squeal uncontrollably while he fucked me like a sex toy.

“Ugh! Unnnn!”

“Good girl, squeal for that big daddy dick. Take it, baby. Make daddy spurt in your fertile little cunt.” he said, the word fertile ringing out in my head. His hot flesh barreled in and out of me without a condom, displacing my wetness and making squishing sounds as he slammed his hips against me like a jackhammer.

“Uh, uh, uh, funnhhhkk…ah!”

“You make it so hard, Stacy. You make it so fucking hard.” he said, yanking on my hair and forcing his fingers into my mouth as he laid his torso on top of me. He began grinding, feeding me long, slow strokes that hit spots I didn’t know existed. “Such a pretty little thing, daddy isn’t gonna be able to get enough of you.”

“It’s so big, daddy.”

“I know, angel. You’re doing so good.” he pulled me onto my side, slipping in beside me and slowing things down. “Play with your clit for me.”

“Yes, daddy.” I said, reaching down to touch myself even though I was already trembling. He groped my breasts, pinching my nipple as he pulled me in for a passionate kiss. His tongue invaded my mouth and he started thrusting harder, filling me so completely that I couldn’t control my bodily reactions.

“Look at how your foot is shaking.” he said, holding my leg up and scanning my body with his eyes. He made me feel so small, and so under his power. “You’re adorable.”

“I can’t stop cumming.” I said, touching myself for him like he told me to.

“What’s wrong with that?” he asked, pulling his cock out of me and leaving such an empty void. “Spread your legs. I want to look into your eyes while I fill you with cum.”

“I’m not on birth control.” I said, letting him mount me and put it back in.

“I don’t care.” he whispered, pulling me in for a kiss and hammering away. His fat cock instantly made my worries disappear, and I wrapped my legs around him while he buried it in me over and over. “You’re perfect.”

“Daddy, fuck. I love it.”

“You love daddy’s dick?” he asked, kissing my neck and thumping. I’d never been with a man like him before, someone with so much stamina that he could make me cum so many times that I couldn’t even think straight.

“Ugh! Yes, daddy. I love your cock.” I said, staring into his eyes as he cupped the back of my neck and fed me his juicy length to completion. His shoulders and stomach muscles tightened up as he called out, his forehead resting against mine as he sent us both past the point of no return. It was so intense, so intimate and bonding, all I remember is seizing beneath him, and feeling his hot cum being pumped into me while we grunted and groaned.

“Stacy.” he said, eyes closed and letting out a massive sigh. His muscles were pumped up with blood and he was covered in a thin layer of sweat. His torso raised, breathing heavily as a satisfied smile spread across his face. “I need that in my life.”

“Well, here I am daddy.”

Chapter 4 - Jack

Stacy was fast asleep in my arms, and I didn’t get up even though I had to pee. She was too cute, and I couldn’t imagine disturbing her while in such a peaceful state. I placed kiss after kiss on her forehead, surprised by the intense bond I was feeling.

Things had gotten a little out of control between us. She was only my student earlier in the day, and that quickly, she’d become my submissive. I couldn’t turn back, as there would be no way for me to forget having been with her. It had been a long time since those almost possessive types of feelings coursed through my veins.

I should have probably used protection. What I shouldn’t have done is exactly what I did, taking her raw and leaving it in to extract every bit of pleasure I could take from her soft, fertile flesh. It felt like a higher cosmic order was guiding my decisions, as I was left in a primal state where rational thinking was no longer accessible. At that intimate moment, I actually wanted her pregnant. I needed her to have my child inside of her. It sounds insane considering the context, but it’s what I felt.

Much as I expected, she was an addiction, and became a near permanent fixture at my house from that day forward. I spoiled her rotten, buying every skimpy lingerie and kink outfit I could find and shipping it to my house. I even told her how to dress for my class. She went from unassuming to turning every head in the class, as I liked to have her creamy white legs on full display while lecturing. It filled me with testosterone and motivation, as well as tension that I’d take out on her at home.

We played somewhat coy in public, but it’s not like we were hiding anything. Not really. It’s just that most of our debaucherous playtime took place behind closed doors, and no one really needed to know that I was eating strawberry lube from her buttcrack.

The more we connected, the more automatic things became. It was undeniable, we were much more than a lust fueled fling. I opened up to her about my life, my past, and my tenure at Taboo U. Once we began dating officially, her friend Angela started hanging out at the house as well, lounging around by the pool.

It was a stark contrast to my life before getting with Stacy, as I’d allowed myself to become something of an isolated shut in. Everything was routine, disciplined, and the same. Insert Stacy and her chaotic youthful energy, and her bouncy friend Angela and my life was transformed.

The university had no problems with relationships of our sort, and we became a known item around campus. It was such a regular occurrence that students and faculty seemed to follow our relationship like it was some sort of a tabloid, and there was even an online gossip site dedicated to the school.

It took a little getting used to, but at the end of the day, she was all I wanted. By the time we announced our engagement and pregnancy, no one was surprised. The school year wrapped up, and she officially moved into my place. Now it’s constant relaxation followed by bouts of horny copulation, as I have every intention of getting full use of her before she gives birth. Six weeks of no sex sounds almost impossible, at least considering the pace that Stacy and I have kept up over the last six months.

I’m excited for the future, for starting a family with the woman I love. She’s got a little baby bump now, the very beginning of what will surely be a wild ride together.


Neighborly Bond

Chapter 1 - Kayla

I was dating Phillip at the time, but my neighbor Johnny had more of my attention than I cared to admit. Part of it was our proximity, as he lived right across the hall while my boyfriend worked long hours and lived across town. The other part of it was that I was helplessly attracted to Johnny, as I’d always had a bit of a daddy kink, and he fit the role to perfection.

It was my first apartment, and I moved in after dropping out of college. The tuition was too much, and I just wanted to take a few years to relax and live, and found myself unintentionally bonding with Johnny instead.

He was so handsome, and I couldn’t help noticing that he was much more masculine than what I was used to. I felt the spark between us right away, on the day I moved in. Phillip was there, helping me with my things, but Johnny had openly flirted regardless, telling me how pretty I was, and how glad he was to have me as a neighbor.

“I don’t like that guy.” Phil said, waiting until we were alone to bring it up.

“My neighbor?”

“Yeah.”

“Why? He seems nice.” I said, having not picked up on the fact that he was flirting. Phillip huffed and puffed, telling me that he was a dirty old man who just wanted to hook up with me. Honestly, I wouldn’t have considered it if he didn’t put it in my head.

The following morning, Johnny knocked on my door, giving me flowers and breakfast. This time, Phillip wasn’t there to supervise, and I ended up inviting him inside. It was the beginning of June, and it was sweltering hot outside. I hadn’t noticed how muscular he was until he sat down at my dining room table, wearing a tank top that showcased his incredible physique.

“You’re too pretty, Kayla.” he said, looking directly into my eyes. I hadn’t expected him to be so forward, especially after meeting my boyfriend.

“Oh. Thank you.” I said, feeling myself flush hot. That’s really when it hit me that I wanted him, even though I knew it was completely inappropriate. I had a boyfriend after all. It wasn’t really working out, and the sex was mediocre at best, but I still had a boyfriend.

“You’re welcome, my love. Tell me about yourself, what brings you to Sacred Canyon?” he asked, referencing the name of our complex.

“Well, I was going to Tacona State, but I couldn’t afford the tuition.”

“I’m sorry to hear that.”

“Eh, it’s not so bad. I didn’t really like it anyway.”

“Just in time for summer,” he said, smiling warmly. I noticed that my heart was racing, so I went to the kitchen to get us something to drink and cool down. He followed behind me, and I felt a lump in my throat. “Any big plans?”

“For summer?” I asked, retrieving a pitcher of cool aid and a couple glasses.

“Yeah. Summer is supposed to be a time for letting loose, and having fun. Especially at your age.” he said.

“I wish. Bills are a lot more expensive than I bargained for, I’m gonna have to start working doubles.” I said. Johnny took his glass, and we went into the living room to sit down on the couch.

“I don’t think I like that.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, reminding myself that I wasn’t single, and that he was an older man, my neighbor.

“You having to work so much. It doesn’t seem right.”

“Agreed, but what are you gonna do?” I asked, feeling my phone buzz and looking down to see a notification from Phillip.

PHILLIP: I think I’m getting off early today, wanna go hiking with me?

“Maybe I could give you an allowance,” he said, prying my attention away from the text message. I started laughing, unsure of how to take him.

“In exchange for what?” I asked, answering reflexively. He smiled back at me, and shrugged his shoulders.

“Who said it would have to be in exchange for something?”

“You’re just gonna give me money for nothing?” I asked, furrowing my brow.

“Well, no. I’m just an old, lonely man who wants company.” he said, giving me a wink.

“You’re not old.” I said, still trying to convince myself that I wasn’t feeling attracted to him.

“I’m 42.” he said.

“Oh. That’s not old.” I said. Hearing his age only turned me on more, and I wondered if he was feeling the same way.

PHILLIP: Hello?

KAYLA: I’m sorry baby, I’m doing a deep clean on my apartment. I think I’m gonna sit this one out.

PHILLIP: Suit yourself, it’s a five mile.

KAYLA: You got this.

PHILLIP: Thanks babe. I love you.

“You’re not texting that boyfriend of yours, are you?” he asked, startling me.

“Oh. Yeah, he wanted me to go hiking.”

“And you turned him down?”

“Yeah. I’m not really in the mood.” I said, feeling anxious. It felt strange talking to him about Phillip, I guess because of the attraction.

“Good girl. This is our first date, can’t have some other man spoiling it.” he said, flashing his grin.

“Is that what this is?” I asked, flirting right back with him. It was so organic, like I wasn’t even trying to fall for him, I was just trying to be nice to my neighbor.

“I brought flowers, and food. How much more obvious can I get?” he asked.

“I thought it was a housewarming gift.”

“It can be that too.” he said. Somehow, we went from opposite ends of the couch to sitting right next to each other. His hand rested on my thigh, and we played the eye contact game while getting to know each other. I kept trying to ignore it, but the tension was too obvious.

“So, about that allowance!” I said, feeling very outgoing and in the mood to be naughty. It was the first time my relationship had ever been tested, as we’d only been together for about a month, and I was already struggling.

“Babygirl, I’d empty my bank account for a night with you.” he said, his eyes bright and beaming.

“Naughty, naughty.” I said, standing up from the couch because I couldn’t stand the heat. It felt almost as if he possessed superior pheromones or something, because I’d never been so worked up before just by having a conversation.

“Oh, Kayla. You have no idea how naughty I’d be for you.”

“Johnny!”

“I’m sorry, sweetheart. I’m just not used to the presence of such magnificent beauty.” he said.

“You’re gonna get me in trouble.”

“I would never.” he said.

“I think you would.”

“No. I’m very discreet. No consequences.”

“Oh, are you? That’s not exactly the vibe I’m getting from you.” I said, laughing to relieve the tension. It was clear that he wanted me, and the feeling was mutual, but we just couldn’t. It was too much.

“Just let me know. We could always use my place. No evidence.” he said, standing up and towering over me. I loved the attention, and his presence itself was somehow pleasurable.

“You’re so bad. I can’t.” I said, telling the truth but wishing I could.

“That’s okay, I guess I’ll forgive you for now.”

“Thanks.” I said, lingering on every word while trying to appear unaffected.

“But the next time I see you, I expect better behavior.” he said, making his way over to the door.

“Yes sir.” I said, watching as he opened the door, pausing before he left to turn to me.

“I prefer daddy, but we’ll work on that.” he said, giving me another wink before stepping out of the door into the hallway separating our units. As soon as he closed the door, I felt my heart sink. He was so sexy, and everything my boyfriend wasn’t. I knew right away that I had it bad, and that I was going to have to break up with Phillip. He couldn’t compete, and it wasn’t fair to string him along.

My relationship with Johnny was so thrilling, and everytime we spoke it was full of innuendo. I could tell by the way he looked at me that he was a dirty man who wanted nothing more than to consume me whole, and I wanted to let him.

I’d never been with an older man before, and him also being my next door neighbor made the fantasy even more real. I knew it was going to happen, unless he was bluffing, which I very much doubted.

Phillip became a waning interest, to the point that I broke up with him via text message. We met up later to talk about it, and I didn’t mention Johnny, of course, but I did tell him that I wasn’t in love with him, and that I didn’t see it happening.

I hate having to break up with someone, and I went home in a sour mood. And then I saw Johnny, for the very first time as a single woman. He was stepping out, and lit up like always when he saw me.

“Look at you, such a delectable little doll baby.” he said, looking down at my feet and then scanning up my body. I loved how direct and confident he was, and I knew that he was going to be a fantastic lover.

“Oh, Johnny. Don’t you think of anything else?” I asked, flooded with excitement as my focus shifted away from the breakup.

“Of course, all the time. Just not when I’m around you.”

“Such a charmer.”

“You could heal me, Kayla. You could take away all the pain.” he said, placing his hand over his heart and casting a look of longing.

“Well, I am single now.” I said.

“Really? What happened?”

“I broke up with him. It wasn’t working out.”

“I’m so sorry to hear that.” he said, his tone dripping with sarcasm.

“Looks like it.”

“Hey, I’m heading out for a quick grocery run, do you wanna hang out after?” he asked.

“Oh, uhm, yeah. Sure.” I said.

“Your place or mine?”

“Either way.”

“Perfect. I’ll come get you.” he said.

“Yes sir.”

“Still not getting it.”

“What? Oh, you’re terrible.” I said, brushing him off. He was always suggesting I call him daddy, which I did, at night while I masturbated thinking about him. It was kind of fun playing coy, being chased by someone so relentless.

It wasn’t like a normal breakup, I didn’t have the same need for a recovery period. I was young, horny, and way too attracted to Johnny to control myself. It was bound to happen, and I hopped in the shower to freshen up while he went out for groceries.

I couldn’t believe it was happening. I mean, he’d been all over me since I moved in, so I could believe it, but it was such a surreal fantasy scenario that it was a lot to process. It’s not like he asked to take me out to a fancy restaurant, he asked your place or mine, and the constant playful flirting let me know exactly how things might go if he were so inclined.

Chapter 2 - Johnny

Before Kayla showed up across the hall, I was perfectly happy living life as a bachelor. I’d been divorced for three years, and hadn’t really felt compelled towards dating life. I was getting older, I already knew what I wanted, and I wasn’t in the mood to play the field.

And then boom. There she was, a delightfully gorgeous little thing with a perfect disposition. We hit it off right away, and the eyes never lie. I could by the way she looked at me, the way she turned red when I complimented her but always played along, there was a chance.

Sure, I was 42 and she was 21. I’d only be twice her age for another year, besides, it’s only a number. The important thing was the chemistry, which was undeniable. I lived for the moments we ran into each other in the hallway, or when I’d sneak my way into her place with gifts, savoring every second I got to spend with her.

It was quite an infatuation, and I really didn’t expect a woman to come into my life and make me feel those types of feelings again. She had a reinvigorating quality, and I could myself spanking that tight little ass for years to come.

The more I got to know her, the more I could see that I had to offer her. She worked all the time, as a waitress, and really just wanted to have fun. She was young, I couldn’t blame her.

My previous wife and I owned two homes when we divorced, and I sold mine, electing to invest my money and live on the profits. It wouldn’t be much for me to buy her a house, just as long as she’d let me live in it with her.

I was expecting another lonely weekend, and went to get something to drink while I watched TV late into the night. Instead, I learned that she broke up with her boyfriend, and convinced her it was a good idea to hang out with me.

It was pure luck, perfect timing, and the best news I’d had in weeks. I moved out of town after the divorce, and spent the next couple years taking care of my portfolio and finalizing the sale of my company, which didn’t leave me with a lot of time to make new friends or socialize. Things had wrapped up, and I suddenly had nothing but time on my hands and money in the bank. It was a good feeling, but it didn’t make me feel complete. Something was missing.

As soon as I returned from the store, and passed by her door, I could feel the hairs standing up along the back of my neck. She’d been dominating my mind since the day she moved in, and I couldn’t think of anything other than doing terrible things to her.

I didn’t realize how horny I’d become until I started thinking about her, and she brought out all sorts of demons that needed to be relieved. It was impossible to even act patient, so I went over and knocked on her door. Words can’t describe how beautiful she looked, opening the door in skintight white shorts and a sports bra.

“Oh, wow. Hey there.” I said, purring at the sight of her. She was exactly what the doctor ordered, and she had an almost magical heir about her.

‘Hi Johnny.” she said, grinning like the devil and letting me step inside. I could read her tension right away, and started rubbing her shoulders right there in front of the kitchen.

“How’s that?” I asked. She let out a heavy sigh, relaxing her shoulders and melting in place.

“Amazing.” she said. It was a nice way to break the ice, and establish physical contact, because God knows I wasn’t going to be able to keep my hands off of her.

“I’ll rub you down anytime, baby. Just get naked, and I’ll bring the oil.” I said, leaning in and whispering into her ear.

“Oh my gosh, Johnny.” she said, giggling but not pulling away.

“It’s your fault. I can’t help myself around you.”

“I’m sure. I bet you’re like this with all the girls.”

“Not true, I’m an old school gentleman. I only have eyes for one woman at a time, it just happens to be you.” I said, using my fingertips to scratch her back.

“I’m flattered.” she said, rolling her neck in circles.

“Are you ready?” I asked.

“What do you mean?”

“I thought you were coming over.”

“I am.” she said, raising her eyebrows. I took her hand, lacing my fingers in hers and walking her to my door.

“Don’t roll your eyes. You love it.” I said.

“It is nice.” she said, giggling. I let her enter first, more for a peek of her exquisite little booty than politeness, but it’s the action that counts. She improved my mood without even trying, just her youthful, carefree exuberance.

“What do you think?”

“It’s so clean. Very masculine, no surprise there. I love it.” she said, looking over my apartment and bouncing around, checking out my photos and decorations.

“I still can’t believe you’re single. It seems too good to be true.”

“Now’s your chance!” she said, making finger guns and smiling wide.

“Don’t think I won’t.”

“He wasn’t my type. It was only a matter of time.” she said, making her way over towards my bedroom.

“You know what I always wanna do after a breakup?”

“What?”

“Get involved in a no strings, lust fueled rebound with a neighbor.” I said, eliciting laughter and shoving her onto my bed.

“We should just get it over with.” she said, staring back at me, daring me to make a move. I cocked my head to the side, having expected much more of a cat and mouse game.

“We would, except that you’re not spontaneous enough.” I said, calling her bluff.

“That’s not what it is.” she said.

“I double dog dare you.”

“Stop. No, we can’t.” she said, waiting for me to respond and then laughing awkwardly.

“I mean, we could.” I said, climbing into bed and laying down beside her.

“Could we?” she asked, providing instant electricity when she looked into my eyes.

“We’re both adults, we both like pleasure, I assume.” I said, letting my fingers graze lightly down the side of her leg.

“You’re not wrong.”

“You’re so young and beautiful. It would be my honor.” I said, letting my hand settle on her firm buttocks, giving it a gentle squeeze.

“This is so bad. Why do I want this?” she asked, breaking our gaze and fidgeting around. Her face was turning red, and she kept looking over at me.

“It’s been torturous living next door to you, wishing I could get my hands on you.” I said. Her breathing changed, deepening as she nestled up to me.

“I feel it too.” she whispered. I wrapped her up, giving her a kiss on the forehead. I sensed a shift in her, almost like she deflated in my arms.

“What’s wrong, baby?” I asked.

“Nothing, I just really like you. That’s why I broke up with Phillip. Things were fine before I met you, and then I couldn’t stop thinking about you, and I wasn’t attracted to him anymore.” she said, her voice soft. I hadn’t even thought about it, but I had been flirting with her nonstop.

“I’m sorry, sweetheart.”

“No, no. It’s fine, I like this. I’m just nervous.” she said.

“We don’t have to go crazy right away, baby. I want you to feel comfortable.” I said.

“I am. I’m very comfortable with you. This is exactly what I wanted things to feel like with Phillip, I guess I just feel bad.” she said. I pulled her head onto my chest, and started stroking her hair.

“The break just happened, it’s natural.”

“Yeah, I just feel bad for all the feelings I had for you while we were still together. I know I can’t help it, but I should have ended things sooner.” she said.

“He’s young, baby. He’ll bounce right back. Me on the other hand, I’m not exactly getting younger, so I needed this to happen quickly.” I said, finally getting another smile out of her. I was glad she felt comfortable opening up, as I wanted us to be more than a hookup. Not that I would have kicked her out of bed if she said she only wanted something physical.

“Yeah, yeah. Well, you got me.” she said.

“Oh, do I?” I asked, lifting her chin.

“Yes. But please be careful with my heart.” she said, the sorrow in her eyes cutting straight through to my soul.

“Kayla, I promise.” I said, leaning in. It was an intense moment, one that had been coming for quite some time. Our lips pressed together, and the ritual began. “I promise.”

“I trust you.”

“You taste so good, baby.” I said, cupping her face in my hand and kissing her deeply. I couldn’t remember ever feeling so turned on, so deeply in need of another.

“Mmm…”

“I’m so glad you’re mine.” I said, tugging at her shorts until she lifted her ass. It was a mad rush, ripping off our clothes and pressing our bodies together. My senses were heightened beyond belief, soaking in her aesthetic perfection and finally exploring all of the pent up lust that had been building since she moved in.

Her nipples were erect, and she shuddered when I wrapped my lips around them, pulling off my underwear and pressing my cock between her legs.

“Oh, wow. Daddy…”

“Finally, you better not stop calling me that.” I said, letting her stroke it and bring it to her opening.

“I’ve been dreaming about this, daddy.”

“Good girl, put it in. Put it in for me.” I said, letting her work it in as pleasure rang out through my body. It was incredible, tiny and tight in a way that made me forget to breathe. “Oh, fuck. Baby, that’s perfect. Good God, Kayla.”

“It’s so big.” she whimpered, closing her eyes and letting me take control. I worked it in slowly, spreading around her wetness and forcing her grip to accommodate me. I pushed it deeper with each forward thrust, kissing her neck and making her squeal until I was bottoming out, filling her with my hot flesh and no concern of the consequences.

“My little pussy.” I grunted, holding her face and letting her suck on my thumb. “Open your eyes, look at me baby.”

“Yes, daddy.” she said, batting her doe eyes and reminding me why I wanted her so badly in the first place. It had been such a long time, too long, and I was reminded how powerful a mixture love and lust could actually be.

“You’re so pretty, baby.” I said, moving my thumb around in her mouth as she obediently sucked. Her wetness squished as I grinded against her, lifting her flexible legs up by her head and fucking her harder.

“Ugh! Oh, wow. Daddy, fuck. Oh my God.”

“Good girl, yes. That’s what daddy likes, look at you.” I said, groping her tits and feeding her my length. She trembled beneath me, calling out and shaking uncontrollably.

“Yes, daddy. Anything you say.” she said, panting to catch her breath as I flipped her over, pulling her cheeks apart and admiring her clean shaven little cunt. I was in a frenzy, and pushed her head down into the mattress, taking her from behind and pounding away.

“That’s my pussy, now. Only mine.” I said, entering a zone of pure bliss as her ass rhythmically slapped against my pelvis.

“Your balls, fuck.” she whimpered, face down with her petite little backside up in the air for me. I made her open wide, punishing her with my hips for every second she made me wait for her.

“Are you daddy’s good girl?” I asked, pulling her by the hair to make her look back at me.

“Yes.”

“Do you want daddy’s cum in your little pussy?” I asked, slapping her ass while maintaining eye contact. I wanted her to know that I was claiming her, and that after I filled her up, that she was mine.

“Yes, daddy. Please…”

“It’s so tight, baby. I love it.” I said, gripping her hips as she got up on her hands and knees, holding on for dear life as I railed away, slipping in and out of her slimy cunt until I couldn’t take it anymore. “Ugh!”

“Daddy…”

“Ugh! Fuck!” I called out, holding her against me as I erupted inside of her. My entire body tingled, and I seized behind her until we collapsed, my cock still buried as I sweated all over her.

“I’ve never cum like that.” she said, pulling my hand to her lips, and taking my index finger into her mouth.

“Baby, that’s too sexy. You’re gonna make me hard and want more.” I whispered.

“You better.”

Chapter 3 - Kayla

I stumbled back into my apartment sometime in the early morning, chuckling for no reason and feeling like a completely new woman. That man hit places inside me that triggered my slut button, and all I could think about was submitting to him.

For a man in his forties, his appetite was voracious. I finally had to go home or else I wasn’t going to get a minute of sleep, and I had to work the following afternoon. I felt lonely in my bed, but I was exhausted and crashed out immediately.

He wasn’t much of a texter, which I actually kind of liked, so we missed each other the following day. I realized while daydreaming at work that I didn’t actually know all that much about him, and had kind of rushed into things. You could say he charmed my pants off.

It wasn’t the way my relationships normally ended, with me jumping straight into something else. We weren’t official or anything, but I’d definitely put myself out there. There was something so endearing about Johnny, and mature. It was beyond my ability to comprehend, but I wanted to explore him. I just knew he was what I wanted.

Even while working, my mind kept swaying back over in his direction, wishing my shift would end so I could go back and see him. It was so obsessive that I didn’t even think about Phillip, who had texted me a few times to see how I was doing. He was a nice guy, but he just wasn’t on my mind like Johnny.

I got off late, and didn’t see any lights on in his apartment so I went for a shower. It was so disappointing, as I’d been thinking about crawling into bed with him all day long. Even though we’d only spent one night together, I was already addicted to him.

After slipping into my robe, I made my way to my door to check one more time. I didn’t want to wake him up, so I gently tapped my knuckles against his door in case he was still awake. I waited several seconds, but there was no answer so I went back inside. Normally, I’d have gone to sleep, but I couldn’t control myself.

KAYLA: I just got home from work. I’m lonely.

I waited for him to text me back, hoping that the text notification would wake him up enough to read it, and that maybe he was as eager as I was for another night like before. The phone stared back at me, telling me that I was going to have to sleep by myself.

It was only a shot in the dark, so it was no surprise that he’d already fallen asleep. My mind strayed to the gutter, and I stripped off my clothes under my sheets, letting my fingers move between my legs as I replayed our experience together.

No one had ever made me feel so unhinged, so desperate to be touched like that again. His hard cock was sturdy and true, delivering mind numbing pleasure that made me an addict with no trouble at all.

I’d never been the type to be involved in something like this, something kinky, and inappropriate. What would my father think? Not only that, but I’d called him daddy while he fucked me, over and over again without hesitation. It felt wrong, saying it, but it only added to the fuel of our forbidden fire.

“His balls.” I whispered, wishing they were in my mouth as I rubbed myself closer towards release. He was all that I could think about, and my fingers couldn’t stroke the spots his long cock found with every thrust.

I was so lost in the pleasure of my own erotic fantasy that nothing else existed, only the tingling pressure between my legs and my insatiable need to make it go away. It startled me, the sensation of his hand gripping my ankle.

“Ugh!” I gasped, my eyes popping open as I realized I wasn’t alone.

“Shh! It’s me, baby girl.” he said, his familiar voice bringing me back.

“Oh my gosh.” I said, my heart pounding as my hand moved over my chest. He smiled.

“I didn’t mean to scare you, but you left the door open,” he said.

“Whoops.” I said, grinning.

“Are you still lonely?” he asked, removing his shirt as a stark reminder of why I found him so physically attractive.

“Yes, daddy.” I said, melting right back into my little subspace. It was oddly easy for me to submit to him, and the urge was irresistible. It just happened.

“Good girl.” he whispered, untying the knot in the front of his flannel pajama pants and sliding them down.

“Oh, hi.” I said, eyeing his noticeable bulge.

“You get me so worked up.” he said, pulling it out and stroking up and down his veiny length, and making my mouth water as he stepped out of his pants and briefs.

“I want it.” I whispered, right as he made his hardness jump.

“Lay back, baby. Let daddy feed you.” he said. I dropped back, laying my head down on my pillow as he climbed on top of me, stroking his fat cock and dangling his balls in front of my face. I opened up for his testicles, letting him dip them into my mouth and latching on like a hungry infant, suckling as he let out a deep sigh.

“Mmm…”

“Good little slut. You know what daddy likes.” he said, holding me by the hair and grinding them in my face, suffocating me with his hairy balls.

“Yes, daddy. I missed you so much.” I gasped, struggling for air but still so eager to please that it was shameful. It was a side of myself that only he was privy to, as he was the only man who’d ever triggered my lust in such a way.

“Yes, that’s my good little girl. Keep sucking until you earn that daddy dick in your tight little cunt.” he said, grabbing my face and pushing his hammer head passed my lips.

“Guck!” my throat squished, making noises as he held me down and took my throat, using it as a sleeve for his pulsing erection.

“Yes, you make daddy so hard. Swallow that dick.” he said, grunting as he lost control, thrusting deep into my throat as my eyes welled up with tears. I would have pulled away from anyone else, yet I laid there in complete submission instead.

“Gluck! Gluck! Gluck!” I choked and gagged, my own slobber and his precum dribbling down my chin as he let loose, reaching back and plugging me with two fingers, sending my arousal into the stratosphere as I finally received the touch I longed for.

“Slurp it back up. Good slut.” he said, pulling his cock out from the seal of my lips, slapping it against my face as I sucked in air.

“Ahhh!”

“Stick your tongue out, so pretty. Such a pretty little whore.” he said, slapping his shaft down against my tongue and staring into my eyes while he pushed his fingers to the back of me.

“Ugh!” I squealed as he forcefully fingered me, squirming beneath him as he made all of my problems and cares fade to nothing.

“Look at me. You better not cum, you little slut.”

“Yes, daddy. I won’t.” I called out, knowing damn well it was beyond my control.

“Such a good girl, are you ready?” he asked, pulling his fingers out of me and pushing them into my mouth. I started sucking and staring into his eyes, licking my own wetness from his fingertips and nodding my head.

Johnny lifted my leg up on his shoulder, shoving my ankle behind my head and entering me hard and without protection. I’d barely thought about it since the first time, that I wasn’t on birth control and that we were taking zero precautions. It was nothing but a quick flash in my mind, because I had no problems taking the risk with him.

“Oh my God…” I said, held in place while he plundered me senseless. He was so strong, and his big hard cock gave me everything that I could handle and then some.

“You’re my little slut, and my little angel.” he said, pressing his forehead to mine and thrusting wildly until I felt myself squirting onto him. “Yes, I love that. I love that so much.”

“Daddy! Ugh, fuck. Oh, God.” I wasn’t used to the sensations he made me feel, and felt completely overwhelmed by the intensity of the orgasms. He went back and forth between his cock and fingers, rubbing my clit and making me cum over and over. I started crying, the tears streaming down my face as he covered my mouth with one hand, rubbing with the other.

“Who do you belong to?”

“You, daddy. I’m yours.”

“Do you want my cum?” he asked.

“Yes!” I said, lost in ecstacy. He pushed his raw cock back inside me, reaching around my lower back and grabbing my asscheeks in his massive hands, squeezing as he dropped his hips down onto me again and again.

“Ugh! Ugh! That’s my little pussy, ugh!” he said, thrusting deep and spasming inside me. I could feel every pulse, as his hot flesh erupted with sticky semen and his muscles clenched. His fingers tightened around my cheeks, emptying his balls and grunting with pleasure as he laid claim to what he came for.

My eyes fluttered as the intensity left him, a warm smile spreading across his face as he laid down next to me. It felt so right, and I could feel his cum dripping down my ass as he threw his arm over me, pulling me in tight and placing soft kisses on my cheeks and neck.

“My baby.” he said, his hot breath tickling my spine.

“Yes.” I said, grinning and relaxing against his body heat. Our fingers interlaced, and we continued rubbing against each other, groping and exploring, finding each other's lips.

“I didn’t think this would happen,” he said. I turned around in his arms, nestling up against him and inhaling his scent.

“What do you mean?”

“I didn’t think I’d find a woman who could captivate me so completely.” he said, caressing my side.

“Awh.”

“I’m serious, Kayla. I found you.”

“Well, I’ve been waitin’.” I said, filling with almost gleeful joy. It wouldn’t be the easiest thing to explain, dating a man over twenty years my senior, but he was the only one I wanted, the only man I knew capable of seducing me in the way he did.

“You were worth the wait.” he whispered, pulling my head onto his chest. He made me feel like I was living in heaven, and I wanted our whirlwind romance to go on until at least forever.

Chapter 4 - Johnny

I was completely over my head, way out past the buoy with no life jacket, just floating aimlessly with her. There was nothing I could do about the way I felt, I was old enough to know what I wanted, and she was it. No further explanation necessary.

It took everything I had not to profess my love for her right then and there, way too early on, but it’s what I felt. She was an angel in my world, a beacon of light and hope. The physical attraction inspired lust beyond what I was capable of comprehending, but it was so much more than that.

Kayla and I could talk for hours, about anything, or nothing at all. She showed me her little social media video clips, whatever they’re called, and always made me laugh. We had movie night about every other night, and placed small, longshot bets on niche sporting events in hope of a huge payday.

So many years had passed without that feeling. Honestly, being truly in love was such a distant memory that I sometimes doubted if it was even real. I wasn’t depressed, or even unhappy necessarily, but I was living my days out, just passing the time. Kayla was like the fuel to my ignition, reawakening whatever youthful vigor I had still had in the tank.

She was out of my league, yet I had so much wisdom to offer her. It wasn’t a familiar relationship dynamic for me, as I’d mostly dated right around my age throughout my life until that point, but I was getting older, and I certainly wasn’t in a position to pass up a fruitful opportunity.

Truth be told, I was only being playful. Flirtatious, sure, but I never thought it would lead anywhere. I just wanted to get a rapport with my pretty young neighbor, and hopefully strike up some sort of a friendship with her. Things changed quickly when I saw the way she blushed when I gave her compliments, the way her eyes lit up whenever I was around.

As soon as she was a possibility, there was no turning back. I had to have her. That’s just how it went. For a while, we didn’t talk about our relationship status, or any of that, except for in the bedroom, when she would tell me that she belonged to me, and I told her that she was mine.

The heat was enough to leave me with serious burns, and I couldn’t let her get away. There would be no going back to the time before knowing her, of living without her spark.

Our apartments became one open unit, and we went back and forth, soiling the sheets with the messiness of our love in one room after another. We started going out together, to sports bars at night and out for lunch dates. She switched her membership over to my gym, and we made that a tandem exercise as well. The looks I got when I’d walk up behind and grab her ass, jealous guys half my age who had been checking her out. It was fun, and a definite ego boost.

It might have been too much fun, as I spent less and less time engaged in my work, and more time lost in the land of pleasure with Kayla. Finally, one night on the couch, I brought it up.

“We’d save a lot of money on rent if we just consolidated our apartments.” I said.

“I’ve thought about that, but I think we’d have to get a storage unit.”

“You’ve thought about it before?

“Of course, we already practically live together.” she said, placing her foot in my lap, her telltale sign that she wanted her feet rubbed. I grinned, and gave her a look as if it annoyed me. “Please?”

“Yeah, yeah.” I said.

“Maybe we could get a bigger place. There’s lots of houses for rent around here.” she said.

“Is this another thing that you’ve thought about?” I asked, drawing an adorable expression.

“Yes.”

“Such a good girl.” I said, pushing my thumb along the sole of her foot.

“Is that a yes?”

“You know I can’t say no to you.” I said, moving her foot and rubbing it on my crotch.

“Really?”

“Yeah. I’m month to month here, I’ve been wanting to buy a house. Just been too lazy to look for one.” I said, with Kayla gripping my cock through my shorts with her toes. It took very little for her to get me in the mood.

“You want to buy a house?” she asked.

“Yeah, that’s the plan.”

“Oh. And you want me to live with you?”

“You’re my girlfriend, aren’t you?” I asked, struggling to keep my focus on the conversation at hand with her pretty little feet tugging on my dick.

“I think so.”

“You better be a little more sure than that.” I said.

“We’ve never really made it official.” she said, batting her eyes and smiling back at me. I laced my thumb in my waistband, pulling down until I flopped out.

“Aren’t you my good girl?” I asked, holding myself at the base and presenting. Kayla slid off of the couch, removing her shirt and getting on her knees in front of me.

“Yes, daddy.”

“I’m gonna spoil you, baby.” I said, watching her press her wet lips against the head of my erection, parting them slightly so her saliva could coat it. Looking into her eyes made me drunk, and she slipped them slowly over the head, slurping up her own spit and recycling it onto my shaft as she opened to take it deeper.

“Mmm…”

“Yes, baby. That’s why I love you so much.” I said, letting the words slip in the heat of the moment. Kayla had a mouthful of cock, but her eyes went wide and she shoved her throat down deeper.

“Gluck…”

“Fuck, baby girl. God damn that’s good.” I said, taking hold of her ponytail and control of the pace. She’d only gotten better and better as she became more accustomed to my cock, and knew every little trick that I liked.

“I love you too, daddy. I love you so much.” she said, swirling her tongue and staring into my eyes, worshiping me with such lust that I gripped the couch, completely under her spell. “I love my daddy’s dick, and your big balls, daddy.”

“Good girl, fuck. Don’t stop, Kayla. Don’t stop.” I said, pushing on the back of her head and laying back as she took my balls into her mouth, making slurping sounds and rubbing her face in my sack.

“I won’t, daddy. I love you so much.” she said, slobbering down her chin and digging in. My body tensed involuntarily as her tongue strayed past my taint, eagerly rooting for my asshole and finding the target.

“Baby…”

“Please, daddy. Let me show you how much I love you.” she said, placing her hands under my legs and raising them slightly.

“Oh my God…” I looked at the ceiling, my toes flexing as her warm tongue invaded my ass. She continued stroking until I couldn’t take it, moaning and rimming until my body was flooded with endorphins.

“Mmm…mmm…cum for me, daddy. Mmmm…”

“Kayla.” I said her name, and then blacked out with pleasure. She made me cum so hard that it shot straight into the air, rope after rope of hot sticky cum. Kayla was unhinged, lapping it up and rubbing it between her legs as she climbed into my lap. My world had just been absolutely rocked, and I was still panting and wearing a dumb grin.

“I need it.”

“What? What are you doing baby?” I asked, right as she forced my cock inside of her and started grinding. “Oh, wow.”

“I’m so close, daddy. That turned me on so much.” she said, whimpering and bouncing on my post orgasm cock. I was hard enough to get the job done, but it was so sensitive that I couldn’t help from pulling her down onto me and biting her neck. “Yes!”

“Good girl. Cum for me, baby.” I said, barely hanging on and praying that she could get off.

“Ugh! Ahh! Yes! Oh, fuck, daddy.” her body trembled, shaking as she rubbed her clit and brought herself over the edge. Kayla’s wetness never ceased to amaze me, nor did the way she brought me to life, as I was somehow fully hard again after she finished.

It may have been a big step, going from neighbor girlfriend to living together in a new house, but it was a step I was ready to take with her. There was no fiber of my being that wasn’t completely committed to her, and there was nothing I wouldn’t do to provide for her.

Chapter 5 - Kayla

Johnny really swept me off of my feet. Our relationship felt organic, and true like it was meant to be. Dating an older man was exhilarating, everywhere from the bedroom to the conversations, and I couldn’t believe it when he asked me to move in with him.

It still hadn’t been long since my breakup, but there was no way around it. He was my man, and I was proud to be his girl. While Johnny and I were in the process of house hunting, I noticed that I didn’t feel right. The first time it happened, the feeling passed and I didn’t think much of it. The second time, I felt sick to my stomach, and threw up in my bathroom toilet.

“Oh no.” I said, wiping my mouth with toilet paper. We hadn’t used a single condom, so it shouldn’t have been a surprise, but I guess I was so far gone in my little fantasy world that I really didn’t consider the consequences until they arrived at my doorstep.

Johnny was out for a run when I got home, and my mind naturally moved to the future. Was he as serious about us as he said? Or was this going to freak him out? We’d only been together for a couple months, and things were already moving quickly. I kind of got myself worked up, and he startled me when he got back from his run.

“Hey you.” he said, shirtless and covered in sweat.

“Hey.”

“What’s wrong?”

“Uhm, you might wanna sit down for this.” I said, raising my eyes to his and feeling my nerves kick into overdrive. I loved the idea of having his baby, but only if he wanted it too.

“You’re not pregnant, are you?” he asked, pulling up a chair and sitting down. He saw it in my eyes, and immediately stood up to give me a hug. “Baby.”

“I took a test today.” I said, feeling the biggest sense of relief when his arms wrapped me up. I should have expected as much, as he’d been nothing but great to me from the moment we met.

That was the start of it all, the story of how I met my older man and satisfied all of my daddy kinks, including him being the daddy of my soon to be baby boy. We decided to name him Jack, sticking with the strong tradition of the J name.

There’s still three months before he gets here, and we’re using that time to figure out where we’re going to live. It’s funny because I kind of figured Johnny wasn’t the most wealthy guy, because of him living in the same apartment complex as me, but when we started looking at houses, and he told me our budget, I realized I’d been mistaken.

I would have lived in a tiny efficiency with him, and we would have found a way to be happy and raise our baby boy, but this was even better. I felt like a total princess, fantasizing about my future and all of the possibilities. Being a mom has always been a major priority and goal, and to have found such stability and the opportunity to be a boy mom at such a young age makes me thankful to the point of tears, really.

In the meantime, we’re still as passionate as ever and living at the same places where we first met. Love is a crazy thing, it can come out of nowhere, at the most unexpected times, and it can happen with the last person you’d ever expect. I couldn’t be happier with how my love story turned out.

Free Use In Heat - First Time & Pregnant

Chapter 1 

It was getting late, and the lights had gone off thirty minutes prior. I was trying to read by candlelight when I overheard them, their voices carrying through the duct systems between our units. 

“I don’t want him anywhere near Leia.” 

“Oh, Bill. She just said that he’s handsome.” she said. 

“He’s our neighbor, Margaret. You know how these things go. She’s a virgin, and I want her to stay that way.” 

“Bill, no one said anything about her losing her virginity.” she said. 

“I know, I just don’t trust him, that’s all. Did you see the way he looked at her?” 

“Well, she’s a very attractive young woman. Men are going to take notice of her.” 

“Not on my watch. If we can survive this hell hole, then she can move out and do whatever she wants. Until then, I want you to keep an eye on her, and I don’t want her anywhere near him.” 

“John. His name is John, honey.” 

“I don’t care what his name is, I want him to keep his grubby paws away from my angel.” 

“Dear, dear. Lay down, you need rest for work in the morning.” 

“Yeah, yeah.” 

I smiled to myself, and immediately began thinking of my hot little neighbor Leia. He obviously didn’t realize how fast sound traveled, or else he wouldn’t have given me such juicy intel. 

I’d only moved in a few days earlier, after having finally secured a unit and paid for a year in full. We lived in what were essentially underground storage units, all connected with a system of tunnels. Rent was sky high, but it was far too dangerous to live on the surface. Nuclear war had broken out, and the power grids were systematically destroyed. 

It was called Hamden, consisting of 112 units, ranging from single person units, all the way up to four and five person families. It offered a lot of protection, as it was specifically designed for such a doomsday scenario, and had its own generators and indoor growing systems for produce. It also had its own chicken farm, which produced eggs for the residents. 

Anyway, I got a unit, and moved in next door to Bill, Margaret, and their finer than hell eighteen year old daughter Leia, who was absolutely stacked and had the most ludicrous proportions I’d ever seen, along with porcelain skin and the most beautiful blue eyes. 

She smiled wide when we first met, exposing her braces and dimples, both of which made my cock tingle with urge. I tried flirting with her, but her father had been super overprotective after she introduced herself, hovering around and giving me the eye. 

It made sense that he didn’t like me, as I was thirty two years old and couldn’t keep my eyes off her. She didn’t wear particularly revealing clothing, but there was no hiding that figure. 

I saw her around from time to time, especially at lunch time when we all went to the chow hall for food. They did things cafeteria style, and the food wasn’t half bad. It was only one meal a day, but it was good sized portions and I could always sneak off with a little extra, plus there was a little market if I got really hungry. 

That was the only time I could talk to her, but she sat with her mom and I mostly left her alone. Still, she was the most beautiful girl, and everytime I saw her, I felt compelled to tell her. I was sitting close by one day during lunch, and Leia was wearing a low cut dress with her hair in braids. Her mother got up to go chat with one of the other residents, and I couldn’t pass up the opportunity, so I swooped in. 

“You’re so pretty, Leia.” I said, bumping her with my elbow as I passed by her, taking a seat across from the table and looking into her eyes. She turned red and smiled, brushing a strand of her hair behind her ear. 

“Thanks.” she said. 

“We should hang out sometime, just you and me.” I said, wanting to test her reaction. 

“I’d like that, but my pa ain’t particularly keen on me spending time with boys.” she said. 

“I know. I overheard him talking about me a couple nights ago.” 

“Did you? Whatever did he say?” she asked, her eyes wide and full of wonder. 

“He was talking about how he didn’t want us to be together. I guess he could tell I had a crush on you.” I said, choosing to leave out the part about her calling me sexy for the time being. 

“Oh. When was this?” 

“It was late at night. I could hear your parents talking through the vents. It was pretty disappointing, because I think you’re the prettiest girl in The Hamden.” I said, getting her to chuckle, and blush some more. 

“You’re awfully charming, John. I wish my pa wasn’t so darn strict.” 

“Well, he’s gone everyday until five. You could come over.” I said. Her face scrunched up, and her eyes scanned for her mother. 

“We’d have to keep it a secret.” 

“Of course. I can do that, I just want to spend time with you.” 

“I’m serious, no one can know. My pa would flip his lid.” 

“I know, baby.” I said, placing my hand on top of hers. She bit her lip, squirming in her seat. “But I want you.” 

“This is too naughty, not here.” she said, breaking eye contact and pulling her hand away from mine. 

“But you want me too?” I asked. 

“I mean, I like you. I like the way you make me feel. You’re funny.” 

“You’re adorable. I’m gonna win your father over, and become your husband.” I said, laying it on thick because I could tell she wasn’t used to it by the way her face and chest flushed red. 

“You are not. Quit it.” 

“Come over after lunch. Hang out.” 

“I don’t wanna get in trouble.” 

“Don’t worry, I’ll lock the door.” I said, giving her a grin. 

“My pa is right, boys only have one thing on their minds.” 

“If you saw how gorgeous you look right now, you wouldn’t blame them.” 

“Oh, John.” she said. I caught her mother in my peripherals, approaching from a few tables away. 

“Hi, Margaret.” I said, standing up to greet her. 

“Hi, John. How are you?” 

“I’m doing well. I was just talking to Leia about how we should all get to know each other better, with me being new to the neighborhood.” I said, looking over at Leia, who was truly a vision in that dress. 

“You’re right, we should. Bill gets a little grumpy sometimes, he works a lot, so I don’t know.” she said. 

“Does he work above ground?” 

“He does. There’s so much construction going on right now, trying to build shelters and sustainable living.” she said. 

“Yeah, we’re the lucky ones.” 

“We are. He complains non-stop about it, but if he lost his job, we’d be out on our ass. We're here month to month.” 

“Oh, well, it was really nice talking to you, I’ve got to get back.” I said, unsure of why she was sharing her personal information. It was kind of disheartening, knowing that maybe they’d be forced to move at some point, because it was so much fun having a hot neighbor to look at and pine over. 

Chapter 2 

It didn’t surprise me when she didn’t come over after lunch. She was young and inexperienced, and her parents were super strict about everything. I figured that she enjoyed the attention, but didn’t actually look at me as a realistic suitor. 

I was lost in a book, hours later when I heard the light knock of knuckles rapping against my door, and I moved quickly to the peephole for a look. It was Leia, still wearing the same dress from earlier. 

“Hey you.” I said, opening the door and welcoming her in. 

“I can’t stay long. Mama just left for the market, she won’t be gone long.” she said, leaving the jar slightly ajar and standing beside it. 

“Why’d you come over if you’re too scared to step away from the door?” I asked, playfully teasing her and peeking down her shirt while she took a look outside to check for her mom. 

“I really wanted to see you. I like you, John.” 

“I really like you too, sweetheart. You’re too cute for your own good, you know that?” I asked, placing my hand on her hip and coaxing a chuckle out of her. 

“Oh, John. You make me feel so naughty.” 

“Why’s that?” I asked, standing directly behind her and breathing on her neck. She cooed audibly, biting down on her lip as I pressed myself up against her. 

“I don’t know. There’s just something about you.” she whispered. I kissed her gently on the neck. 

“You make me feel the exact same way. I want to tear all of your clothes off, and make love to you.” 

“John! You can’t say things like that.” 

“And why not?” I asked, sliding my hands down her sides, letting my fingers settle onto her firm ass. She inhaled sharply. 

“What is that?” she asked, stepping away from me and looking down. 

“What?” I asked, confused by what startled her. Her face turned red, and she covered her mouth. 

“I think I should leave.” she said. 

“No. What is it?” I asked, blocking the door. 

“Are you aroused?” she asked, giggling anxiously and glancing down at my crotch. 

“Oh. Yeah.” I said, adjusting myself so I wasn’t pitching such a noticeable tint. 

“Really? From me?” she asked, her eyes raising to meet mine. I smiled, shrugging my shoulders with embarrassment. 

“Yeah. You’re so beautiful, I can’t help it.” I said. Her face lit up at my response, and I could tell it excited her and made her nervous at the same time. 

“Close your eyes.” she said, turning bubbly and overtly feminine. 

“Okay.” I said, letting my eyelids close. 

“Don’t open them.” she said. I wasn’t sure what she was doing, but suddenly, she planted her wet lips on mine, kissing me hard for about one second before breaking our embrace, and scurrying to the door. “He he.” 

“Leia, wait.” I said, getting her to pause right outside of her door. “Why are you leaving?” 

“My mom will be home soon.” she said. 

“I’m gonna miss you.” 

“You too. I’ll see you tomorrow at breakfast?” she asked. 

“Of course, baby. I wouldn’t miss it. Wear something sexy for me.” I said, throwing it out there. It really was painful seeing her leave, as I was left alone and to my own devices for the rest of the day and night. 

Chapter 3 

If nothing else, Leia gave me to look forward to in the morning. They managed to sneak out of their house without me noticing, but I spotted them sitting with a couple of elderly women in the cafeteria, and I kept staring until she noticed me. 

We exchanged smiles, and I made my way through the line, collecting my rice and beans, and a small piece of broiled chicken with green beans. I didn’t want to be too obvious, as I liked having Margaret at least somewhat on my good side, but I sat one table down from them. 

Leia wore a zip up hoodie and sweatpants, and I waited until her mom went to return her tray before sliding over to say hello. 

“Hey cuteness.” I said, drawing a big smile. “I missed you.” 

“You’re so sweet. Guess what?” 

“What?” I asked, as Leia’s eyes scanned back and forth quickly. She unzipped her hoodie, and pulled it open to show that she was wearing a wifebeater without a bra beneath it, sending a jolt of electricity through me that detonated in my balls. 

“I wore it for you. You said to wear something sexy, right?” she asked, letting me soak in an eyeful for another second or two before covering herself, and zipping back up. 

“You’re an actual goddess.” I said, truly drunk off of her beauty. 

“My mom’s coming.” she said, just in time for me to stop flirting and snap back into my role of faux gentlemen. 

“John! Hey! I didn’t think we’d see you today.” 

“It’s crazy, right? All of these people, and I somehow ended up sitting right next to you.” I said, playing it off like it happened by chance. 

“It’s always been a small world, even smaller now.” she said. 

“You got that right. Oh yeah, Margaret, I was meaning to ask you, I’m going to cook my famous beef stew later, would you mind if I had Leia over to help me out?” I asked. Leia’s face went blank, as it was the first she’d heard of it. 

“Uhm, I wouldn’t mind so much, but I don’t think it would be okay with Mr. Fields.” she said. 

“Oh, well, we'll be finished well before he gets home.” I said, pleading with my eyes for her to say yes. She made eye contact with her daughter, and then shook her head. 

“I’m afraid I have to say no. They’re his rules at the end of the day.” she said, the ultimate let down for me. It was getting more and more difficult to pass the nights alone, knowing the girl I wanted was literally right next door. 

“You’re missing out. If you let her help me, I’ll send home leftovers.” I said, making my last attempt at persuading her. It was written all over her face that she was torn, and wanted so badly to let her daughter get out from between the four walls of the converted storage containers we all lived trapped in, but she didn’t have a choice. 

Because of the ventilation, I grew to know Bob a little too well, and was fully aware of his constant freak outs and tirades. He definitely had control issues, an anger problem, and thought of the women in his family as possessions. I actually unscrewed the vent cover, and would sometimes stick a pillow in there to muffle the sound when I wasn’t in the mood to listen to him, and I could only imagine how Margaret felt. 

Five o’clock was the worst, that’s when any chance of seeing her again ended, especially on Fridays, because Bob didn’t work on Saturdays and never left the house. If Bob and Margaret would ever go out and do anything together, even grocery shopping, then I could finally steal a sliver of alone time with Leia, but it never seemed to happen. 

Weeks went by, and my longing for her only grew stronger. I made it so we ate together every morning, except for Saturdays, of course. Margaret was a lonely old woman, and loved anyone who would listen to her talk. She was generally pleasant, and I afforded her extra patience in order to gain her favor. 

I started writing her love letters, as a way to keep me on her mind while we were apart. What started off as a fun and innocent infatuation, driven largely and mostly by my predilection for her appearance had sparked, going up in flames like a wildfire, burning everything in its path. 

Before Leia, I was grateful to be alive, with a place to stay. After knowing her, there was only pain. Residency at Hamden came with a personal email address, and there was open access until the lights went off for the night, at nine. I always checked to see if she’d written, until she told me that her father monitored her account, and would delete any and all emails sent to her by men. 

“Why is he so controlling? Doesn’t he want you to have fun? And meet people, and have a life?” I asked. Her mother was talking to a friend, giving us a small amount of privacy. 

“He only cares that I remain chaste. It’s mad, really.” 

“It’s maddening, that’s for sure. I want to be with you, Leia. You should be mine.” 

“I want that too, my love. But I can’t disobey him.” 

“Not even for love?” I asked, raising my voice enough to draw her mother’s attention. 

“Are you ready, dear?” Margaret asked, getting up from the table. 

“I guess we’ll be going. It was nice seeing you, John.” she said, looking into my eyes for a final time before leaving with her mom. I’d grown used to watching her leave, to wanting what I couldn’t have, but I couldn’t leave it alone. I couldn’t push it out of my head, there had to be a way for us to end up together. 

Unfortunately, Leia wasn’t much of a rulebreaker, and she was terrified of her father disowning her. Even when I promised that I would take care of her, and that she could live with me, she still couldn’t go against her family. I understood, and wished that it could be different. I wished that her father could give me a chance, and see how much I loved and cared about her. 


Chapter 4 

There was a case of the heat in Hamden, a woman in her forties came down with it. She had a husband, and they locked themselves in the room for the day and rode it out without incident. They didn’t give us a lot of details about which type of Heat it was, but we were forced to stay inside for the next five days unless we were leaving for work. 

The cafeteria workers brought our food to our door, and the only time I was able to see Leia were the brief moments while they were dropping it off. If Margaret wasn’t there, she’d blow me kisses, and I’d go back inside to eat my meal in a foul mood. 

After the quarantine, Margaret fell ill, and Leia was able to join me in the chow hall by herself for once. We sat at a table by ourselves, and outside of a few guys trying to come up and talk to her, we were left alone for the first time without supervision, unless you count our two minute encounter at my apartment. 

“Did you hear about Mrs. McGwire coming down with the heat?” I asked, making small talk. 

“Oh, yeah. It’s terrible. My dad said he saw her husband Stevo, and that he had a huge smile plastered on his face about it.” she said, chuckling at the thought. 

“Lucky man.” I said. “I wish you’d come down with it, then maybe I’d finally get to put my hands on you.” 

“Oh, John. Don’t say that.” she said, touching her neck and turning away. 

“What? It’s the only thing that makes it feel better, from what I hear.” I said. 

“I know, it’s just, I don’t know. Talking about this with you makes me feel peculiar.” she said. 

“How so?” 

“Well, it’s a funny feeling in my stomach. And it tingles between my legs.” she said, speaking softly and glancing around to make sure that her words weren’t overheard. 

“You know what it does to me.” I said, grinning. 

“Are you feeling it right now?” she asked. 

“I am. I always feel it when I’m around you.” I said. Her tight shirt hugged her assets, and I felt my urges kicking on from breaching the subject. 

“Really?” 

“Everytime I set my eyes on you.” I said, causing her to blush and break eye contact. I loved that about her, she was so innocent, so reactive to every little thing. 

“You’re bad.” 

“I am not. It’s perfectly natural to want the woman you love.” I said. She again looked into my eyes, letting out a sigh and placing her hand in mine. 

“I love you too.” 

“I love hearing you say that.” I said, raising her wrist, and placing a kiss atop her hand. 

“It’s true.” 

“I can’t wait to hear you say that while I’m inside you.” I said. 

“John! Oh my.” 

“You have no idea, Leia. I want to do the worst things to you.” I said, getting hard in my pants under the table. 

“Like what?” she asked, her voice weak like she was nervous to hear the answer. 

“Like take you into my place, and lock the door. Turn out the lights, and throw you down on my bed.” I said. Leia squirmed in her seat, biting her lip and staring into my eyes, lingering on every word that left my lips. “Rip off your clothes, and kiss all over you, your sexy little toes, and long, slender legs, and that pretty little spot between your legs, the place where no one else has ever touched you. I want to kiss it, and make you feel things you’ve never experienced before.” 

“Oh, John. Wow. This is making me want to kiss you again.” she said, her palms sweating in my hands as she shifted nervously in her chair, constantly checking around us to make sure our privacy was intact. 

“I want that too.” I said. 

“Keep going. What else would you do to me?” she asked, her eyes full of wonder, not wanting the fantasy to end.  I could hardly think straight, I wanted her so badly. 

“I’d go down on you until I couldn’t take it anymore, until I had to be inside you. Then I’d take off my bottoms, and climb on top of you, and tell you to spread your legs for me.” I said. I could hear Leia breathing, and her eyes zoned out. 

“Yes. I’d do that for you.” she said. 

“I’d look down at your body, and tell you that I love you as I slipped it inside.” 

“Oh my gosh. I’m so tingly, I can’t take it.” she said. 

“I’d fill you with my cock, and feed it to you with my hips, harder and harder while you trembled beneath me.” 

“John…please. I can’t.” she said, looking back at me with doe eyes that melted me in an instant. 

“I don’t wanna stop.” 

“I know.” 

“I wanna cum for you. I want to claim you, and make you mine.” I said. Leia pulled her hand away, awkwardly laughing as she stood up from the table. 

“We should go. My mother is waiting.” 

“Yeah, yeah. Let me walk you home.” I said, grabbing her tray for her. Before we made it back home, I grabbed her ass and pulled her against me. 

“What if someone sees?” she asked, looking up at me. 

“I don’t care.” I said, leaning in slowly, until our lips were pressing together, and that familiar feeling of need swept over me. My hands groped furiously at the soft flesh of her backside, and I pulled her against me, grinding my cock against her as our tongues swirled together, moving one of my hands to her luscious breast before she finally pulled away. 

“That was nice, but we have to go.” she said. 

“Of course.” I said, smiling and walking faster to catch up to her. She tried to sneak off as we came to our units, but I grabbed her again, pulling her in for one more kiss. 

“My naughty boy.” she said, touching my nose with the pad of her finger and pursing her lips. 

“My good girl.” I said. 

“That’s right.” 

“I love you.” 

“I love you too.” she said, waving and blowing me a kiss before disappearing inside. It was bittersweet, I finally got to kiss her, only to have to watch her leave again. 

Chapter 5 

I always knew it when Bob came home, because I could hear his voice through the vents. 

“Both of you now? Good Lord, what am I supposed to do?” he asked, storming around complaining. “I can’t even have the house to myself while my wife is in heat, and I can’t skip work tomorrow. Steven got canned for missing a day last week, and that was because his mother died!” 

“I’m sorry, honey. We didn’t mean to catch it.” Margaret said. My eyes perked up, and I set my book down and crept over to the vent. The closer I got, the easier it was to hear them. 

“I know that, it’s just, Jesus Christ. What am I supposed to do with Leia tomorrow?” he asked. 

“I’ll keep an eye on her.” 

“You know how it gets, Margaret. She’s not leaving this house tomorrow, not to go to the chow hall, nowhere.” 

“Of course. I’ll stay back with her, and keep an eye on her.” 

“I’m going to the market. I’ll be back.” 

“Why?” 

“I’m buying some rope, duct tape, everything I need to tie her up.” 

“What? That’s crazy talk, Bob. She’s 18, we can’t tie her up and lock her inside.” she said, pleading. 

“Oh, yes we can. I don’t trust her, and I don’t trust him.” 

“Who? John? Oh, Bob, you’re blowing this out of proportion.” she said. 

“I’ll be back. I want her tied up all day tomorrow, until it passes.” 

“Are you going to report it? That we have the heat?” 

“I haven’t decided yet. I was really hoping she wouldn’t catch it, but it’s too late. I can’t let her throw her life away, Margaret.” he said. I felt my place shake when he closed the door, and I sat back down on my bed. 

“She’s in heat? Oh Lord.” I said, running my fingers through my hair, contemplating what to do. I couldn’t just leave her there, tied up and forced to suffer through the heat without relief. 

At the end of the day, there was nothing I could do. Even with Bob leaving for work in the morning, I couldn’t get to her. Margaret would never let me inside her place, and definitely not while her daughter was in heat. 

I fell asleep with my mind still racing, trying to figure out a way to capitalize on what was happening. All I needed was a moment alone with her, and I knew that she wouldn’t be able to resist consummating our love. 

It was earlier than usual when I woke, springing to my feet and quickly checking the time in a panic. It was six thirty, the same time Bob typically left for work in the morning. I climbed up onto my end table, and put my ear up to the vent to see if I could hear anything. 

“Ugh…mmm!” it was Leia, and she was loudly moaning. She sounded muffled, like he was choking her, or gagging her somehow. 

“Be careful, Bob!” Margaret said. 

“I’m trying, but she won’t stay still. I don’t want you to move until I get home, do you understand?” 

“Bob, you’re going to hurt her wrists. Please be careful.” 

“Yeah, yeah. I need you to take this seriously, Margaret. Keep an eye on her, and don’t let her out of your sight.” 

“Yes, Bob. I understand.” she said, her voice full of stress. My heart was pounding in my chest, knowing that my girl was all tied up and there was nothing I could do to help her. 

“I have to leave, Margaret, I’m gonna be late. Please, do not let her escape.” he said. 

“I won’t, baby. Don’t worry.” she said. I listened closely, and could hear Leia struggling and the door shutting behind Bob. He was gone for the day, and they were alone. I had to do something, and I started pacing back and forth, knowing that I was on borrowed time. 

It was time to go eat, and I still didn’t have the slightest clue of how I was going to get myself in front of her. And then, I heard the door slam shut next door, and I ran to the peephole to check. It was Margaret, and she was going to get food without Leia. 

“Yes. Go, go, there ya go.” I said, watching until she was out of sight and then stepping out. She locked the door behind her, and there was no way around that. I went back inside, and looked at the vent. Technically, it was large enough for me to fit inside of, but I wasn’t sure if I could squeeze through, or if I’d eventually get stuck trying to make it over there. I could also destroy the duct itself, which would get me in huge trouble. 

“Fuck it.” I said, throwing my screwdriver between my teeth and climbing back up towards the vent. It was a bit smaller than I thought, and it took all of my strength to pull myself into the opening. 

The duct was wide enough for me to lay flat, and I started army crawling through it towards her house. I could hear myself breathing, and the metal duct did everything in its power to rob me of any stealth ability. 

“Leia! I’m coming!” I said, sweating as I pulled myself toward the light, moving in small sections and grunting with each pull. There was a ninety degree left turn, and I had to finagle my body and squeeze in my stomach. “Ugh…” 

As I pulled myself around the corner, there it was. The vent. I pressed my face up against the angled grill, and peered into her house from above, and spotted her right away, wearing shorts and an oversized t-shirt, with ropes around her wrists and binding her ankles together. 

“Leia!” I said, trying to get her attention. She started wiggling, and managed to turn her body in my direction, bringing her duct taped mouth into view. “Baby! I’m coming. I’m coming.” 

Fuck, Fuck, Fuck. The damn screws are on the wrong side! My screwdriver was rendered useless, but it was too late to turn back once she saw me. I think it was too late to turn back, period, as there was no realistic way for me to turn myself around in the narrow tunnel. The only way out was through their place, so I started jamming the back of the screwdriver against the corners of the vent, trying to knock it loose without completely damaging their house. 

“Mmm! Mmm!” she said, muffled by gray tape but still calling out for me. Her eyes were wide, and I was gripped with fear because I had no idea when her mother would return. Based on what Bob had said to her earlier, I doubted she would take her time at the chow hall. 

My plan was working, but it was too loud and not happening quickly enough. 

“Fuck it. I’m coming baby!” I said, taking hold of the screwdriver with both hands and going to town, forcing my way through and knocking the vent cover down to the floor beneath me. Their place was set up completely different from mine, and there was nothing beneath me to stifle my fall. 

“Mmm!” she hummed, her eyes wide and looking up at me. The ceilings were only about eight feet high, but when you’re going face first onto a hard floor, that’s plenty high enough to make a butthole pucker. 

“Cowabunga.” I said, making a cross over my heart and saying a quick prayer. It was terrifying, but I couldn’t chicken out in front of Leia, especially not in her moment of need. I pulled myself to the edge, poking my head and torso through until I toppled out, doing about a half a front flip on my way to the ground, landing flat on my back and knocking the wind out of myself. “Hmmmpf!” 

“Mmm…mmm..” Leia said, fighting like hell against the ropes. I tried to help, but I couldn’t untuck myself from the ball I was curled up in. I gasped for air, trying to catch a breath as my eyes welled up with tears. 

“Fuck that hurt.” I said, my voice coming out funny because of the fall. I turned away so she couldn’t see me in pain, and waited it out a couple seconds until I could get control of my breathing. 

“Baby, what happened?” I asked, going straight for the tape, and removing it like a band-aid. She gasped for air, taking short, jagged breaths. That’s when I noticed that she was clutching a pillow between her thighs, grinding against it with heavily dilated pupils. 

“I don’t know. My dad did it, I woke up to him tying my wrists together.” she said. 

“Do you feel okay?” 

“Yeah, I’m fine. I came down with a fever yesterday, same as my mom, but I slept it off.” she said. 

“I’m gonna try to get these ropes off.” 

“Okay.” she said, grinning at me. “Thanks for coming. You’re like my knight in shining armor.” 

“Speaking of which, I should take you back to my castle. Your mom will be home soon.” 

“You’re right. We should go.” she said. I looked up at the vent, and scrambled around to find the screws. I’d pretty much destroyed the holes, but I was able to put it back on the wall so it wasn’t obvious someone had come through there, and then I went straight to work on the ropes, finding them to be tough, strong, and well tied. 

“Let’s just go. Come on.” she said. I gave up on the ropes for the time being, and hoisted her to her feet. The pillow dropped from between her legs, covered in a huge wet spot. 

“What’s that?” I asked reflexively, only realizing the answer as I picked it up from the ground. “Oh.” 

“I think I have it, John. The heat.” she said, falling forward because of the ropes. I caught her, and lifted her up like a sack of potatoes, tossing the pillow onto her bed, and draping her over my shoulder to carry her the rest of the way to the front door. 

“Let me make sure she isn’t close.” I said, unlocking it and pulling the door open to peek outside. The coast was clear, and I locked it before pulling it shut behind me. 

“Thank you, John. Thank you so much.” she said. My heart was pounding, because I knew how much trouble I could get in for breaking into their house. Hamden had very little tolerance for mischief, and was known for kicking people out if they couldn’t follow the rules. 

There was a huge sense of relief when I tossed her down onto my bed, and locked my door. At the very least, I wouldn’t be caught in the act. I could explain myself. I could hide inside, away from the problems my kidnapping her would surely cause. 

“Baby.” I said, climbing into bed and again looking over the ropes. I didn’t have a knife sharp enough to cut through them, and Bob was apparently some sort of knot tying expert. “They’re really snug.” 

“I know. It’s okay, baby. I just want you.” she said. The rescue itself had become so intense that my adrenaline was still flowing, and it didn’t set in until I saw the way she was looking at me that she really did have a case of the heat. 

We’d all heard about it, and of the way it sometimes affected the people who contracted it. People referred to it as the breeding disease, as it could strip its host of inhibitions, filling them with unheard of levels of arousal. 

“I want you too.” I said, feeling my body react to her sensual tone as I looked her up and down, completely bound and helpless before me. After being locked away from me for so long, suddenly she was my captive. I leaned in to kiss her, and was shocked by the aggressive passion she released the moment we touched. 

“Mmm…” she moaned through our locked lips, shoving her tongue deep into my mouth and swirling it around. My mind became cloudy, and I groped her chest through her t-shirt, feeling myself rising to full attention. 

“I need to get you free.” I said, breaking our kiss and looking around my unit, trying to think of how I could get the ropes off of her. 

“Not now. We’ll figure it out later, after we finish. Please.” 

“But you’re all tied up.” I said. 

“You told me that if you got me alone, the first thing you would do was throw me on the bed and tear my clothes off.” she said, batting her eyes. I didn’t need a second reminder, and went straight to work, pulling her shirt over her head until it was at her wrists, frozen by the sight of her breasts, perky despite their massive size. 

“Leila, fuck.” I said, yanking her shorts down to her ankles, and running into the same problem with not being able to pull them over the ropes. I laid her down onto her back, and brought my lips to her swollen nipples, unable to restrain my hunger any longer. 

“Ugh, oh, yes, baby. That feels amazing.” she said, whimpering and pressing her chest into my face. Her hands were behind her back, and my hands were full of her perfect tits, alternating back and forth and tasting something sweet on my tongue. 

“Leia, you’re lactating.” I said, pinching her between my fingers to make sure. Droplets of white, creamy milk emerged, falling down her breasts in multiple strands. 

“It’s from the heat. They’re so sensitive, John. Please keep sucking.” she said, her brows turning up as I returned to milking her. It wasn’t something that happened to every woman in heat, but it was a known and common occurrence. 

“God, I love your tits.” I said, squeezing her breasts and suckling intently. 

“I want you to take it.” she whispered. I raised my eyes to meet hers, still latched onto her puffy nipple, providing suction and extracting as much of her delicious cream as possible, and gulping it down eagerly. 

“I’m going to, baby. Don’t worry. No more waiting, you’re mine now.” I said, taking off my shirt, and starting on the front of my pants. 

“I wish my hands were free.” she said, watching as I slowly lowered my bottoms, allowing my erection to spring out dramatically from behind my waistband, settling inches from her lips. 

“You can still use your mouth.” I said. Because of the ropes, she couldn’t spread her legs for me, so I decided to lay down in front of her, and flip her onto her stomach. “There we go, I like that.” 

“I can’t believe this is how I’m going to lose my virginity.” she said, chuckling at her own predicament, face down and tied up, with me grabbing her by the ponytail, and pushing her face between my legs. 

“Don’t worry, baby. I promise I’ll take care of you. We’ll do it every way that you can think of.” I said, staring down at her as she began sucking on my nuts. I rubbed her hair, watching as she parted her lips, wrapping them around the head of my cock. “Oh, yeah. I like that.” 

“It’s so big. It’s gonna choke me.” she said, giggling and trying to bob for it without hands. She slurped it back up, and started sucking until it popped loose again. 

“I’ve waited so long for this.” I said, looking down and soaking in her beauty. It felt completely surreal, and that’s when I remembered what I’d done to get her back to my place, and that her mother was probably already home looking for her. Leia didn’t seem to have a care in the world, other than hungrily consuming my cock, and rubbing her face in my crotch until her chin was dripping with saliva. 

“I think about you when I touch myself.” she said, sticking out her tongue and rubbing my head against it. Pleasure was ringing through me, and as beautiful of a sight as it was seeing her with a mouthful of my cock, I couldn’t go another moment without being inside her. 

“That’s so sexy, baby. It’s time.” I said, letting her take a final gobble before pulling it away. 

“I’m so ready for this. I need it.” she said, her eyes following me as I made way around behind her. 

“What kind of dirty talk do you like?” I asked, grabbing a handful of her hair and pushing her face into the pillow in front of her, staring down at her round little ass and putting my cock into position. 

“I don’t know. I’m a virgin.” 

“Not for long. You’re going to give it to me.” I said. 

“Yes sir. I want you to take me.” she said. 

“Do you wanna be daddy’s good little girl? Or do you wanna be daddy’s naughty little whore?” I asked, squeezing my fist around her hair and pushing the tip against her hole. 

“Ugh! I wanna be your good girl, daddy.” she said. 

“Yeah, that’s my sweetheart. Do you wanna feel my cock in your little virgin pussy?” I asked, still rubbing it up and down between her lips, teasing it at her entrance and pressing against her hymen. 

“Yes, daddy. Please.” 

“Do you know how angry Bob would get if he heard you calling me that?” I asked. She started wagging her ass back and forth, pressing it back against me, and trying to swallow the tip. “No, no. Not yet.” 

“He would hate it. I love how much he hates you.” she said. 

“Me too, because it means he knows what I’m gonna do to you, and he can’t take the thought of it, so he chooses to hate me.” 

“Nothing he could ever do would keep me from you.” 

“Good girl. I like hearing you say that.” 

“I’m not his anymore. I’m yours now, daddy.” she said, her pussy visibly squeezing, so wet that it didn’t seem possible. I’d heard that girls in heat were wild, and that their bodily functions could get out of control. 

“Yes, baby. That’s right. You’re my good girl.” 

“And your slut, daddy. I’ll be anything you want me to be. I’ll do anything for you. Anything you tell me to.” she said, begging uncontrollably and trembling beneath me. It was a great feeling of power, knowing the control I possessed over her in that moment. 

“Do you promise?” I asked. 

“Yes, daddy. I promise. I promise.” 

“I want you to show me. Show me how obedient you are for me.” 

“Yes, daddy. Please.” 

“You have to give me not only your virginity, but ownership of your body at all times. I want it to be mine, like a possession. I want free use, and complete obedience sexually.” I said, whispering directly into her ear as I pushed my cock through her hymen, grunting as I felt her insanely tight squeeze gripping my length. 

“Yes!” she said, calling out as her eyes went wide. Her walls stretched around me, forced to accommodate the first cock to enter her. 

“Leia, God damn.” I said, working it in and out slowly, my cock quickly becoming soaked by her wetness. 

“Guhhh unnnghh…” 

“Do you like that, baby?” 

“Yes. Oh, gosh. Don’t stop.” she said, moaning as I increased the pace, thrusting into her, her pussy squishing as my dick displaced her juices. “Oh, John, baby. Oh my God, yes! Right there! Oh, yes.” 

“You have such a tiny little pussy, Leia.” 

“It’s yours, daddy. Only yours.” 

“Good girl. I love the way it grips me.” I said, looking down between us as I bottomed out, finally laying claim to my Leia in the most primal way. Despite being tied up, and never having had sex, she was an absolute handful, expressive and enthusiastic to the point that it was out of character. 

“Heh heh heh, yes daddy.” she said, slobbering and looking up at me as I took it from behind. Our bodies were covered in sweat, but it was the furthest thing from our minds. 

“Flip over.” I said, grabbing the ropes on her wrist and turning her onto her back. She raised her legs up high, my eager and willing love slave. “Whenever I want you, however I want you.” 

“Yes, daddy. Only for you.” 

“I want you to do the dirtiest things for me, things that would make your father sick to his stomach if he knew you did them with me.” I said, rubbing the soles of her feet on my face and looking down at her milky tits, so engorged that droplets of milk were leaking from her nipples without any stimulation at all. 

“I’ll never say no to you, John. I promise.” 

“You’re gonna be my little free use slut next door. Say it.” 

“Your free use slut.” she said, giggling dimly as I entered her. Leia was impossible not to stare at, and I knew that I’d never grow tired of looking at her. Her big naturals bounced freely beneath my pumping hips, culling me like a bug to light. I latched on, licking and sucking, pulling her warm liquid onto my tongue. 

“Open your mouth.” I said, squeezing her breast and letting milk fill my mouth before recycling it into her mouth. “Swallow.” 

“Gulp!” 

“I’m going to make you do that with my cum someday.” I said. 

“Yes sir. I want to. I want to drink it.” she said, her eyes unfocused and going cross. Her mouth opened as I continued thumping, and saliva dripped from the tip of her tongue as she organically encompassed the ahegao face to a tee. “Ughhhh….ehhh….unnnghh….” 

“Oh, fuck. I can’t stop it, baby. I can’t stop, I’m gonna cum.” I said, my entire body swelling with pleasure. 

“Gunhhhh…” she whirred unintelligibly, gyrating beneath me but completely offline as I went into hyperdrive, humping her furiously as I arrived inside her. 

“Leia…” I said, fading into serenity as waves of bliss boomed through me like bombs, my body shaking as I emptied my seed inside of her fertile virgin womb. Her body started convulsing, and she squirted all over my cock, over and over with milk dribbling from her tits. “Leia?” 

“Ugh hnn…” she kept twitching, and I feared I may have killed her, until a smile spread across her face. 

“I love you.” I whispered, giving her a kiss on the cheek and cuddling up behind her. I knew that I was likely in huge trouble, might even lose my place, but it was well worth it. There would be no more keeping us apart, that much was sure. 

“I love you.” she said, her voice faint and soft. There was a knock at the door. 

“It’s gotta be your mom.” I said. 

“Don’t tell her I’m here.” she said, nearly catatonic, and completely unconcerned with the emergency at hand. 

“Well, I know that. Here, I’m gonna cover you up. Be quiet.” I said, pulling the blanket up and searching for my clothes. 

Knock, knock, knock! 

“One second!” I said, taking a final look around to make sure nothing looked suspicious. You could barely see my bed from the door unless you were really looking in, and Leia wasn’t moving an inch. I pulled my shirt on, and approached my front door, unlocking it and pulling it open. 

“John, I can’t find Leia. Have you seen her?” 

“Leia? No. I wasn’t feeling well, so I skipped breakfast. I figured she went with you.” 

“No. She’s sick too, and I wasn’t supposed to let her out of my sight. Oh, boy, this isn’t good, where could she be?” she asked. 

“I don’t know, maybe she went for a walk, or to the market?” I asked, trying to get her attention elsewhere. 

“Oh, I don’t think so, but maybe so. I think I’ll head that way. Please keep an eye out for her, I must find her before Bob gets home.” she said, full of worry and making me feel awful. 

“I will, Mrs. Fields. Good luck.” I said, closing my door as she went off in search of her daughter. I found it interesting that she didn’t bring up the fact that she was bound with ropes. I locked the door, and went back to bed with a lot on my mind. I had to figure out some way to deal with all of this, and Leia was in no state to be of any help, fucked completely senseless and lost in la-la land. 


Chapter 6 

I sent an email to my buddy Randy, asking if he had some sort of a handsaw that I could borrow. The first order of business was getting the ropes off, as it would be terrible optics if I were to be caught with a young woman in my unit, missing and tied up.

Luckily, he got right back to me, and said I could swing by and grab it. He was on the other side of Hamden, but it was only a five minute walk. Leia had already passed out, so I gave her another kiss on the cheeks, and headed out.

Randy had a sturdy little saw that would be perfect for the job, and I told him that I had to cut some ropes off of my unit that were left there by a previous tenant. We chatted for a couple minutes, but I made sure not to get caught up, and jogged straight back to my place. Leia was highly intoxicating, and it only took one hit of her to get me addicted.

I came up with a whole plan on the way home, to write a note for Margaret, and leave it on her door before she got home. I was going to tell her that I ran into Leia, and that we were going for a walk, and would be back before five. It completely slipped my mind when I stepped inside, and saw that my naked angel was wide awake, and licking her chops for another round.

“What’s that?” she asked.

“This is how I’m gonna set you free.” I said.

“Ropes or not, I’ll always be your prisoner.” she said, looking into my eyes. “I knew you would rescue me.”

“Of course, baby. You’re my world.” I said, getting behind her and getting to work, being careful not to rub up against her skin. She was so precious and beautiful, it felt wrong even risking it, and I knew it would kill me to hurt her in any way.

“Is it working?”

“Like a charm, just be still, sweetheart.”

“Yes sir.” she said. There were a lot of ropes, and I cut through them one at a time until her hands were free, and she immediately grabbed my cock through my pants.

“Woah, now. I still gotta do your ankles.” I said, but it was too late, as she’d already pulled my waistband down, and was kissing the head of my cock.

“It’s so big, I love it.” she said, her eyes sparkling with desire as she licked from the base to the tip, smiling up at me.

“You’re so pretty.” I said, completely forgetting about any plans that didn’t involve fucking my new princess into oblivion. “Lay on your back, and lift your legs up for me.”

“Anything you say, sir.” she said, flipping over so that her face was positioned under my balls, a position with serious perks.

“Ugh, baby. That feels so good. Look at you, such a good girl. You like sucking on my big balls, don’t you?” I asked, causing her to chuckle innocently.

“Yes, daddy. I just want to serve and obey you.”

“Good girl, don’t sucking.” I said. Leia took hold of my cock, pulling on it while taking my testicles into her mouth. She lifted her legs like I instructed, and I got to work on the ropes securing her ankles. It was a bit easier, as there was a clear path for my saw, with less of a chance of cutting her. Not that Leia let it remain easy, wiggling herself further beneath me, and letting her curious tongue explore my taint, sending a shiver through me.

“Mmm…” she moaned, rubbing her clit as her tongue found my asshole, circling around and pressing firmly against it.

“Leia, Jesus.” I said, tickled deeply in a completely novel way. I sank my weight down onto her face, realizing a fantasy I didn’t even know I had. Never would I have thought that a virgin would be the first girl to eat my ass, but she was in heat, and completely without inhibitions, eagerly making out with my asshole while I cut through the final of her ropes, finally freeing her for the taking.

“You saved me, John. You really did it.” she said, rubbing her ankles where the ropes had been.

“Of course I did. You always save the princess.” I said. “Now that you’re free, I want you to sit in my lap.”

“Oh yeah?” she asked, running her fingers through her hair as I laid down, holding my cock for her as she climbed on. “I’ve never done this.”

“Just sit down on it, and start grinding.” I said, her jiggling tits appearing right in front of my face. “Oh, wow. Hi.”

“You’re silly.” she whispered, wiggling slightly until she found the spot. “Oh, God.”

“Mmhmm!” she purred, dropping her weight until her hips found mine.

“It’s so tight, Leia.”

“It’s yours, daddy. Remember? That’s your tight little pussy.” she said, throwing her head back as she grinded back and forth. I groped her breasts, admiring them and paying them proper respects.

“I’m gonna miss it if you stop lactating.” I said, squeezing milk onto my tongue. It was so erotic, seeing her in such a state of sexual depravity, watching her ride my cock with reckless abandon.

“Then get me pregnant, he he.” she said, her ass slapping down against my thighs. Her wetness was such that it dripped from our seal, running down my balls and onto the sheets.

“Careful what you ask for.” I said, holding her hips and thrusting from the bottom. I loved the way she squealed for me, and I bounced her on my cock until she was flushing red.

“Oh, fuck. John! Oh! John…”

“Yes, that’s my baby. Cum for my cock, baby. Good girl.” I said. She pressed her breasts together, with my face in the middle, her legs shaking as I worshiped her tits, thrusting violently until she squirted again, her warmth spilling onto my lower stomach and sending me over the edge.

“Don’t stop! Fuck, daddy. Don’t stop!” she screamed so hard that her voice went hoarse, eagerly taking another thick, gooey load of hot cum. I gripped her ass cheeks with both hands, digging in as I pulsed inside her. The intensity of the orgasm made me forget to breathe, and I nearly passed out before finally gasping. Even Leia’s laugh sounded horny, as she slid my cock out of her, and laid down beside me, leaving a stream of sticky semen behind her.

“You were so worth the wait.” I said, staring up at my ceiling without a care in the world. I knew there would be consequences, but I was willing to face them with her.

“You didn’t have to wait that long.” she said.

“No, but it was still painful.”

“I know what you mean. I’m not a virgin anymore.” she said, giving me a sarcastic high five.

“I’m the last man you’re ever going to sleep with.” I said, posted up on my elbow and admiring her messy haired beauty.

“Yeah, because my dad is gonna kill me when he gets home.” she said.

“Yeah, about that. What should we do?” I asked. I guess I fucked enough of the crazy out of her that she could somewhat return to normalcy, as she seemed to understand that we were in something of a predicament.

“Maybe I should just shower, and go home. My dad won’t be home until five.”

“What if she already told him you’re missing?” I asked.

“She wouldn’t, she’s gonna keep looking until the last possible minute. My dad is a bit of a lunatic, and he would lose it if she called him and told him that I wasn’t at the house.” she said.

“I mean, it’s up to you.”

“He’s gonna be mad about the ropes, and grill me about how I got them off and who I was with.” she said.

“Well, you can tell him you were with me. I don’t mind.” I said.

“Not a good idea.”

“He’s gonna find out eventually.” I said.

“How?”

“I mean, we are dating now, right?” I asked, trying to sneakily make her my girlfriend. A smile spread across her face, and she lit up just like I’d hoped.

“Are we?”

“Leia, will you be my girlfriend?” I asked, taking her hand and placing a kiss atop it.

“I’d be honored.” she said.

“And just to make sure, I have full free use privileges.” I said.

“Of course, daddy. I’ll never take that away from you.”

“Well, we’ll wait until our first fight to see about that.” I said. “Go hop in the shower, let’s make this dropoff as smooth as possible.”

“Good idea. I’m not telling mom that I was with you, I’m just gonna say that I was out and about, hanging around and wasting time.” she said.

“Alright, baby. I love you.” I said. Leia crawled out of bed, and walked on her tippy toes to the bathroom, her plump little bubble butt swaying with each graceful step she took. My eyes remained glued on her backside until the door closed behind her, and I couldn’t help taking a moment to thank the good Lord Jesus Christ himself for the good fortunes he’d bestowed upon me.


Chapter 7

I had some wet wipes, and gave myself a little bath while she showered to wipe the smell of sex off of me. While she was still in the shower, I decided to peek my head out, but there was no sign of Margaret so I went to knock on her door. No answer, I figured she was still out searching for Leia, so I went back inside.

In the minute or two that I was outside, Leia had emerged from the shower, and was lying butt naked in the center of my mattress after I locked the door and turned around, with her ankles tucked behind her head and rubbing herself.

“One more time before I go home?” she asked, raising her eyebrows. She stirred my blood flow, so effortless in her power over me.

“Fresh out of the shower, that’s way too yummy for me to say no to.” I said, taking my shirt off, and reversing the process of putting my clothes on.

“Oh my God.” she said, biting her lip as she rubbed her pussy.

“What baby?” I asked, hopping into bed with her and soaking in the sight of my flexible little pretzel girl in heat, my new girlfriend and the object of my obsession.

“You. I’m so lucky.” she said, staring down at my cock as I walked over to her on my knees, replacing her hand with mine and letting my fingers slip inside of her warm, sticky little hole.

“I’m the lucky one.” I said, slapping my dick against her pussy, and watching her squirm with anticipation. We started kissing, and my lips moved to her neck, and then lower, pressing against her soft chest and traveling down the center of her stomach. “It’s so pretty.”

“Thank you, daddy.” she said, looking down at me as I began kissing her bald kitty, isolating her clit and lapping away. I pushed two fingers inside her, finally finding the use of my shake weight training as I finger blasted her as hard as I could.

“Yeah, you’re gonna cum for daddy. I’m gonna make you so addicted to me that you can’t even think straight. I’m going to turn you into my secret little nympho slut.” I said, rubbing the pads of my fingers furiously over her clit, quickly bringing her orgasm as she quivered helplessly, her hands on her ankles, holding them up by her head as she screamed in agony.

“Ughhh! Yes, fuck! Oh God….ahh! Ahhh!” she squealed as her pussy spurted with clear juices, trembling as her body somehow produced more and more liquid, dumping it into one big darkening spot on my mattress.

“Good slut, just like that. You do what daddys says.”

“Yes! Anything daddy, ahh! Oooh, fuck. It’s so sensitive.”

“I know, sweetheart.”

“Ehh!”

“It’s okay, baby. Just let go, let yourself cum.” I said, causing her to drop her feet and arch against me. I pushed her legs apart and lowered myself between them, way too turned on by the loss of her control of bodily functions not to have a taste.

“Oh, John. Oh my….Ugh, I can’t…ugh! Fuck. I can’t stop…cumming…”

“Mmm hmm…” I moaned, slurping up as much of her as I could, drinking it down without hesitation. I’d never felt so attracted to someone, so deeply bonded so quickly. She was mine, and there was no question about the matter.

“Please, oh. Please.” she said, panting to catch her breath, still shaking uncontrollably after I stopped going down on her.

“I need it.” I said, spreading her legs apart and placing myself at her glistening opening. She was so sensitive that she jerked as I put it back on, sighing heavily as I power thrusted down into her.

“It’s so good, daddy. I love the way you fuck me.”

“Yeah, that’s why you’re my girl.” I said, slipping my thumb into her mouth. She sucked on it like it was my cock, staring into my eyes as I pummeled her.

“I love you, daddy. Harder. I want it. I want it.”

“You might my cum?” I asked, grunting as she laced her ankles around my lower back.

“Yes, daddy! Yes! Cum in me, please!”

“Baby, fuck. I’m so close.” I said, clamping onto her nipple and providing hard, steady suction, gulping down her flowing milk as I emptied my nuts into her womb once more. “Ugh! Ugh!”

“I can feel it, daddy. Fuck, that’s gonna make me cum.” she said, calling out. There was another knock on my door, this time much more aggressive than the first. I zoned it out, nibbling her puffy tip as she fucked me from the bottom, fighting for every bit of pleasure she could retrieve.

“God, I love you.” I said, running my fingers through her hair and kissing her on the forehead.

Knock! Knock! Knock!

“Leia! Are you in there! Open up mother fucker!” he yelled. It was Bob.

“Fuck.” I said, still buried balls deep in his daughter’s cum filled cunt.

“Police! Open the door!”

“Oh, no.” she said, covering herself with her arms and scampering off towards the bathroom, picking up her clothes on the way and closing the door, leaving me to deal with the mess.

“I’m coming! One second!” I yelled, trying to buy myself a moment to at least cover myself up. My underwear was nowhere to be found, but I stepped into a pair of sweatpants, still sweaty when I unlocked my door. There were two police officers with Bob, and he was fuming.

“Where is she?” he asked.

“Woah, woah.” I said, putting up my hands as they stormed inside.

“You’re going away for this, buddy. This is kidnapping!” he said.  As he looked around, his eyes stopped at the wet spot on my mattress, and the truest look of horror that I’ve ever seen spread across his face. The police officers looked around the unit, and the bathroom door opened slowly, causing everyone to freeze in place.

“Hi.” she said, emerging fully clothed, her hair still a complete mess, and her mascara streaked down her cheeks like black tears.

“Leia! What did he do to you?” Bob asked, sprinting for her and wrapping her up in his arms. The cops looked at me, both taking a step in my direction at the same time.

“No! He saved me.” she said, pushing Bob away and jumping in front of the cops, wrapping me up and using herself as a shield.

“What are you talking about?” Bob asked, raising his voice and stepping in front of the police.

“He tied me up, and put duct tape on my mouth while I was asleep. I swear! After he tied me up, he went to work!” she said, pointing at Bob.

“Sir, step back.” one of the cops said, placing his hand on his firearm as Bob grabbed hold of Leia, trying to pry her off of me. I tightened my grip, and pulled her away from him as the cops grabbed him by the arms.

“This is bullshit!”

“It’s true.” I said. “I heard her calling for help, and crawled through the vent to save her.”

“Did you try the door?” the cop asked, raising an eyebrow.

“No one answered, but I kept hearing it. I could tell it was her.” I said. The cop took out his pen and pad, and started writing something down while the other cop escorted Bob out of my apartment, and began questioning him.

We all gave our sides of the story, and they went and talked to Margaret, before deciding to arrest Bob on multiple charges. It was an epic moment, as Bob lost his shit and made a complete full of himself, going as far as spitting on one of the officers while his hands were in cuffs.

“I swear to God, if you lay one finger on my precious daughter, I’ll end your fucking life!” he said before being dragged away. Margaret was still delirious because of the heat, and Leia somehow managed to convince her to let her stay the night at my place, so she wouldn’t catch the heat herself.

Chapter 8

By the morning, I was as exhausted as I’d ever been, my entire body drained of every last drop of vital energy reserves. We stayed up all night, going at it over and over again.

Never in my life had I engaged in such mind blowing, dirty, relentless sex. My dick actually started hurting, and I had to be cumming dust into her vagina by the time the sun was coming up, and she finally fell into slumber.

There was more knocking on the door, but I was too tired and ignored it. When I woke up at almost three, Leia was gone, but the smell of sex still lingered in the air. I lumbered to my feet, still a bit confused and tired, and went to the bathroom. There was a note.

Dearest John,

This has been without a doubt, the best days of my life, and I can’t wait to spend the rest of my days with you. I’m over at mom’s, come see me.

Yours and yours only, forever,

Leia Fields

“Adorable.” I said, placing the note down and taking a long, well deserved piss. I could smell her pussy on my cock and balls, so I decided to take a quick shower before heading over to say hello.

Margaret and Leia were fully recovered from their little bout of the heat, and there seemed to be an understanding that Leia and I were together, as she didn’t flinch when Leia sat down on my lap, and gave me playful, sweet kisses while we talked.

“Bob is getting sentenced tomorrow. He’s looking at 30 days, minimum.” she said, placing her palm on her forehead.

“I’m sorry.” I said, unsure of what to say, other than maybe don’t tie your daughter up with ropes and duct tape her mouth shut. It all seemed pretty avoidable to me.

“It’s not your fault, sweetie. This was bound to happen, one way or the other. He’s too controlling, he needs to learn to let her live her own life.” she said.

Bob ended up getting 60 days, and by the time he came back, Leia was already pregnant. We played it off, and our day to day schedule changed in a big way, because I could only see Leia while he was at work.

Free use remained in full effect, and I made a point of defiling his daughter in every way imaginable while he was at work. I’d grown pretty close with Margaret, and I felt bad for her, having to deal with such a grumpy old man. We kept our relationship a secret, but he kept getting angrier and angrier, almost like he could sense the change in her, and knew that she was no longer chaste.

One day, while he was at work, Margaret broke down and told me that they were going to lose the place. Bob was happy just to keep his job, and said they’d find somewhere else to live, but it was very unsafe out there.

“How far behind are you?” I asked.

“Two months, from the two months he was in jail.” she said, sobbing.

“Margaret, don’t worry. I’ll pay it.”

“You will?” she asked, looking up at me with hopeful eyes. She just wanted to keep the unit, and continue living in safety.

“Leia’s safety is my job.” I said. “But I want her hand in marriage.”

“Oh. Oh my. Well, you’re gonna have to take that up with Bob.” she said.

I waited for him to arrive back home, stoned faced and angry as always. When he came in the door, he threw his bag down on the floor.

“They didn’t approve my overtime, God dammit!” he yelled, spinning around to see me sitting there in his living room. “What in the hell? Why is there another man in my house?” he asked, screaming and turning red.

“Bob! Settle down, he’s our neighbor.”

“What are you doing here, John?” he asked, getting control of himself but still breathing angrily.

“I wanted to strike up a deal with you.” I said.

“Oh yeah? What kinda deal?” he asked.

“Would you mind if we stepped outside?”

“Of course.” he said, giving Leia a stern look before following me.

“Margaret told me about rent.”

“Oh, did she? You better not be fucking my wife.” he said, holding up a finger and stepping closer.

“Sir, no. Of course not.”

“What’s the deal?” he asked, narrowing his eyes. There was a faint smell of whiskey on his breath, and I backed up slightly.

“I’ll pay the money you owe on rent, but I want Leia’s hand in marriage.” I said.

“Ptooey!” he spit onto the floor, and shook his head.

“She’s too valuable, besides, what would she want with a man like you?” he asked, spitting again.

“You’d have to ask her that, sir. I’ll pay the rent for the rest of the year, but that’s my final offer. If you don’t take it, I’m gonna marry her anyway, and you’ll be empty handed.” I said, putting my foot down and telling him how it was going to be. He looked me in the eye for the first time, and took a deep breath, and then extended his hand.

“Fine, for the whole year,” he said.

“Yes sir.”

He wasn’t happy when Leia started showing, and came pounding on my door, swearing like crazy and saying ‘I knew it!’, over and over again. Once he cooled down, we actually started to get along on some level, or at least, he came to tolerate me once he saw the way I treated her, and the way she looked at me.

I paid their rent for the year, and then we had a small ceremony in the cafeteria, because Bob insisted that no daughter of his would be giving birth without already being wed. So that’s where we are now, two months out from Leia giving birth to our first son, little baby Walker.

Forbidden - So Much Older

Chapter 1 - Jack

I’d known Kelsey for years, and we’d developed a playful rapport over time. She was friend’s with my daughter, and definitely my favorite.

She had a vibrant personality, and confidence that seemed to rub off on Sarah, who was more of a silent wallflower before they met. Kels was outgoing, with a naturally domineering personality type. In a lot of ways, I think their opposite dynamic is part of why they got along.

I also liked having her around because she wasn’t into any of the other vices younger people sometimes fall into, she lived a healthy lifestyle and took pride in it. She was good in my book.

When they left for college, I figured it was the last I’d see of her. Sarah stayed in state, but Kelsi went to a university in California. We had a couple get-togethers and cookouts to wish them both off, and that was that.

During those last couple parties, Kelsey treated me differently. I’d even say that the way she looked at me changed, forcing me to contemplate her in that light as well.

It was almost overwhelming having her turn that sort of attention in my direction. She wielded such a strong presence, and her eye contact was intense and unwavering. Plus, I’d known her for a long time and I’d never received that treatment. She broke down the established dynamic of our relationship so effortlessly, feeding me compliments and giving me seductive glances.

She’d always called me by my first name, Jack. Out of the blue, she started calling me ‘daddy’, she even did it right in front of Sarah, who hardly took notice. I could tell by the way she was acting that she was testing me, pushing the boundaries to see if I would make a move on her. She made my face flush red, and I became instantly attracted to her. It was like she’d been playing coy all along, waiting for her opportunity to let me know she was available.

It took me by surprise, and I played it very cautiously. I didn’t know what to actually think about it, or what her intentions were. The only thing I could think of was that she was going to try and seduce me before heading off to college, something I knew in my heart I lacked the willpower to resist if she kept on.

“Are ya’ gonna miss me daddy?” she asked, swirling her tongue around a lollipop and staring into my eyes. Her bathing suit was inappropriate, and her hair in pigtails turned her into the ultimate little sexpot. She was almost too comfortable in her own body, knowing full well the feelings of lust she was capable of inspiring with her supple young body.

“Sure. I’ll miss you dirtying up my pool, eating all my snacks, and being loud at random hours of the night.” I said.

“Oh, hush. You know you love me and are gonna miss me.” she said. It was all so new, the overt sexuality. Sucking on a lollipop with pigtails, calling me daddy, staring into my eyes, and generally just staying in my vicinity no matter what was going on around us.

Whatever she was doing, it was working. There was a pressure between my legs, and impure thoughts manifested everytime I looked in her direction. The pretty little toes, painted pink and looking like candy.

I kept noticing the little things about her, like the tan lines of her regular underwear, and her tiny waist, things I hadn’t noticed before because I’d never really ogled her like that. Her tight little ass, lean stomach, and shapely legs. I could see through her bathing suit top that her nipples were pierced, the same with her tongue. I started thinking about tasting both.

Everything about Kelsey screamed sexuality, gripping me by the balls at a biological level. A blindfold is the only thing that could have saved me from my natural reaction, and I wasn’t the only one. There were dads at the party, some hiding their stares behind dark shades, others openly scanning as she walked past, popping her hips and showing off her tanned flesh.

I’ll never forget pulling back into my driveway after dropping Sarah off at university. For one, I’d just sent my daughter off to college, and so I wouldn’t be seeing her again for a while after living with her for so many years. It was supposed to be my first night alone, living as a bachelor.

Instead, Kelsey’s car was still parked in my driveway when I made it back, even though she was supposed to have left three days earlier. I went inside, and saw no sign of her. My heart rate spiked, as it was silent in the house but I knew she was there somewhere. My mind jumped to risque conclusions, fantasizing about her soft skin pressed up against mine.

I walked through the living room, and then to the backdoor. That’s when I saw her, laying out in the backyard, tanning by the pool in a micro bikini that would have made me uncomfortable if she weren’t so damn nice to look at.

“Hey daddy!” she said, sipping on some sort of iced drink in a glass. It was 3 pm, and I wasn’t sure what was going on. “I missed you. You took forever to get home.”

“What’s going on?” I asked, giving her a look.

“I just wanted to work on my tan.”

“Yeah, but I thought you were supposed to be headed to California by now.” I said.

“Actually, I decided to take a year or two off before I go to school.” she said, laying on her stomach with a thong bottom and her perfectly arched feet waving behind her. 

“Oh, yeah. I don’t know if that’s such a good idea.” I said, still in dad-mode and trying to give her advice.

“Oh, daddy. Don’t be such a fuddy duddy.”

“A fuddy duddy?” I asked.

“Yeah. I’m young, I have my whole life to figure out what I wanna do. Right now, I just wanna relax and hang out.”

“Of course you do.” I said, shaking my head. “But where are you going to live? Where are you going to work?”

“Well, if you go put your trunks on and come hang out with me, I’ll tell you.” she said, being extra girly, flirtatious, and sticking her tongue. My eyes scanned her smooth, oiled legs, and the emergence of her tongue ring sent another chill straight through to my hardening cock.

“Fine.” I said, letting out a sigh. Honestly, I didn’t have anything better to do, and I felt nothing short of compelled to be near her. “Let me go change. I’ll be right back.”

Goodness, what is going on here? Kelsey has never been anything but sweet and respectful, and now she’s practically naked and flirting like crazy. She’s doing it on purpose. God damn, those little pink toes. Is this really gonna happen? Can I actually do this?

Sarah is gonna kill me, but I can’t stop myself. I fucking have to have her.

I took deep breaths, and tried to think about something else. The image of her delectable young body was fresh in my mind, and all I could think of was taking her inside, stripping her down, and making her into my personal little fuck slut.

“Fuck.”


Chapter 2 - Kelsey

I didn’t tell anyone about my plans because it was too hard to explain, nor did I really want to. Some things are better left unsaid, and skipping college because you have a secret Fans Only account that was making a couple grand a month, and a massive crush on your friend’s much older father both fell under that category.

I couldn’t imagine telling people about the page, even though it was just feet and tit pics without my face on them. I felt the same about my feelings for Jack, at least until they were reciprocated. It was all very muddy water, so I put on my galoshes, fully prepared to wade through it.  

Jack was my friend Sarah’s dad, and I’d had a thing for him for longer than I care to admit. The only person who really knew about it was Sarah, and it really didn’t seem to bother her. She also didn’t know that I planned on acting on it, which may have slightly changed her view. We both had crushes on older guys from time to time, and it had always been harmless.

I’d always been only somewhat interested in school, but around graduation, my desires shifted. I wanted to have a baby, and a committed relationship. I wanted to focus on my family. I didn’t think that was too unreasonable, at least if I could pull it off.

I started a Fans Only, amassed a little over a thousand subscribers, and suddenly made enough to easily afford my own apartment, bills, insurance, etc… It changed the way I thought about things.

Would I rather go to college, study my butt off for 4 years and then go into a field where I’d be required to continue working my butt off for the rest of my years, or start a family? As long as the father was Jack, I wanted the latter.

I’d only dated guys around my age, and never really had the courage or desire to flirt with men who were much older than me. Most of my subscribers were between thirty five and fifty, and I found myself getting along quite easily with them. They always had money, weren’t immature, and most of them were respectful despite the context of our relationship. That’s really when my kink for older men was born, and guys my age stopped appealing to me.

As great as some of my subscribers were, and some of them were actually quite handsome, none captivated me in the way Jack did. He was so easy to get along with, and gave off such a strong protective vibe. He was a great dad, and always treated me like a princess because I was friends with his daughter. In my eyes, he was twenty four karat.

And he was hot. Really fucking hot. There were always suitors vying for my attention, but he could have taken it at any moment just by saying the word. I knew that he didn’t really see me in that way, but I felt confident I could make him see me that way. I’d always been a bit conservative around him, and on my best behavior so I could make a good impression on him.

But I was an adult woman, single and available, and I felt that I deserved to be seen that way.

He was the first person I told about my plan to skip school, partly because I was at his house uninvited, and partly because he was the other half of my plan, he just didn’t know it yet.

Jack didn’t seem to mind my presence, and joined me poolside as soon as I made the request. I put myself on full display, wearing a bikini that was practically made out of dental floss.

I’d been getting into the mode of flirting with him for  days, making me more and more confident. Jack held strong, remaining playful without flirting back the way I wanted. Things had changed, though, as Sarah was away at college, and he was a single man living all alone. I wanted to see if he still had the same willpower.

“Alright, you. Let’s hear your little plan.” he said, his voice startling me. He sat down on the lounge chair beside me.

“Before I go into all that, do you care if I ask you a question?” I asked, turning over and taking a sip of my sprite.

“Shoot.”

“I never see any women over here, how come you aren’t seeing anyone?”

“Well, I’ve been in single dad and business owner mode for a while now,” he said, his gaze straying to my chest.

“You’re so successful and hot. And tall.” I said, batting my eyelashes for a reaction.

“Oh, thanks.” he said, pawing the back of his neck and looking around. “I’ll find someone,” he said.

“Or someone will find you.”

“Okay. So what’s going on Kelsey? Why are you laying beside my pool instead of driving to California?” he asked.

“You promise you won’t judge me?” I asked.

“Yeah.”

“I started a Fans Only like 6 months ago, and now I’m making five thousand dollars a month.” I said. “And I kind of just want to enjoy life, find myself a man, and pop out a couple babies.”

“Wait, back up. Five grand a month? That’s awesome. What is Fans Only?” he asked.

“It’s like…a content site.” I said.

“Very nice. A little entrepreneurial spirit, I like that.” he said, beaming with pride. It made me feel bad, because he had no clue what it actually was. I couldn’t seduce him if the whole thing was built on a lie. 

“Well, full disclosure here, it’s nudes. It’s a subscriber based model, where guys sign up to buy your content, and send you messages, stuff like that.” I said.

“So you’re like a…. digital stripper?” he asked. Hearing the word made me cringe, but it made him laugh. “That’s kind of cool.”

“Really?” I asked, surprised by his reaction.

“I mean, it makes sense. You don’t have to go to the club, don’t have to deal with the degrading comments and creepy guys in person, and you still get paid from the safety of your own home.” he said.

“Thank you!” I practically shouted. “You’re the only person I’ve told about this. Most guys think it's slutty, or whatever.”

“I mean, it is sex work, but it’s kind of the safest way to go about it. Do you have your face in the photos?” he asked.

“No.”

“Good. I’d just watch out for that. People distribute your content, it ends up all over the internet. It’s up to you, but that might be something that causes future bother.” he said.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Like when your kid is twelve years old, and his friends are looking at old naked pictures of his mom,” he said. I felt a weird feeling move through me, as I’d never considered it like that before.

“Ew.” I said.

“Oh Kelsey.”

“Oh Jack.” I said.

“You’re certainly young and beautiful. It’s a commodity that people are willing to pay just to look at.” he said, staring off into the backyard with the sun beating down.

“This is why I like older men, so insightful.”

“Stop calling me older, I’m only 39 years old.” he said.

“I’m 19.”

“Yeah.” he said, shrugging. “Definitely older than you.”

“But not like, too old. For me.” I said, looking over to admire his manly physique.

“So wait, is your strategy to find an older man and give him babies?” he asked.

“Pretty much.” I said, grinning right back at him.

“If I didn’t know any better, I’d say you were trying to seduce me.” he said.

“Well…” I said, smiling. “It would be kind of a perfect fit, would it not?”

“How so?”

“We get along great, and I’m already friends with your daughter. Do you not want any more kids?”

“I haven’t really thought about it, but I wouldn’t be against it. With the right woman.” he said.

“Hi, I’m Kelsey.” I said, extending my arm for a handshake. “And I’m the right woman.” he took my hand in his, and raised his eyebrow.

“You’re messing around.”

“Am I?” I asked.

“You better not be. Sign me up.” he said, his hand engulfing mine and making me feel extra small and vulnerable. His eyes said it all.

Chapter 3 - Jack

Kelsey became a fixture at my house, showing up whenever she pleased, usually bearing gifts. When I pulled into my driveway, her car was the first thing I looked for. I craved her presence, finding myself disappointed on the rare occasions she wasn’t around. I loved spending my time with her, flirting, lusting, getting to know this new side of her.

She made me feel young again, and desired. And I damn sure desired her. At first I tried talking myself out of it. I told myself she was too young, that people wouldn’t approve of our relationship, and that it might not work out. I reminded myself that I only knew her because she was friends with Sarah.

None of it worked. The feelings remained, no matter what I told myself. Her body, her stare, she was my infatuation, my obsession. Even the tone of her voice turned me on, and I imagined her moaning and whimpering my name, laying beneath me and giving me what I wanted. The possibility felt so real, even though it was a total fantasy.  She was always around, and we were always alone at my house.

I knew she wanted me, she wouldn’t have made so many comments about us as a couple if she didn’t. Even though she played it coy at times, the tension was always there.

My patience was dwindling, I had to make a move. I wanted to figure it all out first, to sift and sort through my feelings, to process what was taking place and make sure I really liked her, and that my overwhelming desires weren’t completely driven by lust. If we were going to be an item, I’d have to trust her as my partner. It wasn’t something I took lightly, as I assumed there would be plenty of ramifications just from dating the nineteen year old friend of my daughter.

Kelsey didn’t make it easy, dressing proactively, and playing the girlfriend role to perfection. Having her around transformed my life, putting a pep in my step that wouldn’t go away. Energy levels went through the roof, and I was just generally more motivated.

It was more than the mere presence of her beauty alone, she was also taking care of me. Kelsey halfway moved into my house without asking, and made it worth it in every way except for one. I’d get home from work, and my laundry would be neatly folded on my bed, the kitchen sparkling clean, and the toilet freshly scrubbed. She even push-mowed my front yard, which is no easy task and had to take her at least a couple hours.

The longer she stayed, the more we got along, and the more I wanted her. It reached a boiling point after about a week of constantly fantasizing about her, and spending my nights sleeping alone, fantasizing and masturbating about what I wanted to do to her. It was too much, making me cum so hard that I was cross eyed, and leaving me wanting the real thing.


Chapter 4 - Kelsey

I had a month to month deal on a studio apartment. It was easy to afford, and I liked having my own place. It made me feel grown up, and independent. Most of my friends went to college or were working full time, which left me with way too much time on my hands. My entire focus shifted to Jack, as I wanted to show him how good I could be for him. 

I was laying in my bed one night, and realized that we really only spoke in person. I had his number, and I’d called him a few times asking trivial things, but I’d never really texted him. I caught him checking out my feet once before, so I started things off by sending him a picture of my freshly pedicured feet, with white french tips.

Kelsey: What do you think? Cute huh? ;)

Jack: Very pretty.

Jack: What are you doing tonight?

Kelsey: Hanging out by myself, needing cuddles. :(

Jack: Same.

Kelsey: If only there were some obvious solution to our conundrum.

Jack: Well, I’ve never had to invite you over before. I figured you’d already be here if you wanted to be.

Kelsey: That’s not fair. We’ve never had a sleepover. I’ve been hoping you’d ask.

Jack: Would you like to spend the night with me?

Kelsey: You’re not gonna make me sleep on the couch are you?

Jack: Of course not. Cuddles, remember? You sleep with me.

Kelsey: Daddy…

Kelsey: I’m on my way.

It was too easy. All we needed was a little bit of space to introduce the idea directly, almost like we’d both been thinking about it non stop. I wondered if I could have seduced him sooner, or if the attraction was the result of the building tension caused by our constant close proximity.

I took a military style shower and skipped my hair, and then threw on some sexy pajamas before getting in my car and heading for his house. He lived right across town, less than ten minutes away.

When I arrived, he was waiting at the door to let me in.

“Hi.” I said, feeling a little shy all of a sudden, knowing full well what was about to take place between us. There was a feeling between us that was so obvious you could feel it in the very air of the space we occupied.

“Hi angel.” he said, calling me that for the first time. He was wearing a robe, hopefully with nothing underneath it. “Did you want something to drink?”

“No, I’m fine. I just want your cuddles.” I said.

“Well come get them.” he said, lacing his fingers in mine and leading me to his bedroom. It was after 11, and his room was dimly lit. I crawled into bed first, and watched him disrobe into his boxer briefs.

“Oh, wow.” I said, looking him over as he joined me beneath the covers. “You’re such a hunk.”

“Hunk? I haven’t heard that one in a while.”

“Just trying to keep it age appropriate for you.” I said.

“Oh hush.” he said, draping his arm over me and pulling my ass into his crotch.

“This is nice.” I said, nestling myself against him and isolating his penis between my cheeks.

“So nice.” he whispered, placing a few baby kisses on my neck. “I can’t stop thinking about you lately.”

“That’s so sweet. I feel like we’ve gotten super close lately, and I love it.” I said.

“Me too.” he said, continuing to kiss my neck and inner ear. Chills rolled up and down my spine, and a pressure appeared that only he was capable of soothing. “My little cutie pie.”

“Daddy.” I whispered, arching my back as his stubble tickled my skin.

“I want you Kelsey.” he said. I turned slightly as the words left his mouth, and looked into his eyes.

“I want you too.” I said.

“You’re so pretty.” he said, placing his nose against mine, looking down at my lips. Jack pressed his lips against mine, and fireworks went off inside my head. The passion erupted the moment our lips came together, and our cuddle session broke out into a full on makeout session.

“Ughn.” I moaned, wrapping my legs around his waist as he pressed his hips down onto mine, slipping his tongue into my mouth as I was overtaken by moment. It felt so right, filling me with arousal like never before.  It was like a dream coming true, and even though I could taste him, it still felt surreal.

“Take these off,” he said, lacing his fingers in my waistband, and slowly dragging my underwear down my thighs to my ankles.

“Yes, daddy.”

“Such a naughty girl.” he said, supporting my ankle with his hand as he slipped my panties off. “It’s bad that you call me that. You shouldn’t. I’m old enough to actually be your father.”

“You’re also old enough to do other things. Like get me pregnant.”

“Baby, you can’t say things like that.” he said, spreading my legs and looking down at my sex.

“Why not?”

“Because I can’t tell you no.” he said.

“Oh, daddy. I can’t resist it anymore. I can’t help it that I love you.”

“I know, sweetheart. It’s mutual.” he said, grinning as he lowered himself, dropping his head down between my legs and filling me with a rush of anticipation.

“Such a pretty little pussy.” he said, kissing my inner thighs and dragging his nose over my clit. “Mmm…”

“Oh.” I whimpered, squirming uncontrollably beneath him as he kissed and licked. He continued teasing, going painfully slowly, and inhaling my scent.

“So little, and pretty.” he said, letting his fingertip graze over my clit ever so softly. It made me ache for him, but he continued to force my arousal to build.

“Please.” I said, moving my hips and trying to grind against his face.

“Say it again. Beg for daddy’s touch.”

“Oh, Jack. Please kiss it, daddy. I need your touch.” I said, my nerves tingling as my desire reached a fever pitch. He exhaled, blowing softly against my sex and latching his arms under my legs.

“I’m gonna enjoy this way too much.” he said, placing soft kisses on my lips leading up to my clit.

“Please.” I said, arching against him. My body practically seized when he put his mouth on me, skillfully isolating my clit and rhythmically stroking it with his tongue.

“Mmm…”

“Oh God. Jack.” I ran my fingers through his hair, savoring every sensation he sent spiraling through my body.

I’d spent some much time imagining that moment, picturing our first time together. Even my own fantasies paled in comparison to actually having his face between my legs, his warm lips pleasuring me to my core. He enthusiastically consumed me, feasting on my flesh like I was his personal delicatessen.

“It feels so good.” I said, gripped by our passion and staring down into his eyes.

“Mmm hmm…” he moaned, smiling with a mouthful and never missing the mark. He brought me to the edge, making me squirm and squeal uncontrollably until I was calling out, thrashing beneath him as my mind melted into mush, my thoughts replaced with desperately wanting.

“I need it, daddy. Let me have it.” I said, still sensitive and vibrating like a tuning fork. All of my inhibitions fell away, and I spread my legs as he climbed on top of me, having removed his boxers and taken hold of himself by the base.

“I love when you cum for me.” he said, placing himself at my opening and massaging it around. I didn’t need a warmup, and pulled his length inside me, kissing his mouth and tasting my own juices. 

“It’s yours.” I said, my brain short circuited from my orgasm. Jack pushed his hips against mine, burying himself into my tightness and laying powerful claim to my body. His endowment proved challenging, stretching me as he worked it in and out, all while hitting spots that made me grunt like an animal.

“Oh my God. It’s so tight.” he said, dipping it in and out and staring down between us, watching himself take me. Chills moved through me as his body slapped against mine, going deeper with each hard thrust. His girth forced me to accommodate him, filling me until I was swelling up with pressure once again.

“Ugh! Oh! Oh! Ughn…” his bare flesh bottomed out inside me, and I clenched down around his hardness while he hammered his way towards making me cum, kissing my breasts, and neck, and whispering dirty nothings into my ear.

“Mine.” he said, lifting up my ankles by my head and somehow plunging even deeper inside me. He felt so strong and animalistic, and I laid helplessly beneath him while he took me.

“Yes…”

Kelsey…” he sighed, looking down between us to watch himself entering me over and over. “That’s my good girl.”

“Daddy…I love it. I love your cock.”

“Good girl. You make me feel so good.” he said, increasing the pace and power of his thrusts.

“It’s so hard. Your balls, daddy.” I said, feeling them slap against me. 

“Look at your little toes.” he said, holding my feet by his face and kissing my soles as he grinded against me. “So pretty.” his lips wrapped around my toes, sucking and maintaining eye contact without breaking his rhythm. I’d never really understood the foot thing, but seeing him worship my soles and toes with such fervor made me feel like a princess.

“”Ugh! Ugh!” I screamed, my fingers dug into the sheets, holding on for dear life as he pounded away. “Oh my God!”

“Good girl, cum for that cock. Cum for daddy’s big dick.” he said, biting my neck at the exact moment he made me climax. It was the same as before, a powerful wave that couldn’t be stopped, sweeping over me and clearing out every last bit of tension.

“Fuck.” I whimpered. Jack finished me off, and then slowly lowered my legs. My eyes were closed, and everything was spinning in the best possible way.

“Turn over for me.” he said, a command I executed without hesitation.

“Yes daddy.” I said, getting into position. It was what I wanted, to get on my hands and knees for him, to let him fuck me into I couldn’t even think.


Chapter 5 - Jack

I watched in awe as she settled into position, her firm ass wagging back and forth, begging for me to take it. Her body was lean and fertile, culling a lust inside me I forgot existed. Even in the dark, her immense wetness glistened from the light pouring in from the hallway.

“Kelsey, you’re my perfect little fuck doll.” I said, scanning her body as I stepped up to take her.

“Yes, daddy. I want you to take it.” she said, her voice soft and feminine. She looked back at me with doe eyes, showcasing how irresistible she really was. I pressed myself into her once more, her tightness clamping around my girth as I shoved it deep enough to make her squeal like a good little slut.

“Good girl.” I said, taking a handful of her hair and using it as a handle to help me bounce her on my dick. It may have been way too soon, and extremely reckless, but I had no intentions of pulling out. I couldn’t, it was too good. She pulled me under her spell, making me lose myself completely.

“Yes!”

“Kelsey, fuck. You’re gonna make me cum.” I said. Every last drop of my cum was going to be dumped into her womb. If she wanted a baby, then that’s exactly what I would give her. 

“Ugh! Ugh! Oh my God, daddy.”

“That’s my good girl. You like that daddy dick, don’t you, baby?” I asked, sending my palm across her asscheek just to hear her whimper for me.

“Yes daddy! I love your big cock.” she said. Finally getting to see that side of her, helping her unleash the naughty little brat that I knew she had inside her sent me over the edge. I gripped hips, sinking my fingers into her soft flesh while she twerked her sweet little ass for me. A feeling of possession swept over me, she was finally mine, and only mine.

Our grunts and dirty nothings were the only sound that filled the room outside of the rhythmic smacking of flesh. Squishy noises emanated from our tight seal, and I could feel her wetness dripping from my swinging balls.

“Kelsey! I’m gonna cum.” I said, crossing my absolute threshold for arousal. My cock pulsed, swelling up inside her as pleasure as I let loose.

“Please, please, please!” she begged, arching her back and throwing herself against me. It was the most intense eruption, bulging my eyes as I became a slave to my own pleasures, pumping her full of hot cum without regard.

“Baby!” I called out, holding her in place as I emptied myself. Her pelvic muscles squeezed tight, milking my hard throbbing cock of each sticky rope of cum as it pumped into her. “Kelsey…fuck.” my erection continued to spasm sporadically inside her, and a wave of euphoria washed over me.

“Daddy.” she sighed, collapsing flat onto the bed, panting to catch her breath as a warm smile spread over her face. I grabbed her ass with both hands before sliding in beside her.

“Hey, baby.”

“I love your cuddles.” she said, wiggling into place while I kissed her soft cheeks, humming with post coital bliss and wanting to hold onto her forever.


Chapter 6 - Kelsey

I’d severely underestimated what he was capable of in the bedroom. He did something I couldn’t do for myself, and that no one else had ever done. It was like he knocked all of the stress from deep within my body, healing me and making me whole again.

We clung to each other throughout the night, and I rested my hand on his thick penis, playing with it until he woke up, again and again throughout the night.

I didn’t realize how much I could enjoy giving oral, but I started gagging myself on him and actually liking it. He placed his hand on the back of my head, making me look up at him while struggling to take him.

“My balls, baby.” he whispered, gently urging me lower. I did as I was told, growing aroused as I rubbed my face in them. They were so big and soft, juicy and sensitive. I loved making his toes curl, and began sucking harder until he took hold of his cock, stroking while I sucked.

“Mmm…” I slurped relentlessly, beckoning his dominant, dirty talk.

“Good girl, yeah. Worship daddy’s big balls, show me your obedience.” he said, taking a handful of my hair and spitting onto his cock. “Yeah, you’re gonna make daddy nut.”

“I want it, daddy. Don’t waste it.” I said, climbing up into his lap, and letting him put it in me. I started riding, soaking wet already from the forceful blowjob. He was throbbing hard when he entered me, and began thrusting violently from the bottom, rocking the bed and bouncing me up and down.

“Yes, baby. That’s my little cumslut. Ride it, baby. Ride that cock.” he said, surprising me with how vocal he was in the bedroom. We came simultaneously, and I was lost in my tingles as his hard dick fed me another thick load of sticky cum.

I didn’t spend another night at my apartment, only going back and forth to slowly retrieve my things. Our sleepovers were a nightly occurrence, and there was nothing tame or wholesome about them.

We became very affectionate, all the time, even when he took me out for lunch, or to the movies. Our bond grew stronger every day, and people started telling us how cute we were together.

When Jack asked me to be his girlfriend officially, the timing couldn’t have been better. I’d just found out that I was pregnant, and came clean to Sarah about the seriousness of Jack and I’s relationship. At the end of the day, she was still a great friend, and the last thing I wanted was to alienate her. She responded with an LOL, saying that it didn’t surprise her in the least. 

We spoke on the phone later, and she really seemed happy for both of us.

“It’s not like you didn’t warn me.” she said. I told her about everything, the whole story, and she thought it was adorable. “As long as you and dad are happy, I’m happy.”

“Yes, of course I’ll be your girlfriend.” I said, jumping into his arms for a big sloppy kiss. “Also, I’m pregnant.”

“You’re kidding.” he said.

“You’ve cum inside me multiple times a night for the past month. Are you really surprised?” I asked, garnering a smile.

“Not at all. I guess we have some planning to do.” he said.

“I guess we do.”

And that’s how I got my fairytale ending. The man I wanted, the life I wanted, and the family I’d been dreaming of. It all started with one bad decision to skip college, which has since been rectified.

I’m taking classes online while I’m pregnant, and contemplating my future. The options are near endless, as Jack’s business has only continued to profit and grow. If things keep growing at the same pace, we’ll be millionaires in a couple of years.

And I say “we” because I’m officially engaged to be married. It was our four month anniversary, at the best restaurant in town, and he got down on one knee, in a suit, and my heart melted right then and there. It was over, I was his.




Massive - So Much Older

Chapter 1 - Megan 

My summer looked to be a complete drag, with nothing to look forward to except for staying on campus while everyone else went home, and working long hours just so I could afford to pay for my classes for my second year. 

A month before school ended, my then boyfriend Cameron broke up with me via text, saying that he wanted to be single and explore his options, as he was going on a big rock climbing trip over the summer with “his boys”, and I guess he figured he was going to get laid. 

It wasn’t so bad, as we weren’t working out anyway. We’d been seeing each other for about six months, but it hadn’t turned serious and we were already getting on each other’s nerves. Plus, the sex was terrible. The problem was that the campus was a complete ghost town in the summer, and there was no nightlife to speak of for a 19 year old girl. 

The university was a three hour drive from my house, so I could still go back occasionally and see my parents and friends, but for the most part, I would be working, trying to pay my rent and save for tuition at the same time. I knew it had to be done, I just wasn’t looking forward to it. 

I’d been working as a bartender all year, but the lifestyle was starting to wear on me. At least over the summer, I wanted something more relaxing, so that I could find a routine for myself and settle into some type of normalcy, as my freshman year had been one continuous, messy, drunken, wild, stupid year. With as much fun as I had, I saw no reason to repeat it. 

I hadn’t expected to go through a partying phase at all, but having my freedom for the first time was too intoxicating not to go explore. Still, I struggled with work and school, and I was always tired. The speed of my life made everything into a blur, and Cameron didn’t help because he wanted to drink every night. With all of my friends and classmates home for the summer, I wanted to put myself through a hard reset, and be settled into a functional routine by the time classes started back up again. 

It wasn’t until I landed a job caring for the elderly that I finally quit the Whiskey Tab Grill and Taphouse, because it was steady hours and amazing pay. It might not have completely replaced my income, but it required less hours, and I could return to a normal schedule instead of sleeping in until four pm everyday. 

My friend Alicia told me about the gig, as she’d worked it the year prior. It was twenty five an hour, and I would go to clients’ homes and assist them with whatever it was that they needed. She told me it wasn’t always easy, as many of the patients had dementia, or couldn’t walk, or worse. I needed the money, and when I got my schedule, I couldn’t have been happier. 

“So it’s just one patient?” I asked. 

“For now, yes.” she said, the HR lady at the company that hired me. “His name is Jack Carrigan, he’s 62 years old, just underwent his second serious knee surgery, so he’s going to be bedridden for about a week.” 

“Oh, okay. So what will I be doing?” 

“Bring him food, drinks, help him get to his walker if he needs to use the restroom, maybe a sponge bath every four or five days.” she said. 

“Alright. How’s his mental health?” 

“Oh, he’s sharp. I talked to him on the phone. He’s a short term patient, he will probably only need us for a month or so.” she said. 

“That’s good.” 

“Yeah, I think you got an easy one to start out with. It’s Monday through Friday, from eight to two. Make sure you’re there on time, we have people calling to complain when our assistants are two and three minutes late. You know how old people can be.” 

“I do.” 

“He may need you on weekends, we’re not one hundred percent sure yet. Is that going to be a problem?” 

“Not at all. I’ll take as many hours as I can get.” I said. 

“Well, just focus on keeping this guy happy, and you should stay pretty booked up for the next month.” she said. 

“Okay, perfect. Thank you.” 

“Oh, will you just sign here? And here?” she asked. I went home feeling good, excited for my first day of work with my first old man client. It wasn’t exactly my dream job, but it would pay the bills and help get me one step closer to it. 

Chapter 2 - Megan 

I pulled into the address at 7:45, eager to make a good impression and get started on my new journey helping the elderly. After serving drunk idiot 22 year old males until they were cross eyed for months, the idea of giving back was refreshing. 

“This is nice. I like this.” I said, pulling down the long, dirt driveway slowly in my piece of shit old Honda, approaching a big, beautiful house sitting in the middle of the property. I noticed the cars right away, classics in pristine condition. I didn’t know a thing about them, but I could tell by looking at them that they were expensive. 

Jack Carrigan, let’s see what this old fella is all about. I grabbed my coffee, and threw the shoulder strap of my bag over my head, walking towards the front door. My notes said just to knock and come right in, and with him having gone through knee surgery a few days prior, I didn’t expect to see him when I got to the door. 

“Oh!” I said, shrieking when I opened the door. 

“Hi there.” he said, laughing. “I tried making it to the door before you did, but you beat me.” 

“No, no, that’s my fault. I was in my own head, I didn’t expect to see you. Are you supposed to be standing?” I asked. 

“No, but I won’t tell if you don’t.” he said, leaning on his walker. “I’m Jack, but you already know that. What’s your name, young lady?” 

“I’m Megan.” 

“Nice to meet you. I didn’t expect you to be so cute.” 

“Honestly, I can say the same about you.” I said, glancing into his eyes and feeling myself blush. When they said elderly patients, Jack isn’t what I had in mind. 

“Why thank you, my love. I think we’ll get along just fine.” he said, pushing his walker in front of him and taking one step at a time. 

“I hope so. You’re my first client, actually.” 

“Is that so? What were you doing before this?” 

“I was tending bar at The Whiskey Tab.” 

“I’ve been there. Not a bad place. I definitely didn’t see you there, I wouldn’t have forgotten that.” he said, flashing his smile and reminding me again how attractive he was. His knee was heavily bandaged, but other than that, he was in incredible shape, as lean and muscular as he was tall and handsome. 

“You’re one of those, huh?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“A charmer.” I said, calling him out. 

“More of a flirt, I’d say. It keeps me young.” 

“Do you date younger women?” I asked, following behind him into the living room. 

“I wish, but no. I haven’t dated in years.” he said, backing himself up to the couch and groaning as he sat down. 

“Why not?” 

“I guess there haven’t been enough pretty young girls like you knocking on my door. What do you say?” he asked, winking. 

“You’re gonna be a handful, I can tell.” 

“Two handfuls, honestly,” he said. I gave him a look, unsure if he was making some sort of dick reference or not. He was handsome enough for me to let it slide, and I went to his bedroom to retrieve his CPM machine. 

“The doctor said at least four hours a day for the first week.” I said, wheeling it out. 

“No! I hate that thing.” 

“The continuous passive motion machine? Why?” I asked. 

“I hate sitting still for that long.” 

“Well, it’s technically not still, it's continuous passive motion.” I said, giggling anxiously as I brought it over to him. I still hadn’t come to terms with how attracted I was feeling, and it was making me feel awkward around him. 

“You’re one of those, huh?” he asked, looking down at me as I put his leg into place, making sure he was properly strapped in before I started the machine. 

“What?” 

“One of those girls who has an answer for everything.” he said. There was a sort of playful heir about him, and I found myself enjoying our banter. 

“A handful, I tell you.” I said. Once the machine was working, he watched television while I prepared him a meal, and then cleaned up his kitchen while he ate. 

Even halfway through my first shift, I could tell that I preferred it over the bartender lifestyle. I would be off at two, and home by two thirty at the latest. I had a whole day ahead of me! I’d mostly spend it watching TV and wasting time, but still. It felt more adult, and more professional.  

Despite making constant sexual innuendos, and flirting relentlessly, Jack was very fun to be around. After a couple of days, we’d developed a rapport, and I started looking forward to waking up in the morning so that I could go see him. He was very funny, and we watched all the same shows. 

I kept thinking about the 43 year age gap. It was a lot. Even though he was fit as a whistle, healthy, handsome, and charming, it was a lot. I thought about telling my mom, or even my friends. He was seven years older than my dad. I also met him as a personal nurse following knee surgery, which only further painted the stark contrast between us in age. 

Still, the attraction was palpable, and grew stronger with each passing day. By Friday, I could no longer deny it. It was more than just, oh, he’s cute, or attractive, it was deeper. I really liked him, and honestly, his age started becoming hotter and hotter to me, instead of the other way around. 

In my fantasy, I skipped the part about telling my parents, and just imagined living there with him, falling in love, giving him babies, and living happily ever after. I had a tendency of doing that when I caught feelings, and I knew it was a bad sign, because there was no way for me to avoid him, and it was only a matter of time before I told him how I felt, as I’m very much a blabber mouth that way. There was no doubt in my mind that he was into me, and would happily go along with dating me, fucking me, or whatever it turned into. And that knowledge alone was dangerous, because I absolutely couldn’t be trusted with it. 

Chapter 3 Megan 

At the end of the day, I didn’t really care about our age difference. It turned me on, the idea of being with a mature, successful man who was older, as long as we felt the same way about relationships. 

The problem with Cameron, my ex, was that he had no interest in committing. Even when pressed about his long term goals, he really didn’t know, but he was pretty adamant about not wanting children of his own, and he would go on long rants about the government this, and the government that whenever questioned on his beliefs regarding marriage. 

In my fairytale world, at least, maybe Jack would be different. Maybe he wanted what I wanted, and maybe we could share it together. I’d never felt such chemistry with someone before, where we could talk each other’s heads off for hours, and still be raring to go for more. 

I tried pushing those thoughts out of my head, for the time being, when I arrived at his house on Friday. It was only 7:45, but I walked in without knocking, expecting to find him in the living room waiting for me. When he wasn’t there, I went to his bedroom, and as soon as I stepped inside, he stepped out of the bathroom in his underwear. 

“Oh! I’m sorry.” I said, covering my mouth with my hands, but not my eyes. They were briefs, like typical, old man, whitey tighty style, and his cock, oh my Lord, I’d never seen anything like it. 

“It’s fine, baby. You like what you see?” he asked, flexing his muscles while my eyes remained fixed on his bulge. My mind short-circuited, and I froze, too shocked to do anything other than stare. 

“Heh, yeah.” I said, chewing on the tip of my finger and forgetting where I was. “I’m sorry.” 

“It’s fine. I’m not naked or anything, it’s no big deal.” he said, fully comfortable in his own skin. “Can you help me back to my bed?” 

“Yeah. Of course.” I said, stepping closer as he threw his arm over my shoulder. He just needed help on his bad knee side, and I glanced down at his bulge a couple more times just to make sure I was really seeing it. 

“Thank you, baby. I’ll be right out, I’m just gonna put some clothes on.” 

“Awesome. Okay. I’ll be in the living room.” I said, walking backwards and bumping into his desk. “Oh, sorry.” 

“You alright?” 

“Yeah. I’m great.” I said, smiling sheepishly as I backed out of his bedroom. My entire body was vibrating, and I could feel my saliva starting to water as I went straight to the bathroom to get myself under control. 

He wasn’t even hard, and it was like a python or something. I couldn’t even imagine how hard it got when he was erect, but I wanted to find out. I hadn’t had sex in over a month, and I already wanted him. Seeing the monster that he had somehow kept hidden away in his pants made me want to just say fuck it, and finally give into the naughty feelings we shared. 

“Come on, girl. Settle down. This is crazy. He’s an elderly man, you’re helping him for work, that’s all. His cock is enormous, oh my God.” I said, whispering silently as I stared at myself in the mirror. My chest was flushed, and my heart wouldn’t stop pounding. I kept seeing it in my head, his absolutely enormous manhood just resting there in his underwear, atop his heavy balls. 

He’s single, you’re single. Who cares? Why not? Fuck it, he’s hot. He likes you. You like him. And he’s twice the size of Cameron, at least. Good Lord, how is a sixty year old man hung like a literal freaking horse? And why can I hear my own pulse in my head right now? 

I threw some cold water on my face, dried it off, and took a deep breath. Now that I knew he had the biggest penis I’d ever seen in person, I had six hours to spend with him. 

Chapter 4 - Jack 

I chuckled to myself, having seen that look in the eyes of a few women in my day. I’m not sure why she showed up early, but after seeing her turn into a wide eyed deer in the headlights, I was sure glad she did.

Up until that moment, I’d been enjoying her company immensely, as it was nice having a beautiful woman around no matter the circumstances. I found her uplifting by nature, and we really clicked. I hadn’t connected with a girl so strongly since my wife, and she’d been gone for almost a decade when I met Megan.

The only reason I didn’t make a move on her, or tell her that I wanted her, outside of flirting under a sort of playful guise, was that I didn’t want to make her feel uncomfortable. She worked for a company, and I hired her. She was at work, and I tried keeping that in mind.

I also figured she was only humoring me. It wasn’t an insignificant difference in age, she was only nineteen and still in college, with her whole life ahead of her. That said, I felt like I was in my golden years, and still had a lot to offer a woman. It might have been easier had I dated women around my age, but I wanted to have a family. One more time.

I changed into a pair of short white gym shorts after removing my underwear, deciding it was the perfect occasion to free ball it. It was Friday after all, and the extreme pain of my knee surgery had finally dulled, bringing it down to very manageable levels.

Megan was sitting on the couch, holding her coffee in both hands and staring straight ahead. I hated using the walker, especially in front of her, but the last thing I wanted was to delay the healing process. I wanted to be back to one hundred percent, or as  close as I was gonna be, as fast as possible.

“Hey cutie pie.” I said, chomping on a piece of bubble gum and sliding my walker ahead as I entered the room.

“Hey.” she said, unable to make eye contact. “You wanna get started on the CPM machine?”

“I don’t want to, but I know it’s coming.” I said. It was supposed to really help you regain your range of motion, but I hated sitting still, as I was a busy body and proud of it.

“Do you need help?” she asked.

“No, I got it, but I might need you to give me a sponge bath later.” I said.

“Oh, I’m sorry. I was supposed to do that, wasn’t I?”

“Yeah, it’s no biggie. I just started smelling myself this morning, and knew it was time.” I said, sinking down onto the couch.

“Well, we should probably do that now, before we start the CPM.” she said. I rolled my eyes, pretending to throw a tantrum.

“I just sat down, woman! Damn you.”

“Yeah, yeah. Let’s go old man.” she said, helping me back up and to my walker.

“You’re just looking for an excuse to get me naked.” I said, giving her a little wink as I started off down the hallway, pushing myself so she could see that I was making progress.

“Me? You’re the one who brought it up. I kinda thought you could handle it yourself, that’s why I didn’t mention it.” she said, walking at my snail’s pace, and keeping an eye on me.

“Oh, no. You’ve been hounding me about it non-stop, all week. That’s the only reason I’m relenting now, and giving you what you want. I can’t take the constant badgering.” I said, pausing to remove my shirt, hanging it on my walker before pushing into my bedroom.

“You’re terrible, Jack.” she said, giggling to herself and helping me into bed.

“This is what you’ve been waiting for, are you happy now?” I asked. Megan was so beautiful that she made my blood turn hot with desire, and I couldn’t believe I was doing it, but I had to try. I untied the front of my shorts, and slipped them off while she prepared some water in the bathroom.

“Yeah, let me tell you, this is exactly what I had planned for my Friday morning.” she said, her voice carrying to my ears as I started grinning like the devil. I didn’t have an erection, but her presence alone was enough to make me presentable. I’ll never forget the look on her face when she came out of the bathroom, holding a little tub of soapy water.

“I got pretty sweaty yesterday while doing my rehab exercises.” I said, breaking the ice as she crept toward me, trying her best to fix her gaze elsewhere. “Baby, it’s okay. We’re both adults.”

“You don’t mind?” she asked, her head still angled away from me.

“Might as well just get it over with, you’re about to bathe me.” I said. She sighed, nodding her head.

“Yeah, you’re right.” she said, trying to play it cool as she turned and squeezed out the rag. Her eyes couldn’t lie, and they kept widening as they scanned over my crotch.

“Let’s just start with the naughty area. Get it over with.” I said, doing everything in my power to keep a straight face. She looked so nervous, and it was absolutely adorable.

“Okay. Yeah.” she said, reaching out for it, but then pulling back and turning away.

“What’s wrong, angel?”

“I’m sorry.” she said, letting out a quick giggle. “I just didn’t expect it.”

“Didn’t expect what?”

“For you to be so big.” she said, slowly turning back around to face me.

“Oh, well, you don’t have to be scared. It doesn’t bite.” I said, growing harder by the second.

“Obviously.” she said, moving the tub of water from the bed to the table, and then sitting down beside me, her eyes completely transfixed on my cock. I reached down and took hold of the base, letting it stand tall and wrapping my other arm around her.

“You’re so pretty, Megan. You’ll have to forgive me for getting excited.” I said.

“Oh my Gosh, it’s still growing.” she said, acting almost like she was afraid of it.

“Do you like it? It’s not too big, is it?” I asked, letting my face nuzzle up against hers.

“I don’t know, I’ve never had one like this.” she said. I took my hand off of my cock, and moved it to hers.

“Do you wanna touch it?” I asked. Megan grinned sheepishly, nodding her head as I slowly moved her hand to my crotch. Her soft hands wrapped around my shaft, so small that her fingers couldn’t wrap all the way around my girth. “Oh, yes. I love when you touch it.”

“I can’t believe it.” she said, holding it and giving it a little shake.

“Here, let’s make it slippery.” I said, grabbing the bottle of lube from the table beside her, and squeezing a healthy portion onto myself.

“Oh, wow. We’re really doing this?” she asked, reaching down and taking off her shirt.

“I’d really like it if you did.” I said, watching her strip down to her bra and panties beside the bed, before climbing back in, and laying herself between my legs. “Good girl. So pretty.”

“You’re a dirty old perv.” she said, grinning up at me as she spread the lube around with both hands.

“I told you it was two handfuls.”

“Yes, you did.” she said, slowly stroking up my length with one hand, rubbing in circles around my mushroom head while holding the base, her face so close to my cock that her nose bumped into it. “Soo big.”

“You’ve never had a big cock before?”

“No. My last boyfriend was probably up to here on you.” she said, placing her finger horizontally at about the halfway point of my length. “But you’re way thicker. I don’t even think it would fit.”

“It would fit, baby.”

“I don’t know. It would be in my stomach.”

“Yeah, and it would hit spots you didn’t even know existed.” I said. I could see her eyeing it with a look of lust, considering trying to take it while she got used to playing with it in her hands. It had been such a long time since I’d got any action, and every stroke was stimulating me to the absolute core of my being.

“Probably, my God.” she said.

“You know that’s what tight little pussies are designed for right?”

“What?”

“For taking big daddy dicks like this.” I said.

“Mmm…Maybe you’re right. I just love looking at it. It’s so fat, and veiny.” she said.

“You should kiss it.” I said, causing her to raise her eyes to mine.

“Can I?” she asked.

“It would make my knee feel so much better.” I said, getting a smile out of her.

“Fuck, this is turning me on. I can’t believe I’m considering this.” she said.

“Do it as a favor to an old man. You have no idea how much you’d be helping me out.” I said, trying my damndest to sweet talk her pretty mouth onto my dick.

“Ugh…Fine.” she said, obviously into it but pretending that she was relenting. I didn’t give a shit what she had to tell herself, or what role she wanted to play, I just wanted her plump lips wrapped around my shaft.

Chapter 5 - Megan 

My mouth was watering so badly that I had to keep swallowing my saliva. As my hands moved up and down his long, veiny man-cock, I became almost entranced by my own lust.

“Your balls.” I said, practically a whisper. Jack leaned forward, unclasping my bra and letting it fall onto the bed.

“God damn, Megan. You have no idea how much you’re turning daddy on right now.” he said, groping at my tits and looking down at me with the kindest eyes. My heart was pounding, and all of the reasons I had in my head for why we shouldn’t be together were distant memories.

“Daddy, huh?” I asked, grinning up at him as I stroked faster.

“Oh, baby. That’s so good.” he said, tossing back his head in pleasure. His balls began bouncing as I tugged with both hands. “Please, baby? Be my good little girl?”

“Okay, daddy. Just this once.” I said, knowing damn well it was a lie. I held him with both hands, kissing his puffy, bulbous mushroom all over, and letting my tongue run over the little slit.

“Oh, God. Thank you, sweetheart. This means so much to me.” he said, his fingers running through my hair as I tried to figure out how in the world I was going to suck such a thick pole. I opened wide, trying to push my lips over the tip. “Ugh…”

“Mmm…” I moaned, pushing my head against his crotch and having my mouth stuffed full like never before. I coughed and pulled it out, still stroking as I shook my head.

“That’s good, baby. Just like that.” he said. I started licking it, up and down his shaft until he shoved my head into his balls. I inhaled his sweaty scent, so turned on that it was shameful as I gobbled up his old nuts, sucking like the whore that he’d reduced me to.

“I’m trying.” I said, unable to wipe the grin off of my face. It was so surreal, I was technically at work, laying on my stomach in front of a 62 year old man with the biggest cock I’d ever seen, slobbering all over it and forcing it down my throat.

If only Cameron could have seen me, gagging up viscous spit and slurping off of Jack’s heavy hangers. He always wanted me to go down on him more, but I got out of it by telling him I didn’t enjoy giving head, which was true at the time…

“”Gluck! Gluck! Gluck!”

“Good girl, look up at me. Show me those pretty eyes.” he said, gathering up my hair into a ponytail, and using it a handle to fuck my face. “God damn, baby. I need that little pussy. I need to feel it.”

“Yes, daddy. Fuck me. I want you to.” I said, the words leaving my mouth automatically as he pulled me on top of him. I climbed up into his lap, and immediately felt the hot flesh of his hard cock between my ass cheeks. “Oh, fuck. Be easy.”

“I can’t.” he said, grabbing my asscheeks and pulling me down onto him. Luckily, I was extremely wet already, or else he might have split my pussy in half.

“Ughhhh, oh. Fuck.”

“Yeah, you like sitting on that big dick, don’t you?” he asked. I couldn’t even respond, as I was completely overtaken by novel sensations. It felt like I was impaled on his cock, and I bounced up and down as he thrust against me from the bottom.

“Ohhh…” I whimpered, sitting on top of him frozen as his fat cock plunged my insides. I glanced down, watching the tip of his cock making my stomach bulge, and I just started cumming out of nowhere. It was completely unlike any orgasm I’d ever experienced, as it started with a warm discharge of wetness, followed by a quickly growing pressure.

“It’s so tight, Megan. You’re gonna milk the soul right out of my cock.” he said, lifting me up off of the bed by raising his hips. “Say it, baby. Call me daddy.”

“Daddy.” I said, struggling to breathe. It was such a thorough filling, and the pressure kept growing until I was thrashing uncontrollably, seizing as his cock pierced my tightness, spreading me apart and forcing me to accommodate his massiveness.

“Daddy loves his tight little slut.”

“Fuck, daddy. I love it. I love it.”

“Say it, baby. Tell me.”

“I love your big daddy dick, fuck!”

“Good girl.”

“I’m cumming!” I cried out, losing all sense of self control as my entire body erupted with pleasure. His juicy length bottomed out in me, and his fat balls slapped rhythmically against my ass.

“Fuck, yes. I love that tight little cunt, so young, and juicy, and fertile for daddy.” he said, ramming his meaty rod in and out of my pussy, feeding me long strokes and making every single nerve ending in my body dance with sensation.

“I love you, daddy.” I whimpered, completely lost in bliss.

“Fuck, baby. Daddy’s gonna nut. Daddy’s gonna fill you up.” he said, wrapping his arm around my waist and climbing on top of me. I spread my legs for him, and he kissed me deeply as we grinded together like animals, the packing sound of his flesh taking mine over and over filled the room, and he called out with pleasure, his muscular chest and stomach tightening up as his monster cock pulsed inside me.

“Oh my God, daddy. I feel it. I can feel it.” I said, biting his neck and digging my fingers into his back as he laid claim to me in the most primal way.

“Ugh, fuck. Ugh! Oh my God, your little pelvic muscles are milking out every last drop.” he said, eyes closed with his forehead resting on mine. I laid beneath him in post-coital bliss, savoring the feeling of each penile contraction.

“I can’t help it, my body wants your seed.” I said, licking the sweat from his chest.

“I really needed that. You are such a doll.” he said, slowly backing his length out of me. I looked down between us, watching it emerge from within me. As his cockhead slipped free, excess cum dribbled out from between my legs.

“That was so naughty.” I said, scooping some of his warm jizz, and looking into his eyes while I licked it from my fingertips.

“It was so hot when you said I love you.” he said, laying me down flat on my back and exploring my body, squeezing my breasts and rolling his tongue in circles around my areolas.

“It slipped out. I was so turned on.”

“So gorgeous. I could look at you all day.” I said.

“Unfortunately, we have rehab exercises and CPM.” I said. “Speaking of which, is your knee alright?”

“It’s fine. I probably shouldn’t have gotten on top, but I lost control.” he said.

“I understand.” I said, giggling as his gray stubble tickled my skin. I felt so much better, so much more relaxed. I had no idea how much I needed to have the stress fucked out of me. After a while of making out, and naked cuddles, I popped out of bed. His dick may have been incredible, but it wasn’t worth losing my job over.

“Do we have to?” he asked.

“If you want me to be your good little girl, then you better get up and start working.” I said, teasingly chastising him while he laid in bed.

“You drained me, I just want to lay here with you all day.”

“Daddy…” I said, making a pouty face and trying to manipulate him, which worked like a charm.

“I love when you call me that.” he said, swinging his legs to the side of the bed, and pulling his walker up. “Just wait until my knee is recovered. I’m going to wear you out.”

“Well, we have to do the work. Let’s go.” I said, leading him out of his bedroom and to the living room. It wasn’t until he sat down that I realized we hadn’t made any progress on the sponge bath. “Dang it, Jack. The sponge bath.”

“I don’t need it. I showered last night.” he said, fighting the urge to smile.

“You really are two handfuls of trouble.”

Chapter 6 - Megan

The rest of the day went by as usual, with me making him food while he sat in the CPM machine, but there was a definite change in our dynamic. Once we’d crossed that line, there was no uncrossing it, and no going back to how things were before.

“Here ya go, daddy.” I said, setting his plate down on a TV tray beside him while he smiled back at me.

“Can I have a kiss?”

“Of course.” I said, doing as I was told and getting more than I bargained for. Our quick little kiss slowly escalated to a makeout session, and before I knew it, I was jerking him off, and dropping back down on my knees to service his throbbing member.

“That’s my good little girl. You know how to please your daddy.” he said, helping me lower his pants as I ogled his size once again. I couldn’t help comparing him to the guys I’d been with, not that there was any comparison.

“Yes, daddy. I just want to make you happy.” I said, playing up my role as his little girl, a kink that he just stumbled onto for me. I’d always been into it, but it was far too kinky for me to mention to any of my other boyfriends, nor did they fit the role as well as Jack.

“Put my balls in your mouth, there you go. Look up here. Keep sucking. Good girl.”

“Mmm! Mmm! I love your balls, daddy.” I said, rubbing my face in them as he took hold of himself.

“Stick out your tongue.” he said, slapping his erection against it while I maintained eye contact. I’m not sure if it was his dominance, or his age, or what, but I felt so uninhibited with him, like I could finally let loose and indulge all of my innermost desires.

“I can’t fit it all the way.” I said, placing my forearm beside it for a comparison.

“But it can fit all the way in you. Come sit in my lap, sweetheart. Make an old man feel good.”

“Yes, sir.” I said, pulling down my pants and underwear before climbing up onto him. He made face away from him, and the angle made his juicy length feel even more formidable, poking deep into my stomach as he pulled me down onto him.

“That right there, that’s a perfect little pussy.” he said, feeding me his thumb and kissing my neck. Jack reached around, using the pads of his fingers on my clit and sending me into an absolute frenzy of pleasure.

“Oh, wow. Daddy…fuck!”

“Good girl, I want you to cum for me. Only for me, do you understand?” he asked, gagging me with his fingers as I nodded submissively, moaning and slobbering all over his hand.

“Yes.” I gasped, grinding against his big dick, squealing as he filled me up with his unprotected, throbbing bareback cock.

“Are you daddy’s little slut?”

“Mmm hmm…”

“Show me. Show me how badly you want my cum.” he said, grunting and rubbing faster, until my mind was melting into nothing, and I was a rambling, begging mess of wetness and pleasure.

“Ahh! Oh, guhhhnn…Daddy, yes. Yes, daddy. Fuck.”

“Cum for that big daddy dick. Good girl.”

“Ugh!” I called out, forced to the edge of the abyss and squirting all over. I felt the warm liquid spilling onto his balls, making a mess in his home. It was completely involuntary, and I couldn’t stop cumming while he fucked me silly, eventually depositing another hot, sticky load deep inside me.


Chapter 7

I was supposed to go hang out at the bar with my old coworkers that night, but I ended up canceling on my way home. Jack had really done a number on me, and I was actually walking funny by the time my shift ended at two, and by the time he finished fucking my brains out one more time, and I left at three, I was completely exhausted.

All I wanted to do was take a nice, hot, epsom salt bath. I lit a couple candles, and sank into the bubbles. My mind was nearing a state of nirvana, and I laid in the warm water with a satisfied smile on my face.

Maybe my summer wouldn’t be so frigid after all. Jack called me the following morning, and asked if I’d like to come over, and help him workout.

“Anything for you, daddy.” I said, changing my entire plans for the day so that I could go see him. I ended up spending the night, and the following day with him.

He told me that he didn’t really need me anymore, not as a nurse, but he’d love to have me as his little girl, if that was an arrangement I’d be interested in. I can’t even put into words how excited that made me, or how hard I was falling for him.

We finished up the month, and by that time, were saying I love you regularly. It was such a whirlwind romance, but I couldn’t help myself from being swept up by it. I wasn’t seeing anyone else, and when I got assigned to another client, he told me to quit my job.

“Daddy, I can’t. I have to pay for college.”

“That’s what daddy is for. I don’t want you out of the house, running around working all day. I need you here, where you belong.” he said.

“You’re gonna pay for my tuition?” I asked, crossing my arms. I guess it all just happened so fast, and was so naughty and sexual, that I didn’t realize how serious things had become between us.

“I’ll pay your tuition, I’ll pay for you to break your lease, and I’ll give you an allowance. How does that sound?” he asked.

“And, you’re serious?” I asked, completely floored by his offer. I almost broke down and started crying, as I’d worked so hard to get that kind of commitment from other guys, and he was giving it to me so naturally.

“Come here,” he said. His knee was much better, and he was able to walk without his walker, but he still had to take it easy, and was laying on the couch.

“Yes, sir.” I said, sliding in beside him, and laying my head on his chest.

“You know how much I love you right?”

“I think so.”

“Well, you’re my special little girl, my one and only.” he said, brushing my hair behind my ear and kissing my forehead. I loved when he did that, as he always had a way of making me feel so special and wanted.

“Thank you, daddy.”

“And I love you more than anything in the world.”

“I love you too.”

“Let your job know. You can give them two weeks notice if you want, but I’d rather you didn’t. We have everything we need right here.” he said. My eyes welled up with tears, and it was such an emotional moment for me.

“Yes, daddy. Thank you.”

“Of course, angel. You’re my good girl.” he said, moving my hand to his crotch and smiling. He bent me over the armrest of the couch, and stuffed me full of his hard cock from behind, wailing away while I cried out for more.

“Please, daddy.” I said, begging for his cum. He was being rougher than usual, spanking my ass and pulling my hair as he took me. I’d become very aware of the risks we were taking, because he never wore a condom or pulled out, and with how deeply he was filling me, I feared that I might already be pregnant.

“Yeah, you know I’m gonna cum for you, sweetheart. Daddy always cum for his little girl’s pussy.” he said, holding my hips in place while he released his aggression. His breathing changed, and his pace became ferocious as he began swelling up inside me.

“Yes! Don’t pull out, daddy.”

“I won’t, sweetheart. I’m gonna put a baby in you.” he said. Feeling him approaching orgasm brought me with him, and I was so turned on by the idea of him breeding me that I came all over his cock while he emptied it inside me.

“Please, daddy. Own me, own me!”

“Ugh! Yeah, baby. Take that cum, good girl. Swallow it up in your little cunt.” he said, relinquishing his grip on my hair, and removing his heavy cock. There was a rush of endorphins, and I became slap happy, giggling for no reason at all, and dripping my daddy’s sticky seed down my inner thighs.

“I live here now.” I said, saying it out loud to make sure it was real.

We moved my stuff in, and by the time school rolled back around, I was already pregnant. Jack is super supportive and amazing, but I still haven’t told my parents. I’m only four months along now, and still trying to figure out how to let them know that their little girl is about to give birth, and that the father is older than my dad.

In the meantime, I’ve never been happier, and I feel so stable living with Jack. He takes care of everything, allowing me to focus on my studies, being pregnant, and of course, being his submissive little girl. 

Submissive Influencer

Chapter 1 - Sofia

My life was reaching a point of critical mass, and action needed to be taken. I was two months behind on rent, and the only reason my landlord hadn’t kicked me out was because he was a creepy old pervert who thought that he could somehow leverage my debt into sexual favors. He didn’t say it directly, but he implied it multiple times under the guise of “just kidding”. 

He creeped me out, and I didn’t find him the least bit attractive. For starters, he was sixty five years old, and didn’t take care of himself. If he was a country, his main export would have been the grease that poured constantly from his oversized pores. So that wasn’t happening, but I needed to figure out my money situation and fast, because he’d eventually figure out he had no chance with me, and would be totally within his rights as a landlord to get rid of me. 

The reason I moved in is because he was the only person who would take me as a tenant because I had no credit or rental history, and only two thousand dollars to my name. I had a rough home situation, and when my mother’s ex boyfriend got out of prison, he came to stay with us. That was my last straw, as he was a violent alcoholic with zero ambitions other than wasting away and trying to touch my thigh or graze against my ass every chance he got. 

I worked 35 hours a week at a local restaurant, waiting tables. It was my first job, and while it was nice to socialize, meet new people, and make some cash, it wasn’t really cutting it. I tried picking up additional hours, but they weren’t available and I was kind of burning out anyway. Something needed to change, and I spent all of my free time researching ways to make money online. 

Being young and only having a high school diploma didn’t leave me with many options, at least when it came to making the amount of money I wanted. I kept coming back to the idea of being an influencer, as I’d already amassed a couple thousand followers just by posting bikini and workout pics. That said, I knew that I wasn’t going to get by with just that. I knew that I was going to have to make sexual content, and honestly, that didn’t bother me in the least. 

The problem was that I didn’t have any equipment other than my phone, and my apartment was so shitty that it was embarrassing. It certainly wasn’t suited as a backdrop for erotic content, although I’d have plenty of roaches available to be cast as extras in the background. 

That’s when he reached out to me, a local male influencer with almost forty thousand followers on his main page. It’s like he could read my mind, because he asked if I’d like to do a collaboration with him and make some content. His name was Chase, and we hadn’t talked before. His page was pretty typical for an influencer, lots of workout videos and shirtless pics. 

He was very attractive, and looked to be in his late twenties. I inspected his page before responding, and it wasn’t until I clicked on his links page that I found out what type of content he made. 

Pretty much, he was a Fans Only pornstar, focused entirely on male domination. I was very curious, but didn’t have the extra money to pay for a subscription so that I could check it out. I did a Google image search of his tag, followed by the word nude, and oh boy. 

Chase had the biggest dick I’d ever seen, and coupled with his muscular, tattooed physique, he gave me an almost painful ladyboner. There were a couple of his videos on regular porn sites that didn’t require payment. I was all alone in my apartment, bored, and curious. 

Five minutes later, and I was feeling levels of arousal that I didn’t know my body could feel. The video I watched was him in his living room with a very attractive girl around my age, and there was no beating around the bush or lead up. He took control, putting her down on her knees with her arms and hands tied behind her back with ropes, grabbing her by the head and force feeding her with his monster cock. 

“Oh my God.” I said, my hand moving uncontrollably between my legs. I couldn’t believe that he’d reached out to me, and any inhibitions I had about performing on camera faded away as I masturbated myself to multiple orgasms. 

I didn’t even know that I wanted to be dominated like that until I saw the video. He was so masculine and rough, almost mean at times, and it made me want to switch places with her even though I doubted I could take what he was dishing out. I wasn’t particularly experienced at the time, I’d hooked up with a handful of guys, but never had a partner that was consistent enough for me to really get the hang of things. 

My body’s reaction to him was beyond my control, and I wanted him in a hungry way. It was intimidating, without a doubt, thinking about actually meeting up with him and doing a “collaboration”. I couldn’t pass up the opportunity though, and decided to respond to his message. 

Thank you so much! I just watched one of your videos, and it was, uhm, really hot to say the least. I’d love to work with you, as I’ve been seriously considering starting my own Fans Only page but don’t really know how to go about it. I’m kinda scared though, because you’re really big down there lol. I don’t know if I could handle it, but I’d love to try! 

I read over and rewrote the message probably five times, before finally saying fuck it and pressing send. The moment it went through, my heart rate skyrocketed because it was seen immediately, followed by “is typing…” 

“Oh, fuck. What have I gotten myself into?” I asked out loud, alone in my apartment with wide eyes. 

I was really hoping you’d say that. And don’t worry, I actually teach people how to be adult content influencers. I’ll help you with everything, start to finish, and the content we make will be great marketing to get things moving in the right direction for you. And as far as your other comment, don’t worry baby girl. I’m a dom, I’ll train you to take it. That’s what I do. 

My hands were literally shaking, and I felt myself going dumb for him, my mind blanking because I couldn’t think of the words. He kept typing, so I decided to wait to see what else he had to say. 

Shoot me your number, I’d love to meet up. I don’t think you understand, I don’t usually reach out to girls on here. They find me, but I stumbled onto your page somehow and I just got this really good feeling about you. You’re so beautiful. I want it. 

I sent him my phone number immediately, and that was the start of it all. He texted, I texted back, and we started talking about adult content, and what he had in mind for me. This went on for hours, and he had me so turned on that I couldn’t tell him no when he asked me to come over, telling me he possessed zero patience in my regard, because he needed to have me. 

The next hour was a blur, starting with the fastest shower I’d ever taken. He sent over his address, I hopped in my car, praying it would start. When it did, I noticed that I was almost empty, but his apartment was only ten miles away and I had to try. 

Chapter 2 - Sofia 

On the way over, I kept replaying in my mind the things he’d said to me, about how I would refer to him as sir, master, or daddy, and how he’d have free use of my body from the moment I stepped into his apartment. 

There was a certain element of danger, of going to meet a strange man at his apartment for sex. Especially knowing that he didn’t play around in that arena, and that I was certainly going to have the most intense sexual experience of my life. Chase was into all sorts of kinks that I’d never explored, and I found that aspect of him very intriguing. 

He mentioned his class, and how he would go over every little detail with me about how to sign up, gain followers and maintain a presence on social media, do my taxes, and that sort of thing.  That was great and I could really use the help, but that’s not at all how he sold me on coming over. I felt hungry for Chase in a way I’d never felt before, as he was very direct and confident in himself. He made me feel submissive, even though BDSM wasn’t something I had any experience with at all. 

I arrived at his building, smack dab in the center of the city, pulling up to the gate and entering the code he’d given me. It was a tall building with an industrial look, and there was something cold about it. The front door was automatic, leading to a single elevator. His place was on the top floor, unit 88, and I took a deep breath once I got to his door. 

Not only could I physically feel my heart beating in my chest as I knocked, but my adrenaline was flowing like crazy. It reminded me of the time I stole a candy bar from the gas station when I was 14, like I was doing something I knew was dangerous, and maybe even wrong, but I was willing to go to any lengths to satisfy my desires. 

“Sofia.” he said, smiling as he opened the door wearing a dark navy suit with a white undershirt, unbuttoned so I could see the tattoo that covered his chest. 

“Hi.” I said, feeling myself shrink in his presence as I glanced down at my feet before forcing myself to look into his eyes. 

“You’re even more angelic than I imagined.” he said, grabbing me by the hand and lacing his fingers in mine, staring into my eyes and leading me inside. As soon as the door closed, his hands moved to my ass, pulling me in for a kiss. 

It happened so fast, and I gave in to him right away, melting in his strong arms as he groped and passionately introduced himself. My eyes felt heavy, almost drunk as his tongue slipped into my mouth. 

“I couldn’t wait. I had to taste you right away.” he said, flashing a cocky grin and lifting me up into the air, carrying me over to the couch before placing me back down. 

“I don’t mind.” I said, terribly smitten with him. 

“Here, sit on daddy’s lap.” he said, reminding me of his titles. 

“Yes, daddy.” I said, feeling myself blush. 

“Good girl.” he whispered, kissing my cheek and letting his hands move up my sides. “So pretty, how did I find you?” 

“I don’t know. You tell me.” I said, giggling as his stubble tickled my neck. 

“A better question would be, how didn’t I find you sooner? It’s really a tragedy if you think about it. How many days did we spend apart? Too many.” he said. I wiggled around in his lap, and could distinctly feel his endowment in his pants. The nerves along my spine danced, and I couldn’t think of anywhere else I’d rather be. 

“Too many, master.” I said, making sure to follow his rules. His intoxicating presence made me want to stay on his good side in every way. 

“Let’s talk about the scene. I have a very sexy little Maid outfit for you, I want you to change into it. It’s pretty simple, I’ll roll the cameras, and you start by dusting my coffee table, bending over in front of me. I’ll take my cock out and approach you from behind. I know you aren’t as comfortable with facefucking, so we’ll start a little slower, but be ready to suck on it. We’ll adlib from there.” he said, placing his hand between my legs and quickly finding my spot over my shorts. 

“Yes sir. Anything you say.” 

“Such a good girl. I got so lucky with you, I’m never going to let you out of my clutches.” he said, continuing to rub in circles and sending pleasure rippling out in waves. 

“Ugh!” I bit down on my lap as he wrapped his fingers around my throat from behind, not restricting my airflow but putting enough pressure that I knew I was under his command. 

“You like it when daddy plays with your pretty little pussy?” 

“Yes, daddy.” 

“I know you’re a good girl, but I want you to be a slut for me, okay?” 

“Yes. Yes, daddy.” I said, whimpering as he slipped his hand inside the waistband of my shorts, rubbing the pads of his fingers between my lips. 

“So wet. Such a little slut.” 

“Yes sir. I’m a slut for you.” I said, breathing sharply. He raised my chin, holding me between his legs as he rubbed his fingertips faster over my clit, back and forth in a way that stole control of my body, further dragging me under his spell of dominance. My mind started going blank, until I was seeing stars, making strange animal noises and climaxing uncontrollably in his lap. 

“Yes, just like that. Cum for your master. I control your orgasms now, not you. Understand princess?” he asked, finally relenting so I could catch my breath. 

“Yes master.” I said, panting as he kissed my inner ear. 

“Now, be a good little slut and go change into your maid outfit. It’s in the bathroom, hanging on the shower rod. Be quick, love. My arousal for you isn’t patient.” he said, lifting me to my feet, and giving a little slap on my ass. 

He made me feel supercharged on lust, and I stumbled into the bathroom with my head spinning. I kept smiling, I couldn’t help it. He knew exactly how to trigger my body, and I knew even before we went any further that I was about to have my mind blown. 

The outfit was skimpy, and fit like a glove. I stood in front of the mirror, making  adjustments on the puffy sleeves, and turning around to see my own asscheeks poking out from under the way too short skirt. I can’t explain what came over me, the emergence of my submissive side that was in stark contrast to what I was used to. I wanted to be used, taken, and manhandled. I wanted to be in service. 

By the time I turned to walk out of the bathroom, he was already there waiting in the doorframe, checking me out. 

“The cameras are rolling. Pay them no mind. You’re not here to perform for them, you’re here to perform for me. I want you to be my submissive, Sofia. This is your audition.” he said, pulling me against him for another deep kiss, spiking my arousal once again before abruptly breaking our embrace, and returning to the living room, sitting down on the couch because the cameras were already rolling. 

There was no time to prepare myself, so I just went for it, walking into the room with my most confident strut, carrying the little black feather duster that came with the outfit, and glancing over at him while he watched intently. 

“Hello, master.” I said, feeling nervous but willing. I pranced over to the coffee table, and began dusting away, bending over at the waist and putting my ass on full display for him. This continued for perhaps thirty seconds, and I was patiently waiting while I turned my head for a quick peek, and was reminded of why I’d been intimidated in the first place. 

It was absolutely massive, like a veiny anaconda. I tore my eyes away from it, looking straight ahead and feeling myself melt further into horny hysteria. He literally dwarfed every man I’d been with, and I could feel him standing over me as he approached. 

“Sofia, I require your assistance.” he said, grabbing my hips and pulling me against him. I purred instinctively, giggling as I felt him press it against me. 

“Yes, master. What do you require?” I asked, straightening my torso and turning around to face him. His eyes sparkled, and he nodded toward his heavy cock, placing his hand on the back of my head and encouraging me to crouch, and bringing me face to face with his enormous endowment. 

“Just look at it.” he said, holding a handful of my hair as I gasped at the monster dangling before me. 

“Oh my God.” 

“That’s right. You’ve never had a cock like this before, have you Sofia?” 

“No sir. I’ve never even seen one this big.” I said, trembling with anticipation. He pressed my head against it, holding me in place. 

“Raise your eyes. Look at your new master.” 

“Yes, master. I just want to serve you.” I said, begging him. 

“Open your mouth, and stick out your tongue. I want to make you acquainted with it before you start sucking. Don’t begin until I say.” he said. 

“Yes, master.” I said, opening my mouth and doing as I was told. 

“Such an obedient little maid. Stick it out.” he said, grabbing himself by the base and slapping it down over my face, smothering me just by laying it down. He pushed his hips forward, forcing his heavy balls into my mouth. “Not yet.” 

“Yes, master.” I said, fighting the urge to touch myself while he slapped it against my tongue. He was growing even harder, making his veins more pronounced. He’d only undone his belt, opening the front of his pants to pull it out. I was reminded of the cameras as he put on a show, shoving my face into his nuts and grinding. 

“Use your tongue. Balls only.” he said. 

“Yes, master.” I said, eager to finally serve him. They were so big that I wondered if they were swollen, or if he used some sort of supplement to make them bulge. 

“Wash them with your tongue. This is what I hired you for.” he said. 

“Mmm! Yes, master.” I said, repeating the mantra and slipping into what felt like a hypnotized state. I made popping sounds as I released his oversized testicles, slobbering and trying to impress him. 

“Put your hands behind your back.” he said, pulling his belt out of its loop. “Open your mouth.” 

“Yes master.” I said, opening wide and looking up at him, unsure of what he had in store for me. He wrapped the black leather belt around the back of my head, using it as a handle to fuck my face. “Mmm!” 

“Good girl. I knew you could do it. Nice and slow, go as deep as you can.” he said, pulling both sides of the belt to force me deeper. His girth was such that I could barely fit it in my mouth, and I felt like I was unhinging my jaw like a snake. 

“Gluck!” 

“That’s okay, breathe. Try again.” he said, giving me no time to catch my breath. “This is your slut training, Sofia. Impress me.” 

“Guck! Guck! Guck!” I gulped, swallowing around him and trying to breathe. His hot flesh pulsed in my mouth, and I settled into something of a rhythm. 

“Eyes. Look at daddy.” he said, using his belt to maintain my pace, taking it easy as I could only handle a shallow depth. I could feel his bulbous mushroom bumping into the back of my throat, triggering my gag reflex and the release of viscous saliva that I coughed up all over him. 

“I’m sorry.” I said, sticky strands still connecting my lips to his member. 

“Don’t apologize. Words are meaningless, actions speak. Make yourself gag on it, it’s the only way you’ll learn to properly please me.” he said, pushing it past my swollen lips. I’d never partaken in such depraved sex, and I couldn’t get enough. 

It was a serious challenge, and my jaw muscles burned as I forced my mouth open to accommodate him. In and out, slowly increasing his depth while my own spit dripped from my chin and his balls. 

“Guck! Guck!” 

“Good slut. My balls. Never neglect them.” he said, taking hold of his scrotum and squeezing his balls to the end. “Rub your pretty lips on them, kiss them. Show me your devotion.” 

“Yes, daddy.” I said, leaning in as he gave my belt collar a tug, taking them into my mouth and massaging them with my wet lips. My arousal was crossing over the threshold of what I knew possible, turning to an aching pulse that needed relief. Even my brain was reacting, as I felt an almost manic level of euphoria wash over me as I slurped away at his balls. 

“Such a good girl. I can’t wait to really fuck your face, to watch your throat bulge as I empty my balls straight into your stomach.” he said, pulling me over to the couch and sitting back down. I kept my hands behind my back, trusting him not to impale me until I was ready and trying not to throw up on it as he increased the intensity. 

“Mmm!” I squealed, tears rolling down my cheeks, activated further each time I choked and coughed. I’d watched the way he liked to facefuck his submissives, and I knew that I wasn’t capable of handling him the way he might be used to. I appreciated him easing me in because it was a tall order. 

“Do you like sucking daddy’s dick?” he asked, releasing one end of his belt and freeing me. I smiled back at him, wiping my mouth with my forearm. 

“I love it. I wanna play with it all day long.” I said, the words leaving my mouth automatically. I felt almost like I was on autopilot, like a character in a video game that only reacted when he pushed my buttons. 

“You will. Stand up.” he said, stepping out of his pants and underwear and unbuttoning his shirt. “Put your hands on the armrest, and bend over at the waist.” 

“Yes master.” I said, only noticing that the tingling in my ankles from crouching once I was again standing. There wasn’t time for me to process what was happening, as he wrapped the belt around my neck and mounted me from behind. “Unhh.” 

“This is my little pussy. It belongs to me now.” he said, pushing the tip inside and sending an electric jolt through to my core. I gripped the couch and held on for dear life as he worked it slowly in and out at first, spreading my wetness and taking me deeper with each forward thrust. 

“Yes, master.” I said, instinctively grabbing the belt with one of my hands to relieve the pressure. 

“No. Take your hand away. You’re my slave, Sofia. You don’t have a choice in whether or not you trust me.” he said, grabbing my arm and twisting it behind my back, not enough to make it painful, but enough to take it out of the equation as he squeezed the ends of the belt, tightening it around my neck as he bottomed out inside me, filling me like never before and transporting me to oblivion. 

“Ughhhh!” I gasped, fighting against him and giving myself over to him simultaneously. The belt restricted my airflow, but didn’t cut it off. All of my focus moved to the sensation of his juicy length penetrating my body, hitting deep, unexplored spots and making me whimper uncontrollably. My leg was shaking, and he laid his palm hard across my ass. “Ugh!” 

“Good slut. Open up for me.” he grunted, thrusting faster and driving his hips against my ass. 

“Ugh!” I squealed each time he spanked me, further transported into a submissive state of bliss. There were too many variables to account for, and their combination dragged me to the darkest, most pleasurable recesses of my mind. 

“Sofia! You’re squirting.” he said, the words nor the physical act registering in my mind, as I was far too lost in my own Earth shattering orgasm. He squeezed the belt tighter, pounding mercilessly as my peripherals began turning black. 

“Nnnnnn….” I droned, every nerve tingling. 

“Take my cum. Take it!” he said, calling out and extending his hips, forcing himself deep inside my womb as he erupted with hot sticky cum. I struggled maintaining consciousness, slobbering and giggling like a fool as my mind turned completely blank. 

Suddenly, the pressure of the leather strap was released, and I sucked in a full breath of oxygen. I didn’t lose consciousness, but I came close enough that it intensified every sensation he fucked into me. 

“God damn.” he said, dropping the belt and holding my hips as his hard cock continued to pulse. “You made a mess.” 

“I’m sorry.” I whispered, far too flustered to actually care. I collapsed onto the leather couch, where he promptly joined me, pulling me onto him so that my head was on his chest. 

“Don’t be. That was the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen.” he said. There was a wet puddle on the floor where I guess I’d “squirted”. I thought that was only in pornos, and had no idea my body was capable of such a reaction. 

“Thank you.” I whispered, a deep relaxation overtaking me. He kissed my forehead, and laced his fingers in mine. 

“You’re welcome, my love. You were divine.” he whispered. He was so sweet to me, holding me close and kissing me, whispering sweet nothings and reminding me that we now belonged to each other. 

I had never bonded so deeply, so intimately with a man so quickly. I didn’t know what to think of it, other than knowing I wanted to belong to him in the most kinky, primal ways. He was my dominant, and I would follow him to the depths of any abyss he dragged me without hesitation. 

Chapter 3 - Chase 

I didn’t reach out to women on social media, because it was kind of creepy, for one, and because there was such a vibrant community of creators around me that finding new people to collaborate with was never an issue.

Her profile popped up on my people you may know, I guess because we lived so close together. As I scrolled through her profile, mindlessly wasting time, I felt compelled to reach out to her. I thought about just asking her out on a date, but I couldn’t help feeling like she had a lot of potential to make money as an influencer. She was too damn cute to be letting all that money pass her by, but I didn’t even know her.

Things had been going well for me in life, and I was feeling confident so I shot my shot. It was apparent right away that we had a nice little chemistry, and that she was easy to talk to and get along with.

After shooting the maid scene, I scooped her up into my arms and carried her into my bedroom for some well earned cuddles. She was so sweet, and I loved seeing the submissive kitten she melted into, purring and clinging to me like we were long lost lovers. That’s how I felt as well, and it wasn’t like other first scenes, as I usually knew the other performer for much longer, and had more of a friendship with them. 

With Sofia, it was our very first meeting, and I knew it took a lot of trust on her part to just show up at my place, even if I was a public figure. It required even more commitment to let me have my way with her. 

“You’re such a doll, like God himself sculpted you as a special gift just for me.” I said, cradling her naked body and inhaling her scent. 

“And you were sculpted to bend me over and break me in half.” she said, her eyes gleaming. 

“Perhaps.” 

“How did I do? I mean, for the scene.” 

“You were immaculate. Perfection personified. Honestly.” I said. 

“It’s gonna take some getting used to, your, uhm, endowment.” she said, turning a bit shy on me. I smiled and nestled my face against hers, taking her by the hand and placing it on my penis. 

“Practice makes perfect.” I said. 

“Really? You think you can go again?” she asked. 

“Let’s get in the shower. We can kiss on each other a little, and then I’ll put you through some deepthroat training, and maybe see what else you’re willing to do to prove your obedience to your new master.” I said, eager to answer her question in the form of action. She obviously didn’t understand the visceral effect she had on me, but how could she be expected to? I wasn’t even used to it myself. 

We walked hand in hand into the bathroom, and I let her enter first for the view. After getting the water adjusted, I turned to face her, my cock growing stiff from knowing what was about to happen. 

Many of the actresses I performed with were submissive by nature, but they weren’t my submissive. It was only for the scene, and even if our play often extended beyond the camera, they never belonged to me. I hadn’t at all been interested in a relationship, partially because of my line of work, but also because I hadn’t found the right girl. She made me question that mentality right away. 

“I love your booty. You’re truly a specimen of a woman.” I said, cupping her cheek as she stepped over the wall of the tub and past the glass sliding door. 

“Thank you, daddy. I like your bathroom, it’s a specimen of a shower.” she said, laughing obnoxiously and covering her mouth. I rolled my eyes, following behind her and closing the door. 

“You’re a dork.” 

“Yeah. Better you know that now than have to find out later, right?” she asked, giving me a wink before stepping under the water, twirling around as the steam rose from her tanned skin. 

“Definitely. I’m going to learn all of you, every crevice, nook and cranny.” I said, grabbing the bottle of strawberry lube that I kept in the shower for such occasions and holding it up for her. 

“Is this shampoo? Oh, nevermind. Oh! You’re so kinky.” she said, swatting my shoulder and lighting up after reading the label. “I’ve never used this before.” 

“What? Lube?” I asked, switching places with her and making a slight final adjustment to the temperature of the water. I like it really hot, but I didn’t want her to pass out when I plugged her throat up and made her swallow deeper. 

“Well, yeah, actually, But flavored lube, specifically.” she said. I loved her lack of experience in the kink department, as even things I found somewhat vanilla were still adventurous firsts for her. 

“Let me wash up first, and then we’ll play.” I said. 

“I don’t mind. I’ll lick the sweat off your body.” she said, lacing her arms over my shoulders and peering into my eyes. 

“I know you would. Just trust me, you’ll thank me later.” I said, lathering myself up and transferring the soap to her breasts. 

“Mmm…wash me, daddy.” she purred, giggling and pushing her chest forward as I groped her gorgeous little perky tits, running my hands down her sides and over her lean stomach. 

“God damn. You make me hungry.” 

“I’m glad. I live to serve my master.” she said, batting her eyelashes in the most seductive way. After lathering up and rinsing off, I moved her under the showerhead to do the same while grabbing hold of the strawberry lube. 

“Sit on the edge of the tub. My audience wants rough oral, that’s a large part of what I do, and I think you could get a lot of traction by performing scenes with me. I won’t get rough with you on camera until you’re ready, but I need you to practice.” I said, squeezing the lube onto my length and stroking it up and down. 

“Yes, master. I want to be perfect for you.” she said, cupping my balls and leaning right in. 

“I knew I liked you. Slurp it up, good girl. Go slowly, control your breathing, and just try to go a little deeper each time.” I said, coaching her along as she tickled my nerves. She wasn’t struggling as much as I thought, but she couldn’t take it all. I knew it would take some practice, but that she’d be gagging herself and slobbing all over it in no time. 

“Mmm…” 

“Good girl. Eyes.” I said, reminding her to look up at me. The feelings of lust she inspired in me were mutual, evidenced by the greedy, almost possessive way she sucked my cock, like she was laying claim to it with the back of her throat. Everytime she coughed, or gagged, she went right back in, even though I could tell it was difficult for her. I found her passion endearing, and I couldn’t get enough of having her worship my lube soaked pole. 

“Gluck! Gluck! Ahhh!” she gasped, wiping her mouth and grinning up at me as she grabbed the bottle to apply more lube. 

“No. Let me.” I said, grabbing the bottle and turning around. I squeezed a liberal portion onto my hand, rubbing it all along my taint and asshole. I turned my head to look at her, and without saying a word, she knew. 

“Yes, daddy.” she said, sticking her nose between my cheeks, her warm, lapping tongue quickly following. I placed my forearm on the wall, leaning forward and letting her spread my cheeks with both hands. 

“Oh my God.” I said. It felt so good, and there was no hesitation whatsoever. Chills gripped my body as she lapped away, slurping and sucking up all of the lube, up and down my taint, and then back to worshiping my asshole. 

“Mmm…Yes, daddy. I love it.” she whimpered. I grabbed one of her hands, guiding it around me and placing it on my shaft. She ate like a starving woman at a buffet, making out with my asshole and reaching around with both hands to finish me off. 

“Good girl, milk it. Make that big dick cum.” I said, letting the wave build until the last possible moment, and then pulling away, and turning around to finish on her pretty face. It hadn’t been long since our foray on the couch, but I still coated her with heavy ropes of sticky cream, painting her tits and face as I shuddered with pure pleasure. 

“It’s yummy.” she said, scooping it off her face and then licking it from her fingers, maintaining eye contact and clearly taking pride in her little show. I took a deep breath, feeling light headed and sliding down the wall of the shower to sit down across from her. 

“You’re something else.” 

“As long as I’m yours, I don’t care what I am.” she said. People always ask about that one moment, the moment that you just knew it was right. That was it. 

Chapter 4 - Sofia 

Laying with Chase in bed that night felt surreal. I thought I was coming over for a quick collaboration, not an all night love fest. A part of me tried not overanalyzing it, as I figured there was a good chance he did this all the time, and while his attraction and emotion might be real at the time, I didn’t expect to compete with a million other beautiful girls.

I definitely wasn’t harboring any unrealistic expectations of settling down with a donkey dicked pornstar who had every option available as far as romantic partners, but I also wasn’t going to let that bother me. We had chemistry, and I liked how easily it was for us to slip away into our own little dream world, even if it was make believe.

Sleeping in his bed was so refreshing, and spurred my ambition. Maybe I could start making decent money with this whole adult content thing, and maybe I could have a comfortable ass bed in a nice apartment. Maybe, maybe, maybe.

In the morning, I woke up alone in his bed. I slept so deeply that it took me a moment to remember where I was, and then I smelled bacon and eggs in the air, and followed the smell into the kitchen.

“Hi, baby girl.” he said, completely naked except for his apron, with his muscular butt on full display as he used his spatula over the stove.

“Goodness. I could get used to this.” I said, blurting. His head snapped in my direction, and he smiled.

“Oh, could you?” he asked.

“I think so.” I said, feeling embarrassed. Breakfast was amazing, and nourished me after a long, rambunctious night. When we finished, we cleaned up together, and then Chase got dressed and brought me to his spare room, which he’d made into an office, and we sat down on opposite sides of his big wooden desk.

“So, first things first, we need to set up an account for you. We can’t tag and properly promote you until we do.” he said, typing on his laptop. His demeanor turned very professional, which matched his white button up shirt and navy slacks.

“Yes sir.” I said. We went over all of the basic login information, chose the name “SubbySofi”, and got to work building my profile.

“Do you have pictures you’d like to use?” he asked.

“Uhm, not really. I mean, we could take some from my social media.” I said.

“Okay, we can probably use a couple of those, but we’ll need some more erotic shots. I can take some stills from the video we shot last night, and I’ll start working you into my photoshoots as well.” he said.

“I’d really appreciate that. I mean, if it’s not too much trouble.” I said. He shook his head, placing his fingertips together in front of him and straightening his posture.

“Sofia, I want you to be my number one submissive. I feel like we’re perfectly lined up in the kink department, and we can make some truly sexy content. If you can take the same devotion you’ve shown me over the past twenty four hours, and commit to being my full time submissive, then we’ll make a lot of money together.” he said. It felt so serious and big time, and I had no reason to doubt him.

“I’d love that. I don’t know if I’d be comfortable working with anyone else.” I said, unsure if that would be a problem.

“How about girls?”

“I dunno. Maybe just you.” I said. “And solo stuff! I’ll do that, as long as you’re the one filming.”

“Oh, Sofia. Don’t go and make me fall in love with you, it’s too soon.” he said, the intensity of his gaze making me believe every word that left his overly handsome mouth.

“Oh, hush. You’re a playboy.” I said, trying to brush him off.

“You might be surprised. I’ve always liked the idea of doing this with my partner, I just haven’t found her yet.” he said.

“Oh. Well, okay. If you think that could be me, I’m not gonna tell you no.” I said, seeing no reason to pretend that I wasn’t completely falling for him as well. No one had ever made me feel so desired or important before, and it was hard not to buy into it.

The rest of the day was spent with me pretty much acting as his personal assistant. First, he made me wear a high waisted black pencil skirt with a form fitted white button up.

“Here, try these on. They’re not real, just for show.” he said, handing me a pair of what could only be described as “sexy librarian” glasses.

“Is this what you like?” I asked, slipping them on and into my submissive persona. Being catered to and dressed up in sexy clothes was empowering, and I could see myself becoming spoiled quickly if it were to continue. I didn’t come from much, and wasn’t able to afford the type of wardrobe I’d have liked, but he seemed to already have it covered.

“I do like it. You’re too gorgeous, it isn’t fair. You short circuit my feeble male mind.” he said, looking me up and down, slapping my ass when I did a little spin for him.

He spent the day editing our video from the day before, which was a tedious process that kept him in a deep state of focus. I brought him what he wanted, a bunch of cups of coffee, and eventually, a simple ham sandwich with cheese and potato chips for lunch, which he ate while he worked and kept on trucking. By the time he finished, it was late at night, and he looked exhausted. On the positive side of things, the video was ready, and so was my Fans Only page.

The first post I made was under his tutelage, just a simple announcement that I was starting an adult page, and that I’d love to share what I was doing with anyone who was interested, linking my new page.

“I don’t know how successful this post is going to be. Most of my followers are just random people.”

“All followers are random people. You might be surprised.” he said. After I posted, Chase posted a quick teaser of our little maid scene, tagging my account and posting it to his. That’s when things blew up, at least compared to what I was used to.

Followers came pouring in, and he got thousands of views on the post. It was very exciting, especially when I got my first ten subscribers that quickly.

“This is amazing.” I said, watching and refreshing my stats every ten minutes.

“It’s only the beginning, Sofia. I don’t think you understand how beautiful you are, or how many people would love to watch you explore your sexuality with me. You’re gonna to be a fan favorite, that’s for sure.”

“You think? I don’t know, this is kind of overwhelming.” I said.

“Here, let’s put this down for the night. I’m kind of burnt out on work, I need some love.” he said, closing the laptop in front of me and taking hold of himself through his pants, isolating his bulge and sitting on the desk in front of my chair.

“Okay, daddy. I could use some love in my life too.” I said, lowering my glasses and peering over them playfully.

“Unbutton your shirt. All the way.” he said, crossing his arms and looking down at me while he lit a cigar.

“Yes sir.” I said, making it so.

“I have a question. Be honest with me, are you seeing anyone else? In any capacity?” he asked, furrowing his brow and letting the smoke trickle from his mouth.

“No.” I said, frankly. “I’m just trying to get by, I haven’t had time for anything remotely romantic. The closest thing I have to a suitor is my nasty old landlord who keeps implying that he would erase my rent debt in exchange for favors.”

“You’re not considering that, are you?”

“No! Not at all. He’s as nasty as my apartment, and I wish I could get away from both of them.” I said, snickering at my unfortunate situation.

“Do you have a lease?”

“No. I’m month to month, but I’m almost three months behind at this point.”

“And what’s your rent?”

“It’s eleven hundred.” I said.

“You’re out. I’ll pay him in cash tomorrow if he will give me a receipt, and you can move in with me.” he said.

“What? No. Chase. Are you serious?”

“It’s a done deal. Don’t tell me no, I don’t like that. You’re my submissive, don’t forget that.” he said. The butterflies in my stomach went crazy, and I couldn’t believe it. I threw my arms around him, squeezing him tight as my eyes flooded with tears.

“You don’t understand. Thank you so much.” I said.

“Don’t worry, baby. You’re mine now. I take care of my girl.” he said. “But I’m no better than your pervert landlord, at the end of the day.”

“Oh? I beg to differ, sir.” I said, dropping to my knees as he pressed down on the top of my head. I undid his belt, and then the button, kissing his cock through the fabric of his pants before unzipping him slowly.

“I have an idea.” he said, raising my chin to look up at him. “Let’s roll the cameras. I want to put your training to the test.”

“Okay.” I said, shrugging my shoulders. He brought out my spontaneous side, and the next thing I knew, we were back in his living room, surrounded by multiple cameras. I removed my clothes, stripping down completely naked as he asked, and then he handed me a shiny black latex mask with two holes for my eyes, and one for my mouth.

“Put this on.”

“Yes, daddy. I guess I’m not so pretty after all.” I said, giggling as I went to throw it over my head. He stopped me, and grabbed me by the chin.

“Don’t ever say that to me. You’re gorgeous, but you’ll do as you’re told. Don’t question my desires.”

“Yes, master. I was only joking.”

“I know. There will be times where I’m in the mood for a brat, but this isn’t one of them.” he said, releasing my face and putting a leather collar with a chain leash around my neck. He turned on all three cameras while I maneuvered the mask into place, before returning to throw me over his shoulder, carrying me to the center of the room and draping me so that my head was right at his crotch.

“You’re so naughty, master.” I said, taking his cue and tugging at his waistband. It was a bit awkward at first, getting used to being upside down. His cock flopped out dramatically, and he buried his face between my legs, kissing and sucking my clit while I tried to handle his length while inverted.

“Good. Just like that. Open wider.” he said, turning himself so that we were positioned directly in front of one of the cameras, and then reaching down to take hold of the leash.

“Guck!” my throat gushed as I swallowed around him. He started pulling the leash between his legs, and tugging on it to make me go deeper, forcing my face into his balls.

“Good girl. Slobber all over daddy’s dick.” he said, grunting with passion as he held the leash tight. I coughed, spitting up viscous spit and struggling to breathe through my nose. He was so sweet to me off camera, but he was a true dominant, with dominant desires and I was there for it.

His skilled mouth effortlessly brought me to orgasm, forcing the blood to rush to my face as I desperately tried to please him. I was happy to be wearing the mask, and I understood its purpose, as there was no way I would have looked pretty with all of that viscous, sticky saliva dripping all over my face, tears of mascara bleeding down as he pummeled my throat like the girl in the video I’d watched before meeting him.

“Daddy’s gonna cum. Daddy’s gonna cum so fucking hard down your throat.” he said, thrusting forward and bouncing me up and down his shaft while I held my breath. His thrusting intensified until I could feel his hard cock swelling up, turning puffy and soft as he exhaled sharply, erupting and blasting hot cum into my mouth and down my throat, much of it spilling out and going up my nose. “Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!”

I swallowed around him, gulping down every drop that I could in a dazed state of pure submission. His pleasure was all I cared about, especially considering that I’d already gotten mine. He walked me over to the couch, depositing me onto it and walking away to turn off the cameras while I laid on his couch, my heart pounding and my entire body buzzing. It was an exhilarating experience, and I couldn’t pretend that I wasn’t developing feelings for him.

Chapter 5 - Sofia

Chase made true on every promise, including the promise to pay out my rent so that I could move in with him and erase any debt with Ernie. The best part was that he gave me the money, and let me set it up, arriving with me without Ernie knowing that he was even there.

The exchange started amicably, and he sat down at my foldout table to write me a bill of sale.

“You know, this is an awful lot of money. I’d be willing to sign this receipt, and let you keep it, if you were willing to do something for me.” he said, showcasing his yellow toothed smile and reaching across the table to touch my shoulder. I pulled away, but kept my cool.

“What would that something be?” I asked, giving him a look. He’d never come outright and said it, and I guess he thought since I was moving out he might as well just cross every imaginable line.

“Oh, you know. You could take off your clothes for me, and let me kiss your pussy. Come on, I won’t tell anyone. You know you want to.” he said, standing up and pulling out his tiny, flaccid penis and walking towards me. I was speechless, honestly shocked that he had the audacity. I froze, but Chase didn’t, appearing out of nowhere and grabbing Ernie by the neck, shoving him to the nearest wall and lifting him into the air by his throat.

“Here’s how this is gonna play out. You’re gonna agree to give her back her money, and sign the receipt, and I’m gonna agree not to gut you like a fucking pig, and then turn you over to the police.” he said, deadly serious. I’d never seen fear like the fear in Ernie’s eyes, and he quickly agreed to the deal.

“Yeah, yeah. I’m so sorry, I didn’t know. I’m sorry.” he said, stammering as he signed the receipt and handed it over to Chase with the stack of cash.

“Here, babe. I think this is yours.” he said, handing the money over to me as Ernie scurried out of there. It’s not like he needed to get any hotter, but I loved the way it played out.

I only brought some clothes, food, sentimental items and toiletries. The rest of it was better left behind, and since I knew that Ernie wouldn’t be bothering me anymore, we decided to just leave it in the apartment for him to deal with.

Ever since then, my life has been an absolute ride. I have over 2,000 subscribers, work exclusively with one male performer, and have the best boyfriend in the world. Without prompting from my end, he decided to only perform with me, as he feels that our intimacy is far too valuable to be anything other than monogamous.

Looking back, it’s a story I replay and relive over and over again. I always thought I was going to struggle for a long time, that it’s just the way the world is and girls like me never get our fairytale endings. Chase, like with all other things, dominated that viewpoint so far out of my mind that I hardly even identify with it anymore. We have some ups and downs like any couple, but at the end of the day, I know that we’re both in it for the long haul, and madly in love.

Free Use Influencer

Chapter 1 - Mike

She moved into the house next door, which had been on the rental market for almost six months. I couldn’t help smiling when I spotted her short little summer dress and open toed heels. It was a scorching day in the middle of July, and the first thing she’d done was back the Uhaul into her mailbox.

I decided to step outside to help, half because of her terrible driving, and half because of her good looks. She had parked the truck in the middle of the street, and gotten out to inspect the damage, while I inspected her petite frame and caught a peek up her dress while she bent over looking at the mailbox.

“Hey there. You must be the new neighbor.” I said, striking up a conversation and startling her.

“Oh. Yeah. Hey. I’m Lizzy.” she said, twirling her blonde locks in her finger and smiling wide. I offered my hand, and felt a tingle in my balls as I looked into her blue eyes.

“I’m Mike. Do you need some help?” I asked, eliciting a giggle.

“I could really use it.” she said, strikingly beautiful and full of grace. “It’s too big, I can’t drive it.”

“Your mailbox agrees. Rest in peace.” I said, crossing my heart jokingly and glancing down at the busted tin box.

“Oh no. Is that gonna be expensive?” she asked, looking back at me with expectant doe eyes and melting my exterior.

“I’ll fix it for you. No worries. Want me to back this thing in?” I asked, taking over and going to the driver’s side door.

“Yes, please. You’re so nice, thank you.” she said, backing away from the truck while I started it up and pulled it into her driveway.

“Are you living here alone?” I asked, handing her the keys after stepping back out. I could feel myself starting to sweat, and wondered if she had some muscle on the way to help her with the task of moving.

“Yeah. It’s my first place.” she said, clearly proud of herself and absolutely exuding positive energy. I found her invigorating right away, and the attraction was undeniable. She couldn’t have been more than five feet tall, maybe one hundred pounds, with the cutest face and an even sweeter aura.

“That’s awesome, congratulations. Do you have movers, or?”

“Movers? What do you mean?”

“Like, guys to help you move in. Or ladies, whatever.”

“Oh. No, I’m just gonna do it by myself.” she said.

“Okay. Do you need any help?”

“Oh my gosh, would you? That would be amazing.” she said, clapping her hands together and bouncing up and down in her heels.

“Of course. We’re neighbors now, what better way to bond?” I asked, having the whole day free and so smitten with her that I couldn’t help offering my free labor.

“Awh, I owe you. This is so nice.” she said. We opened the back of the truck, and I was shocked by how much stuff she had perfectly packed into it. There was zero chance she could have done it by herself, especially with all of the heavy furniture. She certainly wasn’t gonna do it in heels.

“Wow. This is a lot.” I said.

“Yeah, my dad packed it up for me when he kicked me out.” she said, breezing over the details and trying to pull out the ramp.

“Here, I got it. You’re not gonna try to do this in heels, are you?” I asked.

“Yeah. I’m gonna film some content, so I wanna look cute.” she said.

“Content?”

“Yeah, I’m an influencer. Well, I’m trying to be at least.” she said, fiddling with her hair.

“I’m too old for that stuff. Do you get paid?” I asked, kind of unsure about the landscape of social media influencers.

“Uh, yeah. A little. Mostly free products, but I’m trying to figure out how to monetize my content.” she said. Once the ramp was pulled out, I realized that I’d signed myself up for a lot. I had no idea what I was in store for.

We started working, and I quickly picked up on the fact that she was completely lost in la-la land, setting up her phone and moving only the lightest of boxes and objects, and making a big show out of it for the camera. I can’t deny that she was gorgeous, and somehow it was fun watching her do mundane things because of her cuteness and mannerisms, but it left me doing the brunt of the work.

Lizzy was so focused on “creating content”, that she was checked out mentally. I kept using the dolly and moving heavy shit by myself, sweating like a pig and getting hotter by the minute, while she strutted around in the driveway, twirling her dress and making eyes to an imaginary audience while I broke my back.

I’m the type of guy who does what I say I’m gonna do, and I take great pride in my ability to complete a task. Once I’ve started, I won’t stop until the job is done. So that’s what I did, I locked on and continuously moved this woman’s furniture, appliances, and boxes while she showed the internet how cute she was.

This left me slightly annoyed, but at the same time, she was such a delightful little doll. She got me drinks, fed me compliments, and gave me encouragement like she was rooting for me to win. She had major cheerleader vibes, and her presence made it all worthwhile. Fuck it, I didn’t have plans anyway.

The sun went down, and she kicked off her shoes and sat down on the couch while I moved the last of her stuff. I would have said something, if only she weren’t so delectable. Everytime I walked past the couch, I glanced at her tanned thighs and perfect toes, and I think just looking at her boosted my testosterone because I kept finding my motivation. At a certain point, I just wanted the personal satisfaction of completing the task.

By the time I finally finished, it was almost nine o’clock and I could smell my own body odor. I’d taken off my shirt hours earlier, and felt sticky. I looked around the house, admiring my handiwork, as I’d put all of the furniture and boxes where I figured they would end up to further ease her move.

“That’s everything.” I said, relieved to be finished and filled with satisfaction.

“Oh my gosh. You’re seriously the best, how did I get so lucky to have a neighbor like you?” she asked, popping up from the couch and approaching me. Before I could react, she’d thrown herself against me, wrapping her arms around my bare torso.

“I’m a little smelly.” I said, trying to warn her, but she only clung tighter. My hands moved down to the small of her back, and I couldn’t believe how tiny her waist was. It instantly sent a jolt of arousal through my body, imagining how tight her little pussy would feel. 

“I don’t mind.” she said, looking up at me with doe eyes.

“Well, I think I’m gonna head home to take a shower.” I said, wanting to make a move on her but thinking better of it.

“Awh. You worked so hard, I wanted to thank you somehow.” she said.

“What’d you have in mind?” I asked.

“I don’t know. Do you wanna come back after you shower?” she asked.

“Uhm, sure.” I said, still unsure if the attraction was mutual or if she was just being friendly.

“I’m not used to sleeping alone, maybe you could spend the night.” she said.

“You want me to sleep with you?”

“I mean, in my house, yeah.” she said, letting out a chuckle and covering her mouth.

“I can’t say no to that. I’ll be right back.” I said. Leaving her house, my heart was pounding and I felt a sense of exhilaration at what laid ahead. Maybe all my hard work was going to pay off, but even if not, at least I’d have the presence of a beautiful younger woman to enjoy.

I reminded myself that I was twice her age, and that it was seriously a long shot. Besides that, she was my neighbor so we’d have to live right next door to each other. I kept that all in mind, but still ended up with a full erection in the shower, picturing what was under that little dress of hers.

Chapter 2 - Mike

By the time I made my way back over to her house, Lizzy had changed into a pair of booty shorts and a form fitting crop top that showed off her belly button ring. She didn’t have an ounce of fat on her, and had pretty much won the genetic lottery.

“Hi, daddy. Thanks for coming back.”

“Excuse me?” I asked, thrown off by her comment. She cocked her head to the side, and cast her seductive glare.

“Sorry, I don’t have to call you that if you don’t like it. You just give major daddy vibes.” she said.

“Actually, I don’t have any children.” I said, causing her to giggle and shake her head.

“I don’t mean like that.” she said, inviting me inside and leading me to the living room. I felt my face flush red, and couldn’t believe a girl her age had gotten me to blush. “Thanks again. Seriously, there’s no way I could have done that by myself. The truck would still be full.”

“No problem. Consider it your welcoming gift.” I said, watching her sit down on the couch, setting her bare feet up on the coffee table.

“Well, I owe you. I’ll have to find a way to pack you back.” she said. I would have told her not to worry about it, but she was so desirable, and there were plenty of things I would have accepted as payment.

“You’re lucky you’re cute.”

“Awh, thank you daddy. I mean, Mike. I’m sorry.” she said, covering her mouth with her hand. No part of me believed it was an accident, and I didn’t want to turn her off of the little pet name.

“It’s fine. I kinda like it, at least when you say it.” I said, looking her petite frame up and down. There was a clear and sudden tension, accentuated by our lingering eye contact. “If you don’t mind me asking, why’d you get kicked out of your parent’s house? You never said.”

“Oh.” she said, turning bashful all of a sudden. “It’s kind of naughty…”

“I don’t mind.” I said, grinning back at her.

“Okay, so, well, you aren’t going to judge me, are you?” she asked, giggling anxiously and squirming around in her seat while flipping her hair.

“I don’t think so.” I said.

“You know how I told you that I’m an influencer?” she asked.

“Yeah.”

“Well, I have one of THOSE pages.”

“Okay? I don’t really know what that means.” I said.

“It’s called Fans Only. I do adult content.”

“Oh, wow. Really?” I asked, kind of surprised. She certainly had the looks, and I could  see that she was something of a sex kitten, but I didn’t expect to hear that she was some sort of porn star.

“Yeah. I get a lot of free products, and sometimes a little money from ads, but I make most of my living from Fans Only. My parents found out, and they told me that I either had to stop making content, or move out. And I decided not to quit, because I’m finally making decent money.” she said, throwing up her hands in frustration. “I just wish they would be happy for me.”

“Oh, baby. You have to try and understand, they see you as their little girl, and they probably think it’s scary for you to be putting yourself out there. It’s hard.”

“I know that, I really do, but at the same time, I get to make my own choices and I don’t think that I should be disowned for that.” she said, her eyes welling up with tears as she explained her situation. I felt for her, especially seeing how much it affected her. Lizzy was a sweet girl, and we embraced once again with a hug.

“Shh. It’s okay, baby. You’ll get through this. You’ll figure it out.” I said, rubbing circles on her back and inhaling her feminine scent. I was trying my best to keep my mind out of the gutter, but the contact was short circuiting my ability to think straight.

“Thank you, daddy.” she said, laying her head on my shoulder.

“You’re so sweet.” I whispered. We looked into each other’s eyes, and I brushed her hair behind her ear before giving into my impulses. I leaned in, and our lips pressed together. Her taste was so sweet that I couldn’t stop myself, and we started making out right there on the couch. I climbed on top of her, grinding against her and feeling her up as our tongues swirled together.

“Mmm…” she moaned, wrapping her legs around me and pulling me in tighter.

“You’re such a cutie. You know that I’m forty years old, right?” I asked, raising her chin and nestling my nose against her neck.

“I didn’t know, but now I do.” she giggled, reactive to every peck on her soft flesh. I sucked on her neck, my cock throbbing with arousal and filled with need.

“I want you.” I said, slipping my fingers under her shirt and lifting it towards her head.

“Yes, daddy. My body is yours to use. Take me.” she said, melting under my touch. I could see the desire in her eyes, that she was as ready as I was to consummate. Her gorgeous little tits called out to me, and there were no more inhibitions. Our clothes couldn’t come off fast enough, and her naked body became my instant obsession.

“Whenever I want it?” I asked, removing my briefs and eyeing her clean shaven pink cunt. Her eyes went wide, and she didn’t even respond to my question, just stared for several seconds at my cock. I smiled down at her, taking hold of it by the base and slapping it against the palm of my hand several times while she ogled it.

“Oh my God, daddy. Your cock…your balls.” she said, sitting up and crawling over to me without hesitation.

“You like it?” I asked, sitting down and throwing my arm around her as she lowered her head towards my lap.

“I love it.” she said, pressing her soft lips against the tip, and placing several sensual kisses. “I love it.”

“Good girl.” I said, letting my fingers take hold of her hair, holding her head in place and setting the pace as she took hold of my dick and began diving down onto it like she was bobbing for apples.

“Gluck, gluck, gluck, gluck. Ahh!” she gasped, looking up at me with a naughty little grin. “It’s so big.”

“Don’t stop, baby. You’re doing such a good job.” I said, pushing her head back down and throwing mine back. She was an absolute eater, with no sign of possessing a gag reflex. She reached up and took hold of my hand, pushing it down on her head and communicating without words that she wanted me to fuck her face.

“Gluck, gluck, gluck, gluck!”

“Oh, wow. You’re really good at that.” I said, trying to relax into the experience and really savor it. It had been a while since I’d gotten a blowjob, and Lizzy was completely unlike what I was used to.

“Thank you, daddy. I live to serve.” she said, lifting my cock and burying her face in my nuts. The pleasure rang out, and I had to continuously remind myself to control my breathing and stay in control, or else I was going to make a huge mess down her throat.

“Is that right?”

“Yes, daddy. I’m very submissive.” she said, slurping at my balls and stroking in unison while I grunted and pushed her head down.

“I can see that.”

“We should do this on camera. I’d make a ton more money if I did boy-girl scenes. You have such a beautiful penis, it would be perfect.” she said, giggling and looking up at me.

“You think so?”

“One hundred percent. I get requests all the time.” she said. “I could give you a percentage of what I make.”

“That’s okay, angel. That’s not what I want from you.” I said, watching her as she spit onto the head of my cock, spreading it around with the tip of her tongue.

“What do you mean?”

“You said that you’re very submissive, right?” I asked, watching her tiny little hands struggle to fit around my girth.

“I am.”

“Then be my submissive. Give me free use of that petite little body of yours whenever I want, and I’ll do porn with you.” I said.

“Really?” she asked, lighting up and slapping my erection against her tongue.

“Absolutely, but I need your submission.” I said, completely transfixed on her beauty, and claiming it for myself.

“Yes, daddy.” she said, batting her eyes eagerly and plunging her throat back down onto my length.

“Fuck, baby. Such a good little slut.” I said. Hearing her agree to be my submissive gave me a rush of power, and I quickly took control of the situation, bending her over the armrest of her couch and giving her pale white ass a firm smack.

“Ugh!”

“Such a tight little ass.” I said, pulling apart her cheeks and examining her holes.

“Thank you, sir.” she said, squirming beneath me in anticipation. I was still coming to terms with the juicy flesh laid before me, and fought my urge to plunder her right away, electing instead to push my finger into her wetness, causing her to squeal.

“I want to lay down a couple of ground rules.” I said, shocked by her incredible tightness. It was going to be quite a squeeze, and I knew from the second my finger slipped inside that I was going to cum so hard into her little cunt.

“Yes, daddy. Tell me what to do to please you.”

“First, you belong to me. I own you. I am your master, and you will be under me. Do you understand?”

“Yes master. Please…”

“You like that, don’t you?”

“Yes. It feels so good. I want you.” she said, her legs trembling as I simply pushed my finger in and out of her. I could tell she wasn’t all that experienced, and was hyper aroused by what was taking place.

“It’s perfectly natural, baby, but I want your purity as well. You’re mine, which means you’re only mine. No other guys.”

“Yes, daddy. I promise. Just please fuck me.”

“Good girl, I know you wouldn’t break a promise to daddy.” I said, pulling my finger out and licking it clean. Her taste made me go primal, and I got into position behind her.

“Never. I always obey my daddy.” she said, whimpering as I placed my bulbous mushroom head at her opening, holding it there and applying the slightest pressure. “Oh, God.”

“Hold on, baby.” I said, spitting onto my length and preparing to take her. I knew that she was half my age, and that I should have probably walked away much earlier, but it was too late. There’s no amount of willpower that could have made me stop, knowing full well that I was about to have a complete awakening in my life having found a perfect little submissive living right next door.

Chapter 3 - Lizzy

He had me so turned on that I didn’t care what he did to me. My inner nature took over, and I was reduced into a helpless puddle before him. I’d always had a thing for older men, a daddy kink, and submissive side that hadn’t been thoroughly explored, so he kind of melted through any potential defenses I might have.

“Hold your ass apart.” he said, telling me what to do as he began trying to fit his massive monster between my legs. I bit down on my lip as he forced it inside, wincing in pleasure as I’d never taken such a huge dick before.

“Oh my God…it’s…so big.” I squealed as he spread my walls, holding the small of my back and making me take it.

“Yeah, that’s my girl. Look at that tiny little pussy, such a tight grip.” he said, holding me by the small of my back and burying himself inside. I was seeing stars immediately, and he started pounding away, hitting spots that hadn’t been accessed by another man, laying claim to me in such a total and complete way.

“Don’t stop, daddy. Please…please don’t stop.” I said, hanging on for dear life as he fucked me so hard that I was taken to a state of total pleasure. I couldn’t even process all of the feelings, as I felt so dirty in the best way being bent over the couch like that, christening the new home in a way I never thought possible.

“You like that big cock?”

“Oh! Yes, daddy. I love it. I love your big daddy dick.”

“Such a dirty mouth, you little whore. I love it.” he said, holding my hips and filling me completely. It took very little for him to make me cum, as I’d never been in such a heightened state of arousal before. There was so much to it, the age gap, the intensity, the novelty. The submission. The way he so easily shifted into the dominant role.

“Yes, daddy. I’m your little whore.” I said. No man had ever called me names during sex before, and I wasn’t sure why but it made me feel special and dirty and wrong all wrapped up into one orgasm shaped box.

“I’m gonna paint your pretty little face of yours, but not this time. This time I’m gonna cum right into your womb.” he said. Suddenly, he pushed it somehow even deeper. He hadn’t even been feeding me full length strokes, and my eyes bulged as I started bottoming out.

“Oh! Oh! Daddy, fuck! Daddy!” I screamed, flooded with emotions and sensations as he let loose, fucking me completely senseless until he was grunting and calling out my name.

“I’m gonna cum, baby. I’m so close…fuck. Lizzy!” He said my name and pushed his hips forward, making good on his promise to cum inside of me. Every nerve down there was tingling, and I could feel his hard cock pulsing as he emptied himself into me. It was such a sexy moment, and while it may have been a risky indiscretion, I couldn’t help feeling like it was the perfect bonding experience between myself and my new dominant daddy.

Chapter 4 - Mike

My emotions got the better of me and I ended up inviting her over to my place to spend the night in my bed. She was so cute and cuddly, I couldn’t seem to resist. It was more than just that, she was so submissive and clingy. It was obvious she’d enjoyed the sex, as I truly felt like she was my possession with the way she did as she was told.

She woke me up with a blowjob later that night, and by the time I came to, she’d crawled into my lap, and was trying to sit on it.

“Hi, baby.” I said, cupping her breasts in my hand and cooing as she sank down onto it.

“Hi, daddy. I figured you could use a nut.” she said, flashing a grin.

“Daddy’s little slut. I love you.” I said, the words just flying out of my mouth before I could stop myself. It had a major effect on her, and she looked into my eyes.

“I love you too, daddy.” she whispered, dropping her hips onto my thighs and bouncing up and down in my lap. I went from fast asleep to wide awake real quick, the animal inside of me awakening effortlessly for her. I wrapped my fingers around her throat, kissing her passionately and thrusting from the bottom.

“You want that cum in your pussy?” I asked, feeling the freight train of pressure building as I held her tiny waist in my hands. She had to be the smallest woman I’d ever been with, and I was fully immersed in her beauty, learning the way she moved and what she liked.

“Please.” she gasped, gripping my wrist to no avail. I controlled her air supply, and a great surge of power moved over me. There was no question in my mind, that she now belonged to me.

“Good slut. Take that cock. Ride it, ride it hard until you milk it with your tight little pussy.” I said. I put my thumb into her mouth, hooking her cheek and pressing it onto her tongue as she swirled it around. We should have been using protection, but I didn’t care. I should have pulled out, but I didn’t even consider it.

“I’m cumming!” she squealed, her face turning red as she released, squirting all over my dick and sending me into a thrusting frenzy that didn’t stop until she was dripping cum. Again, the vibrating pleasure moved through my entire body, and we became so close that it didn’t seem possible we’d only just met.

“Fuck.” I said, letting out a sigh and feeling my tiredness swooping back in. I backed myself out of her, letting the excess spill onto the sheets without a care in the world.

“That was so hot. I’m so glad you said I love you. I really needed to hear that.” she said, leaning in for a quick kiss before backing her ass into my crotch and pulling my arm over her.

“You’re so sweet, baby. Of course daddy loves you.” I said, placing soft kisses on her neck before drifting back off to sleep. I figured it was a part of the play, of our newly formed bond and sexual dynamic. I didn’t think too much of it, other than agreeing with her that it was hot.

The whole situation was hot. I wasn’t sure what I’d gotten myself into, but I was happy that things had worked out like they had, and beyond excited for what the future held. Our little hookup gave a whole new meaning to the phrase love thy neighbor.

Chapter 5 - Lizzy

We cuddled all through the night, waking each other multiple times and engaging in the most mind blowing sex of my life. By the morning, I couldn’t imagine being with another man. I didn’t think of myself as a size queen, but I could see myself getting used to submitting to such a formidable endowment.

I went home in the morning to unpack my things, and it wasn’t long before he joined me. It all happened so fast, us hooking up, and it kind of made me feel weird because that’s now typically how things worked for me. He was the first guy I’d ever slept with that wasn’t my boyfriend.

Mike assembled my bed and helped me unpack for a while, and the conversation flowed very easily which was very reassuring. It would have been the worst to fuck him all night, and then find out the next day that there was no chemistry between us outside of the bedroom. I was pleasantly surprised, but still unsure of how to proceed.

Eventually, my entire room was unpacked and the place was starting to feel like home.

“Are you hungry?” I asked, ready for a break.

“Yeah, but I wanna start with dessert.” he said, a smile spreading across his lips as he approached me. We’d been so friendly for the past couple hours, but we hadn’t really discussed the elephant in the room.

“Oh?”

“Remove your clothes, Lizzy. Lay on your back.” he said.

“Daddy!” I said, feeling the warmth invade my center as he shifted the entire energy of the room.

“You better do as you’re told. I don’t want any back talk.” he said.

“Yes sir.” I said, looking into his eyes and getting into my bed.

“Good girl. Take them off, we won’t be needing any clothes for what we’re about to do.” he said, joining in while I stripped down for him. It struck me how easy it was to submit to him. It just felt right, and I didn’t dare disobey him.

“Oh, daddy. I love this.” I said, spreading my legs apart and watching his eyes dart straight to my center.

“You’re so fun to look at.” he said, his semi-erect cock flopping out dramatically and reminding me again why he was the perfect daddy for me. “You did such a good job last time. I want you to suck it again, and show me what a depraved little cockslut you can be.”

“Of course, daddy.” I said, loving the free use aspect of our relationship. He established the ground rules quickly, and our kinks lined up very well. I wanted to serve, to worship, and to be used like an object. I wanted praise and approval, but I also wanted to be put in my proper place. Mike got into bed and stood beside me on his knees, grabbing a handful of hair and bringing me front and center.

“Not yet. Wait until you’re told.” he said, holding his shaft and wagging it in my face. I went cross eyed staring at his big, veiny manhood, my mouth watering for another chance to have his cock sliding down my throat.

“I want it.” I said, whining playfully and sticking out my tongue.

“So pretty, I like that. Give daddy a little show.” he said, gathering my hair into a ponytail, or more accurately, a handle. I pressed my tits together, laying on my back and dutifully waiting for him to decide when was the proper time to feed me. I opened wide, sticking out my tongue and showing him the target I wanted him to shoot his creamy cumload onto. “Perfect. I’m going to corrupt you in ways you can’t even understand.”

“Yes please. I’ll be whatever you want me to be.” I said, the pressure between my legs making it harder and harder to remain patient. His cock was a marvel, intimidatingly thick and aesthetically pleasing. I’d never felt such cock lust, a deep desire to let him take my throat and demean me while forcing me to perform like his own personal pornstar. In fact, that’s exactly what I wanted to be for him.

“I want you to be my cock sleeve. Once you put your mouth on it, I don’t want you taking it off until I’ve finished cumming down your throat. Do you understand?” he asked, dangling his heavy hanging balls directly over my face, teasing me while I eagerly awaited my opportunity.

“I understand daddy. Please let me have it.”

“That’s a good girl. I like it when you beg.”

“Please, daddy. Pretty please with a throatpie on top?” I asked, grinning in an attempt to seduce him into letting me suck it. He’d become completely hard, slowly stroking his juicy length. Mike chuckled at my dirty talk, and laid it directly across my face, using it for scale to show off his endowment. “Please?”

“Do you think you deserve to worship this dick?”

“I hope so, daddy. Please give me a chance. I promise I won’t let you down.”

“I know you won’t, angel. I know you won’t.” he said, the tendons in his neck flexing as he struggled to hold out any longer. As much as I wanted to suck him, I was starting to wonder who he was teasing more, himself or me.

“Please?” I asked, batting my eyes and knowing full well that the tease was about to end.

“Do it.” he grunted, thrusting forward directly into my waiting mouth. He filled my mouth right away, and I’d never given oral from my back before. Mike was aggressive, holding me by the hair and straddling my face as he thrusted it down into my gullet. I gagged right away, still getting used to the position.

“Mmmm…” I gasped, careful to keep it in my mouth as per his instructions. He had a very loving, nurturing side to him, but I knew that he was serious about my submission, and that it wouldn’t be a good idea to disobey a direct order.

“Deeper.” he said, cutting off my airflow and impaling my throat. I gasped for air with it still wedged deep, being taken to new heights while slobbering all over his meaty rod.

“Guck! Guck! Guck!” my throat squished, making sounds that were well beyond my own control. It was a powerless feeling, deeply vulnerable being held in place on a mattress, having my head used as a fleshlight of sorts.

“Yesss….that’s my suck slut. Don’t stop, Lizzy. Make it spurt into that soft little throat of yours.” he said, his voice deep and gutterall. His balls began bumping against my chin, flapping as he increased the pace of his grinding thrusts. I opened wide, trying desperately to fully relax my throat despite the fact that I was holding my breath, being smothered by the biggest daddy dick.

“Guck!”

“I’m going to put you on a liquid diet.” he said, staring into my eyes as tears streamed down my cheeks. “Touch yourself. Play with that pussy for daddy.”

I wanted to thank him, but I couldn’t speak. My hand moved instinctively between my legs, tending to the pounding arousal he stirred within me. The pulsing vibrations swept over me, and I became completely unhinged the more that I pleasured myself.

“My turn.” he said, slapping my hand away from my clit and replacing it with his own. Mike’s fingers were fat like his cock, skilled hotdogs capable of doling out obscene amounts of pleasure.

“Yes, daddy!” I squealed, writhing beneath him and struggling for every little bit of oxygen I could consume. My own saliva was dripping down the sides of my face, but it felt so good knowing that I was giving him what he wanted.

“Don’t stop, Lizzy. You’ve got it. I’m so close.” he said, raising his torso and tossing his head back. I could feel him swelling in my mouth, getting puffy and soft and fast approaching release. Something about that moment, bringing a man who’s practically unhinged to the edge of orgasm sent me over the edge. No sooner had he told me that he was close, and I was cumming too. “Ugh!”

“Mmmm!” I moaned, feeling the ropes of his hot sticky cum spraying into the back of my throat, filling my mouth as he flexed and called out in agony, his grip tightening around handfuls of my hair as I swallowed around his girth, sucking down every last drop of his yummy reward. I was in heaven, bucking wildly and melting into the subspace that only he was capable of putting me into. There aren’t words for how this made me feel, and I wanted nothing more than to serve his carnal needs for the rest of my life. I know how ridiculous that sounds, but it’s the way he made me feel, and everytime we touched it became more apparent.


Chapter 6 - Mike

I’m glad it isn’t possible to physically suck the soul out of a man, because our power dynamics would have been completely reversed were that the case. It was a heavy release, but I fought the urge to cuddle her up and make her take a nap with me. I had other plans. We were both hungry, and I wanted to take her out.

“Take a shower. You smell.” I said, holding a straight face and looking over at her.

“Yes, daddy.” she said, perky and without hesitation.

“Baby, I’m kidding.” I said, grabbing her by the ankle before she could slip out of bed and pulling her back into my arms. “Do take a shower though, because I want to go get some food.”

“That sounds great.” she said. Despite finishing moments earlier, I still felt the urge to fuck her. The attraction was a lot, and she was too much. What in the hell was a man supposed to do?

I went home and had a shower of my own, and put on some nice lunch date clothes considering the sweltering heat. She took a while to get ready, but it was well worth it when she emerged from her bedroom wearing a form-fitted yet flowing white summer dress that showcased her youthful beauty and exuberance to a tee.

“Yowzers. Absolutely stunning.” I said, almost taken aback by her outright desirability. I’d held her down and cum down her throat an hour before, but it still hadn’t really set in for me that she was mine. I walked her to my car, and drove her to one of my favorite sports bars across town.

It was a place I’d frequented years back, and still went back to from time to time. We arrived a little after one, and I started seeing people that I knew right away. It was just one of those things, everything happened to be there at once.

“Who’s the lovely lady?” Bob asked. He was a regular there and I always got along with him well.

“Oh, this is my girlfriend, Lizzy.” I said, giving her a look to see if she’d play along.

“Seriously?” he asked, snapping his head in her direction.

“Seriously.” she said, offering her hand. “I’m Lizzy.”

“Bob! Nice to meet you!” he said, grinning and staring back at her. “Good job, dude. I didn’t know you had it in you.”

Lizzy was a champ, and played right along with everything as I introduced her to my various friends and acquaintances. Seeing how much grace she possessed was almost awe inspiring, as she was so polite and friendly to everyone. I started being able to see myself with her right away, and with my little white lie that we were already an item, I’d planted a seed that was already being watered.

By the time we got our food, we’d managed to sneak away from the bar to our own private booth. Her invigorating energy left me staring at her all night, asking her questions and figuring out who the girl who’d stolen my interest actually was.

She was focused on fitness and fashion, and had built herself a solid little following of over ten thousand people. It was working out in terms of brand deals, but the pay wasn’t quite enough for her to fully afford her bills, so she’d gone to Fans Only in order to make up the difference.

“I mostly do foot pics, and a little bit of solo masturbation, but I never show my face.” she said.

“I see. Are you going to?”

“Well, I was thinking about it. I mean, if we start shooting videos together, I’ll definitely have to show it. Or maybe wear a mask to obscure my face a little.” she said.

“That’d be very sexy, I’m into it. But can I ask you a question?”

“Shoot.”

“This has already led to a falling out with your family. If you’re really passionate about making this type of content, then I say go for it, but if it’s just for money, honestly, I think you might regret it as you get older. Especially if you want to start a family.” I said, taking a moment to try and bring her back to reality. I was a forty year old man, and I was perfectly okay with bending her over on camera, but I couldn’t help feeling like it might be a mistake on her part, and the last thing I wanted was to be a part of the reason she decided to take her life in a direction that she might seriously regret later.

“Yeah, I’m not. Passionate about making porn, I mean. It’s just what brings in the money.” she said.

“So if your bills were paid, you would just as quickly walk away from it and focus on building your fitness and fashion brand?” I asked. The whole thing with online strangers paying for porn was something I wasn’t too familiar with, and while I could see the appeal, she didn’t strike me as the type.

“Absolutely, but I’d only be halfway there without my Fans Only account.” she said.

“Hmm. Well, you are my free use submissive now. I’d say that justifies an allowance. How much are we talking here?”

“Wait, seriously? You’re not being serious.”

“As long as you’re faithful, submissive, and obedient, I don’t see why not.”

“Oh my goodness, Mike. Oh, wow.” she said, fanning herself with her hands and turning red. She looked around at the other patrons, and then back at me. “I would need about $2,500 a month to replace my income if I deleted my account.”

“Done.” I said without hesitation. I was hoping she didn’t have ridiculously high standards when it came to money, asking for ten stacks or something like that, but I thought twenty five hundred was perfectly reasonable.

“No. You’re lying.”

“I swear. I’ll pay you at the end of every month. How does that sound?”

“That sounds amazing, daddy.” she said, saying the last word quietly and giving me a look. “So I can delete my account? And never have to talk to any of these weirdo guys ever again?”

“You better delete it right now. Daddy doesn’t share his girl, in no way, shape, or form.” I said.

“Oh my goodness. Okay. I’m doing it.” she said, grabbing her phone and going to town. I smiled with pride, looking over at the woman who was captivating me more with each passing moment. The whole making a porno thing did seem like a good opportunity at the time, but if we were going to start dating, I knew that my only shot at getting into the good graces of her family would be to get her the hell away from that website.

I guess it was the whole atmosphere, but I started getting a possessive feeling, and wanted to take her back to my place all alone. We had some leftovers, so we got a couple boxes, I paid our bill, and we hightailed it back home. The bar was only fifteen minutes from the house, but I felt like enacting my free use privileges right there in the car.

“Daddy, thank you so much. I really don’t think you understand how much this means to me.” she said, all over me as we pulled out of the driveway. The sun had faded completely while we were there, leaving us alone in the car, driving back home in the dark.

“It’s a decent little chunk of money. You know how you could show your appreciation?” I asked, reaching down and undoing my belt with one hand as I made a right hand turn. Lizzy giggled softly, and unfastened her seatbelt.

“I think I have an idea.” she said, leaning across to give me a soft peck on the cheek. “Let me suck that big daddy dick.”

“Baby, fuck. I love when you talk like that.” I said, having her take the wheel momentarily so that I could get my pants down. The anticipation had me rock hard, and she wasted no time in showing her appreciation. “Ungh…”

“Mmm…I love your cock so much, daddy. It’s so manly.” she whispered, her warm saliva dripping down my shaft as she worshiped the head.

“Good girl. Perfect.” I said, driving with one hand and holding the back of her head with the other. She bobbed up and down, swallowing my length and gagging herself on it until her spit turned viscous. Lizzy was a first ballot hall of famer when it came to sucking dick, but she performed like she was still trying to make the team.

“Guck!”

“Baby, you’re gonna suck it out before we even make it home.” I said, running my fingers through her soft blonde hair as I pulled up to a stoplight, glancing over and giving a little nod to the cop in the lane next to me who was none the wiser.

“It’s my liquid diet, daddy. I need the protein.” she said, smiling up at me with a sticky strand of saliva connecting her lips to my swollen mushroom. When she noticed, she slurped it right back up and recycled it, hitting me with the old hawk tuah.

“Dear God, thank you for gifting me with the world’s most perfect little fuckslut. Amen.” I said, struggling to keep my eye on the road as I glanced back and forth between her and the windshield. She laughed around a mouthful of dick without breaking her steady rhythm. It was right as I pulled into our neighborhood, and I physically lost it, erupting into her tightly formed lip seal as she swallowed around it, slurping down every creamy strand.

“I’ve never swallowed like that before. I’m glad you eat healthy, it’s kind of delicious.” she said, wiping her mouth with her arm as she sat up in her chair. I pulled into my driveway, buzzing on endorphins with a perma smile molded into my face.

“That’s great motivation to stick to my diet.” I said, shifting into park and pulling my pants up in the driveway to avoid being seen by the other neighbors.

Lizzy was a delectable delight, blowing me away in multiple senses of the word. It had been a while since I’d had such a good time, and that would have been true even if she hadn’t hijacked my simple male biology, using her mouth to make another kidnapping attempt directed at my soul. I wondered to myself as we walked to my front door at the start of another sleepover, who really owned who in this situation?

Chapter 7 - Lizzy

I’d never consumed a sip of alcohol in my life, but Mike taught me what it felt like to be drunk. I followed him around, soaking in his love and adoration. He was everything I needed at the time. I replaced my father with a father figure, someone I could call daddy.

Instead of taking advantage of me, he gave me good advice and proved his commitment by offering to subsidize my rent to help me focus on my real goals. It was the most flattering investment anyone has ever offered me, and it made me feel emotional because it was so generous and sweet. It also made me feel submissive, and thrilled to be used as his personal playtoy.

That night, he held me so close, and we just kissed and kissed. He’d been so rough and dominant up until that point, not that his passion hadn’t shown through, but it was very comforting. Our interactions were all under his control, and the one when we got home from the restaurant was slow and full of savor.

“I really like this, with us.” he said. “I can’t see myself being okay with letting go of you.”

“Then don’t.” I whispered, raising my arms and letting him pull my dress off over my head.

“I won’t.” he said, descending between my legs and tugging at the slutty little thong I wore specifically for him.

“You’re always so wet for me.” he said, kissing my sex and adding his tongue. I was still getting used to his experience, and cooed playfully as I let myself relax under his touch.

“Daddy…”

“Baby.” he said, spreading my lips with his fingers and dipping his tongue inside, dragging it towards my clit and circling around it. My back arched almost reflexively, and I found myself grinding against his face and gripping his hair with both hands, pushing him down into me.

“I think I wanna marry you.” I said, overtaken with bliss and without inhibition. Something about those words caught his attention, as he pulled his face away and climbed on top of me, cupping my head and staring into my eyes.

“After I get you pregnant,” he said. It was the hottest thing a man had ever said to me at the time, but I had zero idea how prophetic his words would be. I looked down between us, watching his massive hardness enter me as I was overtaken by pleasure. We continued kissing, grinding against each other and making love in the most beautiful way.

It was impossible not to fantasize, to consider the possibilities of him being truly the one.

“Oh my God. Please make me pregnant.” I said, his fingers wrapped gently around my throat and applying zero pressure. It was so sweet, and different, and nice. I couldn’t get enough of him, and the longer we went, the more I called out for him.

“Let me do it.”

“Please, daddy. I want it. I want your cum.”

“Yeah? You’re gonna get it. You’re gonna be mine forever.” he said, increasing the pace and slamming his hips into mine. My entire body flushed, and I kept begging for his seed until he was giving it to me, almost violently. I couldn’t stop shaking, sent to another Earth shattering orgasm beneath his relentless thrusting.

I hate sleeping alone, and skipped another night in my own house by being his little spoon. It wasn’t at all the romance I expected, but it’s the one that found me, and I couldn’t imagine being more fulfilled than in that moment.

“I love you.” he whispered, his hot breath tickling my ear and sending a chill down my spine. We’d said it before in the heat of the moment, but this was post coital, and I was feeling it too.

“I love you too.” I said, the words rolling off the tongue without any reserve. His big arms served as the perfect blanket, and I had no trouble drifting off to sleep with endless possibilities lying ahead. As unlikely as it seemed, I’d found my partner and nothing could be more obvious to me at that moment because it felt so right.

Chapter 8 - Mike

I went for a ride on my motorcycle the next day and thought about my fortunate predicament. A couple of my friends had already reached out congratulating me on the new relationship, but nothing was official.

She was so much younger than me, and at a completely different stage in her life. The connection was unreal, and I knew it was right, but I had to navigate it correctly. I knew that I could be good for her, love her unconditionally and provide and protect. I was just a lot older, so I already knew what I wanted and that she was it.

The next couple months were blissful to say the least. It was like the culmination of my sexuality, and all of my desires converging into one perfect lifetime achievement award. I got what I wanted.

Lizzy said yes when I asked her to be my girlfriend, which was already assumed because we’d occupied those roles so effortlessly for each other. It wasn’t lust at first sight being masturbated to oblivion, it was true partnership. We exchanged roles, chores, and financial responsibility.

Left to her own devices, and I mean devices quite literally, she started making more and more money. At the end of the day, she was endlessly marketable because of her all american good looks, and I couldn’t be happier that she elected to forego Fans Only because the brands that she worked with wouldn’t have worked with her if she did.

I cut off her allowance pretty quickly, because as things picked up for her, she started closing the gap between our incomes. We decided to move in together, and I paid for her to break her lease after she puked in my bathroom early one morning.

She doesn’t drink and eats perfectly, and she wasn’t under the weather. We both knew what was up when she started getting sick in the mornings. By that time, we’d settled into such a comfortable life that it wasn’t even worth mentioning.

“Let’s go get a test.”

“Yes, daddy. I think you did it.” she said, giving me a hug. An hour later and we had confirmation, she was pregnant. At this point, she hadn’t talked to her family since the whole debacle. I told her that it was time, and she reached out.

They were a pretty healthy family overall. Her father was a mechanic, who had busted his ass his entire life and just wanted the best for his daughter. When he found out she was pregnant, he wanted to know by whom. She told him, and then I stepped in.

I met him at his shop after hours, and we sat down in the garage and had a couple beers, talking it out like men. I explained how everything happened, omitting obvious details out of respect but giving him the nuts and bolts of the actual story.

He thanked me for leading her away from the temptation for easy money, and looked me in the eye when he shook my hand before we both headed home.

No spoilers, but it’s a boy. We’ve decided to name him Walker, we both like the name and it kind of clicked for both of us. That’s what we’re going to do.

I’m glad to be back in the game of life, and reconnect to the human apparatus. It’s much easier to commit knowing you have a good girl in your hands, because I know that despite my flaws and shortcomings, I don’t have it in me to ever do wrong by her.

No matter what it is that needs done, I will do it. I can’t wait to be a father, if it’s half as fulfilling as being Lizzy’s daddy, then I know it’s something I can proudly take to the grave.

She’s seven months now, and it’s all preparation. I love her so much, with all of my heart, and I’ve never been more excited for what lies ahead.

Primal Instincts - Apocalyptic Pregnancy Romance

Chapter 1 

It was a random Tuesday, and the quarantine sirens started whirring loudly. I was out working in the garden, down the street at my neighbor Lexy’s house. 

“Fuck. Really?” she asked, slamming her spade down into the soft dirt and standing up. It had been over a month since we got one, but it was nothing new. Ten days, mandatory quarantine, and for God knows what. 

“I should make a run for home.” I said, knowing I didn’t have much time. 

“No. Just stay with me. I have plenty of food.” she said. I hesitated, but decided to stay put. It wasn’t worth the risk of running home, because even if I made it, they might arrest me for moving during the sirens. 

“Dang. Well, I guess we’re ten day roommates now.” I said, wiping the sweat from my brow. 

“Let’s get inside, the drones will be sweeping through any minute.” she said. We both gathered the vegetables we’d pulled, and disappeared inside before being spotted. It was late July, and it was burning up indoors, but that’s where we were expected to stay. 

“I can’t believe this. I wonder what it is this time?” I asked, reaching into the cooler for bottled water. The power grid went in and out throughout the day, so it was always best to have a big cooler full of ice at all times. 

“Who knows, probably more bullshit.” she said. Lexy lived six or seven houses down from me, but we’d become something like friends since society went to shit. I had firearms and could provide some muscle for labor, while she had a huge stash of canned and dehydrated foods, as well as drinking water. 

“Yeah. I’m glad I locked everything up at my house.” I said, chugging down half a water bottle. It was the first time I’d actually been inside of her place, and she kept things in pretty solid order considering the circumstances. 

One of the first things we did together was board up her windows, and build a fence around her house to help keep unwanted visitors away. We exchanged goods as needed, and built something of a rapport. 

“Ten fucking days.” she said. We were all sick of the quarantines, but they’d become such a regular part of our life, and we had no choice in the matter. 

“At least we’ll have some company. The isolation really gets to me.” I said, feeling myself sweating under my shirt. “I wish I had my generator.” 

“Don’t worry, I have a pretty solid setup. Come on, let me show you around.” she said. 

I was already single before shit hit the fan, and couldn’t help secretly lusting after her. Lexy had a very hot-girl next door vibe, but at the same time, had a tomboy type of feel to her at the same time. 

She gave me a tour of her place, and pulled her baggy t-shirt off, tossing it in a pile of dirty clothes. My breath hitched at the moment I saw her in a tank top, as I’d somehow completely missed the fact that she was so busty. 

“This is the bathroom. Let me know when you want to take a shower, and I’ll show you how it works. The water is always lukewarm, so it’s not that bad.” she said, while I observed the system she’d rigged up. 

“Hmm…you’re going to have to show me how you did this after quarantine.” I said. 

“What do you do?” she asked. 

“I get naked, dump water over my head, soap up, and then dump more water over my head.” I said. 

“In your backyard?” 

“Yeah.” I said. We went down to the basement, and she showed me how everything was organized. 

“We’ll just have our meals together.” 

“Yeah, that’s fine.” I said. We went upstairs, and used a small generator to power a fan for me. I used her system, and found it much nicer than mine, even though I had to continuously pump the water with my hand. I wanted to replicate the same setup, except switch to a foot pedal. 

The power flickered on, and we gathered around the television to see if we could figure out what was going on. She had an older television, and it kept cutting out. The only piece of evidence for why we were in quarantine came in the form of a small “New Virus” headline. The power turned back off before we could hear about it. 

“Of course. More bullshit. If we’re gonna get sick, we’re gonna get sick. We can’t just hole up in our damn houses every other month.” she said. I felt her frustration, but there was nothing we could do. I kept my eyes on the windows, spotting the drones occasionally. They would always circle relentlessly for the first 24 hours after the siren, but they would slow down substantially after that. 

After we finished eating, and cleaning up, Lily told me goodnight, and retired to her room for the night. I went to the couch, and pointed the fan straight at me. It had cooled off a lot from the sun’s peak, but it was still 76 inside the house when I laid down to start the process of trying to fall asleep. 

Air conditioning was by far the thing I missed the most about the way things were before, especially at night. I’d been a lifelong easy sleeper, but it completely changed the game. I used a kerosine heater during the winter, and found it much easier than the summertime. Every season brought its own hardships. 

It was the same as usual, struggling to fall asleep. Eventually, late into the night, I found slumber. 


Chapter 2 

I woke up early, and expected the same from Lily. Instead, the hours passed by with me doing absolutely nothing except keeping an eye out for drones. At a certain point, their presence would diminish to the point that we could at least work in the garden for short periods of time. 

“Damn, girl.” I said out loud, as it was nearing eleven, with no sign of her whatsoever. I finally turned off the generator, and listened to see if I could at least hear her up and moving around. Nothing. After a while, I thought I heard her groaning, and my head went to the worst case scenario. 

What if she’s infected? I’ll probably catch it too, if I don’t already have it. Should I check on her? 

We’d worked in close quarters, we ate together, and spent the whole previous day together, so I knew I was already exposed if that’s what was going on. I went up to her door, and laid my ear against the door, and then rapped my knuckles against it lightly. 

“Lily?” I asked. 

“Yeah. Come in.” she said. I stepped inside her bedroom, and saw her laying on top of her mattress wearing nothing but a t-shirt. 

“Woah, I didn’t know you weren’t dressed.” I said, shielding my eyes. “You alright? It’s after eleven.” 

“Yeah, I felt kind of strange when I woke up, but I’m feeling much better now.” she said. 

“Okay, I’ll be in the living room.” I said, feeling uncomfortable with her nudity. The last thing I wanted to do was make things weird between us, as she was really my only active ally in all of this. 

“No, wait. Can you come here?” she asked. 

“Why?” I asked, still turning my head and holding my hand to block my peripherals. 

“Just come here, silly. I need you to check something for me.” she said. 

“Can you at least cover up?” I asked. 

“Fine.” she said, taking a pillow and shoving it between her legs. It wasn’t what I had in mind, but I approached her from the side of her mattress. 

“What’s up?” I asked. 

“Sit down.” she said, grabbing me by the wrist and pulling me down onto her mattress. Lily was grinding against her pillow, and her pupils were extremely dilated. 

“Are you sure you’re okay?” I asked. Lily removed the pillow, and moved my hand between her legs. 

“Just feel it. Tell me if it feels normal.” she said, staring into my eyes. 

“Jesus.” I said, taken back by her actions and also by the extraordinary wetness between her legs. 

“Right? Isn’t it wet?” she asked, giggling as I slipped my fingers inside of her instinctively. She was so pretty, and I hadn’t been with a woman in well over a year. It was overwhelming, and I felt myself turn hard immediately. 

“It’s very wet, but it feels normal otherwise.” I said, using my thumb on her clit and causing her to whimper while maintaining eye contact. She wore the most delectable expression, drawing me in for a kiss that came out of nowhere. 

It was so out of the blue, her coming onto me, and the way she kissed me was unlike any woman before her. Her tongue eagerly invaded my mouth, and she grabbed my t-shirt with both hands, shoving me onto my bed and crawling on top of me. 

“Mmm…” she whimpered, sucking my tongue and grinding against me. I grabbed her ass with both hands, fully aroused and ready to go. She was already nude from the waist down, and tugged at my waistband. I pulled my shorts and underwear down, and she immediately mounted, still swirling her tongue around my mouth as she sank her hips down onto me, swallowing my cock in her super soaked pussy. 

“Oh my God.” 

“Yes, yes baby, fuck me. I want your cock so much. I love it.” she said, grunting and forcing two of her fingers into my mouth as she twerked her ass on me. I accepted them without hesitation, sucking and looking into her eyes. “Harder. Fuck me.” 

“Yeah?” I asked, pulling her down onto me and thrusting hard from the bottom. Lily yanked off her tank top, throwing it to the side as her massive tits flopped up and down. 

“Yeah, that’s what I like. Fuck me with that hard cock of yours, give me your cum.” she said, full of passion and intensity. She held her tits over my face, and I immediately buried my face in them, worshiping like a hungry dog and feeling the building pressure take over. 

“Lily…fuck. I can’t last, it’s been so long.” I said, grunting as she continued bouncing her pussy on my cock. I’d never felt a woman so fucking wet before, as it felt like she’d emptied half a bottle of lube inside herself before I entered her. It was the most arousing moment of my life, and her wetness dripped uncontrollably, soaking my balls. 

“Awh, baby boy, it’s okay. You can have my pussy, it’s yours. You never have to ask if you cum.” she said, whispering directly into my ear and sending a chill through my entire body. 

“Oh my God.” I said, overwhelmed by the pressure radiating through me. I lifted my hips, raising her and bouncing her on my dick as it erupted inside her, pumping her full of cum until we were both panting, laying on top of each other. 

“That felt so good.” she said, giggling. Something felt off about her, but I was loving the attention. She crawled into my arms, letting the excess cum spill out onto her sheets. 

It had been a very long time since I’d been with a woman, especially someone as gorgeous and desirable as Lily. A powerful wave of post coital euphoria washed over me, and I felt truly happy for the first time in a while. 

She started kissing my chest, and flicking her tongue against my nipple. She looked up at me, still kind of slap happy and very enthusiastic. 

“I think I’m in love with your cock.” she giggled, kissing down my stomach and taking hold of it. “Can I just hold it in my mouth, and suck on it?” 

“Of course.” I said, smiling down at her. She kissed all over my cock and balls, spitting and slurping it back up. I couldn’t believe it, but she somehow brought it immediately back to life, and climbed on top of me again, this time facing away from me. 

“I need it.” she said, giving me a look back right as she pushed it inside of herself. 

“Wow.” I said, staring at her ceiling and savoring the sensation of being inside her. My fingers squeezed into her soft cheeks, and I stared down at her asshole. 

“Oh, fuck. I’m cumming, daddy. Fuck!” she said, sitting up and dropping herself down onto me, faster and faster, calling out loudly, practically screaming. “Yes! Fuck, fuck, fuck. Oh my God.” 

“You’re so hot.” I said, smiling as she slipped off of my dick. I expected a return to cuddling, but she went right back to work on sucking my cock, stroking it perfectly and smiling up at me. 

“I love the way you make me cum.” she said, opening her mouth and laughing dimly. “Why haven’t we fucked before?” 

“I have no idea.” I said, posted up on my elbows and enjoying every second of the show before me. She laid flat between my legs, waving her pretty feet around as she gagged herself on my erection, spitting all over and seemingly having the time of her life. While she sucked, she continuously grinded against the mattress and touched herself. 

“I want your cum. I need it in me.” she said, sweating profusely but continuing without any drop off in her extreme libido. I figured she hadn’t had sex in forever either, and that’s how I explained her insane horniness. 

“Lay on your back. Let me take it.” I said, fully under her spell. Her body was so lean, and her heavy tits slipped to the side when she laid down. 

“Pin me down, daddy. Take it, and make my little pussy swallow your cum.” she said, prompting me to take her by the wrists, holding them against the mattress as I entered her. 

“You’re so fucking wet.” I said, staring down at her bush as my cock slipped in and out, with no friction despite her tight grip. She fought playfully against me, fighting as she aggressively kissed and sucked on my neck. 

“I’m wet for your cock. I need it, please. Please nut in me, daddy.” she said, bringing her lips to mine and kissing me with a voracity that would have been off putting if I weren’t so into it. We went crazy on each other, and I pumped and hard and fast as possible. “Your balls, daddy.” 

“Lily, fuck. You’re gonna make me cum again.” I said, surprised that I was able to arrive again so quickly. She began thrusting against me from the bottom, and latched her arms under mine, digging her nails into my back as I laid claim to her. 

“Please, daddy. Please do it. Please cum for me, I want it. I want it. I want it.” She was unhinged, and I held her down and did exactly what she told me to do without any thought of the potential consequences. 

“Ugnh! Mmm hmmm…” we rubbed our foreheads together, grinding in an attempt to lay claim to every ounce of pleasure we could take. She rubbed herself furiously, and had a full spasm beneath me as she whimpered, her chest flushing red as I latched onto her nipple. 

“Oh my fuck, that’s good.” she said, laughing and looking up at me as her entire body shook. It was an incredible experience, and we cuddled up once again. The fan was on, but it was still so hot in there. Her sheets were drenched in sweat, but it didn’t matter. Nothing could have prepared me for what a lucky stroke that quarantine became. 

Chapter 3 

There’s no telling how long I was asleep, but I awoke to a novel sensation. It was Lily, slobbering all over my cock and moaning as she touched herself. I came back to consciousness slowly, and looked down at her.               

“Hi, there.” I said, quite pleased by the surprise. My cock was already hard, and she looked up at me with eyes full of lust. 

“I need more, daddy.” she said, making a pouty face and turning around on all fours, wagging her ass back and forth to tease me. “Please?” 

“Of course, Lily. Anything you say.” I said, instantly awakened by the proposition. It’s hard to explain what it does to you, going such a long time without sex, without porn, without any hope of getting laid. And then to have a woman as endearing as Lily, on her hands and knees begging like some sort of deranged nymphomaniac. There was nothing I could do other than indulge her. 

“Please…” she said, continuing to beg and purse her lips as I approached her. Lily had a tight little ass, and it beckoned me in such a powerful way, glistening with wetness as I brought my tip to her opening. “Yes…” 

“You like that? You like the way I rub my cock on your tight little pussy?” I asked, throbbing hard and falling harder with each passing second. She had the same unusual wetness as before, like a slimy lubricant that felt fucking incredible. 

“I love your cock. I love it. I love it so much.” she said, rambling continuously as I held her slim waist and fed her my length. 

“Yeah, that’s my baby.” I said, feeling more and more of an ownership over her. She was almost insatiable, and wanted nothing other than pure intensity. She was like an animal, with a well of sexual energy I’d never encountered before. We came simultaneously, but she still wasn’t finished. 

“Please suck on my nipples while I masturbate.” she said, looking up at me with doe eyes as she crawled up next to me. I was absolutely spent, but had no problems with her request. 

“You’re so gorgeous.” I said, letting her dangle her tits over my face while she returned to pleasuring herself. 

“I love you, Johnny. You’re the most perfect man, and I can’t help it. I love you.” she said, rubbing as fast as possible until she was squirting everywhere. 

“Lily.” I said, shocked by how much she sprayed. She climbed onto me, sitting on my face and grinding vigorously until she was calling out, professing her love for me once more. She was definitely a cool chick, but I wasn’t comfortable saying it back yet, just because we were fucking. At the same time, my God. 

She was like a dream, like the angel I’d been praying for my entire life. I didn’t know a woman existed with so few inhibitions, with such a vibrant, animalistic sexuality. 

Throughout the afternoon, she woke me several more times, and it was more of the same. I half suspected that I was laying in a field somewhere, bleeding out and hallucinating, because it seemed so surreal that I was mindlessly fucking Lily over and over again out of nowhere. 

Chapter 4 

It was kind of strange, waking up in a bed other than my own at seven o clock. I was alone, but smelled something cooking in the air. My stomach growled, and my hand moved to my belly. 

“Please tell me she’s cooking.” I said, pulling myself out of bed and straight to the bathroom, inhaling the rich scent the entire time. The amount of piss I expelled was absurd, and I shook it over and over as I continued to dribble. 

I went to the living room, and saw her crouched over a small propane grill. 

“Hey.” she said, without looking up. “I’m making soup. It’s the best, just wait.” 

“I think I had the best last night, but I’ll take your word for it.” I said. She looked up at me, and smiled. 

“Yeah, about that, I’m sorry I came onto you so strongly.” 

“Are you kidding? That was easily my best night since this whole mess started. I feel like a new man.” I said, eliciting her laughter. 

“Well, I don’t even know what came over me. It’s been a while for me too, that’s the only way I can explain it. I don’t think I’ve ever been that horny before in my life.” she said. I sat down on the other side of the grill, and peered into the pot. 

“I’ve always thought you were a babe, but I always figured it was better to have you as a friend and ally, rather than risking it by telling you I was attracted to you.” I said, seeing that the dehydrated sausage was fluffing up quite nicely. “Oh my God, I haven’t had meat in forever.” 

“What do you eat?” she asked. 

“I have a lot of canned goods, and the vegetables you give me.” 

“How do you get protein?” she asked. 

“I have tubs and tubs of peanut butter, and protein shakes. That and fish, I spend a lot of time fishing when we’re not under quarantine.” I said. 

“Yeah, we should hang out more. We could make life a whole lot easier for ourselves if we teamed up.” she said. 

“Agreed. I’ve always thought that, but I never asked because you seem so fiercely independent. I thought I might offend you.” I said, releasing the tension by laughing. I still couldn’t get a read on her, as her eyes remained glued to the pot that she was mixing. 

“Yeah, I don’t know how I would have taken it at the time. I just knew that you were always there, and you seemed to understand how to make it in this environment. Remember at the beginning? People were dropping like flies.” 

“I remember. It was weird. We’re the only ones left in the neighborhood.” I said. 

“Besides Mister and Misses Tomlinson.” she said, raising her eyebrows and finally looking into my eyes. 

“Yeah, but they’ll never die.” I said. Mister and Misses Tomlinson were in their late seventies, but very fit considering, and had easily survived all of it. Nothing really changed for them, they had chickens and even a single pet cow, as well as a fully stocked pond and rolling gardens. 

They were largely responsible for both myself and Lily’s survival, as they had huge amounts of everything needed in the situation we were in. I’d been friends with them for years, and they were like well funded preppers, both retired with a fully stocked house of everything. One might even go as far as calling them hoarders, but when the world fell apart, they were everything but. 

“I hope they don’t. They’re so cute, and so prepared. They have so many batteries.” she said, laughing. 

“Right? They’re obsessed with stockpiling them.” I said. 

“Look at us now. Power goes in and out, we’re all low on fuel. They have batteries, food, and guns. They’re so secure.” she said. 

“It’s been nice having them around.” I said. 

“And they love both of us, because we’re survivors, and we’re doers. I think they take a lot of solace in us being here, we’re their security in a lot of ways.” she said. 

“In similar ways that they’ve secured us.” I said. 

“It’s funny because I know that they don’t give a fuck about lockdowns. They never have.” 

“Yeah, it’s wild. They just do whatever they want to.” I said, laughing at the thought of them flipping the bird to drones. The government mostly chose to leave them alone, a right afforded to almost fucking no one else. It was just because of how unruly they were, how unruly they’d always been. It was simply easier to leave them alone. 

“I wonder if they still have sex.” she said. 

“Are you kidding me? They definitely do.” 

“You think? Why do you say that?” she asked. 

“Because they’re younger than all of us. It’s a mindset, and they have it. They definitely fuck, why do you think they’re so damn happy all the time?” 

“You’re probably right.” she said, losing herself to laughter. I loved seeing her face light up like that, genuine happy moments were becoming more and more precious as life wore on. 

“I prefer to think they do.” I said. 

“They’d be so happy for us, after what happened last night.” she said. 

“I bet Tom randomly has a hidden stash of fireworks he’d set off for us.” I said. 

“I think it’s ready.” she said, pulling the pot off of the heat. We let it cool down for a couple minutes, and then poured it into bowls. 

“Thank you, Lily.” I said, meaning much more than the words themselves could convey. 

“How is it?” she asked, still blowing on her spoon. 

“God is good.” I said, tasting the depth of the broth and chewing on the veggies. The next bite had the sausage, and I almost felt aroused again. It had been a while. 

“I don’t know how I didn’t see it before. You’re a legit man.” she said. 

“Wait, what? I thought you said you did see it before?” I asked, suddenly faux hurt by her words. 

“Not like I should have.” she said. 

“Same. It really should have been more obvious, yet here we are. I can’t be mad at how it played out.” I said. 

“I think we might have a legitimate partnership on our hands. Equal opposites.” she said, reaching out her arm. I took her hand in mine, looked her in the eyes, and gave her a firm shake. 

“Equal opposites. Let’s make it happen.” 

“Let’s build an empire.” she said. 

“As long as we survive.” 

“You know we will. No one can beat us.” she said, still clinging to my hand. It was such an invigorating moment, and I knew that we had unbeatable capabilities. The long struggle, the sorrow, it gave way. 

We were together. It was time to fight back. 

Chapter 5 

Once the drones were back to predictable patterns of patrol, we returned to moving around. By this point, I was having steady sex, and living my best life on every level. I spent a lot of time fantasizing about when the quarantine was over, and we could truly combine resources. 

We went over to see the Tomlinson’s, Tom and Mallory, and they were as excited as we expected about the announcement of our union. It was kind of unspoken until we told them, but well understood. 

They gave us headphones, and we watched several movies back to back while passing the time, including a DVD about an extreme snowboarder. Lily and I kept making eyes at each other, glad to be there but finding it funny. They were so sweet, and I think we envied them in a way. 

We snuck back to her place, and had another proper meal. It was so new and exhilarating, being with such a wonderful woman. 

“You were wild.” I said, taking a bite of the black bean and corn soup. 

“What do you mean?” 

“That night. You were something else.” I said, reminiscing on our recent good times. 

“Yeah. I’m happy it happened, but I felt really weird that morning. I don’t know what it was.” she said. 

“You slept in until noon.” I said, recalling. 

“Yeah.” 


Chapter 6 

Quarantine ended, and it was back to new life as usual. We decided to combine resources fully, and move all of my things to her house. It was closer to the Tomlinson’s, and easier to fortify. 

The next couple of months were a frenzy of sex, late night talks, and the best times of my life. How did I not see it before? We were like old best friends, and the more we talked, the more it came out. 

She turned into a boob fetishist, and we built a tunnel from our house to the Tomlinson’s under their behest. It took almost a month, but we got competitive about it, and made it happen. We weren’t sure if it would ever pay true dividends or not, but it was a great bonding exercise and it was nice to be able to go see our only friends by traveling underground. 

I fished all the time, and lived the happiest, simplest life. No one bothered us, and on the rare occasions someone stumbled by, we could either help them if they were good, or send them on their way if they were bad. That simple. 

We had couples date night every Wednesday and Friday, officially, but mostly hung out every night. They were lonely, and so were we. It was nice having a community. 

Months passed, and it became obvious. The Tomlinson’s had a whole drawer full of tests, so we took one. Lily was preggers, by that point, probably four months or so. 

“I guess we’re doing this.” I said, holding the test in my hands, with Tom and Mallory tearing up and hugging right behind us. 

“I guess so.” she said, lighting up and giving me a big squeeze. “We can do it.” 

“I know, baby. For sure.” 

Stacked - Forbidden Adult Nursing

Chapter 1 - Kelly

By the time I was six months pregnant, my baby daddy had violated his probation and ended up back in jail, just like he promised he wouldn’t do. He violated for marijuana of all things, proving once and for all that he had zero dedication to his future son.

I didn’t have a stable home life, and was working at a Waffle Shack and living at my mom’s house. She was an alcoholic who stayed up all night, making random noises and just generally being a menace to society.

It was awful, and I really started to worry about how I was going to make it. When I got pregnant, it was under the impression that there would be two parents raising the baby. Knowing it was just going to be me filled me with fear, and one night, while my mom was doing karaoke by herself in the living room at ten o’clock at night, I finally snapped.

The stress was too much, and I just needed to get out of there. I got into my car, and headed straight for my friend Sarah’s house. She was away at college, but I knew her father Rick would take me in for the night.

He was a single dad himself, and understood my situation better than anyone else I knew. We also got along famously, and I always had a huge crush on him because he was so big and manly. Nick was somewhere in the vicinity of six foot four, and two hundred pounds of thick, sinewy muscle.

After dating Mikey for over a year, his masculine presence was exactly what I desired. I needed to be around a real man, and take a load off of my mind. By the time I pulled into his driveway, my heart was pounding. I would have called to see if it was okay that I came over, but I didn’t have his phone number.

Is this inappropriate? Should I really be doing this? I mean, he’s single. I’m single. And it’s just to talk. That’s all I wanna do. I just need someone to talk to.

After psyching myself up, I got out of my car, and walked up to his front door. It was chilly outside, and I felt myself starting to shiver almost immediately after knocking on his door. I saw him walking up to the door, peeking out the window to see who it was. The deadbolt clicked, and the door swung open.

“Hi.” I said, looking up at Nick in a tank top, grinning like the devil.

“Kelly! What’s up?” he asked, taking my hand and leading me inside. “It’s freezing out there.”

“I know.” I said, rubbing my hands together in the foyer.

“To what do I owe the surprise?” he asked, taking my jacket for me.

“I’m just stressed out. My mom is in rare form tonight, and I couldn’t take it. I needed to see a familiar face.” I said.

“Awh, I’m sorry baby. You’re always welcome here.” he said. “You look gorgeous. How’s the pregnancy coming along?”

“It’s good. I broke up with Mikey. He’s back in jail.” I said.

“I heard. Sarah told me. Come in, I’ll get you something to drink.” he said, leading me down the hallway and into the kitchen. I hadn’t seen him in a while, and all the lustful feelings of attraction came rushing back all at once. I was still with Mikey during the summer when I really got to know him, so it felt different knowing that I was available.

“Thank you.” I said, accepting a glass of Sprite. We went into the living room, and sat down on the couch together.

“I hope you don’t mind, I was having a glass of whiskey.” he said.

“Not at all. I’m the one who showed up unannounced.”

“Well, it’s a nice surprise. I always ask Sarah to keep me updated on you, but seeing you in person is much better.” he said, holding his glass and swirling it around so that the ice clinked against the sides.

“Yeah, it is. You’ve been popping into my head lately, I figured it was a sign.” I said, glancing up to look into his eyes.

“You’re too pretty for your own good, you know that?” he asked. There was an intensity to his gaze that I wasn’t used to, almost like there was hunger in his eyes. I let out a chuckle, and brushed my hair behind my ear.

“Thank you.” I said, feeling my face burn red from his compliment.

“Besides your mom, and Mikey being in jail, how are things?” he asked.

“Honestly, not great.” I said, taking a deep breath. “I mean, I guess I shouldn’t complain, I’m just a little nervous about providing a stable environment for the baby. We lost the apartment when he got arrested, and I don’t see any way that I can afford my own place while I have a newborn.”

“It’s going to be hard, but you’ll figure it out. I believe in you. And if you ever need anything, and I mean anything. If you need to crash here, if you need a ride, whatever it is, I’ll be there for you.” he said.

“That means so much to me, Nick. You have no idea.” I said. It felt so natural and easy talking to him, and it was so refreshing to be around an actual adult for once. We exchanged phone numbers, and I felt a warm feeling move through me. 

“So what’s the plan for tonight? Do you need a place to crash?” he asked, taking a sip of his drink. It was an unexpected question, but taking a night off from my mom and the stress of life was exactly what I needed.

“I don’t want to impose, but that would be amazing.” I said.

“Not at all. I want you here. I missed you. You were always my favorite of Sarah’s friends, even before you were absolutely stacked.” he said, not even hiding the fact that he was ogling my chest. I giggled, feeling a shift in the energy between us.

“I am stacked, aren’t I?” I asked, looking down at them. “I knew they were going to get bigger, but I didn’t expect all of this.”

“When you took off your jacket, my mind went completely haywire.” he said. “I’m just a simple man, I can’t help it.”

“It’s okay. I don’t mind at all.”

“I’ve always been a sucker for a nice pair. Your pregnancy body is seriously amazing, but I should shut my mouth before I go any further. Let me show you the guest room real quick, I hooked it up. Got a new bed and everything.” he said, changing the subject.

“Ooh, exciting. I wanna see.” I said, following him to the bar, where he topped off his glass, and then up the stairs and down the hallway.

“Are you ready?” he asked, opening the door.

“Yes.” I said. Nick turned on the light, and I gasped at how different it looked. He’d replaced the twin mattress with a four post, king sized bed, and repainted the room a dark red color.

“Oh my goodness. It’s amazing.” I said, looking around at the decorations, and the swiveling, wall-mounted big screen. It was like a luxury hotel room, and I couldn’t believe it was mine for the night. “Thank you so much.”

“Baby, what’s wrong?” he asked, as I welled up with emotion out of nowhere. I fanned my face with my hands, trying not to cry in front of him.

“It’s just been hard. I’m sorry.” I said. He stepped forward and wrapped his arms around me, and I’ve never felt smaller or more protected than feeling his bulging muscles squeeze me against him.

“Shh…Hey, don’t cry. I’m here now, you have my number. You’re going to have a stress free night, and a comfortable bed, and no one can bother you or stress you out here.” he said, kissing the top of my head and giving one more squeeze before loosening his grip.

“Thank you. I don’t have anyone else to go to, and since you’re a single dad, I just felt like…I don’t know. Thank you.” I said, taking control of my breathing and settling myself down. The last thing I wanted to be in front of him was a blubbering mess, but he was so disarming that he naturally brought it out of me.

“I understand what you’re going through. I mean, not entirely because I’m not the type of girl who would ever get pregnant.” he said, laughing. “Really though, I get it. You’re fine.”

“I know I keep saying this, but thank you.”

“No, I meant you’re fine. Like super fine.” he said, being extra playful and flirtatious. Nick has no reservations about checking me out, or letting me know that he found me attractive.

“You’re bad.”

“I am. I already told you I can’t help it, I’m weak to the flesh of gorgeous women.” he said. Nick took my hand, lacing his fingers in mine and led me back downstairs. My heart was fluttering, and I couldn’t help thinking about being with him.

We chatted for a while, and I vented about all of the potential obstacles in my path and how I planned on dealing with them. It was going to be a hard road, but I was committed to what I signed up for.


Chapter 2 - Nick

I’d always had a thing for her, and I couldn’t believe my eyes when she showed up at my doorstep. Kelly had always been beautiful, but her body had completely transformed during pregnancy, to the point that she was short circuiting my ability to think rationally.

All I could think about was how pretty she was, and how full of milk that her massive tits must be. I always liked Kelly because she was effortless for me. We just got each other, and she ignited something in me that made me feel young again.

It was a secret crush of mine, as I would have never brought it up because she was friends with my daughter, but things felt different now that she was single. Being alone with her made it even more difficult to fight the temptation, as her supple body called out to me in the deepest way.

“I’m getting sleepy, I think I’m going to go upstairs and try to lay down.” she said.

“Okay, sweetheart. I’ll walk you up there, and tuck you in.” I said, a bit disappointed that she was retiring for the night, but also happy that I was able to provide her a place to sleep and catch up on rest.

“Why are you so good to me?” she asked, taking my hand once again and letting me lead her to her room for the night.

“I told you. Because you’re my favorite. You always have been.” I said. My heart was racing, and I couldn’t believe the effect she had on me. Such an adorable young thing, if only she had a good man in her life.

“Can I have another hug?” she asked, looking up at me with her enticing doe eyes. I couldn’t possibly say no to that, and wrapped her luscious body up in my arms once more, inhaling her scent as my dick started getting hard.

“You give the best hugs.” I whispered, holding on for a long hug. We just stayed there, in each other’s arms, in silence, and I began rubbing her back with my hand.

“So do you. I love being affectionate with you. It feels so right.”

“Kelly, I know this is inappropriate, but I want you.” I said, the words spilling out of my mouth. I wouldn’t have said it if I hadn’t been drinking, but that doesn’t mean the words weren’t true. She didn’t respond with words, choosing instead to lower herself to her knees before me.

“I really want you too.” she said, tugging at my waistband. It was completely surreal, and fully beyond my ability to comprehend. She sent me into autopilot, and the next thing I knew, I was sitting on the edge of the mattress with my pants around my ankles, looking down at the most beautiful girl in the world taking hold of my dick.

“Kelly, fuck. That feels amazing.”

“You’re so big.” she said, cupping my balls with one hand and stroking with the other. Waves of pleasure rang through me, and I moaned out of reflex. “Can I suck it?”

“You never have to ask for that, baby. Of course you can suck it.” I said, watching as she parted her lips to receive me. Her warm lips wrapped around the tip of my cock, instantly transporting me to another planet.

“Mmm….”

“Kelly, oh my God. Holy fuck…why haven’t we done this before?” I asked, running my hands through her hair and letting her swallow me. She was incredible, so full of youthful vigor and enthusiasm.

“Mmm…I love it. It’s so thick.” she said, holding my cock in her hand and burying her face in my balls. Things escalated so quickly, and then there we were, lost in the throes of passion without any intention of stopping. I reached down to help her remove her shirt, and then unclasped her bra. “Holy shit.”

“You like?” she asked, biting her lip and staring into my eyes.

“Get your sexy little ass up on this bed.” I said, pulling her on top of me and kissing her deeply. There aren’t words for how much she turned me on, or how okay with it that I was.

“You’re so hot. I can’t believe this.”

“Ditto. Why the fuck weren’t we already together?” I asked, sliding her pants and underwear down her thighs and off of her ankles, admiring her curves and engorged milkers.

“That’s what I’m saying.”

“You’re so adorable. I want to kiss you all over.”

“What’s stopping you?” she asked, batting her bright eyes.

“Nothing.” I said, removing my tank and getting into position on top of her. I leaned in to kiss her breasts, groping them and licking her perky nipples. I squeezed the fat of her breast as I began suckling, and milk immediately trickled onto my tongue.

“Oh my God. I love that.” she said, grinding against me from the bottom. I reached down between my legs, taking hold of myself and lining it up with her opening. I thrust gently against her, feeling her immense wetness as the head of my cock pierced her pussy.

“Ohhhhh….” I sighed, slowly letting it invade her.

“Daddy…” she whimpered, reminding me that she was a full grown woman. I loved gaining access to her intimately, being privy to that side of her. My cock was throbbing as I pushed it inside her, bottoming out and thrusting away.

“Good girl. You have such a perfect pussy.” I said, rolling my tongue around her areolas. The more I squeezed, the more milk squirted into my mouth, triggering me into an absolute frenzy of lust.

She was everything I desired, like a custom built fantasy girl designed to my exact specifications. I started fucking her harder, just to watch those perfect orbs bounce up and down in rhythm with my thrusting.

“Daddy…fuck. Don’t stop. Don’t stop fucking me.” she said, arching her back and grinding against me from the bottom.

“You have the most beautiful fucking tits, Kelly. God damn.”

“Harder!” she squealed, and I made it so. I was lost in my own lustful desires, unhinged for her pregnant body and unbelievable curves. The harder I fucked her, the louder she moaned.

“Look at me.” I said, grabbing her by the face and staring into her eyes. She was the woman I wanted to be mine, and there was no denying the visceral reaction she caused in me. “You like it when daddy fucks you hard?”

“Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Oh fuck, daddy. I’m cumming…Oh…” her chest flushed red, and her entire body started shaking uncontrollably. I continued suckling, swallowing every drop that sprayed out from her puffy nipples and onto my waiting tongue.

“Mmm…hmm….Mmmm….” I hummed as she came for my cock, and continued feeding it to her as she called out in agony. Seeing her erupt for me made me do the same, and my cock exploded inside of her tight little cunt, pumping her full of rope after rope of hot sticky cum.


Chapter 3 - Kelly

I hadn’t expected to sleep over, especially not in his bed, which is exactly where he took me after we had sex.

“Come sit in my lap. Straddle me.” he said. I climbed up onto him, still drunk off post coital bliss. “You have the most suckable nipples.”

I held his head in my arms as he groped and suckled, going back and forth and drinking. It was so intimate, sitting naked in his lap while his hungry tongue lapped up my lactation.

“Mmm…baby…I could do this all day. So sexy.”

“I like it too. It’s so relaxing.” I said. He looked up at me while latched on, his warm lips providing a steady suction, aided by his kneading hands. I’d never been with an older man before, someone so in touch with what he wanted.

“They’re so luscious, even if I barely pinch them…” he said, holding his mouth open and squirting the milk by squeezing my nipple between his thumb and forefinger. I giggled, and he latched back on, sucking harder and more fervently. A chill moved through me, and I felt myself becoming turned on by the feeling of his hard cock against my ass.

“That feels so good.”

“I just want to rub my face in them, and use them as pillows.” he said, clearly enamored by my pregnant breasts. It was exciting, being so desired and taking on a new lover. I adjusted my hips, grinding in search of the tip. “Good girl. I need more of you. So much more.”

“I know, daddy. I need it too.” I said, pushing him against my opening and sitting down onto his hardness.

“Kelly…you make daddy so horny. You have no idea how good your pussy feels.”

“I love that, so much. I love making you feel good.” I said. Nick’s hands moved to my ass, forcefully taking hold of my cheeks and moving me up and down on his thrusting cock. His powerful hips laid claim to me, grinding so hard that his balls slapped against my ass.

“Put them in my face, baby. They’re so sexy. I could cum just by watching them bounce.” he said, sitting up and rubbing his face in my chest. I rode harder, fueled by passion I forgot existed.

“Ohhh…yes.” he gripped my breasts, squeezing and forcing milk to squirt out errantly.

“Yes, baby. Fuck that’s hot. I love the way you lactate for me.” He was insatiable, continuously drinking and licking up droplets of milk from my breasts while I rode him. “I want you to do it. Pinch them for me, squeeze your milk out onto my face.”

“Yes, daddy.” I said, doing as I was told. It made me feel so naughty, so kinky and adult. The milk sprayed freely, and I twisted my torso back and forth as I emptied my breasts, covering his face and chest with white nectar.

“You’re gonna make me cum, Kelly. You’re making me cum.” he called out, tossing back his head and thrusting vigorously from the bottom, slamming into me so hard and fast that I thought I might spontaneously combust. He was unhinged, grunting like a wild animal and as he approached release.

“Yes, daddy. Give it to me.” I said, continuing to pinch my nipples but too lost in ecstacy to focus on anything other than my immediate impending orgasm.

“Ugh!” he moaned, and I could feel his hard flesh pulsing inside me, again filling me with sticky seed.

“I can’t stop…ugh…yes, oh…please, fuck.” I rambled unintelligibly, writhing on top of him and nearly blacking out from the pure intensity of the moment. It was like making him cum made me cum, and suddenly out of nowhere I was arriving. I could feel his load exploding from the tip of his cock, its sticky warmth pumped deep into my womb.

It was such a new feeling, being intimate with Nick. He fell backwards and I leaned over him, dangling my tits in his face.

“I’m never going to be able to get enough of you. Never ever.”

“You better not. I love the way you fuck me, and how hard you make me cum.” I said, stepping one leg off of his hips as cum began its southward ascent towards my inner thighs.

I went into the bathroom to grab a towel, and could feel my head spinning as soon as I turned on the lights. It was unlike any sexual experience I’d ever had, and I knew that I wasn’t going anywhere. From then on, we were going to be in charge of each other’s sexual needs. It was too easy, like perfect chemistry.

We cuddled up and crashed out, waking up several times throughout the night for another romp. It was like the first time all over again, and his infatuation with my breasts only added to the peak state of arousal he made me achieve. It was like the sight of my bouncing tits, and the deliciousness of my breast milk turned him temporarily into a mind broken man, reducing him to the absolute base functions of sexuality.

We talked about Sarah, and what to tell her. He didn’t seem to mind letting her know that I would be staying there, and we saw no reason to tell her that we’d be being intimate as well. I felt a little bad, but it’s not like I went there with intentions of seducing him.

That was before I had the first baby, little Noah, who will be turning two next week. The second baby, another boy named Jonah, belongs to Nick and is coming up on three months. We still live in the same house, and are engaged to be married. Sarah will be my maid of honor.


Bigger and Better - Forbidden Pregnancy Romance

Chapter 1 

I was at my absolute wit’s end with Jeffrey, my boyfriend at the time. Not only were we struggling to connect, lacking intimacy, and fighting all the time, but I’d just found out from a friend that he was still actively using dating apps. Oh yeah, and we were on our way to his dad’s house for the weekend. 

“This is ridiculous, Jeffrey. It’s too much.” I said, squirming in the passenger seat and seriously considering the act of jumping out of a moving vehicle. “I don’t even wanna go anymore.” 

“Seriously? You’re acting like I cheated on you.” he said, completely oblivious as always. 

“You did!” 

“No, I didn’t. I was just seeing what was available, I wasn’t going to act on it.” 

“You messaged Sheila! She sent me the DM’s.” I said, removing my seatbelt because the whole situation was triggering my anxiety. 

“I didn’t even say anything bad.” 

“You told her she was pretty, you told her that you were single, and you asked her out on a date.” I said, staring at him in disbelief. 

“I was just making conversation. I honestly wasn’t going to do anything.” he said. I put my headphones in, and stared out the side window to disengage him. Anger isn’t quite a strong enough emotion to describe what I was feeling, as it was more of a mixture of a lot of things. 

I felt like an idiot for dating him, I felt embarrassed that he was flirting with my friends on a freaking dating app, and I was very uncomfortable with the idea of spending the weekend with someone’s father when I had zero intentions of staying in the relationship. The only reason I was even in his car was because school was out, and Jeffrey was my ride home. The plan was for me to meet his dad, have a great weekend, and then have him drop me back off afterwards. 

My mom would have come and picked me up if I asked, but I was still processing and didn’t feel like talking about it with anyone. The anger came in waves, and we drove in silence until we were pulling onto a dirt road. 

“What is this?” I asked, as the car started to bounce. 

“This is the road to my dad’s, he lives in a cabin.” 

“Oh, great.” I said, feeling my hopes at a comfortable weekend slipping away. The road was windy, and surrounded by woods. Finally, we came to a clearing, and pulled onto a finished driveway. 

“There it is.” Jeffrey said, lighting up with excitement. It was a beautiful home, and not at all what I imagined when he said cabin. 

“Wow.” I said silently, disconnecting my bluetooth and taking it in. There was a big chicken coup, and goats, and acres of sprawling land. I was still taking it all in when his father appeared, shirtless, covered in sweat, and absolutely breathtaking. Jeffrey got out of the car first, and went to greet him, leaving me behind to awkwardly walk over to introduce myself. 

“This must be Lara.” he said, turning his attention over to me and offering me his hand. 

“Hi.” I said, placing my hand in his baseball mitt of a paw. 

“I’m Jason.” 

“I’m Lara.” I said, completely lost in his eyes. 

“Yeah. Nice to meet you.” he said, giving me a grin and maintaining eye contact for just a second too long. I almost felt starstruck, as I’d never felt such a visceral wave of attraction wash over me before in my life. 

Chapter 2 - Jason 

I had to remind myself several times that she was dating my son, and to put my eyeballs back inside of my skull. There was something about her, a lot of things actually, that drew my attention and left me wanting to know more. 

My expectation was to hang out with them, eat good food, maybe go for a swim, and listen to some music. Instead, they were at each other’s throats almost immediately, and locked themselves in the guest room. 

It made me chuckle to myself, because she was by far the hottest girl he’d ever been with, and I wasn’t sure if he knew how to handle her. After a couple of hours, with them fighting at regular intervals, I decided to intervene, and knocked on the door. 

“Jeffrey. I need your help on the grill.” I said, resting my ear up against the door until I heard the knob being turned. 

“Okay. I’ll be right out.” he said, opening the door just enough for me to peek inside, and see that Lara was wiping tears from her eyes. I gave him a look, and then left him alone. 

The meat was already seasoned, and the charcoal was getting hot. I took him out back by the grill, and asked him what was going on. 

“She wants me to take her home. It’s only a few hours away, I think I’m going to go soon.” he said. 

“Wait, what? She wants to leave now?” I asked. 

“Yeah.” 

“What’s going on?” I asked. He shook his head, and looked at the floor in front of him. 

“She’s just overreacting.” 

“To what?” I asked, getting the clear feeling that he was in the wrong. He’d had some troubles with girls he dated in the past, but I thought I explained it pretty simply and thoroughly. 

“Just dating app drama. I matched with one of her friends, and now she’s freaking out.” he said. 

“Why are you on a dating app? Haven’t you two been together for like six months?” I asked, grabbing the chimney starter and dumping the white hot coals into the grill. 

“Keeping my options open,” he said. 

“Then why did you bring her here? If you’re not going to treat women right, then stop leading them on, Jeffrey. God dammit. I thought we went over this, it’s pretty darn simple.” I said, feeling the blood boil in my veins. 

“I didn’t know Sheila was gonna go running her mouth.” 

“Excuse me? Who taught you to talk about women like this?” I asked. 

“My bad, it’s just dumb. I don’t get the big deal.” he said, shrugging with an empty look on his face. 

“Would it be a big deal if one of your boys hit you up, and she was on a dating app matching with him?” I asked, trying to keep things at the lowest common denominator. 

“Yeah, but that’s different.” 

“It’s literally exactly the same.” I said, abhorred by what I was hearing. 

“I mean, you know, guys need to experiment and fool around, and girls need to be faithful.” 

“Girls need to be faithful while you run around disrespecting them? Do you have any idea how embarrassing that must have been for her?” I asked. He let out a sigh. 

“I guess, I wish she would just let it go so we could have a good time.” 

“Boy, if you think the world is going to bend to your whims, you’ve got another thing coming.” I said. “Play stupid games, win stupid prizes. She’s going to leave you.” 

“I don’t even care, honestly. It’s summertime, I wouldn’t mind being single.” 

“You talk a big game, but I’ve seen you around girls. It’s not pretty.” I said, picking on him a little to try to get him to snap back to reality. 

“I’ve gotten better.” 

“I’m sure. Let’s see if you’ve gotten any better at burgers, hotdogs, and steaks.” I said, handing him the spatula. 

“Where are you going?” he asked. 

“I’m going inside, with the air conditioning. I bought it, and prepared it, the least you can do is cook it.” I said, in no mood to deal with him. He’d become more and more of a punk over the past couple years, and I hate to say it, but I was a little embarrassed he was my son, at least considering the circumstances. 

She was still in the guest room, and I went back and knocked on the door. 

“Unless you’re ready to take me home, then fuck off!” she said, raising her voice to make sure I heard her through the door. 

“Jeffrey’s outside. Mind if I come in?” I asked. 

“Oh.” I heard, seconds before the door opened up, and she looked up at me with her pretty blue eyes. “I’m so sorry.” 

“It’s fine, sweetheart.” I said, stepping inside the room. “I should be the one apologizing for my son. That’s not how I taught him to treat women.” 

“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have come here while we were in a fight. It’s so unfair to you.” she said, still a bit emotional. Naturally, I wrapped my arms around her to comfort, only realizing after she was in my arms that I was shirtless. 

“Shh…no more sorries. Let’s try to salvage the night.” 

“Okay.” she whispered, resting her head on my chest and holding on much longer and tighter than I would have anticipated, which led to me inhaling her wonderful scent and feeling myself come to life. 

“He told me you wanted to go home. I’ll take you after we eat.” I said. 

“You don’t have to do that. I just don’t want to be around him right now.” she said. 

“I understand. Let’s eat first, and then we’ll decide if I’m taking you home. It’s not a problem at all, I love going for a drive and getting off the property.” I said. 

“Okay. Thank you, sir.” she said, her voice soft and sweet. We broke our embrace, and I realized that I’d become a little excited in my pants. 

“You can call me Jason.” I said. 

“Okay. Thank you. I really appreciate it.” she said, staring into my eyes as I stepped out of the room to try and get myself under control. She was so aesthetically pleasing, I wanted to sit down and stare at her. Touching her really did it though, reminding me how long it had been since I’d taken a lover. 

I tried to push the naughty thoughts from my mind, but they continued brewing as the meat cooked. Jeffrey cooked the steaks perfectly, but took no responsibility for his actions. I asked him to leave after dinner. 

“What? I thought I was staying here all weekend.” 

“I’m very disappointed in you, Jeffrey. I planned this weekend around getting to know your girlfriend, but now she’s breaking up with you, and doesn’t feel comfortable being around you, and I don’t blame her. Go to your mom’s, and get yourself together. It’s not a good look.” I said, putting my hand on his shoulder. I could tell he wanted to talk back to me, but he knew better and decided it wasn’t a battle worth choosing. 

“Fine. Are you still taking her home?” 

“Yeah, don’t worry about her. You already blew it. I’ll clean up your mess.” 


Chapter 3 

Jeffrey didn’t even say goodbye, and left straight after dinner, leaving me all alone in the big log cabin. My stomach fluttered with butterflies, and I couldn’t push the visual of his own big log out of my mind. 

He gave me a hug while Jeffrey was on the grill, the first time he’d ever cooked for me by the way, pressing his muscular torso against mine and wrapping me up in his powerful arms. Afterwards, I couldn’t help noticing the outline of his enormous endowment in his shorts. I went from feeling stupid and heartbroken, to overheating and completely distracted in an instant. 

I told Jeffrey we were over before dinner, and we didn’t speak again before he left. Jason did a great job of making me feel comfortable, as it wasn’t exactly the situation I planned to find myself in on the first day of summer. 

“So, you’re a single woman now. What are your plans?” he asked, washing the dishes while I sat across from him at the bar, admiring his hulking physique as he scrubbed the dishes in the sink. 

“Uhm, well, freshly single, so I don’t know.” I said. 

“What about this weekend?” he asked, glancing up at me with a grin. 

“I planned on staying here, and then going to my mom’s afterwards for the summer.” I said, relaying my plans. 

“Well, look, there’s a swimming pool, plenty of hiking and fishing, a guest room, and a big tub in the master bathroom if you want to decompress for a few days. I was going to make a big seafood boil tomorrow, wouldn’t wanna let it go to waste.” he said. 

“Oh my gosh, that’s so sweet, but I wouldn’t want to impose.” I said, feeling guilt sweep over me. 

“Not at all. I live alone, except the dogs, I planned on having guests. I wouldn’t mind the company.” he said. He was so damn attractive, I couldn’t say no to him. 

“Okay. I’d like that.” 

“Perfect. The guest room is already set up, you’re free to watch television, or explore the property, or whatever.” he said. “I need to go take a shower, I’ve been working outside all day.” 

“Jason? Thank you so much. Today has been, well, just awful, and I could use a day or two to just recoup and blow off some steam.” I said, my heart swelling up at his sweetness. If only Jeffrey were more like him, then he wouldn’t be on his way to his mommy’s house without a girlfriend. 

“It’s the least I can do. I’m going to try to make a good impression, so you don’t go around soiling the family name because of one bad apple.” he said. As soon as he disappeared around the corner, my hand went to my beating heart. 

Fuck. He’s hot. 

Normally, I’d have gone to my room, closed the door, and passed the time on my own. In this case, I found myself reading a book on the couch, secretly hoping for Jason’s return. It was terrible, really, but my mind had already completely shifted away from Jeffrey. Things had been going south for a while, and infidelity was where I drew the line with him. 

I’d never been with an older man before, or even thought of engaging in something so adult and risque, but it was all I could think about. The fantasies emerged so organically that I couldn’t even focus on my book, lost instead in vivid daydreams of what he might do to me. 

The thought of his bulge returned, and I wondered how big it actually was. Jeffrey wasn’t exactly small down there, but one glimpse at Jason in those shorts, and I knew that he was significantly larger than his son. 

If my own impulses weren’t strong enough, he strolled back into the living room wearing only a white towel wrapped around his waist. I peered at him side-eyed, half pretending to read but admiring him every step of the way. 

“Mind if I join you?” he asked. 

“Of course.” 

“I didn’t mean to interrupt.” 

“Oh, no. I couldn’t focus, my mind was elsewhere.” I said, trying to fight it but grinning uncontrollably. His presence alone brought me to full attention, effortlessly stealing my mind as I compared him to his son, finding him superior in all ways. 

“I don’t have a lot of visitors, so I was really looking forward to having you two over for the weekend. I’m glad you’re staying.” he said, leaving one cushion between us when he sat down beside me. His arm moved over the back of the couch,  and his legs spread slightly, but enough to naturally draw my eyes. 

“I’m really glad that I don’t have to call my mom to come get me. It’s so embarrassing.” I said, the shame of it all suddenly coming back up. 

“It’s not you, Lara. He did this to his girlfriend in high school too, trying to run around with other girls. You’re way out of his league, anyway.” he said. 

“It’s just hurtful, like, why even get into a relationship, and bring me to meet your dad? What was the point?” I asked. 

“I don’t know. I’ll never understand guys who ruin a good thing.” he said. 

“It wasn’t that good, trust me.” I said, eliciting a laugh from Jason. 

“I was talking about you.” 

“Oh. Thanks.” I said, feeling an overwhelming shyness creep up on me. He was so easy to talk to, bringing my guard down and filling me with a sexual tension that was making me squirm in my seat. 

“You’re very pretty, Lara. I couldn’t believe it when I first saw you.” he said, speaking deliberately and maintaining eye contact. I let out a nervous giggle, and looked away, unsure of what to say. 

“Thank you. You’re sweet.” I said. 

“You’re lucky I’m not younger. I’d swoop in and sweep you off your feet.” 

“Younger men haven’t been working out for me. Maybe I should try switching things up.” I said, the words leaving my mouth before I had time to think them out. I couldn’t believe I’d managed to say something flirtatious, and my face immediately flushed red. 

“Maybe you should.” he said, sliding over until our legs were touching. He didn’t hesitate, and I was so caught up in the moment that neither did I. His lips pressed against mine, fireworks went off inside my head, and the next thing I knew, we were making out like hungry animals as he pulled my t-shirt up over my head, immediately unclasping my bra as he kissed on my neck. 

“Ugh, yes.” I whimpered, biting my lip as he laid me down flat on the couch, groping and kissing my breasts. 

“Mmm…they’re so gorgeous.” he said, pinching my nipple between his fingers and suckling from the tip. I giggled as he began kissing down my stomach, removing my shorts and underwear with one pull, sliding them off of my ankles before standing up and untying the knot in his towel, allowing it to fall, and exposing the largest cock I’d ever seen in my life. 

“Oh.” I said, my breath hitching as I stared at his immense thickness. I couldn’t even compare him to anyone I’d been with, and I felt a strange feeling in my stomach as I contemplated taking it inside me. 

“I guess he’s gonna learn to treat his girls right one way or the other.” he said, grabbing me by the ankles and sliding me over to him. 

“It’s so big.” I said, giggling as I felt how helpless I was beneath him. He placed my foot against the side of his face, staring into my eyes as he kissed up my sole and over my toes. 

“You’re so little.” he said, grinning back at me. My heart was pounding, and I’d never felt such arousal in my life. My ability to think or act rationally disappeared, and I was completely submissive to him. His tongue slipped between my toes as he smiled down at me, taking me by the hand and placing it on his cock. “You can play with it. It doesn’t bite.” 

“Oh my God. This is crazy.” I said, staring down at it in disbelief. It was fat, juicy, and full of veins. 

“You like it?” he asked, taking it by the base and slapping it against his other palm. My mind was going haywire, and I think I just purred for him as he climbed his leg over my head, getting into the top 69 position. 

“I love it.” I said, opening my mouth to receive his bulbous mushroom head as he fed it to me. 

“Good girl, oh my God. My son is a fucking idiot.” he said, slowly feeding me deeper. I opened my jaw wide, trying to consume his girth. He was so big that I couldn’t come close to swallowing it, and he worked it in and out in shallow thrusts. 

“Mmm!” I moaned, feeling the pressure pounding between my legs. My hips began moving automatically, grinding, and begging for his touch. 

“Good girl, just like that. Suck daddy’s big dick.” he groaned, burying his face in my crotch and going to town. The pleasure that pulsed through me was like electricity, a constant flow of power that lit me up. Jason was an incredible lover, and his mouth was like nothing I’d experienced. 

“Oh, fuck. Jason, that’s so good.” I said, crying out and writhing beneath his touch. I was seeing stars, so turned on that it didn’t feel real. It felt almost like an out of body experience, and after a while of sucking my clit, he definitely gave me one. 

“Mmm hmm…cum for daddy. Good girl, cum on daddy’s face like a good little girl.” he grunted, and his dirty talk is all I remember as I faded into nothing, reduced to a blubbering mess as I eagerly sucked on his balls. 

“Ugh! Mmm! Ehh! Ughhnn…” I thrashed beneath him, grinding against his face as my body shook uncontrollably. It was a heaven sent release, and exactly what I didn’t even know I needed. “Oh my God.” 

“I’m not done with you yet.” he said, stepping off of me and continuing. He used the pads of his fingers on my clit, rubbing back and forth, really fast with gentle pressure that made me jerk and squirm in agony. The intensity was all I could handle, he laid between my legs, finishing me off with his finger and mouth until I was completely worn out. I didn’t know I could cum that hard, or that many times in a row, and I felt more like an entity than a person as I became the state of post-coital bliss itself. 

I felt like a vibrating feather, hoisted from the couch and into his incredibly competent arms. He gave me a kiss on the forehead, and I cooed with satisfaction as he carried me into his bedroom, and laid me softly on the center of his bed. 

“That was amazing.” I whispered. Jason got into bed with me, and gently spread my legs apart. 

“You’re so beautiful. I love staring at you.” he whispered back, directly into my ear, sending a chill down my spine. “Let me have it.” 

“Yes, daddy.” I whispered, completely willing to let him do whatever he wanted to me. I’d never experienced such a high sexually, and he put it into perspective real fast what I’d been missing out on in the bedroom. 

“I love the way you taste.” he said, pressing the tip against my tightness. We kissed deeply as he slowly pushed it in, and I squealed as he entered me, digging my nails into his back as he impaled me on his juicy length. 

“Oh, Jason. Oh my God.” I said, my eyes popping wide as he filled me like never before. It was such a different feeling, and I was already so wet for him. 

“You have the tightest little pussy, Lara. Fuck.” he said, taking me by the hair and pulling until I showed him my neck. “Good girl.” 

“Yes, daddy.” I said, quivering as he laid claim to me without protection. I wasn’t on birth control, and had always used protection with Jeffrey, but I was far too caught up in the moment to even have that thought. It just felt so good, so big and manly. 

“Try to squeeze it. Try to squeeze it out.” he said, burying it deep and bottoming out. He thrust harder and harder, until my eyes were rolling back and my words were unintelligible. He hit spots I didn’t know existed, effortlessly making me cum for his big daddy dick. 

“Your balls…ugh…” I said, arching against him as he slammed his hammer down, feeding me his massive cock in hard thrusts. 

“I’m gonna cum, baby. I’m gonna cum for you.” he said, his muscles tensing up as he arched his back, pressing it deep and grinding his hips. 

“Fuck, yes. Don’t stop, daddy. Don’t stop!” I said, again being dragged to the edge of the cliff of orgasm. His hips were like pistons, and his thrusts became almost mean as he approached climax. 

“Yes, that’s my little slut. Take daddy’s dick. Take my cum.” he grunted, finally exhaling as his shaft began pulsing, pumping me full of hot sticky cum as we peaked simultaneously, gyrating together in a hot, sticky battle to extract every last drop of pleasure we possibly could from each other’s bodies. 

Suddenly, there was silence, no more rhythmic slapping, or dirty nothings being whispered in ears. Just the pulse of his cock inside me, and the novel sensation of being filled with cum. 

“I have to keep you.” he said, placing his forehead on mine and giving me soft, baby kisses on the lips. “You’re perfect.” 

Chapter 4 - Jason 

I was supposed to take her home after the weekend, but she stayed for the week, and the following weekend. Eventually, I did take her home to her mother, so that I could meet her, and so we could explain that she was going to be moving in with me. 

It was not something I planned, not by any stretch of the imagination. It was love at first sight, and from the moment we first got our hands on each other, we were inseparable. 

Lara became the love of my life, and reignited me in a way I didn’t figure was possible in a man my age. She had such a youthful exuberance, and natural, elegant beauty. We worked out together, did chores together, it was almost insane how compatible we were on everything. 

Having a woman around changed my life, and I could feel my spirits lifting a little higher with each passing day. It was clear that she was perfect for me, and there was no way I’d ever do anything to hurt her. There was also no chance I’d ever let her go, as it became harder for me to imagine life without her with each passing day. 

We didn’t tell her mom that she was pregnant, not right away. We waited until school started back up, and then broke the news to her. By that time, her mother had come around to her daughter dating an older man, and I think deep down, she might have even started to like me. 

She’s six months along now, and I’ve never felt so content or hopeful for the future in my life. 

Insatiable Need - First Time And Pregnant

Chapter 1 

I made the unfortunate mistake of dating my neighbor from down the street. Her name was Shelly, and I won’t lie, I followed my eyes and not my better judgment when it came to her. 

She had augmented breasts, and made herself readily available to me. I was in the midst of a dry spell when she started inviting me over for BBQs, and one thing led to another. The next thing I knew, I was balls deep and enjoying the exhilarating experience of being with a beautiful new woman. 

The honeymoon didn’t last long. Her natural inclination was to find drama, and complain about everything. The only bright spot about dating her was hanging out with her gorgeous nineteen year old daughter, Anastasia, who was always in good spirits. 

While we were together, it was a plethora of sex and partying, followed by her finding things to get upset about and spazzing out. She was three years older than me, and at 38, I kind of expected her to have her shit together a little more than she did. 

It started with borrowing money, a hundred here, two hundred there, and she kept missing work, mostly due to partying and being hung over. I could drink with the best of them, but I worked from home and made my own hours. 

The hardest part about planning my exit strategy was her proximity to me, and her penchant for the dramatic. I wanted a clean break, and for her to leave me alone afterwards. In the meantime, it was the dead of summer and Anastasia pranced around the house regularly wearing booty shorts and crop tops. 

“God damn.” I whispered to myself, drinking a beer on the couch and admiring her supple body while she stretched. She turned to look at me several times, smiling wide and strategically positioning her body to give me the ideal view. 

Shelly was on the phone with one of her friends, who was having problems with her husband, which she loved to escalate. Even though she was out on the front porch, I could hear her voice screeching through the window. 

“What is she on about?” Ana asked, legs spread and folded over, looking at me upside down between her legs. 

“Beats me.” I said, giving her a shrug. She’d caught on that her mother and I weren’t working out, and we often exchanged a look while she was on one of her rants, overreacting about whatever it happened to be. 

“I don’t know how you do it.” she said. I held up my bottle of beer, and smiled. 

“Between you and me, I don’t think I can do it much longer.” I said, a few deep and in the mood to talk. 

“I love my mom, but I don’t blame you. I can’t wait to move out, living with her is madness.” she said, sitting in the butterfly position. I glanced down at her aesthetically perfect feet, raising my eyes to her chest before our eyes met, and a little smirk appeared. 

“What?” I asked, laughing. 

“I dunno. You make me smile.” she said. 

“Why can’t you be your mom’s age? I’d much rather date you.” I said, finally flirting back with her after avoiding it because I was seeing her mom. Ana’s prolonged eye contact filled my veins with rocket fuel, and made me want to do something about our lingering attraction. I gripped the cold bottle, staring back into her eyes. 

“You could date me, if you wanted.” she said. 

“Oh, could I? Why would a pretty young thing like you want an old man like me?” I asked, probing a little deeper. I still wasn’t sure what her deal was with me, but she’d been making eyes at me and coming off as interested since her mother and I first started talking. 

“Why wouldn’t I? What are my other options? Date a guy my age who can’t even afford to put gas in his car?” she asked, completely earnest. 

“You could get a sugar daddy.” I said. Her face twisted up, and she shook her head. 

“No thanks. I want someone around your age, you know, ten or fifteen years older than me. I can’t be with some gross old guy.” she said. I stood up from the couch, looking her up and down and feeling my loins burn with desire. Just looking at her was enough to get my engine running, and the thought of being with a woman her age sounded like the perfect reason to end my current dating arrangement. We weren’t really official anyway. 

“That might just work out. I need a pretty young thing to give me babies.” I said. Anastasia raised her hand, and pointed directly at herself. 

“That’s me. I want a bunch of kids, plus I’m a virgin.” she said, making the most adorable little face. 

“Are you really?” I asked. 

“Mmm hmm…always have been.” she said, giggling and switching to the full splits. I hadn’t even considered it as a possibility, especially with how promiscuous Shelly had been through her lifetime, at least from what she told me. 

“Well, I guess those are sacrifices I’ll have to make for our relationship. Take your virginity, get you pregnant…” 

“That’s not too much to ask, is it?” 

“I think I can manage it.” I said. 

“You’re not gonna fucking believe what Bill did.” Shelly said, her voice booming, and the screen door slamming behind her. I felt myself tense up as she entered the room, and tucked my hard dick away. “Trisha was tracking his location on Snap, and he went to the stripclub where his ex works, and I’m friends with her on Fauxbook and could see that she checked in as working that day.” 

“Oh, damn.” Ana said, feigning interest and giving me a look. 

“That’s crazy. I have to go piss.” I said, using the opportunity to sneak away. Even as I walked down the hallway towards the bathroom, I could hear her gossiping loudly behind me. 

Chapter 2 

My little interaction with Anastasia had my mind off and running. I couldn’t stop thinking about it, and with how poorly my quick little rendezvous with her mother was going, it made sense to jump ship. 

There was a small part of me that said to just sever all ties, and leave them both alone. Get away from Shelly, and avoid the obvious impending drama that would ensue if I not only slept with her daughter, but took her virginity. At the same time, that small part wasn’t enough to veto the overwhelming part of me that wanted nothing more than to give Ana what she wanted, and in the process, take exactly what I wanted. 

It made things interesting, that’s for sure. Whenever I went over there, it was a battle for my attention. Shelly was naive and oblivious, and didn’t notice the playful rapport Ana and I developed. She was so fucking hot, it drove me insane. The only reason I was over there was to see her, to spend time with her, to ogle her. 

Her attire left little to the imagination, and I thought about how tight her little virgin pussy was going to feel. Our whole running thing became the two of us dating, kind of playing house and pretending that we were really going to follow through with our threats. 

“When are you moving in?” I asked. 

“I don’t know, as soon as you consummate our relationship.” she said, bending over the sink and peeling an orange, putting her long hamstrings on display and making the blood flow to places it shouldn’t, places that short circuited my mind, putting it on a one way track. 

“If you keep talking like that, I’m gonna do it.” I said, walking up behind her, and placing my fingertips against the side of her hips. She grabbed both of my hands, and placed them firmly on her ass, and then looked back at me. 

“Do it, daddy. Take it.” she said, giving me a look that could kill. My cock was at full attention, and I pressed it between her delicate cheeks, causing her to grind back against me. 

“Like this?” I asked, leaning in and kissing her on the neck. 

“Yes. Exactly like that.” she said, raising one of her arms and running her fingers through my hair, rolling her body rhythmically in a way that sent my brain haywire. 

“You’re so yummy.” 

“I’m free any night.” she said. I heard the front door open, and backed away. “I’m waiting.” 

“Oh, Ana. You have no idea how cute you are.” I said, walking away to greet Shelly, who was in rare form, this time complaining about how one of her exes changed his Netflix password to spite her. I could only roll my eyes. 

“He’s such a fucking dick. Like, we’ve been broken up for almost a year, why are you so obsessed with me?” she asked, twirling her hair and staring off into space. “He only did it because I updated my relationship status and put a picture of us on my social media.” 

“Wait, what?” I asked, falling behind. 

“Yeah, I put a picture of us up yesterday, and then all of a sudden, the Netflix password changes.” 

“Shelly, I’ve been meaning to talk to you. This isn’t working out for me.” I said, not having prepared to do it then, but seizing the moment, perhaps spurred by how much tension was simmering between myself and her daughter. 

“Excuse me?” 

“Yeah, you’re great, but I don’t think we’re right for each other.” I said. 

“You’re kidding me, right? Good Lord, just fuck me then.” she said, throwing her arms. “Every guy is the same. Exactly the same.” 

“Okay, Shelly. I’m gonna head out.” I said, completely exhausted by even a few moments with her. 

“Fine. Fuck you! Don’t contact me again, mother fucker.” she said. My eyes bulged, and I got out of there. Not the reaction I expected, nor the clean escape, but at least I was free. Anastasia followed me out the door. 

“Here, let me give you my number.” she said, pulling out her phone. I looked at the front door, checking to make sure Shelly wasn’t watching, and we exchanged digits. 

“I’ll text you.” I said. 

“We could do a sleepover.” she said, her eyes wide. 

“I’ll text you.” I said, putting my phone in my pocket and turning to walk home. It was a strange and glorious day, and it felt great to get away from such an energetic vampire, and it felt even better knowing what I had in store for me. 

Chapter 3 

Anastasia and I began texting right away, fantasizing about our life together as a married couple, and talking about what we were going to name all of the babies. It was a fun little game to play with the prettiest girl I knew, and the more we talked about it, the more I started thinking about it as a possibility. 

We’d only known each other a short while, and realistically, it probably wouldn’t work out because of the age gap, or some other combination of factors, but it was fun to just live in a little perfect world scenario, texting back and forth without a care in the world. 

ANA: My mom is going crazy, she got a bottle of Tequila. Ugh, I hate when she drinks liquor. 

JOHNNY: Well, once she starts getting tipsy, sneak out and come see me. 

ANA: Can I really? 

JOHNNY: Are you kidding? I can’t turn down the company of a beauty like yourself. 

ANA: Oh, Johnny. Thank you. I’m not one hundred percent sure she’s going to go off the rails, but I’m 99% sure. 

JOHNNY: Fantastic. I hope she doesn’t come here. 

ANA: Don’t put it past her. 

JOHNNY: We only dated for like one month. I just can’t with her. 

ANA: I know how you feel, trust me. 

JOHNNY: What are you going to wear to our sleepover? 

ANA: What do you want me to wear? 

JOHNNY: Something skimpy, maybe a piece of dental floss? 

ANA: Lol, sure. I think I have something you’ll like. 

JOHNNY: Why is it so easy with us? 

ANA: Right? It’s refreshing. 

JOHNNY: You’re refreshing. I can’t wait to taste you. 

ANA: OMG. You’re turning me on. 

JOHNNY: That easy, huh? 

ANA: With you. 

JOHNNY: My good girl. I can’t wait. 

ANA: My mom is doing shots. She literally poured two, and then did a cheers with herself. Doesn’t look like you’ll have to wait long. 

JOHNNY: Oh, boy. 

ANA: What were you saying about tasting me? Lol 

JOHNNY: Every inch of you. I want every inch of you in my mouth. 

ANA: I’m a little nervous. I’ve felt ready for a while, but guys my age just seemed so awkward. I like this better. 

JOHNNY: Me too. 

ANA: I feel kinda bad, with my mom and everything, but she brings this stuff on herself. I can’t help it that I want what I want. 

JOHNNY: Same. I can’t help it that she has a gorgeous daughter, with the cutest laugh, and pretty little toesies. What am I supposed to do with myself? 

ANA: That’s the point, you don’t have to do anything with yourself. You’ve got me for that. 

JOHNNY: Naughty girl. Do you have any preferences? 

ANA: Well, I’m a virgin, so I’m relying on you to show me the ropes. 

JOHNNY: That’s a lot of pressure. 

ANA: No it’s not. You can have me over and over again. 

JOHNNY: It’s like that, huh? You already seem to know exactly what I like. 

ANA: I think I’m kinda on the submissive side. I don’t know, I’ve always been turned on by the idea of being ravaged, and held down, and kind of taken, you know? 

JOHNNY: I think so. A little on the rough side? 

ANA: Yeah, maybe, but I dunno. I’ll just have to try stuff out. 

JOHNNY: For sure, but it sounds like you already have an idea of what you’re into. 

ANA: Just stuff I’ve seen in porn, like girls being tied up, and choked a little, and spit on. I’m not sure if I’m really into that, or I just thought it was hot to watch. 

JOHNNY: We’ll figure it out. We have all summer. 

ANA: And beyond. I’m gonna be pregnant after all. 

JOHNNY: Of course, I just mean to figure out what you’re into. 

And that quickly, the game was on. There was no doubt about what was going to take place, and I was immediately running on adrenaline, and cleaning the ever living shit out of my room. If there was one thing I could do to make her feel comfortable and set myself apart from the guys she was used to seeing, it was to vacuum, light a candle, and make my damn bed. 

Once my room was in order, I hopped in the shower to tend to some manscaping and freshen up. Naughty thoughts were brewing, and I got hard under the water because I couldn’t stop thinking about her tanned, toned legs and luscious breasts. It felt almost criminal that I was about to hook up with such a babe, so quickly after ending things with her mother of all people. 

The sun went down, and I didn’t hear from her. I started to think that maybe she’d gotten cold feet, and was flaking out, and then she texted. 

ANA: She’s trying to get me to drink. I’m going to say I’m going to the bathroom and get out of here. 

JOHNNY: Come on over. 

And that quickly, it was on. She was coming over, to spend the night presumably, and to give me the most precious thing, her virginity. I went to the bathroom and tossed a mint into my mouth, and splashed some cold water on my face and looked myself in the eye . 

“This is going to be fucking amazing.” I said, smiling and drying my hands before going into the living room. Ana arrived a few minutes later, wearing a white tank top without a bra that drew my eyes. 

“Hey.” she said, standing at my doorstep, clinging to the small overnight bag she was carrying. 

“Oh, hi. Look at you.” I said, letting her in and checking outside to make sure she wasn’t being followed by a crazy woman drunk on Tequila before shutting and locking the front door. 

“Thank you so much, I can’t stand being around her when she’s like this.” 

“Of course, baby. You’re practically my fiance, it’s the least I could do.” I said, placing my hand on her lower back and letting it slide down to her ass. It was crazy how immediately my body reacted to her, locking in with laser focus on her fertile young flesh. 

“Right.” she said, having a laugh as I showed her around. I’d made it a point of keeping Shelly away from my home until I got to know her better, and as such, it was Anastastia’s first time there. 

“Here’s the view of the backyard.” I said, lacing my fingers in hers as I showed her around. 

“I love it. I can definitely see us raising children here.” she said. 

“Absolutely, but we need to go upstairs so we can make them.” I said. 

“Lead the way.” she said. I was only making a joke, but had zero intentions of passing up on her offer, and took her straight to my bedroom. 

“It’s kind of a mess right now.” I said, leading her to my door and pushing it open. 

“Oh my gosh.” she said, putting her hands on her cheeks like she was home alone. “It’s amazing, it’s so perfect.” 

“Not as perfect as you.” I said, taking the opportunity to wrap my arms around her waist and nestle my face against hers. 

“Awh, this is so romantic. I love it.” she said. “I have something for you too.” 

“Oh yeah?” I asked. She hooked her thumbs in her waistband, and bent over at the waist to pull her shorts down to her ankles, revealing the sexiest little white thong. 

“It’s not exactly dental floss, but I figured you would like it.” 

“Oh my God.” I said, crouching behind her and taking two handfuls of her perfect posterior. “You’re such a fucking doll.” 

“Oh, daddy.” she said, wiggling her ass in front of my face. I started kissing her cheeks, and she giggled and fell onto my bed. 

“Anything that lies in my bed is mine.” I said, taking off my shirt and hopping in beside her.  

“Deal, but only if you own me.” 

“Oh, I want you to be mine forever.” I said, noticing that my cock was rising to full attention. “You’re so pretty, Anastastia.” 

“I like when you call me that. Most people just call me Ana.” 

“It’s a beautiful name. It suits you.” I said, grabbing the bottom of her tank top, and pulling it slowly towards her head as she raised her arms. Her tits were perfect, juicy and perky like only a nineteen year old could be. “Baby.” 

“Oh.” she cooed, as I laid her down on her back and began fondling her breasts. She leaned forward, and our lips became acquainted. It was so organic and natural with her, such a raw chemistry that it felt effortless. 

“Your lips.” I whispered, sliding my tongue into her mouth. 

“Mmm…” she wrapped her legs around me, grinding against me frantically from the bottom. I grabbed her by the wrists, and pinned them by her head. 

“You’re mine.” I said, kissing her neck as she fought against my grips, whimpering with pleasure as I straddled the line of leaving behind marks on her neck, biting gently and sucking on her soft flesh. 

“Oh my God, that feels good.” 

“I’m going to take it.” I said, giving her a kiss and wrapping my fingers around her throat. She grabbed my wrist with her hand, and looked into my eyes. 

“Please, daddy. Please.” she said, begging. 

“I have to. It’s mine.” I said, pinning her to the mattress by her neck and pulling down my pants and underwear with the other. Her thong was so itty bitty that it wouldn’t be in my way. 

“Wow, daddy. It’s big.” she said, struggling against me as I took hold of myself by the base. “Please.” 

“It’s okay, baby. I’m going to show you.” I said, grabbing one of the restraints that I’d strapped to the bed for the occasion, and fastening it to her wrist before pulling her panties to the side, and slapping my cock across her clean shaven, tiny little pink pussy. 

“I’m so turned on.” she said, forcing eye contact before I could push the tip inside her. 

“That’s because you’re my good girl, and you know I’m going to take care of you.” I said, applying a light amount of pressure on her artery to see how she took to it. Her face started turning red, and a smirk appeared at the corner of her lips. 

“Please, daddy. I want it.” 

“Good girl.” I said, repeating the words as I rubbed the tip between her lips, teasing entrance and watching her squirm. “It’s so wet.” 

“God, I want it.” 

“Oh, you’re gonna get it. But good girls have to be patient, and learn how to wait.” I said, becoming turned on by seeing her struggle with her own arousal. I wanted to let it build. “Rub your little pussy on it.” 

“Yes, daddy. I’ll do anything you say.” she said, grinding against my cock. I rubbed the tip over her clit, making her body quiver. 

“I want to kiss it. I want to taste you.” I said, hooking my arms under her legs and dropping down. As much as I wanted to go straight to pound town, I also wanted to blow her away so she would come back for more. 

“Fuck, I’m so turned on right now.” she said. Even without touching her, she was shaking, and I could see her immense wetness dripping down her pussy when I got closer. The lighting was perfect, the candle in the dark, with just enough light spilling in from the doorway to illuminate the perfection of her lean figure. 

“It’s so pretty, Anastasia.” I said, spreading her lips apart and realizing she still had her hymen. “Oh, goodness. This is so fucking hot.” 

“Ugh!” she squealed, her head popping up from the pillow as I slurped on her clit, letting my tongue explore her down below and feeling a supercharged jolt of energy wash over me as I got a taste for her. 

“Mmm…” I grunted, making out with her virgin cunt and knowing that I’d be the first to conquer her. Anastasia was reactive to every movement of my tongue, and practically seized beneath me as I tongued her clit harder and with more pressure. 

“Ahhh…yes. Fuck, oh God. Oh, God.” she said, writhing in pleasure. Overwhelmed. It was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen, and I rode her out until she was huffing and puffing, grabbing me by the back of the head and mashing my face in her juicy little peach. 

“Mmm hmm, yeah. Good girl, that’s what I like.” I said, wiping her wetness from my chin and crawling back on top of her. 

“Wow.” she said, her eyes dreamy and far off. 

“You have such a pretty pussy, Anastasia. I almost feel bad for what I’m about to do to you.” I said. 

“It’s yours, Johnny. I want you to take it.” she said, taking long, deep breaths and smiling with satisfaction. Her tits were so suckable, and I made a trip there as I pressed my cock against her opening. It was very tight, and different than I was used to. I had to kind of force it, and she whimpered as I shoved it through her wall. “Eh!” 

“Fuck, baby. Holy fuck, that’s tight.” I looked down between us, watching myself get stuck a few inches in despite her being soaking wet. 

“Ugh, it’s big. It hurts, but I still want it. Keep going.” she said, grimacing as I worked it in and out in short thrusts, slowly encroaching deeper until she was opening up, her walls forced apart to accommodate me. 

“Oh my God, that’s good. I love the way you feel, Anastasia.” I said, watching myself disappear inside her tightness. She had an unreal grip, not even comparable to her mother in any way. 

“Johnny, your cock. Oh, God.” 

“Yeah, it’s okay, baby. It feels good, doesn’t it?” I asked, going slow and trying to settle her down. I pushed it deep, and her eyes went wide. 

“Ohh…yes. Yes. It feels good.” she said, arching against me with her one hand still strapped and pulled off to the side. 

“Give me your other hand.” I said, taking her wrist and moving it to the other restraint, and fastening her in. 

“It’s so warm.” she said, smiling up at me. 

“Yes it is.” I said, grabbing her by the face and giving her a deep kiss. She was very receptive, and let me use her mouth and tongue as I pleased while I fucked her. Ana proved to be quite submissive, and willing to go along with whatever I threw out there. “Open your mouth.” 

“Yes sir.” she said, opening wide and sticking out her tongue. I grabbed her by the face, and let my saliva drip slowly from my mouth into hers. As soon as it landed, she closed her mouth and swallowed, staring me dead in the eye. 

“I think I love you, Anastasia.” I said, smiling down at her and raising my torso. “Give me those toes.” 

“Anything you say, daddy.” 

“Such a good girl. What did I do to deserve you?” I asked, holding her foot in front of my face and kissing all the way along her sole, starting at her heel, and ending with her round little toes. 

“You broke up with my mom.” she said. I kept working my hips, at a slow pace while I worshiped her feet. 

“Wrap your legs around me.” I said, leaning forward so she could lace her ankles around my lower back. I pushed through my feet, raising my hips so I could slam them down into her. 

“Oh, Unghff, fuhh…” she rambled incoherently while I fucked her harder, and harder until her gorgeous little tits were bouncing up and down, and her eyes were rolling back in her head. 

“I want you to cum for my cock. Show me that you’re mine.” I said, grabbing her neck with both hands and applying enough pressure to slow the flow, until she was wheezing and the only other sounds were our bodies slapping together, and her wetness being displaced as I pummeled her. 

“Ehhhh, uhhhh, ffffff….” 

“There you go, that’s my good girl.” I said, releasing the pressure momentarily, applying it in waves as I let loose. It felt so good being inside her, knowing that she was mine and taking out all of the pent up tension that had been brewing between us for all that time. 

I was too caught up to think of the consequences, too uninhibited to do anything other than act on the powerful impulses she inspired within me. We arrived together, climaxing like an explosion or a crashing wave. It wasn’t even a thought, as her legs were wrapped around me and I was way too comfortable inside her to even consider it. 

“I’m cumming, baby. Fuck!” I grunted, holding her head as I emptied myself inside of her fertile virgin body, pumping her womb full of hot sticky cum while at the peak of pleasure. 

Chapter 4 

Anastasia may have been a virgin when she arrived the night before, but she’d had a plethora of dirty sex by the time she left the following morning, and I was in a bit of a lust fueled daze that left me wondering if I should really consider dating her. 

Sleepovers became a near nightly thing, and our whole relationship took on a very romantic vibe. It was overpowering, and I couldn’t help but want to keep her, and make her mine. She was so pretty, and had a way of brightening my life that I didn’t want to lose track of. 

Eventually, her mother found out that we were sleeping together and kicked her out. Anastasia moved in with me, and we started dating officially a few days later. In the meantime, her mother began toilet papering my house, and went as far as slashing one of my tires. The cops were called several times, and she was eventually arrested. 

She stopped messing with us after that, but it was still an uncomfortable situation. At the same time, I really was falling in love with her and there was nothing I could or wanted to do about it. 

Anastasia got pregnant, sometime in late August, and Shelly finally dropped the whole beef and came around. She even apologized, and was very excited about having a grandbaby. 

As for me, I’m living the dream. My house will be paid off by the time the baby gets here, and I’ve got nothing but hope for the future. Our little playful, flirtatious fantasy turned out to be exactly the plan, as we’re already talking about getting pregnant again after she pops the first one out. 

Primal Desires - Adult Nursing Pregnancy

Chapter 1

It was a little later than usual, when I finally got around to patrolling the perimeter of my small compound. I brought my pitbull Molly, even though she was completely useless as a guard or hunting dog. 

The sun was going down, and I was sweating like a pig. There were sometimes stragglers, trying to dig under my fence and seize my property. The patrols were to scare them away, as I didn’t have it in me to shoot them unless they attacked me. I understood how hard things were, and how hungry they were. 

Most days went off without incident, and I usually saw no people at all, which is how I’d come to like it. No news was good news, and I much preferred to be left alone to my garden, study, and animals. 

I walked the perimeter of the fence, usually from the inside, but I also liked to walk the outside and let Molly run around. It was one such day, and she took off on me. 

“Molly! No! Hey! Molly!” I shouted, but it was no use. I shook my head, and continued the walk, knowing she’d be back to the sound of my voice in a few seconds. Instead, I heard a girl scream, and went running. 

I mowed about six feet or so outside the fence to leave a walkway, but beyond that was nothing but thickets and tall grass. Luckily, I was wearing my best pair of boots, and managed to follow the sound. 

“Molly!” I yelled, finally hearing her moving in the thick brush. “There you are.” 

I dropped into a low squat, and holstered my pistol. Molly sat beside me, and I listened closely. Molly’s tongue was hanging out, and she was panting. Maybe I didn’t hear anything at all. 

“Hello? Is someone there?” I asked, the sound still fresh in my mind. 

“Yes. I’m not trying to trespass, I’m just passing through.” she said, her voice hoarse and weak. 

“That’s fine. Are you alone?” 

“I am.” 

“Are you armed?” I asked. 

“No.” she said. Molly ran towards the sound, and I followed behind her. She ran straight up to the base of a tree, and looked up. 

“She doesn’t bite. You can come down.” I said, looking up at a young, barefoot and emaciated woman sitting in the tree. Her eyes were sunken in, and she looked like she was on the edge of death. She took a deep breath, and then sighed. 

“Okay, I’m coming down.” she said. I stepped over to the tree, and assisted her to the floor. 

“I’m Jack. What’s your name?” 

“Alicia.” she said, too weak to even raise her eyes to mine. I wasn’t in the business of helping other people, or taking in strays, but the sight of her broke my heart. 

“Come with me. I have a guest room. You can stay until you regain your strength.” I said. 

“Do you have any, of the drinking, you know, stuff for me to…” she mumbled incoherently, and then collapsed. Molly immediately began licking her face, and I scanned the area a final time to ensure it wasn’t some sort of a trap. 

“Fuck. Here we go.” I said, bending over to scoop her up. Even though she was on the taller side, she couldn’t have weighed one hundred pounds, and all she had on her was a small, brown leather backpack. The compound itself was small, made up of my house and two steel framed buildings, but the fence extended around two and a half acres. 

She regained consciousness on the way, and I assured her she’d be okay. Her eyelids parted only enough to look up at me, and I wondered how close to dying she actually was.  

Chapter 2 

As soon as we were inside, I plopped her down on the couch and went to the kitchen to get her some water. I told her to drink it slowly, but she didn’t listen. 

“How long has it been since you’ve had a drink?” I asked. 

“A couple days.” she said, breathing heavily from chugging. I grabbed the glass away from her. 

“That’s enough. Wait ten minutes, then have a little more. I’ll make you something to eat.” I said, taking the glass with me. Her face was sunken in, and smeared with dirt. Her hair was a ratty mess, and her clothes tattered and torn. 

“Oh, wow. Thank you.” she said, her eyes growing wide when I sat the scrambled eggs down in front of her. 

“No problem. It’s hot.” I said. 

“Can I have some more water?” 

“Of course.” I said, going to retrieve it. My mind was racing, because there were so many variables I needed to consider. At the same time, the more pressing issue was getting her hydrated and full of nutrients. 

“Oh my gosh.” she said, after taking her first bite. She closed her eyes, and a slight smile formed at her lips. “I didn’t think I’d ever have hot food again.” 

“There’s plenty more where that came from. We’ll get you back up to strength.” I said, watching her eat. She glanced up at me, expressionless, and nodded before continuing with her meal. 

That night, she only moved from the couch to go to the bathroom. All she did was eat and sleep, and the following day was a repeat. I kept an eye on her, but got no feeling whatsoever that she would try to rob me. She really was a rescue, just a poor girl lacking survival skills and thrust into the world, like a domesticated house cat left to the wolves. 

I went to the attic, and grabbed a box of clothes I’d collected over the past couple years and brought them downstairs. 

“I’m not sure if anything in here will fit you, but it’s all clean.” I said, before showing her how to work the rigged up shower system. She thanked me, and closed the door behind her. It was a 45 gallon setup with no water pressure, everything worked through a foot pump. Still, it was clearly better than anything she’d seen in quite some time. 

I went about my normal routine for the day, checking for eggs in the coup, pulling weeds, and tending to my garden. At two, I did a lap around the property with my pistol, and then went inside to get a glass of water. That’s when I spotted her, and my jaw nearly hit the floor. 

“Hey. I couldn’t find you after my shower, I was gonna ask if you needed help with anything.” she said, standing up from the couch and looking back at me with bright eyes. I couldn’t believe how pretty she was, or how well she cleaned up just from taking a shower and brushing out her long brown hair. 

“Ugh, no. I just finished up.” I said, unable to control my eyes from scanning her from head to toe. “You look great.” 

“Oh, thanks.” she said, giggling. Her whole demeanor had changed, and I was glad to see a personality emerge after she had some food and rest. 

“Hungry?” I asked. 

“Aren’t I always?” 

“I guess so. I’m making fried chicken.” I said, smirking at her. 

“No way!” she said, clapping her hands and doing a little happy dance that brought a smile to my face. I knew that if some basic ass scrambled eggs made her day, that my homemade fried chicken and gravy was going to knock her socks off, not that she was wearing any. 

“Yes ma am. It’s your lucky night.” I said. She kind of hovered around me, and I let her help out by coating the chicken with the eggs and flour mixture. Once it was ready, we headed to the back yard to get things rolling. 

I used a propane powered grill to heat the oil, and then got started dropping in the chicken. There was a lot of smoke, too much to do inside, and with the world in disarray, I discarded the oil in a hole I dug near the fence. It had been weeks since I’d seen another person, let alone invited them to my place and cooked for them. 

“How’d you end up alone?” I asked. We stood side by side, staring down at the pot of frying chicken. 

“Ugh, long story. I was living with some friends, and we ran out of food and hit the road, then we got hijacked. We ended up with this weird camp of people, and that went alright, until we ran out of food again and they got violent. I ended up sneaking out at night, I just couldn’t take it anymore. I figured I’d rather try to hack it on foot alone.” she said. 

“It’s really hard without supplies.” I said. 

“Oh, I know.” she said, chuckling. “What’s your story?” 

“Well, after the first big quarantine, I moved out here and started prepping. I knew something was coming, so I built a big fence, loaded up on ammunition, and got ready for the siege.” I said, shrugging. The time itself had all started to blend for me, and I no longer considered the day of the week, or what month it was, or any of that. My entire life was lived one day at a time, mostly doing the same things over and over. 

“Smart. Yeah, we were so unprepared. We were pretty much fucked.” 

“You got lucky you ended up here.” I said. 

“No kidding. Fried fucking chicken, I thought it was extinct.” she said, again filling with enthusiasm when she mentioned it. 

“I need to find you a good pair of shoes, or boots, or something.” I said, glancing down at her bare feet and feeling a little tingle in my balls. There was no way around it, Alicia was hot. I didn’t know it when I first found her, but she was an absolute beauty and I hadn’t been with a woman in years. 

“True. My shoes are torn out.” 

“I know. I’ll look through the attic, if there’s nothing in there, I might have to go foraging for you.” I said. 

We finished frying the chicken, and then had a feast for the ages. I could only afford to kill a chicken every so often, so I saved it for special occasions. Alicia grew on me very quickly, as she had a warm and likable disposition, and was so easy on the eyes that I found it difficult to pry mine off of her. 

Chapter 3 

Alicia and I got along famously, and it shocked me that I had such an effortless connection with a 21 year old woman. Still, I didn’t want to make her uncomfortable or overstep my boundaries, as she was actually a very hard worker with a good head on her shoulders. 

She made it difficult though, being so gorgeous, smiley, and engaged. There were times I was sure she was flirting with me, but she was never quite direct enough that I knew for sure. As much as I wanted her, to bend her over and do horrible things to her, she was so valuable as a companion and partner that I couldn’t risk scaring her off. 

It was only the two of us, and I feared it would be painfully awkward if she denied my advances. She’d only run away once, and I just wanted her to be safe and happy. 

I put some gasoline in the Bronco, and we went driving around, heavily armed, breaking into abandoned houses and old department stores, which were often lurking with desperate, crazed people looking to score any sort of food, booze, or whatever they could get their hands on. It was risky business, but we managed to find her a whole little wardrobe, complete with sexy underwear and plenty of new shoes. 

The following day, completely out of the blue, Alicia came down with the sweats, and had a fever for a few hours. After that, her temperature went back to normal but she still felt exhausted and fell asleep in the middle of the day. 

I didn’t even think about it. She has the heat, she has to. The fever appeared and disappeared in a few hours, followed by exhaustion. That’s the first sign. If it’s true, from what I’ve heard, she’s going to wake up in a state of overwhelming hyperarousal. Fuck. I don’t think I can resist her, there’s no way. Fuck. 

My cock turned hard immediately, just from thinking about it. The Heat was something of an urban legend since the pandemics started, and after the crash, the tales only intensified, to the point where we all knew it was true. It only affected women, and it was hard to say what it really was, but it always ended the same way, with an insatiable, cum hungry, uncontrollable slut. 

I’d heard all women were affected in slightly different ways, and it was hard to separate fact from fiction when it came to tall tales about the heat. My buddy Eric told me a story, secondhand, where a girl’s chest went from a b cup to a well over a double d in a couple of hours, and that she was lactating so badly that it was dribbling from her nipples without any stimulation at all. 

“Fuck.” I said, grabbing my cock and sneaking off to my bedroom to relieve it. Being around Alicia all the time had reignited my libido, and she was the only one I thought about while pleasuring myself. I thought of her soft lips against mine, and wrapped around my bulbous mushroom head. 

I thought of her pretty toes, and her gorgeous little tits. It was impossible to stop myself once I gave into my depraved thoughts of her, and I felt almost ashamed by how badly I wanted to possess her flesh. Our 15 year age gap meant nothing to me, and I would have gladly committed myself to her if she said the word. 

That’s what made it so arousing, the possibility that she would enter the heat. Maybe she wasn’t interested in me at all, and would simply ride it out and masturbate the tension away, but maybe it would serve as the catalyst that brought us together. 

Chapter 4 - Alicia 

Before Jack saved me, I was having dizzy spells and felt weaker than ever. It actually reached a point where I wanted to die, several times. Waking up on his couch, and being brought back to life made me eternally grateful, even though he wanted nothing in return. 

It took a couple of days, but I started feeling like a human again. I laughed and smiled, and felt happy for the first time in months. I was grossly skinny, but Jack cooked for me multiple times a day, and the weight returned quickly. 

In the meantime, I developed a major crush on him. I couldn’t help it, he was so manly and capable, and he did save my life. Jack was a prepper before, and had loads of dehydrated meals pre-prepared, and having hot meals again was the ultimate luxury. 

He struck me as quiet and kind of grumpy, but it was easy to bring him out of that just by being goofy with him. Even though he barely knew me, he was surprisingly willing to do anything for me. My life seemed to improve by the day with him, but I wasn’t sure how to let him know that I was developing feelings for him. 

Spending all of my time with him made our relationship feel especially intimate, because we did most things together already. It felt like dating, minus all of the warm and cuddly fun stuff that comes with a relationship. 

I tried flirting with him, and although receptive, he never escalated things. The shower became my refuge, the place I relieved the naughty feelings he inspired in me. 

Then I got sick, and when I woke up from my long nap, I felt re-energized like never before. My first thought upon waking was Jack, and I felt delirious and horny at the same time. It wasn’t unusual for me to think about Jack while I was turned on, but this was something different entirely, and I climbed out of bed in the white nightgown we’d rummaged from what used to be a thrift store. 

He was sitting in the living room, reading a book with his feet up on the table. 

“Oh, hi.” he said, looking up at me from over his reading glasses and setting his book down on the coffee table in front of him. I’d fallen in love with his cozy little home, and couldn’t help feeling like it was mine too. “Feeling any better?” 

“Much.” I said, walking right up to him. It felt like my senses were heightened, because his scent was intoxicating. 

“What’s up?” he asked, surprised by the way I walked up to him. I wrapped my arms around his waist, and laid my head against his chest, just taking him in. Jack left his arms in the air, unsure of how to react. 

“Nothing. I just wanted to tell you how much I appreciate you. You’re the best.” I said, giggling for no reason and feeling very physically stimulated, like all of my nerves were tingling. 

“Oh, you too. I like having you around. It’s nice.” he said, giving me a quick squeeze before breaking our embrace. I felt very loose, and in the mood to chase him. When he sat back down on the couch, I playfully sat down in his lap, and looked into his eyes. 

“I like you too.” I said. 

“Baby, I think you have the heat.” he said, lifting me into his big strong arms and scooping me up and depositing me on the cushion next to him. 

“I think so too.” I said, biting my finger and crawling back towards him. 

“I can’t. It’s not right.” he said, standing up from the couch and backing away. I turned my head sideways, and shook my head. 

“Why not? I’ve had a crush on you this whole time, it’s not like I only want you because of the heat.” I said. 

“Really?” 

“Yes, really. You just never pick up on it when I give you compliments, or try to flirt.” 

“My bad. I was trying not to read too far into things, I didn’t want to make you feel uncomfortable.” he said, wearing a stained white tank top that showcased his bulging muscles. Everything that I already liked about him seemed amplified in my mind, and I was drawn to him like a magnet. 

“You’re so sweet, but the only thing you could do to make me uncomfortable now would be not fucking me.” I said, my mind entirely focused on seducing him. 

“The heat can lower your inhibitions, Alicia.” 

“I know, why do you think I’m coming onto you so hard?” I asked, feeling no shame in being so direct. “One of us needed to make a move, who cares if this is what spurs it?” 

“You’re not making this easy.” he said, crossing his arms and grinning. There was a twinkle in his eye, and I felt a throbbing pressure in my chest, as well between my legs. 

“I don’t wanna make it easy, I wanna make it hard. So hard.” I said, whispering and locking eyes with him. He reached down to adjust himself in his pants, and I felt a jolt of electricity go straight to my center when he did. “I want it.” 

Chapter 5 

She took me by the hand, and led me to the guest room, slamming the door closed behind us even though we were the only ones at the house besides Molly. Before any words were exchanged, she was literally ripping the buttons off of her nightgown as she laid down with her head on the pillows, and spread her legs, revealing her freshly shaved downstairs. 

“It feels so good, I can’t stop.” she said, reaching down between her legs and touching herself. My arousal kicked on immediately, and the rest of the world ceased to exist. 

“You’re so sexy.” I said, the words leaving my mouth automatically. I stood at the foot of the bed, watching as Alicia squirmed and moaned beneath her own touch. 

“Oh, fuck. It feels so good…” 

“I know, baby.” I said, removing my shirt and approaching her from the side of the mattress. Her pretty little toes flexed and curled, and she had the most adorable look of pleasure on her face when she looked up at me with doe eyes. 

“I need your cock. I need it badly.” she said, her pupils wildly dilated. 

“Of course, sweetheart.” I said, unbuckling my pants. Before I could get it out, she was attacking me, yanking at my waistband until my erection flopped out. 

“Mmm…” she moaned, leaning in with no hands and taking my cock into her mouth before I could step out of my pants and underwear. “I’m so fucking horny.” 

“I can see that. Holy fuck.” I said, running my fingers through her hair as her wet lips wrapped around the head. 

“Mmm!” 

“Oh my God.” I said, completely gripped by the moment, and overtaken by pleasure. She was unhinged, completely without inhibitions like an animal in heat. Everything I’d heard was true, and then some. “Let me get in here.” 

“Yes, daddy.” she said, looking up at me with deranged eyes, waiting only long enough for me to sit down on the bed before burying his face in my balls, moaning as she lapped away. “Ptoo!” 

“Holy shit, Alicia. That’s so good.” I said, writhing beneath her and trying to get my wits about me. She was so sweet, and the last thing I figured from a 21 year old girl was professional level blowjob skills. She shoved it against the back of her throat, purposely gagging herself to create more viscous spit. 

“I love your balls.” she whispered, saying it over and over as she slurped and sucked, slobbering like a mindless sexpot. 

“Slow down, you’re gonna make me cum.” I said. As soon as I said the word, her eyes moved to mine, and a devilish grin appeared on her face. 

“Please, daddy? I want it.” she said, giggling dimly as she stroked my spit soaked shaft, up and down, faster and faster until I couldn’t hold on for another second. 

“Ugh! Baby, fuck…” I groaned as the wave of pressure erupted, and hot cum spurted into the air. Alicia opened her mouth, holding me with both hands and aiming the rest of my explosion directly into her mouth, gulping it down with every sticky rope that drained from my swollen balls. It was an epic orgasm, and my entire body shook as I released what felt like an entire year’s worth of pent up tension directly into her eager, hungry mouth. 

Chapter 6 

“Please touch my pussy, daddy.” she said, curled up in my arms and batting her irresistible eyes. 

“I’m sorry. It’s been a while.” I said, feeling bad for having let go so quickly. It was a major build up, and there was no preventing it. 

“It’s okay. I want it all.” she said, grabbing me by the hand and pushing it between her legs. 

“Your nipples are so perky.” I said, admiring her breasts as she opened her shirt. “They’re so swollen.” 

“Yeah, they were like this when I woke up.” she said, pulling her massively expanded chest out of the front of her shirt. They appeared engorged, with veins pressed up against her delicate, creamy skin. She was incredibly wet, almost unnaturally so, like she’d dumped an entire bottle of lube inside of herself before she pulled me into the guest room.  

“I have to kiss on them.” I said, pushing my fingers deep into her tightness. 

“You still haven’t kissed me.” she said, batting her eyes and cooing, beckoning me to her swollen, wet lips. Her mouth was warm from going down on me, and the moment our tongues wrapped up together, my cock sprang to life like Frankenstein after a jolt of electricity. 

“You’re such a doll.” I whispered, pushing her legs apart and getting into position. 

“Please fuck me. I want it, I want it, I want it.” she said, begging like a spoiled little brat. I had every intention of treating her like one, and giving her anything she asked for. Alicia grinded against me, and I pushed my cock inside of her tightness. 

“It’s so fucking wet.” I said, feeling her wetness dripping from my balls the moment I bottomed out inside of her. 

“Harder.” 

“Yes, baby. I’m going to fuck you senseless.” I said, speeding up the pace and watching her busty chest bounce up and down beneath my thrusts. Her wetness squirted out everywhere, displaced and dripping each time my cock entered her. 

“Ugh! Yes, daddy. Yeah, yeah, yeah.” she said, staring into my eyes with a tortured look of agony written across her beautiful face. She squirted continuously, soaking sheets within minutes as we pushed our genitals together, fighting like mad to steal pleasure from one another’s flesh. 

“You have the best pussy.” 

“It’s yours, sir. Take it. Make it yours.” she said, rambling madly and talking dirtier than any girl I’d ever been with. She lifted her legs, raising her feet up by her head and letting me power hump her with all of my force. Her wet little cunt made squishy sounds, dripping her arousal juices and filling my veins with pure desire. 

“Who’s little pussy is it?” I asked, letting her suck on my thumb while I fucked her. 

“It’s your pussy, daddy.” she said, her eyes welling up with tears as she gripped my back, digging in with her fingernails and kissing my neck. “Your balls…” 

“Oh, fuck.” I said, reaching under her and grabbing both of her cheeks, slamming myself into her until she was practically crying with pleasure. 

She flipped over onto her stomach, still dizzy from cumming but eager for more. 

“Don’t stop. Make me cum for your cock. Do it again, daddy. I love it.” she said, drooling and staring off into space as I did as I was told. Her young, supple body was so aesthetically pleasing, and I felt myself falling in love with her as I laid claim to it in the most primal way. 

“I love it, baby. Daddy loves your pussy.” I said, breathing heavily as she bounced on my cock, throwing her ass back against me in perfect rhythm with my thrusts. She queefed loudly, dripping cunt juice as I slipped in and out. Our bodies slapped together, and I laid my palm hard across her backside. 

“I’m cumming, fuck, daddy. Don’t stop!” she yelled, gripping the sheets with both hands and moaning wildly as I gave it to her with all of my strength. 

“Alicia, fuck!” I moaned. We arrived together, reaching climax simultaneously as I again emptied myself into her wet, fertile hole. My vital energy drained away, and euphoria swept over me. Surely, I figured, I’d fucked the heat out of her. 

Chapter 7 

We made out and cuddled for a while, and she finally closed her eyes and started to drift off. I snuck out of bed and made some soup, and then returned so we could share it. 

“You’re the sweetest.” she said, her eyes still love drunk like mine. It’s crazy how quickly things can change, from friends to lovers in a dramatic display of pure lust. 

“You’re worth it.” I said, wearing only a pair of boxer briefs. We sat beside each other, taking turns until the soup and broth were history. Alicia went for a quick shower, and returned wearing only a towel, and that familiar grin of hers. 

“I hope that soup gave you the strength you needed.” she said, removing the towel and letting it fall to the floor as she strutted in my direction. 

“Fuck yeah, it did.” I said, mesmerized by her beauty and longing for another go at her. Not having sex for such a long time robbed me of my stamina, but I knew it was returning each time I laid her down. 

Alicia crawled up into my lap, and then kept climbing, stepping one leg over my head and pinning it between her thighs. It was pure instinct, and I started sucking on her clit as she grinded and rode my face. 

“Yes, daddy. God, I love the way you fuck. You’re so good.” she said, laying her head against the wall and thrusting against my face. I grabbed two handfuls of her ass, and pulled her weight down onto me, tonguing her thoroughly and focusing on her clit. 

“Mmm…” I moaned, letting her know I approved of her shower fresh approach. She came quickly, and collapsed onto her side, her entire body seizing as she squealed in a hitch pitched tone. 

“Oh my God….” she said, raising her head to look down at her own violently shaking leg. It looked like she was urinating, but it was simply her heightened state of arousal in full effect. 

“Let me taste it.” I said, shoving my face into her puss and slurping away. Seeing her in that nympho-like state was the hottest thing imaginable, and I couldn’t get enough of her. 

“Yes…oh goodness. I….can’t….stop….cumming…” 

“Mmm hmm…Good girl.” I said, lightly grazing her clit with my tongue and letting her ride the unending wave of pleasure. She was the most orgasmic woman, finding her peak easy and often. 

“I didn’t know I could do that.” she said, suddenly shy and innocent because of the massive mess she’d made. 

“So hot. I love it.” I said, grabbing hold of her and pulling me onto me. I wanted her to sit in my lap, and ride my cock so that I could worship her breasts. I’d heard rumors that the heat made some women lactate, and with the rapid increase in the size of her tits, and the wetness forming on her puffy nipples, I assumed she was one of them. 

“It feels so good, every little touch is so stimulating. It’s amazing.” she said, wearing a grin as she reached back, taking hold of my cock and sinking down onto it. She was juicy like a peach, and sitting on my dick was like giving her a squeeze. 

“I love the way you squirt all over me. Why haven’t we done this before?” I asked, sitting with my back against the headboard, and her milkers dangling right in front of my face. They melted in my hands, squishy and soft. A simple, gentle squeeze of her nipples between the pads of my fingers was all it took, and creamy nectar began dribbling out. 

“Is that milk?” she asked, watching me lick up the droplets while continuing to move her hips. 

“It is, and it’s delicious.” I said, latching onto her nipple and squeezing strands of milk into my mouth. Alicia started lifting her ass, slapping it up and down, spreading her immense wetness. 

“That feels incredible, oh my gosh. Keep doing that.” she said, so overtaken by the sensitivity of her nipples that it was driving her to orgasm. I began thrusting from the bottom, firmly latched and suctioning as hard as I could. “Ugh!” 

I rolled my tongue in circles, cleaning up every drop and gulping it down. After a long dry spell, Alicia was exactly what the doctor had ordered. Watching her cum over and over again brought me to the edge, as her pussy began tighter and puffier, the softest and wettest hole in existence. 

“I’m so close.” I said, rubbing my face in her tits as she sank her hips down harder. Her nipples were dripping milk, like white tears streaming down her breasts. She started rubbing her clit and grinding, sending me into a state of seeing stars as I gave her another thick load. 

“Baby, I love the way that feels. I love feeling your hard cock pulse inside me.” she said, biting her finger and looking down at me, grinning as my shaft seized inside her. 

“Oh my God.” I said, letting out a sigh. My heart was beating through my chest, and I couldn’t remember a time where I was more satisfied. 

Chapter 8 

I wasn’t sure how long she’d remain in heat, and I knew that I would miss it once it passed over her. Speculation said it lasted anywhere from 12-48 hours, and I was hoping for the latter. 

She was truly insatiable, and way kinkier than I’d have guessed. Fresh out of the shower, early the next morning, she laid over the corner of my bed completely naked, wagging her sexy little ass back and forth, and smiling at me, daring me to come take it. 

“Hey cuteness. Why aren’t you wearing any clothes?” I asked. 

“Oh, I don’t know. I was thinking, maybe you could take my virginity.” she said, pulling her cheeks apart as I approached her from the rear. 

“That’s what you were thinking?” I asked, cocking my head to the side and staring down at her tight little asshole. 

“Yeah. Unless you don’t want it.” she said, releasing her ass and turning onto her side. 

“Don’t even. You’re mine now, so I should be the one to take it.” I said, spurred into action by her lewd offer. I stripped down quickly, and gave her ass a firm smack. “Mine.” 

“Ooh! Yes, daddy.” she squealed, turning bright red and flashing her smile. 

“You’re too cute for your own good.” 

“Show me.” she said. I dropped down to a low squat, and pulled her ass apart, leaning in and flicking the tip of my tongue against her anus. She squirmed momentarily, but settled in quickly, humming with approval as I lapped away at her ass, stroking myself until I was fully erect. 

“I need you to get wet for me.” I said, slipping my finger inside to find that she was already slimy on the inside. I started thrusting my arm, like a piston with two fingers moving in and out. 

“Oh, yes. I like that. Do it harder. Do it as hard as you can.” she said, squinting as I juiced her until she was leaking everywhere. It was easy as pie with her, and I used her own arousal to lube myself up, dipping my cock into her pussy and pulling it out completely soaked. 

“Good girl. Are you ready?” I asked, using my fingers to gather up her sticky wetness. It was like stringy saliva, and I spread it around and inside of her anus. Alicia remained still, allowing me to prep her and shaking with anticipation. 

“I’ve been thinking about this all night. I need you in me. I need you to claim every hole.” 

“I know, baby. I’ll give you what you need.” I said, pushing her down flat and bringing myself to her opening. “Relax.” 

“Yes, daddy.” she said, taking a deep breath as I forced my dick into her asshole. It was a serious grip, and let out her feminine whimpers as I pushed myself in and out, spreading her lubrication and gaining access. 

“Squeeze it. Let me feel how tight you are.” I said, staring down at her ass, watching my length disappear inside of her forbidden hole. Knowing I was the first gave me an extra feeling of possession, and when she begged for me to fuck her, I let loose. 

“Yes, daddy. Fuck it. Fuck my little asshole.” she said, oozing with sensuality as I held her lower back with both hands, standing on my tippy toes and feeding her powerful strokes while she furiously rubbed her clit. “Oh shit! I’m cumming, daddy. Fuck…oh fuck. Yes!” 

“Me too, baby. I’m gonna cum in your ass.” I said, nearly blacking out with pressure as pleasure overtook my entire body. It was a peak moment, and I held her in place as my manhood pumped inside her, flooding her insides with sticky warmth as I grunted like an animal, trying to grasp at every last tingling sensation before coming back down to Earth. 

Chapter 9 

For the record, at least in this anecdotal way, the heat lasts about 24 hours. Not that we stopped having sex after that, but it was clear that it had passed. Her body was no longer squirting uncontrollably, but her lactation did last for a few days after. 

After that, we were forced to confront the feelings that had developed between us in the time leading up to our foray into intimacy. It was a short and simple conversation, and we both wanted to be together. 

With Alicia at the compound, I was able to get a lot more done, and increase the volume of everything I was doing in terms of growing my own food and raising chickens. My goal was to add cows, but I’d have plenty of milk in the meantime, because Alicia is now pregnant and we’re in the process of completely fortifying the compound before the baby gets here. 


Double Trouble - FMF Pregnancies

Chapter 1

The neighborhood was nice and quiet, as I was the youngest person on the block by far at 35. It’s what I wanted, a cozy little place away from the hustle and bustle of the city.

I’d spent the past ten years working at my buddy’s tattoo shop, and finally saved up enough cash to start my own. I chose a location close to the university nearby, and made sure I bought a house that was a little outside of that scene.

One month into my quiet new venture, and guess who moves in next door? Two pretty, loud, college aged girls. I was drinking a coffee, about to leave for work when I saw them, with their Uhaul parked in front of the house, and a couple of brawny dudes doing all the work for them.

“Good Lord.” I said, shaking my head. They were both hot, but I just had a bad feeling they were going to be partiers. I left for work without thinking much about it, and when I returned that night, the Uhaul was gone, and there were a bunch of cars parked in their driveway and in front of the house.

I didn’t see them again for the rest of the week, as they weren’t awake in the morning when I left for work. Their front yard was always littered with trash, and by the time they cleaned it up, they were partying again. When I got home from work, I’d see them out there playing beer pong, and whatever else. My routine consisted of taking a bath, drinking a couple beers, and then going to bed. It wasn’t until the weekend rolled around that I finally met them.

On the weekends, I like to sleep in. I had a late session with a client the night before, and didn’t get to bed until late. Of course, the one day that I could sleep in, they decided not to, and knocked on my door. Usually, I would have ignored it, and I don’t know why I lumbered to my feet and went to the door, but there they were, wearing short shorts and bikini tops.

“Hi!”

“Hey, we’re your neighbors.”

“I’m Alice, and this is Kelsi.” said the blonde, making heavy eye contact and seductive vibes. Kelsi smiled, and I gave them both a nod.

“I’m Joel.” I said, still groggy and coming to.

“We’re having a cookout. We wanted to invite you over.” Kelsi said.

“Oh, thanks.” I said, shirtless and hiding my morning wood behind the door.

“It’s BYOB, but we’d love to get to know you.” Alice said.

“Ugh, what time is it?”

“Oh, did we wake you? I’m so sorry, it’s ten thirty.” Kelsi said, giggling. They were even cuter up close, and I was already up.

“No problem, I should be getting up anyway.”

“So you’ll come?” Kelsi asked.

“Uh, I dunno.”

“Please? It’s just the two of us, we need a guest.” she said, lacing her fingers and begging. Her brown eyes were enough to make me melt, and I couldn’t deny her.

“Fine. Give me thirty minutes.”

“Yay!” The girls gave each other a look and clapped their hands excitedly.

“I’ll see you in a minute.” I said, and closed the door. I had to take a major piss, and I wasn’t sure what to think about hanging out with two twenty something girls on my day off, but I also couldn’t complain. They were hot, and I didn’t have shit else to do.

Piss, coffee, shower, and it was time to meet the new neighbors. They were trying to make burgers and dogs on the grill, and it wasn’t going well, to the point where I had to step in and completely take over.

“Do you have plates? Get me a plate.” I said, flipping the burgers and trying to salvage what they hadn’t already torched. Alice started laughing, which made me laugh, and it turned into a whole shit show, but eventually we ended up with some half decent food.

They invited me inside to eat, and they had surprisingly nice furniture and decorations.

“How long have you lived here?” Alice asked.

“Not long, a couple months. I just moved from the city.”

“Oh, nice.”

“What brought you two here?” I asked. They exchanged glances, and Alice grinned.

“We dropped out of school and needed a place.” she said. Kelsi chuckled.

“What?” I asked, getting a weird vibe. Alice rolled her eyes.

“Our dads don’t know we dropped out, so they’re paying for the place.” she said.

“Oh, wow. That’s a hell of a con.” I said, somehow not surprised. “Do you guys work around here?”

“No. We’re just full time students.” Kelsi said.

“We might start camming together, but right now we’re just trying to get by on our allowances.” Alice said.

“Oh, nice.”

“What about you? What do you do?”

“I’m a tattoo artist. I have a shop near the campus.” I said. Their eyes lit up, and of course they were begging for free tattoos right away. “Can’t you just get your dads to pay for them?”

“No way. My dad is so strict and traditional, he hates tattoos.” Kelsi said.

“My dad doesn’t mind them, but he wouldn’t pay for one.”

“Just tell him it’s for books.” I said, so distracted by their playful energy and beauty that I hadn’t even taken a bite of my burger. A pretty blonde, and a pretty brunette. As far as hot neighbors go, they were a hell of a one two punch.

“We could find other ways to pay you.” Alice said, casting her seductive glare. There was something about her that made blood turn hot, and I couldn’t seem to break eye contact with her.

“I’m sure you could.” I said, nearly choking on my first bite. Kelsi smiled.

“It could be good practice for camming.” Kelsi said.

“Yeah. Aren’t we worth it?” Alice asked, batting her eyelashes. They fed off each other’s energy, and they were quite mesmerizing together. After we ate, I gave them my card, and told them I had plans. They begged me to stay, literally grabbing onto me as I tried walking out the front door.

“Don’t leave, daddy.” Kelsi said, making her voice soft and sweet. We exchanged numbers before I went back home, and agreed to hang out with them later that night. I had no idea what I’d signed myself up for, but I knew for sure they were trouble.


Chapter 2

ALICE: When are you coming over? We’re lonely.

JOEL: I just put Fists of Fury on.

ALICE: I don’t know what that is.

JOEL: It’s a martial arts movie. Bruce Lee.

ALICE: Oh.

JOEL: Y’all can come watch, if you want.

ALICE: You mean like Netflix and chill?

JOEL: How old are you?

ALICE: 21.

JOEL: Sure. Netflix and chill.

ALICE: Yay. We’ll be over in a minute. Want us to bring anything?

JOEL: Nah, I’ve got a good little setup.

ALICE: Cool.

It was kind of a relief, having them over to my place instead of vice versa. I’m a bit of a homebody, and I found it less stressful having people over. The movie was about ten minutes in when they showed up. The door was open, and I yelled for them to come in.

“Hey!” they said in unison. Bruce paused in place, and I got up to greet them. Alice had her blond hair braided in two strands, and was wearing a little pink cami that didn’t cover her stomach. She brought it in for a big hug, and Kelsi did the same.

“Why do you two smell so fucking good?” I asked, brought to life by their sweet scent. They brought their own drinks, and we all sat down on the couch and I pressed play. I’d lived enough years to know that they didn’t really care, that there was no need to start it over.

“What year was this made?” Kelsi asked, I guess surprised by the production quality.

“I think in the seventies.” I said.

“The nineteen, or eighteen seventies?” she asked, drawing a laugh from Alice and a glare from me.

“It’s Bruce, fucking, Lee. Enough said. Dominant in any era.” I said, fighting my smirk. I wasn’t dating anyone at the time, and it was nice having a couple of attractive women around. It still hadn’t really set in that they were my neighbors, and I was definitely still coming to terms with how accessible they were.

My attempt to follow the movie was thwarted at every scene, and it wasn’t long before Bruce was frozen again, as we opted for the latter portion of Netflix n’ chill. The conversation was interesting, as I was quickly learning more and more about the naughty girls who were now my neighbors.

“So you’re seriously considering doing the cam girl thing?” I asked. Alice shrugged, and bit her lip.

“I think we might have to, but I don’t really want to.”

“Why don’t you just get jobs?” I asked.

“Because I don’t wanna do that either.” she said, cackling.

“Honestly, what’s so bad about that? I don’t want to go to school, and work, it’s so boring. I just want to have fun.” Kelsi said, adding a second to Alice’s sentiment.

“We need a sugar daddy, like an older, successful, business owner. Maybe a tattoo artist.” Alice said.

“Ooh, that’s hot. A tattoo daddy.” Kelsi said. I could feel the energy in the room shifting, and I laughed anxiously as they squeezed themselves beside me on the couch.

“That sounds good for you, but what do I get out of it?” I asked. Her hand moved to my crotch immediately, and before I knew what was happening, her lips were on mine, and Alice was down on her knees between my legs, tugging at my waistband.

Kelsi’s wet lips melted against mine, sweet and soft, while I raised my hips for Alice to pull down my bottoms. Her tongue slipped into my mouth at the same moment Alice’s lips wrapped around the head of my cock, sucking and making slurping sounds as she made my semi-hard cock turn erect in seconds.

“Oh my God.” I moaned, bucking against her face as she took it deeper. I broke my embrace with Kelsi to look down at her, to see her doe eyes looking up at me as she swallowed around my girth. Kelsi quickly joined her, removing her tank top and unclasping her bra as she squeezed in.

“Ooh, finally.” she said, leaning in and kissing my cock while Alice held me by the base.

“You two aren’t real. You’re angels.” I said, looking down at them with pride, watching them go back and forth, eagerly sharing my cock and balls.

“We’ll be your angels if you take care of us, daddy.” Alice said, stroking my cock and pursing her lips. She knew exactly how powerful her beauty was, and had no problem flaunting it. The way she looked at me, she could have made me agree to anything while I was under her spell. Her tongue dragged along the bottom of my shaft as she impaled her throat, slobbering viscous spit and giggling when she gasped for air.

“Such a manly cock. I want it.” Kelsi said, making fuck me eyes at Alice.

“We could go to my bedroom.” I said, causing them both to smile wide. I offered them each a hand, and helped them to their feet, and we walked hand and hand down the hallway, with my spit soaked cock dripping onto the hardwood on the way to my bed.

Chapter 3

I’d been mistaken when I called them angels. If anything, they were sex demons, sent to consume me and drain me of my vital energy reserves. The moment we crawled into bed together, it was an all out passion fueled lust fest.

The girls were all over each other, making out and grinding with Alice on top. I entered her from behind, the hardwiring of my mind far too short circuited to even think about using a condom, despite having a pack in the drawer beside my bed.

“Holy fuck, that’s tight.” I said, gripping her tanning bed browned ass and pulling her into me. She was soaking wet, and I split her walls until my hips met her ass.

“Ugh! Oh God, daddy, yes. Just like that.” she said, turning her head to watch me take it.

My head was spinning, and she climbed off of me, letting me alternate to the waiting Kelsi. Her pupils were dilated, and she bit her lip as I pushed the tip inside. Her grip sent pleasure ringing through me, and Alice dragged her fingernails down my back.

“Oh! Yes, right there. I can’t believe we’re doing this.” she said, wide eyed and squealing for every thrust. She was juicy like a peach, and I could hear her squishing as I displaced her wetness. Harder and harder, until her gorgeous little tits were bouncing beneath my thrusting hips.

“Make her cum for your cock, daddy. Harder.” Alice whispered, rolling her tongue around in my inner. She knew just how to pleasure my senses, kissing my neck and scratching up and down my sides as I fed my cock to her friend.

“Ugh! Ugh!” Kelsi whimpered, squirming beneath me.

“Play with her clit. She goes wild for it.” Alice whispered, prompting me to reach down with my thumb, rubbing it gently. “Faster.”

“Oh my God!” her eyes popped open, bulging as she arched against me. I furiously rubbed her clit with my palm, with Alice’s hands assisting my hips as I swelled with pleasure.

“I’m gonna cum.”

“Me too!” she called out, thrusting against me from bottom in a fight to the finish.

“Do it, daddy. Fill her tight pussy with your hot load. Make a mess in her fertile little cunt.” Alice’s hot, whispering breath sent tingles down my spine as we arrived. My brain never considered the option of pulling out. I buried my cock inside her, keeping it deep as I pumped her full of sticky nut. The pleasure moved through me like waves, crashing harder and harder as I grunted like an animal.

“Uhh, ugh, ughnnnn.” she shook beneath me, flushing red and forgetting to breathe.

“Good boy.” Alice whispered, stepping off of the bed and going to the bathroom. I left it inside of Kelsi, still quite taken with her in the moment, and unable to resist making out with her, whispering sweet nothings as we continued to slowly grind against each other.

It was honestly mind blowing, everything I’d always hoped for from the fantasy of having a threesome, except better because it was real. We cuddled up, and I massaged her breasts until Alice returned, and plopped into bed beside us.

“It’s not fair. I didn’t get any cum.” she said, pouting like a little brat.

“Awh, baby. You can have some of mine.” Kelsi said, spreading her legs and reaching down to touch herself. Alice didn’t miss a beat, crawling between her thighs to retrieve it with her tongue. A smile spread across my face, these were my new neighbors.

Chapter 4

They weren’t demons after all, but perfect, submissive angels. We ended up in the shower, our bodies squeezed into the tub, the girls using their soaped up flesh to lather me up.

Alice cupped her ample chest, her tits dripping with suds, and rubbed them against my torso. I felt like I’d died and gone to heaven, as they serviced me to the fullest. The white backdrop only added to the angelic undertones, and it became extra intimate when Kelsi sat on the edge of the tub, massaging soap onto my cheeks and rubbing between them.

“Here, rinse off.” she said, turning me into the water. My eyes alternated back and forth, soaking them in and admiring their lean bodies. Kelsi’s ass was so fat that it bulged from sitting on the tub, and I could see it while standing over her.

“So muscular.” Alice said, tending to my arms and shoulders as Kelsi returned to my backside. She spread my cheeks apart, and pressed her face between them.

“Ohck.” I grunted as her tongue found my asshole, and a lightning bolt of sensation spiraled through me.

“Mmm…” Kelsi held my ass apart, and I bent over slightly at the waist, resting my head against the wall and humming with my eyes closed as she swirled her tongue around.

“That feels so good.” I said, sinking my weight against her face as she lapped away enthusiastically, squealing with pleasure and giggling the whole while. Alice grabbed me by the chin, forcing her tongue into my mouth and taking hold of my cock.

Our shower made its way to the bedroom, and we picked up where we’d left off. It was Alice’s turn for cum, a point she made very clear as she bent herself over the corner of the bed.

I approached her from behind, checking out her long hamstrings and giving her firm ass an even firmer slap before getting into position. Kelsi laid in front of her, and spread her legs. It was quite a sight, looking down and seeing Alice’s perfect ass, and then looking up and seeing Kelsi looking back at me.

“I just need to be fucked.” Alice said. My head split her lips, rubbing up and down and spreading her wetness before sliding inside.

“I think I can do that.” I said, grabbing her hips and realizing how tiny her waist was. Her sticky wetness helped her swallow me, and I gave her exactly what she asked for. After a couple minutes, I lifted her onto the bed, and put her on all fours.

“Yes, daddy. Please do it hard. Make it hurt.” she said. I gave her another firm slap across the backside, further reinforcing the red imprint of my hand. She squealed and giggled, and I grabbed her by a handful of hair and laid claim to her.

Kelsi was relegated to spectator, as I pinned her naughty girlfriend to the mattress and went to town. It had been a while, and after cumming earlier, I’d built up enough stamina to punish her like she wanted. We got a little too into things, and the spanking became a central theme.

The harder I slapped her ass, the harder she seemed to cum for me. She squirted like a juicy peach, and her wetness formed a puddle on my sheets by the time I was bursting into her cunt, seizing in an agonizing state of ecstasy as I emptied myself into her womb.

Alice had the sexiest vocal tone, and the sound of her whimpers and squeals only made me cum harder, until I was seeing stars and collapsed beside her.

They decided to sleep over, and we crashed out sometime around one in the morning. I woke up to piss a little after four, and when I crawled back into bed, Alice parted her sleepy eyes, and dropped down under the sheets. I laid back without hesitation, and relaxed as she worshiped my cock.

She climbed on top of me once I was throbbing hard, and using her tightness to milk me once again. Exhaustion dragged me into slumber, and I woke up at around noon the following day, alone in bed, and wondering if it was all a dream.

The smell of sex confirmed it happened, along with the tiny pink thong laying on the floor at the foot of my bed.

“Hello?” I asked, walking into the living room following my morning piss. There was no one there. I started my coffee, and after making myself a cup, I strolled to the window and looked outside.

The girls were in their front yard, looking like they’d just been fucked ragged, courtesy of yours truly. They were yelling at their dads, and their dads were yelling back. I chuckled to myself, and locked my front door. If only they knew what their daughters were up to the night before, I doubted they’d be as mad about whatever it was.

It was Sunday, and I had a couple of designs that I needed to have ready by the following morning, so I put my phone on airplane mode, and went to my study to get to work. The whole thing with their dads slipped my mind, and I spent the afternoon preparing for my appointments.

Chapter 5

That night, when I turned my phone back on, I received a slew of text messages from the girls. Apparently, their dads found out they were being scammed, and cut them off completely, and were going to kick them out of the house, because their names were the ones technically on the lease.

JOEL: Oh, shit. That sucks. How’d they find out?

ALICE: The fucking college sent a letter to my parent’s house that showed I hadn’t been taking classes. Then she called Phillip and they pieced it together.

JOEL: Lol, damn.

KELSI: Can we live with you? The only place we have to go is back to our parents, and they’re pissed at us. We’re fucked. I promise we’ll be good roommates.

JOEL: Hard no, buddy. Look, I feel for you, but it was a matter of time anyway. You guys party too much for me.

KELSI: No! I promise we’ll stop. I promise. We’ll be your sex slaves, and you can do whatever you want to us.

JOEL: Free use? At all times?

KELSI: Yes, daddy.

JOEL: Such good girls, I don’t see why your fathers hate you.

KELSI: They don’t hate us! They’re just mad.

JOEL: I’m just fucking with you.

KELSI: They don’t get the treatment we give you, or else they wouldn’t give a shit if we were in school or not.

JOEL: Look, it’s a three bedroom house, but one room is my art studio. If you two can share a room, then we can give it a shot, but it’s on a probationary status.

KELSI: Really? You’re the best! Thank you so much! I promise you won’t regret this. You’re gonna LOVE US! Lulz

JOEL: Jesus Christ.

Alice and Kelsi were both on board, and I hired a moving company to help them move their shit in, and get rid of the rest. I couldn’t believe what I was signing up for, and it made me question my sanity.

Either way, two days later, they were all moved in. To my surprise, they were easy as fuck to live with. They cooked, they cleaned, they sucked, and they fucked. It was paradise, and I started looking forward to getting home from work. Instead of beers, I had pussy before bed, and my happiness steadily climbed.

Over the next couple months, we all settled into a groove. They shared a car, and started doing Ober Eats during the day, and bringing in a little money. The whole situation seemed surreal, that I suddenly had two beautiful live-in girlfriends, both with nearly insatiable appetites. I’ll put it this way, I rarely if ever went to bed without being thoroughly drained.

Both of their fathers were married. This is an important piece of information, because we started seeing cars come and go from their old house. It was both of their dads, and women who weren’t their wives. The girls set up cameras to catch them in the act, and I waved and said hello on my way to the mailbox, going out just to see if I could get any dirt.

They had no idea that the girls were living right next door, and it became more and more of a common occurrence to see them stopping by with their mistresses at lunch, and on weekends. I’m fairly certain that some of the women they brought were professionals, judging by the age gap, and the way they dressed. Not that I was in any position to judge, I just found it entertaining.

Over time, they got all sorts of pictures and video footage of their dads walking these women to their cars, to the door, and even making out. I wasn’t sure what they planned on doing with it, as I was super busy with work, and mostly caught up with them on the weekends.

During the week, they would make me breakfast, and send me on my way. When I got home, we’d fuck like rabbits before bed, and then repeat the process. It was my ideal living situation, and no matter how many threesomes we had, I could never get enough, or find a way to truly accept that this was my life.


Chapter 6

It was a Wednesday night, and I’d just finished up a traditional clipper ship on some guy’s forearm, a local walk in. The girls weren’t in the living room or kitchen, so I went to the bedroom.

“Hi, daddy.” Alice said, wearing crotchless white lingerie, and strapped to the bed. Kelsi had a similar black outfit, and was mounted on top of her, showing off her thick ass. She sported little tan lines from her bathing suit, and her juicy bottom brought a tear to my eye.

“This is a nice surprise.” I said, looking them over and feeling myself come alive immediately.

“I want your cum tonight.” Alice said, begging and fighting against her wrist restraints. I smiled, and shook my head.

“You’re such a naughty little girl.” I said, stepping out of my pants and sitting down at the foot of the bed to take off my socks. “I should flip you over and spank you, but I guess I can give you what you want.”

“Thank you, daddy. I need it.” she said, batting her eyelashes.

“You look gorgeous. Both of you.” I said, removing my briefs and getting into bed with them. The sight of Kelsi shaking her ass made my mouth water, and they started kissing while I decided which hole to take first. Two pretty little pussies, both as tight as they were succulent.

“Ohhh…” Kelsi sighed when I chose her, grabbing her slim waist and holding her in place as I invaded her.

“Fuck, this is nice.” I said, staring down between us and watching myself enter her.

“Your balls…I love that.” Kelsi said, throwing her weight back against my thrusts.

“God damn. You’re gonna milk it right out of me.”

“No, daddy. It’s my turn.” Alice said, breaking her embrace with Kelsi and giving me a look.

“I know, baby. Don’t worry.” I said, laughing her off as I continued plowing Kelsi. Being with them gave me access to a level of sex I had never imagined, and I couldn’t get enough of either of them. Together, they were my ultimate fantasy, and so damn fun to look at.

“Harder.” she said, begging. Alice was rubbing her clit, and I could tell by her tone that she was arriving. Kelsi was always like that, quick to get off, and highly orgasmic. There was nothing hotter than hearing her whimper while she came over and over for my cock.

I switched over to Alice, who was patiently waiting her turn and particularly eager that night.

“Please, I want it so bad. I just want your cum.” she said. Kelsi climbed off of her, and sat off to the side, with her legs spread, touching herself and watching us go at it.

“That’s my good girl. Beg for it, and don’t stop begging.” I said, kissing and running my tongue all over her nipple.

“Please, daddy. Don’t stop until I’m dripping.”

“My baby.” I said, grabbing her face and kissing her deeply. Alice grinded against me, fighting from the bottom and squeezing her pelvic muscles around my erection. “Oh my God.”

“Does that feel good, daddy? Do you like it when I squeeze it with my little pussy?” she asked, staring into my eyes. She knew exactly how to send me over the edge, and hearing her continuously beg for my cum sent me into a frenzy.

Our bodies slapped together, rhythmically colliding until it reached a pinnacle, and we were reduced to two animals writhing together for stimulation, grunting and jerking as I filled her with slimy cum.

“Holy shit. I love cumming inside you.” I said, panting to catch my breath and turning to smile at Kelsi. As crazy as it was, that night wasn’t at all out of the ordinary, it was my regular nightly routine.

Chapter 7

“We have something to tell you.” Alice said. She was wearing the sexiest little red summer dress, and Kelsi was beside her in a floral patterned yellow skirt.

“Okay.” I said. It was Saturday, and we’d just finished breakfast. “What’s up?”

“Well, we have two things to tell you.” Kelsi said.

“Yeah. First off, our dads are going to start giving us our full allowance again, starting now.” Alice said.

“Oh, boy. What did you do?”

“It’s better you don’t know.” she said.

“So we’re rich.” Kelsi said, pumping her fists.

“That’s badass. Right on.”

“Okay, now for the second thing.” Alice said, her expression changing. They kind of looked back and forth at each other.

“What is it?”

“We’re pregnant.” Kelsi said, making a face.

“Both of you?”

“Yeah.”

“Woah. Really?” I asked. It was a strange feeling, and it took me a couple seconds for it to set in. “Both?”

“Yeah.” Kelsi said, smiling.

“That’s amazing.” I said, standing up to give them hugs. We’d been fucking non-stop, and I hadn’t wasted a drop of my cum, so it made sense. At 35, I wasn’t sure if kids were ever going to happen for me, but suddenly it was two.

The dads aren’t a big fan of me, and they both only know me as their daughter’s boyfriend and baby daddy. They don’t even know there’s three of us.

Anyway, that’s how I met my babies’ mothers. We’ve since upgraded to another house, largely financed by their generous fathers, and life is good. Never pass up an opportunity.


Weekend Agreement - Free Use Harem

Chapter 1 

It was the first day of summer break, and I was going to stay with my girlfriend at her dad’s lake house for the weekend. I was going to officially meet her step mother Sarah for the first time, and her “Aunt” Anna was going to be there as well. She was actually just a close friend of Sarah’s. Bailey showed me pictures of the place, and it was badass. 

Bailey was a year older than me, and a Sophomore at our university. We met in a public speaking class, and had been dating for almost six months. Truthfully, she was a little out of my league in terms of the girls I was used to being able to attract. Bailey had big blue eyes, blonde hair, and a tight little body. I couldn’t have been happier with my luck, or with her. 

She’d been talking about the trip non stop over our last couple weeks of class, but she didn’t seem nearly as excited as I expected her to be on the drive up. 

“Are you okay baby?” I asked, seeing how tightly she was gripping her steering wheel. 

“Yeah. I’m fine. Can you hand me a stick of gum?” she asked. 

“Sure.” I said, pulling it out of the center console and handing her a piece. I didn’t know if it was stress, or the drive, but something was off about her. She drove for a couple hours, and then we switched. 

I put my playlist on the bluetooth, and tuned out for a while as we made the long drive straight up 75. My only stressor was the fact that I was going to meet her stepmom, and have to come off as presentable and all that. The place was amazing, but staying there with two older women was a bit of a buzzkill. I’d met her mother a couple times through video calls, and she was very attractive. I didn’t tell Bailey that, obviously, but it was in the back of my mind. 

There was a swimming pool, a hot tub, and a lake, so I was looking forward to admiring Sarah in her bathing suit. Bailey told me about her Aunt Anna all the time, about how wild and fun she was, but I’d never seen her before. After another long sigh from her, I asked again. 

“You sure you’re alright?” I asked, glancing over at her. She gave me a look, and shrugged her shoulders, letting out another sigh. 

“I’m just nervous.” she said. 

“About what?” I asked. 

“Nothing.” she said, just loud enough for me to hear what she said. 

“I love you.” I said, putting my hand on hers, and trying my best to console her. Bailey was typically very outgoing, and goofy. She kept me in a good mood without even trying, which is why I found her behavior odd. 

It wasn’t until we were less than thirty minutes away that she finally got direct about what was bothering her. 

“Jack. I have to tell you something about this weekend.” she said, sitting on her hands and giving me a nervous look. 

“Okay. What’s up?” I asked. 

“It’s just, well, we have this tradition…” 

“Alright?” 

“It’s, well, we’re very open, you know? And affectionate.” she said, getting all worked up and tripping over her words. I had no idea what she was trying to tell me, and listened intently. 

“Okay. Nothing wrong with that.” 

“It’s free use. We practice free use at the lake house, and I know I should have told you sooner, but I didn’t know how you’d take it, and-” 

“Baby, I don’t know what that means.” I said, trying to follow but struggling to make sense of what she was saying. 

“Free use, it’s like, a sexual thing.” she said. 

“What do you mean?” 

“Like, it means that it’s going to be free-use all weekend. So, for instance, my stepmom might see you sitting on the couch, and decide to make a move on you. Or Aunt Anna.” she said. 

“Make a move on me?” I asked, having a chuckle. I wasn’t sure if she was kidding or not. 

“Yeah. They’re both very open, so it would really surprise me if they didn’t plan on hooking up with you.” she said. 

“And this is okay with you?” I asked, trying to keep my eyes on the road as the information she was telling me detonated in my head. 

“Yeah. I don’t mind, I just wasn’t sure if you’d be okay with it.” she said. 

“I mean, if that’s the tradition. I wouldn’t want to offend anyone.” I said. 

“Really? Oh, baby. That’s great. Whew, that’s a huge load off my mind. I was so scared to tell you.” she said, letting rip with her signature laugh. I felt myself turning red, as the thought of hooking up with Sarah seemed so taboo and forbidden. My girlfriend’s stepmom? Jesus. 

“Yeah, I mean, you know. I’m a guy.” I said, laughing nervously. I could not fucking believe the news, and I could feel my palms sweating as I gripped the steering wheel. 

“Of course. My little horny boy.” she said, placing her hand on my crotch. 

“That’s me.” I said. The rest of the ride was much better, as Bailey was back to her normal self, giggly and full of energy. I could think of nothing except her gorgeous mother, and the possibility of her coming onto me. 

Bailey and I had a normal sex life, and had never discussed anything about free use, or me sleeping with other women, or anything, so it came as a very welcome surprise. 

Chapter 2 

My nerves kicked in the moment we pulled into the driveway. Bailey had texted her stepmom to let her know we were almost there, and as soon as I put it into park, she came walking out the front door toward our car.

“Mom!” Bailey screamed, running up to her for a big hug. Sarah had a bathing suit cover up over her bikini, and I waited patiently for them to end their embrace. Before I could say hello, another woman came out the front door, and my jaw nearly hit the floor.

It was her Aunt Anna, and she was a beautiful redhead with perhaps the biggest pair of tits I’d ever seen. Her bikini left little to the imagination, and her cover up was completely transparent. Her breasts bounced naturally as she walked, and it put me into an instant trance.

“Hi! You must be Jack!” she said, prancing up to me with a big smile and opening her arms. As soon as I hugged her, she pressed my face into her tits and squeezed harder.

“Yeah.” I said, inhaling her scent as her big, soft pillows pressed against my face.

“I’m Anna.” she said, looking into my eyes as we broke our embrace.

“Hi!” Sarah said, treating me with the same level of enthusiasm as Anna. We hugged, and made small talk as we gathered our things, and were welcomed into the lake house.

It was every bit as nice as I expected, but the views far exceeded anything I could have fathomed. I’d been looking forward to seeing Sarah in a bikini, without any idea that her sister was a busty goddess who short circuited my mind. 

We changed into our swimwear, grabbed some refreshments, and joined them out by the pool. It was almost four o’clock, and the sun was beating down hard. I pulled a couple of lounge chairs up, and we laid out our towels. 

“He’s very handsome, Bailey.” Anna said, looking straight at me while drinking from her straw. I smiled back at her, and then looked over at Bailey. 

“She’s not wrong.” I said, smirking. 

“Yeah, yeah. You’re such a flirt, Aunt Anna.” Bailey said, waving her hand. 

“Not always.” she said. “Only when my husband isn’t around.” 

“Oh, you’re married?” I asked, putting my sunglasses on so that I could openly stare at her tits. 

“I am, but we’re very open when it comes to this sort of thing.” she said. 

“What sort of thing?” I asked. 

“I told you.” Bailey said, interrupting. “Free Use.” 

“Oh. Right. Still getting used to that.” I said, pawing the back of my neck. Sleeping with a man’s wife wasn’t really something I’d ever thought about, but I knew there was no way I’d ever be able to say no to her. 

“You did a good job, Bailey, bringing us this fresh piece of meat.” Sarah said, joining in with the flirtation. It made me feel very odd, having older women flirt so openly right in front of my girlfriend. 

“I know. He’s never going to want to leave.” Bailey said, flashing me a seductive look and giggling. It almost felt like she was into it, like she actively wanted them to have free use of my body. 

I kept looking over at Bailey, making sure that what was taking place was alright. It started with tanning lotion, which Anna and Sarah insisted they apply to my entire body, even on the spots I could easily reach myself. 

Anna squeezed some lotion onto my chest, and then handed the bottle to Sarah who did my stomach. It was very intimate, having four, soft, lotioned hands rubbing me down. 

“So muscular. I haven’t been with a man your age in such a long time.” Anna said, rubbing my shoulder and arm. 

“Look how happy he is, he can’t stop smiling.” Sarah said. It was true, as it felt so surreal that my girlfriend was letting this all happen right in front of her. 

“Oh, I’m gonna have so much fun corrupting him.” Anna said. 

“This is nice. I think I can get used to this.” I said, closing my eyes and letting them do my legs before flipping over for the backside. It was a truly royal treatment, and I thanked my lucky stars that I landed in such an enviable position. 

“I bet.” Bailey said, standing up. She dove into the pool for some laps, while Sarah and Anna gave me a foot massage at the same time. 

“I feel like I’m in heaven.” I said, looking down at them crouching before me, using sunscreen as massage oil. It was relaxing, but also arousing. Anna whispered something to Sarah, and they both giggled. 

“You don’t have to hide it, baby. It’s perfectly fine.” Anna said, reaching between my legs and taking hold of my cock on the outside of my trunks. Bailey wasn’t even paying attention, and it felt so good. “Let’s go inside.” 

“Right now?” I asked. 

“I’m very horny, but we could wait for another time.” she said, with a twinkle in her eye. 

“Now’s fine.” 

“That’s what I thought.” she said, taking me by the hand and helping me up. I looked over at Bailey, giving her a quick wave and head nod. She waved back, smiling wide, and still somehow perfectly okay with everything despite what was obviously about to take place. 

“You have the most amazing tits.” I blurted, noticing them bouncing again as we went up the stairs of the back porch. She had the most feminine laugh, and would have come off as just a really hot soccer mom type if she weren’t so overtly flirtatious and sexual. 

“Thanks, I get that a lot.” she said. “Let’s go to one of the bedrooms.” 

“Lead the way.” I said, following behind her. Anna was curvy, with a thick ass that was making my mouth water. My heart was pounding as we walked into the bedroom, and she turned to face me as she reached the foot of the bed. 

“Oh, I’ve been waiting for this all week.” she said, as her and Sarah had arrived the week prior. 

“I just found out about this whole free use thing like an hour ago.” I said, standing directly in front of her. It still felt awkward for me, like I didn’t want to make a wrong move and get into trouble with Bailey. 

“Come here, baby. Let’s explore it.” she said, sitting down on the bed. I came closer, and could feel the electric sexual energy radiating off of her. I leaned in a little more, until I saw a grin at the corner of her lips. “Do it.” 

“Yes ma am.” I said, pressing my lips against hers as I got on top of her. The door was still open, and I felt like Bailey was going to pop in at any stepmoment and tell me it was a prank or something. Anna was an amazing kisser, and really slowed things down to a sensual pace. 

“Mmm…You taste so good.” she said, giving me little baby kisses. Her lips felt like they were melting against mine, so wet and puffy. I started grinding against her, completely instinctively because she was making my cock so hard. 

“So do you.” I whispered, accepting her tongue into my mouth and sucking on it. 

“Oh, wow. I like that. Kiss me as deeply as you want, I’m going to be your personal slut all weekend.” 

“Okay. I like that.” I said, running my hand through her hair and locking back onto her lips. I took hold of her breast, squeezing her soft flesh and isolating her nipple through her top with my thumb and forefinger. 

“Are you a boob guy?” she asked, her eye contact completely unwavering. The term cougar made a lot more sense being in bed with her. 

“I am.” I said, although truthfully I was an even split when it came to ass or titties. I wanted ass and titties, not one or the other. 

“Do you want to see them?” she asked. 

“I would love that.” I said, unable to fight my smile. Bailey was a b-cup, and I’d never been with a girl who was stacked like Anna before. She reached behind her back to untie her top, covering herself with her arm as she removed it. 

“Before we really get started, let me tell you something, Jack.” 

“Yeah?” 

“Free use goes all ways, meaning you can come fuck me whenever you want, however you want. You can do whatever you want to me, and I want our intimate time to be a very safe space, sexually. Don’t be ashamed of your desires, explore them with me.” she said. 

“I think I can do that.” I said, grinning. 

“Would it turn you on to fuck my tits?” she asked. 

“Yeah.” I said, nodding at her fabulous suggestion. 

“The only thing is, you’ll have to cover them in lube. Do you think you can handle that?” she asked, sliding over to the side of the bed and grabbing a bottle of lubricant, and tossing it to me. I almost answered her question earnestly, that yes I believed I could handle the undertaking, but realized right in time she was only joking. 

“You’re gonna have to move your arm.” I said, squeezing some lube into my palm and rubbing my hands together. Anna beamed back at me, and moved her arm away, letting her massive milkers hang free. “Wow.” 

“You like?” she asked, cupping them with her arm and putting them on full display. 

“Good Lord. They’re gorgeous.” I said, reaching out to rub oil onto them. Her areolas were large, with perfect little perky nubs to suck on. They felt so big in my hands, and impossibly soft. 

“Good boy, isn’t free use fun?” she asked. 

“I’m a huge fan, so far.” 

“I knew you would be, it’s just nice to stop pretending for a while that we don’t have sexual urges, and freely acting on them.” she said. 

“Yeah, it’s a great idea.” I said. Anna put me in a dumb state, so turned on and distracted that it was hard to follow even the simplest conversational thread. 

“Don’t waste it. Make sure you explore everything, get it all out of your system.” she said. 

“Don’t worry. I’m not going to waste it.” I said, my inhibitions melting away the more aroused I became. “Fuck, you’re so sexy. I had no idea.” 

“Awh, my sweetie. I’m going to spoil you. Here, get naked and get on top of me.” she said, scooting into the center of the bed and laying flat. 

“Yes ma am.” I untied my drawstring, and pulled my shorts down. Anna’s eyes moved down between my legs, and her entire expression changed. 

“Mmm hmm, baby. Thank God.” she said, reaching out and taking hold of it as I stepped one leg over her waist. “Such a nice young cock. So hard.” 

“I’m so turned on by this. I had no idea this was going to happen until like an hour ago.” I said, smiling down at her as she pressed her tits around my cock. 

“That’s so hot. Fuck your auntie’s big tits.” she said, giving me a wink as I thrust between her bosoms. 

“Oh my God.” I said, grabbing hold of her tits with both hands and grinding between them. They glistened with oil, fat and perfect. 

“More lube.” she said, a request I didn’t hesitate to take care of. I squeezed the bottle onto my cock, spreading it over her tits and continuing on. It was the single most aesthetically pleasing sight of my life, watching my cock disappear between my girlfriend’s Aunt’s G-cups. 

“They’re so pretty. It’s ridiculous.” I said, unable to pry my stare from their perfection. This made Anna giggle, and press her tits harder against my cock. 

“You’re adorable. I love the vitality of a young man’s sexuality. So cute.” she said. 

“I can’t help myself.” I said, with pleasure ringing through my entire body. She was so sexy, and so damn fun to look down at. She started opening her mouth, and leaning forward to take it. 

“I have to suck on it.” she said, flicking her tongue against the tip with each forward thrust. “Feed me.” 

“In this position?” I asked. 

“Yes. Don’t make me beg.” she said, looking at me with knowing eyes. I climbed a little higher, so my hips rested over her face, and dangled my cock in front of her mouth. 

“Such a manly cock.” she said, taking hold of the base and giving it several soft kisses, before licking all over the tip. 

“Baby, that’s so good.” 

“Your balls.” she whispered, taking them into her mouth and sending a chill straight through me. “Mmm…” 

“I love that. Bailey never sucks on my balls.” I said the words automatically, in the heat of the stepmoment without considering that it was her aunt, and I was still there as a guest, trying to make a good impression. 

“Awh, poor baby. Let Aunt Anna worship your balls properly.” she said, rubbing her face in my crotch and giggling with pleasure. She reached into her bottoms, rubbing herself as she slurped at my nuts. I started stroking, and realized that I was getting very close to orgasm. Her tongue kept lapping away, and I took my hand off of my cock. 

“Oh my God, Anna. You’re amazing.” I said, taking a deep breath and trying to get a hold of myself. 

“I love hearing that. I have a bit of a praise kink.” she said, taking her tongue lower, past my taint and straight to my asshole. It was a completely novel sensation that overtook me entirely, and her warm tongue rolled in circles around my hole. 

“Anna….oh, God. That’s so fucking good.” I said, sighing with overwhelming pleasure. “You’re gonna make me cum.” 

“Not yet.” she said, slowing down her tongue. “I want to ride your cock first.” 

“Okay. I’m really close though.” I said, looking down at cock, which was actually pulsing. 

“I can see that. So sexy, my husband never gets hard like that anymore.” she said, pushing me down onto my back. “Maybe I can ride your face for a little while, let you settle down a little.” 

“I’d love that.” I said, as I’d always been turned on by the idea of a girl sitting on my face. Bailey would kind of do it on occasion, but she preferred it to lay on her back when I went down on her, and never really got into it the way I wanted her to. Anna was a completely different specimen, with a much bigger booty and way more experience. 

I watched in awe as she removed her bikini bottom, displaying a freshly clean shaven pussy that was also glistening with wetness. 

“Ooh! I almost forgot.” she said, going back to the side table and pulling out another bottle of lube. “It’s strawberry. I’m going to make my pussy taste like candy for you.” 

“Nice. I’ve never used flavored lube before.” I said, eager to try it out. 

“Really? I need to have a talk with Bailey. Don’t worry, by the time you leave, she’s going to be doing all sorts of new, fun stuff with you.” she said. 

“You think?” 

“Absolutely. That’s what the tradition is for, to pass down our feminine, sacred sexual knowledge.” she said, rubbing the lube all over her cunt. 

“Well, I have to say, I’m a big proponent of the way you all do things.” I said. Anna mounted me, shoving it right in my face. It was like being set free, and I latched my arms under her legs and buried my face in it. The lube tasted amazing, and I greedily made out with her pussy. 

“Good boy, fuck. I like you. You’re gonna make me cum.” she said, grinding against my face harder and harder to the point where I was being smothered. Not that I cared, I would have willingly died beneath her. Her juices were like nectar, and kept my cock pounding with pressure even without stimulation. 

“Mmm…I love it. I love your pussy, Anna.” I said. 

“Suck on my clit. Suck on it, baby. Good boy. There you go.” her breathing changed, and she started grinding in the sexiest way. She whimpered with pleasure, and her legs shook uncontrollably as she called out. 

“Mmmm…” I kept doing what I was doing, wanting to make her cum more than anything. It was such an erotic stepmoment, looking up at her with a mouthful of her pussy while she rode my face. 

“Don’t stop. That’s perfect. Oh, Jack. Oh, fuck. You’re gonna make me cum, fuck…I’m cumming.” 

“Mmm…” I squealed with pleasure, thoroughly turned on as she came all over my face. It was such a sweet experience, and I savored every last second. 

“Oh, yes. Yes, baby. My good boy, fuck.” she whined, moaning and sitting her weight down onto me until she collapsed beside me, panting heavily with a big smile and her eyes closed. 

“That was super hot.” I said, grinning with pride on propping myself up on my side. She opened her eyes, and they were dreamy. The way she looked at me post orgasm made me feel like a God, and I knew I’d won her favor. 

“I have to ride that cock of yours.” she said, her eyes still dizzy as she climbed on top of me. 

“Do you want me to pull out?” I asked, already thinking about cumming. 

“Don’t you fucking dare.” she said, grabbing my dick and sitting down onto it. 

“Ugh!” I grunted as her tightness gripped me. She was so lubed up and wet already that it felt fucking incredible, and I stared up at her big bouncing tits as she rode me. 

“I need it, Jack. I need that hard young cock.” she said, leaning over me and resting her tits on my face. I immediately latched onto her nipple, thrusting from the bottom as she pinned my wrists against the mattress over my head. 

“You’re so tight, Anna.” I said, shocked by her squeeze as she rolled her hips, grinding onto me and taking me inside her. 

“You like my pussy?” she asked. 

“I love your pussy.” I said, rubbing my face between her tits. She released my wrists, and I grabbed her ass with both hands, squeezing her thickness as she twerked her ass like an angel. 

It was complete sensory overload, being with an older woman with massive tits for the first time, and knowing that I wasn’t going to get in trouble for it. She sat up on top of me, grinding and tossing back her head. 

“I’m going to cum for your cock, Jack.” she said. I pulled her cheeks apart with my hands, thrusting from the bottom, faster and faster knowing full well there was no turning back. 

“I’m gonna cum for your pussy.” I said. She leaned forward and started kissing me, and we made out until we were simultaneously groaning in ecstasy. 

“Holy, fuck.” her eyes bulged and I jackhammered her from bottom. The sensations overtook me, and I felt myself tingling all over as I reached climax, shoving my cock deeper by raising my hips and erupting inside of her. 

“Anna!” 

“Yes!” 

“Oh, God. It’s so good.” I said, pulsing inside of her and shooting her full of hot sticky cum. Rope after rope, emptied into my girlfriend’s aunt. 

“That was amazing. I needed that.” she said, squeezing her pelvic muscles and milking out every last droplet she could. 

“I love the way that you kiss.” I said, feeling the most relaxing sensation sweep over me. We cuddled up, and I kissed her on the forehead, feeling oddly bonded to her even though we just met. Intimacy is a hell of a drug. 


Chapter 3 

Anna decided to take a quick shower, presumably to wash the cum out of her, while I decided to go out back and see what Bailey and Sarah were up to. As soon as I got near her, a tremendous feeling of guilt swept over me.

“Hi, baby. Did you have fun?” she asked, smiling with bright eyes.

“What? Oh, yeah. For sure. I had fun.” I said, drawing a chuckle from Sarah.

“It’s okay, sweetheart. We know you loved it.” she said. I sat down on one of the chairs in front of the table, and Bailey came and plopped down on my lip, giving me a wet, sloppy kiss.

“Oh, hey.” I said, feeling my cock somehow coming alive already. I ended up jumping in the pool for a quick rinse, because it just felt odd kissing my girlfriend right after fucking her aunt, especially because her pussy juices were still on my cock.

It was admittedly an odd feeling, being surrounded by her mother and her best friend, and being “free use”. The whole thing was so contrary to everything I’d ever learned or experienced in life. Girls didn’t want to share, I’d even seen instances of Bailey being jealous towards random girls during the school year.

Anna joined us a short while later, having switched into a thong micro-bikini that made it actually impossible for me to stop staring at her in. Her ass swayed with every step, and I could feel mini explosions going off inside my head.

“What do you think?” she asked, hands on her hips and standing a few feet in front of me.

“Amazing.” I said. All three of the women giggled, finding amusement in my horny awe. She really was something out of a porno magazine, and I thanked the Lord Jesus himself for what had taken place between us.

After a short while by the pool, Sarah and Anna retired inside. The sun was no longer at its peak, and it was starting to cool off just enough to make it bearable. Bailey and I were still in the pool, and she was clinging onto me, with her legs wrapped around my waist.

“So, what’d you two do?” Bailey asked,

“You really wanna know?” I asked. 

“Yeah. I do.” 

“I mean, we had sex.” I said, unsure of how to explain what had taken place. It was all very new territory to me. 

“Duh.” she said, giggling. “Was it really good?” 

“Yeah. It was nice.” I said, recalling naturally the feeling of sliding my cock between two perfect, massive tits. 

“Baby, I want to hear about it. Please tell me. I want to know what you liked.’ she said, so naturally adorable that it melted me from the inside. We kissed, and I smiled, unable to keep it from her. 

“I liked the way she kissed, so deeply. It was pure lust, she let me suck on her tongue. And then she rode my face, like really sat on it. And her tits, it was just really open and intimate. She has a dirty mouth.” I said, kind of spitballing on a flow of consciousness. 

“Fuck. That’s so hot. She’s really pretty.” she said. 

“She’s gorgeous. This is turning me on, and making me want to fuck you. I feel like I did something wrong.” I said. 

“You didn’t, but yeah, I wanna fuck too.” she whispered, leaning in for a kiss.  We started making out, and she played with my cock, and then we exited the pool knowing full well where we were going and what we both planned to do. There was an added hunger to her that was beyond intriguing, her sudden need to reclaim me. 


Chapter 4 

Bailey’s fingers were interlaced with mine, as she dragged me through the common area where Sarah and Anna were sitting. I made heavy eye contact with Anna, and we exchanged a smile as Bailey took me straight to our bedroom, closing the door behind us. 

“I want it, daddy.” she said, immediately dropping to her knees in front of me. 

“Oh, yeah?” I asked, feeling myself getting hard as she looked up at me with innocent eyes. 

“Please?” she asked, begging. 

“Of course, angel.” I said, opening the front of my shorts and letting myself flop out in front of her. She immediately started sucking, with an urgency and enthusiasm that was unrecognizable. 

“Mmm…I love it. I love your dick.” 

“Baby…” I said, taking hold of a handful of her hair. It was like seeing her in a whole new light, as she eagerly shoved me erection against the back of her throat while maintaining staunch eye contact. 

“I just want to make you happy. I’ll do anything you say.” she said, sticking out her tongue and slapping it against her tongue. I smiled down at her, happy to see this side of her. 

“Then bend over and let me take it. Show me that it’s mine.” I said, feeling quite empowered by her sudden display of submission. It was as if knowing I’d been with someone else made her territorial, and it brought out a side of her I was quite eager to become acquainted with. 

“Yes, daddy.” she said, yanking off her bottoms and folding herself over the corner of the bed, presenting herself to me in the most vulnerable position. 

“Are you daddy’s good girl?” I asked, taking hold of my cock as I approached her. She’d never called me that before, and I found it quite erotic and intriguing considering the new open dynamic in our relationship. 

“Maybe. Maybe I’m your bad girl. Fuck me and find out.” she said, taking hold of her own cheeks and opening herself for me. 

“You can be both if you let me cum inside you.” I said, pushing the tip into her opening. She squealed, and looked back at me grinning as I bottomed out inside her. It felt so good, because she always made me wear a condom and never let me cum in her. 

“Please, daddy. Give it to me.” 

“My cum?” I asked reflexively, gripping her tight little ass with both hands. 

“Yes!” 

“Fuck, baby.” I said, standing on my tippy toes and thrusting into her with all of my might. She’d never been hotter to me than in that stepmoment, and I lost complete control of myself. 

“Harder.” she said, bracing herself against me by digging into the sheets, throwing herself back against my forward thrusts. When I told her that I wanted to cum in her, I didn’t actually plan on doing it. 

“My baby. I love you, Bailey. You’re so perfect.” I said, slamming my cock into her and feeling the pressure building towards an explosion. Her wetness was such that I could feel the tears of her arousal dripping down my length, and I couldn’t possibly possess the proper willpower. 

“Please…” 

“Bailey, fuck.” I grunted, letting loose and cumming inside of her despite knowing full well she wasn’t on birth control. It was simply too much for me to control, I released my tension inside of her as she shook uncontrollably, cumming harder for me than she ever had before. 

“Daddy!” she squealed, writhing beneath me as I emptied my balls, seeing stars and the whole nine yards. She felt superior to every being in existence in that stepmoment, and I felt myself attaching to her as I left my peak. 

“Bailey. You’re the best.” I said, pulling myself out of her and feeling more content with the night’s conclusion than any day that occurred before it. I was on top of the world, and I pulled my girl into the covers with me. “I’m stupid lucky.” 

“I don’t know about lucky.” she said, snuggling up against me. 

“I love you.” 

“I love you too.” she said. 

Chapter 5 

We were laying in bed, and I couldn’t help wondering what her stepmom was up to. I told Bailey that I needed to pee, and strolled out into the common area just to see what was going on. I wasn’t sure if anything was going to happen between us, because she definitely hadn’t come on as strong as Anna, but I was still massively holding out hope that my ultimate weekend continued.

Sarah wore a flowing summer dress, and her hair was wet like she’d just taken a shower. She was watching TV, with her bare feet up on the table.

“Hi, Jack.” she said, grabbing the remote and muting the television.

“Hi Sarah.” I said, feeling a bit shy around her. She was my girlfriend’s mother after all, and I didn’t want to do anything to make her feel uncomfortable. I sat down on the opposite side of the couch, and she gave me a funny look.

“Why so far away, stranger? Sit next to me.” she said.

“Oh. Alright.” I said, approaching her and sitting down beside her.

“You know that free use goes both ways, right?” she asked, setting the remote down and giving me her full attention.

“What do you mean?”

“Well, you know that we have free use of you, but you have free use of us as well.” she said. Sarah wrapped her arm around me, gazing into my eyes and biting her lip. “I suspect that’s why you came out here.”

“Yeah, maybe.” I said. Sarah threw one of her legs over my thighs, and climbed on top of me. “I don’t know if this is the best place, I told Bailey I was just going to pee.”

“That’s fine, baby. Do you want to go to my bedroom?” she asked.

“I do.” I said, with my hands on the sides of her thighs. The way she was looking at me, the confident way in which she took control, it all had my cock flooding with blood.              

“Go tell Bailey that you’re going to be occupied for a minute.” she said, stepping off of me and helping me to my feet.

“Yes ma am.” I said, suddenly flushing hot and unsure of how to proceed. I needed to take a quick shower to rinse off, and I also had to look Bailey in the eyes and tell her that I was about to go have sex with her stepmom. I’d said it to dozens of my male friends before, without any realistic possibility of it happening, but this was entirely different.

I walked into the bedroom, and went straight for my bag to grab a change of underwear and shorts. Bailey’s eyes were closed, but I knew she couldn’t have fallen asleep so quickly. When I went to the bed, I gave her a kiss on the cheek.

“I’m gonna take a quick shower, then hang out with your stepmom for a minute.” I said, whispering. Her eyes popped open, and she squinted.

“Hang out with my stepmom for a minute?” she asked. I felt a chill of guilt move up my spine.

“Ugh, yeah. Unless you don’t want me to.” I said, eyes wide. Her straight face broke into laughter, and she covered her mouth with her hand.

“I’m kidding, baby. Go have fun. This is your weekend.” she said, leaning forward to give me a kiss while still giggling. As I left the room and zipped into the bathroom, I kept thinking about how wild and amazing my life had become so suddenly. Even though it was actually happening, it was still difficult to process that this was in fact, my life.

It was a sprint of a shower, and I quickly hit all the hot spots and then got out of there. The last thing I wanted to do was leave her waiting.

Chapter 6

All I had on was a pair of shorts when I walked into her bedroom, and Sarah was sitting on the bed with her tits out, already masturbating. She sat in the center of the mattress, facing me with her legs spread. Her dress was pulled up, and her panties were wrapped around one of her ankles. I gulped, and she smiled.

“What took you so long?” she asked.

“I took a quick shower. I wanted to be fresh for you.” I said, slowly approaching the bed and looking at her hairy pussy.

“Are you hungry?” she asked.

“I am.” I said, laying down and sticking my head between her legs without hesitation. I’d always had a bit of a thing for older women, and pubic hair was kind of a turn on for me.

“Oh, wow. Bailey didn’t tell me you were so generous.” she said, gasping as I licked all the way from the base of her vagina to her clit, inhaling the scent of her wetness and arousal.

“You’re so sexy.” I said, burying my face in it and rubbing my nose in her lush hair.

“Ugh…”

“Mmm…” I moaned, getting so hard from going down on her. It was until I was actually going down on her that I realized how much lust I had for her, how much I wanted to please her and prove myself.

“Oh my goodness, you’re very good at that.” she said, giggling as I sucked on her swollen clit. She tasted amazing, and I could have stayed there forever, feasting on her flesh. “Ugh huh, yes. Right there.”

“Mmm…” I started stroking her clit with my tongue, lapping away rhythmically and feeling her body tense up and curl against me. She grabbed my hair with both hands, grinding against me until she was shuddering, calling out in agony.

“Yes, Jack. Don’t stop. Make me cum, baby!” her body shook uncontrollably, and I glanced up at her beautiful face, watching it twist up in pleasure as she arrived. I could literally feel her pussy convulsing, squirting wetness and it filled me with the need to be inside her.

“You’re way too sexy, Sarah. It’s not fair.” I said, quickly removing my shorts and underwear before getting on top of her.

“Oh, isn’t it?”

“No. What’s a good boy like me to do?” I asked, throwing one of her legs up on my shoulder and bringing my hips to hers. “I can’t resist you.”

“You shouldn’t. Don’t you want to make a good first impression on your girlfriend’s mother?” she asked, looking up at me as I pressed the tip against her wetness.

“How am I doing so far?”

“You’re off to a great start.” she said, smiling as I pushed my bareback cock inside of her. It was the third woman I’d entered without protection that day, and I was every bit as hard and revved up with Sarah as I was the stepmoment Bailey told me the news about our free use weekend.

“Holy fuck.” I said, kissing her inner thigh as I buried it in her. It was the same electric novelty as before, being with an incredible new woman and savoring every second.

“You’re not bad at all.” she said, rubbing her clit and maintaining strict eye contact. She was so pretty, and I leaned in to kiss her. It was so intimate, and it felt so wrong in the most mind blowing way.

“I really like your stepmom and Anna.” I said, smiling as our noses nestled together. She was so fucking wet, and it felt amazing.

“I bet you do.” she said. Sarah pulled her leg off of my shoulder, spreading her legs wide and pointing her toes. My stamina was on point from having cum twice earlier, and I used it to take out the sexual tension I felt for her, fucking her as hard as I could. She pulled her shoulder straps down, and pulled out her tits.

“Fuck.” I said, naturally drawn to them like a bug to a bright light. Her nipples were similar to Bailey’s, except that her tips had a sexy little droop to them. I latched on like a hungry newborn, suckling while I continued banging away.

“Yes, baby. I love the way you fuck me. Oh, God.” she said, reaching under her calves and holding her legs up. I postured up to watch her tits bounce beneath my thrusting, and started to feel myself building towards release.

“You’re gorgeous, Sarah.” I said, putting my hands on her hips and bouncing her off my cock. She fucked me right back from the bottom, her eyes going wide. She kept rubbing her clit, and the next thing I knew, we were making out and cumming together.

“Yes, baby. Make me cum. Oh fuck. Oh God.”

“Sarah, I can’t stop it. I’m gonna nut.”

“Yes! I want it.” she said, her voice deranged as her entire expression shifted. Her chest flushed red and I continued impaling her until my cock was busting inside her. Her tongue swirled around my inner mouth, and I grunted loudly as I shot off rope after rope of my sticky cum.


Chapter 7

It was the first time I’d been with two women in one day, let alone three. I realized so many personal fantasies at once that it wasn’t possible to process it all. The only thing I could do was appreciate it.

Sarah removed her dress completely after we made love, and I couldn’t stop kissing her, exploring her soft body with my hands and craving more. She started sucking my soft cock, and climbed on top of me.

“I want you to eat my pussy with your cum dripping out of it.” she said. It wasn’t the most appealing suggestion, but as she kept sucking, the blood started flowing, and my inhibitions faded away. Sarah was very sloppy with her saliva, using it to stroke me as she worshiped my balls.

“Baby.” I said, unable to resist. There was no way I could lay there with her delicious, juicy pussy grinding against my face and not indulge. I felt bad for Bailey, in our room all alone, but there was nothing I could do. My senses were overloaded completely, and I started tonguing her while she slurped.

“You’re hard, baby. Do you think you can cum again?” she asked.

“I don’t know. If you keep sucking like that.” I said. We kept going, and then reversed the position so that I was on top. I thrust down against her throat, and it felt so fucking good that I didn’t care about the taste of my own semen. It seemed to spur her on, and when she started twerking on my face I nearly lost it.

“Guck! Guck! Guck!”

“Sarah! I need it. I have to fuck you.” I said, climbing off of her. I was in a frenzy, and flipped her over onto her stomach without even thinking.

“Oh, boy. Look at you.” she squealed, getting on all fours and arching her back as I entered her.

“Fuck. I’m already addicted to you.” I said, looking down at her plump, tanned ass as I started humping her. She had tanlines where her bikini bottoms had been, and there was something so womanly about her that she just got me going. We had a certain sexual chemistry, something forbidden that we should have never explored because there was no turning back.

“Such a sweet boy. Do it hard, baby.” she said, looking back at me with the most seductive look. I gripped her cheeks in my fingers, staring down at her older cunt as I lost myself in my own perverted desires. Her little brown asshole looked so adorable, and it didn’t take long before I was somehow again ready to release. The sound of our flesh slapping together so rapidly turned me on, and hearing her call out for my cock so enthusiastically was too much for me to take.

“I’m cumming, oh fuck. Sarah, fuck.” I grunted, feeling my entire consciousness flood with euphoria. It was different, cumming inside her the second time. I almost stopped thrusting, which was fine because she was so adept at assisting her own orgasm with her fingers, and I felt all of my nerves tingling as I spurted off whatever cum my body managed to produce in the twenty minutes or so between cumming.


Chapter 8

“I approve.” she whispered, right as I was sliding my cum soaked cock out from between her legs.

“Oh, yeah?” I asked, smiling. She collapsed face first into her pillow, and let out a very satisfied purr.

“Oh yeah.” she said, turning onto her side. She really was a beautiful woman, and I felt honored to have had the opportunity to kinetically express to her my appreciation.  At the same time, I still felt a pull towards my girlfriend, and I knew I couldn’t spend the night with Sarah.

“Well, I mean I think it goes without saying at this point, but I really like my girlfriend’s stepmom.” I said.

“And her aunt.”

“Oh, goodness. I hadn’t even seen a picture of her before, I had no idea.”

“Isn’t she pretty?” Sarah asked. We laid side by side, posted up on our elbows and speaking face to face.

“Her tits.” I said.

“Right? They came out of nowhere. My stepmom was a c-cup, me and Bailey, and then there’s Anna. She was a double D her senior year, and she weighed like 110 pounds.”

“It’s ridiculous. They’re so pretty, too.” I said, causing her to chuckle. I’d never talked to a significant other’s mother like this, obviously, but it did feel really comforting being so open with her.

“You’re a good one. Look, realistically, you’re both young, and I have no idea if this has long term potential or not, but I’m definitely proud of her for picking you.” she said. Sarah had the most perfect teeth, and a great smile.

“Well, I’ll take that as a compliment.” I said.

“It is. I’ve always approved of the way you’ve treated her, like when you took her to that Brazilian steakhouse for your three month anniversary, I thought that was really cute.” she said. “She really liked that.”

“It was a great night.” I said, hit with the flashback of how pretty Bailey looked that night, wearing a white dress and being so happy. We were both pretty broke at the time, but I found a couple of odd jobs on Craigslist and saved up three hundred bucks for the occasion.

“You’re adorable.”

“Speaking of Bailey, I don’t want to make her sleep alone.” I said.

“Of course, baby. We had our fun, go cuddle with your girl.” she said, giving me a kiss on the lips.

“I guess I’m gonna take another quick shower. Today has been a whirlwind.” I said. I grabbed my shorts and underwear, and walked straight to the bathroom for another quickie before returning to the bedroom.

Chapter 9

Bailey was butt naked when I slipped in beside her, and well on her way to sleep. She felt so comfortable and familiar, and even with as much novelty and attraction was involved between myself and Sarah, and Anna, I was glad to spend the night with her.

I woke up late the next morning, all alone in bed. A smile naturally spread across my face, because shit, what else was I supposed to do given my position? After laying around for a little while after waking, I started picturing Anna’s massive tits and replaying the night before, and I was instantly hard and ready to get up.

When I walked into the living room, I smelled something delicious and followed my nose to the kitchen, where the three of them were all butt naked wearing only aprons.

“Good morning.” I said, feeling truly like a king. Anna’s breasts were spilling out, far too large to be contained by an apron. They all looked amazing, and Bailey had the tightest little ass out of the three.

“Hi, baby.”

“Good morning, Jack. How do you like your eggs?” Sarah asked.

“However you make them for me.” I said, not picky at all when it came to them. I sat down on a barstool overlooking the kitchen, and laid my phone down, choosing the beautiful sights before me over any other distraction.

“He’s such a good boy.” Sarah said, looking over at Bailey.

“I know. He’s my favorite.” she said. Before that weekend, I wasn’t sure that we’d last, partially because I felt like she might have been out of my league long term, but I was re-energized and awakened to what a gold mind it could be for me. It’s strange, but fucking her stepmom and aunt made me fall deeper in love with Bailey, and appreciate her more.

I watched them interact while they were cooking, and I felt like the luckiest dude on planet Earth. Beautiful women, with so much obvious love between them. They genuinely enjoyed each other’s company, and it was so refreshing to see.

It was the best omelet I’d ever consumed, made with love and care, and plenty of jalapenos. There was also bacon, perfectly crispy.

“I’ll do the dishes.” I said.

“No, sweetheart. You’re our guest.” Anna said.

“I understand, but where I’m from, it’s tradition that the person who doesn’t cook cleans up. If you don’t mind.” I said.

“Bailey, make this man put a ring on you.” Anna said. Her cleavage was so tempting to look at, and I felt like my adrenaline and testosterone were pulsing through the roof because of it. Bailey and I made eye contact, and I was filled with the desire to fuck her right there on the breakfast table.

Instead, we finished up and the ladies went off to change into their bathing suits while I took over in the kitchen. I’d worked as a dishwasher a couple times, and it was one of my main chores growing up. I found zen in cleaning, just relaxing and focusing on the task at hand.

They’re so perfect. I have to marry Bailey. I fucking have to be a part of her family. I don’t even know which of them to fuck first today, they’re all so delicious. And they can cook? Fuck me. Seriously, how did this happen? Thank you God, from the bottom of my heart.

Chapter 10

Once the kitchen was properly cleaned, I went to change into my bathing suit. Bailey was already outside, in a pink thong bikini I didn’t know she owned. I ogled her from the bedroom window, and got hard just from looking at her.

Anna was topless tanning, oiled up with sunglasses and laying out. Sarah was butt naked, laying on her stomach and doing the same. I walked out with wide eyes, alternating between the girls as I went over to Bailey, who was in the water and waiting for me.

“Hi, baby.” she said.

“I love you.” I said, grinning mindlessly as I splashed into the pool. Bailey came right up to me, putting herself in my arms and wrapping her legs around me. In all honesty, our sex life had kind of fizzled since we started dating, but she was back to her old self.

“Can I ask you something?” she asked.

“Of course.”

“Did having sex with them make you want me less? Or want other women more?” she asked.

“Baby, no.” I said, feeling a bit of anxiety or something on her part. “I love you so much.”

“I love you too.” she said.

“Look, I’ve enjoyed all of it. Anna, your stepmom, they’re incredible women, and they were very fun in the bedroom, but it honestly made me appreciate you more.” I said, grabbing her ass under the water and turning fully erect.

“You’re so sweet.”

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“I’m just feeling a little self conscious, I guess. It’s just a lot. I could really use some reassurance, ya know?” she asked, looking back at me with doe eyes that made my heart turn to mush.

“Let me show you.” I whispered, kissing her neck.

“I want to give you something special.” she said.

“What do you mean?”

“I want you to take my asshole.” she said.

“Bailey. Fuck. Don’t threaten me with a good time.”

“I’m serious. I want to give you something I’ve never given to someone else. I want you to be my first.” she said.

“Bailey. I want it.”

“Do you wanna go inside?”

“I’m definitely not pulling out.” I said. We got out of the pool. Anna and Sarah didn’t even seem to notice us heading back inside, and I felt exceptionally excited because I’d begged her earlier in our relationship to try it with zero luck.

“You’re gonna feel so good, daddy.” she said, instantly dropping into her submissive role. It was as new as fucking older women to me, and I loved it.

“Go to the bedroom and get naked. I’m gonna go grab the lube.” I said, sending her off as I sprinted to Anna’s bedroom. It was exactly where we left it, and I walked back to the bedroom on top of the world.

Chapter 11

Bailey was naked like I instructed, and I felt giddy as I got into the bed with her. It filled me with pride knowing she was mine, and that I had two other older women who would be in need of my hard cock later in the day or night.

“I’ve wanted your ass for such a long time.” I said, removing my trunks and applying lubricant to my erection.

“I wanted to save it for the right occasion.” she said, turning onto her stomach and raising her sweet little ass into the air.

“It’s so pretty.” I said, staring at her asshole as I stroked myself. I’d gotten her to let me eat it a couple of times, but we both knew what I really wanted to do to her anus.

“Go slow.” she said, gripping the sheets and bracing herself as I brought the head to her hole, laying it against it and pressing firmly. It was too tight, and dry.

“Can I kiss it first?” I asked.

“Of course.” she said. “I’m yours, daddy. Use me however you wish.” I grabbed the strawberry bottle of lube, and squeezed it between her cheeks.

“God damn, Bailey. I’m so glad you’re mine.” I said, pulling her ass apart and leaning it to lick the lubricant away. She was so little and lean, with the most succulent little holes.

“Daddy!” she squealed, her body wrenching against me at the stepmoment of contact. She settled in quickly, pressing it against my face as I eagerly licked away at her hole. There was plenty of natural sunlight in the room, and she looked delightful in that position.

“I’m going to use my fingers.” I said, pushing my middle one into her ass slowly. It was small enough to slide in, and I applied more lube as I worked it in and out, trying to get her ready for what was coming. My cock throbbed intensely, knowing what it was about to possess.

“I think I like it.” she said, letting me invade her backside. “Ooh, it’s weird. I’ve never had anything back there.”

“Such a sweetheart. I want it so much.”

“I know, baby. I want you to take it.” she said. I loved how competitive she became with Anna and Sarah, as she transformed into a different animal entirely once she knew.

“Hold your ankles. I want you to be my little slut.” I said, feeling empowered and fully in control. She did as she was told, reaching back and arching. I looked down at her naked flesh, admiring her natural beauty as I pressed myself against her asshole.

“Daddy….”

“I love it when you call me that.” I said, feeling the sensation of her tight hole swallowing me. It was a different grip than I was used to, and I immediately started thrusting harder.

“Oh! Woah, fuck. Jack, baby…Oh my God!” she cried, reactive to every inch of penetration. I didn’t want to start really pounding until she’d settled in, and it was obvious she hadn’t.

“Bailey. It’s so little.” I said, amazed by the sheer force of her grip. “Squeeze it.”

“Like that?” she asked, doing exactly what I desired. When she squeezed, it was like nothing I’d ever experienced, and I started thrusting harder down against her.

“Yeah, baby. My good girl. Daddy’s good girl.” I said.

“I wanna be your bad girl.” she whimpered, “Isn’t this enough, daddy?”

“Yes, baby. It is. You’re my bad girl, my naughty little slut.” I said, shocking myself with the words that came out of my mouth. It was such an open environment sexually, and I felt like a different person as well.

“You’re so big.”

“You like daddy’s dick? Baby, you’re so cute right now.” I said, taking hold of her hair and kissing the top of her head.

“I love you, daddy. I love you so much. I just want to be yours.”

“You are, baby. You’re my one and only.” I said, fucking her harder and forcing the issue. I wanted to cum, and I didn’t want to wait. “I’m going to cum in your asshole.”

“Yes, daddy. Please. I want that.” she said, turning her head to look back at me as I began power thrusting, making her squeal with delight as I pounded away. She made sounds she’d never made before, and I emptied inside of her without a second thought, pinning her head to the mattress as I peaked for her.

“Bailey….baby. Fuck.”

Chapter 12

Bailey took a nap after our anal excursion, and I took a shower before venturing out back. Sarah must have been inside, but Anna was still laying out. I went up to her, and sat down beside her on a lounge chair.

“Hi, sweetheart.” she said, lowering her glasses and peeking over the top of her lenses.

“Hey Anna.” I said. Her legs were shiny from the oil, and her toes wore a fresh coat of red. I could feel myself stirring, and I made no effort to conceal that I was admiring her.

“You like my toes?” she asked, separating them for a showcase.

“Uh, yeah. I really like your toes, actually.” I said, causing her to bite her lip seductively.

“Oh, do you? What’s stopping you from putting your hands all over them?” she asked, smiling.

“I was thinking more of having them in my mouth, but that’ll work too.” I said, turning my chair around so that I could do exactly that. I’d calmed down a lot about meeting them, after having fucked my way through the entire lake house, an accomplishment I was still beaming over.

“Isn’t this nice? I love weekends here.” she said.

“It’s amazing, but I have no desire to utilize any of the facilities.” I said, having a laugh. My whole plan was to go fishing for hours, and enjoy the area’s hiking, but I’d fallen for the call of multiple sirens instead. I covered my hands in sunscreen, spreading it between her toes. It kind of looked like cum before I rubbed it in, and it made me want to paint her toes in a different kind of way.

“There were a few extra attractions you weren’t prepared for, huh?”

“Exactly. Speaking of which, you have gorgeous feet, Anna.” I said, adjusting my growing erection.

“Well, they’re all yours, but this is your last night.” she said.

“Fuck, that sucks. I wanna stay longer.” I said, using the sole of her foot to rub sunscreen on my face, chest, and stomach. Bailey let me suck her toes occasionally, but wasn’t particularly into it. I figured Anna was the perfect candidate, because her curved, long toes beckoned my lips.

“Just take advantage of me. Isn’t that what free use is all about?” she asked.

“Will you take your top off?” I asked.

“No, but I’ll let you take it off for me.” she said, pulling up her hair so that I could untie the knot, releasing her juicy melons and causing my mind to enter the full haywire horny function.

“I want you to give me a footjob.”

“Of course, lover.” she said, bringing them straight to my crotch, gripping my shaft between her toes over my trunks.

“A woman has never made me cum with her feet before.” I said.

“That sounds like a challenge to me.” she snickered, pausing so I could pull down my shorts. “This is going to get me so turned on. Have you ever asked Bailey to do this?”

“No. She’s really not into feet.” I said, squeezing a line of lotion from my balls to the tip of my cock.

“That’s too bad. I guess you’ll have to rely on her naughty Aunt Anna for this.” she said, spreading it around with the balls of her feet.

“That’s perfectly fine. You have such nice arches, they’re so pretty.”

“I love it. You can be my little foot boy, and suck on my toes, and worship my feet.” she said, giggling. She gripped both sides of my dick with her feet, rubbing up and down. It was like a massage times ten, and I stared down at her beautiful, white lotion soaked feet moving up and down my length.

“I’d do anything for you Anna. Such a babe.” I said, glancing up into her eyes. It was strangely intimate, outdoors alone by the pool, her just smiling and stroking me off with her feet. As aesthetically appealing as it was, and as good as I felt, it wasn’t going to make me cum.

After a while, she climbed over onto my chair, turning around and putting her feet in my lap. I took hold of them and took full control, stroking faster and faster.

“That’s it.” I said, groaning as her slippery feet slid up and down my length.

“That’s my good boy. I want you to cum for my feet, it’s so cute that I get to be your first.” she said, posted up with her hands and turning her head to watch.

“I’m definitely going to, Anna. I’m gonna cum for your feet.” I said, adding another squirt of lotion to the mix. My cock was like a diamond, and the pressure started to seriously build.

“So cute. I love bringing a man over the edge.” she said, watching as I tossed my head back.

“God damn. It feels so good.” I said, holding her feet in place and thrusting into them. “Oh, fuck. I’m gonna cum, baby. I’m cumming.”

“Oh!” she squealed as a thick, sticky rope launched from my cock, and then another, and another. I was surprised I’d already built up so much cum, and the release made my entire body vibrate, and even my fingers flexed as it gripped me. I let out a monumental exhale, staring down at my own lotion and cum soaked cock, dribbling out the last few drops.

“I made a mess.” I said, admiring my handy work.

“Yeah, you did. Hand me that towel.” she said, pointing to the chair beside me.

“Awh, but it’s so sexy.” I said.

“Then snap a picture, and then hand me that towel.” she said, laughing as I struggled to process her simple instructions. She made me cum so hard that it made me momentarily dumber, but I did pull out my phone and take a photo of my cum dripping from her feet before I tossed her the towel.

“That was amazing.”

“It was, and now I’m very aroused. I think I’m gonna hop in the pool and try to cool down.” she said, still topless as she bound toward the edge of the pool, holding her nose as she made the plunge.

I wiped my crotch, and then jumped in with her. Bailey still hadn’t reappeared, and even though I just finished, that didn’t mean that I wasn’t still perfectly willing to handle her needs in other ways.

“Free use is still on, right?” I asked, swimming up to her. She gave me a sideways look.

“You can’t possibly be ready to go again.”

“No, but you are. I’m a little hungry, maybe you could give me something to eat.” I said. Her tits were floating in the water, and her sideways glance became a look of intrigue.

“You really are a naughty little boy, aren’t you?” she asked, swimming away from me.

“Who, me?” I instinctively followed behind her, and she popped out of the pool so that she was sitting on the edge. The water was only four feet deep, and she removed her bikini bottom and threw it, perfectly landing it on my head. “I’m not even going to take it off.”

“You better not. You said that you were hungry. Prove it.” she said, opening her legs and spreading her lips with her fingers.

“Yes, mistress.” I said, grinning as I leaned in to kiss it. I’d always fantasized about how awesome it would be having access to multiple women like this, and it somehow exceeded my already mountainous expectations.

“My little submissive. I love how much you enjoy giving pleasure.” she said, dragging her fingernails lightly through my scalp as I inserted a finger, steadily licking her clit. “Don’t worry, I won’t tell Bailey about our little arrangement.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, looking up at her.

“That I’m your new dommy-mommy.” she said, giggling. Her tits were so big that they even jiggled when she laughed, and I did feel a bit submissive going down on her, and looking up at her big tits and beautiful face.

“Mmm…My mommy dommy.” I said, chuckling as it felt a little strange to say out loud. I didn’t care, there were no levels of depravity that I wouldn’t have eagerly followed her to. I loved the way she tasted, and freely interacting sexually with such a loving, attractive woman.

“You’re good at that. I hope Bailey keeps you around.”

“Tell me about it. I’m spoiled now.” I said. I latched my arms under her legs and began making out with her pussy. “Mmm…Mmm!”

“That’s my good boy. Please make me cum.” she whimpered, pressing it back against my face. There was something instantly nostalgic about our time by the pool, and as she came for me, I already knew that I would never forget it.

Chapter 13

I’m not sure what it was, maybe the mixture of the hot sun and sex, but I made the fatal mistake of taking a nap on the couch after I went inside. Apparently, I was sleeping so peacefully that they didn’t want to wake me, but I ended up sleeping for almost four hours.

“There he is.” Sarah said, sitting on the other end of the couch.

“Hey.” I said, stretching out and coming to.

“Finally.” Bailey said, walking into the living room. “You were passed out by the time I woke up.”

“My bad. I was tired, I guess.” I said, smiling as she sat down beside me and leaned in for a kiss.

“Yeah, you were. It’s after five.” she said.

“What? Are you serious?” I asked, panicked.

“It’s 5:21.” Sarah said. There was the most amazing aroma of food in the air, and my stomach was growling.

“Oh my gosh, why didn’t you wake me up?” I asked, thoroughly disappointed. It was my last day of free use, and I blew through half the freaking day sleeping on the couch.

“I don’t know, I figured you wanted to take a nap, so I let you.” Bailey said, laughing at my expense because I don’t think she understood.

“Oh, okay. What’s that smell?” I asked, pulled back the food in the air.

“We’re making dinner. Anna is making her famous gumbo.”

“It smells so good.” I said, my hand naturally moving to cover my stomach. I’d only had a light breakfast, and was shockingly hungry.

“Wait until you taste it. It’s her premier dish.” Sarah said.

“Damn that sounds good, I haven’t had gumbo in forever.” I said, standing up from the couch. I went to the bathroom, and cursed myself in the mirror for having slept for so long. At the same time, maybe a man could only handle so much sex, with so many beautiful women before needing to catch up on rest. They were certainly draining me of my vital seed.

It took another thirty minutes for the food to be ready, and I was aching the entire time. When we all sat down at the table, Anna placed two steaming bowls in front of me, one with white rice, and one with the gumbo.

“It’s hot.”

“Of course. You made it.” I said, locking eyes with her. It was the first time I noticed Bailey looking a bit uncomfortable, and I felt bad for openly flirting with Anna in front of her.

It had all been such a whirlwind of events that I hadn’t really sat down and thought it all out, and I hadn’t considered that maybe Bailey had some reservations about what was happening. She seemed really into it, but it was only human if it brought up some feelings in her. But it wasn’t time for me to delve into that, it was time to delve into my gumbo.

I dumped my right straight in, hoping it would help cool it down, but it really didn’t. I ate anyway, forcing the hot food into my mouth.

“Oh my God.” I said, losing all semblance of manners or tact. I ate like a homeless man, for a full couple minutes before realizing they were all watching me.

“I think he likes it.” Bailey said, cracking a joke and looking over at Anna. Everyone laughed, and I settled down.

“It’s the best I’ve ever had.” I said, realizing as the words left my mouth that they might send the wrong message.

“Thank you.” she said, seemingly taking it that way. The food was so good that I went back for seconds, and then a small third helping. Anna rose first, and returned to the kitchen.

“Don’t you dare!” I said, slurping down my final serving and then collecting the dishes. “This is my territory.”

“Such a good boy.” she whispered, grabbing me by the cock as I entered the kitchen.

“Anything for my mistress.” I whispered back.

“I want another go at you before you leave.”

“Yes ma am.”

“Thanks for doing the dishes. You’re the best.”

“At your service.” I said, giving her a bow as she returned to the living room to get some well deserved rest. I was so full that I felt pregnant, and so satisfied that I just might burst. Bailey helped me clean up, and reassured me that everything was perfectly fine, and that me being with other women was actually kind of turning her on, and making her want me more.

Chapter 14

Bailey and I went back to the bedroom afterwards, but I couldn’t think about anything other than squeezing in another time with Anna or Sarah. At one point, Bailey went to grab a soda, and told me that the two of them were watching a movie.

“Together?” I asked.

“Yeah.” she said, cracking the can and taking a chug.

“Would you mind if I joined them?” I asked. She shook her head, and smiled.

“It’s your last night, it’s back to monogamy after this baby.”

“I know. Can I?”

“You don’t have to ask permission, baby. It’s your right to enact free use whenever you want, and however you see fit.” she said.

“I just need one more.” I said. Bailey’s eyes were so alluring, like she was calling out to me to take her, but I couldn’t take the bait. We were leaving at the ass crack of dawn, so this was my last chance and I knew it. The fact that they were sitting on the couch together made my head swirl with the possibility of sharing them.

“Go get 'em Tiger.” she said, giving me an extra tongue filled kiss before I pulled myself away from her, already rising in my shorts. I closed the door behind me, and took off my shirt before walking into the dark living room. The previews were still playing, and they were chatting it up.

“Wanna make it a threesome?” I asked, pulling both of their attention in my direction.

“We thought you’d never ask.” Anna said, cackling.

“What’s Bailey up to?” Sarah asked.

“She’s just chilling in the room. I kinda wanted it to be just the three of us.” I said, sitting down between them. They exchanged a look, and both seemed receptive. “What are we watching?”

“It’s a romantic comedy, but we could change it to something more appropriate.” Anna said.

“I mean, whatever. I’m down to watch anything.” I said.

“Here.” Sarah said, handing the remote over to Anna, who was grinning her naughty little grin. She backed herself up against the armrest, and pulled out her phone. “It’s your last night.”

“I know. It went by too fast, I wish it was longer.” I said. “This is easily my all time favorite vacation.”

“You’ve been great, really. It’s so nice to get to know someone in such intimate ways, you know?” Sarah asked.

“I agree. It’s kind of surprising, I feel like I’m normally kind of awkward and stiff in these situations, but I’m way more comfortable since we, you know.”

“Yeah, right? That’s what I always say. Just take that tension off the table, be open, act on your impulses, and express your desires honestly. It’s much better that way.” she said.

“I like it.” I said. That was when Anna cast a porno onto the television, and I quickly recognized the theme of the scene. Two older women, a younger man, on a couch in the living room of a random mansion that wasn’t too unsimilar to our setting in the lakehouse.

“I knew that’s what you were going to do, Anna.” Sarah laughed.

“Of course you did, you’re my bestie.” she said, turning up the volume. “I love this actress, she has such a dirty mouth.”

“Which one?” I asked.

“The blonde with the big fake tits.” she said. I immediately felt the blood flowing between my legs, as I encountered yet another first.

“What do you want us to do, baby? We want to give you the best free use experience possible.” Sarah said, as she removed her t-shirt, exposing a purple lace bra. I inhaled sharply.

“That’s a hell of a question.” I said. Anna removed her shirt as well, and then her shorts, revealing her black lingerie.

“Do you want us to suck?” Anna asked, running her hand through my hair and then down over my arm.

“I’ve always wanted two girls to suck my cock.” I said, taking my new domme’s suggestion.

“We can do that. Take it out.” Sarah said, tugging at my waistband. I pulled them straight down, already full hard from the intensity of the situation. I’d never had two women at the same time before, and it was so arousing.

“Here. This is going to work best if we’re on our knees in front of him.” Anna said, grabbing two couch pillows and putting them on the ground before me.

“It’s almost like you’ve done this before.” Sarah quipped, making them laugh as they lowered themselves. They took off their bras in unison, and a smile naturally spread across my face.

“This is ridiculous.” I said, feeling like an idiot for giggling. It was just so impossible, yet there they were, tits out and looking up at me with bright eyes.

“He’s so fun.” Sarah said, looking at Anna as she took hold of my dick.

“I know. Look how hard he is.”

“I do love his cock.” Sarah said, raising her eyebrows. I could have sat there listening to them chat about me all day, but I was lucky enough that it wasn’t to be.

“Let me get it wet.” Anna said, wrapping her lips around the tip and pressing down with her throat. She forcibly gagged herself, sending a powerful wave of pleasure running through me, and a fresh supply of viscous spit to her.

“Jesus, Anna.” Sarah laughed, covering her mouth with her hand. “You’re wild.”

“It’s wet, isn’t it?” she asked, her eyes welled up with tears and a sticky strand of spit connecting her lips to my cock.

“It is.”

“That’s so hot.” I said, throwing my hands behind my head and observing the view. They went back and forth, sometimes joining in together and giving me the best blowjob of my life, which said a lot considering the 24 hours leading up to that moment.

“So yummy. I love his balls.” Anna said. I glanced up at the screen, and it was almost as if we were acting out the same scene. I like porn as much as the next guy, but my attention was entirely consumed by the women consuming me, worshiping my balls and giving me eye contact and almost competing with each other.

“I’m going to cum if you don’t stop.” I said, reaching a point I didn’t want to cross. As much as I wanted to let them make me cum, to give them my last eruption with them on their knees, I knew it was my last go.

“Awh, he’s such a gentleman. He wants to make us cum too.” Sarah said.

“Like we can’t do that for each other.” Anna said. “Lay down on your back, baby.”

“Okay.” Sarah said, getting onto the couch beside me.

“Mount her.” Anna said, telling me what to do as per usual. I loved that about her, the naturally domineering aspect of her. She couldn’t help it, she was effortlessly herself. I got into the missionary position with Sarah, and Anna got into the top 69 position, putting things into perspective.

“I need dick so badly.” Sarah said. She’d only been divorced from Bailey’s dad for a few months, and they were still on good terms, but I could only imagine that she wanted to get as much out of our free-use weekend as I did. Bailey told me often how she wasn’t really the dating type, and how the split was tough on her because it made her so lonely. I took as much time as I could, taking deep breaths and trying to regain some level of stamina. Anna started eating Sarah’s pussy, giving me the time I needed to back off from being right at the edge of orgasm.

“I love this.” I said, enjoying my view but fighting the urge to stroke while watching them. The porno had gone wild, and they were in the midst of an all out fuckfest with plenty of moaning.

“Fuck her.” Anna said, grabbing my dick and bringing it to Sarah’s opening. I pressed my hips forward, taking her right as I spotted Bailey in the kitchen. She grabbed something from the fridge, and we made eye contact right before she headed back to the bedroom.

“Oh, yes. I need it, Jack.” Sarah said, invaded by pleasure and turning right into the submissive little kitten she was. I bottomed out inside her, thrusting while Anna continued kissing her pussy. “Mmm…”

“Good girl, I missed your tongue, baby. It’s been a while.” Anna said, moaning as Sarah returned the favor. I felt myself starting to sweat, pretty much overloaded with what was happening. I could have cum at any second, but I fought against it with every fiber of my being, just for another second to be with them.

We switched positions several times, and the entire thing was a battle against cumming. Anna sat on top of me, riding my cock and making out with Sarah, who was rubbing her clit.

At one point, I was laying on my back with Sarah riding my dick, and Anna riding my face. That’s when I lost it, and I called out with a faceful of Anna’s clean shaven pussy that I was cumming.

“Ugh!” I grunted, gripping Sarah’s thighs as I emptied my balls inside her. I knew it would likely never happen again, and I cherished it.

“I’m cumming, Jack. Good boy.” Anna said, her voice breathy and full of intensity. I just kept doing exactly what I was doing, and seconds later she was seizing atop me.

Soon, we were all laid out on the couch, catching our breaths in a post-coital bliss for my personal record books.

Chapter 15

Bailey took the first shift at the wheel. I lived two hours north of her, so it was on the way. Anna and Sarah were staying for two more days, and I wished so badly I could have stayed behind.

I put my headphones in, still replaying the highlights of the weekend over in my head. It made me horny, and I had the sad realization it was all over. At the same time, I had a mad added incentive to make my relationship work, and I definitely planned on pulling out all the stops to keep Bailey in love with me over the summer.

My parents had dropped me off at the start of the school year, and my dad drove my car every week or so and took care of the maintenance. I was dead broke, but planned on grabbing a couple jobs and working my ass off to put some money in the bank.

That all worked out, but it was weird suddenly being in a long distance relationship so to speak. Bailey was such a loyal sweetheart though, and it ended up being easy. After a month or so of working, we were able to start seeing each other regularly.

I kept up with Anna and Sarah, and had full permission to flirt and sext with them. Anna was back with her husband, and rarely had time for me, but always made it worth it when she did.

Sarah was almost ravenous, and would sometimes drive down and get us a hotel room for the night so we could fuck each other’s brains out. It was the best summer of my life, and I felt like I was in love with three women all at once.

School starts back up in a few weeks, and we’re still going strong. Pray for me, because Bailey says that we’re going to have another weekend at the lake house in the coming spring, and that Anna is bringing a couple of her wild friends. This time, I was smart enough to ask to see them, and they’re both stunning.

Until that happens, I’m staunchly locked in perfect boyfriend mode.

The Good Boy - MDLB Adult Nursing

Chapter 1 - Natasha 

It was almost one hundred degrees outside, and felt even hotter in the house. Our air conditioning was broken, and my dumb fuck of a husband had been “on his way back” for over an hour. I was absolutely livid, as I’d had more than enough of him. 

Putting up with his bullshit was one thing, but I damn sure wasn’t going to lay awake all night, sweating in the sweltering heat while he drank beers with his friends and tried to get laid behind my back. Our entire marriage was a sham by that point, and I considered him nothing more than a bad joke. 

Steven’s headlights flooded the living room as he pulled into the driveway, and I could tell by the way he was driving that he was drunk. He did his best to walk straight, but I could see it in his eyes when he opened the door. 

“Took you long enough.” I said, crossing my arms. 

“Hey baby, I love you too.” he said, rolling his eyes and walking past me. “I’ll fix it.” 

“You better. It’s ninety four in here. Ninety fucking four!” I said, shouting as he walked away. Things were bad for a while, but we’d reached an all time low in the months leading to that moment. 

Our son was away at college, and my stress levels were through the fucking roof. They shouldn’t have been, but they were. Instead of us getting closer, and finally having the house to ourselves and being able to spend time together, he found every reason under the sun to work late, and stay out later. It became a pattern, and then a routine. We fought and fought, but he didn’t seem to care, and placed random women on a pedestal over our relationship, and me in particular. 

“What’s wrong with it?” I asked, going out back to see how things were going with the unit. 

“Jesus, woman, give me a minute to figure it out. I just got out here.” 

“And you brought a beer, as if you’re not intoxicated enough.” I said. 

“I got home safe, didn’t I?” he asked, growing agitated and dropping his flashlight. “God dammit, see what you made me do?” 

“You’re not gonna get this fixed tonight. I’m going to stay in a hotel, text me when the house doesn’t feel like a sauna.” I said. 

“Fine, great! Yeah, go spend more money we don’t have, and then bitch about it later.” he said. 

“Oh, I will.” I said, going into my bedroom and packing a quick overnight bag. He was such a piece of shit, acting like I was some sort of drama queen because the air conditioner had been out all day. I wasn’t gonna live like that, I couldn’t. 

He was still out there, fiddling with the unit when I hopped in my car, and pulled out of the driveway. Little did he know, I had other plans. His infidelity led to me losing interest in him sexually, and so we stopped sleeping together. He didn’t even seem to notice, but I became ferociously horny and started daydreaming about potential suitors, always landing on one in particular. 

His name was Justin, and he lived a couple blocks away. He was my son’s age, and they went to high school together. He and I had always had kind of a flirtatious little thing going, and we even made out a little for New Year’s, but nothing ever came of it, as I was married and he had a girlfriend at the time. We’d been in touch, but only recently, and it had come to my attention that he was house sitting for his parents while they were away on vacation for the week. 

I should have probably texted him, and let him know I was on my way, but I knew he badly he wanted me, how many years he’d spent ogling me in bathing suits when he came over to swim, and how many times I’d caught him trying to look down my shirt, or eyeing my feet when he thought I wasn’t looking. It was adorable, and I longed to be desired in that way again, with the young, hungry eyes of a man overtaken by his own lust and adoration. 

Steven and I fizzled out long before, and we had never really lined up in the kink department. He was pretty much a jackhammer, and while that was fun occasionally, that was sort of his only trick. Losing the intimacy aspect of our marriage led to me craving novelty, something new, fun, and exciting that I could escape to. 

It was Justin, and it had been for a little while. I never thought of myself as the type to “line up” another guy before leaving a relationship, but it just sort of happened that way, and things were so complicated with ending a marriage. Before I went through all that, I needed to be fucked. I needed a release, and to indulge in a little escapism. 

I parked across the street, and walked to his front door without much of a plan. All I knew was that I’d rather spend the night with him than spend it alone in a hotel. 

Chapter 2 - Justin 

It was a long time coming, my parents finally trusting me enough to stay home alone with the house while they went on vacation. I was still invited, but traveling with them could be a bit of a drag, and I wanted time to myself.  

I lived in a shared dorm, with three other dudes, so I never got a chance to just relax and be by myself. And honestly, I needed a chance to be completely alone so that I could jerk off, and finally relieve the constant, horny tension I’d been feeling for months, since my girlfriend broke up with me. 

That was exactly the plan, to put on some porn, and completely zone out for hours watching the hottest older milf actresses, and draining my nuts until there was nothing left. I was still getting everything setup and ready, and snacking on some popcorn when my doorbell rang, and my plans went completely out the window. 

Let me start by saying that of all the women I’d ever desired, of every hot piece of ass that caught my attention, there was no one above my holy grail of Natasha, my friend Billy’s gorgeous, big titted angel of a mother. She may have been his mom, but I wanted her to be my mommy. 

Don’t even get me started, drop dead gorgeous, with a curvy, womanly body that was awe inducing. Big tits, big ass, bright eyes and a jaw dropping smile. Even the sound of her voice was enough to make my dick hard, and she had dainty little feet, with long, pretty toes and a perfect arch. 

We lived super close together, and they had a pool, so I spent a lot of time there during the summers, and even slept over at Billy from time to time. It was always a constant battle of hiding erections, and sneaking off into the bathroom to rid myself of the naughty thoughts that plagued my mind in her presence. 

The hottest part of the whole thing, besides picturing her naked, was that I felt like I actually had some outside shot of pulling it off. Somehow, she liked me and we got along unusually well, and our subtle flirtation led to an amazing kiss the year prior. I still thought about it all the time, and wished I’d have tried to escalate things between us. 

I’d have run through a wall just to sniff her panties, or amputated my own leg to actually be with her. In my mind, there was no goddess above her. Anyway, I answered the door, and there she was, in a low cut top and short shorts, begging me to let her spend the night. 

“My air conditioner is out, and I’m fighting with Steven. I don’t have the money to pay for a hotel room, and I really need a place to stay.” 

“Oh, come in. Of course, I mean, I don’t mind at all.” I said, feeling myself perk up in a major way. Natasha was in my house, and we were all alone. 

“You’re so sweet. You’re always so good to me. Thank you.” she said, opening her arms. I smiled wide, positioning my face so it pressed up against her tits when she hugged me. It was almost automatic, my blood flow changing directions and causing a build up down below. 

“You’re so beautiful, Natasha. What can I do besides treat you right?” I asked, having long moved past the point of being shy about my feelings for her. She knew how I felt, that I was hers for the taking if she only said the word. I think that’s why she kept reaching out to me, because she was neglected by her husband, and she knew I wasn’t even slightly capable of doing that to her. 

“God, I love you. I knew you were my favorite of Billy’s friends for a reason.” she said. “It feels amazing in here.” 

“Central air, baby.” I said, hearing her say those three words over in my head and smiling to myself. 

“Steven came home drunk. He’s out there with a flashlight trying to fix it now.” 

“Oof. Does he know how to fix AC units?” 

“I doubt it. He’ll probably just do more damage, and we’ll have to pay double to get it fixed by a professional.” she said. I couldn’t help smiling. I hated Steven, the way he treated Billy, the way he treated Natasha, he was a grade A piece of shit in my book. 

“I wish this was my place, I’d let you move in with me.” I said. We went into the living room, and had a seat on the couch. 

“I know you would, baby. You’re so sweet. I wish I ended up with someone like you.” she said, making me blush. 

“Well, you could end up with me tonight. My bed is plenty big enough for two.” I said, giving her a wink. She flashed a naughty grin, and shook her head. 

“Oh, you have no idea how tempting that offer is. Steven and I haven’t slept together in months.” she said. I could tell that she was flustered, and hoped it would lead to her giving in. 

“I’m in the same boat. I broke up with Madelyn a couple months ago.” I said. 

“So I heard. I’m sorry to hear that.” 

“Are you?” I asked. 

“Depends. Are you sorry to hear about me and Steven fighting?” she asked. We locked eyes, and I felt myself being pulled towards her. 

“Not at all. I love it. Anything that increases my chances.” 

“Baby, I’m too horny for you to talk to me like that.” she said, starting to rub her chest and lean back against the armrest. 

“You? I don’t think you get it. I think about you everytime I masturbate, Natasha. Even when I try to think about other girls, I always end up thinking about you.” I said, getting harder just talking about it. It was difficult to explain the depths of what she made me feel, and I longed to show her the passion she instilled in me. 

“That’s the hottest fucking thing anyone has ever said to me. Tell me about it.” she said, smiling and spreading her legs apart. I stared back in astonishment, triggered in every imaginable way. 

“This is making me horny, Natasha. You’re so sexy. You just have this thing about you, and it drives me fucking wild.” I said, taking hold of my cock from over my sweatpants, fighting a losing battle against my own arousal. 

“Good boy. I love hearing you profess your love and devotion for me.” 

“I want you so bad.” 

“I know, sweetheart. Control it. I want to hear what you think about while you jerk off to me.” she said, reaching down like she was going to remove her shirt, and raising an eyebrow. 

“I think about worshiping you.” 

“Ooh, that’s one of my favorite words. Worship me how?” 

“Your body, with my mouth. I want to kiss every inch of you. I want to lick you everywhere. I want to taste you. I want to feel you on the inside.” I said, moving my hand up and down my length. 

“Such a good boy. I guess I could let you worship me, I don’t think it would hurt anything.” she said. 

“No it wouldn’t.” I said, scooting closer to her. She curled her hair in her fingers, pursing her lips. 

“Maybe I could be your mommy. Just for tonight.” she whispered, leaning forward and getting so close that her scent washed over me. 

“Please?” I asked, needing her touch. 

“Maybe. Maybe if you get down on your knees.” she said, placing her finger on my forehead, and gently assisting me down off of the couch. 

“Yes, Natasha. I’ll do anything you say.” 

“Yes you will. I haven’t been being taken care of, Justin, not for a long time. I need to be pampered, I need to feel your love and devotion.” she said, crossing her legs, and raising her bare foot in front of my face. “Show me.” 


Chapter 3 - Natasha 

I didn’t expect for things to progress so quickly between us, but at the same time it didn’t surprise me. We were rarely left alone, and I think it spurred things along, us knowing that we finally had the time and opportunity. The motive was there, all that was left was for us to commit the crime.

Justin stared into my eyes as his tongue slipped between my toes, darting in and out as he eagerly submitted to me. My heart rate was so high that I placed my hand over my chest, looking down at him while he deep throated my toes.

“That’s a good boy. You’re mommy’s little foot slave, aren’t you, baby?” I asked, giggling anxiously from the ticklish sensation of having my feet worshiped. As I mentioned, Steven was allergic to kinks that weren’t vanilla, and would never submit to me.

“Yes, mommy. I love your feet, they’re so pretty.” he said, rubbing my spit soaked soles over his face, moaning as he kissed and slurped to his heart’s content. It was such a massive turn on for me, seeing a man reduced to such depths, all for me.

“That’s right, I want to hear you say it. Say that you are mommy’s little foot slave.” I said, becoming emboldened by his passion. He kissed my big toe several times, down on one knee like he was going to propose. “Say it.”

“I am. I’m my mommy’s little foot slave, I can’t help it. You turn me on so much.” he said.

“It’s okay, sweetheart. Just accept that you’re powerless to your mommy, and that you live to serve her carnal needs.”

“Yes, mommy. That’s all I want. I want to exist for you, for everything I do to be for you.”

“Oh, Justin. Take mommy’s shorts off.” I said, raising my hips as he obeyed my command. “Now take off your clothes, and sniff mommy’s panties.”

“Yes, mommy.” he said, standing to quickly strip down. His hard cock flopped out from behind his waistband, and I must say, it caused quite a stir in me.

“Justin, baby. Wow.”

“Do you like it mommy?” he asked, flipping off his socks and taking hold of it by the waist. I couldn’t hide my approval, as he was significantly larger than what I was used to.

“I really do, oh my goodness. You’re bigger than my husband.” I said, taking a moment just to take it in. Seeing his big, veiny cock really made it real, and I knew that I was finally going to be the one committing adultery in our relationship.

It was about time I took a turn, but as much as I wanted to throw him down onto the couch and ride him until I squirted all over his big dick, I really missed foreplay, and being with someone who understood the magnitude of the moment, and could savor it with me.

“You make it so hard. You’ve always done this to me, mommy.”

“You’ve certainly grown up. I can’t believe my little boy has such a thick, gorgeous dick.” I said, spitting onto my hand and rubbing it over his bulbous mushroom head. Just touching it sent a chill through me, and I stood up, holding his cock and using it like a collar to guide him upstairs, and into his bedroom.

“I want to go down on you, Natasha. I’ve always thought about eating your pussy.” he said, grabbing my ass from behind as we entered his room. I turned around in his arms, our eyes meeting a split moment before our lips, followed by our hungry tongues, fighting for position and exploring each other’s mouths.

“Mmm…” I moaned, falling down onto the mattress with him on top of me. “Do it, baby. Eat mommy’s pussy.”

“Oh my God, Natasha.” he said, lowering himself between my legs. I removed my top, and unclasped my bra, letting it drop and tossing it to the side of the mattress. His eyes went wide, and I noticed him grinning as he buried his face in my cunt, sending a jolt of sensation ringing through me.

“Oh, baby boy. I love it when you lick me, and bring me all that pleasure.” I said, smashing his face down into it and grinding against his skillful tongue. It was so intimate, and romantic, so much more intense than I was used to. My arousal was such that it was agonizing, and his warm, lapping tongue was the only thing that could deliver me to satisfaction.

“Mmm…It’s so good, Natasha. I love it.”

“Don’t call me that. Call me mommy.”

“Yes, mommy. I love it, I love it so much. I love your pussy, mommy.” he said, stroking his cock while he sucked on my clit.

“Don’t stop, baby. Eat mommy’s cunt, just like that. You’re so much better than him, don’t stop, baby. That’s what I need, that’s what the fuck mommy needs.” I said, calling out without inhibitions. I was lost in pleasure, shaking beneath him as his powerful tongue delivered me to a powerful climax. “I’m cumming!”

“Mmm!” he moaned, grunting as he tongue fucked my pussy, rubbing my clit with his nose. “It’s so wet.”

“Yes, baby. Fuck. Mommy’s wet for you, mommy’s wet for your hard cock.” I said, rambling dirty talk, unhinged and ready to feel him stuffing me full.

“Please let me have it, mommy. I want it so bad.”

“Yeah? You want to put your little boy cock in mommy?” I asked, completely immersed in our dirty roleplay.

“I want to feel it. It’s so tingly, I need to stick it in something.” he said. I flipped over onto my stomach, getting onto my knees and wagging my ass for him.

“Then take it, but do it hard. Mommy wants to be fucked.” I said, so turned on that I was shaking.

“Oh my God.” he said, whimpering as he pressed himself inside me without protection. I didn’t even think about it, pushing my weight back against him and taking it all. I squealed with pleasure, and started twerking.

“Holy fuck, that’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.” he said, slapping my ass on both sides and feeding me his cock. “It’s so wet, mommy.”

“Yeah, that’s for your cock, baby. Fuck me. Fuck mommy, I wanna feel it.”

“Holy fuck, Natasha. I love your pussy. I love my mommy’s pussy.”

“Good boy! Harder! Fuck mommy, fuck your mommy like a good little boy. Make mommy cum!” I said, shouting in the empty house and gripping the sheets. “Oh, fuck, baby. Just like that. You know what mommy likes, don’t stop.”

“Yes. Fuck, mommy. I love you. I fucking love you, mommy.”

“I love you too, Justin. Don’t stop. Mommy’s gonna cum!”

“I love you!” he grunted, squeezing my ass with both hands and pumping inside me. Feeling him explode inside me sent me over the edge, and we came simultaneously, with Justin hammering me from behind, so hard that his headboard slammed rhythmically against the wall until I was seeing stars, and feeling euphoria wash over me.


Chapter 4 - Justin

I’d never cum so hard in my life, and I practically collapsed onto her. She purred sensually, giggling as she turned over into my arms, her soft flesh melting into mine as we embraced. After all of that time spent lusting after her, knowing that she was completely off limits, it was over. I could finally indulge my own deepest desires.

“I meant to take things a little slower, but I couldn’t control myself.” she whispered, laying her head flat on my chest and drawing random shapes with the tip of her finger.

“It was our first time, not our last time.” I said.

“Speaking of which, I have very sensitive nipples. I want you to suck on them. I want you to nourish you.” she said. I looked at her breasts, pinching her nipple between my thumb and forefinger and moved into position.

“Yes mommy.” I whispered, latching on and closing my eyes, suckling and squeezing. Warm milk trickled onto my tongue, and I moaned with approval and sucked harder, rolling my tongue around her areola while providing continuous suction.

“Mmm hmm…such a sweet little boy. Look at you, so hungry for mommy milk.”

“You have the best tits. And your milk…my God.”

“Drink up, baby boy. I want you to get nice and full, so that you can fuck mommy again later.” she said, cupping her breasts with her arm and perking them up even more. I didn’t realize women continued lactating, and it was bringing my dick right back to life even though we’d only finished minutes earlier.

“I want you over and over.” I said, getting into the missionary position, going back and forth between her nipples.

“Pinch it.”

“Like this?” I asked, applying pressure until milk squirted out in little strands. “Can you get any fucking hotter?”

“Hey! Language.”

“Oh. I’m sorry. You’re just so beautiful.” I said, sticking out my tongue and dragging it over her breast and licking up the milk she spilled.

“It’s so nice being seen, Justin.” she said, grinding against me from the bottom and letting me know that she wanted more.

“I could stare at you all day.” I said. Natasha reached down and took hold of it, rubbing it up and down between her wet lips.

“I’m still dripping your cum from last time.” she said, lining me up with her opening and taking it in.

“Ughn. How is it so good?” I asked, pushing my hips into her and watching her take my cock. Her tits bounced as I thrust, and I stared down at her taking it in, the woman of my dreams lying beneath me, legs spread wide and saying the most filthy things.

“Yeah, that’s my good boy. You’re gonna replace my husband if you keep fucking me like that. Do you want to date your mommy?” she asked, looking into my eyes as I looked up at her, gulping down heavy mouthfuls of her sweet cream.

“So much. I just want to cherish you, mommy, and take care of all of your needs.” I said, raising my torso and grabbing her by the ankles.

“Mommy loves your cock, baby. Fuck me, Justin. I want you to use me. Mommy wants to be your slut.” she said, throwing her weight against my thrusts.

“Yeah? Is that what you want mommy?” I asked, bringing both of her feet to my face and licking her wrinkled soles, all the way to her big toe before wrapping my lips around it. I’d lusted over her freshly pedicured toes enough times to completely lose myself in worship, finally able to release all the pent up desire.

“Oh, yes! Harder, baby. Fuck your mommy’s cunt, make me cum for you.” she said, raising her intensity and showing me another side of her. Her tits flopped up and down as she pushed herself onto my cock, squealing for every inch. “Your balls, baby. Oh God…”

“Yeah? You like when I fuck you hard? Is that what you like mommy?” I asked, releasing her ankles and wrapping my fingers across her neck.

“Yes, baby. Make me your whore, show me how you treat a useless slut. Spit in my mouth, Justin. I want it.” she said, opening wide and sticking out her tongue. I’d never been with such a sexpot, and I obliged her request while tightening my grip. Natasha swallowed it without hesitation, opening back up and asking for more.

“Yeah, you like to swallow? You like to swallow like a fucking whore?”

“Harder.” she said, grabbing my other hand and moving it to her neck, squeezing my hands as I pounded away at her soaking cunt. I spit onto her face, impaling her on my cock at a violent pace and watching her flail wildly. I pulled my dick out of her, climbing up onto her torso and bringing my cock to her mouth.

“Open your mouth, slut.” I said, grabbing her by the hair and holding her throat as she parted her lips to receive me. “Yeah, that’s right. You’re so much prettier when you’re gagging on a hard cock.”

“Guck, guck, guck!”

“Touch yourself, whore. I want you to cum for me while you drink my cum.” I said, so turned on that I could separate our roleplay from reality no longer. The intensity was such that the lines blended, and in my attempt to give her what she wanted, I felt transformed into an animal in heat.

“Yes, daddy.” she gasped, doe eyed and gagging up viscous drool as my cock dipped in and out of her mouth, pushing into her soft throat, each forward plunge dragging up more sticky spit. Seeing her submissive side emerge, and hearing her call me daddy sent me into a frenzy, and I rested my balls right on her face.

“That’s my good girl. Lick daddy’s balls, show me what a naughty little whore you can be for the right man.” I said, switching roles and smiling down at her with pride. She looked absolutely adorable, her eyes wide as she obediently sucked, staring into my eyes as she gulped. I abandoned my plan to make her drink it, opting instead to fuck her senseless, and not waste a single drop of my cum. As morbid as it is, the mere possibility of getting her pregnant was enough for me.

“Please fuck me, daddy.” she whimpered, smiling in a way that told me she knew exactly how capable she was of manipulating me.

“If you want it, then climb up here and get it.” I said, backing away and laying down on the center of the mattress. She giggled mischievously, getting on her hands and knees and crawling in my direction. I held my cock upright, slapping it against my hand as she stepped her leg over mine.

“I really love your cock.” she said, replacing my hand with hers and leaning over it, letting a glob of saliva drip from her mouth, landing perfectly on the head.

“I really love you. You better not be teasing me about this whole dating mommy thing, because I’m so serious.” I said, letting my hands grab hold of her bubble butt. “Fuck.”

“Yeah, that’s my good boy.” she said, taking me until her hips met mine. “Open your mouth. It’s mommy’s turn to spit in your mouth.” she said. I opened wide, maintaining eye contact as her spit dripped from her lips and tongue into my mouth, and we made out as she slammed her ass down onto my cock.

Natasha sat up, grinding furiously back and forth on top of me. I laced my hands behind my head, watching as she pretty much used my cock to masturbate on, her gorgeous body on full display as she writhed in pleasure, rolling her hips and clenching her pelvic muscles down tightly around my girth.

“I love watching you cum for me.”

“You’re so hard.” she said, her face twisting up as she arrived. She went absolutely crazy on my cock, grinding and twerking as she brought me to the edge of ecstasy. Natasha’s beauty was so natural and effortless, and I repeated her name as my entire body flooded with endorphins.

“Natasha, ughhhnnn….ugh! Ugh! Fuck.” my body tingled, and my mind went completely blank, focusing entirely on the Earth shattering pleasure that ricocheted through me, concentrating itself at my root and exploding with hot, sticky cum.

“Ehh, yeah, baby. Cum for mommy. Give me all that gooey mess.” she said, milking me with her tightness and consuming every last drop. I leaned in instinctually to kiss her, moving straight down to her tits for more of her creamy white breastmilk.

“You make it feel so good, mommy. It’s so intense with you.” I said, kissing her stomach and squeezing her puffy nipples, letting the milk dribble out errantly without a care.

“I agree. I kind of knew it would be good with you, at least at first just because of sexual tension, but I had no idea.”

“How did you know I had a mommy kink?”

“Well, you’ve been obsessed with me since we met, but I didn’t really know.”

“It’s so hot. I’ve never got to indulge my own kinks like that.”

“I really needed that, baby. Thank you.” she said, giving me a warm kiss.

“You’re spending the night, right?” I asked, making sure.

“Yes, sweetheart. I’m not going anywhere.” she said, getting up to use the bathroom. Needless to say, I was feeling very bonded with her, and felt my possessiveness kicking in. It no longer made sense for her to be with him. It hadn’t for a long time, and now that we’d been together, I couldn’t imagine going back to how it was before, of having to pretend my feelings weren’t real because people might not approve of it if we were serious about what we really wanted.

I don’t even think she knew how bad it looked from the outside, or how much better she deserved. The woman was an outright jewel, and should be treated as such. Steven was a womanizer with no shame, and he disrespected her in every way that a man never should in regards to his woman. In my eyes, I deserved the opportunity to see if I could be the man for her.

“You changed the subject.” I said, drawing her eyes when she returned.

“What do you mean?” she asked, her naked body pulling my brain in horny directions.

“I want to date you, mommy.” I said, crossing my arms.

“Oh, you’re quite adamant about that.” she said, sliding into bed beside me. I put my arm around her, and kissed her on the forehead.

“I want you. You know it’s not working out with you and Steven.”

“Baby, that’s very complicated.”

“Well, so is this. We have to figure it out.” I said.

“You’re right, sweetie. You deserve that.”

“You deserve it, Natasha. You deserve a man who’s in love with you. I’d go to the end of the world for you, would he? It eats away at me, because I can’t make myself stop feeling the way that I do. It made me feel guilty the entire time I was dating Madelyn, because I couldn’t stop myself from being in love with you.”

“Justin. Oh my gosh.” she said, covering her mouth with her hand. Her face changed, like she was sad.

“What is it, baby?”

“You’re so sweet. Oh my gosh.” she said, tearing up and turning away. She got up from bed, and I went to comfort her. “I just need a minute, baby. I’m not mad at you, I’ve just been making a lot of realizations lately. I’m gonna go outside and get some air.”

“Can I come with you?” I asked.

“No, sweetheart. I just need a minute.”

“Okay.” I said, feeling my heart ache for her as she walked away. Maybe I was too pushy, but I wasn’t sure how to deal with the situation. I wanted her to know how I felt, so that at least I could always know that I’d given it my best shot, and that she knew in no uncertain terms how much I loved her, and what she meant to me.


Chapter 5 - Natasha

It was all so overwhelming, and it kind of hit me at once. I think it was partially the orgasms, which were so good that I think they just released a bunch of negative energy that was stored up inside of me.

I had never cheated before that, and it made me feel awful. Even if he totally deserved it, and the sanctity of our marriage was already reduced to a meaningless phrase, that didn’t mean that I should have done that. I should have separated with him first.

Feeling shitty made me mad, because it wasn’t fair. I wasn’t the one who flushed it all down the drain. He made me feel so shitty the first time he cheated, and then it got to the point where I barely even flinched at it. I didn’t even want to know the details, I just wanted to detach from reality.

I called Steven to tell him it was over, but he didn’t pick up, so I left him a message. Then I sent him a text, telling him the same thing. It was off my chest, and I somehow knew that it was for real. Maybe being split in half by Justin’s amazing dick moments earlier gave me such clarity, but I knew that it was a turning point in my life.

The feeling of guilt was gone as quickly as it had set in, and I crawled back into bed with him feeling brand new. It was so exhilarating, and refreshing, being with Justin. We made out like any new, passionate couple, and I pushed the idea of having to explain our relationship to my friends and loved ones out of my head. What we had was far too yummy and new to sour by thinking such thoughts. I had a great new guy, and we had the house all to ourselves for the coming week, and I had every intention of enjoying the absolute hell out of it.

Unconventional Arrangement - MDlb Adult Nursing

Chapter 1 

Alannah and I had only been dating for a couple months, but we decided to move in together in order to save money. I was in the middle of moving my stuff in when a gorgeous older woman showed up, and gave her a big hug. I froze in place, ogling her enormous ass before realizing that it was Alannah’s mom. 

“Mom, this is Jimmy. Jimmy, this is my mom, Siri.” Alannah said, smiling wide as she introduced us. My mouth went dry, and I couldn’t stop staring into her eyes. 

“It’s so nice to finally meet you.” 

“You too.” I said, a bit ashamed by how intensely attractive I found her. It felt obvious, like they both saw it all over my face that I was helpless to her beauty. They went inside to catch up, and I kept moving my things. By the time I finished, Alannah pulled me to the side, and said that Siri needed a place to stay for a while, because she just got evicted. 

“Is that okay? It won’t be for long, I promise.” 

“Of course, baby. I don’t mind at all.” I said. 

“You’re the best.” Alannah squeezed me tight, thanking me for not making a big deal out of it. I was just happy that I got to stare at her mom longer, as she was custom built to trigger all of my mommy issues. 

We had a guest room, and Siri stayed in there for the night. Alannah hadn’t talked about her mother much, and decided to bring me up to speed while we were laying in bed. 

“She’s just kind of wild. She likes to party, and have fun, she’s a blast.” she said. 

“That’s cool. It’ll be nice having someone around to keep me company while you’re at work.” I said, cuddling up to her and running my fingers down the side of her leg. 

“I should warn you about her, though.” 

“Oh, yeah?” I asked, my cock turning hard as I thought about Siri laying in bed right next door. 

“Yeah. She’s kind of eccentric, like walks to the beat of her own drum, if that makes sense. She’s very…Open.” 

“Okay. What does that mean?” I asked. 

“I mean, you’ll see, but she’s definitely very confident in her body, and doesn’t mind putting it on full display.” she said. 

“I don’t get it.” 

“You’ll probably get to see her naked, like a lot actually.” she said, letting out a chuckle. “She’s not a nudist per say, but she doesn’t always wear clothes, and she’s very open sexually, too. Just so you know.” 

“Oh. I didn’t expect that.” I said, unsure of what else to say. My brain was going absolutely haywire with excitement. 

“I saw the way you looked at her, baby, it’s fine. Just have fun with it.” she said, reaching back and grabbing hold of my erection. 

“She is very pretty.” I said, reaching into my waistband to pull my boxer briefs down. 

“Baby, no.” she said, pulling her hand away. 

“What? Why not?” I asked, kissing her neck and trying to get her into the mood. Being around Siri left me full of sexual tension, and I wanted to get that demon out of me. 

“My mom is here.” she said, her eyes going wide. 

“So? She lives here now, what are we gonna do? Not have sex anymore? You said she was open about that stuff.” 

“She is, but I’m not comfortable making her listen to us.” she said. 

“Ugh, but I’m horny.” 

“I know, baby. Don’t worry, I’m sure you and mom will take care of that tomorrow.” she said, turning back over. 

“What do you mean?” I asked. 

“Well, she’s usually dating someone, but she’s been single for a couple weeks now. I’m sure she’s gonna seduce you tomorrow when I leave for work.” she said. I opened my mouth but no words came out, she was so nonchalant about it, like it was no big deal. 

“Are you okay with that?” I asked. 

“It doesn’t bother me. It’s not like you’ll be able to resist her, besides, I’d rather you hook up with her than cheat on me with someone else.” she said, shrugging. We’d been monogamous since we began dating, but we never really went into depth regarding the issue. 

“I’m not a cheater, baby.” 

“I know. You’re the sweetest.” she said. 

“Wait, so you are okay with it if something happens?” I asked. 

“Yeah. I really don’t mind.” 

“Damn. I did not expect this.” I said, fighting the urge to smile and failing miserably. My cock was throbbing hard, and all I could think about was Siri’s perfect body and enormous tits. I hoped and prayed that Alannah was right, and that my ultimate fantasy would come true the following day. 

“You’re so hard, baby. Are you thinking about my mom?” she asked, turning to face me. I couldn’t lie to her, and looked away. “Awh, baby. I’ll jerk you off if you’re quiet.” 

“Please?” I asked. Alannah rolled her eyes, and then turned over and began tugging. I bit down on my lip, and put a pillow over my face to keep myself quiet. 

“Are you gonna cum?” she whispered, spitting onto my cock and stroking faster. 

“Yes.” I said, whimpering into the pillow as I imagined Siri’s delicate, feminine hands jerking me off. As soon as I started thinking about her big mommy milkers, I completely lost it, erupting like a geyser and grunting into the pillow. It was kind of embarrassing, cumming that hard and fast, but Alannah didn’t seem to piece it together why I was so turned on, and flipped over after wiping me up and went to sleep. 

Siri was all I could think about, and I kept replaying everything Alannah had told me over in my head. I couldn’t even imagine how sexy it was going to be, all alone in the apartment with a scantily clad older woman. I never felt the need to mention it to Alannah, that I had a major kink for older women, and it felt so surreal that she was perfectly okay with her boyfriend knocking boots with her mom. 

Chapter 2 

Alannah worked as a bartender, and was scheduled to close that night. She was absolutely right about Siri, as the moment I walked out of our bedroom in the morning, there she was, butt naked except for an apron.

I froze, and couldn’t for the life of me take my eyes off of her absolute bubble of an ass. She was making something on the stove, and had no idea I was there. My cock stiffened in seconds, and I could feel myself salivating as she leaned over the stove, putting her fat juicy cunt on full display.

“What are you making?” I asked, startling her and making her booty jiggle. A wide smile formed across her lips, and she popped her hip when she turned to face me, her breasts fully visible.

“Hi, baby. I’m making an omelet, do you want one?” she asked.

“Ugh, yeah. Absolutely, that sounds delicious.” I said, adjusting myself in my pants and drawing her eyes right as Alannah appeared from behind me.

“Goodness, mom.” she said, taking in an eyeful and shaking her head.

“You know me! Are you hungry?” she asked.

“Not really, I’ll just have a shake.” she said, stopping to give me a kiss. “I’ll eat at work.”

“What time is your shift?” Siri asked, carrying on a casual conversation despite her state of undress. It made sense why she was so comfortable and confident, as she was the epitome of a feminine goddess.

“I go in at noon.”

“Awh, I’m gonna miss you.”

“Jimmy will be here.” Alannah said, getting into the cabinets and assembling the ingredients for her protein shake. I made eye contact with Siri, and could feel myself turning red. Having a gorgeous naked woman in an apron cooking you breakfast is the ultimate aphrodisiac, and I was counting down the seconds until Alannah left for work.

“What do you wanna do to me?” she asked, her eyes lighting up as she bit down on her bottom lip. I rubbed my neck nervously, and looked over at Alannah.

“To you?” I asked, prompting giggles from both of them.

“Or with me.” she said.

“I mean, I’m down for whatever.” I said, feeling put on the spot and awkward.

“Ooh, kinky.” she said, turning her attention back over to cooking.

“That’s not what I meant.”

“Too late, you already said it.” she said. Siri had a playful disposition, and I couldn’t believe that she was openly flirting with me in front of Alannah. Not only that, Alannah barely seemed to notice. The apron’s knot was tied around her lower back, and she had tan lines on her ass that made me want to hide my face between her cheeks. I sat down at our dining room table, again adjusting my erection.

“What do you think?” Alannah asked, joining me at the table.

“About what?” I asked, playing dumb because I honestly just didn’t know how to deal with it. I was so aroused that it was short circuiting my mind, and I thought about sneaking off to the bathroom to rub one out, but couldn’t convince myself to leave the most breathtaking sight I’d ever laid my eyes on.

“Oh, come on. You know exactly what I’m talking about.” she said, looking over at Siri and crossing her arms.

“I mean, I’m not mad at it.” I said, smiling. She reached over and grabbed my dick.

“I can see that. You’re really into her, aren’t you?” she asked, speaking loudly enough that Siri could overhear.

“She does have a great body.” I said, letting my eyes scan up and down her flesh. Alannah wouldn’t be able to understand how much Siri turned me on, or how obsessed I was with the idea of being intimate with her. At the same time, there was no reason to lie about it, as Alannah didn’t seem to have a single jealous bone in her body, to the point that it was almost off putting.

“Just don’t leave me for her.” she quipped, noticing that I’d become mesmerized by her jiggling cheeks as she stepped from side to side, plating the omelett, and then carrying my plate over to me.

“Here you go, love.” she said, prancing back over to grab her plate before returning. She untied the knot and lifted the apron off of her neck, tossing it on an empty chair and bringing her well kept bush into view before sitting down.

“Thank you, Siri. I appreciate it.” I said, my heart pounding in my chest as I took the first bite. “Mmm, oh yeah. That’s delicious.”

“Just wait for dessert.” she said, pressing her perfect tits together with her arms and giving me a wink.

“Geeze. Can you two at least wait until I leave for work?” Alannah asked, halfway joking.

“I’m sorry, sweetheart. You know how I get when I  meet a man I’m attracted to, I just want to jump all over him and get it out of my system.” she said, looking right at me with wide, hungry eyes. She was so sexy that my dick picked up a pulse, and I was terrified that I would ejaculate the moment that she touched me.

“That’s fine, just wait until I’m out of the house.”

“Of course, baby. You sure you don’t want some of my omelet?”

“No, I’m fine. Thank you though.” she said. It was an odd breakfast, to say the least, and it left me so horny that I was damn near shaking. Siri cleaned up the dishes, and I sat down on the couch, turning on the TV but only paying attention to the juicy white ass in front of the sink.

It felt like my brain might just melt inside of my skull, and I had the most overwhelming urge to whip it out right there and just start masturbating. She was that hot, and knowing that something was going to happen only made it that much more scintillating to me. I wasn’t even sure that I was ready for a woman like her, but I was going to swing for the fences.

Alannah went into our bathroom and started getting ready for work around ten thirty, and that’s when Siri decided to join me on the couch, having covered herself up slightly with a very risque robe.

“Hi, baby boy.” she said, sitting down next to me and throwing her legs over my lap.

“Hey.” I said, glancing towards our door to make sure Alannah wasn’t nearby.

“It’s okay, baby. Shhh.” she placed her pointer finger over her lips, and began rubbing my cock over my shorts with her foot.

“Siri, we can’t.”

“Shh…She said she doesn’t want to see it, so we’ll be sneaky.” she said, cupping her hand over my mouth and taking hold of my erection. “Oh, wow. You’re so hard.”

“She’s going to hear us.” I whispered, in a panic of arousal and fear. All we had to do was wait until she left for work, but Siri was unhinged.

“Shh…Just let mommy take care of you.” she reached into my boxers and started stroking. It felt so good that I just wanted to let her keep going, but it was far too much of a risk.

“Please, can we wait?” I asked.

“Awh, you don’t want me?” she asked, pursing her lips and making a pouty face.

“You know damn well that I want you.” I said, moving her hand away and standing up from the couch.

“It doesn’t feel like it. You aren’t even calling me mommy.” she said, giggling softly and reaching out with her hand, grazing my dick and biting down on her lip. She was impossibly seductive, and there was so much pressure in my pants and in my head that I thought I might pass out.

“Do you want me to call you that?” I asked.

“You better, or else I’m gonna have to punish you.” she said.

“Okay.” I said, looking into her eyes and feeling my body flush with adrenaline. “Mommy.”

“Oh, I love that. You’re gonna be such a good little submissive boy for mommy. I can’t wait to get you alone.” she said, purring like a cat and reaching down between her legs. “But I guess I’ll have to play alone in the meantime.”

“Fuck. You’re turning me on so much, mommy.” I said, feeling my temperature skyrocket as the word left my mouth again. It felt so kinky, and wrong, but I loved it. I watched in awe, throbbing uncontrollably as she played with herself for me.

“Mommy needs your cock. I need it really badly.” she said, grinning and rubbing faster. Her pretty little toes flexed and curled, and I wanted nothing more than to tend to her desires. I wanted to be her naughty little boy, and there was nothing I wouldn’t do for her.

I suffered through a painful level of arousal, until finally, Alannah emerged from our bedroom, looking absolutely adorable as always.

“How do I look?” she asked, springing up out of nowhere.

“So pretty! I love it.” Siri said.

“You look great, baby.” I said, looking her up and down in her tight jeans and form fitting t-shirt. She gave me a kiss, and headed out the front door shortly after. I sat in the living room with Siri, waiting for Alannah to pull out of the driveway. Siri wasn’t as patient, and began rubbing the soles of her feet against my face.

“Be a good boy for mommy. I want you to wash my feet with your tongue. Worship them. Show me what a good little slut you can be for your new mommy.” she said, untying the belt of her robe and letting her massive breasts flop out.

“Yes, mommy.” I said, completely unable to resist her commands. I kept my eyes on the front door, watching as my girlfriend backed her car out of the driveway, without a clue that I had a mouthful of her mother’s toes. “Mmm…”

“Yes, that’s a good boy. Just like that. Get your tongue between my toes, too.” she said, giggling as I alternated back and forth, completely lost in her beautiful arches and soles.

“Mmm…” I moaned, raising my eyes to meet hers. Alannah didn’t even know that I was into feet, and somehow Siri had already located another of my weaknesses. I’d held back for so long, and I was finally able to let myself loose without shame.

“Open wider.” she said, feeding me with her big toe, pushing it deeper until I was drooling everywhere. I didn’t care if I humiliated myself in front of her, I would do whatever she told me to do without question. “Such a hungry little foot freak. Come here, I have something else for you to taste.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, my tone almost robotic as I placed the last couple of kisses on her toes before getting down on my knees in front of the couch.

“Do you to kiss mommy’s pussy?”

“So much. Please, mommy. Please let me.” I said, begging almost instinctively. It was so juicy and wet, and all of my inhibitions had faded away.

“Take your shirt off.” she said, lifting it from the bottom. I raised my arms, letting her remove it, and then did the same with my shorts and underwear. “There you go. No more clothes while she’s gone, I want you completely naked and servile at all times.”

“Yes, mommy. Anything you say.”

“Good boy. You understand how important mommy’s pleasure is, don’t you?”

“Yes, mommy. Your pleasure is my purpose.”

“Yes, that’s right. You live to serve mommy, no matter how depraved or kinky it gets, you always do what mommy says.”

“Yes, mommy. Anything.” I said, right as she grabbed the back of my head and pushed it between her legs.

“Oh my God, baby. Yes.” she said, grabbing a handful of my hair and pushing herself against my face, grinding against me as I lapped away at her. “You’re gonna make mommy cum like that.”

“Mmm, yes. I want to make you cum, mommy.” I said, reaching under her thighs and burying my face in her cunt. She was delicious, like sweet, wet nectar that I had to consume. I was like an excited puppy making a mess of my food, but I couldn’t control myself. Her scent, her taste, it was so novel and desirable that it short circuited my brain.

“Good boy, yes! Fuck, don’t stop. Don’t stop licking that pussy, don’t fucking stop you little mommy slut. You’re mommy’s little slut.” she said, her intensity growing as she crept closer to orgasm. The pounding pressure between my legs was enough to make me lose my mind, but I couldn’t stop slurping at her wetness.

“Mmm hmmm.” I whimpered, moaning and looking up at her while she sucked on her own nipple, grinding wildly against my face until she was flopping beneath me, calling out as she came on my face. Seeing that side of her emerge was the hottest thing I’d ever seen, and I felt like I was going to spontaneously ejaculate from hyperarousal.

“Holy fuck.” she said, her eyes wide and spaced out, staring off at the ceiling as I got on top of her, grabbing her by the ankles and returning my attention to the ball of her foot. “Who said you get to fuck mommy?”

“Please, mommy. I’m so turned on.” I said.

“Sit down. Let mommy sit on your cock.” she said, a smirk spreading across her soft lips. I did as I was told, taking deep breaths to try and regain some level of stamina. I couldn’t believe that I was so close to cumming without having been touched, but that was the type of desire she inspired in me.

“Oh my God, Siri. You’re so gorgeous.” I said, grabbing her tits with both hands as she rubbed my cock between her lips, taking it inside of her and dropping her weight down onto my thighs. “Ahhhh…”

“Oh, yeah. That’s a hard fucking cock.” she said, grabbing me by the face and kissing me deeply as she bounced up and down on it. Her tightness gripped me, sending waves of tingling sensations through my cock and balls.

“It feels so good, mommy.”

“Yes, that’s my good little slut. Tell me how much you love mommy.” she said, tits flopping around as she arched her back against me.

“I love it. I love your tits, mommy. I love your toes, and your ass, and your tight little pussy.” I said, feeling the pressure build.

“Yes, you do. I can feel you throbbing, Jimmy. Are you gonna give mommy that cum?”

“Yes, mommy. I love your pussy.”

“Yes, that’s my good boy. Cum for me, baby. Cum for your mommy.” she said, grunting and forcing her tongue into my mouth. No woman had ever rode me like that, with such ferocious intensity.

“Oh my God! Oh my God!”

“Do it, baby. Cum in mommy. Cum inside your mommy, give me that sticky load.” she said, kissing my neck and licking inside my ear as she milked me past the edge. I bucked against her, grabbing her fat ass with both hands and pulling her down onto me as I released all of the built up tension.

“Ugh! Fuck…” I had never cum so hard in my fucking life. I dug into her ass with my fingers, holding on for dear life as my body radiated with pleasure, pumping hot cum down her flesh tunnel and seeing stars. Siri squeezed me with her pelvic muscles, making sure she got every drop out of me before stepping off of me.

“Such a good boy. You know how to make mommy happy, we’re gonna have a lot of fun as roommates.” she said, using my t-shirt to wipe between her legs. I smiled with contentment, in a state of complete and total bliss.

“Yes we are.”

“You’re such a sweetheart, so full of desire and passion. I love it.” she said, stopping to plant a big wet kiss on my lips, and then heading straight for the shower. I laid on the couch naked, replaying everything that had taken place and wondering how I’d earned such favor in the universe.

Chapter 3

It was such a mind blowing experience, that even after it happened, it still didn’t seem real. I would compare it to a dream, except that it was so much better. So much more real, vivid, and fulfilling.

“This is my new lingerie. What do you think?” Siri asked, appearing from her shower in a lacy black bra and matching panties. Her figure beckoned me for round two, and I wrapped my arms around her from behind, pulling her close and inhaling the scent of her shampoo.

“You’re stunning. I don’t think you understand. You drive me insane.”

“Then do something about it. I’m fresh out of the shower.” she said, rubbing her ass against my crotch. I’d put my underwear back on while she was in the bathroom, and off they came that quickly.

“I want it.” I said, taking her hand and following her into the guest room. I noticed my phone buzzing on the way, but laid it on the dresser as she pulled me over to the bed, pressing her lips to mine and making me instantly drunk.

“I want you to do something naughty.” she whispered, bending herself over the edge of the mattress and looking back at me.

“Anything.” I said, taking myself in my hand and preparing to enter her.

“Get on your knees. I want you to lick it first, then I want you to fuck it.” she said, pulling her cheeks apart as I lowered myself before her. “Lick mommy’s asshole.”

“Oh.” I said, only realizing what she was referring to as I leaned in. It was another first for me, and I dug in without hesitation. There was no real taste, and I felt the deepest level of yearning as I dipped the tip of my tongue in and out of her anus.

“Gughhnn…That’s mommy’s good boy. Fuck it with your tongue, don’t stop licking.”

“Mmm…I love it. You taste so good.” I said, pleasantly surprised and shamefully turned on by the experience.

“Don’t move.” she said, slipping out of bed and getting into her suitcase. “Here. Lube yourself up.”

“Yes mommy.” I said, snatching the bottle of lube from the air. Siri had a second bottle, and laid belly down on the center of the mattress with her ass sticking up in the air, applying lubricant to her fingers and pushing them into her asshole. I’d entered another level of sexual stimulation, and I couldn’t believe I was about to put my penis inside of Siri’s asshole.

“Come on, baby. I want you to take my ass.” she said, wagging her ass back and forth, teasing me as I approached her, thoroughly lubed with tunnel vision. Siri was like an uncaged wild animal, with such a voracious appetite that it was a little intimidating. Still, she dominated my mind in such a visceral way that she surpassed the status of wanting. I needed to have her, it was far beyond me, like a primal code written in my DNA that she knew precisely how to activate.

“I’ve never done this before.” I said, reaching between her legs and rubbing her clit as I pushed my thumb inside of her butt.

“That’s okay, honey. That’s what mommy is here for, to help you gain experience.” she said. “That feels good.”

“Should I wear a condom?”

“No, baby. Mommy is clean, besides, I want to feel that hard young cock pumping me full of cum.” she said, throwing her weight back against my hand. I slipped my thumb out, and decided to go for it.

“That’s so sexy.” I said, laying the tip of my cock at her entrance, rubbing it against her hole.

“Good boy.” she said, sighing deeply and arching her back. Siri dug her fingers into the sheets, purring as I entered her. Alannah would be horrified by what we were doing, but I guess that’s why she wanted to be out of the house while we crossed every forbidden line.

“Baby.” I said, grunting as I pushed myself inside of her. It was a novel sensation, and I loved the way she gripped me. I worked myself in and out, seizing in ecstasy as I spread the lube deeper with my dick, making it slippery so that I could start pounding.

“Ohhhhh…fuck. Pull my hair, baby. Slap mommy’s ass. I want you to use me.” she said, her tone teeming with sensuality. Even the sound of her voice turned me on, and I had to oblige her requests. It felt mean at first, but her enthusiastic reactions spurred me on.

“Yeah, you like that? You like when I slap it?” I asked, laying my palm hard across the side of her cheek.

“Ugh! Yes, baby. Let mommy be your slut.”

“Oh my God, Siri. It’s so fucking tight.”

“Yeah? Does my baby boy like the way I grip his big dick?” she asked, clenching around my dick as I began thrusting with all of my force. “Oh!”

“I love it, mommy. I love the way you feel.”

“Show me, baby. I want you to cum for me.”

“Ughhn! I’m so close, fuck.” I said, spanking her ass again as I swelled up inside her. There was no stopping it, so I went for broke, stepping up on both feet and drilling her with everything I had. The pressure intensified, and I threw my hips forward, bottoming out at the exact moment of orgasm.

“Yes, baby. Fill that ass with cum.”

“Ugh!” I held her by the hips, making animal noises and emptying my load. It felt like every worry and care melted away, and I collapsed beside her in the same state of blissful exhilaration as before.

“Good boy.” she said, rolling over and lifting up her legs. “Look at all that cum. You made a mess inside mommy, you naughty little boy.”

“That is a lot.” I said, proudly admiring my handiwork while she squeezed the cum out, contracting her ass until my semen was dripping down her cheeks and onto the bed. She was so open, giggling and putting on a little show for me while I basked in post coital satisfaction. As far as I was concerned, Alannah had secured her nomination for the best girlfriend of all time.

Chapter 4 - Siri

I couldn’t have been more thankful for Alannah’s openness. It was the first time I’d been single in years, and I wasn’t used to being so sexually frustrated and pent up. I’d been dating men my age or older since I was in my early twenties, and I found myself with a severe and naughty craving for a younger man, and when I laid my eyes on Jimmy, I knew I had to have him.

Luckily, Alannah worked long hours, leaving us all alone at the apartment for extended periods of time. It was a relationship built on lust, and I couldn’t get enough of his youthful exuberance, or his rock hard young cock.

Our first day together was intoxicating, and left me desperately craving more. We’d already finished our shenanigans by the time she got in at almost four in the morning, and I woke up a few short hours later, and snuck my way into their bedroom.

Jimmy had fallen asleep much earlier than Alannah, and he spotted me right away. His eyes went wide with fear, and I motioned for him to come with me. He smiled, and slowly snuck out from the covers, tip-toeing out the door and gently closing it behind him. I was already down on my knees when he turned back around, tugging at his boxers and taking his semi-erect cock into my mouth.

“Oomphf!” he backed into the door, bumping it hard enough that we both froze, and then ran to my bedroom. It wasn’t the smoothest move, but she slept like a log, and I needed his inside of me. I knew we were pushing the boundaries a little, but I just needed one before she left for work later that night.

“Mommy needs it.” I said, slipping my thong off of my ankles and spreading my legs. I’d always rather take my time, especially with a new lover who was as submissive as he was, but it was too risky.

“Do you want me to kiss it first?” he asked.

“No, baby. I’m already so wet, just fuck me.” I said, rubbing my clit and ogling over his abs as he got on top of me, and began rubbing his mushroom tip against my sex.

“It’s so pretty. I love looking at you.” he said. I popped my breasts out of my bra for him, and he immediately began sucking on my nipple. His stubble mixed with my ticklishness led to laughter, and his hard cock pressed deep inside me without protection.

“You’re such a good boy for mommy. Thank you so much for coming to my room when you’re not supposed to.”

“We just have to be quiet, and quick. She could wake up any minute.” he said, suddenly reminded of the danger. I loved how powerless he was to his attraction, how far he would go for my approval.

“Okay, baby.”

“Mommy?” he asked, stopping mid-thrust and gazing into my eyes.

“Yes, my love?”

“Do you think maybe, I don’t know, could I maybe cum on your face this time?” he asked. I smiled wide, pleased that he was opening up to me about his desires. I found his request adorable, and I absolutely love cum.

“Have you ever done it before?”

“No, I haven’t. It’s kind of a fantasy of mine.” he said.

“Okay, baby. Let mommy cum first, and then you can paint my face with your sticky load.” I said, chuckling at the simplicity of the male mind. I wrapped my legs around him, thrusting back from the bottom as he unloaded his piston hips.

“Your tits…They’re gorgeous.” he said, groping and suckling as he slammed his hips against mine, powerfully laying claim to my body. His balls slapped my ass rhythmically with every forward thrust, and I rubbed my clit with everything I had, looking down at him as he moaned with pleasure. “Oh my God, you’re lactating.”

“Do you like that?” I asked. I could see it in his eyes, and felt it in the way he began suctioning like his life depended on it, his focus shifting entirely over to my big mommy milkers. I loved it when guys lost their shit over my breasts, as I loved the feeling of control.

“It’s so good. Oh my God.”

“That’s my good boy, fuck, baby. Mommy is in love with your cock, you know that?” I asked, pulling him off of my tit and kissing him deeply. I was so horny, and only his cock could hit the deep spots I needed to release the tension. Jimmy fucked me until my eyes went crossed, finishing me off to the point that I was a blabbering mess, my body shaking uncontrollably our bodies slapped together, rocking the bed and making all sorts of noise.

“Ugh! I’m close, mommy. I’m so close.”

“Do it, baby.” I said, getting down in front of him as soon as he pulled out. I opened my mouth, looking up at him and sticking out my tongue as he stroked furiously, his face twisting with pleasure as he arrived.

“Oh…..” he sighed, cum blasting from the tip and streaking across my face. I was so turned on that I started touching myself, and watching his cock pulse and shoot off like a geyser. Rope after hot sticky rope, glazing my face as I quickly brought myself to another orgasm.

“Yes, baby. I love your cum, it’s warm and sticky.” I said, reduced to a depraved state and scooping his semen into my mouth.

“You look so pretty right now.” he said, holding his dick in his hand and staring down at my cum covered face. I laid down, scooping it up and rubbing it on my tits, and pussy. My body was vibrating, and the next thing I knew, he was laying under my arm with my tit in his mouth, suckling away and guzzling it down. It felt so good, and relaxing, like a massage except more erotic and intimate. I couldn’t get enough of exploring myself with him, and didn’t want to let him go even though I knew that I had to.

He snuck away with a belly full of breast milk, and went to the communal bathroom to wash himself off before going back into his bedroom to lay with Alannah. It was nothing but innocent fun, but I couldn’t help feeling bonded to him.

Alannah worked that night, and we went at it another five or six times before passing out in the guest room. Luckily, he woke up sometime around midnight, but I knew we were playing with fire.

I’d come into financial troubles which led to me living with them temporarily, but my Fans Only account took off not long afterwards, so I was able to move in with my friend Shelly about a week later. I told myself that would be the end of it, that I should leave well enough alone, but submissive little boys with mommy issues don’t exactly grow on trees, and I wasn’t interested in dating younger guys just to find a suitable fuck buddy.

Alannah told me that their sex life was off the charts after I left, and thanked me for waking up the sex demon inside of him. I was obviously happy for them, but I knew that only I could fill the role of mommy in his life, so we continued our unconventional arrangement, sneaking away at family functions to fuck like rabbits, and you know he always comes over to visit mommy while his girlfriend is at work, because that’s just the type of good boy that he is.

Mommy Next Door - Free Use Adult Nursing

Chapter 1 - Mat 

It was a rough morning. I was hungover, and embarrassed myself the night before by professing my love to my longtime friend Sarah. She was hot, and I did have a crush on her, but I have no idea what I was thinking. 

My phone buzzed, and I just grunted and left it in my room. I was 22, fresh out of college, and failing in the dating department. I put on my robe and stepped outside to smoke a cigarette, and was almost run over by two huge guys carrying a couch into the apartment next door. 

“Coming through!” another guy said, even bigger than the two guys carrying the couch. 

“My bad.” I said, sliding around him and going to sit on the hood of my car. It was almost noon, and it looked like I was going to have a new neighbor. That’s when it happened, the first moment of my life that truly felt like it happened in slow motion. 

I heard the roaring engine, and turned my head as a red Corvette convertible pulled into the parking spot beside mine. 

“God damn.” I whispered, pulling on the filter as I noticed the beautiful woman driving it. It was the middle of summer, and she stepped out of the car in her low cut, curve hugging dress and high heeled shoes. 

“Howdy.” she said, raising her sunglasses and looking right at me. 

“Hi.” I managed, frozen in my tracks by her incredible beauty. 

“You live here?” 

“Uh, yeah. Unit 42.” I said, pointing at my door with my cigarette. 

“We’re neighbors!” she said, her face lighting up and a smile forming across her bright red lips. 

“Right on. Very cool.” I said, my eyes still adjusting to the sun. 

“I’m Lauren.” she said, extending her manicured hand in my direction. 

“Mat.” I said, trying my damndest not to break eye contact. 

“Oh my, I didn’t expect to have such a handsome young man living next door.” she said, giggling. 

“Who, me?” I asked, drawing laughter. 

“Yes, you. Silly boy, who else would I be talking about?” she asked, right as a couple of buff movers walked past me. 

“I was just kidding. You’re not too bad yourself.” I said, feeling my face turn red. 

“Why thank you, sweetheart.” she said, doing a little curtsy. 

“Are you new to town?” I asked, rubbing my neck and trying not to be awkward. She was maybe fifteen years older than me, but she was absolutely stunning. 

“You could say that. I’m in the middle of a divorce, and I needed a place to stay while we sort it all out.” she said. 

“I’m sorry.” 

“I’m not. He’s a liar and a cheat, and I’m gonna take him for everything he’s worth.” she said, matter of factly with a big grin. 

“Can’t argue with that.” I said. 

“You’re really cute. We should hang out.” 

“Really? Yeah, definitely. Sure.” I said, completely caught off guard. I was terrible with women, and stuff like this simply didn’t happen to me. 

“You don’t mind? I’m not trying to impose, but my apartment won’t be ready until later.” she said. 

“Not at all. Mi casa es tu casa.” 

“Gracias senior!” she said, bubbly as all hell for a woman going through a divorce. 

“Uhm, do you mind giving me a minute? I really don’t want you to see my apartment in the state it’s in.” I said, pausing at the door. 

“You’re adorable. Go ahead and clean your room.” she said, chuckling to herself. 

“Thank you. This is for your own good.” I said, smiling before slipping inside and closing the door behind me. My heart was pounding, and I looked around at my disgusting mess of an apartment. 

There were empty beer cans and pizza boxes, a big, fresh red wine stain on the floor and rug, the dishes weren’t done, and there was a peculiar smell emanating through my apartment. This was an absolute nightmare, but it made perfect sense. The one time I finally get super lucky, and a hot, older woman with huge tits moves in next door, seems interested, and fucking invites herself in, and of course, my apartment was in a condemned state. 

I kept picturing her in my head as I sprinted around, deciding to use my bedroom as the stash spot for everything out of place. I grabbed a trash bag, and started filling it up. 

“What is that fucking smell?” I asked, scrambling around and looking through my drawers for the scented candle my mom bought me for Christmas. I found it, lit it, and then continued working. I didn’t know I could move that fast, especially hungover. Thankfully, I had a swiffer, because the floor was extra disgusting. That’s when the bathroom popped into my head. 

I’d spent the past two weeks getting drunk with my friends, and the toilet had been used on multiple occasions as a barf bag. 

“Dammit.” I said, taking one look at the bowl and cringing. “Dammit, dammit, dammit.” 

Chapter 2 - Lauren 

I couldn’t believe my luck. Mat was exactly what I was looking for, as I hadn’t been with anyone since my husband. Months had passed of sleeping alone, and I was going insane. Sex was all that I could think about, and my plan all along had been to find a much younger man to have a sort of fling with. 

I’d been married for eight years, so it had been a very long time since I’d had a new partner. I’m not sure what it was exactly, but I found myself drawn to younger men in particular. I liked how helpless they were to their own urges, and I craved a lover with an insatiable appetite. 

Hooking up with the cute neighbor seemed so cliche, and I hadn’t even considered it as a possibility. I was just going to go out with my friends, and pick a random lucky guy and show him the time of his life. This was much cuter, and since my lease was for six months, it would work out perfectly having a boy toy at my beck and call. 

I certainly missed intimacy, and physical touch in general, but I also missed being looked at with the eyes of desire. I missed feeling special, and feeling sexy. As I waited outside of his apartment, I was giddy with nerves and excitement. The moving crew would be at it all day, giving us plenty of time to get acquainted. I loved that he was in such a panic, as I could hear things clanking around in his apartment as he hurriedly cleaned. 

It already made me feel younger, and free again. I had no plans for the day, or the month for that matter, and it was a sensation I hadn’t experienced since I was in my twenties. There was only one thing missing, and I was really hoping that Mat might be it. 

He looked to be in his early twenties, and I just kept getting hornier while waiting for him to come back. My heart beat faster and faster while I played out naughty scenarios in my head, daydreaming about stepping into the role of his mommy, and letting him worship every inch of my body with his tongue before I sucked the soul straight out through his urethra. 

My sex life with Ryan had long fizzled, and I couldn’t remember the last time we really connected in the bedroom. He was more of a thumper than anything, and was great for an occasional hard fucking but that was about it. I hoped for something more passionate, loving, gentle, and erotic. I wanted a man who could think of nothing else besides my flesh, a man who was obsessed with giving me pleasure, and serving his mommy in whatever way I saw fit. 

It took almost half an hour, and I was starting to get worried that I’d scared him away. Suddenly, his door swung open, and Mat appeared with a fresh outfit and a smile. 

“I’m so sorry, come in.” he said. 

“This isn’t that bad.” I said, looking around. 

“You should have seen the before pictures.” he said, closing the door. I felt a chill of exhilaration move up my spine, as we were all alone, and I was so horny that it was fogging my mind. “Did you want something to drink?” 

“Sure, what do you have?” I asked. He led me into his kitchen, and opened the refrigerator. “Oh, no.” 

“Yeah, it’s kind of empty. I have beer, a water bottle, and an old energy drink.” he said. 

“Water is fine.” I said, finding his bachelor pad endearing. After all those years of marriage, keeping up appearances, and living in luxury, I wanted something new. As crazy as it sounds, it kind of turned me on that he was broke. “So, tell me about yourself.” 

“There’s not a whole lot to tell. I’m 22, fresh out of college.” 

“Are you single?” I asked, twisting the cap of the water bottle and looking directly into his eyes. He smiled and looked away. 

“Yeah, I am.” he said. 

“Oh, well that’s convenient.” I said, strolling past him into the living room. 

“What do you mean?” 

“Well, I told you how I’m going through a divorce.” 

“Yeah.” 

“We separated months ago.” I said, taking a seat on his couch and crossing my legs. His eyes drifted to my chest, and I pressed my breasts together with my arms for his viewing pleasure. “So it’s been a long time, if you know what I mean.” 

“Since you’ve dated?” 

“Well, yes, but I don’t think I’m ready for serious dating. I think I just want something casual, with no strings attached.” I said, waiting for him to pick up on my hints. 

“That makes sense. I’m kind of in the same position.” 

“Did you go through a break up recently too?” I asked. He shook his head. 

“No, I’ve been single for a couple years now, but I’m not really looking for anything serious either.” he said. 

“I like that. That’s kind of where I am in life right now, just ready to be free, let loose, and have fun.” I said, drawing a smile. 

“You’re really pretty.” he said, raising his eyes to mine. I could tell by his red face that he was nervous, and I found it adorable. 

“Awh, sweetie. Thank you.” I said. He sat down on an old brown lounge chair, and I hated how much space there was between us. Even though we’d just met, he checked all of my boxes. I wasn’t normally so aggressive, but I wasn’t used to going months without being fucked. 

“Of course.” 

“Why are you sitting over there? I’m trying to tell you how lonely I am.” I said, laughing at how desperate I sounded. 

“My bad.” he said, popping up without hesitation and sitting beside me. 

“It’s okay, sweetheart. It’s not your fault, I just really miss the touch of a man.” I said, leaning against him and placing my hand on his thigh. He chuckled nervously, his eyes drifting again to my cleavage. “Do you like them?” 

“I’m sorry.” he said, laughing it off. 

“No, it’s okay.” I said, turning my torso to face him and straightening my posture. “They’re very sensitive, but you can touch them if you want.” 

“Seriously?” he asked, his eyes bulging as he openly stared at them. I couldn’t help but giggle, as there was something so earnest about his reaction. 

“Only one condition.” 

“Yeah?” he asked, mustering the willpower to lift his gaze to meet mine. 

“You have to call me mommy.” 

Chapter 3 - Mat 

“You want me to call you mommy?” I asked, completely dumbfounded. It didn’t help at all that I was throbbing hard in my pants, my brain in a haywire state that she caused just by being so damn sexy.

“You don’t think I’m weird, do you?” she asked. “Oh, no. This isn’t what I wanted to happen.”

“No, no. It’s fine. I don’t mind.” I said.

“Really?”

“Yeah. I’ll call you mommy.” I said. The last thing I wanted to do was make her feel ashamed of her kink, it was just so out of nowhere. She laughed, and nestled her head against mine, her scent further short circuiting what was left of my functioning brain. It felt like I was in a porno, and I was just trying not to fuck it up.

“It’s just, well, my husband wasn’t into it, and he was older than me.” she said, her hand moving closer to my crotch.

“Oh.”

“I can’t believe I’m telling you about this, but I have this sort of, mommy kink, I guess you could call it.” she said, seeming a bit nervous.

“That’s hot.” I said, trying to make her feel better.

“You like it?”

“I mean, honestly, I’ve watched plenty of stepmom and milf porn in my life. It’s definitely something I could get into.” I said, surprising myself with my openness. It felt easier to open up since she’d already taken the first step by making herself so vulnerable.

“Ooh, a naughty boy.” she said, leaning in. Her lips found mine, and it was like fireworks going off in my head. I was still processing the situation, her tongue slipped into my mouth, and the next thing I knew, she was popping her gorgeous tits out of her dress, and we were off to the fucking races. “Mommy is so horny, baby. I need my little boy to take care of me.”

“Mmm…Yes, mommy.” I said, my face mashed between her heaving breasts. “Oh my God.”

“Yes, baby. Show mommy how much you love her.” she said, kicking off her shoes and lowering herself onto her back.

“Yes, mommy.” I said, groping her fat tits and latching on.

“I love it when you call me that.” she whispered as I kissed her porcelain breasts, swirling my tongue around her nipple as my cock throbbed in my shorts, needing a tight hole to erupt inside of.

“You have the best tits, mommy.” I said, feeling my dick jump as the word left my mouth. I’d always had a fantasy of fucking a gorgeous older woman like her, and I couldn’t believe how she’d fallen into my lap.

“You’re such a good boy. Drink mommy’s warm milk until your little belly is full.” she said, her sensual voice putting me into a state of comfort. I took off my shirt, and we cuddled up on the couch, with my lips firmly attached to her tit, suckling until breastmilk was dribbling out onto my tongue.

“It tastes so good.”

“Yes, that’s my sweet boy. Is sucking on mommy’s tit making your cock hard?” she asked.

“Yes, mommy. You make me so hard.” I said, feeling myself slip further under her spell as she wrapped her fingers around my shaft, stroking it through my shorts. “Oh my God.”

“Say I love you mommy.” she whispered, her hot breath sending a chills through my spine as the tip of her tongue explored my inner ear.

“I love you, mommy.” I said. Lauren laced her fingers in my waistband, slowly pulling it away from my stomach and peeking inside.

“Oh, wow. I didn’t realize my little boy had such a manly cock.” she whispered, her kisses moving to my neck. “Take it out for mommy.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, standing up to remove my shorts and underwear. Lauren pulled her dress up, exposing her red lace panties and a small tattoo of a heart with a locket just above her waistband.

“Good boy. I love when you do exactly as you’re told.” she said, giving me pointers that I had every intention on using. I knew it was an audition right away, and if I fucked her well enough, I might just end up with the hottest fuck buddy imaginable living right next door. “Get on your knees.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, doing as I was told and getting my first feel for submission. I’d never been involved in anything so kinky.

“Put your hands behind your back. I want you to eat mommy’s pussy.” she said. “And remember that phrase I told you I liked? Don’t stop saying it until I cum.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, holding my hands behind my back and stepping forward on my knees as she slowly removed her panties. “You’re so pretty.”

“Who’s so pretty?” she asked, readjusting herself in front of me to get comfortable.

“My mommy.” I said, staring down at her pussy. Her well trimmed bush was a novelty to me, and I felt like I was participating in the adult version of bobbing for apples when I leaned in with no hands.

“Yes, baby. That’s my good boy. You know what mommy likes.” she said, cooing as I started licking.

“Mmm. You’re so wet.” I said, taking notice of her arousal. It had been a long time since my face was buried between a woman’s legs, and never a woman as gorgeous as Lauren. It didn’t surprise me one bit how amazing she tasted, as everything about her was so well taken care of, all the way down to her pedicured red toe nails.

“Yes, baby. Mommy is very horny, I’m so glad I found myself a good boy.” she said, squeezing her fingers around my hair and grinding against my face. It was intoxicating, being with a woman so unhinged.

“I love you, mommy.” I said, causing her to squeal with glee as I sucked on her clit.

“Yes…look up at mommy. Such a naughty boy, eating your mommy’s pussy.”

“I love my mommy. I do whatever she tells me to do.” I said, staring up at her as I rhythmically stroked her with my tongue.

“Such a mama’s boy.” she said, sucking on her own finger and making me wish it was my erection. I would have gone down on her for hours if she let me, but it was becoming almost torturous not being able to touch myself, so I asked for permission.

“It's so hard.” I said, pulling my head up and looking down at myself. “I want you to touch it.”

“Who do you want to touch it?” she asked, grinning playfully.

“I want mommy to touch it.”

“What is “it”? What do you want mommy to touch?” she asked, enjoying the tease. I’ve never been so aroused, and it felt like my head might just spontaneously explode right then and there.

“I want mommy to touch my cock.” I said, further turned on by how ashamed it made me feel to say it.

“Do you want to go to your bedroom?” she asked. “We could have more fun on your bed.”

Chapter 4 - Lauren

He made a funny face, still down on his knees with his hands behind his back. His juicy dick was calling out to me, making my mouth water. As much as I was enjoying his generosity, I wanted to play too, as I took great pleasure in giving pleasure.

“It’s just, my room is a mess. I kind of just shoved everything in there.” he said, thoroughly embarrassed, like I gave a fuck about the conditions of his bedroom.

“Do you want mommy to suck your cock or not?” I asked, drunk on my own arousal and feeling very dommy mommy.

“Alright, I warned you.” he said, standing up and offering me his hand. He walked in front of me, and I let my intrusive impulse to slap his ass get the better of me as we entered his room.

“Jesus.” he said, rubbing his butt and giving me a look.

“I’m sorry.” I said, covering my mouth and laughing. A twinkle appeared in his eye, and he shook his head as he stepped around a pile of clothes and onto his messy bed.

“That’s for not keeping your room clean.” I said, finding the perfect justification for the random spank.

“I deserve that. I promise I’ll keep it clean for you from now on.” he said, sitting in the middle of his bed and looking me over with the wide eyes of attraction and desire while I did a little striptease for him.

Certainly, I was emboldened by the overwhelming level of horniness that had been plaguing me for months, but it was also Mat. He had the most calming demeanor, and kind eyes that hid nothing.

“I still can’t believe this is happening. This honestly feels like a dream.” he said, taking hold of himself at the base, stroking himself up and down as I stepped out of my dress, baring it all and crawling into the bed with him.

“Get used to it. I’m your mommy now, and I can be very overbearing.” I said, laying down between his legs and replacing his hand with mine.

“Oh my God, that feels amazing.” he said, whimpering from my mere touch.

“I can feel your pulse.” I said, staring at his thick, veiny cock and picturing it inside me.

“You’re so hot. I can’t help it.” he said.

“Mommy loves your cock. It’s so big.”

“Fuck.” he whispered, posted up on his elbows and tossing his head back as I began licking around his bulbous mushroom tip. I’d been fantasizing about sucking cock and being fucked so much that I completely lost myself, being as sloppy and enthusiastic as I could.

“Do you like that?” I asked, kissing the tip and then plunging it down my throat. His entire body jerked as I deep throated him, and I dragged my tongue along the bottom of his juicy shaft as I backed it out.

“I love it, mommy. God damn, you’re good.”

“Yes, that’s my good boy. I want you to forget about all the other girls in your life, because now mommy is here, and she’s going to take care of all your needs.” I said, rubbing slowly up and down his spit soaked length and cupping his balls.

“I love you, mommy.” he said, looking down at me in agonizing pleasure. I loved watching a man unravel for me, pushing his cock to the edge and then pulling back, making him beg for more until he couldn’t fucking take it anymore.

“Mmm…so hard. I didn’t realize my little boy had grown into such a perverted young man.” I said, grinding against a pillow as I slurped on his balls.

“Will you lift your feet up?” he asked, running his fingers through my hair and looking at me like I was the most beautiful woman on the planet. It was a feeling I’d been craving, and I was so thankful for my new neighbor.

“How come?” I asked, giggling as I acquiesced his request.

“They’re so pretty.”

“Awh, baby. You didn’t tell me you liked mommy feet.” I said, perking up at the possibilities. I’d always had a fantasy about having my feet worshiped, but had never been with a man submissive enough to indulge me.

“I love them. The red toes are my kryptonite. Your arches are incredible.”

“Oh, wow. Look at you, mommy’s little foot aficionado.” I giggled, glad to have stumbled onto one of his kinks. I flexed and curled my toes, watching his eyes as he became memorized by them.

“You’re so pretty.”

“Say it.” I said, making a fist around his sack and gently squeezing his balls, licking and slobbering onto them while I waited to hear the magic words.

“I love you, mommy.”

“Good boy. Again.” I said, rubbing my face in his balls as my girl parts pounded for the thing that only he could give me.

“I love you mommy, I love you so much. I love the way you kiss, and suck.”

“Do you want to see how mommy fucks?” I asked, instinctively crawling up his body for another kiss.

“Please, show me.” he said. I smiled, feeling so dirty and wrong. I hadn’t even moved in yet, and I’d already thoroughly corrupted my neighbor.

“Listen. I want you to be my good boy, but I need you to follow the rules.” I said, rubbing my pussy against his cock without taking it inside me.

“Yes, mommy. What are the rules?”

“You always praise mommy, no matter what. Tell me how beautiful I am, and worship me.” I said, squeezing his cheeks and looking deep into his eyes.

“Always.”

“No other girls. Only mommy.” I said.

“Of course. You’re a goddess.”

“Awh, good boy. I like that.”  I said, feeling the hairs on my neck stand up as he uttered the word. My luck was unbelievable, as he’d quickly picked up on what I was putting down. He understood the assignment, as the kids would say. “In return for your strict loyalty and obedience, I’m going to give you free use.”

“What’s that, mommy?” he asked, trembling as I humped his cock.

“It means that you can fuck all of mommy’s holes, whenever you want, and however you want, but you have to be faithful, or else I’ll take it away.” I said.

“I’ll do anything you say, mommy. Please let me have it.”

“You want it, baby? You want to feel your mommy’s pussy?” I asked, taking hold of him and leading his slimy cockhead to my opening.

“Please, mommy.”

“I didn’t tell you the last rule.” I whispered, touching his lips with the pad of my pointer finger. “You always have to listen to mommy. No matter what. Say yes mommy.”

“Yes, mommy.” he said, groaning as I sat down onto his cock. It was like electricity filling me up, and the pleasure radiated out in waves as he grabbed my ass with both hands, thrusting from the bottom like a bull out of the starting gates.

“Oh! Ohhhhh, God. Ungh, ohhhh, baby. That’s so good.” I said, his hard cock pumping in and out like a piston, pummeling me in the most mind numbing way. My breasts dangled in his face, and he sucked on my nipple while fucking me.

“Mmm hmm…” he moaned, gulping down my milk as his balls slapped against my ass. “I love you.”

“I love you, baby.”

“I love you, mommy.” he said, increasing the intensity of the thrusting. It was so fucking hot, dropping L-bombs and being called mommy by a man I’d met hours earlier. We came simultaneously, his hot cum pumping into me recklessly as we grinded against each other in a battle to extract every last bit of pleasure.

Post coital bliss overtook me, and I smiled dumbly. There aren’t words for the tremendous sensation of relief, especially knowing there was plenty more in store for both of us.

Chapter 5 - Mat

“So, about this room.” she said, laying her head on my chest and laughing.

“I know, I know. I’ll clean it.” I said, kissing her on the top of the head. The heat of the moment “I love yous” were still fresh in my mind. I knew it was bedroom talk, but the tremendous intimacy made the lines blend.

“I’m only kidding.”

“No, I’ve let it get out of control lately. Now that I’ve got you living next door, I’ll keep it within reason.” I said.

“Oh, baby. Once my apartment is set up, I promise you we won’t be spending much time over here.” she said, her chuckle alerting me to the fact that she did think my apartment was a mess.

“That’s fair.”

“Don’t you want to come to mommy’s room for cuddles at night?” she asked.

“I do.” I said. Lauren sat up, biting her lip and taking hold of her breasts.

“I have very sensitive nipples, it’s one of my favorite erogenous spots. Would you mind nursing a little more?” she asked. “It’s like a massage for me, only better.”

“You don’t think I’m getting a little old for this?” I asked, keeping the energy of our naughty little roleplay.

“You’ll never be too old to love your mommy.” she whispered, wrapping her arm around me. Her tits were so everything, and I felt like a kid in a candy store latching onto her succulent nipples. “Mmm…”

“So pretty.” I said, kissing around her areola and looking up into her loving eyes. Her tits were so soft in my hands, and the milk flowed freely as I pinched her nipples between my fingers, letting warm white liquid trickle onto them.

“Good boy, just like that.”

“You’re so sexy.” I said, leaning in to clean up the excess. We relaxed like that for a while, and Lauren closed her eyes while I groped and suckled, drinking down her creamy titmilk and becoming more and more bonded to her.

“That’s right, baby. Worship your mommy.” she said. I started kissing her soft stomach, until she turned over onto her stomach and raised her ass in the air.

“Can I kiss it?” I asked, giving her pale white ass a payback smack from earlier.

“Ugh!” she inhaled sharply, and I sensed pleasure in her tone. “Mat. What’s gotten into you?”

“I’m sorry, mommy. It’s just so fat and tempting.” I said, pulling her cheeks apart with my hands and observing her feminine perfection. My cock woke at the sight, and she smiled back at me.

“You have free use, baby. You can fuck mommy’s ass if you want to, but you have to kiss it first.” she said.

“Oh?” I asked. The butterflies in my stomach began to flutter, as I’d never ventured near the back door before.

“Yes, but you have to kiss it with passion. I want you to make out with mommy’s asshole.” she said. Lauren was such a dirty talker, and I wanted to prove that I could be just as dirty with my mouth.

“Yes, mommy.” I said, my heart pounding as I placed my face between her asscheeks.

“Oh my God…” she said, arching her back as I began aggressively tonguing her asshole.

“Mmm, mommy. Why do you taste so good?” I asked, spitting onto her hole and rubbing it around with my tongue. “I want it.”

“That’s my good boy, show mommy that you deserve her ass.” she said, digging into the sheets and shoving it back against my face. I occupied some mixture of nirvana and heaven, lost between her luscious cheeks and rock hard with arousal.

“I love it.” I said, pulling on one cheek and applying pressure with my thumb. It popped inside, and I felt her tighten around me as she let out a sigh.

“I want your cock.” she said, which was more than enough to snap me out of my hypnosis. “Do you have lube?”

“I don’t.”

“Come here.” she grabbed my dick, and began shoving her throat down onto it.

“Ughnn…” I moaned, smiling as choked herself, coughing up viscous spit and stroking it over my length.

“There you go.” she said, glancing up at me with a deranged smile. Her eyes watered, dragging mascara to her cheeks as she got into position. Strands of slimy saliva dangled from my cock, and I began rubbing the tip against her ass.

“So sexy.”

“Say it, baby. Tell me.”

“You know how much I love you mommy. I love you so much.” I said, pressing it inside and feeling her tightness grip my shaft. “Oh.”

“Yes, baby. That’s what mommy wants.” she said, reaching back to grab my hip, pulling me into her.

“Fuck.” I said, grabbing her hips and bottoming out. She squealed under my thrusts, furiously rubbing her clit as I laid claim to her ass. The saliva was plenty sufficient, and I slipped in and out as I pounded away.

“Yes, baby. Do it! Fuck mommy’s ass, oh my God. I’m gonna cum, baby.”

“It’s so tight, mommy. I love mommy’s asshole.” I said, feeling my nerves tingle with anticipation as we drove headfirst into another tidal wave of crashing pleasure. Lauren’s fingers were dug into handfuls of sheets, and growling as I pummeled her.

“Ungh huh, yes, baby. Don’t stop. Don’t stop, baby.” she turned her head to look back at me, making intense eye contact as I came inside of her. No woman had ever encapsulated my adoration so fully, and I couldn’t help falling in love with her sexuality.

Cum dripped from our seal, and she fell forward off of me, smiling as she rolled over with her eyes closed.

“That was incredible.” she said. I slipped in beside her, spooning her and kissing her cheek and neck. I felt so relaxed, so comfortable with her in my arms. We’d only just met, but she was someone I could see myself getting used to.

Chapter 6 - Lauren

I took a shower at my place after the movers finished up, finding myself far too caught up in my real life daydream to think of anything else. There were boxes all around, and my plans had included unpacking them. That was before I met Mat, and finally released all of the pent up tension that plagued me.

The only real unpacking I did was putting the sheets, blankets, and pillows on my bed. Then it was a glass of white wine, and a simple text to my neighbor on call.

LAUREN: It’s bedtime. Come over. You’re sleeping with mommy tonight.

MAT: Yes mommy. Be there in five.

It’s funny how something so simple could turn me on so effortlessly, and how it took me away from all of the usual bother. A sex driven, torrid love affair with a man half my age. It had a certain ring to it, an allure of inappropriate fantasy. I wanted someone who could take my mind off things, and relieve my rather impure desires.

He arrived in a tank top and board shorts, while I adorned lacy lingerie, hidden beneath my robe.

“You look beautiful.” he said, in lieu of a hello. I threw my arms over his neck, right as another of our neighbors passed by.

“Hey.” he said, giving us a quick wave before looking away. We chuckled, and immediately took our rendezvous inside.

“Do you know him?” I asked.

“I don’t, but it’s a solid first impression.”

“Would you like something to drink?” I asked, stepping over boxes on my way to the kitchen.

“Maybe some fresh milk.”

“Oh, sweetheart. Let’s go to the bedroom.” I said, taking him by the hand. After going months and months without sex, suddenly I was fiending after only a few hours. We made our way to the bedroom, and I climbed up into his lap, untying the belt of my robe and opening it up.

“Good Lord.”

“You approve?” I asked, letting the robe slide off of my shoulders. He cupped my breasts in his hands, and looked into my eyes.

“You’re stunning,” he said, squeezing and laying his face between them. My husband was the type to withhold affection, and it had only grown worse over the years. Mat was invigorating, so innocent and full of adoration. Not only was it flattering, but it helped me to see a life post marriage.

“My hungry little boy.” I whispered, pulling down on my bra so they popped out in his face. Mat indulged himself fervently, pinching with his thumb and forefingers. “Mmm…”

“That’s so sexy, mommy.”

“The girls your age can’t do that, can they?”

“No, mommy. Only you.” he whispered. I assisted him in removing his shirt, and he returned quickly to my breasts. His warm lips made me tingle, and I grinded against him until he began pulling on his waistband.

“Mommy needs your help, sweetheart.” I said, climbing off of him as he disrobed.

“I’ll do anything.” he said, fully hard and with fire in his eyes.

“I need to be fucked. I want it hard, and rough. I want you to use me, and then I want you to cum in me.” I said, stepping out of my underwear.

“I think I can handle that.” he said, grinning and following my lead. I leaned over the edge of the bed, and he stood behind me. Being with him was a massive turn on, and I couldn’t believe how wet I was already.

“Please, baby.” I said, taking his hand and placing it at the base of my ponytail. Mat leaned over me, rubbing his cock against my opening and placing a soft, sloppy kiss on my neck.

“I do whatever mommy tells me to do.” he whispered, squeezing his hand around it and giving a soft tug as he pushed his bareback cock inside me. I inhaled sharply, smiling as he buried his length, pinning my lower back to the mattress with one hand as he claimed me, and pulling so that I had to look up at him while he fucked me.

“Oh, fuck. That’s so good, baby.”

“Yeah, now you have to be my good girl, mommy.” he said, his voice gutterall and masculine. His powerful hips pumped into me, ravaging me deep and hitting spots that left me seeing stars. His fingers invaded my mouth, and I sucked on them obediently as he slammed his hips into mine.

“Ugh!”

“Yeah, that’s right. Squeal for that dick.” he said, losing all concern for my comfort. My body trembled beneath him, and I wondered if I’d asked for more than I could handle. His hot flesh bottomed out, triggering my squirting wetness as I called out in agony.

Our bodies slapped together, squishing with wetness as he held my wrists at my lower back, no doubt paying me back for when I’d given him the same command. It felt like I started swelling up from the inside, and it expanded until my body was shaking uncontrollably.

“I’m so close, baby. I’m gonna cum, I’m gonna cum for you mommy.” he said, his frantic thrusts turning desperate. Hearing his arrival was contagious, and he hammered his way through, while I drooled and felt my eyes losing the ability to focus.

“Ughhhh uhnn…”

“Fuck. Oh my God.” he whimpered, his voice cracking as his pulsing cock slipped slowly out from inside me. I curled up instinctively, brimming with contentment as he sat down behind me, taking my foot into his hand and working his thumb up and down the sole of my foot.

“Sweetheart.” I said, stretching out and opening one eye in his direction. “That feels amazing.”

“Just lay back. Let me rub you down.” he said. I had lube and lotion at my place, and after directing him to it, I laid out, and the true rest and relaxation began. It was a perk of the gig I hadn’t considered, having such an eager young man that he considered it an honor instead of a chore.

He had to massage me for a solid hour, and I drifted deeper and deeper into pure relaxation. The next thing I knew, he was spreading my legs apart, and eating me from behind.

“Oh, my.” I said, surprised to feel his tongue slipping inside me considering he’d finished there an hour before. He pushed his face in, sniffing and lapping away like a hungry dog. I pushed my hips backwards against his face, letting him inhale me and consume me until I was again reaching climax.

He was a stark contrast to what I was used to, and even though we’d just met, I could see myself getting used to him.

Chapter 7 - Mat

Sleeping over with Lauren became a nightly occurrence, so much so that I was hanging out with my friends less. Her husband was pretty wealthy, so she didn’t work, and was kind of just riding out the time until she got her money and could move on.

In the meantime, she had a lot of time on her hands. I should have been out looking for a job, or a way to make money, but I kept finding myself naked with Lauren, kissing all over her and nourishing myself with her delicious milk.

I was so enamored with her, and with what we were doing, that it kind of made me forget about the rest of the world. It was a constant state of bliss, and she was so easy to talk to and hang out with. It made me realize how lucky I’d gotten, and how freaking out of my league she was.

She made me breakfast in the mornings, and I cooked dinner. We didn’t really talk about it, but it felt like we were dating. It was all very domestic, but it was such a fairy tale that neither of us wanted to interject with any real life drama. We kind of just let it be, kept having fun, and enjoying each other.

I naturally assumed that it was a fling, a way to get over her divorce and pass the time. Lauren wasn’t your standard pretty milf, she was a drop dead gorgeous, head turning beauty. Every one of her body parts seemed perfectly designed to elicit a response in me, and I just enjoyed her while I had her.

Eventually, I got a job working overnight as a stocker. It broke my heart to have to miss our sleepovers, but we still spent a lot of time together. We started doing lunch dates to make up for lost time, and that’s when I realized that I was wasting time. I needed to tell her how I felt, even if it risked messing things up.

A woman like her isn’t easy to find, and I could already feel the regret of not making a move and letting her slip away. My main problem was the age gap, not that either of us cared, but I was pretty much broke. I feared that she wouldn’t be able to take me seriously.

I had no idea if the feeling was mutual, but right after I decided to tell her, she finalized her divorce and bought a house. And then asked me to move in with her. Luckily, my lease was up in two months, and I could just pay it off and then skate.

So yeah, that was almost a year ago. I still look back on that day, and wonder where I’d be in life if I had been anywhere else that day. It took some getting used to for my actual mother, but my dad seemed to respect me more for dating an older woman, and I’ve even caught him checking her out a couple of times.

There’s nothing quite like it, living with my babe of a dommy mommy, being fed premium milk straight from the tap, with free use privileges at all times. Needless to say, I’m quite a happy boy.

Divine Discipline

Chapter 1 - Jerry

Dating apps weren’t working out any better than trying to meet girls on my own, which is to say, they weren’t working at all. I thought that when I finally moved out and got my own apartment at 22, that maybe I’d finally start getting laid. Before, I could at least blame the fact that I lived in my parent’s basement. Two months into having my own place, and it became clear that my living situation hadn’t been the whole problem.

Truth be told, I wasn’t overly interested in finding a nice girl to date. I wanted a wild woman who could help me relieve my constant, aching state of horniness. It was getting out of control, and the more time that passed, the more desperate my situation became. To put it as simply as possible, I really needed to fuck.

That’s when it happened, a new match on Tender. It had gotten to the point where I only checked them once a week, because it was always just bots, or Fans Only girls, or women who matched with me for some reason but simply weren’t interested.

This time, it was an attractive older woman, and she looked familiar. I clicked on her profile, and my heart started pounding in my chest. Her name was Athena, and she’d actually worked at my high school for a short period of time while I was there, helping as an aide for challenged students.

“No way.” I said, flipping through her pictures and feeling a wave of nostalgia wash over me. Athena was a total babe, and I was in the same graduating class as her daughter Claire, who was also smoking hot but never the least bit interested in me.

Unlike a lot of women on the app, Athena had her age displayed publicly on her profile. She was 41. While she worked at the school, I remember checking her out every time I laid my eyes on her. She looked a lot like Claire, except older, and somehow even more sexy.

I stared at her photos and read her bio over and over again, trying to think of some way to break the ice. There was no way she remembered me, so I at least had that going for me.

Here for a good time. Mommy needs a good boy.

It sounded naughty, like maybe she was there for the same reasons as me. Still, I couldn’t think of a single decent line, and decided not to reach out because I knew she would only reject me anyway once she saw our age difference. There was no way for me to reach out without coming off like a weirdo.

“Fuck. She’s hot as fuck.” I said, finally tossing my phone to the side and pulling myself out of bed to go take a shower. It was an interesting blast from the past, seeing the hot student aide who always caught my attention, but I didn’t think much more about it because she felt so far out of my league. I couldn’t even manage to get a date with a girl my age, let alone this super milf who could have any man she wanted.

That’s when it happened again, a notification on my phone right as I was getting into bed for the night. This time, it was a message from Athena.

ATHENA: Hey. I know you.

I stared down at my cell phone, reading her message over again in shock. Before I could process that she knew who I was, she sent another message, and then another.

ATHENA: You really shouldn’t be trying to meet older women on here, you naughty little boy. Why is your age range set so high?

ATHENA: Not that I’m complaining, I always thought you were cute.

JERRY: Hey Athena! I was going to reach out to you earlier, but I wasn’t sure if you would recognize me.

ATHENA: Of course. Are you going to answer my question?

JERRY: Oh, I just set it all the way so I had the most options.

ATHENA: I see. You should be careful, you never know what kind of creeps are lurking on the internet.

JERRY: True, but I haven’t had much luck with this app so far.

ATHENA: Don’t you dare say that. We wouldn’t even be talking right now if it weren’t for this app. Wouldn’t that be tragic?

JERRY: It would.

ATHENA: What are you looking for on here?

JERRY: Nothing really, just seeing what happens.

ATHENA: Oh, baby. I’m not some 18 year old chick, you don’t have to lie to me. I bet I can guess what you’re looking for…

JERRY: Lol, okay. Maybe.

ATHENA: Don’t maybe me. You need to be honest with me, or else I won’t be able to properly relieve you.

JERRY: Relieve me? Not gonna lie, I like the sound of that.

ATHENA: Are you gonna be honest and tell mommy the truth about what you’re looking for on this app? Or am I gonna have to find myself a good boy somewhere else?

JERRY: Absolutely not, you already found me. The best boy around.

ATHENA: Mommy’s good boy?

JERRY: Anything you want.

ATHENA: Why are you on this app, Jerry?

JERRY: I’m looking for attractive women. For sex, ideally.

ATHENA: That wasn’t so hard, was it?

JERRY: No ma am, it wasn’t.

ATHENA: That’s sweet, calling me ma am. You know what would turn me on a lot more?

JERRY: What?

ATHENA: If you called me mommy.

Chapter 2 - Athena

I’d been thinking about it for such a long time, and I guess I finally snapped when my desires became too much for me to handle. I wanted a younger man, someone I could praise, punish, and take control of sexually.

It’s not something I’d done before, chasing men half my age. I’d always dated men older than me, actually, but I’d developed a bit of a mommy kink and wanted to explore it. Signing up for a dating app felt so strange at my age, and then swiping through a bunch of guys who were young enough to be my sons.

Jerry caught my eye right away. He went to school with my daughter, and I always knew that he was a good kid. And handsome. I wondered to myself if they’d ever had a thing, but he didn’t really seem like her type. Claire went for bad boys and older guys, just like me at her age.

It felt like an uncontrollable impulse, and the chemistry was there right away. I’d been separated from my husband for a year and a half, but the divorce had just become official and I was ready to celebrate. I wasn’t used to dating after being married for over a decade, and I certainly didn’t know how to go about finding guys for random sex. Luckily, times had changed and the options were nearly endless, and at my fingertips.

We went back and forth, and it became excruciatingly clear that he was attracted to me. The feeling was thoroughly mutual, and the more we messaged back and forth, the more I knew he was the one.

It’s hard to pinpoint where my desire for control originated, but the longer I went without being touched, the clearer it became what I really wanted. There was something about the idea of a younger, submissive man that I found arousing to no end. Having a less experienced man who can’t control his own libido, needing it constantly and eager to serve his loving mommy. It had been turning me on for months, maybe longer, but it kicked into overdrive once I found Jerry.

It felt so forbidden, talking to a man who graduated with my daughter and making him call me his mommy. If only she knew what her mother was doing while she was off partying her way through college. I couldn’t seem to help myself, and after explaining to Jerry that I thought what he was doing was unsafe, and that he needed to be punished, smothered, and told what to do, I invited him over to my house.

JERRY: Right now?

ATHENA: Yes, baby. Don’t make mommy wait when she’s hungry.

JERRY: Okay, yeah. Can I get your phone number?

ATHENA: If you play your cards right, you’ll get a lot more than that.

It was an exhilarating feeling, sending him my phone number and then immediately getting a text message. I sent him my address, and told him that I was all alone.

ATHENA: I want you to spend the night. You don’t need to be home all by yourself, on the internet looking for things that only mommy should be giving you anyway.

JERRY: Yes mommy. I’m about to head your way.

ATHENA: Good. We need to talk about your behavior, and see if we can put in some sort of punishment and reward system to help keep you on track.

I got up out of bed, struck with a sudden burst of nervous energy once he said he was on his way. It was so easy, convincing him to come over, but it made me feel a bit vulnerable. I knew that he was a good egg, so it wasn’t that random, but inviting a man you don’t really know over to your residence expecting sex certainly isn’t the safest of all decisions.

The whole thing made me feel young again, and it was such a rush waiting for him to arrive. I quickly changed into some lingerie, and sterilized the toys I thought we might use for our first play session together.

Being someone’s dommy mommy was empowering, and I have to say it was intoxicating, even through text messages. I wanted to make him into my servile little boy toy, and melt his young, simple mind with pure sensory overload. I wanted to pry his deepest, darkest desires and make them come true. I wanted to own him, to train him, to ruin him and make him into a good little slut for mommy all at the same time.

It struck me that this was all new to me, and that I wasn’t sure how I was going to respond when we were actually face to face. Fantasizing about being a big bad mommy domme was enough, bringing that fantasy into the real world was something else entirely. Still, I knew exactly what I wanted, and felt confident that I could make it happen. At the end of the day, he was a horny 22 year old man who just wanted to stick his throbbing young cock inside of a wet cunt, and I couldn’t blame him because I wanted the same thing in reverse.

Chapter 3 - Jerry

I was in a trancelike state as I gripped the wheel, following my GPS to the address she provided. The situation was intimidating, going to meet a woman much older than me, presumably for sex, after having never really talked to her before in my life.

There was a constant, pounding pressure in my groin as I thought about all of the dirty things she’d texted me. She was unlike any girl I’d interacted with before, and I knew that I was in for a mindblowing experience as long as I didn’t find a way to blow up. Considering my recent struggles in the dating department, that felt like a real possibility.

She was so far out of my league, in terms of caliber of woman. I had no business pulling into her driveway, yet there I was, turning off the keys to the ignition and realizing the deafening silence. The light outside her front door was on, and I stepped out of my car, thinking about how I’d address my new mommy.

I had always been physically attracted to women older than me, amplified perhaps by watching porn in the milf category, and realizing how spectacular and gorgeous an older woman could be. The mommy domme thing was new to me, and it was almost shameful how much it turned me on. I took a deep breath, and wiped my sweaty palms on the front of my athletic shorts before knocking on her door.

“Oh, hi.” she said, opening her door and smiling wide in a black silky robe with black panty hose. She was a vision, hotter than I remember and better in person than in photos by a mile. I had a physical reaction to seeing her, and I kind of stuttered as my overmatched brain tried to formulate a sentence.

“Hi mommy.” I said, my mouth dry as the words left my mouth. I continued ogling her, and she giggled at my reaction to her.

“Come inside.” she said, reaching out and taking hold of my hand, pulling me through the door and closing it behind me.

“You look amazing.” I said, trying to compose myself as I scanned her shapely legs.

“Thank you. The look on your face says it all.” she said, standing directly in front of me and looking into my eyes.

“I feel underdressed.” I said, looking down at my black socks and flip flops and smiling anxiously.

“Nonsense. I’m just glad you came over. I hate sleeping alone.”

“Yeah. Me too.” I said, following her as she led me into her living room. Her robe was just long enough to cover her ass, but I could still see the outline of her well formed glutes with every swaying step. “Your body is amazing.”

“You’re sweet, and I do love the adoration, but we need to talk mister.” she said. I raised my eyebrows, unsure of what she meant.

“Okay. About what?”

“Come to my bedroom. I think you know what it’s about.” she said, casting a serious glare in my direction before heading off.

“Uhm, I don’t think I do.” I said, speed walking to catch up to her as she headed down the hallway, past the bathroom on the left and into her bedroom.

“Don’t play dumb with me.” she said, letting me enter before closing her door. I wasn’t sure what was happening, and tried my best to play along.

“I’m sorry.”

“I can’t believe I caught you on a dating app. Do you have any idea how unsafe that could be?” she asked, raising her eyes to mine and stepping closer.

“I know, mommy. I shouldn’t have done that.”

“You don’t need to be meeting strangers on the internet.” she said, grinning at the irony. I smiled back, and bowed my head.

“Yes, mommy. I’m sorry.” I said, submitting to her will and hoping some sort of naughty punishment was in store. Her room was immaculate, with perfectly dim lighting and black sheets as if she’d set it up for the occasion.

“It’s okay, but I don’t want it to happen again.”

“It won’t. I promise.” I said, feeling an almost mystical level of attraction. It was so far outside the realm of what I considered a possibility, and it had all happened so quickly.

“Good boy, but I still have to discipline you for being bad. We both know what you were doing on there, you naughty thing. I understand, your urges at your age are overwhelming, and if left unsatiated could lead to lots of impulsive, risky behaviors.” she said, grabbing the collar of my t-shirt and pulling me down to my knees in front of her.

“I know. It’s so hard to control.” I said, the words leaving my mouth automatically as I gave myself over to her. It felt like half roleplay, and half truth. Fantasy meeting reality.

“It’s perfectly natural, sweetheart, but you have to find better ways to channel that energy. Do you want mommy to teach you?” she asked, quickly drawing my eyes.

“Yes. Please.” I said, the blood rushing to my cock as the tension really set in.

“Come here, and kneel.” she said, motioning for me to follow her as she strode confidently over to her pillow. That’s when I noticed various objects laid out on her mattress. I didn’t have time to look them over, as she grabbed something and pointed to the ground in front of her.

She helped me remove my shirt, and then placed a black leather collar around my neck, strapped to a leash that she took hold of. My racing heart made me feel like I might pass out, it was sensory overload and I had no idea what might be in store for me. All I knew was that I wanted her, and that it felt strange being in a submissive state.

“Mommy’s little pet boy toy.” she said, giggling playfully and giving the leash a tug. “Lay down. On your stomach.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, too turned on to think straight. There was a tinge of fear, but I couldn’t turn back.

“There you go. Put your arms out to your sides or above your head.” she said. I elected to put them at my sides, and Athena removed her robe as she walked around the side of the bed, walking on her toes and displaying her long legs and lean stomach. I smiled up at her, anticipation rolling through my body in waves.

“I’m nervous.”

“That’s fine, you should be. This is your punishment for being on a dating app, Jerry. You know mommy doesn’t approve of that sort of behavior.” she said, walking out of my view behind me, standing at the foot of the bed and still holding my leash, keeping enough tension so that I had to lift my head.

“Yes, mommy.” I said, fearing the worst. What had I gotten myself into?

“You’re a big boy. I don’t want you to make a big fuss out of this, because the sooner it’s over, the sooner we can move onto more loving, sensual play.” she said, her voice stern, almost cold.

“Yes, mommy.” I said, repeating the words as she applied more pressure to the leash.

“Pull your pants and underwear down, at least past your ass.” she said. I didn’t hesitate, and I knew right away what was coming. “Good boy. Put your hands back out, and don’t move them or I’m going to have to tie you to the bed.”

“Yes, mommy. I won’t move.” I said, praying she didn’t pull out some sort of cane or whip.

“These spankings are for your own good. As my submissive, I need you to understand obedience, and consequences. I want you to associate this pain not only with your disobedient behavior, but also with how much mommy loves you, because I promise, this hurts me more than it hurts you.” she said. Somehow, I didn’t quite believe her on that last part, seeing as how she so quickly had me bare assed and bent over her bed for an offense we both committed, before I really even knew her.

“Yes, mommy.” I said, wishing I had something to bite down on but glad she hadn’t strapped a ballgag to my head. She pulled on the leash, raising her palm up by her head as I turned back just in time to see it coming. I flinched but it didn’t matter, her aim was true and she smacked my ass so hard that it stung. “Ungh.”

“Hush. That’s one.” she said, giving me another, and then another, each one landing more solid than the last and sending intense stinging sensations through my buttocks.

“Ugh.” I grunted, trying my best to take it without showing any weakness.

“Bad boy.” she said, spanking me again on the same spot. By the fifth slap, my skin felt tingly, numb, and hot all at the same time.

“Ugh!” I called out, losing control and whimpering as she continued to pummel my ass. It was the last thing I expected, and I’m not sure why I stayed bent over and just took it. I guess I was that desperate, that overwhelmingly fucking horny. It started to feel good, it’s hard to explain, like all of a sudden my mind started liking it.

“You don’t belong out there chasing random little sluts.” she said, holding my leash so tight that it started to restrict my airflow.

“Yes, mommy. You’re right.” I said, instinctively grabbing at the collar to relieve the pressure. Athena grabbed me by the hair, shoving my face down into the mattress and slapped my ass again.

“Never do this again, Jerry. From now on, you will show complete loyalty and obedience to your mommy.” she said, releasing her grip and dropping my leash. I gasped for air, flooded with endorphins and smiling uncontrollably from the pain.

“Yes, mommy.” I said, wiping the slobber from my lips and feeling some sort of buzzing high that kind of made me want her to continue. It was all very novel for me, discovering this darker side of kink with an experienced older woman who obviously had zero issues taking what she wanted.

“Lay flat. Arms out.” she said, crossing her arms. A feeling of dread swept over me as I realized she wasn’t done, as I honestly wasn’t sure how much more I could take. The spot on my ass where she was spanking me felt completely raw.

“Um, okay. Yes, mommy.” I said, forcing myself into position even though the pain had gotten worse since she stopped, making me terrified for the next time her bare palm collided with my cheek.

“So good. Mommy loves a good little submissive boy.” she said, her stern tone effortlessly switching over, changing to a more comforting sound. “I’m so proud of you for taking your punishment. You’re my little man.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, sighing with relief as she bent over and kissed the red spot on my ass gently.

“Good boy.” she whispered, rubbing both of my glutes in her soft hands. “Look at how hard you are.”

“It’s throbbing.” I said, telling her the truth.

“Put your ass up, get on your knees. Let mommy inspect that cock.” she said. Another fear sprang into my head as I lifted my butt and got onto my knees for her, that she might have the idea of shoving something inside of there. Instead, she reached between my legs, letting her fingertips graze over my balls and shaft.

My breath hitched, and I felt a tremendous surge of tingling desire. It was a vulnerable position, and she nudged my legs apart a little further, further putting my submission on display.

“Look at that hard young dick.” she said, cooing as her fingernails gently moved down my shaft. “So big and full of cum.”

“That feels amazing.” I said, gaining control of my breath as she continued to tickle my sensations.

“You can see my raised hand print on your ass.” she said, rubbing her palm over the spot and wrapping her soft fingers around my erection.

“Oh.” I said, arching my back and sighing as she gave it a couple of tugs that sent electric pleasure rippling through my body.

“Yes, that’s my good boy. Moan for mommy.”

“It feels so good.” I grunted, closing my eyes and biting down on my lip as she stroked it from behind, pointing it straight down as her hand worked faster.

“I know, baby boy. Mommy knows what you were looking for on that dating site, and I want you to know it’s perfectly natural.”

“Yes mommy.”

“I’m going to give you everything you need. Everything you can dream of, and so much more, just as long as you submit to mommy. Do you understand?” she asked, releasing her hand and again taking hold of my leash as she crawled into bed with me.

“Yes, mommy. I’ll never disobey you.” I said. Her eyes lit up, and she covered her smile with her hand, letting out a chuckle.

“Oh, this is fun. I wasn’t sure what to expect with you, but you’re exactly the boy I was looking for.” she said, laying down in front of me and opening her legs, using the leash to pull my face down between them. “I can’t wait to milk that young cock, but not yet. I want you to be a generous lover, always putting mommy’s needs over your own in the bedroom.”

“Yes, mommy.”

“Worship me. Make me your world.” she said, pushing my face into her crotch and grinding against me. I inhaled her scent, lapping away and licking her over her lace panties.

“Mmm…”

“Yes, that’s my little slut. Lick your mommy’s cunt. Look up at me, I want to see your eyes.” she said, forcing my face deeper as she clamped her panty hose laden thighs around my head, smothering me in a way that sent my arousal into overload. I wanted her approval, to earn the right to continue acting as her submissive. She was exactly what I wanted, more so than I could have ever imagined when she reached out to me.

“I love it.”

“Say it, baby. Say you love your mommy’s pussy.”

“Mmm…Yes. I love it, mommy. I love my mommy’s pussy.” I said, whimpering as she pulled her panties to the side, exposing her hairy downstairs and introducing me to her taste. My tongue burrowed momentarily inside her, making her body tremble beneath me.

“Such a good little slut. You better make mommy cum.” she said, holding a fistful of my hair in one hand, and holding the leash tight with the other. I maintained strict eye contact, staring into her deep blue eyes and letting them penetrate the depths of my soul.

“Mmm…yes, mommy. Fuck, I love it.”

“Good boy, lick mommy’s naughty hole.” she said, grinding so hard that she was practically thrusting. I savored her wetness, rubbing my nose in her pubic hair as I extracted every ounce of her delicious taste. “This is what you live for. I love boys who take pride in giving pleasure.”

“Yes, I do mommy. Only for you.”

“Perfect. Just like that. Only for mommy, only me and no one else!” she said, calling out and tossing back her head. She was without inhibition, unhinged in the most beautiful way. Her sensuality and beauty far exceeded my experience, with only pure enthusiasm and eager desire to serve her carnal needs to make up for it.

“Only you, mommy. Only you.” I said, my face and chin sopping with wetness. I latched my arms under her legs, burying my face in her and gripping her panty hose as she squealed madly beneath me.

“Don’t stop, baby. Don’t stop, oh, fuck. Yes! Oh, God.”

“You taste so good.”

“Don’t stop!” she said, raising her hips off the mattress and shaking uncontrollably. She was so reactive, so expressive and sensual. I’d never been so turned on by eating pussy, so encompassed by a woman’s magnetic sexuality. I stayed steady and true, rhythmically lapping away until she was climaxing under my tongue.

It was a moment of great pride, and I felt a ton of pressure relax off my shoulders as she squirmed and winced with pleasure. Her immense beauty was on full display, as every little facial expression and feminine sound she released was like music to my ears.

“Fuck.” she said, smiling wide and wiping the hair away from her face.

“That was so hot.” I said, raising my torso as she’d relinquished my leash. My cock stood tall, so hard that it was gently rocking with each pulse.

“Next time I’m gonna ride your face until you pass out.” she said. After the spanking she doled out earlier, I didn’t doubt her.

“I’ll let you do anything you want to me, mommy.” I said, unsure if I could back up the statement. The kinkiest thing I’d ever done before submitting to Athena was getting a blowjob in a movie theater. Calling a woman I barely knew mommy while wearing a leash and collar was already a bit out of my comfort zone, and I was so lust drunk that I was almost dizzy.

“I’m going to hold you to that.” she said, scooting away from me and throwing her legs off the side of the bed. “Right now, I’m going to tie you to the bed and torture you until your mind melts.”

“Torture?”

“Don’t worry, baby. No more physical pain, not tonight.” she said, holding a bottle of lube and pulling out a wrist restraint that was strapped to her bed.

“So what do you mean by torture?” I asked, extending my arm and letting her strap up my wrist.

“Do you trust me?”

“Yes mommy.” I said.

“It’s good torture. I promise.”

“Okay. I trust you.” I said. There was something about her that drove me wild, and provided a great sense of comfort. I did trust her, even without any real reason to. I couldn’t help looking at her with adoration, as she was the living embodiment of a goddess as far as I was concerned.

The restraints were true, made of high quality materials and fastened tightly. I laid on my back, arms pulled out to my sides with no idea what was coming next. Athena approached with lube in hand, holding the bottle over my crotch and giving it a squeeze.

“I know that your urges are powerful, and they feel like they can control you, but I want to teach you how to be in control of yourself.” Athena said, spreading the excess lube over my stomach, and the front of my thighs.

“Yes, mommy.” I said, sighing with anticipation as her hand crept between my legs.

“Can I tell you something, sweetie?”

“Of course.”

“Mommy loves your big cock.” she said, speaking slowly and deliberately as she took hold of it with both hands, slowly allowing them to slide up and down my shaft. It was an electric sensation, and she cupped my balls as she took over with her dominant hand, tickling every nerve ending and finally giving me the pleasure I’d been craving.

“Ughnn…”

“Yes, good boy. Control your breathing, baby. Focus on the sensations, and savor them, but don’t lose control of your breath. I want you to hold on, and get the most out of our time together.” she said, sitting cross legged beside me as she stroked.

“It feels so good.”

“I know, sweetheart. Stay in control. This is an exercise in delayed gratification.” she said, leaning over and letting a glob of saliva drip from her succulent lips, landing directly on the head of my cock.

“You make it so hard.”

“Yes, that’s my good boy. It’s your job to be hard for mommy, and to cherish her sensual, forbidden touch.” she said, focusing on the head and driving me wild. I struggled against my restraints, and my breathing turned rush and shallow as I squirmed uncontrollably beneath her touch.

“Oh my God, mommy. Fuck.”

“Look at me.” she said, pausing mid-stroke until my eyes found hers. “When mommy plays with your cock, she gets to decide when you cum. Not the other way around, understand?”

“Okay. I’ll try not to.”

“No, baby boy. That’s not how this works. You’re not gonna cum until mommy tells you, do you understand?”

“Yes, mommy. I understand, I just don’t know how much longer I can hold out. You’re so sexy.”

“Awh, my sweet little boy. I know how much mommy turns you on, but I have to train your stamina. Mommy has a very insatiable appetite, so I need you to be able to last for when we get to our really naughty play time.” she said, slowing her pace considerably as we spoke.

“Yes, mommy. I’ll do anything you say.” I said, fighting my urge to spontaneously erupt with every ounce of my being. Athena paused, reaching behind her back to unclasp her bra, and then covering herself with her arm as she let it fall.

“Do you want to suck on mommy’s tits?” she asked.

“Yes, mommy. So badly.” I said, reduced to a state of begging and deep longing. I was putty in her hands, completely at her whim and fighting a pounding pressure that ached for release. I watched in awe, eyeing her perky, erect nipples as she pulled her arm away, putting her beautiful breasts on full display for me.

“Hmm hmm..” she chuckled, taking hold of her breast and leaning over me. No words were necessary, as my watering mouth latched on out of pure instinct, suckling with everything I had and indulging my out of control need to worship my new mommy.

“Mmm…”

“Yes, that’s my little boy. Suck your mommy’s tits while I play with that perfect cock.” she said, squeezing her breast towards the nipple. It felt so maternal, so raunchy and fucked up compared to anything I’d ever been involved with.

This went on for a while, elevating me into a heightened state that felt almost spiritual. She brought me right to the edge, over and over while smothering me with her breasts, only to pause and make me get control of myself.

My entire body was vibrating, and the euphoria was so intense that I began shaking, making weird animal noises that I didn’t know I could make as I fought my natural urge to erupt. Each time she got me to the edge, the pressure increased, until I was whimpering and struggling.

“Not yet, baby. I’ll tell you when.” she said, releasing my cock and letting it thud onto my stomach when I got close. It started twitching, oozing pre-cum as she whispered into my ear, rolling her tongue around and further amplifying my impossible state of being.

“Ughnn…mommy. I can’t, I can’t. It’s so good. I have to cum for you.” I said, thrusting my hips against nothing, signaling for her touch.

“Shhh…Submit to me Jerry. You’ve already given me control of your body, let me have your mind.” she whispered, placing soft kisses on my neck and watching my cock convulse without reaching orgasm.

“Yes, mommy. I’m yours. I’m only yours.”

“Good boy. Tell me that you love me.” she said, nibbling on my neck and assuming full control. Honestly, it was like being hypnotized, or under a spell. I called out without hesitation, my will completely wilted to my mommy master.

“I love you, mommy. I love you so much.”

“Good boy. Guess what?”

“What?”

“I want you to cum for me. Show me how much you love me.” she said, again taking hold of my cock by the base, this time opening wide and plunging her throat down onto it, taking almost my entire length and gagging herself on it. “Gluck! Gluck!”

“Ugh! Mommy, oh fuck. Yes, mommy. I love you!” I bucked my hips against her and she swallowed me whole, impaling herself on my cock as I reached what can only be described as an outright explosion.

“Mmm!” she squealed, her eyes tearing up as I pumped hot sticky cum straight down her throat. I was seeing stars, twitching awkwardly and whimpering as I released more pent up tension from my physical body than I knew was possible, while Athena eagerly slurped down every drop.

“Oh, God.” I said, finally crash landing back down on Earth and gasping for air. She was something else, and I began to suspect that she was some sort of a succubus because of how intensely bonded I felt to her. Telling a woman you just met that you love her during sex is pretty out of the ordinary, but what was even more off putting about it was that I really felt it. My desire to be near her was an instant addiction, and I can’t even describe how good she felt wrapped up in my arms for cuddles afterwards, looking into my eyes and kissing me passionately.

“Mommy loves you.” she said, pressing her warm, swollen lips against mine and sucking on my lower lip. It was so refreshing, and an escape that felt like a vacation in paradise.

Chapter 4 - Athena

Like many men before him, Jerry fell asleep practically immediately after orgasm. We made out for a while, and he cuddled up with his head on my chest and fell asleep. I felt very comfortable around him, and in our post-coital bliss, my mind wandered to all of the dirty things I had in store for him.

I slipped out of bed because I had to pee, remembering that he’d let me spank him. My plan was just to give him one or two, to make sure that he was actually willing to step out of his comfort zone and submit. It seemed too easy with him, and I wasn’t sure if he actually had a submissive side, or if he was just doing whatever he had to do in order to get laid. Neither would have surprised me, really, but I punished him and he took it well.

And it turned me on. That’s largely why I kept going, only relenting because I didn’t want the line between his submission and my masochism to overlap. At least not on the first date. Still, it reinforced my desires to play as a mommy domme with a bit of a penchant for punishment. It felt so right to me, to punish, and then make up with hot sex right after.

It was kind of a relief having him passed out, so that I could sit and process the intense experience. Before, it was just a fantasy, so it was always so easy in my head to take control of a younger man, and use him entirely for my own personal pleasure. Jerry was real, and a likable guy, so it was no longer an anonymous fantasy based entirely on my own sexual preferences. It was real.

I knew that I wanted and needed more, and I hoped that Jerry liked it enough to stick around and entertain me. It’s not like I couldn’t find someone else, but we fit like puzzle pieces and I’m a control freak who hates change. It was still too early to tell, or at least to know, but I wanted to keep him.

He was still fast asleep, so I turned on the shower and hopped in. I hadn’t been with another man in such a long time, and I started questioning myself. Jerry was a 22 year old man, and I knew very little about him. That’s kind of what it started off as, I just wanted a quickie or two to get it out of my system, but I also wanted to explore a power dynamic that I wasn’t used to.

I spanked him raw, made him wear a leash and collar, made him make me cum first with no stimulation for himself, and then edged him to the point of mind melt. And the chemistry was unreal, we both said I love you for goodness sake. It wasn’t exactly easy to throw it into the category of a quick hookup, especially when it only left me craving more and thinking about how I would explain it to my friends.

He was considerably larger than my husband, and I regretted not letting him take me. It was just so new, but it became so intimate that I guess not going all the way was the only semblance of true control I could muster. Even though he was fully under my power, I still couldn’t control the way he made me feel.

I found myself horny as I rinsed the soap from my body, and replayed parts of our encounter and reached down between my legs. That’s when I remembered that he was laying in my bed, and my submissive. There was no longer any reason for me to have to be in charge of my own pleasure.

When I walked out of my bathroom, Jerry was on top of the sheets naked, waiting for me. The excitement was obvious in his eyes, and in the fact that he was already fully erect when I entered the room.

“You better not have been touching yourself without me.” I said, crossing my arms and staring him down. His smile faded into a grin, and he shook his head.

“Of course not, mommy. I know the rules. I was just thinking about you.” he said, flexing his cock and making it raise without even touching it. I was used to my much older husband, and the effort sometimes involved in keeping him hard. Jerry made me feel sexy, and desired in a way that my life had been sorely lacking.

“I just showered, so I’m yummy and fresh down there.” I said, knowing full well I’d end up sitting on his hardness, but wanting to tease him a little.

“Torture me, mommy. Ride my face.” he said.

“I guess I should remove my towel.” I said, untying the knot and stripping it away slowly. The genuine lust in his expression fed my ego, and I gave him a little spin before climbing into his lap.

“You’re so beautiful, Athena. I just want to let myself be obsessed with you.” he said, grasping at my breasts, and placing soft kisses on my nipples, alternating between them.

“Let go, Jerry. Let me be your goddess.”

“Yes, mommy.” he said. I reached back, taking hold of his cock and pointing it between my legs, rubbing it against myself until he exhaled forcefully. “Please?”

“Please what?”

“Please let me have it. I want it.” he said, trying to seduce me with his longing eyes. I placed my index finger across his lips, pushing on his chest so that he had to lay down flat.

“I know you want it, but I don’t know if you deserve it. Show me how much you want it, and I’ll decide.” I said, crawling higher, and leaning over him as I climbed onto his face. His hungry, skillful tongue invaded my body, reminding me how nice it could be to make love with another human. I’d let myself suffer for too long, and my body was trying to make up for lost time by sinking my weight down onto his face and humping him like he was my secret pillow.

“Mmmm…”

“Lick it. Suck on mommy’s clit.” I said, empowered by my position of authority, and by the mutual satisfaction it provided. Being with him sent me into a frenzy, and I grinded on his face, directing my own pleasure and shaking with pleasure from the consequences.

Jerry was a natural when it came to taking direction, and it wasn’t long before I was writhing in ecstasy and climaxing all over his face. I felt almost dirty, like some sort of cradle robbing fetishist. The shame only intensified my orgasm, and before I knew it, I was straddling his hips and desperately trying to stuff him inside of me.

“You want it?”

“Please, mommy. I need it.” he said, grunting with pleasure as I sat down on his rigid member, instantly feeling a tingle of relief as he spread my tight walls. We weren’t using protection, and his hot flesh brought me to life, reminding me how good a hard cock thrusting inside of me could feel.

“Oh, yes, baby. That’s it. Fuck me. Do it hard!”

“You’re perfect. It’s perfect.” he said, grabbing my ass with both hands and bouncing me up and down in his lap with each hard thrust from the bottom. I tossed back my head, letting loose and smiling as he hit spots that were foreign even to my vibrator.

“Harder!” I called out, losing myself to the realization of my own dark desire to be used.

“Oh my God, baby. It’s so wet.” he said. It was my body’s natural reaction to the novelty and exhilaration of a new lover, and of my need for a primal release. It all swept over me so violently, making me realize how much I’d been suppressing my own sexuality.

“Don’t stop, Jerry. Don’t fucking stop.”

“You’re gonna make me cum.”

“I don’t care. Do it! Do it in me. Cum in mommy.” I said, arching my back and throwing my weight down onto his splitting hardness. He triggered every hidden and repressed nerve ending, sending me spiraling into the abyss of pure mystical transcendence.

The room was filled only with the sounds of our bare flesh slapping rhymically together, the hungry grunts of two people who wouldn’t trade places with anyone else in the world. The gravity was insurmountable, and we arrived together with locked lips, gripping and groping in a vain attempt to consume each other whole. His hard cock pulsed hot cum, filling me and laying claim to my body.

“Nothing feels better than inside of you.” he said, sighing and wrapping his arms around my waist, resting his face between my tits.

“I’m so proud of you.” I whispered, cupping his head with both arms and clenching my pelvic muscles around his post orgasm penis.

I knew it was the start of something new, as the heat was far too much to be contained within a single night or weekend. There was so much to explore, so many things still in need of discovery between us. My urge was to bombard him with questions, to dig deep and find out what made him tick. To find out why it was him who pushed my buttons in such a way, to get to know the person behind all of the feelings rising so organically to the surface when we were together.

Chapter 5 - Jerry

I wasn’t used to that type of pristine treatment from women. Suffice it to say, my mind was blown to smithereens, and I slept like a baby cuddled up to Athena. She settled into the little spoon, and I rubbed my legs against her panty hose until I passed out.

In the morning, I was given an instant reminder of why I was so captivated. I guess she snuck out of bed early while I was sleeping, and when I came to, breakfast was ready and waiting.

“Goodness. I could get used to this.” I said, looking over the feast of eggs, bacon, sausage, and fresh cut fruit with orange juice. I’d worked up quite an appetite the night before, and I scarfed the food down in a frenzy.

“I like watching you eat.” she said, chuckling at my appreciation. The food was amazing, and exactly what I needed to start my day.

“That was so good. Thank you.”

“Of course, mommy always takes care of her hungry boy. Now get in the shower, you’re still dripping with sex juices from last night.” she said.

“Yes ma am. Do you have any plans for the day?”

“I was hoping to spend it with you.” she said. “Do you have to work?”

“No. I’m off today.” I said, lying through my teeth. As soon as I closed the door to the bathroom, I texted my bar manager Fred to tell him that I wouldn’t be able to make it in. We were good friends, and I leveled with him about what was actually happening.

JERRY: Dude, I spent the night with this gorgeous woman last night, and she wants me to spend the day with her. I’m not sure how long this is gonna last, or if I’ll have another shot at this. She’s so hot, dude. Is it cool if I take the night off?

FRED: Lol congrats my dude. Break a leg, but don’t snap your dick off. Can you pick up tomorrow night?

JERRY: Yes. Thank you so much.

FRED: I want details when you get back to work.

JERRY: A gentleman doesn’t kiss and tell.

FRED: You’re probably right, but I’m talking about your delinquent ass. Have a good one.

I hopped into the shower with my schedule cleared for the day, and nothing but optimism at what it might hold. Her bathroom was much nicer than what I was used to, and I ended up taking my time. When I stepped out, I found that she had the fluffiest, huge bath towels and I really started seeing the potential perks of dating an older woman.

“Wanna stretch me out?” she asked, carrying a rolled up yoga mat under her arm into the living room, and laying it down on the hardwood floor.

“I can’t say no to that.” I said, noticing her dark red toe nail polish as she was barefoot and wearing yoga pants with a sports bra.

“Good boy. Always say yes to mommy.” she said, laying down on her back and motioning for me to get on top of her. I held her leg on my shoulder, doing as she instructed and pressing my weight down to stretch her hamstring, bringing us face to face and triggering my body’s natural reaction to being so close.

“Further?”

“Yep, keep it coming.” she said, stunning in the morning with no makeup. There was something distinguished about her, and I couldn’t even imagine going back to a regular girl my own age after having been baptized by such a well developed woman.

“You’re flexible.”

“I am. Maybe we can explore that a little later.” she said, biting her lip and gazing into my eyes. “Control your breath. I want you to follow mine, in and out, nice and slow.”

“Yes, mommy. This is kind of turning me on though.” I said.

“That’s fine, just take all of that energy that’s forming at your root, and use deep inhalations to redistribute it through your entire body.” she said.

“Okay.” I said, closing my eyes and trying my best to follow along with her breath. She smelled so good, everything about her was distracting to the task at hand.

“You’re doing fine, just relax.”

“It’s just so new still, with us. I don’t think I’m capable of being in your presence without popping a boner.” I said, eliciting a laugh.

“Nothing wrong with popping a boner.” she said, shaking her head. I pressed my pelvis against hers, still giving her a good stretch but allowing my focus to shift to our genitals rubbing together.

“Maybe I could pop it inside of you.”

“Maybe later. After you finish giving me a proper stretch.” she said.

“So I can stretch you out after I stretch you out?”

“Precisely.” she said, enjoying our banter but moving us back to a more mindful state as we switched legs. “You always seemed like such a nice boy, I still can’t believe we’re doing this.”

“It was definitely unexpected, in the best way.”

“Right? It’s so naughty, knowing you went to school with Claire.” she said, giggling at the peculiarity of our conundrum.

“I used to jerk off to you.”

“You didn’t.”

“I swear. You used to wear this one pair of pants, they were like flannel patterned, and let’s just say it was very important in the development of my preference for booty.” I said.

“That’s so hot. I know what pair of pants you’re talking about, my butt did look good in those.” she said, a twinkle appearing in her eye.

“It really did. I wanted to eat your ass before I even knew what that was.”

“Baby, we’re supposed to be focusing on our breath.” she said, leaning her head forward so that her forehead was touching mine. “But I really want to make out with you, and then I want you to rip open my yoga pants and make your schoolboy fantasy come true.”

“Anything you say, mommy.” I said, giving myself over to the tension between us. It was like her body produced triple the amount of pheromones or something, because I couldn’t seem to stop falling under her spell.

Her lips were worth every kiss, and her minty fresh tongue slipped in and out of my mouth, setting the pace and slowing me down each time I tried to escalate. Kissing her made me radiate with forward moving energy, as I wanted nothing more than to consume her.

“My little boy is such a good kisser. Let mommy suck on your tongue. Stick it in my mouth.” she said, opening to receive it. Her hand slid inside my waistband, taking hold of and tugging my hard dick while swallowing my tongue.

“I love you, mommy.” I said, unable to resist expressing it with those forbidden words once again. Hearing them seemed to spur her on, and she took hold of me by the neck and cheek, breaking our kiss and peering into my eyes.

“Then show me, Jerry. Rip open my pants, bury your face between my cheeks, and make out with mommy’s asshole like a good little submissive boy toy.” she said, her voice inflamed with intensity.

“Yes, mommy. Let me worship your ass.” I said, sent into a frenzy by the mere mention of the act. She rolled over onto her stomach, and I dug my fingers into her waistband to pull them down, only to be stopped and given a harsh look.

“I said to rip them open. At the seam in the middle.” she said. I hesitated, struggling to process because she had such a short circuiting effect on my simple mind. I gripped the fabric with both hands, squeezing and pulling it apart until it shredded in my hands. “Good boy, now use your tongue to show me how much you love me.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said. I’d never actually done it before, but pulled her cheeks apart and dove in with the voracity of someone who had thought about it way too much.

“Oh!”

“Mmm…”

“Ughnn, fuck. Yes, baby. Just like that, dip your tongue in it.”

“Yes, mommy. It’s so good.” I said, lost in a passionate trance. She had well developed glutes, a tight little ass that I could hide my face in for hours if she let me. My cock stiffened to a pulse, a throbbing reminder that I needed even more.

“That’s my little slut, so obedient. Mommy loves your tongue, baby. Don’t you dare stop licking my asshole.” she said, calling out and wheezing. “My vibrator. It’s in my room. Go get it.”

“What?” I asked, pulling my head up and still white knuckling her cheeks.

“Go to my room, run. Get my vibrator, it’s on the table next to my bed.”

“Okay, yeah. Okay. Yes, mommy.” I said, thrown off by her sudden request but eager to continue. I sprang to my feet.

“Jerry. Get the lube too. Hurry.” she said. It was kind of a blur, and I was out of breath with both items in hand when I stumbled back in, my erection flopping in my athletic shorts as I ran through the house and back to my goddess, who had removed all of her clothing during my brief absence.

“I got it.” I said. Athena smiled, on all fours and shaking her ass back and forth to beckon me.

“I’m going to lay flat on my vibrator while you eat my ass. Then I want you to use the lube and fuck me.” she said, her mouth so dirty that it was almost disorienting.

“Your ass?”

“Yes, baby. Don’t you want to fuck mommy’s asshole?” she asked, winking playfully. She had such an exuberant charm, seductive far beyond my capacity to resist. It would be another first, and further justification for skipping my boring shift waiting tables.

“I would love that.” I said, dumbfounded by what was being offered. Dating apps had been such a colossal waste of time before her, but she justified it all. I followed Athena’s directions, spreading her cheeks and looking down at her beautifully puckered hole, lowering myself between her cheeks and giving her a thorough tongue washing.

“That’s what mommy likes. Only a truly obedient little boy would do something like this for his lover.” she said, turning on her vibrator and letting out a deep exhale. She certainly practiced what she preached when it came to breathing, as she seemed so relaxed and in control of her own pleasure.

I loved the way she tasted, and it only made me more passionate in the depraved act of worshiping her anus with my tongue. I stripped off my clothes while licking, completely transfixed on getting to fuck her ass. It was such a turn on for me that I began to get nervous. My cock was harder than diamonds, and there was so much pressure that it felt like I might just explode the moment her tunnel clamped down around my shaft.

“That’s it. Don’t stop, baby. Make your mommy cum. Make mommy’s asshole cum.” she said, rambling incoherently as I flattened my tongue, dragging it over her hole and swirling it around. “Mmm ughhnnn, fuck. That’s my little pervert, shove it in mommy’s ass. Fuck me with your tongue.”

“I love it, mommy. So much. So fucking much.” I said, sniffing as I poked my nose between her glutes and fighting my urge to take hold of my cock and start stroking. “It’s perfect.”

“Tell me that you love it. Mommy loves words of affirmation.” she said, whimpering and gripping her yoga mat.

“I love your ass. I love eating my mommy’s ass.” I said, shocking myself with how submissive I was turning out to be. I’d always wanted to rim a beautiful woman like Athena, and explore the world of the other orifice, but it was still surprising how much pleasure I was taking in what I was doing. It felt like it’s where I belonged, with my face hidden and my tongue lapping between her legs.

“Oh God, baby. Mommy’s gonna cum!”

“Mmm. Mmm.” I raised my eyes, watching her arch her back as the whirring vibrator took her to the promised land. The way her body jerked filled me with pride, knowing that I was able to deliver her to such great heights. Her reaction was rewarding enough, and she turned to her side, running her fingers through her sweaty hair as a satisfied smile appeared on her lips.

“Don’t stop.” she said, taking hold of her vibrator and flicking it off. “I want more. I want to feel you pulsing inside me. Use the lube. Start with your fingers.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, taking hold of the bottle and trying not to appear like a fumbling idiot. Sex had always been very straightforward and vanilla for me, and the anus had never even been a slightly available option, so I was less experienced when it came to what to do.

Thank God for the internet, and for the fact that I’d already looked into it on several occasions. I started by applying lube, and spreading it around her buttocks before using my finger to spread it inside.

“Good boy, nice and gentle.” she said, cooing and spreading her legs further apart.

“It’s really pretty.” I said, pushing my finger into her tightness and wondering what it would feel like when I did the same thing with my dick.

“Does fingering mommy’s ass turn you on?”

“A lot.” I said, watching my finger disappear inside of her, my brain only able to formulate the simplest of communication. Butt stuff had always been a secret kink of mine, while the closest I’d actually ever gotten was watching it in pornos.

“Have you ever done it?”

“No, mommy. This will be my first time.” I said, my entire index finger buried in her tush. It felt different, and much more like a taboo act than I ever could have expected. I couldn’t believe she was offering up something so intimate. “I had never licked one before, either.”

“Awh, that’s so sweet. Now you’ll always think of me, since I’m your first.” she said. I forced another finger inside, smiling at the grip and knowing that it was going to change my world.

“I’ll always think of you regardless. You’re an amazing woman, Athena. Such beauty, inside and out.”

“Baby, you make mommy so hot when you talk like that.” She said, giving me a look back so hot it could have melted the flesh right off the bones. 

“It’s true. I could never have another mommy after you, they could only pale in comparison. It wouldn’t be fair.”

“Jerry…”

“I never want to stop knowing you deeper. I want to let you be my obsession.”

“Baby boy, you better put it in or I’m gonna go crazy, but don’t you dare stop talking like that.” she said. I applied a hefty glob of lubrication to my dick, giving it a quick couple of strokes as I scooted into position.

“I can’t believe I get to do this.” I said, giving her ass the lightest of slaps as I admired the booty I was about to plunder.

“Actually, you know what?” she asked, pulling away from me and rolling over onto her back.

“What?”

“I told you we could explore my flexibility when we played. What’s the point in being limber if you don’t utilize it?” she asked, spreading her legs wide apart with no hands, and then grabbing her own heels.

“Good Lord.” I said, awe struck by the most aesthetically appealing sight my eyes had ever been lucky enough to take in. She pulled on her feet, rotating her hips and exposing her ass.

“You really like me, don’t you?” she asked, biting her lip and looking up at me. Her body was beautiful, well developed and built for my desire.

“I really love you, mommy.”

“So hot. I love you too, baby boy.” she said. “Spit on your cock for mommy.”

“Anything for you.” I said, taking my time to make sure it landed perfectly before bringing my bulbous head to her ready opening. Athena began rubbing her clit, begging me to enter her.

“I need it, baby. Fuck my ass and make me yours.”

“Yeah? You want it?” I asked, rubbing the tip in circles and applying forward pressure with my hips. I was glad she’d flipped over, so that I could look into her eyes while I defiled her.

“Fuck me, Jerry. Don’t be nice about it.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, closing my eyes as I found my way inside, slowly at first, until she thrust her hips against me, forcing it deep as she squealed with delight and tossed back her head.

“Ugh! That’s my good boy, oh fuck.” she said, her eyes bulging as I grinded against her.

“It’s so tight, mommy. I love it.”

“Harder, baby. Fuck me.”

“Yes. Oh God.” I said, completely immersed in immense pleasure. It felt incredible, looking down at the woman of my dreams, thrusting against me from the bottom and giving me herself in the darkest way.

“Baby boy, oh, wow. That’s my spot, you found it.” she said, her eyes rolling back as she arched against me, grunting like an animal in heat as I pounded away mindlessly, my lust fully engaged with her flesh.

“Your tits.” I said, watching them bounce beneath my forceful thrusts. I leaned in, kissing her deeply despite where my tongue had been. We were reduced to our barest and most base selves, desperately copulating in a mania of exhilaration.

“I’m cumming….” she said, her voice flat and monotone, droning as she furiously pleasured her clit.

“I’m close, mommy. Fuck.” I said, gripping her tits and kissing her neck as I grinded into her, fighting for every bit of consumable gratification. Seeing her reach climax with such voracity was too much for my mind to handle without cumming, and brought me straight to the absolute edge of my threshold.

Athena twitched beneath me, squirming cross eyed without acknowledging my announcement. There was no time, as I was gripped with a steadily rising, tingling sensation that brought me to the same frequency as her, stripping me of my volition and sending me into a spasm of peak release.

“Ughhh…Athena.” it felt as if every muscle, nerve, and tendon in my body were rigid and flexed, my balls pulsing as I emptied my love under her orgasmic spell. She chuckled madly, staring into me and clenching around my pulsing girth as I filled her with seed, laying claim to her and arriving so hard that color bursts appeared in the peripherals of my vision.

Reality came rushing in, along with the delightful afterglow of such a satisfying moment of spontaneity. Athena pulled away from my cock, letting the cum disperse and relaxing her legs.

“How did we get here?” she asked, breathing heavily and staring up at the ceiling fan above us with a delighted expression . I knew exactly what she was experiencing, because I felt it too.

“I don’t know, but let’s never leave. I want to stay here.”

“I wanna stay too.” she said.

Chapter 6 - Athena

It was a big reality check when Jerry finally left my house to go to work. I’d let myself drift off into another world entirely, and while it was largely driven by sex and kink, I knew that it wouldn’t have gone so smoothly if it weren’t for some obvious underlying chemistry.

I thought it was going to be a hookup. I thought that’s really what those apps were for, and I planned to delete it after finding myself a short term, younger option like Jerry. The problem was, how can you have such intense, intimate, bonding sexual experiences with someone and not have some sort of feelings?

“Dammit, Athena. This was supposed to be guilt free, no strings attached fun.” I said to myself, having a coffee at four o'clock in the afternoon and finding myself missing my little. Why did it have to be so good? I hadn’t been that sexually fulfilled in a decade.

Would he even be interested? Did I want to date him? It was all very confusing, and I met up with my friend Shelly to discuss it. She knew me very well, as we’d been friends since high school, and the look on her face said it all.

“He’s how old? Twenty two?” she asked, looking around to make sure the other patrons at the coffee shop weren’t eavesdropping on our conversation.

“Yes, he’s very young.”

“That’s like the same age as Claire. How old is she?” she asked, accidentally stumbling upon further tea.

“They were in the same graduating class. They went to school together.” I said, feeling particularly shameful about that particular detail.

“Athena. Oh, boy. This is quite a conundrum.” she said. “The sex was that good?” she asked, whispering.

“It was.” I said, unable to lie to her.

“Well, take it slow. Get to know him. I doubt it works out, he’s gonna drive you nuts. I couldn’t imagine dating a guy that young.”

“I hope so, it would be less complicated if he started to annoy me. He seems mature though, I don’t know. I think I’m just in lust because it was so good.” I said, my mind naturally wandering to the various scenarios we engaged in.

“Jesus. I can tell, you look like a whole new woman. I can’t explain it, but I can see it on you.” she said. I could tell she didn’t know what to think, and partially thought I was crazy. It’s not like I could blame her, as I couldn’t even imagine what I’d have thought if she was in a similar scenario.

Jerry and I stayed in constant contact, and I couldn’t seem to step away. My plan was always to ask him questions, and get to know him better, but things kept drifting off in a sexual direction, and before I knew it, I’d be masturbating and exchanging naughty pictures with him.

A part of me wanted him to be as perfect as he seemed, another part of me knew that it was far too hopeful. It was so unlikely that I got that lucky, that the first person I dated after my divorce was the right guy for me, and nineteen years my junior. It was a sexy fantasy, but unrealistic. I was just waiting for the red flags to start appearing, the reality based reminder that he was too young for me, and that I was too old for him.

No part of me doubted that his attraction was sincere, but I knew it had to be tough on his side as well. What would his mother think if she knew he was dating a woman her age? I prayed that she was older, but I doubted it would matter either way. The more I thought about things like that, the less optimism I was able to maintain.

I couldn’t even be certain he’d want me either. Obviously, he’d take the sex, and the experience in the bedroom, but maybe he wouldn’t even be interested.

He asked me out for lunch, even came and picked me up in his beat up little Honda and took me to a nice restaurant. I wore a dress, and couldn’t help feeling excited by the fact that he insisted on taking me out in public. Maybe it wasn’t that weird after all, for him, dating a woman much older.

There were a couple of bartenders who were his friends, and they made sure we were well taken care of. I finally got to ask him some questions that weren’t related to sex, and I was blown away by the young man I’d so luckily stumbled upon.

“I’ve already finished three years of college, but I had to put it on hold when I moved out so I could afford my bills.” he said, speaking of it so casually. “And I’ve finally started getting real illustration gigs, so I’m hoping to be able to go full time as an artist and finish school.”

“You’re an artist?”

“A little. I’ve been drawing since I was a kid, and I take commissions. I started doing children’s books, and it’s paying pretty well.”

“That’s so cool. Oh my gosh. I knew there was something to you.” I said, thoroughly pleased with his ambitions at such a young age. It really made me wonder what else was hidden within him.

“Thanks. Not a lot of women think it’s cool that I scraped my way through college by living with my parents, or that I draw children’s books.” he said, laughing and poking his fork into a piece of his steak.

“Well, you’re young. Girls your age haven’t figured out what’s truly attractive in a man.” I said, finding myself more drawn to him than before, if that was even possible. It was vindicating, seeing that my instincts with him weren’t completely off the mark.

“Maybe, but who needs them? I have you now.” he said, shoving the steak into his mouth and quickly looking into my eyes. He made me feel so alive.

“Oh, do you?”

“I mean, I hope so. You’re the best thing that’s happened to me in a long time, Athena. You’re my mommy now, I couldn’t imagine losing you.” he said. There was something so innocent in what he said, and how much I could tell that he meant it.

“You wouldn’t be embarrassed?”

“Why would I be? You’re spectacular. I’m really proud of you, actually. That’s why I wanted to take you out, it feels good to show you off.” he said.

“What about your friends? Or your mom?”

“Eh, my friends will think I’m a legend for pulling you. My mom will come around, she doesn’t even need to know just yet.” he said. I loved how matter of fact he was, and that his submissive nature in the bedroom didn’t fully transfer over outside of it. I still wanted a masculine, take charge type of guy, I just wanted to be in control of my own pleasure, because I felt that I knew exactly what I wanted. The more we talked, the clearer it became that he was it.

“You’re silly, but I don’t mind the age gap if you don’t.” I said, trying to communicate that I felt the same way. I didn’t want to come off as being pushy, but now that I found him, I didn’t want to play any games.

“Athena, can I be straightforward with you?” he asked, laying his fork down and giving me his full attention.

“Of course.”

“I don’t want kids, but I want a partner. I want a committed relationship, I’ve always been that way. I was just on the apps looking for sex, and I’m glad I found it, but I know what I want too, even though I’m a bit younger.”

“A bit?” I asked, sipping my wine and feeling the tingles move up and down my spine.

“A bit, yeah.” he said, shaking his head. “We found each other, let’s just let it be. I want to worship you, mommy.”

“Baby boy. You’re killing me.”

“How so?” he asked.

“Can we get the check? I’ll take you back to my place and show you.” I said.

“Check please!” he said, raising his hand and looking around for a waiter jokingly. “Seriously though, let’s be in a public relationship with each other. It’ll be monogamous, everyone will be jealous of us, and we can just fade off into the sunset or whatever.”

“Why does that sound so nice?”

“Because that’s what we’re gonna do. You just have to say yes.”

“Yes. And what do you say?” I asked, studying his body language and praying that things worked out as well as they felt like they could.

“I say yes mommy. I always say that.” he said. Jerry picked up the check, and we got out of there. As much as I planned to take him home and make him submit to me, the submissive in me took over and I ended up giving him road head on the way back.

Jerry had a beautiful cock, and I bounced my head up and down on his juicy length while he drove us back to my place, showing the same depraved enthusiasm as he’d always shown me, slurping and slobbering until his sticky deposit was being pumped down the back of my throat. By that time, I had nothing but impure intentions regarding the things I would do to him back at my place, and about the ways I would corrupt his innocence over time.

Chapter 7 - Jerry

Looking for love in all the wrong places. Actually, I was just trying to get laid, yet that’s where my angel appeared. I was so relieved to hear that she felt the same way about me, and I had zero intentions of letting her slip away.

She kept mentioning our ages, and how it would be hard to explain to family and friends but I didn’t see it that way. I knew it was early on, but I was in love. Anyone who was against that had a personal problem.

The potency of our love life continued, and the more I got to know her, the more comfortable I became in her presence. We had regular, vanilla sex, and it was incredible. I even kind of took over a lot of the time, but nothing was as fulfilling as our mommy time. I couldn’t get enough of it.

I bought her a promise ring, as a way to show my dedication and ask her to be my girlfriend. It was also a way to show my devotion as her submissive, and to make sure that aspect of our dynamic never went away. She was my drug, and I wanted to get high on her for the rest of my life.

Anyway, things did get a little complicated over the next year or so. Athena was right, my mom kind of flipped her shit, saying that she wasn’t right for me, and that she was wrong for going after someone my age and all sorts of other things. It was unfortunate, but I just stayed with my gut feeling that she was right for me.

For the most part, it was great and everyone was very supportive. It took more of a toll on a couple of relationships than I would have liked or suspected, but when it’s right it’s right. I was smart enough to know that I couldn’t find what we had, and that it had to be cherished no matter the consequences.

Mama came around eventually, and actually became close friends with Athena. They were very different, but they were also alike in enough ways that they hit it off. Once my lease was over, I moved into her house and got back into school.

I graduate in a couple months, and have no plans of using my degree as I have a serious backlog of books that need illustrating. I’m making more money than I could have ever imagined, and I’m engaged to the woman of my dreams. It’s so weird looking back at our journey, how so much happenstance was involved, and how we followed our lust-fueled arousal and somehow ended up with such a happy relationship.

“Meeting” Claire proved a bit awkward as well, which I consider my equivalent of Athena having to deal with my mom. Ultimately, she only wanted her mom to be happy, and although there was a small awkward period, she came around too. That all worked out perfectly, because the wedding is in the summer, and I’ve never looked forward to anything more.

It’s certainly not for everybody, but I’m living proof that age gaps and dating apps can occasionally lead to everlasting happiness.


Mommy Domme Therapy - MDLB Adult Nursing Fantasy

Chapter 1 - Fiona 

I didn’t have much to go on when he came into my office for the first time, but I noticed right away that he was tall and handsome.

“Hi there, you must be John.” I said, standing up from my chair and offering him my hand.

“Yes ma am. And what was your name?”

“I’m Fiona.”

“Nice to meet you, Fiona.”

“You too. Take a seat.” I said, sitting back down across from him. His eyes shifted down to my cleavage, and I felt myself getting warm right away. “So, it says here that you’ve been having sexual issues in the bedroom.”

“That’s right, with my girlfriend Nicole.” he said, hunched over with his fingers laced, squeezing them tight.

“I see. There weren’t a whole lot of other details, so I was hoping you could explain what’s been happening.” I said, crossing my legs and straightening my posture, brushing my hair over my shoulder so it wasn’t obstructing his view.

“Oh. Uhm, this is super embarrassing.” he said, placing his palm over his forehead and smiling sheepishly.

“Oh, baby. It’s perfectly fine, trust me. I’ve heard it all, and this is a completely judgment free zone. Of all places, with me you can feel free discussing your desires, your insecurities, anything that’s ailing you. I want to make it better, but I need you to let me in.” I said, looking directly into his eyes.

“Okay. I just, well, honestly, I didn’t expect you to be so attractive.” he said, breaking eye contact and chuckling.

“Awh, thank you. In all honesty, I feel the same way. All I had was your name on this sheet of paper, I didn’t know I’d be sitting across from a handsome younger man until you came in.” I said, perfectly willing to lay it all on the table with him. His smile brought out his dimples, and I had to remind myself that he did have a girlfriend, and I was there to be his therapist, not his mistress.

“Thanks.” he said, adjusting his crotch and sitting with his legs spread wide on the little couch in my office. Working at Taboo University allowed for me to experiment with unconventional approaches to therapy, as a huge part of the school’s ethos was to encourage sexual exploration of all kinds.

“Tell me about Nicole, and about your issues in the bedroom.” I said, biting down on the tip of my pen and admiring his wide set shoulders.

“Nicole’s great. She’s super hot, like 5’1”, and a hundred pounds. Nice ass, cute smile.”

“Maybe focus more on her personality.” I said, naturally picturing her in my head as a blonde for some reason.

“Oh, right. She’s sweet, and caring, I don’t know, I like her because she’s always positive, and uplifting. She puts me in a good mood.” he said.

“That’s wonderful. It says here that you’re 21, are you two in the same year?” I asked.

“Actually, she’s a senior this year. She’s 22.”

“I see, and how long have you been seeing each other?”

“About three months now.”

“Oh, it’s a new relationship.”

“Yeah, we met at a basketball game, and you know, one thing led to another.” he said.

“Would you say that it’s serious?” I asked. John glanced up at me, and sighed.

“She wants it to be.”

“And you don’t?” I asked, drawing another sigh.

“I don’t know. My mom hasn’t even met her formally, and she already loves her. And she’s hot, and smart, and I know she’s gonna be successful.”

“So what’s holding you back?” I asked. His body language shifted, and he made himself much smaller, pinning his knees together and leaning forward.

“That’s why I came to you, actually. I don’t know if I’m being immature, or panicking because she’s so serious, or what.” he said.

“Okay, well, let’s talk about it and see if we can come up with some solutions.” I said, trying to keep him moving in the right direction despite his discomfort. It was very common in my experience, for younger men to be gung ho about having sex, but allergic to speaking about it openly.

“Ugh, I don’t really like talking about it.”

“Have you ever talked about it?”

“No. Not really.”

“Not even with Nicole?”

“Especially not with Nicole. She’s very, I don’t know how to describe it, like vanilla, I guess. She’s got a perfect GPA, she plans everything out to the last detail, and I just don’t think she’d take well to it.” he said, shrugging his shoulders.

“What is it? You still haven’t told me what we’re talking about.” I said, getting turned on by the process of teasing it out of him. There was a very specific reason I took the job at Taboo U., and this was it.

“It’s, like a kink, I guess,” he said.

“I’m all ears, sweetheart.”

“I’m getting nervous just talking about it, my heart is pounding.” he said, inhaling sharply and placing his hand over his chest.

“It’s okay, baby. That just means you really want it, and it’s perfectly fine and natural to want to explore your desires, but I can’t help you until you confide in me.” I said, reaching down to unbutton another button on my collared shirt. He was helpless to his own gaze, and swallowed hard while watching it pop loose.

“I don’t want you to look at me any differently.”

“John, I specialize in sexuality, and I’m very open to kinks. No matter what it is, I promise to treat it with the utmost respect and professionalism.” I said. At this point, I was just praying it didn’t involve feces. “John, what is it?”

“I have a, a uhm, I guess you’d call it a mommy kink, if that makes sense.” he said, looking down at his tennis shoes.

“Oh.” I said, feeling my heart flutter. “That’s pretty common, do you care to expand?”

“Is it really?” he asked, looking up with wide eyes.

“Are you kidding? Have you been to an X-rated website? Mommy this, milf that, mommy mommy mommy.” I said, laughing to break the tension.

“Yeah, mine’s pretty bad.”

“What do you mean? There’s absolutely nothing wrong with it, John.”

“Well, hearing you say mommy mommy mommy just now kind of turned me on, I think that’s pretty bad.” he said.

“Really? Would you say the word mommy is a trigger word for you? Sexually?”

“I’d say so, obviously the context matters, but yeah.”

“And how long would you say you’ve been experiencing these feelings?” I asked.

“It started when I was 18 or 19, when I first got to Taboo University. All of the female professors are so fucking hot, and they dress so provocatively. I started having these fantasies, and then I started watching porn with older women, and it all led to me really wanting to actually experience intimacy with a mommy of my own.” he said, finally opening up to me.

“Let me start by saying that mommy kinks are a personal favorite of mine, just in my own personal life. So if that makes you feel any better.”

“Really?”

“Oh, yes. I love being mommy, it’s so empowering to have a good little boy who just wants to do everything his mommy says. I kind of have a praise and worship kink as well.” I said, deciding that it was time for another button.

“I’m sorry, but this is turning me on.” he said, placing his hand on his crotch.

“That’s okay, sweetheart. That’s what mommy is here for.” I said, popping the button loose and wedging my pen between my tits. “I’d like you to tell me more specifics about your mommy kink. What is it specifically that you’d like to do? For example, let’s just say that I was your free use mommy right now, and would do anything you told me to do, what would you tell me to do?”

“Fiona, I don’t know about this.”

“You don’t want to explore with mommy?” I asked, uncrossing my legs and spreading them apart. My skirt was tight and cut off right before the knee, but it still drew his eyes.

“I do, I just don’t want to cheat.”

“Everything that happens in therapy is completely confidential, but it’s also completely consensual, so you don’t have to tell mommy about your deepest desires if you don’t want to, but I promise to make it worth it if you do.” I said, becoming very turned on and ready for the hands on section of our appointment.

“So nothing leaves this room?” he asked.

“That’s correct. It’s completely confidential, only you and me will know what goes on behind these closed doors. Don’t you think it would be healthy for you to explore these desires? Don’t you think that they’re there for a reason?” I asked, standing up from my chair and approaching him.

“I do.”

“That’s my good boy.” I said, patting him on the head. “Tell mommy what you like. What makes your cock turn hard?”

“Is this really happening? Can we really do this right now?” he asked, looking around to make sure there was no one outside of my office, and pitching a very obvious tent in his shorts.

“Of course we can, sweetheart. A mommy and her little boy have a very special relationship, and certain aspects of that are best left in private.” I said, closing the blinds and further dimming the light in my office. John was looking at me like a goddess, like the most beautiful woman in the world. It was a feeling I lived for, and I could tell that I would need to slide into my mommy domme persona and take full control of the session.

“This is really hot.” he said, his eyes following me as I sat down on the armrest of the couch he occupied, and raised one of my feet in front of his face, dangling my stiletto.

“Take mommy’s shoes off. My feet are sore.” I said, watching to see just how obedient he could be.

“Yes, Fiona.” he said, glancing over at me.

“No.” I said, wagging my finger. “Unless you want punishment, you will only call me mommy while we’re involved in this exercise.”

“I’m sorry.”

“It’s fine. You didn’t know, and it’s mommy’s job to correct her little, is it not?” I asked.

“Yes, mommy. It is.” he said, removing my shoes and placing them neatly on the floor beside his feet.

“Rub them.”

“Yes, mommy.” he said, taking my panty hose laden feet into his lap and beginning the massage.

“Good boy.” I said, grazing over his crotch with the big toe of the foot that wasn’t occupied. “Do you like women’s feet, sweetheart? Be honest, you have to tell your mommy everything.”

“I do,” he said. “And yours are very pretty.”

“Thank you, sweetheart. Mommy loves compliments.” I said, speaking slowly and watching him squirm with arousal. It was his ultimate desire, and he was too afraid to even bring it up to his girlfriend, yet there he was, melting under my seductive touch.

“I love your arches, they’re so well taken care of.”

“Good boy. Kiss them.” I said, watching as he did as he was told without question. “I love verbal praise, but I also like action. If you think my feet are beautiful, then show me. Worship them without inhibition, submit to me, and to your desires.”

“Oh my God.” he said, losing himself in what was happening, exactly as I wanted him to.

“Are you hard for mommy?” I asked, knowing damn well the answer, as there was no hiding it.

“Yes, mommy. I’ve never been this turned on in my life.” he said, speaking with a mouthful of toes and slobbering all over my panthose. I thought that perhaps I was overstepping my boundaries, taking advantage of his submissive nature and exploiting his kinks, but it was exactly the type of thing Taboo University encouraged, and the very reason I signed up as one of their sex therapists.

Chapter 2 - John

My knees were shaking as she slid one of her pantyhose down her smoothe, silky thighs.

“You’re mommy’s good boy, aren’t you baby?” she asked, leaving it all scrunched up at her ankle for me to remove.

“Yes, mommy.” I said, feeling my cock pulsing as she spoke. My heart felt like it might just explode, and I didn’t even care. It was by far the hottest moment of my life, and I pushed it out of my head that I had a girlfriend.

“You’re so aroused, I can see you through your pants.” she said, giggling as I slowly revealed her pretty red toes.

“I am. I’ve always wanted this Fio-, I mean mommy.”

“Good boy, look at you correcting yourself. Now as a reward, I’m going to let you suck on all of mommy’s toes.” she said. It felt like my literal fantasies were coming true, as I finally faced all of my own desires. Fiona finished unbuttoning her shirt, removing it to reveal her plump breasts, held in place and pushed up by her bra.

“Mmm…” I moaned, swirling my tongue around her toes and paying her beauty homage. She motioned for me to approach with her finger, removing her bra and exposing her perfect mommy milkers.

“Such a good boy. Mommy is so proud of you for telling me about your desires. I think that good boys should be rewarded.” she said, climbing down from the armrest and mounting me on the couch. “Suck on your new mommy’s tits. I want my little boy to grow big and strong.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, still finding it surreal. Enrolling at Taboo University was seeming like a better and better decision, especially when I started sucking on mommy’s puffy nipples.

“Oh, yes. Drink mommy’s milk, this is our little secret. You only do this with mommy, okay?”

“Yes mommy.” I said, completely hypnotized by her body. I’d craved intimacy with an older woman for so long, and it was like she knew exactly how to cater to me. Fiona grinded in my lap, isolating my cock through my shorts and further torturing me and squeezing my face between her tits. My phone buzzed, right there on the couch beside us.

“It’s Nicole.” Fiona said, seeing the text message.

“Fuck. I should text her back.” I said, feeling a sudden onset of panic. Fiona grabbed my hand, intercepting it as I reached out for my cell.

“Are you really going to interrupt your mommy right now?”

“Oh, no. I’m sorry. You’re right.”

“Does Nicole take care of you like this?” she asked.

“No, she doesn’t.”

“Does she let you lick her toes and call you mommy?” she asked, raising my chin so that our eyes met.

“No mommy, she doesn’t.”

“While you’re with me, I want to be the most important woman in the world. Do you understand?” she asked, running her fingers through my hair.

“Yes, mommy.” I said, returning to her nourishing breasts, sucking for her milk.

“Now. I’m going to put a blindfold on you, and want you to pull down your pants and underwear.” she said, climbing off of me and going to her desk.

“Right now?” I asked, still feeling like we were somewhat in public. It was a University facility, and there were students, and other workers all around the building.

“Don’t question me, little boy. Take your cock out for mommy.” she said, making her voice stern and pointing. I controlled my breathing, trying not to spontaneously erupt in my pants as I stepped out of them and sat back down. “Look at that, you really do love your mommy.”

“So much.” I said, flexing my erection as she approached. I wanted her touch more than anything, and it felt so erotic being on display in front of her.

“I love the hard cock of a younger man, so full of vigor and pent up frustration.” she said, placing the black lace blindfold over my eyes, and robbing me of my ability to admire her beauty.

“Yes, mommy. I need your touch.”

“Yes, you do, baby. Your current lover can’t please you in the ways that I can. She wouldn’t understand your desires like mommy.” she whispered, her hot breath tickling my ear and sending chills up my spine.

“Only you.” I said, knowing that I was crossing every line with her. I knew that what I was doing was wrong, but I couldn’t help myself. The arousal was too strong, easily circumventing my ability to think rationally.

“Mommy loves your cock.” she said, tapping my cockhead with her fingernails, lightly grazing them down my shaft and making my balls tighten with anticipation.

“Thank you, mommy.”

“Do you know what mommy wants to do to that big cock of yours?”

“What?” I asked, almost whimpering. The pressure was immense, and building by the second, until it was pounding in my head, and the only thing I could think about.

“I want to kiss it, and suck on it, and spit on it, and choke on it, and stroke it, and worship it…” she whispered, as I bit down on my lip and began rubbing her thigh. “No, no. Sit on your hands. No touch, no sight. Only sensation.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, whining but doing as I was told. It was excruciating, but it was everything I wanted. All of the areas Nicole fell short in, Fiona excelled. I needed a kinky domme to push my boundaries, a woman in control who could lead me to pleasures I couldn’t possibly realize on my own.

“Mommy is going to take off her skirt, and her underwear. Playing with my little boy is getting me all worked up. Maybe if you can last long enough, I’ll let you see what mommy feels like on the inside.” she said. I could hear her stripping down, and wished that I could rip the blindfold off and see what was happening.

“Yes, mommy. I want that so badly.”

“I know, baby. It’s quite obvious.” she said, sitting back down beside me. “Mommy is so proud of you for not touching yourself, I know it’s getting harder and harder.”

“I only want your touch, mommy. That's all I want.” I said, almost getting fatigued by how much I wanted the pleasure she was withholding.

“Say I love you mommy.” she whispered, licking my inner ear and making my cock bounce. “Say I love my mommy, keep saying it, and don’t stop. Then, maybe I’ll let you fuck me.”

“Yes, mommy. I love you.” I said, as Fiona wrapped her fingers around my cock, squeezing gently and moving her hand up and down my length. It was like a lightning strike of pleasure, and I started drooling the moment she finally touched me. “Oh my God.”

“Look at those balls, so big and full. Have you been thinking about me?” she asked.

“Yes, mommy. I think about you while I fuck my girlfriend, I can’t help it.” I said. Fiona made my mind melt completely, and she naturally took control of me. I’d always had some interest in submission, but I had no idea just how powerful the feeling would be when a woman took control of me.

“Let mommy make it wet.” she said, spitting onto my cock and rubbing it in. I tried sitting still, but couldn’t stop jerking and twitching beneath her touch. I’d never felt so turned on before, and it intensified every sensation. “Say it.”

“I love you mommy. I love you, I love you.” I moaned, letting her stroke my spit soaked cock.

“Do you want mommy to suck on your balls?”

“Yes mommy.”

“Good boy, don’t stop saying it.” she said, taking my testicles into her mouth without breaking her rhythm.

“I love you mommy, but I’m gonna cum.” I said, grunting as she brought me near to the edge.

“Awh, already?” she asked, giggling and rubbing her face in my balls. She was exactly the untamed woman I’d fantasized about, like someone had cashed in one of their genie wishes by hooking me up with my exact dream woman.

“I’m sorry, mommy. You make it feel so good.”

“I know, sweetheart. You’ve wanted mommy to suck your cock for a really long time, haven’t you?”

“Yes, mommy. For too long.” I said, taking my hands out because they were tingling. I knew not to break the rules, and was sweating while she gave me a couple of seconds to breathe, blowing on my cock because it was so close to cumming.

“Oh, wow. It has a pulse.” she said, licking from my balls all the way up the shaft.

“Ugh, God. I love that, mommy.” I said.

“Do you wanna know what I love?” she asked, holding me by the base. “Mommy loves your cock.”

“Ohhh, fuck.” I sighed as fireworks went off in my head. Fiona took the head of my cock into her mouth, swirling her tongue around and sucking while fondling my balls and stroking simultaneously. My breather had done nothing to refill my stamina tank, and I knew that there was no stopping it.

“Say it!” she grunted, keeping her mouth on the tip as I came to climax in her mouth.

“I love my mommy.” I moaned, my toes curling as I emptied my nuts down her throat. Fiona was the perfect mommy, and gulped down every last rope of hot sticky cum, concluding in our session with the ultimate finale.

Chapter 3 - Fiona

My session with John left me in a daze, and I canceled my other appointment for that day. I was single and dating, and I don’t think I realized how much I needed that sort of naughty intimacy. It was the most exhilarating experience, and I craved more right away.

John was tall and handsome, and so fresh and naive when it came to kink. Seeing the way he lit up for me was intoxicating, seeing a man reduced to his absolute base urges and desires for me. It made me feel powerful, and although I knew that it wasn’t the most professional thing to do, I got his cell phone number from my records and texted him, saying I’d like to further explore these relationship dynamics, outside of therapy.

JOHN: I’d really like that. I can’t even put it into words, Fiona. Mind blowing.

FIONA: Such a great stress reliever, I feel so light now. Mommy needs more.

JOHN: So when did you want to meet up?

FIONA: Does the morning work for you? Nine or ten.

JOHN: I can do nine. Where are we going to meet?

FIONA: At my house.

JOHN: Perfect. I’ll need to be back by eleven though, I’m meeting Nicole and her friends for lunch.

FIONA: Of course. I’ll see you then.

JOHN: I can’t wait.

I woke up early the next morning, having already shaved and gotten myself ready for our encounter the night before. It was a special occasion, as I didn’t see my clients outside of therapy. I was breaking my own rules because our session left me desperately in need. Going down on him like that stimulated my arousal, and I needed to have that tension pounded out of me. It only made sense that my little boy be the one to do it.

John would like anything that I wore for him, but I wanted to really turn him on. Knowing that his girlfriend wasn’t particularly kinky or adventurous, I decided to wear an assless and crotchless lingerie set. I bought it during a spending binge, and never got the chance to wear it, but it was as revealing as it got, and I knew that it was perfect to tantalize his young mind.

I lived very close to campus, as I’d relocated specifically for the job. Still, I didn’t expect him to show up on his bicycle, and it made me feel like the naughtiest of cougars.

“Oh, no.” I said, giggling as I sipped on my hot tea, watching him from the front window as he put his kick stand down, and walked up to my front door wearing a backpack. I really did feel like his mommy, and my heart started beating faster when I heard his knuckles rapping on my door.

“Hey.” he said, unable to fight the massive smile from forming on his face as I let him inside.

“Hi sweetheart.” I said, closing the door behind him before untying the belt of my robe, and flashing my outfit.

“Oh my God. Can I see that again?” he asked.

“Of course, in the bedroom.” I said, knowing that we were a bit short on time. “How long did it take you to get here?”

“Only like fifteen minutes.” he said, dropping his bag on the floor in my bedroom.

“Strip down. There’s no need for you to be wearing all those clothes.” I said.

“Oh. Yes mommy.”

“You know, I really appreciate you making time to come see me.” I said, removing my robe and laying it on the bed.

“I’d do anything for you. You look gorgeous. Your body.” he said, his eyes scanning me up and down.

“How does seeing mommy in this type of clothing make you feel?” I asked, sitting down at the foot of the bed and watching him remove his clothes.

“It makes me horny, honestly.” he said, the bulge in his boxers backing up his truthfulness.

“Come here.” I said, patting the mattress beside me. I took his hand and mine, and brought it to my lips, parting them as I began to suck on his pointer finger. He melted instantly, cupping my breast with his other hand and moaning as I swirled my tongue around his finger.

“Mommy…Fuck.”

“Watch your language, little boy.”

“Yes, mommy. That just feels so good. You turn me on so much.”

“More than that girlfriend of yours?” I asked, playing a role, but also eager to outperform her in every way. I wasn’t so sure that I wanted something serious, and dating was going nowhere for me. John was exactly the submissive little boy toy I needed to get me through the year, and I had no qualms about staking my claim.

“Oh my God, mommy. You have no idea. I feel so free with you.” he said, so earnest and adorable. I placed my hand on the outside of his boxers, gripping his cock and looking into his eyes.

“Thank you, angel. That means so much to me. I don’t mind you dating other girls, just as long as you always have a very special place for mommy.” I whispered, popping my breasts out of my bra and drawing his eyes. “Before you start drinking my milk, I want you to kiss mommy. Really kiss me, and don’t hold back.”

“Yes mommy.” he whispered, leaning in. It was exactly what I hoped for, true passion. I had ignited him in such a way that he felt completely open with me, and I always found that led to the best sex. His tongue invaded my mouth, slobbering and swirling with the reckless abandon of youth.

“Mmm.” I moaned, climbing on top of him and kissing him deeply. I hadn’t made out like that in years, and it made me so hot and bothered that it was ridiculous. I had all these plans of making him oil me up and give me a massage, worship my body with his tongue, then I was going to slowly tease him before giving him what he wanted.

My plans flew straight out the window as I felt his hard cock between my legs, grinding against me as we exchanged saliva, quite literally. He opened wide, letting me drool into his mouth and gulping it down.

“That’s so hot, mommy.”

“Nicole doesn’t do that, does she?”

“She doesn’t even compare to you.” he said, his eyes as wide as his dilated pupils. Besides being his dominant, and assuming the role of mommy, it truly felt like I was his master. He was the first man who truly submitted to me, and he was even willing to cheat on his girlfriend without the slightest hesitation for the chance to be with me. 

“I bet she can’t do this, either.” I said, pinching my nipples until droplets of milk formed, immediately prompting his mouth to consume them.

“No. Only my mommy.” he whispered, latching on and squeezing as I dangled them in his eager face.

“Such a good boy.” I said, cooing as his suction stimulated my nipples and made me want to ride him. I’d spent our first session in a state of service, but I was practically trembling as I grinded myself against him. “Mommy wants to cum, sweetheart.”

“Yes, mommy.” he said, as I climbed off of him and then right back on, deciding to take a seat on his face, and bury mine between his legs from the top 69 position. “Oh my God.”

“Do you like it, baby? Is it pretty?” I asked, shaking it in his face as I pulled his cock through the slit in his boxers. He responded by taking me into his mouth, and licking between my lips like I was strawberry flavored. “Ooh. Baby!”

“Mmm…You have the best pussy, mommy. I love it so much.” he said, spreading my cheeks apart with his hands and sniffing my asshole while licking it. My toes flexed, and I felt the sudden need to bite down on something.

“Don’t stop, baby. Tell mommy how much you love her.” I said, using his cock to relieve my oral fixation. John grunted, jerking beneath me but never breaking the strict rhythm of his tongue.

“Mmm…mmm…”

“Do you eat Nicole like that?” I asked, turned on by hearing him compare us in my favor.

“She doesn’t let me.” he said, his tongue straying to my anus.

“Oh, John. Such a dirty little boy.” I said, stroking his slimy, spit covered dick and sitting up to enjoy it. His tongue was warm and determined, forcing its way inside and making me shriek with pleasure. I hadn’t expected it, and he hit a spot that made my eye twitch as I rode his face, sinking my weight down and savoring his servitude.

“Oh, mommy. You’re gonna make me cum.” he said, prompting me to stop immediately. The last thing I was going to do was let him finish again, not before he’d buried his juicy length between my legs, and fed me properly.

“No, no. Not yet, baby. Be a good boy, it’s ladies first, remember?” I asked, releasing his cock and humping his face. Just because he needed recovery, didn’t mean I did. Once I was able to focus entirely on my own pleasure, it took only a minute before I was swelling up with electric pressure, gyrating until everything faded to black, and his steady tongue drove me to the brink of nirvana.

“Mmm…” he moaned as I came, sucking my clit and pulling me onto his face, happily smothering himself in my womanhood.

My left leg shook uncontrollably, and I pinned his head to the mattress with my pelvis, grinding on his face and seeing stars. I crawled off of him, completely on autopilot as I collapsed onto my pillows, so satisfied that it was like occupying a whole new realm of equanimity.

“I love you, mommy.” he whispered, crawling over to me with his hard cock still poking through the slit in his boxers.

“I love you, too. That was so nice, baby.”

“You taste incredible. It’s honestly like I’m addicted to your flesh, I can’t stop the cravings. You’re all I can think about.” he said. The lines between our mommy domme little boy roleplay and reality were blending, and I couldn’t deny feeling the same.

“My sweetheart. There’s nothing wrong with a good little boy like you falling in love with his mommy.” I said.

“It’s just, I mean, it feels so good being with you. Being able to be open and kinky like this, I had no idea what I was missing in the bedroom.” he said.

“Awh, you’re so sweet. We’ve only begun to explore, my love.” I said, tugging at his waistband until he removed his boxers.

“I know. I just, I don’t know. I feel kinda bad, like I should probably break up with Nicole if we’re gonna keep doing this.” he said.

“That’s entirely up to you, John. You have to make your own decisions, but I’ll still be your mommy, and I’ll still love you either way.” I said. It was terrible, really, how hot it made me to hear his confession.

“You’re right, but I know that I want this right now. I want you.” he said.

“How do you want me?” I asked.

“Next time, I want you in missionary so I can look at you while we fuck.” he said.

“Why next time?”

“Because I’d be so tempted to kiss you. I wouldn’t be able to resist.”

“Well, I certainly don’t mind if you kiss me.” I said, pursing up my lips for him and closing my eyes.

“I just ate your ass.” he said.

“Oh, yeah. Good call.” I said, quickly getting on my hands, facing away from him. “Good boy, silly mommy almost forgot.”

“I can’t believe my life right now.” he said, mounting me and stuffing me full of his hard young cock.

“Ugh!”

“Oh my God, mommy. It’s so good. It’s so fucking good.” he said, pummeling me right away. His fat balls slapped against my ass, and his fingers dug into my flesh as he powerfully laid claim to me. It was exactly the pounding I needed, and I buried my face in my pillow, screaming his name as he delivered me over and over again, reminding me of exactly how much stress could be relieved when you’re fucked hard enough.

“Ughhh! Ughhnnn! Yes, baby. Don’t stop. Fuck mommy, you’re doing so good.” I said, my voice droned out by the hard, rhythmic packing sounds of his hips taking me. His stamina was impressive, and I was reduced to a squealing, incoherent mess by the time his cock spurted off inside of me.

“Oh, fuck, mommy. I’m not pulling out, I have to cum in you.” he said, leaving it in and filling me with hot sticky cum. I was drooling and cross eyed, and in no state to do anything other than take every drop of his virile semen.

Chapter 4 - John 

I realized that it wasn’t healthy for me to keep seeing Fiona, as the guilt was eating me up inside, and I was becoming like a hopeless addict. Nicole felt like an afterthought to me, as my mind was always entirely focused on serving my mommy. While that turned me on to no end, and I found the sex to be the most therapeutic, and frankly, just the best sex I’d ever had, I knew that it wasn’t fair to put my girlfriend second.

Still, I couldn’t stop thinking about Fiona. She was my dream woman in every way, and I felt like maybe I was passing up something spectacular for something mediocre. It definitely brought the weaknesses of our relationship to the forefront of my attention, and it wasn’t fair, but she simply didn’t stack up with Fiona in the bedroom.

It was too hard for me to tell Fiona, so I temporarily blocked her number and tried going back to life as usual. Nicole made me go to lunch with her friends every Saturday, and I was particularly agitated after a week of not seeing my mommy, and having to deal with Nicole nit picking every little thing.

I kind of got snippy, and we left in a less than ideal mood. Once we got back home, things settled down, and she got her bi-weekly hair up the butt that made her want to fool around. I was still struggling with things, and decided to give Nicole a chance, to see if maybe she could embody the role of the dominant, loving mommy that I wanted.

To save myself the embarrassment of reliving what followed, suffice it to say that she was mortified. Absolutely mortified. She stormed out, and broke up with me. Then she came back later, apologized, and asked me to clarify, which only made the vicious circle run another lap.

After some rumination, I decided that it wasn’t the best idea to bring it up. Nicole wasn’t Fiona, and Nicole certainly wasn’t mommy. At the same time, I’m kind of glad it happened, because it facilitated our break up. It was just too weird after that, and we decided to call it quits. And I decided to unblock Fiona’s number, and rode my bike straight to her house to apologize.

“It’s fine, baby. I’m proud of you for making a grown up decision like that. It takes a lot of courage to do the right thing.” she said, pulling up her shirt and exposing her ample breasts. “Good boys get rewarded.”

“Thank you, mommy.” I said, leaning forward to latch onto her suckable nipple.

We decided to make things official, with me as her little, and her as my mommy. I see her once a week officially, and multiple times a week “on the side”, as we call it. Nicole and I are still friends, and I’m a lot happier being single, with a loving mommy who handles all of my needs.
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Chapter 1 - Matt 

I’d been dating Elle since high school, and it completely blindsided me when she broke up with me. She went to a local college, about an hour drive, and after struggling to make it work long distance, she sent me a text message saying it was over. 

I was distraught, and called her cell phone over and over to no avail. She went no contact after that, and I pretty much laid around in a deep state of depression, hoping and praying that she’d change her mind. 

My boss gave me a week off, and then I returned to work. It felt like the volume had been turned down on life, and even though I still found other girls attractive, I wasn’t attracted to them. I had no drive, I was a heart broken man with just enough will to drag myself through the motions of work. 

Two full weeks had passed, and I was just starting to feel a little better. That’s when my buddy John called me, and asked if I’d seen her social media. Apparently, she’d moved on a lot quicker than me, and was already dating someone else. That served as a big kick in my nuts, and hurt for another week. 

Everyone was telling me to pick myself up and get back out there. My friends invited me to the strip club, and stuff like that, but I didn’t have the desire. Finally, I made myself look at her page. It was devastating, as she’d gotten rid of most of the pictures of us together as a couple, and had already replaced them with some other guy. I hated him, but it made me hate her too. As painful and uncomfortable as it was, I’m glad I put myself through it, because it helped me accept that things were over. 

I still found myself down in the dumps most days, but I knew that time would eventually heal the wound. In the meantime, I started working out, and got on some dating apps. It really helped me to just engage in hard work, because I could tune out from things and focus on the task at hand. It started with lifting weights, and then I decided to finally take care of my overgrown backyard. 

One of the benefits to being single was that I suddenly had way more money, and nothing to spend it on. I got myself a nice weedeater, an edger, and a square shovel so that I could uncover the old walkway. I’d lived in the same house my whole life, and when my mother remarried, I took over the lease. 

My house was a mess, I was a mess, and the only thing to do was to put my head down and get to work on it. The dating apps were disappointing at best, as half of the “girls” I matched with were sex workers trying to promote their content, and the other half were clearly single for a reason. Their bios were like minefields filled with red flags, and I decided it wasn’t the best route for me. 

It was a Friday morning, and I had the day off, so I decided to start the project nice and early, before the sun was really beating down. After giving the yard a mow, I turned on my blower and took care of the clippings. The sun had changed positions, and started beating down on me by this time. As soon as I killed the motor, I heard a woman’s voice calling out to me. 

“Matt! Hey!” she said, her eyes lighting up from the other side of the chain link fence separating our backyards. It was Anne, and she was in a bathing suit. 

“Hey, what’s up?” I asked. It was always a treat to see her, because despite the fact that she was twenty years older than me, she was smoking hot and had the most charming way about her. 

“Oh, not much. I was going to take a lazy day and lay out in the sun, but you’re making me feel lazy, you’re working so hard.” she said, her beautiful blue eyes hidden behind dark lenses. 

“It’s definitely hard work, but it’s my own doing. Did you know there’s actually a sidewalk that goes from the backdoor all the way through the garden?” I asked. Anne squinted, and then shook her head. 

“I can’t remember it.” 

“That’s how long it’s been. I have pictures of it. I’m gonna try to recover it today.” I said, looking over my backyard and trying to imagine the completed version. 

“Don’t work too hard. It’s supposed to get up in the nineties today.” she said. I snuck a quick peek at her cleavage, nodding in agreement. 

“Yeah, I tried getting an early start, but I couldn’t beat the sun.” 

“Well, I’ll be in the pool if you need me. Feel free to join me, or just hop in to cool off.” she said. 

“I might actually have to take you up on that. Thank you.” 

“You better. I’m lonely over here, no one comes to visit me anymore.” she said. 

“I will. Let me do a little more work, and when I can’t take the heat anymore, I’ll come join you.” I said. 

“Good boy. I’ll make you some lemonade in the meantime.” she said. 

“Oh, it’s fine. You don’t have to.” I said, only to be cut off. 

“I insist. It’s the least I can do.” she said, reaching over the fence and squeezing my shoulder before walking away. I stayed in place, watching the way her bubble butt swayed with every step. 

Anne was the mother of one of my childhood friends, Jacob. We’d been neighbors since I could remember, and I’d always had a secret little crush on her. It’s not like I was the only one, and after he left for college, and my mother moved away, I couldn’t help wondering if there was a possibility of something happening between us. 

It isn’t like she ever flirted or anything, but she was single, lived alone, and wasn’t getting any younger. She’d split with Jacob’s father when we were young, probably twelve or so, and had been single ever since. I always found that puzzling, as she was gorgeous and fun to be around. I figured men would be falling over at her feet, but she didn’t go out much, and described herself as a homebody to a fault. 

I didn’t see her all that often, and definitely not in a bikini, which was a shame. Her body was impeccable, and one of her few regular trips out of the house was to the gym in the early mornings, usually before I was awake. She was a very disciplined person, always had been, and that was something I admired about her. 

She brought me a big glass of lemonade twenty minutes later, and took off her sunglasses as she approached. 

“Oh, my. Matt, have you been lifting weights?” she asked. 

“Yeah, actually. Just for the last month or so, since Elle and I broke up.” I said, spilling the beans on my relationship status without thinking. Her face twisted, and I felt embarrassed about it right away. 

“Awh, baby. I’m so sorry, what happened?” she asked. I took a sip of the sweet lemonade, and smiled back at her. 

“I don’t know. She texted me that she didn’t want to be in a long distance relationship, and that she couldn’t do it anymore.” I said. 

“How rude. You two have been together for years.” 

“Were together for years. I’m single now.” I said, correcting her. 

“Welcome to the club.” she said, raising her hand for a high five. Anne had an uplifting aura, and was always the type to build up the people around her, another of her many admirable qualities. 

“That’s awful. I always root for high school sweethearts to work out, it’s so cute.” 

“Yeah, but I’m glad it ended now rather than later.” I said, inching myself closer and closer to the fence. 

“Me too.” she said, giggling and breaking eye contact. “Are you almost finished?” 

“Oh, no. Not at all.” I said, glancing over at the mess of dirt I’d created. At best, I was ten percent through the job. Anne made a pouty face, and laced her fingers. 

“Please? I’m sorry to distract you, but I’m having a rough day, emotionally. It’d be really nice to have someone to spend it with.” she said. Normally, I found that type of manipulation off putting, but in this case I could let it slide. 

“Of course.” I said, dropping everything right then and there. My lack of desire towards attaining a woman didn’t apply when it came to Anne, and it was the type of opportunity I’d spent most of my life dreaming about. 

“Really? You don’t have to, it’s just-” 

“I’ll be right over. Let me change.” I said. I could see it in her eyes that she was grateful, and I didn’t have it in me to tell that woman no. It’s hard to explain, but she was everything I looked for in a woman. I think I even compared other women to her subconsciously, as I’d been sneaking peeks and fantasizing about her since I first had those types of feelings. 

When I got inside my house, my cock literally had a pulse. I couldn’t believe what had just happened, and my blood was boiling to be near her. My mind was racing, and I took a quick shower to freshen up and catch up on my manscaping, which I’d completely neglected since the breakup. 

I knew that nothing was going to happen, realistically, and that she was way out of my league. Still, I really liked her, and it would be awesome if I could become friends with her on my own, and steal time with her. 

The worst part about it all was that I couldn’t tell her. I wasn’t really in touch with Jacob anymore, but I felt like we’d known each other far too long for me to come onto her. What if she told my mom? Not that I would have tried something anyway, but knowing that the option was off the table just kind of made my admiration for her almost torturous, and no matter how many times I lubed up and tried to relieve my forbidden feelings, they were still there. If anything, my fantasizing only intensified my attraction. 

It should be mentioned that I’ve never been the smoothest guy when it comes to women, and if I were wearing boots when I made my way over to her backyard, I would have been shaking in them. 

Chapter 2 - Matt 

She was like a completely different person in the privacy of her backyard, and I could feel it right away. The pool was in the center, with tall bushes lining most of the fence. The only gap was between our yards, as there was a gate there we used regularly when Jacob and I were hanging out. 

It gave things a private feel, like we were sealed off from the rest of the world and all alone. Her bikini was micro in every sense of the word, and I could feel my balls tingling just from looking at her. 

“Hi.” I said, raising my hand to wave and feeling an intense wave of embarrassment wash over me. Anne definitely noticed my awkwardness, because she chuckled before responding. 

“Hi.” 

“I had to take a quick shower, I smelled like butthole.” I said, laying my bath towel out on the lounge chair next to hers. 

“Good to know.” 

“Sorry. I just didn’t want to stink up the joint.” 

“I appreciate it.” she said. I sat down, and adjusted the lean of the chair. 

“Do you have sunscreen? I’m going to get torched.” 

“Yep, it’s in my bag. And I have oil. I do you, you do me?” she asked. 

“Yeah.” I blurted, salivating at the opportunity to get my grubby paws on her. In all the years I’d known her, she’d never once asked me to oil her up. 

“Here. Turn around.” she said, standing up and squeezing the bottle into her hand, lathering it up as I stood in front of her, facing away so she could apply the lotion to my upper back. Instead of simply rubbing it in, she used her thumbs to massage my traps. 

“Mmmm…” I moaned, letting my shoulders slump in relaxation. 

“You like the way that feels, baby?” she asked, continuing in the same spot as I rolled my shoulders. 

“That feels incredible.” 

“Did Elle ever give you massages?” she asked. 

“Uh, not really. She rubbed my shoulders a few times, but only for a minute.” I said.  

“And how about you? Did you ever massage her?” she asked. I thought about it for a second, but couldn’t recall a time that I’d given her any sort of massage. 

“No. I don’t think so.” I said. Her touch was making me melt, and I wanted to stay there forever. 

“That’s sad, baby. Make sure to incorporate massage into your next relationship, it’s a great way to enhance intimacy.” she said, whispering directly into my ear and sending a chill down my spine. “Lay down on your stomach, I’ll show you.” 

“Yes ma am.” I said, gladly changing positions to hide my erection. Anne laid the chair completely flat for me, and to my surprise, she stepped her leg over my hips and sat down onto my lower back. 

“You were always such a good boy, I’m so happy you decided to stay.” she said, pausing to apply more lotion. 

“Yeah, me too. It’s a great price, and I didn’t want to lose it.” I said. We’d rented for almost twenty years, and could have paid for it in full if we had a mortgage. 

“I was talking more about you. I’m glad to have you as my neighbor.” 

“Oh, thanks. You too.” I said. I wasn’t used to being massaged, and her delicate hands moved in circles over my shoulders, the soft flesh of her ass resting on my lower back. It was almost overwhelming, the mixture of pleasure and pure arousal she made me feel. 

“Matt, can I ask you a personal question?” 

“Uh, sure. Shoot.” 

“Are you seeing anyone?” 

“Uh, no. Not since Elle broke up with me.” I said, not thinking anything of her line of questioning. My mind was so focused on the sensation of her warm skin on mine, and the way her thumbs were moving along the edges of my spine. 

“How long has it been since you two broke up?” 

“It’s been about a month now.” 

“Oh. You must be pretty backed up then.” she said, squeezing more lotion onto her hand and moving her pelvis around. 

“What do you mean?” 

“Uhm, I just meant, like, you know. Sexually.” she said. 

“I guess so.” I said. 

“Well, I’ve been single for a very long time, so I know how that feels. I know how quickly you can start to miss being intimate, and how much it can drive someone crazy.” she said. 

“It does suck.” I said, letting out a nervous chuckle. 

“Your back is so muscular, I can feel the knots.” she said. By this point, I was kind of confused as to if she was flirting, or just making small talk. It’s hard to tell those things apart when you’re fully erect, and throbbing with the woman of your dreams sitting on top of you. 

“Thank you.” I said, my voice barely audible. Between Anne’s body heat, the sun, and the way she was inadvertently turning me on, it was the hottest day that I could remember. Her massage strayed south, to my lower back, and I found myself in a state of complete relaxation. 

The small talk stopped for a minute, and she kept rubbing until I felt her fingers latched inside my waistband, gently tugging. 

“What are you doing?” I asked, popping up on my elbows as my trunks began sliding down my hips. 

“I’m gonna do your glutes.” she said. 

“Oh. Uhm, okay.” I said. Anne was persistent, pulling at my waistband until I untied the knot in front. My heart rate skyrocketed as she slipped them off, leaving me suddenly completely naked. I heard Anne’s feminine giggle, and felt immediately self conscious. 

“Such a cute little butt.” she said, giving it a playful swat. I turned my head to look back at her, and we locked eyes. “Let mommy take care of you.” 

“Huh?” I asked. Anne took hold of my ass with both hands, pulling my cheeks apart and lowering her face between them. My eyes bulged, and she didn’t say another word, just buried her face in my cheeks and started licking my asshole. “Ugh!” 

“Mmm…” she moaned, her tongue flicking against my anus while I inhaled sharply, completely shocked by what was happening, but also unwilling to stop her. 

“Oh my God.” I said, taking hold of the flaps on the lounge chair and tightening my grip around them. “Oh my God!” 

“Yes, good boy. Do you like that?” she asked. 

“Yes. It feels amazing.” I said. She went back in for me, and it felt like there was a volcanic eruption brewing inside of me. 

“Raise your buttocks, baby boy.” she said, straddling the chair and lifting my hips. I did as I was told, far too aroused to think straight. Her tongue was constant, lapping away and dipping itself into me. I squealed, seeing stars and making noises that I had never made. It was such a novel sensation, and the pleasure was amplified the moment she reached around, taking hold of my cock and stroking as she ate my ass like a starving woman. 

“Ugh! Fuck…” 

“Hmm hmm hmm…” she was so sensual, and knew exactly what I longed for even though I didn’t know it myself. 

“Anne. That’s so good.” I said, on my knees with my ass up in the air. Needless to say, this was an act that Elle and I had never performed. 

“Don’t call me that, baby boy. Call me mommy.” she said, squeezing oil onto her hand and applying it to my cock. 

“Yes mommy.” I said without hesitation, pressing my pelvis back against her face. 

“Mmm….mmm….” 

“Ugh! Your tongue, mommy. Oh my God.” 

“Are you my good boy?” 

“Yes.” 

“Are you gonna cum for your mommy like a good boy?” she asked, raising her torso and continuing the reach around. She pulled me against her, almost like I was in the bottom position of doggy style, stroking with one hand, and wrapping her fingers gently around my neck with the other, grabbing my face and making me look back at her. 

“Yes mommy.” I said, getting closer with each passing second. She applied so much lube that it was dripping onto the chair, making squishing sounds as her hand moved furiously up and down my length until my cock was swelling up in her hand, and I knew that I couldn’t stop myself from cumming. “I’m gonna cum, mommy. Oh my God.” 

“That’s my good boy, cum for your new mommy.” she whispered, releasing my neck and cupping my balls right as they tensed up. 

“Oh!” I called out, my eyes rolling and my back arching as the most powerful orgasm of my life washed over me, and hot sticky cum blasted from the head of my cock. 

“Wow, look at that. Look at all that little boy cum.” she said, stroking faster as I emptied my load all over her chair. It was impossibly intense, and drained my entire body of every ounce of energy. A huge smile spread across my face, and I laid right down in the mess I’d just made, panting to catch my breath. 

Chapter 3 - Anne 

Seeing the way he came for me only filled me with more confidence. I’d always known that he wanted me, no matter how hard he tried hiding it, the attraction he felt towards me was more than obvious. Even Jacob was aware that he had a crush on me.

It’s hard to say what made me take such aggressive action. Once he was in my backyard, it felt so easy, and natural. I hadn’t been with a man in literally years, and making him cum like that made me so wet and horny that I couldn’t stand being in my own skin.

“My turn.” I said, handing him the bottle of oil and laying back down on my chair.

“Do you mind if I hop in the pool real quick to cool off?” he asked. I couldn’t help smiling, as he was already taking to his submissive role so well.

“Of course, but don’t leave mommy waiting.” I said. “You don’t have to put those back on.”

“Thank you.” he said, dropping his trunks. His cock was still at half mast, glistening in the sun from the oil.

“Give mommy a kiss.” I said, feeling the power I possessed over him. He sat down beside me, clearly nervous, placing his hand on my thigh as he leaned in. I’d had my eyes on him for some time, and it felt so right finally taking our relationship to a physical level.

I know it’s because I hadn’t been touched in forever, but his kiss sent an electrical jolt of lightning straight through my body, and I moved his hand between my legs. His tongue slipped into my mouth, and his fingers located my clit from outside of my bikini bottoms, rubbing in circles while we made out.

“Mmm.” I moaned through locked lips, pulling my bottoms to the side, uncovering myself for him. “I want you to kiss it.”

“I want it too.” he said. “But I’m burning up. I’ll be right back.”

“Okay, baby.” I said, watching him jump naked into my pool. I managed a couple sips of fresh lemonade before his return, and spread my legs apart as he approached.

“This isn’t fair. I didn’t get to wear my bathing suit.” he said, a smirk appearing at the corner of his mouth.

“Nothing is fair, sweetheart. But if you want to see mommy naked, all you have to do is ask.” I said, my pussy so wet that I couldn’t take it anymore and started stripping down.

“Please mommy?” he asked. I smiled back at him, watching his eyes scan my body and cock stiffen as I threw my bottoms at him, which landed perfectly on his head, eliciting laughter from both of us.

“What do you think?” I asked. He was staring between my legs, mouth gaping. His eyes slowly raised to mine, his penis fully erect and standing tall over his big balls.

“You’re absolutely gorgeous, Anne. I’ve always thought you were the prettiest woman I’ve ever seen.” he said. It was such a sweet thing to say that I let him slide on calling me by my first name, and I reached around to untie and remove my top, letting my breasts flop out and putting them on full display.

“Show me.” I said.

“This is so hot.” Matt said, leaning over me and applying a very liberal amount of oil to my chest and stomach. The hot sun beat down on us as his strong hands lathered me up, groping my chest with a look of awe and astonishment.

I’d always been dominant in the bedroom, in a gentle, loving way. The idea of  taking a younger man as a lover had been a long held fantasy of mine, and with Matt living right next door, the thoughts had consumed me.

“Oh, baby. You’re such a good little boy for mommy.” I said, petting his hair, and pushing his head between my legs where it belonged. My body was calling out to be touched, my nerves tingling with desire as he followed every command perfectly.

“I’ve thought about this so many times.” he said, hooking his arms under my legs and raising my pelvis to his waiting mouth. I knew that he was telling the truth, and it made me feel so desired knowing the way he exalted me. “Mmm…”

The pleasure rang out, like a bomb going off except with much better connotations. It was as if I’d completely forgotten what it was like to be touched, to have a warm mouth and tongue hungrily worshiping my sex.

“Ugh!” I whimpered uncontrollably, writhing beneath him as he explored me without hesitation. He was strong and aggressive, manhandling my body as I struggled beneath him, overtaken with an agonizing type of desire as he slurped and sucked on my clit. It was like rediscovering sex, and the anticipation brought me to climax in minutes.

He looked up at me, his intense gaze piercing my soul as I grinded against his face, every nerve reacting to the scintillating sensations that he gave me. Matt slowed down, kissing gently after my crescendo.

“You’re gorgeous.” he said, feeling inside me with his fingers and licking my wetness from his digits.

“We need to go inside. I want to feel you inside me.” I said, still drunk off of my orgasm, and wanting more. I needed his hard young cock inside of me, I needed to be fucked.

Chapter 4 - Matt

I don’t even think my brain was thinking in words, it was all instinct. Anne led me inside, and my eyes remained glued to her thick posterior until we entered the air conditioned inside of her home. My trunks were still laying beside the pool, and I felt a chill move over me.

“This way.” she said, grabbing me by the hand and pulling me into her bedroom. There was no need for conversation, as we were both fully in the mood and knew exactly what was about to happen. Well, not exactly.

“I still can’t believe this.” I said, climbing on top of her after she laid down in the middle of her bed. Everything about her drove me wild, and I knew instantly that I was powerless to her beauty and sexual prowess. I just wanted to make her happy.

“Slow down, sweetheart. I want you to go nice and slow, so that I can feel your cock pulse inside of me when you cum.” she said, surprising me with her dirty mouth. It was a side of her I’d never seen, and I was so turned on by calling her mommy despite the fact that she was one of my friend’s actual mothers.

“Yes, mommy. Teach me.” I said, transfixed on her succulent breasts. She supported them with her arm, lifting them right in front of my face, no words necessary. I just started suckling, kissing her puffy nipples and latching on.

“Good boy, suck on mommy’s big milkers.” she said, wrapping her legs around me and pulling me into her.

“Mmmm!” I groaned as I entered her, practically seizing with the overwhelming pleasure of her tightness. Milk began to trickle out onto my tongue, further amplifying the already intense arousal I was feeling.

“Oh my God, Matt. Yes. Fuck mommy, fuck mommy with that big hard cock.” she said, her voice laced with sensuality as her cunt greedily swallowed my length. I bottomed out inside her, grinding on top of her as her sweet milk filled my mouth.

“Mommy….your milk.” I said, thrown off by her lactation. She looked into my eyes, running her fingers through my hair.

“I have to feed my little boy, don’t I?” she asked, further solidifying the power dynamic. It felt so natural submitting to her, doing as I was told, and slurping at her milky nipples.

“Yes, mommy.” I said, pinching her nipples and pulling milk out in little strands. It was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen, and I began to thrust into her harder. “You’re so wet.”

“Oh, baby. Mommy loves your cock.”

“You make me so hard, mommy. I can’t help it.”

“Shhh…Don’t talk, baby. It’s okay. It’s perfectly natural to love your mommy.” she said, her warm pussy juices coating my cock as she squirted with each hard thrust. “Oh, wow. Yes, baby. Fuck mommy, fuck mommy hard.”

“God damn, that’s good.” I said, throwing her legs up onto my shoulders and letting loose. Her massive breasts bounced up and down as I fed her my cock, losing complete control until our lips were locked, our tongues rolling together as she squeezed me with her pelvic muscles, making me go loopy and weak at the knees.

“Cum, baby. Cum inside of mommy.” she said. I was already close, and her dirty mouth sent me over the edge.

“Yes, mommy. I’m gonna cum for you. I’m gonna cum…” I said, feeling the pressure in my balls as our bodies slapped rhythmically together. Anne was so orgasmic, and the way she squirted all over my dick made it impossible to hold out for another second.

“Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!” she cried as I pummeled her, shooting her full of hot sticky cum without thinking. I buried it deep, letting it pulse and savoring every second.

Chapter 5 - Matt

It was the start of a new chapter in my life, and Elle became an afterthought almost instantaneously after I emptied myself into Anne. I’d never wanted someone the way I wanted her, and I ended up spending the night.

And the next night, and the night after that. Slowly, I brought over my toothbrush and things like that, even though I lived right next door. It was the middle of the summer, and Anne became more tanned everyday.

It was all so new, being her little boy and having a voluptuous, milky mommy who wanted it all the time. I found it almost hard to believe how long she’d gone without having sex, but it was obvious in her sex drive.

We fucked by the pool, in the laundry room, in my bed and hers. She was horny all the time, it was almost as bad as me, and I couldn’t get enough of her. I mean, I really couldn’t, and she pushed my boundaries to places I didn’t know were possible.

“Strawberry lube, huh?” I asked, looking at the small cylinder bottle.

“That’s right. Mommy’s asshole is so lonely, I thought you could kiss it to get it warmed up.” she said. It was late at night, and she was fresh out of the shower and lying butt naked on her stomach.

“I’d love that, mommy. I’ve never done that before.” I said.

“I know, sweetheart. I want you to try it, I just know you’ll love it.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, approaching her from the rear, and applying the lube directly onto her brown hole. I watched as the liquid dripped between her cheeks, all over her juicy pussy. “It’s so pretty.”

“Lick it, baby. And remember, you only do this with mommy.” she said, turning her head to give me a stern look.

“Yes, mommy.” I said, becoming more and more obedient to her. It was like falling down a slippery embankment, much easier to just slide all the way to the bottom instead of fighting against it. I grabbed her ass, pulling it open and dipping my tongue into her hole, swirling it in circles.

“Ooh! Yes, baby. Such a good little boy for mommy.”

“Fuck, mommy. I love it.”

“Yeah you do, worship mommy’s asshole. Fuck it with your tongue.” she said, her dirty demeanor coming out as soon as I started licking. I lived for bringing that side out of her, and indulging my desires.

“Mmm…”

“Does mommy’s asshole taste like strawberries?” she asked, giggling and replacing my hands with hers. I made her spread her legs slightly, rubbing my face in it and getting the lube all over my face.

“Mmm hmmm.” I moaned in agreement, unwilling to stop what I was doing. It was so kinky and wrong, and so fulfilling at the same time.

“Okay, baby. Mommy’s ready. I’m ready to feel your cock in my ass.” she said, pushing herself up onto her hands and knees. Her ass glistened, and I scooted closer, stepping up with one leg, my mind focused on the task at hand.

Anne had a certain effect on me, reducing me to a submissive little boy, eager to please mommy by any means necessary. She brought it out of me, and I trusted her completely, so I felt no shame when it came to our shared kink.

“Oh my God, mommy. It’s really tight.” I said, staring at her hole as I pressed the tip against her, lining my shaft with lube and spreading it around.

“I want you to open it up.”

“Ohhhh, God.” I threw my head back as I pushed it in without protection. Her tight tunnel gripped every inch of my dick as I made her take it. She squealed, wincing like never before as I bottomed out.

“Fuck! Yes, baby. Hard. Fuck mommy hard!”

“I love it so much.”

“Say it! Say you love mommy’s asshole.”

“I do, mommy. I love your asshole. Oh my fuck…” It was the most intense, exhilarating experience of my life. It felt so different, but so familiar and amazing. Her tightness was unreal, and I worked my cock in and out while she furiously rubbed her clit, bringing herself to orgasm just in the nick of time.

“Cum, baby! Cum in mommy’s asshole.” she called out, giving me permission to unload inside of her. I gripped her hips, pumping until pleasure swept over me.

“Oh….mommy.” I said, holding her against me as I pulsed and flexed, emptying my seed into her.

I’m surprised I didn’t pass out, but I still collapsed beside her in bed. It was the first time I’d ever had anal sex before, and it left me in an unmatched state of euphoria.

“You liked that, didn’t you?” she asked, grinning with pride as she got on top of me, straddling my hips and leaning forward, dangling her tits and smashing my face between them. I loved being smothered by her, whether she was sitting on my face or encouraging me to nurse from her breasts,  it was always a welcome surprise.

“I love you, mommy.” I said, looking into her eyes as I latched onto her nipple.

That was the start of a torrid love affair, and I couldn’t help falling for her. It was kind of an awkward subject to breach, because I was her submissive, but I decided to lay it all out one day, telling her that I wanted our relationship to be official.

“Of course, baby.” she said, smiling and brushing it off like it was no big deal.

“No, I’m serious, mommy. I want you to be my girlfriend.” I said, staring across the breakfast table at her.

“I know, angel. What do you think this is? You’re already my little boyfriend.” she said. It didn’t feel real, not until she let me take her out for dinner. As luck would have it, we ran into a couple of her friends, and a couple of mine, which led straight to the grapevine.

She got a call from Jacob a few days later, and I got the same call from my mother. After all of that awkwardness was sorted out, it was honestly perfect. When my lease was up, I moved in right next door, and we split her 1500 dollar mortgage right down the middle.

It started as a fantasy come true, something I couldn’t say no to. Now it’s grown into my favorite part of my story, and I couldn’t be happier living as a submissive little boy with my new mommy.

His New Dommy

Chapter 1 

I didn’t even know women like her existed, until she told me to come inside of her house because the sun was too much. I’d just moved into a new neighborhood, and we’d met five minutes earlier. 

“Yes ma am.” I said, caught off guard by her request. 

“What did you say your name was again?” she asked, letting me step inside and then forcibly closing the door behind me, startling me and making me jump. 

“It’s uh, Jimmy.” I said. 

“Right. Don’t say uh, it’s unbecoming.” she said. Her name was Angelica, and I felt almost magnetically pulled to her right away. 

“My bad.” 

“Don’t say that either.” she said, giving me a smirk. “Would you like something to drink? Tea perhaps?” 

“Um, yes please. Sorry.” 

“Oh, boy. You’re a fumbling mess young man. Follow me to the kitchen.” she said, looking directly into my eyes. She was gorgeous, and I felt attracted to her and intimidated at the same time. 

“I love what you’ve done with the place.” I said, making small talk and stealing a quick glance at her perfectly shaped glutes, hugged tightly by the thin white dress that went all the way down to her ankles. 

“How old are you, Jimmy?” 

“I’m uh, 21. Sorry.” I said, catching myself again. 

“Stop apologizing, love. It’s not a habit you’ll fix overnight.” she said, bending over in front of the refrigerator to grab the pitcher of tea. My heart was racing, as I wasn’t used to being in the presence of a woman alone. 

“Yes ma am.” I said, calling her that instinctively because of our age difference. 

“How’s your love life? Do you have a girlfriend?” she asked, handing me a glass and motioning for me to return to the living room. 

“I don’t.” I said. 

“Well, that’s no good. Why not?” she asked, setting down her drink and having a seat on the couch. 

“I don’t know, haven’t met the right girl yet, I guess.” I said. 

“Well, you’re very handsome, but you don’t come off as being very confident.” she said. Before I could respond, she reached out and took my hand, pulling me over to her and pushing me down onto the couch beside her. 

“Oh, well, I don’t know. I wouldn’t say I’m unconfident.” I said, stammering through the sentence and realizing she was right. 

“That’s okay. As long as you’re willing to acknowledge it, then it’s something we can work on.” she said, lacing her fingers in mine. I wasn’t sure what was happening, but it was making me feel super aroused. 

“We?” 

“Yeah, we’re neighbors now, and I’m a lonely old woman. I need a sweet young boy like you to train.” she said, biting down on her lip and angling herself towards me. It all happened so fast, and I wasn’t sure if I was mistaken, but it felt like she was flirting with me. 

“You’re not an old woman.” I said, laughing to release the tension. 

“You don’t think so?” she asked, leaning in slightly and maintaining eye contact. She was so hot, and I couldn’t take it. Getting an erection in your neighbor’s house is kind of off putting, and I broke away from her. 

“No, not at all. You’re really pretty, actually.” I said, suddenly hyper self aware of the fact that I was sweating, and that my palms were probably clammy. 

“Thank you, baby boy.” she said, placing her other hand on my thigh. I’d never looked into a woman’s eyes like that before, not while sitting that close. “It’s okay, Jimmy, but we need to work on your eye contact.” 

“Oh. What am I doing wrong?” I asked. 

“Well, your eyes are darting all over the place, and you seem nervous.” she said, her tone soft and sensual. I had a full erection, and couldn’t even think straight, let alone formulate coherent sentences. 

“I’m sorry.” I said, mumbling as I continued falling apart. It was exactly the same thing that happened the first time I was with a woman, an experience that ended in my humiliation and fear of intimacy. 

“Baby.” she said, giggling playfully and rubbing my thigh. “You can look at me, if you want. I don’t mind.” 

“Yes ma am.” I said, doing as I was told and taking a deep breath. 

“You can call me mommy, if you’d like.” she whispered, letting her hand shift from my thigh to my crotch, and sending every pleasure signal off in my brain. I’d never been touched like that before, and it felt so amazing that I melted under her touch. 

“Oh my God.” I said, squeezing her left hand as she stroked me from outside of my shorts. 

“You’re already hard, baby boy.” she whispered, her hot breath tickling my inner ear. 

“Yes.” I whimpered, completely overtaken by the arousal she was causing. 

“Have you ever been with a woman before?” she asked, dipping the tip of her tongue into my ear. 

“Ungh!” I squealed and recoiled, terrified that I’d cum in my pants. 

“Have you?” she asked. 

“No.” 

“Call me mommy.” she whispered, wrapping her fingers and the cloth of my athletic shorts around my shaft as she pulled up and down. 

“Yes, mommy.” I said, losing any semblance of control as every nerve in my body was activated, tingling like mad as I erupted in her loving hands. “Ugh! Oh, my God!” 

“That’s my good boy, cum for mommy.” she said, squeezing my shaft and feeling it pulse in her hand. It was the most powerful orgasm of my life, and drained every ounce of my strength from my legs. 

“Holy crap. That was amazing.” I said, seeing stars and panting for breath. I could feel the massive mess I’d made in my pants, and the embarrassment started setting in. It wasn’t nearly as bad as my first attempt at hooking up with a girl, but it was still upsetting. 

“You’re so sweet, Jimmy. I’m going to train you into such a good little boy for mommy.” she said, leaning in and kissing me on the mouth. Her lips were wet and soft, and she kissed aggressively, forcing her tongue into my mouth before standing up from the couch and walking away. 

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to finish so quickly.” I said, my mind racing as I processed what had happened. She laughed heartily, and tossed me a kitchen towel as she came back into the living room. 

“It’s okay. You just need more practice. It’s actually a huge turn on, because it means that you were so turned on that your body couldn’t control itself.” she said, sitting down beside me and reaching into my waistband with the towel to clean me up. My cock was still super sensitive, and it felt great having a woman who didn’t mind touching it. 

Chapter 2 

Like I said, I didn't know women like Angelica existed. My buddies had always said to get with an older woman because they know what they wanted in the bedroom, not that any of them actually knew firsthand. That's definitely what it felt like, except that she seemed to know exactly what I liked too, even more so than I did. 

It was more than that, though. She put me at ease, even after prematurely ejaculating into my shorts and underwear, there was no judgment. If anything, it seemed to make her feel special. And the way she talked about sex, she was just so open and nonchalant about it. 

“We’re going to have a lot of fun together, me and you. Just as long as you stay single.” she said. 

“Well, we’re not in a lot of danger there.” I said, having a chuckle. 

“You’re much more relaxed after your orgasm.” 

“Oh, well, yeah.” I said. Angelica smiled, sipping at her tea and dangling her flip flop from her toes. 

“Can I ask you a personal question?” 

“Shoot.” 

“How many women have you been with?” she asked. 

“No.” I said. “That’s how many.” 

“Really? Poor boy, what’s been the problem?” she asked. 

“Uhm, I guess it’s me. Talking to women makes me nervous, it always has.” I said, telling her the truth. 

“So, you’re a virgin?” 

“I am.” I said, strangely unbothered by telling her. Even my friends thought I’d hooked up once, as I told them all a lie about being seduced by a girl on vacation after my senior year, but that never happened. It was just a way to get them off my back about it. 

“We can take care of that, if you’d like.” she said. I smiled uncontrollably, trying my best to wipe it from my face but failing miserably. 

“Could we?” I asked, feeling excitement coursing through my veins. Angelica was an absolute goddess as far as I was concerned, and ten times more beautiful than any woman I thought would ever give me a chance. 

“We certainly could, but you’re going to have to earn it.” she said. 

“Yes ma am. Anything you say.” I said, perking right up at the offer. 

“Well, I didn’t really expect all this. I just planned to introduce myself.” she said, dropping her flip flop and folding her leg so that she could massage the arch of her foot. “It’s rude to ask, so I’ll just tell you. I’m 41 years young.” 

“Are your feet sore?” I asked, blurting the question without thought. Angelica sighed, grinning and cocking her head to the side. 

“You don’t mind our age gap at all, do you?” she asked. 

“I don’t.” I said. “If anything, it’s kind of even hotter.” 

“Right? I totally agree. There’s something so much sweeter about forbidden fruit.” she said, moving from the love seat to the armrest of the couch I was sitting on. 

“I wouldn’t know, but I’ll take your word for it.” 

“Was that the first time you’ve came for a woman before?” she asked, straightening her leg and placing her foot in my lap. 

“Kind of. The second time, technically.” I said, looking down at her manicured toes and recalling the most humiliating experience of my life. 

“What happened?” 

“It was this girl, Britta. We were making out, and then she started touching it, like through my pants, and, I dunno, I lost control.” I said, rubbing her sexy foot in my hands to distract me. It wasn’t my fondest memory. 

“That’s not so bad.” 

“It was, actually. She started laughing, and then wouldn’t return my calls. She ended up telling her friends about it, and I dunno, it was just really fucked up.” I said, flushing hot and becoming uncomfortable. 

“Jimmy, that’s perfectly natural. She was kind of a bitch, but it’s not a big deal.” she said. 

“But I can’t control it. It just happened again.” I said. 

“You need to relax, and breathe. You were holding your breath the entire time I touched you.” 

“Was I?” I asked, raising my eyes to meet hers. Angelica smiled, nodding her head. 

“You were, but don’t worry, you’re in good hands. We’ll work through all of that.” she said. 

“Why are you being so nice to me?” I asked. 

“Because we’re neighbors. And I’m in desperate need of intimacy.” she said. “I’ll teach you everything.” 

“I’m down for that.” I said, feeling myself perk back up in my shorts. 

“Let’s start with foreplay. It’ll really help with your stamina, and not being so focused on orgasm.” she said, rubbing her foot on my crotch and fully springing me back to life. “Oh, wow. You’re so reactive, I like that.” 

“Thank you. You’re so beautiful, I can’t help it.” 

“I want you to do exactly what mommy tells you. Okay?” she asked, raising her foot from my crotch to my lips. She pushed me to the absolute edge of arousal, effortlessly, and I could do nothing but submit to her. 

“Yes, mommy.” I said, parting my lips to receive her toe. 

“Worship mommy’s feet, good boy. Just like that.” she said, rubbing the sole of her foot over my face. It was a state I’d never experienced, pure arousal that reduced me to nothing but my own base desires. 

“Mmm…” I moaned, eyes closed and mindlessly worshiping her feet like she said. I dragged my tongue along her soles, sucking on her toes and struggling again with the pounding pressure between my legs. “Mmmm!” 

“Baby boy! Remember, relax. Breathe.” she said, giggling as I tongued between her toes. 

“Yes, mommy.” I said, feeling ashamed at referring to her in that way, but also turned on. It was so intimate, finally being with a woman that was so desirable that she melted my inhibitions. 

“Such a good boy. I want you to feel completely free to explore your deepest desires, Jimmy.” she said, her sweet voice sending a relaxing vibration through my body. 

“Yes, mommy. I’ll do anything for you.” I said, completely mesmerized and lost in what was happening. I could feel myself throbbing, and looked into her eyes with a mouthful of toes. 

“Do mommy’s feet turn you on?” she asked. There were strands of saliva connecting her toes to my lips as I pulled away. 

“Yes, mommy. They’re so pretty.” 

“Good, I love having them pampered, rubbed, and worshiped. Keep that in mind.” she said, pulling her foot away and standing up. “Take off your clothes.” 

“Yes ma am. I mean, erm, mommy.” I said, pulling at my waistband and removing my bottoms first. Angelica shimmied out of her panties, leaving her dress in place and stepping out of them. 

“I want to watch you pleasure yourself, and I want you to sniff mommy’s underwear.” she said, tossing me the pair and returning to the love seat. 

“Like, jerk off?” I asked. 

“Yes, baby. Jerk off for mommy. Show me that you revere me.” she said, pulling up her dress and exposing her hairy pussy. My heart was pounding, and the pressure was such that I knew I would explode the moment I touched myself. 

“Yes, mommy. I’m sorry if I cum fast.” I said, taking her underwear in my hand and bringing it to my face. Her scent was delectable, sweeping over me like a wave and sending me further spiraling down her rabbit hole. 

“Don’t apologize, Jimmy. Just relax, control yourself.” she said, reaching down between her legs to touch herself. She was stunning, so gorgeous that the whole experience felt surreal. 

“Yes mommy.” I said, inhaling deeply and slowly working my hand up and down my shaft, trying with all of my might not to cum. She pulled her breasts out of her dress, creating the single most aesthetically pleasing sight my virgin eyes had ever laid upon. 

“Sniff them you naughty little boy.” she said, grinning sadistically and rubbing her clit faster. Her pretty toes flexed and curled, and her moans further spiked my already painful level of arousal. I loved the sound of her voice, the way she smelled, everything about her. 

“Oh my God, mommy.” 

“It’s okay, baby. Look at mommy, don’t close your eyes. Look at me.” she said, sitting up and commanding me. I stopped stroking, holding myself by the base and trying to breathe. 

“You’re gonna make me cum.” I said. 

“I know.” she said, closing her legs and dropping down onto the floor, crawling over to me. 

“Oh my God.” I said, monotone and wide eyed as she approached me, pushing my knees open and squeezing herself in. I looked down at her, running my fingers through her hair. 

“Let me get it wet for you.” she said, pulling her hair up out of the way and leaning in. I felt the warm sensation of saliva as it dripped from her lips, coating my cock as she spat again. “Stroke it for mommy.” 

“Fuck.” I groaned, taking hold of myself and spreading her wetness around. 

“Better?” 

“Yes. Thank you.” I whispered, focusing on my breath as my fingers slipped up and down my hard rod. 

“Open your eyes. Don’t you want to look at mommy’s tits?” she asked. Her breasts were full and luscious, with suckable nipples that beckoned my lips. Instead, she wrapped them around my cock, pressing her soft globes around me and rubbing them up and down. 

“Holy shit. Angelica, fuck. I can’t, I’m gonna bust…” 

“Shhh…it’s okay baby. Mommy wants your cum.” 

“Ungh!” I gripped the couch with both hands, thrusting myself between her tips as hot cum spurted out everywhere. My entire body tingled with pleasure, with Angelica laughing playfully along as I coated her rack with thick white strands of gooey spunk. 

“Good boy, look at all that cum.” she said, peering down at her chest to admire my handwork. I sighed with satisfaction, having released more pent up tension than I knew I had stored up inside of me. 

“That was so hot.” 

“Yeah, it was. Let mommy clean this mess up.” she said, still down on her knees and scooping up my cum with her fingertips. I was spinning with euphoria, watching in awe as Angelica greedily lapped up every last drop, slurping it down like nothing. 

Chapter 3 

I ended up falling asleep cuddling with Angelica while she told me how good I was doing. After having so little female attention throughout my life, I couldn’t help clinging to her affection.

By the time I woke up, she’d cooked up some oven fried chicken and Asparagus, and was serving it to me in bed.

“Wow. Thank you.” I said.

“I have to keep my little boy well fed. I have naughty plans for you tonight.” she said. The food smelled incredible, and I’d worked up quite an appetite while I slept. Angelica had changed out of her dress, and wore a silk robe that barely covered her ass, and was no match for her ample breasts.

“I like the sound of that.” I said, digging in the food while she disappeared to retrieve drinks and napkins.

“So, I’m fresh out of the shower, and I figured we could continue our foreplay training once you finish your meal.” she said, sitting in front of me and batting her eyelashes. I still had a mouthful of chicken, and nodded my head. “Consider me your dessert.”

“Your body.”

“What about it?” she asked, removing her robe and sitting back down in her lacy lingerie.

“I think I’m in love.” I said, grinning as my appetite felt suddenly quenched. Something else had my full attention, and she was arching her back and shaking her ass in my face.

“You’re almost finished, aren’t you?” she asked, the world’s all time most leading question. I couldn’t pry my eyes away from it, especially when she reached back and pulled the thong out of her ass, pushing it to the side and giving me a clear view of her womanhood.

“I’m ready for dessert.” I said, placing my plate on the side table and letting myself be pulled like a tractor beam.

“Good boy. Now that you’ve finished the main course, mommy wants you to eat her butt.” she said. I went into a fog, following nothing but pure instinct and my own desires. Angelica pulled her cheeks apart, and I buried my face in her, slopping away and making out with her anus without shame. “Ooh!”

“Mmm…fuck. You’re so sexy.” I said, inhaling her scent and nearly losing my mind. She made my cock throb with anticipation, her familiar scent fueling my need. “Mmmm.”

“Yes, baby. Don’t stop licking, don’t you fucking dare stop licking!” she called out, pressing my face into her ass while I licked and sucked on her asshole, degrading myself and loving every second of it. She brought out a different side of me, and I couldn’t help indulging.

“I love it.” I whispered, rubbing my nose in it and licking her wet pussy.

“I’m ready, baby. Give me your cock, little boy. Show mommy how much you love her.” she said, her voice full of passion and wanting.

“Yes, mommy.” I said, quickly stripping down. The opportunity had finally arrived, I was going to lose my virginity.

Chapter 4 - Angelica

It only took one look at him, and I knew. Talking to him only further informed my suspicions. Jimmy was overlooked by girls his age, mostly because of his awkward, fumbling delivery and lack of confidence. He was also a virgin, and perfectly ripe to be trained, spoiled, and corrupted by mommy.

The look of bewilderment in his eyes was everything I longed for, and feeling him lose control in his pants told me everything I needed to know about him. He was a sweet boy, tall and lanky with a thick, juicy length that I had awful plans for.

He was simply overwhelmed by the presence of a woman, especially when it came to intimacy. I found his nervousness endearing, as he was the polar opposite of being jaded. Jimmy wasn’t a lost cause, he was just inexperienced. I knew that the girls who laughed at him now, would eventually wish they’d treated him better. Guys like him only shined later in life, once girls realized what was actually important in a man.

I wanted him for myself, at least for the time being. Lord knows he needed it, and I could tell that he would be a quick study, so eager to please and service my needs. After giving him a nap and some food, I decided to test his obedience by spreading my cheeks, and making him lick my asshole.

There were no doubts in my mind that he could be properly trained, taught to go out and present himself in a more favorable light. The confidence of being seduced by a woman would surely offer him a boost, and removing the monkey of virginity from his back would do the rest.

I’d been divorced for almost five years, as well as celibate. I hadn’t been ready to date, or get out there, and I wasn’t really interested in a one night fling sort of situationship. I stayed patient, mourning my marriage until the feelings had mostly passed.

When Jimmy moved in next door, I watched from the window with growing excitement. The close proximity made him accessible, and furthermore, I needed to get laid. It wasn’t difficult at first, not having sex, but over time it became unbearable. I needed to get fucked, and I needed it badly.

I’d put out some feelers with friends, letting them know that I was ready to tentatively step back into the dating pool. Or at least stick my toe in it.

There were some bites, my friend Kelly had a single male friend who she swore was a great guy. His only problems were that he was financially unsuccessful, a functional alcoholic, and had let himself go. My other friend Brittany wanted to set me up with someone from her work, but he was always traveling and only came through time a few times a month.

I figured if I was going to get with a broke guy, he might as well be young, hot, and full of potential. Not that I had any plans of dating Jimmy, he was just a warm up to get me back out there and comfortable in my own skin again. He lived there for a couple days, but I was still working up the courage to approach him and talk to him.

When it finally happened, I was so horny that I was practically trembling. I tried acting strong and tough, like I was some sort of professional when it came to seduction, but the truth is that I was terrified, and the fear didn’t go away until I wrapped my fingers around his hard cock. At that point, I was filled with confidence, because I knew that I was about to have a very fulfilling relationship slash fling with a much younger man. Love thy neighbor, as they say.

Chapter 5

Angelica removed her panties, this time tossing them to the floor instead of shoving them in my face. Her ass was so juicy, and she knew just how to shake it to make me want her even more.

“It’s your first time, baby. How do you want me?” she asked, looking back with the most seductive expression.

“On your back. I want to look into your eyes.” I said, the words leaving my mouth automatically.

“Awh, that’s so sweet.” she said, flipping over and making it so. Her body was immaculate, thick and curvy in all the right places, so well developed in comparison to most of the girls my age. I was in stunned silence, on autopilot I climbed on top of her, and she took care of the rest, reaching down and grabbing hold of it, stroking it and bringing it to her opening. “Are you ready?”

“Yes, mommy.” I whispered, leaning in to kiss her right as she plunged it inside. I grunted through our locked lips as my cock invaded her tight little pussy, soaking wet with a grip that sent electric jolts of pleasure up and down my spine.

“Mmm…” she moaned, placing the soles of her feet on my ass and pulling me into her. I couldn’t believe I was finally doing it, fucking my gorgeous milf neighbor without a condom.

We kissed passionately, grinding together as I explored her supple body, groping her breasts and watching them bounce helplessly beneath my powerful thrusts. It felt so fucking good, and she shoved her milkers in my face, encouraging me to worship them while I laid claim to her.

“Suck on my nipples, baby. Drink mommy’s milk.” she said. I latched on, thinking that she was speaking metaphorically until I felt the warm taste of her nectar landing on my tongue. I suctioned even harder, spurred by the primordial feeling of nursing from the breast of my mommy.

“Ughn! Fuck, mommy. I love your pussy.” I said, letting go of any inhibitions. She was everything to me, and it was just the two of us. There was no one there to judge me, to make me feel any type of way except for ecstatic. Her flesh was to die for, and I held out for as long as I could.

“Fuck me, Jimmy. Make mommy cum for that hard cock!” she called out, thrusting from the bottom and staring intensely into my eyes. “Harder!”

“Yes, mommy. Ughn!” I held her close, and she wrapped her legs around my lower back, holding herself in place while I let loose.

“Guhnnh!” she squealed as I pummeled her, giving her everything I had until I felt like I was expanding from the inside. It was so much pressure, too much, I couldn’t hang on. “I’m cumming…fuck.”

“Yes.” I said, my eyes bulging as I arrived inside of her warm cunt. I could feel her gripping me, milking the cum out as my erection pulsed, shooting her full of my hot sticky cum. It was everything I could have dreamed of, and well worth the wait.

“Oh, Jimmy. Such a good boy.” she said, cupping my head as I continued to drink from her swollen, puffy nipples, alternating back and forth and becoming lost in the relaxing experience of drinking mommy’s milk. I felt changed in a deep way, and couldn’t imagine ever being without her.

Chapter 6 - Angelica

Jimmy blew me away in the bedroom, as I was expecting a one pump chump caliber performance, and instead ended up on the receiving end of a passionate, sensual pounding. He made it oh so worth it, several times over.

It was the first time I’d taken a younger lover, as it was always something I kept in the back of my mind, more of a fantasy than something I thought I’d ever follow through with.

Once we were together, there was no separating us. Jimmy spent the night at my house, and since he lived right next door, could run home to do whatever and then return to my clutches.

It was an admittedly thrilling and addictive affair, and we bonded deeper with each passing day. Jimmy was an intelligent young man, doing his college and working entirely from the comfort and safety of his computer. I think it really helped him loosen up, having a woman to learn the ropes with and loosen up around.

Our relationship dynamic was firmly dominant and submissive in the bedroom, but no such lines existed after we finished playing. I had a naturally more dominant personality than him, and liked being in charge. He just wanted to be told what to do, and to give me pleasure. He was an ideal submissive, and in that way, I couldn’t get enough of him.

“Mommy?” he asked, having grown comfortable in his role as my little after I explained it further, telling him that I was his adult mommy, who took care of his naughty adult needs, and he was my adult little boy, who did as he was told, and treated his mommy like a queen.

“Yes, love?”

“You’re making me feel horny.” he said, snuggling his face against my chest while we laid facing each other on the couch.

“Oh, am I? And how am I doing that?” I asked, giggling as he placed kisses on my exposed breasts, pulling my robe apart and latching onto my nipple, always a clear sign he was in the mood.

“Your tits.” he whispered, nibbling gently and pulling at his waistband.

“Yes? Is that what you want?” I asked, letting him suckle while petting his hair. My nipples were highly sensitive, and a reliable way to push my buttons. He was adamant about receiving his milk daily, and typically nursed one or two times before bed.

It wasn’t even like we were neighbors anymore. We were like a couple who lived together, but had two houses. I had him over to my place more often than the other way around, mostly because my place was nicer and more well kept, but there were no boundaries between us.

“I want to taste you.” he said, raising his kind eyes to meet mine.

“You are tasting me, baby. Isn’t it good?”

“You know I love your milk, but I want to taste you down there.” he said. I felt myself blushing, and tingling between my legs.

“You know just how to make mommy happy.” I said, pushing myself up, and stepping over his face. I wasn’t wearing underwear, and I sank my weight right down on his mouth, another daily tradition we rarely missed.

“Mmmm…” he moaned, grabbing my ass with both hands and pulling me down onto his face. Jimmy had gained so much experience in a short time, and his transformation was unbelievable. He was my diamond in the rough, and I rode his face while he stroked himself beneath me. “I love you.”

“Show me.” I sighed, getting closer and closer. As he grew to know my body more, it became easier and easier for me to arrive, especially while sitting on top of his head. I grinded furiously, rubbing my wetness all over his eager, waiting tongue, until we were both trembling, moaning in ecstasy as we arrived together.

We cuddled back up, and his warm lips found their way to my breast as I went back to watching television. It was a Friday night, and neither of us desired to be anywhere else. It was nice, and it was becoming more than sex. That much was clear.

Our first I love you’s were exchanged in the heat of passion, while I was sitting on his hard cock, bouncing up and down and about to cum. Hearing him say it, I don’t know, it sent me over the edge and made me question if I was starting to fall for him.

“I love you, Angelica.” he whispered, throwing his arm over me before bed that night.

“I love you too.” I said, without thinking. It rang in my head, and I thought back to the day we’d met. It was such a whirlwind that I couldn’t believe it, and tried to pinpoint how long we’d known each other. A couple months, maybe? Good Lord, my head was all over the place.

It was all I thought about for the next several days, when he showed up with my favorite dish in tow, and of course, when he used his insanely talented tongue to twist me up into oblivion. It was hard to separate lust, but I knew that I didn’t want it to end. If only he were 15 years older.

Chapter 7

“Hey, do you remember when you told me that you were training me? So that I could be more confident with other girls?” I asked. It was something that had been on my mind for a long time. 

“Yeah, why?” she asked, furrowing her brow. I let out a sigh, completely unsure of how this was going to go. At the same time, she had trained me well, to be direct, and forthright with how I felt. 

“Because, I dunno, I was thinking that maybe you and I could just date instead of all that.” I said, looking her firm in the eye and praying she didn’t reject me. A smile spread across her face, but I wasn’t sure how to take it. 

“Of course, baby boy.” she said, biting her lip. 

“Really?” 

“Yeah. I think you’ve been my man for a while now, we just never made it official.” 

“Yeah. That’s kinda how I feel. So wait, you’re my girlfriend now?” I asked instead of pinching myself. 

“Yeah. I am.” she said. Joy swelled up inside me, and I took her into my arms for a kiss. I’d been pining over her from the moment we met, but our sexual dynamic and age gap made me wonder if she could ever take me seriously as a partner. 

We went straight to the bedroom, and it was the first time she wasn’t in full control. I ripped off her clothes, and bent over the edge of the mattress, giving my new woman a rough smack across the ass. 

“Ooh! You naughty boy.” she said, shaking her ass as the red handprint appeared. I placed my hand on her lower back, pinning her to the mattress as I entered her. “Ugh!” 

“Yeah, that’s my baby.” I said, slapping her ass again before taking hold of her with both hands, standing up on my toes as I impaled her with force. I’d spent so much time repressing the way I truly felt about her, reminding myself that it was a short term fling that I’d lucked into, and that it would be over soon enough. 

“Yes! Jimmy, do it. Don’t stop. Take it.” 

“It’s mine.” I grunted, losing myself in our primal dance. It was a raw pounding, a lust fueled expression of the fire she instilled in me. I was a different person from the time we met, she’d helped me transform. 

“Yes. Take it, baby. Claim it.” 

“I’m gonna cum, baby. Fuck!” I held the small of her back, thrusting forward as I erupted inside of her, leaving it in and hanging on for dear life, savoring every powerful wave of emotion she sent through me. 

That was how it started, almost five years ago. We’ve since upgraded homes, electing to buy instead of spreading our money between renting two houses. And as of yesterday, before penning this story, we’re engaged to be married. 

I can’t be happier or fulfilled with how things turned out. It was such a happenstance, lucky lottery lightning strike of goodness for me. Honestly, she’s out of my league, and all of my friends are green with envy. Life is good, and I look forward to spending the rest of it with my Angelica. 

cover.jpeg
A'IT RACTION

30 STORY COLLECTION





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




