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Biker: A Daddy Next Door Story 

 

“So you’re ready for your first shift,” Peter said.

It wasn’t a question.

Charisma squinted against the light of setting sun to look again at the sign for the bar. Then she looked down once more at what she had on: a short-sleeved blouse with the top few buttons undone to a dangerous degree and a leather skirt that barely covered the bottom of her panties.

“I think so,” she said.

The lot was fairly empty at the moment. Just a couple of chromed Harleys and her own old Accord. The place wouldn’t be busy until later.

Peter put one meaty hand on her shoulder and gave it a light squeeze, “Pretty thing like you’s going to make a killing on tips alone. Trust me on this.”

“I do,” she said. She pretended not to notice how warm his hand felt. Or how it seemed to linger just a few moments too long on her.

“Thanks again, Peter,” she said, “I don’t know what I would’ve done without this.”

“It’s no problem, really. You an Amy have been friends so long you’re practically sisters,” he replied, smiling.

It made him look even more handsome. Ever since she’d met him, when she was much younger, she’d had a crush on Peter. In fact, she thought she might’ve become such close friends with Amy, Peter’s daughter, to get closer to him.

He was a biker, and had been involved with the clubs in this area for longer than she’d been alive.

With his shirtsleeves rolled up, you could see the twisting and winding black tattoos that wrapped his forearms. And he constantly seemed to have just the perfect amount of stubble.

And the silver that flecked that stubble now enhanced his looks rather than making him look old.

Of course, he had a reputation as quite the enforcer. He stood head and shoulders taller than Charisma. Head and shoulders taller than most people, too.

There were scars on his knuckles and on his arms.

He was dangerous yet somehow comforting and fatherly. A big bear that would stop at nothing to defend anyone he cared about.

And he’d gotten Charisma this gig tending bar at this biker dive to help her pay for college tuition, since she wanted to graduate debt free.

It had nothing to do with the fact that Peter liked to hang out here with other members from his club pretty much every night. No, none at all.

For just a second she thought she saw his eyes linger on the open throat of her blouse. She didn’t have a hell of a lot of cleavage, but she’d put on a push-up bra to emphasize what was there.

Her stomach fluttered. A liquid heat squirmed low in her stomach.

“No, really. Thanks a lot,” she said, “I wish there was some way I could pay you back. Anything at all.”

Heat blossomed in her cheeks and she looked away from him.

The silence between them told her that maybe her little hint had gotten through.

“You’re like a daughter to me, Charisma,” Peter said.

“But I’m not your actual daughter,” she said. Her heart pounded pure lava through her veins and she could hear the hammering of her pulse past her ears. That feeling of liquid heat within her intensified.

“Charisma…” Peter said.

Motorcycle engines rumbled in the distance, coinciding with the street lights flickering to life.

“…We better get inside. I’ll have to show you how the taps work and everything,” he finished.

The bar seemed quiet at first. It smelled of beer and cigarettes. And it was dark, despite all the neon signs for Bud and Coors.

Which was about all the bikers wanted. Beer. Lots and lots of beer. The more bikers that piled in to occupy the booths and tables and to shoot pool and throw darts, the more beer went out.

And through it all, she saw Peter regularly. She always served him first, and he always lifted his pint glass up to salute her.

The other bikers there all knew Peter well. They joked with him, slammed him on the back, but she could tell there was something else there.

Respect. Fear, even. When he came over to a table everyone quieted for a moment as though waiting permission to continue having fun.

Several times, she caught him watching her from wherever he sat.

“Hey, babe, what are you up to when you get outta this shithole?”

The drunk biker leaned hard against the bar. He was tall and broad-shouldered, with what looked like a skull tattoo starting on his chest.

His breath reeked of beer. His eyes wanted down her face to her exposed cleavage.

“More beer?” she said, instantly repulsed.

“Because I’d like to take you for a ride after you’re done tonight,” he said.

“I’ll get you that beer,” she replied. She turned to head for the taps. 

Then he grabbed her by the wrist. He pulled her hard against the bar. Her eyes went wide. Her body went rigid.

“Let me go,” she said. No one else around them seemed to care.

“I don’t want to,” he replied, “Now, about that ride…”

“Please…” she started.

Then Peter came up behind him. He grabbed the other man by the shoulder.

“What the hell?” the biker said, turning.

He caught Peter’s balled fist on the left side of his jaw. Even over the sleazy biker rock, everyone heard the crack.

The guy’s lights went out and he crumpled to the floor. The music was the only sound at first, everyone just looking at what had happened.

Then someone laughed. It all started up again.

“Get this asshole out of here,” Peter said to a couple guys standing at the bar. They moved right away.

Then he leaned over the bar and covered Charisma’s hand with his. She was shaking all over.

“You all right?” he said.

“I am now. Thanks,” she said.

He started to pull away, but she grabbed his one hand with both hers and held him there a moment longer. He looked down at the grip she had on him, then up into her eyes.

They held that look a few long heartbeats before he pulled away.

As last call drew close, more and more of the bikers left the bar and roared away on their rides.

Soon enough, it was only Peter and Charisma left. He stacked a few chairs while she wiped down the bar.

After that little scene with the would-be suitor, her tips had increased immensely. She couldn’t believe the huge pile of singles in the tip jar.

“You don’t have to stay. I can close up,” she said. She had a key to the place as well.

He looked at her as he turned another chair over and set it down on top of a table. Then he came over behind the bar.

He was so close, she could barely contain herself. She couldn’t stop thinking about how quickly he’d intervened for her. How he’d saved her.

Or the way that touch and that look had lingered. He had to feel the same way she did, she figured.

And after that night, she felt heady and reckless. And so fucking horny. Her panties already felt moist between her legs.

“Peter…” she said, putting a hand on his shoulder. He looked at her and she knew it was true.

“I’ve been waiting all night to be alone with you,” he said.

He frowned as Charisma grabbed him by the jacket. She hauled him close, angling her face up to his. He grabbed the back of her head.

Their kiss made Charisma’s toes curl. 

He opened his mouth. She did, too. Their tongues pressed together, wrapping around each other.

A few breathless moments later, Charisma pulled away.

“I need you, here and now,” she told him.

The wolfish grin returned to his lips. “I’m going to give it to you rough.” Bikers didn’t mince their words or desires.

“Good.”

 He shoved her. The air rushed from her lungs as the small of her back collided with the edge of the shelf holding the liquor bottles. Her body seemed to fold under her at the pain.

Bottles fell onto the floor, shattering, as she sank to her knees. 

She stood, reaching for him. Peter grabbed one of her wrists and squeezed. Charisma gritted her teeth at the pain.

Peter squeezed down harder, pressing his lips into a thin line. Her knees started collapsing under her again. 

Still holding her by the wrist, Peter grabbed her by the neck and spun her around. He pushed her onto her back on the bar. She grabbed at the fingers around her throat, trying to pry them away. He just squeezed harder.

She felt her pussy getting wetter the tighter his fingers grasped her throat. It was like nothing she’d ever felt before.

“That’s some spirit,” he said.

Grabbing the neck of her shirt, Peter pulled. He tore the fabric as though it was paper. She trembled in his grip as he looked at her bare breasts. Both her nipples were puckered. 

“Please...” she said.

Charisma wanted him to do more than just look at her breasts. 

She shuddered as she felt the juices run out from her pussy, making a damp spot on her panties. 

Using one of his knees, Peter pried her legs apart. Charisma found herself putting up a token resistance.

For the first time, she noticed the bulge in his pants. Peter’s hard cock pressed against his jeans even as his fingers tightened around her throat. Moments later, black spots swam across her vision.

The spots turned to sparks as he urged his hips between her legs. She felt his hardness against her sex.

Peter leaned in, putting his face close to hers. “I can feel your heat, girl. Is your little pussy all wet? Does it need a hard fucking?”

Underscoring his point, Peter grinded his hard shaft against her pussy. Charisma squirmed in his grip as her body seemed to light up with sensation. The animal part of her mind urged her to grind her pussy against his bulge.

She’d never felt so powerless in all her life. He could do anything he wanted to her at that moment, and she wouldn’t be able to stop him. All this realization seemed to do was to make the walls of her sex tremble in her desire to have him inside of her.

A loss of control was what she wanted and needed. To sink into the pleasures of the flesh and sensation was her only desire at that moment.

Charisma felt a jolt in her chest as she realized she’d never felt the need to be fucked so much, either. Her body responded to his dominance, inviting him to take what he wanted. She wanted him inside her, needed him to take her, to unleash his desire and lust for her nubile body.

Her fingers tightened around his wrist as she felt his shaft throb against her pussy.

Still smiling, Peter grabbed one of her breasts. He squeezed the firm flesh, letting her stiff nipple poke out between two of his fingers. She whined at the pain as he squeezed harder. He shoved his bulge hard against her sex.

“You like it, don’t you?” Peter said.

“God!” Charisma replied as he tweaked her nipples, sending a sharp pain through her chest. Her hips bucked against his as she writhed in his grip.

Peter grunted. His bulging shaft, pressing against his pants, had pushed the lips of her sex apart. She’d gotten so wet that she’d gotten the crotch of his pants damp. 

“I bet you’re nice and tight...” 

He pushed her down onto the bar harder than before, trying to make her lie as flat as possible.

The pain in her breast went away as he stopped squeezing and pinching it. The relief lasted only a moment, though. Peter sucked her nipple into his mouth and bit down on it. She could feel his tongue rubbing against the puckered flesh.

Then she felt his bulging cock move away from her. She had a skirt on, so all Peter had to do was hike it up her thighs, leaving her fully exposed to whatever he wanted to do to her. 

All she could do was stare at the ceiling of the bar as he squeezed the inside of one thigh. His fingers moved up her flesh.

“Please... daddy…” Charisma said again as he shoved her panties to one side. The bunched up fabric felt wet against her skin. She knew she’d soaked her panties in her juices as he’d pushed his cock against her.

She let out a yelp as he pinched her nipple between his teeth. His fingers found her pussy, spreading her lips apart and sliding up and down from the wetness of her slit.

If she looked up, leaned over onto her back on the bar top, she could see the door. 

“Oh fuck, you’re so wet,” Peter said.

She felt his fingertips massaging in circles around her sopping hole. Her body trembled under his. She watched as he suckled at her breast and teased her pussy.

His fingers still gripped tightly around her neck. She pulled at his wrist, but that only seemed to make him squeeze harder. The strength left her arms as her sight dimmed and she became light headed. 

Her grip on his wrist slackened as she began losing consciousness. Feeling this relaxation, Peter also loosened his grip. Charisma gulped in a deep breath.

Then Peter shoved two fingers all the way into her pussy. She screamed. Her body convulsed in his grip as he stroked at the front wall of her sex. She clenched up around him, and he stroked at her faster and harder.

Charisma realized he was going to make her come from his fingering. There was nothing she could do to stop the orgasm, to stop him from feeling and knowing that he had total control over her body.

“You little slut,” Peter said, obviously feeling how he made her wet, how her made her pussy want his touch.

All she could think about was how good it felt to feel his strong fingers inside her, touching and rubbing her most sensitive parts. She found herself wishing it was his cock doing it instead of his fingers. She wanted to feel him throb and pulse inside her, wanted to feel his shaft as she gave fully into the animal lust of her body. 

“Don’t try to fight it,” Peter said.

He’d gritted his teeth, but was also smiling. She saw that smile widen as he looked upon and understood the expression on her face. 

“You’re going to come,” he said. Ordered.

His jaw muscles clenched harder as he shoved his fingers deeper into her. She knew he was right. There was nothing she could do to stop what was happening. She didn’t want to.

Her pussy had gotten so wet that his fingers squelched as they moved inside her. She tightened even more around them suddenly, her eyes opening wide.

“That’s it,” he said.

She gripped him so tightly that he could no longer rub her. Again, her vision seemed to darken. This time, it was the force of her climax and not his fingers around her neck. Her breaths shuddered quickly in and out of her as her toes curled. She felt him suck her stiff nipple back into his mouth even as her whole body seemed to pebble with goosebumps.

Charisma sucked her lip into her mouth and bit down on it. Tears formed in the corners of her eyes as she clenched and unclenched around him from the orgasm he’d forced out of her body. 

She bucked her hips against his hand, trying to press him deeper inside of her.

Then he pulled his dripping fingers out through the lips of her sex. Her body quivered uncontrollably, still going through the throes of her orgasm, as he turned her over.

Her bare breasts pressed against the polished bar. It felt cold against her flesh. Peter grabbed her by the back of the neck and held her down. She heard him struggling to undo his pants one-handed.

He barked a laugh and she knew he must have gotten his hard cock out.

“My turn,” he said. 

She still felt incredibly tight from her climax. The head of Peter’s cock bumped against her sex. 

A deep growl sounded from his throat as he pushed, his cock like a battering ram. 

She’d never experienced an orgasm so intense, so raw before. And that had just been from his fingers, she realized. 

She couldn’t see behind her, but she thought he had a big cock from how big the head felt. 

More and more of her wanted him to fuck her, to pound her tight little pussy until she came on him again.

She let out a whimper as the desire to feel him enter her, to fill her up, overpowered the rest of her mind. 

“That’s better,” he said as she relaxed her body.

Slowly at first, she felt herself stretch around him. Charisma grabbed the edge of the bar and squeezed the cool, hard surface as he pushed into her. 

“Daddy…” she moaned, smiling a little when his cock pulsed inside her when she said it.

His bare cock felt hot and stiff inside her. It throbbed and pulsed as it rubbed against her slick walls, making her gasp and hiss. Even making herself relax, she knew she was still very tight around him. 

Grunting against that tightness, Peter thrust deeper inside. It hurt as he bulled his way in, making her body yield to his desire. 

As her pussy took every last inch of him, Charisma knew it was her desire, too. She’d never felt so filled before, so stretched. There was pain, sharp pain, but it felt good. It felt far better than she thought possible. She could feel his shaft pulse with every beat of his heart.

Thinking about having him inside her made her tighten around him. Peter sucked in a breath. 

He pulled his cock back, running the bulges against her soft, wet walls. Charisma squeezed the bar, whimpering.

He thrust back into her hard enough to jam her hips painfully against the bar. He didn’t stop. The thrusting got harder and faster as he pounded into her helpless pussy. She could barely take a breath from the sensations and feelings welling up inside her.

“Yeah, you know how to take a hard cock, don’t you?” Peter said.

His voice was strained, and she knew the warmth and wetness of her sex had him close to coming. 

“Oh, fuck,” Peter said as she squeezed his shaft.

One part of Charisma didn’t want him to come. That part wanted him to keep fucking her for as long as he could stay hard. The other half of her wanted to make him fill her up. Not because she wanted it to end, but because she wanted him to feel as good as he’d made her feel.

“Peter...” Charisma moaned, using his name for the first time as she came on him. 

Her head arched back against his hand even as all the muscles in her body stiffened. It was an electric orgasm, one that made her fingers and toes go numb. Bright sparks and spots flashed across his eyes, and the room seemed to spin around them.

She gritted her teeth as he came in her. He pushed hard against the back of her neck, forcing her face back against the cold surface of the bar. Each time the hot cum spurted from his cock, he flexed inside her.

She could feel him filling her up with his seed. It was a hot ball inside her. It felt good, like her body needed it. Charisma pushed her ass against his hips, trying to force more of his shaft into her clenching pussy, trying to take his seed deep inside her, where she felt it belonged. 

Peter pulled out of her. Some of his cum leaked down her thighs in hot trickles. She stayed bent over the bar, her whole body trembling. She didn’t think her legs would support her weight.

Looking over her shoulder, she saw how flushed Peter’s face had become from his exertions. He saw her and smiled as he put his cock back into his pants and did them back up.

“I knew you’d like it.” he said.

“I’ve known for a long time that I’d like it,” she said.

“And you better not tell Amy about any of this.”

“Never,” she said.

“Good,” he replied, “Now finish cleaning this place up so that we can get out of here.”




Daddy Next Door: Babysitter 

 

Lola enjoyed babysitting for Martin and his wife. Their son wasn’t in preschool yet, and was so well-behaved that he spent most of his time sleeping. In fact, the kid slept like someone was paying him to do it.

So it gave Lola a lot of time to herself when she was over.

She was a first year college student, 18 going on 19, and she did this gig for a couple of regular clients to try and keep her student loans low.

She used to bring over her laptop and some school work and just spend a few hours doing that.

But then she started to get lonely and bored. And a little bit daring.

Martin was a handsome man, A handsome older man with a beautiful wife. He was successful, in construction or something like that, and he liked to keep himself in shape.

There were pictures from family vacations on the walls of Martin and his wife on the beach in Cuba. His wife was pretty, but one time Lola found her eyes drawn to him and couldn’t keep herself from looking at that picture at least a few minutes every time she came over.

He stood there on a sandy beach, the water so blue and rippling behind him, his hands on his hips. He wore only some shorts, and he looked great.

Lola wondered what it might feel like to have those big, strong arms wrapped around her body. What he might smell like. How warm his bare skin might feel against hers.

And if she put her face closer to the picture, she thought she could see a hint of the outline of his package.

She thought he was a big guy.

So she usually spent at least a solid half hour each time she was over touching herself. Running two or even three fingers into the tight and slick wetness of her pussy.

Or teasing the engorged nub of her clit so hard that her back arched up and her lips peeled back from her teeth.

She came at least once thinking about what it might feel like to have Martin’s throbbing cock plunging into her youthful cunt again and again until she just couldn’t take it anymore.

She actually got jealous of Martin’s wife for getting to experience that, and thought that he might enjoy being with a young woman for once.

Her little masturbation sessions started out in the bathroom. When she felt safer, she moved them to the couch. Then onto the guest bedroom.

Last week she’d gotten completely sopping wet in the master bedroom, her lithe body writhing around on Martin’s king size mattress.

There’d even been a bit of a wet spot on the duvet, but a little bit of vinegar and baking soda cleaned it up nicely and no one had ever said anything about it so she knew she’d gotten away clean and clear.

She also never said a word about any of this to Martin.

That night she got to their front door and rang the doorbell, the chime muffled inside the house.

As usual, Martin answered. He wore a nice suit, the tie complementing his eyes.

And he always wore just the right amount of stubble, which she admired when he smiled down at her.

More than once during her sessions, Lola had wondered what it might feel like to have that stubble scratch against her inner thighs while his experienced tongue worked its magic on her swollen mound.

“Hey, Lola. You’re early,” he said.

She hoped the darkness of the early evening hid the way she blushed. That blush spread all the way down her body, and the heat of it concentrated in her already quivering pussy.

She was torn: on one hand she wanted to be around him longer. On the other, she wanted them out of the house so she could push her shorts down and torture her little clit until she experienced some sort of satisfaction.

“Yeah, the bus was a bit ahead of schedule,” she lied.

For just a moment he smiled down at her, and she thought she saw the spark of something in his eyes.

She banked that look for later.

“Well, Brad’s already tucked in and out like a light, so I hope you brought a nice, long essay to work on,” he said, sidestepping so that she could squeeze past him into the well-lit foyer.

“Lots and lots,” she said, hating how bubbly and young she sounded. But she couldn’t help it. Every time she saw him her heart raced.

She hefted the strap of her backpack to show him that she had brought something over to use.

“That’s good,” he said, “I think I say this every time, but we really love having you look out for him. We’ve never worried about anything.”

She licked her lips, “Better watch out, or I’ll use that to ask for a raise!”

His smile widened, and he put his hand on her shoulder. Her breath caught in her throat and she forced herself to breathe normally.

“You’d deserve it,” he said.

“Hun? I’m ready to go. Is Lola here?” Martin’s wife called.

“Here and ready to go!” Lola said back as Martin’s wife rounded the corner.

Jealousy flared in Lola’s chest. His wife was so pretty. She probably got to fuck him all the time.

Still, she made herself smile at her. They waved as they got into the car and Lola waved back from the porch when they backed out and started down the road.

Normally she liked to wait a good 15 or 20 minutes before stripping down and getting busy.

But her little cunt throbbed quivered tonight. That pressure from his hand on her shoulder had really set her off. How strong his fingers felt, how warm his palm was.

She couldn’t stop thinking about what those fingers might feel like buried to the last knuckle in the wetness of her pussy.

First she checked on the kid, peering in with the door opened just a little. Fast asleep. So she went to the living room.

She flopped down on the couch and spread her legs. Then she popped the button on her shorts and drew the zipper down.

She pushed one hand down the flat of her stomach, her fingertips diving beneath the elastic of her panties.

They found the soft, warm flesh of her mound. And the nectar between her lips.

She closed her eyes and sucked in a breath, imagining that Martin was there beside her, shoving his hand down her pants while his wife was getting ready in the other room. That was hot.

Her nipples perked up. Without really thinking about it, she slipped the straps of her top and her bra down her arms, then let both fall down her waist. Her breasts spilled out.

She pinched one of her nipples until her breath caught.

She moaned and sank a finger deeper into her pussy. The moan intensified. She writhed around on the couch, her whole petite body quivering.

It just felt so fucking good. 

She didn’t even hear the car pull into the driveway, or the door open.

And she definitely didn’t mean to moan, “Ooh… Martin…” just as he walked into the living room.

“Lola?”

“Shit!” Lola said, wrenching her hand out of her panties. Three of her fingers glistened with the wetness from her sex.

“What’s going on here?” he said, “Is this what you do while my wife and I are out?”

“Why are you back?” Lola sputtered. The shock of it was startlingly close to that moment of euphoria during an intense climax. Her little pussy convulsed.

Martin pursed his lips, nodding. “Yeah, I forgot my cell phone. I had to come back for it. But now, I see I have another problem to fix.”

“Please don’t fire me, Martin! I really like working for you. I promise, nothing like this will ever happen again,” Lola said, leaning forward in her plea. She forgot momentarily about her nakedness, letting her shirt and bra fall slightly to reveal more of her firm breasts.

“It really is too bad. I’ve loved having you here. You seemed so cute and innocent...” Martin said, shaking his head at the whole situation. “I wish there was a way we could make things right.”

Lola felt her body begin to tremble. At first, she thought it was fear. Then, she realized it was arousal. Martin looked so handsome just then.

“There’s only one way I can see for making this right,” Martin said, glancing back at the door.

Fear truly did well up inside Lola at that moment. From his look and tone, she figured she was about to be kicked out for certain. She held her breath.

Martin looked back at her, his eyes fixed to the balled up clothes she used to cover her naked breasts. She squealed as he reached forward, grabbed the clothes, and pulled them away. He threw the clothes over his shoulder as he looked at her pert breasts, with their stiff nipples.

“Well, Lola, I think a good hard fucking is the only way to see past your little slip in judgment,” Martin said.

He took one of her nipples between his index finger and thumb, gently rolling and pinching at the stiff flesh.

Lola’s body responded animalistically to his touch. She felt herself flush with blood and get hot. Her little pussy got even warmer and wetter than before. She looked up into his face with hooded eyes as she slid her own fingers over the couch. They touched his knee, slid up his thigh, found his hard shaft.

He moaned as she squeezed his cock. It felt and looked so much bigger than her last boyfriend’s.

“Have you thought about having sex with me, Martin?” Lola asked, massaging his cock as she spoke, “Because I’ve thought about fucking you...”

“Yes...” Martin said, grabbing both her breasts and squeezing them with his big, strong hands.

Soon, that wasn’t enough for him. He slipped his hands under her ass. Lola giggled as he lifted her onto his lap. She leaned in and kissed him as his fingers slipped between her legs, rubbing at her pussy through her clothes.

Lola sucked his bottom lip into her mouth and nibbled on it as they looked in each other’s eyes. She let his lip pull slowly back from between her teeth. 

His hand shot up and grabbed a handful of hair at the back of her head. She whimpered as he pulled her head back, revealing her long, smooth neck. He made a deep sound in his throat as he leaned forward and put his lips against her flesh. Lola closed her eyes as she felt a tingle run up through her body.

Martin wrapped his other arm around her waist and pulled her body closer to his. She moaned as his kisses travelled up and down her neck, over her shoulders. She ground her pussy against his cock, wishing there were no layers of fabric between them.

She pushed against him, trying to free herself. He held on for a few moments longer, reluctant to stop leaving a trail of wet kisses over her bare flesh. Finally, though, he relented and she slid down off his body so that she crouched on the floor between his knees. 

He helped her undo his pants, and he sat up a little and pushed them down. His hard cock popped up, thick, long, bulging. 

Wordlessly, she grabbed the base of his shaft. The tips of her fingers couldn’t touch around his girth.

He watched as she started kissing him, then. She put her lips against the bottom of his shaft, just over her fingers, and slid them up his length. She left a trail of saliva as she went.

The tip of her tongue poked out of her mouth as she reached the head. She used it to tickle gently at the sensitive spot on the bottom. The muscles in his legs jerked, and he shut his eyes as she flicked her tongue.

Lola waited for him to open his eyes and look at her. When he did, she slipped her lips down over his cock.

“Oh, God...” Martin moaned. 

His eyes widened as she pressed her lips as far down his length as she could. He filled her mouth. She could feel her jaw straining to hold him in, could feel the head trying to enter her throat. She moaned on him so that she could feel the vibrations with the hand she used to hold his shaft steady. 

Martin responded, putting his hands over his face at the sudden sensation. 

Lola pulled her lips up his shaft slowly. When he left her mouth, there were strings of spit connecting the head to her lips. She spat down onto him, then used her hand to rub her saliva all over his cock before pushing her lips down his length again. 

She jerked his shaft while sucking. He swelled in the warmth and wetness until precum leaked out of him. She swallowed it up and tried to suck more out.

When she couldn’t take it anymore, she pulled off him. Martin looked at her for a moment before pulling his shirt off. She felt a tingle in her pussy as she looked at his well-muscled torso.

Lola stayed on her knees as Martin stood up. He grabbed her under her armpits and pulled her to a standing position, then shoved her down onto the couch. She didn’t struggle as he wrenched the rest of her clothes off, leaving her naked. She’d shaved her pussy and Martin seemed to like the look of the bare, wet lips.

It was his turn to crouch down between her legs. He put her feet on his shoulders and gripped her by the thighs with his strong hands. When he leaned forward, he pushed her legs back, making Lola angle her pussy up toward his face.

She whimpered as he put his mouth to her pussy. He parted her pink folds with his tongue, poking it out and running it up and down her slit.

Lola had to grab his hair with her hands and squeeze it, the feelings were so powerful. He started making slurping noises as his tongue moved faster and faster on her sex, soaking her. 

Then he started tonguing her little erect clit. She jumped and jerked and cried out as he held her pussy to his face and worked it. 

Screaming, she came on him. Her pussy convulsed and clenched and got his mouth wetter with her juices.

When Martin pulled back, practically his whole face shone with her juices. He panted, trying to catch his breath as he looked up at her.

Keeping her in the same position, he stood up partially. His long, heavy cock hovered right over her lower stomach. It still glistened with her saliva, and a big bead of precum had formed at the tip. She felt the urge to lick it off, but he held her firmly in place. He grabbed her behind the knees and pushed her legs to her chest. 

He started lowering his cock down to her pussy. She swallowed. Her heart suddenly started hammering in her chest as she anticipated how he would feel inside her.

Then he stopped. He looked at her. “Should I get a condom?” He asked.

“No! I want to feel you inside me, your skin against mine,” Lola replied.

His cock jerked as he heard the words. She knew that the thought of fucking her bareback really turned him on. She knew it really turned her on. She tried to raise her hips a little.

Gritting his teeth, Martin looked back down. They watched as he slid the head of his cock down her slit, using it as a guide. He stopped for a moment when the tip of his cock found her sopping hole.

Martin grunted as he urged his cock forward into her wet little pussy. Lola gritted her teeth and pulled her lips back over them as she felt her tightness stretch around his shaft. She could see his member straining as he tried to push it deeper into her.

It felt so good, having a bare cock inside her. She couldn’t believe that she’d never tried it before. It was so much better than using a condom. She could feel him against her, his warmth and hardness. She could feel his cock throb as she pleasured him with the tight, wet walls of her pussy.

He pulled slowly back out of her until they could both see most of his shaft. Her pussy left it coated in a layer of saliva of her juices. Harder than before, he thrust back into her. Her body went rigid as he stretched her out for a second time around him, totally filling her up. 

With her legs back like they were, he could get as deep into her as was possible. He pulled back and thrust forward again, making the couch shake.

Lola loved the sound his balls made as they slapped against her ass with each stroke. She loved the way her pussy felt around him, and she especially loved the way his cock felt so hot and hard in her and for her.

Reaching down under her thighs, she spread her pussy lips apart with her fingers so that he could get a better look at how she held onto him so firmly.

He looked down once, then threw his head back in ecstasy. He pumped her hard and fast, their bodies picking up a rhythm. Soon, they moaned together.

“God, I have to get a good look at that sweet ass of yours,” Martin said through clenched teeth.

He pulled out of her. Lola felt so empty, then, so desperate to have him back inside. He flipped her over, and she went onto her knees and gripped the back of the couch. 

He grabbed her ass cheeks again, feeling and squeezing them, pulling them apart and running his fingers over the firm flesh.

“Fuck, that is nice...” Martin said.

Lola giggled at his compliment. She wiggled her ass at him.

“But let’s not forget why we’re here,” Martin said.

She didn’t know what he meant until he raised one hand up and spanked her. She yelped at the sudden pain. Looking over her shoulder, she saw a red handprint already forming on one of her cheeks.

Before she could say anything else, he spanked her again. The pain took her breath away.

Martin spanked each of her ass cheeks four times, leaving them covered in reddening handprints. His shoulders rose and fell as he caught his breath and admired his handiwork.

“I think that’s good enough,” he said. 

Grabbing her by the hips, he pulled her into position. Then he pressed his cock against her pussy again and re-entered her.  She gasped as he seemed to fill her even more deeply than before. Her back arched, giving him a better angle to re-start his thrusting. She was so wet around him that they could hear as he shoved in and out of her.

His hands travelled over her smooth flesh as they fucked, pausing to give an appreciative squeeze to one breast, or to give her ass another light spank.

Soon, she pushed back as hard as she could as he slammed forward.

“Oh God, I’m going to come!” Martin said.

“Come in my pussy!” Lola said, slamming back against him.

Martin groaned, his fingers digging into her flesh as she pushed back so that her ass pressed against his stomach.

She squeezed his cock and he grunted. His cock swelled up, getting bigger and stiffer inside her. Then it jerked. Warmth spurted out the end of it into her pussy.

As she felt him coming inside her, she came on him. She squeezed one of her breasts, pinching her nipple as her pussy clenched and unclenched around his cock. Waves of pleasure washed over her, pulsing through her body as her pussy squeezed more and more cum from Martin’s member.

Martin left his hard shaft in her for a few moments after it stopped throbbing, then he pulled out.

Both of them were sweating and breathing quickly. Lola could see the arteries in Martin’s neck pulse under his flesh.

He grabbed her clothes from the floor and put them into her outstretched hands, then picked up his own. They put their clothes back on in silence. Lola admired his body, openly this time, and he hers.

“You know, I think you do deserve that raise,” he said.

He shrugged back into his shirt and started doing the buttons up.

“Yeah?” she said. Her pussy throbbed, the ache of it already setting in. His load was warm inside of her. 

“We’ll talk about it when we get back. Now, I have to get back to the restaurant. Keep an eye on the kid,” Martin said.

“See you later,” she replied.

She watched him go, feeling better and more satisfied with each passing moment. She liked the thought of him going back to be with his wife. She’d have no idea about Lola. Or the hot load of cum Martin had left inside of her.

Or the way her husband’s cock was still slick with the juices from their babysitter’s tight young cunt.

She liked this a lot.




Dominated: A Next Door Daddy Story 

 

Melinda was grateful to her friend Anna for getting her this job waiting tables at her dad’s restaurant.

And that was why she didn’t quit right away.

She was 18 and just three semesters into college and already she couldn’t stand the thought of coming in to do this sort of work even one more day.

“Hey, miss? My order isn’t right,” a guy sitting by the window said.

She went over, her skirt whirling around her thighs.

“It’s eggs. You asked for eggs,” she said, looking down at his order. She hooked her thumbs into her narrow belt and tapped her hands against her hips.

This guy was taking away from the time she could be setting up great shots for her Insta account. People loved hot waitresses. Especially ones who showed a lot of cleavage.

Or who hiked up their skirts just enough that you could just make out the bottom of her panties.

“These are scrambled. I asked for them fried,” he said.

“Eggs are eggs,” she replied, “What, are they not good or something?”

Why is this guy wasting my time?

He smiled in that irritated way that some people do. As though she were the one being the asshole here and not him.

“I’m sure they’re just fine. But it’s not what I ordered. Will you take it back and get me what I actually asked for?”

Melinda breathed deeply, her narrow shoulders rising, and then blew her cheeks out in a long-suffering sigh. Couldn’t this guy see that she was busy?

“Fine,” she said.

She took the plate and walked back behind the counter. On the way there, she made a mental note to tell Anna that this job kind of sucked. She never got good tips, and people constantly complained about the food.

She put the plate up on the order pass-through. “Another one coming back.”

Mike came up and frowned down at the plate.

Mike was Anna’s dad. He both owned and ran the place. He was also kind of hot in that older guy way, and sometimes Melinda liked to tease Anna about it.

She’d do things like tell her how hot she thought Mike was. And she asked if Anna thought he’d give her a raise if she blew him. Or what sort of raise she’d get if she fucked him.

She had to admit that it was only partly joking. Mike was way older than any other guy she’d been with, yeah, but there was something hot about him.

Maybe the way everyone seemed to pay him respect and do what he did. Or how good he was with his hands, preparing all that food.

He was also a single dad who did everything on his own. And Melinda just loved to tease the hell out of Anna about getting Mike so addicted to her tight young body that she’d be Anna’s new stepmom. 

That one always got Anna to the point of tears. Melinda smiled just thinking about it.

In any case, she thought that before she just outright quit she might see what sort of deal she could work out with him.

And just for some more ammo to throw at Anna, of course.

“What’s wrong with it?” Mike said. 

He picked up the plate and inspected it, looking for errant hairs or undercooked egg.

Melinda sighed again, adding an eye roll for more effect. “I dunno. Guy just told me it wasn’t what he ordered. He ordered eggs, I brought him eggs! What’s his problem?”

Mike’s jaw tightened and he set the plate back down.

“Melinda, what sort of eggs did he order?”

“I dunno, fried I think is what he just told me?” she said. God, was Mike going to give her shit about this now too? Maybe she wouldn’t fuck him after all.

“Then why did you write scrambled on the order?” he said.

She rolled her eyes again, “Because I didn’t write it down when he first ordered. When I got back here to give it to you I couldn’t remember anything but eggs so I just wrote scrambled down. What’s the big deal?”

Mike considered her for a long moment. Long enough that Melinda felt uncomfortable. She shuffled her feet beneath his gaze, and dropped her eyes down to the stainless bottom of the pass-through so that she didn’t have to look him in the face.

“The big deal is that your job is to get their order to me so I can make it. Their real order. Melinda, this isn’t the first time this has happened. I’ve gotten quite a few complaints about your rudeness as well as incorrect orders.”

“Whatever. He wanted fried eggs. Can you just make those so I can shut him up?”

“How many? Sunny side up? Yokes broken?” Mike said.

She crossed her arms beneath her small, perky breasts. “I don’t know. I didn’t write it down!”

Mike glanced down. He grabbed a pad of paper and a pencil and slapped them down on the pass-through. “Go find out. Do it now.”

There was heat in his voice. Melinda went stiff at it, shocked at the tone. She grabbed the pencil and paper and marched back over to the table.

I’m definitely quitting this shithole tonight, she thought.

Her shift ended at 9:00 that evening. It was a weeknight so it was only she and Mike, him going about the business of closing up shop.

She went back into the change room and threw her apron in an untidy ball on the floor.

This is just the worst!

Then someone knocked on the doorframe. She turned and saw Mike leaning against it, his big arms crossed.

“We need to talk about your job,” he said.

“What job? I’m quitting,” she said. She reached into her locker to grab her purse.

“Anna begged me to give you this job. You’ve only been here two weeks,” he said.

“Well, I know I’m better than this. And her begging isn’t my problem.”

“You’re not quitting,” he said.

She pulled her arm back out, empty-handed. She then planted those hands on her thighs and smiled at him. It was more a smirk.

“And why not? Not that you can keep me from quitting,” she said. This is going to be good.

“Because you need a lesson in manners and responsibility, young lady,” he said.

“Good thing you’re not my dad, then,” she shot back.

“Good for you. I would’ve had you across my knee long ago.” He came into the change room. Melinda noticed again what a big guy he was. It was sort of intimidating. She swallowed hard, but stood her ground.

She didn’t take shit from anyone. Especially not Anna’s dad.

“I bet you would. You just want to cop a feel.”

She thought again about fucking him. Actually, all the tension was making her tremble. He was so big. She thought he could break her in half if he wanted to.

There was something hot about that.

"I think you need a little taste of humility. You need to know who's the boss," Mike said.

She stared fire up into his eyes. They were a deep, emerald green. She'd never even noticed before, having done her best to avoid eye contact. Those green eyes gazed confidently back at her, unflinching.

Letting go with one hand, he brought his fingers up to her face. He brushed a few stray strands of hair back behind her ear. Those fingers moved through her hair to the back of her head. He balled them into a fist, sending a feeling down Melinda's back that marbled her flesh with goosebumps and made her stiffen against him.

Pulling her head back, arching her neck, he leaned down and kissed her. Her struggle renewed. She beat her fists against his chest even more. The heat of his mouth felt intense, and it only grew hotter. It threatened to melt her. She couldn't, she wouldn't let that happen, not with him.

Her struggled ground her body against his. He grunted as their kiss deepened, Mike opening her mouth with his and letting the tip of his tongue tease hers.

She felt it then, against her stomach. He got hard against her. She wanted to gasp at the size pressed against her. A shudder moved down from the small of her back. It loosened her, made her feel moist. Her mouth opened wider, and she found herself giving into his grip. He'd wrapped his arm around the small of her back, making her arch backwards and leaning over her.

Mike pulled back from their kiss. "That's right; you are learning your place, aren't you?"

Even she knew that her struggle was half-hearted. She barely pushed against his shoulders. Her hands kept threatening to wrap around his head and pull his hot mouth back to hers.

"Let me go..." she didn’t actually want him to. But she’d wanted this to happen on her terms, not his.

Still, she was so fucking wet already.

"Only if you promise to be a good girl and actually do your job," Mike said.

When she didn't reply, his hand shifted lower on her back. It cupped her ass for a moment, massaging and squeezing roughly. She groaned against him, her fingers grabbing up handfuls of his shirt. It hurt, but it also felt good. Far too good.

Then his fingers pressed down lower, finding the bottom of her cheeks. He started pushing at her thighs, which she'd squeezed together when he'd pulled her to him.

She squirmed in his grip as his fingers starting winning the fight against her clenched muscles.

Her mouth dropped open and she threw her head back. So wet, she thought. It was true. She could feel her panties moistening as his fingers moved inexorably toward her sopping slit. She knew that he had to feel the heat. She certainly could. The walls of her sex swelled and throbbed with desire. 

There was something animal, primal in the way he took her. Normally, she always made sure to be the one on top, the one calling the shots. He'd taken that away from her, and he hadn't even asked. 

She gritted her teeth, her fists squeezing his shirt more tightly. Her breaths came quickly, her heart banging away in her chest like the bolt of a machinegun in the heat of battle.

"Fuck!" Melinda screamed as he rubbed against her entrance with the tip of his finger, pushing against her shorts and panties.

She almost melted in his arms, then. Almost ripped off her clothes and let him take her how he wanted. But she still felt that spark of resistance, just waiting to engulf her body with anger again.

"Damn it, Mike, let me go. Stop it. I quit, and there's nothing you can do about it... Oh..."

Mike didn't say anything. He just pulled on her hair, forcing her neck to arch. She gasped when she felt his teeth against her windpipe. His hot breath washed out over her flesh, sending another tingle down her back and through her sex.

Then he growled. The vibrations of the sound penetrated her body, moving and reverberating all the way down to her toes. She unconsciously rose up onto her tiptoes, pushing her throat harder against his mouth. Her legs parted, giving him easier access to her body. 

No, the rational part of her mind begged, Fight! Get out while you still can! Some part of her knew that the voice was right. But another part knew that she couldn't, even if she wanted. Mike had her, and he wasn't letting her go. Not until he felt that he'd properly and fully delivered his message.

The image of that delivery arose in her mind. It was long, hard and thick, stretching her to the max as it slid back and forth in her soft, warm wetness. 

Mike grew tired to her clothes. He pushed her against the row of lockers. He tore her shirt off. Rather than undoing her bra, he grabbed the elastic straps around her back and ripped them. Her breasts spilled out as he pulled the bra down her arms and threw it away into the corner. Her nipples had hardened, and her firm mounds rose and fell rapidly as she tried to get enough air into her lungs.

She started pushing down her shorts and panties, but he stopped her. Grabbing her wrists up with one hand, he pinned them against the lockers over her head. Putting his face close enough to hers for their noses to touch, he looked into her eyes.

She couldn't flinch away from that intense stare. She knew what was happening. He was impressing his will on hers, trying to break her down. If she looked away, he won.

Then he put his other hand on her stomach, the fingers pointing toward the floor. She sucked in a breath through clenched teeth, hyperventilating as he pushed those fingers lower.

They found the elastic of her panties and pushed down under them. Melinda struggled, still looking into his eyes. She couldn't get her hands free. 

The tips of his fingers traced lines of fire as they got closer and closer to her own heat.

They reached the mound of her pubic bone. 

She struggled harder, her eyes narrowing to slits as they began watering. Neither Mike nor Melinda had even blinked.

Her mouth trembled, her jaw hanging open. She shivered violently against the lockers, making the doors rattle.

"Oh!" She yelled as the tip of one finger found her slit and started pushing into it.

She instantly soaked his finger in her juices as he moved farther. Two of his fingers parted the lips of her pussy, making it easier for the one he'd slipped into her slit to find her stiff little love button.

When he tickled that, sparks flamed out in her eyes. She scrunched her eyes shut, throwing her head back against the locker. It hurt, but she didn't care. Then she realized that she screamed his name over and over as he excited her little clit. Her juices leaked out onto his hand.

Then he stopped that, just as the ball of energy forming in her had reached critical mass.

His fingers glistened with her wetness as he pulled them out of her panties. Bending, he shoved her shorts and panties down her thighs. She kicked them off.

Then he stood. He grabbed her by the shoulders and spun her around fast enough to send her hair twirling through the air. Feeling another spark of resistance, she tried to turn back around.

"Stay!" Mike barked.

He shoved a hand between her shoulder blades, pressing her against the cold metal lockers. Her nipples stiffened up even more at the coolness. More juices leaked from her as she heard him undoing his pants with one hand. 

He was going to fuck her. She knew it. She wanted it. Her body ached for his hardness to fill her.

Yet, she shoved back, trying to get away. There was still a chance, she knew. She could still quit, still get away from him.

Keeping her chest pressed against the lockers, he wrapped an arm around her stomach and pulled her hips back. Then he spread her legs apart. She heard him unzip his pants. She tried to look back over her shoulder. 

Mike pulled his cock out. It was even longer and harder than when she'd felt it earlier. A jolt of panic moved through her chest. Is it even going to fit? She wondered. Then she scrunched her eyes, putting all her energy into getting away.

But it was too late. Mike grunted again as he guided his shaft between her trembling thighs. She jumped when she felt that taut, hard head pushing against the opening to her slick passage.

"God!" She moaned as she parted around him, her body yielding fully to his desires.

Her whole body lit up with pleasure and pain as she stretched around him. Her juices trickled down his straining shaft as he gritted his teeth and thrust himself into her.

She yelled his name as he sank into her warmth. She could feel every inch of his girth as it slid into her pussy.

She felt completely filled. More than filled. If he had been any bigger, any larger at all, she knew she would have burst. As it was, her sex overwhelmed her conscious mind with how good it felt to have him in there. She tightened around him, making him feel bigger.

Then he withdrew from her. She pushed her ass back against him. He moved so that the top of his shaft parted the lips of her pussy and slid forward instead of up and into her.

He put his mouth to her ear, brushing it with his lips. "You're not quitting, are you?" 

He brought his cock back and put the tip against her entrance. Pushing just enough so that he began entering her, he stopped. 

She needed him so badly, needed to feel that huge, hard shaft fucking her senseless. He'd won. He'd broken her. She was putty in his hands, ready to be molded to whatever shape he desired.

"No..."

Rocking his hips, the head of his cock sank into her. "No, what?"

Her eyes squeezed shut at the same time her pussy hungrily tightened around the little bit of him he'd shoved into her.

"No, I'm not quitting..." she moaned through gritted teeth.

"Good."

She screamed as he plunged all the way into her. He pulled back and did it again, then again. The force of his desire slammed her against the now warm metal of the lockers over and over. She couldn't open her eyes.

Her fingers scrabbled against the metal doors, trying to find something to hold onto as she felt her body slipping into the vortex of her climax.

She screamed for him as the walls of her sex began their cycle of clenching and unclenching around his hard shaft. The scream morphed into a moan when he didn't stop, didn't even slow down. He rode her through the deep climax that sent tendrils of pure sexual pleasure through every fibre of her body. It felt so good that she thought she might die. 

The heat, the hardness... was all her sex-addled brain could think.

Then he buried himself all the way in her, letting her walls massage the spurts of cum that shot hotly into her waiting pussy. He groaned, his fingers digging into her hips. She took every last drop, wanting more and more as the heat of it diffused throughout her body.

Her pussy ached when he withdrew. It had a heartbeat.

No guy had ever fucked her like that before. She’d never been so thoroughly owned in her life, like putty in his hands.

“Get yourself cleaned up,” he said, picking up her apron and throwing it at her.

“Okay,” she said. She sat up. Her thighs felt like jelly.

“And I better see you in here for your shift tomorrow. Tell me you’ll be here,” he said.

“I will,” she replied, with almost no hesitation.
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