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Chapter 1

____________________________

Mack

This was definitely the last straw. I was done. I told myself that after that night, once she was home safe, I was out.

I didn’t care if she was like family, the fucking brat had gone too far this time, running off into this strange city without me, and I was done.

How was I supposed to protect her if all she ever did was try and get away from me? My whole reason for being there was to keep her safe, and the little shit kept acting like I was the bad guy.

But it was even more than that. I took it personally when she ran off like this. As much as I didn’t want to admit it, I felt a desire to protect her. A deep seeded need, based on what, I wasn’t exactly sure.

I cursed my sister again for getting me into this mess. A year ago, I was retiring from the Army, planning to enjoy a little bit of the easy life for a while. One call from my sister in California, and I was here, the personal bodyguard for the most famous pop star on the planet, Mandy Monday. Unbelievable.

A while back, our foster parents, the Johansens had taken in this scrawny, brace-face little girl whose parents had died in a car accident. I had seen her a few times when I visited, but really never paid her much attention. She was just another brace-faced kid in a house where kids came and went fairly regularly.

Apparently, while I was off fighting secret wars in the middle east for the past eight years, that dorky little twig of a kid, Mandy Johansen, had grown into Mandy Monday, a pop singer with 2 songs on the current Billboard charts, including the number 1 spot.

And holy shit had she grown. The skinny little twit had grown into a fucking sex bomb. She was sexy-as-fuck. A beautiful, pristine face with bright green eyes and curly blonde hair, big pouty lips that looked like they were built to be wrapped around a cock, and the sweetest, tightest little ass you’ve ever seen.

She had small, perky tits that were always pressed so fucking tightly against the fabric of her thousand-dollar designer shirts. Combine that with a taut stomach, long smooth legs all packed into a petite little, five-foot-nothing frame, she was sex on a stick.

It was wrong, so fucking wrong of me to see her that way, but who could possibly resist? It was more a fact than an opinion really. She was one of the hottest fucking girls on the planet. There was no disputing it.

Her latest hit song “Want me”, which I found to be screechy and irritating as fuck, was currently number one on the Billboard charts, and her concerts were sold out all across the country.

Half of the reason she was so famous was her singing voice, which I had to admit could be nice when she was singing songs that weren’t so fucking bouncy and annoying. The other half of the reason for her fame was her ass. No doubt about it.

She pranced around on stages in skirts that didn’t even attempt to keep her pert young ass covered, flashing soft cheeks and different colored panties to the crowd each night. Basically, she was a professional cock-tease, and she was very, very good at her job. It certainly worked on me. I had a fucking hard-on since the day I took the damned job.

She rocketed to fame almost overnight, and somewhere in the mass hysteria of pop-star fame, she had a couple of incidents with fans who were a bit too brazen and a bit too handsy. The Johansens got worried, my sister called me, and here I was, personal bodyguard to an ultra-hot, ultra-spoiled little pop-star-brat.

Of course, when my sister called she had failed to mention that, though Mandy Johansen had been a goofy, sweet kid, Mandy Monday was a spoiled little bitch.

When I took the job, I laid down the law for her early, letting her know that I was there because the Johansens wanted me there. Even though just about everyone around her in her circle of fame were ass kissers and yes-men, I was not. I was there to keep her safe. Her happiness was not my fucking concern.

As you might expect, it had not gone well. Even though she had only been famous for about 2 fucking minutes, she was already absorbed in a world where she got everything she wanted, and no one ever told her no. No one, Except me.

I started making decisions about which locations had enough security for her to attend, and which did not. I adjusted her schedule of appearances, making sure she never got into a position where I couldn’t protect her. Basically, I fucked with her schedule and her life in a way that no one had in quite a while, and she hated it. She raged against it.

But the hardest part of being her personal bodyguard was not the attitude, I could deal with that. I had taken bullets in war, taking attitude from this little brat was nothing I couldn’t handle.

The hardest part of the job it was the fucking temptation. Being with her at all times put me in a number of situations that I almost couldn’t handle. I had to stand by like a statue while she did artsy, topless photoshoots for magazines, costume changes at concerts. Basically, I had seen almost every inch of smooth flesh on her young body, and it was all so sexy and perfect. I’m a solid Army man, as disciplined as it gets, but even I have my fucking limits.

But over time, the more she bitched about my presence in her life, the more I enjoyed it. Somehow, she had gotten under my skin. She was a fucking undisciplined brat, and I found that I wanted to discipline her. She was out of control and I wanted to control her. It was wrong, so wrong I know, but I never said I was a fucking saint. I grew to want nothing more than to put this sexy-fucking brat over my knee and teach her a hard lesson.

I thought after the “incident” at her eighteenth birthday party, where I saved her fucking life, she would ease up on me a bit, but she had only gotten worse.

And tonight, in a city she knew nothing about, she had disappeared again. Gone out to party with friends she barely knew, somewhere in the downtown party district, even though I specifically told her not to leave her room. So, I was riding around in her limousine, searching every shit-hole nightclub trying to find her and drag her sweet little ass home.

The fucking brat needed discipline, bad. She needed a daddy to put her in her place. I was certainly no father figure by any means, but I was more than willing to spank her ass red and teach her some respect for rules. Which was exactly what I intended to do when I found her.

That night was the night. Either she submitted to my rules, my authority, and to me, or I was gone.


Chapter 2

____________________________

Mandy

God, it was so nice to be out, away from my manager and that stupid hotel room. Away from all the craziness of my new life. Away from Mack.

I couldn’t believe the Johansens had sent him out here to be my bodyguard. They were so damned clueless. Had they really not know about the elephant-sized crush I had on him? Had they really not seen the way I made googly eyes at him every time he visited when I was younger, and the way I had followed him around like a puppy dog.

Mack Gillum was my hard-ass, tough as nails bodyguard who drove me absolutely crazy. But he was also my dream man, my crush from the time I first met him. My secret love as I grew up, and then, my fantasy lover.

He was a beast of a man. Towering over me, every inch of his huge, glorious body rippling and teaming with hard, sharp muscle. His body was thick and hard and solid. He looked as if he was built out of concrete and steel, and I imagined every naughty inch of his glorious, tanned body to be just as solid and just as hard. He was more than twice my age, old enough to be my father, but that only made it hotter.

I had spent many restless nights in bed alone, touching myself, dreaming of what it would be like for this rugged, beastly man to have his way with me. I would imagine his heavy, growling breath in my ear as I teased my pussy, and I would imagine his cock, steel hard, forcing its way into my little virgin pussy, as I came.

Now that he was here as my bodyguard, it was almost more than I could take. His dark brown eyes were deep and held an intensity I had never seen in any other man. I felt almost lightheaded sometimes when that intense gaze was on me. He was a forceful, powerful man and it took everything I had not to turn to mush when he was around. I think that’s why I resisted him so much. Why I pushed back so hard. It was the only way I could think of to keep from melting when he was around. And he was always around.

But Mack Gillum was also being a complete and total ass. He was a controlling brute who seemed to have no fucking emotions or feelings whatsoever. He had no respect for what I did, and no understanding of how hard it was for me to be… me.

My life was spinning out of control. It seemed like a couple of weeks before I had been singing songs in the mall parking lot, and then all of the sudden, I was performing for sold out crowds at the largest stadiums in the world.

It had been such a whirlwind, and sometimes I felt like I was just along for the ride, not able to make any of my own decisions, even have input on what I did. Every now and then, I just needed to escape, and do what I wanted to do. But Mack just couldn’t get that through his thick, gorgeous head. He was always saying no, no, no and Fuck no.

It was so fucking frustrating for me to be around him so much. He made my blood boil with anger and lust at the same time. I had to force myself to give up my stupid, girlish fantasy of him and was doing a decent job of it, until my eighteenth birthday party.

I was sitting at a table with friends, enjoying my birthday party, when this insane looking man came running in my direction with a fucking knife in his hand. He knocked the two security guards to the ground with just his sheer speed and was headed right towards me. He was almost on me, about 5 feet away, when he hit a brick wall.

The brick wall was Mack. I didn’t even know he was there in the room, but in a matter of seconds, he had planted his giant self firmly in front of me, my hero and protector.

The crazed, screaming man ran full speed into the brick wall that was Mack. Mack didn’t even flinch. The knife sliced into his left arm, but he didn’t even seem to notice. When the man bounced off of Mack’s solid chest like a ragdoll, Mack took him down, for good.

With one knee on the man’s chest, laying on the ground, Mack reared back with a fist like a brick and crushed the man’s face. The man laid on the ground motionless, unconscious or dead, I didn’t know at the time. But before I had a second to even take in what had just happened, I was lifted off of my feet.

Mack picked me up and carried me in his arms like I weighed nothing. I looked up and was shocked to see the intense look on his face as he carried me, kicking open doors and not the least bit concerned with who he knocked over in his way, getting me to safety.

He carried my small frame easily, and maneuvered hallways and doorways with ease until we were out the back of the building and into my limousine before I could even think.

He laid me down on the seat and asked as if I was OK. I was fine. I was better than fine as I looked at his face, and for the first time since he came to be my bodyguard, his stern expression had cracked. His face was showing real emotion.

He was showing fear, almost terror that I had been hurt, and a brutal anger that someone had tried to hurt me. He looked as if he couldn’t decide whether to pull me close to him and kiss my pain away, or burst back into the party and finish off the man who had threatened me.

We arrived back at my hotel quickly, and pandemonium took over. Everyone I knew, everyone in my circle was surrounding me, smothering me, ensuring that I was OK. Mack was quickly lost in the crush of concerned people, but he never left my thoughts. Not for a single moment, since that night.

It was so wrong, and I was so terrified that he would realize how badly I wanted him. So, I guess I overcompensated. I turned up the sass and made sure he got the message, that I was the one calling the shots. I was in control, and I intended to resist him and his power over me at every turn.

It was the only logical way I could think of to keep from crashing into him completely, humiliating myself by letting him know how I felt. I even wrote a song about him, sort of. It was not a song on paper or one that anyone would ever hear. It was just in my head. It was called “daddy”, and the nasty lyrics in my head would have put any hard-core rap song to shame.

But tonight, he had gone too far. I had done photo shoots and appearances and concerts for three straight days in a row in three different cities, and this was my first night off. And “daddy” wanted me to stay hidden away in my hotel room like a prisoner.

Fuck that.

I had put on my tiniest little black dress, my slutty black heels and snuck out the back of the hotel. One thing about being a celebrity is, you end up with lots and lots of so-called friends. Enablers really, willing to get you into any kind of trouble you’re looking to get into.

A few of my “friends” picked me up down the block, and we made our way to the club, to dance and grind and sweat away the stress of a long week of work.

I knew that Mack would go ballistic, but I didn’t care. I hoped he did. 


Chapter 3

____________________________

Mack

The limo driver got a call from a friend who said Mandy had been spotted at the Odyssey, a huge, popular club on the south side of town. They said she was drawing quite a crowd, including the usual reporter and paparazzi.

I told him to get us over there as fast as he possibly could. When we pulled up I burst out of the car before it even stopped. My adrenaline was pumping and I was already angry. I felt that I was losing my grip just a bit.

The bouncer at the door stuck out his hand as if to stop me, as if he could. I ignored him and his hand, and rushed straight into the club. If that dumb fucking bouncer wanted to follow me in and give me a hard time, I would have been glad to take out a bit of my anger on him.

The club was absolutely slam packed full of people, all jammed together, moving in some sort of group rhythm to crazy loud, pulsing rave music.

I scanned the room and found a small stairway leading to balcony. I kicked the locked door open and made my up to the balcony. It was almost impossible to make out who was who on the dance floor. It just looked like a mass of sweaty young bodies. It looked like some sort of orgy.

But Mandy tended to attract a crowd, and once I was up high looking down on the dance floor, it was not that hard to spot the crowd of vultures swirling around her. When I spotted her, my head nearly exploded with rage. She was in a tiny little dress, looking hot as fuck, dancing, and swaying… and grinding. Grinding on some stupid hipster-looking kid who was wearing suspenders. Fucking suspenders!

The craziest, most unexpected thoughts started racing through my enraged mind. How dare he. How dare that hipster asshole touch what was mine. I watched as she leaned back, grinding her tight little ass into his crotch, giving him the thrill of his stupid fucking life. I was going to break his ironic fucking face.

But then she turned to another guy, some twenty-something with long greasy black hair. She leaned into him just as hard, sliding her ass up and down his body. Her dress was so short, every time she swayed, half of her thong-covered ass was revealed. He actually reached down and started to caress her ass as she moved against him. This guy, I was going to kill.

But then, just as quickly, she moved on to another guy. I couldn’t take anymore, and I ran back down the stairs as fast as I could. I shoved my way through the mass of people, finally making my way to where she was.


Chapter 4

____________________________

Mandy

I was having the time of my fucking life on the dance floor. I had lost sight of my friends, but I didn’t really care at that point. I was in a zone, moving with the pounding base, my body pulsing with the sound. Nothing to think about but the loud music and the way my body was moving.

One guy after another approached me to dance. I didn’t deny them but didn’t spend too much time with any one of them before moving along. In my eyes, they were all just stupid boys, no one I would consider spending any real quality time with. But they were fun to dance with.

One got a little handsy, but I didn’t have any trouble moving on. Probably just wanted to tell his buddies he got his hands on Mandy Monday’s ass.

Then suddenly, the strangest thing started to happen. The people around me started to disappear. There was a tall guy in a ripped-up leather jacket standing right in front of me, and like a fucking Houdini magic trick or something, he was gone.

The guy with the greasy black hair, who was standing right next to me a minute ago, had vanished into thin air as well. Then I caught out of the corner of my eye, a third guy moving sideways, very unnaturally as if he had been lifted off of the ground by some great force, and moved out of the way.

And then suddenly it all made sense.

Mack appeared in front of me. At first sight, I was about to start in on him, with “leave me the fuck alone” or something like that, but my breath caught when I saw the look in his eyes.

The intense stare in his eyes overwhelmed me. When I saw the way he was looking at me, I was done. Any will and resolve I had left just melted away. In this loud room where you couldn’t hear anything anyone was saying, I could hear him loud and clear. He had come to get me. He had come to claim me.

And then, without a word, the fucking bastard reached down and picked me up and put me over his shoulder and carried me towards the back of the room like a child. My tiny little black dress was pulled up to my waist, and my mostly bare ass, covered only by a tiny black thong, was high in the air for everyone in the room to see, including the paparazzi and their cameras. I’m guessing those guys made a few bucks that night from those pictures. I imagined the next day’s headline to read “Mandy Monday’s ass made an appearance at the Odyssey Nightclub last night, as a crazed grizzly bear carried her around like a sack of potatoes.”

It was humiliating and infuriating. He carried me like he owned me, back to the back of the club, and into a small VIP room. I shouted and pounded on his stiff, muscular back with both of my fists as hard as I could, but it was like he couldn’t even feel it. He put me down, standing me up roughly in front of him, and slammed and locked the door.

The room was small, about the size of a small office, with one-way mirrors on the side, allowing us to see the crazy party still going on outside, but not allowing anyone to see in.

The music seemed even louder in the room, and I opened my mouth to ask him what the fuck he thought he was doing, but he stopped me with a look. This was not a two-way conversation. I was not going to be allowed to speak. He grabbed both of my wrists in one rough, strong hand and lifted them over my head.

With a look of absolute rage on his face, he spun me around quickly, pressed my hands up against the wall, and then SMACK! He smacked my ass, HARD. I flinched at the sudden impact and turned to him in shock, but before the flabbergasted look could even form on my face, another fierce smack contacted the soft skin of my ass.

His hands were rough and huge and felt like sandpaper as they scraped across the soft skin of my bottom. Another hard impact came, and then another.

The rough spanking was causing all kinds of crazy feelings inside of me, but lust was the greatest by far. Tears started to form in my eyes. Shivers were going up and down my spine, the skin on my ass was stinging and fire red, but most of all, my pussy was burning.

The ache he was causing on my bare smooth skin with his hand was nothing compared to the ache he was causing between my legs. With his fifth hard smack, I let out a loud, desperate cry, one that I thought he couldn’t hear in the loud room, but he stopped.

I was looking down at the floor, with my hands held high in the air. He was pressed so close to me, I could feel his heavy breathing, and smell the scent of his sweat in the air. I wondered for a moment if he could smell the musk of my juices, now pooling in the fabric of my panties. It was a humiliating position, held there, unable to move. With all the strength in my body, I could not have overcome the grip he had on me with just one hand.

After a moment, I turned to look at him. The anger in his face had subsided, but he still looked like a desperate man. His eyes looked deep into mine, and I could no longer resist him. I could no longer even try. My willpower was completely gone.

I could not give him the “fuck you, you don’t own me” look that I wanted, because he did. He did own me. He had just walked onto the giant dance floor at this nightclub in front of a thousand fucking people and claimed me.

He leaned down into my ear and growled: “What do you have to say for yourself?”

Having lost all control, all resolve, I tilted my head so my mouth was right in his ear, took in a sharp breath and whimpered “Spank me more please, daddy.”


Chapter 5

____________________________

Mack

When I heard what the little brat said, I did something I don’t often do. I smiled.

She had been a very bad girl. Running away from me at the hotel. Dancing out on the dance floor like a slut, grinding her sweet little ass into those stupid boys. Boys who had touched what was mine. Boys who were lucky to still be alive.

I looked down at her, and she was an amazing sight. In her position, with her hands up high over her head, her tiny little dress barely covered any of he sweet little ass at all. In the front, the thin material did almost nothing to hide the shape of her small breasts, the rock-hard nipples threatening to rip through.

She was so fucking hot. And she fucking wanted this.

She had even parted her legs slightly as I was spanking her. God, she wanted it.

She wanted me to discipline her. She wanted me to spank her, and to claim her and to fuck her. She wanted a daddy to put her in her place. And I was just the man for the job.

I reached down and ripped her tiny thong-panties from her body easily. I squeezed them in my hand and got the confirmation I was looking for. They were soaked. I lifted them and inhaled their scent. The scent of her sweet little pussy. It smelled absolutely amazing, and I couldn’t wait for a taste.

But that would have to wait. She had been a very bad girl, and there was still some disciplining to be done.

I lifted her up and carried her over to the small bar in the corner of the room, sat her down and bent her over the bar, so her bare ass was completely exposed, high in the air.

I pressed her down onto the bar with my free hand, so she wouldn’t move unless I wanted her to.

She was so fucking sexy in her “fuck-me” high heels and black dress that stopped at her waist while I held her arms in the air. Nothing but beautiful, tanned, flawless young flesh from heels to waist. It was a gorgeous sight.

I reached down to caress her smooth ass. It was the softest skin I had ever touched, and I almost felt bad putting my cold, calloused hands on it. Almost.

I gave her another hard smack, shocking her and causing her to cry out, and lean into the bar further. I watched the skin on her ass turn red, smiled, and then I smacked it again.

I leaned into her ear and growled “You have been such a nightly little slut tonight” and I smacked her ass again.

She moaned and closed her eyes. She said something I couldn’t hear, so I pressed in closer to her.

She said “Yes, daddy”

I said, “My God you are fucking loving this aren’t you?”

“Yes, daddy”

I gave her a few more smacks and I noticed her start to arch her back slightly, and a stressed look appear on her face.

I said, “Oh My God. You’re going to fucking cum, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Daddy”

I said, “You’re going to fucking come just from your daddy’s rough hand on your soft little ass.”

She squinted her eyes and said “Yes daddy. Please.”

She leaned her head back and when I smacked her ass again, she tensed, eyes closed, and held perfectly still. One more smack would do it. Push her over the edge, I knew. I held my hand steady for an extra moment, teasing her, making her wait, and then I gave her what she wanted.


Chapter 6

____________________________

Mandy

SMACK!

If you had asked me before if I thought a girl could cum just from a firm hand smacking her ass, I would have said no way. A woman’s body is complex and takes far more stimulation than a simple hand on her ass to get her off.

But there it was, the unbelievable feeling of climax forcing its way through me, starting in the pit of my stomach and working outward throughout my whole body in massive, forceful waves.

I was cumming and cumming like I had never cum before, clutching the bar, tensing my muscles and climaxing just from Mack’s brutish, coarse hands smacking my bare little ass.

It was embarrassing and amazing. Humiliating and wonderful. He never removed his hand from the small of my back, holding me in place, reminding throughout my orgasm, that I was there where he wanted me, doing what he wanted me to do.

When my body finally started to settle down, I started to catch my breath and clear my fuzzy head. I looked back at the man who I had longed for for so long. The man I had fantasized about. The intense look on his face had not wavered. He was not done with me. Not by a long shot.

He was my daddy and I was his little girl, and we were just getting started.

But an unexpected knock came at the door. We were both surprised, and I stood up on wobbly legs. We could see through the two-way mirror that it was four of the security guards from the club, coming to see what was going on.

I looked at Mack and said “Oh thank God. Security has finally come to rescue me from you, you fucking pervert.”

Mack laughed and said “They only sent four. That’s not nearly enough to tear me away from you.”

I swooned a little at his words, and then he reached down to pick up my panties and put them in his pocket.

I tried to reach in and get them but he stopped me. I said “My dress isn’t long enough. I need those” but he said “Too fucking bad. You should have thought of that when you decided to dress like such a fucking tease. You’re walking out of here without them. Now move.”

I knew there was no reason to try and fight him. I realized I certainly wouldn’t be the first pop princess to be caught without her panties on, though I thought I may be the first with her own juices visibly running down her leg.

Mack opened the door and said “Hey guys. We were just leaving.”

The four men coughed and tried to act as if they had any control over the situation, or over Mack, and they were somehow going to force him to leave. Good luck with that, I thought.

I tried to hold my dress down as far as it would go while we walked through the gaggle of dancing people. We made our way out the front door, and the limo pulled up to pick us up. A crowd of people who had realized who I was, was starting to stream out of the club, including some guys with cameras.

I stepped inside the limo, trying hard not have a wardrobe malfunction as I climbed in, and Mack quickly followed and shut the door.

My ears were ringing and I leaned back into the seat and took and deep breath and closed my eyes.


Chapter 7

____________________________

Mack

I took my seat in the Limo across from her. My body was still burning. Hot with anger, and boiling with lust for her. My cock was harder than it had ever been, and it was difficult to sit.

She had succumbed. She had submitted to me so deeply, that she came all over herself when I spanked her. My mind was reeling. She called me daddy. She knew damned well I was not her daddy, not in any real sense, but she wanted me to be.

She wanted me to discipline her, to control her. And I wanted to. God, I wanted to. I was going to.

I looked at her sitting there, breathing heavily with her eyes closed. Her chest was heaving slightly, and her rigid nipples were plainly visible through her dress. The bottom of her dress barely covered the treasure that I so desperately wanted between her legs.

God, I wanted to attack her. To fuck her with everything I had right there, right that minute. I couldn’t wait another second to be inside of her.

But then I looked over and saw the limo driver. There was a divider I could lift between us and him, but the way I planned to fuck her, there was no way that he wouldn’t hear her scream. I would have to wait until we got back to the hotel.

She opened her eyes and looked at me. She could see the desperation on my face, the tenseness in my muscles, and the bulge in my pants. She could see my anguish, and she smiled.

And then the fucking brat made it all so much worse.

As a part of my job as a bodyguard, protecting her, I had taught her Morse code. Something I felt everyone should know in case they find themselves trapped or in a jam. She had bitched all the way through it but had learned it easily.

I saw her left hand go to the bottom of her dress, and with her right hand on the seat of the limo, she started tapping. Tapping a message to me.

“W-A-N-T  T-O  S-E-E?”

Of course, I wanted to see. I wanted to see it all. I wanted to take it all. But she was teasing me now, trying to take back control. The asshole inside me wanted to say no, not to give her what she wanted, but it was impossible to say no. I had never wanted anything more in my life. I nodded.

With the pretty “fuck me” smile on her face, she uncrossed her legs, and then ever so slowly, she parted them.

She kept going and going and going, spreading her legs wide. Her pussy, pink and ripe and wet, looked like the most beautiful, delicious treat I had ever seen. Like the rest of her, it was beautiful and flawless.

There was not a single hair on her pelvis to block the view of the soft pink lips which were enticingly puffy and moist, leading upward to form a small ridge around the tiny, cute nub of her clit. It was ripe and swollen and begging for my attention. For my tongue, and my cock.

I stole a quick glance at the driver to make sure he could not see her, so brazenly and wickedly teasing me. He must not see what was mine.

Instead, he started a normal conversation, that Mandy nor I was wanting to have at that moment.

“You know Mandy, you really shouldn’t go running off into some city you don’t know like that. You almost drove Mack crazy. I thought his head was going to explode while we were driving all over town looking for you.” The driver said.

This made her smile even wider and she said “You two are just too uptight. You need to loosen up.”

As she said that, she slowly slid one hand down in between her legs. My eyes were locked onto her soft folds, and she reached down and spread them, showing me everything she had. I could see her damp inner flesh, and her pink, circular hole.

The fire burning inside me flared and It took every ounce of discipline I had to keep my seat.

“Well, you should be nicer to Mack. He really knows what he is doing, and he really does want to keep you safe.”

Her smile faded to a more serious look, and she conceded “I know.”

And then, she did something far more shocking than anything she had done, ever before. She started tapping another message.

“V-I-R-G-I-N”


Chapter 8

____________________________

Mandy

“Stop the car!” Mack shouted instantly, as soon as I finished tapping my big surprise to him in the stupid Morse code he had forced me to learn.

“Stop the fucking car! We’re getting out.”

The car lurched and pulled over to the curb. Mack sat there staring at me intensely for a moment. I had closed my legs and was waiting to see what he would do next.

After a moment of sitting stone still, he opened the car door. He grabbed my arm and pulled me roughly out of the car.

“Give me your phone.” He growled. I did without even thinking about arguing.

He took his phone out of his pocket and put it with mine, and tossed them into the back of the limo and barked at the driver. “Head back to the hotel. We’re walking.”

The driver looked like he wanted to say something to Mack, but thought better of it. Mack slammed the door and the limo drove off.

He pulled me to the side into a small alley and gripped both of my arms in his steel grip. He was looking down at me with more anger than I had ever seen in a man before.

“How dare you fuck with me like that, you little fucking brat.”

I wasn’t sure what he meant, or why he was suddenly so angry. I had been fucking with him from the moment we met, but I thought he liked it that way. I just managed to whisper “What?”

“You know fucking good and well what I mean. You tempt me and tease me. You show me that fucking deliciously dripping cunt of yours, every inch of it, and then you tell me its forbidden. You are beyond cruel. You’re evil.”

He let go of me and turned to slam his fist down on to a dumpster nearby, letting out a whale of rage as he did. I was stunned, unsure of how to approach him.

He said “You win. You won. You played your little game, had me at your mercy and then destroyed me. You won.”

I finally managed to move, as tears formed in my eyes. I rushed to grab his arm, as hard as I could. I looked him in the eye and said “Don’t you see, you big idiot. You won. I’m yours. All yours. My mind, my body, my pussy, my virginity, it all belongs to you now.”

He looked up at me skeptically and I said “You’ve saved me, and you’ve claimed me. You’re my hero. My owner. You’re my daddy now. I want you, I need you to take me, to teach me, to discipline me and to fuck me. My virginity won’t stop me from giving myself to you completely. Nothing will.”

I could see the thoughts spinning in his head. His face, which was usually so emotionless, was showing a hundred emotions at once.

“But it’s not right. It’s so fucking wrong. Your virginity. That’s… I can’t take that from you.” He said.

I grabbed his hand and placed it directly on my pussy, which quickly soaked his fingers. I looked into his deep, stern eyes and said: “You can take it because it already belongs to you.”

He moved his hand around gently, finding the space between my folds, and I gasped just a little.

“You sure have a stupid way of showing someone you want them. Treating them like shit.” He said.

His face finally broke out into a smile. I smiled back and said “Well, I have no intention of making it easy for you. And I never will.”

With that, I pulled his hand away from me and started walking away. I flipped my dress up and wiggled my bare ass at him a little and said: “So where the fuck are we going?”


Chapter 9

____________________________

Mack

I knew exactly where I was going. Straight to hell. But fuck it was going to be worth it. I watched her sweet little ass wiggle as she walked away, turning on the sass once more. Oh yeah. I was going to hell for what I was going to do to this sweet young thing, and I was going to love the ride.

I caught up with her and walked beside her silently for a minute. Then I said “This way.”

We made our way without another word, to the Levinthal Hotel. I happened to know that they had an unbelievable presidential suite on the top floor, with three bedrooms, and a giant private bar and its own small swimming pool.

We stepped up to the counter and the concierge looked us over. Apparently, I didn’t look like the typical Levinthal customer in my beat up jeans and leather jacket, and neither did Mandy in her slutty dress and fuck-me heels.

“Is the presidential suite available for the next two nights?”

He did some fast typing and said “It is… However, the price is…”

“Don’t tell me the price. I don’t care. Here is my card. I want the presidential suite and I want to not be disturbed, by anyone, for the next two days.”

The man at the counter did some work and handed us two keys. Mandy took one of the keys and said: “I’m going to go visit the little girls’ room.”

“OK, meet me over there in the lobby when you are done,” I said.

She wandered off through the lobby as I finished up the paperwork. “No one disturbs us for two days, understand?” I said to the man behind the counter who was watching Mandy’s ass move as she walked away. He got the message.

I went and sat in one of the not-very-comfortable chairs in the lobby to wait for Mandy. It smelled live lavender and rich people. I watched all of the other guests milling about. Lot’s of very lucky, very rich people with easy lives. But only one person in this building was going to spend the next two days fucking Mandy Monday. I felt I was the luckiest man alive.

But after sitting there for another fifteen minutes, I started to sense that something was wrong. Mandy had not returned. I headed over to the public restroom area where she had gone. Without looking in, I opened the door and shouted: “Mandy, are you in there?”

There was no answer.

At first, I worried for a minute that something had happened to her. A wave of fear rushed over me for just a moment, and then I realized that the far more likely answer was, the fucking cock-teasing little brat had run off on me again.

She was probably in the bar on the second floor of the hotel, drinking and flirting with some married businessmen, or even at the club across the street that appeared to have a small dance floor.

She was probably somewhere, waiting for me to come to get her, to see her flirting and teasing and drag her away again. But I was done playing for the night. I was going to the room, and I was going to make her give in and come to me.

But when I entered the room, I saw three things on the floor. Two sexy black high heeled shoes and one crumpled up little black dress.

I heard low, quiet music and looked out across the room to the large glass balcony. There, slowly swaying naked to the music, was Mandy.

It was the most amazing, most beautiful sight I had ever seen. Her small, soft, naked body slowly gyrating to the music. She was leaning against the glass railing and looking out over the city. She was perfect.

I stepped up behind her and gripped her arms from behind and said: “You little brat. You couldn’t even follow one simple instruction to meet me in the lobby, could you?”

She looked up at me with a devious grin and said “Sorry daddy.”


Chapter 10

____________________________

Mandy

I turned around to face him and pushed him until he sat down in the chair behind him. God, I wanted him so fucking bad. But I also wanted to make him work for it.

I danced a sexy dance, naked in front of him, like a stripper giving a lap dance. This man was so much man, it was driving me wild. I was losing my mind. I was one of the most famous singers on the planet, and for him, I was a cheap stripper giving a lap dance.

I faced him and climbed onto his lap. He was twice my age and nearly twice my size. I slid my small naked body down onto his and instantly felt the rigidness of his cock pressed firmly against his pants.

I slid myself down so his cock parted my pussy lips through his pants, and I moaned as my wetness soaked his jeans.

As I moaned, he yanked my head up and kissed me. It was the roughest most desperate kiss I had ever experienced, and the kiss alone caused me to moan once more.

His mouth was strong, and he had to lean down to kiss me. I could have lifted myself up to meet him, but that would have meant removing my pussy from around his jean-covered cock, and that was not happening.

We kissed more, and his hands started exploring my body desperately. They moved over my arms and my back, and then in front to my chest. He kneaded my breasts tentatively at first, and then roughly. Every movement he made caused me to moan.

Then his hands found my ass. He gripped it tightly, painfully in his rough hands, and pressed me further down onto him. He started sliding me back and forth over his rough jeans, and I was nearly unable to breathe.

He was so big and so strong, and totally in control. There was no way I could resist him in any way. He was going to have me, to do whatever he wanted to do with me. He had claimed me, and now he was going to have me at last.

I could feel the desperation building inside of him as well, and with a deep rumble in his voice, he lifted me into the air. I wrapped myself around him and he carried me over to the bar. He gripped my waist and laid me down roughly on top of the bar.

With a ruble in his voice, he said: “Time for daddy to taste this sweet little pussy at last.”

He pulled my legs apart forcefully and devoured me. It was as if he hadn’t eaten in days, and my soaking wet cunt was the last food on the planet.

He never let go of his grip on my ass, his huge hands pressing tightly into my small ass cheeks. He was controlling my body with his grip, and he eating me alive.

He licked and sucked and kissed and stroked every part of me, from my belly button to my things, and everywhere in between. He sucked at my pussy desperately, drinking in my juices and pushing me further and further into oblivion.

He turned me to the side lick his way across my ass, and even slid his tongue across my ass hole, and the sensitive skin between my ass and my pussy. I was his, every inch of me, and he was going to enjoy every inch of me, that was clear.

Returning me to the bar, he returned his attention to my aching pussy and then struck my clit with such force, I was instantly pushed over the edge. His hard, fast moving tongue generated forceful waves of climax deep inside of me, that were screaming to come out. Everything about him made everything inside of me scream.

And I did.

I screamed and howled and lost my mind completely as I gripped the side of the bar and shook through a climax more powerful than I had ever known possible. The waves kept coming and coming, from my core out through every nerve cell in my body as this man, this beast of a man, continued to punish my pussy with his tongue.

It was savage and brutal. He was unrelenting, until I could take no more, and collapsed into a heap of flesh. I struggled desperately to gather enough oxygen in my lungs and to get my foggy mind to clear.

I felt his strong rough hands caressing my body, my breasts, my neck as I collected my thoughts, strung out, his naked plaything laying across the bar.

He leaned in close to kiss me, and I could smell my own scent on his breath. I tried to speak but could barely manage. He put his ear to my lips and I managed to say “I need daddy’s cock.”


Chapter 11

____________________________

Mack

“Come and get it,” I said, as I lifted her off of the bar and sat her on her knees on the floor in front of me. She sat there and looked up at me with anticipation and desperation, as I ripped my jeans and underwear to the floor, revealing the pulsing, raging hard-on that I had been harboring for her for months.

She was so petite, and I was a large man, and she was visibly impressed with the size of my cock. She instantly reached for it, and with both of her small hands wrapped around it, there was still a few inches sticking out. With a ragged, cracked voice she said “Oh my fucking God.”

I looked down at her and with a grumble of all of the frustration she had created in me, I said: “Time for you to suck daddy’s cock now, baby girl.”

And she did.

She took me into her mouth enthusiastically, and I was right. Her pouty lips looked absolutely wonderful wrapped around my cock. She slid her mouth up and down with speed, letting her tongue slide from side to side with each motion. She was good. Very good.

She was working hard, and I continued to egg her on, to press the fantasy that seemed to be fueling her as I said “That’s it baby girl. Suck daddy’s cock. Suck daddy like a little slut.”

She moaned and cooed, and she seemed to be enjoying the blowjob almost as much as me. Almost.

With all of the teasing and torture she had put me through over the past months, I was not going to last long, and I didn’t care. I was going to unload everything I had, all of the cum that was churning in my balls from her relentless teasing, into her pretty little mouth.

I put my hands behind her head, gripping her hair, and letting her know that I was taking over. I was going to fuck her face at my pace, at my own will.

I started to pump my cock into her mouth, ramming the back of her throat and holding her head in my hands. She whimpered and moaned. I stammered and said “Get ready to swallow daddy’s cum” as I fucked her face fiercely. A moment later, my muscles clenched and I lost control, shooting deep thick cum into the back of Mandy Monday’s welcoming throat.

She was pumping and milking my cock with her hand as I came into her mouth. She stopped for a half a second to take in air, like a swimmer coming up for breath, and then took me back into her mouth as far as I could go, to finish emptying my seed into her.

With a final twitch and guttural howl, I let go of the last of my cum. I leaned back into the chair with a deep sense of exhaustion and relief, as if a pain I had been experiencing for months, was finally gone. Released into the back of Mandy’s throat.

She made a couple of final slurping sounds as she licked every curve of my cock, making sure that not a single drop of cum was wasted.

Then she climbed her way on top of me, pressing her wet pussy down onto my semi-soft cock. She looked up at me and kissed me deeply, passionately, the taste of her juices in my mouth mixing with the taste of my cum in hers. It was a passionate kiss. I kissed her hard and deep, and she kissed me softly and tenderly.

She was mine, and I had taken her, almost completely. Almost.

She was so fucking hot, and her soft skin felt so good against mine. The powerful feelings that had been building for months boiled up in me once again, and I my cock was hard as steel just a moment later.

She felt it as it nearly lifted her off of my lap. I lifted her up and pulled her into a tight hug, leaned into her ear and saying: “Are you ready baby girl?”

She whimpered and said “Yes Daddy. God yes I want your cock in me. Please.”

I gently slid her body down until the steel-hard tip of my cock parted her soft pussy lips and rested at her opening. I whispered into her ear “You know I would never let anything bad happen to you baby girl.”

She said, “Yes, I know daddy.”

I slid her down ever so gently onto my cock. I could feel it just starting to penetrate her. I said, “You know I will always keep you safe.”

She said “I Know. You are the only one. My…”

He voice was interrupted as I pressed her down a bit more onto me. I could feel her tense in pain for just a moment. She bit her lip and tilted her head away from me, clenching her eyes tightly.

I held her tight, perfectly still, and I could see the pain come and then go from her face. She let out her breath and inhaled deeply again, and then she began to push.

She started to press herself down onto me, and her eyes popped open. She had a look of shock on her face, but she didn’t stop. She started to move gently up and down, an inch up and then two inches down, making progrss, until I was inside of her.

Her pussy was impossibly tight, and it squeezed my cock like a vice. But I was there. My cock, my self, buried deep inside of her. She leaned back away from me and I could feel her settle down even more. We were almost there.

With a few more small wiggles and a number of desperate sounding gasps, she settled herself completely down onto my lap, my cock buried to the hilt, fully inside of her, filling her to the brim. I was home.


Chapter 12

____________________________

Mandy

I felt so filled and so whole and so perfect. The pain of just a moment ago was already a distant memory, and this giant, beastly cock was filling me to the point of overflowing.

It felt amazing and startling and just, right. Like, for my whole life I had been empty and now I was full. For my whole life my pussy was starving, and now it was satisfied.

I gripped Mack’s arms tightly, letting the weight of my body settle into his lap. Suddenly, the most surprising thing happened.

I was overwhelmed, overtaken. I had settled down onto him far enough that my clit contacted his pelvic muscle, and a what started a small pulse of pleasure in the pit of my stomach exploded, and I came.

I fucking climaxed, right there, without moving, without bucking or bouncing. Just holding still, holding this cock, this treasure that I had waited so long to receive, inside me. I came and came on his cock. I looked up in shock and he smiled and kissed me while the final waves of the surprise explosion coursed through me.

It took me by surprise and floored me. When the waves subsided, I closed my eyes and leaned into him. I heard his voice through his rib cage when he said: “I guess my little girl likes daddy’s cock.”

I couldn’t help but smile. A little, devious part of me didn’t want to give him the satisfaction of knowing he had just made me cum, just by taking him into me. But there was no denying it. With this man, this strong protective beast finally in my arms, possessing me, I was turning into a fucking orgasm machine.

I looked up at his face, and a sudden fearful thought crossed my mind. If I was already cumming, climaxing at the start, how in the hell was I going to handle it when he actually started fucking me. And the look in his eyes told me he was about to start fucking me. Hard.

I was right.

Seeing that my pain was passed, and my pleasure was already running amuck with me, he took a firm grip on my waist and lifted me. I felt his cock slide down through the tight, wet walls of my pussy, and almost out. And then suddenly, he slammed me down onto him again, his long hard cock ramming itself home.

It was one fast movement and it felt amazing, but it felt like a warning. A preview. He leaned in and said, “Did you like that little girl?”

I cooed and said “Yes daddy.”

He pressed into me and said, “Good because you’re going to get a thousand more just like it.”

Then he quickly, forcefully began to bounce me up and down on top of him, on his lap like a rag doll. He was lifting me up and pushing me down hard. He was all the way inside of me, so far, but felt like he wanted more. He felt like he was trying to split me in two with his powerful tool.

It was fierce and strong. I had no control. I had given up all control the moment he spanked me, and now I was paying the price. The wonderful price.

Suddenly, he stood up. He held me in his arms, but it felt like he could have held me up simply by the force of his rigid cock inside me. I was impaled, held in place by his strong, giant arms around my small frame, and his giant steel cock embedded in me.

He continued to fuck me, to pound me, to use me. His ragdoll, bouncing and flailing up and down on his cock with wild abandon. I felt the tinge of pleasure again, deep inside my core, growing and slinking its way through me.

I leaned into him, and as this welcome new climax hit, I bit down onto his shoulder. He let out a quick shout of shock, but he just kept fucking me. He was bucking and fucking and I was moaning and howling and cumming and cumming.

I felt like I could cum forever. I felt so many things I had never felt. I had never felt so safe, so cared for, so wanted, so needed and so owned. I had also never felt so full and so fucked and just so fucking good.

He took a few steps and suddenly my back was against the wall. With new leverage, somehow, he found a way to get deeper inside of me. It was all I could take. More than I could take. I was in another world. A world where the pleasure of the powerful fucking I was getting was the only thing that mattered, and it was hard to breathe or maintain consciousness.

Until, finally, he gripped my shoulders and pressed into me deeply and howled. I could feel the pulsing and twitching of his cock and he planted his seed in me, so deep into me that I just knew it would be there forever.

He came and bucked and growled. His grip was fierce and his cock felt like it had permanently embedded itself into the walls of my pussy. He swayed a little and then took a few steps back, finally collapsing back onto the chair. I collapsed into him as well, his cock still home in my pussy where it belonged, where it would live forever I hoped.

We rested there, both breathless and spent, for a long time, neither of us wanting to move. I could feel his cock softening, tearing itself away from me. I could feel the fluids, mine and his, running, flowing and dripping. I was literally a hot mess. Then I turned to the left and saw a beautiful oasis, like a vision or a dream. The small pool at the edge of the patio.

I willed my body to move again and forced myself apart from my lover and my protector, my owner. I pushed myself to my feet and walked over and stepped down into the blissfully cool water of the pool.


Chapter 13

____________________________

Mack

I watched Mandy’s glorious naked body sink down into the pool. She floated out into the middle of it and looked beautifully peaceful and serene. After a moment of recovering my energy, I stepped over to join her in the water.

I floated out and held her in the water. She floated on the surface as I held her there, and took in the sight once again, or her amazing, petite frame.

We kissed and played for a moment, and then she said she was going to get us a drink.

I watched her bare ass wiggle and move as she walked to the bar, poured two drinks and returned. I was even more certain that her ass was the reason she was wildly popular and famous. It was perfect, and by the time she shook it back into the pool, I was rock-hard once again.

I took a sip of the drink she handed me, and then took hers and sat them both down on the side of the pool. I turned her so she was facing away from me, leaned her over, and was buried all the way inside her welcoming pussy once more, in a matter of seconds.

I fucked her, hard. She was so petite and light and small, that it was easier to lift her by the waist and slide her whole body back and forth over my raging cock that it was to pump my hips into her.

The pool was on the balcony, and she was shouting out all manner of obscenities to the vast world outside, letting them know that my cock felt amazing inside of her and that she was going to cum.

I gripped her tighter and fucked all the way through her orgasm, never letting up or giving her even a second to rest. It was daddy’s turn to cum. I was fucking her, riding her all the way to my next orgasm, and I didn’t give a fuck how many times she climaxed along the way.

She came once again and when she shouted “Fuck me, daddy. Make your little girl cum again please…” it was all I could take.

I shifted slightly so that her body was entirely in the water and in the air. She had nothing to grip and nowhere to hold on as I threw her body and down along my shaft as fast and hard as I could. And then, with an uncontrollable shout and a mighty explosion, I came into her womb, injecting my hot fluid as deep into her as was possible. I came and came and came and she shook and wavered and wobbled in the air, flailing on my cock like it was permanently connected to her core.

Eventually, my orgasm concluded with one final, brutal thrust into her. I was completely spent and we both collapsed back into the water of the pool to relax.

Mandy and I fucked desperately for two days straight after that. We both gave in to the unbelievable, undeniable force that was causing us to crash into each other over and over again.

At times she teased me like a brat, bringing me to the edge, and leaving me there as long as she could. And at times she served me like a slave, squeezing and sucking the cum out of me like she was in desperate need of it to survive.

I licked, sucked and fucked every inch of her beautiful, petite body, using my cock as the tool to teach her discipline and to force her to obey. She was putty in my hands, and the fact that I could make her cum with even the slightest touch made her attempts to appear bratty and ‘in control’ almost comical.

She could give me all the sass and attitude she wanted from then on, I didn’t care. Because I knew that she was mine. Mine to care for and protect, and to own. And mine to fuck with wild abandon. Mine to do with as I pleased.

And I was very, very pleased.

At some point on the second day, with my cock softening inside of her after another ballistic fuck that started in the kitchen and ended on the couch in the living room, her mood darkened a bit.

She had been ignoring her job, her responsibilities, and her people for two days. She knew it couldn’t last forever. She said “I have to… get back. To being Mandy Monday. I’ve been neglecting my job and my life.”

I said, “Well, my job is to take care of Mandy Monday, and I kind of feel like I’ve been nailing it.”

She smiled and slid off of me, nuzzling in next to me on the couch. I loved the scent of her. The sweet smell of her hair, her shampoo mixed with the smell of her body and her pussy. She was intoxicating in so many ways.

I did not want her to leave. I realized I could probably force her to stay. Order her, and she would probably obey, but she needed to get back. I needed to let her return to her life.

She stood up and walked naked to the glass railing of the balcony. It was broad daylight and I was certain people in other parts of other buildings could see her, but I was also certain she didn’t care.

She sighed and looked out at the rest of the world. The buzzing and moving world that we had been completely oblivious to for the past two days.

I stepped up behind her and wrapped my arms around her and she said “Promise me something. Two things actually.”

I kissed her neck and said “Anything.”

She said “First, promise me that we will always be able to do this. No matter how hectic life gets, you kidnap me like this every chance you get. Like, all the time.”

I said “I Promise”

Then she said “And promise me… No matter how unruly I get. No matter how sassy and bratty I act. You will always be there to throw me over your shoulder and spank my little ass red, like I deserve.”

I paused for a moment and smiled a knowing smile. I winked at her and simply said “Always.”
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