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Traded for Daddy’s Debt 

 

Kristen thought that that day would be just like any other. One where’d she’d wake up in the same bed she’d woken up in inside the room she’d grown up in the last 18 years of her life.

She didn’t know about her dad’s gambling debts. She had no idea how deep in the hole he’d dug himself.

She never asked him where he got the money to pay for her upcoming first semester at college.

Or what he’d be willing to do so that he could keep himself out of trouble with the wrong people for a little while longer.

It was a long, hot summer that just wouldn’t seem to end.

The air conditioner breathed cool air across her body while she lay on top of her bedsheets, one arm thrown over her eyes to keep some of the afternoon sun out.

She’d already masturbated once that day. There wasn’t much to do around town, so why not?

Her boyfriend had already moved away early to his new place at his new school, so it wasn’t like she could find relief from her urges through him.

She sighed. Another boring day.

Then her dad knocked on her door.

“Come in!” she said, sitting up.

Her dad came in, scratching at the back of his neck and not quite meeting her eyes. “Hey, sweetie.”

Instantly her stomach clenched up. There was something wrong.

“Dad? What’s up?” She sat up straighter.

“Well, baby, I screwed up. I screwed up bad,” he said, still not quite looking at her.

“What do you mean?” she asked. The skin on her arms prickled up with goosebumps.

“I don’t know how else to say it, so I’m just going to put it out there. You know how I like to go down to the track and watch the horses?” he said.

“Yes…” she didn’t like where this was going.

“Well, I don’t just watch them. I also bet on them. I got a hot tip from a guy at work and I thought it would be my golden ticket. So I made a bet. A big bet…” her dad said.

“Dad,” Kristen said, her stomach started knotting up, “What did you do?”

He rubbed at his eyes, then finally looked at her. “I lost it all, baby. All of it. The mortgage payment, the car payment. I even took some money from some men because I thought I could pay it back.”

The knots in her tummy turned cold. She sprang up from the bed and went over to her dad, grabbing his arms. “What are we going to do about this? Oh, dad, how could you do this?”

He hung his head and stepped back out of her grip. “I’m sorry. I thought it was a sure thing! And your tuition is just so damn expensive!”

She took a step back and crossed her arms, her pretty face growing stormy. “Are you saying this is my fault?”

His jaw worked. “It doesn’t matter whose fault it is. It’s already done. But don’t worry, sweetie, I’ve already figured a way to get us out of this mess.”

“What is it?” Kristen said. She didn’t like the tone of his voice. Or the way he still wouldn’t look at her.

“You remember John, don’t you?” he said.

“The guy you go drinking with?” John had always seemed like a good guy, if somehow a little dangerous. Like you didn’t want to get on his bad side dangerous.

“Yeah, well, he’s also my bookie. He gave me a deal to get out of this whole mess and I just couldn’t say no,” her dad said.

“What’s this deal? What does he want?” Kristen said.

“He said he’d tear up the note…”

“That’s great! What is it he wants in return?” she said.

He swallowed hard. “You, baby. He wants you.”

She balked, taking another step back. “What… you mean like… sex?”

He nodded.

“Dad! I can’t believe it! You can’t just do this! I’m not your property to just… sell like that!”

The shock gripped her stomach. This had to be a dream. There was no way it was happening.

And yet… She couldn’t deny a swelling sensation of heat that pushed against the coldness in the pit of her stomach.

John was a dangerous guy, she knew. She knew that the feminists and those sorts would dump her if they could hear her inner thoughts at that moment. But there was something exciting about this.

Something hot that tickled at the primal level of her thoughts. Heat blossomed in her cheeks, and she licked her lips.

“I’m sorry, sweetie, it’s already done. John’s going to be here in a bit. Please just do this for me.”

“As if I have a choice!” she said, then she shoved him, “Get out of here!”

“Sorry...” her dad said as he snuck out the door.

A car pulled up outside. Her heart jumped when the door slammed. Then someone knocked at the front door.

She sat down on her bed.

I can’t let this happen! This is such bullshit!

She could just climb out the window and go through the backyard, hole up at her friend Sarah’s house until this whole thing blew over. Her dad’s gambling problems weren’t her problems. 

Kristen even went as far as going over to her window and unlocking the latch.

Then she stopped.

Because she couldn’t get the thought of being used like that out of her head. She couldn’t stop thinking about what John wanted to do to her. 

Pin her down on the bed and fuck her hard? 

Make her suck his big, hard cock?

Abuse her tight little pussy for his own pleasure?

A pleasant, warm electric sensation built between her thighs. Her breath caught. 

She locked the window again, then went and sat on the bed when the front door opened and closed.

Heavy footsteps came up the stairs. They paused outside her door. Her heart wanted to jump out of her throat.

And her pussy was so, so wet.

This went against everything she believed in as a modern woman.

But that didn’t stop her from letting it happen.

John didn’t knock. He just threw the door open and stomped inside. He was a big guy, his face covered in stubble and some sort of tattoo sleeve down one arm.

Her took one look at her and nodded. “Your dad says he already told you the deal.”

“He did,” she said. She stood up.

He came over and pushed her back down. Some spark of resistance ignited inside her. Just because she wanted this too didn’t mean she intended on making it easy for him.

He grinned. Then, when she tried to get off the bed, he shoved her back down. She frowned at him, then tried again. Once more, he shoved her down. He looked at her body openly, clearly admiring the flare of her hips, her flat stomach, her perky breasts.

The warmth of the room changed from pleasant to too damn hot in a moment. She squirmed at the sensations writhing inside her as he drank her body in with his eyes.

"What the hell are you doing?" Kristen said. 

She kicked him in the shin. He flinched for a moment, then fixed those smoky blue eyes on her again. She felt transfixed by them, like he was Dracula in one of those old movies hypnotizing a woman before her took what he wanted from their bodies. She shivered then.

"Taking what’s owed to me," John said.

He leapt onto her, grabbing her wrists and pinning them against the bed. 

"What—?" Kristen began.

Then his mouth covered hers. Their teeth clashed together, but he didn't stop. Kristen struggled beneath him, her body writhing against his.

He kept her on her back while he lay beside her, kissing. He grabbed her by the throat, letting his fingers tighten until he cut off her air. Then he let go. His hand travelled down from her neck, cupping one of her breasts. Kristen's nipple puckered under his grip. He chuckled when he felt that.

Then his hand kept going. Kristen arched her back into the air, ostensibly to shake his fingers off. But it just helped him slip them into her pants. She gasped as his fingers moved between her legs, feeling her lips.

Feeling how wet she'd gotten. He slipped one finger between her lips, rubbing at her wetness, making her hotter and wetter for him.

"John..." she moaned as he finally took his mouth from hers. She felt flushed and warm, so warm. 

This had all changed from some awful nightmare to her darkest fantasy. 

"John!" she said again as he slipped his finger into her wetness. She tightened around him as he rubbed and curled his finger inside her.

His cock hardened. She had the urge to feel it. He only held one of her wrists now, so she used her free hand to grab his hard shaft through his jeans. She rubbed at it, smiling when he got stiffer at her touch.

"I knew this was what you wanted," John said.

He pushed a second finger into her pussy when he finished. Kristen moaned, pushing her head back against the mattress as her slick walls stretched around him. 

"Yeah?" she said, panting, unable to catch her breath. It was hard to do anything but concentrate on how his fingers rubbed against her, how they sent shocks of pleasure up through her body. How they squelched inside her as he urged more and more wetness from her body.

"Yeah," he said, grinning his crooked grin at her.

So she let go of his cock and grabbed the back of his head. She pulled his face down, then bit his bottom lip between her teeth and held it there.

It was his turn to squeeze his eyes shut and moan. She bit down harder. His cock jerked against her at the sudden pain.

Slowly, she let his lip trail out.

"That may be true, but we both know that you've wanted to fuck me all year. It must have made you so frustrated when I wouldn't let you have any of this..." she squeezed her pussy around his fingers and they both moaned.

John's lips pressed into a thin line. She saw the frustration in his eyes then, and smiled at him.

He bared his teeth at her. Then he pulled his fingers from her sopping cunt. They came out dripping with her juices. John shoved himself to his feet.

Then he stripped her, wrenching her shoes off. Her pants and panties were next, peeled off her legs like she was some fresh, sweet fruit that he craved. She arched her back as he pulled off her shirt and unhooked her bra.

Then she was naked on the bed for him, her legs spread apart with him standing between them. His stiff cock pulsed against his jeans, trapped. His eyes widened as he took her bare flesh in, as he stared at the glistening wetness between the bald lips of her little pussy.

Kristen squeezed her breasts, pinching her nipples and licking her lips as she watched him undress. He pulled his shirt off, then shoved his pants down. His eager cock sprang up, stiff and trembling. She couldn't take her eyes off it. It was long and thick. This had to be why the other girls hadn't been able to say no. He'd showed them that monster he kept hidden in his pants and they soaked their panties for him.

"John..." she said.

But then he reached down and pulled her to her feet. His big, strong hands kneaded the firm flesh of her ass while she jerked his hard cock with both her hands. Electric shocks of pleasure so intense that she almost couldn't take them rushed through her body as she felt how hot and hard his shaft was in her fingers. She could feel his heartbeat through his cock as she slid the skin on it up and down, faster and faster. 

When she threw her head back, he practically attacked her neck with his mouth. He gave her a long trail of wet hickies, leaving the tender flesh of her throat raw and red and wanting more. 

John put his hands on her shoulders and shoved her down. The floor was cold on her knees, but the sensation was forgotten in another moment. His thick, heavy cock trembled kissing distance from her mouth.

She looked up into his eyes and saw what he wanted from her, what he demanded.

His groan as she opened her mouth wide and sank her lips as far down his shaft as she could made her pussy tingle, getting wet enough for her thighs to glisten with her own need. 

If he throbbed when she'd held him with her hands, he throbbed in her mouth. She moaned around his girth. He replied with a groan and a shudder of his own. His precum leaked out onto her tongue. She swallowed it, then started sucking on him. 

John swept her hair back with one hand, holding it out of the way. He grabbed her by the back of the neck with the other. He pulled her forward, shoving his cock deeper into her.

His cock swelled in her mouth, getting stiffer by the moment. She grabbed his shaft and starting stroking it, using her own saliva as lube. Her eyes started watering, and she had to fight against her gag reflex. 

How much of him can I take? she wondered. She let him pull her mouth farther down his length, her nose getting closer and closer to the tight muscles of his abs.

He held her mouth there for a while, letting her feel the strain as her lips stretched to keep him in, letting the saliva squirt into her mouth at the taste of him, then down her chin.

She looked up at him, her eyes imploring, even as she snuck one of her hands between her legs to rub at her little erect clit. 

"Holy fuck!" John said, jerking his hips back and pulling his cock out of her mouth. Long, clear strings of spit hung between her lips and the head of his shaft. She collected them with her free hand and used it as lube in her palm, letting her slide her fingers up and down on him with ease.

"Are you going to fuck me now, John?" Kristen asked. Her lips hurt from all the stretching. They were bright red and sensitive, and John couldn't seem to take his eyes off them. His cock trembled in her hand.

"I always knew you were a horny little bitch," he said.

He picked her up as though she weighed nothing, then threw her down on the bed again.

She had the sudden urge to ask him if he had protection, but she didn't have the time. John grabbed her by the hips and pulled her towards him until her ass hung off the side of the bed. Grabbing her by the knees, he pushed them up to her chest. His cock throbbed when he looked down at her bald little cunt.

He was so stiff that he had to push his cock down with the pad of his thumb to line it up with her passage. 

She put her hand on his stomach, right below his navel, trying to make him slow down.

"I'm not on anything," she said.

He'd pushed the head of his cock against her sex. She could feel its heat and need reflected in her own body. Her hips lifted slightly, taking the tip of him into her.

"Good," John said.

He grabbed her hand and pushed it aside.

The head of his cock bulled its way into her tight little pussy, aided by all her juices and saliva. Kristen hissed at the pain, her toes curling up as her pussy stretched around his girth. 

"John!" she called out, her walls clamping down around him, trying to slow him down as he plunged deeper and deeper into her sopping wetness with his bare shaft.

John just pushed her knees harder back against her chest, making her even tighter around him.

"Yes..." he said, letting his head roll back as he stopped to let himself feel the way her walls throbbed and tightened around him.

Kristen couldn't help it. She had to see. She lifted her head. 

He'd gotten almost ever last inch of himself in. She could see the very base of his shaft trembling and straining against her tightness. She could see how her lips had opened around him. She could see her mingled juices and spit glistening on his member.

Her head whipped back against the mattress as the heat of her sexual agony built.

John took this as a signal to fuck her. Withdrawing his cock part way from her, he rammed it back into her. The bed squeaked against the floor from the force of his thrusting. 

No matter how tightly her pussy gripped him, she couldn't slow him down.

Not that she wanted to.

"John!" she said, calling his name over and over in between telling him to fuck her harder.

"Fuck that pussy," she said, "Fuck me with that hard cock. Do you like how wet I am for you? Do you like having all my juices all over your shaft while I squeeze you?"

John had his teeth gritted. His eyes fixed on where their bodies joined, watching his cock slide into her, then pull back out, her pussy trailing along his length, trying to keep him from leaving. 

Then his cock touched something in her. She screamed and started bucking against the bed, her hips jerking up and down, driving him harder and faster into her.

"Yeah, come all over my cock you bitch," he said, slamming himself all the way into her.

"Fuck you!" she cried out as her pussy convulsed on his shaft.

Then his grin shifted. He snarled, and his face contorted. It was almost like it felt so good that it hurt.

She wasn’t on any protection. He didn’t have a condom on. She knew that she should demand that he pull out.

But that same thing inside her that told her to let this happen, let her dad sell her like this, told her to let him empty his balls deep in her guts.

To let him totally own her like that.

"Yeah, fill my pussy up with that hot load of cum," Kristen said as her body continued through the throes of her climax. squeezing up around his rigid shaft as it jerked inside of her. She could feel each spurt, shooting out hard into her pussy.

His cum filled her with warmth, pooling inside her, so much that it squeezed out from around his shaft to drip down her ass and onto the floor.

When he finished, he pulled out of her. His load leaked from her pussy, all creamy and white. Her walls still throbbed as though he had stayed inside her.

"There," he said, bending over to grab his pants.

"You're such an asshole," Kristen said, letting her legs stretch out as the intense relief and relaxation that always followed and intense orgasm flowed through her.

"You keep telling me that, but I think you wanted me to fuck you even more than I wanted to feel that tight pussy of yours around me."

"Shut up," Kristen said. She didn’t want to tell him the truth.

Even though he seemed to already know.

“Well, you’re a pretty nice piece of ass, I’ll give you that,” John said, shoving his glistening cock into his pants and zipping the fly, “Tell your dad I won’t break his kneecaps. For now, anyway.”

He left. Kristen just sat on the bed, going over what had happened. 

She’d never been used like that before. Her pussy ached for that stretching she’d just been given. It throbbed with every heartbeat.

She’d never climaxed so hard before, she knew. Never had hotter sex.

She wondered if John intended on coming back to collect again anytime soon.




Used for Daddy’s Debt 

 

Cassie didn’t know why her dad sent her down to the office that he shared with his business partner.

Only that she’d gotten home for the weekend from college and he seemed really upset.

“Dad? Is everything okay?” Cassie gave him a big hug and looked up into his face.

He put one hand on the back of her head and pulled her cheek against his chest. “Yeah, sweetheart… Just lots going on at work.”

His eyes took on a faraway glimmer, then. Cassie wasn’t stupid. She knew that everything wasn’t all right.

“How’s college going?” he changed the topic.

“Even better than first year!” Cassie replied. She’d just started her second year.

Though one thing that bugged her was that she was still only 18. Most of her classmates had already hit 19 and she was a bit jealous. Though she didn’t share this with her dad.

“You know if there’s anything to do to help out that I will, right?” Cassie offered, their hug finally ending.

Her dad’s eyes unfocused once more, and he swallowed heavily. “Actually, now that you mention it, could you run on down to my office? I know this sounds weird, but Rich wants to see you.”

Cassie frowned, “Mr. Jones? What does he want?”

He and her dad had been business partners at the firm forever now. She still called him Mr. Jones. Calling him by his first name would be like calling her dad by his, and that just seemed weird.

Her dad shrugged, “Not sure. Would you go do it though, for me? I think it will help a lot.”

Cassie hesitated only a moment. She’d do anything for her dad. “Sure! Hey, maybe we can order pizza for dinner tonight?”

“Sure,” her dad told her.

She borrowed his car and drove down to the office. It was one floor in a lowrise building, and empty this weekend. Except for the big office in the back left corner. Mr. Jones’s office.

“Mr. Jones?” Cassie said, pushing at his door. It stood ajar.

Mr. Jones looked up from some papers scattered across his desk. He and her dad were the same age, though Mr. Jones hit the gym and kept himself in good shape.

Actually, Cassie used to have a crush on him. But that was little girl stuff and she was an adult now.

“Ah, Cassie. You’re dad told me you were on your way. You look great!” Mr. Jones said, coming around to the front of his desk and leaning back against it. 

His eyes went up and down her body and Cassie experienced a tingle of warmth low in her stomach.

She bit down a little on her bottom lip and glanced away. “Why did you want to see me?”

Mr. Jones sighed and wrapped a knuckle against his desktop. “Well, I’m not going to bullshit you, Cassie. Your dad got the firm in big trouble. Really big trouble…”

“Oh God! Is everything okay?” Cassie knew that her dad had been off.

Mr. Jones smiled, “Yes, I fixed everything. But it wasn’t cheap. And your dad doesn’t have the money to pay me back. And it’s not like I want my business partner to sell his house or anything to get the money. I need him here.”

Cassie hugged herself and looked around the big office, “I don’t understand. What does this have to do with me?”

Mr. Jones pushed away from the desk and stood directly in front of her. She could smell the woody-leathery scent of his aftershave. 

“It was my idea, not his.”

Cassie trembled. She took a step back. “What was?”

“You,” he replied, his hungry eyes gobbling her up.

She swallowed hard. That tremble in her stomach turned to a quiver. Between her thighs she sensed the first bit of wetness.

“”You mean you want me to… be with you… and you’ll forgive my dad what he owes you?” Cassie’s smooth and youthful brow wrinkled. Little tingles ran up her body from the base of her spine.

Mr. Jones grinned, “Yes, that’s the long and short of it.”

Cassie couldn’t catch her breath. Her nipples perked up hard against her shirt, and she squeezed her thighs against the quivering going on between them.

“But Mr. Jones, I’ve never… been with… a guy before. I want it to be special.”

His grin widened. The front of his slacks bulged out, just a little. It caught Cassie’s eye. She found herself wondering just how big Mr. Jones was.

“Good,” Mr. Jones said, “You’re a virgin. That’s very good. So what will it be? I know you’ve always had a bit of a crush on me, Cassie.”

She sucked her bottom lip into her mouth and bit down on it, harder this time. It dragged out from between her teeth all tingly. “I don’t know. Maybe.”

She couldn’t deny the proposition intrigued her. She also couldn’t deny the sensations running rampant through her lithe body. 

She played a lot of volleyball and went swimming at the college pool. Those coupled with her young metabolism kept her body taut, yet curvy where it needed to be.

“Here, let me convince you,” Mr. Jones took her by the hips and pulled her body against his.

She trembled in his arms as she felt his fingers begin caressing her bottom. It felt so good at the same time that she wanted him to just let her go. 

But she needed her dad to be okay.

"This is your father’s last chance," he whispered into her ear while nuzzling and kissing her slender neck.

Of their own volition, her hips ground against him. The movement brushed her stomach against his hard shaft, and his lips parted in pleasure. She didn't think she'd ever be with a guy that much older than her. But it was for her dad. And Mr. Jones was good looking.

"Oh... Okay, Mr. Jones," she said.

She squealed as he picked her up. Mr. Jones set her down on the edge of his desk, her ass only partially on it. She hoped her wetness didn't get on the desk. She didn't think he'd like that.

Then he went down onto his knees. He grabbed her legs and threw them over his shoulders, then hiked her skirt up. His breath caught in his throat when he saw the damp spot on her panties.

This is it, she thought, I'm in trouble. She leaned back on her hands, which had gripped the edge of the desk.

"Did I do something wrong?" she asked.

"No," Mr. Jones said.

Then he kissed her pussy through her panties. Her hips arched into the air, grinding her cunt against his face. His mouth felt hot against her. His breath washed out between his lips, adding to the heat.

Incredible shocks of pleasure formed in her pussy, spreading out through her body as he nuzzled his face against her.

Then he hooked one finger in the crotch of her panties and pulled them aside. 

Cassie liked to keep herself clean shaven. She preferred it. Apparently, so did Mr. Jones. A little moan burst from his mouth as he looked at her bald, pink lips.

Then he put his tongue in her. She felt it inside, licking and rubbing. It was like he was trying to drink up all her wetness.

But he couldn't. The more he licked, the wetter she got. From his spit, yes. But her own juices practically flowed out of her, soaking his chin and cheeks.

"Mr. Jones!" she cried, gyrating her hips against his face, pushing herself harder against him so that his tongue would go deeper into her.

"Mr. Jones... Mr. Jones... Oh, wait, I don't know what's..."

She'd never felt an orgasm like the one Mr. Jones gave her. She'd touched herself in bed, yeah, and let her boyfriend do it too. But Mr. Jones knew what he was doing.

Cassie almost asked him to stop as she lost control. Mr. Jones's fingers squeezed into her thighs, holding her down as she bucked and screamed. He kept licking, even as her juices rushed from her, soaking him again. Her whole body clenched up and a wave of heat rolled through her. Her pussy had squeezed tight, and he could barely get his tongue into her.

Then she relaxed. All her muscles felt like jelly, and this incredible sense of relief washed away pretty much all other sensation. Tears filled her eyes, even though she was as far away from sad or upset as a girl could be.

"That's a good girl, Cassie. Catch your breath," Mr. Jones said as he stood up.

He unzipped her skirt, then pulled it off her along with her panties. 

At first, she tried to stop him as he unbuttoned her blouse. She hadn't filled out as much as some of her friends; her breasts were small, round, and firm. 

But his fingers were insistent. When he got her blouse off, he unhooked her bra and pulled that off, too. She lay totally naked on his desk.

He leaned over her to suck on first one stiff little nipple, then the other. His big hands completely cupped each breast, giving them both a firm squeeze.

She pushed herself partway up as he moved back and began undressing. Her eyes widened as he pulled off his clothes. She could see his abs, and his big chest and shoulders.

When he pushed his pants down, his cock sprang up. She jerked back at the sight. It was so much bigger than her boyfriend's, long and thick. As she watched, it throbbed. A pearly bead of precum appeared at the tip.

"Come here," Mr. Jones said, grabbing her hands.

She slid off the desk and he guided her down onto her knees. His stiff cock trembled a few inches from her face.

"Go on. Show me you're worth what’s owed."

Keeping her hands on her thighs, Cassie leaned forward. Tentative at first, as though unsure and shy, she stuck out her tongue. Mr. Jones sucked in his breath when she licked that glob of precum from the tip of his cock. It tasted salty.

Cassie found she wanted more. And the only way to get more was to suck it out of him, she knew.

"That's a good girl..." Mr. Jones said, the muscles in his neck and shoulders standing out as he watched Cassie wrap her lips around his shaft.

Her tongue swished across the head, then down to the bottom. Mr. Jones gasped when the tip of her tongue played along the bottom, so she kept doing it. 

She got what she wanted. More precum leaked from him. They both enjoyed it as she swept that away with her tongue again.

Then he grabbed her by the sides of the head. She didn't know what he was doing until he thrust himself deeper into her mouth. He only got about half his shaft in before he hit her throat. She did her best to suppress her gag reflex as he fucked her mouth.

Each time he pulled back for another thrust, more of her spit hung in little clear ropes from the bottom of his member. He was so big. Her lips felt sore. Her eyes started to water. But she didn't try to stop him. She didn't think she could.

One of her hands found its way between her legs. The tip of her middle finger touched her clit, sending tingles through her. She played with herself.

Finally, Mr. Jones let go of her head. Slowly, he withdrew from her lips. Gobs of Cassie's spit dripped from his entire length to splash on the floor.

"Okay, that should be wet enough. Come here," Mr. Jones said.

Her knees ached as he helped her to her feet. Again, he lifted her onto the desk. 

He's going to fuck me, Cassie thought, he's going to shove that monster into me, again and again. Her pussy tingled, getting slicker and trembling as she thought about it. She hadn’t even let her boyfriend do that to her yet. But this was for her dad. 

"I knew this was a good idea," Mr. Jones said as he pushed her knees back to her chest to expose her sopping, bald cunt.

He had to squat down a little to get his cock on the right level, he was so tall. 

They both watched as he grabbed his cock firmly with one hand and guided it to her dripping passage. She jumped a little as she felt the taut head bump against her. 

"It's too big," she said, putting a hand against his stomach to try and stop him.

"Shh..." Mr. Jones said, not even bothering to move her hand.

He pushed. She really was tight. But she'd also covered him with her spit. And her pussy glistened with her juices she was so wet. Her fingernails pressed against the taut muscles of his abs as she felt herself stretch around his girth.

"Oh God..." Mr. Jones said as they watched his cock sink into her. 

Her grip on his shaft tightened as her stretched walls responded to his hardness, squeezing around him. The skin on his shaft bunched back as he drove forward. 

It hurt, but she'd never had a pain that felt so good before. As he slid deeper into her wet pussy, she could feel him hardening, getting hotter. She couldn't believe how warm he felt inside her.

So she cried out as he started pulling back. No, she thought, don't take it out, it feels too good!

"Mr. Jones, aren't you going to fuck me? Am I too tight?"

His cock flexed in her as she spoke. "No," he said, "It's good."

He fucked her then, slamming their bodies together. Cassie's toes curled up and she screamed. Then he pulled back and jackhammered into her again and again. 

All Cassie could let out was a constant series of moans and groans. She couldn't take her eyes away from his glistening shaft as he rammed it into her, then pulled back, then slammed it home again. 

The feeling of his bare cock inside her sent shivers up her back, made her pussy tingle and clench and tighten. She got so tight around him that she didn't know how he could stay inside her.

Mr. Jones had gritted his teeth. He didn't blink as he watched his cock slide in and out of his student. His hands moved up her body to grip her small breasts. He squeezed and kneaded them like they were balls of firm dough. 

"It's so good, Mr. Jones..." Cassie said.

Then her teacher thrust himself balls deep into her. He leaned over her as she lay back against his desk. They kissed. His hands moved away from her breasts to cup her bottom, squeezing those cheeks until they turned red. 

Cassie cried out. He was so big. Her pussy strained and stretched, trying to hold onto him.

Then Mr. Jones picked her up in his arms. She wrapped her arms around his neck as his grip on her ass tightened.

Standing like that, he bounced her up and down his shaft. Their fucking made a wet sound that made Cassie close her eyes and lean her head back. Mr. Jones kissed her neck, nipping and leaving a slick trail up her throat. 

His fingers tightened against her ass again.

"Mr. Jones, what's wrong?" Cassie said, opening her eyes and looking into his face.

He looked strained. He couldn't close his mouth. Cassie's heart quickened. Had she done something wrong?

"I'm going to cum, Cassie. I'm going to fill your little pussy up. You're so tight..."

Cassie moaned. She wanted him to do it so badly. Just thinking about it sent her pussy trembling and clenching up around him. 

"But Mr. Jones, if you do that won't I get pregnant?"

"No," he said between breaths. She could feel his cock swelling inside of her, getting even harder. He bounced her up and down on him faster and faster, driving his entire length into her each time.

It was too much. Cassie cried out, burying her face into his shoulder and holding onto him for dear life. Another orgasm slammed into her body. Again, that dizzying wave of pleasure moved through her as her pussy rhythmically massaged her teacher's hard shaft. Her whole body went rigid again.

"Ah!" Mr. Jones groaned, plunging his shaft all the way into her again.

He exploded in her. Hot spurts of cum coated her pussy. More and more. So much that it leaked out of her, running down his shaft to his balls.

"So warm..." Cassie said, trembling at the strength of their combined climax.

Intensely pleasurable, slow-moving electric shocks trembled and tingled all throughout her body.

When he finished, Mr. Jones didn't seem to have the strength to hold her up anymore. He set her down on his desk, not seeming to care as the huge load of his seed he'd just spent in her came trickling out onto the varnished surface. Her body so warm, the desk felt pleasantly cool against her bottom.

But she also ached. Every muscle in her seemed exhausted, completely drained. Little trickles of sweat ran down the curve of her back.

Her mind cleared a few minutes later. She watched him as he did his pants back up.

"Did I do okay, Mr. Jones?" she asked.

Cassie knew she couldn't take a 'no' here. Not after that. It had felt so good for her, after she'd given in. Surely, that meant he'd liked it, too? She could still feel the warmth of his cum inside her. Didn't that mean he'd liked it?

"Here," Mr. Jones said, handing Cassie her clothes.

Her muscles trembled so much she had trouble getting it all back on. Only when she'd finished did Mr. Jones say anything else.

“I’ll let your dad know everything’s square between the two of us. You should run along now.”

She couldn’t walk straight. Her sore pussy ached and throbbed with its own heartbeat. She didn’t look forward to the drive back, either. All that sitting.

“Cassie?”

She paused at the door and looked back at him. He had his cell phone out, apparently texting.

“Your dad says there will be pizza when you get back.”




Satisfying Daddy’s Debt 

 

I couldn’t help that my dad had a gambling problem. I couldn’t help that I couldn’t count how many times he’d lost the mortgage payment on a single spin of the wheel or hand of cards.

Once I turned 18 I moved away to college, I thought that would be the end of that. But it wasn’t.

Every weekend he called me, told me what sort of trouble he was in, who he was in it with.

Usually he managed to find some way to get the money back. Working the debt off, selling something if that wasn’t an option. I didn’t worry too much.

He was pretty resourceful.

Except for this time. 

He owed this guy Dean more money than Dean would let him work off. 

I knew Dean. When my dad hosted poker nights Dean was always a fixture around the table.

And when I came in to talk to my dad, Dean’s eyes always strayed to me.

I thought it was kind of hot, actually. There was something sexy in how he was old enough to be my dad. 

Something sensual about the way he brazenly checked me out right in front of my dad.

I turned it into a little game.

I’d come into the room not wearing a bra, making sure my nipples were nice and perky. 

Or I’d drop something by his chair and bend down right beside him so that he got a nice look at my ass.

For a while there, I nursed a huge schoolgirl crush on him. All of my own making, of course.

There were nights I couldn’t get to sleep unless I slipped my fingers down beneath the waistband of my panties.

Just thinking about him got me so wet. The little bean of my clit always swelled up, and I had to keep my moans down as I teased myself to some sort of satisfaction.

Then, once, there came a poker night when my dad wasn’t home yet. He’d gone out on a beer and smoke run.

And during that super brief window, Dean got to the house first before anyone else.

Most of the guys usually came in through the back door, which was left unlocked specifically for this purpose. The back door let into the kitchen, where I stood rinsing out a bowl.

Dean opened the door.

I remember the way my entire body tingled when our eyes locked together. My breath caught in my throat.

My pussy throbbed between my thighs.

I knew that we didn’t have much time.

“Hey, Meghan,” he said, his eyes hungry all over me. I could tell he wanted me.

I didn’t say anything. I dropped the bowl into the sink and went over to him. I put my hands on his chest and went up onto my tiptoes. I kissed him, his mouth hot against mine.

He kissed me back. Then his hands settled on my waist. They shifted down and cupped my ass, squeezing my firm cheeks through my shorts.

My pussy throbbed. I wanted him to bend me over the counter and fuck me then and there.

From the way his cock pressed against my stomach, I knew he wanted that too.

But then we both heard my dad pull into the driveway and we parted. Heat filled my cheeks, and I hid my blush by running the tap water hot and putting my face into the steam so that when my dad came in he wouldn’t suspect anything.

Dean stepped off in the bathroom. I thought quickly about running in there with him, going down on my knees and taking him in my mouth then and there.

But I couldn’t risk coming out and seeing my dad.

So this time when my dad told me he owed money to Dean, I put my hand on his shoulder and said, “Don’t worry, I know just how to make this go away.”

He looked at me, “I don’t want you doing anything to hurt yourself.”

“Don’t worry,’ I replied, “I won’t.”

It was a Saturday, so I figured Dean would probably be at home. He didn’t have a wife or kids or a girlfriend, so I knew he’d be alone. Just the way I wanted it.

He answered his door quickly. When he saw me his eyes went wide. “Meghan, what are you doing here?”

He swallowed hard and my heart throbbed against my ribs.

“Can I come in?”

“Sure,” he said, letting me inside, “What’s this about?”

I turned and faced him. We stood in his entrance hall, which wasn’t very wide. Our bodies almost touched. I could feel the tingle of static between us.

My heart was so loud in my ears.

“I know that my dad owes you money.”

He rubbed at his chin, “Yeah, he does. That’s between me and him, though.”

“Actually, it’s not,” I said, licking my lips. They felt nice and plump and glossy. 

“What are you saying?”

“I think you know what I’m saying. I know we’ve both wanted to do this for a while. So here’s my deal: I give you what we both want and you let my dad off the hook.”

His jaw tightened. “He owes me quite a bit…”

I twirled the straps of my tops around my thumbs and pulled it down, revealing my pert little breasts, my nipples already achingly hard. “And I’m not worth quite a bit.”

“You are,” he replied.

I’d never been to his house before, but I figured the master was upstairs. I grabbed him by the wrist and led him up and looked until I found the room with the bed in it.

Then I turned around and faced him.

“So that’s how you want it, eh?” Dean said.

His big hands grabbed me by the waist and pulled me down to the bed. His hot lips found mine, and I felt my pussy juice again as his tongue poked into my mouth. 

He kept one hand at the back of my head, using it to push my face to his. The other grabbed one of my breasts. My mouth opened wide when he pinched my nipple, sending a shock through my body. 

I grabbed his face with both hands and kissed him with the urgency of my desire. A gasp escaped my lips into his mouth as his fingers stopped massaging my breasts. They moved down my stomach. My back arched as he pushed his fingertips down under my panties. 

My legs spread for him as he rubbed my pussy. One finger slipped into my wet little hole. I almost screamed. 

Letting go with one hand, I grabbed his cock through his briefs. He was so hard. His length pulsed in my fingers as I squeezed him.

“I need you so bad, baby,” Dean said, pulling back.

Every nerve in my body felt alive with electricity as he stroked the front wall of my pussy with his finger.

It felt good, but it was his cock that I wanted. He pulled my head back so that he could kiss my neck as I stroked him. I wanted to feel his bare flesh, so I yanked his briefs down so that the waistband was held down by his balls.

Immediately, his thick cock sprang up. I ran the tip of my thumb over the tip of his shaft. It was already wet with precum. He nipped my neck as his body shook. I smiled at his pleasure as I excited all the nerves in the taut flesh of the head of his cock.

My fingers moved up and down his length. He was thick enough that I couldn’t even touch the tips of my fingers together around him as I gripped him tightly. He sucked in a breath as I pulled the skin on his shaft as far down as I could.

“Meghan, baby, it feels so good...” He said.

My smile grew. He still thought I was my mom.

He moved back up to kiss my lips, but I stopped him. His fingers pulled out of my pussy as I got up on my hands and knees. I turned around to face his feet, one hand still firmly clamped around his member. 

I felt him shudder as my hot breath washed over his length. 

“Oh Meghan, I’ve wanted your mouth for so long now...”

I paused. This excited me more than I thought it would. My pussy got even wetter, and saliva squirted into my mouth. Then he started rubbing my slit through my panties. He put one finger against it and slid up and down. My ass cheeks clenched up for a moment as my mouth opened.

I stopped myself from talking by filling my mouth with his cock. My lips locked around his shaft tightly, and I moaned as I pushed my mouth down as far as it would go. There was so much saliva that I left a thick layer as I pulled my lips back along him. I used it to lube him up, running my fingers along his hardness.

He sucked in a breath as he swelled in my mouth. I sucked harder, jamming my mouth up and down him. My lips already felt sore, I had them locked up in a ring so tight around his cock. 

“Meghan... baby... You’re gonna make me cum...”

I felt him push my underwear to the side. He slid one finger into my pussy and started curling it against my slippery, wet walls. 

My hunger for him grew even as my pussy tightened on him. My hand jackhammered up and down his cock, and I concentrated on sucking the head.

“God, Meghan!” He moaned again.

His whole body went rigid. His cock swelled in my mouth as my fingers flashed up and down the length I’d made slick with my spit. 

Dean arched his hips, driving his cock deeper into my lips as he came. His cock flexed with each spurt. Hot cum shot into my mouth, and I swallowed it all greedily. When his hips fell back to the bed, I stroked his length to milk the last few drops from him. His whole body quivered, and his finger pulled out of my pussy.

“Oh, baby, that was so good... God, you make my balls ache…” he said, his cock still mostly hard.

I wanted more. I needed more.

“Don’t you remember how wet I was on your finger? How tight? Don’t you want to know how it feels to have me wrapped around that hard, thick cock of yours?” I said, turning to face him with hooded eyes. 

Arching my back, I bent over and slid my shorts and panties partway down my ass. When I looked over my shoulder, I saw him staring at me. He swallowed heavily as his pants bulged out around his hardening cock.

“No!” He said, tearing his eyes away from my delicious body. I felt my pussy get wetter, my body get hotter, at his playing hard to get.

“Come on, Dean. I need it so much. You have no idea how wet I am for you right now, how much I want to feel your bare cock in my tight little hole. Come and fuck me, Dean!”

I climbed back onto the bed, my hands on the top and my feet handing off the edge, and bent over.

He ran one shaking hand through his hair as his cock continued hardening. 

Then my heart jumped as a look of pure anger twisted his face. I yelped as he stormed over to me. He grabbed my shoulder, spun me around into a sitting position, and pushing me down hard.

I giggled at him.

“You’re such a dirty little bitch,” he said.

I reached up and grabbed his hard cock. “I want to be your dirty little bitch, Dean...”

He slapped my hand away. For a moment, I thought he was going to slap me across the face. I sucked in my lip, thinking about how hard he’d felt.

“Fine!” He said, snarling. “Is this what you want?” He said, practically spitting the words at me as he stroked his cock back to hardness.

A bead of pearly precum glistened at the tip of his cock as it sprung free from his briefs. 

“It is, isn’t it?” He said.

I squealed as he grabbed my legs behind my knees and pushed them to my chest. My thighs rubbed against my stiff nipples, making me moan. I could feel my juices running out of my pussy freely, down into the cleft of my ass. I felt wetter than ever before. 

His fingers tightened around my knees hard enough to hurt. I whimpered. 

“You horny little slut,” Dean said.

He crouched lower. He had to take one hand off my knee so that he could point his cock down at the right angle.

My mouth opened wide and I threw my head back when he put the head of his cock against my sex. Even though my pussy was soaking wet, I still had to stretch around him. 

Dean gritted his teeth as he pushed into me. He groaned deeply as my pussy stretched around him, gripping him tightly. My hole pushed at the skin on his shaft, bunching it back.

“Yeah... This is what you want, isn’t it? A nice hard cock in this tight little pussy. Why are you so tight, huh?”

My body quivered as he continued teasing me, and my pussy clamped so hard around him that he could barely plunge his hard cock deeper into me.

“...Be... Because you’re so big and hard for me, Dean...” I said. I kept my knees pulled back as he massaged the backs of my thighs. He squeezed my flesh so hard that I knew there’d be bruises later. 

I’d never seen Dean so angry before as he sheathed his cock all the way down to his balls in my cunt. He flexed himself in me, and my hips bucked as I yelped at the sudden swelling. 

As he pulled back out of me, we both were wide-eyed at how wet I’d made him. My juices trickled back along his shaft, dripping down onto the carpet. The lips of my pussy pulled back along with him, and I moaned as I saw and felt how tight I had him gripped in me. 

My opening stretched as the head of his cock started coming out as well.

“Fuck me Dean, please...” I said, not wanting him to leave me. It felt so good to have something so big and hard in my body. 

“Like this? Is this what you want?” He asked, still snarling.

I screamed as he sank his cock all the way back in. My toes curled, and there was such a surge of sensation in my pussy that I felt hot tears pushing at the back of my eyes.

He laid into me, putting all his anger into each powerful thrust. His cock squelched in my wet pussy as I juiced on him again and again.

“Fuck me, Dean... Fuck me, Dean...” I kept saying.

I grabbed my ankles, trying to pull my legs back farther. The sight of his shaft sinking into my sex so quickly was mesmerizing.

My climax came so fast that it took me by surprise. One moment I was begging him to fuck me hard and deep, the next I was screaming his name.

“That’s it, Meghan, cum all over my cock. Isn’t that what you wanted?” He said.

He grabbed me by the throat and squeezed, cutting off my air supply. Bombs burst in my eyes, and I shook so much that the couch vibrated under me as my pussy clamped down on him in my ecstasy.

But there was something else I wanted. Finding the last of my breath for the words, I looked him right in the eye.

“Cum inside me, Dean... Please...” I begged. 

I couldn’t explain the desire. All I knew was that I needed to feel his hot load in my body, filling me up. 

“Fuck!” Dean said as my words touched something deep within him.

His cock slammed spasmodically in and out of me, as though he’d been seized by some animalistic desire that wrested control of his body away from him. 

He let go of my throat, grabbing me by the knees again and shoving them back, making me even tighter around him.

“God!” Dean screamed. 

He threw his head back. I could see all the tendons standing out in his neck, all the muscles in his body trembling.

His cock hammered into me as I screamed for him again. Then he swelled, getting harder. His fingers tightened painfully around my knees as he pushed as deeply into me as he could.

My mouth dropped open as I felt his cock flex. Hot cum erupted from his member like lava, spurting right against the back of my hungry little pussy. He trembled and shook as an impossible seeming amount of his seed filled me up. There was so much that it leaked out around his cock.

I had been gripping the cushions of the couch as though my life depended on it. My fingers relaxed as his cock jerked with the final spurt of his hot seed. 

Sweat trickled down the sides of his face as his chest and shoulders heaved. A small snarl still on his lips, he pulled out of me.

I gasped as I felt a torrent of his cum spill out of my pussy and onto the couch. He watched it all happen, his softening cock twitching at the sight. 

“That was so good, Dean...” I said.

I wiped at the sweat on my forehead with the back of my hand. 

Dean watched me for a few more moments before shaking his head and walking away. 

I stood and almost fell back down. My legs had gone numb, and my knees threatened to buckle under me. When I felt steady enough, I found my panties and shorts and pulled them back on. 

“This doesn’t have to be the only time,” I told him.

“Your dad will owe me money again soon, I’m sure.”

“Good,” I replied.




 

Freebies For You!

 

Enjoy the story? Want more? How about 27 more erotic stories, all free? Sign up for the Jillian Cumming Erotica newsletter for a free bundle brimming with steamy sex. 

 

As a VIP newsletter member you’ll receive updates for stories by Jillian Cumming, Terry Innis, Maggie Fields, Brenda Moon, and more!

 

Interested? Click Here or copy this URL (http://eepurl.com/dsHLIP) into your browser to get onto the list. I promise you’ll receive no spam, and your information will be protected.

 



cover.jpg





js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;

var gProgress = 0;

var gCurrentPage = 0;

var gPageCount = 0;

var gClientHeight = null;



function getPosition()

{

	return gPosition;

}



function getProgress()

{

	return gProgress;

}



function getPageCount()

{

	return gPageCount;

}



function getCurrentPage()

{

	return gCurrentPage;

}



function turnOnNightMode(nightModeOn) {

	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;

	var aTags = document.getElementsByTagName('a');

	

	var textColor;

	var bgColor;

	

	if (nightModeOn > 0) {

		textColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

		bgColor = "#000000 !important";

	} else {

		textColor = "#000000 !important";

		bgColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

	}

	

	for (i = 0; i < aTags.length; i++) {

		aTags[i].style.color = textColor;

	} 

	

	body.color = textColor;

	body.backgroundColor = bgColor;

	

	window.device.turnOnNightModeDone();

}



function setupBookColumns()

{

	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;

	body.marginLeft = '0px !important';

	body.marginRight = '0px !important';

	body.marginTop = '0px !important';

	body.marginBottom = '0px !important';

	body.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	body.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	body.webkitNbspMode = 'space';

	

    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;

    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';

    bc.height = window.innerHeight  + 'px !important';  

    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px !important';

	bc.overflow = 'none';

	bc.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	bc.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	gCurrentPage = 1;

	gProgress = gPosition = 0;

	

	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;

	bi.marginLeft = '10px';

	bi.marginRight = '10px';

	bi.padding = '0';

	

	window.device.print ("bc.height = "+ bc.height);

	window.device.print ("window.innerHeight ="+  window.innerHeight);



	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;



	if (gClientHeight < window.innerHeight) {

		gPageCount = 1;

	}

}



function paginate(tagId)

{	

	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this

	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.

	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {

		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;

	}



	setupBookColumns();

	//window.scrollTo(0, window.innerHeight);

	

	window.device.reportPageCount(gPageCount);

	var tagIdPageNumber = 0;

	if (tagId.length > 0) {

		tagIdPageNumber = estimatePageNumberForAnchor (tagId);

	}

	window.device.finishedPagination(tagId, tagIdPageNumber);

}



function repaginate(tagId) {

	window.device.print ("repaginating, gPageCount:" + gPageCount); 

	paginate(tagId);

}



function paginateAndMaintainProgress()

{

	var savedProgress = gProgress;

	setupBookColumns();

	goProgress(savedProgress);

}



function updateBookmark()

{

	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;

	var anchorName = estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(gCurrentPage - 1);

	window.device.finishedUpdateBookmark(anchorName);

}



function goBack()

{

	if (gCurrentPage > 1)

	{

		--gCurrentPage;

		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.previousChapter();

	}

}



function goForward()

{

	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)

	{

		++gCurrentPage;

		gPosition += window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.nextChapter();

	}

}



function goPage(pageNumber, callPageReadyWhenDone)

{

	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)

	{

		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;

		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		if (callPageReadyWhenDone > 0) {

			window.device.pageReady();

		} else {

			window.device.pageChanged();

		}

	}

}



function goProgress(progress)

{

	progress += 0.0001;

	

	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;

	var newPage = 0;

	

	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {

		var low = page * progressPerPage;

		var high = low + progressPerPage;

		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {

			newPage = page;

			break;

		}

	}

		

	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;

	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

	updateProgress();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

 * Estimate the first anchor for the specified page number. This is used on the broken WebKit

 * where we do not know for sure if the specific anchor actually is on the page.

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

	var spans = document.getElementsByTagName('span');

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

	for (var i = 0; i < spans.length; i++) {

		if (spans[i].id.substr(0, 5) == "kobo.") {

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

			if (spans[i].offsetTop >= (page * window.innerHeight)) {

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

 * Estimate the page number for the specified anchor. This is used on the broken WebKit where we

 * do not know for sure how things are columnized. The page number returned is zero based.

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

		return Math.floor(span.offsetTop / window.innerHeight);

	}

	return 0;

}













