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At first Cristina had liked doing her college classes from home.

	Who could find anything wrong with staying in PJs all day, right? That was how she dealt with the lockdown after in-person classes at school closed and she was forced to move out of the dorms and back home.

	Again, not so bad, right?

	Except then it happened. Her mom and dad had invited one of their longtime friends to lockdown with them, since he was all by himself.

	The he in question? Clark. Clark was an okay guy, except when you had to live with him constantly, as Cristina found out.

	She couldn't believe that she'd had a crush on him not that long ago. It was right at the end of high school, after she'd turned 18. Her friend, Becky, had gotten an A in their AP history class by fucking their teacher.

	Late at night, over whispered conversations, Becky told Cristina about how older men knew how to handle a woman better. New how to touch. How hard to squeeze. How to lick.

	How to fuck.

	Becky told Cristina she'd never cum so hard as she did with their teacher. That none of the guys in their class had even come close.

	That's when Cristina started fantasizing about Clark, who'd pretty much always been in her life. She knew him about as well as she knew her own father.

	She just never thought she'd live with him for weeks and weeks like this. So maddeningly close.

	So she started talking back to him. Started breaking things around the house and blaming them on him.

	A few times now she'd even flushed the toilet while he was in the shower. Nothing made her smile like his sudden howl of shock as the hot water blasted him.

	She knew she was being a brat. And that she was too old to be a brat. But that didn't stop her. If anything, it got her off. Which was good, since porn just wasn't doing the trick anymore.

	Then came the day she broke the vase. It had been an accident. A genuine one. She passed by Clark in the hall and turned around to yell something after him, continuning in a backwards walk.

	She'd just started grinning when her hip hit the little wooden plinth the vase sat on. It wobbled back and forth for a moment before crashing to the hardwood floor, instantly shattered into dozens of jagged shards.

	Clark turned and stared wide at first at the vase, then at her.

	Something about that look set a fire in Cristina's tummy and she felt her inner brat push its way to the surface.

	"Why'd you do that, Clark? That was dad's favorite!"

	Clark's mouth formed a shocked O before his jaw clicked shut. "What? I didn't do it. Why the hell are you blaming me?"

	"Because it wasn't me. It was you!" Cristina shot back.

	That fire in her belly shifted lower, and Cristina realized she was wet. Part of her wondered if all this acting out was to see how far she had to push Clark before he did something.

	"You've gotten really saucy since you started college. Smarten up," Clark said.

	Her wicked smile took him aback. Shaking out of his grip again, Cristina went onto her tiptoes so she could get her face as close to his as possible.

	"What are you going to do about it... Clark?"

	His right hand opened and closed as though his fingers itched to grab her and teach her the lesson in manners and responsibility that he thought she needed so badly.

	But then her mother poked her head into the room, smiling. The plastic bags she held crinkled as they swayed heavily at her sides.

	Cristina smiled at him again, then ran off upstairs.

	"What's all this?" her mother said, the smile replaced by a frown when she saw the broken vase.

	"I... uh... I walked into the stand," Clark said. It was his turn for his face to go red.

	Her mom just shook her head, then looked at Cristina, "Things are opening up again soon. You better start filling out those job applications like you promised!"

	Her mother and father stepped out of the house again later that night, going to meet some old friends for some quality catching up time. Friends who were apparently on the outs with Clark.

	Cristina lay on her bed in her room, her ankles crossed and waving back and forth slowly like a pendulum. She was happy to be filling out the applications. It would get her away from that place and to somewhere new. Clark really seemed to have become a jerk since she'd finished high school. He only got more irritated as the time for her to go came closer. 

	What's his deal, anyway? she wondered. He'd seemed ready to yell at her earlier. Would he have spanked me? Neither of them had spanked her before. Her punishments had always been getting lectured and having things taken away.

	She'd been filling out the endless surveys about distance learning and thinking of essay topics for her classes for so long. She needed to stretch. 

	So she got up and went out into the hall. It had hardwood floors, too. There were four doors, one leading to her bedroom, one for the bathroom, one for a guestroom, and the master bedroom at the other end of the hall. In between two of the doorframes her mother had set up a small table. A clear crystal vase rested on this table, filled partway with water. Flowers of various shades spilled out over the lip in full bloom.

	Cristina walked over to it. She felt the flower petals between her fingers. They were so smooth. 

	"Be careful."

	Cristina turned. Clark stood at the top of the stairs, leaning against the banister. How long had he been standing there?

	"Of what?" Cristina said. She pulled the petal off the flower.

	"You know what," he said. There was a biting undertone to his voice that got her hackles up. Why was he being such an ass? He'd never been like that before.

	Her mouth went a little dry at his tone. Other things got a little wet. She became aware of how her thin cotton panties clung to her pussy.

	"Of course I'll be careful, Clark!" Cristina said.

	She deliberately caught the lip of the vase with one finger as she turned to storm back into her room. It tipped.

	For a moment, the glass teetered from side to side as the water sloshed around within it. It seemed like it would right itself.

	Then the flowers all swayed to one side. The extra weight shifted the momentum and the expensive crystal vase shattered on the floor. Water splashed as tiny, razor sharp shards flew through the air.

	Failing to hide her grin, Cristina turned and walked back to her room. In the doorway, she turned back again, ready to tell Clark to clean up his mess before her mom got home.

	But he stood directly behind her. Thunderheads and lightning glittered in his eyes. His eyebrows knit together, and he took long, deep breaths that made his chest and shoulders swell.

	She'd never seen him really angry before. A cold shiver went down her back. She couldn't look into that face anymore.

	So she jumped into her room and tried to slam the door shut. Clark stuck his foot in the jam, keeping it from closing all the way.

	"I'm sorry!" Cristina yelled as Clark forced the door open. Even with all her weight pressed against the other side, it only slowed him a little.

	Then he was in the room.

	"Sorry's not good enough, you brat! Your mom and dad have spoiled you rotten. You get away with everything! Not anymore. If they're not going to do anything about it, I will."

	He advanced on her. Cristina found herself backpedalling. Soon, the backs of her knees hit the foot of her bed and she fell backwards.

	"Clark!" Cristina yelled as he sat down on the bed.

	He grabbed her and pulled her over his knee. 

	"I should have done this a long time ago," he said, hiking her skirt up to reveal the tight cheeks of her ass, covered only by a pair of white cotton panties.

	"I'm sorry!" she yelled again.

	Her apology turned into a shriek as he spanked her. Not once, not twice. Three times he brought his palm down onto her behind, making her entire body go rigid as the shock of pain rippled through every muscle in her. 

	She felt a stinging heat in her cheeks. Clark had left his hand resting on her bottom. After a moment, she felt his fingers gently kneading her flesh. It felt nice, taking some of that stinging away.

	"Clark..." she said as she felt something stir against her stomach.

	It took her a second to realize it was his cock getting hard against her.

	"Don't try that tone with me, young lady. I don't think you've learned your lesson yet!" Clark said. His cock strained between their bodies, trying to stand up. His fingers dug more deeply into the firm flesh of her ass. 

	She tried to tighten her thighs together, but it was too late. He slid her panties off and dropped them on the floor. Red handprints had already formed on her cheeks. She could feel their stinging outlines. 

	Feeling his desire so hard against her made her body react. Her pussy started throbbing, and her walls got slick. She let out a little moan. 

	Cristina couldn't help but feel how big he'd gotten against her. She couldn't help how her pussy throbbed even more as her mind threw image after image at her of that rigid shaft sliding into her sopping pussy, inch after inch of it getting swallowed up as he sank into her, forcing her walls apart around his girth...

	She moaned again. It turned into a yelp as she felt him slip a finger between her legs. It pushed into her slit, between her lips. She almost came when his fingertip bumped against her still stiffening clit.

	"I always thought this was what you wanted," Clark said.

	"Clark," she started.

	He spanked her again, the sound of his palm hitting her bare flesh like a gunshot in the bedroom.

	"No! Don't you dare say a word unless I tell you to."

	He ran one hand up her back. A shiver of desire followed those fingers, and she couldn't help it as her flesh marbled with goosebumps all over.

	He started massaging her sex, moving that one finger he'd slipped between her lips up and down. It made a wet noise as more and more of her juices escaped, coaxed out by his touch.

	Then he ran the fingers of his other hand up into the hair at the back of her head. He tightened those fingers into a fist. The sensation as he pulled on her hair was a mixture of electric pain and want.

	He yanked back on her head, making her arch her neck. She gritted her teeth as her breathing quickened. His other finger worked her pussy harder even as the pain got more intense. Little moans and groans escaped through her teeth even as she tried to stop him.

	She found herself wanting him to put that finger into her. Her walls seemed to swell with the desire for it, even as she found herself thinking about how wrong this was. He'd been with her for her entire life. Why, then, did she find herself wanting him to shove his finger into her until she screamed with the pleasure of it? Why did she want to drench his cock in her spit and then make him sink it all the way into her as she convulsed in sexual agony?

	He let go of her hair and she let her head sink down, the muscles burning in the back of her neck.

	Then he slipped those fingers around her throat and tightened them. They squeezed. She gasped.

	He pushed his sopping finger into her waiting cunt. It tightened around him instantly, trying to keep him from escaping.

	His grasp on her neck increased as he curled his finger inside her. She tried to cry out as the shocks of pleasure moved through her, but she couldn't.

	Her mouth opened in a silent scream as he coaxed her young body into a deep orgasm with only one finger. The lack of air seemed to intensify it all the more. Her fingers and toes curled. Her vision went black for a moment, then seemed to explode with fireworks.

	The fingers on her throat let go, and she dragged lungfuls of air down her throat as she shook on his lap.

	Clark waited for his stepdaughter to catch her breath, then he lifted her from his lap and put her down on her back on the bed. All she could think about was how warm and wet her pussy felt. She could feel the wetness of it on her inner thighs. Clark's finger glistened with her juices. 

	Grabbing handfuls of the bedcover, she squeezed them in her fists. Clark stood up. He couldn't keep her eyes off her nubile, petite body. Especially the bare lips of her pussy and her slender legs.

	Quickly, he stripped off his clothes. His cock looked even bigger than it had felt against her as it sprang up, trembling and hard as a rock. The purple flesh of the head had gotten so taut with his desire that she knew she could have seen her reflection on its sensitive surface. 

	A clear bead of precum appeared at the tip as he drank in her body once more. 

	Cristina felt powerless beneath those eyes. She could see the heat of lust in them. What he'd said earlier had been true. She'd been jealous of her mother for a long time. She'd always wanted him. 

	Once or twice she'd even touched herself to thoughts of him. She would pretend it was her name she heard him moaning when he fucked her mother. Ever since she'd known what sex was, she'd wanted him to do it to her. She wanted that big, hard cock of his so badly sometimes.

	Still, there was that little voice inside her that always told her it was wrong. He was her stepfather. It was against the rules to have him like that.

	"Clark," she started again, ready to force out a "no" that she not-so-secretly wanted to be a "yes."

	"Quiet!" Clark said. He grabbed his cock and started stroking it as he looked at her, milking more of that clear precum from his rigid shaft. It trickled down his length onto his fingers. Cristina licked her lips as she looked at it, fantasizing about what it tasted like. She spread her legs wide apart for him, making the lips of her pussy part so he could see her entrance. He moaned a little at the sight. 

	"You need to learn your place," he said.

	He climbed onto the bed, supporting himself over her. Her breaths came short and quick as she caught the scent of his heady musk. Her fingers dug more deeply into her bedcover.

	Clark leaned down over her. His lips found her throat. He kissed that delicate flesh, making her arch her back up under his body as the electric feeling of pleasure moved through her.

	He opened his mouth wider and pressed his teeth against her throat. At the same time, he guided his cock in between her legs. She jolted under him as she felt the head bump against her pussy.

	Her legs wrapped around the small of his back, her ankles locking together. 

	A wordless yell escaped Cristina's lips as the head of her stepfather's cock sank into her. She could feel her tightness tugging at him even as her slick walls urged him to thrust more deeply into her body, to push all the way in so that his whole length could be wrapped by her throbbing walls. 

	He bit her neck harder, groaning as her hot little sex soaked his shaft. 

	Clark only let himself part way in. He left wet hickies on her neck as he pushed himself back onto his knees. 

	She moaned in despair as he started pulling out. Then he rammed back in. He did it again and again, each time getting more of his long cock into her. Finally, she felt his balls slapping against her with each thrust into her hot, wet sex. 

	Grabbing her ankles, Clark pulled them apart. He pushed them in front of him, then brought her thighs together, making her tighten up around him even more. He had to slow down, she gripped him so firmly.

	For a bit, he kept both her ankles on one of his shoulders, hugging her bare thighs together with his arms.

	Then he slipped her ankles from her shoulder and pushed both her legs down to one side so that they rested on the bed. 

	He fucked her hard and fast, his body flushing a deep red with the effort. His thick cock pulled out on each thrust wetter than before, her juices running down the bottom of his shaft down onto his thighs.

	She could feel him getting harder inside of her. The look on his face was like a mixture of agony and bliss as her cunt brought him closer and closer to cumming. 

	"Clark!" she screamed, unable to help it. She couldn't believe how hard and big he felt inside her. His every little moan sent a shiver through her whole body, giving her goosebumps all over.

	He didn't seem to mind that she'd spoken with his permission. She took it a step father.

	Quick as she could, she leaned up and grabbed his face. She fell backwards again, pulling him down. His hot breath washed across her.

	"I want your cum, Clark," she said.

	Then she kissed him, pushing his lips apart and sticking her tongue into his mouth.

	He exploded inside her, his cock swelling even bigger and harder. She kissed him harder and deeper as her pussy squeezed up around him, keeping his jerking cock locked inside her as he spurted into her again and again. 

	She came then, too. The walls of her pussy convulsed around him, urging more of his hot cum out as an incredible pleasure gripped her whole body in alternating hot and cold waves.

	Both of their faces had flushed red, both of their mouths a bright red from their kissing as Clark leaned back.

	She could feel his still-stiff shaft throbbing in her as she squeezed the last few drops of cum out of him. It felt so warm inside her. She wasn't on the pill or anything, but she'd wanted him to cum inside her so badly. It had been worth it. 

	When he pulled out of her, some of his seed leaked out as well, there was so much of it. She eyed his dripping, glistening shaft. For a moment, she wanted to get down on her knees and clean it off for him. Maybe, she thought, maybe it will get hard again.

	But Clark handed her the box of tissues from her dresser.

	"Well, young lady, I hope you've learned your lesson. I don't want to have to punish you again."

	Even as he said it, she could see his eyes sliding up and down her bare flesh. His cock twitched. He tried to hide it by leaning over to grab his clothes.

	"It's too bad the lockdown is ending soon," Cristina said, her mind fixed on the warm ache in her freshly-fucked pussy.

	"We've got a few days left," Clark said, "And I can get your parents out of the house again."

	"Good," she replied, hoping the soreness would go away by then.
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