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Kaylee Gets Room-mated

(a look inside)

Deke lowered the camera and looked at Kaylee in the flesh rather than on the digital display. Your color is up, Deke. Do you see something you like? He wasn’t the only one; Kaylee’s own breath was heavy in her chest and she felt flushed from all of his compliments.

“Depending on how, um, sexy you want it to be—” he began.

“Very sexy,” Kaylee confirmed, interrupting him.

“You could, ah, you know …” He swallowed heavily and gestured towards her knees. “You could open your legs a bit and, ah, show me… I mean, show the camera your, ah, I mean…”

“My hoo-hah?” Kaylee asked, trying not to giggle. Oh my god! He does want to see my pussy.

“No! Oh! Ah, God no!” he said, blushing furiously. “I mean your, um, your panties. Not your, what you said.” Deke looked like he wanted to crawl under a rock.

“How’s this?” Kaylee asked with a teasing lilt, parting her thighs a few inches. “Can you see enough?”

Deke looked back down at the digital display.

Click.

“Maybe a little wider.”

Kaylee heard him gulp as she slowly opened wider.
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Oh, Deke!

“Hey Mem, Deke,” Kaylee sang, bounding into the living room like a teenager. Which technically she still was, for the next three weeks, at least. “Can I borrow twenty thousand dollars?”

“Huh?” Emily peered at Kaylee over the top of her heart-shaped glasses. Her blank expression suggested she was hoping she’d misheard. They’d both been sitting there reading in silence, Emily from a bound foolscap sheaf, (probably a senate committee report) and Deke with his nose in some stodgy ecclesiastical text.

Deke was unfazed. “Twenty thou? Sure thing.” He didn’t even look up, but kept reading—or pretended to read, which was just as annoying. “Grab my wallet from the kitchen. I keep fitty grand stashed in the secret compartment.”

Kaylee groaned. “Deke! You’re supposed to ask what for?” Cool and unfazed was his specialty, but his dimples always gave him away. They were both so cool it was embarrassing. It wasn’t the same as having a real mom and dad, the kind that grounded her or got on her back about grades, but it was a fair consolation prize.

“I’ll bite,” Emily said, her eyes were now extra wide behind those magnifying lenses. “What for?” At least she could be relied on to play the straight guy for a laugh.

Kaylee executed a back-up she’d made up on the spot to punish their sublime chillness. “I need a boob job.” She puffed out her narrow chest, desperately trying to stop from smiling. It was their thing, saying something silly and pretending it was normal.

“A what?” Mem cried, breaking first.

Yep, Mem was just too easy. Like shooting fish. Deke looked up too (maybe, maybe!), his eyes every bit as big as Mem’s. Goggle eyes looked comical on some people, but on the evergreen Deacon Edward Buchanan, it just lent a captivating charm.

Kaylee arched her eyebrows and looked back at him, doubling down with a sassy flick of her honey blonde waves. “You were saying, Deke? Your wallet’s in the kitchen?” She could almost see the cogs turning as he searched for a smart response.

“A topless OnlyFans shoot will buy you the same self-esteem hit for a lot less.”

“Deke!”

“Ted!”

Kaylee wasn’t even sure what he meant, but it sounded rude. OnlyFans was porn. She’d die of shame.

“Sorry, sorry. Over the line. Foul ball.” Deke held up both hands in surrender, but he was still smiling. “Seriously, Kaylee. Why do you want so much money?”

Fine, they’d call it a draw. “I want to go back to college in the fall.” Short but sweet. No beating about the bush.

Their reaction to that was better than the boob-job joke. Mem and Deke looked at each other, their expressions a mixture of shock and cautious hope. When Kaylee had dropped out a few weeks before Spring Break, they had been devastated. Both were college graduates—Emily in Political Science and Deke, of course, in Theology.

Kaylee had grown up next door, technically. She’d never known her flake dad, and with the hours Mom worked when she was little, she probably ate more meals with the Buchanans than she did at home. She virtually lived in their back yard pool in summer holidays. When Mom lost her job and the house in consecutive months during the Global Financial Crisis, Kaylee didn’t even go through the system; Emily and Deke took in the twelve-year-old straight away and sorted the foster-care paperwork afterwards. Emily became Mem, because it sounded a little like Mom. Deke almost became Teddy (Daddy), but there were too many years of church and youth club to make the change stick. He was just… Deke.

Mom was still drifting, probably, and hadn’t been in touch for years. Turns out Kaylee’s father wasn’t the only flake in the family. She’d been with Mem and Deke for a long time now, and all her tears were finally dry.

She was a few years older than the Buchanan kids, and far more balanced and mature than she had any right to be considering her early home life, so she was a natural role model for Allison and Jason. Even before she moved in, Emily and Deke were raising her to the same standards and expectations as their own kids. They’d had plans for broken hearts, broken bones, experimenting with drugs, and who knew what else, but they’d never imagined their angelic foster daughter would be a college dropout. It had hit them hard, and now she could see that pain resurfacing, reflected in their hopeful looks.

“You’re not messing with us, are you Kaylee?” Deke took off his glasses and gave her his famous ‘you have my full attention’ look.

“College? Really?” Emily said. “What about your job?”

“I don’t think I’ll last another month in hospitality.” Then, under her breath, “Let alone a lifetime.” It might be a fancy restaurant, but waitressing was a more honest description than hospitality. Making a living without a college degree was a lot tougher than she had ever imagined, and she felt foolish for all the times she heard them say that very thing without truly listening.

“But not Fine Arts again,” she said. “Maybe Marketing. Or Journalism.” She wanted to press the point that this time she would get a career education and not bum around in the cafeteria wearing a beret. (Even if she did look awesome in a beret.) She had a waiflike figure—small bust and slim hips—and she could pull off the sophisticated European look with just skinny jeans and a pea jacket. The beret sold it, though.

“Kaylee, Em and I will love you no matter what,” Deke said. “You know that, right?”

Kaylee sighed. “Yes Deke.” She’d heard the unconditional love speech so many times it had lost all meaning.

“But we’ll love you just a little bit more with a college degree.”

“Oh, Deke!” A smile bloomed on her face as she realized he’d got her a good one.

“He’s right, Kaylee,” Emily added, maybe not even realizing it was a joke. “You’d make us so proud if you could reach your potential. If you want to go back to college, whether it’s Fine Arts, Marketing, or I don’t know, Political Science”—Emily gave her an indulgent grin—“we’ll support you.”

Kaylee looked hopefully back at Deke for confirmation.

“One hundred percent,” he said. “Do your research on courses you like and show us the brochures.”

What a weight-off. Kaylee felt the relief wash over her; she hadn’t realized how much she’d let it build up in her head. Giving voice to the commitment was part of it too. It was one thing to think about going back to school but telling other people about it made her feel more serious. More grown-up.

“Thanks, you guys.” She leaned down and kissed Mem first, then bounced over to Deke. “You’re the best.”

Deke gave her a big, bristly kiss on the cheek that reminded her of a long and happy adolescence of goodnight kisses. That and the smell of his cologne made her feel safe and loved. She sometimes wondered what would happen if a boyfriend ever wore the same scent. Either it would be a massive freakout or she would be so disarmed that she’d jump straight into his bed. It hadn’t happened yet, anyway.

──────

“Knock-knock.” Deke always said it aloud in addition to actually knocking on her bedroom door. She remembered him doing it when she first moved in, because having to answer seemed so tedious and unnecessary when Mom had always just barged in. Yes, Deke! Come in. Then one morning he knocked while she was getting dressed, (No! Don’t come in!) and with a flash of intuition she understood that she was growing up. It was just that Deke had worked it out first.

“You can come in, Deke,” she said, adding a bored weariness to her voice. “It’s okay, I’ve stashed my crack pipe.”

“Hmm, I can’t smell anything,” Deke said, coming in and giving Kaylee a grin to reward her joke. “But then my sense of smell has gone to shit since Em started cooking meth in the basement.”

“Oh, Deke!” Trying not to giggle, she thumbed her phone to sleep and put it down on the bedside table. Deke was perched on the end of the bed near her feet and she had to sit up straighter to make room.

“Hey,” he greeted her again, as if resetting the conversation. “What you said earlier, about college …”

“Yeah?” Kaylee prompted him.

“I was joking around, but I wanted to make sure you knew that Em and I are proud of you no matter what.”

“I know that.” Kaylee used the small voice that she reserved for serious conversations with mentor.

“And we want to make sure you’re doing this for you,” he said. “Not for us.”

“I’m not… I mean, I am,” she said, stumbling. “I’m doing it for me, I mean. I don’t want to work in a restaurant for the rest of my life.”

“Good for you,” he said, bestowing one of those handsome smiles that got him and Emily on the fashion pages after political dinners. Senatorial Arm Candy, they called him. Kaylee couldn’t decide whether she was proud or embarrassed.

“And,” he continued. Back to serious-Deke in a blink. “Em says I owe you a proper apology.”

“What for?”

“That crack about posting a topless photo,” he said, looking mostly down at his feet but with micro glances up at Kaylee to see how he was going. “Em says you should never joke with girls about body image, and she’s right. I’m sorry I said it. It was stupid and I was thinking more about getting off a good laugh than your feelings.”

Kaylee felt humbled and a little uncomfortable. Apologies from Deke were rare, not because he didn’t offer them, but because he so rarely screwed up to a degree that they were warranted.

“That’s okay Deke.” Little girl voice. “I didn’t really understand what you meant, anyway. I just thought you were teasing me about my chest.” She watched his face fall as she said it and hurried to mop up the damage. “But I started it, so it was fair game and—” She didn’t know where to go next. “And I don’t blame you, so please don’t feel bad, okay?”

He sighed and bit his lower lip. It looked like he was struggling with some inner demon. Intuition told her it was the desire to get safely out of this conversation versus the burning need to correct a false assumption.

“I wasn’t…” He paused and reset. “I was joking about small breasts, but I wasn’t teasing.” He said, choosing his words slowly and with care. “I was saying that self-esteem is a matter of perspective.”

“Is this one of those ‘When life gives you lemons’ speeches?”

“Um, kind of,” he said, frowning. “But it’s not a very apt analogy.” In what might have been a moment of telepathy, Kaylee saw him mentally comparing her breasts to lemons, and she realized with a strange certainty that he was at least partly lying about that analogy not being apt.

“Let me start again.” He sighed and shook his head as if to clear it. “You made a joke about getting a boob job—and it was a good one, by the way. You almost got me.”

I knew it!

“But what made you think of that?” he said. “Is it because you’ve actually thought about getting one?”

This was taking a strange turn. Like most every woman who’d dealt with breasts for a few years, Kaylee was comfortable talking about them. She just never imagined doing so with the man she usually thought of as her father. The truth was she had thought about breast augmentation. Allie had swept through puberty a few years earlier, and Kaylee had watched at first with sisterly interest as her bust grew. That lasted about six months, and then when Kaylee’s were the smallest bras in the wash again, all she felt was jealousy. Her own body was so slim and sleek, of course she’d thought about a boob job. She could have an amazing bikini bod with them fluffed up to a C-cup.

“Um.” How much to share? “I guess so, yeah. I might have done a couple of web searches.”

“Really?” His eyebrows did a funny dance and Kaylee tried not to smile. She failed. “And is it really twenty grand?”

Kaylee laughed. “I have no idea.” I tell him I want a boob job and he asks how much. “I wasn’t very serious about it.”

Deke sobered again, getting himself back into serious mode. “What I mean is, is that because you think you’re unattractive?”

“Um? Well, not ‘unattractive’ exactly,” Kaylee said, looking for a better interpretation. “I mean, I’m not fishing for compliments or anything. I’m pretty enough—”

“You’re more than pretty enough, honey,” he interrupted. You’re beautiful.”

“Breaking news. Father says his daughter is beautiful,” she said, making her voice into the clipped tones of an old-fashioned newscast. She didn’t even notice referring to him as her father—it happened sometimes when she wasn’t being careful.

“Kaylee.” He sounded hurt. “You know what—”

“I know what you mean, Deke,” she said. “And thank you. I know I’m pretty enough.” She emphasized those words again, challenging him with a glare to interrupt her. “But I’d get a lot more, you know, attention, if I was a bit bigger up top.”

“And Ford would sell a lot more Mustangs at five bucks a pop,” Deke said, the disappointment obvious in his voice.

Kaylee thought about that analogy for a few moments.

“Are you saying,” she began slowly, following his lead and choosing her words carefully, “that big boobs look cheap?”

“What I’m saying,” he said, gently correcting her, “is that you can attract more than enough boys just as you are. If you go pumping yourself up like Pammy Anderson, you might end up with Tommy Lee.”

It took Kaylee a moment to get the reference. Pamela Anderson had been a TV bikini star when she was little, and she guessed that Tommy Lee was some bad boy lover who liked big boobs.

“Well I never planned to make them huge,” Kaylee said, feeling strange that she needed to defend herself against a comparison to a bikini model. “And I don’t attract ‘more than enough’ boys either.” She added the air quotes with her fingers. Her voice had taken on a mocking tone that she wasn’t proud of, but for the moment she couldn’t control it. “All guys like big boobs. Even the ones who say they don’t mind them small, they’re still checking out the bikini babes because they secretly prefer them bigger.”

Deke’s face sank again. Uh oh. Did I hurt his feelings?

“Is that what you really think?” he asked. His eyebrows knitted together with a look of genuine concern and sympathetic pain. “That when you meet the right man, he’ll be on the prowl looking for something you can’t offer?”

Kaylee never would have put it like that, but she recognized a naked truth in his words. “Um, I don’t know,” she said. “Maybe.”

They shared a silent look for a five count and then Deke seemed to come to a decision.

“This is dumb,” he sighed, reaching into his pocket and pulling out his phone. “And I know I’m going to regret it.” He swiped and tapped the device with that endearing one-thumb typing that marked his generation as not having grown up with touch screens. Kaylee crept forward in her bed to see what he was doing, but he put his hand over the screen to hide it. “There’s some naughty photos on here. Are you going to be shocked?”

“Are you serious?” In another moment of clarity, she realized that he was oblivious to the fact that teenage girls received unsolicited dick pics on their phones on a regular basis. Kaylee deleted them. Fuck those guys.

“Okay.” He lowered his hand and showed her a column of thumbnail photos. They were too low-res to pick up any detail, but she could see at a glance that they were all of women in various stages of undress, and without exception, they all had breasts similar to Kaylee’s or smaller. “Have you heard of Reddit?”

“No, Deke. I’m just a teenager. Have you heard of Warner Brothers?”

“There’s no need to be rude, Kaylee,” he said, stiffly dismissing her sarcasm.

“This forum is called—”

“Sub,” she interrupted. “They’re called subs. Geez Deke.” Kaylee was feeling unsure of her ground, sitting with her foster father and looking at photos of naked women. The sarcasm was a defense mechanism, and she made a mental effort to subdue it.

“This sub,” he continued, glancing at her as he emphasized the word, “is A-Cup Angels. Have you heard of it?”

Kaylee shook her head. Reddit had like a million subs. It came as no surprise that he knew one she didn’t.

“Women—petite women—take photos of themselves and post them on the forum… on the sub,” he quickly corrected himself.

“Why?” It was the obvious question. Kaylee couldn’t think why women would do such a thing, flaunting their small breasts. She wore loose blouses that mostly hid her shape, drawing the eye instead to her tiny waist.

“Because they enjoy the attention,” Deke said, as though explaining to a five-year-old. He touched one (Deke just touched her boobs!) and opened the photo. The woman was very pretty, wearing just her panties and no bra. Her breasts were almost the exact shape of Kaylee’s, sort of flat against her chest at the top with a small swell at the sides and bottom, like a half moon framing her areola, and about the size of—well, a small lemon. She wondered whether he picked that one deliberately. Does he know what my boobs look like?

“She’s very pretty,” Kaylee said. It felt like she had to say something. Deke looked at the photo for what felt like a moment too long, and then he swiped to the comments thread. There were dozens. A hundred, maybe.

Stunning!

My dear, you are beautiful.

You have a lucky, lucky man.

Gorgeous. Just gorgeous.

OP, if you ever—I mean ever—even when you’re old and wrinkly—feel the need to bless a man other than the god in human form who took this photo—please, please pick me. Delightful.

“Oh!” Kaylee couldn’t find any other words. She took the phone from Deke and scrolled through some more comments. Some were a bit more ribald, calling her perky or complimenting the shape of her nipples, but every single one was glowingly positive. She backed out to the thumbnails and opened the comments for a different photo, a different woman. This one was not so pretty and her chest was even flatter, but the comments were largely the same. Glowing.

“Tons of men like petite women,” Deke said, taking the phone from her gently. “Not because they would look better with bigger breasts, but because they’re perfect just the way they are. Men like that dream about finding a petite woman who is confident in her body, and they’re secretly overjoyed that all the bad boys with their slick lines and fast moves only go after bikini babes.”

“Hmm,” Kaylee said noncommittally. Boys who like small boobs; this was going to take some processing.

“Again, I’m sorry for joking about your figure,” Deke said as he stood up. “Are we okay?”

Kaylee smiled. “We’re always okay.”

“Good.” He started towards the door.

“Deke?”

“Uh huh?” He looked back around the jamb. He seemed keen to escape from the conversation, and Kaylee couldn’t blame him. It must have been awkward for him. She was about to make it more awkward, and if she’d thought it through first, then maybe she might have acted differently.

“Mem’s petite.”

Deke didn’t acknowledge that, but he didn’t refute it either. Emily was a small B-cup, which put her at the fuller figured end of what Kaylee had seen on A-Cup Angels.

“You said plenty of guys prefer petite women, right?”

“Tons.”

“Do you?” she asked. It wasn’t until it was out that she saw how awkward it was, and that she was sitting up in bed wearing a pajama top and no bra underneath. Deke’s eyes flicked down from her face for a fraction of a second, and she felt a warmth creeping into her cheeks. God, I hope my nipples aren’t showing.

“You’re a smart girl, Kaylee,” he replied. “I’m sure you can figure it out.” And then he was gone.
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Photo Shoot

“Knock-knock.”

Kaylee didn’t answer. If you’re going to come in, just do it. Otherwise fuck off and leave me alone.

“Knock-knock. Kaylee, can I come in?” Deke was a stickler on this whole not-coming-in-without-an-invitation thing. Maybe he’s a vampire. No, vampires only suck your blood, not your soul.

“Whatever.”

She was lying on her bed and facing the wall, but she heard him enter and could imagine him standing there looking at her back. She could even see the set of his jaw as he tried to work out how to cheer her up. That made part of her even more determined to sulk, but her more adult side could see how that was childish, and the upshot was a subdued willingness to listen, if not actually talk.

“Em said you didn’t want to come down for dinner.”

“Mmm.”

“Are you doing okay?”

Kaylee felt him sit on the end of the bed and she drew up her legs to make room. It was like a reflex.

“Hmph.”

“It doesn’t sound like you’re doing okay.”

I’m not. I’m mad at you, and if you were my real dad then you’d work that out without me having to tell you.

“Is it about college?” he said. “Have you changed your mind?”

“Hmph.”

He was quiet for few moments, probably contemplating what to do next. You should be contemplating the line of shit you sold me last night.

He sighed. “Kaylee, I’m here for you. Me and Em both. But you need to meet me halfway.”

Emotional fucking cripple. Why doesn’t he just KNOW? “Bad day. What we talked about last night.” Talking in shorthand seemed a reasonable compromise in the circumstances. At least until he caught up.

“Last night?” he said. “But not college. Self-esteem?”

Oh my god! “We talked about my boobs.” Kaylee rolled over to face him. She wasn’t crying, but it was a near thing and he would be able to see the tears welling in her eyes.

“Oh.” Deke looked thoughtfully discomfited, but he was blurry and it was hard to be sure.

“Oh!” Kaylee repeated sarcastically. Yeah, that’s right. I called your bluff, pal, and I found out you were full of shit.

“Kaylee, I know you think I understand what you’re talking about, but I don’t.” Calm tone, the voice of reason. “There’s nothing I won’t do for you, and whatever the problem is, I’ll help you fix it.” He put a comforting hand on her ankle. “But first I need you to tell me what it is.”

“Well it’s not a tricky one, Deke, so you should be able to just wave your dad-gic wand and put things ship-shape right away.” She left her voice flat and let her contempt shine through the words rather than the tone. “Apparently, I’m not ‘perfect just the way I am’, I’m not anything. Guys won’t even look at me.”

“That’s not true, Kaylee,” Deke said. He was using his tough-love voice, so Kaylee braced for a lecture. “I know all parents say that their daughters are beautiful, but unconditional love doesn’t make us blind or stupid. You actually are beautiful, and I think you’re being disingenuous, because you don’t get to almost-twenty without knowing it. I’ve met a lot of your dates and I see the compliments whenever you upload a new photo on Facebook.”

“Yeah, they like me plenty until I take my top off.”

Deke took a few moments to think about that. Meanwhile Kaylee’s tears did come, just a couple, trickling down her cheeks. Thank God she didn’t do the whole wailing and blubbering number; ugly-crying was so undignified.

“Are you talking about with your dates? Please tell me you didn’t post a photo on A-Cup Angels.” Deke’s voice was so low it was almost a whisper.

Kaylee thought it was more diplomatic not to answer.

“Em is going to kill me.”

“I’m not an idiot, you know,” Kaylee said, feeling the need to defend herself. “I didn’t include my face.” Not a complete idiot, anyway.

“Oh, thank goodness,” Deke sighed. He looked thoughtful for a moment while he considered where to go next. As mad as she was, Kaylee was impressed. Not everyone would take this so calmly. “So,” he went on. “You posted a photo—”

“A topless photo.” Jesus, are you TRYING to make him mad?

“My mistake, a topless photo. And what, did someone say something mean?”

They didn’t say anything,” she appealed, shame and disappointment in her voice. “They didn’t even look. It’s like I don’t exist. I’m hideous.”

“You’re being melodramatic,” he said, reverting from lecturing back to calming tones. “Beautiful girls don’t go unnoticed anywhere on Reddit, least of all on A-Cup Angels. Are you sure you haven’t been shadow-banned?”

“What’s shadow-banned?” Kaylee was interested now. Maybe there was a reason she was being ignored. Other than being hideous, that is.

He smiled at her. “I thought you were the teenager here and I was the techno-dinosaur.”

“Deke…” Don’t, I’m not in the mood.

“It’s when your posts are hidden from everybody except yourself,” he said. “It looks okay to you, but you’ve really been secretly banned from the site. They do it to confuse the spam-bots.”

“Shadow-banned.” Kaylee thought about it. It sounded so sinister. “How can I tell?”

“You have to get someone else to check,” he said. “We can look on my phone if you want.” Without asking, Deke pulled out his phone and started swiping and tapping.

“Hey, no!” Kaylee jumped, reaching desperately to put a hand over the screen. “I don’t have my top on.”

Deke’s eyes widened and his cheeks flushed with color.

“Oh God, I didn’t think…” he said. “I… I mean, I assumed I wasn’t going to see anything because… you know, the shadow-ban.”

“Let me check,” Kaylee said, taking the phone from him. No harm, no foul. She felt guilty about embarrassing him. After all, he’d seen her in a bikini about a million times, and she’d been known to carry a dress through the house to iron it wearing just a bra and panties. It’s not like there was much to see, anyway.

Kaylee found A-Cup Angels and scrolled through the newer photos until she found her own. “It’s here,” she said quietly, her voice laced with disappointment. Shit! I am hideous after all. “There’s a comment now, too.”

“What does it say?”

“It says, ‘Any more?’ Is that good?” It didn’t sound bad.

“Sure it’s good,” Deke said without much conviction. “They liked it enough to ask for more, right?”

“They didn’t say they liked it though,” Kaylee countered. “All the other photos get compliments.”

“Um, is there something about the photo?” Deke said. “Are you covering up? Because the racier ones do get more attention.”

“No.” Kaylee stared at the picture, wondering what was so terrible. She had taken it in front of her mirror wearing jeans without a shirt or bra. Her head was cropped by the top of the mirror, but both of her breasts were visible. “You can see pretty much… well, you know, as much as there is to see.”

Deke chewed his lip thoughtfully.

“I’m sorry, honey, I don’t have any answers,” he said finally. “If that photo looks anything at all like you, then your inbox should be overflowing. It doesn’t make any sense.”

…looks anything at all like you…

“Um, well, it doesn’t look exactly like me.” Kaylee almost let that comment pass by. “I mean, I didn’t want to be recognized, so it’s, you know, artistic.”

“Artistic.” It wasn’t a question, just Deke repeating the word with a dubious note in his voice. “Describe that.”

“Um, you know, it uses a lot of light and shade… and camera angle.” Kaylee looked at the photo as she was describing it, and she began to realize that maybe it didn’t capture her in a particularly flattering way. “It’s kind of soft focus, too,” she added in a lackluster voice.

Did I fuck up the photo?

The more she looked at it the worse it seemed, and like a word repeated over and over until it loses its meaning, it ceased to be a topless photo of herself—something potentially embarrassing—and became nothing more than an abstract shape containing something that might be breasts.

Oh my God! It’s one of those undressed store mannequins without a head!

She sighed and handed him the phone. “Here, look.” What’s the point in hiding it? It’s not even me anymore.

Deke’s blue eyes flashed with alarm. He opened his mouth, ready to protest, but then he glanced at the photo and did a double-take, his reluctance to look apparently forgotten.

“Oh, Kaylee.” It was the same Oh Kaylee she’d gotten when she dropped out of college. It said: ‘I love you dearly but good Lord, girl, you’re a fuck-up.’

“Is it bad?”

“You used the camera in your phone, didn’t you?”

“Uh-huh.”

“Well it’s a great photo of the mirror frame,” Deke said. “Because that’s the only thing in focus.”

“Oh.” Soft focus, out of focus. Po-tay-to, po-tah-to.

“And the flash has lit up the wall, but you’re under exposed,” he continued, pointing out the brilliant white surrounding the mirror, which was actually beige in real life. “You can’t really make out your… you know…” He gestured vaguely in the direction of her chest.

“My nipples?”

“Precisely,” he said, coughing into his hand but not looking away from the screen.

How long has he been looking?

“And why were you holding the camera up so high?”

“So you can’t see my face,” Kaylee said, feeling she had to defend herself. “This way it’s not in shot.” She congratulated herself on saying something that sounded photographer-y. She wasn’t really prepared for Deke to apply so much scrutiny. And he was, too. Scrutinizing it, that is. He’s looking at my boobs. She felt a warm thrill—a naughty thrill—that she never in a million years would have expected.

“Well it makes you look short,” he said. “And it makes your... you know…” He touched her bottom in the photo. “It’s not a flattering angle.”

It makes my butt look big? Oh my god! I’m deleting it! “Deke! Help me!”

“I’m trying to, honey,” Deke said. “If you just fix those couple… you know, three, four things, you’ll get a great photo. You can use my camera if you want—a proper one.”

He’s still looking! Why does that feel so strange? Strange-good, though, not strange-weird. Although it’s strange-weird that it feels so strange-good. Whatever.

Kaylee shook herself to get a grip, just a twitch of her head and shoulders. She put a hand over the screen to stop him from looking at her breasts. She wanted his full attention.

“You do it for me.” No point dressing it up. “You take great photos. I’ll blur my face on the computer and post it from there.”

“Me?” It was scarcely a croak.

Kaylee could see the stark realization change his features. She felt like she could see his thoughts, probably because she was thinking the same thing. It would mean he’d see her undress. And make some sexy poses—maybe he’d tell her what to do, how to pose. He’d tell her what to take off, and when, and how to do it. All of that was scary, but it was exciting too.

She saw his eyes drop to her chest. She didn’t need to look to know why; her nipples had gone hard.

──────

“This is such a bad idea.”

Usually unflappable, Deke was looking decidedly more nervous and uncomfortable than Kaylee had ever seen him. Under normal circumstances she might feel some conquest in having upset his balance, but if anything, she felt more nervous still.

There had been a brief but bloodless argument about whether he could, he should, or he would take the photo (Kaylee hadn’t yet told him that she had already decided on a photo shoot, not a single shot), but she had won on all counts. She often got what she wanted by constructing a mature and reasoned argument, because Deke was inclined to reward good negotiation skills, but this wasn’t like that. Kaylee could see right from the get-go that he wanted to do this, he just needed to be absolved of the guilt.

‘It’s not weird at all,’ had been her primary mantra, backed up with, ‘We’re essentially roommates.’ It was the roommates argument that won the day. She’d suffered a small emotional crisis when she turned eighteen and got a copy of the paperwork that aged her out of the foster-care system. She wasn’t the Buchanans’ problem anymore, and she’d tearfully asked for a few weeks before she moved out.

Why would you move out? Deke and Mem had been a united chorus. The dissolved fostering agreement meant nothing, they said, and in an awkward show of affection, Deke had drawn up a rental agreement. ‘Room and Board—for as long as you need it,’ it said.

“Welcome to the house, roommate.”

They’d discussed adoption when Kaylee was younger and decided where her mom was concerned that it might be best to leave sleeping dogs lie. A piece of paper had never mean much to her anyway, but that roommate agreement… She brought it up often. It gave her a warm feeling, and from the look on Deke’s face when she did, he felt the same.

She wasn’t above using it now to get what she wanted. “Would it be weird if you saw your roommate with her top off?”

Deke caved pretty quickly. Not because he agreed it wouldn’t be weird (let’s face it, it was going to be hella weird) but because it was something he wanted to do. Wanted to see, more like it. That was disingenuous though—Kaylee wanted him to see her, and even more, she wanted him to want her.

There, it was out. I want him to want me. Sick fuck that I am. There was probably some psycho-babble bullshit that explained it—as a father figure, he was her first love, the man against which all others would be measured—or something like that.

Waiting for Allie and Jason to go to bed had been torture. When they finally did, and with Mem parked in front of a favorite TV drama, Kaylee had yawned ostentatiously and announced she was going to her room to read before bed. Deke had made his own excuse before Kaylee was even out of the room—something, something, working in his study. Yep, he was totally into the idea.

While he was fetching his camera, Kaylee had quickly gotten changed (okay, half-changed) into a matching bra and panties and a tight, scoop-neck tank-top, just because she wanted an extra layer to strip. She was pretty sure she could conjure up some cleavage in that scoop neck, too, if she bent over and held her arms in close. Deke had argued that she put some jeans on, but he lost that one too. The most popular girls on A-Cup Angels were fully naked or wearing little panties that were one part lace and two parts imagination. Kaylee’s weren’t quite that racy, but they cupped her sex in a way that accentuated her soft flesh without riding up into her, which she thought was appropriate for a not-quite-pornographic photo shoot.

“Okay, so how do we do this?” she said. Now that the moment had arrived, she found it hard to just do the deed and strip in front of him. She needed him involved, to tell her what to do.

(Take your clothes off for me Kaylee.)

“How about we give you the camera and I get the hell out before Em finds us,” Deke grumbled.

Kaylee wondered what might happen if she took him up on that. In the sixty seconds he’d been back in the room, she’d caught his gaze flicking hungrily between the alluringly molded pad of her sex and the modest but perfectly defined swell of her breasts. She could imagine his disappointment if she didn’t let him see them after this build up. Heck, she could imagine her own disappointment.

Is this how it begins? And then where does it end? She wondered whether having him look be enough. Because she wanted to heat it to—have him admit how desirable she was, how he’d like to touch her if she wasn’t his—

You’re his daughter.

Was that how he thought of her, though, or was she just some young hottie bunking in his spare room?

“I think you should do it like on TV,” Kaylee said. “You know those fashion photographers telling their models to pout, or turn around, or flick their hair.”

“Oh, um, okay.”

Tell me what to do, Deke.

(Take it off, Kaylee. Take it all off. Show me your pussy.)

“And then when I’m doing something you like,” Kaylee continued, pushing away her daydream, “you say stuff like ‘Yeah baby’, or ‘The camera loves you’.”

That caught Deke off guard and he laughed. “Who am I supposed to be? Austin Powers?”

“Do you think I’m sexy, baby?” Kaylee crooned, displaying pretend buck teeth and shrugging her breasts together. By the way Deke’s eyes darted downwards, she figured she was on the money with the tank top framing some cleavage.

“That was more Felicity Shagwell than Austin Powers,” Deke said.

“Tell me what to do,” Kaylee said, wriggling in her seat. Just get on with it though; I want to watch you looking at my boobs.

“Okay then.” Deke seemed to steel himself. “Why don’t you, um, sit on the bed,” he said, powering on the digital camera.

Kaylee leaped onto the bed, landing on her knees and turning side-on to the camera.

“Do you want to… you know,” he said, lowering the lens and gesturing towards her tank top. “Take some of your, um, clothes off?”

“Nope,” Kaylee said brightly. “Start shooting, and then when you have a few, you can tell me what to do. Like a real model, yeah?”

“Um, yeah. Right,” Deke said. He didn’t sound completely certain about the idea of telling her how to undress, but he didn’t sound disinterested, either. “Okay, hold it right there. That’s a good profile of your, um, bust.”

Click.

Kaylee angled slightly towards the camera and pushed out her chest.

“Nice, yeah. Hold that.”

Click.

“Now smile for me, honey. Yep!”

Click.

“And flick your hair over your shoulder… other shoulder… that’s it.”

Click.

“Drape it over your… your breast… no, to the side. Let it curl underneath a bit… beautiful, now smile at the camera.”

Click.

“That’s beautiful, honey. You’re gorgeous. Show me some cleavage now… yeah!”

Click.

“A little more. Push them together with your arms. Hold it—that’s lovely.”

Click. Click.

“Face me a bit more… that’s right… and show me down the middle, honey. A little more… fantastic!”

Click.

“Now lift up your top a touch. Just so I can see your tummy… mmm, right there.”

Click.

“A little higher ... uh-huh… I want to see a hint of lace. Just tease me with it… yes, there we are. Keep smiling, honey, you’re doing great.”

Click.

Deke lowered the camera and looked at Kaylee in the flesh rather than on the digital display. Your color is up, Deke. Do you see something you like? He wasn’t the only one; Kaylee’s own breath was heavy in her chest and she felt flushed from all of his compliments.

“Depending on how, um, sexy you want it to be—” he began.

“Very sexy,” Kaylee confirmed, interrupting him.

“You could, ah, you know …” He swallowed heavily and gestured towards her knees. “You could open your legs a bit and, ah, show me… I mean, show the camera your, ah, I mean…”

“My hoo-hah?” Kaylee asked, trying not to giggle. Oh my god! He does want to see my pussy.

“No! Oh! Ah, God no!” he said, blushing furiously. “I mean your, um, your panties. Not your, what you said.” Deke looked like he wanted to crawl under a rock.

“How’s this?” Kaylee asked with a teasing lilt, parting her thighs a few inches. “Can you see enough?”

Deke looked back down at the digital display.

Click.

“Maybe a little wider.”

Kaylee heard him gulp as she slowly opened wider.

“Oh yes, honey. That’s …”

Click.

“That’s… oh wow, they’re really skimpy.”

Click.

“Kneel up a bit, Kaylee. I can’t quite see… that’s it! Hold right there.”

Click.

“Lovely, honey. Lovely. Now pull your top up. Slow, slow. Hold it, just show me the cups.”

Click.

“A little more. Peel it off real slow.”

Click.

“Now stop with it covering your face… yeah, that’s sexy.”

Click.

“Hold it there so you can’t see me.”

Kaylee had her tank top stretched over her face, but she could still see Deke through it. He took one hand off the camera and felt at the crotch of his jeans, squeezing and adjusting what Kaylee now noticed was a thick bulge, while his gaze switched from her pussy to her breasts and back again.

Deke, you’re so naughty when you think I can’t see you.

He hadn’t taken a photo for a few seconds.

“Is this right?” she asked, not letting on that she could see him touching his cock. “Can you see my boobs okay?”

“Perfect, honey. Just keep holding it there for me.”

He stroked down the length of the bulge a few more times with his thumb and then returned his attention to the camera.

“Now pull it up over your head.”

Click.

“That’s right, hold it up high… no, tighter, like your wrists are tied up. Perfect.”

Click.

Kaylee discarded the tank top, leaving her in just the sexy bra and panties set. This is getting real, now.

“Push out your breasts a bit more. Uh-huh. Beautiful, honey.”

Click.

“Now touch them with your hands. Yeah, that’s it, cup them.”

Click.

“Lift them… uh-huh… and together.”

Click.

“They’re not so little when you do that, are they?”

Click.

“Just pull back the cups and give me a bit more skin… gorgeous, lovely.”

Click.

“Now turn around. Show me your back. Great. And reach back for the clasp… hold it!”

Click.

“Undo it for me, honey. Slowly, slowly.”

Click.

“And let go of the ends. Beautiful, Kaylee. Just let it hang loose.”

Click.

“Hold up your arms. Lift your hair for me, beautiful. Let me see your bare back.”

Click.

“Now turn towards to me a fraction… just a little. Nice. Now will you wiggle your chest for me? Loosen those cups… that’s it.”

Click.

“Perfect, honey. Gorgeous. Turn towards me some more. Let it just hang loose over the top, and… that’s it… just give me some angle to see inside… a little more… perfect!”

Click.

“Now look back over your shoulder at the camera… and smile… wet your lips just a… honey, yes, that’s beautiful.”

Click.

“Cup the bra in your hands now, and slip your shoulders free… yep… and just peek down the front without showing the camera.”

Click.

“Cheeky girl! Give me one of those naughty smiles.”

Click.

“Oh, you tease. That’s perfect. Lower it a little. Tease me some more.”

Click.

“That’s so hot. Let your hair hang over both sides; just frame them up… like that! Yes, just like that!”

Click.

“Take it all the way off now, honey. Show me what you’ve got in there.”

Click. Click.

(…)

“Deke, what do I do now?” He’d stopped shooting and was looking up from the camera at her naked breasts. It didn’t seem like he was breathing. Kaylee could relate; she was now breathing through her mouth from the excitement and trying not to pant.

She rocked her chest back and forth—somewhere between a shimmy and a sashay—and she watched the minute reactions in Deke’s eyes as he tracked her movement. Oh God, this is so hot. Boys her age had never stared at her with such naked admiration. It was wonderful. Intoxicating! She said a silent prayer of thanks that her white lace panties wouldn’t show the wet spot that she could now feel down there.

“Deke? What’s the matter?” Kaylee ran her fingertips over the sensitive undersides—inadvertently tickling herself—and this time she did shimmy, giving them a delicious wobble like set Jell-O. “Are they too little?” she asked tentatively. “I can squeeze them together again.”

“Oh, honey,” Deke whispered. “They’re exquisite.”

Exquisite. I have ‘exquisite’ boobs! So awesome. “Take some more photos,” Kaylee said, trying to get the right blend of appreciation and impatience in her voice.

“Photos. Yeah.”

He’s blinking a lot more than usual.

“Okay.” Deke looked back down at the camera. He seemed to regain some composure once his eyes were off Kaylee’s almost naked body. “Put your arms in the air again… nice… and stretch.”

Click.

“Now run your fingers through your hair. Pretend you’re all steamy and aroused.”

Pretend?

Click.

“Another one, but give me a pout this time, instead of a smile.”

Click.

“Okay, so now, um, touch them. Use your… I don’t know, just do what feels good.”

Kaylee cupped her breasts in her fingers (click), pinching the nipples to make them stand proud (click). Flicking the tips with her thumbs (click), she brought them to rigid peaks and then drew her hands away to show Deke (click, click).

Cupping the left one again and teasing the nipple (click), she licked her thumb and index finger (click) and rubbed saliva into the one on the right, making it glisten a sensual coral pink.

Click.

“That’s perfect, honey. So hot… or at least, um, the guys who see your photos… you know what I mean.”

Deke, you’re blushing.

“Just a couple more, Kaylee. Pretend like you’re coming over to welcome your, um, your lover.”

Kaylee knelt up on the bed, flicking her hair back over one shoulder and giving the camera a sultry smile.

The camera? Really Kaylee? Then why are you looking at him and not the lens?

Click.

“That’s it honey. Go to him. Give him another pout—you’re mad that he’s dressed and you’re not.”

Moving slowly, Kaylee unfolded one long, smooth leg and placed it on the floor. (Click.) Channeling Deke’s role-play, she followed it with the other one, all the while smiling with secret knowledge at the camera. Get ready, Deke; I’m coming for you.

Standing with her legs together again, her pussy lips felt hot and engorged, trapped between her thighs. She brought one hand to the thin sheath of lace and touched herself, (click) mauling her clitoris in slow, lazy circles, (click) heedless of the hot juices soaking through the gusset of her panties.

“Oh, shit,” Deke breathed, taking a step back to bring the whole of her long, slim body into frame.

Kaylee hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her little panties and locked eyes with the camera lens, and therefore with Deke, who was staring boggle eyed at the display.

Am I still just teasing? Oh my god, I don’t even know anymore. “Tell me what to do next, Daddy,” she whispered, her breath coming out in a rush. “I’ll do anything you tell me.”

Click.

“Wow!” Deke said, lowering the camera. “That last one was amazing, Kaylee.” He powered it down and plucked out the memory card containing all those sexy, topless photos. “Here.” He offered it to her. “You’ll get some great pictures to upload. Don’t forget to pixelate your face.”

It’s over? But I… I thought …

What the fuck, Kaylee? What did you think was going to happen? That you could diddle yourself while he watched? What kind of sick fuck incest bullshit is that?

Kaylee’s ardor melted away with the realization that this was exactly what it seemed; Deke was just helping her to take some photos. For a little while it felt like something more, but, well, that was stupid. Wasn’t it?

Maybe something more had been happening. Maybe she spoiled it by calling him Daddy. That wasn’t planned. She hadn’t tried calling him that for years, so why start now?

Because it felt wicked good. Her almost naked. Him excited and erect. If felt wicked and good, but mostly wicked.

She took the memory card and closed it into her palm.

“Thank you, Deke.”

In a moment of empathy, she understood how difficult this had been for him. He was a man, and she was a woman—young and pretty and almost naked. He couldn’t just shut down those biological urges, and neither, she discovered, could she. It was wrong of her to tease him like that, no matter how good it felt.

She ought to apologize. That was never easy with Deke, so she did what she always did when she needed to make up with him; she threw her arms around his neck.

Belatedly, awkwardly, he returned the hug. His hands found suitably modest positions to hold her lithe, naked torso—one on the curve of her waist and the other in the middle of her back, right where her bra strap would be if she was wearing one. He squeezed and Kaylee felt a tingle as her small breasts crushed into his chest.

She was just about to let go when she felt his erection buck and swell against her pussy. Kaylee had necked with plenty of boys and she knew exactly what an erection felt like. With boys, it had always been an alarm bell; they only wanted her for one thing, and it sure wasn’t love. But Deke? He loved her already. He always had. If he was still hard for her after she spoiled their moment, then… then what?

“I love you, Daddy,” she whispered in his ear. “You’re the best.”

“I love you too, Kaylee.”

He must really like being called Daddy.

“Time you got dressed,” he said, winking and pinching her softly on the cheek. “Roommate.”
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───Ξ───

Kaylee’s Awakening

“Hey there, Roomy.” Kaylee swept happily into the living room and leaned over the back of the sofa, kissing Deke on the cheek.

“Hey, honey,” Deke twisted around and looked back at her over his reading glasses. “You’re chirpy for eleven at night. Big tipper at the restaurant?”

“Nope.” She skipped around the sofa and dropped into the easy chair with an airy phoof of the leather cushions. “Just happy. Where is everyone?”

“Em got called in on an emergency, hopefully not of the national variety, and your brother and sister have gone to bed.”

“Oh, poor Deke,” Kaylee teased. “You’re left all alone.”

“I was all alone,” Deke corrected her, smiling. “Enjoying a rare hour of peace before I go to bed. So what’s got your tail up if it’s not a three-figure tip?”

Kaylee looked confidentially over her shoulder towards the staircase, making sure that they really were alone.

“You know that… thing?” She was bursting with barely suppressed excitement. The new album she’d posted on A-Cup Angels had gone nothing short of viral, and Deke was the only person in the world she could tell.

He grinned, clearly enjoying Kaylee’s infectious good mood.

“The photos?” he said. “The ones you posted on the internet?” He raised the volume on the last sentence just enough to be annoying, but not enough for anyone upstairs to overhear.

“Deke!” Kaylee hissed. She was only pretending to be annoyed at his indiscretion. Part of her wanted to tell the whole world. Like an actor in a bad spy drama, she looked again over both shoulders. “Yes, the topless photos I posted on the internet. The ones you took in my bedroom,” she said, rolling her eyes. See, I can be indiscreet too.

“They’ve been well received, then?” Deke tried and failed to suppress a satisfied smirk.

“I’m hot!” Kaylee crowed, wriggling in her seat, unable to suppress her own excitement. “Tabasco hot! Szechuan hot!” She licked a finger and touched it to her thigh, making a sizzling sound to drive home the truly profound depths of her hotness.

“Carolina Reaper hot?” Deke finally surrendered to a genuine smile.

“What?” Kaylee didn’t recognize the reference, but it sounded ghoulish, which could be a good or a bad thing in her current mood.

“It’s a hot chili pepper,” Deke said, waving it off. “Actually, I confess that I peeked at your post and saw all the up-votes and comments. You’ve been at the top of the Hot list since last night.”

“I know, right?” Kaylee preened at the positive feedback, but then her smile faded as she parsed Deke’s admission. “Hey! You looked?” She was simultaneously embarrassed and thrilled to have him see the racy photographs. She was suddenly hyper-aware of her short skirt and smooth, stockinged legs. How was he looking at her now? That feeling of empowerment she felt from arousing him in the photo shoot returned, and she shifted in her seat to make her skirt ride a little higher. “Deke, you’re naughty. I’m not wearing anything in those pictures.”

“You remember who took them, right?” he said, a careless smile teasing his lips. He wasn’t taken in at all by her late display of modesty. “Anyway, I’m happy for you, honey.” He sat back and crossed his legs, settling into a more comfortable position. “I was worried you might be offended by some of the more… you know, lewd comments.”

“You’re such a dinosaur,” Kaylee said, laughing. “Who says ‘lewd’ anymore?”

“Dads!” they said together, Kaylee answering her own question.

“I don’t know about lewd,” she went on, considering the idea more carefully as she brought to mind some of the online comments that didn’t make much sense. “There were some weird ones, though.”

“Oh, I didn’t see the weird ones,” Deke said with just the hint of a tease in his voice as he pulled the smartphone from his pocket. “Perhaps I should take another look.”

“Don’t you dare!” Kaylee launched at him from her chair, pretending to be outraged but losing the effect behind a volley of giggles. She made a grab for Deke’s phone and missed, and she dropped into the sofa beside him, half-heartedly wrestling, reaching to cover the screen. The physical contact and the vivid recollection of her almost naked body in those photographs brought back powerful and exciting feelings from the photo shoot—feelings she thought she had since put to rest. She discovered without much surprise that the idea of sitting here with him, holding onto him while they looked at her nearly naked photos, it held a lot of power for her—as evidenced by the tingling in her thighs. She stopped trying to grab the phone and simply clutched his upper arm, like she might on a rollercoaster ride with a date. She watched nervously while he navigated to her album, waiting for the rollercoaster to begin.

“Here we go.” Deke scrolled slowly past the dozen or so photos of Kaylee in her bra and panties, Kaylee’s naked breasts, and of course (le pièce de résistance) the one of Kaylee touching herself through her wet panties.

She noticed a movement out of the corner of her eye. It was Deke licking his lips.

“Let’s see, ‘stunning’, ‘sexy’, ‘hot’,” he said, paraphrasing the compliments in the comments thread. “Nothing weird yet.”

“That one!” Kaylee said, stopping his finger mid-scroll. “‘Moar’. Does it just mean ‘more’ and they can’t spell?”

“Um, yeah. Kind of,” Deke said, obviously editing his answer as he spoke. “It’s internet speak they use in these types of forums—”

“Like porn forums?” Kaylee interrupted. How does Deke know about porn forums? Wait… forget I asked.

“Like porn forums, yeah,” he said. “It’s a portmanteau of ‘more’ and ‘roar’. So it’s like a ‘Wow! Please give me more like this.’”

“Oh.” Kaylee pictured some faceless internet stranger bellowing MORE at his computer. “So it’s a tactless compliment.”

“Reddit is probably the wrong place to look for tact,” Deke said, scrolling slowly through more comments.

“That one, too.” She stopped him at another comment. “‘Faptastic’. Can none of these people spell? And the whole nest of comments underneath is weird too.” The top one below ‘Faptastic’ read, ‘Shorted out my cell’, and below that, ‘Sony Xperia - immersible! *Kleenex not included.’

“Are you serious?” Deke turned to look at her again over his glasses.

“What?” Kaylee was genuinely confused. “They’re talking about cell phones when they should be talking about me. It’s weird.”

“Honey.” Deke rolled his eyes, clearly exasperated. “How to say this… they are talking about you.”

“But it says—” Kaylee began before Deke cut her off.

“You know what fapping is.” It was more of a statement than a question, and it made Kaylee feel self-conscious admitting that she’d never heard of it. She shook her head uncertainly. “It’s masturbating,” he said evenly, using the same non-judgmental voice she remembered from their first discussion about boys before she began dating. “So, when he says he shorted out his phone …” Deke trailed off, leaving the explanation to Kaylee’s imagination.

She took a few moments to piece it together.

Shorted it out. Masturbating. Wet the cellphone.

“Ewww!” she cried, reeling back from the text displayed on Deke’s phone like it was the physical embodiment of the image now in her mind. “They jerked off to my picture? That’s disgusting! Why would anyone do that?”

“What did you think was going to happen?” Deke’s tone suggested she was being unreasonable.

“But they sploodged all over my photo.” She brushed her fingers over her breasts, unconsciously wiping off the imagined spunk that she pictured dripping down her naked torso. This wasn’t part of the deal. She posted naughty photos, they’re supposed to reply with compliments and upvotes—end of story. Jerking off was a violation of her implied terms.

“Kaylee,” Deke sighed. “It’s not a big deal. All guys do it, and they do it to all sorts of things, but pictures of real women on places like A-Cup Angels are pretty standard.” He gave her a curious look, perhaps wondering whether his words were having any effect. “I mean, that’s what the sub is there for.”

That’s what it’s there for. I knew that, though, didn’t I? That’s pretty much what the whole Internet was there for.

“Deke, you were the one who showed me.” Kaylee listened to the words coming out of her mouth and she couldn’t believe what she was hearing, but nor could she seem to stop. “Do you… you know…?”

“Do I masturbate?” he said. “Sure. But it’s not weird, honey. It’s normal, and it’s nothing I’m ashamed of.”

“To the photos of women on A-Cup Angels?”

Deke shrugged. Sure.

Kaylee’s mouth opened again, and she knew the words that were going to come out.

Don’t, Kaylee! Don’t say it!

“To my photos?”

Deke reeled. “Kaylee, I…” He paused. “I didn’t…”

I didn’t do it? Or I didn’t mean it? Or maybe it was I didn’t want you to find out? ‘I didn’t …’ But then there was that pause. That pause said ‘I did’.

“You did!” Kaylee’s face fell and she let go of his arm, sliding away from him on the sofa. “But I’m your…” She was going to say ‘daughter’ but didn’t dare in case he denied it. That would hurt too much. Besides, daughter or roommate, there was a voice in her head saying not only did she get what she deserved, she got what she wanted.

(You were going to masturbate in front of him. You wanted to get him horny. You wanted him to fap.)

No! I wanted him to want me. In her bedroom. In the photo shoot. Not… not behind her back. That didn’t count.

“Kaylee, no.” Deke reached out a hand and then pulled it back when she cringed away. “It’s not like that. Your face was all blurred, so it was like somebody else. It could have been anybody.”

“It wasn’t anybody, though!” Kaylee cried, unleashing her shock and surprise. “It was me!” Her outrage was fueled only in part by the unexpectedness. She was too ashamed to admit to her real motivation, that she simply craved the attention.

Deke opened his mouth to speak again, but Kaylee cut him off. If she stayed then things would only get worse.

“I’m going to bed,” she said flatly. “I don’t want to talk about it anymore. Not right now.”

She got up off the sofa and went quickly to the stairs.

“I’m sorry, Kaylee.”

She didn’t look back.

──────

“Knock-knock.”

For the first time in a very long time, Deke’s verbal knock on her bedroom door had come at a compromising moment. Kaylee had just taken off her bra and she already had her skirt unzipped. She let it fall to the floor, looking around at the door without answering. If Deke came in now, then he’d see her in just her pantyhose. Half the time when she took those off, the panties came with them. If he came by a moment later, and…

What would he say if he saw my pussy? What would he DO if he saw my pussy?

“Knock-knock, Kaylee.”

An obscene, nihilist urge came over her; pull down her panties and invite him in.

Have at it, Deke. Go on, fap away! Sploodge all over my tits, why don’t you. Why have just the photo when he could have the real thing? She slid her fingers into the waist of the pantyhose and splayed her fingers. Russian roulette. If everything comes off at once then I tell him, ‘Come in.’

Three, two, one …

In one smooth movement, Kaylee swept her hands downward, skimming the pantyhose down her thighs to below the knee. She felt cool air on her bottom and for one heart-stopping moment she thought that bunched nest of nylon around her calves contained her underwear, but it was only one butt cheek that had fallen to half-mast.

Oh my god! I was really going to do it. I really was!

She looked at her panties accusingly, still safely cupping her pussy, protecting her modesty, her innocence.

Protecting my virginity.

Oh good Lord, where had that come from. She’d never let him fuck her. Maybe just… to watch, but not that! It wasn’t not that kind of love.

“Knock—”

“Don’t come in,” Kaylee said, her voice thick with emotion. “I’m getting changed for bed.” She stomped the gusset of the pantyhose with one foot and stripped them angrily off the other leg, leaving a ladder in the nylon.

You owe me five bucks, Deke.

Slipping into her satin nightie, she pulled it down over her hips and checked herself in the mirror to make sure she was decent. Good, no side-boob. Who am I kidding? I don’t even have side-boob.

“I’m not ready to talk,” she said, opening the door. The look on his face spoke of how hurtful she’d been. She’d seen mad Deke, serious Deke, and disappointed Deke. She’d even seen Deke cry when their dog Molly had died. She’d never seen beaten Deke. She’d never seen I-ruined-my-daughter’s-life Deke. “Can we just forget about it?” she said. “I over-reacted and now I think we should let it go.” She felt so conflicted; it was the closest she could come to offering reconciliation.

“Kaylee, we—”

“Please. Not now.”

Closing the bedroom door on him, she went to her bed and was under the covers before she heard him turn and walk away.

Now what was he doing? Was that the door to his study? It sounded like it, but most doors sound the same. There was a computer in there. A computer with internet access. A computer with a big screen.

Is he doing it again?

Kaylee had mostly seen those photos on her smartphone, but they had been up on a big computer monitor when she was blurring the faces, and she recalled the stunning detail—the tiny, blonde hairs on her arms pricking with arousal, and the puckered, pink bumps on her areolae. Deke’s camera was really hi-res, and so was his monitor. He could easily zoom in to life-size on her breasts. Or her panties. Damp, clinging satin and lace. She imagined him running a finger over the computer screen, touching her pussy like that, letting his imagination fill in the gaps—the soft pad of her mound, the shape of her cleft.

The Deke in her imagination touched his cock, already thick and hard in his jeans. He zoomed back out to see her whole body, and in this photo, the face wasn’t blurred. It was Kaylee’s face, smiling, knowing. It knew he was watching, and it knew what he wanted. Go ahead, that smile said. Take it out. I want you too; after all, that’s why I’m doing this. I’m doing it for you. I’m doing it to make you come. Imaginary Deke took off his jeans. Kaylee’s own imagination edited out the boring bits, and in one smooth move, he was suddenly naked from the waist down, his cock resting in one open palm.

Holy fuck! What am I thinking?

Kaylee touched herself, first through the dual layers of her nightie and panties, and then with an impatient flick of her wrist, she dived beneath them both and cupped her hot vulva in her fingers. She knew what that heat meant, but she hadn’t expected it; the arousal had caught her unawares. Swirling her fingertips in small circles, her lips soon opened and made way for one finger to lie long ways down the middle, slowly massaging and spreading natural lubrication up to her clitoris.

Your turn, Deke. With one hand, Imaginary Deke stroked his big, dad-sized cock, slowly working the thick meat through his hand in a way that was more designed to tease Kaylee than it was to pleasure himself. (Is this what you want, Kaylee? You have to tell me, though. Tell me you want it.) Using his free hand, he swiped through the photos: Kaylee in her bra, Kaylee reaching for the clasp, Kaylee slipping the loops off her shoulders and peeking beneath the cups at her breasts. He lassoed all of these photos with a magic swiping gesture into a stop-motion movie, and running his finger back and forth along the bottom of the screen, he played Kaylee like a marionette, removing her bra, putting it back on, removing it again. All the while, he kept slowly pumping his cock, making it bulge and throb.

Kaylee’s pussy was now a hot, sodden mess, and her thumb and first two fingers quickly became coated in slick juices as she rubbed her clit and stimulated around the edges of her entrance. It was a familiar pattern she’d employed with much success in the past. She’d had a finger inside her pussy before, but it hadn’t resulted in a particularly successful masturbation session, so she had never bothered to repeat it. Besides, the risk of accidentally tearing her hymen was another disincentive.

This felt different. Her pussy felt… empty! She’d masturbated to pictures before—both real and imaginary—but the acts she imagined had been vanilla. A cute guy kissing her, cradling her against his naked chest, nuzzling her neck and breathing hot words of lust into her ear. Clitoral stimulation had done the rest. Good old clitoral stimulation.

Not this time.

The clitoral stimulation felt great—more than great—but the teasing around her opening and the mental image of Deke’s thick, throbbing tool drove a biological yearning that was strangely magnetic. It was the need to be filled; first with cock, and then with Deke’s creamy—

Stop it! Don’t think about that!

Imaginary Deke on his imaginary, CSI-inspired supercomputer, (which was no longer a monitor, but a giant, frameless glass panel) swiped to the next photo, Kaylee on her knees, legs open wide and cupping her breasts for the camera.

I’ll hold them together, and you put your—

Stop it!

He zoomed in on her breasts, right up close until the entire screen was a creamy tableau of firm, young flesh. He touched her tenderly, lovingly, and the real Kaylee felt it as a warm flush that started in her chest and slowly suffused her whole body. She snaked her free hand beneath her nightie and followed his gentle touch—or perhaps he followed hers. Slow, smooth strokes over the sensitive undersides and then lazy, maddening ringlets around her areolae. The magic screen image responded right along with Kaylee, hardening, puckering, the rubbery tips standing stiff and proud.

(Is that what you like, Kaylee? Do you like me touching you?)

Lower! Kaylee arched her back, mentally willing his fingers towards her burning core. Imaginary Deke was nothing if not biddable. Working his cock faster now, he swept the photo up the giant screen to get to Kaylee’s panties, and he centered that triangle of white lace in front of his face. No. Not your tongue. I’m not ready. His magic screen took on a third dimension, and she watched with erotic wonder as he stroked her pussy, his fingers gliding over the silky lace, rubbing her soft flesh and searching for a way inside.

Deke, you can’t. You’re not supposed to touch my pussy.

(Shhh. It’s okay, Kaylee. I know what you want.)

Deke worked his clever fingers on the touchscreen again, swiping downwards and brushing away those bothersome panties in a single gesture. Kaylee could see her blonde curls and open lips, glistening wet and looking just as they had on the adventurous occasions when she’d masturbated in front of the mirror.

(Oh, Kaylee. You have a lovely pussy.)

He stroked a finger down through her soaking slit and left the tip teasingly in her entrance. He wasn’t in front of the computer anymore; the image on the giant screen was now a real, three-dimensional Kaylee, alive and warm to his touch, arching and responding to those tender strokes in time with Kaylee’s own movements.

(Honey, you’re so wet.)

That’s your fault. You’re teasing me.

(I don’t want to tease you, Kaylee. I only want to please you.)

Then make me come.

With his thumb working her clitoris, Deke explored a little deeper in her entrance, finding the boundary where the hot, open caldera funneled down into a tight, slick tunnel. He pressed down with his fingertip and opened her up with agonizing slowness, stretching her virgin hole, touching her unbroken hymen and moving past it into the impossibly tight glove of her vagina.

Kaylee bore down and the deliciously tight, wet suck of her pussy-flesh sent tingles of excitement through her body. She let her mind go free and imagined it really was Deke’s finger gliding through her virgin hole, and his thumb flicking her clit, driving her closer and closer to the point of orgasm.

Deke. I’m going to come.

(Me too, honey. Oh God, me too.)

Kaylee swept aside her earlier disgust at the thought of guys coming on the computer screen. Replacing the screen with her own body—her warm flesh coated with creamy spunk—that idea excited her in a way she couldn’t explain.

On me. Come all over me!

(Kaylee, no! We mustn’t.)

Deke pumped harder, his hand almost a blur, that thick, beautiful cock pounding through his fist, glistening with her own cunt juice—the fact that didn’t make sense wasn’t even important in the context of the fantasy.

Kaylee swept over the precipice, and with her thighs quivering she lifted off the bed, arched back, and she plunged one finger deep into her pussy.

Offering his rampant cock, Deke touched it to her body, gliding through her blonde curls, across her tummy, and nestling it between her breasts. Yes! Fuck my boobs! Still trembling through her own orgasm, Kaylee squeezed them together for him, enveloping his thick meat in their creamy softness.

Now, Deke. Now!

Kaylee had seen a few porn movies, but not enough to get any real idea of a male orgasm. One she thought was certainly fake had a giant cock going off like a fire hose, painting the poor porn princess in the firing line with enormous gobs of sticky sploodge. Kaylee had been disgusted at the time, but that was exactly what she imagined now. Deke’s cock literally erupted. It was like a fucking Mount Vesuvius of cum, spraying out in one continuous torrent, coating her breasts, her tummy, and then hosing down her pussy so hard she felt some go inside. As his orgasm waned, so did the stream of hot junket from his cock.

Reality began to seep back into Kaylee’s consciousness, but she pinched her eyes closed and held on to the fantasy for a few moments longer, that of her lithe, naked body coated and dripping with hot, sticky cum.

“Oh shit,” she whispered to herself as the fantasy image melted away. “This is not healthy.” Immensely satisfied, though not without misgivings, she pulled her nightie back down and rolled over onto her side.

A few minutes later when the sound of a quiet groan came from behind the door to Deke’s study, Kaylee was already asleep.
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Cam Girl

“Hey Mem.” Kaylee walked into the living room and sank into the sofa, dumping her handbag on the cushion beside her.

“Hey sweetie,” Emily said, pausing her show on the television. “Tough night at the restaurant?”

“Mmm, so-so.” Kaylee waggled her hand, palm downwards. “Watcha watchin’?”

“Oh, it’s nothing. I went and got myself hooked on one of those TV political dramas. Secrets and scandals in the White House corridors. Now I have to binge watch the whole season.”

Kaylee harrumphed noncommittally. She wasn’t really in the mood to watch anything; her trouble with Deke had been consuming a lot of mental energy. She hoped it would go away on its own, but since the night of their fight last week, she had succumbed to what she now thought of as her ‘Daddy fantasy’ four more times—including the last three nights running. Contemplating the idea of sitting down to some TV with Mem, she discovered that what she wanted more than anything was to rush upstairs and diddle herself to another paralyzing climax while she imagined Deke jerking off beside her.

Really? Just jerking off?

“Is everything okay?”

“Huh?” Kaylee shook off her self-contemplation. “Yeah, sure. Why?”

“You seem a bit down lately,” Emily said, giving her that sideways look that said, ‘and I’m wondering when you’re going to tell someone about it.’

“Um, yeah. I guess.” Hmm, how much do I tell her? Not everything, that was for sure. “I kind of had a fight with Deke last week.”

“I see.” Mem withheld judgement verbally, although her eyebrows told a different story. “Is that why he’s been avoiding you?”

“What?” Kaylee did a double-take. When she came to think of it, she and Deke hadn’t been alone since that night. “Where is he?”

“In his study, now,” Emily said. “But he was watching TV with me fifteen minutes ago. I only just realized, but he’s disappeared the last few nights just before you get home.”

Hmph. Why would Deke be avoiding her? He was the one who’d wanted to talk.

“Should I drag him out here by the ear and make him apologize?” Emily said it as a joke, but she’d do it if Kaylee said yes. Not by the ear, of course, but she’d get her apology.

“No.” Kaylee shook her head. Poor Deke. She must’ve really hurt his feelings. “It was more the other way around. I said some things I probably shouldn’t have.”

“Want to tell me about it?”

“What? No!” Kaylee said a little too vehemently.

“Well, if it’s you who owes him an apology, I’d get it over and done with,” Emily said. “He keeps score, you know.”

Kaylee sighed deeply. Confronting him about their forbidden urges wasn’t something she anticipated with any sense of joy. “Any recommendations?”

“Yeah,” Emily said, glancing at the still image on the television. Obviously she was keen to get back to her show before it got too late. “Don’t apologize by text. I tried that once and it didn’t stick.”

“You did not apologize by text!” Kaylee couldn’t equate her smart, politically savvy foster mother with such a boner move as that.

Emily smiled. “It was a long time ago. A very long time. Just giving you the benefit of experience.”

“Right, thanks Mem,” Kaylee said with a smile and a sarcastic lilt. “I’ll belch it out instead. You should write an advice column.”

“You’re welcome, sweetie.” Emily returned her attention to the television and restarted her show. “Now be a good girl and go apologize. Properly. Get him in a good mood before he comes to bed.”

“Okay,” Kaylee said, levering herself out of the sofa. “Night, then.” She gave Emily a kiss on the temple and got an airy one in return that was pretty close to landing on her cheek.

“Good night. Don’t forget your f— Don’t forget Deke.”

Kaylee couldn’t believe Mem had texted an apology.  It gave her pause. Was this apology something that really needed to be done face to face? Apologies were a bit like break-ups. In person: good; text: bad. A handwritten letter: good (well, good-ish); email: bad.

She moved slowly up the stairs to her bedroom.

It was the personal touch that counted. What about a phone call? Maybe. Wait, I know! What about—and just hear me out on this Kaylee—what about A SKYPE CALL! It was personal, it was one-on-one—it was perfect.

She paused at the top of the staircase, smiling. Yes! Skype! Thank you, technology. She glanced at the light under the door of Deke’s study before going into her bedroom. Brilliant. This won’t be weird at all.

Flipping open her laptop, she quickly logged in and fired up Skype. Deke was online. Yes! She opened up a call window and reeled back when the webcam switched on and displayed her tired face. Urgh, scary. He deserves better. Working quickly, she brushed her hair, reapplied lipstick, and checked again in the webcam, which with its upward angle, was less forgiving than a mirror. Acceptable, she thought, blowing herself a kiss with ruby red lips.

Select ‘Ted Buchanan, ‘Video call’, here goes. Fuck! What do I say?

It was too late to worry because the call was going through. A surprised and slightly concerned image of Deke appeared on her screen.

“Hey, Kaylee?” He greeted her warmly, but with perhaps just a touch of reserve. “Where are you? Are you staying out tonight?”

“What? Um, no.” Why would he assume I was out? She leaned out of frame and showed the backdrop of her bedroom to the camera. “I’m in my room, see?”

“Oh. Long distance call, huh? You know I’m twenty feet down the hall, right?”

Kaylee grinned. “Yeah.” His generation just didn’t get electronic communication. “And you’ve sat in our living room and watched me text a friend up the other end of the sofa. How is this a surprise?”

“Touché.” His lopsided smile said that he conceded the point but hadn’t modified his opinion. “What’s up, honey?”

Urgh. Here goes. “I’m ready to talk about last week.”

“Right. Uh, okay.”

Kaylee could see him mentally changing gears, rapidly editing his words in his head before he spoke.

“Listen, you were right, and I ought to—”

“Hang on,” she interrupted. “I need to apologize first before I chicken out.” Deep breath.

“No, I need to—”

“Shush,” she said gently.

He shushed.

“I want to tell you I’m sorry. I got upset because I was surprised.”

“It’s perfectly under—”

“But I shouldn’t have been,” she said, speaking over the top of him and giving him an admonishing glare for interrupting. “I shouldn’t have been surprised because you did exactly what I wanted you to, and then I got mad because I was ashamed to admit it.”

Deke frowned in thought. “You mean, you wanted me to… you know …?” He trailed off, not wanting to say the word.

Masturbate. To her topless photos. Yes, that. Kaylee sighed and mustered the courage to enter uncomfortable territory.

“I didn’t exactly think through the whole process,” she said. “I got carried away and I wanted to… I guess, excite you.”

Deke listened patiently and this time he left a gap in case Kaylee wanted to continue. “Well, it was exciting,” he said. “But honey, why did you want to do that?”

“I don’t know,” she said, sighing again and looking away from the camera to avoid his gaze. The shame was hurtful but admitting to it made her feel better. “The same reason I posted the photos, I suppose. I’m shallow and I wanted attention. The internet is a safe place to get it, but it’s so impersonal.”

“And I’m personal,” he said, completing the thought. “And safe.”

Kaylee rocked her head, a combination of a nod and a shake. “I guess so,” she said, unsure whether she was agreeing or disagreeing. “But it’s more than that. When you looked at that first terrible photo, and I saw you were…”

“Aroused?”

“What? Um, yeah.” Kaylee was caught off guard, not expecting such a bald admission. “It felt kind of, you know, naughty. I don’t think that’s a very good word for it, though.”

“I think it’s the perfect word,” Deke said. That was his ‘listen-up’ voice, and Kaylee was put instantly at ease. Deke was about to take charge, and she felt a kind of safety that reminded her of being a child—a time when she was certain that grown-ups were all-powerful and would never let anything bad happen to her.

“I felt it too,” he went on. “It felt naughty, but ultimately harmless. After all, we’re both adults and we know what we’re doing.” That was true, even though Kaylee wasn’t even of legal age to drink, but she didn’t think it was the right time to split hairs. “There’s a kind of liberation in committing a victimless crime,” he said. “You can feel a bit naughty without necessarily hurting anyone.” Deke paused to consider that last statement. “Or at least, I didn’t think anyone would get hurt.”

“Nobody did,” Kaylee said, trying to sound reassuring. “I was surprised, that’s all. And I didn’t mean to hurt you, either.”

“You just enjoyed the feeling of being naughty,” he said. It wasn’t really a question, but Kaylee nodded anyway. “And then you panicked when it went too far?”

“Uh huh.”

“And do you understand why I did what I did?”

Because you’re a perv? That was just a disingenuous voice in her head; it wasn’t something she really believed. “Because it felt naughty?” she asked.

“Right. It’s a thrill. Same reason you get on a rollercoaster. Not because you want to fall to your death, but because you want to feel like you might fall to your death. Do you see the difference?”

Kaylee thought about it a moment, and she began to understand. “So, it’s not like you want to, you know, ‘do it’ with me, but you want to feel the rush that comes with knowing that you might.”

“Honey, you just described almost every fantasy ever.”

Kaylee frowned at the camera. “I don’t get you.” Mostly her fantasies were things she wanted to do for real. Oh wait, except for this one! “Actually no, I think I do get you.” She thought about it a bit longer and Deke gave her time, waiting patiently at the other end of the line. “So, you’re saying there’s nothing really wrong with what we did, because we both just wanted a thrill, and we got it.”

“Exactly.”

“But isn’t it still …?”

“Still what?”

“Isn’t it, you know, wrong?” Kaylee couldn’t shake the feeling that stripping for Deke and having him jack off to her topless pictures was somehow shameful. After all, it wasn’t something she was prepared to announce to the world.

“What do you think is wrong about it?”

Oh shit, he’s going to make me say it.

“Isn’t it, um, illegal, or something.”

“Are you saying that because it feels wrong?” Deke asked. “Or because you think that’s the way you’re supposed to feel?”

“Right!” Kaylee answered his question implicitly. “It’s supposed to feel wrong, isn’t it, so why does it feel so good?” This was at the very core of her concern, and she was excited to realize that Deke seemed to understand perfectly. Maybe he had the answer.

“Do you get the same thrill thinking about how you might be arousing strangers on the internet?”

“Not really.” Kaylee didn’t much care about them. She liked the attention from all the up-votes and comments, but she didn’t get a rush from thinking about them jerking off to her pictures.

“So what’s different about me?” He was leading her towards an answer that he already seemed to know. She wished he’d stop being such a dick about it and just tell her.

“You’re different because you’re my… you know, roommate.”

Deke grinned. He was the one person who would get that joke—the roommate/father synonym thing.

“So is it because I know you?”

“What would you think if it was someone else you know, like your boss?”

“Ewww!” Kaylee shivered and tried not to think of her boss at the restaurant jerking off to her photos. Nasty! “I don’t get it,” she said, a strain of impatience creeping into her voice. “You’re different because you’re you. You just… are!”

“Hear me out.” Deke held up a hand, trying to stretch out her patience. “Just one more. What if …?” he said, pausing for effect. “What if it was a boy you liked?”

“I’m nearly twenty, Deke. I stopped liking boys a while ago.”

“What if it was a guy you liked?” he said, unfazed.

Kaylee thought about a guy at college she had a crush on before she dropped out and imagined him jerking off to her A-Cup Angels album. Oh wow. Hot!

“Are you saying I fancy you?” Kaylee asked, a frown creasing her brow.

“No, I’m saying you love me. And you care about me.” Deke explained patiently. “I love you, too. Familial love shares most of the same body chemistry as romantic love, and biology and libido fill in the gaps, so it’s easy to get confused. It doesn’t happen to everyone, but a sexual attraction between family members isn’t just common, it’s normal.”

“Are you serious?” Kaylee couldn’t believe it. She’d only admitted to deliberately teasing him. She hadn’t even told him about the fantasies because they felt so shameful. At least they used to. But what if they were normal?

“Does that make you feel better?”

“Lots.” She breathed a sigh of relief. “And if I, you know, started having, um, thoughts about you, would that be normal, too?”

“Of course,” Deke said. “Are we good now, honey?”

Kaylee beamed. “Yes. I love you so much.”

“I love you, too,” he said, grinning. “Can we do the next roommate meeting talk face to face? Or is Skype a thing for us now?”

“Embrace the future, Deke.” Kaylee was feeling completely at ease again. She looked forward to getting into bed and switching out the light, but this time she wouldn’t feel guilty about what she did in the dark. She might even let imaginary Deke go a little further this time. “Night, night.” I wonder if he’s going to do the same.

“Good night, Kaylee,” he said, reaching for the mouse to end the call.

“Deke, wait!”

He drew back his hand and waited for her to continue.

“My album is still up on Reddit,” she said, swallowing a nervous lump in her throat.

“It is,” he agreed. “I… I saw it last night.”

Oh shit. He is totally still jacking off to it. “Are you going to, you know, look at it again? Like, tonight?” Kaylee smiled self-consciously and looked away from the screen.

“I might.” he laughed. It was a teasing kind of laugh, not an amused kind. “Do you want me to?”

Kaylee nodded.

“It’s exciting, isn’t it?”

“Uh-huh.” It was more than exciting; Kaylee’s heart was pounding. As soon as they hung up, he was going to open her photos and get his cock out. What if he gets spunk all over the screen? All over me?

“What about you?” he said. “Is that what you were talking about earlier? Are you going to imagine me doing that?”

Oh my god! He’s psychic! She giggled nervously “Uh-huh.” Don’t say it, don’t say it, don’t say it. “But I wouldn’t need to if you left your webcam on.” Oh sweet crispy Jesus! You did not just say that!

Deke just laughed. “Night, Kaylee. Sweet dreams.” He shook his head, smiling indulgently as he reached for the mouse to end the call.

Kaylee heard the click, but the Skype window stayed open.

Skype. Stayed. Open.

Deke pushed back his chair and got his phone out from his pocket. He wasn’t looking at the computer anymore.

“Deke, the call is still open.”

He didn’t respond. He didn’t even look up at the sound of her voice. Can he hear me? “Deke?” No response. He CAN hear me, but he’s pretending he can’t.

Deke was looking intently at his phone now, swiping the image every few seconds with his thumb. He rubbed absently at the crotch of his pants; it looked bigger than normal. A lot bigger.

What am I supposed to do? Just watch? Or do I rub one out at the same time?

“Deke, stop it. This is weird.”

“What’s weird about it?” He turned his attention back to the webcam. “I thought it was what you wanted.”

Kaylee sighed. “It is… kind of.” It was hard to put into words. “I like the idea of you looking at my photos …”

“But?”

“But I don’t feel special when you ignore me,” she said. “God, that makes me sound like such a princess.”

Deke put the phone face down on the desk.

“Do you want me to watch you?” he asked. “Here on Skype?”

Cyber-sex! Fucking hell!

Kaylee felt the adrenaline rush kick up her heart rate again. A week ago, she showed him a topless photo of herself. What would she have said if someone told her she would be cyber-fucking her foster father in a week’s time? No way, José!

Kaylee realized that she still hadn’t given him an answer. She opened her mouth to say yes—yes Deke, watch me strip and touch my pussy, watch me come—but she just couldn’t. In lieu of an answer, she unbuttoned the top of her blouse. Slowly. One, two, three buttons, and then she pulled it open to show him the edges of her black bra.

“You have to tell me how, Daddy,” she said in a breathy voice. Daddy—the name came easily now. “Like with the photos; tell me what to do.”

“Kaylee, are you sure?”

She gulped. “Uh-huh.”

Long pause.

“Then undo the rest of your buttons.”

It’s working. Oh my god, it’s working! Kaylee popped the last few buttons with one hand and opened the front of her blouse wide to show Deke her lacy bra cups. It was a new one, one she bought specially to enhance her shape.

“Do you like my bra?”

“It’s lovely.”

That throaty note she remembered from the photo shoot was back in his voice. That’s means he’s horny. It means I’m making his cock hard.

“Move back from the camera a bit so I can see you properly,” he said.

Kaylee rolled her chair backwards and then lowered the angle of her webcam to take in her whole upper body, all the way down to her seat. She saw Deke’s eyes drop for a moment and then slowly climb back up her slim curves, lingering around the plump swell of her padded bra.

“Can you see up my skirt?”

“Not quite.” His eyes darted immediately back down to her knees.

“Do you want to?” she said. “Sometimes I’m careless and I forget to keep my knees together, then I look around to see if anyone has noticed.” She gave him a cheeky grin, letting him know that looking up her skirt would be a fun game.

“Well if you like, I can tell you if you open them too far,” Deke suggested. “Then you’ll know if you’re being impolite.”

“Really?” Kaylee beamed, enjoying the game. “That’s so helpful.” She lifted her feet onto the wheels of her office chair to raise the angle and let her knees drift apart in what she hoped would seem like a natural movement. “How about now?” She slid her hem up to the top of her thighs to help, loving the change in Deke’s eyes with every extra inch of flesh she revealed.

“I can’t see much,” he admitted. “Your pantyhose are only sheer up to the tops of your thighs.”

WHAT? Kaylee’s veins turned to ice. Oh Jesus! I’m trying to seduce him in fucking control-tops!

Without thinking about the camera, Kaylee grabbed at her hem and lifted it, peering beneath and hoping against hope to see the sexy sheer-to-waist nylons she would normally wear nine times out of ten—except for this morning when she’d woken up feeling bloated. “Shit,” she said aloud, looking at Deke and still clutching her hem beneath her breasts. Maybe the control-tops were doing their job though, because Deke didn’t look disappointed at all; he was busy making a very close study of her open thighs and the smooth, flesh-toned Lycra and nylon stretched across their junction. “I’m sorry. I thought I was wearing sexier ones.”

“That’s okay, honey,” Deke said. “If you don’t like them, I’d like to watch you take them off.”

His interest put Kaylee instantly back in the moment. She sensed from the look in his eyes that lifting her skirt and opening her legs was something he found unutterably sexy, no matter what she wore underneath.

“But Daddy,” she teased, thinking about the time he stood outside her bedroom while she stripped and almost invited him in. “What if my panties come down with them?”

“Then my prayers will be answered,” he said with a wistful smile. “You almost showed me the other day when I took the photos, and I’ve been thinking about it ever since.”

“Really?” Kaylee felt a warm tingle in her pussy, like it was preening with his admiration. Standing up, she unzipped and let the skirt fall to the floor. “I’ve been thinking about you, too,” she admitted. She rolled the tops of the pantyhose down to her hips to get them started and sat back down to look at him face to face. “You first. I want to see how hard you are.”

Deke didn’t mess about with a sexy striptease; he just stood up, dropped trou’, and then sat back on his office chair, rubbing an enormous tent in the front of his boxers.

Kaylee sank lower in her chair and planted her feet on the desk, one each side of the computer. “Ready?”

Deke assumed a similar position and unbuttoned his shirt, hanging it open over his chest just like Kaylee’s blouse. “Ready,” he agreed. Without waiting for a countdown, he hoisted his ass just high enough to pass the waistband of his boxers underneath and drew them down to the tops of his thighs, showing Kaylee just the root of his cock with the rest still hidden.

Oh my! It was thicker than she imagined.

Kaylee performed a similarly awkward maneuver, making sure to bring her panties along for the ride as she eased the pantyhose over the widest part of her hips. Looking down, she could see her slit, still closed and tight, though it wouldn’t be for much longer. From his angle, Deke wouldn’t be able to see anything but the trimmed, blonde wisps covering her mound. She looked up into his eyes again and they were glistening, probably from his refusal to blink.

“Tell me, Daddy,” she said. “Tell me what to do.”

“Show me your pussy, honey.”

“Tell me the truth. Do you think about touching it when you look at my photos?”

“Yes.” Deke reached into his boxers and grasped his cock. With his hand down there, it became impossible to guess his size, but the length of his stroke let Kaylee know there was a considerable double handful of man-meat should she ever be fortunate enough to get her fingers around it. Oh Mem, you lucky cow.

With a gymnast’s grace, Kaylee lifted her feet into the air and slowly drew the nest of lace and nylon over her thighs and past her knees, before angling her feet back down to take them off. Cupping her pussy in one hand, she opened her legs again for the webcam. Deke’s eyes were wide and unblinking now. Her labia felt hot and engorged, and she could feel a trickle of wetness at the bottom of her slit. She knew it would take only the gentlest of touches to peel them open and she dearly wanted to watch Deke’s reaction when he saw it.

“And is this how it looks in your imagination?” she asked, removing her hand and raising her fingers to her mouth to taste her own essence.

Deke took a shuddering breath and Kaylee saw his cock buck spastically in his shorts.

“I never imagined it would be so beautiful,” Deke said, his voice little more than a croak. “It looks …” He gulped and had to start again. “It looks so tight. Does it hurt? You know, to have sex?”

Kaylee had also been admiring her own pussy, and at this she looked up quizzically at Deke. “I’m a virgin,” she said simply. “I want my first time to be special, and I haven’t met a special guy yet.” Placing three fingers over the cleft, she rubbed her clit in gentle circles, and a moment later felt the cool air against the moist, pink lining of her entrance as her inner lips unfurled.

“Oh Jesus, Kaylee. You’re soaking.”

“I know.” She smiled and glanced shyly back up at him from her pussy. That’s because I’m imagining your tongue inside me! “Do you really think it’s pretty?” She knew that fishing for compliments was unbecoming, but she couldn’t help herself.

“Honey, it’s exquisite,” Deke said, shaking his head slowly with disbelief. “It’s just wonderfully pink, and it looks so tight and warm. I wish I could kiss it.”

“Deke!” Kaylee admonished him with a happy giggle. “You’re so naughty! You’re not allowed to kiss your roommate’s pussy.” She peeled her lips back with her fingers to show him further inside and felt another warm trickle run down her perineum to her anus. “Can you see my cherry?”

“I can.” Deke’s breathing was making it difficult to understand him, but his desire came across loud and clear.

“What if I can’t find that special guy?” she asked. “I wouldn’t want to become an old maid, so you’d have to do it for me?” Kaylee cringed a little inside, knowing that she’d regret the dirty talk later. Right now though, she didn’t care because she could see the effect it was having on Deke; the muscles of his forearm flexing and releasing as he massaged his erection.

Deke sighed. “God, don’t even joke about it.”

He gave his cock a long squeeze, and Kaylee thought he might be close to coming. She had been working her clitoris steadily as they spoke and was no more than a minute or two away herself.

“What if I wasn’t joking?” Kaylee asked in a sultry whisper. What’s happening? Am I teasing him, or am I serious? Fuck, I’m not even sure anymore. “If I really, really wanted it, would you make my first time special?”

“I would,” Deke admitted, and then finished under his breath, “God help me, I would.”

“Show me, Daddy,” she said. “I want to imagine what it will feel like when you slide it into me. Let me see it.”

Deke briefly let go of his shaft to strip off his boxers and then put his feet back up either side of the screen. It wasn’t as big as the dad-sized cock of Kaylee’s fantasy, and she didn’t have any reference cocks for comparison, but it was definitely a good size, and she thought it was probably thicker than most. She looked at it greedily and then back to the tiny opening at the base of her slit. It stretches, right? Of course it does.

“Hold it up so I can see.”

Deke held it with his fingertips so it pointed straight up, and Kaylee tried to picture herself lowering onto it. She closed her eyes and let her imagination run free, taking hold of his erection and touching it to her opening. Playing along with the fantasy, she stirred a finger in her sopping entrance and felt suddenly giddy with the stunning sense of realism.

“Do it now,” she pleaded, not to the Deke on her computer screen, but to the one in her imagination whose rearing, bulging cock kissed the virgin opening of her sex.

Imaginary Deke, that ever-ready lover of her recent fantasies, gripped her slim hips and bodily dragged her down onto his rearing shaft, impaling her completely in a single stroke.  Following the action using her own middle finger, Kaylee groaned with a confusing mixture of disappointment and bliss—disappointment because her slim finger didn’t live up to the bulging cock in her mind’s eye, and bliss because even so, there was still the warm, erotic burn to enjoy as her virgin hole strained under the most welcome intrusion.

“Daddy, it’s so big,” she panted. Cringe. Nobody gets off on that Daddy shit. “Be gentle with me. Don’t hurt me with your big cock.” Good Lord! What the fuck’s wrong with me?

“Kaylee, you’re so tight. Open wide sweetheart and let Daddy give you some more.”

I stand corrected! Deke gets off on that Daddy shit.

The emotional thrill of playing out his fantasy overlaid the physical thrill of masturbating, and Kaylee felt that warm surge of tingling pressure that signaled the beginning of her orgasm.

“Yes!” She moaned and worked her clit, driving her finger deeper into her core. Squeezing the second knuckle through that clinging passageway, she stretched and teased thousands of singing nerve endings into a chorus of ecstasy.

How could one finger make her feel so full?

She curled it inside herself, exploring her vagina as she’d never had the courage to do before. Every surface felt sensitive in a deliciously different way, her entrance, her tight passageway, and now this place that might be her G-spot. She could scarcely imagine the pleasures of a thick cock deep inside her, plumbing her depths and touching every inch of her womanhood at once.

“Oh God, hurry Kaylee, I’m coming!”

Not inside me! I’m not safe!

Kaylee felt a moment of confusion when fantasy and reality overlapped, and her unconscious reaction was that Deke really would finish inside her, jetting hot ropes of spunk straight through the gateway to her fertile core.

The rush of panic was as intense as it was unjustified, and added to her cresting orgasm, it tipped her over the edge and swept her up in a furious wave of ecstasy. Delicious, electrifying heat flooded her sex. It started in her clitoris and then ignited the sensitive tips of her pussy lips, finally tearing through her clenching, sucking pussy to a place deep inside—a secret place where her finger couldn’t reach.

“Yes! Oh God yes!” she cried, opening her eyes again to watch Deke, his thick cock bulging and straining, heavy blue veins throbbing and standing proud on its rigid surface. Her open thighs quivered as unstoppable euphoria wracked her body. Stuff me! Fuck me! Come inside me! “Don’t Daddy. You mustn’t!” she gasped, playing up her unsafe fantasy. “I’m not safe!”

(What!)

He didn’t say it, but Kaylee could hear it in his thoughts like a psychic wave. His eyes flashed surprise and maybe denial, and then they glazed over as his own climax overtook him, and glimpsing his fantasy, Kaylee knew he was just about to empty his balls into his daughter’s freshly broken cunt.

Oh Deke, you’re so naughty!

“Argh! F-f-f-f—” Deke tipped back his head, cords standing out on his neck. Then his cock erupted. It wasn’t a dribble of cum or even a rope like on the few pornos she’d sampled and discarded; it was a veritable spray pouring forth from his bulging, purple head and spattering against the hard contours of his stomach.

Holy shit, what would that feel like?

Unsafe sex had never been part of Kaylee’s fantasies, but now she could almost feel that powerful jet pouring into her, sowing her fertile core with forbidden seed, setting off a second shuddering climax.

Not constrained to her sex, this orgasm rocked her entire body, fireballs of erotic heat rolling from her pussy up through her stomach and breasts, and down through her clenching thighs all the way to her toes, setting them atingle with joyous fulfilment.

Deke’s cock was still disgorging slow gobs of creamy spunk, and Kaylee imagined each one squeezing into her poor, overstuffed pussy until finally she was full to the brim and it leaked out the edges. Giving her secret muscles a squeeze, she wrung one last dizzying peak out of her climax and then floated back down to catch her breath.

“Mmmm.” She crooned happily at the camera, smiling. “You came inside me, didn’t you?”

Deke swallowed guiltily. “Uh-huh.”

“That was very naughty,” Kaylee teased. “I told you not to and you did it anyway.”

“I did it because you told me not to,” Deke said. “I didn’t know it was going to feel so good, though.”

Kaylee stroked her pussy thoughtfully and looked on with greedy fascination at the sticky pool on Deke’s stomach. “Neither did I.”
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───Ξ───

It’s Mutual

“Morning, you guys.” Emily swept into the kitchen at her usual frenetic morning pace.

“Hey Mem.” Kaylee’s response was automatic. She didn’t even look up from her phone. Deke, Allie and Jase joined in the chorus, similarly immersed in their own electronic worlds.

“How are you getting along with choosing a college course, Kaylee?” Emily leaned down to kiss the top of her head.

“Huh?” Kaylee looked up, distracted. “Oh, um, good.”

Allie had just Facebooked three pictures of jackets with the caption, ‘If these are the height of this season’s colors, it’s going to be a loooooong fall,’ and Kaylee had been consumed with crafting a witty, big-sisterly reply. Satisfied with her response, she hit Send and turned around to Mem. “I think I’ve settled on Journalism. Hey, if you’re still in politics when I’m done, you could leak the big scandals and make me famous.”

Emily smiled around a mouthful of toast that she’d stolen from Deke’s plate. “Nice try, sweetie,” she said. “But I’m sure you can get famous on your own without me losing my job.”

“Or getting impeached,” Deke muttered.

“I’ve never done anything impeachable,” Emily wielded her toast defensively at him. “Unless you count what we did last night.”

“Eww! Mem!” Kaylee’s response to the idea of her foster parents having sex was automatic, although if truth be told, these days she felt more envious than disgusted at the idea.

“What?” Allison had been absorbed in her own electronic world, and she looked up suddenly from her tablet with a betrayed glare. “Kaylee! Delete it now!”

“What’s wrong, Shortcake?” Deke asked, standing behind her and providing a reassuring, one-armed hug. Allie was sixteen and still the apple of her father’s eye.

“Kaylee’s trolling my Facebook!” she cried. “Tell her to take it down, Dad.”

“I’m not trolling,” Kaylee said, calmly defending herself. Oh Allie, you’re such an easy target. “You posted to get attention, and I gave you some. Win-win.”

“Show me,” said Deke, reaching over her shoulder for the tablet.

“‘First World Problem’, Kaylee?” Allison glared at her accusingly. “What does that even mean?”

Kaylee arched an eyebrow at her little sister. “It means you take fashion a bit too seriously,” she said, trying not to sound smug. “Not everything needs to be such a tragedy.”

“What, like your outfit? Go put on a belt and leave my Facebook page alone.”

“She’s right, sweetie,” Emily said, gravely eyeing Kaylee’s cream blouse and white jeans. “You need to separate your whites. You can borrow one of my belts if you like.”

“Mem!” How did this get turned around on me?

“What are you doing on Facebook at breakfast, anyway?” Emily said, mercifully changing the topic away from Kaylee’s sense of fashion and personal style. “I thought breakfast was family time.”

Jason looked up from NetFlix. “This is family time.” “We’re all here, right? And this is actually pretty civil for us.” At fourteen, he was still growing into his sense of humor, and he constantly tried everyone’s patience with it.

“I’m serious,” Emily said, raising her voice. “Phone, tablet, tablet.” She pointed accusingly one, two, and three. Deke had been on his phone too and almost got it into his pocket before Emily turned on him. “And you’re no better, Ted. Neither am I. We’re all addicted to electronics. Goggled in twenty-four-seven.”

Kaylee didn’t think this boded well. Mem’s rants never did.

“Mem, it’s just Faceb—”

“I’ll tell you what’s going to happen,” Emily announced. She was really hitting her stride now, and Kaylee had long since learned the futility of getting into an argument with a politician. “We’re going unplugged for a day.”

“Oh, look at the time,” said Jason, slinking towards the kitchen door. “I don’t want to be late for school.”

“Get back here.” It wasn’t the angry voice, but the I-will-not-be-defied voice wasn’t a big improvement. Emily fetched a wicker basket from on top of the kitchen cupboards and placed it in the middle of the table. “Devices in the basket.” And then, continuing in a more conciliatory manner, “I have a fundraiser in Atlantic City on Saturday. Everyone who can go a full day unplugged, gets to come with me.”

“To the fundraiser?” Jason gave his mother a doubtful look that suggested he might use his tablet just to avoid such a trip.

“To Atlantic City, silly. City of Light.”

Kaylee frowned. “I think that’s Paris, Mem.”

“City of Steel Pier amusement park, then,” she countered, tossing her own cellphone into the basket and then proffering it to the others.

The rides and sideshows at Steel Pier had seemed a lot more enticing when Kaylee was Jason’s age, but they still held a certain charm that made her grin.

She added her phone to the basket. “I’m in.” How many more opportunities would she have to act like a kid, anyway?

Jason put his tablet in. “Steel Pier? No brainer.” Emily arched a knowing eyebrow at him and shook the basket until he fished his phone from his jacket pocket and dropped it in with a defeated grumble.

“Spending money?” Allison asked, showing a maturing sense of negotiation that might one-day land her in politics with her mother.

“Lunch and all-day ride tickets,” Emily offered. “You pay for your own junk food.”

“Done and done.” Allison added her devices to the basket. Having discovered the perils of junk food to her complexion and figure, she looked pretty confident of getting an all-expenses paid holiday.

Emily looked searchingly at Deke, both eyebrows arched this time.

“Steel Pier? With this bunch?” he asked, playing up the melodrama. “Can’t I be strapped to an ant hill instead?” Kaylee and the others all rolled their eyes; gone were the days when even Jason would rise to that kind of bait.

“You can go to a museum if you like,” Emily said with an overtly indulgent bow.

“The Ripley’s Believe It Or Not Museum?” There was a rare, child-like light in Deke’s eye. “I’m in, too. When do we leave?”

“Friday night.” Emily shook the basketful of devices at him. “We’ll stop for greasy, roadside takeout on the interstate, get a nasty apartment a few blocks back from the boardwalk, and you guys can spend the day at Steel Pier—or Ripley’s,” she quickly added when Deke opened his mouth to speak, “while I help set up the fundraiser at the hotel.”

Deke tossed his phone into the basket. “Did anyone think to check the weather in Jersey on the weekend?” Everyone looked searchingly at him, and then at Emily, who was still holding the basket of devices that could be used to check the weather.

“How did people even check the weather before smartphones?” Kaylee asked. She said it as a joke, but she was embarrassed to admit that she didn’t know the answer.

“Newspapers,” Emily and Deke chorused, only to be jinxed by Allie and Jase, who in turn Kaylee double-jinxed with a gleeful laugh.

“What’s a newspaper?” Jason asked, testing out his teenage sense of humor to better-than-usual effect.

Deke winked at Kaylee and mouthed “laptop”, gesturing with a nod at the wifi on the kitchen bench. Kaylee smiled inwardly, seeing the loophole in Mem’s focus on handhelds.

Emily caught them though. “No internet.” She waved an accusing finger at them and switched off the wifi at the wall, then she unscrewed the antenna and added it to the basket for good measure. “No laptop, no TV, no Xbox. We’re all spending a day unplugged, and cheaters miss out on Atlantic City.”

Hmm, six hours to kill before work without electronics, Kaylee thought. I’ll make some calls and see who wants to hang out. She reached instinctively for her phone and had to sigh at her own stupidity. This was going to be a tough day.

──────

“Hey Mem.” Kaylee fell into the deep sofa cushions, exhausted, letting all her muscles go limp.

“Hey sweetie.” Emily looked up from her sheaf of papers—photos and bios of party donors to memorize before the weekend. “Tough night at the restaurant?”

“Ugh.” Kaylee felt too drained to form coherent sentences. Thursdays were always tough at work. It was technically mid-week, so they were only lightly staffed, but leading into the weekend, it was their busiest mid-week service. Thank God she had Friday night and the weekend off. Mem didn’t seem very interested in her exhaustion, which was unfortunate because the performance was largely for her benefit.

Kaylee cracked an eye and surveyed the living room. It was quiet—just her and Mem with her political homework. “Nothing good on TV?”

“Don’t know,” Emily didn’t even look up this time. “We’re still unplugged until tomorrow morning.”

Unplugged? What! Kaylee had missed her phone during the day but had forgotten all about it while she was working. She thought longingly about her beloved device languishing in Mem’s basket.

“But it was just for the day, and the day’s over.” She knew even before she said it that arguing would be futile.

“The day is twenty-four hours.” That was Mem’s I-brook-no-arguments voice. “We go back online at seven-thirty tomorrow morning.”

Seven-thirty? Arggghh! After more than half a day of electronic blackout, Kaylee was suddenly curious beyond measure at what was going on in the world, and by ‘in the world’ she meant Twitter, Instagram, and Reddit. Not least of all her A-Cup Angels album, although it had gone quiet a few days ago. She huffed. A few years earlier, the situation might have blown up into an argument, and she had a moment of self-awareness where she realized that even though she was living at home under Mem and Deke’s rule, she really had grown up. The ‘roommate’ thing was only part joke.

She wondered what Deke was doing. They could maybe… Dammit! No Skype. “Has Deke gone to bed already?”

“He’s working on next year’s youth club camp in his study. Without internet, in case you think I’m playing favorites.”

“Hmph!” Kaylee closed her eyes again. She wasn’t horny, but having brought up the idea of masturbating with Deke again, she was powerless to stop her mind wandering in that direction. She was just contemplating going upstairs to bed and relieving herself in the darkness of her bedroom when Emily spoke again.

“Don’t just lie there and breathe at me, Kaylee.” It was the tough-love voice this time. “What do you normally do when you go up to your room after work?”

Kaylee felt a moment of panic. Even though the question was innocent, it seemed like Mem knew exactly what she and Deke had been up to, and she couldn’t focus properly to make up a good lie.

“I, um, you know, Skype,” she said. Well, that’s technically true. “Like, friends and stuff.” Okay, that bit not so much.

“Why don’t you go out and see them, then?” Emily suggested. “You’re not working tomorrow. God knows I was never in bed before midnight at your age, and neither were any of my friends.” She looked down at her notes with an exhausted expression. “Go out. Be young. You’ll still be home and in bed before me.”

“Oh, um, I couldn’t really…” Kaylee felt even more trapped now, with Mem having called her on the white lie.

“Don’t be silly.” Emily put down her notes and directed her full attention onto Kaylee. “Skype is so impersonal. Pick a friend who stays up late and surprise them. Use the unplugged day as an excuse and make a human connection for once. If all you ever do is Skype together, I guarantee they’ll be thrilled to find you at their door instead of on their screen.”

Oh shit.

Deke.

I couldn’t.

Could I?

Shit!

“Kaylee? Are you okay?”

Oh my god. How long was I zoned out? Kaylee gingerly rubbed the outer corners of her eyes.  “Yeah,” she said finally. “I’m tired, that’s all. I think I need to go to bed.”

“Maybe that’s best. You do look a bit peaky.”

Kaylee lifted herself out of the soft cushions and got to her feet. Her legs felt heavy, whether from her hard day at work or from the adrenaline rush of thinking about an in-person tryst with Deke, she wasn’t sure.

“Night, Mem.”

“Night, sweetie.”

They exchanged kisses and Kaylee headed for the stairs.

Hi Deke, I went to open Skype and guess what? No internet.

Blah!

Hi Deke, Mem suggested we knock it up a notch and do our thang in person.

Urgh!

Hi Deke, I ran out of skin conditioner and I was wondering …

Oh my god, Kaylee. What the fuck is wrong with you?

She reached the top of the stairs. To the left was Deke’s study, with light shining under the door. To the right was her bedroom.

Jesus, she was going to have a heart attack before she decided.

She watched the light for a dozen stuttering heartbeats. There were no shadows moving. He didn’t have internet, but what if he’d cached a copy of her album? He might be in there right now, jerking off to photos of her wet panties and naked breasts. Wouldn’t it be a nice surprise for the real thing to arrive at his door? A dream come to life? It’s not like Mem was going to interrupt them.

Kaylee lifted her foot with the full intention of taking the first of six or eight footsteps that would bring her to Deke’s study, but at the last possible moment—late enough to make her almost lose balance—she stepped instead in the direction of her bedroom.

Oh, you chickenshit bitch!

Kaylee stalked to her room, rubbing herself between the legs in a futile attempt to quell the tingling down there but succeeded only in making it worse. She knew if she went to bed now she would indulge in a brief but unsatisfying self-gratification, which would have the opposite of the intended effect and leave her more frustrated than ever.

She looked back again at the light beneath Deke’s door. Turning around now wasn’t an option. It made no logical sense to feel that way, but she’d had her chance and her brain had made a decision, even if it was one that didn’t agree with her heart. Still, the urge to resist closing her bedroom door was great.

Have a shower, Kaylee. Wash this crap out of your head.

It was a good idea, so she didn’t hesitate. She grabbed her robe and retreated from her room (which felt good) towards Deke’s study (which felt great) but stopped instead at the family bathroom. That felt… How did it feel? It felt okay, actually.

Her heart was beating rapidly again, in expectation, so maybe it knew something that her head didn’t, like for instance, which direction she might turn when coming back out that bathroom door. The Kaylee exiting the bathroom, she felt, could be a new and improved model, washed free of doubt, clean and warm, and naked beneath the robe. When her conscious brain finally caught up with her subconscious, a sense of calm certainty prevailed, and she smiled as she turned on the water. Without any real trepidation, she understood that when she got out of the shower then she would go to see Deke, and unlike the decision of a few minutes ago, which she had instantly regretted, this one she knew would be right.

The buzzing need in her pussy intensified, although now it felt sensual rather than frustrating. Pleasant, even. Taking off her clothes, she relished the metaphoric unburdening as fabric sloughed away from flesh. She indulged yet another touch to her pussy as she stepped into the shower and was unsurprised to feel the slick warmth welling between her lips. Oh, that feels good. She slipped a finger inside—just to the first knuckle—but withdrew it again when her libido sparked with hot, carnal intent.

Not too much. Not yet. Save it for Deke.

Standing there with hot water pummeling her small breasts did nothing to dampen her ardor. If anything, she grew only more impatient to sail the course she had already plotted, and after less than a minute, she turned off the water and toweled herself dry.

Her robe hung on the door. She looked at it with naked anticipation.

Put it on. Open the door. Go to the study. What’s that? Fifteen seconds? In thirty, she could be naked in front of him. A few minutes from now she would make him come. Come on my tits, Daddy.

Kaylee tried to imagine herself with a big mess of Deke’s seed sprayed over her tummy and her breasts, sending another warm thrill fizzing through her nerve endings. She looked at her image in the mirror, and for maybe the first time in her post-adolescent life, she was completely happy with what she saw. Her slim curves seemed girlish tonight, rather than gawky and angular as she had often thought. Tendrils of wet hair framed her face, which she’d always known was pretty, and they dripped in rivulets that ran down her chest, skirting the modest swell of her breasts. All over her torso, she glowed pink from the hot water, a fitting match to her obvious state of arousal—peaked nipples standing proud and the inner folds of her pussy peeking out from her pussy crease.

Will I still look sexy covered in jizz?

The sheer naughtiness of the idea made her shiver. Was she really going to ask him to do that? To come on her?

Here was a better question: would she even need to ask? Because she knew he wanted to; she could see it in his eyes over Skype.

One way to find out.

With mechanical, purposeful movements, she pulled on the robe and knotted the belt loosely around the narrowest part of her waist, then she opened the bathroom door.

Chickenshit Kaylee would turn right.

New and improved Kaylee turned left. How long since she last blinked? Who cares? Twelve steps. Her brain made the instantaneous estimate of the distance to the study door and began counting down.

Eleven, ten, nine…

Don’t forget to breathe.

… six, five, four, …

Her hand came out early to grasp the handle and it hovered there, reaching, while she took the last few steps.

… two, one, …

She turned the handle and had the door ajar before realizing she ought to have knocked first. Fuck it. Given what she had in mind for him, Deke’s privacy had to take a back seat. Moving quickly before she had time to think about what she was doing, she slipped through the door and closed it behind her, leaning back as though it might fly open of its own volition and eject her out into the hallway.

The office chair was empty.

“Hey, Kaylee.”

Oh holy fuck! Deke was sitting in an easy chair in the corner that had been hidden behind the open door, and she hadn’t seen him when she shut it.

“Jesus, Deke.” She rolled her eyes with relief as the surprise quickly wore off. “You startled me.”

“Hey, I wasn’t the one bursting in without knocking.” His words were admonishing, but his eyes were forgiving. “What’s up?”

Kaylee opened her mouth to say something and realized that she hadn’t thought that bit through.

“The internet.” A hundred different thoughts competed for the right to use her voice, but none of them were winning. “It’s out.” She tried to say everything else with her gaze—all the stuff she’d been thinking about in the shower.

“Is there something wrong with your eyes, honey?”

“Yes… I mean no.” She shook her head. This wasn’t going how she planned. “I wanted to… I mean, I thought you’d like to… like we’ve been doing?”

“You wanted to cyber—”

“Yes,” Kaylee interrupted, relieved not to have to explain. Was he going to say cyberfuck?

“Except without the internet?” Deke was speaking slowly now, using the voice that sounded like he was working this all out in real time as he spoke. Was he though? Or did he know exactly what was going on? Had he been expecting her?

“Without the internet,” Kaylee agreed.

“In the flesh, so to speak.” Deke put down the volume he was reading. His eyes were a little wider now, showing the whites, and his nostrils flared as his breathing kicked up a notch.

“Uh-huh.”

“Kaylee, are you sure?”

She could tell by the sound of his voice that he was already sure. Her greatest fear was that if they danced around it too long then she really would chicken out. Pulling undone the knot at her waist, she said, “I’m sure,” and shrugged out of the robe, letting if fall to the floor.

Deke’s mouth fell open. He’d seen her almost naked during the photo shoot, and she’d been completely naked on Skype when she’d masturbated for him. This was a new highlight in their intimacy, though—her slim, young body, completely exposed and so obviously aroused.

“Oh, Kaylee.”

Deke tried to get out of his easy chair, but she came to him and pushed him back down, climbing onto his lap and straddling his thighs.

“Shush, Daddy. Stop talking.” She stood up on her knees, a little taller than him, and touched her breasts. Starting with just the fingertips, she circled her areolae, close at first but then in increasing spirals, adding more fingers until she had them cupped underneath, on display, as it were. Moving down, she grazed lightly over her tummy to her pubic hair, but somehow that didn’t feel sexy (maybe I should shave) and proceeded even further south.

Hiding herself from Deke with one palm over her pussy, she slowly stroked her middle finger from the base of her slit up to her clitoris, causing her to moan involuntarily and break her own no-talking rule.

Deke closed his hands around her hips, his touch soft and gentle. Starting from her wet and open slit, his eyes travelled slowly up to her erect nipples, just a few inches from his mouth, and then higher still to meet her gaze. They clouded with confusion for a moment, almost as though he had only just recognized it was his own foster daughter masturbating on his lap, and with a jerk of his shoulders he let go of her hips.

“Oh Jesus, Kaylee. I’m so sorry.” He shifted awkwardly, trying to sink deeper into the chair to create more space between their bodies.

“I’m not Kaylee,” she whispered, slipping a finger into her entrance. So hot in there! “Think of me as your horny roommate.”

“Roommate?”

She nodded, gliding her fingertip in and out of her tight hole, guiding her breast close enough to feel his breath on her nipple.

“When you put it that way…”

“Shut up and touch me, Daddy. Hold me.”

Tentatively at first, Deke brought his hands back up to her hips, but this time they didn’t stay put, sliding down and around to cup her trim bottom, testing her firm flesh with his fingertips. Still pleasuring herself, Kaylee shivered with lustful excess when she felt his palms glide over the backs of her legs and then slowly, lovingly, they rose again, his fingers curled around to stroke her sensitive inner thighs. Closer and closer, they crept upwards, arrowing in on her pussy until she felt the tickle of him brushing her pubic hairs.

“Wait.” It was too much. Too fast. She’d come to masturbate for him, to make him cum, (On me! Spraying his load over my—) but in her fantasy, she was the one in control. Not just having him come—but making him come—was an important part of that.

Deke’s hands retreated an inch, but he kept kneading her thighs with his fingertips and pulling open her pussy lips, exposing her hot inner folds to the air.

How could she tell him what she wanted?

“Do it like on Skype,” she said. Her hips were circling in an erotic rhythm, fueled by his touch so close to her sex. “We’re just pretending, okay? Because it feels naughty.”

“Pretending?”

“Uh huh.” Kaylee cupped one small breast in her hand and offered it to his lips. Her voice lowered to a husky whisper. “Except when I say we’re not.”

Looking up into her eyes, Deke moved his lips close to her nipple, and when she didn’t move away, he kissed her there, eliciting a fluttery, nervous gasp. She’d been felt up before, but she’d never let a boy kiss her breasts.

“Oh, Daddy, you’re so naughty!” Translation: that feels so nice.

Emboldened, Deke sucked it between his lips, snaking out his tongue to lick and tease the sensitive underside of her breast, making her writhe and moan. Kaylee squeezed her pelvic floor and felt her wet sheath sucking at her middle finger, sending a hot trickle of pussy juice running down her thigh.

“Deke?” She’d never been so horny. Her fantasies and her own ministrations were a pale imitation of the lust that his lips on her breast had evoked.

“Mm-hmm?” He didn’t stop pleasuring her to answer.

“I want to hold you.” Really? The words were out before Kaylee could take them back. But maybe Deke would misunderstand and think she wanted a cuddle.

In a heartbeat, Deke’s hands were gone from her thighs and he was fumbling in the gap between them, bumping the hand she was using to pleasure herself.

Okay. Maybe not.

Levering his backside off the chair, he managed to get his pants and shorts all the way down past his knees in one swift but ungainly movement, leaving his erect cock to spring free, jerking spasmodically and leaving silvery snail-trails of pre-cum all over Kaylee’s parted thighs.

Oh, wow! It looked bigger in real life than on the computer screen. While Deke peeled off his t-shirt, Kaylee sat back on his knees and just stared, first at his cock, and then at her own pussy. She withdrew her finger and spread herself wide, mentally comparing her tiny opening to the heaving tool a few inches before it.

“Jesus, Deke,” she said. “Does Mem really get that all the way inside?”

He gave a nervous snort. “You’re very flattering, Kaylee. But it’s not that big.”

“It’s not that small, either!”

“Do you still want to hold it?”

Kaylee looked up and into his eyes. Hell yes, was her answer, and she could see it reflected in his own gaze. “Can I?”

Without looking away from her face, Deke took her hand in his and guided it to his erection. “What else are roommates for?”

Hot! Kaylee’s only conscious thought was surprise at the heat pouring off it, but unconsciously, her hand seemed to know its job and wrapped around his girth down by the base.

“See?” he said. “It’s just normal size.

Kaylee looked down at the cock in her hand—her first cock. She gripped it firmly with two to three inches bulging angrily out the top of her fist. Her thumb and middle finger overlapped by half of the first joint, so she guessed it wasn’t the police-baton size she had first thought.

“Am I holding it too tight?” She’d seen what Deke did to it masturbating on Skype and figured it could stand a bit of punishment.

“You’re doing great, Angel,” he said.

Angel? He hadn’t brought that one out for a while.

“It feels amazing.” Almost belying his own praise, he closed his hand over the top of hers and showed her how to jerk him off—gently up, and then firmly back down, pulling the cock-skin along like silk over steel, rather than sliding it through her fist.

It felt—well, like Deke said—amazing! No wonder guys spent so much time jerking off. If she had her own cock like this one, she’d never let it go. So hard. So hot. What would it feel like in her pussy?

“Does Mem do it like this?” Good one, Kaylee. Asking who was the best cock-wrangler in the family. Apparently nothing was off limits now.

“Not so much,” Deke said, perhaps answering a different question. His voice sounded breathy. “Back when we were dating… well, she was pretty good at it.”

He released her hand and returned his attention back to her naked thighs. She was sitting on his lap with her legs open wide, and he was able to stroke the tops of them with his thumbs curled over the insides, once again arrowing towards her open pussy, but this time coming no closer than about an inch.

“Did she let you touch her pussy?” Kaylee kept pumping his cock while she questioned him, keeping him hard, and making it throb in her fist.

“Not the first time.”

“But after that?”

“Uh-huh.” It came out as mostly breath because Kaylee had given him an extra tight squeeze.

“Do you remember how it felt?”

Deke nodded. “It was exquisite. So hot. And so tight.”

Kaylee fingered herself again, squeezing her middle finger past her entrance into the clenching, wet passageway.

“Mine is, too,” she said, smiling coquettishly, knowing it would be wrong to tease him without a reward. “Do you want to feel?”

Deke just swallowed. He didn’t need to answer; she could read the desperation all over his face. He didn’t make a move, though. She was still in control, and it felt fantastic.

“What else do you want to do to me, Daddy?” Kaylee felt drunk with power. “Do you want to lick my pussy?”

“Yes.” Deke had no willpower left. He could only stare hungrily at her wet, gaping cunt.

“And do you want to know what it feels like inside me?” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “With your cock inside me?”

Gulp!

I’ll take that as a yes.

Still gripping him tightly, Kaylee slid forwards on his thighs, bringing her pussy close to the base of his shaft.

She brought her lips to his ear. “How do you want to fuck me? Do you want to bend me over your desk?” Where the fuck is all this coming from? Kaylee’s sexy talk was on auto-pilot now, and she had no idea what the next thing out of her mouth might be. “Or do you want to tie me up with my stockings and fuck me on my bed?”

“I want it like this,” Deke husked. His breath was hot and tickled her ear in an unfathomably sexy fashion. “On a chair with you riding me.”

Fantasy and reality were beginning to blur, and Kaylee understood that if she asked him to, he’d really do it. Without question and without hesitation. The line was blurring for her, too. Until now, the excitement had been in making Deke aroused and having him imagine sex with her. That was still a big part of it, but with a handful of his forbidden cock, she couldn’t really hide behind the veil of his imagination any longer; she was now part of the doing.

Like this, he’d said. His fantasy was to have her just like this, except with his dick inside her.

“Shut your eyes.” She couldn’t tell whether he complied. Her face was next to his with the sexy friction of his beard stubble against her cheek. She heard a wheezy pant in her ear that sounded like an acknowledgement. “We’re going to pretend, okay?”

“Uh-huh.” It wasn’t even a whisper, just a breath of air.

Kaylee slid the last few inches down his lap and nestled the thick base of his cock into her open slit. Oh Lord in Heaven. That feels good. She snugged it into her cleft, right down low with his balls pressed against her entrance. There was a thick, throbbing vein against her clitoris, driving her mad with lustful need. She wriggled closer still, opening herself wider and trapping his hot dick between their tummies. The erotic burn in her yawning, virgin sex made the illusion almost complete.

“Does it feel nice to have your cock inside me, Daddy?”

She felt him twitch and knew he had only now taken the mental leap to imagining the warmth and softness enveloping his manhood was the inside of Kaylee’s tight, young sheath.

“It feels fantastic. You’re so tight.”

“That’s because it’s my first time,” she whispered, intuiting that her virginity would make the fantasy just that little bit naughtier, and therefore a little bit sexier. “Will you be gentle with me?”

“I’ll never hurt you, Angel.”

Kaylee considered what he’d said and with a deep longing, she knew he was right; he never would hurt her. It was taboo, (deliciously taboo!) but there was literally no better man in the world to be her first, to take her on that magical, unforgettable journey to becoming a woman.

Holding him tight against her body, crushing her breasts into his chest, Kaylee rocked her hips and ground his cock through her open slit, climbing and riding him, smearing his iron shaft with slick pussy juice to ease its passage. She circled her hips, mashing his thick cock into her clit and cranking up her imminent orgasm.

“Oh Daddy, you’re so deep.” Kaylee’s voice quavered with emotion. “You won’t forget to pull out, will you? I’m not using protection.”

“I won’t, Angel.” Deke sounded every bit as close.

“I’m nearly there.” It was a lie; she was ‘there’ already. Kaylee felt the climax lift her up, and in another moment it would carry her away. Her voice was barely more than a squeak. “I’m coming.”

“Please Angel,” Deke said. He was panting now, unable to catch his breath. “Don’t stop. I’m going to come.”

Orange sparks fired behind Kaylee’s eyelids, and a fireball of pure, white-hot pleasure erupted in her sex. She bucked against Deke’s erection, stretching and mashing her soft, pink pussy flesh, her explosive climax feeding off the throbbing heat of his shaft.

“Daddy, don’t!” she cried in a small, frightened voice, clinging tightly to his torso. Grinding her open cunt lips over the base of his cock and his balls, she imagined his cockhead deep in her core, pounding against the entrance to her womb. “Not inside me!” The wicked naughtiness of her impossible demand given the vice-like grip she had on his body sent her into giddy spirals of ecstasy. If Deke really had been inside her, he’d have no choice but to pump a thick load deep in her pussy.

“Too late, Angel,” He groaned through gritted teeth. “Get ready…”

Kaylee was still at the peak of her orgasm. With his balls jammed tight up against her pussy lips, she felt them throb massively and knew it was time—the moment she’d fantasized about.

Yes! Oh my god, yes!

Kaylee threw back her head, trailing her long hair over Deke’s thighs, and making room, she reached between their bodies and grabbed his cock. Squeezing and guiding his stream, she sprayed herself in hot, steaming arcs of spunk—the first one so powerful it laid a creamy rope across the corner of her mouth. The next two were almost as impressive, slashing diagonally like bandoliers across her breasts and over her stomach, where it dripped and ran down into her fine, blonde pubic hairs.

“Oh Deke.” Kaylee leaned forwards again and wiped cum from her chin (though not before stealing a taste). “You finished inside me again. You’re so naughty.” She kissed him on the lips, slow and sensual like a lover, not like a daughter. The illusion of having him fill her with jizz was unaccountably satisfying—she caught herself wanting to lie back, holding her knees and letting it pool at the opening to her womb.

Except he hadn’t. Not really. Not this time, at least.
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No More Bets

“Here you go,” said the boardwalk tout. “Get your free luxury suite.”

Kaylee put out her hand automatically and accepted the colorful flyer. Free stuff was always interesting.

“Now you have to find a trash can,” Deke said when they were out of earshot. “You soon learn not to take those things.”

They were walking together along the Atlantic City boardwalk, having left Emily earlier to prepare for her fundraiser, then dropping off Allison and Jason at Steel Pier. Kaylee decided that she’d rather spend the day with Deke.

“But what if it’s something good?” she said. Deke was probably right. In about fifteen seconds she would feel silly holding the flyer in her hand as evidence of her gullibility, but until then, she could live the dream that she had a rare opportunity for a bargain.

“It’s not something good, it’s something chintzy and tacky, like everything at the casinos.”

It was from the casino; he was right about that. Kaylee thought they looked so elegant, though, with their low lighting and plush carpets, the high ceilings and très chic staff uniforms. There was a picture of one of them on the flier—an impossibly perky waitress in a slim, black mini. She was holding out a tray bearing a folded over card that said simply:

Enjoy your stay.

It’s on the house!

“It says here you can get a free night in a luxury suite.” Kaylee turned it over and looked at the photos of the hotel room on the back. Very up-market.

“There’s a catch,” Deke said in a sing-song, know-it-all voice. Kaylee knew there was a catch too, but she hoped there wasn’t, just so she could rub his nose in it. She’d love spending the night in her luxury suite while the others endured their crappy Atlantic Avenue holiday apartment.

Kaylee read the flier aloud. “This free gift is a thank-you to new members of our VIP club.”

“And?”

Deke was starting to get on her nerves. Maybe she should have gone with Allie and Jase after all.

“VIP club membership is free,” she read, giving him a sideways so-there look as she read the fine print. “And the free luxury suite must be booked within… Oh.” There’s the catch.

“That ‘Oh’ didn’t sound promising, honey.” At least he was starting to sound reasonable and not lording it over her.

“The free luxury suite must be booked within twenty-four hours of your first thousand dollar spend in our entertainment complex.” She recited the rest in a fast, fine-print mumble. “Includes gaming floor restaurants, waitress service, parking, and gaming spend registered to the member’s card. Pre-booked hotel reservations are not refundable.”

“Ouch,” Deke said. “Thousand bucks. Gives you an idea of the mark-up on those services, though, if they can afford to drop a five-hundred-dollar hotel room when you’ve only spent a grand.”

“A thousand dollars?” Kaylee said. “Who has so much money they can afford to blow it in a casino and not already have their room booked?” She only had $80 in her purse, and she couldn’t even afford to spend that on frivolous things.

“Well, technically you don’t need to blow a full grand,” Deke said in a conciliatory tone. “You just need to spend it. If you do that gambling, then you might win some back.”

Kaylee perked back up. “Or all of it!” How cool would it be to win at the casino and then have them give you a free suite? Sweet!

“Or none of it!” Deke said. “Some of those casino games are tricky. If you go in there with a thousand bucks, they want it all. They make it so the wins are exciting and the losses feel painless. That way you keep playing until you lose everything.”

“But what if you don’t keep playing?” Kaylee imagined herself at a roulette table, folding her winnings and tucking them into her bra. She’d tip the croupier and shoot her finger at him, saying something like Quit while you’re ahead, except wittier. “What if you just quit the minute you’ve bet a thousand bucks? How much would you have actually lost?”

“You can’t know, honey,” Deke explained patiently. “Maybe all of it, but probably only a little if you make lots of small bets. The margin on most of the tables is only a few percent, so theoretically it should just be… what… thirty or forty bucks.”

“Thirty or forty bucks for a luxury suite?” Kaylee was excited again. She thought about the money in her purse and figured half of it would be well worth the bragging rights if she won her own luxury accommodation.

“Or a hundred,” Deke said. “Or two hundred.”

Kaylee didn’t answer, and they walked in silence for a minute while she turned it over in her mind. She understood what he meant—you could bet on red only to see black come up five times in a row. There was a chance—probably a small one—that they could lose a lot more than forty bucks turning over a grand on a roulette table.

“What if…” she said, thinking aloud. “What if you bet on red and black? Then you win one and you lose one. You could put five hundred bucks on each and you wouldn’t lose a cent.”

“Unless it’s a house roll.” Deke had dropped the know-it-all attitude and his tone was back to something more conversational, so it felt like he was working more with Kaylee’s idea than shitting all over it.

“What’s a house roll?”

“Roulette tables have green numbers—zero and double-zero. Fifty-fifty bets like red and black pay out half on a house roll.”

“So you lose…” Kaylee tried to work it out in her head.

“You lose five hundred bucks.”

“Ouch.”

They walked in silence for a little longer. Kaylee tried to imagine how it would feel to lose that much money in a single bet. Not very nice.

“You could bet on every number, of course,” Deke suggested.

“What? Like a hundred separate bets?”

“Not a hundred,” Deke said. “Just thirty-eight. But a single number only pays thirty-five to one, so you’d lose two dollars for every thirty-eight you spend.”

“How much is that by the time you’ve spent a thousand?”

“Um, let’s see… thirty-eight into a thousand …” Deke said, slowing his gait as he did the arithmetic in his head. “That’s, like, about twenty-seven… times two… around fifty to fifty-five bucks.”

“Hmm.” That left a lot less change from her $80 than the original thirty or forty. Still, Kaylee thought fifty bucks for one of those fancy suites was pretty good value. It might be fun to stay there herself, but it would make a better gift for Mem and Deke to stay there after the fundraiser. A night looking after Allie and Jason in the apartment wouldn’t kill her.

“Unless …” Deke said. He was staring off into space again.

“Unless what?”

“Well, European roulette only has one house number, but the payout is still thirty-five to one.”

“How do you know so much about this?”

“Best you don’t ask.” He looked sideways at her and gave one of his trademark handsome smirks. Bit different to the look on your face last night. Kaylee smiled to herself, reflecting proudly of his explosive reaction to their petting in the study. “So on a European table,” he said, “you’d only lose one dollar in every thirty-seven. Let’s see… thirty-seven into a thousand… that’s twenty-six or seven bucks!”

“What? Are you kidding?”

“No. And you don’t need a thousand bankroll, either. Just enough to cover one bet, plus the thirty bucks you lose along the way.”

“You said twenty-six.”

“Yeah, but there’s a minimum bet—probably five dollars. So your losses will be in multiples of five.”

Kaylee stopped and grabbed his hands. “Can we do it?” she asked, bouncing on her toes and favoring him with a big, girlish smile. It was a look that had never failed her.

“You’re forgetting something,” Deke said. He frowned with the corners of his mouth in a way that always boded bad news.

“What?” Kaylee’s face fell. Don’t you dare shit all over my idea.

“You have to be twenty-one to get into a Jersey casino.”

──────

“Which idiot came up with this bright idea?” Kaylee mumbled under her breath. She clung to Deke’s arm as they walked through the casino, and tried not to tumble over on Mem’s stilettos, which were a fraction too big and a fraction too tall.

“I believe it was the idiot walking next to me,” Deke said. “Are you chickening out?”

Kaylee chose not to answer that, reserving the right to chicken out later on.

“Are you looking for a table?” she said. “Because I can’t see anything through these glasses.” Kaylee had snuck into bars before at college by using clever disguises that were short on skirt and long on makeup, but this time she’d gone all out. Mem had brought a spare cocktail dress for her function, which Kaylee now wore, along with Mem’s shoes, Mem’s clutch, Mem’s eyeglasses, (because they add a few years, right?) and Mem’s jewelry.

At least I’m not wearing her underwear. Kaylee smiled at her own humor. The joke was that she wasn’t wearing any underwear at all.

After deciding she could pass for twenty-one with a little primping, they’d gone back to the apartment to transform her into Deke’s trophy wife using Mem’s spare dress—a slinky, red, gathered mini with a plunging neckline. None of Kaylee’s bras worked with it, and Mem’s… well… just, nope! When she modeled it for Deke, he made all the right appreciative noises, right up to the point when he pointed out her panty line. Kaylee returned to the bathroom and when she re-emerged, he couldn’t see any line at all. Probably he thought she was wearing a thong.

The red dress was perfect around her hips and waist, but loose at the bust, and she reminded herself for maybe the hundredth time not to lean forwards at the roulette table.

“How about that one?”

“American,” Deke said. “See the zero and double-zero at the top of the betting area?”

Kaylee made an affirmative sound even though the numbers were all a blur through Mem’s glasses.

“Are you sure they even have European—”

“There’s one,” Deke said. “Five-dollar minimum.”

Kaylee squeezed his arm as they approached the table. This felt exciting and risky, like they were Ocean’s Eleven pulling off a big casino heist. A vignette played out in her head—George Clooney and Brad Pitt hustling the casino out of a free suite and then arguing over which of them was going to stay in it and lure Kaylee into their bed. No need to fight, boys. Didn’t your mothers teach you to share? Deke could be George Clooney—sexy in an older guy kind of way. Now all she needed was a surrogate Brad Pitt.

“Good afternoon, Sir, Ma’am.” The croupier didn’t even try to look down Kaylee’s top as Deke helped her perch on one of the players’ stools. Probably gay.

“Good afternoon to you… Javier,” Deke said with a brief pause peering at the croupier’s name tag. “I’m Ted, and this is my wife, Kaylee.”

Wife? Chills. They’d talked about the subterfuge of sneaking Kaylee into the casino as his wife, but still she was unprepared to hear it said aloud. Wife—that’s right, she thought, relaxing into the make-believe. We’re married, all right. We fuck, and everything. All the time.

“Pleased to meet you, Ted,” Javier said. “You can call me Javie”—Harvey—“if you like.”

“Harvey it is.” Deke dropped the accent and went full-Anglo on the Hispanic ‘J’ sound.

“And Ma’am—Kaylee,” he nodded at Kaylee, his eyes still resolutely above her plunging neckline. “You folks newlyweds?”

Oh shit, he’s seen through us already. What now? “We’re, um—”

“Hey, well spotted,” Deke said. “How did you know?” There was no trace of the nervousness Kaylee felt.

He’s enjoying this.

Javier laughed. “Beg your pardon, Ted. They call me the Puerto Rican Sherlock Holmes. Sometimes I just can’t help myself. I saw your lovely wife wasn’t wearing a wedding ring, while yours is old and battered. Now my first thought—well, you can probably guess.”

Deke laughed. “Most folks would probably think we were pretending to be married. But you’re not most folks, I reckon.”

“No sir, I am not,” Javier said, plucking at his cuffs. He gave the wheel a slow spin and rolled the little white ball dexterously over his knuckles. “I see plenty of men with a wedding ring older than their date, if you take my meaning.”

“I believe I do.”

Are they talking about prostitutes? Thank God he didn’t think I was one.

“Well men like that,” Javier went on, “they come in and scope the room. See who’s noticing. They want everyone to watch, you get it? They want everyone else to be jealous—the guys and the girls.”

Deke took Kaylee’s hand and gave it a squeeze. “I’m almost afraid to ask how I looked.”

“You looked like Kaylee was the only girl in the room. The only one who matters, anyway. That’s the way people look when they’re in love.”

Kaylee preened and exchanged a smile with Deke. We’re such an awesome couple.

“Hey, you folks want to play some roulette?” Javier said. He probably had a designated maximum banter he was allowed before moving them along.

“Sure thing,” Deke said, laying their combined stake of two-hundred-and-something dollars on the table.

Javier counted it with an almost machine-like speed and precision before sliding five piles of chips back to Deke. The wheel was still spinning, but he touched it again to make it turn a little faster and then flicked the white ball into a frenzied orbit around the outside.

“Place your bets.”

Deke took a chip off the top of each stack—making them piles of nine instead of ten—and pushed two each onto Red and Black, before dropping a single chip onto the Zero. It was different to the strategy they’d agreed, which was to place one chip on every number.

“De—” Oh Jesus, I almost called him Deke.  She masked it with a cough. “Ted, are you sure—?”

“I bet you see some pretty strange systems dealing roulette, Harvey,” Deke said, giving Kaylee another reassuring squeeze.

“And I reckon you’d win that bet, Ted,” Javier said, frowning with one eyebrow at Deke’s chips. “But I don’t see this one so much. You like to cover the board, don’t you? No more bets, please.”

The white ball was beginning to slow.

“Calibrating,” Deke said, as if that explained anything. “I need a few spins in the bank to seed the system.”

The ball dropped onto the wheel and bounced around for a few seconds before finally settling into number 29.

“Black twenty-nine,” Javier said. He raked away the chips on the Zero and on Red, and then laid matching piles beside those on the Black betting area, eighteen in all.

Kaylee watched all of this in confusion before she realized what had happened; Deke had just lost the chip on the Zero while the Red and Black bets paid for themselves. It was exactly the same in essence to betting on every number, except it didn’t look as silly—not to her, at least.

“Another spin, Ted?”

“The system’s just warming up, Harvey. Just warming up.”

Javier spun and Deke bet again, this time with eighteen chips each on Odd and Even.

“So,” said Deke. “You didn’t finish explaining how you knew we were newlyweds.”

“Right you are.” Javier grinned, clearly enjoying the opportunity to show off his powers of observation. “It was the rings. Or really it was just your ring, Ted.” He held a hand over the betting area and called “No more bets” again. “Once I figured you were a proper couple, and not a… a you-know, I had to figure why you would have such an old ring and a—begging your pardon, Kaylee—such a beautiful, young wife.”

Kaylee almost giggled at the flattery before she caught herself. “Your pardon is granted.”

“So I figured,” Javier went on, “maybe that ring’s special. Maybe it belonged to her dad or grandad, and maybe her own ring used to be her ma’s and needs to be resized.”

“That’s an interesting theory,” Deke said, leaning his chin on his hand and trying to stifle a smile.

The white ball dropped and began bouncing around the wheel.

“And so then, if she’s only now getting it resized, and if there’s no line on her finger, then you must’ve only been married in the last couple of days. Red fourteen. We’re paying the Evens.”

“Amazing,” Deke said, giving Javier a golf clap. “I feel like Dr. Watson listening to the great detective explain how the cigar ash on the butler’s sleeve meant he murdered the rich widow.”

“It’s a gift,” Javier said, polishing his fingernails on his lapel with good-humored, false modesty. He paid out the bets just as before, with Deke forfeiting the one on the green Zero.

“Do you know,” Deke said, holding up his left hand and pointing to the gold band, “this is the very ring that Kaylee’s father wore at his own wedding?”

Oh Deke, you scoundrel!

“Is that true?” Javier smiled, clearly delighted to have his chain of deduction proven right. Then he looked at Kaylee and his face sobered. “That means your father… I’m very sorry for your loss.”

“Oh, that’s okay.” Kaylee waved off his sympathy. “You know, in a lot of ways, I can still feel him right here beside me.”

Take that Deke. I can be a scoundrel too. Kaylee felt a warm thrill that was kind of sexy. In a deliciously naughty way, this was a lot like the games they’d been playing together at home.

Javier spun the wheel again and set the ball in motion. Deke returned to Black and Red, with a single chip on Zero to cover the house spin.

“But you know, there’s another explanation for my wedding ring you didn’t think of,” Deke said, giving Kaylee a minute squeeze that she knew signaled another double-entendre designed to give them a thrill at Javier’s expense.

“Oh yeah? What’s that?” Javier said. He called “No more bets” again.

Yeah Deke, what’s that?

“Well, you were too polite to mention our age difference,” Deke said, although Kaylee remembering him doing it twice. “But you realize Kaylee is young enough to be my daughter.”

Oh, Deke, you really are a scoundrel!

“Ha! Now you’re just messing with me,” Javier said, dismissing Deke with a casual wave. The ball dropped on another red number, and he executed the payout automatically as he spoke. “Some folks might believe you two are father and daughter, but I’ve got you covered there.”

“How’s that?” Kaylee asked. She felt a tingling in her loins and realized what was happening—all this risky behavior was making her horny.

“I recognize that flier poking out of your top pocket there, Ted,” Javier said with a confidential wink. “Now you’ve just turned over $555 and lost only fifteen, and in another three spins, the Puerto Rican Sherlock Holmes here deduces you’re going to wish me a good morrow and exchange roulette for a pastime upstairs more befitting newlyweds, if you know what I mean.”

He knows!

Kaylee’s initial reaction was fear at having being discovered as a cheat, but apart from her being underage in a casino, they hadn’t done anything wrong. Really, it was naive to think others hadn’t exploited the deal just like this to get a free or cheap suite. But when Javier spun the wheel a fourth time, she realized he wasn’t going to stop them, and in fact, he seemed happy to be a part of their game.

Deke placed his bets.

A pastime much more befitting newlyweds…

Kaylee belatedly parsed the rest of what Javier had said and flushed a bright shade of red. He thought she and Deke were going upstairs to have sex.

Oh God, what if we did? What if we actually came here to fuck? I’m not wearing panties. Deke could just bend me over and rake up my dress. Hold still, Kaylee. This won’t hurt a bit.

The ball dropped, Javier paid out, and then spun the wheel again.

And then he’d do it. Mesmerized by the whirling white ball, Kaylee fell headlong into an erotic daydream of Deke almost-fucking her in a casino suite. She’d feel his thick cockhead nuzzling at her entrance, and she’d say No, Daddy, we can’t (or maybe she wouldn’t—maybe she’d say Yes, Daddy, fuck me), and then—then!—like it or not, he’d be inside her, cleaving her pussy, (no, my cunt, reaming my tight, virgin cunt) giving her exactly what she’d craved ever since that photo shoot.

He would, too. He’d fuck her if she asked him to. He’d said as much that first time on Skype. And last night, she’d touched him with her pussy. She could have put it inside her and sat on it, and he would’ve let her, not that he could do anything about it. He’d be all, No Kaylee, we’re not supposed to. And she’d be, It’s okay Daddy, just a little bit, just the tip.

The ball spun again. Was that number five? Or six? Kaylee felt a slick heat welling between her thighs. Hurry up, Deke.

“That’s six, Ted,” Javier said, seemingly reading Kaylee’s thoughts. “What’s it going to be?”

“I think we’re about done. What do you say, Kaylee?”

Kaylee hoped her voice would work. “I’m ready, Daddy.”

Javier laughed. “You guys! Quit messing with me. You want chips, or should I put it on your card?”

“Cash us out, thanks Harvey.”


7

───Ξ───

Make Believe

Kaylee watched the numbers in the elevator car. 4… 5… 6. It was like a reverse countdown to the time, any moment now, when she and Deke would be alone in the hotel suite.

“Deke?”

“What, honey?”

“I wanted to win this so you and Mem could stay here,” she said. “Like a gift.”

“Uh-huh.”

Non-committal. Men. “What did you think I wanted?” she said.

“At first?”

“Sure.” Geez, this was like pulling teeth.

“I just thought you wanted an adventure.”

The elevator doors were mirrored, and Kaylee was admiring how good they looked together. She had to admit, she was rocking Mem’s dress and heels, and Deke had the sexy older man vibe dialed up to eleven. Only one of his dimples was showing—a sure sign that he was teasing her.

“And what did you want?” she asked. “What do you want?”

“Before or after I saw you in that dress?”

He does want me. “Do I look pretty?”

“Honey, you look stunning.” The elevator pinged to a halt on the top floor, and they stepped out into the hallway. Their room was right in front of them.

“Are we going to do it again?” she said. “Like last night? Is that why you played along?”

“Is that what you want?”

Chickenshit. Turning it back on her.

He inserted the keycard and opened the door.

“Oh wow.” She walked in ahead of Deke. The room looked like a honeymoon suite, with passionate red and burgundy tones, plush furnishings, and mirrors everywhere. “It’s so… romantic.”

The room was filled with small but thoughtful details that set it apart from every other hotel room Kaylee had seen—like a flower display, a wet bar with full size bottles of spirits, and a bowl of fresh, red berries.

Best. Thirty bucks. Ever.

Deke put his arm around her and glided his hand upwards from her hip, smoothing over the shallow curve of her waist and stopping at her breast to trace the crease at the bottom with his fingertips.

Kaylee tried to imagine what it would be like to be brought here by a boyfriend—a lover. Like this. It’d feel just like this. “Deke,” she whispered. “Kiss me.”

Deke used the arm around her back to fold her into his embrace, and Kaylee reached up and clasped her fingers behind his neck. She pulled his head closer, and her lips opened instinctively, breathlessly anticipating his touch.

They’d kissed after sex (or simulated sex) last night, but Kaylee could barely recall the sensation, such had been her focus on the thick, creamy spunk dripping over her breasts and stomach. When their lips met this time, she felt a moment of hesitation where it was like kissing your father, but it was just a moment. She closed her eyes and melted into his arms with a helpless moan, opening to him, seeking his tongue and finding it—hot, hard, and ready, just like her own.

Her previous boyfriends had been young and inexperienced, but Deke was different. He felt different, smelled different, and God in Heaven he kissed different—confident, passionate, and tender, but not frantic or horny. Matching him was easier than breathing. It wasn’t so much two people kissing as one organism simply doing what it was designed to do, converting once-suppressed lust and desire into physical heat.

Deke’s hands (so strong!) dropped to her backside and cupped her ass cheeks, stroking her cleft and perhaps searching for an invisible panty-line they would never find. He lifted Kaylee almost out of her heels and pressed her into his body, flattening her small breasts against his chest and tucking the hard bulge of his erection into the space between her thighs.

Kaylee pried her lips away, staying close enough to touch noses but not to kiss. “What are we doing?”

“Does it feel wrong?”

“Not wrong,” she said. “It feels wonderful. Perfect.”

“But not naughty,” Deke said. Statement, not a question.

That was it. It had stopped feeling naughty. It wasn’t like with the photographs and the cyber-sex—knowing he saw her, fantasized about her, but dared not touch. It was the teasing that had felt so good; his forbidden need was like a radiant heat, and she basked in its glow. It was the same with the touching last night, offering her breasts, letting him feel her wetness on his cock, but nothing more. They both had to use their imagination for the rest, and it made them want it all the more.

This was different. It felt like an illicit affair, naughty, but not in the same way. It was a married man taking a lover, not the forbidden, taboo act that made them both so hot.

“Not the right kind of naughty,” she said.

“What’s the right kind of naughty?” He wasn’t arguing the point, so he must have felt it, too. The passion was real, it was wonderful, but it wasn’t working.

Kaylee thought about undressing for him in her bedroom that first time, teasing him, hooking her thumbs into her panties and asking what he wanted her to do next.

“Do you remember when you were taking my photo?” she said. “At the very end.”

Deke smiled. “That last one is my favorite. You told me you’d do anything I want. Would you have?” He sat down on the red bedspread and beckoned for Kaylee to join him, so she perched on the pillow hugging her knees, leaning back against the mirrored wall.

“I don’t know,” she said. How far would she have gone? It was impossible to say. “But I would have taken my panties off if you asked.”

“Do you want me to ask again?”

Kaylee opened her mouth to answer but had to swallow first before she could make a sound. She felt her mischievous side rearing again, the part of her that took such delight in having him guide her striptease, making him work for his treat.

“You can ask, but it won’t do you any good because I’m not wearing any.”

Deke’s eyes dropped to her waist, and a boyish smile broke over his face. “I see.”

What?

Kaylee looked down at her propped knees, and although the hem was still halfway down her thighs on top, the bottom was loose and flat against the bed.

“Can you see my pussy?” she asked, offering a mock-indignant look behind a delighted smile.

“Not very well. Your ankles are in the way.”

Okay, this was a better kind of naughty. Keeping her knees together, Kaylee parted her ankles to make for an unobstructed view. Deke’s eyes got wider.

“Deke?”

“Huh? What?” His gaze floated restlessly back up to meet hers, but he looked distracted, now. Rattled.

“Did you ever think about me… you know, naked, before all of this?”

Deke regarded her for a long moment before answering.

“It’s not like a little girl thing, if that’s what you’re thinking.”

Kaylee waved that off. “That’s not what I—”

“You’re beautiful, Kaylee. If you think I can switch that off because I’m your—”

“Did you used to think about me naked?”

Deke took a breath and let it out slowly. Kaylee recognized it; it was Home Truths Time. It was You’re a grown-up now and it’s time you knew.

“I did,” he admitted. “Ever since you… well, ever since you grew into that body.” He smiled, acknowledging his own weakness. “You know that sometimes you wear just a bra and panties around the house?”

She never meant to tease him like that, but the idea delighted her nonetheless.

“You’re not supposed to notice.”

“I’m not the only one who noticed.” He wagged a finger at her. “One night you ironed a dress where we could all see you, and your brother had to run off to the bathroom afterwards.”

“Deke!” Oh my God, Jason… is he even old enough for that? “What about you? Did you go off to the bathroom, too?”

Deke bridled and squared his shoulders. “Not right away,” he said. “I was… indisposed.”

He was hard!

“And are you… indisposed, now?” Kaylee looked down at his crotch, but it was difficult to tell whether he had an erection.

“You can check if you like.”

Oh.

Oh, wow.

Kaylee didn’t give her hand a command, but she felt her fingers twitch anyway. They wanted to check. Hell with it. She and Deke were going to end up naked together anyway. She reached out and placed her palm against his trousers, and at first she thought he wasn’t hard at all, but she was feeling too high. Deke took her wrist and guided her lower, parting his legs so she could cup her fingers under there.

Oh good Lord. It was throbbing. And it was everywhere—it wouldn’t all fit in her hand at once. She had to stroke around, mapping territory by touch until she had it all figured out, root, shaft, balls. At least those weren’t hard. The rest though, it felt positively dangerous.

“Is that because you can see my pussy?” she said, sitting back against the mirror again. This time she parted her legs some—maybe more than some. “Or is it because of what we’re talking about.”

“Little bit of column A, little bit of column B.”

This was more like it. He felt so big in her hand, so thick, and it was all because of her.

“Can I ask another question?”

Deke nodded his assent, his eyes flicking down to her pussy every few seconds.

“Why do you always knock on my bedroom door? Sometimes I’m undressed, and you could just come in and see me naked. Isn’t that what you want?”

“It’s not about what I want, though, is it?” Deke said. Serious voice. He was looking into her eyes again. “You wouldn’t have wanted it, not until recently, right?”

Kaylee flushed.

“Right?”

“I maybe had one fantasy,” she said. “Once. But it was stupid.”

“Stupider than me bending you over the ironing board and—”

“Deke!” Kaylee’s eyes flashed with excitement. “Did you really?”

“It was about a year ago, in my study. It was the first time you made me… you know, do it, thinking about you.”

Oh, what the hell. “This one time, I walked in on you and Mem doing it.”

“I don’t remember that.”

“Neither of you saw me, and I left straight away.” Telling the story brought it back to Kaylee’s mind. “You were spooning. Mem was the little spoon, and you were behind her, you know…” Fucking her brains out.

Deke smirked. “For what it’s worth, that’s a really sexy position.”

“Mem had her eyes shut, but her lips were open. Like this.” Kaylee made an orgasm face for him. “It was like she was asleep but having a really nice dream.”

“Well, I don’t like to brag,” Deke joked, “but—”

“That was my fantasy,” Kaylee continued. “One night a few weeks later, I went to bed naked because …” Because I was feeling sexy. “Well, just because. I fell asleep like that and woke up in the night. I was dreaming, probably; I was so hot, and… you know”—she dropped her eyes to between her legs—“wet. I closed my eyes again and imagined you sneaking into my bed.”

Deke rubbed his cock through his trousers. It looked very uncomfortable.

“I pretended to be asleep—I even snored for good measure. You spooned me, and held me… you know, here.” She cupped one breast. “And then I felt you between my legs. I stirred in bed, but you whispered in my ear, Shhh, Kaylee, it’s only me. I was so… turned on! Then when you went inside me, I used my finger, and… I mean, it was… just Wow!”

“Jesus, Kaylee. You should write this stuff down.” Deke was actually panting. “How did I do?”

Kaylee smiled, remembering the incredible contentment afterwards. “Pretty good. I came twice, and I pretended to stay asleep. The second time, you did too.”

“I pretended to be asleep?” He was teasing again.

“You came,” Kaylee said, pursing her lips. “Inside me, too. Then you whispered you loved me and snuck away.”

“What a cad.”

Kaylee giggled. “You were totally a cad. You left me with a pussy full of sploodge.”

Deke’s eyes narrowed. “A pussy full of imaginary sploodge.”

“Po-tay-to, po-tah-to.”

“Are you wet, now?” he said. “Thinking about it?”

“Can’t you see?” Kaylee opened wider and let the hem fall into her lap. “I feel like I’m on fire.”

“It’s still shut.” His eyes definitely weren’t on her face anymore. “It looks… just super tight and… you know …”

“What?” Kaylee didn’t know. Pussies look like pussies.

“Virginal.” Deke’s breath shuddered on that one.

“It kind of is.” She tried to see what he saw, but it just looked like her pussy. Normal. It didn’t feel normal, though. It felt like a torrent of juice was about to pour out.

“Touch it,” she said, smiling up at him. “Just gentle. Down the bottom.”

Deke met her eyes again. He looked feverish. He didn’t say anything, but he licked his lips and reached between her thighs with one trembling hand.

She felt the lightest brush on her inner lips. Just a tickle.

“A little more.”

That touch again, light, but not a brush this time. He held his finger on her lips and stroked them, oh-so softly, slowly.

He gasped.

Kaylee felt the cool air on her pink inner folds as they peeled open—not under Deke’s touch, that just got them started. Engorged with blood, they unfurled of their own accord, and Kaylee stretched her thighs wide to open herself up further.

“See anything you like?”

“Next time—” His voice was just a rasp, and he coughed to clear his throat. “Next time I need to video that.”

Yes! Oh, yes indeed. “A sex tape,” she said, tasting the texture of the words. She thought about celebrity sex tapes, and how everybody said they were so bad (naughty) but then watched them anyway.

Did I just offer to have sex with Deke?

“Not for real,” she added, watching his eyes for either disappointment or excitement. “Just… you know, pretend.”

Deke nodded. Eagerly, she thought. “Simulated sex.” He said it like it was a normal thing. “I could use my cellphone to record it.” He fished it from his pocket with uncanny speed.

“But it has to look real,” Kaylee said. “Because—”

“Because we want to watch it back later,” Deke said, finishing her exact thought.

“Uh-huh.”

“Together?”

Kaylee pictured future visits to Deke’s study with their sex tape playing on the computer monitor.

“Definitely together.”

He opened the video camera app. “It’s running. If you record on your phone too, I can mix the two streams later to make it look more professional.”

A professional, Daddy-Daughter sex tape? Sure, why not? Kaylee retrieved her own cell from Mem’s clutch and pointed the camera at Deke.

“Now what?”

“Um.” He looked as though he hadn’t thought quite this far. “What sort of things do you want on it?”

Kaylee tried to remember the last porno she’d watched, but she could only think of the weird ones. And Deke— Well, she wasn’t going to kinksville with Deke.

“You’re the guy,” she said. “What do they normally do on pornos?”

“Usually, you know, oral. On her. Then, um, on him.” Deke swallowed heavily. “Then, the rest.”

The rest. That’s the bit where he fucks me. “Can you even simulate oral?” Kaylee said, looking down at the image of him on her screen. He was rubbing his cock again through his trousers. “It’s not like you can use camera angle. I mean, your face is either there or it’s not.”

Deke scratched nervously at his chin. “I think that’s the idea,” he said. “I could, sort of, put my mouth on you, but not do anything.”

“Like kissing.” Kaylee considered the idea. “But without the… you know. She poked out the tip of her tongue.

Deke waited for her while she thought it through.

Kaylee thought it through. It didn’t take long. “Where do you want me?”

“Come over here.” He guided her to the edge of the bed, and he knelt on the floor with his back to the mirrored wall. “I’ll shoot the close up, and you can use the mirror to get the rest.”

Kaylee scooted across the covers, grinning like a schoolgirl, and she sat in front of him with her calves hanging over the edge, kicking nervously at the bedframe.

She fingered the hem of Mem’s dress. “Do you want me to take this off, or… I could film you doing it?”

Deke didn’t answer. Instead, he took her hips in his big hands, and quickly pulled her bottom out from underneath her, making her squeal as she tumbled back onto the bedspread, almost kicking him in the face. Kaylee’s camera had swung around wildly towards the ceiling, which was a shame because she’d miss reliving the thrill later on. When she got it redirected at the mirror, all she could see was Deke’s back, but found a better angle by holding it out to one side.

She could see everything he saw—herself flat on her back, feet in the air, with her hem puddled around her waist. She had her legs together and her pussy looked weird from behind, elongated and squashed between her thighs. She wasn’t very hairy down there, but what little she had was dark blonde and plastered down with her still seeping juices.

Kaylee looked up at him. He seemed nervous. Pointing his own camera at her bare backside and pussy, he used his free hand to spread her legs wide, pinning one down on the bedspread while Kaylee mirrored the action with the other. The strain warmed the long muscles in her thighs and stretched her labia open into a small, pink ‘o’ that marked her center.

What are you waiting for?

Kaylee reached out her free hand and with a gentle touch, she guided Deke’s face down to her open core.

“Go on. Eat me. It’s only pretend.”

At first he just nuzzled her blonde thatch, and she could feel his hot breath further down where she was already wet. Lower Daddy. His nose was agonizingly close to her clitoral hood, and she arched upwards to bring the two together, but Deke wouldn’t allow it. Instead, he kissed her there—

(Ohhh-uhhh! Daddy, yes!)

—just a brush of his lips, but it was the most erotically charged contact of her life, more so than pressing his shaft into that same place last night. She was completely unprepared for the sweet intimacy of oral sex, and she found herself engrossed by the vision of Deke’s soft lips moving over her mound, kissing, plucking at the tips of her inner folds, and gradually becoming coated in her slick nectar until they glistened pink like her own center.

And then he kissed her there, smack in the middle, hardening and puckering his lips into a probe that pushed into her silky caldera, stretching her wide until she felt the warm strain of her hymen. Was that the tip of his tongue? Just for a second it felt deeper than his lips, hotter, more alive. She heard a soft, keening noise, and realized it was the sound of her own moaning. Maybe he was just sucking at her inner lining, a little hickey. Whatever it was, it was turning her thighs to Jell-O.

“I like that, Daddy. Do it again.”

Kaylee’s next breath came in a shudder as Deke pushed back into her hole. He’s sucking. Holy smokes, he’s going to suck me inside out! Her body erupted in goosebumps, and it felt like there was a direct line threading every one of them to the center of his lips, which he knotted and kneaded in her tender core, stretching her wider than she’d ever done with her fingers.

She squeezed her secret muscles and a wave of tingling ecstasy washed through her, flooding outwards from her sex, down through her trembling thighs and up through her breasts, peaking her nipples into chips of pink crystal.

Kaylee gasped with erotically charged dismay. Oh God, I’m going to come. We’re supposed to be pretending. What would Deke think? That she tricked him into eating her pussy? But it was his idea—he said it would just be fake if he didn’t use his tongue.

Fake. She could fake it, like a porn star. (Oh, oh yeah baby. Uh-huh. Oh God. Yes, YES!) A fake orgasm would be totally easy. But she’d have to time it right so it happened at the same time as the real one.

“My clit. Suck my clit.”

Was she getting this on the camera? The framing was far from perfect, but the distance to the mirror and back made it more forgiving. Kaylee brought the cellphone up to her chest and focused in close on Deke’s face as he moved from her entrance to her clit. He pulled back a few inches to regard it for a moment, then he closed in hungrily with lips pursed and parted, like he was taking a tiny bite from a strawberry. At the last second, Kaylee saw his tongue dart out just before making contact with her hot love button.

Daddy, you’re so naughty!

The unspoken admonishment was short-lived, because her pussy went into pleasure-meltdown when Deke sucked her throbbing bud between his lips. Jesus, that’s his tongue! Something was gliding across her clit like a violin bow, flicking at the delicate hood and building a frenzied heat inside her. It felt heavenly, but she couldn’t see a thing—it was just Deke’s lips planted at the apex of her cleft.

“Daddy.” She panted the word, making it sound like a fevered exhalation. “Show me. Use your tongue. Just… just for the camera.” He wouldn’t be licking her pussy, not for real, because she was his little girl and… and it was different. She just wanted something visual—something to remind her how good this felt when she watched it back.

Deke went back down on her and licked a big circle around her tingling cunt, pushing and probing at her delicate lips, mauling and squeezing, sucking them into his mouth and stroking the sensitive pink lining with the hardened tip.

“Oh God. Mm-hmm. Like that.” Heat flooded her core and the real orgasm was upon her before she could even plan a fake one. Panic descended and she tried to breathe in and out at the same time, huffing and snorting, drowning in an endless ocean of erotic sensation.

Kaylee groaned and strained against the orgasm. “Da-aaa-dy!” Wait, she wanted to cry, you’re not supposed to make me come, but the battle was lost and the flame of climax had already roared into an all-consuming fireball. Losing control, her trembling thighs clamped over Deke’s ears and she grabbed a fistful of hair, grinding his face into her sex. Her heels locked behind his back and she bucked her buzzing cunt into his face, driving his magical, searching tongue deeper into her yawning hole with every frenzied thrust.

Coming down, she heard her own voice making nonsensical sounds, unn-nuhh-nuhh, as Deke slowed his pussy licking to meet the cadence of her final thrusts.

“Uh-huh,” she breathed. “Lick me, Daddy. Lick me all over. Yeah? You like that?” The porn star fake-orgasm voice was probably too late, but what the hell. Deke did her bidding anyway, with sensuous licks all over her labia, lapping up her spent juices and soothing her aching center with tender kisses.

Kaylee parted her thighs again and lay back, guiding his head with both hands, (fuck the camera) using him like a giant massage wand. Those long, searching licks up and down her slit had taken on a new cadence, and she felt as though she might build to another orgasm given a few more minutes.

Deke is licking my pussy.

Kaylee startled at the realization. It was all make-believe though, wasn’t it? For the camera? Deke only pretended to lick her out, she pretended to come, and he pretended to love it. And he was doing a great job on that last one, slurping away on her engorged labia and tickling her perineum with his tongue.

“Um, Deke,” she said, easing his face away from her pussy. “I think I got most of that on camera. I can do you, now.”

Are you sure about that Kaylee? How exactly do you plan to execute a pretend blow job?

Deke wiped his mouth with the back of his hand.

“I’m not sure I got you completely in shot,” he said. His cellphone was pointed the wrong way, but Kaylee declined to comment, fearing her own camera work would turn out no better. “If you like, I can do it again later.”

More pretend orgasms? Okay.

They both got to their feet and Kaylee offered him the back of her dress. “Unzip me.” It was a blue-eyed miracle that Mem’s dress wasn’t stained already, and she hoped to keep it that way. She slid it off her shoulders and down her lean, now naked body, but Deke stopped her when she tried to step out of the stilettos.

“Leave them on, honey.”

“Hmm?” Kaylee looked up at him, frowning and holding the dress.

“The heels,” he said, licking his lips and perhaps tasting her sex on them. “Will you leave them on?”

Hmm, heel fetish. Good to know.

She strutted over to the closet, smiling to herself and swaying her bottom as much as she was able without tumbling over. Standing with her legs apart as she hung up the dress, she wondered whether he could see her pussy from behind. Because that was the attraction of stilettos, right? They make your boobs pop and lifted your bottom to a more inviting angle. Kaylee fiddled unnecessarily with the dress to give him a longer look.

“Do you like the way they make my bottom stick out?” she said, wiggling it to make sure she had his attention.

Deke didn’t answer. Instead he came up behind her and cupped her breasts in his fingers.

“I like the way they make your pussy stick out,” Deke whispered in her ear. “This is how I was fucking you while you did the ironing.” Kaylee didn’t get the reference at first, but then she remembered his earlier admission of fantasizing about her at the ironing board.

So this is his real fantasy fuck. So much for that story about riding him cowgirl in the easy chair. “Show me how,” she said. Deke was nuzzling her neck, making her voice all breathy.

“What?”

“Show me.” Kaylee swallowed hard. How far was she prepared to go? “Put it between my legs.”

There was a pause, but it wasn’t a long one. Deke took his hands from her breasts and dropped his trousers in about three seconds. She felt his hot cock probing around her bottom and instinctively reached between her thighs to cup her pussy. Despite her vivid fantasies, letting him fuck her for real was a step too far. Not that he would, of course. He liked the naughty play-acting, same as she did.

He finally got it between her legs and Kaylee shifted her hand, guiding his shaft long ways between her wet labia like a hotdog.

Lucky it’s not a foot-long. She giggled at her own private joke.

“What’s funny?” he asked.

“I’m thinking about how hard it would be to iron a dress with your dick between my legs. It’s awfully distracting.”

“I can move it if you want,” Deke said, sliding it out a few inches and then easing it back into place. Looking down between her breasts, she could see the head disappear between her legs and then poke out again, lovingly nestled in her soft pussy lips.

Kaylee’s knees quaked. Every part of her felt connected to the wet channel between her legs, and her body was directing all resources to processing the raw pleasure down there. She braced against the closet—partly to keep her balance and partly to angle her sex for fuller contact. Properly balanced, she was able to wiggle her backside, prompting him for more and stirring his dick deliciously between her lips. This was so much better than riding him last night. To have him do all the work, and to be so vulnerable, left her breathless with trepidation and excitement. Any man in the same position would just plunge his meat into her—any man but Deke.

He took hold of her hips in an unmistakable doggy-fuck gesture and pumped her again, flexing his shaft at the end to make it buck in her pussy lips.

Rubbing his glans mercilessly against her swollen clit elicited a long and low, a feral growl. How could this be so good, and at the same time, so excruciating? There was something raw and animalistic about being taken from behind. Her the maturing female, newly in heat, and him the pack leader, taking what was rightfully his, claiming her ahead of the lesser males. There was an ache deep inside that recognized this law of the jungle, and it was waging a pitched battle with civilized sensibilities for Deke’s right to ream her senseless—to tear her flower asunder and plant his seed in her womb. Could he feel it too?

“Harder, Daddy. Do it harder.”

Deke dragged his dick back through her yearning lips to the point of her clitoris and then thrust back in through the gap, slapping his pubis against her ass with a meaty thwack.

“Again!”

Thwack.

“Again!” Thwack. “Yes.” Thwack. “Harder.” Thwack. “Ohh…whoa…whoa…whoa.” Kaylee wailed like a fire engine to the cadence of Deke’s thrusting cock.

He pounded her like a railroad spike, clawing at her thin hips, ramming his dick through her incandescent labia until she lost all finer sensation down there and it became a screaming barrage of intolerable ecstasy. She was close to orgasm again and had become so focused on her own pleasure that she’d almost forgotten her desperate ache to be fucked.

Almost.

Deke was maybe close himself because his movements had become jerky, his stroke uneven. After a series of berserk thrusts that lifted Kaylee out of her heels, he pulled back as if for a longer backswing and slotted his knob into her dripping entrance.

Oh fuck. It’s over.

When the moment came, she thought she’d be more frightened to relinquish her virginity—or in this case, angry to have it taken—but there was no time. In the moment it took to plug her yawning entrance, she’d bypassed all seven stages of loss and gone straight to acceptance.

But then he didn’t. He almost did, but he didn’t. Just the action of changing direction in one of those mighty fuck-thrusts was enough to strain her virgin cunt to its very limits, but it held (just!) and so did Deke.

It was a long three-count before Kaylee realized she was still intact. Panting and moaning up until that moment, she was suddenly starved of oxygen and whooped in a drowning breath. It brought back the cold reality that no amount of rationalizing could pass this off as naughty—she was just about to fuck her own foster-father.

“Wait,” she said with a great outpouring of breath. She buckled her knees and broke the connection between them. Deke’s cock pulled free and thwacked wetly into his stomach. “I… we …” How do you tell your him you don’t want to fuck? That you let him put his dick in you and then changed your mind?

“Kaylee, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean—”

“No, it’s my fault. I should have …” She trailed off, not knowing how she was going to finish anyway. Kaylee had turned to embrace him, and Deke put his arms around her shoulders, holding her close.

“Let’s get dressed and leave, shall we?” he said, rubbing between her shoulder blades. “We have some good video to remember all this.”

The sex tape. Kaylee had almost forgotten.

“No, let’s finish it,” she said, looking up into his eyes. “The sex tape, that is, not me.”

Deke laughed dutifully at one of her rare witticisms. “Okay, I’m game.” His cock flexed against Kaylee’s tummy in agreement.

She leaned back for a look. It was thick and angry and still glistening with her wetness. Honestly, it looked wonderful though, and she couldn’t wait to get to know it better in the safety of their sex tape role-play. If only she knew how.

“So I need to get down and… um …” She pointed at it and then at her mouth. “… with my, you know.”

Deke sat back on the bed and finished undressing.

“You can just put it in your mouth,” he said. “It’ll look real enough on the video.”

Hmph. Dick in my mouth. I can do that. Easy. “What if I suck at it?” Kaylee said. She tried to make the joke deadpan but ended up snorting while she waited for Deke’s reaction.

“Then I won’t ask you to do it again,” he said. “Or I will, depending on what you meant.”

Deke got the delivery right and sent Kaylee into convulsions of self-conscious giggles, making her feel more like a teenager than ever. She was just nervous, that’s all. Any girl would be, getting naked and preparing to suck her dad’s cock.

“Where do you want me, this time?” Kaylee asked, still grinning.

“On your knees,” he said. “In front of the mirror again.” He handed over her cellphone and started the video on his own device. “It’s running. Are you ready?”

Kaylee looked up from starting her recording, and there it was, right in front of her face and pointing skyward. She hadn’t really pictured this moment, but if she had then she would have imagined it sticking straight out, and all she would have to do was open up and let it in. As it stood, one of them needed to take matters in hand, and Deke didn’t seem to be volunteering.

Kaylee closed her hand around it like a microphone, turning it sideways to get a better look. It wasn’t her first time touching it, but it was the first occasion she’d considered putting it in her mouth, and she couldn’t help comparing it to food.

Carrot? Too thin.

Zucchini? Too fat.

Pickle? To lumpy. Interesting, but too lumpy.

Banana? Pretty close.

Would she put a banana this big in her mouth? You’ve got to be kidding me.

“Are you sure this is normal size?” She looked up at him through her eyelashes. “How much am I supposed to fit in?”

“As much as you feel comfortable, honey.” His cock bucked and she guessed he was getting impatient to get it in her mouth.

Just put it in your mouth—it’ll look real enough on the video.

Okay Daddy, I’ll try.

Kaylee opened wide and guided it in, moving like a drunk in a parking lot and trying to avoid touching the sides with only limited success. When she had what she estimated to be a mouthful, she closed her lips around the shaft and held it there, rolling her eyes up to seek his approval.

“You can take a little more, Angel.” He put his hand on her nape and slid his dick deeper, making her eyes bulge with—not fear exactly, but definitely apprehension. It felt enormous gliding between her lips. How much did she have now? One foot? Two? She felt the soft touch of his knob at the back of her hard palate. It wasn’t even deep enough to choke on, and she realized she had barely three or four inches. Even so, she stopped him with a hand flat on his thigh. Let’s save deep throating for another day, okay?

Deke stroked the side of her face. “Move your cheeks, honey,” he said. “Make it look like you’re sucking me.”

Hmph. That’s going to sound so sexy on the video.

Trying not to touch the inside of her mouth, Kaylee moved her jaw, pulling in her cheeks in a poor simulation of cock sucking. She watched herself in the mirror and got a little better with practice, and she found working her neck like a cat grooming itself looked even sexier, even though it earned her some cock-flavored contact on her tongue and cheeks. The effort to minimize contact was much harder than she anticipated, and her jaw ached from maintaining that demilitarized zone (de-phallus-ized zone?)

You know what’d be easier than pretending to suck it? Actually sucking it.

With no small amount of trepidation, Kaylee relaxed her mouth (oh, the relief) and let everything settle naturally into a cock-shaped hollow—tongue, cheeks, palate, and of course her lips. It all fit together so perfectly and felt so terribly natural. Literally none of her friends had ever sucked a dick. Why not? It felt kind of good. Kaylee smiled at her own excellent judgement, causing Deke’s cock to shift in the moving topology of her mouth.

Oh, wow. Now that feels nice.

As wonderful as simply holding him felt, that smile made Kaylee realize that together they were a system—a set of moving parts so perfectly designed that they worked together in sublime harmony. What she was doing—that is, holding his cock in the warm wetness of her mouth—was like sitting in a Ferrari and not starting the engine. It was missing the whole point.

Kaylee imagined a key with that famously rampant stallion logo, and she turned it.

Just a test suck. Not the real thing, because this is just a fake blowjob for the sex tape. And besides, I don’t really know how to do it properly.

She started with just the front of her mouth, squeezing him around the middle between her lips, tongue and hard palate. It must’ve felt okay, because Deke sighed. He didn’t panic or blast her with a face full of cum, so that was a good sign too. It gave Kaylee the courage to take it a step further, rolling the pressure back with her tongue and pulling her cheeks in tight.

It wasn’t anything like she imagined. So hard to the touch, she had pictured sucking it to be like sucking a block of wood, stiff and unyielding. It was stiff all right, but it was also encased in a soft outer layer that had some give. She felt the ridges and veins flatten under the pressure, and when she got back to the cockhead, it yielded much more easily, shaping to the channel of her tongue and depositing a hot little bead of pre-cum as it extruded deeper into her mouth.

Deke seemed to really like it, because this time he groaned and caressed her scalp, twining his fingers through her blonde locks. He was probably just playing it up for the camera, which Kaylee could still see out the corner of her eye, but even so she was still pleased with her effort.

She released the pressure and sucked again, a little harder this time, rolling faster down his length and earning another bead of pre-cum, which she swallowed immediately as part of the action. It tasted okay—not great, but not awful. And that swallowing action drew him deeper into her mouth, tucking his cockhead into the pocket of her soft palate, although it only felt comfortable during the swallow so she pulled it back out again.

“Oh fucking Christ,” Deke whispered. Kaylee rolled her eyes up to look but couldn’t see his face. Checking in the mirror, she saw he had his head back and eyes closed. Standing there with his manly upper body taut and his big dick in Kaylee’s mouth, he looked off-the-charts sexy.

Have another, Daddy.

She sucked again and swallowed, once again tucking him into the back of her throat before releasing. Deke drew a tortured breath through his nose and Kaylee did it again, eliciting a plaintive moan this time. Either Deke was an excellent actor or she was a terrific cocksucker. Maybe both. Who knew? Not Kaylee, she was just enjoying the moment, slurping on her daddy’s cock, building a rhythm and making him squirm. Success breeds confidence, tempting her more adventurous side. She found that swallowing suppressed the gag reflex and tried taking him further, bobbing her head deeper on his erection with every suck until she had almost the whole thing in there.

“Angel,” he gasped. “Fucking hell. My balls.”

Problem expressing your thoughts, Deke? Kaylee smiled inwardly and redoubled her efforts, gobbling him good and deep and squeezing off that trickle of pre-cum with the muscular entry to her esophagus. My balls, he said. She was still filming with one hand, but used the other to cradle his balls, stroking and pulling gently at them, massaging in time to her vigorous sucking action.

“Kay—” Deke’s word was cut off by a desperate intake of breath. “Fu-uuuu-uck!”

Kaylee’s attention was diverted by his balls, which swelled and lifted away from her plucking fingertips. How did he do that? Barely had the thought registered when his cock swelled mightily and a rumbling vibration shook her lips and tongue.

What the—?

Realization came too late, and a powerful, liquid blast erupted into her mouth.

Jesus fuck Deke, you’re coming in my mouth!

Kaylee’s senses overloaded. Deke bucked and heaved inside her mouth, pumping endless gouts of thick, volcanic sploodge into her. It sprayed in powerful ropes over her tongue and into the back of her throat, making her want to scream, to eject it from her mouth and slap his face. A deeper intuition told her that this was proper cock sucking, though—this was how it was done and she should be proud to have him blow his wad down her throat. It was that intuition that made her finish, and against her instincts she kept sucking and working his heaving cock, storing his jizz in her mouth until she was full and a trickle escaped from the corner of her lips, dripping down onto her breast.

Enough.

It was finally over. The last weak spasms abated, and he began to soften inside her. Taking care to avoid a mess, she slowly drew him free, using her tongue and lips to leave his shrinking member clean.

“My God, Kaylee,” Deke said, helping her to stand. “That was— hey, what’s the matter?”

Kaylee still had a mouthful of jizz and even without his cock in there, it felt like it was about to overflow. The confusion and panic she felt must have shown on her face.

Um, hard to explain, Deke.

In lieu of words, she opened her mouth and let him see what he’d done to her.

“Oh Angel.” His concern softened into a kind of amused sympathy. “You can swallow it if you—”

Gulp.

He laughed. “Or you could spit it out. Your choice.”

Oh, gross. It wasn’t so much the taste as the texture. Kaylee felt the thick wad of goo running down her throat, some of it sticking and making her swallow again.

“Ugh! Nasty.” She poked out her tongue, wishing it anywhere but in her mouth. If only she had some… “Mouthwash. Anything.”

Deke’s amused sympathy morphed into a look of guilt, and he rushed to the wet bar, seemingly relieved to be given a task that might mitigate his responsibility.

“We used to say this tasted like mouthwash back in college,” he said. His back was turned and Kaylee couldn’t see what he was doing, but there was clinking of glass and the sounds of pouring, and when he turned around, he was brandishing a whiskey tumbler full of some green liquid that looked like, well, mouthwash.

Kaylee couldn’t focus on anything but the slimy residue of cum lining her mouth and throat, and she could feel her gorge rising. Jesus, it was covering her teeth, too. Gimme that. She grabbed the tumbler with both hands like a dried-out drunk and chugged it, relishing the liquid fire that cleansed as it burned, instantly neutralizing the sticky texture.

“Ah, Kaylee, that was—”

Too late! Oh, the burn! It was minty and sweet, but it was strong too—alcoholic strong—and it was trying to tear a new hole in her esophagus. The rich fumes in the glass got up her nose and with the last swallow, she launched into a coughing fit, spraying green spittle everywhere.

“Holy cow. (cough) What was …?” She was bent over, hands propped on her knees with her long hair flopped over her face.

“It was crème de menthe and vodka,” he said. “You were supposed to gargle it, not chug it.”

He guided her to sit on the bed, which she did, hanging her head between her knees as the worst of the reaction reduced to some hacking and clearing of her tortured throat.

How much of that stuff had she drunk? The tumbler was three quarters full, so that was like four shots at least, right? Kaylee thought about her usual drinking habits. She could drink four vodka-lemon-limes in a session, no problem. Four at a time, though? Without the lemon and lime?

“Ooooh, I feel woozy.” It was probably psychosomatic, or maybe it was the coughing, because the alcohol hadn’t had time to enter her blood stream yet. That knowledge didn’t help. Her head was spinning, and lying back on the bed didn’t improve things. She rolled onto her side, pulled her knees up into a semi-fetal position (better) and shut her eyes (better still).

“I’m sorry, honey.” Deke lay down behind her and cradled her against his chest, one strong arm wrapped around her with the fingers tucked beneath her lower armpit, partially cupping her breast. “I feel kind of responsible.”

“So you should (cough).” She wriggled back into his embrace. It felt nice. Really nice. The crème de menthe on her breath still tasted minty, and it chilled her nose when she breathed deeply. That felt nice too. With the excitement over, Kaylee felt like maybe she had overreacted. It was only cum.

“I love you, Daddy.”

“I love you too, Angel.”

Deke’s body was warm. Warm and strong. Kaylee started seeing colors behind her eyelids, swirling purples and yellows, greens and reds. Pretty.

That mouthwash was good. I might have another. Later though. Right here, this, this is nice.

New experiences, the adrenaline rush, the coughing fit, it had left her exhausted. Kaylee took a deep breath and let it out slowly. When she took the next one, she was already asleep.
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Surprise!

Right there. That’s it. Touch me there. Oh, yes.

The erotic contact between her legs lured Kaylee out of her dreaming sleep. Someone had been touching her in the dream, (Someone? Oh come on Kaylee, you can do better than that) bringing her slowly along to a heightened arousal, and now she was hot and ready, simmering just below the boil. Although her sweet dream partner was melting away, the sensation of his touch was solidifying into a real thing, making the whole experience very disorienting.

The hotel suite. I fell asleep. Oh my God, it’s Deke!

Deke was still spooning her, but now his cock was hard again and trapped between her thighs, nestled high and tight against her pussy.

How he got it there without her waking was a mystery that might never be answered. Probably it was the alcohol, but maybe (just maybe) it was an accident. Deke was cuddling her when they lay down, she remembered that. And his cock had been soft—she didn’t remember that explicitly, but she definitely would have noticed if it had been hard. You don’t miss stuff like that. Could he have closed his eyes and gone to sleep too? The touch of skin on skin, the scent of her shampoo in his nose, and the swell of her breast beneath his fingers—it was possible, right? He might have been dreaming about a girl in his arms (i.e. me), and nature might have taken its course. Cuddling led to arousal, arousal led to erection, and it just, you know, grew. She tried to imagine that. His thick, manly cock growing hard against her thighs, running out of space and searching for a gap to grow through, like a bamboo plant seeking sunlight. And that little triangle of space between her thighs and her pussy, that was the gap. It was warm and soft, the perfect environment to attract a big, curious cock like Deke’s.

What if he’s asleep now? What if his dream girl wants him to fuck her? You probably can’t fuck a person in your sleep. The scenario of his cock finding that space between her thighs was pretty implausible, but even if it had been an accident, he still wouldn’t put it in her pussy. Not in his sleep. No way.

But what if he did?

What if they were both asleep and it just slipped inside her? She might have woken up with a pussy full of dick.

You might have woken up with a pussy full of cum.

Kaylee shivered. Deke pulled her tight, perhaps in response, but it was probably a sleep reflex. She relaxed into his strong arms and let the fantasy scenario play out in her head.

What if she did wake up with a pussy full of cum? She might not know at first—not if Deke wasn’t inside her any longer. She’d probably feel something, some pressure or wetness or something like that, and she’d want to use the bathroom. She’d slip away from Deke’s cuddle (because he’d still be asleep) and she’d feel the warmth running down her thigh. Bladder problems? (No, not bladder, period.) But when she sat down it wouldn’t be red she saw, it would be creamy, pearlescent white. At first, she’d be all, No, no, not in my pussy, hoping Deke had only cum on her, and not in her. But then she’d spread herself with her fingers, releasing a fresh torrent of jizz from inside.

A warm thrill tingled through her core and Kaylee squeezed her thighs together, trying to quell the fire in her engorged pussy lips, but succeeding only in wedging Deke’s shaft deeper in her slit.

He gave a happy sigh in her ear and an erotic cock-throb between her thighs. Bracing her with one hand on her breast, he strained deeper into the gap, squashing her buttocks with his pubic bone and releasing a trickle of juice that coated his cock, lubricating it to the point that every micro-movement produced a delicious wet friction in Kaylee’s pussy.

Hard and thick and throbbing away in her cleft with latent power, it felt so damned good. No way was he asleep. She should say something, but she was afraid of breaking the magic. She had been asleep, after all, and he had certainly put his cock in there deliberately; on the naughty scale of one to ten, the old dick-in-your-sleeping-daughter’s-pussy registered about a naughty-nine. She didn’t want to lose that, and she’d only normalize the moment by talking about it.

So pretend to be asleep.

Sure. Why not? Yes, pretend to be asleep, but what about her pussy? Notwithstanding her earlier orgasm, Kaylee was positively incandescent with sexual frustration, and having his thick, meaty cock just sitting there, teasing her, it was more than she could bear.

She stretched, tightening her thighs and angling her butt to draw his dick back through her pussy lips. She even made a sleepy snuffle, ’cause that’s what sleeping people do, right? Stretching, snuffling, rearranging the uninvited cocks in their dripping pussies. When she relaxed again, it slid back home into its triangular groove, almost frictionless now with its liberal coating of natural juices.

Deke took the prompt and stretched as well, arching upwards, wedging the root of his dick between her butt cheeks and stirring the swampy passage between her thighs.

The movement grazed her clitoris, sparking erotic bolts of pleasure that fizzed through her boiling core.  Kaylee gasped. Helpless to lie still, she stretched with him, not a single movement, but a continuous, sinuous dance, writhing and grinding in a barely plausible parody of sleep.

Deke responded by hugging her close to his chest, giving her the leverage she needed to work his thick dick through her soaking pussy lips, and answering her every squeeze with a throb of his shaft. It felt best, Kaylee discovered, when she was riding high with the purple tip pressed against her clit, or even better, nuzzling the slick caldera of her entrance.

Mmm, yes. Scratch me right there. Kaylee got an itch.

Deke found her sweet spot and took over the movement—short, erotic strokes with his bulging knob from her opening to her clit. The first dozen were tender and slow, playing true to Kaylee’s fantasy of pretend-sleep. It got a bit surreal after that, still slow, but those tender strokes were really closer to thrusts, each one ending with Deke straining his dick deeper into that tiny gap.

Mewling her approval, Kaylee contributed to the fantasy faux-fuck by squeezing him between her thighs in the same way she might with her sex. It was like when they had been standing in front of the mirror—thrusting and straining, with hard, direct contact on her clitoris. The asleep charade continued, but Kaylee rode him with every bit as much vigor as she might when awake, pushing backwards and relishing the soft crash of flesh each time her ass met his hard pubic bone.

Things became very non-sleeplike when Deke pinched her nipple, rolling the hardened tip between his thumb and forefinger while he measured the petite weight of her breast with the remaining three.

Oh Daddy, yes.

She felt that familiar feeling building between her thighs, a sensation of impending climax that alarmingly, she was beginning to associate with Deke. Kaylee groaned with desperate need. She was close, but what if he couldn’t bring her over the edge?

She touched between her legs and found him there, heavy and menacing like a police baton and slick with pussy slime. Pressing down with her fingertips heightened the pleasure on her clit. Her vocalizations weren’t moans anymore; they were feral grunts. In all respects except the purely literal one, Deke was fucking her to a shattering orgasm.

So close. Just a little… just a little more.

Her eyes pinched shut and her lips peeled back from her teeth—and subliminally she thought it was probably a good thing that this part wasn’t on camera. The tingling in her clit was so intense. She mashed his cock down onto it with three fingers, snapping it from side to side like tiddlywinks, each one building her impending climax higher and bringing it a step closer.

She was almost there—her orgasm so close she could feel its beckoning touch teasing her nerve endings. If I could only …

And then she found it. Like running off the edge of a cliff, she felt suddenly weightless with a churning, plummeting abandon that was not just beyond her control, it was very nearly beyond her ability to comprehend. It was an intense, slow release—red heat that blossomed in her core and fizzed outwards, making her whole body flush with pleasure.

With trembling muscles, she squeezed Deke’s cock against her love button and—

Oh God, not again!

—and without meaning to, she pushed his slippery cockhead into her entrance, losing that delicious clitoral contact that was driving her release. Helpless in the throes of climax, Kaylee cried out an incoherent mix of frustration and loss that was meant to convey Get that fucking thing back on my clit and finish me.

And he did. At least she thought he did at first. He thrust forward, exactly as he’d been doing, and in the moment it took for Kaylee to realize the hand grenade of pleasure exploding in her core wasn’t Deke rubbing her clit again, he was inside her.

Time stopped. At least it seemed that way to Kaylee.

(Oh my God! Kaylee, I’m so sorry. I never meant to… It was an accident, it just slipped.)

But Deke didn’t say any of those things. That first thrust plunged halfway into her pussy, and he did pull back straight away—he really did—making Kaylee think he was withdrawing. It would be awkward, sure, but they’d laugh about it later. Remember the time you accidentally fucked me, Deke? (Oh, don’t remind me—not my finest moment.) But he wasn’t withdrawing.

You’re still inside me? Why is your cock still in my pussy? You’re supposed to take it out. I’m your little girl and we’re supposed to laugh about this later on.

Then it began, the breathless, shocking, rollercoaster ride of Kaylee’s first ever not-completely-consensual fucking. No apologies, no by-your-leave, Deke just pushed his dick back in—not all the way though, he tried, but Kaylee was just too tight. On the next thrust though, he clutched her breast and rammed his fat cock home, punching the breath from her chest when he bottomed out inside her.

But you can’t.

We were just pretending.

And I’m a virgin.

Well, that ship had sailed, although by the time Kaylee realized her innocence had been gunned down in a drive-by, Deke was fucking her hot and hard, and her once tight virgin hole had been stretched and reamed a dozen times and counting.

And she was still coming! She felt no pain at all, but the soaring ecstasy of her clitoral orgasm was now a thick, rapturous convulsion that washed over her in waves, and it was all she could manage not to grunt like a rutting pig.

This is how he fucked Mem that time, hard and fast. Wham, wham, wham! You like that, huh? You like getting your cunt reamed by Daddy?

A contrarian voice had set up residence in her head, and while her front brain railed with confusion and panic, this other voice rejoiced and goaded the rational Kaylee, calling her out on her misplaced sense of betrayal.

She was coming down from her climax, but still couldn’t catch her breath. One moment she felt empty, yearning, and her only connection to what was happening was the quaking strain of her entrance stretched taut like a drum around Deke’s cockhead. The next moment she had so much dick inside she thought she’d burst. She put a hand down low on her tummy. He was so deep she could feel it distending, his pounding cock ramming into the cup of her palm in front, while behind, the slaps on her ass rang out like gunshots. Nothing she’d seen on the internet had prepared her for such a prodigious fucking. It wasn’t anything like the gentle lovemaking of her imagination.

It was so. Much. Better.

She wanted to tell him to stop, but every time she opened her mouth, that other voice spoke. The fuck-slut voice. Oh Daddy. Uh huh. Fuck me. Make me your little cock-slave. Kaylee was confused and conflicted, but the inner fuck-slut knew exactly what she wanted, and she was already planning the myriad ways she could get more hard, throbbing daddy-dick inside her. Without even understanding she was doing it, she heeded the siren call and lifted one leg high in the air to invite him even deeper.

Are you crazy? He’s too big. You didn’t even want him in there in the first place.

The rational voice held no sway.

Stop being a prissy bitch. You love it. Feel those starburst explosions every time he drills you? That’s one-hundred percent American beef. Of course you fucking want it. You crave it! You have ever since you saw it straining his jeans during the photo shoot, maybe longer. If it could make blue denim ripple and throb like that, imagine what it would feel like inside you. Well now you know, so quit the wounded princess routine and enjoy it. You as good as asked for this, so let him give it to you like you deserve.

What the hell. Kaylee stopped fighting it. It wasn’t like she could get him to take it back. But if they were going to do it, then they should do it properly, face to face, so she could look in his eyes and see how good it felt to fuck your little girl’s brains out.

“Deke?”

“Uh. Huh?” He answered at the apogee of each thrust, as though his voice only worked when he was completely buried in her silky sheath.

“Roll me over. I want to see you doing it.”

Deke stopped. It was the first time since he’d entered her and it felt strange not to have him pounding on her ass. He was all the way in, though, and she could feel his dick throbbing, almost like it was breathing, stretching her and nuzzling at her tender cervix.

“You want to stop?” He sounded confused and began to pull out.

“No!” Kaylee squeezed him tight with her pelvic floor, squelching some pussy juice out around the base of his cock. “I want to watch you… you know, do me. So I can remember later.”

“I can do that.” Deke seemed eager to please and made a move to shuffle away, making room for Kaylee to roll onto her back.

“Wait. Stay inside me.” She put a hand over her pussy, touching his wet shaft with her fingertips, and he stopped moving before he could slip free. Stretching her raised leg, Kaylee took hold of the ankle and pulled it up to her ear, allowing Deke to roll her over without breaking contact.

“Neat trick.” He slid easily back inside and pushed himself up to kneel between her splayed legs.

Kaylee let her eyes play over his naked body and liked what she saw, his eyes wide and pupils dilated, his chest heaving from exertion, and taut muscles everywhere—arms, shoulders, abdomen—all shiny with sweat.

And his cock. Jesus, where’d it all go? All she could see was the swollen root stretching her entrance into a pink circle that wrapped tightly around it’s girth. She also saw a smear of blood in the folds around her clitoris. Apparently the damage hadn’t been very extensive.

“Does it feel nice?” she asked. It was probably a redundant question.

“You feel exquisite, honey.” Deke leaned forwards on his knees and sank back into her, all the way to the hilt.

“Oh sh—” She felt that punch in the stomach sensation again and gasped out a breath. “Sugar, that’s a long way in.”

Deke waggled his dick and she felt it nosing around impossibly deep within, almost in her tummy. It was lucky he wasn’t any bigger because it wouldn’t all fit.

Kaylee wanted to see it again. When she pushed his hips back, Deke complied, and his dick came slurping out. Well, it’s not that big, she thought, holding its rearing weight in her open palm. Then she looked at her narrow pelvis and reconsidered. Okay, it was big enough. For her, anyway. Deke was exactly Kaylee-sized.

“Show me again,” she said, nuzzling his cockhead back into her entrance. “Slowly, okay?”

Deke pushed back in. His shaft was cool from her wetness, making her vagina feel even more like a furnace. Hard flesh ploughed into soft, cool into warm, her pink lips parted around him and followed the veiny contours of his dick, stretching, swallowing him. It was extraordinary. Magical.

“Keep doing that,” Kaylee breathed. “Fuck me slowly.”

And he did. It was like a steam engine climbing a hill. You could see all that massive power brought to bear on one straining piston, rearing and plunging in slow motion, knowing that it longed only to crest the hilltop and run free down the other side.

She thought about starting the camera again, but a sex tape wouldn’t do this justice. It wasn’t just the slow, deep reaming of her pussy that was so exciting, the camera couldn’t capture the metronomic bass drum thud-thudding against her cervix as he delivered each stroke. More than that, though, the real excitement was in Kaylee’s mind—Deke’s too by the look on his face. It was the juxtaposition of ecstasy and guilt. How could something so wonderful, so beautiful, be so wrong?

Wrong? Yeah, wrong. This had gone way past naughty. Naughty was asking him to photograph her nude. Naughty was diddling herself on webcam so he could watch. It was too late now, but she realized that mounting him in his study was when they’d crossed the line. That and everything they’d done today was beyond forbidden. It was taboo, and they would have to keep it a secret forever because nobody would understand. People would think Deke forced her; men are pigs, right? How could she ever explain to them the erotic thrill of having your foster-father between your legs, feeding his rampant daddy-dick into your soaking pussy?

“Mmm. I like that.” Reflecting on the situation, Kaylee was as much talking to herself as to Deke.

“You like it?”

“I love it. I feel so full.” Kaylee wanted to say ‘You complete me’, but it would sound stupid. What she meant was that she felt empty each time he took it out, and she wished she could leave it in there forever. “It’s like I’ve been missing something until now.” It wasn’t exactly right, but it was close.

“We should have done this long ago, huh?”

“Not too long ago,” she teased. “I’m only nineteen.”

Deke smiled. “Twenty next week.”

“Is this my birthday present? Or do I get another one?”

“Honey, you can have as much of this as you want. You don’t need to wait for your birthday.”

As much cock as I want?

Kaylee laughed. “Ha!” That single exclamation tightened her pelvic floor and squeezed down delightfully on his cock, making her feel fuller than ever.

“And what about your birthday? Is this what you want?”

“This…” Deke tilted his head thoughtfully as he trailed off. “Or something like this.”

Something like this? Kaylee’s eyes sparkled at the hint of a new adventure.

“Show me,” she said. She wriggled deeper into the soft bedcovers. “How do you like to do it?”

“It’s all right,” he said. “We can do it my way some other time. This time is all about you.”

“And I want to see how you like it,” Kaylee shot back. Seeing Deke overcome with lust for her was easily the most exciting part of this relationship. And watching him doing his thing, having his way with her, right now she could think of nothing she wanted more.

She thought she knew what he liked, anyway. Standing up at the closet earlier, and then when she had him trapped between her thighs—Deke liked it hard. Hard and fast. The idea of being fucked so hard was scary, out of control, but it was thrilling too—like a rollercoaster.

“I’m game,” she said. “You want to fuck me hard, don’t you? Do it!”

Deke gave her a searching look that suggested she didn’t know what she was asking, to which she returned an encouraging nod. I want you to. I want to see you completely free, like one of those nature documentaries when they release a wild animal from captivity.

“What if I hurt you?” Deke’s actions weren’t matching his words. He was already lowering himself down onto her prone form, propped on one elbow and resting most of his core weight on the point of their coupling. Kaylee was about to get nailed to the bed. Hard.

“You won’t,” she said. “It hurt a little bit before, but…” But my pussy is bigger, now. You stretched it. With your thick, yummy cock. “But now it doesn’t.”

Deke seemed convinced, not that that was any surprise. The common thread of this entire adventure was that he was a complete pushover when it came to taking sexual liberties with Kaylee. It occurred to her that he had maybe been fantasizing about this for a long time. Maybe longer even than he admitted. And he seemed pretty ready with that Nothing-wrong-with-incest-fantasy speech. She got the distinct impression that Deke was living the dream.

He positioned his hands and Kaylee had to lift twice to help—one under her bottom and the other behind her back, about where her bra strap would be. Cradled thus in his arms and pinned by his cock, she belatedly realized the similarity between this and an amusement park ride, where her body would be tightly cupped in a bucket seat, with a safety bar pressing down on her pelvis.

Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to Steel Pier’s favorite new attraction—The Fuck-U-Later. Keep your hands inside the car at all times, and please wait for the ride to come to a complete stop before loosening your restraints.

Like it not, this ride was about to begin. Click-click-click-click-click. Kaylee felt like the rollercoaster car was climbing the first hill, or maybe they’d already done that bit—

“Ugh!” Oh my!

Deke thrust deep inside her, following through with the stroke in a way that made her breasts wobble. They were normally well behaved, and Kaylee not being one for either jogging or jumping jacks, that rippling of pliant flesh felt deliciously unfamiliar, exotic even.

“Oh, Daddy—” she began, and then, “Ugh!” again, as Deke withdrew and thrust firmly back in. What did I sign up for? He’s gonna pound me like a minute steak. That didn’t come as a surprise, but the pleasure did, a tingling pressure in her vulva where he slapped with his pelvis.

“Ugh!” Again. Harder. More throbbing pleasure built upon the afterglow of the previous pump. “Ugh… Ugh… Ugh!” Jesus, I sound like Maria-fucking-Sharapova. Deke had his rhythm now, and he fucked his straining cock into her with long, confident strokes, his balls slapping delightfully against her asshole. She never would have imagined that could feel erotic. Live and learn.

With the arm cradling her back, he curled his fingers over her shoulder to brace one end of her torso while he reamed the other, force-feeding her slurping cuntfuls of thickly veined meat. Pinned on every side by his arms, hands, his body, and his hard, thrusting cock, the pounding shockwaves built up a disorienting rhythm and tuned out Kaylee’s visual world. She was all touch now, a mono-sensual creature whose entire world was the heaving bar of flesh between her legs, alternately cleaving her open and sucking her inside out, slapping her punch-drunk clit and her asshole in glorious unison.

Faster, now. Kaylee’s breasts were turning numb from the hammering shock. Thank God she wasn’t stacked or they would’ve knocked her cold. She lifted her legs and her head so that she was completely suspended in Deke’s arms, locked and loaded and powerless to move. Not a rollercoaster now, more like a washing machine. Or a fucking machine.

A machine was exactly what he was. Driving into her sopping cunt again and again, his cock a steel piston, thick and hard and utterly unstoppable. The sense of abandon, of helplessness, was dizzying. Of course she could ask him to stop, but it was more exciting to imagine that he wouldn’t, that he’d just go on reaming her until… well, forever. That divine sense of pressure deep in her pussy was back with a vengeance, like a physical force, mounting, cresting, and finally crashing over her.

“Oh God, I think I’m coming!”

An orgasmic wave swept through her core, not as powerful as before, but this one was sudden and unexpected, making it somehow more special. Powerless in its grip, she locked her shaking legs around his ass and her pussy clenched tight, squeezing his runaway-train cock in a vain attempt to lock it inside her.

Kaylee wailed wordlessly through her crescendo and goosebumps pricked everywhere, her breasts, her tummy, and all down her grasping, straining limbs. Her eyes rolled back and her whole body tingled with indescribable joy. It seemed like every nerve ending had a direct link to her pussy, allowing her to feel every beautiful bump and vein along Deke’s unstoppable, magical cock.

“Oh God!” she cried. “I love you, Daddy.”

“Arrrgh!” Deke grunted, seemingly in response. He thrust hard into Kaylee and crushed her in his bulging arms, grinding her onto the base of his cock like he was trying to get his balls inside as well, making her pussy lips peel back with the pressure.

Why was he stopping? “Keep going,” she said, panting the words in breathless gasps. “Please, just fuck me hard.”

Deke pulled back out for another thrust (yes!), and then drove back in, grinding, twisting his dick into her, and groaning with the supreme effort. “Arrrgh!” he cried again. “Fuck!”

His balls were pressed tight up against her perineum and Kaylee sensed them lifting and squirming against her. She could feel his thick cock swelling inside (mmm, neat trick, Deke—do it again) and a sweet warmth flooded her core in response, the last heated gasp of her waning climax.

Deke withdrew and ground back inside, twice this time before stopping. His cock swelled again (that really was an amazing trick) and this time the warm response coursed up her vaginal canal along his cock, making it feel hotter and somehow slipperier all the way up and down its length.

Oh God, I never knew it could be like this.

It didn’t seem like Deke was going to keep with the hard fucking, but that was okay because this new thing was every bit as exquisite. Better, maybe. It must take a lot of effort to do that swelling/grinding thing with his cock though, because he was groaning and straining, and he was still clutching her tight in his bulging arms.

Gasping for breath, he transitioned into a new action, not as fun as the last one, stroking her pussy in a slow but sweet, in-and-out motion.

“Can you do that other thing again?” she whispered in his ear. “It feels really nice.”

“Soon, Angel,” Deke said. His breath was hot.

Soon. That was good. He could catch his breath and then give her some more of that big cock lovin’.

Kaylee felt utterly fulfilled from her climax; she’d never been so complete, so content. If she knew how great Deke was at sex, she’d have asked him to do her long ago.

“You’re amazing. I love you so much.” She nuzzled him with her nose, finding his lips and kissing him deeply. Deke kissed her back with equal fervor, and she wriggled tighter into his arms, squeezing his cock with her secret muscles.

It squelched.

And it didn’t throb back. Before, it had throbbed back.

Squeeze. Squelch. Kaylee felt a wet warmth trickle down over her asshole.

A chill ran down her spine. It was the flight response as her body dumped adrenaline into her blood stream.

The warm flooding feeling. That wasn’t me.

“Deke, did you… um …” How to put this? Did you just cum inside me? Did you just juice my box? Did you…

DID YOU JUST BUST A FUCKING WAD IN MY CUNT?

“Did you finish?”

“Oh Angel,” he said, pulling his hands free from beneath her, but staying inside. “Give me five minutes. Ten, tops. I promise I’ll be ready for you again.”

Deke propped on one elbow and plucked his phone from the bedside table, where it had been facing the mirror.

“I hope we got all that,” he said.

“You…” Kaylee’s mind reeled. He just fucked her. He squirted in her pussy. And he fucking filmed it? “You recorded that? All of it?” Kaylee didn’t know how to react. She had been facing the mirror when Deke was cuddling her, and so had the camera. The moment when his cock pierced her would be on video. So would the moment when he creamed her. How many girls get to watch their first time on film? She was furious at him for the bareback cumming; she wasn’t on the pill—didn’t even have a trial script. But fucking her on camera? Her breath caught in her throat at the excitement.

“Hold still, honey.” Deke was getting off, aiming the camera at her loaded pussy. “Try not to squeeze me, okay. I want to record this.”

Try not to squeeze?

He pulled his cock out slowly, milking it with his fingers into her tight passage. It came free with a wet squelch and Kaylee looked down between her legs to survey the damage. There was hardly any. Thank God. Just a little trickle of white out the bottom that disappeared between her cheeks. Deke touched her pussy with his index finger and slid the tip inside, probing.

What’s he looking for? More cum? It really wasn’t so bad—he must’ve shot it all in her mouth earlier, so there was probably none left. She looked at the creamy trickle. Except that little bit, but now it’s out, so she’d be fine. It was… you know, fine. Nothing to worry about. It wasn’t even inside her.

“Squeeze for me, Angel.” Deke was still filming the first joint of his finger in her pussy.

And the award to best daughter-diddling close-up with a cellphone goes to …

Kaylee concentrated on wrapping her secret muscles around his fingertip and she squeezed.

Blurt!

As she bore down, Deke pulled his finger free and a massive, wet gob of cum spewed forth, half of it ran down between her ass cheeks, and the other half pooled in her entrance, so thick and rich that it held its shape in a big, elongated pearl.

Oh fuck.

Oh-fuck-oh-fuck-oh-fuck! I’m full of it.

Kaylee remembered the grinding, twisting throes of Deke’s orgasm. That was way down deep inside her. It’d need to catch a cab to find its way out. And what he was doing with his knob, mashing it into her cervix—he’d been working it through into her womb.

I’m pregnant. Daddy squirted inside me and made me pregnant. Well that fucks going back to college.

“Do you want to have a shower with me?” Deke asked. “I might get my second… my third wind and we can do it again in there.”

But what about my baby?

Kaylee couldn’t concentrate on the thought of more sex. She couldn’t concentrate on anything except the huge bead of jizz in her opening. And the rest of the load in your pussy, sweetheart… or by now, your uterus.

“You go,” Kaylee said. Her voice sounded strange, dream-like, even to her. “I need to rest a little longer.” She dragged her eyes away from her pussy and looked at Deke. “I might join you in a minute.”

Deke gave her a super smile, both dimples this time. “I’ll be ready for you, Angel.” He stopped the camera and got up off the bed, blowing her a kiss as he walked naked to the bathroom. Kaylee blew one back.

Why wasn’t Deke worried about her getting pregnant? He was very practical. Maybe he had planned all this and had bought her a Plan B. Or he expected her to buy one. Or …

Oh God, Kaylee, you halfwit. He’s had the snip.

Of course! Jason was fourteen, and there were no younger brothers or sisters. How could she have been so stupid? Deke must have had a vasectomy years ago. Bareback sex was the only kind of sex he knew anymore—it’d be like second nature.

She looked again at the pearly dollop and spread it around with her finger. No swimmers there. None inside, either. It was almost a letdown. Actually, it was a letdown. That adrenaline rush when she realized what he’d done, that shit had been real. More real than any of the rest, the teasing, the petting. The fucking.

Oh my God, the fucking. And the coming.

Kaylee slid her own finger inside, mining for cum just like Deke, while she remembered him hammering away at her pussy. She replayed the ending, Deke grinding into her, peeling back her pussy lips, and then the warmth blooming in her core. That was him coming, painting her insides white, and pumping her full of liquid seed. At least, that’s how she preferred to think about it—seed. It was naughtier that way.

Kaylee laid back and lifted her legs in the air. Whatever was left inside her would be washing back against the gateway to her womb—the bit that hadn’t already gotten through, at least.

She closed her eyes and imagined. Imagined his sperm finding that gap and swimming deeper. A warm thrill coursed through her again.

“Kaylee, are you coming?” Deke’s voice, shouting over the noise of the shower.

“In a minute!”

She just wanted to enjoy this daydream a bit longer. Then she’d have more. More Deke. More cock. More bareback coming.


Ω

───Ξ───




Epilogue

(Eight weeks later)

Kaylee collapsed onto Deke’s chest, utterly spent.

“Mmm.” She rubbed noses with him. “Who’s your favorite roommate?”

“You are,” Deke whispered.

“You’re mine.”

“I love you, Angel.”

And then they kissed. It was a familiar pattern.

They’d had sex almost every night for the last month or so, and he was now a genius at finding her rhythm. He’d bring her along slowly, first with his tongue and then with his cock, building her up gradually to the quivering edge of orgasm and then holding her there, sometimes for twenty minutes or more. Then he’d whisper in her ear, “Now, Angel,” and pound her like a Frenchman stomping grapes. When she finally tipped over, he’d come too, filling her with endless cockfuls of creamy jizz.

Sometimes he’d pull out. Kaylee had shaved for him, and he loved to see her smooth pussy coated with cum, but mostly he’d finish inside her because she liked it that way. She especially loved when he did it early, because that powerful spray and the wet, blooming heat would tip her over the edge into a shattering, cum-fantasy climax.

Kaylee propped up on her elbows and swept her hair off her face, simply enjoying the post-orgasmic bliss on Deke’s handsome features.

His eyes dropped to between their bodies where her breasts hung full and round, the bottoms perched neatly on his chest.

“These look bigger,” he said, pressing them together. Unable to resist, he stroked his rough thumbs over the nipples, bringing them back to hard peaks.

“It’s just because I’m lying down,” Kaylee said. “They’ll disappear again if I roll over.”

“Oh, don’t do that,” Deke said, still kneading them with a loving touch.

Kaylee laughed. “I thought you liked them small.” She bit at his nose, missing deliberately but still making him dodge out of the way.

“I do. I like them all ways,” he said. “But these are… they’re really nice like this. They suit you.”

“Maybe I should get that boob job after all.”

Deke wrestled her off his chest and playfully rolled her over. His cock slipped free, but everything else stayed inside. He’d gone really deep again, the way she liked it.

“Maybe you can pay for your own boob job,” he teased. Then he kissed her, and Kaylee kissed back. Deep and tender, tongues hot and searching, their lust not dulled in the least from lovemaking.

Well, she thought, I guess I’ll save some money on that boob job.

She’d need new bras soon. Probably before she started showing, though. She wondered which Deke would notice first.

She really ought to tell him. He had a right to know. It was that Plan B tablet he bought that gave her pause—the one still in her drawer.

It felt naughtier this way, though.

───Ξ───
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Before saving your wife from a life of prostitution, first make sure she wants to be saved.

──────

“Can we dispense with the blindfold now, gentlemen?” Djvonic asked.

No response. He wasn’t completely sure these guys even spoke English. One of them had said, ‘Put this on’ about an hour ago, thrusting the blindfold against Djvonic’s chest, but that might have been a learned phrase. Since then he’d been bundled into a van and driven through endless Sydney back streets, finally pulling into what felt and sounded like an underground car park. To the best of his reckoning, he was now in a lift that was most curiously going down, rather than up. Secret underground lair? Who did this asshole Lazarus think he was? Fucking Blofeld or something? Resolution: if Djvonic saw a white Persian cat, he was outta there.

“Congratulations,” Djvonic sighed, “your secret lair is still a secret. We’re about a fucking mile underground, but otherwise I have no idea, so can we put a lid on the 1980s cloak and dagger bullshit?”

“Shut up.”

That sounded like the same voice as Mr Put-This-On, or as Djvonic had come to think of him: The Man with No Neck.

“Don’t make me kill you,” the guy finished. Must be feeling chatty.

He felt the elevator slowing and then glide to a stop. He was led down a corridor—long and empty by the hollow sound of their footsteps—and then one of them gripped him above the elbow, swinging him through a door and into a room.

“Wait,” Neckless-the-Second grunted. Then they both left and shut the door behind them.

Djvonic heard the lock engage after the door closed. He sensed he was on his own and pulled the blindfold off.

“Thanks for the lift,” he called. “Can I have your card? I like a driver who appreciates the old-fashioned values like indifference and B.O.” No response, just fading footsteps. Probably just as well—he could maybe take Neckless on his own, but not his less loquacious friend as well.

Was all this supposed to intimidate him? The blindfold, the goons driving him in circles, the secret location? It seemed more contrived to Djvonic than intimidating. Did Lazarus have any idea who he was dealing with? Surely he’d done his homework. He’d know that men had died for much less than the disrespect he was being shown.

And if Lazarus didn’t live up to the rumours Djvonic had heard, then dead was exactly how he would finish up. Oh, but if those rumours were true? Well then, high-end prostitution was about to take a very exciting upward turn, my friends, and I’ll control it all. For that, he figured he could tolerate a couple of disrespectful goons.

Djvonic looked around the room. It was some kind of post-modern waiting room, decorated in neutral tones with a few chairs and side-tables. There were artless geometric prints on all walls except one, where there was a huge, opaque glass panel. Two-way mirror? Probably not—the room wasn’t brightly lit and besides, the screen was opaque, not mirrored. More likely, it was that fancy privacy glass that turned clear at the flick of a switch. But when it did clear, who would be looking at whom?

He checked the door (locked) and quickly scanned for security cameras without finding one. Didn’t mean there weren’t any though—damn things were just too small and easy to camouflage these days. Safer to assume that eyes were always watching. Djvonic sat and checked his phone. No service, no GPS. Quelle surprise!

He waited. Lazarus had better be a fucking magician.

──────

“Mr Djvonic, a pleasure to finally meet you. Has anyone offered you a drink?”

A young man swept into the room, early twenties or thereabouts, tall and good looking with a shock of undercut black hair that was so bedraggled it must have been styled that way. The tailored t-shirt and slim jeans completed the picture—hipster. Great, Lazarus was employing his fucking nephew as an office boy. The fifteen-minute wait had done nothing to improve Djvonic’s humour, and this kid was not helping matters.

Man, he hated hipsters. Fucking quinoa-munching, pot-smoking, organic gardening socialists who choke up the inner suburbs, sitting outside their fucking macrobiotic cafes in fucking Dolce & Gabbana sunglasses, sipping fucking fair-play single-origin lattes through million-dollar orthodontic smiles their Boomer parents gave up their retirement to fund. His daughter Mandy had just finished high school; God forbid she turned into another fucking hipster.

“Please tell me I didn’t go through all this to meet Lazarus’s fucking cock-polisher,” Djvonic said flatly. “Turn around and go get your boss, son. There’s a good boy.”

“I beg your pardon, Sir,” the smile slid off the hipster’s face as he turned back to the door. “I’ll be just a moment.”

He disappeared through the door as quickly as he’d arrived, but then a second later it opened again with the hipster back, his white smile beaming all the more brilliantly.

“Mr Djvonic, a pleasure to finally meet you. Allow me to introduce myself, I am Lazarus, CEO and founder of Heaven Can Wait.” The hipster was holding out his hand in greeting, but Djvonic hadn’t taken it yet. He wanted to bitch-slap the precocious little prick, but an alarm bell from his subconscious—the intuition which had saved his life in a dozen bad deals as a teenager and countless turf wars as an adult—warned him to hold back.

“Lazarus,” he said, inclining his head and raising one eyebrow sceptically. “Really?” He thought that showed the right amount of incredulity at meeting a twenty-two-year-old underworld boss without being overly rude…just in case.

“Shake my hand, you fat cunt,” the hipster said mildly, his smile still gleaming. “Or I’ll strangle your daughter’s cat.”

Figure of speech? Or did he know Mandy had a cat? If this kid wasn’t Lazarus then he had brass balls the size of grapefruits. But if he was, then he’d just gotten even for Djvonic’s ‘There’s a good boy’ quip a moment ago.

Playing it safe, Djvonic shook his hand. Neither of them tried any me-on-top mind fuck or macho bone-crusher bullshit, which was a positive step considering how this meeting had started out.

The hipster beamed. “Marvellous!”, he said, his eyes dancing with a psychotic light that made Djvonic nervous. “I think we’re going to be fine friends, don’t you?”

“Do you know who I am?” Djvonic asked in a low voice. He wanted the other guy to keep talking while he worked out who was in charge here.

“I believe I do, Mr Djvonic,” he grinned. “That’s the third time I’ve addressed you and we’ve even shaken hands. I would say we’re well met, wouldn’t you?”

Fucking smart-arse hipsters. Djvonic opened his mouth to speak, but the kid butted in.

“Andrej Djvonic, 53, born in Balmain, Sydney to Serbian migrants Mladen and Petra. Grew up in the inner suburbs dealing heroin on street corners but never established a gang affiliation. Six months in juvie when you were seventeen, but no adult criminal record. Your post-juvie career in pimping around Kings Cross hit a snag immediately when New South Wales legalised prostitution in 1979, but you moved to Melbourne and peddled whores in St Kilda for another six years before they too decriminalised the industry. You used your bankroll to move back to Sydney and bought into a legal brothel in Paddington, which you stuck with long enough to collect and train four of Sydney’s most beautiful and exotic young whores, whereby you cashed out and started Australia’s most prestigious high-end escort agency.

“Much to your parents’ disgust, you married a Croatian, Allessandra, in 1995 and fathered Magdalena the following year. You’re still engaged in mostly-legal prostitution and mostly-illegal human trafficking, and you spend three months of each year in Eastern Europe or South America looking for beautiful but disadvantaged young women whom you teach English, manners and fucking, in no particular order before putting them to work in your agencies.”

Djvonic remained impassive through this, trying to hide his surprise so as not to give this cum-splat the pleasure of seeing him rattled.

“And what about me, Mr Djvonic?” the kid calling himself Lazarus asked. “Surely you too have done your homework?”

“Well Mr Lazarus, if that’s who you are,” Djvonic began, choosing his words carefully to mitigate his great lack of useful information. “With apologies to Winston Churchill, you are a riddle wrapped in a mystery inside an enigma. Beyond eight years ago, there’s no trace of you, but since then you’ve cropped up in identity theft and long cons. In the last year or two, rumours began doing the rounds on the subject of mind-control and personality imprinting.” Djvonic was watching Lazarus for any signs that he was right or wrong, but the younger man was giving away no clues.

“Which,” he went on, “brings us to our current problem, Mr Lazarus.”

“Just Lazarus, please,” he said, his smile so broad Djvonic wanted to punch it.

“Which brings us to our current problem, Lazarus,” he repeated. “If my intel’ is right—and for what I paid, it’d better be—then I’d guess you were about fourteen years old when you came to prominence as a criminal overlord in Sydney, which I reckon you’d agree, warrants some kind of explanation.”

“Oh, Mr Djvonic, I assure you your research is indeed correct, although it is lacking in my less recent history.” Lazarus guided his guest to a chair and took the one opposite for himself. “I got my start in identity theft around the same time you got yours in prostitution, although back then, I was mostly reselling stolen credit cards and passports. Notwithstanding my current youthful good looks, it’s true that we are in fact the same age.”

“What if I told you I find that difficult to believe?” Djvonic replied casually. His subconscious alarm was still pinging; despite his words, he was half way to believing this man was Lazarus. Worse, he was also half way to believing the impossible story he was being told.

Lazarus shrugged. “And yet it’s completely true,” he said, his hands extended in a what-can-you-do gesture. “My most recent breakthroughs, to which you’ve already alluded, can be applied to solve problems we previously thought intractable. Like ageing, for instance.”

“So how old are you?”

“As I said, the same age as you, fifty-three,” Lazarus replied indulgently. “Give me a hard one, Mr Djvonic.”

“Who was Prime Minister when you were a kid?” Djvonic shot back. He watched the younger-looking man’s eyes, searching for those tell-tale signs of deceit.

“I was too young to remember Menzies, though he was much discussed,” Lazarus said. “But I vividly remember Harold Holt drowning and McEwen taking office. Anything else?”

“Where were you for the moon landing?” Djvonic asked, and then, realising that one was too easy, he added, “and what time of day was it?”

“It was a school day,” Lazarus sighed. “I was in Grade 2 and Miss O’Connell left the television on for most of the morning. Armstrong and Aldrin came down the ladder around lunchtime, Sydney time. I remember because I had a crushed up ball of waxed paper from my sandwiches in my fist while I watched.” Lazarus sat back and crossed his legs. “How am I going, Mr Djvonic? Convinced?”

Some famous recollections from the 1960s wouldn’t be too hard to fake, but why bother? What would be the point? More than anything, that convinced Djvonic that Lazarus was telling the truth. Or at least some version of the truth. Could he really have reversed the aging process? And if so, why wouldn’t he sell the technology legitimately?

“Convinced?” Djvonic said. “Maybe. I’ll decide when I see what else you’ve got. I’ve heard whispers, but they’re about as easy to believe as your age.”

“What can’t I do, Mr Djvonic?” Lazarus sat forward, his eyes twinkling with mad light again. “That is the better question. What can’t I do? You’re a man who deals in fantasies, are you not? How is the market for them at the moment?”

This was a subtle turn in the conversation, and it wasn’t lost on Djvonic. The introductions were over and now it was time to talk business.

“A man who deals in fantasies,” he mused, warming slightly to the other man’s charisma. “A strange choice of words. Most people would say I traded in women or sex, but I like your description better. The bottom tier of my trade sells sex—nothing more than wet holes to be plugged for a reasonable price. Next up is kinks and fetishes, usually women who are prepared to suffer pain and humiliation—or maybe inflict it,” he quickly interjected, “to earn an extra quid.”

“Neither of which are in direct competition with your business, correct?”

“Don’t get me wrong,” Djvonic said, waving an instructive finger, “there is a good market for masochism, but too often either the girls come back fucked-up or the client is pissed because they couldn’t fuck them up enough, both of which spoil the chance of repeat business, which in my book is bad business.”

“So you deal in fantasies,” Lazarus stated. “Exotic fantasies.”

“Exactly. Beautiful, exotic, intelligent women,” he said, checking off the points on his fingers. “Yours for no less than the full night, but more often for the weekend or the length of a holiday. The girls love those ones. ‘Companions’, is the term we prefer. Not just willing sexual partners—our companions are for wealthy men who’ve had their fill of dumb blondes and gold diggers.”

Lazarus smiled. “I sense a ‘but’.” He leaned forward with his fingers steepled beneath his chin.

“But it’s changing,” Djvonic replied resignedly. “Fantasies aren’t what they used to be. Fucking liberalism and internet porn has made everyone a fucking expert. Johns are exacting in how a woman should look and act and fuck. I said ‘Repeat Business’ earlier—we make a decent dollar off individual transactions, but our customer base is narrow, so repeat business is crucial. We can’t have these guys walking off soft, but they’re so bloody hard to please, there’s fuck-all we can do about it.”

“Exactly!” Djvonic’s problems seemed to please Lazarus greatly. “Your clients have very specific fantasies in mind—very real fantasies, if you like—and they’re becoming increasingly difficult to fulfil.”

“Real fantasies,” Djvonic nodded, pointing at the other man in agreement. “You don’t know how true that is. At least half of our Johns give us photos, videos, and even fucking names and addresses, for fuck’s sake, of their doctor or gym instructor or barista—women they know and fantasise about but can’t have. And we try to supply a surrogate, someone who looks, sounds, and behaves like what they want.”

“And you’re here because you see this shift as an opportunity.” Lazarus actually rubbed his hands together in delight. “Tailored fantasies, a way to differentiate yourself from the competition.”

Djvonic eyed him carefully. “So you can do something like this?” he asked slowly, beginning to get excited.

“Tell me,” Lazarus continued, ignoring the question, “what’s your tailored fantasy?” He rested his chin on his fist and studied Djvonic, awaiting his reply.

“I’ve been in this game too long,” Djvonic said. “I don’t do fantasies. I learned a long time ago that they’re better kept than fulfilled.”

Lazarus smiled. “Very wise. But not indulging them is very different to not having them. Come on”—he nodded conspiratorially—“just between you and me, two men talking. We all have a fantasy. Mine for instance is a young woman I see occasionally in the park. She knits, very nearly a lost art these days, don’t you think? In my fantasy, she’s riding me cowgirl, knitting and whispering the pattern to herself while she slowly brings herself to orgasm.”

Djvonic could see the attraction. The juxtaposition of fucking and something prim and wholesome like knitting was a staple of his industry. His own fantasy fed the same kink, in a way. “My daughter’s old maths teacher,” he said, waving one hand dismissively. “Young, slim, and hot, but the way she dresses and carries herself make it seem as though she doesn’t know it. I imagine bending her across her own desk and boning her while she’s teaching.”

“And there you go.” Lazarus gestured expansively with both hands. “We all have them, but we rarely get to indulge them.” Then he locked eyes with Djvonic, and his face took on an expression of fierce intensity. “What if I told you that you could have your daughter’s teacher? Not in front of her class perhaps, but in privacy, at a time and place of your choosing.”

“A look-alike, then?” Djvonic asked, but the rapid pumping of his heart belied the false innocence of that question. This was what he’d come for. What is this man really capable of?

“Not a look-alike,” Lazarus said through a knowing smile. “The actual woman herself. Perhaps not behaviourally so—after all, your Maths teacher may not be the type to bend over her desk and be fucked by a man twice her age, so obviously there needs to be some personality adjustment.”

“Mind control!” Djvonic whispered, eyes wide with awe.

“Of a form, Mr Djvonic. Of a form.” Lazarus waited for these revelations to sink in.

“But the fall-out …” he mused, mostly to himself. “Even if the women themselves don’t notice the change, their friends and family will.”

“The process is completely reversible,” Lazarus offered. “Zero consequences. Or as close to zero as makes no difference.”

“And you can do this now? Today?” As hard as it was, this was something Djvonic desperately wanted to believe. The possibilities…boundless! What might billionaires pay for the right woman who was otherwise unavailable?

“That’s why I brought you here,” Lazarus explained. “I have the technology and you have the network. Prostitution is merely scraping the surface of my capability, Mr Djvonic. Once we’ve demonstrated the potential to your clients, I expect to sell them much more fantastical and lucrative services, but sex is the gateway. Have I piqued your interest?”

“Am I interested?” Djvonic rocked his head to the side. “Yes. Convinced? Not yet. You can sing in tune, Lazarus, but I need to see you dance.”

“What florid imagery, Mr Djvonic,” Lazarus said, clapping his hands and laughing. “I was expecting just such a challenge, so I prepared a demonstration for you.” He stood and approached the glass wall, beckoning Djvonic to follow. He tapped on it three times and a moment later, it turned clear, confirming Djvonic’s earlier guess that it was electronic privacy glass. There was a fetching, middle-aged woman on the other side wearing a white lab coat, her finger still on the switch that cleared the window.

Djvonic scanned the rest of what looked like a medical treatment room. It was mostly bare apart from a trio of huge devices that looked like MRIs he’d seen on television, cavernous cylinders with a hole in the middle and a bed that slides in and out. The three machines were coloured green, white, and red respectively, and each was occupied by a motionless woman, their heads inside the machines and not visible from Djvonic’s vantage point behind the glass.

There seemed to be some kind of colour coding; the woman in the green machine wore a green hospital johnny, and similarly the one in the red machine was dressed in red. Although they had a healthy flesh colour, they wore toe-tags, and Djvonic wondered whether they might be dead.

The woman in the middle, the one in the white machine, was the exception; she wore a pair of stylish pink heels and a pretty sundress. Even without seeing her face, Djvonic could tell that she was young and beautiful. Smooth, shapely legs. Full, firm breasts. And with her dress moulding to every luscious curve, the Y-shaped crease at the junction of her thighs formed a target that drew the eye and revved his ageing libido. Considering the conversation he’d just been having, Djvonic couldn’t help wondering who this young beauty was and what Lazarus had in store for her.

“Crank it up, Ailsa,” Lazarus said, making a spinning gesture with his fist to the woman in the lab coat.

Djvonic doubted she could hear them, but she nodded her assent and picked up a computer tablet from the bench beside the window.

Djvonic watched her navigate a series of screens that presumably controlled the machines. “What’s she doing?”

“Shhh.” Lazarus held up a hand. “Just watch. It won’t take long.”

The machines hummed to life with a low, cyclic beat. The woman, Ailsa, had her back to the window and Djvonic was able to watch what was happening on her screen. It showed a graphic of a human brain, and as the machines worked, small areas on the image illuminated like a heat-map before moving on to a new location. A progress indicator at the bottom slowly filled, but then when it reached 100%, the screen momentarily cleared and then started again from scratch. Djvonic had been holding his breath and released it with a shaky wheeze when he realised the process was still going. He was so keyed up. What the fuck was about to happen?

The progress bar slowly filled again with the brain map firing light-bursts like a satellite stop-motion video of a thunderstorm.

“Let’s go take a look-see, shall we?” Lazarus said cheerfully, clapping Djvonic on the upper arm and moving towards the door.

Djvonic’s heart was racing. He wanted to think it was because of the enormity of this business proposition (mind control, fucking mind control!) but it was more than that; he could feel his cock hardening uncomfortably, and he couldn’t stop thinking about what might happen to the gorgeous young woman in the middle machine. What would she be made to do?

Lazarus led him to the adjacent room and held the door open, allowing Djvonic to enter first. The red and green robed women were still lying motionless in their machines, but the girl in the middle was sitting up, awake. The technician Ailsa was examining her pupils with an ophthalmoscope, blocking most of his view and only heightening the tension. All Djvonic could see was a corona of stunning, ice-blonde hair, the tips of her breasts beneath tight bodice of her sun-dress, and her smooth, flawless legs, which looked trim and round, even with her seated weight resting on them. Good God, he was with beautiful women every day and he’d fucked more of them than he could remember, but the thought of this nubile young thing—giving her body in a way that would be utterly out of character—had him harder than he could remember being in the last ten years.

“I think you’re good to go, honey,” Ailsa said, stepping away from the blonde and putting away the ophthalmoscope.

“Gabi?” Djvonic blurted, stunned almost beyond rational response to see his daughter’s closest friend in this underground criminal lair. Gabi and Mandy had been inseparable since kindergarten, and when she’d lost her own father at eight, Djvonic had become a kind of surrogate parent—a father figure. He sometimes thought the girl spent more time in his house than her own. “What the blue fuck is going on?” he cried, turning angrily on Lazarus.

“Andrej?” the blonde girl asked, sounding just as confused as Djvonic. Then more excitedly, “Andrej!” She jumped off the bed and ran to him, barrelling into him as she had done as a child, rocking him back on his heels. She threw her arms around his broad chest and hugged him fiercely, her breasts swelling lusciously out the top of her dress as she pressed them into his body.

Djvonic was doubly taken aback. Although she’d been a very tactile and expressive child, she hadn’t hugged him so heedlessly, pressing the full length of her slim, young body into his, since she begun to mature several years ago. Djvonic realised with mounting horror that the sweet softness bearing down on his hard cock was the delicate mound of her vulva.

“Andrej, I didn’t expect to see you here,” Gabi said, kissing his cheek. “Oh my!” she smiled at him, leaning her chest back but pressing her pussy more firmly into his cock. “Is this for me?” Locking her eyes on his, she slowly ground her hips and opened herself up against his manhood. “It is for me, isn’t it?” she cooed softly.

“Gabi, no!” Djvonic croaked, trying to prise the girl’s supple, young body away. As beautiful as she was, he thought of her in the same terms as his own daughter.

“Gabi, yes,” Lazarus said calmly as he lightly pressed a scalpel to Djvonic’s jugular. “Please don’t move, Mr Djvonic. I wouldn’t like your blood to stain Gabriela’s pretty dress.”

“What the fuck is your game, asshole?” Djvonic said through gritted teeth, conscious of the fact that even talking could cause the deadly scalpel to cut him.

“A demonstration, my friend,” Lazarus answered mildly, that psychotic light dancing in his eyes once again. “One you won’t soon forget.” Then to Gabi, “Go ahead, dear. Don’t let me interrupt you.”

“Oh, Daddy,” she breathed. “Can I call you Daddy? You’re so hard.” She moved her hand to touch him through his trousers, his manhood straining and twitching beneath her delicate fingers. “Can I see it?”

“Gabi, no,” Djvonic groaned miserably.

“I beg your pardon?” Lazarus murmured menacingly into his ear, placing another ounce of pressure on the scalpel at his neck.

“It’s reversible?” he whispered back.

“Completely,” Lazarus confirmed. “Won’t remember a thing.”

Djvonic contemplated resistance for a moment and then rejected it. Revenge was best served cold.

“Yes, honey,” he sighed sadly to the girl. “Go ahead.”

Gabi made an inarticulate squeal of girlish excitement. “Thank you, Daddy,” she breathed, and then she touched her soft lips to his and kissed him slowly, pulling away with a sigh. “I want to remember this forever.”

With a huge smile, she began to unbuckle his belt. Working slowly with sleek, manicured fingers, she popped the button and unzipped him, and then knelt and lowered his trousers to his ankles, the long, thick bulge of his erection straining beneath his underpants just an inch in front of her face. Gabi parted her lips and touched them to the cotton stretched over his cock, brushing them tantalisingly up and down his length while she gazed up into his eyes. Smiling mischievously, her tongue darted out to touch him, leaving a wet patch on the fabric.

Bringing one hand up between his legs, Gabi used her long fingernails to tickle his balls, and it occurred to Djvonic’s incredulous mind that these were exactly the sort of slow, teasing, erotic techniques that he made his escorts learn to prolong and heighten the experience for their clients. She licked him again and then closed her lips sideways over his shaft, taking his cock between her jaws like a dog with a bone. First, she blew hot breath through the thin cotton of his underpants, and then moistening it with her saliva, she sucked wetly on the side, her lips moulding to the hard contours of his cock.

“Mmmm,” she groaned, looking up into Djvonic’s eyes once again as she tucked her fingers beneath the waistband and pulled his underpants slowly down over his hips. Despite the terror of the situation, Djvonic was rock hard. His cockhead became caught in the elastic and was pulled downwards with his underwear, then finally it sprang free, grazing the downy softness of Gabi’s cheek. “Oh, Daddy, it’s so beautiful,” she marvelled, nuzzling its bulging veins with her nose and lips, allowing his cock-head to swing aimlessly, leaving stringy trails of clear pre-cum over her beautiful face.

“It’s so hard,” she panted, her voice edged with excitement. “I love it.” Stroking his balls again with her fingertips, she slowly kissed his cock all over, her soft lips smacking with delight as she moaned and touched her wet tongue to the throbbing, blue veins. Closing her fingers around the girth, she held him still, placing tiny, loving kisses all around the crown before touching the eye to her lips. And with maddeningly slow strokes, she painted them to a pink glossy shine with his pre-cum.

Even in his mounting horror at the inevitable outcome of this display, Djvonic had never been more aroused. Looking down at the vision before him, his eighteen-year-old daughter’s best friend, her soft and shining lips slightly parted and gently kissing his cock while she held the base in her tiny fist; he had to admit it was the single most erotic thing he’d witnessed in his long career with sex workers. At this moment he wanted nothing more than to feel her soft, young body envelop him and to fill her with cum.

“Tell me what to do, Daddy,” she breathed in the little-girl voice she used at his house to seek favours. “Tell me what you want.”

“Gabi, don’t,” he groaned. “You can’t.”

“Tell her, Mr Djvonic,” Lazarus said menacingly. “We’re just getting to the good bit.”

“God help me,” Djvonic breathed to himself.

“Now,” Lazarus husked, tightening the scalpel to his throat again.

“Okay, okay,” he panted desperately, his heart kicking up another notch as a warm drop of blood trickled down his neck. “Open your mouth, angel,” he said to Gabi.

“-ike -is?” she asked innocently, parting her lips and hovering them over his glans. The hint of a smile played at the corner of her mouth while she looked up at him with doe eyes, batting her long, black eyelashes.

“Uh huh,” he gulped, unable to believe this beautiful blonde was about to suck his cock. “Now put it inside.”

Gabi rocked slowly forwards and took half of his cock in her mouth, then softly closed her lips around the girth, allowing the length of his shaft to rest lightly on her tongue.

“Mm-hmm?” she asked wordlessly, although Djvonic understood perfectly. And now?

“Suck me, angel,” he croaked, his voice laced with a combination of misery and ecstasy.

Nothing could have prepared him for what followed. Djvonic monitored both girls’ social behaviour fairly closely, and he was reasonably sure Gabi was a virgin. The few dates she’d been on were to the movies or to dinner, and she’d never dated the same boy more than twice, understanding intuitively that to persist longer—when there’s no spark—would be to lead the boy on. Even if she had taken one to third base, that wouldn’t explain the sublime lovemaking skills she was now demonstrating on his straining cock.

With their eyes locked and her jaws yawning around his thick shaft, Gabi began to suck him in exquisitely slow strokes. Holding him still in her mouth, she sucked from front to back, constricting him first with her moistened lips and then rolling the pressure slowly back to his glans, using her powerful tongue to milk the trickle of pre-cum down his shaft and into her throat.

Now that the deed had begun, Djvonic’s reticence melted away, and he saw the girl for what she really was—a phenomenally beautiful, nubile teenager who at this moment wanted nothing more than his cock in her mouth.

“Oh my God,” he breathed, still watching her eyes as her cheeks worked rhythmically in and out, tightly hugging his shaft. “Angel…you are amazing.”

“Mmmm,” Gabi moaned, smiling at her surrogate father’s praise around a mouthful of throbbing cock. Letting go of his balls and the base of his shaft, she used her hands to stroke and squeeze her full breasts through her dress.

“Oh angel, yes,” he whispered. This was the ultimate in erotic gestures for Djvonic, and something he tried to instil in his prostitutes with rare success. For a woman to suck him without using her hands meant one of two things: that she trusted him completely not to force his cock down her throat, or that she had conquered her gag reflex and wanted all of him. Whichever it was, it didn’t really matter (though he always hoped for the latter) because it was the sight that captivated him. He could feel the head of his dick deep inside her mouth, but he could see another three inches of rampant cock projecting from her soft lips, ready to push forward into the rippling tunnel of her throat.

Gabi slipped the shoulder straps of her dress over her arms and pulled the bodice down to her waist, revealing a smooth, nude bra that perfectly framed the swell of her full, ripe breasts. Still sucking him with those luxurious slow strokes, she reached behind to the clasp and paused, looking questioningly up into Djvonic’s eyes.

“Mmmm?” she asked. The implication was obvious; she was asking him what he wanted.

“Yes, angel,” he encouraged her. “Take it off.”

She made a delighted, purring sound and smiled again around his cock. Still moving slowly, she unhooked the bra and slipped the straps off her shoulders but held the cups over her breasts with both hands while she watched Djvonic’s reaction, her eyes wide with feigned innocence.

“Please, sweetheart,” he said. “Show Daddy.” Djvonic was equally excited and ashamed to fall into the ‘father-daughter’ role-play.

Moaning softly with approval, Gabi lowered her hands, pulling away the bra cups to reveal her soft, natural breasts, still riding youthfully high on her chest and swelling lusciously at the sides. Djvonic yearned to take her large pink areolae and upturned nipples between his lips. Dropping the bra into her lap, she cupped her hands beneath her breasts and lifted them higher for his approval, shifting the balance of their weight so that they bulged sensuously at the top.

“Oh, my angel. You’re so beautiful,” Djvonic whispered, tears forming in his eyes. Pride and lust for the girl he thought of as his daughter mixed in an intoxicating and unfamiliar cocktail. Cum boiled inside his balls. He anticipated the beautiful moment when it would burst forth, and he would watch the expressions of shock and surprise as Gabi’s mouth filled with his steaming seed. His breath shortening, he closed both hands around her head, his fingers gliding through her silky, blonde hair, and his thumbs tracing the smooth bulge of her hairline along the brow.

Still, with his cock in her mouth and his hands grasping her head—in the perfect position to drive his manhood down her throat, still she sucked him, slowly, lovingly, her hands gently kneading her breasts and pinching her erect nipples but never thinking about returning to defend herself from choking on his cock.

The eroticism of this trust and confidence was too much for Djvonic, and he had to explore its boundaries before he exploded. Using Gabi’s head for leverage, he pulled out against the exquisite, wet suction until just the head was inside her mouth, and then allowed himself to be sucked back inside. A surprised gasp forced from his chest as she took him an inch deeper, closing her soft palate divinely over his glans.

“Mmmm!” she cried out with ecstasy, her eyes rolling back in her head as she pinched her nipples fiercely, the tips angry and red between her painted fingertips.

The effect on Djvonic was transcendent. Lust swelled deep in his chest. She wants this. She wants to swallow my cock.

He pulled slowly out and let her suck him back in again, holding his breath as the entrance of her throat worked over his cock head, squeezing and shaping it, preparing it to slide further down into the dark warmth of her lithe, young body.

Gabi’s eyes flashed with excitement and her nostrils flared as she panted with seeming anticipation. “Mmmm!” she moaned pleadingly, staring up at Djvonic, desperation in her eyes. Releasing one breast, she lifted her hem and parted her thighs, slipping her fingers beneath the waistband of her Hello Kitty panties. Her breathing intensified as she touched herself, and Djvonic watched as a wave of pleasure rolled upwards from her hips, her free breast bobbing sensuously as it surged past her chest.

Almost reluctantly, he pulled most of the way out again and held there, watching the girl’s eyes for a sign. With her fingers working rhythmically beneath the tight, white cotton panties, Gabi asked the question wordlessly, using just her eyes. Do you want to?

“Yes, sweetheart,” Djvonic husked, almost unable to breathe. “More than anything.”

Gabi gave her consent with an almost imperceptible nod and tickled the sensitive arrowhead of skin on the underside of his crown with her tongue. ‘Then take me,’ was the wordless invitation.

Gazing down upon her, Djvonic rolled the tips of his thumbs over her silky hairline again. “Oh, my darling,” he breathed, his voice catching on the last word before he pushed his cock slowly back into her mouth. It felt like an eternity, watching her supple lips roll smoothly over the thick, bulging veins, her wet saliva glinting off his cock beneath the fluorescent lights. As his cock head slid gently into the funnel of her soft palate, and he felt it close lovingly around him, Gabi dropped her shoulders and tipped back her head, opening her throat to him. Her cheeks sucked in tightly around his shaft as he penetrated her throat, her muscles convulsing and gripping him as she furiously swallowed to suppress her gag. She’s so tight! He had to brace with his fingertips at the base of her skull and push her face onto his cock with force, finally sliding past the resistance and easing the last inch home between her yawning lips.

With one hand still working tirelessly beneath her panties and the other squeezing her swollen, pink breast, Gabi slurped wetly on his cock, working her powerful tongue up and down the sensitive underside and snaking it out between her lips to lick his balls with the tip.

This was so far in excess of the best blow job of Djvonic’s life. He never wanted it to end, though his balls told a different story, swelling and lifting and preparing for the job that nature demanded—to inject his seed deep inside the body of a healthy mate. His hands shaking, he moved Gabi’s head forward and back, easing his straining cock up and down the rippling tunnel of her throat, fucking her virgin mouth with short, loving thrusts.

“Ah!” he cried out through his teeth. “Gabi…angel…almost there!” His balls swelled massively again and lifted inside his sack as he strained against the orgasm, denying himself for a few more precious seconds to build up the pressure. Three…two…one, he counted himself in. “Oh, my darling,” he groaned with the sweet relief of finally letting go and pulled out of Gabi’s throat, back into her mouth.

She sucked a quick breath through flaring nostrils and then squealed ecstatically as Djvonic came in her mouth, hot, powerful jets of cum, surging over her tongue and painting the back of her throat in thick, white ropes. With lips working furiously on his shaft to hold in the deluge, she slurped and sucked greedily on his cock, using her tongue to milk each delivery down the thick bulge beneath his shaft, and swallowing mouthful after mouthful of hot seed with low, contented moans of satisfaction.

“Oh, good Lord,” Djvonic moaned as the last of his spend pumped weakly into her mouth. “What have I done?”

“You’ve entered into a beautiful partnership,” Lazarus said indulgently as he slid the point of a hypodermic needle into the other man’s neck.

Lazarus removed the scalpel as Djvonic’s knees began to buckle, and then caught him beneath the arms as he collapsed while Gabi shuffled backwards on her knees, making room for her semi-conscious ‘father’ on the floor.

“How did I do?” Gabi asked Lazarus, getting to her feet and wiping her lips with the back of her hand.

“You were sublime, my dear, sublime,” Lazarus said. “Choose your words carefully though,” he whispered. “He’s only paralysed. He can still see and hear us.”

“I have a special treat for you, if you like?” she offered, her head tilted coquettishly and fingering her bottom lip.

“And what might that be, you sweet young thing? Lazarus asked with an indulgent smile.

Gabi bounced lightly on her toes, making her full breasts bounce enticingly. She leaned forward and whispered excitedly in his ear before rocking back and lifting her hem to show him her panties, stroking her fingers lightly over the white cotton stretched across her swollen pussy lips.

“Hel—lo Kitty!” Lazarus said, gratefully eyeing the ripened peach of her sex and unbuckling his trousers.

Djvonic watched from the floor with a mixture of disgust and envy as his daughter’s best friend bent over the bed of the MRI, her young breasts bobbing and swaying pendulously as Lazarus lifted her dress and drew her simple panties down those long, smooth thighs. When she raised one knee onto the bed, he got a brief glimpse of her supple pussy lips opening, releasing a trickle of her juices, which beaded and then ran down her thigh.

When Lazarus brought his cock head up to her entrance, Gabi snaked a hand between her legs and opened herself wider with her fingers, and just before the other man seated the tip of his manhood in her opening, Djvonic saw with yearning impotence but no real surprise, the pale crescent of her hymen.

With one finger stroking her clitoris, she looked back, first at Djvonic and then up at Lazarus, and smiled happily.

“Make me come,” she whispered throatily, and then cried out as Lazarus pushed forward and pierced her. She sighed with relief as he pulled his cock back, streaked with her blood, and then moaned lustily as he drove it home, filling her young pussy and making her a woman.

──────

Look for Heaven Can Wait along with Belinda LaPage’s other sexy tales on Amazon.


Daddy Drills His A-Cup Angel

(a bonus story)

[image: ]

With petite girls, sometimes less is more.

How much more?

If Kaylee opens her legs a little wider, Daddy is going to show her.

Did you find yourself wondering in Kaylee’s photo shoot what would have happened if Deke hadn’t backed off. Enough readers have that we now have this alternate reality – Daddy Drills His A-Cup Angel.

It’s exclusive to Amazon readers, but it’s a little too taboo for Amazon’s bookshelves. Enough said. Hopefully it’s not too taboo for you.

Download it from my website with the password: JUSTTHETIP

cover.jpeg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1Y5.jpg
Creaw T
sboogie
oW Cock





OEBPS/image_rsrc1Y6.jpg
BELINDR

)





OEBPS/image_rsrc1Y7.jpg
A »&wm ALTERNAZEREALIEY





