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Study Buddies

Chapter 1 - Stacy

“I’d normally tell you to stay after class, but I have plans. How does later tonight sound?” he asked. It was kind of an odd request, coming from my English professor, but I knew that the university had very relaxed rules when it came to student faculty relationships.

“Oh, yeah. That’s fine. What time were you thinking?” I asked, feeling my body flush with heat.

“How does my place at ten sound?” he asked, looking directly into my eyes. I could practically feel the other student’s eyes on me from behind, while I stood at his desk feeling like a dirty little slut for wanting him so badly.

“That works. You said ten?” I asked, my mind short circuiting as I tried to process what was happening.

“Correct. Here’s my phone number, shoot me a text. I’ll get a hold of you with the details later.” he said, sliding a piece of paper with his name and phone number printed in black ink.

“Thank you.” I said, taking the paper and smiling back at him before returning to my desk. My heart was pounding, and my friend Angela couldn’t stop grinning as I approached and sat down beside her.

“Oh my gosh, what did he say?” she asked, whispering and making sure not to call any extra attention to us. My heart was pounding, and he kept making eye contact with me.

“I’ll tell you later.” I whispered back, neatly folding the piece of paper and sliding it into my purse. Professor Jack was a major dream boat, and it was kind of a known thing that he was one of the hottest professors on campus, which is saying a lot. Never in a million years did I think I had a chance with him, or any of the other incredibly handsome faculty members I was always hearing about involved with much younger female students. After class, we walked outside and I felt like a million dollars.

“What did Professor Jack say?” Angela asked.

“He gave me his phone number.”

“What? No way!”

“I swear, look. He wants me to meet him at his place at ten.”

“Ten o’clock at night?” she asked, taking each piece of information like it was a stick of dynamite tea.

“Yeah. He said he wants to give me some extra help.”

“He wants to give you something extra alright.” she said, nudging me with her elbow as we walked across campus to our next class.

“I don’t know about all that.”

“Think about it, why else would he invite you to his house, late on a Friday night?” she asked.

“I did think that was kind of weird. The time.” I said.

“Oh my gosh. You’re gonna be one of those girls who hooks up with a professor.” she said. Angela and I were good friends, hitting it off after being paired together in our freshman dorms. She was a lot like me, a bit naive and inexperienced in comparison to some of the more wild students at Taboo University.

“I am not.”

“You don’t really think you’re going over there to eat biscuits and sip tea, do you?” she asked, causing me to laugh out loud.

“Biscuits and tea? What even is that?”

“I dunno, he seems kind of British to me.” she said. I kept laughing at her remarks, but I couldn’t help wondering if she was right. I definitely agreed with her, that it was a very strange request for a professor to invite his female student over to his house, but at the same time, maybe he really did just want to help me with some of my work.

We sat down in our next class, and I kind of zoned out. All I could think about was Professor Jack, so tall, handsome, and powerful. If he really did have less than honorable intentions in regards to our meeting, then I was sure it would go well, as I was completely taken by him, and couldn’t possibly see myself rejecting his advances.

On the other hand, I could see myself accepting them, and that’s what I spent the rest of the day doing, daydreaming about all of the naughty things that might happen if I dared to show up to his home.

It’s not like I had other plans, and I wasn’t going to tell him no.

Chapter 2 - Jack

I didn’t take the job at Taboo University for the same reasons as a lot of the other faculty. Sure, I liked the laxed regulations and open atmosphere, but I wasn’t looking for love with nineteen and twenty year old coeds.

When I took the job, I was married. That deteriorated shortly after, and I found myself a single man going into my second year as a professor at the University. Still, I wasn’t in a rush to get back on the dating scene, and I wasn’t thinking of my students as potential partners. Well, not until Stacy showed up in my morning English class.

The phrase love at first sight seems kind of cheesy and cliche to me, but she definitely caught my attention. The school was littered with beautiful women, and my classes were no exception. I saw them all day, in their short skirts, with their perfect, lean bodies, making faces and eyes at me. She was just different, and it made her stand out right away.

Instead of dressing to the nines, and shamelessly flirting with me, she showed up in sweatpants and a messy bun, taking notes and actually paying attention. She was her own person, with the type of confidence that was quiet, but noticeable if you knew what you were looking for.

Even though it was Taboo University, I remained professional with her in every way. At least at first. She was such a cutie, and I loved the way she furrowed her little brow while listening to my lectures. It wasn’t often that a young female student really seemed to get me, but that was the case with her.

Stacy was highly intelligent, a fact I picked up on after reading her very first assignment. I found her physically attractive from the moment I laid my eyes on her, but she was kind of quiet in class, so I didn’t really get to know her. Her writing had an unmistakable voice, an almost flippant tone, dripping with self deprecating humor and sharp wit. I started assigning prompts specifically to see what she had to say on different topics, and that’s kind of how I got to know her at first.

I’d never done anything like that before, becoming so personally interested in a student like that. I knew exactly why, and I saw no reason to deny it to myself. I wanted her. Half my age, a student, and all I could think about.

I reminded myself that it was Taboo University, and that asking her out was perfectly allowed. At times, honestly, it even seemed like it was encouraged. I knew that I had to get her outside of class, in a more intimate, casual setting to ensure that I wasn’t projecting a personality onto her based on her writing ability, or perhaps, my own horniness. Being single and surrounded by gorgeous women half your age, most of whom aren’t shy about wanting to fuck you, is certainly a recipe for bottled sexual tension.

Anyway, I finally decided enough was enough. Maybe she already had a boyfriend, I wasn’t sure, but I figured I could at least let her know that I was interested by inviting her back to my place for some one on one time. I told her it was for extra help, and maybe it would be, as I really did want to pick her brain. I was also well aware that those weren’t my main intentions. As far as I was concerned, it was a date.

I started to worry that I’d come on too strong, or that she wasn’t interested. Finally, she texted.

STACY: Hey Professor Jack, this is Stacy. From your 9 AM English class.

JACK: Hey Stacy. Are we still on for tonight?

STACY: That’s what I was going to ask you.

JACK: Absolutely, we have studying to do. Does ten still work?

STACY: I can do ten.

JACK: Good girl. My little study buddy.

STACY: I like that.

JACK: Your new pet name?

STACY: Well, that too. Being your study buddy.

JACK: We’re gonna do so much studying.

STACY: You’re naughty.

JACK: Am I? What’s naughty about wanting to study in private, one on one with a beautiful girl ?

STACY: Nevermind, lol. I can’t wait to see you.

JACK: Wear something cute for me.

STACY: Yes sir.

JACK: You’re a doll.

STACY: I’m blushing.

JACK: I want to make you do more than blush.

STACY: OMG. Professor Jack, I can’t right now.

JACK: What do you mean?

STACY: I don’t know, I’m just getting very turned on.

JACK: Oh? Is your body reacting to the anticipation of tonight?

STACY: Very much.

JACK: Are you wet for me?

STACY: Fuck, we’re really doing this. Yes I am.

JACK: Where are you?

STACY: I’m at my dorm, waiting for tonight.

JACK: What color are your panties?

STACY: They’re black.

JACK: Reach into them, touch yourself for daddy.

STACY: You’re daddy now?

JACK: Well, I am old enough to be your father.

STACY: I don’t want to cum yet. I want to save it for you.

JACK: Good girl, you better. I still want you to touch yourself, slowly. Think about my head between your legs, inhaling your scent and tonguing that sweet little hole of yours.

STACY: You’re killing me. I want it so bad.

JACK: Are you touching yourself?

STACY: Yes daddy. It feels so good.

JACK: Just thinking about you is making me throb with arousal. You should see how hard you make me.

STACY: Daddy, fuck.

JACK: Remember, don’t climax. Be obedient.

STACY: I’m trying not to, but it feels so good.

JACK: It will be well worth the wait, angel. Just think about how good it’s going to feel when my cock slides inside of you.

STACY: I want to cum, daddy.

JACK: Not yet. You can come over earlier if you want.

STACY: I want. When should I leave?

JACK: I’m free now.

STACY: Now? Okay, give me a minute.

JACK: I want your submission, Stacy. When you get here, I want you to be completely subservient to me. Let me take the lead, and let me do as I please.

STACY: You’re so kinky, I love it. I’ll do everything you tell me to do.

JACK: Such a good girl. How’d I get so lucky?

STACY: I’ve always had a submissive side. You’re the first man to really tap into it.

JACK: We’ve only just begun, my love. I’m going to ruin you.

STACY: I want you to.

JACK: Get your sexy little ass over here, and prepare to be my sex slave.

STACY: Oh, gosh. Yes daddy.

I hadn’t expected our conversation to head in such a devious direction, and she left me so hard that it was almost painful. I’d been at home for about an hour, and saw no reason to delay our meeting any longer. It was pretty obvious that the attraction was mutual, and I couldn’t believe it.

Stacy was an absolute peach, effortlessly pulling on all of my strings of arousal just by being herself. I wanted her something fierce, and it was so surreal that I needed to pinch myself several times. I’d been married for thirteen years, and hadn’t been with another woman since the divorce. My body was fully aware of what was on the table, as I couldn’t push the thoughts of her soft, naked flesh out of my mind while I paced through the house, awaiting her arrival.

She brought out my dominant side, as I wanted to be in complete and total control of her, physically and mentally. What started as my attempt at a date had quickly turned into a BDSM themed evening, with my nineteen year old infatuation as my submissive in training. I had myself a drink while waiting, playing out all of the dirty things I wanted to do to her.

Chapter 3 - Stacy

He started by making me so horny that I couldn’t think straight, and then immediately sent me into complete panic mode.

“Angela, he wants me to come over now.” I said, emerging from the bathroom in a huff.

“Professor Jack?”

“Yeah.”

“That’s good, right?” she asked, surprised by my demeanor. My heart was pounding in my chest, and as much as I wanted to go to his house, submit sexually and let all of my inhibitions go and be his little play toy, I just as badly wanted to press the pause button and hide under my bed.

“It is. Yeah. Things just got very sexual, and now I’m freaking out.” I said, rushing around the dorm in a rush to get ready. “Something cute, he said to wear something cute.”

“Baby, settle down. Take a deep breath.” Angela said, grabbing me by the wrists and taking a deep breath. She looked into my eyes, smiling as she helped me get a hold of myself. “Just relax. We’re gonna find you something to wear, and then you’re gonna go to his house. This is fine.”

“You’re right. It’s just so charged now. I told him that I was going to submit to him.”

“Oh, wow. Like, sexually?”

“Yeah.”

“Is that not what you expected?” she asked.

“I have no idea. He’s so hot, but it’s intimidating. I’ve never done something like this before.” I said, reigniting my nerves as I thought about the daunting task before me.

“He’s older, he’s probably kinky. Just have fun with it.” she said. “It’s Professor Jack. He’s awesome.”

“Fuck. You’re right, this just doesn’t happen to me.”

“It’s happening now, baby. Let’s try to make the most of it.” she said. Angela really saved the day, putting things into perspective and reminding me that it was okay to feel apprehensive. She helped me pick out some slutty summer attire, and the next thing I knew, I was pulling out of my parking spot and following my GPS to my college professor’s house. For sex.

“Okay, I got this.” I said, putting on some music to help me get into the mood. It felt almost shameful, being so under the control of my own impulses, and knowing that I was helpless to my own attraction. I didn’t have the ability to tell him no, nor did I desire to.

Fake it until you make it, that was the plan. I was on autopilot through the whole drive, and I turned into his neighborhood to see that the entire block was lined with massive estates. Every house seemed more impressive than the last, until I was pulling into a long driveway leading to what was practically a castle. It was Jack’s house, a dark, brooding place that made me think of the original Addams family.

STACY: I just pulled up. Your house is scary.

JACK: It is not. I’m coming out.

I turned off my car, took a deep breath, and stepped out. The sun had almost set, and the entire house was overtaken by shadows. His boots clicked on the concrete, approaching down the driveway and drawing my attention.

“Hello Stacy.” he said, still dressed in slacks and a button up shirt. His deep voice boomed, and somehow put me at ease the moment he greeted me.

“Hi, Professor.” I said, eliciting a frown.

“We’re not in class. You can call me Jack.”

“Oh. Yeah.” I laughed.

“Such a pretty smile. You can always call me daddy as well, but we’ll save that for a little later.” he said, placing his hand on the small of my back and leading me towards the front door.

“Okay.” I said, giggling with excitement. Despite its off putting exterior, the house was absolutely gorgeous inside, with high ceilings, and a loft.

“What do you think?” he asked, giving my butt a gentle little squeeze as I eyed the spiral staircase in awe.

“It’s beautiful.” I said, truly blown away. It looked like something straight out of a magazine, with high end furniture and expensive looking art adorning the walls. It had a cozy feel despite it all, and I felt instantly at home.

“Give me your hand. I’ll show you the master bedroom.” he said, taking my hand and leading me up the wrought iron staircase.

“So this is where the magic happens?” I asked, the words leaving my mouth without thinking as I laid my eyes on his oversized mattress.

“Why don’t you lay down? Let me show you.” he said, placing his hands on my shoulders. His strong hands sent shivers through me as he massaged my back, and I crawled into his bed, laying down flat on my stomach while he mounted me, continuing to rub.

“Oh my gosh, this is exactly what I need.” I said, tingling like crazy as his thumbs sent me to the promised land.

“I’ll always have time to worship you, Stacy.” he whispered, moving along the sides of my spine, down to my lower back.

“Mmm…I like that.”

“I like this. I’ll rub you down anytime.” he said, pulling my shirt up and exposing my back. “Such soft skin.”

“Is this your move? To bring students to your place, give them a massage, and then have your way with them?” I asked, teasing him a little. His hands were skilled, and made any anxieties I had melt away.

“That depends, is it working?”

“Have your way with me, daddy.” I said, right as he reached around and unbuttoned the front of my jean shorts, sliding them down my legs and leaving me in nothing but my red thong.

“You shouldn’t have said that.” he said, chuckling confidently as he took hold of my ass with both hands, rubbing my cheeks in a circular motion. The hairs stood up on my back, and I felt the mood shifting primal.

“I can’t believe I’m at my professor’s house, getting a massage.”

“You’re gonna get more than a massage, baby.” he said, squeezing into my flesh and pulling it apart. “Such a pretty little pussy.”

“Daddy…so bad.” I said, giggling as he ogled my body. He’d always been charming, but it made me feel extra special having it pointed at me.

“It’s your fault.”

“How is it my fault?” I asked, turning to look back at him.

“You short circuit my biology. It isn’t fair.” he said, pausing the massage to begin unbuttoning his shirt.

“So you’re blaming me?”

“That’s right. And you’re going to take it. And I blame hard.” he said, undoing the buttons one at a time and eyeing me like I was a piece of freshly cooked steak.

“You’re bad.”

“Just don’t tell anyone. I have a squeaky clean image to uphold.” he said.

“Oh, do you?”

“I mean, kind of.” he said, flashing his grin and opening up his shirt. It was the first time I’d seen his body, and his muscular torso sent a spark straight through to the depths of my lady parts.

“Why do I doubt that?”

“Because it’s been ten minutes and I’ve already got you practically naked. I think that might be biasing your judgment.”

“Shouldn’t it?”

“No.” he said, completely straight faced. I started laughing, and he grabbed a bottle of lube from the drawer and then squeezed some onto his palm.

“Well, it does.”

“You probably won’t believe me.” he said, rubbing his hands together and then smacking them down onto my ass cheeks. “But you’re the first student I’ve ever brought over to my place.”

“You’re right. I don’t believe you.” I said. “But I don’t mind, because you are the first professor I’ve ever had a sleepover with.”

“Who said you’re sleeping over? You came in your car, you can leave in your car.” he said, fighting back a smile.

“Fine. No cuddles.”

“You’re a mean little thing.”

“Am not. You provoked me.”

“Threatening to withhold affection. Not a very submissive thing to do.” he said, spreading the lube all over my ass and legs.

“I’m sorry, daddy. What can I do to make it up to you?” I asked, changing my tone as his warm hands explored my flesh.

“Right now, I need you to finish removing your top. And the bra.” he said. I did as I was told, and he proceeded to oil me up and rub me down.

“This is amazing. I did not expect this.” I said, stretching out my body and completely letting go under his touch. Having his warm hands running over every crevice of my body was highly erotic, and the tingling between my legs slowly and steadily grew.

“Look at that. So pretty.” he said, pulling my ass apart and ogling my holes. The vulnerable feeling only added to the titillation, gripping my focus because I knew that at any moment our little rubdown would escalate. If only I could have told Angela what was taking place, she wouldn’t have believed it.

“Oh!” I squealed as he pressed his lips down onto the back of my leg, kissing gently and working towards my center.

“It’s okay, sweetie. Relax.” he said, rubbing my inner thigh, letting his hand graze closer and closer.

“It feels good.” I said, tensing up as his fingertips found my naughty spot, skillfully zeroing in and sending an electric current of vibrating pleasure straight through me. “Unghhh…”

“Yeah, you like that, don’t you?”

“Nnnhnn…Yes. Oh my God.” I put my own hand over my mouth to prevent the strange animal noises I was making uncontrollably. His thick fingers pushed inside of me, and his thumb spread lube onto my asshole.

“Put your ass in the air. Good girl, let daddy play with that pretty little pussy. I want to see how hard I can make you cum.” he said, his thumb slipping into my anus and making me call out in agony. “Yes, it’s okay baby. Moan for daddy, let me hear how good it feels.”

“Oh…God.” I said, my eyes bulging as the novel sensations took over my being. I was reduced to a blubbering mess, my face smashed into a pillow while his fingers plugged me like a bowling ball, powerfully taking my own pleasure out of my own hands. “Ugh!”

“Scream for daddy, let it out. It’s okay, baby.” he said, knowing exactly how to push my internal buttons. “So wet. I’m gonna make you squirt, and then I’m gonna lick it up.”

“Ugh! Fuck.” I said, curling and shaking beneath his touch. The intensity skyrocketed, and I completely lost my sense of self as he forced me to orgasm. My entire body flooded with pressure, and it felt like an explosion of pleasure between my legs.

Jack buried his face between my cheeks, hungrily lapping away at my pussy and sending me further under his spell. Tears streamed down my cheeks, and his tongue slurped and sucked while he continued torturing my clit. I could feel the trickle of my own immense wetness, dripping down my shaking thighs.

“Mmm…” he grunted, pulling my ass apart and feasting like a hungry beast, dragging his tongue over my asshole and making my back arch reflexively. “I need it.”

“Yes.” I said, completely disoriented and still processing the most powerful climax of my life. No man had ever handled me like that, taken such stark control of my pleasure centers and made me arrive so hard. Jack stripped down, and I turned my head slowly just in time to see him approaching me from behind, holding his absolute python of a cock by the base.

“Such a tiny little pussy.” he said, his eyes almost possessed as he stared down at me. “Get on your hands and knees.”

“Yes sir.” I whimpered, suddenly terrified. It was gorgeous, thick and veiny, but it was also formidable in a way that made me question if he would even fit inside. My post coital bliss left me very suggestible, and I dug my fingers into the sheets as he pressed his bulbous hammerhead against my opening, moving it up and down and pushing forward to try and make it fit.

“Fuck, baby. It’s so little.” he said, pushing my head down flat and trying again to dip himself into me.

“Ugh!” I moaned as he took hold of my hair, pinning my head on the pillow and forcing himself inside me. Pain rang out, but I was too far gone to react. His thickness pushed open my walls, making me see stars as he forcefully laid claim to me.

“Yeah, that’s my little cunt now. My little pussy.” he said, his dirty talk one continuous flow of the filthiest things a man had ever said to me. Our bodies slapped together as he bottomed out, making me squeal uncontrollably while he fucked me like a sex toy.

“Ugh! Unnnn!”

“Good girl, squeal for that big daddy dick. Take it, baby. Make daddy spurt in your fertile little cunt.” he said, the word fertile ringing out in my head. His hot flesh barreled in and out of me without a condom, displacing my wetness and making squishing sounds as he slammed his hips against me like a jackhammer.

“Uh, uh, uh, funnhhhkk…ah!”

“You make it so hard, Stacy. You make it so fucking hard.” he said, yanking on my hair and forcing his fingers into my mouth as he laid his torso on top of me. He began grinding, feeding me long, slow strokes that hit spots I didn’t know existed. “Such a pretty little thing, daddy isn’t gonna be able to get enough of you.”

“It’s so big, daddy.”

“I know, angel. You’re doing so good.” he pulled me onto my side, slipping in beside me and slowing things down. “Play with your clit for me.”

“Yes, daddy.” I said, reaching down to touch myself even though I was already trembling. He groped my breasts, pinching my nipple as he pulled me in for a passionate kiss. His tongue invaded my mouth and he started thrusting harder, filling me so completely that I couldn’t control my bodily reactions.

“Look at how your foot is shaking.” he said, holding my leg up and scanning my body with his eyes. He made me feel so small, and so under his power. “You’re adorable.”

“I can’t stop cumming.” I said, touching myself for him like he told me to.

“What’s wrong with that?” he asked, pulling his cock out of me and leaving such an empty void. “Spread your legs. I want to look into your eyes while I fill you with cum.”

“I’m not on birth control.” I said, letting him mount me and put it back in.

“I don’t care.” he whispered, pulling me in for a kiss and hammering away. His fat cock instantly made my worries disappear, and I wrapped my legs around him while he buried it in me over and over. “You’re perfect.”

“Daddy, fuck. I love it.”

“You love daddy’s dick?” he asked, kissing my neck and thumping. I’d never been with a man like him before, someone with so much stamina that he could make me cum so many times that I couldn’t even think straight.

“Ugh! Yes, daddy. I love your cock.” I said, staring into his eyes as he cupped the back of my neck and fed me his juicy length to completion. His shoulders and stomach muscles tightened up as he called out, his forehead resting against mine as he sent us both past the point of no return. It was so intense, so intimate and bonding, all I remember is seizing beneath him, and feeling his hot cum being pumped into me while we grunted and groaned.

“Stacy.” he said, eyes closed and letting out a massive sigh. His muscles were pumped up with blood and he was covered in a thin layer of sweat. His torso raised, breathing heavily as a satisfied smile spread across his face. “I need that in my life.”

“Well, here I am daddy.”

Chapter 4 - Jack

Stacy was fast asleep in my arms, and I didn’t get up even though I had to pee. She was too cute, and I couldn’t imagine disturbing her while in such a peaceful state. I placed kiss after kiss on her forehead, surprised by the intense bond I was feeling.

Things had gotten a little out of control between us. She was only my student earlier in the day, and that quickly, she’d become my submissive. I couldn’t turn back, as there would be no way for me to forget having been with her. It had been a long time since those almost possessive types of feelings coursed through my veins.

I should have probably used protection. What I shouldn’t have done is exactly what I did, taking her raw and leaving it in to extract every bit of pleasure I could take from her soft, fertile flesh. It felt like a higher cosmic order was guiding my decisions, as I was left in a primal state where rational thinking was no longer accessible. At that intimate moment, I actually wanted her pregnant. I needed her to have my child inside of her. It sounds insane considering the context, but it’s what I felt.

Much as I expected, she was an addiction, and became a near permanent fixture at my house from that day forward. I spoiled her rotten, buying every skimpy lingerie and kink outfit I could find and shipping it to my house. I even told her how to dress for my class. She went from unassuming to turning every head in the class, as I liked to have her creamy white legs on full display while lecturing. It filled me with testosterone and motivation, as well as tension that I’d take out on her at home.

We played somewhat coy in public, but it’s not like we were hiding anything. Not really. It’s just that most of our debaucherous playtime took place behind closed doors, and no one really needed to know that I was eating strawberry lube from her buttcrack.

The more we connected, the more automatic things became. It was undeniable, we were much more than a lust fueled fling. I opened up to her about my life, my past, and my tenure at Taboo U. Once we began dating officially, her friend Angela started hanging out at the house as well, lounging around by the pool.

It was a stark contrast to my life before getting with Stacy, as I’d allowed myself to become something of an isolated shut in. Everything was routine, disciplined, and the same. Insert Stacy and her chaotic youthful energy, and her bouncy friend Angela and my life was transformed.

The university had no problems with relationships of our sort, and we became a known item around campus. It was such a regular occurrence that students and faculty seemed to follow our relationship like it was some sort of a tabloid, and there was even an online gossip site dedicated to the school.

It took a little getting used to, but at the end of the day, she was all I wanted. By the time we announced our engagement and pregnancy, no one was surprised. The school year wrapped up, and she officially moved into my place. Now it’s constant relaxation followed by bouts of horny copulation, as I have every intention of getting full use of her before she gives birth. Six weeks of no sex sounds almost impossible, at least considering the pace that Stacy and I have kept up over the last six months.

I’m excited for the future, for starting a family with the woman I love. She’s got a little baby bump now, the very beginning of what will surely be a wild ride together.


Neighborly Bond

Chapter 1 - Kayla

I was dating Phillip at the time, but my neighbor Johnny had more of my attention than I cared to admit. Part of it was our proximity, as he lived right across the hall while my boyfriend worked long hours and lived across town. The other part of it was that I was helplessly attracted to Johnny, as I’d always had a bit of a daddy kink, and he fit the role to perfection.

It was my first apartment, and I moved in after dropping out of college. The tuition was too much, and I just wanted to take a few years to relax and live, and found myself unintentionally bonding with Johnny instead.

He was so handsome, and I couldn’t help noticing that he was much more masculine than what I was used to. I felt the spark between us right away, on the day I moved in. Phillip was there, helping me with my things, but Johnny had openly flirted regardless, telling me how pretty I was, and how glad he was to have me as a neighbor.

“I don’t like that guy.” Phil said, waiting until we were alone to bring it up.

“My neighbor?”

“Yeah.”

“Why? He seems nice.” I said, having not picked up on the fact that he was flirting. Phillip huffed and puffed, telling me that he was a dirty old man who just wanted to hook up with me. Honestly, I wouldn’t have considered it if he didn’t put it in my head.

The following morning, Johnny knocked on my door, giving me flowers and breakfast. This time, Phillip wasn’t there to supervise, and I ended up inviting him inside. It was the beginning of June, and it was sweltering hot outside. I hadn’t noticed how muscular he was until he sat down at my dining room table, wearing a tank top that showcased his incredible physique.

“You’re too pretty, Kayla.” he said, looking directly into my eyes. I hadn’t expected him to be so forward, especially after meeting my boyfriend.

“Oh. Thank you.” I said, feeling myself flush hot. That’s really when it hit me that I wanted him, even though I knew it was completely inappropriate. I had a boyfriend after all. It wasn’t really working out, and the sex was mediocre at best, but I still had a boyfriend.

“You’re welcome, my love. Tell me about yourself, what brings you to Sacred Canyon?” he asked, referencing the name of our complex.

“Well, I was going to Tacona State, but I couldn’t afford the tuition.”

“I’m sorry to hear that.”

“Eh, it’s not so bad. I didn’t really like it anyway.”

“Just in time for summer,” he said, smiling warmly. I noticed that my heart was racing, so I went to the kitchen to get us something to drink and cool down. He followed behind me, and I felt a lump in my throat. “Any big plans?”

“For summer?” I asked, retrieving a pitcher of cool aid and a couple glasses.

“Yeah. Summer is supposed to be a time for letting loose, and having fun. Especially at your age.” he said.

“I wish. Bills are a lot more expensive than I bargained for, I’m gonna have to start working doubles.” I said. Johnny took his glass, and we went into the living room to sit down on the couch.

“I don’t think I like that.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, reminding myself that I wasn’t single, and that he was an older man, my neighbor.

“You having to work so much. It doesn’t seem right.”

“Agreed, but what are you gonna do?” I asked, feeling my phone buzz and looking down to see a notification from Phillip.

PHILLIP: I think I’m getting off early today, wanna go hiking with me?

“Maybe I could give you an allowance,” he said, prying my attention away from the text message. I started laughing, unsure of how to take him.

“In exchange for what?” I asked, answering reflexively. He smiled back at me, and shrugged his shoulders.

“Who said it would have to be in exchange for something?”

“You’re just gonna give me money for nothing?” I asked, furrowing my brow.

“Well, no. I’m just an old, lonely man who wants company.” he said, giving me a wink.

“You’re not old.” I said, still trying to convince myself that I wasn’t feeling attracted to him.

“I’m 42.” he said.

“Oh. That’s not old.” I said. Hearing his age only turned me on more, and I wondered if he was feeling the same way.

PHILLIP: Hello?

KAYLA: I’m sorry baby, I’m doing a deep clean on my apartment. I think I’m gonna sit this one out.

PHILLIP: Suit yourself, it’s a five mile.

KAYLA: You got this.

PHILLIP: Thanks babe. I love you.

“You’re not texting that boyfriend of yours, are you?” he asked, startling me.

“Oh. Yeah, he wanted me to go hiking.”

“And you turned him down?”

“Yeah. I’m not really in the mood.” I said, feeling anxious. It felt strange talking to him about Phillip, I guess because of the attraction.

“Good girl. This is our first date, can’t have some other man spoiling it.” he said, flashing his grin.

“Is that what this is?” I asked, flirting right back with him. It was so organic, like I wasn’t even trying to fall for him, I was just trying to be nice to my neighbor.

“I brought flowers, and food. How much more obvious can I get?” he asked.

“I thought it was a housewarming gift.”

“It can be that too.” he said. Somehow, we went from opposite ends of the couch to sitting right next to each other. His hand rested on my thigh, and we played the eye contact game while getting to know each other. I kept trying to ignore it, but the tension was too obvious.

“So, about that allowance!” I said, feeling very outgoing and in the mood to be naughty. It was the first time my relationship had ever been tested, as we’d only been together for about a month, and I was already struggling.

“Babygirl, I’d empty my bank account for a night with you.” he said, his eyes bright and beaming.

“Naughty, naughty.” I said, standing up from the couch because I couldn’t stand the heat. It felt almost as if he possessed superior pheromones or something, because I’d never been so worked up before just by having a conversation.

“Oh, Kayla. You have no idea how naughty I’d be for you.”

“Johnny!”

“I’m sorry, sweetheart. I’m just not used to the presence of such magnificent beauty.” he said.

“You’re gonna get me in trouble.”

“I would never.” he said.

“I think you would.”

“No. I’m very discreet. No consequences.”

“Oh, are you? That’s not exactly the vibe I’m getting from you.” I said, laughing to relieve the tension. It was clear that he wanted me, and the feeling was mutual, but we just couldn’t. It was too much.

“Just let me know. We could always use my place. No evidence.” he said, standing up and towering over me. I loved the attention, and his presence itself was somehow pleasurable.

“You’re so bad. I can’t.” I said, telling the truth but wishing I could.

“That’s okay, I guess I’ll forgive you for now.”

“Thanks.” I said, lingering on every word while trying to appear unaffected.

“But the next time I see you, I expect better behavior.” he said, making his way over to the door.

“Yes sir.” I said, watching as he opened the door, pausing before he left to turn to me.

“I prefer daddy, but we’ll work on that.” he said, giving me another wink before stepping out of the door into the hallway separating our units. As soon as he closed the door, I felt my heart sink. He was so sexy, and everything my boyfriend wasn’t. I knew right away that I had it bad, and that I was going to have to break up with Phillip. He couldn’t compete, and it wasn’t fair to string him along.

My relationship with Johnny was so thrilling, and everytime we spoke it was full of innuendo. I could tell by the way he looked at me that he was a dirty man who wanted nothing more than to consume me whole, and I wanted to let him.

I’d never been with an older man before, and him also being my next door neighbor made the fantasy even more real. I knew it was going to happen, unless he was bluffing, which I very much doubted.

Phillip became a waning interest, to the point that I broke up with him via text message. We met up later to talk about it, and I didn’t mention Johnny, of course, but I did tell him that I wasn’t in love with him, and that I didn’t see it happening.

I hate having to break up with someone, and I went home in a sour mood. And then I saw Johnny, for the very first time as a single woman. He was stepping out, and lit up like always when he saw me.

“Look at you, such a delectable little doll baby.” he said, looking down at my feet and then scanning up my body. I loved how direct and confident he was, and I knew that he was going to be a fantastic lover.

“Oh, Johnny. Don’t you think of anything else?” I asked, flooded with excitement as my focus shifted away from the breakup.

“Of course, all the time. Just not when I’m around you.”

“Such a charmer.”

“You could heal me, Kayla. You could take away all the pain.” he said, placing his hand over his heart and casting a look of longing.

“Well, I am single now.” I said.

“Really? What happened?”

“I broke up with him. It wasn’t working out.”

“I’m so sorry to hear that.” he said, his tone dripping with sarcasm.

“Looks like it.”

“Hey, I’m heading out for a quick grocery run, do you wanna hang out after?” he asked.

“Oh, uhm, yeah. Sure.” I said.

“Your place or mine?”

“Either way.”

“Perfect. I’ll come get you.” he said.

“Yes sir.”

“Still not getting it.”

“What? Oh, you’re terrible.” I said, brushing him off. He was always suggesting I call him daddy, which I did, at night while I masturbated thinking about him. It was kind of fun playing coy, being chased by someone so relentless.

It wasn’t like a normal breakup, I didn’t have the same need for a recovery period. I was young, horny, and way too attracted to Johnny to control myself. It was bound to happen, and I hopped in the shower to freshen up while he went out for groceries.

I couldn’t believe it was happening. I mean, he’d been all over me since I moved in, so I could believe it, but it was such a surreal fantasy scenario that it was a lot to process. It’s not like he asked to take me out to a fancy restaurant, he asked your place or mine, and the constant playful flirting let me know exactly how things might go if he were so inclined.

Chapter 2 - Johnny

Before Kayla showed up across the hall, I was perfectly happy living life as a bachelor. I’d been divorced for three years, and hadn’t really felt compelled towards dating life. I was getting older, I already knew what I wanted, and I wasn’t in the mood to play the field.

And then boom. There she was, a delightfully gorgeous little thing with a perfect disposition. We hit it off right away, and the eyes never lie. I could by the way she looked at me, the way she turned red when I complimented her but always played along, there was a chance.

Sure, I was 42 and she was 21. I’d only be twice her age for another year, besides, it’s only a number. The important thing was the chemistry, which was undeniable. I lived for the moments we ran into each other in the hallway, or when I’d sneak my way into her place with gifts, savoring every second I got to spend with her.

It was quite an infatuation, and I really didn’t expect a woman to come into my life and make me feel those types of feelings again. She had a reinvigorating quality, and I could myself spanking that tight little ass for years to come.

The more I got to know her, the more I could see that I had to offer her. She worked all the time, as a waitress, and really just wanted to have fun. She was young, I couldn’t blame her.

My previous wife and I owned two homes when we divorced, and I sold mine, electing to invest my money and live on the profits. It wouldn’t be much for me to buy her a house, just as long as she’d let me live in it with her.

I was expecting another lonely weekend, and went to get something to drink while I watched TV late into the night. Instead, I learned that she broke up with her boyfriend, and convinced her it was a good idea to hang out with me.

It was pure luck, perfect timing, and the best news I’d had in weeks. I moved out of town after the divorce, and spent the next couple years taking care of my portfolio and finalizing the sale of my company, which didn’t leave me with a lot of time to make new friends or socialize. Things had wrapped up, and I suddenly had nothing but time on my hands and money in the bank. It was a good feeling, but it didn’t make me feel complete. Something was missing.

As soon as I returned from the store, and passed by her door, I could feel the hairs standing up along the back of my neck. She’d been dominating my mind since the day she moved in, and I couldn’t think of anything other than doing terrible things to her.

I didn’t realize how horny I’d become until I started thinking about her, and she brought out all sorts of demons that needed to be relieved. It was impossible to even act patient, so I went over and knocked on her door. Words can’t describe how beautiful she looked, opening the door in skintight white shorts and a sports bra.

“Oh, wow. Hey there.” I said, purring at the sight of her. She was exactly what the doctor ordered, and she had an almost magical heir about her.

‘Hi Johnny.” she said, grinning like the devil and letting me step inside. I could read her tension right away, and started rubbing her shoulders right there in front of the kitchen.

“How’s that?” I asked. She let out a heavy sigh, relaxing her shoulders and melting in place.

“Amazing.” she said. It was a nice way to break the ice, and establish physical contact, because God knows I wasn’t going to be able to keep my hands off of her.

“I’ll rub you down anytime, baby. Just get naked, and I’ll bring the oil.” I said, leaning in and whispering into her ear.

“Oh my gosh, Johnny.” she said, giggling but not pulling away.

“It’s your fault. I can’t help myself around you.”

“I’m sure. I bet you’re like this with all the girls.”

“Not true, I’m an old school gentleman. I only have eyes for one woman at a time, it just happens to be you.” I said, using my fingertips to scratch her back.

“I’m flattered.” she said, rolling her neck in circles.

“Are you ready?” I asked.

“What do you mean?”

“I thought you were coming over.”

“I am.” she said, raising her eyebrows. I took her hand, lacing my fingers in hers and walking her to my door.

“Don’t roll your eyes. You love it.” I said.

“It is nice.” she said, giggling. I let her enter first, more for a peek of her exquisite little booty than politeness, but it’s the action that counts. She improved my mood without even trying, just her youthful, carefree exuberance.

“What do you think?”

“It’s so clean. Very masculine, no surprise there. I love it.” she said, looking over my apartment and bouncing around, checking out my photos and decorations.

“I still can’t believe you’re single. It seems too good to be true.”

“Now’s your chance!” she said, making finger guns and smiling wide.

“Don’t think I won’t.”

“He wasn’t my type. It was only a matter of time.” she said, making her way over towards my bedroom.

“You know what I always wanna do after a breakup?”

“What?”

“Get involved in a no strings, lust fueled rebound with a neighbor.” I said, eliciting laughter and shoving her onto my bed.

“We should just get it over with.” she said, staring back at me, daring me to make a move. I cocked my head to the side, having expected much more of a cat and mouse game.

“We would, except that you’re not spontaneous enough.” I said, calling her bluff.

“That’s not what it is.” she said.

“I double dog dare you.”

“Stop. No, we can’t.” she said, waiting for me to respond and then laughing awkwardly.

“I mean, we could.” I said, climbing into bed and laying down beside her.

“Could we?” she asked, providing instant electricity when she looked into my eyes.

“We’re both adults, we both like pleasure, I assume.” I said, letting my fingers graze lightly down the side of her leg.

“You’re not wrong.”

“You’re so young and beautiful. It would be my honor.” I said, letting my hand settle on her firm buttocks, giving it a gentle squeeze.

“This is so bad. Why do I want this?” she asked, breaking our gaze and fidgeting around. Her face was turning red, and she kept looking over at me.

“It’s been torturous living next door to you, wishing I could get my hands on you.” I said. Her breathing changed, deepening as she nestled up to me.

“I feel it too.” she whispered. I wrapped her up, giving her a kiss on the forehead. I sensed a shift in her, almost like she deflated in my arms.

“What’s wrong, baby?” I asked.

“Nothing, I just really like you. That’s why I broke up with Phillip. Things were fine before I met you, and then I couldn’t stop thinking about you, and I wasn’t attracted to him anymore.” she said, her voice soft. I hadn’t even thought about it, but I had been flirting with her nonstop.

“I’m sorry, sweetheart.”

“No, no. It’s fine, I like this. I’m just nervous.” she said.

“We don’t have to go crazy right away, baby. I want you to feel comfortable.” I said.

“I am. I’m very comfortable with you. This is exactly what I wanted things to feel like with Phillip, I guess I just feel bad.” she said. I pulled her head onto my chest, and started stroking her hair.

“The break just happened, it’s natural.”

“Yeah, I just feel bad for all the feelings I had for you while we were still together. I know I can’t help it, but I should have ended things sooner.” she said.

“He’s young, baby. He’ll bounce right back. Me on the other hand, I’m not exactly getting younger, so I needed this to happen quickly.” I said, finally getting another smile out of her. I was glad she felt comfortable opening up, as I wanted us to be more than a hookup. Not that I would have kicked her out of bed if she said she only wanted something physical.

“Yeah, yeah. Well, you got me.” she said.

“Oh, do I?” I asked, lifting her chin.

“Yes. But please be careful with my heart.” she said, the sorrow in her eyes cutting straight through to my soul.

“Kayla, I promise.” I said, leaning in. It was an intense moment, one that had been coming for quite some time. Our lips pressed together, and the ritual began. “I promise.”

“I trust you.”

“You taste so good, baby.” I said, cupping her face in my hand and kissing her deeply. I couldn’t remember ever feeling so turned on, so deeply in need of another.

“Mmm…”

“I’m so glad you’re mine.” I said, tugging at her shorts until she lifted her ass. It was a mad rush, ripping off our clothes and pressing our bodies together. My senses were heightened beyond belief, soaking in her aesthetic perfection and finally exploring all of the pent up lust that had been building since she moved in.

Her nipples were erect, and she shuddered when I wrapped my lips around them, pulling off my underwear and pressing my cock between her legs.

“Oh, wow. Daddy…”

“Finally, you better not stop calling me that.” I said, letting her stroke it and bring it to her opening.

“I’ve been dreaming about this, daddy.”

“Good girl, put it in. Put it in for me.” I said, letting her work it in as pleasure rang out through my body. It was incredible, tiny and tight in a way that made me forget to breathe. “Oh, fuck. Baby, that’s perfect. Good God, Kayla.”

“It’s so big.” she whimpered, closing her eyes and letting me take control. I worked it in slowly, spreading around her wetness and forcing her grip to accommodate me. I pushed it deeper with each forward thrust, kissing her neck and making her squeal until I was bottoming out, filling her with my hot flesh and no concern of the consequences.

“My little pussy.” I grunted, holding her face and letting her suck on my thumb. “Open your eyes, look at me baby.”

“Yes, daddy.” she said, batting her doe eyes and reminding me why I wanted her so badly in the first place. It had been such a long time, too long, and I was reminded how powerful a mixture love and lust could actually be.

“You’re so pretty, baby.” I said, moving my thumb around in her mouth as she obediently sucked. Her wetness squished as I grinded against her, lifting her flexible legs up by her head and fucking her harder.

“Ugh! Oh, wow. Daddy, fuck. Oh my God.”

“Good girl, yes. That’s what daddy likes, look at you.” I said, groping her tits and feeding her my length. She trembled beneath me, calling out and shaking uncontrollably.

“Yes, daddy. Anything you say.” she said, panting to catch her breath as I flipped her over, pulling her cheeks apart and admiring her clean shaven little cunt. I was in a frenzy, and pushed her head down into the mattress, taking her from behind and pounding away.

“That’s my pussy, now. Only mine.” I said, entering a zone of pure bliss as her ass rhythmically slapped against my pelvis.

“Your balls, fuck.” she whimpered, face down with her petite little backside up in the air for me. I made her open wide, punishing her with my hips for every second she made me wait for her.

“Are you daddy’s good girl?” I asked, pulling her by the hair to make her look back at me.

“Yes.”

“Do you want daddy’s cum in your little pussy?” I asked, slapping her ass while maintaining eye contact. I wanted her to know that I was claiming her, and that after I filled her up, that she was mine.

“Yes, daddy. Please…”

“It’s so tight, baby. I love it.” I said, gripping her hips as she got up on her hands and knees, holding on for dear life as I railed away, slipping in and out of her slimy cunt until I couldn’t take it anymore. “Ugh!”

“Daddy…”

“Ugh! Fuck!” I called out, holding her against me as I erupted inside of her. My entire body tingled, and I seized behind her until we collapsed, my cock still buried as I sweated all over her.

“I’ve never cum like that.” she said, pulling my hand to her lips, and taking my index finger into her mouth.

“Baby, that’s too sexy. You’re gonna make me hard and want more.” I whispered.

“You better.”

Chapter 3 - Kayla

I stumbled back into my apartment sometime in the early morning, chuckling for no reason and feeling like a completely new woman. That man hit places inside me that triggered my slut button, and all I could think about was submitting to him.

For a man in his forties, his appetite was voracious. I finally had to go home or else I wasn’t going to get a minute of sleep, and I had to work the following afternoon. I felt lonely in my bed, but I was exhausted and crashed out immediately.

He wasn’t much of a texter, which I actually kind of liked, so we missed each other the following day. I realized while daydreaming at work that I didn’t actually know all that much about him, and had kind of rushed into things. You could say he charmed my pants off.

It wasn’t the way my relationships normally ended, with me jumping straight into something else. We weren’t official or anything, but I’d definitely put myself out there. There was something so endearing about Johnny, and mature. It was beyond my ability to comprehend, but I wanted to explore him. I just knew he was what I wanted.

Even while working, my mind kept swaying back over in his direction, wishing my shift would end so I could go back and see him. It was so obsessive that I didn’t even think about Phillip, who had texted me a few times to see how I was doing. He was a nice guy, but he just wasn’t on my mind like Johnny.

I got off late, and didn’t see any lights on in his apartment so I went for a shower. It was so disappointing, as I’d been thinking about crawling into bed with him all day long. Even though we’d only spent one night together, I was already addicted to him.

After slipping into my robe, I made my way to my door to check one more time. I didn’t want to wake him up, so I gently tapped my knuckles against his door in case he was still awake. I waited several seconds, but there was no answer so I went back inside. Normally, I’d have gone to sleep, but I couldn’t control myself.

KAYLA: I just got home from work. I’m lonely.

I waited for him to text me back, hoping that the text notification would wake him up enough to read it, and that maybe he was as eager as I was for another night like before. The phone stared back at me, telling me that I was going to have to sleep by myself.

It was only a shot in the dark, so it was no surprise that he’d already fallen asleep. My mind strayed to the gutter, and I stripped off my clothes under my sheets, letting my fingers move between my legs as I replayed our experience together.

No one had ever made me feel so unhinged, so desperate to be touched like that again. His hard cock was sturdy and true, delivering mind numbing pleasure that made me an addict with no trouble at all.

I’d never been the type to be involved in something like this, something kinky, and inappropriate. What would my father think? Not only that, but I’d called him daddy while he fucked me, over and over again without hesitation. It felt wrong, saying it, but it only added to the fuel of our forbidden fire.

“His balls.” I whispered, wishing they were in my mouth as I rubbed myself closer towards release. He was all that I could think about, and my fingers couldn’t stroke the spots his long cock found with every thrust.

I was so lost in the pleasure of my own erotic fantasy that nothing else existed, only the tingling pressure between my legs and my insatiable need to make it go away. It startled me, the sensation of his hand gripping my ankle.

“Ugh!” I gasped, my eyes popping open as I realized I wasn’t alone.

“Shh! It’s me, baby girl.” he said, his familiar voice bringing me back.

“Oh my gosh.” I said, my heart pounding as my hand moved over my chest. He smiled.

“I didn’t mean to scare you, but you left the door open,” he said.

“Whoops.” I said, grinning.

“Are you still lonely?” he asked, removing his shirt as a stark reminder of why I found him so physically attractive.

“Yes, daddy.” I said, melting right back into my little subspace. It was oddly easy for me to submit to him, and the urge was irresistible. It just happened.

“Good girl.” he whispered, untying the knot in the front of his flannel pajama pants and sliding them down.

“Oh, hi.” I said, eyeing his noticeable bulge.

“You get me so worked up.” he said, pulling it out and stroking up and down his veiny length, and making my mouth water as he stepped out of his pants and briefs.

“I want it.” I whispered, right as he made his hardness jump.

“Lay back, baby. Let daddy feed you.” he said. I dropped back, laying my head down on my pillow as he climbed on top of me, stroking his fat cock and dangling his balls in front of my face. I opened up for his testicles, letting him dip them into my mouth and latching on like a hungry infant, suckling as he let out a deep sigh.

“Mmm…”

“Good little slut. You know what daddy likes.” he said, holding me by the hair and grinding them in my face, suffocating me with his hairy balls.

“Yes, daddy. I missed you so much.” I gasped, struggling for air but still so eager to please that it was shameful. It was a side of myself that only he was privy to, as he was the only man who’d ever triggered my lust in such a way.

“Yes, that’s my good little girl. Keep sucking until you earn that daddy dick in your tight little cunt.” he said, grabbing my face and pushing his hammer head passed my lips.

“Guck!” my throat squished, making noises as he held me down and took my throat, using it as a sleeve for his pulsing erection.

“Yes, you make daddy so hard. Swallow that dick.” he said, grunting as he lost control, thrusting deep into my throat as my eyes welled up with tears. I would have pulled away from anyone else, yet I laid there in complete submission instead.

“Gluck! Gluck! Gluck!” I choked and gagged, my own slobber and his precum dribbling down my chin as he let loose, reaching back and plugging me with two fingers, sending my arousal into the stratosphere as I finally received the touch I longed for.

“Slurp it back up. Good slut.” he said, pulling his cock out from the seal of my lips, slapping it against my face as I sucked in air.

“Ahhh!”

“Stick your tongue out, so pretty. Such a pretty little whore.” he said, slapping his shaft down against my tongue and staring into my eyes while he pushed his fingers to the back of me.

“Ugh!” I squealed as he forcefully fingered me, squirming beneath him as he made all of my problems and cares fade to nothing.

“Look at me. You better not cum, you little slut.”

“Yes, daddy. I won’t.” I called out, knowing damn well it was beyond my control.

“Such a good girl, are you ready?” he asked, pulling his fingers out of me and pushing them into my mouth. I started sucking and staring into his eyes, licking my own wetness from his fingertips and nodding my head.

Johnny lifted my leg up on his shoulder, shoving my ankle behind my head and entering me hard and without protection. I’d barely thought about it since the first time, that I wasn’t on birth control and that we were taking zero precautions. It was nothing but a quick flash in my mind, because I had no problems taking the risk with him.

“Oh my God…” I said, held in place while he plundered me senseless. He was so strong, and his big hard cock gave me everything that I could handle and then some.

“You’re my little slut, and my little angel.” he said, pressing his forehead to mine and thrusting wildly until I felt myself squirting onto him. “Yes, I love that. I love that so much.”

“Daddy! Ugh, fuck. Oh, God.” I wasn’t used to the sensations he made me feel, and felt completely overwhelmed by the intensity of the orgasms. He went back and forth between his cock and fingers, rubbing my clit and making me cum over and over. I started crying, the tears streaming down my face as he covered my mouth with one hand, rubbing with the other.

“Who do you belong to?”

“You, daddy. I’m yours.”

“Do you want my cum?” he asked.

“Yes!” I said, lost in ecstacy. He pushed his raw cock back inside me, reaching around my lower back and grabbing my asscheeks in his massive hands, squeezing as he dropped his hips down onto me again and again.

“Ugh! Ugh! That’s my little pussy, ugh!” he said, thrusting deep and spasming inside me. I could feel every pulse, as his hot flesh erupted with sticky semen and his muscles clenched. His fingers tightened around my cheeks, emptying his balls and grunting with pleasure as he laid claim to what he came for.

My eyes fluttered as the intensity left him, a warm smile spreading across his face as he laid down next to me. It felt so right, and I could feel his cum dripping down my ass as he threw his arm over me, pulling me in tight and placing soft kisses on my cheeks and neck.

“My baby.” he said, his hot breath tickling my spine.

“Yes.” I said, grinning and relaxing against his body heat. Our fingers interlaced, and we continued rubbing against each other, groping and exploring, finding each other's lips.

“I didn’t think this would happen,” he said. I turned around in his arms, nestling up against him and inhaling his scent.

“What do you mean?”

“I didn’t think I’d find a woman who could captivate me so completely.” he said, caressing my side.

“Awh.”

“I’m serious, Kayla. I found you.”

“Well, I’ve been waitin’.” I said, filling with almost gleeful joy. It wouldn’t be the easiest thing to explain, dating a man over twenty years my senior, but he was the only one I wanted, the only man I knew capable of seducing me in the way he did.

“You were worth the wait.” he whispered, pulling my head onto his chest. He made me feel like I was living in heaven, and I wanted our whirlwind romance to go on until at least forever.

Chapter 4 - Johnny

I was completely over my head, way out past the buoy with no life jacket, just floating aimlessly with her. There was nothing I could do about the way I felt, I was old enough to know what I wanted, and she was it. No further explanation necessary.

It took everything I had not to profess my love for her right then and there, way too early on, but it’s what I felt. She was an angel in my world, a beacon of light and hope. The physical attraction inspired lust beyond what I was capable of comprehending, but it was so much more than that.

Kayla and I could talk for hours, about anything, or nothing at all. She showed me her little social media video clips, whatever they’re called, and always made me laugh. We had movie night about every other night, and placed small, longshot bets on niche sporting events in hope of a huge payday.

So many years had passed without that feeling. Honestly, being truly in love was such a distant memory that I sometimes doubted if it was even real. I wasn’t depressed, or even unhappy necessarily, but I was living my days out, just passing the time. Kayla was like the fuel to my ignition, reawakening whatever youthful vigor I had still had in the tank.

She was out of my league, yet I had so much wisdom to offer her. It wasn’t a familiar relationship dynamic for me, as I’d mostly dated right around my age throughout my life until that point, but I was getting older, and I certainly wasn’t in a position to pass up a fruitful opportunity.

Truth be told, I was only being playful. Flirtatious, sure, but I never thought it would lead anywhere. I just wanted to get a rapport with my pretty young neighbor, and hopefully strike up some sort of a friendship with her. Things changed quickly when I saw the way she blushed when I gave her compliments, the way her eyes lit up whenever I was around.

As soon as she was a possibility, there was no turning back. I had to have her. That’s just how it went. For a while, we didn’t talk about our relationship status, or any of that, except for in the bedroom, when she would tell me that she belonged to me, and I told her that she was mine.

The heat was enough to leave me with serious burns, and I couldn’t let her get away. There would be no going back to the time before knowing her, of living without her spark.

Our apartments became one open unit, and we went back and forth, soiling the sheets with the messiness of our love in one room after another. We started going out together, to sports bars at night and out for lunch dates. She switched her membership over to my gym, and we made that a tandem exercise as well. The looks I got when I’d walk up behind and grab her ass, jealous guys half my age who had been checking her out. It was fun, and a definite ego boost.

It might have been too much fun, as I spent less and less time engaged in my work, and more time lost in the land of pleasure with Kayla. Finally, one night on the couch, I brought it up.

“We’d save a lot of money on rent if we just consolidated our apartments.” I said.

“I’ve thought about that, but I think we’d have to get a storage unit.”

“You’ve thought about it before?

“Of course, we already practically live together.” she said, placing her foot in my lap, her telltale sign that she wanted her feet rubbed. I grinned, and gave her a look as if it annoyed me. “Please?”

“Yeah, yeah.” I said.

“Maybe we could get a bigger place. There’s lots of houses for rent around here.” she said.

“Is this another thing that you’ve thought about?” I asked, drawing an adorable expression.

“Yes.”

“Such a good girl.” I said, pushing my thumb along the sole of her foot.

“Is that a yes?”

“You know I can’t say no to you.” I said, moving her foot and rubbing it on my crotch.

“Really?”

“Yeah. I’m month to month here, I’ve been wanting to buy a house. Just been too lazy to look for one.” I said, with Kayla gripping my cock through my shorts with her toes. It took very little for her to get me in the mood.

“You want to buy a house?” she asked.

“Yeah, that’s the plan.”

“Oh. And you want me to live with you?”

“You’re my girlfriend, aren’t you?” I asked, struggling to keep my focus on the conversation at hand with her pretty little feet tugging on my dick.

“I think so.”

“You better be a little more sure than that.” I said.

“We’ve never really made it official.” she said, batting her eyes and smiling back at me. I laced my thumb in my waistband, pulling down until I flopped out.

“Aren’t you my good girl?” I asked, holding myself at the base and presenting. Kayla slid off of the couch, removing her shirt and getting on her knees in front of me.

“Yes, daddy.”

“I’m gonna spoil you, baby.” I said, watching her press her wet lips against the head of my erection, parting them slightly so her saliva could coat it. Looking into her eyes made me drunk, and she slipped them slowly over the head, slurping up her own spit and recycling it onto my shaft as she opened to take it deeper.

“Mmm…”

“Yes, baby. That’s why I love you so much.” I said, letting the words slip in the heat of the moment. Kayla had a mouthful of cock, but her eyes went wide and she shoved her throat down deeper.

“Gluck…”

“Fuck, baby girl. God damn that’s good.” I said, taking hold of her ponytail and control of the pace. She’d only gotten better and better as she became more accustomed to my cock, and knew every little trick that I liked.

“I love you too, daddy. I love you so much.” she said, swirling her tongue and staring into my eyes, worshiping me with such lust that I gripped the couch, completely under her spell. “I love my daddy’s dick, and your big balls, daddy.”

“Good girl, fuck. Don’t stop, Kayla. Don’t stop.” I said, pushing on the back of her head and laying back as she took my balls into her mouth, making slurping sounds and rubbing her face in my sack.

“I won’t, daddy. I love you so much.” she said, slobbering down her chin and digging in. My body tensed involuntarily as her tongue strayed past my taint, eagerly rooting for my asshole and finding the target.

“Baby…”

“Please, daddy. Let me show you how much I love you.” she said, placing her hands under my legs and raising them slightly.

“Oh my God…” I looked at the ceiling, my toes flexing as her warm tongue invaded my ass. She continued stroking until I couldn’t take it, moaning and rimming until my body was flooded with endorphins.

“Mmm…mmm…cum for me, daddy. Mmmm…”

“Kayla.” I said her name, and then blacked out with pleasure. She made me cum so hard that it shot straight into the air, rope after rope of hot sticky cum. Kayla was unhinged, lapping it up and rubbing it between her legs as she climbed into my lap. My world had just been absolutely rocked, and I was still panting and wearing a dumb grin.

“I need it.”

“What? What are you doing baby?” I asked, right as she forced my cock inside of her and started grinding. “Oh, wow.”

“I’m so close, daddy. That turned me on so much.” she said, whimpering and bouncing on my post orgasm cock. I was hard enough to get the job done, but it was so sensitive that I couldn’t help from pulling her down onto me and biting her neck. “Yes!”

“Good girl. Cum for me, baby.” I said, barely hanging on and praying that she could get off.

“Ugh! Ahh! Yes! Oh, fuck, daddy.” her body trembled, shaking as she rubbed her clit and brought herself over the edge. Kayla’s wetness never ceased to amaze me, nor did the way she brought me to life, as I was somehow fully hard again after she finished.

It may have been a big step, going from neighbor girlfriend to living together in a new house, but it was a step I was ready to take with her. There was no fiber of my being that wasn’t completely committed to her, and there was nothing I wouldn’t do to provide for her.

Chapter 5 - Kayla

Johnny really swept me off of my feet. Our relationship felt organic, and true like it was meant to be. Dating an older man was exhilarating, everywhere from the bedroom to the conversations, and I couldn’t believe it when he asked me to move in with him.

It still hadn’t been long since my breakup, but there was no way around it. He was my man, and I was proud to be his girl. While Johnny and I were in the process of house hunting, I noticed that I didn’t feel right. The first time it happened, the feeling passed and I didn’t think much of it. The second time, I felt sick to my stomach, and threw up in my bathroom toilet.

“Oh no.” I said, wiping my mouth with toilet paper. We hadn’t used a single condom, so it shouldn’t have been a surprise, but I guess I was so far gone in my little fantasy world that I really didn’t consider the consequences until they arrived at my doorstep.

Johnny was out for a run when I got home, and my mind naturally moved to the future. Was he as serious about us as he said? Or was this going to freak him out? We’d only been together for a couple months, and things were already moving quickly. I kind of got myself worked up, and he startled me when he got back from his run.

“Hey you.” he said, shirtless and covered in sweat.

“Hey.”

“What’s wrong?”

“Uhm, you might wanna sit down for this.” I said, raising my eyes to his and feeling my nerves kick into overdrive. I loved the idea of having his baby, but only if he wanted it too.

“You’re not pregnant, are you?” he asked, pulling up a chair and sitting down. He saw it in my eyes, and immediately stood up to give me a hug. “Baby.”

“I took a test today.” I said, feeling the biggest sense of relief when his arms wrapped me up. I should have expected as much, as he’d been nothing but great to me from the moment we met.

That was the start of it all, the story of how I met my older man and satisfied all of my daddy kinks, including him being the daddy of my soon to be baby boy. We decided to name him Jack, sticking with the strong tradition of the J name.

There’s still three months before he gets here, and we’re using that time to figure out where we’re going to live. It’s funny because I kind of figured Johnny wasn’t the most wealthy guy, because of him living in the same apartment complex as me, but when we started looking at houses, and he told me our budget, I realized I’d been mistaken.

I would have lived in a tiny efficiency with him, and we would have found a way to be happy and raise our baby boy, but this was even better. I felt like a total princess, fantasizing about my future and all of the possibilities. Being a mom has always been a major priority and goal, and to have found such stability and the opportunity to be a boy mom at such a young age makes me thankful to the point of tears, really.

In the meantime, we’re still as passionate as ever and living at the same places where we first met. Love is a crazy thing, it can come out of nowhere, at the most unexpected times, and it can happen with the last person you’d ever expect. I couldn’t be happier with how my love story turned out.

Free Use In Heat - First Time & Pregnant

Chapter 1 

It was getting late, and the lights had gone off thirty minutes prior. I was trying to read by candlelight when I overheard them, their voices carrying through the duct systems between our units. 

“I don’t want him anywhere near Leia.” 

“Oh, Bill. She just said that he’s handsome.” she said. 

“He’s our neighbor, Margaret. You know how these things go. She’s a virgin, and I want her to stay that way.” 

“Bill, no one said anything about her losing her virginity.” she said. 

“I know, I just don’t trust him, that’s all. Did you see the way he looked at her?” 

“Well, she’s a very attractive young woman. Men are going to take notice of her.” 

“Not on my watch. If we can survive this hell hole, then she can move out and do whatever she wants. Until then, I want you to keep an eye on her, and I don’t want her anywhere near him.” 

“John. His name is John, honey.” 

“I don’t care what his name is, I want him to keep his grubby paws away from my angel.” 

“Dear, dear. Lay down, you need rest for work in the morning.” 

“Yeah, yeah.” 

I smiled to myself, and immediately began thinking of my hot little neighbor Leia. He obviously didn’t realize how fast sound traveled, or else he wouldn’t have given me such juicy intel. 

I’d only moved in a few days earlier, after having finally secured a unit and paid for a year in full. We lived in what were essentially underground storage units, all connected with a system of tunnels. Rent was sky high, but it was far too dangerous to live on the surface. Nuclear war had broken out, and the power grids were systematically destroyed. 

It was called Hamden, consisting of 112 units, ranging from single person units, all the way up to four and five person families. It offered a lot of protection, as it was specifically designed for such a doomsday scenario, and had its own generators and indoor growing systems for produce. It also had its own chicken farm, which produced eggs for the residents. 

Anyway, I got a unit, and moved in next door to Bill, Margaret, and their finer than hell eighteen year old daughter Leia, who was absolutely stacked and had the most ludicrous proportions I’d ever seen, along with porcelain skin and the most beautiful blue eyes. 

She smiled wide when we first met, exposing her braces and dimples, both of which made my cock tingle with urge. I tried flirting with her, but her father had been super overprotective after she introduced herself, hovering around and giving me the eye. 

It made sense that he didn’t like me, as I was thirty two years old and couldn’t keep my eyes off her. She didn’t wear particularly revealing clothing, but there was no hiding that figure. 

I saw her around from time to time, especially at lunch time when we all went to the chow hall for food. They did things cafeteria style, and the food wasn’t half bad. It was only one meal a day, but it was good sized portions and I could always sneak off with a little extra, plus there was a little market if I got really hungry. 

That was the only time I could talk to her, but she sat with her mom and I mostly left her alone. Still, she was the most beautiful girl, and everytime I saw her, I felt compelled to tell her. I was sitting close by one day during lunch, and Leia was wearing a low cut dress with her hair in braids. Her mother got up to go chat with one of the other residents, and I couldn’t pass up the opportunity, so I swooped in. 

“You’re so pretty, Leia.” I said, bumping her with my elbow as I passed by her, taking a seat across from the table and looking into her eyes. She turned red and smiled, brushing a strand of her hair behind her ear. 

“Thanks.” she said. 

“We should hang out sometime, just you and me.” I said, wanting to test her reaction. 

“I’d like that, but my pa ain’t particularly keen on me spending time with boys.” she said. 

“I know. I overheard him talking about me a couple nights ago.” 

“Did you? Whatever did he say?” she asked, her eyes wide and full of wonder. 

“He was talking about how he didn’t want us to be together. I guess he could tell I had a crush on you.” I said, choosing to leave out the part about her calling me sexy for the time being. 

“Oh. When was this?” 

“It was late at night. I could hear your parents talking through the vents. It was pretty disappointing, because I think you’re the prettiest girl in The Hamden.” I said, getting her to chuckle, and blush some more. 

“You’re awfully charming, John. I wish my pa wasn’t so darn strict.” 

“Well, he’s gone everyday until five. You could come over.” I said. Her face scrunched up, and her eyes scanned for her mother. 

“We’d have to keep it a secret.” 

“Of course. I can do that, I just want to spend time with you.” 

“I’m serious, no one can know. My pa would flip his lid.” 

“I know, baby.” I said, placing my hand on top of hers. She bit her lip, squirming in her seat. “But I want you.” 

“This is too naughty, not here.” she said, breaking eye contact and pulling her hand away from mine. 

“But you want me too?” I asked. 

“I mean, I like you. I like the way you make me feel. You’re funny.” 

“You’re adorable. I’m gonna win your father over, and become your husband.” I said, laying it on thick because I could tell she wasn’t used to it by the way her face and chest flushed red. 

“You are not. Quit it.” 

“Come over after lunch. Hang out.” 

“I don’t wanna get in trouble.” 

“Don’t worry, I’ll lock the door.” I said, giving her a grin. 

“My pa is right, boys only have one thing on their minds.” 

“If you saw how gorgeous you look right now, you wouldn’t blame them.” 

“Oh, John.” she said. I caught her mother in my peripherals, approaching from a few tables away. 

“Hi, Margaret.” I said, standing up to greet her. 

“Hi, John. How are you?” 

“I’m doing well. I was just talking to Leia about how we should all get to know each other better, with me being new to the neighborhood.” I said, looking over at Leia, who was truly a vision in that dress. 

“You’re right, we should. Bill gets a little grumpy sometimes, he works a lot, so I don’t know.” she said. 

“Does he work above ground?” 

“He does. There’s so much construction going on right now, trying to build shelters and sustainable living.” she said. 

“Yeah, we’re the lucky ones.” 

“We are. He complains non-stop about it, but if he lost his job, we’d be out on our ass. We're here month to month.” 

“Oh, well, it was really nice talking to you, I’ve got to get back.” I said, unsure of why she was sharing her personal information. It was kind of disheartening, knowing that maybe they’d be forced to move at some point, because it was so much fun having a hot neighbor to look at and pine over. 

Chapter 2 

It didn’t surprise me when she didn’t come over after lunch. She was young and inexperienced, and her parents were super strict about everything. I figured that she enjoyed the attention, but didn’t actually look at me as a realistic suitor. 

I was lost in a book, hours later when I heard the light knock of knuckles rapping against my door, and I moved quickly to the peephole for a look. It was Leia, still wearing the same dress from earlier. 

“Hey you.” I said, opening the door and welcoming her in. 

“I can’t stay long. Mama just left for the market, she won’t be gone long.” she said, leaving the jar slightly ajar and standing beside it. 

“Why’d you come over if you’re too scared to step away from the door?” I asked, playfully teasing her and peeking down her shirt while she took a look outside to check for her mom. 

“I really wanted to see you. I like you, John.” 

“I really like you too, sweetheart. You’re too cute for your own good, you know that?” I asked, placing my hand on her hip and coaxing a chuckle out of her. 

“Oh, John. You make me feel so naughty.” 

“Why’s that?” I asked, standing directly behind her and breathing on her neck. She cooed audibly, biting down on her lip as I pressed myself up against her. 

“I don’t know. There’s just something about you.” she whispered. I kissed her gently on the neck. 

“You make me feel the exact same way. I want to tear all of your clothes off, and make love to you.” 

“John! You can’t say things like that.” 

“And why not?” I asked, sliding my hands down her sides, letting my fingers settle onto her firm ass. She inhaled sharply. 

“What is that?” she asked, stepping away from me and looking down. 

“What?” I asked, confused by what startled her. Her face turned red, and she covered her mouth. 

“I think I should leave.” she said. 

“No. What is it?” I asked, blocking the door. 

“Are you aroused?” she asked, giggling anxiously and glancing down at my crotch. 

“Oh. Yeah.” I said, adjusting myself so I wasn’t pitching such a noticeable tint. 

“Really? From me?” she asked, her eyes raising to meet mine. I smiled, shrugging my shoulders with embarrassment. 

“Yeah. You’re so beautiful, I can’t help it.” I said. Her face lit up at my response, and I could tell it excited her and made her nervous at the same time. 

“Close your eyes.” she said, turning bubbly and overtly feminine. 

“Okay.” I said, letting my eyelids close. 

“Don’t open them.” she said. I wasn’t sure what she was doing, but suddenly, she planted her wet lips on mine, kissing me hard for about one second before breaking our embrace, and scurrying to the door. “He he.” 

“Leia, wait.” I said, getting her to pause right outside of her door. “Why are you leaving?” 

“My mom will be home soon.” she said. 

“I’m gonna miss you.” 

“You too. I’ll see you tomorrow at breakfast?” she asked. 

“Of course, baby. I wouldn’t miss it. Wear something sexy for me.” I said, throwing it out there. It really was painful seeing her leave, as I was left alone and to my own devices for the rest of the day and night. 

Chapter 3 

If nothing else, Leia gave me to look forward to in the morning. They managed to sneak out of their house without me noticing, but I spotted them sitting with a couple of elderly women in the cafeteria, and I kept staring until she noticed me. 

We exchanged smiles, and I made my way through the line, collecting my rice and beans, and a small piece of broiled chicken with green beans. I didn’t want to be too obvious, as I liked having Margaret at least somewhat on my good side, but I sat one table down from them. 

Leia wore a zip up hoodie and sweatpants, and I waited until her mom went to return her tray before sliding over to say hello. 

“Hey cuteness.” I said, drawing a big smile. “I missed you.” 

“You’re so sweet. Guess what?” 

“What?” I asked, as Leia’s eyes scanned back and forth quickly. She unzipped her hoodie, and pulled it open to show that she was wearing a wifebeater without a bra beneath it, sending a jolt of electricity through me that detonated in my balls. 

“I wore it for you. You said to wear something sexy, right?” she asked, letting me soak in an eyeful for another second or two before covering herself, and zipping back up. 

“You’re an actual goddess.” I said, truly drunk off of her beauty. 

“My mom’s coming.” she said, just in time for me to stop flirting and snap back into my role of faux gentlemen. 

“John! Hey! I didn’t think we’d see you today.” 

“It’s crazy, right? All of these people, and I somehow ended up sitting right next to you.” I said, playing it off like it happened by chance. 

“It’s always been a small world, even smaller now.” she said. 

“You got that right. Oh yeah, Margaret, I was meaning to ask you, I’m going to cook my famous beef stew later, would you mind if I had Leia over to help me out?” I asked. Leia’s face went blank, as it was the first she’d heard of it. 

“Uhm, I wouldn’t mind so much, but I don’t think it would be okay with Mr. Fields.” she said. 

“Oh, well, we'll be finished well before he gets home.” I said, pleading with my eyes for her to say yes. She made eye contact with her daughter, and then shook her head. 

“I’m afraid I have to say no. They’re his rules at the end of the day.” she said, the ultimate let down for me. It was getting more and more difficult to pass the nights alone, knowing the girl I wanted was literally right next door. 

“You’re missing out. If you let her help me, I’ll send home leftovers.” I said, making my last attempt at persuading her. It was written all over her face that she was torn, and wanted so badly to let her daughter get out from between the four walls of the converted storage containers we all lived trapped in, but she didn’t have a choice. 

Because of the ventilation, I grew to know Bob a little too well, and was fully aware of his constant freak outs and tirades. He definitely had control issues, an anger problem, and thought of the women in his family as possessions. I actually unscrewed the vent cover, and would sometimes stick a pillow in there to muffle the sound when I wasn’t in the mood to listen to him, and I could only imagine how Margaret felt. 

Five o’clock was the worst, that’s when any chance of seeing her again ended, especially on Fridays, because Bob didn’t work on Saturdays and never left the house. If Bob and Margaret would ever go out and do anything together, even grocery shopping, then I could finally steal a sliver of alone time with Leia, but it never seemed to happen. 

Weeks went by, and my longing for her only grew stronger. I made it so we ate together every morning, except for Saturdays, of course. Margaret was a lonely old woman, and loved anyone who would listen to her talk. She was generally pleasant, and I afforded her extra patience in order to gain her favor. 

I started writing her love letters, as a way to keep me on her mind while we were apart. What started off as a fun and innocent infatuation, driven largely and mostly by my predilection for her appearance had sparked, going up in flames like a wildfire, burning everything in its path. 

Before Leia, I was grateful to be alive, with a place to stay. After knowing her, there was only pain. Residency at Hamden came with a personal email address, and there was open access until the lights went off for the night, at nine. I always checked to see if she’d written, until she told me that her father monitored her account, and would delete any and all emails sent to her by men. 

“Why is he so controlling? Doesn’t he want you to have fun? And meet people, and have a life?” I asked. Her mother was talking to a friend, giving us a small amount of privacy. 

“He only cares that I remain chaste. It’s mad, really.” 

“It’s maddening, that’s for sure. I want to be with you, Leia. You should be mine.” 

“I want that too, my love. But I can’t disobey him.” 

“Not even for love?” I asked, raising my voice enough to draw her mother’s attention. 

“Are you ready, dear?” Margaret asked, getting up from the table. 

“I guess we’ll be going. It was nice seeing you, John.” she said, looking into my eyes for a final time before leaving with her mom. I’d grown used to watching her leave, to wanting what I couldn’t have, but I couldn’t leave it alone. I couldn’t push it out of my head, there had to be a way for us to end up together. 

Unfortunately, Leia wasn’t much of a rulebreaker, and she was terrified of her father disowning her. Even when I promised that I would take care of her, and that she could live with me, she still couldn’t go against her family. I understood, and wished that it could be different. I wished that her father could give me a chance, and see how much I loved and cared about her. 


Chapter 4 

There was a case of the heat in Hamden, a woman in her forties came down with it. She had a husband, and they locked themselves in the room for the day and rode it out without incident. They didn’t give us a lot of details about which type of Heat it was, but we were forced to stay inside for the next five days unless we were leaving for work. 

The cafeteria workers brought our food to our door, and the only time I was able to see Leia were the brief moments while they were dropping it off. If Margaret wasn’t there, she’d blow me kisses, and I’d go back inside to eat my meal in a foul mood. 

After the quarantine, Margaret fell ill, and Leia was able to join me in the chow hall by herself for once. We sat at a table by ourselves, and outside of a few guys trying to come up and talk to her, we were left alone for the first time without supervision, unless you count our two minute encounter at my apartment. 

“Did you hear about Mrs. McGwire coming down with the heat?” I asked, making small talk. 

“Oh, yeah. It’s terrible. My dad said he saw her husband Stevo, and that he had a huge smile plastered on his face about it.” she said, chuckling at the thought. 

“Lucky man.” I said. “I wish you’d come down with it, then maybe I’d finally get to put my hands on you.” 

“Oh, John. Don’t say that.” she said, touching her neck and turning away. 

“What? It’s the only thing that makes it feel better, from what I hear.” I said. 

“I know, it’s just, I don’t know. Talking about this with you makes me feel peculiar.” she said. 

“How so?” 

“Well, it’s a funny feeling in my stomach. And it tingles between my legs.” she said, speaking softly and glancing around to make sure that her words weren’t overheard. 

“You know what it does to me.” I said, grinning. 

“Are you feeling it right now?” she asked. 

“I am. I always feel it when I’m around you.” I said. Her tight shirt hugged her assets, and I felt my urges kicking on from breaching the subject. 

“Really?” 

“Everytime I set my eyes on you.” I said, causing her to blush and break eye contact. I loved that about her, she was so innocent, so reactive to every little thing. 

“You’re bad.” 

“I am not. It’s perfectly natural to want the woman you love.” I said. She again looked into my eyes, letting out a sigh and placing her hand in mine. 

“I love you too.” 

“I love hearing you say that.” I said, raising her wrist, and placing a kiss atop her hand. 

“It’s true.” 

“I can’t wait to hear you say that while I’m inside you.” I said. 

“John! Oh my.” 

“You have no idea, Leia. I want to do the worst things to you.” I said, getting hard in my pants under the table. 

“Like what?” she asked, her voice weak like she was nervous to hear the answer. 

“Like take you into my place, and lock the door. Turn out the lights, and throw you down on my bed.” I said. Leia squirmed in her seat, biting her lip and staring into my eyes, lingering on every word that left my lips. “Rip off your clothes, and kiss all over you, your sexy little toes, and long, slender legs, and that pretty little spot between your legs, the place where no one else has ever touched you. I want to kiss it, and make you feel things you’ve never experienced before.” 

“Oh, John. Wow. This is making me want to kiss you again.” she said, her palms sweating in my hands as she shifted nervously in her chair, constantly checking around us to make sure our privacy was intact. 

“I want that too.” I said. 

“Keep going. What else would you do to me?” she asked, her eyes full of wonder, not wanting the fantasy to end.  I could hardly think straight, I wanted her so badly. 

“I’d go down on you until I couldn’t take it anymore, until I had to be inside you. Then I’d take off my bottoms, and climb on top of you, and tell you to spread your legs for me.” I said. I could hear Leia breathing, and her eyes zoned out. 

“Yes. I’d do that for you.” she said. 

“I’d look down at your body, and tell you that I love you as I slipped it inside.” 

“Oh my gosh. I’m so tingly, I can’t take it.” she said. 

“I’d fill you with my cock, and feed it to you with my hips, harder and harder while you trembled beneath me.” 

“John…please. I can’t.” she said, looking back at me with doe eyes that melted me in an instant. 

“I don’t wanna stop.” 

“I know.” 

“I wanna cum for you. I want to claim you, and make you mine.” I said. Leia pulled her hand away, awkwardly laughing as she stood up from the table. 

“We should go. My mother is waiting.” 

“Yeah, yeah. Let me walk you home.” I said, grabbing her tray for her. Before we made it back home, I grabbed her ass and pulled her against me. 

“What if someone sees?” she asked, looking up at me. 

“I don’t care.” I said, leaning in slowly, until our lips were pressing together, and that familiar feeling of need swept over me. My hands groped furiously at the soft flesh of her backside, and I pulled her against me, grinding my cock against her as our tongues swirled together, moving one of my hands to her luscious breast before she finally pulled away. 

“That was nice, but we have to go.” she said. 

“Of course.” I said, smiling and walking faster to catch up to her. She tried to sneak off as we came to our units, but I grabbed her again, pulling her in for one more kiss. 

“My naughty boy.” she said, touching my nose with the pad of her finger and pursing her lips. 

“My good girl.” I said. 

“That’s right.” 

“I love you.” 

“I love you too.” she said, waving and blowing me a kiss before disappearing inside. It was bittersweet, I finally got to kiss her, only to have to watch her leave again. 

Chapter 5 

I always knew it when Bob came home, because I could hear his voice through the vents. 

“Both of you now? Good Lord, what am I supposed to do?” he asked, storming around complaining. “I can’t even have the house to myself while my wife is in heat, and I can’t skip work tomorrow. Steven got canned for missing a day last week, and that was because his mother died!” 

“I’m sorry, honey. We didn’t mean to catch it.” Margaret said. My eyes perked up, and I set my book down and crept over to the vent. The closer I got, the easier it was to hear them. 

“I know that, it’s just, Jesus Christ. What am I supposed to do with Leia tomorrow?” he asked. 

“I’ll keep an eye on her.” 

“You know how it gets, Margaret. She’s not leaving this house tomorrow, not to go to the chow hall, nowhere.” 

“Of course. I’ll stay back with her, and keep an eye on her.” 

“I’m going to the market. I’ll be back.” 

“Why?” 

“I’m buying some rope, duct tape, everything I need to tie her up.” 

“What? That’s crazy talk, Bob. She’s 18, we can’t tie her up and lock her inside.” she said, pleading. 

“Oh, yes we can. I don’t trust her, and I don’t trust him.” 

“Who? John? Oh, Bob, you’re blowing this out of proportion.” she said. 

“I’ll be back. I want her tied up all day tomorrow, until it passes.” 

“Are you going to report it? That we have the heat?” 

“I haven’t decided yet. I was really hoping she wouldn’t catch it, but it’s too late. I can’t let her throw her life away, Margaret.” he said. I felt my place shake when he closed the door, and I sat back down on my bed. 

“She’s in heat? Oh Lord.” I said, running my fingers through my hair, contemplating what to do. I couldn’t just leave her there, tied up and forced to suffer through the heat without relief. 

At the end of the day, there was nothing I could do. Even with Bob leaving for work in the morning, I couldn’t get to her. Margaret would never let me inside her place, and definitely not while her daughter was in heat. 

I fell asleep with my mind still racing, trying to figure out a way to capitalize on what was happening. All I needed was a moment alone with her, and I knew that she wouldn’t be able to resist consummating our love. 

It was earlier than usual when I woke, springing to my feet and quickly checking the time in a panic. It was six thirty, the same time Bob typically left for work in the morning. I climbed up onto my end table, and put my ear up to the vent to see if I could hear anything. 

“Ugh…mmm!” it was Leia, and she was loudly moaning. She sounded muffled, like he was choking her, or gagging her somehow. 

“Be careful, Bob!” Margaret said. 

“I’m trying, but she won’t stay still. I don’t want you to move until I get home, do you understand?” 

“Bob, you’re going to hurt her wrists. Please be careful.” 

“Yeah, yeah. I need you to take this seriously, Margaret. Keep an eye on her, and don’t let her out of your sight.” 

“Yes, Bob. I understand.” she said, her voice full of stress. My heart was pounding in my chest, knowing that my girl was all tied up and there was nothing I could do to help her. 

“I have to leave, Margaret, I’m gonna be late. Please, do not let her escape.” he said. 

“I won’t, baby. Don’t worry.” she said. I listened closely, and could hear Leia struggling and the door shutting behind Bob. He was gone for the day, and they were alone. I had to do something, and I started pacing back and forth, knowing that I was on borrowed time. 

It was time to go eat, and I still didn’t have the slightest clue of how I was going to get myself in front of her. And then, I heard the door slam shut next door, and I ran to the peephole to check. It was Margaret, and she was going to get food without Leia. 

“Yes. Go, go, there ya go.” I said, watching until she was out of sight and then stepping out. She locked the door behind her, and there was no way around that. I went back inside, and looked at the vent. Technically, it was large enough for me to fit inside of, but I wasn’t sure if I could squeeze through, or if I’d eventually get stuck trying to make it over there. I could also destroy the duct itself, which would get me in huge trouble. 

“Fuck it.” I said, throwing my screwdriver between my teeth and climbing back up towards the vent. It was a bit smaller than I thought, and it took all of my strength to pull myself into the opening. 

The duct was wide enough for me to lay flat, and I started army crawling through it towards her house. I could hear myself breathing, and the metal duct did everything in its power to rob me of any stealth ability. 

“Leia! I’m coming!” I said, sweating as I pulled myself toward the light, moving in small sections and grunting with each pull. There was a ninety degree left turn, and I had to finagle my body and squeeze in my stomach. “Ugh…” 

As I pulled myself around the corner, there it was. The vent. I pressed my face up against the angled grill, and peered into her house from above, and spotted her right away, wearing shorts and an oversized t-shirt, with ropes around her wrists and binding her ankles together. 

“Leia!” I said, trying to get her attention. She started wiggling, and managed to turn her body in my direction, bringing her duct taped mouth into view. “Baby! I’m coming. I’m coming.” 

Fuck, Fuck, Fuck. The damn screws are on the wrong side! My screwdriver was rendered useless, but it was too late to turn back once she saw me. I think it was too late to turn back, period, as there was no realistic way for me to turn myself around in the narrow tunnel. The only way out was through their place, so I started jamming the back of the screwdriver against the corners of the vent, trying to knock it loose without completely damaging their house. 

“Mmm! Mmm!” she said, muffled by gray tape but still calling out for me. Her eyes were wide, and I was gripped with fear because I had no idea when her mother would return. Based on what Bob had said to her earlier, I doubted she would take her time at the chow hall. 

My plan was working, but it was too loud and not happening quickly enough. 

“Fuck it. I’m coming baby!” I said, taking hold of the screwdriver with both hands and going to town, forcing my way through and knocking the vent cover down to the floor beneath me. Their place was set up completely different from mine, and there was nothing beneath me to stifle my fall. 

“Mmm!” she hummed, her eyes wide and looking up at me. The ceilings were only about eight feet high, but when you’re going face first onto a hard floor, that’s plenty high enough to make a butthole pucker. 

“Cowabunga.” I said, making a cross over my heart and saying a quick prayer. It was terrifying, but I couldn’t chicken out in front of Leia, especially not in her moment of need. I pulled myself to the edge, poking my head and torso through until I toppled out, doing about a half a front flip on my way to the ground, landing flat on my back and knocking the wind out of myself. “Hmmmpf!” 

“Mmm…mmm..” Leia said, fighting like hell against the ropes. I tried to help, but I couldn’t untuck myself from the ball I was curled up in. I gasped for air, trying to catch a breath as my eyes welled up with tears. 

“Fuck that hurt.” I said, my voice coming out funny because of the fall. I turned away so she couldn’t see me in pain, and waited it out a couple seconds until I could get control of my breathing. 

“Baby, what happened?” I asked, going straight for the tape, and removing it like a band-aid. She gasped for air, taking short, jagged breaths. That’s when I noticed that she was clutching a pillow between her thighs, grinding against it with heavily dilated pupils. 

“I don’t know. My dad did it, I woke up to him tying my wrists together.” she said. 

“Do you feel okay?” 

“Yeah, I’m fine. I came down with a fever yesterday, same as my mom, but I slept it off.” she said. 

“I’m gonna try to get these ropes off.” 

“Okay.” she said, grinning at me. “Thanks for coming. You’re like my knight in shining armor.” 

“Speaking of which, I should take you back to my castle. Your mom will be home soon.” 

“You’re right. We should go.” she said. I looked up at the vent, and scrambled around to find the screws. I’d pretty much destroyed the holes, but I was able to put it back on the wall so it wasn’t obvious someone had come through there, and then I went straight to work on the ropes, finding them to be tough, strong, and well tied. 

“Let’s just go. Come on.” she said. I gave up on the ropes for the time being, and hoisted her to her feet. The pillow dropped from between her legs, covered in a huge wet spot. 

“What’s that?” I asked reflexively, only realizing the answer as I picked it up from the ground. “Oh.” 

“I think I have it, John. The heat.” she said, falling forward because of the ropes. I caught her, and lifted her up like a sack of potatoes, tossing the pillow onto her bed, and draping her over my shoulder to carry her the rest of the way to the front door. 

“Let me make sure she isn’t close.” I said, unlocking it and pulling the door open to peek outside. The coast was clear, and I locked it before pulling it shut behind me. 

“Thank you, John. Thank you so much.” she said. My heart was pounding, because I knew how much trouble I could get in for breaking into their house. Hamden had very little tolerance for mischief, and was known for kicking people out if they couldn’t follow the rules. 

There was a huge sense of relief when I tossed her down onto my bed, and locked my door. At the very least, I wouldn’t be caught in the act. I could explain myself. I could hide inside, away from the problems my kidnapping her would surely cause. 

“Baby.” I said, climbing into bed and again looking over the ropes. I didn’t have a knife sharp enough to cut through them, and Bob was apparently some sort of knot tying expert. “They’re really snug.” 

“I know. It’s okay, baby. I just want you.” she said. The rescue itself had become so intense that my adrenaline was still flowing, and it didn’t set in until I saw the way she was looking at me that she really did have a case of the heat. 

We’d all heard about it, and of the way it sometimes affected the people who contracted it. People referred to it as the breeding disease, as it could strip its host of inhibitions, filling them with unheard of levels of arousal. 

“I want you too.” I said, feeling my body react to her sensual tone as I looked her up and down, completely bound and helpless before me. After being locked away from me for so long, suddenly she was my captive. I leaned in to kiss her, and was shocked by the aggressive passion she released the moment we touched. 

“Mmm…” she moaned through our locked lips, shoving her tongue deep into my mouth and swirling it around. My mind became cloudy, and I groped her chest through her t-shirt, feeling myself rising to full attention. 

“I need to get you free.” I said, breaking our kiss and looking around my unit, trying to think of how I could get the ropes off of her. 

“Not now. We’ll figure it out later, after we finish. Please.” 

“But you’re all tied up.” I said. 

“You told me that if you got me alone, the first thing you would do was throw me on the bed and tear my clothes off.” she said, batting her eyes. I didn’t need a second reminder, and went straight to work, pulling her shirt over her head until it was at her wrists, frozen by the sight of her breasts, perky despite their massive size. 

“Leila, fuck.” I said, yanking her shorts down to her ankles, and running into the same problem with not being able to pull them over the ropes. I laid her down onto her back, and brought my lips to her swollen nipples, unable to restrain my hunger any longer. 

“Ugh, oh, yes, baby. That feels amazing.” she said, whimpering and pressing her chest into my face. Her hands were behind her back, and my hands were full of her perfect tits, alternating back and forth and tasting something sweet on my tongue. 

“Leia, you’re lactating.” I said, pinching her between my fingers to make sure. Droplets of white, creamy milk emerged, falling down her breasts in multiple strands. 

“It’s from the heat. They’re so sensitive, John. Please keep sucking.” she said, her brows turning up as I returned to milking her. It wasn’t something that happened to every woman in heat, but it was a known and common occurrence. 

“God, I love your tits.” I said, squeezing her breasts and suckling intently. 

“I want you to take it.” she whispered. I raised my eyes to meet hers, still latched onto her puffy nipple, providing suction and extracting as much of her delicious cream as possible, and gulping it down eagerly. 

“I’m going to, baby. Don’t worry. No more waiting, you’re mine now.” I said, taking off my shirt, and starting on the front of my pants. 

“I wish my hands were free.” she said, watching as I slowly lowered my bottoms, allowing my erection to spring out dramatically from behind my waistband, settling inches from her lips. 

“You can still use your mouth.” I said. Because of the ropes, she couldn’t spread her legs for me, so I decided to lay down in front of her, and flip her onto her stomach. “There we go, I like that.” 

“I can’t believe this is how I’m going to lose my virginity.” she said, chuckling at her own predicament, face down and tied up, with me grabbing her by the ponytail, and pushing her face between my legs. 

“Don’t worry, baby. I promise I’ll take care of you. We’ll do it every way that you can think of.” I said, staring down at her as she began sucking on my nuts. I rubbed her hair, watching as she parted her lips, wrapping them around the head of my cock. “Oh, yeah. I like that.” 

“It’s so big. It’s gonna choke me.” she said, giggling and trying to bob for it without hands. She slurped it back up, and started sucking until it popped loose again. 

“I’ve waited so long for this.” I said, looking down and soaking in her beauty. It felt completely surreal, and that’s when I remembered what I’d done to get her back to my place, and that her mother was probably already home looking for her. Leia didn’t seem to have a care in the world, other than hungrily consuming my cock, and rubbing her face in my crotch until her chin was dripping with saliva. 

“I think about you when I touch myself.” she said, sticking out her tongue and rubbing my head against it. Pleasure was ringing through me, and as beautiful of a sight as it was seeing her with a mouthful of my cock, I couldn’t go another moment without being inside her. 

“That’s so sexy, baby. It’s time.” I said, letting her take a final gobble before pulling it away. 

“I’m so ready for this. I need it.” she said, her eyes following me as I made way around behind her. 

“What kind of dirty talk do you like?” I asked, grabbing a handful of her hair and pushing her face into the pillow in front of her, staring down at her round little ass and putting my cock into position. 

“I don’t know. I’m a virgin.” 

“Not for long. You’re going to give it to me.” I said. 

“Yes sir. I want you to take me.” she said. 

“Do you wanna be daddy’s good little girl? Or do you wanna be daddy’s naughty little whore?” I asked, squeezing my fist around her hair and pushing the tip against her hole. 

“Ugh! I wanna be your good girl, daddy.” she said. 

“Yeah, that’s my sweetheart. Do you wanna feel my cock in your little virgin pussy?” I asked, still rubbing it up and down between her lips, teasing it at her entrance and pressing against her hymen. 

“Yes, daddy. Please.” 

“Do you know how angry Bob would get if he heard you calling me that?” I asked. She started wagging her ass back and forth, pressing it back against me, and trying to swallow the tip. “No, no. Not yet.” 

“He would hate it. I love how much he hates you.” she said. 

“Me too, because it means he knows what I’m gonna do to you, and he can’t take the thought of it, so he chooses to hate me.” 

“Nothing he could ever do would keep me from you.” 

“Good girl. I like hearing you say that.” 

“I’m not his anymore. I’m yours now, daddy.” she said, her pussy visibly squeezing, so wet that it didn’t seem possible. I’d heard that girls in heat were wild, and that their bodily functions could get out of control. 

“Yes, baby. That’s right. You’re my good girl.” 

“And your slut, daddy. I’ll be anything you want me to be. I’ll do anything for you. Anything you tell me to.” she said, begging uncontrollably and trembling beneath me. It was a great feeling of power, knowing the control I possessed over her in that moment. 

“Do you promise?” I asked. 

“Yes, daddy. I promise. I promise.” 

“I want you to show me. Show me how obedient you are for me.” 

“Yes, daddy. Please.” 

“You have to give me not only your virginity, but ownership of your body at all times. I want it to be mine, like a possession. I want free use, and complete obedience sexually.” I said, whispering directly into her ear as I pushed my cock through her hymen, grunting as I felt her insanely tight squeeze gripping my length. 

“Yes!” she said, calling out as her eyes went wide. Her walls stretched around me, forced to accommodate the first cock to enter her. 

“Leia, God damn.” I said, working it in and out slowly, my cock quickly becoming soaked by her wetness. 

“Guhhh unnnghh…” 

“Do you like that, baby?” 

“Yes. Oh, gosh. Don’t stop.” she said, moaning as I increased the pace, thrusting into her, her pussy squishing as my dick displaced her juices. “Oh, John, baby. Oh my God, yes! Right there! Oh, yes.” 

“You have such a tiny little pussy, Leia.” 

“It’s yours, daddy. Only yours.” 

“Good girl. I love the way it grips me.” I said, looking down between us as I bottomed out, finally laying claim to my Leia in the most primal way. Despite being tied up, and never having had sex, she was an absolute handful, expressive and enthusiastic to the point that it was out of character. 

“Heh heh heh, yes daddy.” she said, slobbering and looking up at me as I took it from behind. Our bodies were covered in sweat, but it was the furthest thing from our minds. 

“Flip over.” I said, grabbing the ropes on her wrist and turning her onto her back. She raised her legs up high, my eager and willing love slave. “Whenever I want you, however I want you.” 

“Yes, daddy. Only for you.” 

“I want you to do the dirtiest things for me, things that would make your father sick to his stomach if he knew you did them with me.” I said, rubbing the soles of her feet on my face and looking down at her milky tits, so engorged that droplets of milk were leaking from her nipples without any stimulation at all. 

“I’ll never say no to you, John. I promise.” 

“You’re gonna be my little free use slut next door. Say it.” 

“Your free use slut.” she said, giggling dimly as I entered her. Leia was impossible not to stare at, and I knew that I’d never grow tired of looking at her. Her big naturals bounced freely beneath my pumping hips, culling me like a bug to light. I latched on, licking and sucking, pulling her warm liquid onto my tongue. 

“Open your mouth.” I said, squeezing her breast and letting milk fill my mouth before recycling it into her mouth. “Swallow.” 

“Gulp!” 

“I’m going to make you do that with my cum someday.” I said. 

“Yes sir. I want to. I want to drink it.” she said, her eyes unfocused and going cross. Her mouth opened as I continued thumping, and saliva dripped from the tip of her tongue as she organically encompassed the ahegao face to a tee. “Ughhhh….ehhh….unnnghh….” 

“Oh, fuck. I can’t stop it, baby. I can’t stop, I’m gonna cum.” I said, my entire body swelling with pleasure. 

“Gunhhhh…” she whirred unintelligibly, gyrating beneath me but completely offline as I went into hyperdrive, humping her furiously as I arrived inside her. 

“Leia…” I said, fading into serenity as waves of bliss boomed through me like bombs, my body shaking as I emptied my seed inside of her fertile virgin womb. Her body started convulsing, and she squirted all over my cock, over and over with milk dribbling from her tits. “Leia?” 

“Ugh hnn…” she kept twitching, and I feared I may have killed her, until a smile spread across her face. 

“I love you.” I whispered, giving her a kiss on the cheek and cuddling up behind her. I knew that I was likely in huge trouble, might even lose my place, but it was well worth it. There would be no more keeping us apart, that much was sure. 

“I love you.” she said, her voice faint and soft. There was a knock at the door. 

“It’s gotta be your mom.” I said. 

“Don’t tell her I’m here.” she said, nearly catatonic, and completely unconcerned with the emergency at hand. 

“Well, I know that. Here, I’m gonna cover you up. Be quiet.” I said, pulling the blanket up and searching for my clothes. 

Knock, knock, knock! 

“One second!” I said, taking a final look around to make sure nothing looked suspicious. You could barely see my bed from the door unless you were really looking in, and Leia wasn’t moving an inch. I pulled my shirt on, and approached my front door, unlocking it and pulling it open. 

“John, I can’t find Leia. Have you seen her?” 

“Leia? No. I wasn’t feeling well, so I skipped breakfast. I figured she went with you.” 

“No. She’s sick too, and I wasn’t supposed to let her out of my sight. Oh, boy, this isn’t good, where could she be?” she asked. 

“I don’t know, maybe she went for a walk, or to the market?” I asked, trying to get her attention elsewhere. 

“Oh, I don’t think so, but maybe so. I think I’ll head that way. Please keep an eye out for her, I must find her before Bob gets home.” she said, full of worry and making me feel awful. 

“I will, Mrs. Fields. Good luck.” I said, closing my door as she went off in search of her daughter. I found it interesting that she didn’t bring up the fact that she was bound with ropes. I locked the door, and went back to bed with a lot on my mind. I had to figure out some way to deal with all of this, and Leia was in no state to be of any help, fucked completely senseless and lost in la-la land. 


Chapter 6 

I sent an email to my buddy Randy, asking if he had some sort of a handsaw that I could borrow. The first order of business was getting the ropes off, as it would be terrible optics if I were to be caught with a young woman in my unit, missing and tied up.

Luckily, he got right back to me, and said I could swing by and grab it. He was on the other side of Hamden, but it was only a five minute walk. Leia had already passed out, so I gave her another kiss on the cheeks, and headed out.

Randy had a sturdy little saw that would be perfect for the job, and I told him that I had to cut some ropes off of my unit that were left there by a previous tenant. We chatted for a couple minutes, but I made sure not to get caught up, and jogged straight back to my place. Leia was highly intoxicating, and it only took one hit of her to get me addicted.

I came up with a whole plan on the way home, to write a note for Margaret, and leave it on her door before she got home. I was going to tell her that I ran into Leia, and that we were going for a walk, and would be back before five. It completely slipped my mind when I stepped inside, and saw that my naked angel was wide awake, and licking her chops for another round.

“What’s that?” she asked.

“This is how I’m gonna set you free.” I said.

“Ropes or not, I’ll always be your prisoner.” she said, looking into my eyes. “I knew you would rescue me.”

“Of course, baby. You’re my world.” I said, getting behind her and getting to work, being careful not to rub up against her skin. She was so precious and beautiful, it felt wrong even risking it, and I knew it would kill me to hurt her in any way.

“Is it working?”

“Like a charm, just be still, sweetheart.”

“Yes sir.” she said. There were a lot of ropes, and I cut through them one at a time until her hands were free, and she immediately grabbed my cock through my pants.

“Woah, now. I still gotta do your ankles.” I said, but it was too late, as she’d already pulled my waistband down, and was kissing the head of my cock.

“It’s so big, I love it.” she said, her eyes sparkling with desire as she licked from the base to the tip, smiling up at me.

“You’re so pretty.” I said, completely forgetting about any plans that didn’t involve fucking my new princess into oblivion. “Lay on your back, and lift your legs up for me.”

“Anything you say, sir.” she said, flipping over so that her face was positioned under my balls, a position with serious perks.

“Ugh, baby. That feels so good. Look at you, such a good girl. You like sucking on my big balls, don’t you?” I asked, causing her to chuckle innocently.

“Yes, daddy. I just want to serve and obey you.”

“Good girl, don’t sucking.” I said. Leia took hold of my cock, pulling on it while taking my testicles into her mouth. She lifted her legs like I instructed, and I got to work on the ropes securing her ankles. It was a bit easier, as there was a clear path for my saw, with less of a chance of cutting her. Not that Leia let it remain easy, wiggling herself further beneath me, and letting her curious tongue explore my taint, sending a shiver through me.

“Mmm…” she moaned, rubbing her clit as her tongue found my asshole, circling around and pressing firmly against it.

“Leia, Jesus.” I said, tickled deeply in a completely novel way. I sank my weight down onto her face, realizing a fantasy I didn’t even know I had. Never would I have thought that a virgin would be the first girl to eat my ass, but she was in heat, and completely without inhibitions, eagerly making out with my asshole while I cut through the final of her ropes, finally freeing her for the taking.

“You saved me, John. You really did it.” she said, rubbing her ankles where the ropes had been.

“Of course I did. You always save the princess.” I said. “Now that you’re free, I want you to sit in my lap.”

“Oh yeah?” she asked, running her fingers through her hair as I laid down, holding my cock for her as she climbed on. “I’ve never done this.”

“Just sit down on it, and start grinding.” I said, her jiggling tits appearing right in front of my face. “Oh, wow. Hi.”

“You’re silly.” she whispered, wiggling slightly until she found the spot. “Oh, God.”

“Mmhmm!” she purred, dropping her weight until her hips found mine.

“It’s so tight, Leia.”

“It’s yours, daddy. Remember? That’s your tight little pussy.” she said, throwing her head back as she grinded back and forth. I groped her breasts, admiring them and paying them proper respects.

“I’m gonna miss it if you stop lactating.” I said, squeezing milk onto my tongue. It was so erotic, seeing her in such a state of sexual depravity, watching her ride my cock with reckless abandon.

“Then get me pregnant, he he.” she said, her ass slapping down against my thighs. Her wetness was such that it dripped from our seal, running down my balls and onto the sheets.

“Careful what you ask for.” I said, holding her hips and thrusting from the bottom. I loved the way she squealed for me, and I bounced her on my cock until she was flushing red.

“Oh, fuck. John! Oh! John…”

“Yes, that’s my baby. Cum for my cock, baby. Good girl.” I said. She pressed her breasts together, with my face in the middle, her legs shaking as I worshiped her tits, thrusting violently until she squirted again, her warmth spilling onto my lower stomach and sending me over the edge.

“Don’t stop! Fuck, daddy. Don’t stop!” she screamed so hard that her voice went hoarse, eagerly taking another thick, gooey load of hot cum. I gripped her ass cheeks with both hands, digging in as I pulsed inside her. The intensity of the orgasm made me forget to breathe, and I nearly passed out before finally gasping. Even Leia’s laugh sounded horny, as she slid my cock out of her, and laid down beside me, leaving a stream of sticky semen behind her.

“You were so worth the wait.” I said, staring up at my ceiling without a care in the world. I knew there would be consequences, but I was willing to face them with her.

“You didn’t have to wait that long.” she said.

“No, but it was still painful.”

“I know what you mean. I’m not a virgin anymore.” she said, giving me a sarcastic high five.

“I’m the last man you’re ever going to sleep with.” I said, posted up on my elbow and admiring her messy haired beauty.

“Yeah, because my dad is gonna kill me when he gets home.” she said.

“Yeah, about that. What should we do?” I asked. I guess I fucked enough of the crazy out of her that she could somewhat return to normalcy, as she seemed to understand that we were in something of a predicament.

“Maybe I should just shower, and go home. My dad won’t be home until five.”

“What if she already told him you’re missing?” I asked.

“She wouldn’t, she’s gonna keep looking until the last possible minute. My dad is a bit of a lunatic, and he would lose it if she called him and told him that I wasn’t at the house.” she said.

“I mean, it’s up to you.”

“He’s gonna be mad about the ropes, and grill me about how I got them off and who I was with.” she said.

“Well, you can tell him you were with me. I don’t mind.” I said.

“Not a good idea.”

“He’s gonna find out eventually.” I said.

“How?”

“I mean, we are dating now, right?” I asked, trying to sneakily make her my girlfriend. A smile spread across her face, and she lit up just like I’d hoped.

“Are we?”

“Leia, will you be my girlfriend?” I asked, taking her hand and placing a kiss atop it.

“I’d be honored.” she said.

“And just to make sure, I have full free use privileges.” I said.

“Of course, daddy. I’ll never take that away from you.”

“Well, we’ll wait until our first fight to see about that.” I said. “Go hop in the shower, let’s make this dropoff as smooth as possible.”

“Good idea. I’m not telling mom that I was with you, I’m just gonna say that I was out and about, hanging around and wasting time.” she said.

“Alright, baby. I love you.” I said. Leia crawled out of bed, and walked on her tippy toes to the bathroom, her plump little bubble butt swaying with each graceful step she took. My eyes remained glued on her backside until the door closed behind her, and I couldn’t help taking a moment to thank the good Lord Jesus Christ himself for the good fortunes he’d bestowed upon me.


Chapter 7

I had some wet wipes, and gave myself a little bath while she showered to wipe the smell of sex off of me. While she was still in the shower, I decided to peek my head out, but there was no sign of Margaret so I went to knock on her door. No answer, I figured she was still out searching for Leia, so I went back inside.

In the minute or two that I was outside, Leia had emerged from the shower, and was lying butt naked in the center of my mattress after I locked the door and turned around, with her ankles tucked behind her head and rubbing herself.

“One more time before I go home?” she asked, raising her eyebrows. She stirred my blood flow, so effortless in her power over me.

“Fresh out of the shower, that’s way too yummy for me to say no to.” I said, taking my shirt off, and reversing the process of putting my clothes on.

“Oh my God.” she said, biting her lip as she rubbed her pussy.

“What baby?” I asked, hopping into bed with her and soaking in the sight of my flexible little pretzel girl in heat, my new girlfriend and the object of my obsession.

“You. I’m so lucky.” she said, staring down at my cock as I walked over to her on my knees, replacing her hand with mine and letting my fingers slip inside of her warm, sticky little hole.

“I’m the lucky one.” I said, slapping my dick against her pussy, and watching her squirm with anticipation. We started kissing, and my lips moved to her neck, and then lower, pressing against her soft chest and traveling down the center of her stomach. “It’s so pretty.”

“Thank you, daddy.” she said, looking down at me as I began kissing her bald kitty, isolating her clit and lapping away. I pushed two fingers inside her, finally finding the use of my shake weight training as I finger blasted her as hard as I could.

“Yeah, you’re gonna cum for daddy. I’m gonna make you so addicted to me that you can’t even think straight. I’m going to turn you into my secret little nympho slut.” I said, rubbing the pads of my fingers furiously over her clit, quickly bringing her orgasm as she quivered helplessly, her hands on her ankles, holding them up by her head as she screamed in agony.

“Ughhh! Yes, fuck! Oh God….ahh! Ahhh!” she squealed as her pussy spurted with clear juices, trembling as her body somehow produced more and more liquid, dumping it into one big darkening spot on my mattress.

“Good slut, just like that. You do what daddys says.”

“Yes! Anything daddy, ahh! Oooh, fuck. It’s so sensitive.”

“I know, sweetheart.”

“Ehh!”

“It’s okay, baby. Just let go, let yourself cum.” I said, causing her to drop her feet and arch against me. I pushed her legs apart and lowered myself between them, way too turned on by the loss of her control of bodily functions not to have a taste.

“Oh, John. Oh my….Ugh, I can’t…ugh! Fuck. I can’t stop…cumming…”

“Mmm hmm…” I moaned, slurping up as much of her as I could, drinking it down without hesitation. I’d never felt so attracted to someone, so deeply bonded so quickly. She was mine, and there was no question about the matter.

“Please, oh. Please.” she said, panting to catch her breath, still shaking uncontrollably after I stopped going down on her.

“I need it.” I said, spreading her legs apart and placing myself at her glistening opening. She was so sensitive that she jerked as I put it back on, sighing heavily as I power thrusted down into her.

“It’s so good, daddy. I love the way you fuck me.”

“Yeah, that’s why you’re my girl.” I said, slipping my thumb into her mouth. She sucked on it like it was my cock, staring into my eyes as I pummeled her.

“I love you, daddy. Harder. I want it. I want it.”

“You might my cum?” I asked, grunting as she laced her ankles around my lower back.

“Yes, daddy! Yes! Cum in me, please!”

“Baby, fuck. I’m so close.” I said, clamping onto her nipple and providing hard, steady suction, gulping down her flowing milk as I emptied my nuts into her womb once more. “Ugh! Ugh!”

“I can feel it, daddy. Fuck, that’s gonna make me cum.” she said, calling out. There was another knock on my door, this time much more aggressive than the first. I zoned it out, nibbling her puffy tip as she fucked me from the bottom, fighting for every bit of pleasure she could retrieve.

“God, I love you.” I said, running my fingers through her hair and kissing her on the forehead.

Knock! Knock! Knock!

“Leia! Are you in there! Open up mother fucker!” he yelled. It was Bob.

“Fuck.” I said, still buried balls deep in his daughter’s cum filled cunt.

“Police! Open the door!”

“Oh, no.” she said, covering herself with her arms and scampering off towards the bathroom, picking up her clothes on the way and closing the door, leaving me to deal with the mess.

“I’m coming! One second!” I yelled, trying to buy myself a moment to at least cover myself up. My underwear was nowhere to be found, but I stepped into a pair of sweatpants, still sweaty when I unlocked my door. There were two police officers with Bob, and he was fuming.

“Where is she?” he asked.

“Woah, woah.” I said, putting up my hands as they stormed inside.

“You’re going away for this, buddy. This is kidnapping!” he said.  As he looked around, his eyes stopped at the wet spot on my mattress, and the truest look of horror that I’ve ever seen spread across his face. The police officers looked around the unit, and the bathroom door opened slowly, causing everyone to freeze in place.

“Hi.” she said, emerging fully clothed, her hair still a complete mess, and her mascara streaked down her cheeks like black tears.

“Leia! What did he do to you?” Bob asked, sprinting for her and wrapping her up in his arms. The cops looked at me, both taking a step in my direction at the same time.

“No! He saved me.” she said, pushing Bob away and jumping in front of the cops, wrapping me up and using herself as a shield.

“What are you talking about?” Bob asked, raising his voice and stepping in front of the police.

“He tied me up, and put duct tape on my mouth while I was asleep. I swear! After he tied me up, he went to work!” she said, pointing at Bob.

“Sir, step back.” one of the cops said, placing his hand on his firearm as Bob grabbed hold of Leia, trying to pry her off of me. I tightened my grip, and pulled her away from him as the cops grabbed him by the arms.

“This is bullshit!”

“It’s true.” I said. “I heard her calling for help, and crawled through the vent to save her.”

“Did you try the door?” the cop asked, raising an eyebrow.

“No one answered, but I kept hearing it. I could tell it was her.” I said. The cop took out his pen and pad, and started writing something down while the other cop escorted Bob out of my apartment, and began questioning him.

We all gave our sides of the story, and they went and talked to Margaret, before deciding to arrest Bob on multiple charges. It was an epic moment, as Bob lost his shit and made a complete full of himself, going as far as spitting on one of the officers while his hands were in cuffs.

“I swear to God, if you lay one finger on my precious daughter, I’ll end your fucking life!” he said before being dragged away. Margaret was still delirious because of the heat, and Leia somehow managed to convince her to let her stay the night at my place, so she wouldn’t catch the heat herself.

Chapter 8

By the morning, I was as exhausted as I’d ever been, my entire body drained of every last drop of vital energy reserves. We stayed up all night, going at it over and over again.

Never in my life had I engaged in such mind blowing, dirty, relentless sex. My dick actually started hurting, and I had to be cumming dust into her vagina by the time the sun was coming up, and she finally fell into slumber.

There was more knocking on the door, but I was too tired and ignored it. When I woke up at almost three, Leia was gone, but the smell of sex still lingered in the air. I lumbered to my feet, still a bit confused and tired, and went to the bathroom. There was a note.

Dearest John,

This has been without a doubt, the best days of my life, and I can’t wait to spend the rest of my days with you. I’m over at mom’s, come see me.

Yours and yours only, forever,

Leia Fields

“Adorable.” I said, placing the note down and taking a long, well deserved piss. I could smell her pussy on my cock and balls, so I decided to take a quick shower before heading over to say hello.

Margaret and Leia were fully recovered from their little bout of the heat, and there seemed to be an understanding that Leia and I were together, as she didn’t flinch when Leia sat down on my lap, and gave me playful, sweet kisses while we talked.

“Bob is getting sentenced tomorrow. He’s looking at 30 days, minimum.” she said, placing her palm on her forehead.

“I’m sorry.” I said, unsure of what to say, other than maybe don’t tie your daughter up with ropes and duct tape her mouth shut. It all seemed pretty avoidable to me.

“It’s not your fault, sweetie. This was bound to happen, one way or the other. He’s too controlling, he needs to learn to let her live her own life.” she said.

Bob ended up getting 60 days, and by the time he came back, Leia was already pregnant. We played it off, and our day to day schedule changed in a big way, because I could only see Leia while he was at work.

Free use remained in full effect, and I made a point of defiling his daughter in every way imaginable while he was at work. I’d grown pretty close with Margaret, and I felt bad for her, having to deal with such a grumpy old man. We kept our relationship a secret, but he kept getting angrier and angrier, almost like he could sense the change in her, and knew that she was no longer chaste.

One day, while he was at work, Margaret broke down and told me that they were going to lose the place. Bob was happy just to keep his job, and said they’d find somewhere else to live, but it was very unsafe out there.

“How far behind are you?” I asked.

“Two months, from the two months he was in jail.” she said, sobbing.

“Margaret, don’t worry. I’ll pay it.”

“You will?” she asked, looking up at me with hopeful eyes. She just wanted to keep the unit, and continue living in safety.

“Leia’s safety is my job.” I said. “But I want her hand in marriage.”

“Oh. Oh my. Well, you’re gonna have to take that up with Bob.” she said.

I waited for him to arrive back home, stoned faced and angry as always. When he came in the door, he threw his bag down on the floor.

“They didn’t approve my overtime, God dammit!” he yelled, spinning around to see me sitting there in his living room. “What in the hell? Why is there another man in my house?” he asked, screaming and turning red.

“Bob! Settle down, he’s our neighbor.”

“What are you doing here, John?” he asked, getting control of himself but still breathing angrily.

“I wanted to strike up a deal with you.” I said.

“Oh yeah? What kinda deal?” he asked.

“Would you mind if we stepped outside?”

“Of course.” he said, giving Leia a stern look before following me.

“Margaret told me about rent.”

“Oh, did she? You better not be fucking my wife.” he said, holding up a finger and stepping closer.

“Sir, no. Of course not.”

“What’s the deal?” he asked, narrowing his eyes. There was a faint smell of whiskey on his breath, and I backed up slightly.

“I’ll pay the money you owe on rent, but I want Leia’s hand in marriage.” I said.

“Ptooey!” he spit onto the floor, and shook his head.

“She’s too valuable, besides, what would she want with a man like you?” he asked, spitting again.

“You’d have to ask her that, sir. I’ll pay the rent for the rest of the year, but that’s my final offer. If you don’t take it, I’m gonna marry her anyway, and you’ll be empty handed.” I said, putting my foot down and telling him how it was going to be. He looked me in the eye for the first time, and took a deep breath, and then extended his hand.

“Fine, for the whole year,” he said.

“Yes sir.”

He wasn’t happy when Leia started showing, and came pounding on my door, swearing like crazy and saying ‘I knew it!’, over and over again. Once he cooled down, we actually started to get along on some level, or at least, he came to tolerate me once he saw the way I treated her, and the way she looked at me.

I paid their rent for the year, and then we had a small ceremony in the cafeteria, because Bob insisted that no daughter of his would be giving birth without already being wed. So that’s where we are now, two months out from Leia giving birth to our first son, little baby Walker.

Forbidden - So Much Older

Chapter 1 - Jack

I’d known Kelsey for years, and we’d developed a playful rapport over time. She was friend’s with my daughter, and definitely my favorite.

She had a vibrant personality, and confidence that seemed to rub off on Sarah, who was more of a silent wallflower before they met. Kels was outgoing, with a naturally domineering personality type. In a lot of ways, I think their opposite dynamic is part of why they got along.

I also liked having her around because she wasn’t into any of the other vices younger people sometimes fall into, she lived a healthy lifestyle and took pride in it. She was good in my book.

When they left for college, I figured it was the last I’d see of her. Sarah stayed in state, but Kelsi went to a university in California. We had a couple get-togethers and cookouts to wish them both off, and that was that.

During those last couple parties, Kelsey treated me differently. I’d even say that the way she looked at me changed, forcing me to contemplate her in that light as well.

It was almost overwhelming having her turn that sort of attention in my direction. She wielded such a strong presence, and her eye contact was intense and unwavering. Plus, I’d known her for a long time and I’d never received that treatment. She broke down the established dynamic of our relationship so effortlessly, feeding me compliments and giving me seductive glances.

She’d always called me by my first name, Jack. Out of the blue, she started calling me ‘daddy’, she even did it right in front of Sarah, who hardly took notice. I could tell by the way she was acting that she was testing me, pushing the boundaries to see if I would make a move on her. She made my face flush red, and I became instantly attracted to her. It was like she’d been playing coy all along, waiting for her opportunity to let me know she was available.

It took me by surprise, and I played it very cautiously. I didn’t know what to actually think about it, or what her intentions were. The only thing I could think of was that she was going to try and seduce me before heading off to college, something I knew in my heart I lacked the willpower to resist if she kept on.

“Are ya’ gonna miss me daddy?” she asked, swirling her tongue around a lollipop and staring into my eyes. Her bathing suit was inappropriate, and her hair in pigtails turned her into the ultimate little sexpot. She was almost too comfortable in her own body, knowing full well the feelings of lust she was capable of inspiring with her supple young body.

“Sure. I’ll miss you dirtying up my pool, eating all my snacks, and being loud at random hours of the night.” I said.

“Oh, hush. You know you love me and are gonna miss me.” she said. It was all so new, the overt sexuality. Sucking on a lollipop with pigtails, calling me daddy, staring into my eyes, and generally just staying in my vicinity no matter what was going on around us.

Whatever she was doing, it was working. There was a pressure between my legs, and impure thoughts manifested everytime I looked in her direction. The pretty little toes, painted pink and looking like candy.

I kept noticing the little things about her, like the tan lines of her regular underwear, and her tiny waist, things I hadn’t noticed before because I’d never really ogled her like that. Her tight little ass, lean stomach, and shapely legs. I could see through her bathing suit top that her nipples were pierced, the same with her tongue. I started thinking about tasting both.

Everything about Kelsey screamed sexuality, gripping me by the balls at a biological level. A blindfold is the only thing that could have saved me from my natural reaction, and I wasn’t the only one. There were dads at the party, some hiding their stares behind dark shades, others openly scanning as she walked past, popping her hips and showing off her tanned flesh.

I’ll never forget pulling back into my driveway after dropping Sarah off at university. For one, I’d just sent my daughter off to college, and so I wouldn’t be seeing her again for a while after living with her for so many years. It was supposed to be my first night alone, living as a bachelor.

Instead, Kelsey’s car was still parked in my driveway when I made it back, even though she was supposed to have left three days earlier. I went inside, and saw no sign of her. My heart rate spiked, as it was silent in the house but I knew she was there somewhere. My mind jumped to risque conclusions, fantasizing about her soft skin pressed up against mine.

I walked through the living room, and then to the backdoor. That’s when I saw her, laying out in the backyard, tanning by the pool in a micro bikini that would have made me uncomfortable if she weren’t so damn nice to look at.

“Hey daddy!” she said, sipping on some sort of iced drink in a glass. It was 3 pm, and I wasn’t sure what was going on. “I missed you. You took forever to get home.”

“What’s going on?” I asked, giving her a look.

“I just wanted to work on my tan.”

“Yeah, but I thought you were supposed to be headed to California by now.” I said.

“Actually, I decided to take a year or two off before I go to school.” she said, laying on her stomach with a thong bottom and her perfectly arched feet waving behind her. 

“Oh, yeah. I don’t know if that’s such a good idea.” I said, still in dad-mode and trying to give her advice.

“Oh, daddy. Don’t be such a fuddy duddy.”

“A fuddy duddy?” I asked.

“Yeah. I’m young, I have my whole life to figure out what I wanna do. Right now, I just wanna relax and hang out.”

“Of course you do.” I said, shaking my head. “But where are you going to live? Where are you going to work?”

“Well, if you go put your trunks on and come hang out with me, I’ll tell you.” she said, being extra girly, flirtatious, and sticking her tongue. My eyes scanned her smooth, oiled legs, and the emergence of her tongue ring sent another chill straight through to my hardening cock.

“Fine.” I said, letting out a sigh. Honestly, I didn’t have anything better to do, and I felt nothing short of compelled to be near her. “Let me go change. I’ll be right back.”

Goodness, what is going on here? Kelsey has never been anything but sweet and respectful, and now she’s practically naked and flirting like crazy. She’s doing it on purpose. God damn, those little pink toes. Is this really gonna happen? Can I actually do this?

Sarah is gonna kill me, but I can’t stop myself. I fucking have to have her.

I took deep breaths, and tried to think about something else. The image of her delectable young body was fresh in my mind, and all I could think of was taking her inside, stripping her down, and making her into my personal little fuck slut.

“Fuck.”


Chapter 2 - Kelsey

I didn’t tell anyone about my plans because it was too hard to explain, nor did I really want to. Some things are better left unsaid, and skipping college because you have a secret Fans Only account that was making a couple grand a month, and a massive crush on your friend’s much older father both fell under that category.

I couldn’t imagine telling people about the page, even though it was just feet and tit pics without my face on them. I felt the same about my feelings for Jack, at least until they were reciprocated. It was all very muddy water, so I put on my galoshes, fully prepared to wade through it.  

Jack was my friend Sarah’s dad, and I’d had a thing for him for longer than I care to admit. The only person who really knew about it was Sarah, and it really didn’t seem to bother her. She also didn’t know that I planned on acting on it, which may have slightly changed her view. We both had crushes on older guys from time to time, and it had always been harmless.

I’d always been only somewhat interested in school, but around graduation, my desires shifted. I wanted to have a baby, and a committed relationship. I wanted to focus on my family. I didn’t think that was too unreasonable, at least if I could pull it off.

I started a Fans Only, amassed a little over a thousand subscribers, and suddenly made enough to easily afford my own apartment, bills, insurance, etc… It changed the way I thought about things.

Would I rather go to college, study my butt off for 4 years and then go into a field where I’d be required to continue working my butt off for the rest of my years, or start a family? As long as the father was Jack, I wanted the latter.

I’d only dated guys around my age, and never really had the courage or desire to flirt with men who were much older than me. Most of my subscribers were between thirty five and fifty, and I found myself getting along quite easily with them. They always had money, weren’t immature, and most of them were respectful despite the context of our relationship. That’s really when my kink for older men was born, and guys my age stopped appealing to me.

As great as some of my subscribers were, and some of them were actually quite handsome, none captivated me in the way Jack did. He was so easy to get along with, and gave off such a strong protective vibe. He was a great dad, and always treated me like a princess because I was friends with his daughter. In my eyes, he was twenty four karat.

And he was hot. Really fucking hot. There were always suitors vying for my attention, but he could have taken it at any moment just by saying the word. I knew that he didn’t really see me in that way, but I felt confident I could make him see me that way. I’d always been a bit conservative around him, and on my best behavior so I could make a good impression on him.

But I was an adult woman, single and available, and I felt that I deserved to be seen that way.

He was the first person I told about my plan to skip school, partly because I was at his house uninvited, and partly because he was the other half of my plan, he just didn’t know it yet.

Jack didn’t seem to mind my presence, and joined me poolside as soon as I made the request. I put myself on full display, wearing a bikini that was practically made out of dental floss.

I’d been getting into the mode of flirting with him for  days, making me more and more confident. Jack held strong, remaining playful without flirting back the way I wanted. Things had changed, though, as Sarah was away at college, and he was a single man living all alone. I wanted to see if he still had the same willpower.

“Alright, you. Let’s hear your little plan.” he said, his voice startling me. He sat down on the lounge chair beside me.

“Before I go into all that, do you care if I ask you a question?” I asked, turning over and taking a sip of my sprite.

“Shoot.”

“I never see any women over here, how come you aren’t seeing anyone?”

“Well, I’ve been in single dad and business owner mode for a while now,” he said, his gaze straying to my chest.

“You’re so successful and hot. And tall.” I said, batting my eyelashes for a reaction.

“Oh, thanks.” he said, pawing the back of his neck and looking around. “I’ll find someone,” he said.

“Or someone will find you.”

“Okay. So what’s going on Kelsey? Why are you laying beside my pool instead of driving to California?” he asked.

“You promise you won’t judge me?” I asked.

“Yeah.”

“I started a Fans Only like 6 months ago, and now I’m making five thousand dollars a month.” I said. “And I kind of just want to enjoy life, find myself a man, and pop out a couple babies.”

“Wait, back up. Five grand a month? That’s awesome. What is Fans Only?” he asked.

“It’s like…a content site.” I said.

“Very nice. A little entrepreneurial spirit, I like that.” he said, beaming with pride. It made me feel bad, because he had no clue what it actually was. I couldn’t seduce him if the whole thing was built on a lie. 

“Well, full disclosure here, it’s nudes. It’s a subscriber based model, where guys sign up to buy your content, and send you messages, stuff like that.” I said.

“So you’re like a…. digital stripper?” he asked. Hearing the word made me cringe, but it made him laugh. “That’s kind of cool.”

“Really?” I asked, surprised by his reaction.

“I mean, it makes sense. You don’t have to go to the club, don’t have to deal with the degrading comments and creepy guys in person, and you still get paid from the safety of your own home.” he said.

“Thank you!” I practically shouted. “You’re the only person I’ve told about this. Most guys think it's slutty, or whatever.”

“I mean, it is sex work, but it’s kind of the safest way to go about it. Do you have your face in the photos?” he asked.

“No.”

“Good. I’d just watch out for that. People distribute your content, it ends up all over the internet. It’s up to you, but that might be something that causes future bother.” he said.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Like when your kid is twelve years old, and his friends are looking at old naked pictures of his mom,” he said. I felt a weird feeling move through me, as I’d never considered it like that before.

“Ew.” I said.

“Oh Kelsey.”

“Oh Jack.” I said.

“You’re certainly young and beautiful. It’s a commodity that people are willing to pay just to look at.” he said, staring off into the backyard with the sun beating down.

“This is why I like older men, so insightful.”

“Stop calling me older, I’m only 39 years old.” he said.

“I’m 19.”

“Yeah.” he said, shrugging. “Definitely older than you.”

“But not like, too old. For me.” I said, looking over to admire his manly physique.

“So wait, is your strategy to find an older man and give him babies?” he asked.

“Pretty much.” I said, grinning right back at him.

“If I didn’t know any better, I’d say you were trying to seduce me.” he said.

“Well…” I said, smiling. “It would be kind of a perfect fit, would it not?”

“How so?”

“We get along great, and I’m already friends with your daughter. Do you not want any more kids?”

“I haven’t really thought about it, but I wouldn’t be against it. With the right woman.” he said.

“Hi, I’m Kelsey.” I said, extending my arm for a handshake. “And I’m the right woman.” he took my hand in his, and raised his eyebrow.

“You’re messing around.”

“Am I?” I asked.

“You better not be. Sign me up.” he said, his hand engulfing mine and making me feel extra small and vulnerable. His eyes said it all.

Chapter 3 - Jack

Kelsey became a fixture at my house, showing up whenever she pleased, usually bearing gifts. When I pulled into my driveway, her car was the first thing I looked for. I craved her presence, finding myself disappointed on the rare occasions she wasn’t around. I loved spending my time with her, flirting, lusting, getting to know this new side of her.

She made me feel young again, and desired. And I damn sure desired her. At first I tried talking myself out of it. I told myself she was too young, that people wouldn’t approve of our relationship, and that it might not work out. I reminded myself that I only knew her because she was friends with Sarah.

None of it worked. The feelings remained, no matter what I told myself. Her body, her stare, she was my infatuation, my obsession. Even the tone of her voice turned me on, and I imagined her moaning and whimpering my name, laying beneath me and giving me what I wanted. The possibility felt so real, even though it was a total fantasy.  She was always around, and we were always alone at my house.

I knew she wanted me, she wouldn’t have made so many comments about us as a couple if she didn’t. Even though she played it coy at times, the tension was always there.

My patience was dwindling, I had to make a move. I wanted to figure it all out first, to sift and sort through my feelings, to process what was taking place and make sure I really liked her, and that my overwhelming desires weren’t completely driven by lust. If we were going to be an item, I’d have to trust her as my partner. It wasn’t something I took lightly, as I assumed there would be plenty of ramifications just from dating the nineteen year old friend of my daughter.

Kelsey didn’t make it easy, dressing proactively, and playing the girlfriend role to perfection. Having her around transformed my life, putting a pep in my step that wouldn’t go away. Energy levels went through the roof, and I was just generally more motivated.

It was more than the mere presence of her beauty alone, she was also taking care of me. Kelsey halfway moved into my house without asking, and made it worth it in every way except for one. I’d get home from work, and my laundry would be neatly folded on my bed, the kitchen sparkling clean, and the toilet freshly scrubbed. She even push-mowed my front yard, which is no easy task and had to take her at least a couple hours.

The longer she stayed, the more we got along, and the more I wanted her. It reached a boiling point after about a week of constantly fantasizing about her, and spending my nights sleeping alone, fantasizing and masturbating about what I wanted to do to her. It was too much, making me cum so hard that I was cross eyed, and leaving me wanting the real thing.


Chapter 4 - Kelsey

I had a month to month deal on a studio apartment. It was easy to afford, and I liked having my own place. It made me feel grown up, and independent. Most of my friends went to college or were working full time, which left me with way too much time on my hands. My entire focus shifted to Jack, as I wanted to show him how good I could be for him. 

I was laying in my bed one night, and realized that we really only spoke in person. I had his number, and I’d called him a few times asking trivial things, but I’d never really texted him. I caught him checking out my feet once before, so I started things off by sending him a picture of my freshly pedicured feet, with white french tips.

Kelsey: What do you think? Cute huh? ;)

Jack: Very pretty.

Jack: What are you doing tonight?

Kelsey: Hanging out by myself, needing cuddles. :(

Jack: Same.

Kelsey: If only there were some obvious solution to our conundrum.

Jack: Well, I’ve never had to invite you over before. I figured you’d already be here if you wanted to be.

Kelsey: That’s not fair. We’ve never had a sleepover. I’ve been hoping you’d ask.

Jack: Would you like to spend the night with me?

Kelsey: You’re not gonna make me sleep on the couch are you?

Jack: Of course not. Cuddles, remember? You sleep with me.

Kelsey: Daddy…

Kelsey: I’m on my way.

It was too easy. All we needed was a little bit of space to introduce the idea directly, almost like we’d both been thinking about it non stop. I wondered if I could have seduced him sooner, or if the attraction was the result of the building tension caused by our constant close proximity.

I took a military style shower and skipped my hair, and then threw on some sexy pajamas before getting in my car and heading for his house. He lived right across town, less than ten minutes away.

When I arrived, he was waiting at the door to let me in.

“Hi.” I said, feeling a little shy all of a sudden, knowing full well what was about to take place between us. There was a feeling between us that was so obvious you could feel it in the very air of the space we occupied.

“Hi angel.” he said, calling me that for the first time. He was wearing a robe, hopefully with nothing underneath it. “Did you want something to drink?”

“No, I’m fine. I just want your cuddles.” I said.

“Well come get them.” he said, lacing his fingers in mine and leading me to his bedroom. It was after 11, and his room was dimly lit. I crawled into bed first, and watched him disrobe into his boxer briefs.

“Oh, wow.” I said, looking him over as he joined me beneath the covers. “You’re such a hunk.”

“Hunk? I haven’t heard that one in a while.”

“Just trying to keep it age appropriate for you.” I said.

“Oh hush.” he said, draping his arm over me and pulling my ass into his crotch.

“This is nice.” I said, nestling myself against him and isolating his penis between my cheeks.

“So nice.” he whispered, placing a few baby kisses on my neck. “I can’t stop thinking about you lately.”

“That’s so sweet. I feel like we’ve gotten super close lately, and I love it.” I said.

“Me too.” he said, continuing to kiss my neck and inner ear. Chills rolled up and down my spine, and a pressure appeared that only he was capable of soothing. “My little cutie pie.”

“Daddy.” I whispered, arching my back as his stubble tickled my skin.

“I want you Kelsey.” he said. I turned slightly as the words left his mouth, and looked into his eyes.

“I want you too.” I said.

“You’re so pretty.” he said, placing his nose against mine, looking down at my lips. Jack pressed his lips against mine, and fireworks went off inside my head. The passion erupted the moment our lips came together, and our cuddle session broke out into a full on makeout session.

“Ughn.” I moaned, wrapping my legs around his waist as he pressed his hips down onto mine, slipping his tongue into my mouth as I was overtaken by moment. It felt so right, filling me with arousal like never before.  It was like a dream coming true, and even though I could taste him, it still felt surreal.

“Take these off,” he said, lacing his fingers in my waistband, and slowly dragging my underwear down my thighs to my ankles.

“Yes, daddy.”

“Such a naughty girl.” he said, supporting my ankle with his hand as he slipped my panties off. “It’s bad that you call me that. You shouldn’t. I’m old enough to actually be your father.”

“You’re also old enough to do other things. Like get me pregnant.”

“Baby, you can’t say things like that.” he said, spreading my legs and looking down at my sex.

“Why not?”

“Because I can’t tell you no.” he said.

“Oh, daddy. I can’t resist it anymore. I can’t help it that I love you.”

“I know, sweetheart. It’s mutual.” he said, grinning as he lowered himself, dropping his head down between my legs and filling me with a rush of anticipation.

“Such a pretty little pussy.” he said, kissing my inner thighs and dragging his nose over my clit. “Mmm…”

“Oh.” I whimpered, squirming uncontrollably beneath him as he kissed and licked. He continued teasing, going painfully slowly, and inhaling my scent.

“So little, and pretty.” he said, letting his fingertip graze over my clit ever so softly. It made me ache for him, but he continued to force my arousal to build.

“Please.” I said, moving my hips and trying to grind against his face.

“Say it again. Beg for daddy’s touch.”

“Oh, Jack. Please kiss it, daddy. I need your touch.” I said, my nerves tingling as my desire reached a fever pitch. He exhaled, blowing softly against my sex and latching his arms under my legs.

“I’m gonna enjoy this way too much.” he said, placing soft kisses on my lips leading up to my clit.

“Please.” I said, arching against him. My body practically seized when he put his mouth on me, skillfully isolating my clit and rhythmically stroking it with his tongue.

“Mmm…”

“Oh God. Jack.” I ran my fingers through his hair, savoring every sensation he sent spiraling through my body.

I’d spent some much time imagining that moment, picturing our first time together. Even my own fantasies paled in comparison to actually having his face between my legs, his warm lips pleasuring me to my core. He enthusiastically consumed me, feasting on my flesh like I was his personal delicatessen.

“It feels so good.” I said, gripped by our passion and staring down into his eyes.

“Mmm hmm…” he moaned, smiling with a mouthful and never missing the mark. He brought me to the edge, making me squirm and squeal uncontrollably until I was calling out, thrashing beneath him as my mind melted into mush, my thoughts replaced with desperately wanting.

“I need it, daddy. Let me have it.” I said, still sensitive and vibrating like a tuning fork. All of my inhibitions fell away, and I spread my legs as he climbed on top of me, having removed his boxers and taken hold of himself by the base.

“I love when you cum for me.” he said, placing himself at my opening and massaging it around. I didn’t need a warmup, and pulled his length inside me, kissing his mouth and tasting my own juices. 

“It’s yours.” I said, my brain short circuited from my orgasm. Jack pushed his hips against mine, burying himself into my tightness and laying powerful claim to my body. His endowment proved challenging, stretching me as he worked it in and out, all while hitting spots that made me grunt like an animal.

“Oh my God. It’s so tight.” he said, dipping it in and out and staring down between us, watching himself take me. Chills moved through me as his body slapped against mine, going deeper with each hard thrust. His girth forced me to accommodate him, filling me until I was swelling up with pressure once again.

“Ugh! Oh! Oh! Ughn…” his bare flesh bottomed out inside me, and I clenched down around his hardness while he hammered his way towards making me cum, kissing my breasts, and neck, and whispering dirty nothings into my ear.

“Mine.” he said, lifting up my ankles by my head and somehow plunging even deeper inside me. He felt so strong and animalistic, and I laid helplessly beneath him while he took me.

“Yes…”

Kelsey…” he sighed, looking down between us to watch himself entering me over and over. “That’s my good girl.”

“Daddy…I love it. I love your cock.”

“Good girl. You make me feel so good.” he said, increasing the pace and power of his thrusts.

“It’s so hard. Your balls, daddy.” I said, feeling them slap against me. 

“Look at your little toes.” he said, holding my feet by his face and kissing my soles as he grinded against me. “So pretty.” his lips wrapped around my toes, sucking and maintaining eye contact without breaking his rhythm. I’d never really understood the foot thing, but seeing him worship my soles and toes with such fervor made me feel like a princess.

“”Ugh! Ugh!” I screamed, my fingers dug into the sheets, holding on for dear life as he pounded away. “Oh my God!”

“Good girl, cum for that cock. Cum for daddy’s big dick.” he said, biting my neck at the exact moment he made me climax. It was the same as before, a powerful wave that couldn’t be stopped, sweeping over me and clearing out every last bit of tension.

“Fuck.” I whimpered. Jack finished me off, and then slowly lowered my legs. My eyes were closed, and everything was spinning in the best possible way.

“Turn over for me.” he said, a command I executed without hesitation.

“Yes daddy.” I said, getting into position. It was what I wanted, to get on my hands and knees for him, to let him fuck me into I couldn’t even think.


Chapter 5 - Jack

I watched in awe as she settled into position, her firm ass wagging back and forth, begging for me to take it. Her body was lean and fertile, culling a lust inside me I forgot existed. Even in the dark, her immense wetness glistened from the light pouring in from the hallway.

“Kelsey, you’re my perfect little fuck doll.” I said, scanning her body as I stepped up to take her.

“Yes, daddy. I want you to take it.” she said, her voice soft and feminine. She looked back at me with doe eyes, showcasing how irresistible she really was. I pressed myself into her once more, her tightness clamping around my girth as I shoved it deep enough to make her squeal like a good little slut.

“Good girl.” I said, taking a handful of her hair and using it as a handle to help me bounce her on my dick. It may have been way too soon, and extremely reckless, but I had no intentions of pulling out. I couldn’t, it was too good. She pulled me under her spell, making me lose myself completely.

“Yes!”

“Kelsey, fuck. You’re gonna make me cum.” I said. Every last drop of my cum was going to be dumped into her womb. If she wanted a baby, then that’s exactly what I would give her. 

“Ugh! Ugh! Oh my God, daddy.”

“That’s my good girl. You like that daddy dick, don’t you, baby?” I asked, sending my palm across her asscheek just to hear her whimper for me.

“Yes daddy! I love your big cock.” she said. Finally getting to see that side of her, helping her unleash the naughty little brat that I knew she had inside her sent me over the edge. I gripped hips, sinking my fingers into her soft flesh while she twerked her sweet little ass for me. A feeling of possession swept over me, she was finally mine, and only mine.

Our grunts and dirty nothings were the only sound that filled the room outside of the rhythmic smacking of flesh. Squishy noises emanated from our tight seal, and I could feel her wetness dripping from my swinging balls.

“Kelsey! I’m gonna cum.” I said, crossing my absolute threshold for arousal. My cock pulsed, swelling up inside her as pleasure as I let loose.

“Please, please, please!” she begged, arching her back and throwing herself against me. It was the most intense eruption, bulging my eyes as I became a slave to my own pleasures, pumping her full of hot cum without regard.

“Baby!” I called out, holding her in place as I emptied myself. Her pelvic muscles squeezed tight, milking my hard throbbing cock of each sticky rope of cum as it pumped into her. “Kelsey…fuck.” my erection continued to spasm sporadically inside her, and a wave of euphoria washed over me.

“Daddy.” she sighed, collapsing flat onto the bed, panting to catch her breath as a warm smile spread over her face. I grabbed her ass with both hands before sliding in beside her.

“Hey, baby.”

“I love your cuddles.” she said, wiggling into place while I kissed her soft cheeks, humming with post coital bliss and wanting to hold onto her forever.


Chapter 6 - Kelsey

I’d severely underestimated what he was capable of in the bedroom. He did something I couldn’t do for myself, and that no one else had ever done. It was like he knocked all of the stress from deep within my body, healing me and making me whole again.

We clung to each other throughout the night, and I rested my hand on his thick penis, playing with it until he woke up, again and again throughout the night.

I didn’t realize how much I could enjoy giving oral, but I started gagging myself on him and actually liking it. He placed his hand on the back of my head, making me look up at him while struggling to take him.

“My balls, baby.” he whispered, gently urging me lower. I did as I was told, growing aroused as I rubbed my face in them. They were so big and soft, juicy and sensitive. I loved making his toes curl, and began sucking harder until he took hold of his cock, stroking while I sucked.

“Mmm…” I slurped relentlessly, beckoning his dominant, dirty talk.

“Good girl, yeah. Worship daddy’s big balls, show me your obedience.” he said, taking a handful of my hair and spitting onto his cock. “Yeah, you’re gonna make daddy nut.”

“I want it, daddy. Don’t waste it.” I said, climbing up into his lap, and letting him put it in me. I started riding, soaking wet already from the forceful blowjob. He was throbbing hard when he entered me, and began thrusting violently from the bottom, rocking the bed and bouncing me up and down.

“Yes, baby. That’s my little cumslut. Ride it, baby. Ride that cock.” he said, surprising me with how vocal he was in the bedroom. We came simultaneously, and I was lost in my tingles as his hard dick fed me another thick load of sticky cum.

I didn’t spend another night at my apartment, only going back and forth to slowly retrieve my things. Our sleepovers were a nightly occurrence, and there was nothing tame or wholesome about them.

We became very affectionate, all the time, even when he took me out for lunch, or to the movies. Our bond grew stronger every day, and people started telling us how cute we were together.

When Jack asked me to be his girlfriend officially, the timing couldn’t have been better. I’d just found out that I was pregnant, and came clean to Sarah about the seriousness of Jack and I’s relationship. At the end of the day, she was still a great friend, and the last thing I wanted was to alienate her. She responded with an LOL, saying that it didn’t surprise her in the least. 

We spoke on the phone later, and she really seemed happy for both of us.

“It’s not like you didn’t warn me.” she said. I told her about everything, the whole story, and she thought it was adorable. “As long as you and dad are happy, I’m happy.”

“Yes, of course I’ll be your girlfriend.” I said, jumping into his arms for a big sloppy kiss. “Also, I’m pregnant.”

“You’re kidding.” he said.

“You’ve cum inside me multiple times a night for the past month. Are you really surprised?” I asked, garnering a smile.

“Not at all. I guess we have some planning to do.” he said.

“I guess we do.”

And that’s how I got my fairytale ending. The man I wanted, the life I wanted, and the family I’d been dreaming of. It all started with one bad decision to skip college, which has since been rectified.

I’m taking classes online while I’m pregnant, and contemplating my future. The options are near endless, as Jack’s business has only continued to profit and grow. If things keep growing at the same pace, we’ll be millionaires in a couple of years.

And I say “we” because I’m officially engaged to be married. It was our four month anniversary, at the best restaurant in town, and he got down on one knee, in a suit, and my heart melted right then and there. It was over, I was his.




Massive - So Much Older

Chapter 1 - Megan 

My summer looked to be a complete drag, with nothing to look forward to except for staying on campus while everyone else went home, and working long hours just so I could afford to pay for my classes for my second year. 

A month before school ended, my then boyfriend Cameron broke up with me via text, saying that he wanted to be single and explore his options, as he was going on a big rock climbing trip over the summer with “his boys”, and I guess he figured he was going to get laid. 

It wasn’t so bad, as we weren’t working out anyway. We’d been seeing each other for about six months, but it hadn’t turned serious and we were already getting on each other’s nerves. Plus, the sex was terrible. The problem was that the campus was a complete ghost town in the summer, and there was no nightlife to speak of for a 19 year old girl. 

The university was a three hour drive from my house, so I could still go back occasionally and see my parents and friends, but for the most part, I would be working, trying to pay my rent and save for tuition at the same time. I knew it had to be done, I just wasn’t looking forward to it. 

I’d been working as a bartender all year, but the lifestyle was starting to wear on me. At least over the summer, I wanted something more relaxing, so that I could find a routine for myself and settle into some type of normalcy, as my freshman year had been one continuous, messy, drunken, wild, stupid year. With as much fun as I had, I saw no reason to repeat it. 

I hadn’t expected to go through a partying phase at all, but having my freedom for the first time was too intoxicating not to go explore. Still, I struggled with work and school, and I was always tired. The speed of my life made everything into a blur, and Cameron didn’t help because he wanted to drink every night. With all of my friends and classmates home for the summer, I wanted to put myself through a hard reset, and be settled into a functional routine by the time classes started back up again. 

It wasn’t until I landed a job caring for the elderly that I finally quit the Whiskey Tab Grill and Taphouse, because it was steady hours and amazing pay. It might not have completely replaced my income, but it required less hours, and I could return to a normal schedule instead of sleeping in until four pm everyday. 

My friend Alicia told me about the gig, as she’d worked it the year prior. It was twenty five an hour, and I would go to clients’ homes and assist them with whatever it was that they needed. She told me it wasn’t always easy, as many of the patients had dementia, or couldn’t walk, or worse. I needed the money, and when I got my schedule, I couldn’t have been happier. 

“So it’s just one patient?” I asked. 

“For now, yes.” she said, the HR lady at the company that hired me. “His name is Jack Carrigan, he’s 62 years old, just underwent his second serious knee surgery, so he’s going to be bedridden for about a week.” 

“Oh, okay. So what will I be doing?” 

“Bring him food, drinks, help him get to his walker if he needs to use the restroom, maybe a sponge bath every four or five days.” she said. 

“Alright. How’s his mental health?” 

“Oh, he’s sharp. I talked to him on the phone. He’s a short term patient, he will probably only need us for a month or so.” she said. 

“That’s good.” 

“Yeah, I think you got an easy one to start out with. It’s Monday through Friday, from eight to two. Make sure you’re there on time, we have people calling to complain when our assistants are two and three minutes late. You know how old people can be.” 

“I do.” 

“He may need you on weekends, we’re not one hundred percent sure yet. Is that going to be a problem?” 

“Not at all. I’ll take as many hours as I can get.” I said. 

“Well, just focus on keeping this guy happy, and you should stay pretty booked up for the next month.” she said. 

“Okay, perfect. Thank you.” 

“Oh, will you just sign here? And here?” she asked. I went home feeling good, excited for my first day of work with my first old man client. It wasn’t exactly my dream job, but it would pay the bills and help get me one step closer to it. 

Chapter 2 - Megan 

I pulled into the address at 7:45, eager to make a good impression and get started on my new journey helping the elderly. After serving drunk idiot 22 year old males until they were cross eyed for months, the idea of giving back was refreshing. 

“This is nice. I like this.” I said, pulling down the long, dirt driveway slowly in my piece of shit old Honda, approaching a big, beautiful house sitting in the middle of the property. I noticed the cars right away, classics in pristine condition. I didn’t know a thing about them, but I could tell by looking at them that they were expensive. 

Jack Carrigan, let’s see what this old fella is all about. I grabbed my coffee, and threw the shoulder strap of my bag over my head, walking towards the front door. My notes said just to knock and come right in, and with him having gone through knee surgery a few days prior, I didn’t expect to see him when I got to the door. 

“Oh!” I said, shrieking when I opened the door. 

“Hi there.” he said, laughing. “I tried making it to the door before you did, but you beat me.” 

“No, no, that’s my fault. I was in my own head, I didn’t expect to see you. Are you supposed to be standing?” I asked. 

“No, but I won’t tell if you don’t.” he said, leaning on his walker. “I’m Jack, but you already know that. What’s your name, young lady?” 

“I’m Megan.” 

“Nice to meet you. I didn’t expect you to be so cute.” 

“Honestly, I can say the same about you.” I said, glancing into his eyes and feeling myself blush. When they said elderly patients, Jack isn’t what I had in mind. 

“Why thank you, my love. I think we’ll get along just fine.” he said, pushing his walker in front of him and taking one step at a time. 

“I hope so. You’re my first client, actually.” 

“Is that so? What were you doing before this?” 

“I was tending bar at The Whiskey Tab.” 

“I’ve been there. Not a bad place. I definitely didn’t see you there, I wouldn’t have forgotten that.” he said, flashing his smile and reminding me again how attractive he was. His knee was heavily bandaged, but other than that, he was in incredible shape, as lean and muscular as he was tall and handsome. 

“You’re one of those, huh?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“A charmer.” I said, calling him out. 

“More of a flirt, I’d say. It keeps me young.” 

“Do you date younger women?” I asked, following behind him into the living room. 

“I wish, but no. I haven’t dated in years.” he said, backing himself up to the couch and groaning as he sat down. 

“Why not?” 

“I guess there haven’t been enough pretty young girls like you knocking on my door. What do you say?” he asked, winking. 

“You’re gonna be a handful, I can tell.” 

“Two handfuls, honestly,” he said. I gave him a look, unsure if he was making some sort of dick reference or not. He was handsome enough for me to let it slide, and I went to his bedroom to retrieve his CPM machine. 

“The doctor said at least four hours a day for the first week.” I said, wheeling it out. 

“No! I hate that thing.” 

“The continuous passive motion machine? Why?” I asked. 

“I hate sitting still for that long.” 

“Well, it’s technically not still, it's continuous passive motion.” I said, giggling anxiously as I brought it over to him. I still hadn’t come to terms with how attracted I was feeling, and it was making me feel awkward around him. 

“You’re one of those, huh?” he asked, looking down at me as I put his leg into place, making sure he was properly strapped in before I started the machine. 

“What?” 

“One of those girls who has an answer for everything.” he said. There was a sort of playful heir about him, and I found myself enjoying our banter. 

“A handful, I tell you.” I said. Once the machine was working, he watched television while I prepared him a meal, and then cleaned up his kitchen while he ate. 

Even halfway through my first shift, I could tell that I preferred it over the bartender lifestyle. I would be off at two, and home by two thirty at the latest. I had a whole day ahead of me! I’d mostly spend it watching TV and wasting time, but still. It felt more adult, and more professional.  

Despite making constant sexual innuendos, and flirting relentlessly, Jack was very fun to be around. After a couple of days, we’d developed a rapport, and I started looking forward to waking up in the morning so that I could go see him. He was very funny, and we watched all the same shows. 

I kept thinking about the 43 year age gap. It was a lot. Even though he was fit as a whistle, healthy, handsome, and charming, it was a lot. I thought about telling my mom, or even my friends. He was seven years older than my dad. I also met him as a personal nurse following knee surgery, which only further painted the stark contrast between us in age. 

Still, the attraction was palpable, and grew stronger with each passing day. By Friday, I could no longer deny it. It was more than just, oh, he’s cute, or attractive, it was deeper. I really liked him, and honestly, his age started becoming hotter and hotter to me, instead of the other way around. 

In my fantasy, I skipped the part about telling my parents, and just imagined living there with him, falling in love, giving him babies, and living happily ever after. I had a tendency of doing that when I caught feelings, and I knew it was a bad sign, because there was no way for me to avoid him, and it was only a matter of time before I told him how I felt, as I’m very much a blabber mouth that way. There was no doubt in my mind that he was into me, and would happily go along with dating me, fucking me, or whatever it turned into. And that knowledge alone was dangerous, because I absolutely couldn’t be trusted with it. 

Chapter 3 Megan 

At the end of the day, I didn’t really care about our age difference. It turned me on, the idea of being with a mature, successful man who was older, as long as we felt the same way about relationships. 

The problem with Cameron, my ex, was that he had no interest in committing. Even when pressed about his long term goals, he really didn’t know, but he was pretty adamant about not wanting children of his own, and he would go on long rants about the government this, and the government that whenever questioned on his beliefs regarding marriage. 

In my fairytale world, at least, maybe Jack would be different. Maybe he wanted what I wanted, and maybe we could share it together. I’d never felt such chemistry with someone before, where we could talk each other’s heads off for hours, and still be raring to go for more. 

I tried pushing those thoughts out of my head, for the time being, when I arrived at his house on Friday. It was only 7:45, but I walked in without knocking, expecting to find him in the living room waiting for me. When he wasn’t there, I went to his bedroom, and as soon as I stepped inside, he stepped out of the bathroom in his underwear. 

“Oh! I’m sorry.” I said, covering my mouth with my hands, but not my eyes. They were briefs, like typical, old man, whitey tighty style, and his cock, oh my Lord, I’d never seen anything like it. 

“It’s fine, baby. You like what you see?” he asked, flexing his muscles while my eyes remained fixed on his bulge. My mind short-circuited, and I froze, too shocked to do anything other than stare. 

“Heh, yeah.” I said, chewing on the tip of my finger and forgetting where I was. “I’m sorry.” 

“It’s fine. I’m not naked or anything, it’s no big deal.” he said, fully comfortable in his own skin. “Can you help me back to my bed?” 

“Yeah. Of course.” I said, stepping closer as he threw his arm over my shoulder. He just needed help on his bad knee side, and I glanced down at his bulge a couple more times just to make sure I was really seeing it. 

“Thank you, baby. I’ll be right out, I’m just gonna put some clothes on.” 

“Awesome. Okay. I’ll be in the living room.” I said, walking backwards and bumping into his desk. “Oh, sorry.” 

“You alright?” 

“Yeah. I’m great.” I said, smiling sheepishly as I backed out of his bedroom. My entire body was vibrating, and I could feel my saliva starting to water as I went straight to the bathroom to get myself under control. 

He wasn’t even hard, and it was like a python or something. I couldn’t even imagine how hard it got when he was erect, but I wanted to find out. I hadn’t had sex in over a month, and I already wanted him. Seeing the monster that he had somehow kept hidden away in his pants made me want to just say fuck it, and finally give into the naughty feelings we shared. 

“Come on, girl. Settle down. This is crazy. He’s an elderly man, you’re helping him for work, that’s all. His cock is enormous, oh my God.” I said, whispering silently as I stared at myself in the mirror. My chest was flushed, and my heart wouldn’t stop pounding. I kept seeing it in my head, his absolutely enormous manhood just resting there in his underwear, atop his heavy balls. 

He’s single, you’re single. Who cares? Why not? Fuck it, he’s hot. He likes you. You like him. And he’s twice the size of Cameron, at least. Good Lord, how is a sixty year old man hung like a literal freaking horse? And why can I hear my own pulse in my head right now? 

I threw some cold water on my face, dried it off, and took a deep breath. Now that I knew he had the biggest penis I’d ever seen in person, I had six hours to spend with him. 

Chapter 4 - Jack 

I chuckled to myself, having seen that look in the eyes of a few women in my day. I’m not sure why she showed up early, but after seeing her turn into a wide eyed deer in the headlights, I was sure glad she did.

Up until that moment, I’d been enjoying her company immensely, as it was nice having a beautiful woman around no matter the circumstances. I found her uplifting by nature, and we really clicked. I hadn’t connected with a girl so strongly since my wife, and she’d been gone for almost a decade when I met Megan.

The only reason I didn’t make a move on her, or tell her that I wanted her, outside of flirting under a sort of playful guise, was that I didn’t want to make her feel uncomfortable. She worked for a company, and I hired her. She was at work, and I tried keeping that in mind.

I also figured she was only humoring me. It wasn’t an insignificant difference in age, she was only nineteen and still in college, with her whole life ahead of her. That said, I felt like I was in my golden years, and still had a lot to offer a woman. It might have been easier had I dated women around my age, but I wanted to have a family. One more time.

I changed into a pair of short white gym shorts after removing my underwear, deciding it was the perfect occasion to free ball it. It was Friday after all, and the extreme pain of my knee surgery had finally dulled, bringing it down to very manageable levels.

Megan was sitting on the couch, holding her coffee in both hands and staring straight ahead. I hated using the walker, especially in front of her, but the last thing I wanted was to delay the healing process. I wanted to be back to one hundred percent, or as  close as I was gonna be, as fast as possible.

“Hey cutie pie.” I said, chomping on a piece of bubble gum and sliding my walker ahead as I entered the room.

“Hey.” she said, unable to make eye contact. “You wanna get started on the CPM machine?”

“I don’t want to, but I know it’s coming.” I said. It was supposed to really help you regain your range of motion, but I hated sitting still, as I was a busy body and proud of it.

“Do you need help?” she asked.

“No, I got it, but I might need you to give me a sponge bath later.” I said.

“Oh, I’m sorry. I was supposed to do that, wasn’t I?”

“Yeah, it’s no biggie. I just started smelling myself this morning, and knew it was time.” I said, sinking down onto the couch.

“Well, we should probably do that now, before we start the CPM.” she said. I rolled my eyes, pretending to throw a tantrum.

“I just sat down, woman! Damn you.”

“Yeah, yeah. Let’s go old man.” she said, helping me back up and to my walker.

“You’re just looking for an excuse to get me naked.” I said, giving her a little wink as I started off down the hallway, pushing myself so she could see that I was making progress.

“Me? You’re the one who brought it up. I kinda thought you could handle it yourself, that’s why I didn’t mention it.” she said, walking at my snail’s pace, and keeping an eye on me.

“Oh, no. You’ve been hounding me about it non-stop, all week. That’s the only reason I’m relenting now, and giving you what you want. I can’t take the constant badgering.” I said, pausing to remove my shirt, hanging it on my walker before pushing into my bedroom.

“You’re terrible, Jack.” she said, giggling to herself and helping me into bed.

“This is what you’ve been waiting for, are you happy now?” I asked. Megan was so beautiful that she made my blood turn hot with desire, and I couldn’t believe I was doing it, but I had to try. I untied the front of my shorts, and slipped them off while she prepared some water in the bathroom.

“Yeah, let me tell you, this is exactly what I had planned for my Friday morning.” she said, her voice carrying to my ears as I started grinning like the devil. I didn’t have an erection, but her presence alone was enough to make me presentable. I’ll never forget the look on her face when she came out of the bathroom, holding a little tub of soapy water.

“I got pretty sweaty yesterday while doing my rehab exercises.” I said, breaking the ice as she crept toward me, trying her best to fix her gaze elsewhere. “Baby, it’s okay. We’re both adults.”

“You don’t mind?” she asked, her head still angled away from me.

“Might as well just get it over with, you’re about to bathe me.” I said. She sighed, nodding her head.

“Yeah, you’re right.” she said, trying to play it cool as she turned and squeezed out the rag. Her eyes couldn’t lie, and they kept widening as they scanned over my crotch.

“Let’s just start with the naughty area. Get it over with.” I said, doing everything in my power to keep a straight face. She looked so nervous, and it was absolutely adorable.

“Okay. Yeah.” she said, reaching out for it, but then pulling back and turning away.

“What’s wrong, angel?”

“I’m sorry.” she said, letting out a quick giggle. “I just didn’t expect it.”

“Didn’t expect what?”

“For you to be so big.” she said, slowly turning back around to face me.

“Oh, well, you don’t have to be scared. It doesn’t bite.” I said, growing harder by the second.

“Obviously.” she said, moving the tub of water from the bed to the table, and then sitting down beside me, her eyes completely transfixed on my cock. I reached down and took hold of the base, letting it stand tall and wrapping my other arm around her.

“You’re so pretty, Megan. You’ll have to forgive me for getting excited.” I said.

“Oh my Gosh, it’s still growing.” she said, acting almost like she was afraid of it.

“Do you like it? It’s not too big, is it?” I asked, letting my face nuzzle up against hers.

“I don’t know, I’ve never had one like this.” she said. I took my hand off of my cock, and moved it to hers.

“Do you wanna touch it?” I asked. Megan grinned sheepishly, nodding her head as I slowly moved her hand to my crotch. Her soft hands wrapped around my shaft, so small that her fingers couldn’t wrap all the way around my girth. “Oh, yes. I love when you touch it.”

“I can’t believe it.” she said, holding it and giving it a little shake.

“Here, let’s make it slippery.” I said, grabbing the bottle of lube from the table beside her, and squeezing a healthy portion onto myself.

“Oh, wow. We’re really doing this?” she asked, reaching down and taking off her shirt.

“I’d really like it if you did.” I said, watching her strip down to her bra and panties beside the bed, before climbing back in, and laying herself between my legs. “Good girl. So pretty.”

“You’re a dirty old perv.” she said, grinning up at me as she spread the lube around with both hands.

“I told you it was two handfuls.”

“Yes, you did.” she said, slowly stroking up my length with one hand, rubbing in circles around my mushroom head while holding the base, her face so close to my cock that her nose bumped into it. “Soo big.”

“You’ve never had a big cock before?”

“No. My last boyfriend was probably up to here on you.” she said, placing her finger horizontally at about the halfway point of my length. “But you’re way thicker. I don’t even think it would fit.”

“It would fit, baby.”

“I don’t know. It would be in my stomach.”

“Yeah, and it would hit spots you didn’t even know existed.” I said. I could see her eyeing it with a look of lust, considering trying to take it while she got used to playing with it in her hands. It had been such a long time since I’d got any action, and every stroke was stimulating me to the absolute core of my being.

“Probably, my God.” she said.

“You know that’s what tight little pussies are designed for right?”

“What?”

“For taking big daddy dicks like this.” I said.

“Mmm…Maybe you’re right. I just love looking at it. It’s so fat, and veiny.” she said.

“You should kiss it.” I said, causing her to raise her eyes to mine.

“Can I?” she asked.

“It would make my knee feel so much better.” I said, getting a smile out of her.

“Fuck, this is turning me on. I can’t believe I’m considering this.” she said.

“Do it as a favor to an old man. You have no idea how much you’d be helping me out.” I said, trying my damndest to sweet talk her pretty mouth onto my dick.

“Ugh…Fine.” she said, obviously into it but pretending that she was relenting. I didn’t give a shit what she had to tell herself, or what role she wanted to play, I just wanted her plump lips wrapped around my shaft.

Chapter 5 - Megan 

My mouth was watering so badly that I had to keep swallowing my saliva. As my hands moved up and down his long, veiny man-cock, I became almost entranced by my own lust.

“Your balls.” I said, practically a whisper. Jack leaned forward, unclasping my bra and letting it fall onto the bed.

“God damn, Megan. You have no idea how much you’re turning daddy on right now.” he said, groping at my tits and looking down at me with the kindest eyes. My heart was pounding, and all of the reasons I had in my head for why we shouldn’t be together were distant memories.

“Daddy, huh?” I asked, grinning up at him as I stroked faster.

“Oh, baby. That’s so good.” he said, tossing back his head in pleasure. His balls began bouncing as I tugged with both hands. “Please, baby? Be my good little girl?”

“Okay, daddy. Just this once.” I said, knowing damn well it was a lie. I held him with both hands, kissing his puffy, bulbous mushroom all over, and letting my tongue run over the little slit.

“Oh, God. Thank you, sweetheart. This means so much to me.” he said, his fingers running through my hair as I tried to figure out how in the world I was going to suck such a thick pole. I opened wide, trying to push my lips over the tip. “Ugh…”

“Mmm…” I moaned, pushing my head against his crotch and having my mouth stuffed full like never before. I coughed and pulled it out, still stroking as I shook my head.

“That’s good, baby. Just like that.” he said. I started licking it, up and down his shaft until he shoved my head into his balls. I inhaled his sweaty scent, so turned on that it was shameful as I gobbled up his old nuts, sucking like the whore that he’d reduced me to.

“I’m trying.” I said, unable to wipe the grin off of my face. It was so surreal, I was technically at work, laying on my stomach in front of a 62 year old man with the biggest cock I’d ever seen, slobbering all over it and forcing it down my throat.

If only Cameron could have seen me, gagging up viscous spit and slurping off of Jack’s heavy hangers. He always wanted me to go down on him more, but I got out of it by telling him I didn’t enjoy giving head, which was true at the time…

“”Gluck! Gluck! Gluck!”

“Good girl, look up at me. Show me those pretty eyes.” he said, gathering up my hair into a ponytail, and using it a handle to fuck my face. “God damn, baby. I need that little pussy. I need to feel it.”

“Yes, daddy. Fuck me. I want you to.” I said, the words leaving my mouth automatically as he pulled me on top of him. I climbed up into his lap, and immediately felt the hot flesh of his hard cock between my ass cheeks. “Oh, fuck. Be easy.”

“I can’t.” he said, grabbing my asscheeks and pulling me down onto him. Luckily, I was extremely wet already, or else he might have split my pussy in half.

“Ughhhh, oh. Fuck.”

“Yeah, you like sitting on that big dick, don’t you?” he asked. I couldn’t even respond, as I was completely overtaken by novel sensations. It felt like I was impaled on his cock, and I bounced up and down as he thrust against me from the bottom.

“Ohhh…” I whimpered, sitting on top of him frozen as his fat cock plunged my insides. I glanced down, watching the tip of his cock making my stomach bulge, and I just started cumming out of nowhere. It was completely unlike any orgasm I’d ever experienced, as it started with a warm discharge of wetness, followed by a quickly growing pressure.

“It’s so tight, Megan. You’re gonna milk the soul right out of my cock.” he said, lifting me up off of the bed by raising his hips. “Say it, baby. Call me daddy.”

“Daddy.” I said, struggling to breathe. It was such a thorough filling, and the pressure kept growing until I was thrashing uncontrollably, seizing as his cock pierced my tightness, spreading me apart and forcing me to accommodate his massiveness.

“Daddy loves his tight little slut.”

“Fuck, daddy. I love it. I love it.”

“Say it, baby. Tell me.”

“I love your big daddy dick, fuck!”

“Good girl.”

“I’m cumming!” I cried out, losing all sense of self control as my entire body erupted with pleasure. His juicy length bottomed out in me, and his fat balls slapped rhythmically against my ass.

“Fuck, yes. I love that tight little cunt, so young, and juicy, and fertile for daddy.” he said, ramming his meaty rod in and out of my pussy, feeding me long strokes and making every single nerve ending in my body dance with sensation.

“I love you, daddy.” I whimpered, completely lost in bliss.

“Fuck, baby. Daddy’s gonna nut. Daddy’s gonna fill you up.” he said, wrapping his arm around my waist and climbing on top of me. I spread my legs for him, and he kissed me deeply as we grinded together like animals, the packing sound of his flesh taking mine over and over filled the room, and he called out with pleasure, his muscular chest and stomach tightening up as his monster cock pulsed inside me.

“Oh my God, daddy. I feel it. I can feel it.” I said, biting his neck and digging my fingers into his back as he laid claim to me in the most primal way.

“Ugh, fuck. Ugh! Oh my God, your little pelvic muscles are milking out every last drop.” he said, eyes closed with his forehead resting on mine. I laid beneath him in post-coital bliss, savoring the feeling of each penile contraction.

“I can’t help it, my body wants your seed.” I said, licking the sweat from his chest.

“I really needed that. You are such a doll.” he said, slowly backing his length out of me. I looked down between us, watching it emerge from within me. As his cockhead slipped free, excess cum dribbled out from between my legs.

“That was so naughty.” I said, scooping some of his warm jizz, and looking into his eyes while I licked it from my fingertips.

“It was so hot when you said I love you.” he said, laying me down flat on my back and exploring my body, squeezing my breasts and rolling his tongue in circles around my areolas.

“It slipped out. I was so turned on.”

“So gorgeous. I could look at you all day.” I said.

“Unfortunately, we have rehab exercises and CPM.” I said. “Speaking of which, is your knee alright?”

“It’s fine. I probably shouldn’t have gotten on top, but I lost control.” he said.

“I understand.” I said, giggling as his gray stubble tickled my skin. I felt so much better, so much more relaxed. I had no idea how much I needed to have the stress fucked out of me. After a while of making out, and naked cuddles, I popped out of bed. His dick may have been incredible, but it wasn’t worth losing my job over.

“Do we have to?” he asked.

“If you want me to be your good little girl, then you better get up and start working.” I said, teasingly chastising him while he laid in bed.

“You drained me, I just want to lay here with you all day.”

“Daddy…” I said, making a pouty face and trying to manipulate him, which worked like a charm.

“I love when you call me that.” he said, swinging his legs to the side of the bed, and pulling his walker up. “Just wait until my knee is recovered. I’m going to wear you out.”

“Well, we have to do the work. Let’s go.” I said, leading him out of his bedroom and to the living room. It wasn’t until he sat down that I realized we hadn’t made any progress on the sponge bath. “Dang it, Jack. The sponge bath.”

“I don’t need it. I showered last night.” he said, fighting the urge to smile.

“You really are two handfuls of trouble.”

Chapter 6 - Megan

The rest of the day went by as usual, with me making him food while he sat in the CPM machine, but there was a definite change in our dynamic. Once we’d crossed that line, there was no uncrossing it, and no going back to how things were before.

“Here ya go, daddy.” I said, setting his plate down on a TV tray beside him while he smiled back at me.

“Can I have a kiss?”

“Of course.” I said, doing as I was told and getting more than I bargained for. Our quick little kiss slowly escalated to a makeout session, and before I knew it, I was jerking him off, and dropping back down on my knees to service his throbbing member.

“That’s my good little girl. You know how to please your daddy.” he said, helping me lower his pants as I ogled his size once again. I couldn’t help comparing him to the guys I’d been with, not that there was any comparison.

“Yes, daddy. I just want to make you happy.” I said, playing up my role as his little girl, a kink that he just stumbled onto for me. I’d always been into it, but it was far too kinky for me to mention to any of my other boyfriends, nor did they fit the role as well as Jack.

“Put my balls in your mouth, there you go. Look up here. Keep sucking. Good girl.”

“Mmm! Mmm! I love your balls, daddy.” I said, rubbing my face in them as he took hold of himself.

“Stick out your tongue.” he said, slapping his erection against it while I maintained eye contact. I’m not sure if it was his dominance, or his age, or what, but I felt so uninhibited with him, like I could finally let loose and indulge all of my innermost desires.

“I can’t fit it all the way.” I said, placing my forearm beside it for a comparison.

“But it can fit all the way in you. Come sit in my lap, sweetheart. Make an old man feel good.”

“Yes, sir.” I said, pulling down my pants and underwear before climbing up onto him. He made face away from him, and the angle made his juicy length feel even more formidable, poking deep into my stomach as he pulled me down onto him.

“That right there, that’s a perfect little pussy.” he said, feeding me his thumb and kissing my neck. Jack reached around, using the pads of his fingers on my clit and sending me into an absolute frenzy of pleasure.

“Oh, wow. Daddy…fuck!”

“Good girl, I want you to cum for me. Only for me, do you understand?” he asked, gagging me with his fingers as I nodded submissively, moaning and slobbering all over his hand.

“Yes.” I gasped, grinding against his big dick, squealing as he filled me up with his unprotected, throbbing bareback cock.

“Are you daddy’s little slut?”

“Mmm hmm…”

“Show me. Show me how badly you want my cum.” he said, grunting and rubbing faster, until my mind was melting into nothing, and I was a rambling, begging mess of wetness and pleasure.

“Ahh! Oh, guhhhnn…Daddy, yes. Yes, daddy. Fuck.”

“Cum for that big daddy dick. Good girl.”

“Ugh!” I called out, forced to the edge of the abyss and squirting all over. I felt the warm liquid spilling onto his balls, making a mess in his home. It was completely involuntary, and I couldn’t stop cumming while he fucked me silly, eventually depositing another hot, sticky load deep inside me.


Chapter 7

I was supposed to go hang out at the bar with my old coworkers that night, but I ended up canceling on my way home. Jack had really done a number on me, and I was actually walking funny by the time my shift ended at two, and by the time he finished fucking my brains out one more time, and I left at three, I was completely exhausted.

All I wanted to do was take a nice, hot, epsom salt bath. I lit a couple candles, and sank into the bubbles. My mind was nearing a state of nirvana, and I laid in the warm water with a satisfied smile on my face.

Maybe my summer wouldn’t be so frigid after all. Jack called me the following morning, and asked if I’d like to come over, and help him workout.

“Anything for you, daddy.” I said, changing my entire plans for the day so that I could go see him. I ended up spending the night, and the following day with him.

He told me that he didn’t really need me anymore, not as a nurse, but he’d love to have me as his little girl, if that was an arrangement I’d be interested in. I can’t even put into words how excited that made me, or how hard I was falling for him.

We finished up the month, and by that time, were saying I love you regularly. It was such a whirlwind romance, but I couldn’t help myself from being swept up by it. I wasn’t seeing anyone else, and when I got assigned to another client, he told me to quit my job.

“Daddy, I can’t. I have to pay for college.”

“That’s what daddy is for. I don’t want you out of the house, running around working all day. I need you here, where you belong.” he said.

“You’re gonna pay for my tuition?” I asked, crossing my arms. I guess it all just happened so fast, and was so naughty and sexual, that I didn’t realize how serious things had become between us.

“I’ll pay your tuition, I’ll pay for you to break your lease, and I’ll give you an allowance. How does that sound?” he asked.

“And, you’re serious?” I asked, completely floored by his offer. I almost broke down and started crying, as I’d worked so hard to get that kind of commitment from other guys, and he was giving it to me so naturally.

“Come here,” he said. His knee was much better, and he was able to walk without his walker, but he still had to take it easy, and was laying on the couch.

“Yes, sir.” I said, sliding in beside him, and laying my head on his chest.

“You know how much I love you right?”

“I think so.”

“Well, you’re my special little girl, my one and only.” he said, brushing my hair behind my ear and kissing my forehead. I loved when he did that, as he always had a way of making me feel so special and wanted.

“Thank you, daddy.”

“And I love you more than anything in the world.”

“I love you too.”

“Let your job know. You can give them two weeks notice if you want, but I’d rather you didn’t. We have everything we need right here.” he said. My eyes welled up with tears, and it was such an emotional moment for me.

“Yes, daddy. Thank you.”

“Of course, angel. You’re my good girl.” he said, moving my hand to his crotch and smiling. He bent me over the armrest of the couch, and stuffed me full of his hard cock from behind, wailing away while I cried out for more.

“Please, daddy.” I said, begging for his cum. He was being rougher than usual, spanking my ass and pulling my hair as he took me. I’d become very aware of the risks we were taking, because he never wore a condom or pulled out, and with how deeply he was filling me, I feared that I might already be pregnant.

“Yeah, you know I’m gonna cum for you, sweetheart. Daddy always cum for his little girl’s pussy.” he said, holding my hips in place while he released his aggression. His breathing changed, and his pace became ferocious as he began swelling up inside me.

“Yes! Don’t pull out, daddy.”

“I won’t, sweetheart. I’m gonna put a baby in you.” he said. Feeling him approaching orgasm brought me with him, and I was so turned on by the idea of him breeding me that I came all over his cock while he emptied it inside me.

“Please, daddy. Own me, own me!”

“Ugh! Yeah, baby. Take that cum, good girl. Swallow it up in your little cunt.” he said, relinquishing his grip on my hair, and removing his heavy cock. There was a rush of endorphins, and I became slap happy, giggling for no reason at all, and dripping my daddy’s sticky seed down my inner thighs.

“I live here now.” I said, saying it out loud to make sure it was real.

We moved my stuff in, and by the time school rolled back around, I was already pregnant. Jack is super supportive and amazing, but I still haven’t told my parents. I’m only four months along now, and still trying to figure out how to let them know that their little girl is about to give birth, and that the father is older than my dad.

In the meantime, I’ve never been happier, and I feel so stable living with Jack. He takes care of everything, allowing me to focus on my studies, being pregnant, and of course, being his submissive little girl. 

Massive Attraction

Chapter 1 - Johnny 

“Johnny, I don’t know what to do with Cassey anymore. She’s definitely going to end up pregnant, and I just have a bad feeling.” Rick said, in reference to his 19 year old stepdaughter. 

“What do you mean? Is she having sex?” I asked, interrupted from my steady gaze at the television in his basement. 

“I can’t say for sure, but it’s coming. She spends all of her time with her door closed, humping her teddy bears and doing God knows what else.” he said, shaking his head. 

“Well, she’s an adult. It was bound to happen.” I said, a bit uncomfortable with the topic. I’d known her since the wedding, about a year earlier, and had always secretly thought that she was absolutely gorgeous. 

“Yeah. It just came out of nowhere, one minute she was so sweet and innocent, and now she’s dressing like a whore, and masturbating for four hours a day.” he said. 

“Four hours a day?” I asked, a bit incredulous. 

“Dude, I’m not exaggerating. She keeps her headphones on and watches porn, I can hear it when I put my ear up to the door. It sounds like pretty hardcore stuff.” he said, crushing his empty beer can and getting up for another. 

“Why are you putting your ear up to her door? Give the poor girl some privacy.” I said, making a joke to loosen the mood. 

“I’m not trying to peep on her or anything, I just wish she would stop.” 

“Stop having sexual urges?” 

“Pretty much, yeah.” he said, cracking another can and laughing to himself. 

“What’d you say about humping her teddy bear?” I asked. 

“Well, this has to stay between us.” he said, muting the television and giving me a serious look. 

“Yeah, of course.” 

“She was in her room for two hours the other day, and when she finally came out to use the restroom, I went in there to look around, and I noticed that her teddy bear was soaking wet. I picked it up, and brought it to my face. It was definitely her pussy.” 

“Goodness. That’s kinda sexy, I’m not going to lie.” I said, naturally picturing Cassey naked, grinding her wet, young, tight little pussy on her teddy bear, making herself orgasm again and again in a vain attempt to relieve the pounding urges she must have been feeling. 

“Hey, don’t get any ideas. I’m going to keep her locked in that bedroom until she’s 26.” he said. 

“Don’t worry, I’m not exactly a teddy bear.” I said, getting up from the couch. It was getting late, and I needed to get out of there. 

“You headin’ out? 

“Yes sir. It’s that time.” I said, giving him a handshake before gathering my wallet and keys. “You coming up?” 

“No, I think I’m gonna crash down here tonight,” he said. 

“You and Shelly fighting?” 

“A little bit. She just needs some space.” 

“Alright, I’ll see you later.” 

“Will you grab me another beer before you go?” he asked. I went over to the fridge, and got him another cold one. I couldn’t help wondering if what he’d said was true, if Cassey had really turned into a little sex freak overnight. Didn’t matter either way, as she was as out of my age range as she was out of my league. 

Chapter 2 - Cassey 

I knew that my stepdad Rick was getting drunk in the basement, the same thing he did every night. I also knew that Johnny was down there with him, and would have to come up the stairs when he decided to leave for the night. 

Rick had been super weird ever since he saw my browser history. I didn’t even think about it, and handed him my laptop so he could look up somewhere to eat. Apparently, he stumbled across some of the porn I watched, and then freaked out. He took my laptop, and even my phone for a day, before my mom gave it back to me. 

He acted like I was some out of control whore, when in reality, I was just a horny virgin who wanted to get some experience. I’d hooked up with some guys around my age, handjobs and blowjobs, but never the real thing. 

Anyway, I overheard my mom talking to her friend Elizabeth on the phone one night, trying to set her up with Johnny. She mentioned that he had a big dick, giggling like a schoolgirl. I’m not sure what happened with that, or how she knew what he was packing, but it definitely put a mental image in my mind that I was having serious trouble shaking. 

Johnny was very attractive for his age, which was probably part of the reason my mom was trying to find someone for him to date. He lifted weights, and had the body to show for it. I didn’t really think about it when I met him, but over time, he’d really grown on me. After watching older men with younger women in adult videos, it kind of became a kink of mine. 

It definitely became a kink of mine, and something that haunted my mind constantly. Once I started masturbating to thoughts of my dad’s forty something friend Johnny, I knew things had gone too far. I was ready to lose my virginity, but Rick was so paranoid about me having sex that I was scared to even try leaving the house while he was around. 

Weeks had passed since I learned the news about Johnny, and truth be told, I kind of lost interest in everyone else. I don’t know if it’s because I was watching so much porn or what, but I just felt like I could seduce him anytime I wanted. Still, I wanted to keep it a secret, so I waited until that night, when my mom was already mad at Rick. When Johnny came up the stairs, my heart started pounding right away. 

I’d been hanging around the living room for the past two hours, making sure that I didn’t miss him. I kept thinking about the average sized guys I’d sucked on before, and fantasizing about finally getting something larger. By the time he appeared in the basement doorway, I was soaking wet in my shorts, and wearing no bra or underwear. I was so aroused that it kind of shocked me, even though it was exactly what I’d been waiting for all night. 

“Whoa! Hey Cassey.” he said, startled by my presence in the dark living room. 

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to startle you, sir.” I said, so nervous that it was blinding. I’m not even sure exactly what I said, I just remember pressing my body up against him. He was reluctant initially, backing up to the wall and going wide eyed when I leaned in, staring into his eyes and hoping that he’d take me. 

“What are you doing?” he asked, grabbing my hands as I placed them on his chest. 

“I really want you.” I said, so turned on that I didn’t even consider that he might reject my advances. He smiled, shaking his head and pushing my hands away. 

“That’s very flattering, coming from a beautiful young woman like yourself, but we can’t.” 

“Yes we can.” 

“Cassey, I’m 42 years old.” he said, giving me an earnest look in the eyes. 

“We could still have fun together. We don’t have to tell.” I said, pleading. I pressed myself up against him again, and I could feel his willpower withering. 

“It has to be a secret.” 

“I promise.” I said, holding up my pinky. 

“I can’t believe I’m even considering this.” he said, pausing momentarily before latching his pinky with mine. 

“What’s wrong daddy? You don’t want me?” I asked, pouring on the seduction and letting my hands move down between his legs. 

“That’s the problem. I do.” he said. Even from the outside of his sweatpants, I could tell that he was huge. My fingers wrapped around his cock, and we embraced with a deep kiss. It was actually happening, my ultimate forbidden fantasy. 

Chapter 3 - Johnny 

I knew that Rick wouldn’t be back upstairs for the rest of the night, but that didn’t eliminate all the danger. Shelly was in her bedroom, and just because the lights were off didn’t mean that she was asleep.

“Mmm…” she moaned, breaking our kiss and fluttering her lust drunk eyes. What Rick had been telling me was true, and there was no chance that I could say no to her. “You’re so big.”

“Am I?” I asked, inhaling her scent and feeling every urge to tear what little clothing she was wearing right off of her body, and bend her over the couch in the living room and take her right there.

“Yes.” she said, rubbing up and down my length and short circuiting my mind. She was too damn desirable, and her skimpy clothes made it impossible to resist her. Cassey crouched down in front of me, pulling it out and gasping when she saw it. “Wow.”

“We’re going to get caught.” I said, looking around the corner to check for her mother. “Ohhhh….my God.”

“Mmm…we will not. Mmm…” she slurped on the head of my cock, sending chills up my spine and making my legs weak. I grabbed her by the hair, letting her lick and kiss all over my pole for a second before pulling her to her feet.

“We’re going to your bedroom.” I said, still holding her by the hair and deftly transporting her down the hallway on her tippy toes. She was laughing, in a sort of deranged way that made me wonder what I’d gotten myself into.

“Pull my hair, daddy. Spank me. I don’t mind if you’re rough.” she said, right as I pushed her inside of her bedroom and closed the door behind us. Cassey was right back on her knees, pulling down my sweats and gobbling my cock like her life depended on it.

“Naughty little thing. I had no idea that you were such a horny little slut.” I said, still coming to terms with what was happening. She was so beautiful, and I realized how much time I’d spent trying to avoid checking her out.

“I can’t help it, daddy. I just really want to have sex.” she said, grinning and rubbing her wet lips all over the head.

“Me too. Take off your clothes.” I said. Cassey raised her arms and I pulled her white tank top up over her head, exposing her gorgeous little tits.

“Do your parents know your nipples are pierced?” I asked, groping her and finally letting myself indulge in my attraction. Sure, she was way too young for me, but God damn.

“Of course not. And they’re not gonna find out, are they?” she asked, lifting my hard cock out of the way and leaning in to suck on my balls.

“Oh my God, Cassey. You’re such a fucking doll.” I said, gripping her hair and trying to control my breathing. She was like a horny little pornstar trying to land a paying gig, and began touching herself while she inhaled my testicles.

“You’re so big, daddy. I think I’m in love with your cock.” she said, giggling dimly and continuing on. She impaled herself on my length, choking and gagging all over me until her viscous spit formed a puddle on the hardwood floor between us. I couldn’t take it anymore, I had to be inside her.

“That’s a good girl. You should try sitting on it before you tell me you love me.” I said, letting her slap her tongue with my cock and stare up at me with doe eyes. She was captivating, with a tight little body that was lean in the way that only a girl her age can be.

“Yes, sir. I’ll sit on it.” she said, her eyes going wide with excitement. She stood back up, and I pulled her to me for a kiss, gripping her ass with both hands and lifting her up into the air. Her legs wrapped around me, and I carried her to her bed, dropping her on the mattress and removing my clothes. Cassey’s shorts came off, and the moment I saw her pretty little pussy, I wanted it in my mouth.

“Let daddy taste you.” I said, leaning in and kissing her lips, finding that she was already extremely turned on.

“Oh, God.” she squealed when I tongued her clit, sucking and licking and watching her squirm for me. “Oh my God, daddy. That’s the best…”

“You like that?” I asked, raising my eyes to meet hers. Her brow was furrowed, her face full of intensity.

“Yes, daddy. That feels so good, please don’t stop.” she said, grabbing the back of my head and pushing me back down into it. I chuckled to myself, loving her reaction to the way I went down on her. Cassey seemed to have no inhibitions, pushing her hips against my face and grinding like mad. “Oh! Oh!”

“Mmm hmm…Are you gonna cum for me?” I asked, throbbing hard and loving every second of it. She brought out an almost primal level of desire in me, and I kept feasting until her body was shaking uncontrollably.

“Yes! Oh, fuck. Yes!” She called out, gripping the sheets with no concern of being overheard. The way she flopped around beneath me, her eyes rolling back as she arched her back. It had been a long time since I’d seen a woman cum like that, and it filled me with hunger.

“It’s so tight.” I said, letting my fingers explore her and giving her a moment to recover. A smile spread across her lips.

“I’m a virgin.”

“What?” I asked, completely shocked by her admission. She seduced me with such confidence, and sucked my cock like a pro. It was the last thing I expected to hear, and I wasn’t sure if I believed her.

“I’ve never had sex before. I broke my hymen with a dildo a few months ago.” she said.

“Oh. Well then, I guess we’ll have to change that.”

“Please, daddy? I want it so badly.” she said, her tone seething with sensuality. As if I could tell her no.

“Of course, baby.”

“Can you be on top first?” she asked.

“I’d love that.” I said, lowering my torso over hers, and pushing myself to her opening. “I want you to put it in.”

“Yes sir.” she said, reaching between us to stroke my length, lining it up with her opening and assisting my entry as I slowly pressed my hips against her. It felt like my brain exploded inside of my skull, and any doubt of her virginity was instantly removed as I felt her immaculate tightness.

“Cassey…Fuck!” I said, cupping her face and staring into her innocent eyes as I claimed her virginity, bottoming out inside her and making her bite down on her lip.

“You’re so big….I love it.”

“Such a good girl, come here. Wrap your legs around me.” I said, shocked by our chemistry. We’d never even flirted before, as it was far too awkward for me to show that I found my friend’s 19 year old step daughter attractive.

“Now can I say it?” she asked, gripping my arms and trembling as I slowly worked my hips against her.

“Say what?”

“That I love your cock.” she said.

“I love hearing you say that.” I said, humping her harder and faster. I knew that what we were doing was wrong, and that no one was going to understand, but I needed it and couldn’t stop myself. I kissed all of her supple tits, massaging her nipple with my tongue as I slowly increased the pace until her bed was rocking back and forth, squeaking rhythmically as we grinded together.

“I love it, daddy. I love your dick.” she whimpered, doing exactly as she was told. I grabbed her ankles, spreading her flexible legs wide and staring down between us as I took her. It was almost surreal, and I watched my cock disappear inside of her over and over. She was an aesthetic vision from my dreams, desirable down to the square inch.

“Mmmm…” I grunted, sucking on her big toe and watching the way her little tits jiggled with each pelvic collision.

“Harder! Please…oh God.”

“Yes, that’s my good girl. You like it, don’t you baby?”

“So much. So much daddy.” she said, locking eyes and then lips. I loved the way she kissed, aggressive and full of tongue, like she was completely overtaken by her own physical urges.

“You’re such a cutie pie, and I can’t stop.” I said. Her wetness was immense, and I could feel her warm juices squirting all over my cock as it slipped in and out, pumping her like a plunger until the entire room was shaking.

“Daddy!”

“Yes, Cassey. You’re gonna make me cum so hard.”

“Yes! That’s what I want. That’s all I want, daddy.” she said, begging and pleading for me to finish for her. It was a side of her I’d obviously never seen before, and without thinking about the consequences, I pinned her hips to the mattress and power fucked her until I was erupting inside of her, every nerve stimulated to the max and saying her name.

“Cassey, oh my God, Cassey. I love it.” I said, emptying my nuts inside of her. It was a moment of peak lust, where no part of my rational thinking brain was on line. She felt too good, it wasn’t even fair.

Chapter 4 - Cassey

Mind blowing. Absolutely mind blowing, and I’ll never forget it. Johnny laid on top of me after we finished, his hard cock still pulsing inside me. It was a novel sensation, being filled to the brim by an older man without a condom.

“So pretty.” he whispered, placing baby kisses on my neck and tickling me with his stubble. My nerves felt like they were in hyper mode, as every touch felt so good.

“Thank you.” I whispered, unsure of exactly what I was thanking him for. I was a little euphoric, and had never wanted to cuddle with someone more in my life. Johnny slid himself out from inside me, sliding in behind me and pulling my ass to his crotch.

“I have to sneak out of here soon.”

“I know, but I wish you could stay forever.” I said, clutching his arm against me and nestling my booty against him as cum dripped onto my sheets. I’d never felt closer to someone, or more in their possession.

“Me too.” he said, resting his cheek against mine and groping my breast gently. I let out a sigh, and let myself relax into his cuddles. I couldn’t help wondering if we had a future, or if this was more of a fling. Neither would have disappointed me, just as long as we got to do it again.

The way he fucked me amplified everything, and after he left, I found myself touching myself while replaying it in my head. I wondered if my mother knew, if she’d noticed his car pulling out at such a late hour.

When I woke up, I had a couple of text messages from a number that wasn’t in my phone.

JOHNNY: This is Johnny. Text me when you wake up.

JOHNNY: I’m having a little trouble right now.

CASSEY: Hey!

CASSEY: Oh no, what’s wrong?

JOHNNY: I can’t stop thinking about you.

CASSEY: You’re too sweet. I feel the same.

JOHNNY: What are your plans?

CASSEY: For today? I don’t really have any.

JOHNNY: You should come to my house. We can have fun together.

CASSEY: I’d love to. Let me eat breakfast and take a shower.

JOHNNY: Good girl. Text me when you’re on your way.

CASSEY: Yes daddy.

My heart raced as we texted back and forth. It was exactly what I wanted, and I got ready right away. Mom was at work, and I saw Rick before I left, but he was very hungover and didn’t say anything.

I was glad to get out of there without any questions, as I was still a bit nervous about the night before. I didn’t realize it in the moment, but I was literally screaming while Johnny fucked me. It was a horrifying thought, either of them overhearing us the night before, and I pushed it out of my head.

Never in my life had I felt so drawn to someone as to Johnny. I’d been fantasizing non stop about losing my virginity, and becoming more and more interested in sex in the months leading to that night, and it kind of threw me for a loop just how freaking attached and bonded I felt to him.

I wore short jean shorts and a revealing crop top, and parked directly in front of his house. Some of his neighbors were out doing yard work, and I noticed one guy stop what he was doing to check me out. It made me feel like all of their eyes were on me, following me as I walked to his doorstep, like they knew exactly why I was there, and what we were going to do.

“Hey cuteness.” he said, shirtless and wearing a pair of gray sweatpants that perfectly showcased the distinct outline of his bulge. “My eyes are up here.”

“Oh, sorry.” I said, feeling myself turn red as he let me inside, closing the door behind us. I’d been to his place several times, but never alone. Never under these circumstances.

“I’m glad you came over, I wasn’t gonna be able to think straight until I got my hands on you again.” he said, his big strong hands gripping my ass and pulling me against him. I smiled reflexively, placing my hands on his shoulders when he leaned in.

His kiss felt so familiar, even though our first had been the day prior. He instantly made me feel naughty, and I grinded against his leg while our tongues swirled together. He swept me off of my feet, literally, and carried me straight to his bedroom.

“This is so romantic.” I said, fully content to be wrapped up in his muscular arms.

“Just for a minute.” he said, “it’s about to get very x-rated.”

“Ooh!” I said, as he tossed me like a sack of potatoes onto the bed. He practically pounced on me, pulling and tugging at my clothes in a mad race to get me naked. It felt so effortless and right, and I didn’t even think about how vulnerable I was with him.

“You know I have to keep you, right?” he asked between aggressive kisses, reaching down between my legs and stimulating my clit with his fingertips.

“How come?”

“Cause I want to.” he said, pulling down his sweatpants. It flopped out in such a dramatic way, reminding me of how much I enjoyed worshiping him.

“You know what I want?” I asked, grinning as he scooted his hips towards my head, holding himself by the base and teasing me by wagging it back and forth.

“Something to suck on?” he asked. I nodded, opening my mouth as he leaned over me, dangling his length in front of my mouth, a temptation I couldn’t resist. I’d been practicing for months on a dildo, but there was nothing that compared to his raw, hard flesh, pulsing in my mouth as I opened wide.

“Mmm…”

“Get it nice and wet, spit on it. It’s time for you to learn how to sit on daddy’s cock.” he said. I did as I was told, and when he laid down, I climbed on top of him. It was different than just laying beneath him, but it was another position that I’d practiced extensively, and truth be told, I always came the hardest while I was on top of it, which was kind of frightening considering how hard I came from bottom the night before.

“Okay, here we go.” I whispered, speaking more to myself as I wiggled him into position. I felt a chill surge through my body as I sank my weight onto him, my walls being split and stretched so that I could accommodate his endowment. “Ugh!”

“Good girl, show daddy how much you want it.” he said, growling into my ear and kissing my neck. “So wet.”

“Yes, daddy. For you.” I said. His hands moved to my ass, pulling my cheeks apart as he thrust from the bottom, filling me like never before as a squealing noise I’d never made came out of me. I had no control of the sounds, and covered my own mouth with both hands as he began jack hammering away.

“Oh, fuck, Cassey. That’s so fucking good.” his balls began slapping against my ass, and it felt more like I was on bottom again, held in place with both hands pulled behind my back.

“Oh!” my eyes bulged as he barreled his way inside, hitting spots I didn’t know existed and making me see stars. He felt so strong, holding me in place and using me like a human fleshlight.

“That’s my little slut. Are you gonna cum for me?”

“Yes!” I cried, practically limp but going nowhere.

“Cum for me.” his low, guttural tone had a visceral effect, and hearing him command me to cum sent me straight to the edge, with his hard length pummeling me over it.

“Ahh…oh, oh, oh!” It was like a slow building wave, and I could feel its intensity before it crashed. Johnny didn’t break the pace, pounding me into oblivion and pumping me full of hot cum in the process. I was in another world, lost in space and high on ecstasy.

“Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!” he grunted, squeezing my torso and thrusting as we crossed every line. Again. No protection, no pullout, no birth control.

Chapter 5 - Johnny

I was invigorated by her, and so lost in the moment that I did it again. There was no doubt that I was playing with fire, but I didn’t have the willpower to pull out of her. It was that fucking good. She cuddled up to me afterwards, and I squeezed her tight.

“Why haven’t we done this before?” I asked, kissing the top of her head. She giggled, running her nail in little circles on my chest.

“Because I didn’t have the guts to try and seduce you.” she said.

“I’m glad you found the courage.”

“Me too.”

Cassey wanted to shower, so I followed her there. Again, I was running on lust fueled instincts that I could hardly comprehend. I’d been single for some time, and certainly wasn’t used to having access to a stunning young woman like her. It was mesmerizing, and I wondered if my own biology was tricking me into breeding her.

I rubbed her body down with body wash, taking my time and savoring her soft flesh. I kissed her belly button, working slowly up to her breasts, nibbling on the steel bars and letting my fingers move between her legs.

“Turn around.” I said, helping her spin around and lowering myself behind her.

“What are you doing?” she asked, giggling with anticipation as I pulled her cheeks apart with my hands, pulled to her ass like a tractor beam. She inhaled sharply, jerking at the novel sensation of a tongue rolling over her asshole.

“Mmm…” I moaned, letting her know I approved. I squeezed and munched at her anus for a couple minutes, as long as I could handle before I needed to escalate things again. She leaned forward, resting her head against the shower wall as I took her again, quickly falling right back into the same pattern we’d created. No condom, no questions, and a hot sticky finish.

It didn’t take long for me to notice that the way we interacted was a lot like a couple. She clung to me, and would willingly bend over or spread her legs if I so much as said the word. She spent the night, and the following night. Eventually, I got a text message from Rick asking if I’d seen her.

“You didn’t tell your parents that you were staying out?” I asked, a bit panicked. It wasn’t the end of the world, but I’d rather they didn’t know about what we were doing, at least not yet.

“What was I supposed to tell them? I’m spending the night at Johnny’s because I can’t get enough of his dick?” she asked, topless and seductively eating a banana.

“Just tell them you spent the night at a friend’s house.”

“I did. It was just one of their friends.” she said, laughing. “I’ll let them know I’m okay.”

“Thank you.” I said.

Cassey made the trip home to grab some clothes later that day, and was back in my arms a few hours later. I thought back to my first time, and how intense the connection was. I’d been so swept up in our whirlwind fuck fest that I hadn’t really stopped to consider how I was going to proceed.

She was 19 years old, gorgeous, great in bed, and a blast to be around. It seemed so simple, yet it wasn’t. The age gap was going to make people look at us sideways, especially Rick and Shelly. It wasn’t the most enviable position, but I couldn’t see myself breaking it off with her. As long as she would have me, I’d love to keep her.

I went over to hang out with Rick a few times over the next month, and felt a constant feeling of awkwardness. He had no idea that I was banging his stepdaughter, but I didn’t like keeping a secret like that. At the same time, I wasn’t exactly sure how to tell him.

We’d been together for less than two months, and that’s when it happened. Cassey was pregnant, with three over the counter tests as proof.

“Fuck.”

“Yeah, fuck.” she said. I could tell she was worried, so I gave her a big hug.

“I’m scared.”

“It’s okay, sweetheart. We can do this. Too easy.”

“Wait, you want to keep it?” she asked, breaking our embrace and looking up at me with tears in her eyes.

“Uh, yeah. I mean, yeah.” I said. A huge smile broke out on her face, and she gripped me harder than she ever had, jumping into my arms and wrapping her legs around my waist. That’s when I realized that it was for real.

Cassey was pregnant with my child. It was a wild couple of months, and thinking back on it made my head spin, but I was happy.

It didn’t go over well with her parents, who kicked her out, and refused to talk to me at first. That wore off after a month or so, and we slowly worked our way back into their good graces. I understand completely how they felt, but I wanted them to see that I had every intention of treating her right and taking care of her.

It’s pretty late to have my first child, but I think it offers some unique advantages. Plus, they’ll still have one parent with some youth left in them. We haven’t found out the sex of the baby just yet, but it’s been a very smooth transition into living together. It’s almost like we had some practice.

Cassey is as gorgeous as ever, with a little baby bump that’s just starting to show. I feel like the luckiest man in the world, as it’s been just as easy to fall into and stay in love with her as it was for us falling into lust.

Forbidden Desires

Chapter 1 - Megan 

Things had gone from bad to worse when I caught my boyfriend cheating. We shared an apartment, but it was his name on the lease, and he refused to leave. I couldn’t have afforded it by myself anyway, but it was just further proof of what a piece of shit he actually was. 

I moved into my car, and kept going to work. Some of my co-workers let me crash at their places here and there, but I mostly slept in the car. It was hard for me to not be angry about it, as it all seemed so unfair. 

After two years of college, I had to drop out to try and save some money so that I could go back. In the meantime, I moved in with Billy and everything went to hell. He changed almost instantly, and started staying out all night, and drinking all the time. I thought dating an older guy would make things more stable, but not in his case. 

It was overwhelming, being so far behind on money with no real hope or plan to turn things around. I worked as a waitress at the local sports bar, and while the pay wasn’t bad, it certainly wasn’t enough for me to afford a place by myself. 

Finally, I decided to give up. It was a new town, and I didn’t know anyone there. It felt like a losing battle, so I went back home to the shithole town I grew up in, the same place I’d vowed to never return when I made my escape as a wide eyed 18 year old girl with big dreams. 

All I wanted was to get my education, and find a way to become financially independent. I was so sick of money, of never having enough of it, and losing out on my dreams because of it. There had to be a way, but I really felt like I was standing in quicksand. 

I bought a week at an extended stay motel, and finally had a temporary roof over my head so I could clear my mind and make a plan. Obviously, I needed a job, so I filled out a bunch of applications at the library. Mom was back in jail, but I still had a couple of old friends who still lived in the area. I wasn’t sure if I was going to reach out to them, I was just happy to actually know some people in town, instead of being isolated with my ex. 

Things didn’t turn around right away, and the days ticked by in the motel, a countdown to me being back on the streets. I had the money to pay for another week, but I couldn’t justify it until I picked up a job. 

That’s when it happened, a blast from the past. I stopped at the grocery store to pick up a few items, and while I was shopping, I heard a man’s voice addressing me. 

“You sure are a pretty little thing.” he said, sending a chill up my spine. I wasn’t in the mood, and spun around to tell him off. 

“Look buddy, I don’t-” 

“Hi Megan.” 

“Jackson?” I asked, somehow remembering his name years after meeting him. 

“How are you? I haven’t seen you in ages.” he said, opening his muscular arms and wrapping me up in a tight squeeze. Jackson was friends with Kaleb, my friend Alicia’s dad. 

“Honestly, things couldn’t be worse.” I said, laughing to relieve the tension he made me feel. “But it’s really nice to see you.” 

“Let’s catch up. I don’t want to lose tabs on you.” he said, pulling out his phone. 

“Oh. Yeah. Of course.” I said, going along with it because I couldn’t tell him no. Jackson and I had only met once prior, but he made quite an impression. Even though he was a walking red flag, I found myself drawn to him like no other man before, despite our massive age gap. 

“Awesome. I’ll get a hold of you.” he said, locking in my digits and looking me up and down with a smile. “Such a cutie pie.” 

“Oh, hush.” I said, blushing and feeling my heart race. I felt so small in front of him, and it only made me want him more. 

“Are you doing anything later? I’m just gonna be hanging out at the house, if you want to join.” he said, slowly inching closer to me until we were practically pinned up against each other in the random grocery aisle. 

“Uhm, yeah. I mean, I’d love to.” I said. 

“Cool. Let me finish up shopping, and I’ll text you my address.” 

“Okay.” 

“I’ll see you in a bit.” he said, flashing his smile again before walking away. 

“Okay.” I said, noticing what a visceral effect he had on me. It was the same as the first time we met, as I instantly had a crush on him. Alicia told me all about him, how he had never settled down, and how he was always with a different woman, and spent all of his money on alcohol and tattoos. You’d think that would turn me off, but it only made him more endearing. And three years later, all he had to do was look into my eyes, and I was right back to fawning over him. 

Chapter 2 - Jackson 

I’d spent my fair share of time wondering about what happened to her, but it seemed way too creepy for me to bring it up to Kaleb. She was only 19 when we met, and I was still drinking at the time, but she stuck in my head all the same. 

Her name was Megan, and I couldn’t believe it when I saw her. She looked just as beautiful as I remembered, all by herself and shopping for groceries with one of those little hand baskets. I had no idea what was going on in her life, but I grew up with her dad, who was a real piece of work. 

I also knew her mother, and all about her problems with addiction and crime. It was a real testament to Megan, that she held it together so well and kept on trucking. There was something so admirable about that to me, to the will of the human spirit, of refusing to accept the circumstances you were handed, and being willing to fight for something better. 

Anyway, seeing her sparked a primal fire in my loins. I figured it was a total longshot that she would even remember me, but when she did, it made me wonder if I’d made some of an impression on her as well. 

A lot had changed in the four years since I first laid my eyes on her. I stopped chasing women carrying flaming red flags, quit drinking, and started my own business. The best part about the latter being that I made my own schedule. My plan for the day had been to work on the privacy fence in my backyard, but I told her that I was hanging around the house with no plans just to see if I could get her to come over. 

It had been months since I’d been on a date, and I wasn’t involved with anyone. She just had a crazy affect on me, and I found myself instantly pining over her in a major way. 

JACKSON: I’m going to fire up the grill later, so be hungry. 

MEGAN: Jackson? 

JACKSON: In the flesh. 

MEGAN: Not really. More like in the text. 

JACKSON: That’s your fault for not being at my place. Get your ass over here! 

MEGAN: Still waiting on that address… 

Thank God I’d been in a mad cleaning mania for the past couple days, as the house was immaculate by my standards. I sent her the address, and then hopped in the shower to freshen up before her arrival. 

Realistically, I didn’t know anything about her. Her name was Megan, she once dated Kaleb’s son, and she had effortless direct access to the strings that were attached to my heart and balls. That’s all I knew, other than the fact that there seemed to be an undeniable spark of attraction between us. Oh yeah, that and she was way too young for me. 

About an hour passed, and I started to wonder if she was going to get cold feet. It was kind of a shot in the dark anyway, I just needed an excuse to spend time with her. 

MEGAN: Be there in ten. 

JACKSON: See you soon. 

Words can’t even explain. I felt like a young man all over again, pacing around and thinking of things to say. I told myself to take it slow, to gauge her interest, but I knew how difficult that would be with her. What she had was so effortless, and I wanted to take it from her in the worst way. 

“Jesus, dude. Settle down.” I told myself, peeking out the front window and waiting for her to pull into my driveway. Maybe I should have let Kaleb know, but we hadn’t talked in a while. 

I’d written off younger women after I stopped drinking, because I wanted something more serious. Yet there I was, mouth watering with lust like a big hungry wolf with his eyes on Little Red Riding Hood. 

And then her car pulled in, and the first thing I noticed wasn’t her beautiful face. It was how much shit she had jammed inside of her tiny car. I came outside right away, to say hello and ask her why her car was chocked full of her personal belongings, but it slipped my mind the moment her long, tanned legs came into view. 

“Hi!” she said, lighting up when we locked eyes. 

“God damn.” I said, my mind hijacked as I let my eyes drift up and down her delectable body. “Hey cuteness.” 

“Oh, Jackson.” she said, giggling and acting like she didn’t know how stunning she was in her daisy dukes and pink tank top, a completely different outfit from what she wore at the store earlier. 

“Seriously, girl. You’re dangerous.” I said, placing my hand on the small of her back as she stepped inside my home. My cock was already reacting, and all I could think about was bending her tiny frame over the table in front of her and tearing off her shorts and panties. 

“It’s so nice to be out of the motel.” 

“What do you mean? Is that where you’re living?” I asked. 

“Yeah, I have two days left there.” 

“And then where are you going?” 

“I don’t know yet. Probably my car.” she said, having a seat at my dining room table. I poured her a glass of water, and sat down across from her. 

“No way.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“You’re too pretty to live in your car. It’s dangerous. You’ll stay with me.” I said. It wasn’t a problem at all, as I had two extra rooms that weren’t being used. 

“Jackson, I can’t impose.” 

“Nonsense. I wouldn’t be able to live with myself if something happened to you.” I said, giving her a stern look. At the end of the day, she was half my age, and it was my job to step in and protect her if I could, even if my intentions were slightly less than pure. 

“I mean, that would be so helpful.” 

“Are all of your things in your car right now?” I asked. 

“Mostly. I have a little bit of stuff at the hotel, clothes, toothbrush, and stuff like that.” she said. 

“We’ll stop by there later. Do you want to move your things in now? I’ll help.” I said, standing up before she could answer. We went back and forth, transporting her things from the car to her new bedroom, and before long, her car no longer looked like it was being inhabited. 

“Thank you so much, Jackson. I really needed this.” she said, giving me a hug and laying her head on my chest. The scent of her shampoo triggered my blood flow, reminding me again how powerless I was to our magnetic attraction. 

“Of course, baby.” I said, rubbing the small of her back as we broke our embrace. Her blue eyes stopped me in my tracks, pulling me in like a tractor beam. I couldn’t look away from her. 

“I’ll have to figure out a way to pay you back.” she said, her voice soft. My hands moved to her hips, and we maintained eye contact until our lips were pressed together. It was like fireworks going off, and I grabbed her tight little ass with both hands, lifting her up onto the dining room table as our tongues got acquainted. It was surreal, and I couldn’t control myself. 

“You know what I want, Megan. I’ve wanted it since the very first time I set my eyes on you.” I said, grabbing her by the ponytail and chin, lifting it slightly and looking into her eyes. “I want you over and over again.” she bit down on her lip, nodding her head slightly and flashing irresistible doe eyes. 

“I’ll do anything you say.” she said. 

“Good girl.” I whispered, pulling her top over her head as she raised her arms. I was already hard, and I needed to unleash all of the pent up sexual energy that she brought out in me. It had been a long time coming, and I had every intention of laying claim to her in the most primal way. 

“Are you sure?” she asked, letting me unclasp her bra. If only she knew, there was nothing in the world that I was more sure of in that moment than my dire need to possess her. 

Chapter 3 - Megan 

It was easy to give myself over to him, even while on his dining room table as he yanked my shorts down, and then bent me over it.

“Jackson.” I said, feeling his hand creep up my inner thigh, tugging my panties to the side and then reaching between my legs. His fingertips found my clit right away, and any willpower I had to assess the situation faded away. I just wanted him to take me.

“So wet, baby.” he said, leaning over me and nibbling on my ear. He removed his shirt, and pressed himself up against my ass while continuing to rub in little circles. His skilled fingers made me bite down on my lip, whimpering with pleasure as he grinded against me.

“It feels so good.” I whispered, straining and holding my breath.

“That’s my good girl. I’ve wanted to do dirty things to you for a long time, Megan.” he said, crouching down behind me. “Are you gonna be daddy’s little slut tonight?”

“Yes, daddy.” I said, looking back just in time to see him dropping his head beneath me. “Oh! Oh, gosh.”

“Mmm…” he lapped at my sex without hesitation, burying his face in it and sending a chill through my entire body. I hiked one of my legs up on the table as he pulled my flesh apart, licking and sucking on my clit.

“Oh my gosh.” I said, covering my mouth with my hand as his warm tongue invaded me. I’d harbored so much secret lust for him, and it felt completely surreal that he was being so aggressive with me.

“You have the sweetest little pussy.”

“Ugh…”

“Yes, baby. Rub it in daddy’s face. Let me taste it.” he said, dragging his tongue over my asshole as he raised himself up behind me, giving my ass a slap and pulling at his waistband until his erection flopped out dramatically. My eyes bulged as I gave it a double take, looking at his veiny length and wondering if I could take it. “Do you like that, baby?”

“I do.” I said, unable to stop staring at his enormous endowment. He was much larger than anyone I’d been with, with heavy hanging balls that made my mouth water for a taste. He spit onto his cock, spreading it around by stroking up and down his shaft.

“So pretty. You have no idea what a treat this is.”

“Who me?” I asked, grinning back at him and watching him rub his hardness for me.

“Yes you. Daddy needs to feel inside of that juicy little cunt.” he stepped up behind me, placing his hands on my hips and pushing his big cock up against my opening. “Look at that, so tiny. So wet for daddy.”

“Fuck…yes, daddy. Please.”

“Good girl. You want this daddy dick?” he asked, taking hold of himself and slapping it against my pussy and making me beg.

“Yes sir. Please give it to me. I need it.” I said, too aroused to feel shame at what I was saying. “Please, daddy.”

“Oh, fuck.” he sighed, thrusting into me and practically impaling me. I called out, wincing from the mixture of pleasure and pain his thickness inflicted. “There ya go, slut. Take daddy’s cock.”

“Ughn…ughnn…fuck, daddy. Ughnn…” I grunted, laying helplessly in place while he plundered me. His thrusts were deep and hard, hitting spots I didn’t know existed and sending me to another universe of sensation.

“Yeah, that’s my shit. That’s my little pussy now.” he grunted, his strong hands pinning me to the table as he wailed away at me. “Oh, fuck. Good girl.”

“Ugh!” I squealed as he pulled his cock all the way out, only to violently shove it back in, and out, and in again.

“That’s so sexy, baby. I love when you squirt on my dick.”

“Ugh!”

“Yeah, it’s okay baby. That just means you like it.” he said, fucking me way too hard for me to respond. It was the first time my body had ever reacted that way, and I could feel my own wetness dripping down my thighs.

“It’s yours.” I said, my eyes rolling back as he rhythmically pounded me straight through several mind bending orgasms. By the time he finally arrived, I was exhausted, and completely unprepared for the battering his hips gave me as he drove himself to the edge, using my limp body as a fucktoy until he was cumming inside me.

“Yes! Oh, fuck, Megan. I’m cumming.” he said, growling as he emptied himself deep into my womb. He didn’t ask, but I wasn’t on birth control, and I knew as he pumped his hot cum that he was very serious about making me his.

Chapter 4 - Jackson

No part of me expected things to unfold so quickly. The heat was out of this world, and I completely lost myself with her. And then it was over, and we were naked in my dining room.

“I’m sorry if I was a little rough. I don’t know what came over me.” I said, admiring her beauty as she gathered her clothes.

“I didn’t mind at all.” she said, walking right up to me. “Daddy.”

“Good, because I certainly can’t promise it won’t get rough again.”

“I wouldn’t want you to.” she said. “I sort of have cum dripping out of me.”

“As it should be. There’s a bathroom right down that hall. On the left.” I said.

“Thanks.” We kissed, and off she went, her cute little ass swaying with every hurried step until she disappeared into the restroom.

“Good Lord. What have I gotten myself into?” I asked, stepping into my shorts and wondering what my chances were of keeping her. My business was clearing almost ten grand a month, I was out of debt, and had just purchased a house big enough for a family.

Even though I’d never really considered myself the family type, once the partying was gone, there was something of a void there. I knew I needed a woman, and who better than the one girl I couldn’t seem to shake from my mind? It seemed almost destined, and I had the feeling that it was the start of something that wouldn’t be insignificant in my life.

I started the prep work for the cookout, and hoped she wouldn’t feel awkward after our impromptu dining room display of affection. It’s one of those things, it just happened. Like a volcanic eruption, perfectly natural.

“Oh, I like this.” she said, reappearing in the kitchen while I seasoned the steak.

“What’s that?” I asked.

“You, shirtless, cooking for me.”

“Oh, I’ll cook for ya, baby. Six days a week, and twice on Sunday.”

“I’m gonna hold you to that.” she said, raising her finger.

“As long as you keep giving me what you just gave me in the dining room, I’ll have zero problems with that.” I said, “Hey, would you mind starting dishwater?”

“Oh, heck no. I’m a trophy wife, I’m just here to look at.” she said, folding her arms over her chest but immediately cracking a smile.

“Thank you. I have steak hands.” I said, holding them up while she prepared the water. I finished the prep, and I gave her a little tour of the house. I showed her the spare bedrooms, the basement, and then took her out into the backyard.

“This is beautiful. I honestly didn’t expect this of you.” she said, her eyes darting over to mine.

“What is that supposed to mean?” I asked, chuckling. It made sense, as I was in a completely different place the first time we’d met.

“I mean, I asked Alicia about you.”

“Oh yeah? And what’d she say?”

“That you were a womanizer and a drunk.” she said, clearly enjoying our banter.

“Fair enough. I’ve changed a little since then. I stopped drinking.” I said.

“Still womanizing?”

“I’ve cut back.” I said, letting my hand wander down for a booty squeeze. We went back inside, lounging around and catching up. She told me about her ex, and how he’d kicked her out after he was caught cheating. I thought that usually went the other way around, but I guess it was his name on the lease. She told me about college, and how she dropped out to save money.

I couldn’t help feeling like I actually had a lot to offer her. She just needed help, and I knew her situation. There was no reason that a girl as smart and capable as Megan shouldn’t be in school. All that she seemed to be lacking was stability, and someone in her corner who could provide the support she needed.

“None of your boyfriends have ever given you a massage before?” I asked, completely in disbelief.

“No. This is amazing.” she said, eyes closed and sprawling out like she owned the place. I liked how comfortable she was, and I would gladly rub her pretty little toes anytime.

“I’m gonna spoil you.”

“This isn’t the only thing that was my first.” she said, opening one eye and pointing it at me.

“What do you mean?”

“No condom, without pulling out.”

“Oh. Yeah.” I said, unable to explain myself. It was the heat of the moment, and I couldn’t be blamed for my actions while lust drunk for her flesh.

“I don’t mind. It was really hot.”

“You’re really hot. I can’t believe you just let me kidnap you like this, so willingly.” I said. “You’re my little red riding hood.”

“Eat me big bad wolf.” she said, purring sensually. It wasn’t a call to action that I could turn down, and once again, her shorts and panties ended up in a pile on the floor while I made like a big bad wolf, and started eating her. “Mmm…That’s even better than a massage.”

“I agree.” I said, looking up at her with my face between her legs. She had a tiny little landing strip, and the yummiest little hole I’d ever tasted. It wasn’t long before we were naked, with Megan taking charge and climbing up into my lap.

“I’m still getting used to you.” she said, wiggling herself into place, and slowly lowering herself onto my shaft.

“Oh my God, baby. I’ll never get enough of that.” I said, watching myself split her tightness as she sank down.

“Jackson!” she said, repeating my name over and over as I bounced her up and down on my hard dick, watching her gorgeous little tits bounce each time I thrust from the bottom. “Jackson, oh my gosh.”

“Yes, baby. Good girl, you’re doing such a good job.” I said, running my hands through her hair and biting her neck. “Yeah, ride that cock. Good girl, show me. Show me what a good little slut you are.”

“Ugh! Oh, gosh. It’s so big, daddy. Fuck.”

“Yeah, do you like daddy’s big cock? You like riding it?”

“Yes! Oh! Harder, daddy. Please.” she said, tossing back her head while I wrapped my lips around her puffy nipple, sucking and licking while she twerked in my lap, gripping my cock with incredible tightness, milking me until we were again doing the unthinkable.

“Fuck! I’m gonna cum, Megan. I’m gonna cum.”

“Yes, daddy. Do it. Make me pregnant with your cum.”

“Oh, fuck. Yes, baby. Yes. That’s what I want.” I said, grabbing her by the face and kissing her deeply as we grinded our hips together. It was completely irrational, trying to get pregnant on our very first day together, but the feeling was mutual under the drunkenness of unadulterated lust.

“Mmm…”

“Take it, baby. Take it.” I said, trailing off as my entire body began to tremble. Our impossible attraction made the orgasms melt my mind, and hang on for dear life while filling her for the second time that day.

“Oh, gosh. Daddy…” she arched her back as I came inside her, throwing caution to the wind on a complete wim. It was the most sensational feeling, clinging to her petite frame and emptying years of pent up tension.

“Megan.” I whispered, digging my fingers into the soft flesh of her asscheeks. She nestled her head against mine, and no further words were necessary. We just knew.

Chapter 5 - Megan

Even though I had my own, I elected to stay in his room that first night, letting him ravage me until we were both so exhausted we fell asleep. It was like being the first high from a powerful drug, and we rode it through the next several days.

Jackson was an artist, and sold digital copies as well as print copies of his work from various websites, including his own. A lot of his designs were also licensed for t-shirts, and he also did some commissions if the price was right.

“I started off tattooing, but over the years, I kind of gravitated towards digital art.” he said, letting me scroll through his artist page. It was really impressive, and somehow, he became even sexier.

“Jackson, this is amazing. I had no idea.”

“Awh, thanks baby.” he said, giving me a smooch. Our chemistry was too much, and it made me feel extra comfortable with him. Everytime we touched, it escalated to straight to dirty, depraved sex. No one had ever manhandled me like him, and he was so passionate that I couldn’t get enough.

He was intoxicating, and because he worked from home, we started spending all of our time together. Honestly, it was the smoothest transition imaginable. The two of us got along famously, and we started going out and meeting his friends. At first, he introduced me as his roommate, but it didn’t take long for him to start calling me his girlfriend.

I had no objections, and didn’t even care if it was official or not. He made me happier than I’d been in years, and he even loaned me the money to start taking online classes in exchange for free use of my body, a naughty request that I gladly obliged.

Within two months, I was pregnant. Six months later, we eloped. Three months later, well, I haven’t got there yet, but it’s gonna be a boy!

We’re waiting until after the baby is born before we have our wedding, and Alicia is going to be my maid of honor. It’s so funny looking back, at us both having inappropriate crushes on each other, to life happening and pulling us apart, and finally, coming full circle back into each other’s arms where we belong.


Massive Temptation

Chapter 1 - Kiara 

I’d been close friends with Ashley since middle school, and spent the night there all the time. I loved being at their house, as they had a beautiful home and a swimming pool. When summer came around, my mom knew exactly where to find me. 

Their family dynamic was interesting. Brock was Ashley’s stepdad, and the breadwinner of the household. He was an investor and website designer, and while I didn’t know exactly how much money he made, it was clear that they were past the point of being comfortable. They were wealthy. 

He married Ashley’s mother Tia during the summer following our junior year of high school, and it never made sense to me. Brock and Tia looked good together, as she was an attractive woman, and he was tall and handsome, but that’s about as far as it went. 

Tia was a bit on the pretentious side, and she could be absolutely insufferable at times. She got frustrated easily, and steadily sipped on white wine during all hours of the day and night. Sometimes she was the life of the party, but she could also be the death of it. We got along okay, as long as I made it a point to avoid her whenever she was in one of her moods. 

Brock was the opposite, easy going and always in a great mood. He liked to cook out for us on the grill, and had no problems spoiling us whenever we needed something. He always had a wad on him, and would dole it out one hundred dollars at a time in cash. Ashley took a little while to come around to him, but the allowance certainly helped. I thought he was drop dead gorgeous, and sexy in every conceivable way. 

Of course, this was information I kept to myself. I always noticed them not getting along though, Tia and Brock, sneaking off for quiet arguments in the middle of warm, sunny days. Even though I stayed out of it, I couldn’t help taking his side over time, as she always seemed like she was in the mood for a problem. 

Once the lease was up on my mom’s apartment, she decided to downsize to something more affordable, a one bedroom across town. I moved into the guest room at Ashley’s, as Brock told me that I was more than welcome to stay for the summer before I left for college. That’s how the summer started, and how it was supposed to play out. Instead, Brock caught Tia texting another man inappropriately, and lost his shit. 

It was early in the morning when they had the first blow up, and I could hear everything they were saying while laying in bed. I tried tuning it out, but they were so loud. I knew that Tia could be wild, but I’d never heard her screech like that, deflecting responsibility and blaming him for neglecting her. Brock screamed back, telling her that he got a prenuptial agreement for a reason, and that he had zero tolerance for “loser alcoholics” in his life. 

ASHLEY: I’m so sorry. 

KIARA: It’s not your fault. This is so awkward though. 

ASHLEY: I know. I’m gonna go out back by the pool. 

KIARA: Same. I’ll meet you there. 

Anyway, suffice it to say that the summer got off to a bit of a rocky start. After fighting all day, Tia finally left after Brock got her a hotel room for the week. He hired a lawyer, and I just tried to leave him alone for a couple of days and stayed out of the way as much as I could. Once Tia was gone, the house took on a whole new vibe, and it was very clear that he was much happier without her around. 

I mentioned before that Brock was very attractive, and that I kept my little crush a secret. As soon as he was a single man, my feelings were amplified, due in no small part to the difference in the way he began treating me. 

“Hey, I’m sorry you had to overhear all of that, but I just want you to know that you’re both still welcome here, and that you’ve always been my favorite.” he said, holding my shoulders in his massive hands and looking directly into my eyes. 

“Thank you. I really appreciate that.” I said, unable to maintain eye contact and looking down in front of me. Brock towered over me, and his bulging muscles made me weak at the knees. From that day forward, I found myself getting warm whenever I was in his presence. 

The differences were subtle but undeniable. Without Tia around, he would pull me aside, and find reasons to make small talk and joke around with me. I told myself it was all in my head, and that I was just fantasizing because I secretly wanted him. There was no way that a hot, successful man in his early forties would be interested in little old me. 

Ashley won a scholarship at the state college for softball, and started leaving every morning for workouts, only returning sometime in the early afternoon. That’s when things really changed, and the way he looked at me became almost hungry, to the point that I could no longer deny the feelings he aroused in me. 

I started masturbating, and he was the star of all my fantasies. It only made being around him more difficult, though, as it felt almost like he knew exactly how I felt, and what I was doing to curtail the tension. I typically slept in pretty late, but woke up super early one morning because I had to use the restroom. Little did I know that I was about to experience something that would change everything. 

I heard Ashley leave for her workout around six thirty, and I got up maybe fifteen minutes later to go to the bathroom, and then to the kitchen to get myself a cup of coffee, figuring it wouldn’t hurt anything to wake up early for once in my life. 

My eyes were still adjusting to the morning light, and there was already a fresh pot of coffee brewed so I poured myself a cup, and then waddled into the living room to enjoy it. That’s when I saw him, swimming in the pool. Brock worked out a lot, so I didn’t think too much of it. I blew on the hot liquid, sipping it slowly as I watched him swim back and forth. 

My goodness. He’s so hot. I was just standing there in the window, innocently sipping my coffee and enjoying the show. Brock finished his laps, swam over to the ladder, and started climbing out. I felt a little bit naughty watching him swim, but thought nothing of it, until suddenly, as he emerged from the water, my eyes locked onto the biggest flaccid cock I’ve ever seen. 

“Ugh!” I gasped, my eyes bulging as he grabbed a towel, and started drying off his hair. His penis swung heavy as he rubbed the towel on his head, and a feeling of panic swept over me. I wasn’t sure what to do, should I run away and pray he didn’t see me? I froze instead, unable to pry my eyes away from his juicy length. Just looking at it made me wet, filling me with a deep pressure that ached for relief. 

Oh my God. Oh my God. Oh my God. He wrapped his towel around his waist, making his way to the backdoor to come inside. I left my coffee on the table, and sprinted straight back to my room. I heard him shut the back door, and my heart was pounding in my chest like I’d done something wrong and was about to get caught. 

At the same time, I kept picturing his enormous manhood, and wishing that I could lay under him. I got into bed, pulling the covers over myself and pretending that nothing happened, even though my heart was beating through my chest and my mouth was somehow dry and watering at the same time. 

Chapter 2 - Brock 

Swimming was part of my daily morning workout, and I usually performed my laps in the nude. I found it refreshing, as well as freeing, as I’d grown up poor and was never afforded that level of privacy and comfort until much later in life. 

I did think about switching to trunks, since Kiara was staying over, but after getting acquainted with her sleep schedule, it was no longer a concern. By the time she dragged herself out of bed, I’d have already worked out, showered, masturbated, and eaten. So I never thought there was any chance of her seeing me. 

And then I noticed her coffee cup, steaming fresh and sitting on the coffee table right by the window that overlooked the pool. I wrapped myself up in my robe, and thought about it for a second, wondering if it could have been Ashley, but she didn’t drink caffeine, and had already left by the time I went outside. 

“Oh, boy.” I said, realizing for sure that it was Kiara. 

She was one of my stepdaughter’s best friends, and I’d known her since Tia and I got married the year before. I didn’t realize it at the time, but a lot of the things I liked about her were the very things Tia lacked, even if her alcoholism was ultimately to blame for her unpleasantness and constantly shifting moods. 

Kiara had a cheerful disposition, and wide, bright eyes that were always full of wonder. She wasn’t even half my age, and I’m not the type to let my eyes wander, so I really didn’t notice her beauty until after Tia had already left the house. 

And then I noticed the hell out of it. Every time she walked past me, or bent over in front of me, or sat in the splits, stretching out her legs, I was fully aware of how gorgeous she was. It was innocent admiring at first, thinking to myself that she was awfully pretty, and good for her. Then it was lingering stares, and letting my gaze move up and down her body, thinking about how soft her skin might be and how much I wanted her legs wrapped around my waist. 

I walked straight to the guest room, and lightly rapped my knuckles against the door before entering. She was all the way under the covers, and her head popped out when I entered carrying her cup of coffee. 

“You forgot this.” I said, setting it down on the table beside her bed. She smiled, sitting up and stretching, pretending to yawn. 

“Oh, yeah.” 

“I don’t mind that you saw me. I also didn’t think you’d be awake.” I said. 

“Oh. Uhm. I just, had to pee.” she said, stammering over her words and smiling uncontrollably. 

“It’s fine, Kiara. Like I said, it doesn’t bother me. We’re both adults.” I said. She bit down on her lip, nodding her head as she reached out for the cup of coffee. “You look so cute in the mornings.” 

“I do not.” she said, giggling and hiding her face. I felt the impulse to make a move, as it was crystal clear to me that I wanted her, but I fought the urge, deciding it wasn’t the best time. 

“Well, if you ever have to pee again, feel free to join me.” I said, telling myself to turn and leave but finding my feet firmly glued to the floor. 

“In the pool?” she asked, raising her eyes to mine. 

“Yeah. We could do some laps together.” 

“I don’t know about all that, I’m not really a morning person. I could cheer you on, though.” she said. 

“You’d make a good cheerleader. I’d like that.” I said. 

“Brock?” she asked, stopping me as I turned to leave. “Thank you. For bringing me my coffee.” 

“Of course. I’ll see ya.” 

Chapter 3 - Kiara 

I couldn’t even look at him without thinking about his cock, as the image was burned into my mind, and left me with a lingering case of horniness that I couldn’t shake. It didn’t help that there was no one I could tell, or that we were suddenly in such close quarters, all alone for extended periods of time. 

My internal clock shifted, and I started waking up right when Ashley left the house. I couldn’t help it, the tension between Brock and I felt so obvious, and I was relieved that Ashley hadn’t picked up on it. With Tia out of the house, and Ashley busy with work and softball, everything changed. 

It felt as if his comments were an invitation, and after laying in bed and chickening out the morning after I saw him naked, I decided to take him up on his offer. I made sure to take a shower and get myself ready, and then made my way out into the living room once again. 

My heart started racing immediately, as this was no longer a chance encounter. I made myself a cup of coffee, even though I was already wide awake. It felt so adult, and premeditated. Brock swam the length of the pool and back, resting momentarily between laps while I slowly built up the courage to go outside and join him by the pool. 

“Hey there, cuteness.” he said, throwing his arms up on the side of the pool as I sat down on one of the lounge chairs. 

“Hi.” I said. 

“You sure you don’t want to join me?” he asked. 

“No, I think I’ll stay here and enjoy the view.” I said, setting my ceramic cup down on the concrete floor as he set out for another lap. Ashley wouldn’t be home for hours, but I still felt like we were going to get caught, like she might walk out at any moment and see what we were up to. 

Brock finished his laps and climbed out of the pool just like before, only this time I was right there to see it first hand. I felt my face flush red, and I was far too embarrassed to stare like before. He walked right over to me, and I made sure to keep my eyes straight ahead. 

“Will you hand me that towel?” he asked, stepping one leg up onto my chair and pointing to a white towel laid out on the lounge beside me. 

“Yeah, of course.” I said, reaching for the towel with my head spinning. 

“You don’t mind drying me off, do you?” he asked, grinning. Clearly, he wasn’t the least bit uncomfortable with me seeing him naked, and even seemed to be having fun with it, judging by the fact that he was getting harder. 

“Really?” I asked. 

“Please? You can be my little helper.” he said, fully insistent that I be the one to dry him off. 

“Fine, but it’s a secret.” I said. 

“I won’t tell.” he said, turning around as I stood up. His body was immaculate, sinewy and lean, and I let my eyes scan him as I bent down to dry off his legs and buttocks. I could hear my pulse in my ears, and I felt like my breathing was audible. Brock raised his arms, and I ran the towel over his torso. 

“There you go.” I said, content with what I’d done. My palms were sweating, and it felt like his dick was actively pulling on my peripherals. 

“No, not yet. You forgot something.” he said, taking hold of himself by the base and shaking it back and forth. My eyes couldn’t resist, and I felt myself go weak as I looked down at his thickness. 

“I shouldn’t.” I said, reaching out with the towel anyway. He was so attractive, and I felt overpowered by my own biology. I wanted him, and I didn’t care if it was wrong, or if there would be consequences. 

“Good girl.” he whispered, as I began cupping his balls and stroking his shaft with the towel, causing the blood to flow right away, for both of us. His cock grew hard, and I dropped the towel to the floor. 

“We shouldn’t.” I said again, holding his juicy manhood in both hands, my lips naturally parting to receive him. I didn’t even think, it was all impulse and attraction. I started kissing the tip, dragging my lips along the underside of his shaft. 

“Oh, Kiara. You’re so beautiful.” he said, running his fingers through my hair and looking down at me. I knew that we should stop, but it had already gone too far. The attraction was too much. 

“You’re really big.” I said, my voice soft. His grip tightened around a handful of my hair, and he pushed my head down onto him. 

“Such a good girl. You have no idea how much I need this, baby.” he said. I lost all control, and my own desires got the better of me. It was so big and manly, and I couldn’t help worshiping his cock and balls, exploring him like no man before. His deep, growling voice spurred me on, making me so wet that I couldn’t think straight. 

“Mmm…” 

“Yes, that’s what I like. You’re so good, baby.” he said. I ended up on my hands and knees on the lounge chair, with him standing at the foot of it, feeding me his endowment while I struggled to receive him. 

“Gluck!” I coughed, spitting up all over his rod, only to dive down for more. No one had ever brought out that side of me, but it was such a turn on trying to handle it. I loved the dirty way he talked to me, and seeing a side of him I’d never seen before. 

“Look at me, Kiara. Good girl. Look up at daddy while you suck it.” he said, holding my hair in a ponytail and thrusting against me. I hated giving blowjobs, up until my lips were firmly suctioned around him. “Oh my God.” 

“Are you going to cum?” I asked, looking into his eyes like he said. 

“Do you want it?” he asked, wiping the spit away from my mouth with his thumb, and then slipping it into my mouth. I squealed with excitement, sucking on his thumb in the same eager way I’d sucked on his penis. 

“Yes, daddy. I really want it.” I said, biting my lip and looking up at him. 

“I’d rather fuck you first.” he said, offering me his hand. I was in such a state of arousal that I’d have done anything he told me to do, and I laced my fingers in his and let him lead the way inside. We went to his bedroom, and he threw the door shut behind us, lifting me into his arms like I was nothing but a feather. 

“Mmm…” I sighed, moaning as we kissed deeply. He took total control of the situation, ripping off my clothes and bending me over his mattress. 

“Do you want it?” he asked, yanking my thong underwear down my thighs and slapping his hard cock against my ass. His hand reached around, his thick fingers wrapping around my throat. 

“Yes.” I gasped, feeling his bulbous mushroom pressing against my opening. 

“Say it. Say you want that big daddy dick.” he whispered, his hot breath sending a chill up my spine as I repeated what he said. 

“I want it. I want that daddy dick.” I said, trembling as he pushed himself into me. “Ugh!” 

“Yeah, that’s it. Take that big cock.” he whispered, working it in and out, thrusting harder. 

“Oh my…gosh.” I whined, struggling to breathe and being impaled at the same time. It felt so good, but it was so rough. So intense. “Yes, oh fuck.” 

“Good girl, God damn, Kiara. It’s perfect. It’s so fucking tight.” he said, grunting and slapping his palm across my asscheek. My fingers dug into the sheets and I inhaled sharply, his balls swinging and slapping against my ass with every violent thrust. 

“Ugh, ugh, yes. Oh!” 

“Good girl. It’s so little, Kiara. I love it. I love it so much.” 

“Yes, daddy. Ugh.” 

“You’re gonna get me addicted to that little pussy, baby.” he said, kissing my cheek and squeezing my face as he pummeled me. I was filled like never before, fed long strokes until I was seeing stars, crying, and orgasming all at the same time. 

“Ahh! Ughh… Ughnn!” 

“Yeah, baby. Such a good girl. You are such a good little girl.” he said, his pace growing frantic as he arrived, calling out as he left it inside me, making a huge, hot, sticky mess inside me as we climaxed simultaneously, consecrating our forbidden bond in the most primal way imaginable. 

His strength gave way, and his grip relinquished, still firmly wedged deep inside of me. I released the sheets, overtaken by comfort and relief. It felt like a million pounds were lifted off of me, and I crawled into his arms without hesitation, still too lost in the post coital bliss to fully process what we’d done. All I knew was that I liked it, and I wanted more. 

Chapter 4 - Brock 

I stayed in the shower for almost an hour, letting the hot water pour over my body while I took a much needed moment to myself. There was a lot going on, to say the least, and I let my lust get the better of me.

Truth be told, I asked for it. I’m the one who invited her out by the pool. I didn’t have some grand scheme to seduce her, but I had some idea where things would end up if she took me up on my offer.

The divorce was a big mess, and I was doing everything in my power to keep Tia compliant with things. She was a dramatic person, and I shouldn’t have ignored all of the red flags, but it was what it was. I just didn’t want sweet little Kiara getting in the middle of it, because she didn’t deserve to be on the wrong side of Tia’s rage.

Ashley was also important to me, and I had every intention of keeping her in my life even though I’d only known her for a short time. She did nothing wrong, and I still wanted to help her out financially because I knew that college could be tough, especially as an athlete when you have to keep up with academics, athletics, and money.

She was a level headed person, and confided in private that she understood why I was leaving her mother, but I wasn’t so sure she’d be on board with me fucking one of her friends. Kiara was just so damn cute, and right there for the taking. I should have waited, but it was near impossible to resist when you want someone that badly.

The sex was amazing, and I loved how submissive she was. I rubbed the bar of soap over my body, washing away the evidence that we’d been together, even though I knew there was plenty more to come. I understood the optics, that it would look like I was just rebounding with a random younger woman, but I wasn’t interested in re-entering the dating pool after tasting her. It might have been unconventional, but I found what I wanted, and it was much easier to move on considering that infidelity was the cause of my divorce.

And honestly, I’d fallen out of love with her months before that. Her ambition and drive disappeared, and she was no longer the same woman I met. Still, it was so early on in our marriage that I felt like I could ride it out, that she’d come back around and things would be better again. And then she cheated, leaving me all alone in the house with a sexy nineteen year old. It wasn’t the way I’d have written it, but that’s the way it played out.

I took solace in Kiara, and she was there when I was in need. She knew everything that was going on with my divorce, and it felt nice having someone to talk to about it. She became the ultimate distraction, as she liked to do as she was told, almost as much as I liked to tell her what to do. She brought out all of my innermost desires, and reinvigorated my soul each and every morning.

As Ashley’s softball training and work schedule kicked into full gear, we were left with more and more time to spend alone together, and developed something of a routine of hanging out. It started with my workout, and always ended up with us in the shower, or between the sheets of my bed, making a sweaty mess of each other.

“Hi, daddy.” she said, appearing the moment I finished drying off.

“Hey baby.” I said, smiling and looking her up and down in her little white tank top and thong.

“You like?” she asked, spinning around and popping her hip. She already knew full well that I liked, as well as what seeing her in that state of undress would cause me to do.

“I need it.” I said, scooping her up and carrying her over to my bed.

“Me too.”

“You’re gonna be my downfall.” I said, depositing her onto the mattress as my cock hardened with anticipation.

“No I won’t, daddy.” she said, sighing sensually as her eyes went crossed. Kiara laid flat on her stomach, waving her tiny little feet around while she began sucking my balls, making popping sounds with her mouth and giggling.

“God damn.” I said, standing at the edge of the bed, mesmerized by her beauty and the pleasure she provided me. “Good girl.”

“That’s all I want, daddy. I just want to be your good little girl, and your little whore behind closed doors.” she said, speaking slow and deliberately, and looking up at me with her bright eyes.

“Don’t stop.” I said, taking her by the hair and climbing on top of her.

“Yes sir.” she whimpered, opening wide as I thrust down against her face, making her swallow it all. I’d become spoiled by her penchant for going down on me, and I wasn’t sure if I believed her when she said that I was the one who turned her on to giving oral so enthusiastically.

“Yeah, you like that, don’t you?” I said, dangling my balls over her face and watching her play with herself while slurping at them.

“I love it.” she whispered, stroking my cock and kissing the tip.

“No one is going to understand.” I said, my nerves tingling as her sweet mouth took all of my cares and worries away.

“Why should they?” she asked, giggling as she tugged with both hands.

“You’re right. They’re just gonna have to deal with it.” I said. It was always a battle when it came to her, a fight between letting her continue to slobber all over my balls and dick, paying them homage like they were royal, or ending the tease and stuffing her full of cock. She was irresistible to me, and I fell harder for her every time I bent her over and released myself inside her.

“Oh, fuck. I love when you do it hard.” she cried, pulling her cheeks apart while I laid claim to her. Her tightness gripped me to the point of absurdity, and I continued pounding until I erupted into her, seizing with pleasure and shaking uncontrollably.

“Ugh! Oh my God.” I grunted, letting her take it all without any thought of the consequences. With each day that passed, it became clearer to me that I had to have her. I knew I had to talk with Ashley about it, and that was my main concern. I also wanted to keep it a secret until the divorce was official, because Tia would use it as an excuse to make a complete ass of herself.

I pulled her onto me, closed my eyes, and gave her a kiss. Even though it was a little complicated, I wouldn’t have traded her for the world.

Chapter 5 - Kiara

Being with Brock was the most exhilarating experience of my life, and it was only made hotter by the fact that we were constantly sneaking around, and fucking all over the house without being able to tell anyone about our relationship.

As the summer wore on, things became so cozy that I didn’t want them to end. I couldn’t even imagine going to college and trying to relate to guys my age, as I’d already found everything I was seeking in a partner. At the same time, I understood that there was a massive age gap, and plenty of things complicating our romance.

He was forty, and I was nineteen. That coupled with the fact that we met through Ashley made it seem inappropriate, and we started hooking up so soon after Tia left, I understood that it didn’t look great. I also understood that he was under a lot of stress, and I tried not to get my hopes up too high. Even if our fairytale had to end, I was still happy to be a part of it.

Never in my wildest dreams did I expect for Brock and I to engage in such an illicit affair, nor did I expect to be gagging myself on a big donkey dick and loving every second of it. It was all very addicting, and I didn’t want the excitement to end.

Not knowing what we were kept things fresh, but it was also maddening. I needed to know! Was this just a fun summer fuckfest, or was it going to continue? He was only the third man I’d been intimate with, and I found myself wanting more.

“Hi, daddy.” I said, speaking softly so no one else overheard me. It was Saturday night, and he had friends over for a cookout.

“Hi, baby.” he said, speaking loudly and taking my hand in his. We were at the picnic table with Ashley and his friend Timothy, and it was the first time we’d shown any sort of hint of affection while in public.

“Baby?” Ashley asked, cocking her head and squinting her eyes. I felt myself flush hot immediately, as I’d played similar scenarios out in my head again and again over the past few months.

“Yeah. I should have let you know sooner, but Kiara and I are together.” he said. Timothy raised his eyebrows, looking over to see Ashley’s reaction.

“Oh. Well, that’s…I don’t even know. Can I be excused?” she asked, patting her mouth with a napkin and then getting up.

“I’m sorry, Ashley.” I said, absolutely horrified.

“I just need a second.” she said.

“Of course, sweetheart.” Brock said, stopping me from standing up and motioning for me to let her go. He leaned in, and whispered into my ear. “She deserves to know, and she’ll come to terms with it. It’s just a little shocking to hear for the first time.”

“Well, let me apologize in advance for my friend Brock here, here’s a real loser, but you’re a catch. Way out of his league, congratulations buddy.” Tim said, a little tipsy and clearly happy for his friend. I realized that Tim thought of it purely as his friend getting lucky with a younger woman, but it didn’t really bother me. It was such a euphoric feeling, getting the monkey off of my back and finally being able to be open about it.

He turned out to be right. Ashley didn’t care at all, and we sat in her room later that night and talked about it. She’d only known him for a few years, so it wasn’t like she looked at him as a father, or viewed it as some sort of betrayal.

“It just surprised me. I didn’t know what to feel.” she said, laughing at it a few short hours later. “He’s a great guy. I always thought he was handsome.”

“Yeah. I should have told you, it was just…weird. I don’t know.”

“It’s all good, I understand. So you two are like, an official couple now?” she asked. I shrugged.

“We haven’t honestly talked about it much, but it’s what I wanted.” I said.

After his friends went home, Brock pulled me aside and apologized, saying he should have consulted me about it instead of announcing it out of the blue.

“I won’t do something like that again. I want us to be partners on everything.” he said. I didn’t even care, as it felt so good knowing that he was mine.

“I don’t mind. I’m just so happy.” I said, wrapping my arms around his waist and laying my face in his chest.

“I love you, Kiara.” he whispered, cupping my face and kissing the top of my head. “Come to bed. Let me show you much you mean to me.”

“Yes, daddy.” I said, taking his hand and letting him lead me into his bedroom. We’d crossed that threshold many times before, always sneaking, being naughty. Not anymore.

Ashley was already asleep, so we left the door open for the first time, and made out like horny teenagers on top of his covers, pawing and groping, slowly tearing each other’s clothes off.

“Lay down. Let me taste you.” he said, placing his hand on my chest and slowly pressing me to my back, lowering himself between my legs and continuing his makeout session.

“Oh, Brock.”

“Yeah?”

“Yes.” I said, running my fingers through his hair and writhing beneath his skillful, lapping tongue. He sucked on my clit, introducing a finger and rhythmically rocking me beneath him.

“You have the prettiest little pussy.” he whispered, tonguing my clit and inhaling my scent. I grinded against his face, with lightning like jolts of electricity moving through me. He was no longer my secret passion, he was my lover. I shuddered uncontrollably as I came for him, his mouth sending me over the edge. My toes flexed and curled, and he pressed my legs up by my head and entered me.

“Oh, God.” I said, watching him disappear inside me, thrusting forcefully and making me take it.

“I love you, Kiara. I love you so much.” he said, maintaining strict eye contact as he bottomed out powerfully, reminding me why I fell for him in the first place.

“I love you too, daddy.” I said, holding up my legs as he laid claim to me. His entire bed shook, squeaking and colliding against the headboard. “Harder.”

“It’s so good, Kiara. I’m addicted to you.” he said, his intensity growing. I’d learned to feel the subtle shifts in him, and I could feel him pulsing and squirting me full of hot cum as he arrived, calling out sweet nothings into the night as we pushed ourselves together, fighting for every last drop of pleasure.

The days that followed felt like one big mania, as we were out in the open, and able to go out and celebrate our relationship. Brock asked me to move in, and I was able to switch a lot of my classes over to online, and the campus was only an hour drive so it wouldn’t be too much of a commute.

I didn’t know it at the time, but I was already pregnant. It was another secret for us to keep, at least for a while. Tia was surprisingly cooperative when it came to the divorce, accepting a gracious settlement from Brock that left her with a small payout in order to move things forward quickly, despite her infidelity.

Ashley left for school, the divorce was finalized, and now we’re just a regular happy couple. We get a sideways look from time to time because of our age difference, but my family accepted him with open arms. My mom told me that she wished he was closer to my age, but that she could tell he was a kind and loving man.

He comes to every doctor’s appointment, and cooks every meal from scratch. I’m now five months along, and it’s very possible that I conceived the very first time we made love, which makes sense. My body knew what it wanted. The pregnancy has been very smooth so far, and we’re expecting a healthy baby boy sometime in late January.

Personal Assistant - Free Use Pregnancy

Chapter 1 - Adam 

When my elderly neighbor Mildred used her walker to travel on foot from her place to mine, I knew she was serious. 

“Oh, hi Mildred. You could have called, I would have come over.” I said, smiling as she handed me a brown paper bag full of oatmeal cookies. “Thank you.” 

“This is a very special occasion, I figured I would drag my old bones over to tell you the good news.” she said, half smiling as I helped her inside, and out of the heat. 

“Okay, Mildred. Be careful. Did you want anything to drink?” I asked, walking her to the dining room and helping her sit down. 

“Do you have tea?” she asked. 

“I do.” 

“Unsweetened please.” she said, raising her index finger. 

“Of course. What’s the good news?” I asked. Mildred was a sweet old woman, and mostly kept to herself, so I was always happy to entertain her. 

“Oh, yes. It’s my granddaughter, Lily. She’s coming to stay with me for the summer.” she said. I poured her a glass of iced tea, and strolled back into the dining room to take a seat. 

“Wow, that’s great.” I said. 

“Yes, it is. She’s adorable, you’re going to love her. She just finished her freshman year of University, and she’s going to stay with me to save money on room and board.” she said, lighting up with joy. 

“That’s just fabulous. I hope you two have a great time.” I said. 

“Oh, we will. I don’t get to see her as much as I’d like, you know, so this is going to be really good.” 

“I agree.” 

“Actually, I wanted to ask you a favor, if you don’t mind.” she said. 

“Yeah, sure. What is it?” 

“Well, I know that you’re successful, and I was wondering, if maybe you had some extra work that Lily could help out with. She’s very smart, and ambitious.” she said. “And hard working!” 

“Oh. Uhm, I don’t know, Mildred. I don’t have that much extra work, really.” I said. 

“Come on, I know you have to have something to keep a young girl busy. Just pay her ten dollars an hour, and you’ll have a personal assistant for the summer.” she said. Mildred could be very pushy at times, and I decided to just relent because I could feel things heading in that direction right away. 

“You know what? I think I could put her to work a couple days a week. I don’t see the harm in that.” I said, willing to capitulate in order to move it along. 

“Thank you, Adam. You won’t regret this, she’s such a good girl. You’re going to love her.” she said. I could tell that it made her day, and we talked while she finished her drink, and then I walked her back to her house. 

Mildred said her granddaughter would be arriving the following afternoon, but I didn’t think much about it and went on with my day. 

Our agreement didn’t enter my head again until the following afternoon, when I happened to glance out the front window and see a little red sports car parked in front of her house. 

“Oh, boy.” I said, struck with the realization that I was going to have to come up with something for her to do. As a writer, it was kind of a one man operation, and I wasn’t particularly keen on bringing someone else in on it, even if it was just to help out with clerical stuff. 

Once the sun started setting, and it cooled off a little, I went out on my back porch to enjoy a nightcap, and that’s when I saw her for the first time. She was taking out a bag of garbage, and I perked up right away, letting my eyes scan up and down her supple young body as she dropped the bag into Mildred’s trash can. 

She wore jean shorts and a white crop top that showcased her petite frame, with her dirty blonde hair in a ponytail on top of her head. After depositing the waste, she turned and caught me checking her out. We both smiled, and she waved. 

“Hi! I’m Adam.” I said, grabbing my drink and walking over to the chain link fence separating our backyards. 

“Grammy told me about you, I’m Lily.” she said, extending her hand over the fence. 

“Yeah, so you’re here for the summer?” I asked, staring into her blue eyes as my heart started racing. 

“That’s right! Campus housing is outrageous, and I missed my grammy, so it worked out perfectly.” she said. 

“Very nice.” 

“Grammy said that I can work for you? Is that right?” 

“Uhm, yeah. For sure. Just give me a couple days to get everything in order, and I’ll put you to work. It’s probably only gonna be ten hours or so a week, is that alright?” I asked. 

“Yeah, absolutely. I just need a little running around money, honestly.” she said, absolutely oozing with youthful energy and effortless beauty. I hadn’t even thought about it when Mildred brought her up, that her granddaughter might randomly end up being hot as fuck. 

“Okay, good. Honestly, she kind of sprang it on me yesterday, but I do have some personal assistant type tasks that you could handle.” I said, doing a complete 180 and coming fully on board with Mildred’s genius suggestion. 

“Great. I can’t wait.” she said, biting her lip without breaking eye contact. I felt the urge to lean over the fence and give her a kiss right then, but wrapped up the conversation instead. 

As I sat back down on my back porch, a hopeful feeling was birthed. There was something about her, so pretty, cheerful, and full of pep and excitement. Her energy was radiant, and reinvigorated me even during our brief introduction. 

She’d be my neighbor for the next three months. It made me feel young again, and gave me a reason to be excited for summer for the first time years. 

Chapter 2 - Adam 

I decided to call the maintenance company and get my swimming pool into working order that day. It had been out of commission for the past two summers, but I figured that Lily might decide she wants to take a dip sometime, or just lay out and deepen her tan. 

She’s like 19 years old, dude. She probably already has a boyfriend, but who knows? She’s here for the summer, might as well make the most of it and see what happens. 

That night, I sat down and went over all of my work, and tried to figure out tasks that I could put her on. There were a lot of things that I outright neglected or rejected when it came to marketing, and I thought maybe she could spruce up my social media presence. At the very least, she could respond to my ever growing inbox of unanswered emails. 

She went outside to get the mail the following afternoon, and I used that opportunity to approach her and let her know that her first day would be Monday. As I approached her, I was reminded again of the visceral effect she had on me. This time, her little red sweat shorts were so tight that I could see the bottom of her asscheeks, swaying with every graceful step. 

“Lily!” 

“Oh, hi Adam! How are you?” she asked, pulling a couple of letters out of the mailbox and clutching them against herself as she bounced up and down on her tippy toes in place. 

“I’m doing well, and yourself?” 

“I love it here, it’s so peaceful. It’s a nice change of pace from college.” she said, brushing her hair behind her ear and glancing into my eyes with a smirk. 

“I bet. It’s pretty uneventful here, and quiet. That’s why I picked it.” I said. “Oh, yeah. Can you work tomorrow? I have some stuff I need taken care of.” 

“Of course, I’d love to. What time?” she asked. 

“It doesn’t really matter, sometime in the morning. I usually get started around eleven.” I said. 

“Okay, I can do 11.” 

“Make it 10.” 

“Yes sir.” she said, looking down and grinning. I was picking up on some tension, but I tried not reading too far into it. 

“Perfect. I’ll see you then.” I said, giving her a nod and a final once over before turning to walk away. 

“Adam, wait.” she said, walking behind me. “I saw a poolboy in your backyard earlier, and I was wondering if-” 

“It should be ready by tomorrow or the day after, and you can use it whenever you want.” I said. 

“Really? Thank you. That’s amazing.” 

“No problem. I’ll see you tomorrow, sweetheart.” 

“What should I wear?” she asked, pausing me in my tracks. 

“It’s really not that official. Just dress casually.” I said. 

“Okay. Thanks again, Adam.” 

“You’re welcome.” I said. As soon as I stepped inside, I realized how much she turned me on. She was an absolute babe, and there was simply no way around it. Mildred had no idea what a favor she was doing me, and how much energy her granddaughter naturally infused me with. 

I called the pool company again, to make sure everything was on track. They came out again, and finished their cleaning and maintenance, and started filling the pool, telling me they’d be back the following day to check the chemical levels and make sure everything was running smoothly. She wanted a pool to lay out by and swim in, and I wanted a reason to get her into a bathing suit. It was a pretty fair trade as far as I was concerned, and I couldn’t wait to get to know her better. 

The whole thing kind of just came out of nowhere and landed in my lap. As a single 35 year old man, I was appreciative, but I still didn’t think it would realistically go anywhere. Still, I’d have a gorgeous piece of eye candy around the house a couple of days a week, which was the most I had going for me that summer. 

Before bed, I went out back for my customary nightcap. I guess Lily saw the light on, because she came outside shortly after, dressed in skimpy silk pajamas that made the blood flow where it shouldn’t. She walked up to the fence, smiling wide and staring over at me. 

“Hi there.” I said, raising my glass and breaking the ice. 

“Hi.” 

“It’s getting late, Lily. Isn’t it past your bedtime?” I asked, standing up from my chair and motioning for her to come join me. She unlatched the gate, and stepped into my yard. 

“Isn’t it past yours, old man?” she asked, stepping up onto my porch and looking out at the pool. “Ooh, it looks great.” 

“Hey, now. I’m not gonna let that old man comment slide.” I said. 

“But I like older men.” she said, nudging me with her elbow. “Besides, you started it with the bedtime comment.” 

“I guess you’re right. Would you like to join me?” I asked, sitting back down at the table with my drink. 

“Yes, boss.” 

“Ick. Don’t call me that. Adam is fine.” I said. 

“How about sir?” 

“I guess that’s okay. It still kind of makes me feel old.” I said. 

“How old are you, by the way?” she asked. I shook my head, and took a sip of my whiskey. 

“Thirty five.” 

“That’s a good age. You’re in your prime.” she said. 

“I don’t know about all that. I think I’d trade places with you. How old are you?” 

“I’m 19, but I turn 20 in June.” she said. 

“Your whole life ahead of you. Nothing but possibilities. I’m sorry, did you want me to get you something to drink?” I asked. 

“Vodka and soda, please.” 

“Nice try. How does a Sprite sound?” I asked. She rolled her eyes, grinning, and nodded her head. I went outside and poured the can into a glass, and brought it outside. 

“Thank you, sir.” 

“So, how was your first full day at The Winner’s Club?” I asked. 

“That’s such a stupid name.” she said, chuckling. 

“I agree, plus it’s misleading. You’d think it’s a retirement community for professional athletes or something.” 

“But it’s just a retirement community.” 

“Hey now. I live here.” I said. 

“Exactly.” 

“Mildred didn’t tell me that you were such a little firecracker.” I said. Lily’s expression softened, and she looked into my eyes. 

“Thank you for being so nice to her, by the way. I know she can be challenging at times.” 

“No, Mildred’s great. She’s my best friend on the whole culdesac.” I said. 

“Well, it’s very sweet, and I really appreciate it. She’s always been my favorite, and with school and everything, I don’t get to see her as much anymore. It’s nice knowing that she’s got you.” she said. 

“It’s my pleasure, Lily. Seriously.” I said. 

“She said that you’re a writer, that’s pretty cool.” 

“It’s not very glamorous, but it pays the bills.” I said. 

“It’s impressive. A man who uses his mind to make a living.” 

“I churn out genre based sci-fi and romance novels, it’s not exactly rocket science, or literary for that matter.” 

“Grammy said you write naughty adult content.” 

“She said that?” I asked, having a laugh. I’d never really thought about how Mildred might talk about me when I’m not around. “I do write some steamier stuff, from time to time.” 

“That’s fun. You should let me read it sometime.” 

“Maybe.” I said, finishing off my drink. 

“Oh, yeah. I wanted to show you something.” she said, pulling out her phone and pulling her chair over beside me. 

“Alright.” 

“I was having trouble choosing my outfit for tomorrow, I wanted you to pick it out for me.” she said, going into her photos and swiping through a couple of mirror selfies with different outfits. 

“Hey now, I like that one.” I said, stopping her in a white, form fitting summer dress. 

“Me too. Want me to wear it for you?” she asked. 

“For me? Sure.” I said, grinning and again feeling pulled towards her. 

“I meant for work, but you can dress me up whenever you want.” she said. 

“Keep going, I want to see more.” I said. 

“Then there’s this one, and this one, and this one.” she said. 

“I like them all, but the white is my favorite.” 

“The color of innocence, and purity.” she said, giggling. “So that’s the one?” 

“Definitely. Do I get to do this all the time?” I asked, feeling the liquid courage and the desire to flirt. It had been a while since a woman had sparked my interest in such a way. 

“I’d really like that, actually.” she said. 

“Okay, maybe I can throw in a little shopping per diem for you.” I said. 

“Don’t threaten me with a good time.” 

“I’m serious. Can you work Monday through Friday?” I asked. There wasn’t too much work, but I figured I could spread it out evenly throughout the week, especially if she was going to be my personal little Barbie doll. 

“Yeah. Absolutely, but I thought you said it was only like ten hours?” she asked. 

“Yeah, but I’ll find more things for you to do. I didn’t realize I was going to get to dress you too, that sweetens the pot.” I said, causing her to turn red and grin sheepishly. 

“Thank you.” 

“You’re very pretty, Lily, so I’ll gladly buy you a new wardrobe as long as you model every piece for me.” I said, feeling loose and in a good mood. 

“Yes sir.” she said. “What about panty hose? I’ve always had kind of an office kink, if that makes sense.” 

“You don’t say?” I asked, emptying my glass and bringing her inside with me to get a refill. 

“Yeah, I don’t know. I’ve just always seen myself working for someone successful. I like the idea of being a secretary.” she said. 

“What are you studying in school?” I asked, popping the top to the bottle and pouring about a shot and a half worth into my glass. 

“Early childhood education. I want to teach preschool, or kindergarten. Or even first or second, I dunno, I just want to work with little ones.” she said. 

“Goodness.” 

“What?” 

“Could you get any cuter? I should have figured you would say that.” I said. Lily laughed, and nestled herself up against me as I leaned against the counter, choosing to stand directly beside me as opposed to anywhere else in the kitchen. 

“I’m gonna try, what should I do with my hair tomorrow?” she asked. 

“I’m gonna trust you with that.” I said. 

“Okay, what about pigtails? Or braids?” she asked, wide eyed and stunning in a way that she couldn’t possibly comprehend. 

“I like both. Surprise me.” I said, grinning as I sipped at the bourbon, admiring every little thing about her, from her chin dimple to her soft vocal tone. 

“Yes, sir. Well, I should probably go. I didn’t tell Grammy that I was coming over.” she said. 

“You’re my secretary now, I’m sure she’ll understand. Who knows? I might need you for some late nights this summer.” I said, walking her outside to the gate. 

“Thanks Adam, I’ll see you tomorrow.” 

“Goodnight Lily. Dress cute for me.” 

“I will.” she said, walking through Mildred’s backyard towards the door. I watched her until she disappeared inside, grinning to myself at my massive good fortune. Tomorrow was going to be interesting. 

Chapter 3 - Lily 

Grammy told me a lot about Adam, and I found it very endearing how well he treated her. She said he always had time for her, helped her fix things around the house, and loved her cookies.

Grandma Mildred was a huge part of my life growing up, and I’d always been her favorite of the grandkids. It was her pastime to spoil me, and I loved her for it. I liked that she was still able to live alone, but it would have worried me if it weren’t for Adam being right next door. She was closing in on 80 years old, and I just wanted the best for her. 

As soon as I got there, she started talking about him, and telling me about what an “eligible bachelor” he was. I couldn’t help but entertain it, as it was all she talked about and I had zero serious dating prospects in my life. Being in college really solidified my preference for older men, as I’d grown exhausted with the lack of maturity in the guys my age.

It was really a blessing that he hired me, as I could save time and money on commuting. I had a thousand dollars in savings, and I just needed some sort of cash flow to sustain it throughout the summer. Nothing crazy.

I could tell that he found me attractive, but there was a sense of hesitation there. Probably because of my age, and my relationship to his neighbor. Regardless, I was single with the whole summer ahead, and I’d already made up my mind about how I was going to spend it.

Adam had a certain way about him, friendly but also undeniably masculine. From what I could pick up on, he had an independent disposition, and a penchant for control. He didn’t have or write from an office, choosing instead to create his work in his living room. It was so perfect that I couldn’t believe it, like a little fairytale written specifically for me. Admittedly, I live my life lost in a world of daydreams and fantasies, but it felt so right.

My plan was to take it easy for the summer, spend time with Grammy, and just relax. The addition of access to a swimming pool was like the cherry on top, and I woke up early in the morning, giddy with excitement at the proposition of my first day as my sexy older neighbor’s personal secretary slash assistant.

“How do you want your eggs, sweetheart?” Grammy asked.

“No, no. I’m making breakfast.” I said.

“Nope. It’s my house, and you’re my guest. Besides, not on your first day of work.” she said, negotiating on behalf of spoiling me as per always.

“Fine, but I get to cook tomorrow.” I said. “And scrambled, please.”

“We’ll see about that. Let’s take things one day at a time.” she said, giving me a side eye to let me know she wasn’t giving up that easily. I knew it would be a losing battle, as it wasn’t really possible to wake up earlier than her in the morning on any consistent basis. “Are you excited?”

“Very. I kind of have butterflies.” I said, feeling tons of nervous energy as I sat down at the dining room table, which overlooked the kitchen.

“That’s understandable, you two don’t know each other very well, but you’ll get acquainted over the summer.”

“Yeah, we don’t really have a choice now.”

“True. Sometimes, proximity can be a great catalyst.” she said, grinning as she began cracking eggs.

“Oh, grammy. Let’s just take it one day at a time.” I said.

“What are you going to wear?” she asked.

“A white dress. He picked it out for me.” I said. She stopped what she was doing, and her eyes went wide as she approached me.

“What do you mean? When?”

“We talked last night. In the backyard.”

“Oh, my. And he’s already picking out your outfits?”

“Well, I tried on some stuff and took pictures, then let him decide.”

“Lily. I didn’t realize you were so aggressive.” she said, smiling with a twinkle in her eye as she slowly walked back to the stove.

“I’m not aggressive, grammy, but I am trying to make myself somewhat available.” I said.

“You shouldn’t worry so much. You’re young and beautiful, the men will flock to you no matter what.” she said.

“I don’t know about all that. He’s really cute though.”

“Isn’t he handsome? I’ve always kept it in the back of my mind to introduce you two.”

After breakfast, I went for a quick jog and then showered up and got ready. Grammy was there to tell me how beautiful I looked, and before I knew it, she was sending off with a sack lunch like I was going to my first day of school.

I think my nervousness was due in large part to my being single, horny, and the fact that Grammy would not stop talking about it. Not that I cared, it was already dominating my mind. It felt so adult, and I knew that he would be unlike any man I’d dated before. Despite my anxiety, I did feel confident as I walked up to his front door in my dress, and that was only solidified by the way he looked at me when he opened the door.

“You look gorgeous.” he said, his eyes straying from mine as they scanned up and down my body. I giggled and did a little half turn for him, popping my butt and drawing his eyes and a smile.

“Thanks.”

“I’m going to have to write Mildred a thank you letter. Come in.” he said, wearing slacks, dress shoes, and a light blue button up shirt.

“Yes sir.” I said, stepping inside and letting him check out my butt as he walked behind me into the living room. I wasn’t even sure what my job would entail, but the tension between us felt so thick and undeniable. I sat down on his couch, crossing my legs as he took a seat on his throne-like chair, leaning forward and opening a manilla folder on the coffee table.

“Alright, so obviously, this job is a bit of a farce.” he said, looking up with his kind eyes and shrugging his shoulders. “I’m doing this strictly as a favor to Mildred, and if you weren’t so damn cute, then this might not be happening at all.”

“I really do appreciate it. And you.” I said, very grateful that he was willing to give me a job.

“That said, I am going to let you take over my newsletter. It takes maybe an hour, usually less. I’ll show you how to do that.” he said, looking at the printed sheet of paper in front of him.

“Okay. I can cook and clean as well.” I said, trying to make myself useful. My comment unintentionally struck a nerve, as he closed the folder and tried wiping the smile from his face, unsuccessfully I might add.

“Are you auditioning for the wife position, or personal assistant?” he quipped, rubbing the stubble on his chin and looking directly into my eyes. He made me feel so physically tiny, and I fidgeted into sitting pretzel style.

“I don’t know.” I said, laughing at breaking eye contact because it felt like the temperature inside went up twenty degrees in an instant. “I’m pretty ambitious.”

Chapter 4 - Adam 

By the time I finished training her on how to build and schedule newsletters, two things had become abundantly clear. One, that she was seriously sharp, and would be able to easily handle the newsletter and more. And second, that she was every bit as attracted to me as I was to her.

I’d already done some legwork the night before, as far as getting things organized so that she could move through it. I let her work in my home office, and went to the couch to try and get started on some writing.

I figured that I would get used to it, but it was very distracting knowing that she was right down the hallway, dressed to the nines with her lean thighs and pretty little french tipped toes on full display in her sandals.

It had been a long time since I’d felt that sort of a visceral attraction, and I couldn’t stop thinking about her long enough to focus on my writing. I could see it in the way she looked at me, the way she blushed everytime I complimented her, and in how she always found reasons to be close when it wasn’t necessary.

I made myself a pot of coffee, and went to check in on her while it brewed. She was hard at work, and I couldn’t help admiring her. Lily was the type who could drive a man insane without ever knowing why, and she exuded feminine energy in a way that I found captivating.

“Oh. Hi Mister Knox. I didn’t see you there.” she said, finally catching me, and twirling one of her pigtails.

“I was just watching you work.”

“Supervising?” she asked, flashing her perfect smile.

“Maybe I just like looking at you.”

“That’s fine. I didn’t mean to interrupt you, sir.” she said.

“How’d you know my last name?”

“Grammy told me.” she said, her fingers typing away as I stepped closer, peering down the front of shirt in lieu of checking her work.

“Very nice.” I said, making it obvious enough that stopped what she was doing, and turned to face me.

“Mister Knox, is there something I could help you with? I couldn’t help noticing you seem tense.” she said, crossing her legs, and flashing “fuck me please” eyes.

“I am.” I said, smiling down at her.

“Well, I am your personal assistant. Do you think there’s anything I could do to help?” she asked, uncrossing her legs and sliding her chair right up to me.

“I just have a little case of writer’s block.” I said, the tension causing the blood to flow between my legs.

“Here. Take my seat.” she said, standing up and pushing me down into the chair. Before I could react, her hands were massaging my shoulders, and I let out a long, deep sigh. “I can feel it. You have knots everywhere.”

“I should take better care of myself.” I said, closing my eyes and leaning back in the chair. Her touch settled me down right away, and I felt totally relaxed as her soft hands unbuttoned the front of my shirt.

“Don’t worry Mister Knox, that’s why I’m here.” she said.

“You’re far exceeding my expectations.” I said, surprised by how forward she was about getting her hands on me. Lily began massaging my chest, and I had no doubts  that I could escalate things as far as I wanted, but I wasn’t sure I’d have to. She giggled, rubbing her hands over my stomach and sides.

“You’re very muscular.”

“Thank you. That feels incredible.” I said, placing my hands over hers and looking up over my shoulder into her eyes. Slowly, I moved her hands down towards my crotch, my heart pounding with anticipation.

“Oh, is that what you need?” she asked. I smiled silently, and we locked lips as her hands slipped inside my briefs, her fingers wrapping my cock at the same time her sweet tongue slid into my mouth.

“Mmm…”

“Here, let’s spin you around.” she said, wiping her mouth and dropping to her knees in front of me. “I was going to offer you free use, but I didn’t want to come on too strong.”

“Free use?” I asked, grinning and cocking my head to the side. I lifted my hips as she tugged on my pants, pulling them down along with my underwear to my ankles, leaving me fully exposed.

“Yeah. I thought it would be hot, truly being at your beck and call.” she whispered, stroking my length as she leaned in, slurping on my balls and raising her blue eyes to mine.

“Lily.” I sighed, smiling as I gripped her pigtails, pulling her against me as she eagerly gulped around a mouthful of balls. “That’s so good.”

“Mmm…I love it, sir. I’ll do anything you tell me, I promise.” she said, grabbing me by the base and slapping the head against her tongue, staring at it cross eyed and chuckling with excitement. I couldn’t believe that it was day one, and she was already down on her knees, in full submission and worshiping my cock.

Lily polished it like a professional, challenging herself to take it deeper, and encouraging me to fuck her face. I could only marvel at her for several minutes, lusting uncontrollably and savoring her passionate treatment.

“It’s so big and hard, I just want to stroke it and suck it all day.”

“Lily.” I said, repeating her name again and again as she slobbered down my shaft, rhythmically bumping my swollen cockhead against the back of her soft throat.

“Gluck, gluck, gluck! Ahh!” She gasped for air, smiling with saliva streaming down her chin.

“I have to feel inside of you, sweetheart. It’s killing me.” I said, my cock throbbing so hard that it was short circuiting my brain. I finished unbuttoning my shirt, removing it as I stood in front of her.

“Yes sir. However you want me.” she said, rubbing her face in my crotch and stroking. I hadn’t thought about the specifics, and assisted her to her feet by her pigtails, lifting her into my arms and setting her on top of the desk.

“This will do.” I said, swiping away a bunch of useless junk that it was in the way and pulling her to me. She raised her arms, and I removed her dress, revealing her sun kissed skin and impressive figure. “Oh, hi.”

“Here.” she said, unclasping her bra and letting it fall. They were perfect, supple and perky in a way only a woman her age can be, her nipples erect and beckoning my lips. She squealed as I pressed my cock into her, pulling her white underwear to the side and burying myself into her clean shaven pussy.

“God damn, Lily. You’re so little.” I said, my fingers wrapping instinctively around her vulnerable neck as I kissed her deeply, pushing my hips in and out, and extracting every bit of pleasure from her flesh.

“Ugh! Oh, God. Harder, Adam. I don’t care if you cum, just do it hard.” she said, wincing as I followed her orders. It was like being drunk on desire, and I kissed all over her chest and torso, eventually climbing up onto the desk and raising her legs up onto my shoulders.

“I think a full-time position just opened up for you.” I said, holding her in place as I dropped my weight down onto her. Lily called out, thrashing helplessly beneath me, begging me to pulverize her.

“I’m gonna cum. Oh, God!”

“Me too. Fuck. Oh Fuck.”

It was an epic explosion, and I left it inside her as my entire body tingled with pleasure. I was seeing stars, thrusting like an animal as I emptied so much pent up tension and frustration that it wasn’t funny.

She wrapped her legs around my waist, nuzzling her pixie nose against my neck and cheek, holding me against her.

“That was fun.” I said, laughing and breaking the tension.

“It was. We should do it again sometime.”

“What was it that you said about free use?” I asked, jolted back to the memory. It all happened so fast, and I was having trouble pulling my cock out of her, as it felt so at home there. Lily shrugged her shoulders, completely unaware of how her facial expressions melted my heart.

“It’s pretty self-explanatory, sir.”

Chapter 5 - Lily

I couldn’t help feeling like a dirty little hooker when I walked back home to grandma’s house, still dripping with my new daddy’s freshly deposited cum. Of course, she was right there waiting for me with a hot cup of tea, and trying to get me to share mine.

“How’d it go?” she asked. I sat down at the dining room table, clutching the warm ceramic mug in my hands and failing miserably in my attempt not to smile. “That well, huh?”

“It was nice.” I said, blowing on the hot liquid and trying to decide how many beans I wanted to spill.

“I told you this would be good. Did you sense any attraction? Did he flirt with you?”

“Oh, Grammy. I haven’t even told you what my day consisted of.” I said, releasing the tension with laughter and feeling my defenses fall. I sighed, and smiled some more. “He was a little flirtatious.”

“See, I told you. Your presence alone is enough to entice even the strongest of men.”

“I don’t know about all that, but I do like him. A lot.” I said.

“Well, that’s just wonderful. You have all summertime to take things slow, and get to know him. I’ll start giving him hints that he should ask you out on a proper date.” she said, always plotting ahead.

“Grammy, no. That’s not necessary, he’s my boss.”

“Only until he gives you a ring, then the roles will be reversed!” she said, cackling in a way that made me uncomfortable. I shook my head, and decided it was for the best that I didn’t tell her the full extent of my first day as a personal assistant. She’d have had a heart attack.

“I’m gonna go take a shower. I think you’re getting carried away.” I said, eager to slip away and process my newfound exhilaration. I was also eager to do a little online shopping, as Adam insisted that a clothing allowance was a fully necessary aspect of my salary, and I had no qualms about that.

I’d never really been the type who could be described as “boy crazy”, but that’s how I felt after my first day with Adam. It was so unlike any experience I’d ever had, and our unusual pairing had sexy built right into it.

Adam proved to be all I could handle, and everything I was looking for. Over the next several days, he ran my life, and controlled every little thing about my days at the office. He admitted he wasn’t getting any writing done, but assured me that I was a muse in his process.

All of my outfits were shipped to his house, because Grammy would have surely known what was up right away if she were to see the skimpy lingerie that I was purchasing. I mostly wore dresses to work, but it became more about what I wore beneath the dress.

Hi, Mister Knox.” I said, arriving ten minutes early for my shift like he’d asked.

“Hey baby.” he said, taking my hand and leading me inside. I was wearing a black pencil skirt with a button up and black flats, as Adam really liked it when I dressed like a true secretary. “Such a doll.”

“You like it?”

“A little too much. If I didn’t just buy it, I’d rip it right off you.” he said, leading me into his bedroom where a plethora of goodies were waiting for me.

“Oh, wow. Is this all for me?” I asked, looking at all of the brand new packages on his mattress.

“Yeah, I decided you were up for a promotion. I’ll warn you, some of it is pretty naughty.” he said, wrapping his arms around my waist from behind and kissing my neck.

“I like being naughty for you, sir.” I said, instantly intrigued by what he had in store. Being spoiled was one of the many perks of dating him, or whatever it was that we were doing. I sat down at the foot of the bed, and began opening the various packages.

“I got you a couple bathing suits.” he said, handing me one in particular. I tore it open, and saw what he meant right away.

“It’s practically dental floss.” I said, eyeing the tiny coverups for my private areas, and noting the lack of coverage elsewhere.

“I can’t have you lounging by my pool with regular swimsuits, they have to be micro bikinis from now on. That’s the new rule.” he said.

“I was going to invite Grammy over for a swim this weekend, will that rule apply to her?” I asked, being cheeky and getting a laugh before moving on to the other packages. There was lingerie, body chains, micro bikinis, and then something unfamiliar. Something black and leather.

“They’re restraints.” he said, answering my question before I could ask and snatching them away. “These are more for my pleasure, but they’ll look good on you.”

“What kind of restraints?” I asked. Adam opened them up, and laid the straps out on the bed.

“They’re just standard bed restraints, so that you can’t escape me.” he said, looking over his shoulder at me.

“You can’t kidnap a girl who wants to be your slave, silly.”

“I know, but I can tie her up.” he said, motioning for me to get off the bed while he set it up. I felt my heart racing as it became clear how they worked, as I’d never experienced bondage before and it was apparent he was in the mood to try them out.

“I’m nervous.”

“It won’t be any different than before, except you won’t be able to move.” he said, scooping the excess lingerie and swimsuits up into his arms and depositing them on his desk. “As much as I like the outfit, I need you to take it off.”

“Yes sir.” I said, unbuttoning my shirt while he watched with his arms crossed. Each time we’d had sex, things had gotten progressively intense and passionate, and Adam had a tendency to be a little rough. Even though I loved it, the way that he manhandled me, it made me a little anxious knowing that my limbs would be strapped to the bed.

“Good girl. I’m glad you chose that, it’s fitting.” he said, referencing the black leather bra he’d purchased for me a few days prior. I smiled back at him, unzipping the back of my skirt while he remained fully clothed, fully content to watch me strip down to my leather underwear.

“Lucky guess.”

“Remove the underwear, and lay flat on your stomach in the center of the mattress.” he said, his voice cold. I did as I was told, feeling a chill move over me as I climbed into his bed. I could feel his eyes boring down on me, and I’d spent the entire previous day with Grammy, so I knew that he was hungry for my body, as I felt the same way for him.

“Like this?” I asked, legs spread and arms straight out at my sides.

“Perfect.” he said, first applying the restraints to my arms, pulling them tight around my wrists. “How is it? Not too tight?”

“No, sir. It’s comfortable.” I said. Adam disappeared behind me, and I heard the velcro as he went in on my ankles.

“I’ve been thinking about this for days.” he said, pulling the strap and tightening it off.

“I’ve never done this before.” I said. Being splayed out like that left me vulnerable, and I had no idea what to expect.

“I know, and that’s okay. Just try and relax.” he said, the soles of his shoes clicking on the hardwood floor as walked over to his nightstand, reaching into the drawer and pouring out a bottle of lube.

“I’m trying, but I’m really nervous.” I said.

“I understand. That’s a perfectly natural response to being tied naked to a bed, Lily.” he said, removing several items from the drawer that were obstructed from my view. “But don’t worry, I’m in the mood to be gentle.”

“What’s that?” I asked, as he turned around with something in his hand and approached me.

“It’s a blindfold.” he said, slipping it around my head and effectively removing my vision.

“You aren’t going to spank me, are you?”

“Not today, angel. You’ve been such a good girl for me, and I want to show you how grateful I am.” he said. I bit down on my lip, following the sound of his voice as he circled around behind me. “You do have a perfectly spankable little ass, though.”

“Oh, goodness.” I said, my eyes bulging behind the black fabric of the blindfold as his fingers dug into the soft flesh of my backside, pulling my cheeks gently apart. His nose bumped against me, followed by the warm sensation of his tongue, flicking against my sex and kissing.

“Mmm…” he cooed, inhaling my scent and sending chills up and down my spine. “Put your ass up for me.”

“Yes sir.”

“Look at that. Gorgeous.” His voice was low, almost growling as he buried his face in my ass, and began lapping away rhythmically while I laid helplessly beneath him, my body shaking with pleasure as he licked and sucked.

“Ugh. Adam, oh, God. That feels so good.”

“I know, sweetheart. It tastes even better.” he whispered, getting his fingers involved. Knowing that he was fully clothed, while I was splayed out for his viewing pleasure only added to the rush. It was the first time he’d really gone down on me, and I was quickly reduced to a quivering, blubbering mess while his hungry mouth consumed me.

“Ugh! Oh my God.” I squealed as his thick fingers worked in and out like pistons, causing so much stimulation that I literally forgot to breathe.

“Yeah, good girl. Cum for daddy.” he grunted, switching his tongue over to my asshole right as I approached orgasm. Everything was going as planned, and my entire body was hit with a surge of pure euphoria, followed by tingling and stars as I finally gasped for air.

“Eh heh heh, oomph ahh. Ugh!” It felt like I pissed myself, like losing total control and going the opposite of numb. I remember twitching, pulling against my restraints and calling out as he rubbed the pads of his fingers over my clit, faster and faster. It felt almost too good, and my toes flexed and curled as I came multiple times, the orgasms overlapping to the point where my mind just melted completely.

“Yes, just like that. Just like that, baby girl. God damn.” he said, finally relenting as I finished soaking his sheets. I couldn’t see it, but I could feel the heavy wet spot beneath me as I collapsed flat onto his bed, slap happy and completely euphoric. It was the most powerful experience of my life, and I wanted nothing more than to be free of my restraints so that I could cuddle and pleasure Adam.

“Mmm…” I moaned, sighing with pleasure as I grinded against a pillow he slid between my legs to prop me up.

“That was so sexy. It took all of my willpower not to have already taken it.” he said. I panted for breath, turning my head in his direction even though I could not see.

“Thank you, daddy.” I said, listening to him ruffle around behind me.

“I’m going to start by lathering your asshole with strawberry lube, and then I’m going to lick it off, slowly insert my finger, and let you relax into it before I enter you.” he said. I heard the bottle pop open, and it farted as he squeezed it onto my anus.

“Okay. Yes sir.” I said, still spinning from earlier, but eager to go along with whatever he wanted. It wasn’t the first time he’d mentioned my ass, and laying claim to it with his hard cock.

“It’s so tiny. I can’t wait to feel it squeezing my dick.” he said, his hot breath tickling me as he began swirling his tongue in circles, dragging it around my ass while I dug into the sheets with both hands.

“Oh!”

“It’s okay, baby. I need it.”

“I know, sir. My body is yours.”

“That’s exactly why I love you so much, Lily. You understand my needs, and my innermost desires.” he said, his face wedged between two handfuls of cheeks. His tongue was steady and true, and caused a great stir to build within me. Hearing the L word leave his mouth piqued my interest, as his flowed so casually off of his tongue, like he’d already accepted it thoroughly in his own mind.

“I love it.” I whispered, wanting to say the word too. “I love your tongue, daddy.”

“My tongue loves you.” he whispered, squeezing another cold dab and making me pucker reflexively. “Oh, yes. That is so sexy, squeeze it. Good girl.”

“Daddy, I want it. I want your cock.” I said, having grown comfortable dirty talking with him. He made me want it, even if it hurt, I wouldn’t care. I just wanted him to use me however he saw fit, and to never have any hangups when it came to me. I wanted to be the place he went to let loose, to indulge any depraved penchant.

“Yes, that’s my baby. I’m going to give you your hands back, but only to hold it open for me. Do you understand?”

“Yes daddy. Thank you.” I said, waiting as he freed my hands. I was trembling with anticipation, listening as he undid his belt, and removed his clothing. The squishing sound of Adam stroking his lubed up cock alerted me that the time had arrived, and I pulled my cheeks apart submissively, putting myself on full display and making my offering.

“Say it again. Say thank you.” he said, working his finger slowly into my anus to spread the lube internally.

“Thank you, daddy. Thank you for taking my ass.” I said, feeling dark and deviant as he slapped his juicy length across my holes, spitting into my ass while I held it open for him.

“Squeeze it. Let me see.” he said. I couldn’t get enough of his dominant, dirty nature or bad intentions. He effortlessly brought out my submissive side, and I grunted like an animal as he pushed his thickness into my hole.

“Daddy…”

“Oh my God, Lily. Squeeze it. Holy fuck, don’t stop. Squeeze that dick like a good little slut.” he said, his voice deep and gutterall. Hearing the change in his tone turned me on, and I gritted my teeth as he plundered me for the first time.

“Oh, fuck. It’s so big.”

“You’re doing so good, baby. Try to open up. Let me have it.” he whispered. Kissing my cheek and ear as I struggled to adjust. I could feel myself being spread apart, and he slowly grinded against me until it started to feel really good.

“I love it, Adam. I really love your dick.” I said.

“Rub your clit, baby. I want you to cum for me while I fill your asshole up with hot, sticky cum.” he said, telling me what to do. I followed his orders without hesitation, lost in pleasure and loving every second of being under his command.

Once I relaxed fully, he began bottoming out forcefully, and it was like the fourth of July going off inside of me.

“Guhhnghhh…”

“Yes, baby. Cum for that cock, baby. Good girl.” he said, holding me by the hair and practically impaling me. It felt amazing, surprisingly so, and I seized beneath him as he finished off by fucking me into a helpless stupor, leaving it in while it pulsed, shooting me full of his sticky load in the ultimate act of possession. “Mine.”

“Yes! Yours.” I whimpered, focused entirely on the sensation of his throbbing cock.

I didn’t realize how exhausting it was until he’d finished, and the fatigue settled over all of my appendages at once.

“Thank you, Lily. I really, really, really needed that.” he said, slowly backing himself out of me. It was a heck of a way to start the day, and a satisfied smile spread across my face. I’d grown accustomed to the lack of vision during our rendezvous, and so it kind of shocked me when he pulled off the blindfold, and the reality of what we’d done came rushing in all at once.

“I like working for you.” I said, my voice weak and flat. Adam laughed, covered in sweat but still full of energy.

“Are you thirsty?”

“Yes.”

“Let me go make you a sandwich, baby.” he said, leaning in and planting a kiss on my forehead. He undid the ankle restraints before leaving the room, and I curled up in a mess of lube, sweat, and cum. Summer vacation at Grammy’s was turning out to be a whole lot more wild than I ever could have anticipated.

Chapter 6 - Adam

It wasn’t exactly something I needed to rack my brain about, whether or not I wanted to pursue something more serious with her. That said, good Lord were things perfect the way they were.

I hadn’t even looked forward to summers in over a decade, and certainly hadn’t experienced a fiery love affair in even longer. Honestly, a part of me had kind of given up on finding anything worthwhile, and it wasn’t until love smacked me in the face that I remembered how worthwhile it could be.

Our dynamic was so organic, like two random puzzle pieces that happened to fit together perfectly. After about a month or so of just fucking her brains out every chance I got, which was all the time, because she worked five days a week and I made sure to utilize my free use privileges multiple times a day.

Landscaping wasn’t really my thing, as it never struck me as a proper use of money. Once I had Lily as my assistant, and free reign to dress her up in micro bikinis like she was my adult Barbie doll, I decided to fork over the cash and make the backyard less visible.

Of course, it didn’t take too long for Mildred to catch onto things. I wasn’t sure what Lily had told her, but I didn’t have it in me to lie to her, and told her that I was very interested in her granddaughter.

“This is joyous. We’ll have to talk about venues for the first date, you know that she’s chaste right?” she asked. I rolled my eyes on the inside, content to go along with it.

“Oh, yeah. Of course.” I said, eliciting a naughty smile.

“I’m only kidding, Adam.”

We did go on dates, and it was really nice once it was all out in the open, because I could have her over at odd hours, or whenever the mood struck. Lily and I started dating officially, but maintained the same work relationship, as it was too much fun to get rid of.

She considered other options for school, as she wanted to shift gears without changing directions, so to speak. We’d already started the process of facilitating her transfer to a more local community college that offered her program, and then we were blindsided by an announcement that might make Grandma Mildred blush. She was about to be Great Grandma Mildred, as Lily wasn’t on birth control, and zero precautions were taken from the first time I got my hands on her.

So that’s where we are, a very happy grandma who is insisting we get married before the baby arrives. Lily is fairly traditionally minded, like me, and so we plan on getting eloped before the arrival of our son, and then having a wedding afterwards, once we’ve settled in.

Insatiable Lust - Age Gap DDlg

Chapter 1 

It was a regular Friday night in the middle of summer, and I was having a drink on my front porch when my neighbors Sally and John walked over to say hello.

“Howdy neighbor!” John said, smiling wide. He had a dorky way about him, but he was a really good guy.

“Hey there.” I stood up from my porch swing, and walked up for a handshake. “Hi, Sally.”

“Hi Steve.”

“Did you two want anything to drink? I have whiskey and iced tea inside.”

“Oh, no thank you.” Sally said, looking over at her husband. They both looked down in front of them, and I could sense that something was up.

“What is it?” I asked.

“It’s just, ugh, well, the reason we came over is, Sally’s daughter Jenna is moving in tomorrow.”

“Oh.” I said. I didn’t even know Sally had a daughter.

“And she’s a bit of a handful. She was living with her dad, in a trailer, and she got kicked out of school, it’s a whole story.”

“We just wanted to let you know in advance. This was all kind of sprang on us as well, so we’re going to try to make the best out of it.” John said, nodding his head with defeated body language.

“Okay. Well, thanks for the head’s up.” I said.

“Yeah, of course. She’s 20 years old, so we’re hoping she gets a job, and is out of our hair, but we don’t really know what to expect. I haven’t seen her in a few years.” Sally said, word vomiting more and more information until John intervened, and pulled her away.

“See you guys later. Have a good one.” I said, shaking my head and sitting back down in my swing. I put some music on, and relaxed with a few glasses of whiskey. I didn’t think much of it, and had no idea what was in store for me.


Chapter 2

The next day, I noticed an Uber pulling into the neighbor’s house. I looked out from behind the blinds, and remembered what they’d said the night before about their daughter moving back in.

“Oh, wow. They didn’t mention that.” I said to myself, taking a sip of hot coffee and shaking my head when I saw her. Jenna may have been a troubled young woman, but she was most certainly gorgeous.

She pulled two pieces of luggage out from the trunk, and I ran out to see if she needed assistance. When I got closer, I realized she was even more stunning than a thought.

“Need help?” I asked, drawing her attention. She looked me up and down, and smiled. “I’m Steve.”

“Oh, nice to meet you. I’m Jenna, I’m gonna be staying here with my parents for a while.” she said.

“I heard, that’s great. Did you want me to help you with your luggage?” I asked.

“Handsome and a gentleman. Thank you, daddy.” she said, giggling and biting down on her lip. There was something very flirtatious about her, and I could feel my body temperature rising just from looking at her tight little ass in her jean shorts as we walked up to the front door. John opened the door, and looked surprised.

“Jenna, Hi. I thought you weren’t going to get in until later.” he said.

“I caught a ride from the bus station, it was way faster.” she said.

“Oh. Let me get your mother. Hey Steve, can I help you?” he asked, finally noticing me standing there.

“I just came over to help her with her luggage.” I said, handing over one of the suitcases.

“Wasn’t that sweet of him?” she asked, gazing into my eyes.

“Ugh, yeah. Thanks Steve.”

“See you later, John.”

“Bye Steve. Thanks again.” she said, pausing in the doorway to blow me a kiss.

Well, well, well. She’s a little freaking doll, God damn. I should have figured, Sally is an attractive woman, I bet she looked just like Jenna at that age.


Chapter 3

I was out back working, later that same day, mostly dealing with the weeds in my garden. About fifteen minutes after I went out there, Jenna came prancing out back in her bathing suit. It was quite a sight to see, and I couldn’t help looking right up at her.

“Hi Steve!” she said, waving and bouncing over. Her young body was so lean, so supple and tempting. “Is it okay if I call you that?”

“Yeah, that’s fine.”

“I could call you Mister Burns, or sir, or daddy. Whichever you prefer.” she said, twisting her pigtail in her finger and obnoxiously chomping her bubble gum.

“Steve is fine.” I said, unsure of how to take her.

“Could you help me with my lotion? I don’t wanna get burned.” she said, handing me a bottle of baby oil.

“I don’t think this is gonna help with that.” I said, accepting it without thinking. There was no fence, or even trees separating our yards, and I felt like we were being watched as she laid her towel on her lounge chair, and then laid down flat on her stomach.

“Just get all over my back, and my butt, and the back of my legs.” she said, laying her head between her arms. I looked at the back of my neighbor’s house, checking every window and praying they weren’t seeing what was happening. I couldn’t imagine that John and Sally would be very keen on me oiling up their 20 year old daughter.

“I don’t know about your butt, but I can do your back.” I said, squeezing some oil onto her and rubbing it around. Her skin was soft, and being so close to her was making it hard to concentrate on anything other than her plump behind.

“Oh, come on daddy. Don’t be timid. I want you to touch me there.” she said, turning her head to look at me. She had such a brightness to her, a youthful exuberance that was very disarming.

“I don’t think your mother would approve.”

“She never approves of my choice in men, but I can’t help it. I like what I like, you know?” she asked, lifting her perfectly arched, tiny little feet and wagging them as I decided to just go for it.

“I think I get what you mean.” I asked, squeezing oil onto my hands.

“Ooh. There we go.” she said, chuckling as I grabbed hold of her ass in both hands, giving it a good squeeze.

“I had to get my money’s worth.” I said, grinning back at her and giving her a very light spank on her right cheek. The moment my hand collided, it started jiggling. My mouth was watering as I moved on, rubbing the back of her toned legs and down her calves, finishing by rubbing the excess oil on her feet.

“It feels so good. I don’t want you to stop.” she said, moaning. My cock was getting hard, and I felt like I was overstaying my welcome.

“There ya go.” I said, setting the oil down and stepping away.

“Awh, I like the way you touch me. You should give me a massage sometime.” she said. I paused, looking back at her house and seeing neither of my neighbors through the window.

“Maybe.”

“Full body, naked. Then maybe I could do you too.”

“That does sound nice.” I said, knowing that I should simply turn and walk away, that I shouldn’t be flirting with such forbidden fruit.

“Yeah. Well, I’m yours for the taking. Just let me know.” she said, winking at me from behind her sunglasses.

“Will do.” I said, finally walking away and going inside to cool off. I wasn’t sure if I came off like a nervous, bumbling idiot or if she actually enjoyed our little encounter, but there was definitely something going between us.

The more I thought about it, the more turned on I became by the idea of hooking up with her. At 40 years of age, I didn’t have a whole lot of opportunities when it came to young beauties like her, and the fact that she seemed interested and lived right next door made it a very tantalizing fantasy.

At the same time, they had warned me about her so maybe it would be best if I kept my distance. Some things are better left alone, better as pure fantasy than actual reality. Maybe she was just flirtatious, maybe she wasn’t even serious, she might have been testing boundaries and getting off on watching me squirm.

Either way, I managed to muster the willpower to stay inside while she laid out, although I did keep checking on her through the blinds. Her oiled up body glistened in the sun, and I could think of nothing but defiling her.


Chapter 4

Somehow, I managed to push her sexy little body and sensual voice out of my head and take a shower. My only plans were to watch some television before falling asleep, but my plans took a significant detour when I went to close my curtains, and could clearly see Jenna laying on her bed from my window.

“Oh my God.” I said, unable to look away. She was wearing very sexy lingerie, and her bedroom was directly across from mine with her curtains hanging wide open. I stood there in awe, gawking at her beauty until she spotted me.

I was kind of startled by her noticing me, but she waved and smiled. I waved back at her, and then the games began. Jenna turned to face me, spreading her legs on her bed, and touching herself over her panties.

“Wow.” I said, shaking my head and wagging my finger at her. She started sucking on her pointer, and her hand slipped inside of her waistband. My cock was at full attention for her, and I untied the front of my robe and opened it up.

She nodded her head approvingly, and made a jerking off motion with her hand, encouraging me to go further. I pointed back at her, and she reached behind her back and unclasped her bra. I removed my robe, and tossed it on the bed behind me. She covered her mouth with her hand, and smiled wide.

“You’re so hot.” I said, mouthing the words slowly so she could make them out. She pointed back at me, and then held up two fingers before blowing me a kiss. Jenna removed her panties, and I removed my boxer briefs.

It was perhaps the single most erotic moment of my life, stroking myself in the window while my gorgeous, 20 year old neighbor masturbated right along with me. Jenna had the most suckable nipples, and I wanted to suck on every last one of her cute little toes. Jenna flipped over onto her stomach, making her ass clap and bounce, and sending me into a complete frenzy. I was so aroused that I couldn’t think of consequences, or of us potentially getting caught. I ended up cumming so hard that I was literally seeing stars, and completely painted my own window with streaks of cum.

After we were finished, she walked up to her window, still naked, and pressed her tits against the window. She blew hot breath against the glass, and wrote “I love U” with the tip of her finger. I motioned back, repeating the word and putting my hand on my heart.

I wiped down my window, and had a little laugh about how wild things were getting with her so quickly. It made my heart race just thinking about her, and where things might lead. It had been a while since I’d cum like that, and I couldn’t imagine how tight that little pussy would feel once it was actually gripping my cock, and I also couldn’t imagine how furious my neighbors were going to be if they figured out that I was trying to fuck their daughter.

Chapter 5

I woke much earlier than usual the following morning, and Jenna was the first thing that popped into my mind. John and Sally were church goers, and I was up in time to see them leaving the house, without Jenna.

“Oh, thank God.” I said, blowing on my hot coffee. She didn’t strike me as the religious type, but you never know. After breakfast, I went out back to water my plants, and hopefully catch a glimpse of my lovely new neighbor.

It didn’t take long. Jenna came out into her backyard, waving as she approached.

“Hey you.” I said, holding the hose and looking at her freshly painted red toes in her flip flops.

“Hi, daddy.” she said, grinning.

“You put on quite the show last night.” I said, fighting the urge to smile.

“So did you. Seeing you cum on the glass was really to me for some reason, so I blame you if I developed a new fetish last night.” she said.

“I still can’t believe your bedroom is directly across from me.”

“Yeah. Mom and John went to church, then they’re going out to eat. That gives us a couple hours.” she said, so full of energy that it was contagious.

“Gives us a couple hours for what?” I asked.

“Oh, I dunno. I was thinking maybe we could take  each other up on that massage.” she said. It was a very tempting idea, and she made me way more impulsive than usual.

“I think we could do that, as long as it’s our little secret.” I said.

“Of course.” she said. And that quickly, she was entering my home through the backdoor. I knew right away that something was going to happen, as I could practically feel the sexual energy oozing off of her as she strutted around my home.

“So, Jenna, tell me about yourself.” I said, stepping into the kitchen to pour myself a drink.

“What do you wanna know?” she asked. “I love your house, by the way.”

“Oh, thanks. I mean, I just met you yesterday. I don’t really know anything about you.” I said. Jenna came into the kitchen, and got down on her knees directly in front of me right as I was taking a drink. She laced her fingers in my waistband, and I choked on sweet tea.

“Sorry, daddy. I’m sure my parents already told you how I’m a troubled young woman, or whatever.” she said, tugging at my waistband and pulling out my cock. “Ooh, I like it.”

“Are you sure we should be-” I said, interrupted by her mouth on my cock. “Oh, God.”

“Mmm…Let me tell you a little about myself.” she said, looking up at me and stroking my cock. “I’m very submissive, and I have a thing for older men. Let’s see, what else? Oh yeah, I love sucking cock, and worshiping a manly man like you.”

“Jenna, oh my God.” I said, as she plunged back down for more.

“Look how big it’s getting.” she said, lighting up with glee and sucking my cock like she was an experienced pornstar.

“Baby, fuck. You’re so good.” I said, buckling over at the waist as she swallowed me, shoving the back of her throat against it with no sign of a gag reflex.

“Gluck! Gluck! Gluck!” Jenna pulled away only to gasp for air, and to spit her viscous saliva all over my cock, slurping it back up again and recycling it again and again. There were fireworks going off inside my head, and I grabbed her by the back of the head.

“Well, you sound delightful.” I said. She smiled up at me, stroking with both hands before slapping it against her tongue. “Let’s go to the bedroom.”

“Anything you say, daddy.” she said, letting me help her up. I stepped out of my shorts and underwear, taking her by the hand and guiding her to my room and closing the door behind us.

“You’re such a cutie.” I said, watching her strip down after plopping down onto my bed. She made my veins coarse with lust, and I removed my shirt and joined her on the mattress, crawling on top of her, settling between her legs and looking into her eyes.

“You’re so my type.” she said, looking back at me with wide eyes and the most adorable expression.

“I definitely like submissive girls. Exactly how submissive are you?” I asked.

“I can’t be sure. No one’s ever found my limits.” she said. There was something about the sensual look in her eyes that made me believe her. I leaned in to kiss her, and we were off and running.

“Mmm…” I moaned, taking her entire tongue into my mouth and groping her sweet tits.

“I’m so horny, daddy. I can’t help it. Everything thinks I’m bad, but I just have a high sex drive.” she said.

“That’s okay, sweetheart. I’ll take care of you.”

“I want a daddy.” she said, stopping me from leaning in to kiss her again.

“What do you mean?”

“I’m a little, but I have kind of a penchant for rough sex, and punishment.” she said.

“Probably because you’re a bad girl.” I said.

“Probably.” she said, flashing a devilish grin and pulling me in for another kiss. My cock was so hard that it was pulsing, and I laid the tip against her opening.

“I’ll be your daddy.” I said, pressing my cock inside her.

“Oh my God.” her eyes bulged, and her grin became a deranged smile. “Harder, daddy. Please cum in me.”

“Not yet.” I said, wrapping my fingers around her throat as I bottomed out inside her. She was incredibly tight, and soaking wet inside.

“Oh, God. Choke me, daddy. Hard.” she said. I was picking up on her vibe, and even though I knew nothing about her, I found myself falling in love as I stuck my dick in what was probably crazy.

“It’s for your own good. You need this.” I said, focusing the pressure on her arteries as opposed to her throat. Her face filled with blood, and she stared into my eyes as I thrust into her. “Take it. Take daddy’s hard dick.”

“Yes. Fuck.” she said, gasping and giggling. I laid my torso flat on hers, kissing her neck and laying claim to her. Jenna grinded against me from the bottom, fighting for pleasure and moaning like crazy. I couldn’t fucking believe it, that such a hot little cockslut had stumbled into my life.

“You’re too sexy for your own good.” I whispered, fucking her harder and harder as per her begging request.

“I love you, daddy. I love your cock.” she said, her voice strained. I relinquished my grip momentarily, leaning in to pay proper homage to her perky nipples.

“I want you to be bad for me.” I whispered, looking up at her while I swirled my tongue around her tit. “Only for me.”

“Yes, daddy. I promise.”

“I know you have a lot of urges, baby. Bring them to me. Let me fuck me them out of you.” I said. “Now turn over. Get on your hands and knees.”

“Yes, daddy.” she said, enthusiastically flipping over and looking back at me as I scooted up behind her, giving her ass a much harder slap than the one from the day before. I could tell by the way she squealed that she liked it.

“If you’re bad outside of the confines of our bedroom, then that’s the punishment that’s waiting for you.” I said, giving her a second swat. Having such unadulterated control over such a beautiful young piece of ass was empowering, and I found myself easily transitioning into the role of “daddy”.

“Yes, daddy. But I think I like it.” she said.

“Do you?” I asked, holding my hard cock in my hand, stopping right before I entered her. She looked back at me earnestly, and nodded her head.

“Yes, daddy. Pain turns me on.”

“Lay flat.” I said. There was already redness forming on her cheek, and I sat cross legged directly beside her, so that her ass was directly in front of me. “Put your hands behind your back.”

“Okay.” she said, doing as she was told while I pulled a pillow case off of one of my pillows, and used it as a makeshift pair of handcuffs, tying her wrists together so that she couldn’t stop me from spanking her.

“You have a gorgeous ass, little girl.” I said, raising my hand to shoulder level, letting it hover over her soft backside.

“Thank you.”

“I’m going to give you ten, and then I’m going to fuck you. Don’t ask me to stop, and don’t ask me for more. I’ll punish you when I see fit, and how I see fit. Do you understand?”

“I do.” she said, her face full of fear as I teased her, before finally laying my palm across the edge of her cheek. “Ugh!”

“Good girl. That’s one.” I said, giving her another. The smacking sound and the resulting jiggle were making me throb with arousal, and I kept spanking her and counting them out. She whimpered and winced, thrashing about beneath me.

“Yes, daddy. Punish me. Beat me and then use me.”

“You know something Jenna? You’re a bad girl, but you’re a good little slut.” I said, switching to her other cheek. “Six.”

“Yes, daddy. I just want to be a little whore for you. That’s all I want. Is that so bad?” she asked, before receiving another slap.

“It’s only bad if it isn’t with daddy.” I said, alternating back and forth between her cheeks. “Eight.”

“Yes, daddy. I understand.” she said, her eyes welling with tears. She looked beautiful, even in distress. “Ugh!”

“Nine. One more.”

“Do it hard. Please.” she said. I was shocked by her intensity, as I’d never been with another woman who was anything like her in terms of sexual deviancy. I couldn’t help but wonder how she became so kinky by the ripe young age of twenty.

“Bite down on this.” I said, shoving a pillow in her face, and rearing back for the final blow. She asked for it, so I gave it to her. Her entire body curled into a ball after the loud smack echoed through the room, and she hummed like she was having an orgasm. “Come here.”

“Ugh!”

“I need it.” I said, pulling her to me, and climbing on top of her face. She opened wide without hesitation, sucking my balls as I grinded on her face. She brought out a very raw and primal side of me, knowing that I could do with her as I pleased. I fed her my cock, and then my balls, over and over while she mindlessly lapped away, touching her clit and moaning the entire time.

“Your balls are yummy.” she said, fully unhinged and without inhibitions. She was exactly what my life had been missing, and I had no idea until I saw her pretty eyes looking back at me with a mouthful of my cock.

“On your hands and knees.” I said, climbing off of her. As she got into position, I took note of the deep redness on her ass, and felt a sense of possession as I lined myself up with her opening. Jenna wagged her sweet ass back and forth, and I could see the wetness glistening on her pussy lips as I slid my dick between them.

“Oh, wow. You have such a big cock, daddy. I love it when you fuck me.” she said. I stepped on the back of her head with one foot, pinning it to the mattress as I slid myself in and out, taking her deep and hard.

“Are you gonna cum for daddy’s dick?” I asked, practically barking as I became more rough. It was kind of a personal fantasy of mine, cumming inside of a little slut like her while stepping on the back of her head. It was a massive turn on, and I loved the way she stuck her ass in the air, presenting it for me to lay claim to.

“Yes, daddy! Don’t stop. Don’t fucking stop.” she said. Jenna had the dirtiest mouth on her, and it only added to the intensity of my arousal. I bounced her on my dick, slamming it into her as she threw it back against me. Jenna was furiously rubbing her clit, and called out right as I felt the pressure of impending release.

“Oh, fuck. Jenna, baby. Oh God, yes. Daddy’s gonna cum, fuck. I’m gonna cum.” I said, taking my foot off of her head and grabbing her by the hair, forcing her to look up at me while I approached climax.

“Me too! Yes, daddy. Yes!” she called out as I erupted inside of her, doing probably the stupidest thing imaginable because I lacked the willpower to make a sensible decision in the moment. It felt too good, and I left it in while I came inside of her amazingly soft cunt.

“Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!” I could feel her pelvic muscles milking the cum out of me as my erection seized inside her, and my eyes nearly rolled into the back of my skull. It was a mindblowing orgasm, and I was dripping with sweat when I slid it out of her. Excess cum spilled everywhere, and she started giggling and squeezing her cunt, making it fart and pushing more cum out.

“So sexy. I love feeling cum in my pussy.” she said, giggling dimly as I slid into bed beside her. We started to cuddle, and I was so high off endorphins that in the moment, I could have mistaken it for love.

“You’re something else. Where have you been all my life?” I asked, kissing her forehead.

“Waiting for you, daddy.” she said, nestling up and coming off as nothing but sweet and innocent. I knew better, after what we’d just done, but I couldn’t help falling for her feminine charm and sexual prowess.

Chapter 6

I knew we still had plenty of time, but I half expected her to change back into her clothes and sneak back over to her house. Instead, crawled out of the bed and went to the bathroom, returning with a bottle of lotion.

“About that massage.” she said, skipping up to the edge of the bed.

“Yeah, yeah. Give me a minute. You know I want to rub your pretty little ass down.” I said, smiling at her despite my tired eyes. Post coital bliss had swept over me, and I felt like I’d actually melted into my own bed.

“No, I want to rub you. Just lay on your belly.” she said, jumping onto my bed and snickering as she bounced.

“Okay.” I said, turning slightly and letting her mount my lower back. I heard the bottle pumping, and her hands rubbing together before she placed them on my shoulder blades.

“You’re so muscley.” she said, using her thumbs and hitting the right spots.

“Jenna, damn. I didn’t expect this.” I said, taking a deep breath.

“I take pleasure in giving pleasure, daddy. I’m very submissive.”

“Yes you are.” I said, relaxing under her touch. She felt so light and tiny on top of me, and I saw no reason whatsoever to not keep her around.

“If you keep me happy and give me what I want, I promise I’ll keep you happy too, daddy.” she said. I was still getting used to her calling me that, but she was winning me over with ease.

“You’re very good at this.” I said.

“I just googled how to give back massages.” she said, rubbing me down for a solid fifteen minutes or so, until the point that I wasn’t even sure if I was technically conscious or unconscious. Suddenly, she stepped off of me, and pulled the sheets down all the way.

“What are you doing?” I asked, coming back to being from the sensation of being uncovered. Jenna laid down beneath my legs, behind me, and pushed my legs apart slightly.

“Just relax, daddy. I want to lick your asshole.”

“What?” I asked, turning my head to look back at her right as she pulled my cheeks apart with her hands.

“Please, daddy? I know it’s naughty, but I really want to. If you don’t let me, I’ll have to do it to someone else and get in trouble.” she said, staring back into my eyes. She had such an innocent, endearing look despite her deeply troubled impulses.

“Okay, baby. Only with me.” I said.

“I only eat my daddy’s ass.” she said, giggling as she poked her tongue against my asshole. It was a completely new sensation for me, feeling her warm tongue flatten against my anus, lapping away and trying to dig its way inside.

“Ohhh…fuck. I like that.” I said, my eyes bulging as I was suddenly made fully awake. There was no relaxing into a warm tongue invading your asshole, and I felt chills run up my spine as she buried her face in my ass, and started making out with my asshole.

“Mmm…hmmm…he he he…” she giggled, lifting her face momentarily  before shoving it back into place. She brought my cock quickly back to life, and began tugging it when I lifted my ass. It was a strange but incredible sensation, such a concentrated level of pure pleasure ringing through me.

“Jenna, oh my God. I have to fuck you. Come here.” I said. The last thing I wanted was for her to stop, but I had to have more. I had to have her tight little cunt gripping my cock.

“Of course, daddy. Anything you say, whenever you say it. My body is yours to use freely.” she said, crawling into my lap after I turned onto my back.

“Oh yeah? You promise?” I asked.

“I promise you free use, daddy. I’ll never deny you.” she said, reaching behind her ass and grabbing my dick.

“Good girl.” I said, right before she sat down onto my cock. It felt so good piercing her, spreading her walls as she bounced her ass for me. I took hold of both cheeks, latching onto her nipple and suckling as she rode me.

“I love you, daddy.” she said, whimpering.

“I love you too.” I said, pulling her down onto me. I knew it was a bad idea, even though it was just dirty talk, but it was so fucking hot hearing her say it.

“I love you, daddy.”

“I love you, Jenna. I love you so much. I just want to make you my good little slut.”

“I am, daddy. I promise. I’m yours. Cum in me and make it real.” she said, grabbing my hand and moving it to her throat. I squeezed instinctually, thrusting hard from the bottom. “Your balls…”

“That’s my good girl. Cum on daddy’s cock. Show me who you belong to.” I said, cutting off her air as she stared right back into my eyes.

“Yes, daddy. I love you.” she wheezed, hardly able to get the words out. My cock swelled inside her, as she again brought me to and past my threshold for arousal. I pulled her face to mine, lessening my grip just enough to allow her to breathe as I kissed her deeply, power thrusting from the bottom as hard and fast as I could.

Oh, fuck, Jenna. I’m cumming, you’re making daddy cum.” I said, feeling my entire world fade into space as pleasure overtook me. She brought something out of me that had laid dormant too long, and the pressure was such that I nearly forgot to breathe as I emptied myself inside her while she bounced on my cock, screaming in agony that she was cumming too.

Chapter 7

By the time Jenna went back home, it was almost one o’clock and I was physically exhausted. After the second time we had sex, she went right back to massaging me, doing my legs, feet, shoulders, and arms before flipping me over and doing my chest.

This inevitably led to another blow job, and a very workmanlike performance. There was no way I was going to cum from a blowjob alone, not after having cum twice in the span of a half hour.

“I love my daddy’s dick.” she said, closing her eyes and slapping it against her tongue as she started. She maintained strict eye contact, staring into me and letting her dirty talk flow as she gagged herself, coughing up viscous spit and stroking with both hands.

“Put your feet up.” I said, looking down at her and running my fingers through her hair.

“You like my pretty feet, daddy?”

“I love them. I can’t wait to suck on your toes.” I said, watching her bob up and down, with saliva dripping from her lips down my shaft.

“Anytime you want daddy. Free use. I promise.” she said, worshiping my balls and sucking until she somehow got me there, wrapping her lips around the tip and drinking every drop, gulping my seed right down her eager throat.

I wasn’t even sure what to do. It was Sunday, and I was already spent and completely satisfied. I was naked beneath my robe when John and Sally’s minivan pulled back into their driveway, and I wondered if she was still dripping with my cum.

We’d exchanged numbers before she left, with her promising again that she was on call 24/7 to service my sexual desires.

The next couple of months proved everything she said to be true, and I took full advantage of my free use capabilities. Jenna was insatiable, always eager to take and service my cock. She was the ultimate breath of fresh air, and re-opened me to sex, and life in general.

I spoiled her rotten, and found that our dynamic was very understood. She wanted me to fuck her senseless on a constant basis, to treat her like a complete whore in the bedroom and like a princess outside of it. In return, she would literally do anything I told her, anything that so much as crossed my mind.

“I love you, daddy.” she said, constantly and always. I spilled so much cum inside of her, and on her pretty little toes, and inside of her asshole, that it almost became shameful. My entire life was split between work and my outright obsession for Jenna, which grew each time we saw each other.

We got to know each other more and more, forming a friendship around the constant sex and desire. She was so much younger than me, but it all made sense and felt so right. There was an element of shame, because we kept it secret, and away from her parents.

Every Sunday, from early morning to early afternoon was a fuckfest of epic proportions, and I became as spoiled as she was. We got along famously, watched movies together, gave each other massages, she even did my laundry.

Jenna was very good at sneaking around, and would show up in my house at random times, just to serve me in whatever way popped into her head. We said I love you all the time, and it was very playful and coy, oftentimes said in the heat of the moment and therefore brushed over as possibly insignificant.

It wasn’t. Not ultimately. It was real, and we said it with increasing passion and earnestness. It might have been unconventional, but that didn’t mean that it wasn’t legitimate.


Chapter 8

Her parents showed up at my house unannounced. It was very early, and I left Jenna in bed to go answer the door. They were standing in front of my door arm in arm, with serious faces.

“Hey.” I said, opening the door. I covered my eyes, as the sun was out and I was still coming to, wearing my robe and nothing beneath it.

“We know about you and Jenna.” Sally said, handing me a pregnancy test. I looked down at it, and it read positive.

“She’s your problem now.” John said, refusing to look me in the eye when he made the statement. They turned in unison, walking away while holding hands in what seemed like a practiced coordination.

“Thanks.” I said, raising my voice loud enough that I knew they could both hear me. Jenna was very honest and open with me, which I almost found surprising. She gave me her phone and asked me to go through it, and promised her complete fidelity at all times, to the point where she didn’t even like leaving the house unless I was with her.

I went back to my bedroom, and saw her lying asleep naked on my mattress.

“Jenna.” I whispered, crawling in beside her.

“Yes, daddy?” she asked, opening her tired eyes. I held the test in front of her.

“Why didn’t you tell me? This is amazing.” I said, not wanting her to react emotionally. I wanted her to know it was okay with me, that I was on board. Her eyes immediately welled up with tears, and she turned away from me, sobbing.

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be. I love you, Jenna. More than anything. Let me be your daddy.” I said, cuddling up to her.

“I love you too.” she said, turning to face me.

“You’re gonna be the best mom.” I said, wiping away a tear from her eye. I untied my robe, and slipped between her legs. “I’m still gonna keep cumming in you.”

“You better.” she said, grinning.

Jenna is six months pregnant now, and things are going great. With as much “she’s a bad girl” bullshit I heard about her, she seemed easy enough for me. All she wanted was a dominant man to take care of her, give her babies, and indulge her naughty fantasies, which all happened to be the exact things I wanted to do for her naturally.

I said all of that to say this, I literally couldn’t be any happier, and I wouldn’t trade places with another man in the universe.
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Bigger and Better - Forbidden Age Gap Pregnancy

Lara is intensely attracted to her boyfriend's Jeffrey's father, and just happens to be staying with him for the weekend when she finds out he cheated.

Jason asks his son to leave, and convinces Lara to spend the weekend with him anyway.

Their mutual attraction is impossible to deny, and the tension is unbearable the moment they're alone.

Bigger and Better is an insta-love forbidden romance with an age gap, massive size, and pregnancy. 
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Free Use - Good Girl Training

Victor takes over for his wife in the discipline department, in an attempt to get her daughter Jessica to lose her attitude and turn things around.

She's a brat, and he has no problem putting her in her place, even if it means bending her over his knee and laying his hand hard across her bare bottom.

Good Girl Training involves free use, unconventional relationships, dominance and submission, and spanking.
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She Wants Way Older (Younger Woman/Step-Grandpa) 

Larry couldn't be happier for his son Eric. His new wife Alicia seems wonderful, and he watches with pride as he takes his wedding vows. 

When Alicia introduces Larry to her daughter Jessa, there's an immediate mutual attraction. 

Their first meeting is brief, but they find themselves alone and Jessa makes a lot of naughty promises. That's when Larry realizes that he'll be spending the night in the same house as her before he flies home the following day. 

And that leaves plenty of time for them to do the unthinkable. There may be a forty year age gap between them, but Jessa likes her men much older. 
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Free Use - Twisted Indulgence

Sierra has been counting down the days until free use goes into effect. She can't stop thinking about the man of the house Conor, and all of the dirty things he's going to do to her.

It's arousing to the point where she can't take it, and when the day arrives, he's as hungry for her as she is for him.
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Free Use - Fertile First

When Layla misses her curfew for the third time, Max lays down the law. He tells her that if it happens again, he's going to take her to her bedroom, bend her over, and enact his free use privileges without protection.

So she knows exactly what she's walking into when she purposely shows up an hour past curfew only a few days later, and is eager to be taken for her first time.
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Taken Rough - Her Darkest Desires

Alicia is looking for a fresh start, and wants to reinvent herself.

Instead, she falls into the same insecurities about not feeling sexy, and the same patterns of being quiet and invisible. She develops an attraction toward the man in charge of her Writing and Public Speaking class, but she can't open up to him or get him to notice her.

Professor Law is freshly divorced and ready to unleash his darkest desires with a new lover. His ex-wife was too vanilla, and couldn't handle the intensity of his appetite. Women his age haven't worked out for him, and he knows it would be inappropriate to date someone enrolled at the university.

For the final, he assigns a speech designed to elicit a physical reaction. When Alicia walks to the front of the class, he prepares for another nervous, awkward attempt at a speech by Alicia. Instead, she's dressed to the nines and oozing sensual energy.

"The few partners I’ve had to date, have all treated me with tender care and respect. How disappointing.” she says, the opening line of her speech. Professor Law

is instantly entranced, as she details all of her deepest and darkest desires, confessing how she wants to be used in a rough manner by a dominant older man. He feels like she's speaking directly to him, and he's increasingly turned on as she removes her glasses, unbuttons her blouse, and takes her hair down from a ponytail and fluffs it out.

He had no idea the woman in front of him was hiding away all in the back all semester, and the moment he hears her innermost desires, he knows he has to have her.
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Initiation - Obediently Theirs

Alice meets Professor Jones at a campus bar that's notorious for facilitating fraternization between students and faculty.

She's impulsively attracted to him, and finds his presence exhilarating. He's very forward, and comes straight out with it that he could show her pleasures she's never dreamed of. All he requires in return is her submission.

Her boyfriend texts and calls, but she can't pull herself away from the older man. He gives Alice his number before she leaves, telling her to reach out when she comes to her senses.

She does, and discovers he's much kinkier than she ever could have imagined. He's part of a society of dominants, and in order to be inducted, she must go through a ritual initiation with not only Professor Jones, but two other professors, one who already taught her psychology class earlier that year.
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