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Legal for Neighbor Daddy 

 

Phoebe thought things would feel different after losing her virginity. Like she was more of a woman or something.

Instead, her pussy had been sore for a bit and she was minus one boyfriend. 

The second part hadn’t been so unexpected. They’d all just finished with high school, all fresh-faced 18-year-olds about to start new lives out in various colleges across the country.

But it still hurt.

Especially since her boyfriend had broken up with her and not the other way around.

And after I let him punch my v-card, too!

So she’d decided to go across the street to her Angie’s house. Phoebe and Angie had been best friends forever. Practically sisters. They’d shared pretty much everything.

Actually, that was one reason why Phoebe had decided to go all the way with her (now ex) boyfriend.

Because Angie had fucked her guy a few weeks back. Right after school got out, actually. And Phoebe didn’t want to feel left behind.

She felt a bit jealous, actually. Angie was cute, sure. But Phoebe knew she was the hotter of the two of them.

She crossed the street, glancing down at her phone as she blocked her boyfriend’s old number. She didn’t want to talk to that asshole, anyway.

No, she just needed some girl time.

She jumped up the couple stairs to the porch and rang the doorbell. She really needed to talk to Angie.

The more she thought about how she’d just gotten dumped, the more it hurt.

Especially now that she’d had this thing awakened inside of her. This knowledge of what it felt like to be so close to someone else.

It got her a little wet, thinking about that.

So when Charlie answered the door instead of Angie, it caught Phoebe by surprise. “Oh!” She said.

She felt the heat start in her cheeks, and it wasn’t all from being upset.

Charlie was good looking for an older guy. He’d just split from Angie’s mom last summer, but he did the best he could as a dad.

Phoebe’s own father wasn’t the best role model, so over the years she’d taken a lot of advice from Charlie on various matters.

Which made it pretty awkward for her, standing there on the porch in front of him with the sensation of quivering, wet heat between her thighs.

“Phoebe! Everything okay?” Charlie said.

Phoebe swallowed hard, trying to keep her eyes from glancing down at the front of Charlie’s jeans

Trying and not succeeding to keep one particular intrusive thought out of her mind: Is he bigger than my ex? 

I swallowed hard. This sudden image flashed across my mind. Me and my best friend’s dad rolling around, gripping each other hard, my tight young pussy wrapped around his throbbing shaft…

“Uh… Yeah…” I choked out, “Hey, is Angie home?”

He frowned at me, “Not right now. Think she’s coming back in an hour or so if you want to come back then.”

Phoebe didn’t answer at first. His face creased with concern and he put his hand on her shoulder.

She reached up and put her hand over his. His fingers were thick and strong and her breath caught in her throat when another thought pushed its way into her mind: those fingers, working into the slickness between her thighs while she moaned.

“Come on in, we’ll talk about whatever it is,” Charlie said, urging her inside. The door closed behind her.

Phoebe found it all too overwhelming: the feeling of his hand on her shoulder, those intrusive thoughts, everything that had just happened in her life.

“My boyfriend just broke up with me… I wanted to talk to Angie about it, but she’s not here… I need to be alone for a bit,” Phoebe said.

She dropped his hand. He reached out for her as she stood.

“Wait!” He said.

She didn’t bother closing the back door behind her. Running up the stairs, she flung the door to Angie’s bedroom open, slammed it shut behind her, and sat down at the antique dressing table.

It had an equally large antique mirror. She could see herself in it: a pretty soon-to-be college freshman. There was a small amount of baby fat still clinging to her face, making her look younger than she was. Guys always said it made her look cute and innocent. 

She hated it at that moment, wishing she could rip it all from her body. A horrible pressure pushed behind her eyes, threatening to send hot, fat tears rolling down her cheeks.

“No...” Phoebe said, fighting against the urge.

She just wanted someone to take care of her, to hold her and tell her things were going to be fine. To tell her that she didn’t need some college senior dating her to make her feel good about herself.

There were three sharp raps on the door.

“Phoebe? Can I come in?”

She stared at the door for a moment, then looked to the mirror. Her face was red from the effort it took to not cry, but there were no tears.

“Okay,” she said. 

Charlie came in. He closed the door quietly behind him and regarded her for a moment. He could see the hurt written on her face.

“Don’t worry,” he said, walking over and putting his big, strong hands on her bare shoulders, “Whatever it is, I’ll help you work it out. I wish that boy were here right now, why I’d... I’d make him regret doing this to you.”

Phoebe found herself wishing that she’d met Charlie before her mother had. Even though he was older than she was, she would have snapped him up quickly. He was just what she wanted in a man.

She put her hand on his and squeezed.

Charlie bent down and kissed her on the top of the head. He lingered there a moment, apparently enjoying the scent of her hair. Her body shuddered, and she felt her shoulders break out in goosebumps under his hands.

“Hey, look at me,” Charlie said, standing up straight.

Phoebe spun around on the stool to face him. He kept his hands on her shoulders.

“You are a beautiful woman. Any man would be lucky to be with you. There’s something wrong with any guy who wouldn’t want to be with you.”

She shuddered again as a flood of feelings assaulted her. Her body heated up under his gaze.

“Charlie...” She said.

Charlie’s hands moved up the sides of her neck until they cupped her face. 

Leaning over, he kissed her on the lips. It happened so quickly, Phoebe couldn’t even keep track of it all. She remembered grabbing at the front of his pants and feeling him get hard at her touch.

Then he had her up off the stool, his strong hands holding firmly onto her ass, squeezing the firm flesh through her shorts. He wheeled her around toward the bed. Grabbing her shirt, he lifted it off over her head, She’d already unbuttoned and unzipped his pants by the time he’d unhooked her bra and pulled it down her arms.

He pushed her down onto the bed. She lifted her hips as he grabbed her shorts and panties and pulled them off. Her nipples puckered up so tightly that they sent tingles through her chest, making her gasp.

All at once, she became wet. She felt some of her juices leak out into her slit as Charlie pulled off his shirt and pushed his pants down.

His cock sprung up to attention, already fully hard. She stroked him one-handed, using the other to brace herself on the bed. Precum already leaked from the tip, down the shaft and onto her fingers.

Grabbing her by the head again, he pulled her into a kiss. Phoebe used the ball of her thumb to rub in circles around the tip of his cock as his tongue pushed into her mouth.

When he pulled his face away from hers, she’d already made the entire head of his cock slick with the precum she’d milked from him.

“Charlie... But… You’re my best friend’s dad!” Phoebe said breathily as he pushed her onto her back.

“Right now none of that matters,” he replied.

Grabbing her by the thighs, Charlie pulled her toward him. Her ass rested right on the edge of the bed. His whole body shaking with anticipation and lust, Charlie grabbed her by the knees and pushed her legs back toward her chest. 

His mouth was slightly open, and his eyes widened as he looked at her pussy. She kept it mostly shaved. The smaller pair of lips protruded a little out from around her entrance, glistening from her juices.

Phoebe put her hand on his body, just above his stiff cock. The muscles there felt firm, and an intense heat radiated from him. It travelled up through her arm, seemingly straight to her brain. 

She felt herself open up at that heat, her juices seeming to flow freely in anticipation.

The wait wasn’t a long one.

Pushing on her knees to angle her hips up a little more, Charlie positioned himself. 

“Charlie...” Phoebe said as the head of his cock bumped against her sex, parting her lips.

“Charlie...” She breathed again as she felt the inner set of lips spread around his girth. The head of his cock strained at her tightness for only a moment before he gritted his teeth and pushed harder. Her pussy yielded to him, stretching around his thick shaft.

“Charlie!” Phoebe screamed as her best friend’s father filled her with his long, hard cock. 

The tight ring at her opening gripped around his shaft as he slid it deeper into her sex. She watched wide eyed as the skin on his cock bunched back from the strength of her squeezing.

It felt so good to have him inside her like that. She tossed her head back as he put the whole length of his cock inch by inch into her. His rod seemed to pulsate against her slick flesh. Her walls tightened around him in response, trying to hold him in place, trying to keep him from slipping back through her lips. 

She’d kept her hand on his abdomen the entire time. The force of his stretching her out around him had made her toes and fingers curl up. Her fingertips made white marks on his flesh as they pressed against him.

“You’re fucking me, Charlie...” Phoebe said, not quite able to believe it.

And he was bigger than her ex. Longer and thicker. It hurt, but it hurt so good.

“Baby...” Charlie said, withdrawing until only a little bit of his cock remained in her. “Don’t tell Angie.”

He thrust back into her. She screamed his name as she tightened around his entire length again. 

They both watched as the skin on his long, hard shaft shifted back and forth as he fucked her. Every thrust made her breasts jiggle, and sent a shock of pleasure up through her body that made it impossible to keep her mouth closed.

She didn’t know how to deal with the feelings welling up inside her, but she knew they needed to come out. 

Looking down again as his cock slid in and out, she saw how wet she’d made him already. Every thrust into her made her juices flow, soaking his shaft until it dripped onto the floor.

“Do you like fucking your daughter’s friend’s tight little pussy, Charlie?” Phoebe said. She’d gritted her teeth, and her lips had puckered out in a circle around them.

“It’s so tight and wet...” Charlie said. Lines of concentration had formed on his forehead, and she could feel his grip on her knees tightening as his thrusts came harder and faster.

The headboard of the bed kept slapping against the wall.

“You fuck me so good, Charlie. You’re cock is so big in me, so hard. Charlie...”

Her eyes rolled back and she started whimpering. She felt him swell inside her as her words turned him on even more. Images kept flashing through her mind. It had all happened so quickly. He’d been comforting her one moment, and had his cock buried balls deep into her the next.

How had it even happened? Had either of them realized it? Or had it been some instinctual thing, him sensing her need and desire?

It felt so good to be fucked. It was what she needed, she knew. It was cathartic, cleansing. The heat in her body, in her pussy around her stepdad’s hard shaft, burned away all her anger and sadness. 

“Oh, Phoebe...” Charlie moaned. 

His thrusts were slowing, she noticed. His cock had gotten so hard; she was shocked he hadn’t burst. Even though it was so hard, it still moved easily into her tight, sopping hole because of her juices.

“I need to taste you, Charlie,” Phoebe said. 

Grabbing the base of his cock, Charlie pulled out of her. Phoebe snarled as he left her body. She felt suddenly empty. Then she saw his dripping member. It was entirely coated in her juices.

Going onto her stomach, she pushed his hand off his cock and replaced it with one of her own. She pulled him closer and made a noise of pleasure as she stuffed him into her mouth. 

Phoebe had never tasted herself before. She couldn’t describe it, but as she licked him clean, even more juices flooded her sex. This was the stuff that made it so her Charlie’s big cock could fit into her, she knew. Her lips slid up and down his member, going farther each time.

He groaned as she moved her fingers out of the way and took his entire length down her throat. She held it for a moment, letting her tongue rub along the bottom of his shaft and resisting her gag reflex. She pulled back all the way, putting her hand back in place.

“You’re cock tastes so good,” she said, stroking and kissing his member. He throbbed in her grip. 

“Do you want to keep fucking me?” She asked.

Charlie nodded.

“Turn around so I can see that tight little ass while I fuck you,” Charlie said. 

Doing as her Charlie told her, Phoebe spun around. She went on her hands and knees, arching her ass nice and high in the air so that Charlie could see what he wanted. 

Resting on her forearms, she felt her stiff nipples rub against the comforter. The friction felt good, so she wiggled her body more. 

This move enticed Charlie back into action. He stroked himself a few times as he put one hand on her ass and pulled her closer. 

“Fuck me hard, Charlie,” Phoebe said. 

She loved getting a hard cock from behind. From that angle, a guy could fuck her nice and deep, could touch everything while she tightened around him.

Still holding his cock, Charlie slapped her ass with it. It made wet smacking noises against her firm cheeks, leaving glistening smears of her mixed saliva and juices. Phoebe felt her body shudder as he denied her desire.

“Please fuck me, Charlie...” Phoebe begged.

She reached back and grabbed her ass cheeks, spreading them apart. Charlie’s fingers tightened satisfyingly on her as he looked at her. His cock rested against one cheek. She could feel it pulsing with his heart.

“Come on, Charlie. Don’t you want to fuck my tight little pussy again? You make me so wet...”

Charlie’s shaft slid down her cheek. The next moment, he entered her. She sucked in a breath as he pushed all the way inside. Her walls stretched around him. It was tighter than before. She could feel every bulge as he began thrusting.

Charlie grabbed her by the hips and started pulling back on them as he shoved forward. Phoebe let go of her ass and grabbed handfuls of the comforter. She squeezed them, then stuffed some of the comforter into her mouth and bit down on it. 

Her pussy clenched around him for a moment. She spat out the comforter and whimpered. It felt good. Each time he slammed into her, her pussy tingled and sent sparks of pleasure so intense up her back that her whole body seemed to break out in goosebumps. 

“I’ve been such a bad girl, Charlie...”she said.

His thrusting also made her nipples rub even harder against the comforter. She bit her lip for a moment at the sensation.

Charlie pulled one hand from her hip. He spanked her ass, hard. Phoebe yelped at the pain, her pussy tightening around his thick shaft from the surprise. 

She grabbed up the fistfuls of comforter again. She yelped and flinched every time his big hand made contact with her ass. He spanked her every time he thrust his cock back into her pussy. This made her clench around him even more, and he grunted at the new tightness around his shaft.

The flesh where he hit her was a strange combination of numb and burning.

“You’re such a bad girl,” Charlie said, smacking her again.

“Oh, Charlie, I’m so sorry. So sorry. It feels so good...”

She clenched up around him again, much harder than before. Realizing what was happening, Charlie stopped spanking her. He got a grip on her hips again and started slamming into her. She felt his balls smacking against the lips of her pussy. Inside her there seemed to be only heat and wetness.

“You’re making me come, Charlie! I’m going to come all over your cock!”

Then she couldn’t speak anymore. All that escaped her mouth were screams and moans. She felt her toes curl as her pussy started its cycle of clenching and unclenching. Her extremities went numb, including the tip of her nose.

Even with her eyes wide open, she couldn’t see.

She squeezed so tightly around him that he could barely stay inside her. Charlie had to grit his teeth and flex his cock against the pressure.

“Oh, Charlie,” Phoebe choked out, “It’s so good...”

“God!” Charlie yelled.

She realized what was about to happen. That Charlie had his bare cock inside her. That she wasn’t on any birth control. That if he came in her she might get pregnant.

“Not inside me! Please, no inside me!” she said, even though a part of her, a big part, wanted to feel his cock throb with each spurt of his load.

Groaning with his willpower, he pulled out of her. The next moment, she felt his hot cum spurting onto her back. More and more of it came out of him, leaving her flesh hot and sticky.

When he finished, he sank down onto his back on the bed beside her. He looked up into her face. She kissed him. His lips were hot and soft against hers. Then she slid her lips down his body. He gasped as she cleaned him off, licking the last of his cum from the tip of his cock. 

Using some tissues from the nightstand, she cleaned herself off as well and then nestled in beside him. She rested her head on his shoulder as he wrapped his arms around her.

“You better get cleaned up before Angie gets home,” Charlie said, “And I meant what I told you earlier: if you bring that shitty ex-boyfriend around here I’ll teach him a lesson.”

“Thanks, Charlie,” Phoebe said.

Her pussy ached.

She wished she’d not said anything, that she’d let him fill her tight, young cunt up with his load.

Maybe next time, she thought. There were still months left yet before she moved away to college.




Dominated by the Neighbor Daddy 

 

Wendy had known for a while that Liam was into some kinky stuff.

She was friends with Liam’s daughter, Gwen. Had been for most of her 18 years alive. One time, just before summer break between their junior and senior years, she’d gone and spent that night at Gwen and Liam’s.

He was a pretty good dad. Always let them stay up late. Always let them keep to themselves.

Liam had only one rule: no one could go into the room at the end of the upstairs hall. He always kept it locked.

Except when he had a woman over, that was.

And that was how Wendy found out Liam’s little secret.

That night, she went upstairs to drop off her overnight bag and saw the door at the end of the hall standing open.

This had never happened before. For just a moment, Wendy considered just leaving well enough alone.

But curiosity overcame her and she padded furtively over to the open door and pushed it open.

Her breath caught when she saw what waited in the room.

Leather things. Toys. Things that looked like they belonged in some medieval dungeon.

“Holy shit…” she remembered muttering.

Then the stairs creaked. Someone climbing them. She reached out and grabbed the door handle and pulled it shut.

When she turned around she saw Liam standing at the top of the stairs, his hands resting on the newel post, watching her.

Right away, she blushed. She couldn’t stop thinking about Liam using those things she’d seen in there on the women he brought over.

It was kind of hot, actually.

Then he came down the hall towards her. She thought he meant to ream her out for breaking the rule.

“Mr. Smith, I didn’t mean to…” she started. Her cheeks felt like they might catch fire.

And, she discovered, she was wet. Just a little, but when she shifted her weight from one foot to the other she sensed it within her.

He didn’t say anything. He went to the door, pulling a key from the pocket of his slacks, and slid it into the lock beneath the handle. He locked the door and glanced at her, then went back downstairs.

“Holy shit…” Wendy remembered muttering.

But that had been a while back. Now she was 18, about to head off to college. But she couldn’t get that room out of her mind.

She started wondering what it might be like to have some of that stuff used on her. A few times she tried to broach the subject with Gwen, asking if she ever heard her dad getting up to anything in there.

Gwen only ever frowned, shook her head, and changed the subject.

It was long before the fantasies stole into Wendy’s head. Especially after her 18th birthday.

She writhed beneath her covers at night, her fingers busy in the warm, wet folds of her pussy as she imagined Liam doing things to her.

Spanking her. Whipping her. Tying her up and having his way with her tight, youthful body.

She always finished all sweaty, waves of hot and cold rushing through her body as the sweet smell of her juices filled the air.

She wondered what it would be like for Liam to sink all the way into her and then pull back, his shaft the thing glistening with her wetness instead of her fingers.

It had always been just a fantasy. Just idle thoughts. She never thought Liam would go for it. He was old enough to be her father! He was her best friend’s dad.

And all that women that she saw him with were older. Mature, or whatever.

She saw and got jealous. She started telling herself that she didn’t want to go off to school without experiencing what it was like.

That all she had to do was to keep it a secret from Gwen.

So one weekend when Gwen went out of town with her boyfriend, Wendy decided to go over and confront Liam.

She pulled on a cute skirt and top. She had to change her panties since the first ones got too moist.

She even thought about maybe flicking her taut little bean for a bit of relief first, but decided against it. It might make her reconsider, and she didn’t want to reconsider.

So she went across the street, telling her parents that she was going over to the mall.

Her whole body trembled. Her nipples perked up, so stiff they hurt. Her breasts weren’t that big, not more than a handful. But they were perky and firm and guys her own age seemed to like touching and squeezing them.

But would Liam?

Her lungs couldn’t keep up with her body’s demand for air. Her cheeks burned with her.

And it felt like she’d already moistened this new pair of panties.

Then she rang the doorbell and flicked a lock of hair off her forehead absently.

Liam answered the door, frowning down at her. “Hey, Wendy. Gwen’s gone for the weekend. Thought you knew?”

She almost couldn’t get the words out. “I know. I wanted to… see… you, actually. Can I come in?”

“See me about what?” he said.

All or nothing, Wendy thought. “What happens in that locked room upstairs. You know that I know what’s in there.”

Wordlessly, he stepped aside and motioned her in.

Her body sang with excitement. She wanted this to happen so badly. And if it didn’t happen this weekend, she didn’t know when she’d get another chance.

“What do you want to know?” he said, standing behind her while they stood in the front hall.

She turned around and forced her eyes up to his. “I want to know what it’s like.”

“You have no idea what you’re talking about. Or what you’re asking,” Liam said, “Maybe you should just go back home.”

“No!” she said, panic in her voice, “Look, I’ve been thinking about it for a long time now. And… fantasizing. About you and that room.”

“All the more reason to send you home,” Liam crossed his arms.

She had one more card to play. This was it. If he called her bluff, she’d be stuck with all this frustration and only her fingers to help her out of it.

“Show me or I tell Gwen and my parents that you did it anyway,” she said, squaring her jaw and crossing her arms. Her stiff nipples ached so much.

“Tell them what?” Liam said.

“That you fucked the shit out of me in your sex dungeon.”

His jaw worked. Then his eyes took her in. Really took her in. She felt her back straighten. Felt her body thrust her chest out. Her pussy quivered.

“I won’t say anything if you just show me,” she said.

He waited an uncomfortably long time, considering, weighing. “Come with me.”

She followed him upstairs, down the hall, until they stood in front of that door. He fished the key from his pocket and slid it into the lock. It clicked when he turned the key.

Then he opened the door.

“Do you trust me?” Liam said. He grabbed Wendy by the hand. His warmth flowed into her again, just as it had done the day before.

She squeezed his fingers. “Yes,” she replied. 

A spark of excitement rose through Wendy’s body as Liam led her deeper into the room. She wanted him to just throw her over one of the tables or chairs they passed, rip her clothes off, and fuck her senseless. But he didn’t.

They stopped at a long, low padded table. Wendy knew right away that it was designed to hold someone in place with their arms and legs splayed apart, with its four leather straps.

“Do you want me to lie down?” Wendy asked.

Liam squeezed Wendy’s fingers until she yelped. “No. You are going to take off your clothes and get on your knees.” He let go of her and walked over to one of the shelves along the wall.

Wendy did as she was told, bending over to strip off her skirt. She felt nervous. What was he going to do? She’d never done anything like this before. Though, she had liked it when her last boyfriend spanked her while taking her from behind... Would Liam spank her? 

She felt her nipples stiffen again as she slid her bra down her arms. Wendy crouched down on her knees, her shins resting on the cool floor and her hands braced on her thighs. She felt suddenly exposed and vulnerable. He was clothed; she was naked. A shiver wracked her body as her skin pebbled with goosebumps.

When Liam turned around, he held a leather collar attached to a leash. Unbuckling the collar, he came back over to her. Wendy grabbed her long hair and lifted it over her head so that none of it would get stuck. Liam put the collar around her neck and tightened it. A surge of panic took her as he tightened even more. It went away when she realized she could still breathe. 

Liam twisted the leash a few times around his wrist as though he was trying to keep control of a powerful dog. He tugged. Wendy had to throw out her hands to keep from falling on her face.

When she looked up at Liam, he seemed to tower over her. His leather pants bulged out at his crotch, where his cock was hardening. He looked at her naked body. 

She felt her pussy clench and get wet at the sight of his stiffening member. 

“Take out my cock,” Liam said, tugging at the leash until Wendy was close enough to lick his crotch if she wanted.

Hesitating for a moment, she reached up and undid the leather pants. She reached in until her fingers wrapped around his hard shaft. She sucked her lip between her teeth at how warm and firm it was. It felt so big, bigger even than she’d fantasized about. She pulled it out from its leather bonds. It sprang up so fast that she had to move back to avoid being slapped in the face. 

Liam grabbed her by the chin and made her look up into his eyes. “Suck,” was all he said before letting go.

She looked back at his heavy shaft. There was a pearly bead of precum glistening at the tip already. 

Wrapping the fingers of one hand around the base of his shaft to hold him steady, she looked up into his eyes as she pressed her lips against the head of his cock. She let them part slowly over the taut, shiny flesh. As soon as the whole head was through her lips, she sucked.

Liam groaned as more precum leaked out of him. Wendy licked it away. His cock throbbed against her tongue.

She wanted him to feel good, so she started stroking his member, letting her fingers slide over the bulges and veins.

He tugged on the leash, hard. Her lips slipped farther down his cock.

“I said suck! Don’t fucking stroke unless I tell you to.”

Gritting his teeth, he pulled on the leash. Her lips took in more and more of his cock. When she felt him at the back of her throat, her eyes started to water. She wanted to breathe, to gag, but she couldn’t. She wouldn’t let herself. As the tears streamed out from the corners of her eyes, Wendy sucked the billionaire’s cock as hard as she could. 

Liam growled, throwing his head back. After a few more seconds, he gave the leash some slack and let Wendy slide her lips back on his shaft, pulling the bunched skin on his cock taut again.

“Get my cock nice and wet with your saliva, and keep looking into my eyes” Liam said.

Working up as much spit as she could, wriggling her tongue against the bottom of Liam’s rigid shaft, Wendy started moving her mouth up and down his length. When she pulled her lips back, she left a shiny trail of saliva. There was so much that it hung in strings in some spots. His cock tasted so good, Wendy just couldn’t keep herself from salivating. 

There was something about looking into his eyes while his cock slid in and out of her wet lips that made her want to fuck him. Her pussy was wet and convulsing. She wanted to finger herself, but didn’t want him to punish her again. 

She moaned around his length as she felt some of her saliva dribble down her chin. She could still taste his precum, and there seemed to be more of it than ever.

Then Liam ran his fingertips along her cheek. He used the ball of his thumb to wipe away some of the tears. His fingers slid into her hair, entwining themselves into it. When they reached the back of her head, they balled into a fist. The little pricks of pain from her hair being pulled made her moan even more. Her pussy was so wet that she felt some of her juices trickle down her inner thighs. 

Liam pulled her head back until she no longer had his cock in her mouth. She gulped in air as he arched her neck backwards.

Leaning over her, he pressed his lips to hers and they kissed deeply. Wendy wanted to grab his cock, to stroke it and make sure it stayed good and hard, but she kept her hands on her thighs. She needed to do what her master told her. She thought that, if she was good enough, he might fuck her. She wanted him to fuck her so badly. Her pussy ached from the strength of the desire to be filled up by his large cock. 

Keeping her head in place with the handful of hair he’d grabbed, Liam pulled back from the kiss. They both panted as they looked into each other’s eyes.

“Get up onto the table,” he said, letting go of her hair. 

Slowly, Wendy stood. She started to sit down on the table, then Liam gave the leash a sharp tug and she gave a yelp as she jerked forward.

“On your stomach,” Liam said.

Wiping at her face, she turned around and crawled onto the table. It felt cool against her flesh. There was a slight rise where her hips rested, arching them a little into the air. Walking around her, Liam did up the straps, binding her to the table.

When they were all tightened to his satisfaction, he pressed a button Wendy hadn’t seen. She gasped in surprise as the portions of the table holding her legs rotated, spreading her legs apart even more. She could feel the cool breeze from the air conditioning on her pussy and thighs.

Liam moved so that he stood between her legs. He still had the leash, and he pulled on it so that Wendy had to arch her neck and look back at him. Over the rise of her ass she could see him, looking down at her exposed sex. She could see the head of his cock trembling with anticipation. Seeing that made her pussy clench and release more juices. He was going to fuck her soon, she knew it. 

Then Liam bent over and picked something up. Wendy’s eyes widened as she saw him hefting a black riding crop.

Keeping the leash taut, Liam ran the tip of the whip over one of her ass cheeks, then the other. He slipped it between her legs. Wendy’s breath hissed out between her teeth as he ran the tip gently up her slit. Her whole body was trembling from the feeling, the anticipation.

Raising the whip over his head, he whipped her right cheek. She screamed at the sudden pain and the cracking noise it made. He did the same to the other cheek, making her muscles tighten.

Liam didn’t stop until her entire ass turned an angry red color, and fresh tears ran down her face. When he did stop, Wendy realized she didn’t want him to. Even though her ass stung so much it had practically gone numb, even though there were tears streaming from her eyes, she wanted him to keep going, to keep whipping her.

Tossing the whip to the floor, Liam jerked on the leash again. He leaned forward until she felt the head of his cock press against her sex. She bit her lip. She wanted to push back, to feel him fill her.

“Tell me you want it,” Liam said.

“I want it, Master,” Wendy replied.

Liam rewarded her by applying a little more pressure. The tip of his cock slipped into her. It was a tease; he was in her, but he wasn’t. She wanted to feel his shaft as it plunged into her, feel her walls spread apart as the head of his cock shoved against them.

“Tell me you want me to come in your pussy.”

Wendy sucked in a breath as she felt the tight ring at the opening of her pussy try to squeeze up around Liam’s hard cock. She wanted his cum in her.

“I want your cum in my pussy, Master,” she said.

Smiling, Liam entered her. All the muscles in Wendy’s body stiffened as her master’s rigid cock pushed into her tight, wet little hole. She moaned as inch after inch slipped inside, aided by all the saliva she’d put on him with her mouth.

She wished she could close her legs. She wanted her pussy to be as tight as possible around his cock.

“It’s so warm...” Liam said. He squeezed one of her still-stinging ass cheeks as he continued to slide his cock in and out of Wendy’s pussy.

It was so wet that his shaft made slurping noises as it moved in her, and getting wetter every moment. Wendy wanted to put her head forward and rest it on the table as she felt her orgasm building deep in her sex, but Liam’s grip on the leash was unrelenting. 

“Are you going to come on me?” Liam asked. He’d sped up his thrusts.

There was so much energy in Wendy’s body just waiting to be released, she didn’t even know if she could talk. Still, she knew that her master needed an answer.

“Yes, Master,” she said. She could already feel her walls closing in around his shaft, trying to grip it and hold it.

Pulling his hips back until just the tip of his cock was in her, he rammed it back in. Throwing her head back, Wendy came. She screamed as her body tensed up, as her pussy clenched and convulsed and got even wetter.

Liam just kept thrusting, riding her to a deep orgasm. She could feel his cock stiffening, swelling inside her. She knew he was going to come, and she so badly wanted to slam her hips back against his, to bury his cock balls deep in her while his cum filled her.

Then Liam grunted, and his cock jumped. Wendy moaned as he filled her up with his hot load, the cum spurting out so hard she could feel it.

She whimpered with every jerk of his stiff shaft inside of her.

He stayed rock solid inside of her for a surprisingly long time before pulling out. He’d emptied his balls so deeply inside of her that none of his seed leaked out. It was a warm ball within her.

He freed her and sent her on her way, telling her to get her composure back before she saw her parents.

And to never say anything about what had just happened to them or to Gwen.

Before she left her grabbed her and pulled her close for just a moment. “I want you again. Soon.”

“Yes, Master,” Wendy said.
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