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Settling Her Daddy’s Debt 

 

1.

 

Alisha

 

Summer was the worst time for me.

Home for the summer, anyway. Away from college. Away from my new friends.

Away from my boyfriend.

Worse, most of my old friends from high school were also gone. Away in Europe, staying in summer school. Rooming with new friends of their own far away.

"I'm so bored!" I said to no one in particular. 

I lay on my bed in my room. My old bedroom, at home. It made me feel like a kid again.

Which I wasn't. I was 18, almost 19. An adult. It felt wrong somehow to be back home.

"And why is it so hot!?" I said.

My dad said the A/C was out of commission, and had instead installed a big box fan in my bedroom window.

The fan blades churned air across the bed, which helped a little. But not much.

I wore only a spaghetti strap tank top and a pair of Daisy Dukes.

I didn't know why the A/C was broken. Dad used to have a lot of money. I knew he won it playing poker, which he was pretty good at.

I made a mental note to tell him to call whatever repairman we needed and get this fixed ASAP.

The cotton of the shirt clung to my skin, tracing the shape of my breasts.

My nipples showed through pretty easy.

I took out my phone and snapped a pic of them, which I then texted promptly to Mike, my college boyfriend. 

Let him see what he's missing out on, I thought while I smiled. 

My breasts weren't very big. Handful-sized, really. But they were perky and symmetrical and Mike loved to squeeze them and suck on my nipples until they got so hard they ached.

We were both pretty inexperienced at the whole sex thing, but college was a learning experience in more ways than one.

Though sometimes I did wish I could be with someone who knew what they were doing.

I had a dorm mate, Ash, who said that she'd fucked an older guy back home and he'd made her cum so crazy. Knew how to use his hands. His tongue. His cock.

I could barely convince Mike to go down on me. And when he did it was halfhearted lapping while he stared at me until I relented and told him to just fuck me.

Not that he ever objected when I went down on him.

Still, he was hot at least.

He texted me back.

 

Hey babe. Nice. You get me so fucking hard.

 

I smiled. My pussy started tingling. I texted him back.

 

Really? Show me how hard it gets you.

 

He sent me a picture back pretty quick. My eyes widened. My pussy went slick. I glanced over at my bedroom door and listened hard. I wouldn't want my dad to walk in on my sexting my boyfriend while I was two knuckles and three fingers deep in my quivering gash.

I didn't hear him.

I pushed my shorts down my thighs and slipped my fingers down beneath the waistband of my panties.

"Oh..." I said when I felt how ready I already was.

 

2.

 

Rob

 

"Tell me what the fuck you're going to do about this," I said.

For extra emphasis, I grabbed John by his shirt collars and shoved him back against the wall of the alley.

We were just outside our usual joint, a dive bar called Mick's. The place where we got together a few times a week to get a few hands of poker in.

We used to call John "Lucky J," because the sonovabitch always went away with a good chunk of our paychecks.

"Whoa, whoa," John said, his face white and his lips pale, "I'll get you your money! Just... I need more time, okay?"

I slapped him. Backhand. His head whipped to the side and he flinched in pain. My knuckles stung.

If he didn't give me what I wanted, the slaps would become punches.

"I gave you two weeks already. No way in hell you're getting any more time. Don't you get paid every two weeks like a normal person?" I said.

John looked at me. Quickly. He glanced back down. He didn't have many tells, which made him a good card player, but this was one of them. 

He was in the shit and he knew it.

"I... I thought I could make it all back at once..." he started.

I grabbed him by the shirt again. I slammed him back against the wall. I was a big guy, lots of muscle earned from working construction. Lots more of it earned from a nickel I did in the joint.

A bunch of tats, too, hidden under my crew neck shirt.

I wasn't a guy to fuck with. Most guys knew that just from looking at me. John and I went way back, and he should have known that but he didn't.

I knew I was going to have to teach him a lesson. A harsh one.

"What the fuck did you do with my money?" I said. I put my face right down into his, stared him right in the eye.

He swallowed audibly.

"I... I went to the track. I got a hot tip, thought it would pay us both nice..."

"And instead you lost it all, didn't you? How much did you bet?" I said.

He swallowed again. Looked at me, tried looking down.

I shook him hard. "Look me in the eye! Be a fucking man for once."

"All of it. More. I may have borrowed some from other people. You gotta understand, Rob, I thought it was a sure thing."

I brought my fist back, about to plow it into John's stupid numbskull head.

He flinched. "Wait! Not the face. My daughter's home. Please, don't make me have to explain to her."

"Is she, now?" I said. I didn't lower my fist. Alisha, I remembered. Known her most of her life. She called me Uncle Rob sometimes, even though we weren't related at all.

"Yeah, please, Rob..."

I thought about it some more.

"Don't have the money?" I said, "Fine. But you're paying me anyway. We're going to go over to your place and see what shit you have that I want. If you're lucky there'll be enough to call it even. With me, at least. Don't know what you're going to do about anyone else."

"But Alisha's home! How am I going to explain that to her?" John said.

"I don't care. That's your problem. You're going to be explaining to her in either case. Your face bashed in or me getting the pick of your stuff. Your choice."

He sighed. Then he took his sweet time.

He made up his mind when I slapped him around a little more.

 

3.

 

Alisha

 

Mike sent me a video of him stroking himself. I liked his cock. It was a good size. And there was just something so sexy about watching him grip himself.

Watching the way the skin moved on his hardness. The way the lube let his hand slide around on it.

It made my little pussy so wet. I thought about what his cock looked like buried in me. The way the skin on it moved because of my youthful tightness gripping him hard.

Of course, I always made him wear a condom. So it looked a little different.

Part of me really wanted to try without a condom. Wanted to feel the bare hardness of his cock inside of me.

Just thinking about that got me even wetter.

"Oh baby, oh baby..." I moaned.

I tortured the little bean of my clit. Rubbed my fingertip against it, pinched it lightly.

I came. My whole body going stiff. My back arched up off the bed while the muscles inside of me clenched and relaxed around my fingers.

It wasn't as satisfying as I wanted. I needed a real cock inside of me. But Mike was 400 miles away.

He promised to text again later and we ended the conversation.

Which was good, because the front door opened and then slammed shut.

I didn't like it. Usually I went out to greet daddy right away, but this time I stayed in bed and just listened.

"Let's see what sort of shit you have now."

I recognized that voice. One of dad's old poker buddies. Rob, I thought.

When I was younger Rob always had some hot biker chick hanging off his arm. I was usually jealous of them.

But now he sounded pissed.

"There's my TV, my computer..." dad said.

I went over to my bedroom door and opened it a crack, and as silently as I could.

Something was going on. Something bad.

"This is all trash. I couldn't give some of this shit away," Rob said, "let alone sell it. Why in the hell's it so hot in here?"

"Trying to keep my power bill low," daddy said.

What? I thought. I thought it was broken. Something is wrong. Really wrong. 

My heart started slamming against my chest. The doorknob, still clutched in one hand, went from cool to hot against my palm.

"Fine. Whatever," Rob said, "Let's have a look and see what's worth any money here."

"I don't know what you're looking for..." my dad started.

Then something crashed. My dad moaned in pain.

"Daddy!" I said.

All the other thoughts went out of my head. I rushed downstairs.

My dad looked up at me from the living room floor, where he lay on the splinters and broken boards of what used to be our coffee table.

Rob looked at me and smiled. "Looks like you're going to have to do that explaining sooner rather than later, John."

I ignored him. I went to my dad, knelt down beside him. I took his hand. There were bruises on his face. One eye puffed up all dark.

"Dad? What's wrong? What happened to you?"

He swallowed hard and looked down. "Baby... I'm sorry, but poker hasn't been going well lately. I owe your Uncle Rob some money."

I turned and looked up at Rob, who'd crossed his arms while he watched us. "Did you do this to him? How could you?"

He shrugged large shoulders. "He's owed me money for a while. He has to learn not to fuck with me. Isn't that right, John?"

"Yes..." John said.

"Then take what you want and get the hell out of here!" I yelled at Rob, "Or I'm calling the cops."

"No!" my dad said, "No cops, sweetie. It's okay. We're working it out."

"Are we?" Rob said, looking around at our stuff, "I'm not sure you have enough here to make up what you owe."

I glared up at him. Inside, I was scared. So scared. John was a big guy. Strong. I knew he'd been in jail at least once. "Please, just take what you want and go. Leave us alone."

Rob looked at me, then. Really looked at me. I became aware of the way my shirt clung to my breasts, my nipples still hard and perky and plain to see.

The way my shorts showed my thighs.

Rob stroked his chin while he looked at me.

My dad understood before I did. He sat up in the pile of splintered wood. He shielded me.

"No," he said, "Never."

"Do it and I'll count it all paid. Every cent," Rob said.

"No! I said no!" Daddy said.

"What? What's going on?" I said. I didn't like this one bit.

"She's an adult now. Why not let her decide? You are, aren't you sweetie? 18?" Rob said.

I bristled. "Almost 19 now!"

He held up his hands in mock defeat, "Oh sorry. Forgive me. Let her make up her own mind. What do you say? Want to help your daddy out?"

"How?" I said.

I stood up. Daddy tried tugging me back down behind him but I shook his hand off my wrist. My heart felt like it wanted to explode out of my chest.

Rob looked me up and down again. I could feel my stiff nipples perking hard against my tank top, but I ignored them.

Tried to, anyway.

"We go up to your room," Rob said, "Just you and me. If I like what happens, you and dear daddy are in the clear."

"Oh... Oh!" I said, understanding dawning on me.

"You can't!" Daddy said, "I won't let this happen!"

I ignored him for a moment. I looked at Rob, "And what happens if I say no?" 

Rob shrugged, "Doesn't look like he has enough to pay me here. I'll take it out of his hide. After I finish taking what stuff you do have, that is."

My heart pushed itself up into my throat. Everything felt even hotter all of a sudden. Like I'd stepped into a sauna.

An electric tingle started between my thighs.

I looked down at my dad. Back at Rob. Then around my home.

"Okay," I said, "But I have your word? No more debt?"

He held up one hand and crossed his fingers, "Scout's honor. Your girl's smarter than you, John."

Daddy grabbed me again, "You can't, baby! We'll find another way!"

"There is no other way, daddy," I said. I shook off his hand again.

Rob stepped out of my way and then motioned up the stairs. "After you."

 

***

 

God, is this really happening? I thought as I walked up the stairs. 

I could sense Rob behind me. I knew he was checking me out. Watching the way my ass moved in my Daisy Dukes as I mounted each riser.

A tingle went up my spine. Not entirely unpleasant.

We got into my room. Rob closed the door behind him. He looked around. Saw my old Teddy bear collection on the dresser. Saw my closet and my bed.

He sat down on the bed.

"You know the deal," he said, "Show me what I'm getting."

I stood in the middle of the room. "Will... Will you be gentle?"

He shook his head, "No. But I know what I'm doing."

Before I could psyche myself out, I took a deep breath. Then I pulled off my tank top. My small, perky breasts spilled out. My nipples stiffened even more, from the excitement, from the rubbing of the cotton against them.

He leaned back on the bed. My eyes tracked down his body.

I stopped breathing for a second when I saw him. Saw it.

His cock. The impression of it, anyway, as it pushed out against his jeans. He was big. Bigger than Mike.

He smiled when he saw where I looked. "Don't stop. Are you a virgin?"

"No," I said, somewhat defensively.

In spite of everything, my body responded. My pussy quivered. I felt the heat, the wetness.

Couldn't stop myself thinking about what it would feel like to have a cock that big stretching me out.

"You want it, I can tell," he said. "Now, take off the rest of your shit. Slowly. Give me a good show."

I swallowed down the lump in my throat. "Okay," I said.

Mike never told me what to do. He was always asking if everything was okay, always making me take charge.

There was something kinda hot about being ordered around.

Not just for play, either. I had to get this right or he'd hurt my daddy.

I unbuttoned my Daisy Dukes. Then pulled the zipper down slowly.

I started pushing them down my thighs.

"Leave the panties on for now," he said.

I did what he told me. I pushed the shorts down by themselves. I saw the way he looked at me. Naked hunger and desire.

He rubbed at the bulge of his cock. Made it even bigger. "You grew up hot, little girl."

I wondered how hard he could get before stopping myself.

It was me doing that to him, I realized. He wanted me. Wanted my young body. Wanted to use me, to wring every ounce of pleasure out of me that he could.

There was something hot about that. About being wanted. About being used. Taken, by a man who wouldn't take no for an answer. Mike would never do that. Not even in play.

Without being told to, I moved my body. Stuck my ass out, bit down on my lower lip, while I slid my shorts down.

In spite of the circumstances, I liked this. Liked feeling sexy, wanted, needed.

In spite of the circumstances, the crotch of my panties moistened against my pussy.

That tingle between my thighs intensified.

"What now?" I said, kicking my shorts off my feet.

"You know what," he replied.

His cock looked about ready to burst through his jeans. Fuck, he was so big.

I ran my trembling fingers up my bare thighs. A trail of gooseflesh followed them. My nipples ached from hardness.

I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my panties.

Started pulling them down, nice and slow. 

He saw how I kept myself smooth down there.

Saw the way my body betrayed me. The plump, flushed desire of my sex.

He stood up, grabbed me, and threw me on my bed. The headboard slammed against the wall. The springs complained.

My panties stayed partially on.

"I want to know how you taste. You're wet for me already, aren't you?"

I shook my head. I could feel my whole body flushing with heat. Feel my skin go rosy with it. Betrayed again.

"We'll see. I want you to beg for my cock. You will."

He grabbed my thighs. He pulled. I gasped again. He let my ass hang off over the edge of the bed.

Then he hooked a finger through the crotch of my panties. My pussy tensed up and then relaxed again. Got wetter. Slicker. I shivered at the sensation. Mike never made me feel like that.

"You smell delicious..."

I felt so exposed. So vulnerable. I could feel the wetness glistening between the lips of my pussy.

Could feel the heat of Rob's breath as he moved in closer to the source of that heat and wetness.

I trembled, my legs shaking a little when he teased me. He teased me with his lips and tongue. Kissing all around the ache of desire but never on it.

He let his breath wash over me, all hot.

"I could eat a pussy like this all fucking night," he said.

He used one thumb to pull my lips apart. I felt them part. Felt him drink me in with his eyes while he stared at the desirous pink flesh.

He knew what he was doing. Knew just how to touch me. How to taste me. He started slowly, letting the tip of his tongue slide up and down my slit. Stopping for just a moment to toy with and tease my clit.

I watched wide-eyed, unable to stop.

Incredible pulses of heat and pleasure ran up the front of my stomach, made my whole body quiver.

He pushed a finger up into me. My eager little pussy quivered around him, tightening. My wetness let him slide back and forth at will.

He sucked my clit up between his teeth, held it trapped there while he lashed it with the tip of his tongue.

Then he curled his finger inside me, against my flesh, against my wetness.

"Fuck!" I said. Mike never made me feel this way.

"Cum for me. Let me taste you," he said.

His tongue moved so nicely against me. I felt the texture of it, the pressure.

He lapped at me. Lapped and sucked and licked. He did it until I came.

Until the ball of heat low in my tummy exploded. Until my hips bucked against his face and I screamed, my lips peeling back from my teeth.

"You like it. Tell me you like it. Tell me you're my little slut," Rob said.

His finger kept curling inside me. No matter how tight my pussy squeezed around it. His whole hand was soaked with my pussy juices. His cheeks glistened with it.

"Yes!" I said, my orgasm still building power.

"Yes what?" he said.

"I'm your little slut," I said, my body bucking against him.

My whole body went rigid. My pussy squeezed his finger so hard he couldn't move it anymore.

He leaned in and tasted me again, punishing my clit with his tongue.

I squeezed my eyes shut.

Then it ended, the wave washing over me.

"And now my little slut's going to suck my cock, isn't she?" Rob said.

I slid down onto my knees. My thighs were soaked. My legs trembled. The floor was hard on my knees but I didn't care.

He pulled off his belt and unbuttoned his jeans. I unzipped his fly.

I grabbed the waistband and pulled down. I revealed his long, thick shaft inch by inch.

The elastic waistband of his briefs slipped down over the head and he popped out.

He was big. So fucking big. Much bigger than Mike.

Rob smiled when he saw the way my eyes widened. "Haven't ever seen a real man's cock, have you? Well, today's you're lucky day. Now, do as you're told."

He grabbed the root of his cock with one hand and the back of my head with the other.

He pushed the head of his shaft against my mouth. There was already a glob of precum on the tip of his cock. It was salty and warm.

"Open," he said.

I did. His cock slipped between my lips. He was so hard already. So thick.

I gagged when he hit the back of my throat. I looked up into his eyes. He kept his hand locked in my hair. "You can take more than that, I know it," he said.

He pushed.

I started gagging. He didn't stop.

I tried relaxing. Let my throat open around him. My pussy quivered as though jealous when he slid himself down into my throat.

He held himself in there until the tears started in the corner of my eyes then pulled back.

Then I realized I liked it. I liked him holding me here. Liked him using me, taking me. Making me pleasure him.

My pussy tingled and quivered I liked it so much.

"That's what I thought," he said.

He fucked my mouth. He fucked it and the saliva started squirting into my mouth.

He pulled his lips back over his lips. Fucked me harder. 

So hard I thought he might cum in my mouth. Shoot his load right down my throat.

My stomach tightened up at the thought.

Then he pulled himself out. My spit covered his entire shaft. Hung off the bottom in little beady ropes. 

My lips ached. Felt stretched and raw, almost numb. He was that big.

"Ready to pay off your daddy's debt?" he said.

He wants to fuck me, I realized. He's going to fuck me. 

Then:

I want him to fuck me. 

My body craved that monster even while I feared it.

He asked again.

Quietly, shyly, I nodded.

He grabbed me and threw me down on the bed. He pinned me beneath him, pushed his hips between my thighs.

He used my slick slit to guide himself down into position.

"Wait! We need a condom!" I said. Said even as my body betrayed me again, my hips angling of their own accord to let him slide in. My pussy quivering and sopping wet in anticipation.

"I never use a condom," he said, "Trust me. It's better this way. You'll like it."

He pushed. His cock, rock hard and thick, forced the tightness of my pussy to part around him.

I pushed my head back against the mattress. My back arched up beneath me so that only my shoulders, head, and ass touched the bedsheets.

It hurt.

It hurt so good.

I could feel my tight, taut body stretching around him. Yielding to his girth and hardness.

He kissed my exposed neck. His cock throbbed while he sheathed himself in my pink cunt.

"Give it to me! I need it!" I said.

"I knew you would," he breathed into my ear.

And he sheathed every inch. Pushing until I thought I couldn't take anymore. Thrusting in until my body swallowed his entire length to the root. So that I could feel his big balls resting against my ass.

And still I stretched. I shivered, every bare inch of my skin tightening and pebbling with goosebumps.

"You are so fucking tight," he said.

"Is... am I too tight?" I said, barely able to get the words out.

"Not for long," he replied.

He fucked me. Slow at first. Slow, even strokes so that I could really feel him dragging back and forth inside of me.

It was a delicious friction.

One that had me moaning like a little slut beneath him. Moaning and writhing, rolling my hips to make sure I took his whole length every time.

And the sensation! This felt so much better than with a condom. So raw and real and primal.

He kept savaging my neck and shoulders with hot wet kisses and love bites. He reached between our bodies to squeeze and knead my breasts and play with my nipples.

And still I moaned.

I was his little whore. His little slut. His little sex doll.

"I'm going harder," he said.

Not a request, not an order. Just a statement. Like he didn't care what I thought.

And harder he went. The bed rocked and shook, the headboard slammed against the wall.

I could barely take him. Barely take it.

And then he leaned back so that he could get a better look at my pussy while it stretched around him. While it left him slick and soaked with my wetness.

He grabbed my legs and pushed them together.

"Oh!" I gasped. I felt him even more. Felt even tighter.

He crossed my ankles and then rested them against one of his shoulders. He pushed my knees back against my chest.

Pushed his cock even deeper into my body. Buried it balls-deep on each thrust.

I tried not to cum. Tried to retain some sort of control. Show him some defiance.

It didn't work.

He grinned when I moaned again.

Smiled when I came.

And I came hard. My pussy clenched down around him. So tight. For just a second. Then relaxed.

Then tightened again.

"That's it. Cum all over me," he said.

My body shook. My hips bucked. I arched up off the bed again.

He bore it all. He slammed down into me. Jackhammered until i screamed. Until it felt so good I thought I might pass out.

Then he came.

He grunted. His teeth pulled back.

He shoved himself all the way into me. 

His cock jerked. I felt the warmth of each spurt.

Worse, I felt the way my cunt drank it all up. Felt the way the quivering muscles inside of me milked every drop from him. Pulled it all up into my guts, into my waiting womb.

He kept himself sheathed inside of me until he was certain he was empty.

Then he withdrew.

I gasped at the sudden feeling of emptiness.

My pussy ached right away, the deep ache of the soreness running up through my stomach.

I glistened with sweat and so did he.

"I should have done this sooner," he said.

"Is... was that enough?"

I caught my breath, held it even though my overtaxed lungs wanted all the air I could gulp down into them.

It had to be enough. It better be enough.

I better be enough.

"For now. Guy like your dad has a lot of debt, though. I'm thinking we could come to some sort of deal about that," he said.

He pulled his jeans back on, hiding that magnificent cock of his.

Then he grabbed my panties. He put them to his nose and breathed deeply.

My body trembled again.

"And I'm keeping these," he said.

I didn't say anything. Not after he left the room. Not after he left the house.

I went downstairs a while later and found my dad. He looked at me.

"Done?" he said.

"All paid. I'd do anything for you, daddy. Anything," I said, hugging him.

He hugged me back, hard.

"You're an incredible daughter," he said.

"I'll fix all this for you," I said, "I'll pay all your debts."

Rob and I had more deals to work out.

And I thought I'd be dumping my college boyfriend shortly.




 

Paying Her Daddy’s Debts 

 

1.

 

Brandon

 

I needed money. I needed money bad. Like as in if I didn’t come up with my last three mortgage payments by Friday the bank would take my house bad.

I sat on my couch, the living room dark around me. In the light of the streetlamp coming in through the window, I could see the darkness of my reflection in the flatscreen TV mounted over the mantle. 

I’ll have to sell that TV soon, I knew. 

Which was a shame, since my daughter, Abby, loved watching everything on it.

But if I didn’t sell it, then Abby wouldn’t have a roof over her head, let alone a TV to watch anything on.

Maybe I can convince her that going to college this year is the right idea, I thought. 

Before things got bad, she’d told me that she wanted to take a break between high school and college. No big deal, just a year to maybe do a bit of work and travel.

She was 18 years old, so I couldn’t exactly tell her no. Although I could have told her I wasn’t going to support her.

Except I couldn’t. As a single dad, I could never deny her anything.

In fact, I wanted her to enjoy herself so much that I’d made a bad call.

The worst one in my entire life, more like.

A buddy of mine from the office told me he had a sure thing. The firm, our firm, was going under. Big time. The brass didn’t want everyone to know. Didn’t want to cause a panic.

I thought I couldn’t believe my luck.

So I shorted the company stock. Big time. Credit cards, lines of credit. 401k, savings, everything.

Then the company recovered. I lost everything. All my money. Even my job. That same buddy who gave me the hot tip told the management what I’d done.

The official reason for my leaving was downsizing. The real reason was that they didn’t want someone around who’d bet against the home team like that.

I needed money, and I needed it bad. So fucking bad.

My phone lit up on my coffee table, casting a bluish glow onto the coffered ceiling. The buzz from the vibration set my teeth on edge.

I picked it up. It was Chris.

The “buddy” who’d given me the tip. The “buddy” who’d gotten me fired.

The buddy who offered to bail me out. 

Because where I shorted the stock, he waited until the stock bottomed out and bought as much as he could. When it rebounded it made him rich.

Another rich, successful douche.

So Chris knew a few things about me. Like that I needed money.

Like that I had a beautiful 18 year old daughter.

And so two days ago he’d called me with an offer. A crazy offer. An offer that no father should even have to contemplate.

But it would mean an end to all of my troubles. Financially, at least.

All he wanted was a night with Abby. Rather, all he wanted was Abby for a night.

I picked up the phone. Thumbed the screen, put it to my ear.

“So what’s the answer?” Chris said. He spoke as though he already knew what the answer would be.

“Just once, and you pay it all off? You get me that new job?” I said.

“I’m a man of my word,” Chris said, “You can’t see it, but I’m crossing my heart right now.”

“Then yes,” I said.

 

2.

 

Abby

 

I knew that daddy was in trouble. I could tell by the way he’d become so distant lately. From the worried look in his eyes when he thought that I couldn’t see.

I just wished that he would tell me what the problem was. So that I could help him.

I’d do anything to help him. Anything at all. Because I loved him so much.

I stood in my bedroom, in front of my closet door. It was one of those sliding doors with the full size mirrors. A renovation gift from my dad for getting good grades in my last year of high school.

At that moment, I used the mirror to check myself out. To see the way my new dress fit on me. A summer dress with a floral pattern. Spaghetti straps shared my shoulders with the bouncy curls of my hair.

It came in at the waist and flared out nicely. Hinted at the body underneath without giving too much away.

There was a guy I wanted to drive crazy with thoughts about the body underneath the dress.

I sucked my bottom lip in between my teeth and let the plump flesh slide out slowly. I gave the mirror my best smoky-eyed look of seduction.

“I bet you’d like to know if I had any underwear on underneath this, wouldn’t you?” I said.

I reached down and grabbed the hem of the dress, which fell just below my knees. I started drawing it up my thighs, slowly revealing bare skin.

I brought it most of the way up and then dropped it back down with a giggle.

I wasn’t wearing any underwear underneath it. Not tonight. Not the next night, either, when I hoped to meet the guy in question.

If only I could stop worrying about my dad.

Then he knocked on my bedroom door. “Abby? You in there, sweetie?”

“Yes, dad, come in,” I said.

He came in. He looked worried, still. But something else, too. Hopeful, I though.

He sat down on my bed and then patted the mattress beside him for me to come over, too. I did. 

“I have something that I need to ask you, baby. Something important,” he said.

My heart started beating quickly. “What is it? Whatever it is you need, I’ll do it.”

“Don’t say that,” he said, “Not until I tell you what it is.”

I reached over and grabbed his hands. After a moment, he gave my fingers a reassuring squeeze. I’d never seen him look like this. Not even when he came to tell me about he and mom were splitting up.

“You know that I will, though,” I said, “I know that something’s been wrong. I want to help you fix it. I don’t like seeing you like this.”

“I know, baby,” he said. He took in a deep breath, his shoulders rising and his chest puffing out. Then he let it all out in a big sigh.

He squeezed my hands harder. “I’m broke. There’s nothing left. I lost it all and I have no excuse… But there’s a man I used to work with. Chris. You remember him?”

I frowned. “Yeah. He was always kind of a jerk.”

Which was true. But I also have to admit that I found him kind of hot. For a guy old enough to be my dad, that is. A big guy who always did what he wanted, always said what he wanted. There was something attractive in that kind of confidence. Of course, I didn’t tell my dad any of this. 

My dad smiled. It wasn’t a happy smile. “Yeah, he still is. He’s offered to help me get out of trouble.”

“So do it! Whatever it is, do it,” I said. I couldn’t stand the thought of my daddy being in trouble.

“He wants something in return,” dad said.

“This is what you wan to ask me about? What does he want? Why do you even need to talk to me?” I said.

It seemed like a no-brainer to me. Give Chris what he wanted and get out of trouble. A pretty straight deal.

“That’s just it,” he said. He looked me straight in the face, “He wants you/”

“What?” I said, shocked. I tried to pull my hands back, but he gripped them tight.

“He wants you for a night.”

“You mean he wants to… You know… With me?”

He nodded.

I was stunned. “But daddy, I’m a virgin. I want my first time to be special.”

“I’ll call him back, tell him it’s off,” he said/

“You mean you already said yes?” I said.

This time when I pulled away he let go. I couldn’t believe it. I stood up, paced my room. The carpet felt was soft against my bare feet, but I barely felt it.

Dad got out his phone, started dialling. Then I decided.

I went up and grabbed the phone from him. I hit the hang up button. “Okay, I’ll do it.”

“Maybe you shouldn’t,” he said, looking up at me.

My heart was racing. I could feel my pulse in the pads of my fingers, the tips of my toes. Deep inside the silky folds of my sex.

That was where I felt it strongest. That youthful urge and desire.

“I’m sure if there was any other way out of this, you would’ve thought of it,” I said.

“I’ve tried,” he said, burying his face in his hands, “There isn’t. You’d really do this for me, baby?”

I knelt down in front of him and put my hands on his knees. Slowly, he removed his palms from his face and looked into my eyes.

“I’d do anything for you, daddy. Anything at all.”

He put his hands over mine. His fingers were large and strong, just like I remembered them growing up. His palms were hot. I could feel him trembling.

“Don’t worry, it will be okay,” I said.

“Will it? Because he’s on his way over now.”

I stood up again.

“What? Tonight? You want this to happen tonight?” I said.

That I wasn’t quite ready for. I figured a few days away, maybe a week or more. Time to psych myself up. Time to get ready.

But there was no time.

 

***

 

He knocked on the door.

An authoritative knock. Three clear, sharp bangs that reverberated through the house. I was sitting on the bed when it happened.

I jerked. My body tightened up. That weird ball of anxious excitement low in my stomach squeezed.

Other parts of me squeezed, too. There was heat, and a silky slickness that made my ass clench.

Daddy had told me to stay upstairs. That he couldn’t bear to be in the same room as the two of us, especially not right before anything happened.

I should have been angry. I should have been in a fucking rage that he would even consider doing this.

I should have been scared shitless.

Instead, there was only this excitement. Nerves. But mostly excitement.

I’d been touching myself for years now. Late at night, when I was sure dad was asleep. I’d reach down, pull the crotch of my panties to the side, and run my finger up and down the slick, sensitive flesh of my pussy. I’d groan and bite down on my pillow when I found my little clit and played with it.

All the while wondering what it might be like to have a man on in. In me.

Will it hurt? I wondered. My friends who’d had sex all told me it hurt at first, but then felt good. 

I didn’t like pain.

Actually, I got wetter just thinking about it.

And that got me thinking about touching myself. I glanced at the door, wondering what was taking them so long down there.

Wondering if maybe I had time for a quickie by myself.

I even shifted back on the bed, intending to put my feet on the mattress and spread my legs.

But then I thought about how that would look when Chris came in. If he found me a knuckle deep in my wet little pink what he might do, what he might think.

It would probably make him hard, I thought. That made me smile. 

I knew I looked young. But I also thought I had at least some of a woman’s curves. Sure, my breasts were barely out of training bra size. But playing volleyball and tennis at school gave me nice legs and a nice, perky ass.

I saw a hair elastic on my night table and, out of impulse, pulled my hair into a quick pony tail. Because I thought it showed off my neck and throat better.

Then I heard the first footfall on the first riser of the stairs.

My heart slammed up into my throat.

I was hornier than ever. The walls of my pussy trembled inside me, getting even wetter. Something about that embarrassed me. Should I be so wet already? What if he doesn’t like it that way? Is there such a thing as too wet? 

Because I still didn’t know how to feel about all this.

I was all confusion on the inside.

Part of me hoped it wouldn’t happen. That Chris would be a good man, come in, look at me, recant it all, and give my dad the money out of the goodness of his heart.

The other part, the devil part, the horny teen part… That part wanted him to come in, his cock already inflamed with desire, take one look at me, and then give me what I needed.

That part wanted him to turn me over, shove me hard against the bed, and push his cock up into the tight warmth of my teeny cunt so hard and so fast that I couldn’t do anything but scream for him not to stop.

I shifted my butt on the bed, the image of that last fantasy driving little tingling sports of desire up the front of my stomach.

I was so worked up that I didn’t even know how to greet him. Standing? Sitting? Laying on my side sexily?

Then he opened the door before I could decide.

I guess part of me expected him to be like my dad. To knock and ask if he could come in.

Then I remembered Chris. How he just did what he wanted. How part of me had always been attracted to him for that.

I swallowed heavily while staring down into my lap. I could feel my cheeks burning with embarrassment.

Is this really happening?

Finally, I forced myself to look up. He stood leaning against the doorframe. He was a big guy. Much more manly than my dad. A day’s worth of stubble dotted his cheeks and chin.

He wore a suit, the knot of his tie pulled loose and the top few buttons of his shirt undone to expose some of his barrel chest.

That stubble was black mixed with gray, much like the thick mane of hair on his head.

He eyed me with open desire. He was hungry.

For me, I knew.

“…Hi,” I said.

“You know the deal,” he replied. It wasn’t a question. I nodded anyway.

He came into my room. As he did, he pulled his tie up over his head, the loop of the silk intact. He started unbuttoning his shirt.

“Good. Then stand up and show me what it is I’m getting.”

I did. My knees shook a little. And I still couldn’t believe just how wet my pussy was. I’d never felt it like this before. 

And now that he was in the room with me, I throbbed. My body throbbed, on the inside. It ached.

Is it supposed to be this wet?

Waves of hot and cold shifted up and down my stomach, crawled up my spine, tingled between my thighs.

Teenage hormones and all that, I supposed.

I found myself eying the front of Chris’s black business slacks, wondering what he kept hidden in there. Trying to make out the size of his bulge.

“Spin for me,” he said, breaking me out of my daze of arousal.

I did a quick turn. A lump started in my throat that I couldn’t quite swallow down.

Chris frowned. “Faster.”

I spun again, this time a bit faster. I felt the hem of the dress lift up off my thighs with the centrifugal force.

He pulled off his shirt. He obviously went to the gym, all broad shouldered like he was. His chest was hairy and I found that fascinating. Most guys my age seemed to like manscaping a bit too much. It made them look feminine.

He smiled. “You like what you see, don’t you? Spin again, this time good and fast.”

What is he playing at?

I did it anyway. I spun quickly. Then I felt the coolness of the air rush around my bare ass cheeks and I remembered that whole no panties thing from earlier.

I blushed. My whole body blushed.

“Oh!” I said, moving to push my dress back down.

He moved quickly. He came forward and shoved me onto the bed. “No. I’m the boss. I’m your daddy tonight. You got that, baby?” He looked down at me while I pushed up onto my shoulders.

“Yes, I guess,” I said.

“Good. Now I think I caught a glimpse of something nice and shaved. Show me,” he said. He put his hands together and then eased them apart, miming me spreading my legs for him.

“I don’t know if I should…” I said, suddenly having second thoughts again.

Except that part of me that still wanted what bulged against the front of his slacks, that is.

“Actually, it’s not a matter of should. It’s a matter of I know you want it. And your daddy needs you to. So do it.”

I managed to swallow. “You’ll be gentle?” I started spreading my legs. His eyes devoured me, and I felt the raw desire radiating from him. My body responded with all its youthful needs.

My legs weren’t the only things I felt open for him.

“I’ll be whatever I want,” he replied.

“I’m… I’m a virgin,” I said.

I liked the way he looked at me. I liked the way he wanted me. Wanted the slick, flushed heat of my mound.

“Good,” he said.

Then he went down between my legs. He grabbed me by the thighs and hauled me close so that my legs rested on his bare shoulders and so that my ass hung off the edge of the bed.

He started kissed the inside of my left thigh. It was electric. I groaned while I burst out with goosebumps. My pussy throbbed when I felt the heat of his breath across my bare, moist flesh.

“You want it bad, don’t you?” he said. 

He moved the line of his kisses higher up my inner thigh. His lips found that cleft of flesh between my thigh and my pussy. He nuzzled me there.

I groaned again. I started lifting my hips, trying to urge his mouth closer to my heat.

He didn’t give me what I wanted. Instead he moved to the other thigh and kissed it the same way, stopping at that sensitive fold of skin between my leg and the rest of me.

“What… What are you doing?” I said. My breaths came in rapid little gasps. My nipples pushed against the thin fabric of the sundress’s bodice.

It was like he’d found my arousal control and had turned the volume all the way up.

“Nothing, yet,” he said, “But now it’s my turn for some fun.”

Then he kissed me. Hard, between the legs. Between my lower lips. His stubble scratched at me.

But the pressure. Oh, God, the pressure!

My body lifted up, pushing harder against him. He nuzzled my cunt harder with his mouth. His tongue slurped my wetness up. When he groaned the vibrations nearly drove me crazy.

“It’s not… too wet… is it?” I asked, suddenly self-conscious again.

He shook his head.

Then he found my clit. He started licking it. Started torturing it by pulling it between his teeth and lashing it with his tongue.

It took only a few lashings until I came for him. My body lifted again. Everything went tight. Everything went white.

Then the stars exploded. Incredible waves of pleasure rocked me, washed over me, swallowed me up.

And he pushed me higher, deeper. Not relenting with that tongue of his. Not relenting until he tore me through two more climaxes.

Not until my legs gave out like soggy strands of spaghetti and I couldn’t even hold myself up anymore.

He shifted back on his haunches and wiped at his mouth with the back of his hands. My wetness glistened on his cheeks, dripped off his chin. His lips were red from the effort.

And his cock was straining with the desire. I saw that when he stood. Saw the tent his manhood made in his pants.

“You’ve got a nice, tight little pussy. I think it needs some stretching out,” he said.

I watched with baited breath while he unbuckled his belt. While he shoved his pants and his briefs down to free the monster they kept inside.

It was bigger than I thought. Thicker, longer. The head was taut purple flesh, and some clear liquid had already leaked out a bit.

When he looked down at my bald, exposed pussy that monster throbbed and pulsed.

I immediately wondered what it would feel like if it did that inside of me.

I wondered how it was even supposed to fit. Sometimes I could barely get the first knuckle of my finger up there.

But then again, I’d also never been so wet that my pussy juices glistened on my bare, smoking thighs.

“Need to get it good and wet first,” he said.

He pushed my legs back so that my ankles rested on either side of my head, really pushing my pussy up and exposing it to him.

“What…?” I said.

Then I gasped.

He shoved his cock against me. My lower lips parted around the bottom of his shaft while he slid it up and down the slickness of my mound. In just a few strokes most of his shaft glistened with my wetness.

The taut purple flesh of the head of his shaft reflected my ceiling light.

I watched while he used the cleft between my lower lips to guide that head low, to slide it until I felt the tight loop of my opening begin to stretch around his hard girth.

“Don’t we need a condom?” I said.

“It feels better this way,” he replied. He pushed a little harder. I could feel myself really begin to spread apart around him.

I won’t be a virgin much longer… I thought, not without some excitement. 

“But what if you get me pregnant?” I said.

“You know, that would actually turn me on even more I think. Knocking up Brandon’s precious little girl…”

I groaned a little. That sensation his cock made while it slowly stretched me out was maddening. I wanted more of it.

Because I think I could almost know what it felt like to have it all inside of me. To feel that delicious tight, stretching sensation along his whole length.

“That turns you on, doesn’t it?” Chris said.

“No,” I lied.

“Either way, I don’t care. Better take a deep breath.”

I didn’t.

He shoved. Hard. My wetness allowed him to slide every inch of that monster up inside of me. My toes curled up. My back arched up off the bed. My lips peeled back from my teeth and I screamed. Silently.

It hurt. The pain was blinding.

But it was delicious pain, reminding me of nothing less than tonguing at a loose tooth.

He pulled himself most of the way out. I felt that hot, hard flesh of his dragging back through me.

I started to tell him to stop. That I liked the way it felt inside of me.

Then he thrust back in again. Hard. Our bodies slapped together.

I came. Wordless, silent. My body shook. I thrashed. I pushed my head back into the mattress. Mostly I couldn’t stop thinking about the way my pussy squeezed up around his thick shaft. The way that Chris grimaced.

He waited until the tightness passed and then he fucked me some more. Soon his whole shaft dripped with my wetness. It was a creamy wetness that I’d never seen before. And it lubed him up nicely.

I don’t know how long he fucked me like that. It felt like he made me cum every few thrusts. He’d pause for a little, let my tightness loosen a little, and keep going.

Then he shoved me back farther up the back. He moved up on top of me, supporting his weight on his hands.

He fucked me harder. His face kept twisting up. I wanted to ask if it hurt. And if he hurt, why he didn’t stop.

“Shit!” he said.

“What?” I started to ask.

He sheathed himself all the way inside of me, so hard his pubic bone ground against my clit and I nearly came again.

I did when I realized what he was doing.

He was cumming, I realized. Shooting himself inside me. Loading me up with his baby batter.

His cock jerked and pulsed against the tight grip of my pussy.

I couldn’t help cumming again. Couldn’t stop that feeling of pulsing, throbbing tightness that drew that spunk deeper inside of me.

When he stopped he pulled his cock out of me, still hard.

My body felt curiously empty. Throbbing and numb. I liked it.

I liked that residual feeling of heat deep in my core. Wondered how much of that heat was his cum.

“Was… was that good?” I said.

“The best,” he replied, without looking at me. He grabbed one of my shirts from the hamper and used it to wipe the wetness off his cock.

I sat up and felt something leak out of me. I looked down and saw the wet spot our mingled cum made on the duvet.

“Is it all good then? You’ll help my dad?” I said.

“This time, I will,” he said.

“Good!” I said, suddenly happy again. I’d helped my dad out of a tight spot.

And I wasn’t even sad about not being a virgin anymore. In fact, I felt more like a woman than ever.

“Don’t come down until you hear me leave,” Chris said.

“I won’t,” I replied.

I waited.

And I wondered when the next time I could have sex was. Because I liked it and I wanted more.

And I also kind of hoped that he’d just knocked me up. Because if he had I knew I had something that could make him help me and my dad even more.




 

Paying Off the Daddy Next Door 

 

Vance

 

I liked Jackie. I really did.

She was my next door neighbor. She was a single mom, I was a single dad. Our daughters were friends.

So I didn’t mind doing the occasional thing around the house for her. Fix a leaky pipe under the sink, change the oil in the old Volvo in her driveway. Throw a few new shingles on the roof after a windstorm. That sort of thing.

But now she owed me some serious money. Her job over at the plant went on shutdown for nearly two months and she couldn’t afford her mortgage.

So I cut her a check, letting her know that this wasn’t a gift, but a loan.

And it was coming due.

I went up the three steps to her front porch and gave the siding by the door three quick bangs with my fist.

I was a tall guy, big shoulders. Lots of football in high school and college. Marines after that. I took no shit and people usually didn’t give me any.

Jackie answered the door. She was a petite thing, all mousey and nervous.

“Oh, hey, Vance,” she said.

She was doing that thing people did when they knew they were in the shit and wanted to pretend they weren’t. And they hoped that you’d play along.

I didn’t.

I held open the screen door, the thumb of my other hand hooked into one pocket of my jeans. “Jackie, we need to have a talk,” I said.

Her smile really faltered then. Some nice guy asshole might’ve let the whole thing drop then and there. Gallantry or chivalry or some shit.

I just wanted my money.

She looked back over her shoulder into the shadows of the front hall, then back out at me, “Can we talk outside?”

“We can talk wherever you like,” I replied, holding the door open for her so she could step out onto the porch.

We walked a couple steps away from the door. A few of the boards felt loose under my feet and I figured when she managed to screw up the courage sometime after this current bit was all through she’d be asking me to come tighten them up for her.

I also figured she didn’t want her daughter, Amber, hearing about all this.

“Look, I’ll get you the money, all right? I just need a bit more time,” she said, “You know I’m good for it.”

I crossed my arms and leaned back against one of the posts supporting the porch. “Question is, when are you good for it?” 

“Soon. Just… I don’t know? A few weeks?” she said.

“You asking me or telling me?” I replied.

We both turned when the screen door squealed open on its hinges. Another thing I’d be asked to look after, I knew.

“Mom? Is everything all right?” It was Amber. She wore some sort of fitted tank top and pair of those stretchy black yoga pants.

Home for the weekend from college, I knew. My own daughter and Amber’s friend was swamped with essays and couldn’t make it back.

But Amber was pretty as a picture. Those yoga pants showed off some great thighs. Her breasts were firm and high. Maybe a little on the small side, but that just played into that youthful innocence image she had going.

Wavy blonde hair that grazed her shoulders. Big, expressive eyes in a heart-shaped face with a set of plump lips. Prettier than her mother by far.

She and my daughter had grown up together as neighbors and friends. Sometimes I felt like her surrogate daddy, since her real one had been out of the picture so long.

It was only because of Amber that I was so lenient in collecting what was owed me.

“Nothing, sweetie,” Jackie said.

“You want your money back, don’t you?” Amber said.

“Amber! Don’t worry about it. How do you even know?” Jackie said, rounding fully on her daughter.

“I know that Mr. Jones helps us out,” Amber said, “Don’t worry, you’ll get it all back.”

I had a soft spot for the girl, so I put my hand on Jackie’s shoulder to get her attention. She turned to look at me. “I’ll be back next week.”

“Thanks, Mr. Jones!” Amber said. She ran up to me and threw her arms around me. The top of her head barely came up to my chest.

She smelled good. Fresh and floral. And I couldn’t help noticing how firm and taut her body felt pressed up against mine. Her hips pushed up against me.

A tingle ran from my balls down into my shaft, and I began stiffening.

If Amber felt, she didn’t say anything. Actually, she hugged me longer than I thought she should have.

Jackie noticed, too. She grabbed her daughter by the shoulders and pulled her away from me, all apologetic smiles.

“Come on inside, sweetie. I’ll get supper started,” Jackie said. She opened the screen door and then nudged the inner one back.

Amber shook her mother’s hand off her shoulder. I thought she might throw herself against me again.

I thought that I wouldn’t mind if she did. She was a hot little thing. And I found myself itching to feel if those small breasts of hers were as firm in my hands as they were against my ribs.

“Is Elle home this weekend?” Amber asked.

“No. She wanted to come but apparently she has a few papers she needs to get a head start on,” I said, “Maybe next weekend, though.”

“Oh,” Amber said. She didn’t sound as disappointed as I expected. In fact, she actually appeared a little excited by this. “So you’ll be home all weekend though, right?”

“Far as I know,” I replied.

The exceptionally pink tip of her tongue poked out and ran in a quick circle around her lips, which parted in a broad smile. “Okay!”

“Come inside, Amber,” Jackie said. I could tell she didn’t like how this exchange was going.

“Sure thing, mom,” Amber replied, still smiling at me.

She spun on her heel and took the small step up into the house.

I couldn’t help but let my eyes wander down her body. Her ass looked incredible in those tight stretchy pants.

I didn’t notice any panty lines, either. Was she even wearing any?

My cocked started throbbing. I was in danger of going full mast there on Jackie’s porch.

“Bye, Mr. Jones,” Amber said over her shoulder.

“Later,” I said.

If I didn’t know any better, I would’ve sworn that Amber wanted me to check her out. That she was flaunting herself for me.

Oh, when she was little she’d had a schoolgirl crush on me. But I figured that was over. In fact, I didn’t really give it much thought until then.

I went back home to grab a brew and see if I could catch the tail end of the ball game.

 

***

 

The next day, Sunday, someone knocked on my door just after lunch.

I stood up from my easy chair and swiped at the stubble on my chin. Lately there’d been more salt than pepper in that stubble. If anything, that seemed to make women notice me more than they already did.

I didn’t hurry. I didn’t yell out that I was on the way. I didn’t care if they left before I got there. I did things on my own damn time.

I pulled the inner door open, letting fresh, clean daylight flood into the front hall.

I squinted into the sudden brightness. Amber stood on the other side of the screen door, wearing much the same thing as before.

She smiled and waved at me.

I pushed the screen door open and she stepped back to let it swing past her, then she moved forward again.

In the light breeze created by her shifting around I caught that same scent as before. My balls tightened.

“Amber,” I said.

She seemed a little nervous. She bit down lightly on her lower lip, her lovely teeth blanching the plump and glossy flesh.

“Mr. Jones… I wanted to ask you something,” she said.

“So ask,” I replied.

“Can… Can I come inside?”

I shrugged at this, then stood aside so that she could walk in. My mouth water at her scent when she did.

I expected her to just stay in the front hall there, but she went right into the living room.

I followed and found her leaning against the back of my couch. She glanced up at me shyly and then back down again. Two spots of color lit in her cheeks.

I wished then I was 20 years younger. God, I found myself wanting to grab her up and start kissing her. She smelled so nice. What did she taste like?

“I don’t like being made to wait,” I said, “What’s this about?”

“Are you sure that Elle isn’t here?” Amber said.

I sighed. I didn’t much like repeating myself, either. “She isn’t.”

“Okay,” she said and sighed. I couldn’t tell if that answer made her more or less nervous.

I noticed then how her perky little nipples poked at the thin fabric of her tank top. No panties and no bra. What were young people doing these days?

I ignored the way that my throat went dry.

“I know that my mom owes you a bunch of money,” Amber said.

“You already told me as much,” I replied.

“I want to pay you back,” she said.

I cracked a smile. “I haven’t heard anything about you picking up some extra work. Just how do you plan on doing that?”

She licked her lips again, leaving them even glossier than before. Then she looked up at me, her eyes searching mine. “I’ll do anything you want.”

I crossed my arms. “What makes you think you can do something I want done?”

“Don’t you think I’m pretty, Mr. Jones?” she said. She put one of her small hands on my forearm. Her fingers trembled.

My cock throbbed.

“Did you tell your mother you were doing this?” I said.

“No. She doesn’t know anything. She doesn’t have to. You can just tell her you decided to forgive the debt.” 

She put her other hand on my other forearm. She moved closer to me.

“I’m old enough to be your father,” I said.

“I know. Actually, that kind of turns me on.”

Desire and hot lust snaked their way up through my stomach, around my spine. My balls ached and my stiffening shaft pressed hard against my jeans. If Amber shifted forward even a little she’d bump up against my swollen bulge.

We both stayed quiet for a few breathless moments. I nodded. Just a little. Our eyes were locked.

When Amber noticed, her blush deepened. I watched it spread down her neck.

Then she stepped back, bumping against the couch as she did. She pulled her tank top off, nice and slow. Her breasts spilled out, bounced. Her nipples were stiff little nubs that begged for me to pinch and suck on them.

Still looking at me, she bent over enough to push her yoga pants down her thighs. She kept herself completely shaved, and I swallowed hard when I saw the pink lips of her mound.

She stood before me completely naked. “Do… do you like me?”

My cock felt like it might rip right through my jeans. Her breasts were so symmetrical, so perky. She had a delicious little mole just above her navel. She was thin and lithe, her body flaring out at her hips and her bust.

And that amazing blush continued spreading its way down her skin. As I watched, her body pebbled itself with goosebumps.

“You seem nervous,” I said.

That blush deepened. I could have cum in my jeans happily at that moment.

“Actually,” she said, casting her eyes down again, “I’ve always sort of had a crush on you, Mr. Jones.”

“Come over here,” I told her, holding out a hand.

She reached out tentatively and took it. God, I wanted to throw her across the back of the couch and sink myself all the way to the root inside of her.

I made myself go slow. At least at first. I drew her to me. She pressed up against my body. I could feel the hard little nubs of her nipples against my ribs. I could feel her tremble.

“Oh…” she said when she felt my bulge against her belly.

I held her a moment more, just to enjoy the feel of her against me. Then I relaxed my grip.

Wordlessly, she sank down to her knees, still looking up into my eyes. I put my hands on my hips while she undid my heavy oval belt buckle.

“Good and slow,” I told her, “Make it last.”

She drew my zipper down. My bulging cock strained to free itself, but still couldn’t.

She reached in, tried to grab me. I took her wrists.

“No. Do as I say or the deal’s off,” I said.

So she went slower, hooking her fingers into my belt loops and drawing my jeans down my thighs. They tugged at my boxers, too, pulling them down enough to reveal the base of my shaft.

She stopped, leaned forward, kissed me there, right below the pubic bone. Her lips were soft and pliant and warm against my hardness.

Then she used her tongue, leaving the top of my cock all slippery with her spit.

Then I let her pull everything down. I sprang free, long and thick and throbbing. Her eyes went wide and my balls ached at her expression.

“You’re bigger than I thought you’d be,” she said.

“Suck on it,” I told her. I wanted to feel those beautiful and plump lips stretch around my girth.

She reached up to grab me but I fended her off again. “No hands. Put them behind your back.”

She did. It made her lean forward more. Dipping her head, she kissed down the length of my shaft, let the tip of her tongue play along the ridge of my swollen head.

Then in one fell swoop she swallowed the whole head into her mouth. In an instant she surrounded me with wet heat. Her tongue was rough and moist against my taut flesh.

I fucked her beautiful young face, getting harder when I saw the way her eyes watered when I bumped against the back of her throat.

She couldn’t swallow any of her spit, and soon it hung in thick, ropey droops from the bottom of my shaft.

“How many times were you sleeping over here and you touched yourself thinking about me, just down the hall?” I said.

She blinked up at me. Her eyes were so big, so wet. She looked so desperate to please me. Her cheeks hollowed out as she sucked harder on the tip of my cock.

“I’ll bet you wanted to catch me one night all alone. So that I’d take you to my bed and make you moan while I fucked you. Didn’t you?”

She nodded.

I grabbed my cock and withdrew it, watching the way her lips dragged along my hard flesh. Her mouth was raw, her cheeks flushed. She reached up and wiped the water from her eyes.

I took her by the back of the head and bumped the tip of my cock against her mouth again. She tried to swallow me but I tightened my grip in her hair and stopped her.

I rubbed the crown of my shaft along those plump wet lips of hers, made plumper by all the sucking and rubbing.

“Is your little pussy nice and wet?” I asked her.

“I was wet for you when you answered the door,” she said.

I almost erupted all over her face when she told me that. It would’ve been quite the sight, too. But I didn’t want to spend myself all over her pretty features. No, I wanted to be buried balls deep inside of her when I finally came.

“Are you going to fuck me, Mr. Jones?” she said.

“Call me daddy,” I told her.

“Please fuck me, daddy. I’ve wanted your cock for so long,” she said.

“I want to get a taste of you first,” I replied.

I offered her my hand and she took it. I helped her to her feet and walked her around to the front of the couch.

Then I gave her a quick shove.

“Oh!” she said, tumbling down onto her back.

Her thighs spread open and I saw the way it made her outer lips spread apart. Her little clit had already come out to play from within its fleshy hood.

I moved down between her thighs, grabbing her ankles and then pushing her legs back against her chest.

Her scent nearly drove me crazy. My cock went so hard it hurt. Blood like acid pumped hard through my veins.

I made myself start slow, pushing my tongue flat against the mound of her cunt and licking up. Nice, slow laps that had her moaning in moments, her hips rolling back against the couch cushion.

She tasted of strawberries. Saliva squirted into my mouth. My aching cock begged me to stroke it but I held back.

I pushed my tongue between her lower lips, let the tip enter her for a moment. She was so wet. And she moaned so more.

Her more turned into a little squeal when I ran my tongue up her vulva and found her love bean. I teased it, sucked on it, rubbed my tongue against it until she shuddered and shook.

“Oh, daddy… Oh, you’re making me cum. Oh, please don’t stop…” she moaned.

I pulled her pussy open with my thumbs and tongued her clit until her moans turned into cries. Her whole youthful body went rigid with her orgasm. Her lips peeled back from her teeth. Her flush deepened until she was beet red all over.

Then she relaxed, going limp. I let go of her ankles and her legs fells to the couch, her thighs spread wide.

Some still rational corner of my mind told me I should go upstairs and grab one of the foil wrappers from my nightstand.

The rest of me, that primal male part of me, told me that I had a beautiful young woman begging me with those big eyes of hers to fill her with every inch. Right then and there. No time for anything else.

Who was I to disobey such a natural and instinctual call?

“Please, daddy,” she moaned, “I want to feel you inside of me. I want to feel all of you inside of me.”

I climbed up onto the couch. My cock was still so hard, like living rock or steel. I ached to feel her surround me.

I gave into my instincts. I couldn’t wait. I had to have her. Needed to have her.

I pushed her legs back again. She moaned a little. Her moans got louder when I parted her outer lips with my swollen crown.

And the moans turned into gasps when I pushed against the tight loop of her opening. It parted around me.

“Fuck…” I groaned as I sank into her. Inside she was velvety soft. Wet. And so fucking tight. Her strong, young muscles gripped and squeezed me, begged me to empty my balls into her guts.

Again I forced myself to go slow. To give her long, even strokes so that we could both watch the way her grip pulled at my shaft.

She played with her perky little tits while I fucked her, pinching and squeezing her nipples.

“You’re so big, daddy. It feels so good… Does it feel good for you?”

“Very good, Amber,” I groaned to her.

I closed my eyes and enjoyed the sensation of my hard flesh dragging against her soft walls.

I thought of how great her ass looked. I wanted to see that naked ass. Wanted to feel the firm crescents of her cheeks bounce against me as I fucked her.

Still buried inside of her, I grabbed her and turned her over, stuffing a pillow beneath her hips to arch them up.

I sheathed myself inside of her. She gasped and grabbed at the arm of the couch. “So deep!” she moaned.

Her ass looked even hotter without anything covering it. I squeezed and massaged her ample cheeks. Pulled them apart to get a look at the wrinkled rosebud in her cleft.

Then I gave in. I couldn’t hold back any longer. I fucked her. I fucked her hard. I slammed myself into her again and again.

I was unstoppable. The tightening sensation in my lower stomach, in my balls, was inexorable.

“Oh, don’t stop!” she said, “I’m cumming! You’re making me cum, daddy!”

And she was. I felt her grip on me tighten.

I buried myself in her again and again. Her body went rigid once more. Her neck arched back, her eyes squeezed shut while she snarled and slammed her hips back against mine.

Then I felt that familiar tight sensation. That familiar squeeze.

“Fuck… Oh, fuck,” I said.

I sheathed myself in her on the first jerk of my cock. I came so hard it hurt. Each spurt left me wincing and moaning.

Her greedy little pussy swallowed it all, and eagerly.

She made soft little cooing sounds at me as she rolled her hips in a milking motion, making sure she squeezed ever last drop of my load out of me.

I ached all over when I finally finished.

“That feels so good,” Amber said.

I was still hard, still buried inside of her, my pubic bone pressed up against her lovely round ass.

She looked back at me over her shoulder, “And so we’re all paid off now?”

“Yes,” I said.

“I’m not on the pill or anything. What if you just got me pregnant?”

My cock throbbed at that. I thought I could probably bounce back and fuck her again. I thought I might just do that, even if she complained about her little pussy being sore.

And I think part of it was considering that I might’ve just knocked up my daughter’s best friend. A girl I’d known for years.

“Then I’ll make you mine,” I told her.

With me still buried in her, she swung her leg in front of me so that she was on her back looking up into my face.

“Fuck me again, daddy,” she said.

I did.
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Jenny

 

"I don't think we should," I said.

My heart pounded as I said it. My skin flushed with heat. I could hear my pulse rushing past my ears.

"But I want you so bad, baby," Evan said, "See?"

He grabbed my hand and put it over the hard bulge his cock made in the front of his cargo shorts.

My pussy tensed up when I felt his desire. Tensed up and relaxed. And when it relaxed, I felt how wet I'd become.

But I knew I couldn't let him put it in me. Not yet.

I gave his shaft a teasing squeeze. He moaned at the pressure of my fingers. I liked that sound.

I liked his handsome, boyish face and the way he bit down on his bottom lip when I made him feel good.

"Not yet," I said. I moved my hand away from that enticing bulge.

Then I slipped out from beneath him. We'd been making out on his bed in his dorm room.

We were both freshmen. I was 18. He was 19 on account of his early January birthday.

And things were just starting to get a bit serious between us.

If you count going home with him for the weekend serious. If you count meeting his dad serious.

"Come on, baby," Evan said.

When I tried to stand up from the couch, he grabbed me and pulled me back down so that I sat on his lap.

The hard bulge of his cock pressed against my ass. Again, I considered letting him have me then and there.

But we were young and horny, I knew. I also didn't want to make a mistake. I didn't want to let him get the goods, slay the dragon, whatever the hell people were saying nowadays.

Not until I knew it really was serious between us.

Because I was still a virgin. And I wanted to stay that way until I found the right guy.

He kissed the back of my neck. My wide-necked crop top had fallen down one shoulder, and he kissed the bare skin there. The bit of stubble on his upper lip tickled at me.

Sent the most delightful little tingles running up and down the front of my stomach.

"No!" I said, smiling at him when I unlocked his hands from their spot above my navel and stood up again.

"You're giving me blue balls here, babe," he said.

There was something evil in me, I knew.

There had to be, with what I did to him next.

I climbed back onto his lap, facing him this time. Straddling him. I wrapped my arms around his shoulders, made him look up into my eyes while the wavy blond locks of my hair shrouded us.

His Adam's apple bobbed up and down when he swallowed heavily.

I kissed him. Slow, deep. A hint of tongue. I knew that much, at least.

I let my body shift down. Until that point of heat between my thighs pressed down on the desperate hardness between his legs.

I rubbed. 

He groaned again.

Then I leaned back, kissing him on the tip of the nose as I went.

"No. Your dad's on the way! What if he comes in while we're... you know?" I said. I still couldn't say it out loud without giggling or blushing.

Still couldn't say sex. Fucking. Banging. Any of that. Girlish, I know. But I liked being a bit girly.

Evan looked like he was about to grab me, throw me down on his bed and fuck my brains out then and there.

And the thing was, if he tried, I wasn't sure I'd stop him.

In fact, it turned me on just thinking about it. About my boyfriend being a real man. Taking what he wants. Taking who he wants.

He could own my wet little pussy if he wanted. I wanted him to. I wanted him to take it.

"You're right," he said. My heart sank.

The flush of heat low in my stomach withered.

That was your chance, I thought, why didn't you take it? Why didn't you take me? 

"It would really suck if my dad walked in on us. But maybe he'll be out sometime this weekend. Have the whole house to ourselves?" Evan said, looking hopeful and earnest once more.

We didn't have to worry about Evan's mom. She'd been out of the picture a long time. Left her husband and her son to go fuck some personal trainer in Hawaii. His dad had been single ever since.

"Maybe," I said.

It turned out we made the right call after all.

About ten minutes after that little episode someone knocked on the door and then came inside without waiting for a response.

"Dad!" Evan said, jumping up from the couch.

He still had a bit of a hard-on happening. I hoped his dad didn't notice. I stood up as well, my heart trying to find a way to escape up through my throat.

"Hey, boy. And you're Jenny," he said. He had a deep, rumbly voice.

Evan and his dad were similar yet different. Two sides of one coin. Where Evan was boyish and slender, his dad was built. He looked more like what a man should look like.

Big shoulders, broad chest. Square jaw, dark hair. Tall. He had his shirtsleeves rolled partway up to his elbows, showing off a pair of muscular forearms.

"I am," I said.

I have to admit, in my current state of sexual frustration there was something animal in the way my body responded to the older man.

In fact, my first thought was: how could Evan's man leave a Grade A slab of man like this behind?

The one that followed was: I bet if it had been him on the couch rather than Evan we would have been caught on the couch with his cock slamming into me.

He looked first at one of us, then at the other. His eyes narrowed a bit.

Does he know what we almost did? I thought. Does he know what I just thought about him? 

But that was crazy, there was no way he could.

"Jenny, this is my dad, Adam. Dad, this is Jenny. My... girlfriend."

I wanted to roll my eyes. Evan was so meek. He even glanced at me for approval before saying the G-word.

"Come on," Adam said, "Car's double-parked and it's a long drive."
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