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I knew that my dad was in trouble the moment I got home.

I’d just finished my first semester at college, and I thought it would be good to go out to dinner to celebrate.

But when I came in through the door, I knew something was off.

My dad, normally so happy and upbeat, sat on the easy chair in the living room with his head in his hands.

“Dad?” I said.

He looked up, worry etched across his face. He tried to hide it, putting on a smile that didn’t make it to his eyes. “Hey, sweetie. I didn’t think you’d be home so soon!”

I dropped my suitcase full of clothes by the door and rushed to him. “What’s wrong?”

I took his big hands in mine and squeezed them, but he didn’t squeeze them back.

“Nothing that you need to worry yourself about. Hey, didn’t you want to go get dinner?” my dad said.

“Not until you tell me what’s going on!” I replied. I stood up and put my hands on my hips. I was an adult now, and I wanted to be involved in adult things.

He ran his fingers through his hair and didn’t meet my eyes, “I guess you’d find out sooner rather than later, anyway. But I owe Derek a lot of money. The car broke down and he fixed it… but I can’t pay him.”

I sighed. My dad’s car was a piece of junk money pit always breaking down. Though I was surprised he was worried about our mechanic, Derek.

Though I had heard rumors that Derek was involved with some biker gang. I hated the thought of my dad owing money like that.

But I knew what I could do to help out. Because I remembered the way the Derek checked me out every time we went over on one of our many excursions to his garage.

Actually, I’d always sort of had a thing for Derek. He was handsome in that rough-around-the-edges way, and the fact that he was old enough to be my dad was something of a turn-on.

“Hey, dad? I meant to stop by Ashley’s house on the way here to pick up something I left behind. I’m gonna run out real quick and then we can head out to dinner, okay?” I said.

My dad looked relieved that he wouldn’t have to keep his brave face up. He just nodded.

As soon as I got outside I got my cell out and found Derek’s number. I called him and asked if him it was okay if I came over to talk. I laid it on pretty thick, saying how I thought about him while at school.

“Sure,” Derek said.

Ten minutes later, I was at his house. In my car, I’d taken my bra off and pinched my nipples a bit to get them nice and hard against my shirt. Then I pinched my cheeks to get some more color in them.

I thought back once more to those times we went to his garage. I wondered how many times he fantasized about me.

He answered the door and his eyes immediately dropped to my chest, which I thrust out while smiling broadly.

“Come on in,” he said, and I followed him inside.

My heart started pounding. All of this had just become real. Was I really about to do what I meant to do?

I was. I’d do anything to keep my dad out of trouble.

I also had to admit to a tingle between my thighs, and a sensation of quivering, wet heat.

We went into the living room, some football game on the TV. He sat down on the couch.

“How nice of you to join me, young lady,” Derek said. His voice sounded a little false, a little forced.

I knew he was thinking about my hard nipples. He was probably thinking about how I looked naked, how my nipples would feel between his fingers as he rolled and pinched them. 

Plopping down beside him on the couch, I gave him my most innocent grin. “Who’s winning?” I asked.

He looked at me, suddenly confused. “What?” Derek said, “Oh, the game. I, uh, I dunno. I think I zoned out.”

“I know my dad owes you money,” I said.

Derek shook his head, “He does. Why? Did he send you here with a check?”

I felt my pussy tingle a little as I realized I was right about his fantasizing. Then an idea came to me. Scooting up closer to him so our bodies touched, I grabbed his arm and clutched it to my chest. His muscles tensed in shock.

“I’m cold!” I said, pushing my body harder against his. With a few moves designed to look like I was trying to get comfortable, I got his fingers between my thighs. We sat there like that for a few minutes, both of us pretending to watch the game on the TV. 

Then I felt his fingers squeeze my flesh. They were just a few inches from my pussy, near that little triangular space some woman had between their sex and their thighs.

Putting the tip of my tongue between my teeth and biting down a little on it, I started shifting my hips, opening my legs slightly. I moved as though trying to make myself more comfortable.

“No… I thought that maybe you and I could come to an… arrangement. I don’t want my daddy owing any money!”

My insides quivered. I hadn’t been this horny when I knocked on his door. But now, there was just something so hot about this whole situation. About paying off my daddy’s debts with my body. Like I was a little slut.

My heart pounded inside me so hard and so loudly that I thought he had to be able to hear it. What I wanted was so close. The heat of his fingers on me seemed to bleed deeper into my flesh, feeding into the even greater heat I felt in my pussy. I wondered if he could feel it.

When I glanced down at his crotch, I knew he could. I could see it, long and stiff in his pants.

With another little nudge of my hips, I shifted his hand up until the side of his little finger rested right against my slit. I gasped a little at the sudden contact.

“Maybe… maybe tonight you could be my daddy?” I said, looking up at him.

His cock throbbed.

“He owes me a lot of money…” he said.

His words said one thing, but his fingers said another.

I was about to say something to entice him when I felt him start to slide his finger up and down. Immediately, I spread my legs apart.

“Oh, daddy, that feels so good...” I moaned, grinding my hips against his touch.

Finally, he turned his head and looked at me. My heart jolted as I saw the desire written across his features.

“Your pussy is so hot, Brianne,” he said.

I ran my fingers through my long hair, pulling it up and arching my back and neck as I said, “I was wet before I sat down.”

“I didn’t know you were such a naughty girl,” Derek said. He had just enough of his “daddy” voice going to make me think he was actually admonishing me. But his finger rubbing up and down my pussy told me differently.

“Yes, daddy, I’ve been really bad. I’m so sorry,” I said. I finished by putting my index finger in my mouth, then pulling it out slowly. He watched my lips as they pulled back along my finger. It came out of my mouth all shiny with my saliva.

“So you’ll get rid of my dad’s debt?” I said, teasing the tip of his finger with my tongue.

“Bad girls deserve to be punished,” Derek replied. “And maybe if you take that punishment well enough, I’ll count everyone even.”

He stopped stroking me through my pants. Instead, he put his beer down and then wrapped his arms around my waist. I squealed as he sat up straighter and then pulled me over his knee. 

“I’m sorry, daddy, please don’t punish me!” I said.

He growled at me. Without even bothering to pull my pants down, he started spanking me. The sound of each slap against my firm ass echoed in the living room. I let out a yelp each time, my body bouncing forward a little from the force of each strike. 

Soon, that buzzing, stinging feeling overtook my ass. He spanked me so hard that I began to feel tears in the corners of my eyes. I grabbed the couch cushion closest to me and squeezed it.

Beneath all that pain, my pussy felt even hotter and wetter than before. I tried to sit up, but he just held me down with his other arm across my back. I realized that he’d taken control. I couldn’t get up, couldn’t move unless he let me.

“Such a bad girl,” Derek said, “You need to be taught a lesson.”

I couldn’t feel anything but stinging pain and arousal. I started begging him to let me up, telling him I’d be a good girl for him, but he kept spanking. Through it all, I could feel his stiff shaft as I laid there in his lap. It was so close, but I couldn’t get to it.

Then he pulled my pants and underwear off, leaving me with just my shirt. Looking back, I could see how red my flesh had become. 

He bent over, one hand on each ass cheek, and pressed his teeth against my flesh. He bit down and I yelped. When he pulled back, I saw that he’d left teeth marks.

“You smell so fucking good,” he said as he looked over my body. “God, I wanted you so many times…”

Then he pulled my legs apart and pushed a finger into my pussy. My back arched and I bit down on my lower lip. He was actually inside me! Actually touching me where I wanted him to. 

He began running his finger in and out of my wet little hole, curling it as he went.

“I want you to come for daddy,” he said as he shoved a second finger in along with the first.

I was so wet that his fingers already made slurping noises as they moved in and out of my pink folds. I wanted so badly to do what he asked. He pushed in and out, faster and harder. My pussy felt so tight around his fingers already. I concentrated on how they felt as they rubbed against my walls.

My own fingers squeezed the couch cushion again as I arched my ass a little higher in the air, allowing him to push even deeper into me. 

He shoved his fingers as deeply into me as he could. Leaving them like that, he started stroking against my walls even as they tightened around him. He was relentless, tireless. I began moaning, trying to move even as he held me down.

“Do as daddy tells you,” he said, stroking harder.

Finally, I was too tight even for his fingers to move. I squealed and shook as I came on him, my pussy massaging him even as I felt myself get overwhelmed by the strength of my climax.

It was so deep that I didn’t even realize he was telling me to do something else. He had his fingers out of me, and I felt his hands pushing my shoulders.

“Put daddy’s cock in your mouth,” he said. 

I undid his pants and pulled them down his thighs. His cock was already fully hard, springing up to point straight at my face. A pearly little ball of precum had moved out of the tip and was making its way down his shaft.

He grabbed my head and pushed it down. I opened my mouth and took him in it. He was so thick. He throbbed in my mouth as I let my tongue explore the smooth shaft.

But he kept pushing. I had so much of him in me that I started to gag. He held me there, keeping my head in place. I tried to take more and more of him, even though I couldn’t breathe.

When my lungs began burning, he let me move up his length a little so that I could breathe, letting go of my head completely. 

“Put your hands behind your back,” he said.

I put my hands at the small of my back as I ran my lips up and down his hard cock a few inches at a time. He bent to one side a little, picking up my pants from where he’d discarded them. Grabbing my wrists, he wrapped the elastic material around them several times, then tied a knot.

He got a handful of my hair and pushed my mouth all the way down his cock again. As I gargled on his shaft, his other hand explored me body. It was all his. He started with my back, tracing my shoulder blades. His fingers moved down to my ass, making me wince as they moved over the red marks they’d left earlier.

I moaned as they pushed between my thighs, running up and down my slit a few times. Then he moved his fingertips up into the cleft of my ass. I felt his cock swell in my mouth as his fingers moved in circles around the little rosebud of my asshole.

He put his fingers into his mouth for a moment, pulling them away from my ass. Then he put them back, wet this time. I felt my body clench up as he pushed against my tightest hole. After a few moments, my flesh yielded to his will and he entered me.

He fingered my ass while keeping my mouth pressed down his cock, letting me up for air occasionally.

Lifting me by my hair, he pulled me off his cock into a sitting position. I panted for air, my lips almost numb from sucking. I’d managed to cover his shaft with gobs of my spit. I watched them slide down his member, leaving wet trails behind.

He pulled back on my hair, making me expose my neck to him. I whimpered. It felt good for him to pull on me like that. It hurt a little, but the pain only seemed to make all the pleasures better.

Derek spent a few moments squeezing my breasts through my shirt. He smiled at the way my nipples responded to him, and I felt a little annoyed that he hadn’t taken off all my clothes.

“Do you want daddy’s big cock in your pussy?” Derek said, grabbing hold of my nipple and pinching down on it.

“Yes,” I said.

“Good, because I want to fill that little pussy of yours up with my cum. Would you like that?” He twisted my nipple a little more, making me wince. 

I felt a tingle in the small of my back. I really did want him to come in me. I wanted him to do whatever made him feel good.

“Yes, daddy,” I said. 

He threw me down onto my side and took a moment to push his own pants all the way off. He went onto his knees on the couch and looked down at my pussy. I pulled my knees up closer to my chest, my legs pressed together. 

He put one hand on my hip to steady himself as he crouched down a little lower. 

With my knees together and my legs pulled back, I was extra tight. He grunted as he pushed the head of his cock against my sex. I could feel my tightness resisting the pressure. He grabbed the base of his cock to get some more support. He backed off a little, abandoning the attempt to enter me that way.

Instead, he used his cock like a battering ram, bumping it against me. Finally, we both sucked in sharp breaths as my pussy yielded to him. The head entered me, stretching me around him.

I couldn’t control my breathing. It was like my body was intoxicated with him. He ploughed into me, his cock sinking deeper every moment. I almost came on him right then, on his first stroke.

The feelings had been building up for so long. All I could think about was how he was actually fucking me right then. The object of my fantasies had his stiff shaft almost balls deep into my tight little cunt already.

I looked up over my shoulder at him. His jaw was set in concentration. I felt his hard cock flex inside me as he quickly pulled it back, making the lips of my pussy slide along his wet shaft. He was so hard for me. Knowing how much I aroused him, how much he desired and needed my body just made me wet.

I loved the way he felt inside me, his bare cock rubbing against the bare walls of my sex.

Then I begged for him to fuck me hard. My pussy still hadn’t stretched out quite enough around his girth, so I screamed when he slammed it back into me. It hurt, but I wanted more. I told him so.

He fucked me again and again, his member so hard against my softness. His strokes got a little easier as my pussy lubricated him and stretched to fit him.

The whole time, my body felt hot. Everything seemed to buzz and vibrate, from my toes all the way to my scalp. It was like he made my body come truly alive. I’d never felt anything quite like it before.

“Is my pussy tight enough for you, daddy?” I asked him as his hand slipped from my hip to squeeze my sore ass.

Then he grabbed my hair and pulled my head back again, arching my back, letting him deeper inside me than before.

I screamed out, “Fuck me harder, daddy!” as I came on his cock. His strokes were long and even, and he brought me to an incredible climax. I struggled against my bonds, wanting desperately to grab hold of something to keep myself from falling away from reality.

My orgasm started to ebb, and I let the breath I’d been holding out in a long, shuddering sigh.

Then his cock flexed in me, getting even harder and larger. As he came in me, my orgasm returned to full force. My pussy clenched down on his shaft, unwilling to let go as he shot spurt after spurt of hot cum hard enough into me that I felt it.

“Daddy!” I yelled through clenched teeth.

I loved the look on his face as my pussy continued massaging his member. With each spurt, he’d wince as though it felt so good to come in me that it almost hurt. I wanted to reach up and touch him, to stroke his face and ride him through the experience. 

He’d had control of me the whole time, and I loved that I’d been able to make him lose control, to give himself entirely to me for the short time his orgasm lasted.

When he finished, he let out a long sigh as well. His cock was still rigid inside me as he withdrew. My pussy had tightened, trying to keep him in, and I let out a little moan as I felt the ridges around the head rub against my walls for the last time.

I relaxed against the couch, letting my cheek press against the cushion. I felt tired, drained, and empty. Yet there was satisfaction as well. Derek sat beside me, one hand still on my ass, as though if he let go he’d never be able to touch it again, and he wanted to remember how it felt. I still felt sore, and I knew my cheeks were probably still bright red.

My whole body shuddered. I flushed with heat, the blush of it deep between my breasts. “So?” I said.

“Consider your dad’s debt paid off,” Derek said.

“Will you tell him? Will you give him a call? And don’t mention a word about this, please,” I said.

He gave me some side eye. “Sure.”

I got dressed quickly and left after that, stopping at a gas station to use the bathroom to clean the worst of the sweat off and redo my hair and makeup as best I could.

My pussy ached; Derek’s cock had been a lot bigger than I’d ever taken before. But it was a satisfied ache.

My dad didn’t owe any money anymore.

When I got back home, my dad and I went out to get steak to celebrate my finishing the semester. He was a lot happier than before.

As we sat at the table, I wondered if he owed anyone else any money.
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