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Punished by the Daddy Next Door 

 

Jasmine couldn’t believe her luck this summer. Her dad had gotten her a position at his friend’s office.

Nothing fancy, just fetching coffee, running errands, that sort of thing. But it put some extra money in her pockets for weekend parties at the clubs.

Being home from college wasn’t so bad.

But getting a sweet job like this was even better. Her dad and Bruce, her new boss, had been friends for just about forever.

Jasmine figured she could phone in most of her shifts, not really worry about getting much actual work done. That was the beauty of the hidden job market, wasn’t it?

Connections, connections.

Besides, she also got to wear the cutest outfits when she did decide to go in. Hip-hugging skirts and nice blouses. Tall pumps. It was great!

It was even better because she knew she was by far the youngest woman in the office. Sometimes she saw all the older guys checking her out. Like if she bent over to run the copy machine.

And because of that, she decided to often leave a number of the top buttons on her blouses undone.

She loved the way those guys went red in the face when she leaned down against their desk to ask if there was anything they needed, anything she could do for them.

She imagined there were lots of things those guys would like her to do for them.

Things that their boring old wives back home wouldn’t do anymore. It got her off.

She often left the office with moist panties, thinking about how she’d turned all those guys on all day.

It was a public service, when you thought about it. Give them something to help them through their long, hard days!

Then one day Bruce came out and found her by her desk.

“Hey, I’ve got a bunch of stuff that needs to go to the shredder. Come and help bring it down,” he said.

Bruce was a tall, broad-shouldered man old enough to be her father. Gray streaked back from his temples. He was kind of hot, for an older guy.

Jasmine had gone to school with his daughter, Emmy, for as long as she could remember. They were practically sisters.

Though Jasmine never told Emmy about how she liked to hide and watch Bruce when he got out of the shower. Or when he did yard work shirtless, the sun glistening off his body.

“Yeah, no problem,” she said, pulling the wrinkles out of her skirt when she stood. 

She followed him to his office, which had boxes of papers marked shred. She pouted a little at having to do this sort of work.

But he helped, taking a box under each arm.

They walked side by side.

“So, I’ve been told that you’ve only showed up for two of your shifts this week,” Bruce said.

“Yeah, I had other stuff to do,” she replied, not catching his tone.

“More important than work?”

“More fun, definitely!” she said, snarling at the box she held.

“Jasmine, your dad got me to give you this job to give you some good experience for when you finish school. And to get a good reference.”

“Thanks!” she replied, “It’s been pretty great!”

His lips tightened, “Do you think I’ll give you a good reference if you keep not showing up? And I’ve also gotten some complaints about the way you’ve been dressing.”

Jasmine clued in. “What? That’s ridiculous! I’ve always been really good at this! And those old guys should be happy to get an eyeful of what I’m offering!”

She threw her box down where all the others were being collected and then stormed her way back inside.

“Don’t walk away from me,” Bruce said as she came back into the office for another load.

She stuck her tongue out at him. Bruce grabbed her by the shoulders. The bowl of popcorn she’d grabbed fell to the floor. Jasmine squawked. 

“What the hell is your problem?” She asked him.

“I can see you’re going to need some harsher encouragement. Your dad told me to do what I needed to,” he replied, closing the door to the office and drawing the blinds closed.

She closed the small amount of space between them. Her eyes flicked down to his lips, then back up to his eyes.

Him getting all gruff and tough like this had turned her on. She couldn’t stop thinking about all the times she’d seen him shirtless.

“Are you man enough?”

His fingers squeezed into her shoulders, making her hiss.

“You’ve needed this for a long time, I think,” he said.

Then he spun her around and bent her over the snack table. Jasmine grabbed at the edges, trying to get a grip to push herself up. But Bruce just pushed down on the back of her neck.

Jasmine could feel the juices flowing in her hot little pussy, then. 

“Mister Acker!” Jasmine said. She pushed back, but he was just too strong. “What are you doing?”

She was going to say “Stop!” but the heat that flooded her body made her change her mind. She’d never had a man take charge like that before. He knew what he wanted, and how he wanted to do it. She had no say in it. The thought made a tingle run up her spine.

“You want to be treated like a kid? Fine, you want it, you got it. So long as it makes you learn your damn lesson,” Bruce said.

He found the zipper along the side of Jasmine’s skirt. Her body went stiff as he pulled it down. Still holding her down with one hand, he used the other to push the skirt down. His hand shook a little as he got a look at the crisp white panties she had on.

“Maybe a tanned hide will help with your attitude problem.”

She whimpered as he hooked the side of her panties with one finger and drew them down. His finger felt so hot against her. It made her jump, made her flesh prickle with goosebumps.

Can he feel how damp I’ve made them? She wondered. Her pussy seemed to throb as her walls got slicker. 

“Like what you see, Bruce?” 

Jasmine didn’t know why she suddenly felt so sassy. She wiggled her butt at him as he stooped lower to push her panties all the way down. 

When he stood back up, she saw how flushed he was in the face. When he raised his hand high in the air, she saw how big it was. She winced in anticipation.

The pain was sharp and delicious.

His hand smacked her ass. The sound cracked in the small office. Her head jerked back, her teeth gritting, each time his palm connected with her bare flesh. Soon, her cheek stung. She stopped trying to push herself up. Instead, her fingers gripped the edge of the snack table for dear life.

“What do you have to say for yourself, Jasmine?” Bruce said, stopping for a moment. 

He flexed his fingers as he examined his handiwork. Handprints stood out in red welts on her fair flesh. One cheek was bright red, like a ripe tomato, while the other was still unblemished. Her body trembled, and she fought back against the pressure behind her eyes.

She couldn’t let him have the satisfaction of seeing how he’d bent her to his will.

Wiping at her face, smearing the makeup she’d so painstakingly applied that morning and then touched up every hour in the office restroom, she turned to look at him.

“What lesson?” 

Bruce’s lips pressed into a thin line. The corners turned downward in a scowl. His fingers flexed again, and she thought for a moment that he would spank her again. Some of her juices started running down her legs, and she licked her lips. 

The buzzing sting from the spanking seemed to spread through her body. Her little clit got stiff as the buzzing passed through her sex. She hissed as her lust seemed to kick into overdrive. 

“I can see this is going to need to be taken up a notch,” he said, “Stay right here.”

She wanted to give him some witty retort, but the needs of her body won out and all she managed was a low moan as she rested her head on the snack table.

Bruce disappeared into one of the cubicles. The sharp sound of castors rolling along the bare floor came up behind her. Jasmine looked back.

He’d wheeled out an office chair with no armrests. Sitting down, he lifted up his jacket and vest enough to reveal his belt. The gold-colored buckle shone in the fluorescent light as he undid it, then pulled the belt out from its loops. He made the belt shorter by pressing the tip against the buckle, holding the buckle and tip in one hand.

Then he wrapped his free hand around her bare hips. He pulled her back. She yelped as she fell onto his lap. Something long, hard, and thick pressed into the cleft of her ass.

She sucked in a breath as she ground against his stiff shaft. More wetness leaked from her as her desire to have him in her mounted.

“Bruce...” She moaned, throwing her head back against his shoulder. 

He’d scrunched his eyes shut, and she felt his cock jerk against her body. Then he opened his eyes, putting the mask of the disciplinarian back on his face.

Snarling, he bent her over his knees. Jasmine put her hands on the cold floor to steady herself.

Bruce snapped the belt a couple times in his hands. She winced both times at the sharpness of the noise. Her round and firm ass cheeks trembled and seemed to burn in anticipation.

“This stops as soon as you say you’ve learned your lesson.”

“Fuck!” Jasmine screamed as the belt lashed both her cheeks at once.

Her back arched up so much that her hands came up off the floor. Her own parents had never punished her with spankings, so the pain was strange to her. 

It made the walls of her pussy tremble and throb. Fingers of pain marched up her spine, made her hair want to stand on end. Her nipples had stiffened in her blouse, and they rubbed against her bra.

“No!” She screamed as he brought it up over his head again. 

He didn’t pay attention.

Again, her body went rigid as the belt cracked across her bare bottom hard enough to make a snapping noise. 

“You’ve been a very bad girl, Jasmine. Bad girls get punished. Don’t you understand?”

He punctuated his point with another whipping. The tears came freely out the corners of her eyes, smearing her mascara. All Jasmine could think about was his hardness against her stomach, and how badly she needed to have it in her. 

Just the thought of him taking what he wanted from her, feeling his hardness slide against her soft wetness made her body shudder with its need. 

“Yes!” She said. 

His cock jerked against her again as she screamed. The belt cracked across her ass again and again, leaving long red lash marks across the quivering flesh. It hurt so much that it began going numb. Soon, wetness and heat were all she felt. Her fingers scrabbled at the smooth floor, unable to find any purchase.

Finally, he stopped, panting. He draped his belt over his shoulder. The weight of the buckle pulled it back down until it touched her bare thigh. The metal felt warm from his grip. 

Bruce rested his hands on her stinging cheeks. Just his light touch hurt. But the ache went much deeper than that. It penetrated her sex, went up into her stomach. It was an ache of emptiness. 

An unfilled ache.

A single bead of sweat rolled down Bruce’s cheek. He licked his lips, which had gone dry. She felt his fingers squeeze her lightly. His cock flexed.

“I hope you understand what you’ve done wrong,” he asked. 

“Yes, Mister Acker,” she said. She wiped at her eyes with the backs of her hands.

There was only one thing left for either of them to do. Bruce didn’t try to stop her as she slid off his lap and went down onto her knees. The movement flexed and stretched the muscles of her ass, and she hissed as the welts crisscrossing her flesh felt like they burned hot enough to turn water to steam. 

He didn’t try to stop her as she undid his pants.

“So you want the rod too, do you?” Bruce said, “You really have been very bad.”

She yanked his pants down far enough for his stiff cock to spring free. She tried to grab it, but he grabbed her hand and squeezed. Crushing her hand in his grip, he stood. He pushed her down even farther, until she had to put her other hand on the floor to keep from falling onto her stomach.

Bruce spun her around so that she looked into an empty cubicle across from the snack table. Grabbing her by the hair, he hauled her to her feet. She moaned. 

Sitting down on the chair again, behind her, Bruce grabbed her by the hips and started pulling her down onto his lap. She had to grab his thighs to keep from falling on his cock, even though that was all she really wanted.

His hands moved to the bottom of her ass, spreading her cheeks apart so he could watch as her pussy quivered against his hardness. Her whole body throbbed, and the walls of her sex seemed to tremble and undulate with their need. 

When she didn’t move any farther, he grabbed her by the hips again and forced her down. Her lips peeled back from her teeth as she stretched around him. The hard, bulbous head of his cock spread her apart around its stiffness. Her juices glistened as they trickled down his shaft. She was so tight around him that his member trembled against her grip. 

“Yes...” He hissed as that tightness yielded to him. 

She sank down his length until she sat on his lap. Her mouth open, Jasmine leaned her head back on his shoulder as she started rolling her hips back and forth. She could feel her clit rubbing against his shaft each time her hips rolled forward. His cock just seemed to swell harder each time.

Bruce reached up under her blouse and bra to squeeze and fondle her breasts. His lips felt hot and wet as they left a wet trail up the side of her neck and down her shoulder. They both grunted as her pussy clenched up around him.

She looked into his face, saw the way he gritted his teeth. Her ass hurt so much as she ground against him, but she’d never felt so wet around a man’s cock before in her life. 

“You’re making me come...” She said.

Bruce’s breath caught in his throat, and his cock seemed to jump in her. She groaned, trying to rub her tight pussy up and down his shaft harder and faster. His fingers squeezed her breasts more firmly, making her whimper.

“It’s so warm...” was all Bruce could manage.

“Fill my little pussy up with your hot cum,” she growled at him, slamming her pussy down as hard and fast as she could.

His body went rigid under hers. His back arched, lifting them both up slightly. He let his head roll back as his cock became like hot iron in her. She buried him all the way in her, clenching up around him, holding him in as he erupted. Hot cum splattered the back of her pussy again and again. As her walls closed up and relaxed around him, she massaged even more from his hard cock. 

Soon, there was so much that it trickled out down his cock and balls.

They both relaxed, Bruce slumping against the chair, and she against him. Sweat ran freely down their faces. Her ass still stung, but she pushed the feeling to the back of her mind.

“Get up,” Bruce said, pushing at her.

Her panties were still around her ankles. She pulled them up as she stood up off him. Her breath caught as he left her pussy and she pulled her panties back up before his cum could run out down her legs. It still felt so hot inside her aching pussy.

She found her skirt and put that back on, tucking her blouse back into it. Bruce just watched from his seat after pulling his pants back up and stuffing his cock into them. 

“So, am I going to tell your father that you’ve learned your lesson and that you’re doing to show up on time and do your job?” Bruce said.

“Yes,” she replied.




Daddy Next Door Gets Rough 

 

“I’m so glad you could come camping with us!” Michelle hugged me again.

I swear it was at least the 10th time that she’d done that. Since we got to the campsite. Probably, like, the hundredth since I’d gotten to her house early that morning and we all set out on this trip.

“Yeah, thanks for inviting me,” I said.

My eyes strayed over Michelle’s shoulder to Brent, Michelle’s dad, as he got to work digging out the dirt for a fire pit and then settling some tinder and wood inside.

He was the real reason that I’d come along. I hated camping. Hated the outdoors, really. Except for beaches, of course. They were awesome.

I just hoped that the mosquitoes didn’t eat me alive. I hadn’t really planned for this very well, I knew.

For one, I’d put on the smallest, tightest pair of shorts that I owned. So short that my ass hung out the bottom of the legs.

“I’m so happy you girls both decided to come along,” Brent said, “I thought I’d lost you both to college!”

“Never,” Michelle and I said at the same time while she released me from this latest hug.

Brent smiled at us, at me, and I felt the heat rush into my cheeks. I hoped he put it down to all the sunshine still streaming in through the trees.

Actually, I didn’t.

Actually, I wanted him to see me as a woman. As a hot little 18-year-old piece of ass. That’s what I wanted. Well, that, and for him to fuck my brains out.

See, I’d always had a big crush on Michelle’s dad. There was something about him that just turned me on.

And now that I was 18 and out my parents’ house, I decided I’d wanted to fulfill that fantasy finally.

Though I realized again how poorly I’d planned on this.

What, is he supposed to fuck you right in front of Michelle? I thought.

I had some vague notion of sneaking out of the tent that she and I would be sharing later and into his.

Maybe waking him up with nice, slow blowjob.

I pictured it all so clearly in my head that my pussy throbbed with desire. Sneaking into his tent. Taking his cock in my mouth and feeling it get hard as I licked it all up and down.

Him waking up, maybe doing something like trying to stop me. But then his own desires overcoming it and him pushing my smooth, pale thighs aside so he could slowly sink every inch of his rigid shaft into my aching pussy with one hand over my mouth so that we wouldn’t wake Michelle…

My eyes glazed over and I swallowed hard.

I’d caught him once or twice coming out of the shower. By “accident,” of course. I knew he was big down there.

I knew I’d barely be able to fit him in my mouth. I also knew that if he pushed that monster into my tight little pussy I wouldn’t be able to stay quiet.

“This place is amazing!” Michelle said, turning in a slow circle to take in the little meadow we’d found away from the main camping area.

“Yeah, it’s really nice,” I said, trying to see if I could make out the outline of Brent’s cock through his shorts.

“I just wish the bathroom was closer!” Michelle said, not even noticing the way I practically drooled over her dad.

I didn’t care that he was the same age as my dad. I wanted him. And I wanted him to want me.

All I had to do was figure out some way to show him that.

“If only the bathroom was closer!” Michelle said.

Brent struck a long match and then lit the tinder in the cute little teepee he’d made in the fire pit. “Guess you’ll have to be willing to take a hike if we want this spot all to ourselves. Or just go in the woods.”

“Eww!” Michelle said, “Gross! I’m not going in the woods like some animal.”

“Suit yourself,” Brent told her.

The sun went down later and we’d all had supper and a good amount of water and tea with it.

We all sat around the fire, me trying to keep my eyes off Brent. 

Michelle jumped to her feet. “Gotta go! Guess I’ll be back eventually.”

“Take a flashlight,” Brent told her.

“Try not to bore her to death, okay, dad?” Michelle said as she thumbed the flashlight on.

“No promises,” he replied.

We both watched as Michelle disappeared into the woods on her quest to find the bathrooms by the parking lot.

“Guess it’s just the two of us,” Brent said. A knot of wood in the fire popped.

“Great!” I said. He looked at me and smiled. I was suddenly and painfully aware of just how short my shorts were, and in my mind, I kept asking myself whether he thought my breasts were nice enough.

“Something wrong?” He said, a frown of concern crossing his, now that I really looked, strong and handsome features. I could tell now why my mom liked him so much. 

“No... It’s fine. Just a little chilly is all. Girls and the cold, you know?”

I glanced over at him. He was staring into the sky, and his lips were slowly pulling back from his teeth as though he fought against something painful inside.

Walking over, I put my hand on his arm. He was warm.

“Brent! Are you okay?”

It was like he’d been far away, and I’d dragged him from that place. “Yeah, just a little warm. I thought I could see the moon coming over the treetops, and I just couldn’t keep myself from watching, you know?”

I nodded and mumbled a, “Yeah,” even though I really didn’t know. 

As the shadows began stretching from the trees, he got the fire going and we sat beside each other on the soft ground. 

He told a joke and I reached out to put my hand on his thigh. I overextended and my hand landed on his cock. I felt it jump at my touch before I yanked my hand away.

“Sorry,” I said.

He smiled and we kept going as though nothing had happened. Everything was going fine until it started getting truly dark out.

 “Brent?” I said. 

His eyes fixed on my soft flesh with a hunger that made my knees tremble. “I know what you want.”

He leapt to his feet and grabbed me, slamming me down to the ground. A shock of panic ripped through me as all the air left my body.

At the same time, my pussy quivered.

He lifted himself off me after grabbing the back of my neck in a tight grip, and I pulled in a grateful lungful of air.

Then he picked me up by the neck and slammed me down hard enough to knock that from me, too.

“Brent! Not so rough!” I cried as he lifted me up a few feet, ready to smash me down again.

Miraculously, he simply dropped me down. I turned over onto my back. His shoulders lifted and fell with his breaths, which misted the air. His lips were pulled back in a snarl. Is this really my best friend’s father? I thought.

He yanked off his shirt and kicked off his shorts, the firelight catching on his flesh.

That’s when I saw his cock, thick and heavy, hanging between his legs. My cleavage was completely exposed. He started getting hard, the monster between his legs slowly straightening from his body.

I do make him hard! was all I could think. 

Shifting, I went onto my knees in front of him. With a snarl, he lashed out, catching my shoulder. I fell to the ground, that whole side of my body numb.

I don’t think I’d ever felt my pussy get so wet so quickly before.

I reached behind my back and undid my bra. I pulled that, along with the remains of my shirt, from my body. When I went back onto my knees, my firm tits and their hard nipples displayed, he didn’t hit me again. Instead, his cock finished hardening. I looked at the bulging veins around the shaft, the drop of clear precum already trembling at the tip, and I felt the heat of want in my pussy get hotter. 

Reaching out slowly with one hand, I moved to grab his cock. He watched my fingers warily. When my fingers brushed his flesh, I gasped. He was still so hot. I couldn’t believe how hot and hard Brent’s cock was. And it was all because of me. 

I let my fingers move around his shaft, trying to grab him. He was so thick that my fingertips couldn’t touch around his girth. 

Feeling had returned to my other side. Lifting my hand up, I spat into my palm. Starting to stroke him, I reached up until my other palm pressed against the head of his huge cock. I moved this hand in slow circles, letting the spit lubricate the movement. 

He snorted, and I felt him harden even more for a moment. 

“It’s so big, Brent...” I said.

When I made eye contact, he changed. He grabbed me with one hand around the neck and again slammed me to the ground, this time on my back. His fingers squeezed around my windpipe, and soon black dots shifted across my eyes. 

I felt his other hand roughly grab one of my tits, the nails digging into the firm flesh. I felt one of his nails play along my areola, making me wince at the sharpness. Even as my nipple perked up so hard it ached.

Grunting, he straddled my body and went down to his knees. His big cock slapped down between my tits, and I felt the wetness of his precum on my neck. He grabbed my hair and pulled my head forward so that my chin almost touched my chest. I had only a moment to open my mouth before he jammed the head of his cock between my lips. 

My lips could hardly contain his girth as he tried to push more and more of his length into my mouth. I hungrily ran my tongue around his shaft, swallowing every bit of precum that leaked out of him, trying to suck more out any time I had the breath.

“This is what you want, isn’t it?” Brent said through clenched teeth, “That’s all you have on your mind, I bet. Nice, hard cock! Well, now you’re getting what you asked for!”

I felt so hot and wet between the legs. I wanted to touch myself, to shove my fingers under my shorts and feel my wetness. But my arms were pinned under his legs. My hips started grinding against the ground of their own volition while I simultaneously gagged on his cock.

Tears started running out the corners of my eyes as he urged another half inch into me. My fingers dug futilely at the ground. I wanted him inside my pussy so badly. I tried to take more of his cock, but the angle my neck was at wouldn’t let me. Gobs of my spit hung from his shaft as he pulled it out a little and shoved it back in. 

Letting go of my neck, he reached behind himself. My body tightened as I felt his fingers run up my thigh. The pain was so much that I could barely keep myself from clamping my teeth down onto his throbbing shaft. 

I heard a tearing noise and desperately hoped it was my shorts. 

His fingers clamped down onto my thigh so hard that I screamed, or tried to at least. It came out as a gargle as his cock pushed into my mouth.

The fingers gripping my thigh slowly relaxed. They trailed up between my thighs and I felt his thick fingers rub at my pussy. I moaned again as the nerves in my clit lit up. 

He started getting mad then, trying to feel the bare flesh of my shaved pussy but being stifled by my shorts and panties. 

He shot to his feet. A long line of spit still hung from the tip of his cock to my lips. It broke as he took a step back. I looked down at myself. My thigh tingled from his harsh squeeze.

 My nipple hurt so much when it was stiff, but I was so turned on that I couldn’t help it. 

He ripped a gash in my shorts and panties, exposing my pussy to the cool night air. I saw his cock shiver as he looked at my wet little slit, all shaved and waiting for him to try and cram himself into my tight hole. 

He ran the ball of his thumb up my slit. He stared at the wetness it left on him even as I shivered. 

I hoped that Michelle would be gone longer. I thought her dad was going to fuck me soon and I didn’t want her coming back, ruining the whole thing. 

I did the only thing I could think of; I lifted and spread my legs, holding my knees with my arms. Grabbing the gash in my shorts, I tore at it some more, making sure the hole was big enough so that he’d have no trouble fucking me. 

When he fell to his knees between my legs, I started trembling. I felt my pussy release my juices. I was so wet that I felt some run out of me and down my ass. 

I sucked in a breath when I felt the head of his cock push into me. My wetness let him slide his member into me despite the incredible tightness of my little cunt around him. 

He filled me with the first stroke. 

His cock was so long that he couldn’t even fit it all into me. From the way I held myself, I could easily watch as his glistening shaft pulled out and slammed back in. He gave me long, even strokes that quickly had me moaning like a little slut as I begged him to fuck me harder.

“Oooh, Brent, yeah Brent,” I said in time with his thrusts. 

My words touched him, as his cock flexed even harder in my and he started pounding me so hard that I thought I would leave a dent in the ground. 

My face twisted as his next stroke excited my G-spot, making my pussy squeeze around him. “I love it when you fuck me, Brent,” I said, my teeth gritted. His eyes watched as his cock slid in and out of me, pulling the lips of my pussy back and forth along with it. 

“You’re my little slut, aren’t you?” Brent said.

Then he grabbed me by the neck with one hand. He squeezed again, but quickly let go. His fingers slipped up into my hair, grabbing a handful. He wrenched my head back, making me squeal. It hurt, but the roughness just seemed to make my pussy wetter and tighter. 

“Yes,” I moaned as I felt the way I stretched and slid around his girth.

So fast I hardly knew what was happening, he pulled out of me and flipped me over onto my stomach. He went onto all fours over me. Reaching back and grabbing his cock, I guided it back into my sopping little pussy. My hand came away soaked in my own juices. 

He filled me much more easily from that position. I closed my legs, making my pussy even tighter. I could feel every bulge in his cock, and it actually hurt a little when the head of his cock pulled up near the tight ring at the opening of my pussy.

“I’ve wanted you for so long…” I moaned through clenched teeth.

“Tell me,” he demanded.

“Ever since I liked guys, I wanted you…” my pussy clenched around him and we both moaned, “And when I turned 18 I knew I had to have you…”

“And now you’re mine,” he said.

His first few strokes had to be slower because of my tightness. I relished the feeling of the head of his cock as it bulled its way into me, shoving my walls apart with a ferocity that made me yelp.

I loved having Brent’s hard cock in my pussy, and I loved that he seemed to enjoy fucking me.

Reaching back, I pulled my thighs apart as much as I could so that he could look at my lips as they strained around his girth. His next thrust was so hard that I had to throw my head back and grit my teeth. He grabbed my hair and held my head in that position. My whole body strained as I arched my back, trying to lessen the pain. He liked the way that made me clench around him.

Then he ran his nails down my back. When he got to my ass, he squeezed each cheek until I screamed. This only incited him further. His cock rammed into me faster and faster.

My orgasm came closer and closer. Feeling how hard he was, I knew he was going to come soon, too. The thought of his cock shooting its hot and sticky load into my cunt pushed me over the edge. I wanted him to come inside me so badly.

“Come in my pussy, Brent,” I pleaded.

When he filled me with his next thrust, I came on him. I let out a shriek as the walls of my cunt tensed up around his member, undulating up and down his length. I let out another shriek when he suddenly stopped, his cock rock hard in me. The next squeeze of my pussy made his cock jump, shooting the first wad of cum into me. I felt how hot it was. I wanted more and more.

Grabbing his hips, I pulled him as deeply into me as he could get. I felt as each spurt of his cum pumped from his pulsing cock. My body trembled as it accepted his load. 

His fingers pressed through my shorts into the flesh of my ass, but I didn’t care. The pain made me tighter around him, made his cock feel even better in me. 

He grabbed my shoulders and pushed me hard against the ground. His cock still throbbed inside me as my pussy milked the last trickles of his cum out.

“Fuck you’re tight…” he groaned.

I wanted to stay like that, just the two of us clinging together by the fire. But we couldn’t.

We both saw it at the same time. The beam of a flashlight cutting through the darkness of the woods.

Michelle! I thought.

We both scrambled. I found a change of shorts and panties in my bag and struggled to pull them on while Brent got dressed.

I could still feel the wet heat of Brent’s seed inside of me when Michelle got back to the campsite.

“I see you’re still alive! Good job entertaining her, dad!” Michelle said.

“It wasn’t so bad,” I said. 

My pussy already throbbed with soreness. Brent had a big cock, and he hadn’t exactly been gentle with it or me. I hoped I’d be able to walk okay tomorrow.

We went to bed soon after that, and I wondered if I might still be able to sneak out and have him for a second time without waking Michelle.




Rough Lesson From The Daddy Next Door 

 

I’d never really liked Hailey’s dad very much.

Hailey and I were best friends. We’d known each other since we were little. So when we finally went off to college for our first year and then came back home, what could I say but yes when she told me she could get me a job at her dad’s company?

It paid pretty decent, and I got to live at home with my parents rent free. The only downside?

Having to go to work for the guy who lived next door to me.

He constantly rode my ass about the tiniest screw up at work. Once he caught me making out with my boyfriend before a shift started and told me to make the time up over lunch.

And he told me I needed to wear a skirt to work. None of the other girls there had to.

I think one reason I didn’t like him was that he didn’t seem to like me. Which was weird. Between me and Hailey, I was definitely much prettier.

I used to get all the best grades in high school from my male teachers. Just bat my eyes at them a little. Maybe drop my notebook in front of their desk and give them a quick peek at my tight, firm ass, and that was all it took.

Put simply, I knew older guys liked me. I knew older guys wanted me. Wanted to fuck me.

But not Nolan. Not Hailey’s dad. And I guess I always resented him because of that.

So I guess that was why I started coming in to the office late. Rolling out of my bed to texts from Hailey saying her dad was pissed and that he wanted me to show up on time.

He’s not my dad, I’d text her back.

So when I got in and the secretary told me to go see him in his office I wasn’t surprised.

Actually, my heart sped up a little as I walked between the cubicles. My nipples perked up.

And some part of me thought, finally! 

So I go into his office and found him standing behind his desk, looking out the window for a moment before closing his blinds.

“Close the door. Hailey told me you were up for this,” he said.

“I am!” I replied, feeling my back stiffen. I reached behind me and shoved the door shut.

“You two pretty much grew up together. So I trusted her. I think that was a mistake… Annie, I don’t think…”

“You’re not firing me!” I said.

He turned around and slammed his fists down onto his desk, and my chest went tight.

He looked pissed. Really pissed.

“No, I’m not,” he said.

“So what’s your problem?”

“It’s you. You and you’re attitude,” he said.

When he looked at me it happened. My tummy went tight with heat and my breath caught in my throat. 

I’m getting wet, I realized. Something about this turned me on. Something about him.

“What are you going to do about it?” I took a step forward.

He grabbed me and I gasped. “What needs to be done!”

His fingers hurt, just a little. I liked it. Tiny fingers of anticipation crawled up and down my stomach and spine.

“And you think you’re the one to do it?”

He grinned and shoved me against his desk. 

"Yeah, that's right," he said, "You're like a horse that needs to be broken. You just need a strong hand..."

"Go fuck yourself!" I said, managing to arch my back enough to look at him, trying to get him to look at my ass.

He had his expensive black leather belt looped a few times around his hand. The loose end flopped in the air.

That cold feeling started in my stomach again, and I couldn't look away from it.

"What... What are you doing with that?"

"Teaching you some discipline," he said, "But first... It works best on bare skin."

The leather brushed against my calf as he unzipped my skirt.

"Wait..." I said.

I squeezed my eyes shut as I felt him tug my skirt down around my ankles. This couldn't be happening. It had to be a dream.

I had dreams where men tied me up, where my mouth got me into trouble. Lately, it had been the guy from Starbucks. He would tie me up, then undress me with his teeth... 

God! I started getting wet as a shiver ran down my spine. I hated how those dreams made me feel, like I was powerless. Like he could do anything he wanted to my body and I was powerless to stop him.

And Nolan had such big, strong hands.

He grabbed my pantyhose and peeled them down my legs. The cool air coming down from the vent in the ceiling caressed my bared cheeks, leaving them stubbled with goosebumps.

"No panties? You're all the same," Nolan said.

How many other girls had he done this to? I looked at that belt, wondering how many other bottoms he'd left stinging and red. Had those girls submitted to him, finally, begging him to stop?

I flexed my thighs, hoping he couldn't see the wetness between my lips. 

"You don't have to..." I said. But I want you to, I didn’t add. I didn’t want him to stop.

But it was too late. He flipped the belt back, the tip of it brushing against the ceiling. I flinched as my bottom flexed involuntarily.

"This is for your own good," he said.

Then he smacked me with the belt. The leather made a loud snap as it hit my bared ass. I snarled, hissing out through my teeth as the hot sting began. My fingernails scratched at the desktop.

It hurt so much. My knees buckled under me and I would have fallen if he didn't keep a firm grasp on the back of my neck.

"This is what happens to girls with smart mouths," he said.

He whipped me again. I arched my back and cried out. I wanted to tell him to stop, that I'd be nice and quiet and answer the phones like I should.

No! I couldn't let him win. I wouldn't. I'd fight through the pain. Pain was temporary. Victory over this asshole would be forever.

Besides, I found I kind of liked the heat the sting left in my flesh. The thought of him holding me down like that, doing what he wanted to me, turned me on more than I wanted to admit. My wetness built inside me, sending my inner walls trembling.

I cried out the third time he whipped me, and the fourth. God, the pain felt so good! I wasn't in control, I wasn't in charge. I couldn't stop this... And his hand felt so warm and hot on me. If I asked, would he spank me with that big hand instead? My body trembled.

Nolan smiled. His shoulders heaved and he wiped at his brow. We both sweated, panting from our exertions.

"What do you have to say for yourself now?" he said, unwinding his belt.

I could tell he thought that he'd done it, that he'd broken me like some wilful pony. The raised red welts crisscrossing my bottom were proof of that to him. He must have seen that spark of resistance in my eyes, because he shoved me hard against the desk again before letting go.

"All I have to say is, 'fuck you, asshole.' God, you think a little corporal punishment is enough to set me straight?"

I wanted to see how far he’d go.

I wanted him to go all the way.

Nolan grabbed my bare hips and pulled me against his body. I could feel his heart pounding in his chest, and the heat just seemed to radiate from him. When our hips touched, I felt his shaft against my mound. It gave a little jump as we bumped together.

His fingers dug into my flesh, and I hissed in pain. I shoved back against him, but he was too strong. The more I fought, the harder and bigger his cock got against me. My sex trembled as I felt his size.

For a moment, I wanted to melt into his arms and beg him to fuck the life out of me right there on his desk. It was that weak side of me again, that part of me that just wanted to give in and be wanted he wanted me to be.

I couldn't let it win.

"You bitches are all the same," he said, looking down into my face with those frozen eyes, "You think you want power and privilege and all those other things. But all you really want is a firm hand and a stiff cock.”

I ignored my nipples as they puckered against him. My thighs flexed together, sending a shock up my body as I squeezed my excited little clit.

"And you think you're going to give those to me?" I said, trying to give him a haughty little laugh.

Please, I thought, please give me that cock...

He'd gotten so hard against me that if I could take a step back it would make a tent out of his slacks. I wanted to see how big it was so much, but I couldn't. I couldn't fall prey to my desires, for my sudden desire to be used by him for my body. 

But how I burned for it.

"I'm not going to give them to you. You're going to take them, like a good woman should," Nolan said.

Then he pushed me down onto my knees. My pantyhose were still around my ankles, tying me up there, trapped between his body in front and the desk behind.

And his cock did push hard against his slacks.

He grabbed the top of my head with one hand, squeezing the handful of my hair until my scalp stung, forcing my face back to look up at him, towering over me.

Using his other hand, he undid his pants and pulled his still hardening shaft out. I could only see it at the bottom of my vision; he had my head back so far I could mostly just see his face.

"You want it, don't you? I can feel you trying to move so you can get a look at it. It's killing you not to see it, isn't it?"

Saliva squirted into my mouth as his shaft got stiffer and bigger at the bottom of my vision. The desire to taste it, to suck on it until Nolan moaned, sent shivers down my back.

How was he doing this to me? How could I let him do this to me?

But I wasn't letting him, I knew. He was taking it from me. He hadn't asked my permission, or seduced me, or anything. He just bent me over that desk and took what he wanted from me.

And I loved it.

"Why don't you go fuck yourself?" I said, grinning at him. Why don’t you fuck me? 

"Such a naughty mouth on you, Annie. You should put it to better use than that..."

Then he slapped my cheek with his cock. I gasped at the hardness of it, at the heat I felt coming off it for just that moment.

I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to reign my desires in. God, the inside of my thighs were soaked from my pussy! I wanted to slip a finger between those lips and feel just how wet I'd become, but I couldn't let him see that.

"Don't try to hide it," he said.

He slapped my other cheek with his cock. This time, he swiped the tip of it over my lips, leaving them wet with his precum. I could taste its saltiness, and couldn't help flicking my tongue out to taste more of it. 

"Fuck off..." I said.

He bumped the head of his cock against my mouth, almost getting his shaft in. I closed my teeth to stop him.

"Open up," he said, tugging on my hair, "You know you want it, you dirty little bitch. You want to wrap those red lips around my cock. You want to taste it and suck on it. All you can think about is how stiff I am, isn't it? And about how you'll feel as I slide more and more of it in..."

He groaned as my jaw relaxed and his shaft slipped in through my lips. They stretched around his girth as more of his salty precum spilled out onto my tongue.

He was just as hot and hard as I imagined. We locked eyes as he pushed himself deeper and deeper into my mouth. He slid in so that I felt him at the back of my throat and had to resist my urge to gag. My pussy was sopping wet as I took every inch of him through my lips.

The tears formed at the corners of my eyes and trickled down my cheeks, smearing my mascara in long black lines as I strained to keep him inside me. I couldn't breathe, but I didn't want to.

"See? I knew you could take it. Isn't this so much better than using that pretty little mouth to say such smart-assed things?" Nolan said through his gritted teeth.

Again, he pulled on my hair, trying to urge himself just a little deeper.

My hands strayed up to his hips, but he just pushed them away. I moaned around         him and he closed in eyes as the vibrations ran up his length.

So I clamped my lips around him as tightly as I could and sucked. He groaned again, his shaft swelling. He wasn't going to win. I was going to show him who the real boss was. I wanted to suck him dry, to make him cum right down my throat. His body was mine to do with as I pleased, not the other way around.

His cock kept getting stiffer, and he squeezed his eyes shut. I sucked on him harder, willing him to dump his load down my throat. My pussy tingled as I thought of it, my walls trembling so much I thought I might cum myself. 

"Ah! Good girl!" he said, yanking his cock out of my mouth.

My spit covered his entire shaft, with strands of it hanging down off the bottom. His length glistened with it. My lips felt so hot that I didn't think I needed the lipstick, and I coughed and huffed for breath as I wiped at a strand of saliva still hanging between the head of his cock and my mouth. 

"Now, I'm going to make you beg for it," he said, "I'm going to show you that all you really want is a good hard cock. I'll even make you a deal! If you can keep yourself from pleading with me to fuck you, I'll promote you to office manager. You can fire Dan yourself."

He didn't wait for me to respond. Grabbing me under the arms, he pulled me back up. If he wasn't holding me, I would have fallen. His cock was so tantalizingly close. My lips burned and my jaw ached, and I knew my makeup was a wreck. But I wanted to suck on him some more.

Just him bringing up the idea of fucking me turned my knees to water and left my thighs wet with my juices. 

But I could resist. I knew I could. I kept telling myself that as he bent me over Dan's desk. This could be my desk, I thought. It will be my desk. I'm not going to do it... I'm not going to beg him! I tried shutting out all thoughts of how fucking sexy his shaft looked all coated with my spit, and how that would let him slide in and out of my tight little pussy so much more easily... No, stop! I thought.

"God!" I said.

He'd spread my legs apart as much as my pantyhose would allow. Then he ran the head of his cock, the flesh so taut and smooth, up and down my sopping slit. My clit sent shocks up my body as he rubbed past it.

I gritted my teeth and pushed my forehead against the desk. No, I wasn't going to beg. 

Then he found my opening and rested his shaft against it, pushing ever so gently. I could feel myself begin stretching around him, my pussy ravenous to swallow him up. All it would take would be one little nudge of my hips back, and he'd be inside of me. My mouth went dry as my body trembled.

"Such a wet little cunt," he said, "Just say 'please' and I'll give you what we both know you truly want."

"No..." I said, my teeth and lips closing to keep the word from coming out. It was so close! I could feel it!

Nolan just snorted. He pulled back from me, the tip of his cock sliding away from my lips. I started to relax. It was over; I'd resisted! God, I was just going to give that guy at Starbucks my number as soon as I got out. Maybe he'd even come over and fuck me tonight, I thought.

But Nolan wasn't done. He knelt down behind me, massaging my ass with those big, strong hands. They moved down my thighs, and he spread my lips apart with his fingers.

"What are you doing?" I said, beginning to hyperventilate. 

I couldn't take anymore. My entire body burned with my need. It ached deep inside me.

Using just the tip of his tongue, he started playing with my clit. My entire body went rigid as I cried out. Each little flick from him sent me into spasms of ecstasy. The walls of my pussy clenched and trembled as I screamed. 

But he didn't let up as my cries increased. He tongued me faster, playing my clit like it was an instrument and his tongue the pick.

My fingernails scrabbled against the desk as though as I was being pulled back into some deep pit.

I could feel my will crumbling as I shoved my pussy back against his face, soaking his cheeks and chin with my wetness. I had never wanted a man so much in my entire life.

"Please!" I said, my willpower collapsing as my orgasm built inside me, "Fuck me! Fuck me hard!"

"That's what I thought," Nolan said, standing and wiping at his face. 

He squeezed my ass while he guided himself into me. My pussy was so wet that he slid right into my tight opening. I could feel my walls trying to squeeze up around him as he parted them with his hardness.

He didn't stop until I felt his balls bump against my clit. Then he flexed inside me and I screamed as a ball of sexual agony exploded inside me.

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

He fucked me, then, pulling his cock out and slamming it back home hard enough to move the desk.

He kept on thrusting into me, my sopping cunt making wet noises that drove me wild as he did.

"God!" I cried out as I came on him.

No matter how tightly I tried to hold him inside me, he kept slipping in and out. I could feel how hard I made him, and that just urged more and more juices from my soaked pussy.

Then he grabbed my hips with both hands and jackhammered our bodies together.

"Yes!" he said, burying himself all the way in me as cum exploded from his cock.

I grabbed the desk and screamed as I felt his hot load burst inside me, shooting against the back of my pussy as my trembling walls milked him.

"Ah!" he said, gritting his teeth and squeezing his eyes shut as the intense pleasure of his orgasm mounted to something approaching pain.

He came so deeply in me that when he pulled out I could feel the warmth of his seed inside me, unwilling to come out.

Then a wave of relaxation so powerful rushed over me that I almost passed out. It was like I'd received the most incredible massage after my most intense workout. My muscles filled with heat, making them go slack.

He leaned down over me, “Don’t you even dare breathe a fucking word of this to Hailey, got it?”

I nodded and he gave my sore ass a few pats that left me wincing.

“Good girl. Now get back to work and if you’re good you’ll have a job here next summer, too,” he said, pulling his clothes back on.




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.




Disciplined by the Neighbor Daddy 

 

“You sure about that price?” the guy who sat at the table said, squinting up at her.

Michie acted impatient, “Yeah, Sam raised the prices. You want to take it up with him? I mean, you could but he’s pretty pissed about something right now.”

The man looked around her towards the back of the small café, then shook his head while he dug his wallet out, “I can’t believe it. He hasn’t raised the prices in… it’s gotta be 12 years!”

Michie shrugged, getting actually impatient, “They are what they are.”

“Right,” the guy said, tossing some bills down onto the table as he stood up.

Michie waited until he’d left before she picked them up and counted them. He’d ordered a soup and sandwich and a coffee. Michie had raised the prices of each by a couple bucks.

Taking a quick look around the otherwise empty café, she pocketed the difference. She’d been at this particular grift the whole summer, almost two months now, and had a pretty nice bankroll going.

It almost made her feel bad. Sam, her boss, was also Sarah’s dad. Sarah had been her best friend ever since they’d become neighbors when they were little.

And now that both she and Michie were in college, they needed money. Normally Sarah worked at her dad’s café in the summers but she’d decided to stay at school.

So when she asked Michie if she wanted to work for Sam for some summer money, she jumped at the chance.

Besides, she only felt bad for Sarah. Sam was kind of an asshole, so she didn’t feel so bad ripping him off.

Michie glanced up at the clock with the security camera beside it. Almost quitting time.

And she didn’t worry about the camera at all. Sam told her when she’d started that it didn’t work. Just to scare off anyone who wanted to try and make off with some free sodas from the cooler and the like.

She took out her phone, pulled the neck of her shirt away from her body, and snapped a pic of her cleavage. Her breasts were high and firm and barely more than handfuls, but her boyfriend loved to play with them.

And he loved it when she texted him dirty pictures, too. She grinned when she sent this latest one.

Feeling pretty turned on, she texted him.

He sent back a picture of his hard cock outlined in his boxers and her pussy quivered. Nothing like petty theft to get her nice and wet.

And the best part was that Sam didn’t have a single clue!

The man himself appeared from the back room, walking out past the counter to the front door, where he turned off the Open sign and then turned the deadbolt into place. Michie barely looked up.

“Hey, Michie, come see me in the back,” Sam said.

Michie’s mouth dropped open, “Really, Sam? I have plans.”

“They’ll wait. Get back there. I need to talk to you about something,” he nodded towards the door to the back room.

“Whatever,” she said, not caring if he heard the tone in her voice. Only a few more weeks until she quit and went back to school to find an apartment in time for the new semester anyway.

As she went around the main counter she took her apron off and tossed it onto the surface, her cell still in her hand.

The back was mostly where they kept the ingredients in a few different lockers and some fridges. Sam had a small office back there he never let her into.

This time he brushed past her and opened the door to that office. “We have to talk.”

“About what? Can you make it quick?” Michie said.

“About this,” he replied, turning the computer monitor on the desk in there around so she could see it.

Michie’s breath caught and her stomach went tight. It was a black and white video of her from minutes earlier, full sound and everything, overcharging that guy.

“There’s more,” he said. He clicked the mouse a few times and showed her a bunch of other similar grifts.

“You never stopped me, so that means you think it’s okay,” Michie said, realizing how weak it sounded.

She also realized that Sam was well and truly pissed. And that he was a big man. Much larger than her boyfriend. Much, much larger than her.

He could break her in half without breaking a sweat.

Something about that thought left her tingling inside, the walls of her pussy getting slick.

“Have anything to say for yourself, young lady?” Sam crossed his arms, making his forearms and biceps look even bigger in that shirt her had on.

“Nothing to you,” she said, “I’m going home now.” He’d caught her dead-to-rights, she knew. She knew she had to get out of there.

Stuffing her cell into her back pocket, she rushed for the door. Her fingers wrapped around the handle at the same time Sam grabbed it and shoved it closed again.

"So," he said, looking down at her, "Thinking of quitting, are you?"

Michie felt like a little girl looking up at her father, about to get grounded. But she wasn't a child, and she reminded herself of that.

"Not just thinking, Sam. I'm done. I'm outta here."

There was no way she was coming back.

To punctuate her point, she tried pushing him aside so that she could make good on her word. It was like trying to shove a brick wall off its foundation. Her fingers met muscles so hard under that shirt that they might as well have been brick.

"I’ve been nothing but kind to you. I said to Sarah that you’re no good. You’ve never been a good influence on her..."

He looked down at her then, appraising her. She couldn't tell whether he liked what he saw. For some reason, that upset her. What, I'm not good enough for big man Sam? 

"Then I saw the problem," Sam continued. He took a step forward, forcing her to take one back, "It's your attitude. Pretty little college girl thinks she's too good to pour coffee and wait tables."

Michie tried to keep herself from shaking, but couldn't. She just hoped that he couldn't see.

He took another step forward, forcing her nearly back to the row of lockers along the wall. Michie pushed again, really putting her body behind it. She succeeded in stopping his advance, but that was all.

Sam smiled at her. Then, almost casually, he gave her a shove of his own. There was nothing angry in it. It was merely to prove a point. And that point was that he could send her flying back with the barest exertion of his physical power. 

Luckily, a stack of boxes containing old menus broke her fall. Michie scrambled back to her feet. She made a run for it, hoping to squeeze around him.

But his big hands just grabbed her by the waist and pulled her in front of him. Their hips touched as she beat against his chest. She fought all the harder because she felt a growing need in her body, one that wanted her to stop fighting his touch.

"I think you need a little taste of humility. You need to know who's the boss," Sam said.

She stared fire up into his eyes. They were a deep, emerald green. She'd never even noticed before, having done her best to avoid eye contact. Those green eyes gazed confidently back at her, unflinching.

Letting go with one hand, he brought his fingers up to her face. He brushed a few stray strands of hair back behind her ear. Those fingers moved through her hair to the back of her head. He balled them into a fist, sending a feeling down Michie's back that marbled her flesh with goosebumps and made her stiffen against him.

Pulling her head back, arching her neck, he leaned down and kissed her. Her struggle renewed. She beat her fists against his chest even more. The heat of his mouth felt intense, and it only grew hotter. It threatened to melt her. She couldn't, she wouldn't let that happen, not with him.

Her pussy writhed inside of her, the slickness running down her inner walls.

Her struggled ground her body against his. He grunted as their kiss deepened, Sam opening her mouth with his and letting the tip of his tongue tease hers.

She felt it then, against her stomach. He got hard against her. She wanted to gasp at the size pressed against her. A shudder moved down from the small of her back. It loosened her, made her feel moist. Her mouth opened wider, and she found herself giving into his grip. He'd wrapped his arm around the small of her back, making her arch backwards and leaning over her.

Sam pulled back from their kiss. "That's right; you are learning your place, aren't you?"

Even she knew that her struggle was half-hearted. She barely pushed against his shoulders. Her hands kept threatening to wrap around his head and pull his hot mouth back to hers.

"Let me go..."

She didn’t want him to. She wanted him to do more. She wanted…. Oh, God, I’m so wet! 

"Only if you promise to be a good girl and get back to work," Sam said, smirking with sarcasm.

When she didn't reply, his hand shifted lower on her back. It cupped her ass for a moment, massaging and squeezing roughly. She groaned against him, her fingers grabbing up handfuls of his shirt. It hurt, but it also felt good. Far too good.

Then his fingers pressed down lower, finding the bottom of her cheeks. He started pushing at her thighs, which she'd squeezed together when he'd pulled her to him.

She squirmed in his grip as his fingers starting winning the fight against her clenched muscles.

Her mouth dropped open and she threw her head back. So wet, she thought. It was true. She could feel her panties moistening as his fingers moved inexorably toward her sopping slit. She knew that he had to feel the heat. She certainly could. The walls of her sex swelled and throbbed with desire. 

There was something animal, primal in the way he took her. Normally, she always made sure to be the one on top, the one calling the shots. He'd taken that away from her, and he hadn't even asked. 

She gritted her teeth, her fists squeezing his shirt more tightly. Her breaths came quickly, her heart banging away in her chest like the bolt of a machinegun in the heat of battle.

"Fuck!" Michie screamed as he rubbed against her entrance with the tip of his finger, pushing against her shorts and panties.

She almost melted in his arms, then. Almost ripped off her clothes and let him take her how he wanted. But she still felt that spark of resistance, just waiting to engulf her body with anger again.

"Damn it, Sam, let me go. Stop it. I quit, and there's nothing you can do about it... Oh..." She gave it one last try before her willpower gave out. Before she gave in to the heat between her thighs and the throbbing need low in her stomach.

Sam didn't say anything. He just pulled on her hair, forcing her neck to arch. She gasped when she felt his teeth against her windpipe. His hot breath washed out over her flesh, sending another tingle down her back and through her sex.

Then he growled. The vibrations of the sound penetrated her body, moving and reverberating all the way down to her toes. She unconsciously rose up onto her tiptoes, pushing her throat harder against his mouth. Her legs parted, giving him easier access to her body. 

No, the rational part of her mind begged, Fight! Get out while you still can! Some part of her knew that the voice was right. But another part knew that she couldn't, even if she wanted. Sam had her, and he wasn't letting her go. Not until he felt that he'd properly and fully delivered his message.

No, she didn’t want to fight. She wanted him to fuck her. She wanted to feel his hard cock punch into her tight, wet cunt again and again.

The image of that delivery arose in her mind. It was long, hard and thick, stretching her to the max as it slid back and forth in her soft, warm wetness. 

Sam grew tired of her clothes. He pushed her against the row of lockers. He tore her shirt off. Rather than undoing her bra, he grabbed the elastic straps around her back and ripped them. Her breasts spilled out as he pulled the bra down her arms and threw it away into the corner. Her nipples had hardened, and her firm mounds rose and fell rapidly as she tried to get enough air into her lungs.

She started pushing down her shorts and panties, but he stopped her. Grabbing her wrists up with one hand, he pinned them against the lockers over her head. Putting his face close enough to hers for their noses to touch, he looked into her eyes.

She couldn't flinch away from that intense stare. She knew what was happening. He was impressing his will on hers, trying to break her down. If she looked away, he won.

Then he put his other hand on her stomach, the fingers pointing toward the floor. She sucked in a breath through clenched teeth, hyperventilating as he pushed those fingers lower.

They found the elastic of her panties and pushed down under them. Michie struggled, still looking into his eyes. She couldn't get her hands free. 

The tips of his fingers traced lines of fire as they got closer and closer to her own heat.

They reached the mound of her pubic bone. 

She struggled harder, her eyes narrowing to slits as they began watering. Neither Sam nor Michie had even blinked.

Her mouth trembled, her jaw hanging open. She shivered violently against the lockers, making the doors rattle.

"Oh!" She yelled as the tip of one finger found her slit and started pushing into it.

She instantly soaked his finger in her juices as he moved farther. Two of his fingers parted the lips of her pussy, making it easier for the one he'd slipped into her slit to find her stiff little love button.

When he tickled that, sparks flamed out in her eyes. She scrunched her eyes shut, throwing her head back against the locker. It hurt, but she didn't care. Then she realized that she screamed his name over and over as he excited her little clit. Her juices leaked out onto his hand.

Then he stopped that, just as the ball of energy forming in her had reached critical mass.

His fingers glistened with her wetness as he pulled them out of her panties. Bending, he shoved her shorts and panties down her thighs. She kicked them off.

Then he stood. He grabbed her by the shoulders and spun her around fast enough to send her hair twirling through the air. Feeling another spark of resistance, she tried to turn back around.

"Stay!" Sam barked.

He shoved a hand between her shoulder blades, pressing her against the cold metal lockers. Her nipples stiffened up even more at the coolness. More juices leaked from her as she heard him undoing his pants with one hand. 

He was going to fuck her. She knew it. She wanted it. Her body ached for his hardness to fill her.

Yet, she shoved back, trying to get away. There was still a chance, she knew. She could still quit, still get away from him.

But I don’t want to, she thought.

Keeping her chest pressed against the lockers, he wrapped an arm around her stomach and pulled her hips back. Then he spread her legs apart. She heard him unzip his pants. She tried to look back over her shoulder. 

Sam pulled his cock out. It was even longer and harder than when she'd felt it earlier. A jolt of panic moved through her chest. Is it even going to fit? She wondered. Then she scrunched her eyes, putting all her energy into getting away.

But it was too late. Sam grunted again as he guided his shaft between her trembling thighs. She jumped when she felt that taut, hard head pushing against the opening to her slick passage.

"God!" She moaned as she parted around him, her body yielding fully to his desires.

Her whole body lit up with pleasure and pain as she stretched around him. Her juices trickled down his straining shaft as he gritted his teeth and thrust himself into her.

She yelled his name as he sank into her warmth. She could feel every inch of his girth as it slid into her pussy.

She felt completely filled. More than filled. If he had been any bigger, any larger at all, she knew she would have burst. As it was, her sex overwhelmed her conscious mind with how good it felt to have him in there. She tightened around him, making him feel bigger.

Then he withdrew from her. She pushed her ass back against him. He moved so that the top of his shaft parted the lips of her pussy and slid forward instead of up and into her.

He put his mouth to her ear, brushing it with his lips. "You're not quitting, are you?" 

He brought his cock back and put the tip against her entrance. Pushing just enough so that he began entering her, he stopped. 

She needed him so badly, needed to feel that huge, hard shaft fucking her senseless. He'd won. He'd broken her. She was putty in his hands, ready to be molded to whatever shape he desired.

"No..."

Rocking his hips, the head of his cock sank into her. "No, what?"

Her eyes squeezed shut at the same time her pussy hungrily tightened around the little bit of him he'd shoved into her.

"No, I'm not quitting..." she moaned through gritted teeth.

"Good."

She screamed as he plunged all the way into her. He pulled back and did it again, then again. The force of his desire slammed her against the now warm metal of the lockers over and over. She couldn't open her eyes.

Her fingers scrabbled against the metal doors, trying to find something to hold onto as she felt her body slipping into the vortex of her climax.

She screamed for him as the walls of her sex began their cycle of clenching and unclenching around his hard shaft. The scream morphed into a moan when he didn't stop, didn't even slow down. He rode her through the deep climax that sent tendrils of pure sexual pleasure through every fibre of her body. It felt so good that she thought she might die. 

The heat, the hardness... was all her sex-addled brain could think.

Then he buried himself all the way in her, letting her walls massage the spurts of cum that shot hotly into her waiting pussy. He groaned, his fingers digging into her hips. She took every last drop, wanting more and more as the heat of it diffused throughout her body.

Finishing, he pulled out of her. Michie sank down onto her knees on the floor, her forehead pressed against the locker. She could feel the little beads of sweat moving down her back.

She also heard him zip his pants back up.

"I'm glad that we understand each other."

Michie braced herself against the lockers as she pushed to her feet. Her knees felt watery, and her legs shook. 

“You’re paying it all back,” Sam said, “Every extra cent you took from them. And we’re not breathing a word of this to Sarah, ever. Are we?”

“No,” Michie said. Her pussy ached so much already. No one had ever fucked her like that.

“No what?” Sam said.

“No, sir,” she replied.

“Good.”
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