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Jane had lived across the street from James and James’s son, Burt, ever since she was a little girl.

For as long as she could remember, she’d always had a thing for James. She’d sit by her bedroom window and watch him work on his car in the driveway or mowing the lawn. He was always shirtless when he mowed the lawn.

And as she got older, that crush didn’t go away. No, it got stronger. She was all done high school now, about to start her first year at college. She was 18 years old and wanted to do so many things with her life.

Mostly, she wanted James.

She’d lie in bed late at night, legs spread open while she tortured the engorged little nub of her clit with two fingers until it brought her two a shuddering orgasm.

Each time she imagined it was James’s long, hard shaft thrusting into her tight little pussy until she couldn’t take it anymore.

Jane tried to drop hints. She’d wash her parents’ car in the driveway wearing the skimpiest bikini should could get away with.

James would wave a hello at her and go about his business.

Burt wouldn’t, though. He stared. He wasn’t such a bad looking guy, it was just that Jane didn’t really want him.

Burt would come over and offer to help her with whatever chore, or to offer to take her to the movies.

At first, Jane refused. As politely as she could. But Burt was persistent.

And besides, Jane’s time was running out. She was moving across the country for college, and probably wouldn’t be back before Thanksgiving or even Christmas. And her move was only a month away.

She needed to do something, and quickly. Because writhing beneath her blankets with her wet fingers plunging in and out of the soft, wet walls of her pussy wasn’t good enough anymore.

She needed the real thing. She needed James.

So finally, she said yes.

She went out with Burt a bunch of times over the next couple weeks. She even made out with him a few times. 

She knew that he wanted to fuck her. He pressed her body against hers and she could feel the bulging hardness of his cock.

But she’d been with a couple guys her own age and they just didn’t do it for her. They didn’t last very long and they just didn’t seem to know what they were doing.

Then it happened. She went to the movies with the two of them, and even managed to sit between them.

Her heart pattered hard in her chest, and she couldn’t sit still because her pussy kept quivering within her. She got so wet she thought she’d leave a mark on the chair. 

James was so close!

She let her thighs spread out a little, just enough so that the outside of her right leg brushed against James’s. He didn’t move it. Tingling excitement ran up and down the front of her stomach.

Some evil little voice within her told her to try and put her hand over his. Or maybe even slide her hand beneath the armrest and over his thigh.

The thought of touching James’s cock, even through his jeans, made her pussy throb and tighten momentarily.

But she didn’t. She was too afraid he’d reject her.

Then it was only a week to moving away for school. She had her plane ticket and everything.

Something needed to happen, and fast.

Lucky for her, something did. As it turned out, it wasn’t so lucky for Burt.

They sat on his porch in the swinging seat, Burt twiddling his thumbs nervously. He kept glancing at her. She wished he’d just come out with it.

“Do you want to stay over at my place tonight?” he said.

She looked at him, “What?”

“Tonight, stay over here… My dad already said it’s okay,” Burt said.

She smiled at that: having to ask permission. They were both 18 now. Adults. Their parents didn’t really have much of a say anymore, as fat as Jane was concerned.

“Okay,” she said.

Burt’s face lit up. He looked way too young. “That’s great!”

Jane went back home briefly and told her parents she was staying over at her friend Britney’s house. Because she knew they’d put up a stink if she told them the truth. Not that they had any say in it. 18, remember?

As soon as she went back over, Burt tried to get with her.

They watched some movie while sitting on the couch, Burt with his arm over her shoulders the whole time. By the time it ended it was dark outside.

They went up to his room and sat on his bed. He grabbed her and kissed her. She kissed him back, for a bit. But she kept thinking about James, and how to get him

She was staying overnight in his house. Maybe go to his room in the middle of the night and wake him up with nice, sloppy head? 

Or just curl into bed beside him, completely naked, and rub her ass against his cock until his desire woke him up and he couldn’t control himself?

So many possibilities.

“What’s wrong with you?” Burt said, pulling back.

“Nothing,” she said.

“Don’t you like me? Don’t you want me?” Burt said.

Thoughts of James distracted Jane. “Not really.”

“Then why are you here with me?” he said, his face getting all puffy and red. She thought he might actually cry. 

“I don’t know,” she shrugged, “Something to do?”

He turned away from her and wiped across his eyes with his wrist. His voice sounded all wet when he spoke, “Maybe you should go sleep in the guest room tonight.”

“Fine with me,” she said. That would take care of her having to figure out how to get away from Burt without waking him up.

“Maybe you should go there now,” he said, his whole body trembling.

She shook her head, “Whatever.” Then she got up and went to the guest room.

The bed there was tiny, like a cot. But that didn’t really matter to her. She lay down, took out her phone, and waited.

Before long, she pushed beneath the covers and took off all her clothes. It would save time later.

Her pussy already ached with wet anticipation.

As it turned out, she didn’t have to wait long. Or go to James. He came to her.

He knocked and the door and came in without waiting for her response. She smiled up at him until she saw the anger on his stubbled face.

“What’s wrong?” she said.

“What’s wrong is you upset my boy. A woman’s not supposed to upset her man like that,” James said.

He looked so hot standing there in his jeans and his v-neck tee. She thought she could make out the impression his bulge made in his pants.

And they were alone in a room together, finally.

Her heart wanted to beat out of her chest. Her pussy was so wet that she started to dampen the sheets.

“Guess it’s a good thing he’s not my man, then,” she said.

He frowned, “What are you talking about?”

“It’s you, James. It’s been you all along. Couldn’t you tell how much I want you?”

His frown deepened, “Jane, I’m old enough to be your father. I want you to go apologize to Burt about all this. Right now.”

She smiled, “Okay, Daddy. But I’d much rather you taught me a lesson instead. Because, you see, I’m already so wet…”

She spread her legs open and pulled the covers up so that James could see the bald mound of her flushed pussy lips.

He swallowed audibly, his jaw working hard. His eyes fixed on her when she slowly ran one finger down into the slickness between her lips and played with herself a little.

“Please, Daddy. I’m sorry about Burt. I promise if you come over here and punish me I’ll never do it again…” she pushed two fingers into her tight little hole and groaned. When she pulled them out to show him, they glistened with her inner nectar.

James climbed in beside her on the bed, lying on his side facing her. The bed was so narrow that they were touching. She could feel how hard he was against her thigh.

“Nice and hot. And wet,” Jane said.

James frowned again. She felt his cock jerk against her and she smiled. He was still keeping the bashful act going. “Wet, ma’am?”

“Yes, wet,” Jane replied. She grabbed one of his big, strong hands, opened her legs and put his fingers right on her pussy. She pursed her lips and breathed out at the electricity this made. 

Before he could say anything, she grabbed his cock through his pants and gave it a squeeze. He groaned, then leaned in and kissed her. Jane felt his tongue poke into her mouth at the same time he shoved one of his fingers up to the first knuckle into her sopping hole. She immediately tightened up around him.

Their bodies writhed under the blanket as they kissed and touched each other. Jane sucked his bottom lip in between her teeth and bit down on it, softly at first, but putting on more pressure each moment. He started sliding his finger in and out of her as the pain spread across his face. 

When he could take it no more, he jerked his head back. Jane licked her lips and smiled at him, rolling her hips under the blanket to take his finger more deeply into her pussy. She was so wet that they could hear slurping noises as he shoved into her.

“So you like teeth?” James said.

Jane replied by giving him the broadest grin she could manage, making her cheeks hurt. She couldn’t hold it very long. His fingers touched a spot in her that made her close her eyes and moan.

“Yeah, you like that I can see,” James said, concentrating his moving fingertip on that spot.

His other hand slowly grabbed a fistful of hair at the back of her head. He pulled back, arching her neck. She gasped when she felt his teeth touch her long, delicate throat. He ran them up and down her windpipe a few times, then bit down. Taking a bit of skin between his teeth, he pinched his teeth harder and harder, making her body go rigid from the delicious pain. Her back arched as she ground her body against his. 

“James…” she breathed.

He took his finger out of her, then threw the blanket away, revealing her naked hips and legs. Some wetness glistened in her slit. Her body shivered; she needed him back inside her.

“You want it, Jane? Well, you got it,” James said.

He grabbed the top of the sheet and yanked it away. Jane’s breasts, nipples already stiff, bounced out. He grabbed the back of her neck and made her sit up, then yanked the sheet completely off her, leaving Jane completely naked on the bed.

James knelt beside the bed, grabbed Jane by the hips, and pulled her ass over the side. She could feel his hot breath as it washed over her pussy. Jane started playing with her nipples  as he buried his face in her cunt. His tongue poked into her, swirled and twisted around. Jane’s hips bucked, pushing his face harder against her and shoving his tongue deeper into her sopping hole. 

“Lick me, yeah, like that!” Jane squealed.

But James pulled back. Before Jane could complain, he shoved three fingers into her, stretching the walls of her pussy out. As he started shoving them in again and again, he grabbed one of her tits with his free hand and squeezed. In his lust, his fingers clamped down hard. Jane gritted her teeth at the mix of pain and pleasure washing over her. 

Jane started sucking on one of her fingers when James shoved a fourth finger into her hole with a wet noise. He curled his fingers inside her, letting his fingertips press into the slippery flesh inside her pussy.

“Oh, James, tie me up!” Jane said, taking her glistening finger out of her mouth and pointing to the reins resting on his saddle. 

She moaned when he pulled his fingers out of her.

It took him a few tries to wrap the leather belt around her wrists. The leather kept slipping through his wet grip. Finally, he got a nice knot tied. 

Jane felt some of her juices leak out of her soaked cunt as she said, “What are you going to do to me? I’m helpless.”

Kneeling down between her legs, his cheeks wet from licking her, James gave her what she could only think of as a wolfish grin. “This,” he said.

He entered her with four fingers again. Jane’s pussy clenched around him when she felt him put his thumb in and curl his hand into a fist.

“Let’s see how deep I can get,” he said.

He pushed his fist into her. Jane’s eyes rolled into the back of her head as he stretched her pussy out more than she’d ever felt before. When he worked his hand all the way to the end, he pulled back and shoved in again. 

James kept fisting her tight pussy. It really was tight, she knew. And getting tighter with each thrust of his manly hand. She was barely able to hold it together. Her whole body seemed like it was flushed red with her passion.

She screamed when he started running the ball of his thumb over her stiff little clit. Her pussy released more juices as she came on him. He couldn’t even move, she held him so tightly. When she finished, he slowly withdrew his hand, letting his fingers run along her walls.

When Jane started to sit up, he said, “No. Stay. Hang your head off the edge of the bed.”

As he rounded the bed, he undid his belt and starting unzipping his fly. Jane did as he told, letting her head hang off the edge. She felt herself juice again as his cock popped out of his pants long and heavy.

Leaning over her, he grabbed his cock and pointed it down towards her face. Her bound wrists touched the insides of his thighs as he took position. Understanding, Jane opened her mouth. With the way her head was angled, her throat was open. James crammed his thick cock through her lips, getting instantly soaked with her saliva as she let her tongue cradle his shaft. 

“Yeah,” James said, fucking her mouth, shoving more and more of his member into her each time, “Suck that cock. You like them nice and big, don’t you?”

He pinched her nipples and she yelped an answer. His cock was so thick that she had to open her mouth all the way to let it in, and even then it wasn’t quite enough. In a few more strokes, she felt the head of his cock in her throat. She deep-throated every last inch of it, his balls touching her face as he got all the way in. Every time he pulled back an inch or so she made a gulping noise, trying to suck him back in. 

As he pulled out of her a blob of precum smeared on her tongue.

“Yumm… You taste so good.”

She looked at his cock over her face. It was covered in her saliva, and it quivered as he looked down at her body. Then his eyes shifted. She followed his gaze. There was a length of rein hanging down from the knot binding her hands, probably a few feet long. The wolfish smile returned to his handsome face.

“Have you ever been whipped like a horse before?”

Jane squirmed on the bed, sucking in her lip and letting it out slowly again. “No.”

Spinning her onto her stomach, he grabbed the leather strap. 

“Oo!” Jane said as the makeshift crop smacked her firm ass. 

“Giddy-up!” James yelled, bringing the whip down onto her again. It stung, and she yelped again.

He whipped her a few more times, then, still holding the reins, moved behind her. She lifted her ankles and spread her legs for him. 

“Time to take you out for a ride,” he said.

He guided his cock into her with his hand. Her pussy gripped his member eagerly, her walls undulating over his shaft as it slid farther into her sopping hole. As soon as he got the head of his cock past her tight opening, he slid the rest of his shaft in as far as it would go, filling her up. He let her feel his cock for a while. It was so long and warm. Then he started slapping her ass with the reins again, leaving her ass cheeks stinging and her screaming. 

James began punctuating each whip with a thrust of his cock. Each time he fucked her, the bed shifted.

Jane wanted to reach behind herself, to grab him by the hips and make him ram her tight pussy even harder. She struggled against her bonds. He chuckled at her. Instead of helping, he just shoved his cock into her wetness faster and harder. Her groans and moans turned to whimpers as she got closer and closer to coming all over his cock. She wanted to hold him so tightly that he wouldn’t be able to move, to squeeze his cock with her pussy until it squirted hot cum into her. 

She looked over her shoulder. Her ass was completely red from his whipping now. He’d abandoned the rein and was now using his big hands. He slapped both down onto her, making her muscles go rigid. He squeezed her ass, pulled the cheeks apart and kneaded her firm flesh with his fingers. She watched his strong thrusts slam into her body, making her ass jiggle a little each time. 

“Are you breaking me in, big man?” Jane said.

She smiled when she felt his cock harden in her and he slowed down.

“Not done yet,” he said.

“So you’re going to keep slamming my tight little pussy with that big, hard cock? Yes… It’s so big in me, so hard.”

His face contorted as he fought to keep from coming. His fingers dug into her ass, pulling her cheeks apart.

“Come on, big man, shoot your load in me. Come inside me.”

Jane’s face was contorted with effort as well. Her orgasm was so tantalizingly close. She could feel the walls of her pussy trembling, wanting to hold him inside her as he filled her up with his hot load.  He leaned over her even more, bracing his hands on the bed. 

He’d let go of all control. He started slamming her so hard that the strong wooden boards of the loft trembled and shook.

“Yes!” Jane screamed, “Yes! Harder!”

Somehow, he managed to go even harder. 

He let out a roar like a wild animal, his cock like a jackhammer moving in and out of her as he came. He got so hard that Jane just couldn’t help joining in. She let out of scream of her own as she rhythmically tightened and relaxed, her pussy doing its best to keep him inside as he shot wads of cum into her cunt. 

James reached up and untied her wrists, letting his hands run down her back and rest on her ass when he finished. He still felt so hard inside her. Just thinking about it made Jane’s pussy quiver. But she didn’t know if she’d be able to take another hard slamming this soon after. She also wasn’t certain if he would be able to give it to her just yet. 

He got up off the bed and pulled his clothes back on. Jane reached down between her thighs and played with the thick wad of his load as it leaked out of her aching, sore pussy.

It had been even better than she’d imagined.

Especially since she wasn’t on birth control. Her whole body tingled at the idea of getting knocked up with James’s kid.

“Now, get yourself cleaned up and go apologize to Burt,” he said.

“Anything you say,” she said, smiling.
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