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Janice still
wasn’t over the breakup. She’d loved Adrian, and the piece of that
love still in her just couldn’t believe that he actually did what
he had done.

She was
deleting all of his photos from her computer and, against her
better judgment, had decided to look at some of them. At first, it
had been only thumbnails. But that had quickly escalated to
enlarging each picture. She already had a pile of tear-filled and
crumpled tissues on the desk beside her.

Opening a chat
window, she typed a message to her friend, Cat. “Why?” She added a
sad face after the question mark.

A reply popped
up moments later. “Because he’s a bastard.” Then, the next second,
the phone rang. Still looking at pictures, Janice answered.

“Hi, babe. IMs
aren’t good enough,” Cat said.

Dabbing at her
eyes, Janice said, “But why would he cheat? Wasn’t I good
enough?”

Cat jumped in
before Janice could continue, “Jan, the boys all think you’re
smoking hot. If I was a lesbian, I would do you.”

Janice smiled
and almost laughed, “Thanks, Cat.”

“You know what?
I have a fucking awesome idea that will get you out of this. I’ll
be there soon, okay?”

“Okay,” Janice
said. They hung up.

True to her
word, Cat knocked on the door about 15 minutes later. Her full lips
were curved in that mischievous smile that told Janice she had a
plan.

“What’s with
the box?” Janice asked as Cat walked into the apartment. Cat had a
long, thin box under one arm. She didn’t say anything until she’d
put it on the coffee table and they were sitting on the sofa.
Janice was so curious that she’d almost stopped crying. She dabbed
at her eyes again with a fresh tissue.

“This, Jan, is
your revenge against that cheating asshole.”

Cat lifted the
lid from the box. Janice raised herself a little on the sofa. When
she saw the contents, she clapped her hands over her mouth and
almost fell over.

Smiling,
Cat reached in and pulled out a large, black strap-on dildo. It
must have been at least 10 inches long. It was shaped like a real
cock, with the ridges around the head and simulated bulging veins.
Janice felt herself clench up just looking at it.
Why the hell does
she have that? It’s not going to fit, Janice thought.

Janice
must have made a face, because Cat laughed and said, “Relax. I’m
not going to fuck you with it. You’re going to peg Adrian with
it.”

“I’m going to
what?”

“You’re
going to strap this fucker on and pound Adrian in the ass with
it.”

All Janice
could manage was a whispered, “Oh.” She was too busy staring in
shock at the shiny dildo.

Cat grabbed
Janice’s wrist and made her look into Cat’s eyes. “Look, that
fucker needs to get what he deserves. He fucked behind your back.
It’s time to fuck behind his, literally.”

This time,
Janice did laugh. It felt good to know she still could.

Continuing, Cat
said, “And here’s how you’re going to get him to agree to it.”

As Cat laid out
her plan, Janice thought how glad she was that Cat was on her side.
She also started getting wet.

***

Two hours
later, after Cat had left, Janice answered another knock on the
door. It was Adrian, and, even though burning hatred filled her,
Janice had to admit to herself how tall and handsome he was. She
hesitated a moment, to his obvious annoyance, as she fought within
herself over whether she could go through with the plan.

“Well?” Adrian
said, “I’m late for a date, so please make it quick.” He frowned
down at his watch.

She’d
texted him to come over based on the pretence that she really
needed to see him face to face. As soon as the word “date” left his
mouth, her choice was made. I can’t believe it, she thought, we’ve been broken up for only a few days and he’s
already dating!

Trying to look
sad, she stepped to one side and said, “Come in.”

He
frowned again, hesitating. After a suspenseful moment for Janice,
he entered the apartment. She got him to sit down on the couch. The
dildo and the box it had been in were gone now, secreted under
Janice’s bed. Janice sat down beside him on the couch, their thighs
touching. This seemed to surprise Adrian, but he didn’t pull away
from her. Good, she
thought. Janice had changed into a very low-cut and tight shirt,
and she didn’t have a bra on. She leaned over a little so that he
got an eyeful.

“So, umm,
what do you want?” Adrian said. He couldn’t take his eyes off her
chest. Glancing quickly
at his crotch, she saw his cock start to harden in his
pants.

“I want you
back,” Janice said. She reached out and grabbed his knee. His
slowly hardening cock suddenly got rock-solid in his pants as she
ran her fingers up toward it.

“You know
I won’t take you back,” Adrian said. His words said one thing, but
his cock was telling her a different message. She massaged it
through his pants, rubbing the palm of her hand up and down its
stiff length.

“You know how
you said I wasn’t kinky enough? That I wasn’t giving you what you
wanted?”

Adrian had
reached out and cupped one of Janice’s breasts through her shirt.
He stroked at her nipple with his thumb, making it get hard.

“Yeah, that’s
right. You never did,” he said.

She
pulled out a pair of handcuffs from the couch. There was another
pair in the bedroom. Cat had handed them to her before she left.
Janice let them dangle from her finger. “Well, I’m ready
now.”

She felt his
cock jump under her hand and Janice wondered if he came. Apparently
he hadn’t, because Adrian jumped to his feet.

“Bedroom. Now,”
he said.

As soon
as they entered the bedroom, Janice pushed him down onto the bed on
his back. She pulled off his shoes and socks, then undid his pants
and yanked them off as well. His hard cock stood straight up in the
air and trembled a little. He pulled off his shirt himself,
revealing his toned body.

Janice
took off her clothes, showing how both her nipples were erect. The
sight of her figure seemed to inflame Adrian. A clear stream of
precum trickled out of his cock and down his shaft. Completely
naked, Janice climbed up on the bed, straddling Adrian’s legs. She
kissed the warm flesh of his thighs, working her way toward his
rod. She let her lips brush the very base of his shaft, but no
more.

The
desire to feel him fill her pussy surged up in her, getting her
wetter. She wanted to mount him and feel his shaft part her lips as
she sank down onto him. It was so hard to resist. But Janice
managed to make herself not do it, fighting back by bringing up in
her mind how he’d managed to hurt her so much. Her resolve
strengthened, she stopped kissing him and looked up into his
strained face.

“Put your hands
out,” she told him.

Smiling,
Adrian complied. She grabbed the cuffs from where she’d dropped
them on the bed and snapped them into place around his wrists.
After a moment’s thought, Janice tightened them a few clicks until
he winced. She smiled at him.

“You are a good
little boy. Now what do you want me to do?”

Still grimacing
from the tightness, Adrian flexed his hands as though they were
becoming numb from loss of blood flow. He stared into her eyes and
said, “Well, my little bitch, I want you to suck on my nice, big
cock.” He ended with a wolfish grin that made Janice want to slap
him.

Instead,
she smiled and leaned down toward his cock. She wrapped one hand
around the base to steady it. Looking into his face, she opened her
mouth and started to lower it. Right when she was certain he could
feel her hot breath she stopped.

“No,” Janice
said.

The shock on
his face gave her a sense of fiendish delight.

Not taking her
eyes off him, she leaned over the side of the bed and reached under
it. He watched curiously as she took out the box and laid it beside
him. Making sure to tilt it so he could see, she took off the lid,
reached in, and pulled the strap-on out with dramatic slowness. His
eyes widened as he took in the sex toy’s size.

“You want me to
fuck you with that?” Adrian said. She saw his cock tremble as a new
flood of precum came out of the tip.

Janice opened
her mouth to tell him no, but realized she had an opportunity.
“Yes,” she said, “But we have to do something else first.”

He seemed so
eager; Janice knew she had him in her clutches now. The thought of
her victory sent of a wave of pleasure through her pussy and she
flinched a little as she almost came.

“This thing is
just so damn big,” Janice said, “Just look at it!”

She moved it
down beside his cock to compare the two. While his dick was above
average in size, it seemed small next to the monster she held next
to it. Janice hid a smile as Adrian compared the two and seemed
disappointed in himself.

“I’m not going
to be able to fit it in me without a lot of lube,” Janice
continued, “But I think you can help me there. First, give me your
hands again.”

He did so.
Janice undid one of the cuffs, then passed the chain around one of
the bars in her headboard. She redid the cuff after taking a second
to look at the red mark on his wrist where the metal had pressed
into his flesh. He was now bound to the bed.

Lifting
the dildo, Janice brought it to her open mouth. She let her tongue
play along the rubbery head, at the same time grabbing Adrian’s
cock and giving it a few slow strokes.

Feeling
ready to get serious with the plan, Janice said, “Open your mouth.
No struggling, either.” To underscore her point, she gave his cock
a squeeze that made him wince.

Nodding,
a look a fear flashing across his face, Adrian’s mouth opened.
Holding the straps out of the way with one hand, she grabbed the
middle of the dildo’s shaft with the other. Janice thought she
could hear Adrian’s jaw creak as she forced the bulbous head of the
dildo between his lips. He started jerking a little at the cuffs as
she pressed it more deeply into him.

“That’s a good
boy,” she murmured, feeling her body thrill more and more, “Take
that huge cock.”

She saw him gag
after she’d managed to push about a third of the length of the
dildo into his mouth. She was impressed, not knowing whether she
could have accommodated so much of it.

Pulling the
dildo out of his mouth, she inspected it. He’d managed to work up
quite a bit of spit, it seemed. It hung in strings from the dildo
and left the head all glistening. It was probably good enough for
what she needed, but it had just been so damned fun watching his
discomfort.

It was always
best to send some pleasure with the pain, she knew. Reaching down,
she stroked his cock a little more vigorously, using her fingertips
to spread the precum he’d leaked all over the length of his shaft.
He closed his eyes and moaned at her touch.

“Open up!”
Janice commanded.

Fear flooded
Adrian’s face as the dildo pressed against his closed lips. She
watched his whole body stiffen up. Smiling, she squeezed his cock
until he moaned again, this time with pain.

“Open up or I
squeeze harder.”

Reluctantly, his lips parted and then strained around the
sheer girth of the dildo. This time, Janice straddled Adrian’s
waist. She let his cock press into the cleft of her ass. She could
feel how warm it was against her flesh, as well as the hot
stickiness of the precum he’d been leaking in copious amounts. When
their flesh touched, she felt his cock jolt a little. The lips of
her pussy pressed against the taut muscles of his abs. She
suppressed the urge to shove her wet pussy down onto his cock by
thrusting the dildo deeply into his mouth.

Adrian
gagged immediately. She felt him struggle under her as he fought
for breath. In struggling, he rubbed his body against her clit, and
she sucked in a breath at the tingles it sent through her. This
time, she held the dildo in until his face started to turn a little
blue.

When she pulled
it out of his mouth, big gobs of his spit dribbled off the rubber
surface onto his face as he gulped in air like a man who’d been
underwear a long time.

Moving
off him, Janice pushed him over while he was still weak. He was
lying on his stomach now, his shoulders heaving as he continued to
catch his breath. His wrists were crossed, forced that way by the
cuffs.

“Jesus...
Fuck... Not... for so long,” Adrian said.

Wordlessly, Janice reached up under a pillow and pulled out
a second pair of handcuffs. These she used to secure his ankles to
the bars on the footboard of the bed.

“What... Are
you doing?” Adrian asked, trying to turn his head to see. It
sounded like he had mostly caught his breath. There was a tinge of
fear in his voice that brought renewed electricity to Janice’s
body.

“I always
knew you wanted it in the ass,” she replied as she strapped the big
dildo dripping with Adrian’s spit around her waist. She could feel
its weight against her pubic bone, and it felt good. She wondered
if she would have a bruise there from the fucking she was about to
give him.

Janice
straddled the backs of Adrian’s thighs, which were stiff as a board
under her weight. His cute little ass was also firmly clenched. She leaned forward so
that the dildo rested on his ass crack. He jumped at the feeling of
wetness.

With a wicked
smile, Janice said, “Open up those buns; the meat’s coming in!”

Spreading her
fingers out, Janice ran all her nails down Adrian’s back. Each left
a long, red welt behind it. He hissed as the breath escaped his
body.

“Come on, Jan!
It’s too fucking big. You’re not really going to, are you?”

She pressed her
nails into the flesh of his ass cheeks, making them tighten up even
more. “You aren’t leaving this bed until I feel you’ve been
punished enough, you worthless piece of shit.”

Janice waited,
expecting an apology and a plea for some mercy. She was actually a
little surprised at how much he seemed to have enjoyed himself up
to this point.

In sullen
silence, Adrian relaxed. She felt herself sink a little on the
muscles of his thighs as they loosened. The thick shaft of the
dildo pressed a little more deeply between his ass cheeks as those
relaxed as well. His breathing seemed quick still, and a thin sheen
of sweat covered his back.

Janice
lifted the dildo up and, supporting it with her wrist, she spread
Adrian’s ass apart. His little brown asshole was there for the
taking. She felt her heart jump in her chest. It was all so
cathartic; just a few hours ago, she’d been crying uncontrollably
into tissues and staring at pictures. Now, she was about to fuck
her worthless ex in the ass with the biggest dildo she had ever
laid eyes on.

Holding
his cheeks spread apart with the fingers of one hand, she used her
other hand to guide the dildo down to his hole. The head was still covered in his spit.
The tip of the dildo against his asshole, Janice put her weight
into it. The back of the dildo pressed against her pubic bone
harder and harder as she applied more force.

“Oh
Jesus!” Adrian yelled as the ring of his asshole finally parted
around the tip of the dildo. His hands were clenched into fists,
but he made no move to struggle. Maybe he actually likes it on some level,
or knows he deserves punishment, Janice thought.

The dildo had
pressed in far enough that she didn’t need to hold his cheeks
apart. That hand free, she used it to give him a few quick slaps
until his ass turned red.

The whole head
was in, now. The back of the dildo on her pubic bone was starting
to press painfully against her. But she knew it was worth it.

It only
took half the dildo to fill Adrian. He whimpered a little as she
examined her handiwork. The ring of his asshole was almost
white; it was stretched so much
around the girth of the toy. The sight of it turned her on so much
that she began fingering herself. She reached around her back,
under her ass, and pressed two fingers in, tickling her own
sensitive walls.

Her hips
started thrusting involuntarily as her pleasure mounted, driving
the dildo in and out of Adrian’s ass. Each time it pulled out, a
bit of pink flesh from his body pulled out along with it like a
sock. His breaths also came in quick gasps as she felt his body
tighten up again.

Oh shit, he’s going to come, Janice realized. That just made everything
hotter. She pushed her fingers deeper into herself even though she
felt he pussy getting tighter.

“Yes!”
Janice yelled as the first wave of her orgasm crashed through her.
She thrust powerfully forward with her hips, shoving the dildo as
deep as was possible into Adrian. His head shot up as he gasped. His whole body
jumped and jerked, and she knew he was shooting his load out onto
her blanket. Then, his body relaxed completely beneath
her.

Not
wanting it to end, Janice sat on him for a few minutes more with
the dildo jammed up his ass. The back of the dildo was pressed so
hard against her that she now knew there would be a bruise. She
also knew that would be nothing to how Adrian would feel.
He’ll be lucky if he
can walk normally in a week, she thought with a smile.

Holding
onto the dildo with both hands, Janice dismounted. Adrian groaned
as the long length pulled out of him. It was still pretty shiny
with his spit, and she wondered if any of the wetness was
blood.



Giving him a
gentle pat on his reddened ass, Janice said, “Okay, I think I’m
over you now. But, from the sounds you were making when I was
fucking you, I don’t think you’re quite over me yet.”

Adrian
was silent. It was true;
some part of him had enjoyed it, a lot. He didn’t want to admit it,
though.

Janice left him
cuffed to the bed and went into the bathroom. She unstrapped the
dildo and rinsed it off in the sink. The spot where it had pressed
against her was already a little dark. She took a shower, cleansing
her body now that her mind was rid of those horrid emotions that
had been plaguing her.

In her
bathrobe, she strode back into the bedroom. Janice made a face of
shock, as though she’d forgotten about him.

Fishing
around in the box, she pulled out the key. She undid and unclasped
the cuffs, feeling another surge of pleasure at the red rings they
left on him. Adrian
rolled off the bed and stood, unwilling to sit. Stiffly, he bent
over and collected his clothes and put them back on.

He couldn’t
even look at her as he left the bedroom and walked towards the
door.

“Adrian?”
Janice said. She waited until he looked back at her. His face was
all flushed. “Don’t ever cheat on anyone ever again, or I’ll find
you.”

His face
twisted in a way that Janice thought contained both excitement and
fear. She laughed as he nodded a little, opened the door a crack,
slipped through, and closed it behind him.

Janice
searched for the phone. Cat will want to knew how it
went, she
thought.
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I stepped
carefully down the steep, old track. It had a deep groove, as
though from heavy use. However, no fresh prints marred its surface.
I was the first person to set foot on it in a long time.

Reaching out, I
put my hand on the cold, hard wall of the ravine for support.

Somewhere
ahead, some loose rocks clattered down and banged as they hit the
ground.

I thought I saw
a man-shaped thing peer down at me for a second before
disappearing.

“Hello?” I
said.

No one liked
hiking these trails but me. Too dangerous. But I liked a little
danger, it made me get wet and tingly between the legs.

Looking up, I
saw the bruised color of the sky. It would be night soon. All the
light would drain out of this ravine before then, and I would be
stuck in the shadows unless I hurried.

I told myself
that the rocks had fallen by themselves, and that the shape was
just the light of dusk tricking my eyes.

As the air
began to cool, I regretted opting for the tight short-shorts and
tank top. They’d seemed like a good idea at the time – I thought I
might see a hot guy also willing to brave this trail who I could
show off the goods to – but in the twilight, they just made me feel
cold and exposed.

Something
snapped above me, a dry twig or something. I stopped, crouched with
one hand against the cool rock, and looked up. Nothing. About to
stand and continue, I halted mid-rise. Whatever it was, it was
shuffling around up there. Was that breathing I heard?

Hardly daring
to breathe, myself, a pounding noise in my ears, I crept along
toward the exit. The noise seemed to be following me.

Clearing a
small outcropping, I saw it. The ravine ended; dense trees and
underbrush waited for me on the other side.

But what if
whatever, or whoever, made the sound was waiting for me? I had to
risk it; my phone got no signal out there. I tensed my legs, ready
to dash.

A rock cracked
off the ground right behind me. With a yelp, I leapt from my crouch
into a dead sprint. Before I knew it, I was already among the
trees. A few brambles seemed to reach out and grab at my skin.

“Hey!” Someone
called from behind me. I jerked to a halt, one hand pressed to a
tree trunk. My whole body shook with aftershocks of adrenaline as I
turned around. Two men, smiles on their faces, looked down at me
from their spot on the ridge of the ravine.

“I’m sorry, did
we scare you?” The man on the left said. He was a little taller
than the other guy. His arms and shoulders looked good in his tank
top.

“Told you I
heard someone,” the other said. He looked just as fit as his
friend.

Okay, Selena, don’t blow this, I told myself, you have two hot hikers talking to
you. My regret for
wearing the skimpy sporting attire melted.

“Scared?” I
said, “Nah. I love sprinting madly int brambles and tree
branches.”

The guys
climbed down, giving me ample opportunity to watch their muscles
flex beneath their clothes. As they walked over, I pushed the hair
away from my face and ran my fingers through it to straighten it
out. There was something animalistic in the way they walked and
moved that quickened my pulse. I got a little wet.

“I’m Jason,”
the taller man said. He waved at his friend, “And he’s Dean. Look,
not that it’s not nice to see a good-looking girl out here, but
it’s getting dark. Why haven’t you left?”

I was sure if
he was being coy with me. One corner of his mouth had raised in a
roguish smile. It also intensified that animalistic aura that
surrounded him.

I thought about
what it would be like to fuck him. Glancing at Dean made me wonder
how it would feel to be fucked by both of them at the same time.
I’d never done anything like that before.

“Oh,” I said,
flashing them my own mischievous smile, “Just looking for
boys.”

The other
corner of Jason’s mouth quirked up. I could see a sliver of white
teeth through his slightly parted lips. He took a step toward me. I
could almost feel the heat radiating from his body. I had the
sudden urge to wrap my arms around him, to lift his shift and leave
wet kisses all over his abs. His hand moved from his side, reaching
out to touch me.

“Jason!” Dean
said, “The sun’s almost gone. The moon will be up soon.”

The connection
between us broke as Jason looked at his friend. They both looked up
into the sky. Turning my own eyes up, I saw that the sky was now
that deep purple before true night. All around us, long shadows
reached out. The entrance to ravine was black.

“You boys
afraid of the dark or something?” I said.

Still looking
up, Jason said, “Afraid? No. We’re usually the ones people are
afraid of.”

I could see the
full moon through the canopy now. It gave us an empty-eyed
stare.

My smile
faltered. There was something frightening in the way Jason had
spoken.

“What do you
mean?” I asked.

Both men looked
at me. I jumped in the spot, my heart racing again. Both of them
had yellow eyes. When Jason smiled at me, his teeth reshaped
themselves into pointed fangs. Dean and Jason fell to the ground,
writhing and tearing at their clothes. Their bodies changed, got
more muscular, the new flesh ripping their clothes as it grew.
Their faces got longer, with feral snouts.
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Banging the English
Tutor

 


Amy wasn’t
wearing a bra again. Her nipples pressed against the tight t-shirt
she wore as though trying to cut their way to freedom. It wasn’t
even cold in the small basement classroom where Scott held his
English tutoring sessions through the language center.

She was twenty,
and had just moved to North America from China two months earlier
to work on her English skills. Ever since his manager had
introduced them, Scott had wanted to fuck her. She had a great
figure, and was actually fairly tall for a Chinese girl. Her dark
hair framed her face in a way that accentuated her nice skin. She’d
also taken up the new trend that girls were following of wearing
yoga pants and leggings. She had on a pair that showed the curve of
her ass perfectly. Scott didn’t think she had underwear on,
either.

He’d been
overjoyed when his manager told him that Amy had paid for
one-on-one sessions. It gave him the opportunity to sit close to
her, and to take in her body with his eyes when she was looking
away or concentrating on some grammar or writing worksheet. Once or
twice he thought that he’d caught her staring at him when she
thought he wasn’t looking. Every time Scott thought about that, he
felt his cock harden in his slacks.

“Mr. Scott,”
Amy said with a smile. He’d told her to stop calling him that, but
she didn’t. Scott thought that she knew not to, but just did it to
tease him. This pulled him out of his daydream wherein he was
thinking about bending her over the table right there. He’d been
staring at curve her back made as she leaned forward to do her
work. He quickly pulled his eyes up to hers, hoping that she hadn’t
seen.

“Yes, Amy?”
Scott said. He was sitting beside her, so he leaned forward as well
to get a look at her work sheet. She turned to face him, gripping
the bottom of her chair with both arms. She had her tits squeezed
between them and, with the low cut shirt she had on, Scott got an
eyeful of her cleavage. He forced his eyes up to her face. Her
smile had grown larger.

“I need help
with problem,” she told him.

“Help with this
problem,” he corrected her.

She nodded and
repeated after him, “I need help with this problem.”

He leaned in
close to show her an example of the writing requested by the sheet.
She peered down over his shoulder, her breath blowing lightly
across his ear and the side of his face. It was warm, and smelled
sweet. Scott leaned forward more to hide his growing erection. Soon
enough, she gave a little laugh when he finished explaining the
problem. She always laughed happily when she understood
something.

“So, how are
you liking it over here now? It’s been two months, right?” Scott
said.

Amy turned
completely in her chair to face him. “Yes, I like it very much.
Many nice peoples. Like you.”

“Thanks,” Scott
replied, “You’re very nice too. A great student, even.” He had to
try something, he needed to see if she was at all interested in
him, too. His cock demanded it. “Not all of my students are so
smart and pretty.”

She blushed at
the comment, her skin turning a shade darker than it already was.
“Not all my teachers have been so handsome.”

Scott felt a
jolt in his body. He crossed his legs, hiding his hard shaft.

“Do you have a
girlfriend?” Amy asked him suddenly.

Scott
opened his mouth, but wasn’t really certain what to say. This all
seemed to be going according to his fantasy. But was it right? She
was a student, and he was her teacher. But she was an adult, not
some child. Besides, he
thought, I’m
only her tutor. Not like I give her grades or
anything. He decided to
go for it.

“No, I don’t.
I’m still looking for the right girl.”

Amy sucked in
her lower lip, then let it slowly slide through her teeth. It was
so erotic that Scott felt a little bit of precum trickle out of his
dick.

“I have
secret,” Amy said, “Can you keep?”

Swallowing,
Scott said, “Yes, of course.”

“I come here
not to get better English, but to meet boys who are good
enough.”

Scott frowned,
feeling confused and horny at the same time. “Good enough for
what?”

Smiling, Amy
turned back to her work sheet. Scott felt so frustrated. He leaned
over to watch her work, trying to see her cleavage again.

What the hell, let’s do it, Scott thought. He reached over and put his hand
on Amy’s warm knee. He squeezed.

Excitement
thrilled through him when she reached over and grabbed his cock
through his pants. She squeezed it, making him groan. This made her
laugh.

“Please
teacher,” she said, “I need some help. Can you help me?”

He realized she
was playing a game. He stood up, put his hands on his hips, and
made the sternest face at her that he could. It was kind of
ridiculous, seeing as he’d turned the front of his pants into a
tent, and that she was massaging the head of his cock through the
fabric.
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