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Author’s Note

Or fair warning before you buy this book




Previously published as Serious Daddy Issues, I’ve republished this collection as Rough Daddy, Bad Brat to better reflect the content and taboo nature of the stories contained within.

This is my take on age gap erotica, so if any of the subjects listed below are not to your liking, then please do not purchase this book.

Otherwise, enjoy!

Vx

These stories contain the following subjects: explicit age gap sex between older men and younger women, pregnancy and impregnation, bondage, BDSM, homewrecking, affairs, male chastity, asphyxia (breath play), spanking and various other minor fetishes and kinks.








Knocked Up

Daisy’s daddy, Winston, had been acting strange. His mood was brighter and more cheerful than usual, even though he had been working longer hours. It didn’t make sense. At least, that was the reason he had given her for coming home late. He had also been spending more time on his phone at night. Winston never used his phone much until now. He mostly used it to check his emails, send texts or make calls.

He was sitting opposite her in the lounge. She watched him tap and swipe the screen. He was definitely interacting with an app, not reading emails. He also had a devilish grin on his lips, which he was trying to hide from her.

“What are you doing on your phone, Daddy?” she said.

He glanced at her. “Oh, just mucking around,” he said.

She pursed her lips. It was a white lie, misdirection, side-stepping the truth. She got up, circled the coffee table and slid onto the couch beside him. He turned off the screen and put it face down on his lap. She felt certain he was hiding something from her.

She snuggled into his warm body. He was in good shape for a mature man, still solid and muscular. She was the luckiest girl in the world to have such a strong, handsome daddy. She loved him more than anything in the world, even though he wasn’t her real daddy.

Her real daddy had run off before she had turned two. He was a worthless, lying waste of oxygen. As far as she was concerned, he could get tied to the front of a fast car and driven into a deep hole.

Winston was her step daddy, but he had been around so long, she always thought of him as her real daddy. He was a good, kind man who had loved her mommy very much. Even though she was now gone, he still looked after Daisy like she was his own flesh and blood. Losing her mommy had been sad for them both, but they had each other and that was all that mattered.

“Were you looking at pretty young girls on Instagram again, Daddy?” she said, wrapping her arm over his powerful chest, feeling the hard muscles beneath his shirt.

He let out an embarrassed laugh and dismissed the question with a wave.

“It’s okay if you were, Daddy. I know you have needs as a man. It doesn’t matter if you want to look at pretty young girls in skimpy outfits.”

She wriggled to get closer to him, which made her short skirt ride up her legs. It was okay if he wanted to look. She had lovely, long legs. He often told her how much she resembled her mommy when she had been young. If it gave him fond memories to look at her legs, then there was no harm done.

“I wasn’t looking at girls,” he said, trying to avert his gaze from the feminine flesh on display.

She giggled as if she knew he was telling her a white lie. “Were their legs as sexy as mine?” she said in his ear, so he could feel her hot breath on his neck. “I bet they weren’t. I’ve got such long, slender legs. I catch the boys at college looking at them all the time. But I don’t let them touch me, because I’m your baby girl.”

She felt him stiffen. The conversation was clearly making him uncomfortable. She wondered if her bare legs were making something else stiffen too.

“Look… Daisy, I think you’re the prettiest girl in the world, but you’re too old to flirt with me like this anymore.”

“Why, Daddy?” she said, planting a soft kiss on his cheek. “You know I love you more than anything else in the world. And it makes me feel good. Don’t you like looking at my legs? It’s much better to see real legs than some girl’s picture.”

“You’re a grown woman now, Daisy. Even though I’m not your real father, there comes a time when we have to… you know… loosen the bond.”

“Oh, now that’s just silly, Daddy,” she said, planting more kisses on his cheek, finding the corner of his lips. Kissing him this way was giving her a lovely tingling sensation between the thighs. She could only imagine what it would be like to kiss him on the mouth.

“And you’re much better than my real daddy because you raised me. You have always been there to protect me. You taught me to be a good girl and corrected me when I was bad. I’ll always be your baby girl, no matter how old I get. And now I am becoming a woman, you can teach me how to love you as a woman too. I worship you, Daddy. That’s why my heart is bursting full of love for you every day. We don’t have to loosen any bonds. We should make them stronger.” She smooched him at the corner of his lips, wanting desperately for him to turn his head so she could kiss him fully on the mouth. “And I know how much you like my special kisses. They make you feel good, don’t they, Daddy?”

“Yes, but it’s not…”

He let his sentence trail off as she continued to circle his mouth with her soft, wet lips. She ran her hands over his chest, enjoying his shuddering breath. She knew she was exciting him sexually. It was doing wonderful things to her pussy too, making it grow hot and wet with desire.

“You deserve to feel good, Daddy. You’re the best daddy a girl could ever want.”

“I think I’d better go to bed,” he said, breaking free from her grasp and standing up.

She bit her lip to suppress her smile. It made her feel powerful to exert her sexuality as a woman and to see how much it excited him as a man.

“Sleep well, Daisy,” he said, climbing the stairs to the bedrooms above.

“Sweet dreams, Daddy,” she said, blowing him a goodnight kiss.

She giggled softly to herself once he was out of earshot. She wondered if she had got him so aroused with her bare legs and soft kisses that he would need to jack off to relieve himself. She certainly hoped so. Becoming a woman was fun and there was so much more for them both to experience and discover.

While she pondered the wonderful possibilities ahead, she picked up his phone and switched on the screen. He was predictable with his passcodes. She only had to look at the fingermarks on the screen to work out the numbers. After a few tries, she unlocked it.

She gasped as she saw what he had been doing. Her naughty, playful mood evaporated as she processed the horror of the discovery. Her sweet, precious daddy wasn’t looking at pictures of half-naked young girls as she had expected. He was chatting with a woman on a dating app.

How could this happen? How could he ever consider dating another woman? There were only two women he could love in his life. The first had been her mommy, who had passed. Now she held first place. She was the queen of his affections. He had no right to even consider seeing another woman, let alone dating her.

As Daisy scrolled through their chat history, she realised the situation was even worse than she’d first thought. The woman’s name was Flora. She was very attractive for a mature woman judging by her photos. She had black hair and pale-green eyes, which gave her a dazzling gaze. There was no doubt she looked after her figure well too. She was busty and curvaceous in all the right places, and Daisy could see she had toned arms and legs.

“Flora!” Daisy spat out the word. The fact she had a flower-like name only added insult to injury. How could Winston think of replacing her with this cougar?

Daisy read through their messages. As she absorbed their conversation, she felt sick to her stomach.

Winston: Thanks for a great time last night. I’m looking forward to seeing you again.

Flora: That makes two of us.

“Ugh!” said Daisy, as she looked at Flora’s revolting overuse of kissy emotes. But there was more. Much more. And it was bad.

Winston: Do you want to come over for dinner this weekend? Seeing as things are getting serious, it’d be great if you could meet Daisy, my step-daughter.

Flora: Sounds great. Seven o’clock?

Winston: It’s a date.

Flora: Want me to bring anything?

Winston: Just yourself.

Flora: Oh, I can’t come empty-handed.

Winston: A bottle of wine?

Flora: I was thinking of something more like… the lingerie I wear to bed?

Winston: Oh, that’s much better than a bottle of wine!

Flora: And how about I bring a pair of handcuffs too… Daddy?

Winston: I’ll head to the pharmacy first thing tomorrow to stock up on little blue pills.

Daisy mouthed the words like she wanted to shout them at the heavens. “Lingerie! Handcuffs! Viagra!”

She put down the phone. She couldn’t bear to read anymore. This hussy was coming into her house to have sex with Winston and steal him away. She was even calling him daddy too. The bitch!

Daisy wanted to cry her eyes out. When was Winston planning to tell her that this imminent disaster was about to take place? Moments before it happened, so there was nothing she could do about it? Winston was her daddy. No woman had the right to steal his affections. She would have to help him understand she wasn’t a little girl anymore. And somehow, she would have to deal with Flora.

She fought back the temptation to delete Flora’s photos from his picture gallery, but stopped herself in the nick of time. If she did, he would know she’d been snooping about on his phone. But she couldn’t fight back the tears. They had to come out. If she couldn’t deal with Flora and restore their life to normal, this disaster would destroy her happiness forever.

* * *

Daisy put on a brave face when Winston came home late again. She knew where he’d been. He hadn’t been working late. He had been canoodling with the hussy. What did Flora want with him? It couldn’t be love. They were in love. There was no way he had enough room in his heart to accommodate two women in his life. Perhaps she was a gold-digger, the kind that gets married, gets divorced and takes half. One thing was certain. Flora the hussy was a homewrecker.

She met Winston in the foyer and greeted him with a kiss, rising on her tiptoes to reach his cheek.

“Hey, Daddy. Have you been working late again?”

“Uh… yeah. I’ve got a bit on my plate right now.”

As he took off his jacket to hang it on the coat rack, she noticed a pink mark on his collar. Flora had marked him. It was clearly a statement of intent to claim him.

“Daddy? You have lipstick on your collar,” she said. “Is there something you need to tell me?”

He glanced at his shoulder. “Is there? Must have happened at the dry-cleaners.”

She planted her hands on her hips. “Dry-cleaners remove stains, Daddy. They don’t put them there. Have you been kissing another woman?”

He sighed like he had the weight of the world on his shoulders and mooched into the lounge. He patted the couch, inviting her to sit beside him. She sat down and he put his arm around her shoulders.

“Daisy, I wanted to wait for the right time to tell you. This isn’t it, but it seems I’ll have to tell you anyway. I’ve met someone. Her name is Flora and I think it might be serious. I was afraid you would take it badly, you know, because of your mother.”

She pouted. “But you don’t need another woman, Daddy. You have me.”

“Daisy, it has been some time since your mother passed. I’m ready to move on. I’m not getting any younger and I have needs as a man for companionship and—”

She put her hand on his thigh. “Sex?”

He nodded.

She fluttered her eyelashes. “You have me for love and companionship, Daddy. And about the other thing, well, you only need to ask. I can lend a… helping hand. If you need one.”

He looked at her with nothing but love in his eyes. “Daisy, you have a huge heart and say the sweetest things, but that wouldn’t be right. And I promise nothing will change between us. I will always love you as if you were my own flesh and blood.”

Everything had changed already, even if he couldn’t see it.

Sne sniffled. “I… I…”

She couldn’t bring herself to finish her sentence. She wanted to say, ‘I don’t want to share you with another woman.’ More to the point, she shouldn’t have to share him with another woman.

“Yes?” he said.

“I’ll try to make her feel welcome,” she said, hating each word as it left her mouth.

He smiled. “That’s wonderful. She’s coming over for dinner on Saturday night. You can meet her then. I know you’ll like her. She’s charming, witty and quite girly. So I’m sure you won’t have any trouble making conversation.”

Daisy wanted to add, ‘And she has big tits and can’t wait to get you into the sack,’ but she kept it to herself.

He gave her a squeeze and stood up. It wasn’t the kind of squeeze she wanted though. It was paternal. She would rather have him squeeze her breasts, tease her nipples, and work his way down to the treasure between her thighs. There would only ever be one man for her in her life. And she wanted him to make her woman in every way.

She watched him go to the bathroom. She heard him open the medicine cabinet and rearrange the bottles on the bottom shelf where they stored their medication. As soon as he disappeared upstairs to change into his casual clothes, she went into the bathroom, dreading what she would find.

She already knew what he had put there before she opened the small mirrored door. She found it stashed behind some boxes of aspirin. He’d bought a box of Viagra. Twelve little blue pills to keep him hard for hours, so he could pump Flora’s pussy all Saturday night and into the wee hours of Sunday morning. No doubt they would sleep, wake up and do it all over again. And the fact he had twelve tablets meant he planned to make it a regular event.

Daisy buried her face in her hands. How long would it be before Flora wasn’t a casual visitor? How long would it be before she saw Flora every morning at their kitchen table, sipping coffee and looking radiant after a night of amazing sex?

She knew Winston was an incredible lover. She used to sit outside the bedroom door when he made love to her mother. They didn’t realise how much noise they made when they were having sex. At first, Daisy had thought her mother was in pain with all the strange squeals and long moans. But when she had seen her mother afterwards, her skin had been glowing and she couldn’t wipe the smile from her face for hours.

Winston was no longer her legal guardian now she was an independent woman, but his heart belonged to her and no other woman. He was her birthright, her inheritance. They were destined to be together. She felt certain of it. She had to find out how deep Flora had her claws into him, and soon.

* * *

The following day, she waited for him outside his office at five o’clock. She was wearing dark glasses, a headscarf and a long coat so he wouldn’t recognise her. Once he appeared, she followed him at a safe distance.

Instead of heading to the station to catch his regular train, he headed for the park. Flora was waiting for him on a bench at the entrance. Daisy pretended to look at her phone while she watched them together.

Flora looked ravishing. She wore her hair loose, so it spilled over her shoulders and down her back. Her green eyes sparkled with delight when she saw Winston and she puffed out her magnificent chest. She had undone the top three buttons of her blouse, so he had a splendid view of the deep valley between her breasts.

“Bitch!” said Daisy under her breath.

Flora was clearly an expert at seduction. She still had the looks to enchant a man and the experience to claim his affections. Daisy wondered how many men she’d wrapped around her little finger throughout her life. It was also clear from the look on Winston’s face that he was well on track to becoming another notch in her belt. He looked giddy with lust.

They kissed and exchanged greetings. Then they linked fingers and took a slow walk through the park, circling the duck pond as they talked. Daisy followed. She wished she could get close enough to eavesdrop on their conversation, but their body language told her enough. They both had the hesitant shyness of lovers yet to consummate their relationship. That would happen tomorrow night if Daisy didn’t act quickly to end this vixen’s claim on her daddy.

Eventually, they came full circle and stopped in the shade of an old oak tree. Flora pulled Winston into the shadows beyond the sight of other people strolling about the park. Daisy had to slip off the path and circle around so she could see what they were doing.

She ducked behind a fountain, peeked around the side and gasped. Flora was nibbling his ear as she built up his anticipation for a passionate kiss. She looked like a vampire drinking from his neck. This, no doubt, was how he had got her lipstick on his collar. He had his hands on her hips, caressing her waist like he was eager to raise them higher to touch her breasts.

Flora drew his mouth to hers and they locked lips. Daisy fought back the desire to interrupt their early evening tryst. As much as it hurt to see this harlot seducing Winston, it would do her no favours if he discovered she had been spying on him.

Then, like Flora knew Daisy was watching, she made her suffer. She put her hand on his cock as they kissed and gripped his balls with the other. She squeezed his balls and rubbed him with sensuous strokes through his pants. She worked him up, getting him more excited and eager with each passing moment. Winston shook with the intensity of her grip and playful caresses. It was like Flora already had control of his libido. She toyed with him, making him desperate to cum, but she never took him far enough to achieve his release.

When Flora seemed satisfied she’d done enough, she gently pushed him away. Daisy couldn’t read lips, but what Flora said as they parted ways was unmistakable.

See you tomorrow night… Daddy.

Daisy balled her fist. She wanted to grab Flora, hold her against the tree and punch the breath from her body. She bit her knuckle instead, wondering how the hell she could stop Flora from making Winston a slave to her pussy. Watching him look at Flora with puppy dog eyes as she walked away made Daisy want to burst into tears. She needed comfort, but she couldn’t get it from him. Not at this moment and not when he got home either. It was too close, too raw. Flora had already driven a wedge between them, loosening the bond against Daisy’s will.

She fled the park, not knowing where to go or what to do. She wandered for some time, wrestling with the problem. It seemed impossible to solve. Eventually, she found herself wandering through the suburbs surrounding the park. Her friend Charley lived nearby. Charley was a very pretty brunette with lovely tits, but had nothing between the ears. But she was a good listener.

Daisy texted her to see if she was home. Charley replied and told her to come over.

“Hey, doll,” said Charley, as she let Daisy into her apartment. “What’s up?”

Daisy didn’t know if she could talk about it. Every time she blinked, she could see the image of Flora fondling Winston’s cock burned into the back of her eyelids.

“Oh, I just needed to get out of the house.”

Charley narrowed her big brown eyes. “Boy problems?”

Daisy sighed. Perhaps Charley wasn’t clueless after all. And she was the sweetest girl Daisy knew from college, even if she opened her legs for any boy that came along. They sat in Charley’s small lounge on opposite couches.

“Yeah. What would you do if you really wanted a guy, but you knew he was seeing someone else?” said Daisy.

“Oh, that’s easy,” said Charley. “I’d show him my tits. Guys always want to sleep with me when I show them my tits. Guys are so dumb.”

Daisy noticed Charley was absentmindedly rubbing her stomach. “Charley, are you pregnant again?”

Charley giggled. “Yeah.”

“You should make boys wear a condom,” said Daisy, not wanting to chide her too much. She’d lost count of how many times Charley had become pregnant now. It was the reason she had such lovely big tits, as her milk production was in full swing. They were ripe and bursting full of cream. No wonder so many boys wanted to screw her.

“I know,” said Charley. “But I really love it when a guy gets me knocked up. It makes me cum really hard when I know he’s pounding a baby into me.”

“Who’s the father?”

Charley thought about it for a moment. “I’m not sure. I think I’ve narrowed it down to one of fifteen guys.”

“Fifteen?!” said Daisy. She felt like her eyes were going to pop out of her head.

Charley shrugged. “It could be sixteen. I’m not really sure. Oh, and I haven’t included Shane, Justin or Paul. They definitely weren’t wearing condoms either. But they were all on the same night, one after the other, so I haven’t counted them.”

Daisy sighed. Charley was a lost cause. “When did you find out?”

“This morning. I use a pregnancy tester every morning. My chemist loves me. He says I’m his best customer. It gets really expensive though, so I let him have a go on me every week too. Then he gives me a bunch of testers and morning-after pills for free.”

Daisy had always assumed Charley loved having sex. She didn’t know she was actually addicted to getting knocked up. She was about to tell her it probably wasn’t good for her in the long run, but that conversation could wait. Charley had given her an idea.

“Charley, you’re a genius,” she said.

Charley frowned. “I am?”

Daisy nodded. “Yes, darling, you are indeed.”

* * *

Before Flora was due to arrive, Daisy checked the medicine cabinet. As expected, Winston had taken one of his twelve little blue pills. According to the directions on the packet, he would be rock hard and raring to go in a few hours. She prepared two pills of her own, which she planned to use later in the evening.

Flora was fashionably late, making Winston wait an extra half hour before she arrived. Daisy clenched her jaw. While she hoped Flora had suddenly developed cold feet, she knew it was too good to be true.

Flora was a professional seductress. She was making him wait to get him so stirred up and eager for sex, he would agree to whatever demands she made of him. When she finally let him feel the clench of her pussy around his cock, Daisy would lose him forever.

Daisy forced herself to smile as Winston introduced Flora. What she really wanted to do was tape her mouth shut, put a peg on her nose and watch her turn blue in the face.

Flora’s intentions for the evening were very clear. She was wearing a short black evening dress that would make Winston’s blood boil. The short skirt showed off her toned legs and the plunging neckline gave everyone a tantalising view of her large, heavy breasts. Daisy hated to admit it, but Flora was sexy as hell.

“It’s nice to meet you, Flora,” said Daisy. She felt pleased with herself that she’d said it like she meant it.

“You too, Daisy. Winston has told me so much about you.”

Flora smiled so sweetly, Daisy wanted to stick her fingers down her throat. She focused on Flora’s voice instead. It was high-pitched and girly, like her own. It only had a subtle, husky edge from age. She would have to pay attention to her manner of speech for her plan to work.

Daisy ushered them all over to the lounge suite where she had prepared wine and canapes. She sat beside Winston on the couch, forcing Flora to sit on the couch opposite. Daisy poured them all a glass of wine, then sat back and took Winston’s hand. She wanted to send Flora a clear message from the start. She wouldn’t let him go without one hell of a fight. She watched Flora’s eyes as they held hands. Flora understood it was a declaration of war.

“So, Flora, what do you do for work?” said Daisy.

Flora sipped her wine and suppressed a small, snorting laugh. She arched her back, thrusting out her magnificent chest and crossed her legs. The fight was on, and poor Winston was caught in the crossfire.

“I manage a beauty salon. Hair, make-up, nails… waxing… any treatment that makes a woman look great. How about you, dear?”

Daisy’s toes curled at Flora’s patronising tone. Her pregnant pause before ‘waxing’ wasn’t lost on Winston either. Daisy could see it on his face. He was desperate to see her pretty, bald pussy and feel it clenching his cock.

“Oh, I’m still at college. Have you been married before, Flora?”

Winston squeezed her hand. “Er, Daisy, Flora probably doesn’t want to talk about her past relationships.”

“Why? They’re important,” said Daisy.

Flora winked at Winston. “It’s okay, darling. This is fun. I feel like I’m eighteen again, being grilled by the parents of my new boyfriend, checking to see if I’m suitable for their son.” She smiled sweetly at Daisy, which made her stomach churn. “I’ve been married twice. They were both liars and cheats. You’ll learn about men soon enough, Daisy. The good ones are a rare find. So, I feel blessed to have found Winston. Like they say, third time’s the charm.”

Daisy could feel the bile rising in her stomach. Flora was already referring to Winston like they were a couple. And Daisy already knew that when you found Mr Right, you should never let him go. He was right beside her, trying to hide his chemically assisted erection.

Winston tried to pull his hand free, so she gripped it tighter. She knew he was uncomfortable. Seated in the lounge, there was no place to hide the action happening in his pants. For the sake of his dignity, she moved proceedings to the dining room.

Dinner was a game of cat and mouse. Every time Daisy was distracted for any reason, she caught them making eyes at each other, or saw Flora playing footsie with Winston under the table. She used every opportunity to seduce him, licking her spoon in suggestive ways, or stroking the stem of her wineglass like she was warming up for his cock. Daisy forced down her disgust and made sure she kept both their wine glasses topped up.

After dessert, Winston let out a yawn. “I’m about ready for bed,” he said, carefully manoeuvring out of his chair. “Flora?”

Daisy cut in before she could respond. “I want to talk to her for a bit longer, Daddy. Girl stuff. She’ll be along soon.”

Flora shrugged. She was trying to look nonchalant, but she had a mischievous twinkle in her eyes. “It’s okay, Winston. I need to get changed anyway. And a girl should do that in private the first time. Don’t fall asleep while you wait.”

“Well, don’t keep me waiting,” he said, making a break for the door.

Daisy intercepted him. She grabbed him before he could dash upstairs, rose on her tiptoes and flung her arms around him. “Goodnight, Daddy. I love you so much,” she said, planting a smooch on his cheek. His cock pressed into her stomach. He was hard as hell. It made her pussy tingle with excitement, so she held onto him for as long as she could, enjoying the feeling of it.

He broke free and escaped upstairs. Daisy turned about to see Flora watching her closely. She could see her mind ticking over, deciding whether she wanted to confront her. Daisy had left her in no doubt that she held the primary claim to Winston’s affections.

“He’s a wonderful man,” said Flora, following Daisy into the lounge. She sat down and crossed her legs. Daisy realised she was happy to make Winston wait. By the time she came to his room, his cock would be aching with the need to cum. Flora was orchestrating the first time they had sex together to perfection. He would be so desperate to cum, she would give him blessed relief, and claim his cock as her own.

“More wine?” said Daisy.

“No thank you, darling. I’d like a cup of coffee though. I’m a little sleepy too, but I’m not quite ready for bed yet.” Flora shot her a knowing smile, so she knew exactly what Flora intended to do before she went to sleep.

Daisy slipped into the kitchen and put the kettle on to boil. When she came back, Flora was looking through her overnight bag. Winston’s pill had taken full effect, so when were the pills she’d slipped into Flora’s wine going to kick in too?

Daisy had a terrifying thought. If the dose wasn’t strong enough, the only way she could prevent Flora from claiming Winston was to tie her up. And she needed the handcuffs in Flora’s bag for Winston. Did Flora even have handcuffs in her overnight bag? Flora’s plan was flawless. Her plan relied too much on luck.

She chewed a fingernail. With every passing second, Flora moved closer to stealing Winston away from her forever, while her plan was spiralling out of control. She made the only move she had left. Flora might be a hussy, but she was still a woman, and could have her maternal instincts evoked.

“Flora? Can I ask you a personal question?”

Flora cocked an eyebrow. “You haven’t asked for permission all night, so you might as well go ahead.”

Daisy sat down beside her, clasping her hands on her lap. “You know how I haven’t had a mother around for many years now…” She watched Flora’s face soften in sympathy. “Well, I wanted to know what it feels like to get pregnant.”

“Oh, darling. I’d love to tell you I knew. Many men, including my ex-husbands, have tried to get me knocked up, but I wouldn’t let it happen unless I felt it was right. You’ll learn, Daisy. Men like to mark you with their seed. It makes them feel powerful to know they can make you pregnant, like they have claimed you from all other men. If you’re smart, you’ll learn how to tame the man you desire and take control in the bedroom. They’re all little boys at heart, craving a mistress who tells them what to do.”

Daisy gave her a longing sigh, as if she couldn’t imagine how to achieve such a feat. “How do you do that, Flora?”

Flora covered her mouth as she yawned. “Oh, excuse me, darling. I don’t know what has come over me. Well, if you’ll pardon me for being blunt, you have to take ownership of a man’s libido. It’s like training a wild animal. You have to teach him he’s not allowed to cum unless you permit it.” She stifled another yawn. “Oh my! Any chance the coffee is ready? I’ve got some training of my own to do.”

When Daisy returned with the coffee, Flora was fast asleep on the couch. The two sleeping pills she’d dissolved into Flora’s wine had finally taken effect. Daisy’s heart raced. She had to work quickly to end the hussy’s claim on Winston. At this moment, he would be aching for her arrival.

Daisy emptied Flora’s overnight bag and was relieved to find a pair of shiny handcuffs amongst the sexy black negligee. She changed out of her dress and into Flora’s sheer babydoll nightdress. While her breasts weren’t as large, they were perky and plump, and filled out the cups well enough to make any man eager to put his hands on them. Poor Winston wouldn’t see them though, or get the chance to touch them either.

She went upstairs with the handcuffs and collected the blindfold she had made from her room. Then she went to the master bedroom, where the light was still on. She pushed the door open far enough to reach through with the blindfold. Her heart thumped in her chest. It was the moment of truth.

“Oh, Winston?” she said, speaking from the back of her throat to get the same huskiness as Flora. “Are you ready for bed, darling?” She heard him approach the door. “Strip naked, lie on the bed and put this on.”

He plucked the blindfold from her fingers, and she quickly withdrew her hand. “A blindfold? But Flora, I want to look at you.”

“I’m always shy the first time,” she replied. “Do it for me and I promise I’ll let you see everything come morning.” Daisy bit her lip. Even though he believed she was Flora, she wouldn’t tell him any lies.

“Well, as long as it’s only once,” he said.

She waited until he said he was ready, then peeked around the door. He had done as she had asked and was prone on the bed, blindfolded, with his huge cock saluting the heavens. Daisy swallowed at the sight of it. How could she fit such a big cock inside her? But she had no choice. She had to get it inside her and make him cum.

She crossed the carpet to the bed, took his hands and cuffed him to the headboard.

“I thought I was going to put those on you,” he said, with a chuckle.

“Thought, or hoped?” she replied, leaning in to kiss him on the lips for the first time.

He opened his mouth as he felt the brush of her lips. He tasted wonderful, sweet and slightly bitter, like dark chocolate. As she slipped her tongue into his mouth to taste him fully, she stroked his cock with her fingertips as Flora had done at the park. It twitched in response and his kisses became more eager and forceful.

“You taste so sweet,” he said, his voice ragged with lust.

“I bet you’d like my sweet lips somewhere else,” she said, kissing him softly down his neck, over his powerful chest, down his stomach to his cock. She wanted to taste every part of him.

Taking the head of his cock in her mouth, she licked and sucked it like the hundreds of lollipops she’d used for practice. It wasn’t sweet, but it still tasted delicious. She savoured the salty flavour while he groaned with pleasure. She took his balls on her palm and gently squeezed them while she pleasured his cock with her hot mouth. When she tasted droplets of salty pre-cum, she realised he was close. As much as she wanted to suck all the cum from his balls, she needed it all deep in her pussy.

She climbed onto the bed and straddled him between her thighs, bringing the head of his cock to the entrance of her sex. She was dripping wet, but it felt like she was trying to push a freight train inside herself.

“Damn, Flora, you’re as tight as a virgin!” he said, his voice hoarse with lust.

She tried not to cry out as she pushed down on him, breaking her hymen on his thick cock. It hurt and she let out a whimper, hoping it didn’t sound like she was in pain.

“Are you okay?” he said.

“Yes, Daddy,” she whispered. “You’re very big. It might take a moment for my pussy to get used to having you inside.”

“You feel amazing!” he said. “Have you always been this tight? I can feel you gripping me like a fist.”

Once she had him deep inside her, the pain became pleasure. She felt like she was being stretched wide open from the inside by a hot, throbbing steel bar. She planted her hands on his broad chest and rolled her hips, grinding her pussy on his cock. It felt better than she had imagined, like her pussy and his cock were made for each other.

She longed to change positions and have him on top. She wanted her ankles around his neck, so he could drive his cock in so deep she could feel it tenderising her cervix, opening her up to receive his cum.

“Cum for me, Daddy,” she said, hearing the aching need in her voice for her own orgasm.

He grunted and bucked beneath her as she felt the hot explosion of his cum. There was so much of it, jet after jet filling her womb.

“That’s it! Pump a baby into me, Daddy,” she groaned as she felt the hot juices of her orgasm running down her thighs. She understood what Charley loved so much about getting knocked up. There was no thought about the consequences of the act, only the pure joy of feeling her unprotected pussy getting filled with hot spunk.

“Oh damn, that was amazing!” he said breathlessly.

“Don’t stop, Daddy. I want you to cum inside me again. I know you can.”

She rode him hard and fast now she’d adjusted to his size and found her rhythm. The little blue pill stopped him from going soft, letting her ride him with wild abandon. It was perfect, making her wish they could be trapped in the moment forever. She reached behind her back and grabbed his balls, urging him to release his cum inside her again. She wanted him to fill her with so much cum, it would drip out of her for days.

“That’s it! Pound a baby into my womb, Daddy!” she cried out as she came again.

The hot flush of her orgasm and the tight clench of her pussy set him off again. She wallowed in the joy of feeling him pump her full of cum her again. But she wasn’t content to stop until he was completely spent. She rode him until he filled her for a third time. Only then, he finally softened.

She removed the handcuffs and quickly turned off the bedside light before he could slip off the blindfold. She urged him to roll over onto his side so she could spoon against him from behind.

“Damn, Flora,” he whispered in the dark. “This is going to sound like a line, but I mean every word of it. You blew my mind. That was some of the best sex of my life.”

She wrapped her arm around him. “It was for me too, Daddy.”

“All that kinky stuff about getting you pregnant was wild. You said it like you meant it.”

“I did mean it, Daddy.”

He chuckled softly. “Getting you knocked up would be a miracle after getting your tubes tied, but if it turns you on, I’m willing to try to get you pregnant again.”

“I’d like that, Daddy.”

She waited until his breathing became slow and deep before she slipped out of bed and went to her own room. She put a spare pillow in the middle of the bed to prop up her hips, wanting to keep his cum inside her for as long as possible.

Charley was right. Getting knocked up felt amazing, whether or not she actually fell pregnant. That didn’t matter though, because that result was already in the bag.

* * *

Daisy rose early the next morning to make breakfast for two. Flora was still snoring softly on the couch, so she didn’t bother to wake her up. She sat in the lounge and waited for Winston to emerge.

He came downstairs with a skip in his step. “Good morning, Daisy,” he said, with a big smile.

“Morning, Daddy,” she said.

She waited for him to see Flora. He stopped dead in his tracks when he saw she was asleep on the couch, still wearing her dress from the night before.

Daisy stood up and approached him, holding out a pregnancy tester. “Although, I’ll have to call you ‘Daddy’ for a different reason now.”

She handed it to him. He looked at it like a man hopelessly lost. It clearly had two vertical red lines showing a positive result. He looked at her and she smiled, even though the tester wasn’t hers. She’d taken the one Charley had used yesterday. There was no way she could get a positive result so fast, but Winston didn’t need to know that. All he needed to know was whose pussy he had actually filled with cum last night.

He looked at her wide-eyed as he pieced the mystery together.

“Now I’m knocked up, there’s no room for Flora in our family. Wake her and tell her to leave.”

Daisy gave him a quick kiss on the lips and went upstairs, leaving him to have the awkward conversation with Flora. She had work to do. She wanted to rearrange the master bedroom and make it more feminine, especially now Winston knew they would share it every night from now on.


Ejaculation Management

Bea got home from college with her friend, Katy. They had been study buddies for a month now. Katy was cute and fun to be around too. As Bea opened the front door, she quickly closed it again before Katy could see inside.

“Hang on a moment, babe,” said Bea.

She opened the door again wide enough to slip inside and pressed it closed behind her. Her daddy was standing in the lounge. He wasn’t wearing any pants. He wasn’t wearing any boxers or briefs either.

“Daddy! What are you doing?!” hissed Bea.

Her daddy was a handsome man with dark hair and distinguished white temples. He would have been a heartthrob in his youth, as he was still in fine shape. But he had a problem with wearing pants… and underwear of any kind around the house.

It was like he turned into a different person when he got home from work. He was a corporate responsibility manager for a large firm. That meant he was responsible for protecting their public image within the community. But as soon as he walked through the door, it was pants off and cock out.

She imagined he enjoyed being half-naked because he was proud of his big cock and manly balls. They were a splendid size, much bigger than any of the boys at college, of the few she had seen so far.

He was stroking himself as he watched television and immediately stopped once he realised she was there.

“Hey, baby girl,” he said, as if it were the most innocent activity in the world.

“Daddy, you can’t go wandering around the house with your thing hanging out,” said Bea. “I’m eighteen now and it isn’t right for me to see you… naked from the waist down.” She wanted to add ‘and playing with yourself,’ but decided to spare him his dignity given Katy was waiting outside. The last thing she wanted was a scene.

“Is everything okay?” came Katy’s muffled voice.

“Just a minute, babe!” Bea called over her shoulder. She turned back to her daddy. “I’ve got Katy waiting outside. We’re studying. I can’t bring her inside if you’re… like that.”

Her daddy shrugged. “I’ll go put on some pants.”

Bea waited for him to go upstairs to his room. Once the coast was clear, she ushered Katy inside and whisked her up to her bedroom. She got Katy comfortable on the bed with her laptop, then snuck out to get them some sparkling water and snacks. There was no sign of her daddy, but she didn’t wait around to find out if he’d actually put on some pants.

She returned to her room and chatted with Katy while they studied. Katy lay face down at the end of the bed, and she sat tucked up against her pillows.

After a few minutes, Bea heard wet slapping sounds coming from beyond her bedroom door. It didn’t take her long to figure out what was happening. Given the way Katy was lying on the bed, with her short skirt ridden up, the round cheeks of her cute bottom would be visible from the keyhole in the bedroom door.

Bea swallowed. She was wearing a short skirt too, so from that angle, anyone could see her panties too. She stood up, picked up her handbag and hung it over the door handle to block the view for their peeping tom. Katy watched her with her big blue eyes.

They made quite a pair. Katy was blond and developing lovely curves. She was a brunette with a lithe, nubile figure. As they were both wearing tight tops and short skirts, they would get any man’s libido worked up. But her daddy? It wasn’t right for him to lust over young girls, let alone jerk off outside her room while he tried to catch glimpses up their skirts to see their panties.

“What’s that weird noise?” said Katy.

Bea heard the wet slapping sounds stop as soon as she covered the keyhole. “Oh, we have an old house. It’s probably an issue with the plumbing. I’ll talk to my daddy about getting it fixed.”

She was definitely going to have serious words with her daddy about getting his plumbing fixed. Why couldn’t he find a nice woman like other men? And more importantly, a nice woman his own age. Since she’d become a woman, it seemed like he was becoming more of a dirty pervert with each day that passed. As the woman of the house, she supposed it would fall to her to take action if the situation didn’t improve. But what could she do about it?

When she had finished studying with Katy, she checked the corridor and lounge before she let Katy out of her room. To her relief, her daddy was nowhere to be seen. She got Katy out the front door feeling like she was smuggling a refugee out of a war zone. She supposed it was a war of sorts, a war with his overactive, uninhibited libido.

Then she went looking for her daddy. She found him in the laundry. He was still without his pants, but he was handling a different item of clothing. It was a pair of her panties, a dirty pair from the washing basket. He had them pressed to his nose while he jerked himself off.

She knew her dirty panties smelled lovely. She liked to sniff them too, especially if she’d become aroused and given herself a damp pair. They had a sweet, orange-blossom scent that was very sexy. But it wasn’t right for her daddy to sniff them. He was her daddy! He should be out finding himself a girlfriend so he could sniff her dirty panties instead.

She waited for him to finish, which thankfully didn’t take very long. Then she made a lot of noise in the corridor to give him a chance to tidy up before she entered.

“Daddy! Put on some pants! I can’t have you wandering around half-naked when I have my girlfriends over,” she said. “Hurry up! I need to get the washing done.”

To her relief, he’d put the incriminating panties in the machine. She set the wash cycle to heavy duty and let out a long sigh. What on earth was she going to do with him? It was like living with a teenage boy who had discovered his penis felt good if he rubbed it the right way.

She finished her chores and made dinner. After eating, she unwound on the couch and watched television before going to bed. The day had been exhausting, especially since her daddy’s libido was spiralling out of control.

Without realising how tired she was, she dozed off on the couch. She woke up in the middle of the night, right in the middle of a delightful dream about getting her pussy licked. As her eyes adjusted to the darkness, she realised the hot breath on her inner thighs wasn’t part of the dream. She’d gone to sleep on her back with her legs spread. A man had his head poised between them.

Without making a noise, she shifted her head to see what was happening. It was her daddy. He was kneeling on the floor with his head as close to her panties as he dared, so he could smell her pussy, which was no doubt sweet and musky from her arousal. Although he was being very quiet about it, he was also playing with himself again.

While she knew he would never lay a finger on her, this had to stop. She couldn’t have her daddy behaving like a dirty pervert for a minute longer. He was an important man with responsibilities. If his employer ever found out what he did in his private time, there would be serious trouble. Thinking about that scenario gave her an idea.

She yawned and rubbed her eyes, giving him time to make himself respectable before she sat up. She heard him quickly get into an armchair. As she switched on the lights, she saw he was pretending to be asleep. She gave him a nudge.

“Go to bed, Daddy. You’ve got work tomorrow,” she said.

They both went to their respective bedrooms. As she climbed into bed, a plan formed in her mind. She would need to skip classes to get what she needed to make it work, but it would be worthwhile if she could get the problem with her daddy’s libido fixed for good.

* * *

Bea awoke feeling much better about life. She put on her dressing gown and went downstairs to make breakfast. Her daddy appeared soon after. He looked very dashing in his black suit. He was wearing a white shirt with a bright-blue silk tie. Her heart fluttered to see him this way, looking like an upstanding and very eligible bachelor. How on earth did he change from this vision of masculinity into a dirty pervert who sniffed her panties while he jerked off?

“Morning, Daddy. You look very handsome today,” she said, serving him toast and coffee.

“Thanks, baby girl. I slept like a log.”

She was sure he did, after he’d indulged his olfactory senses between her thighs the previous night. She packed him off to work so she could get busy putting her plan into action.

The first step was to give herself a very naughty fingering, so she went back to her room and retrieved her white satin panties from her lingerie drawer. They weren’t much more than two waistbands connected to a tiny triangle of silky fabric. There was nothing quite like the touch of satin on sensitive skin. They felt wonderful against the bare mound of her clean-shaven pussy. They were her favourite panties to wear when she wanted to masturbate.

She slipped them on, lay on her bed and parted her legs. Normally, she caressed herself for a while, enjoying the sensual touch of the fabric as she rubbed her tiny pussy lips. Then she would pull them aside to get busy with her fingertip, rubbing the hard nubbin at the entrance to her sex. Ten minutes rubbing her pleasure button was usually enough to make her cum several times.

This time, she rubbed herself through the panties. She took a shuddering breath as she found her clitoris through the fabric. It felt good, adding more friction, sending jolts of pleasure through her pussy and making her clench inside. She used her other hand to push the fabric as far as she could inside herself. She wanted them soaked through with her sweet cum.

In minutes, she was panting and bucking her hips. What she had planned for her panties was very exciting. She could feel her juices dripping through the fabric, but she needed more. She slipped them off and rolled them into a tight ball. If she wanted them drenched through with her juices, she would have to play out the favourite fantasy she called ‘where has Bea hidden her panties’?

Pushing her panties into her tight pussy felt like the naughtiest thing she’d ever done. Once they were inside her, waistbands and all, she rubbed her clitoris to turn up the heat. In seconds, she was shuddering and moaning as the hot wave of her orgasm surged through her body.

“Oh, Daddy,” she moaned. “I hope you enjoy this lovely gift I’m making for you.”

In the afterglow of her orgasm, she pulled her panties from her pussy. They were, as intended, soaked through with her cum. She put them to her nose. They were sweet and delicious, the perfect bait to ensure he emptied his balls before she got home in the evening. She went downstairs and put them on the side of the laundry counter where he couldn’t miss seeing them.

She didn’t like skipping classes at college, but it would be worthwhile if she could get her daddy back on track. Buying the equipment she needed to set him straight turned out to be an overwhelming experience. It took her to shops she’d never dreamed of visiting before.

It opened her eyes to the possibilities that existed with human sexuality, both naughty and nice. She discovered there was much more to it than playing hide the sausage with a lover. And while it shocked her, it was also exciting, making her pussy tingle with desire for these new, forbidden possibilities.

She got home later in the evening and saw his car parked in the driveway. She put her hand on the bonnet. It was cold, which meant he’d been home long enough to relieve his balls with her panties pressed to his nose.

The laundry was her first stop as she went inside. As expected, her panties weren’t on the counter anymore. While it made her cringe to imagine what he’d done with them, it also pleased her too. He wouldn’t enjoy the change once she’d put her plan into place.

She met him on the stairs as she was on her way up.

“Hey, Daddy,” she said, pausing to give him a kiss on the cheek.

He had the radiant glow of a person who has had a satisfying orgasm, so she felt sure he’d done his business. Who would’ve thought she would grow up to find out her handsome, sweet daddy was such a dirty pervert?

After she’d freshened up, she went back downstairs to make dinner. She also whipped up a batch of fresh homemade lemonade using plenty of juicy, ripe lemons for extra flavour. She made his favourite meal, a roasted chicken with sides and plenty of gravy. In some ways, it felt like she was cooking his last meal, like a final farewell before sending him on a long journey.

He ate his meal with gusto and lavished her with praise for the special attention. She wondered if some of that praise was for leaving him a pair of cum-soaked panties.

“Make sure you finish your lemonade, Daddy. I made it specially.”

He raised his glass in a toast. “Here’s to my baby girl, the prettiest in all the world.”

She felt her cheeks grow hot. “Oh, Daddy. Now you’re just being silly.”

They cleaned up together and went to the lounge to watch television. When her daddy yawned much earlier than usual, she felt happy about how much lemonade she’d managed to get him to drink. It was hard to feed people sleeping pills without their knowledge, as they tasted bitter when crushed into powder. The lemonade disguised the flavour well.

“I think I’m going to head to bed,” he said, with eyelids already drooping.

“Let me help you upstairs, Daddy,” she said, bracing him on her shoulder.

The last thing she needed was for him to have a fall and to wind up in hospital. She helped him into bed, made sure he was comfortable and turned off the light. Then she went back downstairs to check the dosage of sleeping pills. He’d taken just the right amount to keep him asleep all night, but she waited for an hour to make sure he was in a deep sleep.

Once she felt confident he wouldn’t wake up when she went into his room, she gathered what she needed and got ready for bed. She slipped into his room, found her way to the bedside table and turned on the light. He stirred and let out a soft moan, but remained asleep. She lowered the light so there was just enough for her to see, but not enough to wake him.

Then she carefully peeled back the sheets from his naked body. His offending cock was thankfully limp, the main reason she had wanted him to drain his balls before she got home. If he had a raging boner in his sleep, putting her plan into action would be impossible.

She prepared the device that had been unexpectedly exciting to buy. She’d never visited a sex shop before, let alone a shop that sold bondage gear and chastity devices. Thankfully, the attendants at such premises didn’t ask questions.

Fitting the metal cage to his cock and balls was easier than she’d expected. It was only a matter of feeding his cock into the metal sleeve and fitting the ring underneath his balls. Once she’d clipped it into place and turned the key, he was all locked away.

Seeing him in a chastity cage gave her an unexpected thrill. She was now in charge of his manhood. She hadn’t considered it until now, but owning a man’s ability to cum felt incredibly arousing as a woman. She wondered if that was what people meant about a woman keeping a man’s balls in her purse. Women didn’t mean it literally… did they?

Regardless, she had the only key. If he ever wanted to cum again, he would have to convince her to let him out. That wouldn’t happen until she was happy he could behave better.

In that moment, she felt torn between the little girl who loved her daddy without question and the woman blossoming into maturity. At the same time, she was discovering her power to tame a man’s sex drive. And she liked the way taming him made her pussy ache with her own need to cum.

She crawled into bed beside him and snuggled in with her arm over his chest. He was muscular and warm. The girl inside her enjoyed snuggling against her daddy, feeling safe and protected while she was in his care. The woman inside her liked the feeling of his manly body and the way it excited her sexually.

But he was still her daddy, and all his urges were dirty and wrong. He had to wear the cage until he could get his libido under control. But she decided there was nothing wrong with enjoying the moment of being his baby girl and the owner of his manhood for one night. With those happy thoughts, she fell asleep, spooned against his body.

* * *

Bea slept like a baby and woke up feeling like a new woman. Her daddy was still asleep beside her, snoring softly. She had a quick peek under the sheets and saw the pretty metal cage clamped to his cock and balls. The thrill of locking him in chastity hadn’t worn off. Seeing it now, in the crisp morning light, made it look more exciting than ever. Who knew women could have such control over men?

She felt her daddy stir. He opened his eyes as she snuggled close to his warm body.

He tensed up. “Bea? What are you doing in my bed?” he said.

“Having a lovely cuddle with my daddy,” she said. “Honestly, Daddy, isn’t it obvious?”

He relaxed, wrapped his arm around her shoulders and pulled her close to plant a kiss on the top of the head. “You haven’t climbed into my bed since you were a little girl,” he said. “But I’m not complain—”

He stopped mid-sentence and reached between his legs with his free hand. His eyes widened and he ripped the sheets from the bed. His eyes widened even further when he saw the cage. They looked like they were about to pop out of his head.

“Bea? What the fu—”

“Don’t swear in front of me, Daddy,” she said. “You know I don’t like it.”

He let out a slow breath to keep his temper in check. “Bea? What’s that thing doing on my cock?”

She gave him a big smooch on the cheek. “It’s your brand new chastity cage, Daddy. Do you like it? I think it’s very pretty. It looks great on you too.”

“No. I do not like it. Take it off. Immediately.”

She gave it a quick pull to make sure it was still clamped to his cock and balls with no chance of coming off without the key. He winced. She took that as a good sign. It was nice and tight.

“No, Daddy. I’m keeping you locked up until you can prove you’re not a dirty old pervert. There will be no more jerking off or having fantasies about your daughter or her girlfriends. I know you do, so don’t lie to me about it.”

His eyes looked this way and that like a cornered animal. “B—b—but I keep finding your panties lying about. I was curious. And it has been a long time since your mother was around. What’s a man to do?”

“Put them in the washing machine, not under your nose. You shouldn’t be doing that, Daddy. I’m your daughter. It’s not right. Plus, I know you perv through the keyhole when Katy comes over to study. I know you’ve been trying to look up our skirts to see our panties.”

He sighed like he was carrying a great burden. “Once you’ve seen something that excites you, you can’t unsee it. I may be your father, but I’m still a man. It’s torture seeing beautiful young girls flaunting their bodies without a thought about what it does to a man.” He sat up and pulled at the cage. “I know it’s wrong, but you can’t keep me in chastity. I have needs!”

“Don’t try to take it off, Daddy. If you do, I’ll go back to the shop and buy the one with spikes inside the cage. And I’ll also tell your boss what you get up to in your free time, when you’re not being a corporate responsibility manager.”

He swallowed like he was forcing down tears, seeming to accept his fate at last. “How long do I have to wear it?”

“Until I’m satisfied you’re properly reformed. Let’s start with a month. If you can behave, I’ll let you go without it for a day.”

“A month?!” He pulled himself out of bed, swearing under his breath. “I’d better get ready for work.”

Bea lay back on his bed while he had a shower. She could see him washing in the reflection of the ensuite mirror. He looked very sexy with his chastity cage on. Given it was so tight, he would get a very sore cock if he got an erection, but that was the purpose of the device.

It was thrilling to lock a man away. After a few days, if his cock wasn’t sore, it would be aching to cum. And the longer she left him locked up, the worse it would get. Thinking about how desperate he would get to relieve his swelling balls made her pussy clench. But it wasn’t the time or place to masturbate with him only a few feet away.

She got up and went downstairs to fix them both breakfast. She didn’t bother to put on her dressing gown. What did it matter if he saw her in her skimpy nightdress? If anything, it was a good opportunity to help him understand the consequences of his taboo fetish.

He appeared a few minutes later, looking very handsome in his navy pinstripe suit. As he sat down, there was a clack as his chastity cage knocked against the side of the table. He growled at the back of his throat.

She served him coffee and toast, and they ate together in silence. She couldn’t stop smiling. She had a warm tingle in her pussy as she thought about the cage clamped to his cock. It would be hard to wipe the smile off her face all day.

After she’d packed him off to work, she got dressed and went to college. Throughout the day, she daydreamed about locking up cocks. There were so many handsome young college boys strutting about the campus. And they loved their cocks so much. They loved to make them cum. It would be so naughty to lock up all their cocks. Her pussy grew hotter and wetter the more she thought about it. She wanted to lock up as many cocks as she could, leaving men desperate to cum and totally unable to do so.

By the time she got home, it was all she could think about. She was so aroused, she couldn’t hold back her need to masturbate. She went straight to her room and lay on the bed, pulling her panties aside so she could give herself a good fingering.

If locking up her daddy was this exciting, she fully intended to lock up her husband if she ever got married. It would be her wedding gift to him. They could have sex and then she would lock up his cock in a tight metal cage. Then he wouldn’t be able to cheat on her. And he wouldn’t be able to jerk himself off either. The only sex he would ever have would be on her terms, if she chose to let him out of his cage.

Her pussy was dripping wet with the daydream, but she realised she found the reality much more exciting. Her daddy was probably desperate to get out of his cage. His big cock was probably already sore. She wanted to see him in it as soon as she could.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she moaned as she orgasmed.

Locking up her daddy was the best thing she’d ever done for both their sex lives. It turned her on so much, her orgasm felt incredible. She gushed all over her panties and wet the sheets with her sweet cum. As her orgasm subsided, she lay panting for several minutes in the delicious afterglow.

“Wow!” she said, wondering if she could get a job locking up men’s cocks after college. People were always saying she should get a job doing something she loved. And now she knew she definitely loved locking up cocks.

But did she need to lock up other men? She already had the most important cock in the world locked inside a tight metal cage. Her daddy was different from other men. His cock was special. He had the cock that had made her. Now she owned it, and with it, his ability to cum. This was the most important rite of passage she had ever taken in her life.

Without bothering to clean herself up, she decided to spend the rest of the evening with wet panties, delicately perfumed with her cum. It made her feel sexy, grown up and powerful. She could cum as much as she liked, while her daddy could only hope she wouldn’t leave him in his cage for too long.

When her daddy got home, he looked thoroughly miserable. She gave him a cuddle and a kiss to cheer him up, but it didn’t seem to help.

“How was your day, Daddy?” she said, resisting the urge to squeeze him below the belt to feel the hard, sexy cage clamped to his cock.

“I had a board meeting today. The boardroom table has a glass top. I knocked it with the cage when I sat down. Everyone looked at me.”

Bea remembered the sound of his cage hitting their wood dining table at breakfast. Glass would have been ten times as loud.

“Oh dear. Well, never mind. You’ll get better at avoiding that with practice.”

“And I had to pee in the foyer restrooms. I couldn’t risk anyone from the office seeing me wearing it. But a man came in while I was peeing. I swear he saw it because he kept glancing at me and smirking as he peed.”

“You sit down and relax, Daddy. They’re only teething problems. I know you’ll feel better about wearing it as the days go by.”

She got him a beer and let him unwind while she prepared dinner. She made tasty macaroni cheese. All he needed was a little comfort food to feel better. Plus, she couldn’t let him out of his cage so soon, not when it was doing wonderful things for her own sex life.

After dinner, they watched television, but she couldn’t concentrate on the program. She was much too distracted by the thought of the hard metal cage clamped to his cock. It was making her feel horny again.

She got out of her chair and went over to sit on his lap. She didn’t ask for permission. As the owner of his manhood, she could do whatever she liked. Looping one arm around his neck, she snuggled in for a cuddle, with her thigh pressed to his groin so she could feel the hard lump in his pants.

“What are you doing?” he said, with a small wince.

“Having a lovely cuddle with my daddy,” she said. She dotted his cheek with several kisses and watched his nostrils flare. Now they were close, he was aware of the other perfume she was wearing after her naughty fingering session. After all, he had smelled it on her panties enough times to know the scent anywhere.

She saw him swallow like he had a lump in his throat. No doubt his cock was swelling and the cage was starting to hurt. She dotted more kisses over his face, so he could feel her hot breath on his neck. Pressing herself closer to his body, so her perky breasts were rubbing his chin, she returned to watching television.

“Um… you should go back to your chair,” he said.

“But why, Daddy? Isn’t this nice? We haven’t had cuddles and special kisses for ages. And I’m a girl who needs lots of love from my daddy,” she replied.

She kissed him again, coming dangerously close to his mouth. It was fun to tease him this way, knowing it would make his poor cock very sore in its tight metal cage. It was making her wet again too, so there was no way she was getting off his knee anytime soon.

Eventually, he complained that he felt tired and wanted to go to bed. He picked her up and set her down on the couch to make his escape. She turned off the television. The excitement she felt about the sexy cage on his manhood consumed all other thoughts. It was becoming an obsession. She had to see him in it again or she wouldn’t be able to sleep.

She raced up to her room and went through her lingerie drawers to find her skimpy white nightdress. It was opaque and much too daring to wear in front of her daddy. That was the reason she wanted to wear it. She also got the other toy she had purchased from the sex shop, a pair of handcuffs. She hadn’t known what she needed them for at the time, but she did now.

She went into his room and heard him breathing deeply. Sliding into bed beside him, she carefully reached over to feel the metal cage on his cock. As soon as she touched it, a fire ignited between her thighs. With her free hand, she reached between her legs to deal with the uncontrollable ache that came with her desperate need to cum.

He stirred, waking from his deep sleep.

“Bea? What are you doing?”

“I’m giving you chastity therapy, Daddy,” she whispered in his ear. “We both need it. It’s good for us. Don’t worry if you get a sore cock. It’s making me feel good.”

“Are you… touching yourself?” he said.

Of all the people in the world to wear a prudish expression, she never expected it from him. The fact that her display of sexuality shocked him only made the intimate moment even more exciting.

“Yes. I’m fingering my pussy, Daddy. Do you want to lick the juice from my finger?”

She put her finger to his lips and painted her juices over them. Without thinking, he licked them clean.

“Is it sweet, Daddy? Is it making your cock desperate to get out of the cage?”

He nodded. “Can you take it off? Please?”

She nodded. “If you let me put these on you first,” she said, collecting the handcuffs she’d brought from her bedroom. “I can’t let you do anything inappropriate to me. I am your daughter, after all.”

He nodded, so eager to free his cock from the cage that he was willing to wear a different set of restraints. She clamped the handcuffs to one wrist, fed it through the bars of the headboard and secured it to the other.

“Thank you,” he said, his voice ragged with desire.

She slipped off her panties and rolled them into a ball. “Don’t thank me yet, Daddy. I told you a naughty fib. I’m not letting you out of your cage. I like it on you too much to take it off.”

“But—”

She stuffed her panties into his mouth. “Seeing as you like my panties so much, Daddy, I’ll let you have a special treat and taste them while I deal with my needs.”

She pulled back the sheets and saw the cage. It looked amazing, jammed full of his cock, which was as hard as was possible while clamped in chastity. It wasn’t enough to see or touch it though. She needed more, so she climbed on top of him, straddling him between her thighs so she could grind the cage between her tiny pussy lips.

She planted her hands on his manly chest to apply more pressure with her hips and worked the cage into her aching pussy.

“Oh, Daddy. Grinding on your cage feels so good. It’s just what we both need, don’t you think?”

His head turned in circles, not knowing how to respond.

“Is your cock hurting, Daddy? Shall we see how sore we can make it? I think it would be very sexy if we made it sore for days.”

She rolled her hips faster, building up pressure as her orgasm swelled in her love canal. The hard cage gave just the right amount of friction to make her clitoris throb with delicious pleasure.

“Do you see what you’ve done to me, Daddy? Your naughty cock made me, and now it has made me into a very bad girl. But I like it,” she gasped, as her orgasm neared. “I like being bad. And locking up your cock is making me cum hard.”

He looked at her with a mix of shock, excitement and pain. She knew his cock had a mind of its own. It would try to get hard no matter what. And that would leave him so sore, she could get off just thinking about it.

She ground her hips harder onto his cage, wondering if it was possible to break a man’s cock altogether. After all, he shouldn’t have been having such wicked thoughts about his daughter. This was the most fitting punishment. And if she could take pleasure from it too, then she was addressing both their needs.

“Oh, Daddy!” she moaned, as her orgasm hit her like a wave. She bucked her hips, sustaining the euphoria that flooded her body as she squirted pussy cream all over his imprisoned manhood.

He groaned. Whether it was from pleasure or pain, she didn’t care. She continued to ride him until she knew she couldn’t cum anymore, until she was completely spent.

She collapsed beside him, breathing hard, feeling amazing in the afterglow of such a powerful series of orgasms. She just wanted to cuddle him for hours and bathe in the pure joy filling her body. For all his misgivings, he was the best daddy a girl could ever want.

She let out a long, satisfied sigh. “Oh, Daddy, putting you in chastity has been the best thing that has ever happened to me.” She kissed him on the cheek. “But for both our sakes, I think it’s necessary to keep you locked up forever.”


Touch Ups

Holidays were always an exciting time, but this one held the promise of starting a new stage of life. Stacy queued at the mall to sit on Santa’s knee. She was so excited about all the fun times ahead, she wanted to make sure she started off on the right foot.

Santa looked uncomfortable as she eased herself onto his lap. She wondered if he wasn’t used to seeing girls showing so much leg. Her skirt was very short. Or perhaps he was uncomfortable because her perky breasts were tantalisingly close to his face. She wasn’t wearing a bra. No doubt he could see the peaks in her tight blouse where her nipples had hardened to pebbles.

“Ho ho ho! Merry Christmas!” he said, not sounding jolly at all. “Have you been… a good girl this year?”

“Oh, I’ve been very good, Santa,” said Stacy. “But now I’m ready to be very naughty. Am I still allowed to ask for presents if I’m naughty?”

“Uh, I suppose so. What would you like for Christmas… little girl?” he said. He was hesitant about saying ‘little girl.’ After all, Stacy was eighteen now. She wasn’t little at all anymore. She was blossoming into a woman.

She leaned close to his ear so no one else could hear what she said. “For my Christmas present, I’d like you to put your hand up my skirt and touch me.”

Santa choked and coughed. “Oh! Er, Santa is a little busy for that right now. Is there anything else you want instead?”

“Yes! Boys are completely hopeless. I want a handsome, experienced and very naughty older man to make me into a woman. Can you arrange that for me, Santa? Or you can do it yourself if you like.”

Santa sputtered a string of meaningless words. Stacy took it as a yes and gave him a lovely big smooch, leaving a good amount of lip gloss on his cheek to remind him of her request. She didn’t really believe she would find her dream present under the tree on Christmas morning. She just wanted to sit on his knee and flirt. Judging by the bulge in his red suit, she was sure he would slip one white-gloved hand up her skirt if they were in a private room and not a crowded mall.

After Christmas and New Year had passed, Stacy had the summer break before college began. Like most young people her age, she needed a job to cover the costs of becoming an adult. Hitting sweet eighteen felt like a momentous occasion on the day, but afterwards, the reality of having to provide for herself was a burden. If she had to work, when was she going to have time to flirt with older men?

Thankfully, one stroke of luck solved both problems. As she went looking for work around town, Mr Hughes, who owned a small coffee shop, told her he needed help to cope with the summer rush. His small cafe was close to the beach and served coffee, ice creams, pastries and other snacks.

She suspected he only gave her a job because she was pretty and had worn a tight summer dress with a short skirt. His hungry eyes gave it away as they strayed down her long, slender legs, but she didn’t mind. He was very handsome, and she enjoyed having pervy looks at him too.

She’d always found mature men very attractive, especially if they reminded her of her daddy. Mr Hughes certainly did. He had the same square jaw, blue eyes and dark hair. He told her he liked to go surfing after work, so she knew he would be in good physical shape too.

If neither of them minded ogling each other, then there was no problem with her working for him. She decided to encourage him and give him more reasons to look, by wearing her tightest dresses with the shortest skirts.

He was standoffish on her first day at work. It was like he was afraid to come close or enter her personal space, but she felt the weight of his gaze whenever they weren’t busy with customers. When she caught him staring, he looked away, like she had caught him with his hand in the candy jar. She waited for him to look at her again and gave him a small smile to let him know she didn’t mind.

In fact, it was fun to catch him taking naughty peeks at her legs, butt, or her perky breasts straining against the fabric of her dress. After a few days, it became a game between them, even though they never spoke about it. It was a game without rules, because it wasn’t appropriate for a young girl and a man who was old enough to be her father to fraternise.

So, the first time she felt his hand on her butt wasn’t a complete surprise. He made it look like an accident, touching her as he leaned over to fetch the chocolate sprinkles while she wiped the counter. The way his fingers gripped her butt, like he was sampling the firmness of her tender young flesh, left her in no doubt it was intentional.

She wondered if he was finding out if it was okay to take their daring game one step further. Now he had crossed the line from looking to touching, she realised how much she craved it. It wasn’t like having a boy her own age touch her butt. That was flirting, or heavy petting. But with an older man, it felt naughty, because older men weren’t supposed to touch young girls. If an older man touched her butt, that made him a pervert.

And now that it had happened, it was time to make moves to encourage him to do it again. If she leaned closer to the chiller while she scooped balls of ice cream for the cones, she felt the chill on her breasts. It made her nipples harden to points. They were clearly visible as tiny peaks in the fabric of her dress. With flushed cheeks and pebbled nipples, she looked sexually aroused.

After she did it the first time, Mr Hughes said she was so good at making ice cream cones she could take charge of that job. And every time she made one, his eyes went straight to her chest as soon as he could take a forbidden peek.

Later in the afternoon, he grabbed her butt again. This time she knew it wasn’t an accident, even though he was leaning past her to get a fresh bottle of milk. What made it more exciting was that he did it while there was a customer in the shop. He groped her butt like he was trying to see how far he could go before she complained or someone told him to stop.

At closing time, she locked the door and closed the blinds while Mr Hughes tallied the day’s takings. She went out the back, where he sat at his desk balancing the cash and receipts.

She stood over him and planted her hands on her hips. “You touched me on the butt, Mr Hughes. Twice. What do you have to say for yourself?”

He looked up at her wide-eyed. “I—I can explain…” he said, as if that were enough.

“I don’t want you to explain,” she said. “Touching me that way makes you a dirty pervert. I’m young enough to be your daughter.”

He went red in the face. “You’re not going to tell anyone, are you?”

She marched up to him and without asking for permission, sat sideways across his lap. “That depends,” she said, looping her arm over his shoulder, “if you’re going to do it again.”

He was near speechless and stuttered his reply. “I—I won’t. Promise.”

She sighed. “Oh, that’s a pity. Then I will have to tell on you, because I was hoping you would do it again. You see, I like older men touching me when they know it’s not allowed. I find it very arousing. Do you want to put your hand up my dress?”

He was shaking so much, he could no longer speak. She took him by the wrist and put his hand on her leg.

“Go on. I like it. And you know you want to touch a girl young enough to be your daughter. I see you looking at me in the store. I see you ogling all the young girls in their bikini tops and short skirts when they come in for ice creams and soda.”

He calmed down and relaxed, but he was still quivering, this time from excitement, not fear of reprisal. She felt his hand slide over her thigh and the first swelling of his cock against the side of her leg.

“I bet you go home every night and jack your cock thinking about touching girls young enough to be your daughter, don’t you, Mr Hughes?”

His breathing became ragged as his excitement grew. He nodded.

“Reach all the way up my skirt. Touch my panties. They’re damp because my pussy is dripping wet,” she said, opening her legs to give him access to the tender spot between her thighs.

He reached up further, taking his time to enjoy the softness of her skin, as if he were expecting she would tell him to stop at any moment. She didn’t. Her heart was racing as his hand crept closer to her panties. She was making an older man molest her, and it was so much better than fooling around with boys. If he was a responsible man, he would stop. He would tell her it wasn’t right for him to touch her this way. But his cock was so hard, it was straining to get free from his pants.

“You’re a dirty old pervert, Mr Hughes,” she whispered in his ear. “And that’s wonderful, because I’m a dirty young pervert.”

His warm fingers finally reached her cotton panties, and she drew a shuddering breath as her pussy tingled at his touch.

“Do you want to pull them aside and touch my pussy?” she whispered in his ear.

He hooked one finger under the slip of fabric and pulled her panties aside. She moaned softly as he stroked her pussy with his fingertips.

“You don’t have any hair,” he said, barely above a whisper.

“I had it removed by laser. Now it’s bare and smooth, just like a little girl,” she said. “That’s how I like it. Do you like it too?”

He nodded.

“I’m going home now, Mr Hughes. I’m sure you need to sit here and jack your cock until you cum. Tomorrow, if you can grope me five times while there are customers in the shop with no one seeing, I’ll let you molest me properly when we close up. I’ll let you finger my little pussy until I cum all over your knee. Would you like that, Mr Hughes?”

He let out a longing groan in reply.

“While we’re at work, I’ll call you Mr Hughes, but when we close up and go out the back, you’ll become my naughty daddy. It can be our little secret.”

She dotted a few kisses on the cheek and let him touch her pussy for a moment longer, so he was quaking with the need to relieve himself.

“Goodnight, Daddy,” she said, as she slipped out the back door.

* * *

Mr Hughes groped Stacy five times before they hit the lunchtime rush. Her panties were damp throughout the afternoon in anticipation of their taboo tryst after work.

Mr Hughes wasn’t as nervous as she sat across his knee in the back office. This time, she held her legs together.

“You have to molest me properly,” she said. “You have to force me. Make it feel real. Make it feel like you’re taking advantage of a poor young girl who’ll do anything to keep her job, like letting a dirty old man finger her pussy.”

She didn’t need to tell him twice or give him any further encouragement. He forced her legs open with his powerful hands and pulled down her panties so they were dangling around her ankles.

She was so wet, he slid one finger inside her without having to push too hard. One finger was enough to make her feel full. She couldn’t imagine what it would be like to have a thick cock inside her instead. She didn’t think her tiny pussy could cope with something so big. But one of his large fingers was enough to stretch her open and make her ache to cum.

“Is it tight enough for you, Daddy?” she said, feeling her pussy clenching as he fingered her inside.

“It’s so damned tight,” he said.

She realised she could ask him for anything and he would agree to it if she let him touch her tight virgin pussy.

“Make me cum, Daddy. Make me cum like a bad girl who enjoys letting dirty old men finger her breeding hole.”

Her body ached for it. He only needed to rotate his finger inside her to make her grip it as hard as she could.

“Daddy, tell me I’m a bad girl for leading you on,” she whimpered. Her orgasm was so close. She could feel her hot juices running down her inner thighs and wetting his pants.

He told her everything she wanted him to say while he fingered her tiny hole. She wrapped both arms around his neck and held him tight, as she had the first strong, shuddering orgasm of her life. It hit her body in waves. She bit his collar and let out whimpering moans as she reached new heights of pleasure.

And then the most amazing sensation capped off her orgasm. As she reached her peak, she squirted hot girl cum over his hand. There was so much of it, she could feel it drenching his pants, like she was sitting in a warm puddle.

She held him tight and caught her breath. “Oh, Daddy, look what you’ve done to me. You’ve turned me into a very bad girl who squirts when she cums. Now you have to let me see you cum too.”

She got off his knee, sat on his desk facing him and spread her legs. “I want to watch you jack your cock. Show me how you make it cum. You don’t need to look at pictures of young girls anymore when you jack it. You can look at me instead.”

He didn’t need any convincing and unzipped his pants to free his straining cock. Stacy gasped when she saw it. Perhaps it was because he was an older man, but his cock was much larger than any boy she’d ever seen or touched. It looked larger and heavier than their cocks. When the boys at school had let her put her hand down their pants to jerk them off, she could easily circle their girth. She would need two hands to jack Mr Hughes. It was so thick she didn’t think it would fit it inside her pussy.

“Go on, jack it! Show me how you make it feel good. Show me how you make it cum, Daddy.”

He grunted as he pumped it in his fist, with his eyes fixed between her legs. Watching him pump his big cock made her feel horny again, so she fingered her clit and spread her pussy lips to give him an intimate view of her tiny pink hole. It was so wicked, but she’d never been more excited in her life.

Mr Hughes let out a muffled growl as he pumped himself to release. She watched in awe as he shot a huge load of sticky white cum onto his shirt. There was so much of it, way more than the small offering she’d got from boys.

She clasped her hands to her bosom and let out a long, contented sigh. “Oh, Daddy, we’re going to have a wonderfully wicked summer together. I never want it to end!”

* * *

It was the best summer of Stacy’s life. She couldn’t wait to go to work each day. Mr Hughes got so good at groping her without the customers seeing that she gave up setting him targets for the day. He could grab her butt, pinch her nipples and even feel her pussy without looking like he was doing anything untoward.

Stacy had to take spare pairs of panties to work so she could change after lunch. Her first pair were always so wet by then, she was sure she would feel her juices dripping down her legs if she didn’t put on a fresh pair. It also meant she could leave Mr Hughes a lovely treat when he went out the back to cash up. He would find her damp panties waiting for him on his desk, ready to get him worked up to molest her once she’d locked up.

They invented lots of fun ways to do it. There was the classic version, sitting on his knee while he fingered her pussy. No matter how many times he touched her that way, it never got old and always made her cum hard. She also took to jacking him off while he played with her breasts through her dress. It was so thick, she needed both hands to jack his cock and make him cum. And he had such good stamina, she always had sore arms afterwards. But making him cum was worth it.

The desk got plenty of use too. She sat on it with her legs spread so he could kneel between her thighs and smell her sweet pussy while he jacked himself. If they timed it right, she could finger herself and squirt on his face. Other times, he held her face down on the desk and fingered her from behind. She liked it that way, as it felt like he was taking advantage of her by force, especially if he pushed a finger up her butt too.

But for all the games they played, he never tried to put his cock inside her. For a dirty, perverted old man, he was a perfect gentleman, and she adored him for it. Every time he made her cum, she rewarded him with the treat of kissing him and putting her tongue in his mouth.

As summer came to an end and the college term neared, she realised her time with Mr Hughes was running out. Stacy closed the shop for the last time. She felt the weight of their time together ending. She went out the back, where Mr Hughes was sniffing her panties while he tallied up the day’s takings.

“Oh, Daddy, once I’m gone, you’ll be off molesting other young girls. It’s so unfair. I’ll be all alone with no one to touch me up my dress. I don’t know if I can live with how jealous I’m going to feel thinking about all those lucky girls getting to sit on your knee while you finger their pussies.”

“Ah, Stacy, you know you’ll always be the most special girl to me. No other girl could come close.”

She sat sideways on his lap and wrapped her arms around his head, pulling him between her breasts.

“Can you hear my heart beating, Daddy? It’s racing because it’s both excited and sad.”

“I’m going to miss you terribly too. Should we just have a cuddle today?” he said.

“Oh no, Daddy. We have to say goodbye with a session so special, you’ll never forget me. We should do the dirtiest thing we’ve ever done together.”

She got off his knee, feeling quite excited about what she was going to invite him to do next, and leaned over his desk with her legs spread.

“I want you to finger me from behind,” she said, “while you lick my butt hole.”

Mr Hughes was always eager and willing to indulge in any taboo behaviour. She felt his hot breath on the rosette of her butt as he pushed his finger into her pussy. It felt wonderful to be full again, like she hadn’t felt his finger inside her for weeks. But the sensation of his hot slippery tongue circling her butt was incredible. He’d fingered her there many times, but this was much better. It was so dirty, and it felt so good.

He pushed harder with both his finger and tongue, breaking her entrance like he wanted to taste her inside. It was like going from zero to one hundred in seconds and she felt her hot juices flooding his hand, making it easier for him to push in and pull out of her pussy.

“Do it, Daddy! Make me your dirty girl!” she said between moans.

He was too engrossed in tonguing her butt to respond. She had to see him do it, so she pulled him away so she could lie on her back. He went back to tonguing her butt while he hooked his thick thumb into her pussy. He fed it in and out, finishing each thrust with a circle over her clitoris.

“Does it taste good, Daddy?” she moaned. “Does your dirty girl’s butt hole taste just how you like it?”

“It’s like the sweetest buttery chardonnay,” he said between licks.

A warm glow filled her body, making her feel dreamy, happy and ready to cum. He said the loveliest things when they were being naughty together. She was going to miss him so much. He increased his speed, driving his tongue into her forbidden entrance. Her orgasm came on in a surge and she squirted all over his face. It was a perfect moment, covering him with her cum as he gave her the most wonderful climax.

Breathlessly, she forced him back into his chair to sit on his knee. “I want to taste myself on you,” she said, covering his mouth with sweet kisses.

He was right, she did taste like sugar, butter and wine. It was a pleasure to put her tongue into his mouth as taste the heavenly mix of her juices and his saliva. She kissed him until there was nothing left on his face. Then she dropped to the floor between his legs and helped him out of his pants.

“My turn,” she said, once he was naked from the waist down.

She made him sit forward with his legs open so she could get to his ass. With one hand on the head of his cock, using his pre-cum to make it slick for a massage, she licked him as he had done. It was the dirtiest thing ever, and she loved it. He was savoury and salty, which made her eager to lick him more while she stroked the head of his cock.

“Tell me I’m a bad, dirty girl who likes to lick butt holes,” she said, looking up into his eyes.

He told her everything she wanted to hear as she licked his butt and massaged his cock until he came all over her hand. Then they kissed again, exchanging the flavours on their lips and tongue until they were both completely spent.

* * *

Saying goodbye to Mr Hughes was the hardest thing Stacy had ever had to do. She already missed him terribly. He offered her a job next summer if she ‘wanted the work,’ and she agreed without hesitation. As a parting gift, he paid for all her college tuition and fees. It seemed much too generous considering her gift was a pair of her dirty panties, but she supposed he had lots of money given his age.

The college atmosphere was another new and exciting adventure. There were so many young men and women milling about, the air was charged with sexual tension. She couldn’t wait to find out if college boys were better at making out than the boys at school. She hoped they would be just as good as Mr Hughes at molesting her. Even though it had only been a few days since she’d seen him, she felt like she hadn’t cum in weeks.

College boys were certainly pleasing on the eye. They had hard, sculpted bodies and seemed to be brimming with hormones. But she knew she was going to have to work hard to compete against all the other pretty girls with their tight tops and short skirts.

If she’d learned one thing from her time with Mr Hughes, when two people wanted to indulge in forbidden pleasure, there was no need to be shy about it. There was no need to make dates and talk for hours on end about inconsequential nonsense, or hold hands while they walked along a beach. That was all a waste of time. What mattered was getting down to business. And there was no time like the present to get started.

She saw a good-looking boy with blond hair and a muscular body sitting by the fountain with his feet in the water. She wandered over and checked him out. Yes, he was handsome enough for her needs. She took off her shoes and sat next to him, dipping her feet in the cold water. It was very refreshing.

“Hey,” she said. “I’m Stacy. What’s your name?”

He looked at her with wide eyes, like he wasn’t sure if she was addressing him or somebody else. “Er… um… hi. I’m Kevin.”

She smiled at him to put him at ease. “Kevin, that’s a pretty name,” she said. “So, Kevin, would you like to go behind the gymnasium and touch me up for a while? It’s been a few days and my pussy is feeling needy.”

He blinked rapidly, like he was trying to process what she’d just said. “Um… what did you say again?”

“I said, do you want to go behind the gymnasium and molest me? You put your hand up my skirt, pull my panties aside and touch my pussy. I can pretend like I don’t want you to, so it’s really dirty.” She smiled again to let him know it was okay to go right now if he was ready.

He got up and took off at a jog, not even worrying about picking up his shoes. Stacy chewed her lip. Maybe she hadn’t been direct enough about it. Some boys needed a lot of encouragement in her experience, as they were uneasy around girls. They lacked the confidence of older men like Mr Hughes.

She put on her shoes and looked about for another boy that took her fancy. Luckily, there were plenty to choose from. She found a dishy boy with dark hair and blue eyes sitting on a bench seat in the shade of an old oak tree.

“Hi, is that seat taken?” she asked.

He looked at the vacant spot beside him. Then he looked her up and down. His icy blue eyes liked what he saw, lingering on her breasts and long, slender legs. Yes, this boy would do nicely. He definitely looked like he was up for some spontaneous molestation.

“Um… no… go ahead,” he said.

She sat sideways across his lap and looped her arm over his shoulder. “Hi, I’m Stacy,” she said, before he could react. “Do you want to take me behind the gymnasium and molest me for a while? I have the best part of an hour to kill before my first class.”

He stared at her with his mouth open. She started to wonder if he was still alive, so she wiggled her fingers in front of his face.

“I need to go,” he said, with a voice like a squeaky hinge. “I’ve wet my pants.”

She got off him in disgust. It was true. There was a dark patch at his groin where he’d lost control of his bladder.

“Well, really!” she said, and marched off in a huff.

Boys were proving to be a major disappointment. She decided to give one last boy a try before she set off for class. Perhaps she was being too forward. Boys liked to take control of the situation, so she adopted a more subtle approach.

She found another boy that took her liking. He had sandy hair and was ruggedly handsome. At one glance, she felt sure he was the kind of boy that would love to spend thirty minutes molesting her in completely inappropriate ways. Just the thought of it made her pussy clench. It felt so damned good to be wandering around in damp panties again.

“Excuse me,” she said, fluttering her long eyelashes. “Would you mind helping me with something?”

He gave her a wolfish grin. “Sure. What do you need?”

She bit her lip as if she were repressing a smile and shuffled her foot. Yes, shy and coy was the way to reel in a boy.

“I’d have to show you. It’s behind the gymnasium,” she said.

He shrugged, but his grin never left his face. “Okay, lead the way.”

She clapped her hands, overjoyed to finally make progress and led him behind the gymnasium. There were trees and bushes along the grassy bank, which were a perfect shelter for couples who wanted to make out away from prying eyes. But she didn’t want kisses and cuddles. She wanted his hand up her skirt.

“Okay, what is it?” he said, looking about.

She pressed herself against the wall of the gymnasium. “I want you to molest me,” she said, fluttering her eyelashes again.

“Er… pardon?” he said.

She put her hands behind her back. “Look, we can pretend you’ve tied me up. Now you can come over here and put your hand over my mouth while you touch me up my skirt.”

He frowned. “I’m sorry, I don’t understand. Is this some kind of joke?”

“Look, I’ll show you,” she said, clamping one hand over her mouth.

She looked at him wide-eyed, as if she were scared for her life, and squirmed against the wall like she was tied up against her will.

“Mmph! Mmph!” she cried through her hand.

He went white in the face.

“See, it’s easy,” she said. “Just hold your hand over my mouth and then molest me like you’re a dirty old man touching up a young girl.”

He was paralyzed with fear. She realised he wouldn’t do it.

“Boys!” she said, planting her hands on her hips. “What the hell is wrong with you?”

“P—please don’t hurt me,” he whimpered.

“Hurt you? I was giving you a free pass to finger my breeding hole,” she said, marching up to him.

She grabbed him by the pants and pulled them down his legs, briefs and all, so they were dangling around his ankles.

“Ah, that explains it,” she said, looking at his crotch. “You call that a cock? That’s a teeny-peeny. No wonder you’re no good with girls.” She gave it a sharp flick, and he squealed. “Does it even work at all? Hmph!”

She marched off, leaving him with his pants around his ankles. After the best summer ever with Mr Hughes, college was going to be one torrid slog with no fun at all. Boys were utterly hopeless. Whatever was she going to do now?

* * *

Stacy sat in the front row of the lecture theatre, feeling utterly despondent about the year ahead. She was ready to quit college and go back to work at the cafe with Mr Hughes. But she couldn’t. He had paid for her tuition. She owed it to him to get good grades and set herself up with a qualification.

The lecturer walked onto the podium. As she looked at him, she felt herself sit up as if her body had a will of its own.

“Good morning, I am Professor Carl Mason. You may call me Professor, or Mr Mason if you prefer. If you call me Prof, I will give you an F without hesitation. Are we clear?”

Every student in the lecture theatre agreed in one voice. Everyone except Stacy. She was speechless. Not only was Professor Carl Mason devilishly handsome for a mature man, he had the authority of a king. She ate him with her eyes, lingering on his dark hair streaked white at the temples, his chiselled jawline and his smouldering brown eyes.

Professor Mason was quite the opposite of what she expected her professors would be like. She’d thought they were all doddering old men with long white beards wearing tweed jackets. He was dressed in a starched white shirt and tight black pants. She could tell he was in terrific shape as he moved about the stage with the speed and energy of a man half his age.

In one moment, all her concerns about how she would get through the year evaporated. Who needed boys when this dishy hunk of an older man was around? She bet he would have no qualms about molesting her in the dirtiest ways. And there was only one way to find out.

She didn’t take in a word of the lecture. Slowly, an inch at a time, she crossed her legs back and forth to make her skirt ride up to her waist. The motion caught his attention from time to time, but he continued his class without more than a second glance. She imagined he got to see lots of lovely long legs underneath the desks all the time.

When she was ready, she opened them wide and tucked her feet under the chair to perch upright like she was sitting straight, not spreading for him. Hooking her finger into her panties, she peeled them aside, exposing her pussy to the only person in the room in a position to see it. Her panties were wet through with her juices.

He continued talking about the influence of Plato’s philosophical teachings on Aristotle. She was so turned on, it was like he already had his finger in her pussy. It was too difficult not to play with herself as he continued his lecture.

She noticed him glance under the desk again. He must have seen her fingering her clit and the bare, smooth mound of her exposed pussy. Even though he didn’t break step or pause his lecture, she saw the smallest twitch as he registered what she was doing.

As the lecture wore on, he took more furtive glances. She was pleased and took her hand away, so he had the best view of her tiny, wet pussy lips. Eventually, he hopped onto the desk at the centre of the stage and crossed his legs. She bit her lip, trying not to smile too much. She was sure she had him hooked. He’d seen her and become aroused too, but as a man, he couldn’t hide his swelling erection.

As he brought the lecture to a close, he dismissed the class, but remained on the desk with his legs crossed. He fixed her with his dark eyes as she packed up her pristine, unmarked notepad.

“You, what’s your name?” he said, with absolute authority.

“Stacy,” she replied, feeling her cheeks flush.

“My office. Ten minutes,” he said. He stood up, and she saw there was an unmistakable bulge in his pants. He turned and left the lecture theatre without waiting for her to respond. Her heart fluttered. He was so commanding and powerful. Life was definitely looking up.

She arrived at his office as instructed and knocked on the old wooden door.

“Come!” he said.

She swallowed. Cum? She most certainly would if he molested her like a dirty pervert. She wanted to cum so hard she squealed for joy.

She entered his office and closed the door behind her. It had wood-panelled walls covered with portraits, presumably of professors who had held this office before. There were shelves filled with books, leather furniture and a big oak desk. He sat on it, not behind it. There was one chair placed before him.

He glanced at it. “Sit!” he said.

Stacy tried not to hurry. She wanted to make him work for the privilege of taking the place of Mr Hughes. He had to earn it, or it wouldn’t be as good. She sat in front of him and caught the first hints of his cologne. He smelled like sandalwood, leather and musk, and made her feel giddy with desire.

“I don’t tolerate that kind of behaviour in my class, Stacy,” he said, fixing her with his dark eyes.

She drew a sharp breath. He was so dominating, but she wouldn’t make it easy for him. “I could tell you liked it. I could see the bulge in your pants,” she said.

“Were you trying to humiliate me? This is your first day at college. If you don’t fix your behaviour, it might be your last.”

She giggled. “Then you’d better spank me for being a bad girl.”

To her shock, he grabbed her by the hair and hauled her over his knee. Before she could react, he had her pinned to his lap with her arm twisted behind her back. With his other hand, he lifted her skirt and pulled down her panties, baring her bottom.

The first sting of his hand on her butt made her see purple spots before her eyes. It felt like a hornet had stung her. He spanked her other cheek just as hard and she yelped from the pain.

“Here’s your first lesson,” he said. “Ask and ye shall receive.”

He paddled her bottom until she had tears streaming down her face. Her bottom felt like it was on fire and still he spanked it hard with his bare hand. She begged him to stop, but he seemed hell-bent on peppering every inch of her tender flesh.

By the time he stopped, she was stunned. All she knew was the pain in her bottom. He put her on the carpet on her knees, unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. It was long, thick and already rock hard. She was too stupefied to do anything. Her poor bottom was burning like he had painted it with acid.

He pinched her cheeks to open her mouth and drove his cock inside. It was her first direct taste of a man’s cock. She’d never had one in her mouth before and she had to stretch her jaw wide to accommodate it. She liked the taste. He was sweet, salty and bitter. Grabbing her hair, he pumped his cock in and out of her mouth, hitting the back of her throat with each thrust.

She gagged and coughed, but he didn’t stop, making her take as much of his length as she could fit in her mouth. It became hard to breathe, and she tried to pull free, but he held her in place.

“You’re a spoiled brat with a greedy pussy,” he said. “I can tell you’ve got away with it for too long. Now it’s time to learn how to be a good girl. Put your hands behind your back and swallow my cock like you’re enjoying it, or I’ll use it to slap your cheeks as red as your ass.”

She did as he said and positioned herself to take his cock more easily into her throat. He gripped her head with both hands and pumped his cock into her mouth as deep as she could take it. As she tasted the first salty drops of pre-cum, she forgot about her burning backside and enjoyed the way he was using her body for his pleasure. It made her games with Mr Hughes look like a tea party at grandma’s house.

“You dirty pervert,” she said, as soon as he let her take a breath. Her voice was weak from the throating he’d given her.

“It takes one to know one,” he said, hauling her to her feet again by her hair.

He swept the papers and pens from his desk and pushed her face first onto it. She felt his fingers probing her pussy.

“You’re soaking wet. Only the naughtiest girl gets turned on by getting her ass spanked and cock in her throat.”

“Are you going to molest me,” she said, hoping to feel his fingers inside her.

He didn’t respond with words, but she soon discovered what he had planned for her next. The head of his cock felt huge at the opening to her sex.

“Oh no, you can’t do that. I’m a virgin!” she protested.

“Not for long,” he said, with a cruel chuckle.

Even though she was soaking wet, he had to push hard to force himself inside her. Inch by inch, he drove his cock deeper. It was so big, she felt like she was being split apart from the inside. He drove it deeper, until she felt so full, it overwhelmed the pain of her burning bottom. When he hit her cervix, she knew she was in for the pounding of her life.

He gave it to her too, grabbing her by the hair so he had more leverage to slam his cock in and out of her pussy. He drove it into her womb hard, like he wanted to hurt her inside and out. But as he went on, the hurt started to feel good. The aching between her thighs was no longer pain, but pleasure. The more he rammed his cock home, the better it felt. Soon she was gasping for joy, giving in to the thrill of the ride.

“Get ready! I’m going to pump you full of cum,” he said through clenched teeth.

“You can’t cum inside me,” she said, doing her best to speak with her head pulled back. “I’m not using birth control.”

“All the better,” he said, not letting her move an inch as he built up the speed and power of each thrust.

She knew she should try to escape, but it felt too good. He was owning her pussy like it belonged to him now, ready to pump his cum deep into her womb without a care for the consequences. And she loved having her pussy dominated. After all, she’d invited him to do it.

As she felt his cock throb and the first jets of hot cum fill her up inside, it set off her orgasm. She howled as her pussy clenched him. The hurt felt so damned good. This was the naughtiest, dirtiest, most depraved sex, and it felt amazing.

“That’s a good girl,” he growled. “Good girls like it hard and rough. Say it!”

“I love it hard and rough,” she gasped. She did too. Her orgasm kept ripping through her body, seemingly without end.

Finally, he collapsed onto her, breathing hard. They lay together on the desk, catching their breath and bathing in the sublime aftermath of powerful orgasms. Life was looking up indeed. It wasn’t even lunchtime, and she’d already satisfied her itch for days. Who needed to wait until the shop had closed up for the night?

“I’m so glad I took your class, Professor,” she said. “So very glad.”

She heard him growl at the back of his throat.

“Professor? No, no, no. I can accept Professor or Mr Mason from any other student, but not from you. From now on, I have only one title as far as you’re concerned.”

“What’s that?” she whispered, hoping he would say the word that would make her the happiest girl alive.

“Daddy,” he said.


Private Lessons

The air was becoming fresh as evening fell. Courtney wished she’d brought a jacket, or at least a scarf to protect her from the chill. She hadn’t thought past choosing the right dress for her first dance lesson, and it had a short skirt and a low neckline. It wasn’t suitable for the season or the time of night.

She was waiting outside Dixon’s Dance Studio. The owner, Oscar Dixon, was late. He was going to give her private dance lessons after hours, and she wondered if he’d forgotten all about her.

She was ready to give up and head home to escape the chill when he pulled up in his car.

“Oh, heck, I’m sorry for running late, Courtney,” he said, climbing out of his car and coming to the door. “I had some stuff to deal with at home.”

He gave her an apologetic smile that made her forget the chill. She bit her lip. He was a very handsome mature man and she felt a little nervous in his presence. He had black hair, a chiselled face and a lean, muscular body from dancing his entire life. She thought he looked like a movie star.

“That’s okay, Mr Dixon,” she said. “It’s very kind of you to squeeze me into your schedule.”

“Please, call me Oscar. You make me feel old calling me Mr Dixon,” he said.

He unlocked the studio door and held it open to let her inside. She stepped into the darkened corridor and the lights flickered on.

“Hold on while I disarm the alarm and security cameras,” he said, tapping a code into a keypad.

She watched him disarm the system while she waited. “Wow, your security is high tech,” she said.

He snorted a laugh. “Yeah, I know. That’s the irony of it. We’ve got sensors, alarms and cameras inside and out. I don’t know what burglars think they can steal from a dance studio, but they have a go every now and again.”

“How about love? Everyone wants to steal love. And dancing is so romantic.”

He pushed a green button, disabling the internal security cameras. “I don’t know about that. I doubt your average thief is a hopeless romantic. Come through to the studio,” he said, showing her the way.

They entered a large square room with a polished wooden floor. One wall was entirely covered with mirrors. There were also handrails along the walls and the lighting was excellent, eliminating all shadows.

He removed his jacket and hung it over the back of a chair. She put her handbag beside it. He was wearing a crisp white shirt and tight pants. It made her feel excited, and not entirely for the dance lessons. How could she contain herself once she was in close contact with such a dashing man?

“Let’s talk about dance lessons,” he said. “What style were you keen to learn?”

“Well, I’m studying to be an actor, so I also need to know how to dance… and ride a horse… that sort of thing,” she said, feeling her cheeks flush. At this moment, she wasn’t thinking about riding a horse in a literal sense. He really was quite scrumptious.

“I see,” he said.

“Yes, that’s why I can’t make your daytime class. My drama classes run at the same time.”

He laughed softly. “Thanks, I’ll pass that on to my wife. She wasn’t too happy about the idea of me going out late for one-on-one lessons with a young woman. She probably thinks I’m having an affair.”

Courtney bit her lip again. “Oh, I can quite understand her being jealous,” she said. “You’re a very handsome man, Mr Dixon. If I were her, I’d be very jealous too.”

“Enough with the compliments and enough with calling me Mr Dixon,” he said, letting out an embarrassed laugh. “Right, let’s dance. I’ll take you through my beginner’s course. We’ll cover a range of styles, starting with the classics you’ll need to know as an actor.”

Courtney studied his face. Did he have a twinkle in his eye after she had said he was handsome? Did he like the idea he was still sexually attractive to a young woman who was half his age? She knew he was old enough to be her father. And she could happily call him daddy if he gave her half a chance. What a shame he was stuck with a jealous wife. She bet his wife didn’t treat him like he was her daddy.

“Do you mind if I use the bathroom first? Coming in from the cold has made me desperate to pee.”

“Oh, sure. The restrooms are opposite the alarm panel at the entrance. You can change there too, so you don’t have to wear your dancing dress outside in the cold.”

Courtney watched his eyes. He was definitely noting the length of her skirt and her low neckline. She had herself a hunky dance instructor with wandering eyes and a jealous wife. These lessons were going to be much more fun than she’d imagined. She hurried off to do her business so they could get started.

They warmed up with a series of stretches. When she touched her toes, she felt her skirt fall forward, exposing her round, shapely bottom in her tiny G-string. Why not let him have a look? Once they started dancing, his hand would be right above her butt. If she was going to have some extracurricular fun, it was best to put temptation in his mind without delay. And she knew the high knee stretches exposed the tiny slip of fabric covering her pussy.

She played dumb to the fact she was exposing herself and enjoyed the weight of his gaze with every ‘accidental’ flash of her nubile figure. Her only regret was not being able to give him a flash of her pert cupcakes, which were straining against her tight dress as she breathed hard. But as she wasn’t wearing a bra, he would notice the hardened points of her nipples making tiny peaks in the fabric.

“I’ll teach you several dance styles, but are there any you wanted to learn in particular?” he said.

She noticed he had more colour on his cheeks than before. The stretches weren’t demanding enough to cause it. She had him on the hook. It was time to dance and reel him in.

“Salsa,” she replied. “You know, like the style they did in Dirty Dancing. It’s my favourite movie.”

He chuckled. “Sure, but we’ll have to start with a few easier numbers first. Let’s kick off with the waltz.” He stood beside her. “Now, waltz timing sounds tricky, but it’s very easy to pick up. We start with one down beat and follow with two up beats. That’s one slower dance step, followed by two quicker ones. Follow my lead.”

He showed her the steps, dancing on the spot. Even though it was a simple set of dance steps, Courtney had trouble getting the timing right. He counted as he stepped to help her get a feel for the rhythm, but she couldn’t get the timing right.

“Oh heck, I feel like I have two left feet,” she said.

He stood in front of her and held out his arms. “Here, stand on my feet and I’ll take you through it. It’s only a matter of developing muscle memory.”

She slipped off her shoes and stepped onto his feet with her arches over his ankles. He held her tight to carry her weight, putting both hands on the small of her back, dangerously close to the cleft of her butt. He was handsome, fit and very strong. With his cock pressed to her pussy, separated only by their clothing, she thought about another kind of muscle memory she wanted to develop with him.

He resumed dancing, and she laughed. With him holding her like a child, she felt like a little girl again, in the arms of her sweet daddy. While they danced, it felt like he was helping her to discover herself as a woman. She gazed up into his eyes. To hell with concentrating on learning to waltz. It was much too romantic to pass up the opportunity to flirt.

“I hope you don’t mind me saying so, Mr Dixon, but you remind me a lot of my daddy.”

He sighed, not bothering to correct her about calling him Mr Dixon. “Thank you, Courtney. That’s if he was a good man, of course.”

“Yes, he was the best. And very handsome too. Just like you,” she said.

He looked deep into her eyes as if he were searching for something. They were definitely having a moment.

“That’s very sweet, Courtney,” he said, snapping out of it. “Now, are you getting a feeling for the dance?”

“Oh, I’m getting a good feeling for it,” she said, pressing her pussy firmly against his cock. Was there some firmness developing below his belt? It certainly felt like it.

He set her down and let her put on her shoes. Then he took her in the traditional position to waltz, with one hand on her hip and the other outstretched. She put her hand on his shoulder. She actually knew how to dance the waltz already, but playing dumb had worked out very favourably indeed. Choosing the right time to let him know her true motivations required patience, and to see what unfolded in the aftermath of the lesson. She hoped his wife was a very jealous woman indeed.

She kept looking into his eyes as they danced. He counted the rhythm, but was looking right back at her. She bit her lip. To anyone else, it would look like she was concentrating on getting the steps right. But with such intimate eye contact, he would know exactly what was happening between her thighs.

Pheromones had no distinct smell, but men were aware of them at a subconscious level. They told a man when a woman was ready to breed. He was a virile man. She was a fertile young woman. How long could he resist his animal nature? It was so much fun to put it to the test so soon.

They danced for an hour. He continued to be professional, tweaking and adjusting each move, so she held the correct pose while they danced freely around the studio. By the end of the session, she was hot and bothered in all the right ways.

Mr Dixon beamed at her. “You’ve done well. Look how far you’ve come in only an hour.”

“Thank you, Mr Dixon.”

“Oscar. Please, call me Oscar,” he said, shaking his head.

“I don’t know if I can,” she said. “It feels disrespectful because you remind me so much of my daddy.”

“Try it on for size next week. For homework, I want you to practice what we’ve learned. Also, do some research about other styles you’d like to learn. Same time next week?”

She would have preferred her homework to involve trying his cock on for size and going for a ride. She could practice doing that for hours at a time. She walked up to him as he pulled on his jacket. Before he could see what she was doing, she planted a kiss on his cheek.

He looked up in surprise, pressing his fingertips to her kiss like a bee had stung him. “What was that for?”

“It’s just my way of saying thank you for teaching me to dance,” she said.

“Oh! That’s very sweet. But a simple thank you is fine.”

“Okay, thank you—”

“Oscar,” he said, correcting her before she spoke.

“I was actually going to say… Daddy,” she said.

* * *

The following week, Mr Dixon was late again. Courtney had suspected he would be late, so she’d worn a long coat to ward off the chill in the air. When he finally arrived, he looked as delicious as the week before, but he had an absent-minded frown creasing his forehead.

“Courtney, I’m so sorry. You must think the worst about me being late two weeks in a row. Come inside before you catch a chill.”

He unlocked the door, disabled the alarm and camera system, and ushered her inside.

“Are you okay, Mr Dixon?” she said.

He didn’t bother to correct her about his name, as if he hadn’t heard her use the formal title. His mind was definitely elsewhere.

“Yes, I’m fine. Nothing to worry about. Do you need to get changed?” She nodded. “I’ll meet you in the studio when you’re ready.”

When she’d changed, she returned to the studio. Mr Dixon was standing next to the sound system, rubbing the back of his neck, deep in thought. He didn’t hear her approach and started when she touched his arm.

“You really don’t seem yourself, Mr Dixon,” she said, giving him a sweet smile.

She watched him blink rapidly as he saw what she was wearing. She had her blond hair loose and was wearing her red nightclub dress. It was more revealing than the one she’d worn last week, but it was also sparkly and had a slash up one side of the short skirt. If she spun about, it twirled up and showed off her panties. She was wearing a very skimpy red pair, which also sparkled. There was nothing like sparkles to attract the eye.

She fluttered her eyelashes. “It’s okay, Mr Dixon. You can tell me. What’s on your mind?”

The one universal superpower women had over men was the ability to get them to talk. Pretty girls could activate this power very quickly. Most men didn’t realise they were instinctively drawn to a woman who showed them concern. They took it as a step toward having sex.

He let out a heavy sigh. “My wife doesn’t like me giving you private lessons. We had another argument. I told her she was being silly. That was a huge mistake because she saw you kiss me at the end of last lesson.”

Courtney felt her jaw drop. “But how?”

He shook his head. “I thought I’d disabled the security cameras. They were on. She watched the whole lesson on her phone through a remote app.”

Courtney suddenly felt paranoid. She looked over her shoulder at the black domes dotted about the room, each hiding a camera. “But I was only saying thank you,” she said. “Even though I’m paying you for lessons, it’s very kind of you to go out of your way. What’s wrong with me showing you some appreciation for such kindness?”

“That’s what I told her, but she still wasn’t happy about it. Like I said, she’s a jealous woman. But I need to stand strong. I can’t let her be so jealous all the time. It’s not healthy for our relationship or good for business.”

Courtney shook her head. “I can’t believe she would spy on you!” She hoped her astonishment sounded convincing. She knew all too well that if you give a jealous woman the opportunity to spy, she’ll take it every time.

He let out a soft laugh. “It’s my own stupid fault. I left the cameras on. It won’t happen again. I made sure they’re off tonight.”

“Can she activate them from her phone?” said Courtney.

“Not if I’ve deactivated them at the panel,” he said, straightening himself out to stand tall. “But enough of that, let’s dance. Let’s warm up and start with a waltz. I hope you’ve been practising.”

“I have,” she said, as they stretched. “And I did my research too.”

He smiled at her. She wondered if it was to show appreciation for doing her homework, or the display she was giving him of her young, seductive body. She tingled all over when he took her in his arms again. Once they were dancing, a fire ignited between her thighs. His wife was right to be jealous, even though she wouldn’t tell him as much. They waltzed around the room without saying a word. She was happy to let their eyes say everything.

“Very good, Courtney,” he said, letting her go. “You didn’t miss a step. Are you sure you’ve got two left feet? Or have you been leading me on?”

Leading him on? Now there was a question that deserved an honest answer. But what would he do if she told him the truth? She’d hinted at it already. He did remind her of her daddy and she’d developed a crush on him ever since she’d seen his tutorial videos on YouTube. After watching his playlist until she knew it by heart, she wanted to meet him any way she could. And now her plans were playing out to perfection.

“I’ve been practising every spare minute,” she said.

He gave her a respectful nod. “Very good. I wish all my students were so diligent with their practice. Perhaps you’re missing your calling becoming an actor. Perhaps you have the talent to be a dance star.”

She felt her cheeks flush. “You’re much too kind, Mr Dixon.”

He rolled his eyes at her, but didn’t correct her about his title. “So, what dance would you like to learn today? You’re good, but I’m not sure if we’re ready to salsa yet.”

“My research said the rumba is a good dance for beginners who want to learn Latin ballroom styles,” she said as innocently as possible.

He raised his eyebrows. “It’s also considered one of the most intimate styles of any dance.”

“Oh, is it?” she said, knowing full well that she would spend a lot of time in his arms tonight.

He shrugged. “But it is easy to learn. It has a regular four-four beat. We’ll be doing what’s called a box step. Let me walk you through it.”

He stood beside her and walked her through the steps. Unlike the week before, she picked them up fast. There was no point in playing dumb. This was the fastest way to get back into his arms.

“Good. Now, let’s put it all together,” he said, walking over to the sound system. “It’s a dance that demands music. Are you ready?”

She clapped her hands in excitement as Spanish guitar music filled the studio, setting the tone and the beat. They linked arms and danced. He was in his element, all signs of worry fading from his argument with his wife. Soon, they were both laughing as they danced around the studio.

She pulled him closer, so her pebbled nipples grazed his chest through his white shirt. He didn’t pull away. A faster song began to play, and they continued to dance with enthusiasm. She held him as close as she could, wanting to feel the hard lump in his pants against the mound of her pussy. She knew it was there. She could see it in his eyes.

He added more flamboyant moves. She responded. He spun her about, pulled her in again and wrapped her in his arms. They didn’t say a word. The language of dance communicated everything.

As the song rose to its final flourish, he arched her backwards over his arm to bring the dance to an end. The music stopped, but he held her in the pose as they looked into each other’s eyes.

“Kiss me,” she said, barely above a whisper.

The heat of the moment erased his rational thought, allowing impulse to determine his actions. It was a brief kiss, but memorable. His lips were willing and eager, opening to receive her. If she had more time, their tongues would have continued the dance.

He let her go and backed away. “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have done that,” he said.

“It’s okay. I asked you to kiss me. It felt like the right way to end the dance. There was nothing in it,” she said. “As actors, we have to kiss people all the time, even if we don’t like them. But I like you, Mr Dixon. You are just like my daddy. There’s no harm done.”

He let out an uncomfortable laugh. “Yeah, you’re right. When I was performing, I kissed so many dancers on stage, I can’t remember them all. It’s all about performance, right?”

She smiled sweetly and twirled one foot like a young girl. “Yes, performance is everything… Daddy.”

He shook his head and chuckled. “Daddy? Ah well, I guess that’s better than ‘Mr Dixon’.”

* * *

When Courtney arrived for her lesson the following week, she noticed that Mr Dixon’s car was outside. He was early. Or perhaps he hadn’t gone home at all. Was it a good omen? She drew a sharp breath, eager to find out. The door to the studio was also already open, so she let herself inside and called out his name. He didn’t respond.

Walking into the studio, she saw him sitting by the sound system, staring into space.

“Are you okay, Mr Dixon?” she said.

He took a moment to register that she was there. Then he looked at her and gave her a brief, tight-lipped smile. “Hi, Courtney. Sorry, I was lost in thought.”

She put her bag beside the door and removed her coat. She was wearing her nightclub dress again, but he didn’t notice. He looked like he hadn’t slept well the night before, or perhaps for several nights.

She approached him. “What’s the matter, Mr Dixon?”

He looked up again. “I—I don’t know how it happened. Last week… the kiss. The cameras were on. I swore I turned them off. I told her it meant nothing. She was so mad she threw a plate at me.”

Courtney sat on his lap and wrapped her arms around him. He stiffened, momentarily unsure how to handle such close contact.

“Courtney, I don’t think you should—”

“It’s okay, Mr Dixon. You seem sad. I’m just comforting you the same way I used to comfort my daddy if he was sad for any reason.”

She felt him relax and accept her embrace.

“I made sure the cameras are off today. I checked and double-checked. Anyway, I knew that kiss was a mistake at the time and now I’ve paid for it,” he continued. “My wife is staying with her parents for a few days. She says she needs time to think things over.”

“You did nothing wrong,” said Courtney. “It was only a kiss. Like you said, you used to kiss other women all the time when you were performing on stage. I bet your wife wasn’t jealous then.”

He let out a heavy sigh. “She was, but she accepted it was part of the job. She doesn’t see it the same way with you.”

She held him close, pressing his face to her breasts. “Oh, Mr Dixon. What are you going to do?”

“I don’t know. I’m torn. If I stop giving you lessons, I’ll be admitting she’s right. Then she’ll find reasons to get jealous about other women. It’ll never end.”

She stroked his face. “Then let me make it easier for you. You don’t have to give me any more lessons.”

He looked up at her. She saw the look of unbridled lust in his eyes again. The truth was he didn’t want the lessons to end. They both desired a forbidden relationship. And they were both bound by the rules that decent society deemed acceptable.

She loved her daddy more than any other man in the world, but she couldn’t have him. That was why any man she met who reminded her of him drew her like a magnet. That included men like Mr Dixon, who were also unattainable, because they were locked in monogamous relationships.

He had a taste for the same. He had kissed other women while in the shackles of wedlock. Once a man had tasted forbidden fruit, he always hungered for more. His wife had good reason to feel jealous about her husband. He was so close to crossing the line to stealing more than a kiss. He only needed the smallest push.

“Are you sure? What about your acting career?” he said.

“I’ll be fine,” she replied. “But can we have one final lesson, if you’re willing?”

“Of course!”

She looked deep into his eyes. “Only this time, I’ll teach you a new dance.”

He smiled. “Oh, really? What is it called?”

“The horizontal boogie,” she said.

“I don’t know that one.”

“Oh, I’m certain you know all the moves. It’s like the rumba, only even more intimate. We need music.”

She leaned over and scanned through the playlists on the sound system. Finding one she liked, she pressed play and turned up the volume. Sensual jazz played on a saxophone filled the studio.

“Let me show you the first steps,” she said, drawing him close again. Their lips brushed together. He didn’t pull away. She felt his hot breath on her neck as he opened his mouth.

“Kiss me, Daddy,” she whispered.

He hesitated, then gave in to his desire. It was a potent kiss, with lips locked and tongues dancing like they were doing the rumba. She adored the taste of his mouth and explored every part of it with her tongue. He did the same, drinking from her mouth like a man dying of thirst. She broke the kiss for a moment, allowing them both to catch their breath.

“Touch me, Daddy,” she said, opening her legs.

She wasn’t wearing any panties under her short skirt. She kissed him again as his hand travelled up her inner thigh, finding the soft, smooth mound of her clean-shaven pussy. She shivered, her body tingling with the pleasure of his touch.

He teased her with the skill of a man who has devoted a long time to learning how to pleasure a woman. She had suspected he had as many smooth moves in the bedroom as the dance floor. It was no wonder his wife didn’t want to share him, but she didn’t have any say in the matter right now.

When she was hot and wet between the thighs, she stood up, pulling him to his feet without breaking the kiss. Their lips remained locked as they swayed to the centre of the dance floor. His hands were everywhere, squeezing her butt, pulling the spaghetti straps of her dress from her shoulders to bare her breasts.

She unbuttoned his shirt as they kissed and ran her hands over his chiselled chest, feeling the lines of his muscles as she made her way to his pants. She opened the button and unzipped his fly, allowing his pants to slide down his legs. His briefs followed, giving her full access to his cock. Their swaying dance became a slow waltz.

He was hard and ready. She stroked his cock in her hand, enjoying the fullness of its length and girth in her small hand. He was very thick. She reached underneath to find his balls and gave each one a hard squeeze. She felt him stiffen with the sharp pain of each squeeze. That was good. They were hard, heavy and full of cum. How long had it been since he had last had sex? No doubt, it had been some time if he was out of favour with his wife.

She gripped his cock again and felt it throb in her hand. He was eager for her pussy. She wanted to make him desperate to cum, so she stroked him while they kissed and danced. When she felt he was ready for the grand finale, she lowered them to the floor and laid him on his back.

His cock was so inviting, saluting the heavens, but she took her time to straddle him. She guided the head to the opening of her sex. Even though she was hot and dripping wet, it took her tiny pussy a moment to accommodate his cock. She knew she was exceptionally tight, which made these forbidden trysts all the more exciting. For him though, it would be unforgettable.

As he filled her, she felt her pussy stretch to its limit. Taking his full length hurt, but she loved every second of it. Once she had him all the way in, she gripped him with her powerful pelvic muscles and started to roll her hips.

He groaned with pleasure and the unexpected discomfort of her squeezing him so hard. During sex, an experienced lover could make pleasure and pain indistinguishable. In this particular dance, she had lots of experience.

Getting him to this point had involved telling him several lies. She didn’t need to learn how to dance. She was already an excellent dancer, which was why she had such strong pelvic muscles. They were well-toned for crushing a man’s cock while she took pleasure from doing it. She was going to crush Mr Dixon’s cock now, the same way she wanted to give her daddy a sore cock for ruining her for all other men.

She reached behind her back to find his balls and gave them a hard squeeze, like she was trying to encourage them to release their cum. A light squeeze was gloriously pleasurable. If she squeezed too hard for too long, it would hurt when he ejaculated. She squeezed them both hard, one at a time while she ground her pussy onto his cock.

All his senses would tell him he was enjoying her tight pussy clenching his cock, but in the aftermath, it would ache for days. He wouldn’t be able to sit down, pee, or pull on a pair of pants without feeling sore from the cock-crushing and ball-busting she was giving him right now.

It felt so good, gripping his hard, thick rod as tight as she could, while she worked her hips back and forth. She thought every girl should learn how to crush a man’s cock during sex. If a girl wanted a man to remember their first night together, what better way was there than to leave him with a tender cock, aching to feel the grip of her pussy again? But if she wanted to teach a man a lesson he would never forget, she could crush it between her thighs and leave him sore for days.

Each time she saw Mr Dixon wince, her orgasm swelled. The pleasure of crushing cocks was a man couldn’t tell the difference while they were having sex. He wouldn’t know what she was doing until he unloaded his cum. When he softened, it would hurt. She could see it on his face. He was close. She tightened her grip on his balls and let out a long moan. Her pussy became hotter and wetter with the onset of her orgasm.

As he pumped his hot spunk deep inside her, her release came on in a flood. She drove her hips down and clenched him as hard as she could. Both their orgasms were going to hurt. But as she squirted pussy cream all over his cock, her orgasm hurt in all the right ways. She rode him hard, making it last for as long as she could.

At the end, he lay unmoving, exhausted, breathing hard and beyond words. She leaned over and kissed him lightly on the lips.

“Thank you for the private lessons, Daddy,” she said. “I trust you’ve learned your lesson too. It’s dangerous to kiss young girls when your wife is watching.”

She left him in the middle of the dance floor, put on her coat and collected her bag. She really was a very bad girl. But even though she had lied about needing dance lessons, she had been honest with him where it mattered. She had told him at the start that thieves could break in looking for love. He’d never thought she was the thief in question. And she enjoyed stealing a man’s love right under his nose. Tonight, she had stolen what love was left in Oscar Dixon’s relationship with his wife.

It was entirely her daddy’s fault. He had made her like this. He had made her love him so much that no man could ever be his equal. So, she was determined to home-wreck every man who reminded her of him and steal their love to make up for her loss.

As she made her way out the door, she checked to see if the security cameras were still on. Mr Dixon had indeed turned them off before each lesson. She had simply turned them back on. It was so easy, just one small push of a little green button. The fool had never suspected she had done it. His wife had done the rest.

Now Mr Dixon was going to have a broken heart and an aching cock, just what her daddy needed too. His wife would leave him when she saw the footage of them screwing on the dance floor. Perhaps it was for the best if she was so jealous. Courtney would never know, and she didn’t care to know either. She had what she wanted.

As the evening air cooled her face, she checked and fixed her lipstick before she disappeared into the night. It was time to find another man like Mr Dixon, so she could bust his boner and balls too. She smiled. Why should she be a good girl to get daddy’s love when being a bad girl was much more fun?


Maid To Watch

For once, Rod’s cock felt good as he thrust it in and out of Heidi’s pussy. She hoped he would finally live up to the promise of his incredible body and give her a splendid orgasm. Rod was a swimmer and had a body like a chiselled, streamlined steel bar. His cock finally felt like one too. As he pumped her pussy, she appreciated his freestyle technique, but thought he could work more on his breast stroke. Rod was a strict missionary man with no time for the finesse her body craved in bed.

She could forgive his lack of technique if he could finally get her off. Her orgasm was building toward a much needed climax. He grunted as he lay on top of her. She knew he was close. She only had to chase her orgasm for a few more minutes and she would get there too. Why did sex with Rod always feel like a race? And why did he always cross the line before her?

“Gah! So tight!” said Rod, as he stiffened in the rigours of ejaculation.

Heidi felt his cock pulsing inside her, but Rod was wearing a condom, so she couldn’t feel the joy of him filling her pussy with hot cum. Without the heat and the thrill, she couldn’t make it over the edge to achieve her own release.

“Keep going!” she said, trying to swivel her hips. A little movement… anything… and she could make it.

But it was all over for the morning. He’d managed six minutes, which was better than his usual performances. She supposed it was because Rod was a sprinter in the pool, so that made him a sprinter in bed too. She didn’t want to consider the alternative, that ‘hot Rod’ was actually a lemon in bed.

As he lay panting in her ear, she tried to get him to roll off, as he was now a dead weight. It was a hell of a way to spoil any chance of her reaching an orgasm. She wondered what qualities made a man good in bed. Would he get better with age and experience? She didn’t know. No man had been able to satisfy her in the way she desired yet. She had occasional orgasms, but she had never had one that left her feeling like she had nothing left to give.

“Rod, I need to have a shower and get to work,” she said, giving him a shove.

He rolled off her and removed his condom. “Damn, you’re a fox between the sheets, babe,” he said.

It was a nice compliment, even though sex with Rod was basically getting pinned to the mattress while he used her pussy to empty his balls. If he wasn’t good eye candy, she would’ve gone on the hunt for a new man a long time ago.

She kissed him on the cheek and hurried to the bathroom to shower and get ready for work. She worked for Exclusive Maids, a firm that looked after many of the rich residents of the city who didn’t employ live-in maids. She was covering for one of her colleagues who was on leave, so she didn’t want to be late. The client was Clifford Hunt, a partner in one of the big law firms in the city.

She put on her uniform, a plain black dress with short sleeves and an ankle length skirt. It had a white collar, cuffs and an apron. Even though she rarely met her clients, she had to look her best at all times.

As she put on her make-up and styled her hair, she imagined what it would be like to have nothing better to do than dress as sexily as possible for her dream man. Then he could ravish her body and spoil her rotten. Unless Rod won the lottery, six minutes in bed and a job with no prospects were her lot in life. At least dreams of a better life were free.

As she drove to Clifford Hunt’s mansion, she wondered what was missing in her sex life. The thrill of the unexpected? A little danger? The only surprise Rod could give her would be to go seven minutes before he orgasmed.

Clifford Hunt’s mansion was in the hills overlooking the city. It was expensive real estate and she couldn’t imagine what he earned to afford such a place. The exterior looked like a fortress of tinted glass and sheer black walls. Thankfully, she didn’t have to wash the windows. It would take her a week.

She tapped the passcode into the security system and entered the house. While she’d been inside many properties owned by wealthy people as part of her work, Clifford Hunt’s home was not what she expected. It was austere. His furnishings were the best money could buy, but he simply had what he needed and nothing else. It also lacked a woman’s touch. She could see at a glance that there was no Mrs Hunt in residence. That likely made him one of the most eligible bachelors in the city.

As a lawyer, he was no doubt aware of the pitfalls of entering into a relationship that might turn sour. Many women would gladly seduce him to get even a small share of his money. Or then again, perhaps he was unappealing in every way and no woman could stomach him. Still, that didn’t stop the gold-diggers of the world. For one hell of a payday, all a girl had to do was close her eyes and open her legs.

She checked the instructions on her tablet. She had to check the pantry and order his shopping, change the linen, and clean and tidy the kitchen, bathrooms, bedrooms and living areas. No wonder the usual maid who tended the house had no other clients. The mansion had twelve bedrooms, ten bathrooms and huge living areas. It was a full-time job.

She saw a note at the bottom of the list. It gave her pause as she tried to understand what it meant. She wasn’t to enter the room on the lower level. And she was always to finish and leave the house no later than four o’clock.

There was no explanation given, which ignited her curiosity. The room in question was at the bottom of a flight of stairs off the main lounge. The door to the room looked like the others throughout the house. Would it hurt to take a peek?

She pulled herself together. The last thing she needed was to get fired for disobeying an explicit instruction. She told herself to ignore the voice at the back of her head that said it wouldn’t hurt to have a quick look. No doubt, security cameras constantly surveyed the house. With one look, she could find herself on the street with no references and no hope of ever getting another job as a maid. And Rod couldn’t support her on his wage at a local pool. How had she become stuck with a man who was still working as a pool boy?

She toured the house to familiarise herself with the layout, so she could plan how to handle the cleaning in an orderly fashion. It was eerie being alone in such a huge house. It felt like she was lost in a maze. Even though every room had large windows and high ceilings to allow light to fill the space, she felt a tightness in her chest like she was in a small, dark room.

“Get a grip, Heidi,” she told herself. “You’re a maid. This is a rich man’s house. There’s nothing to see here. You’re chasing shadows because you’re frustrated.”

She got to work, starting in the kitchen, ordering any items that were missing from the pantry. Clifford Hunt had exacting taste. While he didn’t care for expensive trappings to adorn his house, like art or ostentatious furnishings, he had a taste for decadent delights. He liked the finest of everything with food and wine.

She could only assume he prepared his own meals rather than having a personal chef. Otherwise, she wouldn’t have to order his supplies, as the chef would do it. That suggested he was a hands-on man who enjoyed carnal pleasures. She pursed her lips. Although she’d never met Clifford Hunt, he was becoming more intriguing by the minute.

Her next task was to pick up all the small objects around the house to clear the floors for the robot vacuum cleaner. It was a mundane task, but better than pushing a vacuum cleaner around by hand.

In one bedroom, she found a blue silk tie on the floor. Someone had crushed it like they had tied it in knots. It would need careful pressing at the dry-cleaners to restore it to shape. She tucked it into her apron pocket.

She started up the robot vacuum cleaner and continued to clear the floor around the house. When she got to the master bedroom, she noticed another tie beside the bed. It was a silver silk tie that was also crushed like the first one she’d found. It piqued her curiosity. What had Clifford Hunt done to his ties to get them so badly out of shape?

She looked around his room. It was spacious and light. He had a super king bed that looked perfect for a long, deep sleep, or hot, wild sex. There was an elegant box-seat window overlooking the sweeping lawns and manicured gardens. He had a walk-in wardrobe filled with designer suits, shoes and ties. All the ties on the rack were perfectly pressed.

She examined the ties in her pocket again, wondering what had left them crushed and creased. Everything about the interior of the house was precise. Everything had a purpose and a place. Except these two ties. They were anomalies in an otherwise strictly ordered space.

“It’s not your place to ask questions, Heidi,” she said. “Nosey maids get themselves into trouble.”

She returned to her duties, trying to let the repetitive tasks steal her curiosity away, along with the time. But her desire to see what was in the forbidden room was like an itch she couldn’t scratch. Maids were privy to many personal secrets of their clients. She couldn’t silence her craving to see what Clifford Hunt kept in the forbidden room.

She had just finished changing the linen in the master bedroom when she realised she had gone well over time. She’d allowed her fanciful thoughts to consume her sense of responsibility. It was now past five o’clock.

As if fate wanted to remind her she had just broken one of the two most important rules, she heard voices coming from the hallway. The first was a girl. She was moaning and sobbing. There was also a man giving her strict orders in an even tone. His voice was rich and smooth.

Heidi panicked and hurried to the box-seat window. She knelt on the cushions so she could close the curtains and hide. She held them tight, with only a crack to peek through.

A mature man strode into the master bedroom. Heidi’s heart fluttered. He was devilishly handsome with snow-white hair. Yet his face was chiselled and firm, and his blue eyes looked about the room with purpose. She knew he must be Clifford Hunt, as she recognised his suit from the ones in the wardrobe. He was wearing a black suit with a white shirt, but no tie.

Clifford Hunt was also holding a leather leash hooked to a collar around the neck of a young blond woman. She was very pretty, with waist-length hair and a nubile figure. She was also completely naked apart from thigh-high white stockings and matching heels.

Heidi clamped her hand over her mouth to smother the gasp that wanted to explode from her chest. The girl looked like she was drunk, but Heidi could tell it wasn’t alcohol that had put her in this state. Her eyes were bright, not dull and glassy. She was high on the adrenaline and endorphins of her own body.

As the couple came close to her hiding spot, Heidi saw the girl had her hands tied behind her back. She was gorgeous, like a glamour model, with round, pert breasts and a clean-shaven pussy.

“Kneel,” said Clifford Hunt.

The girl dropped to her knees as ordered. He unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. It was already erect. Heidi swallowed hard as she looked at it. He was very big, at least eight inches long, but his girth was intimidating. She had never seen such a thick cock. It made her pussy hurt to imagine accommodating a cock of that size. It looked brutal, like a tool of punishment, not pleasure.

Clifford Hunt used it that way too, pinching the girl’s cheeks, forcing her mouth open so he could ram his massive cock inside. He didn’t ease into it. He rammed it all the way down her throat, choking her, making it difficult for her to breathe. She tried to pull away, but he grabbed a handful of her golden hair and held her in place.

She squirmed, desperate for air, so he spread his legs to anchor his position, allowing him to drive his cock deeper into her throat. Heidi wanted to cry out, but she was stricken with a strange mix of fear and excitement. Clifford Hunt looked hell-bent on asphyxiating the blond with his cock.

When the blond looked like she would pass out, he withdrew, allowing her to take a few desperate gasps. Then he punished her mouth again, stretching her jaw as wide as it would go. While it wasn’t happening to her, Heidi felt her jaw ache in sympathy for the poor girl. It seemed gold-diggers had to do much more than spread their legs and stare at the ceiling if they wanted to snare Clifford Hunt.

He used her mouth mercilessly for his own pleasure for what felt like an eternity. While Heidi was quivering with fear, she couldn’t help but feel impressed by his stamina. Rod would have shot his load a long time ago, yet Clifford Hunt kept hammering the girl’s throat like he was just warming up.

When the girl was close to catatonic from the lack of air, he pulled her away, allowing her to breathe again. Then he took his cock in his fist and slapped her cheeks with it.

“Have you learned your lesson?” he said, slapping her cheeks red. “You are not allowed to cum until I give you permission. Understood?”

The girl croaked a response. She had no voice after taking his cock down her throat for so long. He pulled her to her feet by her hair and threw her face first onto the bed. Heidi clamped her hand over her mouth as she let out an involuntary squeal. She could now see what Clifford Hunt had done to the girl before they had come into the room.

He’d used his tie to bind her hands. It was an elegant purple silk tie knotted tightly around her wrists. As Heidi reached into her pocket to feel the other two she had found, finally knowing how they had become so creased.

But there was a more shocking sight than silk around her wrists. He had striped the girl’s back, butt and legs red from a cruel whipping. There were too many criss-crossed, angry welts to know how many strokes of the whip she had taken.

He worked his thick cock into her pussy from behind. It clearly took some effort to get it inside her, as he had to push hard with his hips to find entrance. Once he was balls deep inside her, he grabbed her leash, arching her back against its natural curvature for leverage. Heidi winced. It looked painful, especially once he started to pound her pussy with his punishing cock.

The girl moaned, her cries indistinguishable from pleasure or pain. Perhaps it was both now he had blurred the line between the two in her mind. He pounded her hard for twenty minutes without pause. It was incredible. Rod was a minnow compared to the sexual prowess of Clifford Hunt. While it looked like the most painful sex a girl could get, Heidi’s pussy ached with the desire to have a man use her like that too.

Finally, with harsh animal grunts, Clifford Hunt reached his peak. He pulled out, turned the girl over and finished in her mouth, giving the back of her throat a soothing serving of hot cum. She accepted it like a Catholic receiving the sacrament.

As a lawyer, he was clearly aware of the danger of cumming inside a young girl without protection. That was a recipe for a child maintenance claim. At the same time, the way he finished was wild and carefree. It was rough, raw sex with no purpose other than to give both parties pleasure.

Clifford Hunt untied the girl and dropped the creased tie onto the floor. As she got to her feet, Heidi saw she looked radiant in the aftermath of their encounter. She had the glow of a woman who had cum many times, against her will or otherwise.

“Leave!” said Clifford Hunt.

The girl’s lower lip quivered. She looked like she was going to cry. “But, Daddy, when will I see you again?”

“You got what you wanted. Get dressed and get out,” he said, dismissing her with a wave of his hand. “You’ll hear from me if I want to see you again.”

She looked at him with tears in her eyes. He had used her as a whipping toy, but she was desperate to have his affections and to know when she would see him again. He turned his back on her and zipped up his pants. Then he chose another tie from his wardrobe, buttoned his collar and tied a perfect double Windsor knot.

With their business done, Heidi found herself alone again. She waited several minutes before emerging from her hiding place. The house was silent and still. She made her way downstairs to the main lounge, looking this way and that to check the coast was clear. There was no sign of Clifford Hunt or the blond girl.

Heidi knew she should get out while she could, but as she passed the stairs to the lower level, she saw the door to the forbidden room was ajar. Clifford Hunt must have taken the girl there first, before taking her upstairs to his bedroom.

Heidi started down the stairs toward the door. Her body felt like it had a will of its own, drawing her to the forbidden room without asking for permission from her rational mind.

The lower level was like the ones above, light, airy and austere, but the room was large and had many more furnishings than the others. There were bondage frames for tying people in various poses, coiled ropes and racks of whips. She saw a cabinet with glass doors, normally used to store fine china, filled with paddles, clamps and other torture devices.

There were unusual devices she didn’t recognise too. For some reason, there was a make-up table on one side of the room. It had a mirror bordered with lights over a working surface for a woman’s make-up kit. There was no make-up, only two steel bars on either side of the table, which seemed to serve no practical purpose.

She wandered about the room like she was in a dream, staring at each object in wonder. It was like touring a bondage dungeon built in a designer lounge. She stopped dead when she came across a straight-backed wooden chair. It had a padded leather seat like an old-fashioned dining chair, but it was also fitted with manacles for the wrists and ankles to clamp a person in place. She reached out and touched a smooth leather loop, fed through a hole at the back of the chair at the neck. She looked behind the chair and saw the loop was connected to a crank designed to tighten it.

Heidi went weak at the knees. Without thinking, she sat in the chair, feeling the leather loop brush against her neck. Her imagination took her like an irresistible drug. She could see herself in the chair, with her wrists and ankles in the manacles, so she couldn’t move an inch. She could see Clifford Hunt fitting the leather loop around her neck before going behind the chair to tighten it.

He would turn the crank slowly, making sure she felt every moment of the strap tightening around her throat. He would enjoy listening to her gasp as he deprived her of air. How long could he make it last? How long would it take her to break, leaving her entirely at his mercy, ready for him to use her for his pleasure?

She imagined herself utterly powerless, with her mouth agape, trying to breathe, while he tightened the strap further. The vision made her shake with fear. It was terrifying, but more exciting than anything she had ever experienced. She reached between her legs. Her panties were soaked. She raised her fingers to her nose, expecting to discover she had peed herself, but the honeyed scent on her fingers was entirely the juices of her excited sex.

Was this what he’d done to the blond? Taken her past the edge of fear to a place so dangerous she hadn’t been able to stop herself from becoming aroused? Had he made her cum as he deprived her of air?

“What the hell are you doing?” she said, snapping out of it.

She hurried out of the room, closing the door behind her. Grabbing her handbag, she fled from Clifford Hunt’s house as fast as she could. As she drove home, she wondered if she could face returning in the morning after what she had seen.

When she got home, she found Rod asleep on the couch. He’d come home from training, taken a shower and promptly fallen asleep. He hadn’t prepared a meal. As usual, he’d left everything to her.

She looked about the lounge, which was cluttered with things she didn’t need. It wasn’t like Clifford Hunt’s house, with its restrained elegance and its forbidden room filled with terrible torture devices.

Her life seemed so mundane now compared to the excitement within his walls, where he pushed women to new levels of pleasure and pain. It was dangerous, exciting and addictive. She couldn’t get the blond’s expression out of her head. The girl had been horribly punished, yet she was glowing from her orgasms and desperate for Clifford Hunt to give her more. He’d used her as his whipping toy and sex slave, and all she wanted to do was call him ‘Daddy.’

“Please, Daddy, spank me. I’ve been a bad girl,” she whispered, imagining herself in the place of the blond. “Show me how you punish your naughty girl.”

Just saying the words was enough to make her wet again. Her pussy ached with the desire to experience the kind of pleasure he’d given that girl.

She went to the bathroom and stripped naked to take a shower. Staring at herself in the mirror, she wondered if she could look as glamorous as the blond to catch his eye. If she wore her chocolate-brown locks loose and applied mascara to frame her large hazel eyes, she imagined she might look pretty enough for a man like Clifford Hunt. She had a slender figure with a round butt and plump, perky breasts. All she needed to do was shave the brown curls from her pussy to expose her sex.

She got in the shower and started her transformation, grooming herself to become daddy’s pleasure slave. She dried off, brushed her hair until it shone and put on make-up. Then she remembered she had a choker in her bedroom drawers. She had worn it as a teenager. It was a plain black band with a single sparkling crystal that fitted tightly around her neck. Looking at herself, she realised her desire for forbidden pleasure had always been within her. Her experience at Clifford Hunt’s mansion had only brought it to the surface.

Seeing herself naked, dolled up, clean-shaven and wearing the choker, she imagined Clifford Hunt taking her as his slave. Then reality hit home as she heard Rod snore from the lounge.

“Who am I kidding?” she said to herself in the mirror. “I’m just a maid. Men like him don’t fraternise with women like me.”

She wiped off her make-up and went to bed alone.

* * *

The following morning, Heidi walked up the wide path to the front door of Clifford Hunt’s mansion with butterflies in her stomach. She was wearing her uniform and a sensible amount of make-up, but she hadn’t removed the choker.

She let herself into his house and put her bag in the kitchen. As she was reviewing the tasks for the day on her tablet, she wandered into the main lounge and gasped. Clifford Hunt was sitting at the centre of a huge cream-coloured lounge suite. He was wearing a grey suit and had his black tie undone.

“Mr Hunt. I’m sorry. I didn’t expect to see you here,” she said, with the breath catching in her throat.

He looked at her with an even expression. “And I didn’t expect to find the door to the lower level closed on my return last night,” he replied, raising a remote control.

He flicked on the television, which occupied most of a large wall. She saw herself on security camera footage, entering his torture chamber, looking around and sitting in the chair.

“I clearly remember leaving it open on the assumption the maid would have left for the day. When I saw the timestamp on this footage, I was curious to find out what else you’d seen,” he said, pressing a button.

The image changed to his master bedroom, where she saw herself emerging from behind the curtains.

“Details are important, Heidi,” he said, rising from the suite.

Heidi couldn’t move. It surprised her to hear her own name. Of course he would know it. The agency would have told him all about her before assigning her to the job. Now he knew much more about her than she liked. She had no defence from his icy blue gaze.

“They help us understand one another. They reveal our hidden desires. You’re a maid who likes to watch. So, I only have one question about why you spied on me yesterday and why you went into the one room in the house forbidden to you. Do you like to watch, or do you have a desire to experience this for yourself?”

Heidi took a sharp breath. She couldn’t lie to a man like Clifford Hunt. He would see right through it. She would look like a fool. Worse still, she would be lying to herself, denying the dark cravings that dwelt deep inside her.

“Yes,” she said, barely above a whisper. “To both.”

He approached, appearing to glide across the carpet with his smooth, even stride. “Good. I’ve never met a woman who can excite me against my will. That indicates a loss of control. If you can arouse me against my will, it means neither of us knows who is dominant and who is submissive.”

He ran the back of his fingers down her cheek. It was like a father’s gentle caress, the first kiss between lovers and a promise of pain all at once. She shivered at his touch, but couldn’t escape the magnetic hold of his icy blue gaze.

He reached behind her neck and removed her choker, making her neck feel exposed to him.

“You are the first woman to do that to me… and you did it from a video recording.” He drew a sharp breath. “The look on your face as you sat in the chair… ah, I could see how turned on you were by the thought of having the leather garotte around your neck.” He let out a slow sigh. “Now I’ve seen you in the flesh and looked into your eyes, I have an uncontrollable craving to punish you.”

She felt an icy ball of fear form in her stomach as she realised he was capable of much greater cruelty than what she’d seen him do to the blond. This man was a predator, driven by an insatiable lust for the forbidden. With his wealth and power, he had the means to get away with whatever unspeakable acts he chose to do.

She felt light-headed with desire and fear, unable to think straight. Such a man could do more than push her to the brink of what her body could endure. He could take her life.

In a flash, he pulled his tie from his collar, spun her about and had her hands bound before she could put up a struggle. He’d clearly done this many times, a fact she knew from the crumpled ties scattered about the house. She pulled at her bonds, but he had knotted the silk tie too tight to escape.

He spun her about to face him again. The hunger in his eyes was no longer a veiled threat. He let her see it in all its terrible glory. He reached into his pocket. She felt too frightened to see what he had in his hand. When she heard the metallic snap of a switchblade, her pulse accelerated.

“W—what are you going to do to me?” she said. Her chest was so tight with fear she could barely speak aloud.

“I… don’t know,” he replied, his voice edged with the growl of a wild beast.

He raised the blade to her face. It was a single-bladed knife, so sharp the light glinted from the edge. Such a knife had only one purpose, to make very clean cuts. She gasped and felt her lip quiver. What the hell was she thinking, entertaining a man like this because she’d seen him make a blond cum so hard that she wanted it too?

He hiked up her skirt and slid the knife underneath the waistband of her panties. She felt the cold, flat edge against her hip and froze. He sliced through her waistband with one pull of the blade. Then he sliced through the other side.

Her panties came free in his hand. He raised them to his nose and inhaled them like he held a bouquet.

“Mm… sweet and delicious.” He opened his eyes again. “If I pulled a knife on any other woman, she would break down and cry, or scream for her life. But you, my dear, only got wetter.”

She opened her mouth to plead for mercy, but he used the opportunity to stuff her panties between her lips. Her heart raced as she tasted the ambrosia of her sex. She tried to think straight, but it was impossible. She was the most terrified she had ever been in her life. At the same time, she was so turned on, she felt like she could cum at any moment.

While her head spun with the intoxicating cocktail of confused emotions, Clifford Hunt tore three strips from a roll of duct tape. He plastered one over her lips, sealing her panties inside her mouth. Then he placed the other two over her face from cheek to chin, sealing her mouth so tight, she couldn’t move her jaw at all.

He let out a cruel chuckle as he raised the knife again, like he was thinking about where he wanted to cut her first. He started at her sleeve, slicing open her dress from cuff to collar. She felt the back of the blade up her arm and whimpered as she imagined what it would be like if he held it the other way.

He sliced open the other shoulder so her dress fell away, revealing her bra. She shook as he stared at her with unbridled lust in his eyes. Then, with frightening precision, he put the knife into the bodice of her dress and sliced it down the length of her body, so it fell to the carpet in tatters.

She stood before him in only her bra, stockings and heels. He took his time feeding the blade underneath her bra, letting her feel the cold kiss of the metal as he sliced open the supporting straps. It too fell to the floor in ruins.

He stepped back and looked at her like he was in an art gallery admiring a sculpture. She’d never felt more naked and helpless in her life. The fact he was still fully dressed only added to her sense of vulnerability, along with the fact he still held the knife.

“Beautiful!” he said, breathing out the word in awe.

He approached her again and delicately rested the blade of the knife against the side of her breast, as if preparing to slice off her nipple. She could feel the edge scraping her skin like a razor blade, threatening to break it.

“You have exquisite breasts, my dear. Full and firm with the elasticity of youth. No matter how I’ve handled a woman, I’ve never drawn blood. But then again, I’ve never met a woman like you. Would you like to find out what we’re both capable of doing?”

She tried to shake her head, but realised she was turning it in small circles rather than begging him not to harm her. She was saying ‘yes’, ‘no’ and ‘I don’t know’ all at the same time.

He grabbed her by the hair and spun her about, bringing the blade to her throat. One slip and it would all be over. He walked her over to the massive cream lounge suite and sat down, laying her across his lap on her back.

Looking up at him, she saw him raise the knife again, pressing the point to her collarbone at the top of the valley between her breasts. She whimpered as she felt the sting of the blade. He ran it down her body, through her cleavage, across her stomach, through the tight dimple of her belly button, over the mound of her pussy to her lips. He rested it there while she waited to feel the pain of the cut.

He ran a finger lightly along the line he had traced with the blade and raised it to her face.

“There you go, my dear, not even a scratch. Now, let’s see how well you do avoiding a cut. Open your legs!”

She felt him scrape the mound of her pussy with the edge of the blade.

“Mm… you’ve given yourself a perfect shave on the outside. But what about inside?”

She couldn’t control her shaking as she felt the icy blade enter her sex. He slid it inside her in agonisingly slow increments until it was buried to the hilt.

“You’re very tight, my dear. If you make one wrong move, that will change.” He grinned. There was nothing kind about it. “And yet, with the threat of being split open from the inside, you’re wetter than ever. How did such a treasure end up on my lap?”

Heidi was on the edge of panic. She could feel the cold metal piercing her pussy. She lost control and whimpered piteously, waiting for the blade to split her open. Then she felt him pull it out and prayed she wouldn’t come to harm. As she felt him push it in again, her heart skipped several beats.

Then she realised he’d been playing to her worst fears. He was holding the knife by the blade and had fed the hilt into her pussy. Now he used it like a sex toy, teasing her with it, pushing it in and out of her, rolling the smooth pommel over her clitoris.

Even though she was scared out of her mind, he was going to make her cum. She could feel it building as a slow ache, the pressure of one disappointing lay after another with Rod, desperate to find release. She could feel it taking control of her body as if she were being swept out to sea. As it grew achingly closer, he pulled the knife out.

“Clearly you like to watch, but you’re not very good at following instructions. You don’t get to cum until I allow it.”

“Mmph, mmph!” she whimpered, begging him to let her cum. It was so close. She needed it so much. The denial was worse than the fear of having such a dangerous object pushed into her pussy.

He tossed the knife onto the coffee table, not caring that it left a jagged scratch in the polished wood.

“So that’s enough foreplay for you, my dear. Let’s go to my chamber and find out what it will take to break you.”

He pulled her to her feet, manhandling her as they crossed the lounge to the short flight of stairs leading to the forbidden room with its terrible devices. Her pussy was dripping and she could feel her inner thighs were slick with her juices as she stumbled beside him. He opened the door and led her inside.

“I know you’ll enjoy the chair too much, so I have a punishment that’s much more fitting for spying on me.”

He led her to the side of the room where the make-up table stood and forced her face down in front of the mirror. She didn’t fight him. There was no point. He was much too strong.

She panicked as she felt him loop a silk rope around her neck twice. He tightened it and pulled her upright, arching her back. She saw herself in the mirror, every hint of terror laid bare in her eyes. He’d tied the rope around her neck to the steel bars on either side of the table, aching her back in a cruel pose. For the meantime, he’d knotted it in place, so it was tight around her neck without restricting her breathing. But with her hands tied, she couldn’t brace her weight in the cruel pose, and she soon felt the strain in her stomach, lower back and pelvic muscles.

She watched him in the reflection as he wheeled another full-length mirror behind her, allowing her to see herself front and back.

“You like to watch, so I want you to see everything,” he said. “You want to experience, so I want you to feel everything.”

She saw him go to a rack of whips. He selected a whip with a single tail and returned so she could see it up close. It had a slender plaited tail.

“I swear I’ve never drawn blood from any woman who has entered this room, but I assure you, it’s still very painful.”

He stepped back and loosened his arm, cracking the whip through the air. She winced at the sound. He didn’t make her wait to feel it though, lashing her back with the full force of his arm.

The pain of the lash made her eyes water. It burned as if fire ants had marched in a straight line across her back, stinging her as they passed. He whipped her with relish, marking her back, branding her, laying claim to her as his plaything. He wielded the whip like an artist, placing perfect red welts across the body of his nude model, the pain and the paint becoming one.

She could see every mark he placed on her in the reflections. It was like he was torturing her in a house of mirrors. She was made to watch and feel everything her tormentor chose to do to her body. She could see him swinging his arm, feel the whip striking her back, her face registering the pain, and the red stripe left in the whip’s wake.

He took her from the heights of pleasure to total despair. All she could feel was the strain in her back, the burn of the whip and the desperate ache in her pussy with the need to cum. Each stroke of the whip denied it. But for all the punishment and pain, she realised she enjoyed everything he was doing to her. The pain made her feel vital, alive, like he had awakened her senses after a lifetime of disappointment. He was stimulating her in ways Rod couldn’t comprehend, even if he were capable.

When Clifford Hunt had finished marking her to his liking, he put the whip aside. While she sucked deep breaths through her nose, she saw he had striped her shoulders, back, butt and legs. Every inch of her flesh stung. But she could still see the look in his eye, the hunger for more. When was he going to let her cum? And how much more punishment could she take?

He approached her and ran his hands down her back. Each time his fingers grazed a welt, she had a fresh reminder of the pain that had come with each lick of the whip.

“Gorgeous!” he said, looking into her eyes from her reflection in the mirror. “My dear, you are a unique beauty. Other women take the whip as a brutal punishment.” He ran his hand over her bottom and reached between her legs. “But you are still as wet as when you had the knife inside you. What am I going to do with such a treasure now I have you in my grasp? Only a fool would allow such a rare gift to slip between his fingers.”

He unzipped his pants and pulled his cock and balls through the fly of his briefs. She swallowed hard as she once again saw the size of his manhood. It was much too big. There was no way her pussy could take it.

He didn’t care and worked it into her from behind. She was dripping wet, but he still had to push hard to penetrate her. She groaned as worked it in deep. It was so big, she felt like he was going to split her apart. He used it like a battering ram, stretching her wide open so he could get to her cervix and pound it into submission. Now he denied her orgasm with more pain by pounding her pussy raw.

That wasn’t all he had planned for her though. He untied the rope at her neck and wrapped the loose ends around his palms to get a good grip. Then he pulled, using the leverage to drive his cock hard and deep. At the same time, the rope tightened around her neck. It was hard to breathe with her face taped, but now he was depriving her of oxygen altogether.

He tightened the rope around her throat with excruciating accuracy, making her aware with each breath how much harder it was to draw air. All she could do was stare into his cold eyes as she fought to hold onto consciousness.

He worked her over inside, hammering her so hard she felt like she could feel his cock pummelling her stomach. As her vision blurred from the lack of air, she realised he could go all the way. She was stricken with true terror. It wasn’t the fear of the pain, torment or suffering. Those emotions were trivial compared to the knowledge she might soon take her last breath.

As if he could read her mind, he pulled on the ropes tighter, making it all but impossible for her to breathe at all. In that moment, everything he had done, and everything he was now doing came together as one sensation. Her vision darkened and she drifted away, transcending to a higher form of consciousness, where there was no fine line between pleasure and pain. There was only euphoria.

If she focused on it, she could identify the individual parts. He was depriving her of breath, arching her back in the cruellest way, while her whipped flesh burned and stung. And to complete the sensations, he was using his enormous cock to punish her pussy.

But together, she felt like she’d been touched by the divine. Every aspect of her life up to this point felt trivial. How could anything compare to such sublime pleasure? This was beyond an orgasm. It was pure bliss. She allowed herself to feel it in every part of her body. Or perhaps, her body was beyond feeling anything. Perhaps she was feeling it deep in her soul. Whatever the answer, she never wanted it to end.

The rope loosened at her neck, and she sucked in a deep breath through her nose. As her senses returned in a rush, she heard Clifford Hunt grunt loudly. He had dropped the ropes and was holding her by the hips as if he was trying to pull free from her pussy. She realised she was gripping him as hard as she could, while she continued to have the orgasm that had been denied her entire life.

“Bitch!” he grunted. “You beautiful, beautiful bitch!”

She felt the hot flood of his orgasm joining her own as he shot his cum deep into her womb. He looked like he wanted to pull free, but some force was holding him in place. Then he grabbed her around the shoulders and waist and pulled her close to his body as he bucked, shuddered and pumped himself dry.

They both stood motionless for a long moment, breathing hard. He pulled his cock free from her pussy’s grasp and turned her about, gently this time, like he was handling a porcelain doll. He carefully removed the tape from her face and plucked the panties from her mouth.

Before she could speak, he planted a passionate kiss on her lips, like he was breathing life into her again. He kissed her like he never wanted their lips to part. She returned it with the same passion.

When their lips finally parted, he was short of breath, but had a gleam in his blue eyes, like the dawn sun preparing to melt the ice.

“Leave!” he said.

Heidi drew a sharp breath in disbelief. After the incredible moment they had shared, he was going to cast her out like the blond? In that moment, she understood what the blond had felt, the burden of loss after discovering bliss. It was more frightening than any torment he could devise for her.

Clifford Hunt didn’t let her go though. He held her tight, like their bodies were one.

“Leave everything! Be with me. You can be my maid, my plaything, my companion, whatever you want. I’ll take care of your every need. Just be with me.”

She thought about it for a nanosecond, but as he had said earlier, the effect they had on one another blurred the lines of power. Neither of them was wholly dominant or submissive in this relationship. And it was her prerogative as a woman to make him wait for her answer. After all he had done, he deserved to sweat for a moment or two.

“What does that make you?” she said at last.

“Whatever you need me to be,” he said, with hope in his eyes. “Name it. It’s yours.”

She knew the answer. She’d known it since she heard the blond utter the word. Clifford Hunt didn’t care to let the blond lay claim to it, but Heidi knew it was hers to take.

“Then I accept… Daddy,” she said.


Good Catholic Girl

Aria’s mommy was pursing her lips and frowning. Aria knew the expression well. Her mommy was preparing to have a serious discussion. She was a timid woman and always found it difficult to discuss any important matter, great or small. Aria sighed. This was what a life of repression did to people, women in particular. Catholicism came with as many shackles as it did the blessings of the Lord.

Aria took the initiative. “What is it, Mommy? You look worried,” she said, sitting at the kitchen table.

Her mommy was making pizza for dinner, rolling out the bread dough by hand. At least Aria knew she wasn’t in trouble. Pizza was her mommy’s go-to bribe food, to put her in a good mood in case she didn’t like the subject for discussion.

“I’ve been seeing someone, Aria,” said her mommy, with eyes downcast. She was pretending she needed to look at the dough as she rolled it flat, but Aria knew it was to shield herself from potential conflict over the subject.

“Oh?” said Aria. “Are we talking about a male someone?”

Aria twirled a lock of her chocolate-brown hair through her fingers. She had lovely ringlets. All the boys liked her hair, her emerald eyes, and her nubile eighteen-year-old body.

This was where the topic of relationships got complicated. Her mommy had expressly forbidden her from having a boyfriend while she lived under her roof. And she was not allowed to fool around with boys in any way. No kissing, touching or fraternising with any males of the species. No fun of any kind at all. So, when her mommy announced she had a boyfriend, there was potential for resentment between them.

Her mommy brushed tomato sauce over the pizza base. “We’ve seen each other a few times now. He’s a travelling salesman, but he always visits me when he’s in town.”

Aria wasn’t surprised. Even though her mommy was a mature woman, she was still a catch. They looked very much alike, green-eyed, brunette beauties with lithe figures. Aria’s daddy had told her she looked just like her mommy when she was young. Her mommy was still getting over losing him, even though it had been several years now. All the men she dated were like Aria’s daddy. Aria expected this new one would be too. They both had daddy issues now he wasn’t around anymore.

“That’s good, Mommy. You should get yourself a new man. You have needs like any other woman.”

The particular need she was referring to was sex. Her mommy would accept anything else from a man, such as love or companionship, but she hadn’t been laid in years. As good Catholics, there was no sex happening outside of marriage. Yet for all her good looks, her mommy hadn’t snagged a new man and made him stick.

“Jason, Patrick, Dillon, the others… they all got cold feet and disappeared without a word,” said her mommy. She arranged basil and mozzarella over the pizza.

“They weren’t good enough for you, Mommy.”

Her mommy looked up and gave her a brief smile. “His name is Garrett West. I guess I’m afraid I’ll lose him too, like the others. He’s not a Catholic, so he doesn’t understand why we can’t be intimate. He asked me why we were wasting time at our age. Older men aren’t as shy as boys about making moves on a girl.”

Aria didn’t have that problem with boys. They were always trying to get her behind the college gymnasium so they could French kiss, fondle her perky breasts or put their hands up her skirt. She was fighting them off. If she didn’t have her Catholicism to use as a shield, she felt certain she would get touched up at least three times a day. Girls who complained they weren’t pretty enough to catch the eye of a boy didn’t know how lucky they were.

“Anyway, he’s back in town tomorrow. I wondered if it would be all right if I asked him over for dinner, so he can meet you too.”

“Of course, Mommy!”

Her mommy smiled warmly this time. “He’s staying at a hotel, so he won’t stay late. I promise.”

Aria gave her a sympathetic sigh. “That’s not fair to you, Mommy. How are you going to get some quality time together if Mr West has to leave early?” Aria sat up as if she’d just had a wonderful idea. “I know! Why don’t you invite him to stay the night? We’ve let all your other boyfriends stay over. He could sleep in the spare room so you don’t have to worry about… you know.”

“Sex? It’s all right, Aria. You’re not sinning by saying the word.” She chewed her lip as she mulled the idea over. “But that’s when it went wrong with the others. That’s when they all changed their minds about pursuing a relationship. I can only think they finally realised they wouldn’t get any sex unless we got married. Marriage is frightening for many men.”

“You should ask him anyway,” said Aria. “If he gets cold feet too, then he doesn’t deserve you. These men should respect your devotion to God. If they can’t or won’t, then it’s better you find out sooner rather than later.”

Her mommy looked at her for a long moment, shaking her head in disbelief. “Sometimes you’re very grown up for an eighteen-year-old,” she said. “Well, okay. As long as it won’t make you feel uncomfortable having a strange man in the house,” she said. “You met all my other boyfriends before I asked them if they wanted to stay the night.”

Aria rolled her eyes at her mommy. No matter what happened, she was always erring on the side of caution, even at the expense of her own happiness. It was a wonder she’d been able to get married even once. Nobody lived in denial better than a Catholic.

“If you have feelings for Mr West, then I’m sure he’s a good man, like daddy.”

At that moment, her mommy looked away. She was blushing. Aria took a slow breath, hoping to hear the magic words come out of her mommy’s mouth.

“Yes, he’s a lot like your father. And handsome like him too,” she said.

Aria pressed her legs together, trying not to get excited. She liked older men. She supposed it was because she missed her daddy. Older men were worldly. They had charm, sophistication, and held the promise of being expert lovers, experienced in pleasuring a woman in bed.

“I suppose that’s why he’s such a good salesman. He has clients across the country. I make him turn off his phone when we’re together, or he’s always taking calls.”

“Oh, he sounds dreamy, Mommy. I hope he’s the one.”

Her mommy smiled, but it was tinged with sadness. “You always hope for the best, Aria, but they never stick.”

“Well, you never know, Mommy.” She glanced at the heavens. “And anyway, you always have Him, so you’ll never be without someone to love you.”

* * *

The problem with having her mommy’s boyfriends over was Aria always got a pair of damp panties. When Garrett West arrived, she knew she was in for another very wet pair.

He was everything she loved about older men. Or rather, he was everything they both loved about older men. At a glance, she could tell he was worldly and experienced with women. The way he smiled at her mommy as he gave her the lightest kiss on the cheek sent shivers down Aria’s spine. The shivers always made their way between her thighs, making her clench with excitement. She loved the buildup of warmth and wetness. She wished he would kiss her too.

Garrett West was easily the most handsome of all her mommy’s boyfriends. He also bore the closest resemblance to her daddy. It was no wonder her mommy liked him so much. His hair was still black as midnight and his eyes were just as dark and mysterious. He also had a sexy, short silver beard flecking his strong jaw. Aria thought he looked like a rock star. When he smiled, he made her mommy blush. Aria blushed too, between the legs. Was there a more romantic way to spend the evening than dinner with a handsome man and a pair of damp panties?

“Garrett, this is Aria,” said her mommy.

Aria curtsied and extended her hand. Garrett West took her fingers and gave them a gentle squeeze. She could tell he was strong and his skin was a little rough. She immediately wondered what it would be like to have his hands on her naked body, exploring her as a woman. She shivered again as she imagined him teasing her nipples, pinching and grazing them with his rough fingers.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you,” he said, looking her straight in the eye.

That was too much. Her cheeks went as hot as her pussy. She stuttered a greeting in reply.

“Well, I can see where you got your looks,” he said, glancing between Aria and her mommy.

They both swooned like schoolgirls with a hopeless crush. Aria wondered if her mommy was also having naughty fantasies about having Mr West’s hands exploring her body. Her mommy knew what it was like to feel the pleasure of a man’s touch, even if it had been some time.

They went through to the lounge and sat on the suite. Aria made sure she pressed her legs together, as was proper for a good Catholic girl. It also helped to contain the moisture building up in her panties. Why did Mr West have to be so handsome and charming?

Her mommy sat off to one side so she could face him as they talked, but Aria knew it was also to avoid body contact, which could lead to temptation. It would only take a caress, or the warmth of two bodies near one another, and before they knew it, they would be rolling around having mad, passionate sex. At least, that’s how Aria imagined romantic evenings played out.

“Can I get everyone a drink?” she said, trying to find a reason not to stare at Mr West. “Tea, coffee, wine?”

“Wine would be lovely. Thank you, Aria,” said Mr West, with a panty-drenching smile.

“Oh, yes, I’ll have wine too,” said her mommy. She didn’t often drink wine, but Aria could tell she was trying to be sociable. If Aria were allowed to gamble, she would bet her mommy had damp panties as well.

Aria opened a bottle of Chardonnay and gathered two wine glasses. Now she was eighteen, she could have a glass of wine too, but she decided to have soda water instead. She filled their glasses to the brim.

Mr West raised his glass in a toast. “Here’s to you both,” he said, looking at each of them in turn. “I’m trying to behave myself and struggling. It’s rare to share the company of two such beautiful women.”

Aria watched her mommy swoon. She was smitten. Aria was too. Mr West could spend all evening paying them compliments if he liked. They were doing wonderful things to her pussy. She excused herself, went to the bathroom and lined her panties with three sanitary pads. It was going to be a very challenging night.

She returned and topped up their glasses of wine. Her mommy was lost in his eyes as he regaled her with amusing stories. Aria made sure she kept their glasses full, as they were doing most of the talking and would need the wine to lubricate the conversation. When the wine ran out, she went to the kitchen to open another bottle.

As the evening progressed, they went through to the dinner table in the open-plan kitchen and dining room. Her mommy had prepared her secret dish for pleasing a man on a first dinner date. The grilled chicken and pasta looked unassuming, but it had bacon, baby spinach, mushrooms, and a cream and parmesan sauce.

Her mommy always said the fastest way to a man’s heart was through his stomach. Aria felt quite certain the fastest way to a man’s heart was through his cock, but never said as much.

Either way, Mr West appreciated her cooking and polished the plate clean. They drank more wine while Aria cleared the table and packed the dishwasher. She noticed her mommy was playing footsie with Mr West under the table and holding his hand. She wondered if Mr West knew that was all he was going to get in terms of intimacy.

She felt sorry for him. It would be hard for a man to cope with arousal without having an outlet. Aria topped up their glasses and enjoyed listening to their playful, poorly disguised flirtations.

It wasn’t late in the evening when her mommy yawned. She’d drunk more wine than she could handle and it always made her sleepy. She apologised profusely to Mr West and told him she had to go to bed.

“Oh, that’s quite all right, Clara,” he said. “I’m dog-tired too and should really get some sleep. I have a flight to catch tomorrow for a conference.” He drew a slow breath and smiled at her. “It has been a delightful evening.”

Aria saw the glint in his eye, the unspoken signal that it would become a ‘memorable evening’ if they finished dinner with mad, passionate sex. Her mommy had to be dripping between the thighs. He was making no secret of how much he wanted to get her into bed.

Aria watched them go upstairs together with fingers loosely linked. He held her outside his room, giving her a polite embrace and a soft kiss on the cheek. If Aria’s pussy was wet from the sexual tension, she wondered if he had a stiff cock.

Even with her inhibitions compromised from the wine, her mommy held her resolve to abstain from sex outside of marriage. She was an exemplary Catholic. Aria didn’t know how one woman could have such strong self-control in the face of overwhelming temptation. It was a miracle in itself.

Aria finished tidying up and went to her bedroom, but she wasn’t feeling tired enough to go to sleep. She was too excited after meeting Mr West. As she undressed, she noticed her panties were soaked through, even lined with three sanitary pads. They smelled delicious. In the privacy of her own room, she could enjoy the sweet perfume of her sex without getting caught.

She pressed her panties to her nose and inhaled, wondering if Mr West enjoyed smelling dirty panties too. It was very naughty, but it wasn’t a sin. How could anyone smell a pair of panties perfumed with a girl’s sex possibly consider it a sin? They were as sweet as ripe apricots. Surely, if it was a sin, they would smell unpleasant, not irresistible.

She put them aside as she changed into her favourite nightdress. The spaghetti straps supporting the flimsy bodice were too long. She had been meaning to get them shortened, but it was very comfortable, as well as sexy as hell. If she couldn’t wear sexy clothes when she went out, there was no reason she couldn’t wear them in the privacy of her own bedroom. She put on a fresh pair of panties before the urge took her to play with herself.

Aria slipped out of her room and crossed the hall to the spare room. It was polite to check on Mr West to make sure he was comfortable. Her mommy was already sound asleep after drinking too much wine, so she wouldn’t do it. She rapped lightly on the door and let herself into his room.

Mr West was in bed. He was wearing blue and white striped pyjamas. She thought he looked like a handsome playboy ready for his mistress to pleasure him under the crisp, white sheets.

“I wanted to check that you were comfortable, Mr West,” she said. “Do you have everything you need?”

He was staring at her. She realised her nightdress was very revealing compared to the dress she’d worn at dinner.

“Um… yes. Thank you, Aria,” he said.

She closed the door and sat at the end of his bed. “I suppose you’ll have to get used to sleeping in this room for a while,” she said, looking about the small, sparsely decorated space. “At least, until you get married. Then Mommy will let you sleep with her.”

He blinked several times. “Married?”

Aria pressed her fingers to her lips, realising her slip-up. “Oh, hasn’t she discussed that with you yet?”

“No,” he said.

“Oh… but mommy has told you we’re Catholic, hasn’t she? That’s why she won’t sleep with you. Catholics never have sex until they’re married.”

“We have discussed religion,” he said. “I didn’t realise it was an absolute rule. I thought she was just getting to know me better first.”

“Oh, no. She won’t even let you kiss her until you say, ‘I do.’ Do you want to marry my mommy, Mr West, so you can have sex with her?”

Mr West was trying to look away. She wondered why the conversation was making him uncomfortable. Talking about sex was fun.

“We’re… still getting to know one another. Marriage is a long way off. And sex isn’t the only reason to do it.”

“Oh, I think it’s the only reason to do it,” said Aria. “Otherwise, how else am I supposed to find out about sex? I tell you, Mr West. I’m dying to find out what it’s like. Have you had lots of sex, Mr West? I bet you have. I mean, you’re very handsome, so women must throw themselves at you. Except if they’re Catholic of course.”

“Um… yes. Aria, you’re showing,” he said, giving her a very meaningful glance at her breasts.

She looked down. The straps of her nightdress had slid down her arms again, exposing her breasts.

“Oh, I’m sorry, Mr West,” she said, tugging them back up. “The straps are too long. I’m always slipping out of my dress. Or perhaps they slip off because I have very soft skin. I often think my skin is so soft, it’s too slippery for my nightdress.” She offered him her arm. The motion made the straps fall down again. “Go ahead, touch me.”

He reached out and touched her briefly like he was doing it to please her. She could tell he wanted to touch her though.

“Can I share a secret with you, Mr West?”

He shrugged. “I suppose so.”

Aria stood up, pulled up her skirt and slipped a thumb into her panties. “I’ve been going to the salon to make my pussy smooth too. They laser off all the hair so it never grows back. It’s soft as silk. Would you like to see it?”

He was too terrified to answer, but she felt sure he would like to see her pussy. What red-blooded man didn’t enjoy looking at a girl’s pussy, especially when it was totally exposed. She gave him a peek, pulling down her panties to expose her bare mound, stopping short of exposing her lips.

“Don’t you think it looks pretty, Mr West?”

He gave her a non-committal nod, even though his eyes said otherwise. “Er, Aria, shouldn’t you be going to bed?”

She sat down again, feeling the warmth of his body against her thigh. “No, I’m not tired yet. Plus, if you’re going to be my new daddy, we should get to know one another better. And as my new daddy, it’s very important you tell me how pretty I am. Girls need their daddy to tell them they look pretty, especially unmarried Catholic girls who aren’t allowed to have sex.”

“Yes, you are very pretty, Aria. But I’m not sure we should continue this conversation.”

She fluttered her eyelashes in a coy fashion. “Oh, that’s sweet of you, Mr West. I didn’t mean you had to tell me I’m pretty right now. But we can talk about sex if you like. There’s nothing wrong with talking about it. It’s really hard being a Catholic girl. How am I supposed to learn about sex when I’m not allowed to do it?”

He cleared his throat. “Yes, I guess that’s frustrating for you.”

“I bet you know lots about sex, Mr West. You look like an experienced man. You look like you know how to make a girl cum. I wish I knew how to make a man cum. A girl should be good at sex when she marries a man. She should already know how to please him. How can she make him happy if she’s not good at sex? It doesn’t seem like a good way to start a marriage.”

He carefully lifted her strap onto her shoulder again, covering her breasts. She noticed there was a bulge forming under the sheets. He was trying to cover it with his other hand.

“I’m sure you’ll learn, Aria,” he said.

“I’ve been doing my best,” she said, wiggling her bottom to get more comfortable against his legs. It made the straps of her dress fall down again, but she was too excited to share another secret to fix her nightdress.

“I’ve been learning how to give a man a blow job. It’s hard considering I don’t have a real man for practice, so I’ve been using carrots and bananas instead.”

“Bananas?” he said, trying not to look at her breasts. She didn’t know why he was so embarrassed about it. She had round, perky breasts with tiny pink nipples that pointed to heaven. The boys at college wanted to look at her breasts. Perhaps what people said about older men having more experience wasn’t true.

“Yes, and cucumbers if they’re those smaller Lebanese ones. The handle of my hairbrush works too, but I have to hold the bristles and it irritates my skin. I told you I have soft skin, didn’t I?”

“You did,” he said, adjusting the sheets to hide his bulge.

“Anyway, a girl should know how to suck all the cum from a man’s cock to make him happy. I think I’m getting good at it. I don’t gag very much anymore. But I really don’t know for sure. You know, bananas and cucumbers don’t cum or give feedback about my technique.”

He was looking very uncomfortable about the topic of conversation, but Aria felt sure she was getting to know him better.

“Oh, I know!” she said, clapping her hands in excitement. “I could practice on you, Mr West. You can tell me if I’m doing it right.”

He covered his crotch with both hands. “I don’t think that would be appropriate,” he said.

“It’s okay, Mr West. It would only be practice, not like doing it for real or anything. And I really want to know if I’m getting good at giving blow jobs. And I can see you need some attention. It would be good for both of us.” She pulled at the sheets, exposing his erection further. “I promise I won’t tell. It can be our secret.”

“Aria, I—”

She pulled his hands away. “C’mon, Mr West. Don’t be shy. Let me see it. It’s only fair. I showed you my pussy and I know you’ve been looking at my titties. I won’t laugh if it’s small.”

Reaching through the fly of his pyjamas, which looked like a blue and white striped tent, she pulled out his cock. She gasped at the size of it. It was long, thick and rock hard.

“Oh, gosh! It’s so big,” she said. “Are all men this big?”

He went red in the face. “I—I’ve been told I’m larger than average,” he said. “Look, Aria, I’m flattered, but I’m not comfortable about doing this when your mother is asleep in the next room.”

Aria dismissed his objection with a wave. “Don’t worry about her. She always sleeps like a log when she has too much wine. She won’t hear a thing. Now sit up so I can kneel between your legs. That’s the best way for a girl to give a man a blow job, isn’t it? So she can look up into his eyes with his cock in her mouth. So he can see how pretty she looks while she sucks all the cum out.”

“This is a mistake, but goddamnit! All right! Go ahead!” he said, sitting up.

“Please don’t blaspheme, Mr West. We’re not doing anything wrong. This is just practice. It’s not for real or anything.”

She knelt between his legs and eased his cock and balls from his pyjama bottoms.

“Well, here goes,” she said, lowering her head to it.

She started by kissing the length of his shaft. His cock was hot and hard, and she could feel it pulsing with her lips. It felt exciting to practice on a real cock for once, and she hoped he would approve of her technique.

Once she felt he was ready for more, she cupped his balls in her hand and rolled them through her fingers. Then she gave him a few kitten licks across the head of his cock.

“Mm, it takes yummy, Mr West. Much better than carrots, bananas or my hairbrush. It’s a little sweet and salty. Thank you for letting me practice.”

He mumbled some approval. She was pleased he liked what she was doing. She took his head into her mouth, opening it wide to accommodate his girth. It stretched out her jaw like a dental gag.

“You’re much bigger than a banana, Mr West,” she said, pausing for air. “But easily as hard as a carrot.”

“Girls don’t normally talk this much when they give blow jobs,” he said.

“Oh, I’m sorry, Mr West. I’ll try to do better.”

She took him into her mouth again and sucked, running her tongue along the length of his shaft. His head filled her mouth with no room to spare. As she took it deeper, she felt it hit the back of her throat. This was the challenging part, keeping him as deep as she could without gagging or running out of air.

He grunted with pleasure as she used every trick she had learned. She rubbed the head over the ridges of her mouth, slurped his shaft with her tongue, sucked until her cheeks were craters, and took him as deep as she could. As she tasted the first drops of pre-cum, she paused to catch her breath and savour the flavour.

“Oh, your pre-cum is delicious,” she said. “It’s lovely and salty. I like it. I think I could practice for longer if you have more.”

“There’s more,” he said. His voice was now ragged. It sounded so sexy. She knew she must be doing well. It was affirming after all the time she had spent practising.

She went back to sucking him and stroking his balls. They were so heavy and hard. She imagined they must be very full of cum. After all, her mommy wouldn’t suck his cock until they were married. But she didn’t need the practice, as she must have sucked her daddy’s cock a lot. And she would get to suck Mr West’s cock after they were married.

Aria felt a pang of regret as she thought about them getting married. If their relationship got serious, he probably wouldn’t let her practice on him anymore. And now she had Mr West’s cock in her mouth, she liked it. Getting him all worked up was making her pussy tingle. She knew her fresh pair of panties were now as damp as the last.

She paused. “Mr West? Will you still let me practice giving you blow jobs if you propose to my mommy? I’m learning so much. It would be a shame to go back to carrots.”

“We’ll see,” he said, pushing her head back onto his cock.

He held her head, so she sucked his cock as before, tormenting every part of his shaft with her mouth. She tasted more pre-cum as he twitched inside her. She guessed he must be close to cumming. If he did, they wouldn’t be practising anymore.

She pulled away and stood up. “How was my technique, Mr West? Will I please my husband when I get to suck his cock?”

His eyes were wild with lust. “Depends whether you can finish the job,” he said.

She shook her head. “Oh, I’m sorry, Mr West. I have to stop. If you cum, we will have done it for real and I will have sinned.”

“You can’t tease me like that and then walk away,” he said, with a growl.

“I wasn’t teasing, Mr West. I was only learning how to be a better wife for my future husband.”

He stood up, looming over her. She could feel the heat from his body, fueled with passion and lust.

“You’ve been teasing me ever since you came into my room,” he said, grabbing her breasts and pinching her nipples. “Teasing me with your perky young breasts. Showing me your perfect pussy. Then leading me on with some story about needing to practice sucking cocks.”

She squealed as he manhandled her nipples. His fingers were rough and it hurt. But it was also exciting and she could feel the heat building between her thighs. Two facts were certain. First, Mr West knew how to handle a woman. And second, he wasn’t going to let her return to her room until he was satisfied.

“Are you going to force me to sin, Mr West?” she whispered. “Are you going to throw me onto the bed, part my legs and take my virginity with your big cock?”

She’d heard that men couldn’t think straight when they were full of lust. Now she could see it. He’d abandoned all rational thought. He only wanted to pierce her pussy and pound her hard until he shot his load.

He did as she said, manhandling her onto the bed, forcing her legs open and positioning himself between them.

“You’d better put your hand over my mouth, Mr West, to smother my squeals,” she said.

He pinned her under his weight and clamped his hand over her mouth. She looked at him wide-eyed as he pulled her panties aside and brought his thick truncheon to the tight opening of her sex.

She cried out as he pushed it inside her. Even though she was so wet her juices were running down her thighs, he had to thrust hard to find entry. He grunted as he pushed and momentarily lost his grip on her face.

“It hurts quite a bit, Mr West,” she said. “Does sex always hurt this much? Or is it because your cock is very big and I’m so tight in there? It’s very good of you to practice having sex with me. I’ve got so many questions—”

He answered her by clamping his hand back over her mouth while he worked his cock deeper into her tiny, tight pussy. Every push hurt, but while there was pain, there was just as much pleasure. He was penetrating her, filling her, stretching her pussy in a heavenly way, even though she felt like he was tearing her apart. How could such a wonderful feeling be a sin?

Once he was inside her, she gripped him with her pelvic muscles, holding onto his cock in case he changed his mind about giving her a thorough pounding. He was clearly well past having second thoughts about it. He drove his cock in and out of her pussy as hard as he could, slamming it deep inside her so his balls slapped against her inner thighs.

Even though she felt sure they were only practising, she couldn’t stop the orgasms swelling inside her. They started as bright jolts of delicious joy as the pain of the pounding dissolved into pleasure. Cumming felt so good. As he continued to ram his cock deep into her cervix, her orgasms grew stronger, making her buck her hips as she gushed.

She pulled his hand from her mouth as she felt him throbbing inside her. “You’re not going to cum inside me, are you, Mr West? I’m a good Catholic girl. I’m not allowed to use birth control. You’ll make me pregnant. Then we will have had sex for real and you will have made me sin.”

He looked at her. For the first time, she saw sanity break through the madness of lust in his dark eyes. She wrapped her legs around his waist and locked her ankles, keeping him deep in her pussy.

“Are you going to corrupt an innocent young girl and pound a baby into me, Mr West?” she said.

He tried to pull free, but couldn’t escape. She rolled her hips and clamped his cock, maximising the pleasure for them both. Her final orgasm hit her like a tidal wave of pure joy. She bucked and shuddered, squirting hot pussy juice as her entire body filled with absolute bliss.

It was too much for him and he unloaded, pumping hot cum deep into her womb. She held onto him tight, stopping him from pulling away. She wanted to feel him empty his balls inside her until he had nothing left. He grunted from the carnal pleasure, but also sobbed like a guilty man in remorse.

Once he had no cum left in his balls, she unlocked her ankles and let him roll off her.

“Look what you’ve done, Mr West!” she said, trying not to raise her voice. “You’ve made me sin and planted your seed inside me. You’ve made me pregnant, Mr West!”

He stood up with his head bowed. “I—I’m sorry,” he said. “I should never have let you into my room. Hell, I shouldn’t have even agreed to stay the night.”

“Well, you’ll have to look after me now. We’ll have to run off together and live in sin,” she said. “I can’t possibly work with a baby on the way. But don’t worry about what people will say. If we go out together, I’ll tell people you’re my daddy, just taking me for a walk. And when we get home, you can make sure I’m pregnant all the time. And when you’ve pounded more babies inside me, I’ll suck your cock like a good girl. Doesn’t that sound so dreamy, Mr West?”

Mr West had grabbed his bag and stuffed his clothes into it without getting changed. Without another word, he left the room. She heard the front door open and close. Seconds later, she heard him start his car and drive away.

She lay back on the bed and put a pillow under her bottom, enjoying having his cum inside her. Timing was everything for a good Catholic girl. She was well-versed in the rhythm method and knew exactly when it was safe to let a man cum inside her or not. There was no chance she could get pregnant now. It wasn’t the right time of the month, but she enjoyed pretending his cum was fertilising one of her eggs anyway.

The fact he’d run off would upset her mommy. It always upset her when one of her boyfriends left without saying goodbye. Jason, Patrick, Dillon, the others… Aria had enjoyed practising having sex with them all. Now she could add Garrett West to her list.

What she didn’t understand though, was why they all left in such a hurry. Didn’t they enjoy practising having sex with a pretty, young girl? It confirmed her suspicions. She needed much more practice to get really good at it before she let a man take her virginity for real.

And it didn’t matter if Mr West had run off like the others. Her mommy would get over it and find a new boyfriend. Then she would ask him over for dinner, and Aria would suggest he stayed in the spare room. As a good Catholic girl, how else was Aria supposed to find a handsome older man to practice filling her pussy with cum?
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