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Rough Lesson from the Daddy Next Door 

 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He’s not my dad, I’d text her back.

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

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

And some part of me thought, finally! 

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

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

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

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

“You’re not firing me!” I said.

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

He looked pissed. Really pissed.

“No, I’m not,” he said.

“So what’s your problem?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He grinned and shoved me against his desk. 

 

 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Wait..." I said.

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

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

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

And Nolan had such big, strong hands.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I wanted to see how far he’d go.

I wanted him to go all the way.

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

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

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

I couldn't let it win.

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

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

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

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

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

But how I burned for it.

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

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

And his cock did push hard against his slacks.

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

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

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

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

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

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

And I loved it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Fuck off..." I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"God!" I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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




Rough Ride with the Daddy Next Door 

 

“I can’t believe you did this to me!” Sharon said.

Her cheeks flushed a rosy color and her eyes trembled on the verge of tears. I thought it was adorable.

“Oh come on, we’re not in high school anymore. What’s the big deal?” I leaned back against the couch.

I knew I should feel like a bitch for what I did. But I just felt good. Kind of turned on, actually.

Sharon jumped up from the couch, wiping at her eyes with the heels of her hands so that her mascara smeared. She looked like she was getting ready for Halloween or something.

“If we’re not in high school anymore then why are you stealing my boyfriends?” Sharon said.

I liked Sharon. I really did. We’d been friends ever since we were little. Ever since my family moved in next to her and her dad, Mr. Cassidy. Darren Cassidy.

So I knew that I should’ve been more broken up about all of it. But I just wasn’t. 

“He was hot,” I said. So was the sex. I didn’t add that part. 

“Addison, I really liked him! Like, really liked him. And he liked me, too!” Sharon said, her bottom lip quivering.

“If he liked you so much, why did he come over to my side so easily?” I picked a piece of lint off my skirt, “If you think about it, I did you a favor.”

“Favor? Favor?” Sharon said, “He said you practically pushed him into the corner and pulled his cock out! What was he supposed to do?”

I raised my eyebrow at her. Sharon and I were like sisters. And, just like sisters, sometimes we got a little tired of each other. I was getting tired of her right at that moment.

“Well, I guess he probably shouldn’t have let me suck on it. And he didn’t exactly run away when I said he could fuck me if he wanted. Actually, that’s another thing, he doesn’t exactly have the biggest cock, does he?”

That wasn’t actually true. He had a decent size, but I just wanted to get a rise out of Sharon.

“You’ve gone too fucking far this time,” Sharon said, “I… I don’t think I can forgive you for this, Addison.”

She turned to go out of the room, her first gulping sob starting as she spun around. I thought then that maybe I had gone a bit too far.

I pushed myself up off the couch, noticing that I’d gotten a bit wet thinking about fucking Sharon’s (ex?) boyfriend. I loved the taboo nature of it. The rush of it.

But I also loved Sharon.

“Hey, Shar, I’m sorry. Really. Hey, next time I’m dating a guy you can get even if you want. Make things square.”

Sharon stopped at the door into the hallway and turned back, her eyes all puffy. “That’s not the point and you know it!”

Then she ran away. I heard her stomping up the stairs and rolled my eyes.

Probably gonna go tattle on me to daddy, I thought. Darren, Mr. Cassidy, was home. He was an okay guy. Kinda hot, actually. For an older guy.

Once, to get a rise out of Sharon a while back, I told her that I should sleep with her dad. Just as a joke. I didn’t. And I wouldn’t.

But she’d gotten pretty pissed and wouldn’t talk to me all week. I got the impression that she told her dad, too.

I mean, I wouldn’t. Never. I’m not into older guys.

And that’s not counting the time that week that I flicked my little bean until I came while thinking about Darren fucking me.

No, that was just me feeling bored and wanting to get to sleep a little faster.

I waited another minute just standing there in Sharon’s living room, figuring she might come back down. But when she didn’t I grabbed my phone off the coffee table and headed for the door. We’d talk again later, I knew. She’d forgive me. She always did.

I grabbed for the door handle when I heard footsteps on the stairs. I turned and saw Mr. Cassidy coming down, wearing jeans and a shirt.

He looked pissed.

He came right up and slammed the door closed just as I started opening it. Then he put his face close to mine.

“You slept with her boyfriend?” he said through gritted teeth.

I smiled, still feeling playful, “Wasn’t really any sleeping, actually.”

Wow, I’m getting really wet, I realized. I wanted to get home and grab my vibrator out of my dresser. Maybe think about Darren’s pissed-off expression while I made myself come. He was hot when he was pissed off.

“What the fuck, Addison?” he said.

“What?” I asked.

“You know exactly what. You know what else? You turned out to be such a little bitch. Addison, if you were my daughter, I’d teach you a lesson.”

My pussy quivered. I just couldn’t help myself. “Yeah? Well you’re not my dad. And I think there’s only one lesson you want to teach me…”

I cupped the front of his jeans and my breath caught. Darren Cassidy had a big cock. Bigger than Sharon’s boyfriend, definitely. Bigger than any guy I’d fucked so far.

He shoved me back. “What the hell?”

“You know what. Now I’m gonna go home. Tell Sharon to shoot me a text when she’s ready.”

This time when I opened the door he didn’t stop me. All I could think about was that big cock of his. How big did it get when it was hard?

What would it feel like to slide on down that length?

So much material to keep me going with the vibrator.

I started past his car, some old Trans Am he liked way too much. He came up behind me.

“You’re coming with me,” he said. He yanked open the passenger door of the car, grabbed me by the arm, and tossed me in. He slammed the door shut as soon as I sat down.

Before I knew it, we tore off down the street, the car’s big engine roaring. I risked a glance at him and saw how pissed he was.

It was so fucking hot. “You gonna let me out or what?”

“Not until you’ve learned your lesson,” he said with a grin.

“Oh? And what’s that?” I had a fantasy about what I wanted it to be.

His smile turned into an angry grimace. When he slammed the brakes, I flew forward and hit the windshield. It knocked the air from my already burning lungs. My heart went a million miles a minute as I tried for the door.

But his hand grabbed me by the throat and rammed me back against the passenger seat.

"All I have to do is squeeze," he said, digging his fingertips into the side of my neck until I jerked from the pain.

I almost creamed my panties. No guy had dared treat me like this before. I liked it. I liked it a lot.

I wanted more.

I nodded and he let go. Soon, we were going so fast that the dotted white line on the road seemed solid. I couldn't jump out, not at that speed. I tried to stare straight ahead, but I kept looking at him in my peripheral vision.

His chest and shoulders heaved, and the steering wheel creaked as he squeezed it.

I felt like a weak little kid, totally incapable of defending myself.

But as I caught my breath, I found that warm feeling inside me not going away. It was low in my body, and it made me squirm in my bucket seat. Every time I glanced at him it was like someone blowing gently onto an ember, making it glow brighter and hotter.

We raced out of town, the back end of the Trans Am swinging out as he took a left turn without slowing. My stomach lagged a few moments behind. 

Finally, the car screeched to a halt, hidden in the shadows of a large, abandoned warehouse. The broken windows glinted in the moonlight.

I wondered how far he’d go. How far before he gave me what I wanted.

Before I could reach for the door handle, he grabbed both my wrists. I yelled out as he pinned them with one hand behind my seat. I arched my body, my feet scrabbling against the floor as I fought to get free again.

He pulled out faces together. His lips and mouth felt so hot on mine. His stubble prickled at my sensitive skin.

A delicious pain shot through my lower lip as he bit into it and let it slowly slide out from between his teeth. My body responded to his touch, even if my mind didn't. I got wet, the sudden feeling of slick heat between my legs making me gasp.

He clutched his fingers around my throat for a moment, making me look right into his eyes as he slid his hand down. He pushed his fingers under my halter top, grinning as my nipple perked up beneath his pinches.

When he pulled my skirt up my thighs, I struggled again, but he tightened his grip around my wrists until I cried out from the pain of my bones grinding together.

He felt my bare thighs, making the skin prickle with gooseflesh beneath his rough hands.

"Please..." I said as he slowly worked his fingers between my legs. My lips and cheeks still stung from his stubble, and I wanted more of it. Heat flushed up into my chest.

He was too strong. He pushed his fingers between my thighs and wriggled them up to my secret wetness. He smiled as he felt my damp panties, pushing them aside with one finger.

"Oh!" I said, "Ah, God!"

His fingers made a wet schlicking noise as he pushed my lips apart and massaged my sopping slit.

"Yeah, I knew you wanted it..." he said.

I kissed him, lurching forward in my seat to smack out lips together. Our tongues wriggled against each other as his fingers sent lances of bliss up my body. 

I couldn't stop it. I couldn't help myself. My juices ran out onto his fingers and wrist as he forced them into me. I needed it so badly. I hadn't felt the touch of a man in so long. It was like his fingers were electrified. 

I didn't resist when he pushed my legs apart, or when he shifted me down to the edge of the seat for a better angle. My own hands kept clenching into tight fists behind the seat, held in place by his unyielding grip.

My hips started gyrating, grinding to ease him ever deeper into me.

I cried out for him when he pulled them out of me. We kissed again as he unzipped his jeans and pulled his hardening shaft out. It was thick and heavy, and my mouth watered as I looked down at it. My body ached, and I needed to know what it felt like to have it in me, stretching me out with its girth.

He started stroking himself, my juices on his fingers leaving his shaft glistening.

"This is what you really want, isn't it? This is why you keep fucking with Sharon, because you want to fuck me," he said.

“Yes…” I moaned.

It made sense, now that he said it out loud.

He stopped touching himself to pull my top up over my breasts. My nipples stung as they perked up even more. He pinched them again, giving the firm flesh approving squeezes. The pain made me moan, made my juices flow.

"Yeah," I said, glancing between his cock and his eyes.

"Show me how much you want it," he said.

He let go of my hands and I felt a momentary sting as the blood rushed back into my fingers.

Then he grabbed the back of my head and forced my face down into his lap. I could taste my juices on his cock as my lips slid down his length. 

Holding my head with both hands, he fucked my mouth. My spit ran down him as the tight seal of my lips pulled his skin up and down. The head kept hitting the back of my throat. As his pleasure mounted, he pulled hard at my hair and my body stiffened from the sting.

I'd never been with a man like that before. One who knew what he wanted, and made me do it to him. His cock was so hot and hard against my tongue, and my jaw ached with the strain.

He groaned as he used my body for his pleasure. The sound sent a tingle down my back, and made the walls of my pussy tremble with anticipation. It was the hottest thing I'd ever done. His pleasure was mine.

There was no fear left in me anymore. Only a craving, a hunger remained. I buried his cock in my mouth until my nose touched his body, resisting my gag reflex as he slipped into my throat.

For that night, that moment, I just wanted to be a dirty slut. I wanted to get fucked so hard I couldn't walk straight the next morning. 

If there was a next morning. I had no idea what this guy was going to do with me when he was finished using me. The fear and the pleasure mingled, leaving my entire body tingling.

He jerked in my lips.

"Fuck!" he said, pulling my mouth off him before he spurted his hot load down my throat. I spat down onto him and watched the gob of saliva leave a shiny trail down his member.

"You dirty little whore," he said.

"Yeah," I said. I could see the little smears of lipstick I'd left on his shaft, too. It was so hot. I knew my makeup had to be streaked, but I didn't care.

"Let's see how tight you are," he said.

Then he grabbed me again, lifting me up as he shifted over into my seat. He pressed me against the ceiling as he found a comfortable position. My hot breath left steam all over the windshield as I thought about his stiff cock, just a few inches below, ready for me to lower down onto it.

I sucked in a breath as he let me slide down his body. The head of his cock bumped against my slit, sliding up through it. He grabbed it and guided it back down so that it pushed against my opening.

"Fuck!" I said as he forced me down.

He didn't care about waiting for me to loosen up for him. He just wanted to feel me around him, clutching at him with my soft, slick walls. And he was so hot inside me. The heat of it shocked me, and I couldn't breathe at first.

He let me fall until I had every last inch of him inside me. His shaft pulsed with warmth.

I wanted to take a few moments just to sit there on him and catch my breath, to let myself get used to him.

But he put his hands under my ass and lifted me back up so that the tight ring of my opening strained around the taut head of his cock.

"Fuck, it's so tight," he said.

He dropped me back down and I screamed. My whole body went tense, and he growled behind me as my pussy clenched around him.

He gave me no time to recover, lifting me up and dropping me down as fast as he could. The Trans Am's suspension groaned in complaint as he rammed my body down his stiff shaft again and again, using me as the tool of his pleasure.

He sank his teeth into my shoulder as it got more intense. I could feel him stiffening, swelling inside me.

If I hadn't been so wet, I knew we'd barely be able to move. My tightness fought against his girth, but each thrust just seemed to make me soak him again.

"Is it too much?" I said, unable to suppress my grin. I could feel him losing control. I bore down on him, trying to squeeze my pussy up as tightly as I could. It made him feel even bigger inside me, made each of his thrusts force me apart around him in a delicious mix of pleasure and pain.

He ran a hand over my thigh and started toying my clit with his fingers. My little love button had become perky and stiff. I practically convulsed on him, screaming as the sensation overwhelmed me. My fingernails left scratch marks in the roof.

When he finished teaching me my lesson, he lifted me up again. He slammed his cock up into me over and over, moaning all the while behind me.

God, I was so close. My stomach was hot and tight, and little tendrils of ecstasy seemed to reach out through my body from my sex.

When he came, he thrust his cock up into me as deeply as he could, his feet pressed against the floor lifting us both up from the seat.

Again, my body responded to his. My cunt squeezed around him, holding him in place and milking him as hot jets of his cum spurted out into my body. 

He bit me again, the sharp pain of it forcing my climax higher, making my toes curl up.

Both of us trembled for a few moments, caught in that web of pure sexual bliss and agony. I could feel the hot ball of his cum inside me, slowly moving down his shaft, trapped within me by his cock.

He fell back against the seat, sweating and trembling. In the aftermath of my orgasm, I felt completely helpless. His cock pulsed inside me, still rock hard. Every little twitch of it sent me moaning again.

We'd completely fogged the windows, and I couldn't see outside at all. 

I found myself wanting to kiss him and to scratch his eyes out at the same time. He'd taken me against my will and fucked me into submission. A man wasn't supposed to be like that with women.

But I found myself resting my head on his shoulder, savoring the feeling of his hardness buried deep inside me.

"Up," he said.

I climbed off him into the driver's seat, feeling his hot cum make its way down my walls. He made me clean him off with my tongue, his cock covered in a mixture of his load and my juices. I liked the taste of it.

“You going to stop being such a bitch to Sharon now?” he said.

“Anything you tell me to do,” I replied.

I just had to decide how I wanted to tell Sharon about all this. She was going to be livid.
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