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I couldn’t help
that my dad had a gambling problem. I couldn’t help that I couldn’t
count how many times he’d lost the mortgage payment on a single
spin of the wheel or hand of cards.

Once I turned
18 I moved away to college, I thought that would be the end of
that. But it wasn’t.

Every weekend
he called me, told me what sort of trouble he was in, who he was in
it with.

Usually he
managed to find some way to get the money back. Working the debt
off, selling something if that wasn’t an option. I didn’t worry too
much.

He was pretty
resourceful.

Except for this
time.

He owed this
guy Dean more money than Dean would let him work off.

I knew Dean.
When my dad hosted poker nights Dean was always a fixture around
the table.

And when I came
in to talk to my dad, Dean’s eyes always strayed to me.

I thought it
was kind of hot, actually. There was something sexy in how he was
old enough to be my dad.

Something
sensual about the way he brazenly checked me out right in front of
my dad.

I turned it
into a little game.

I’d come into
the room not wearing a bra, making sure my nipples were nice and
perky.

Or I’d drop
something by his chair and bend down right beside him so that he
got a nice look at my ass.

For a while
there, I nursed a huge schoolgirl crush on him. All of my own
making, of course.

There were
nights I couldn’t get to sleep unless I slipped my fingers down
beneath the waistband of my panties.

Just thinking
about him got me so wet. The little bean of my clit always swelled
up, and I had to keep my moans down as I teased myself to some sort
of satisfaction.

Then, once,
there came a poker night when my dad wasn’t home yet. He’d gone out
on a beer and smoke run.

And during that
super brief window, Dean got to the house first before anyone
else.

Most of the
guys usually came in through the back door, which was left unlocked
specifically for this purpose. The back door let into the kitchen,
where I stood rinsing out a bowl.

Dean opened the
door.

I remember the
way my entire body tingled when our eyes locked together. My breath
caught in my throat.

My pussy
throbbed between my thighs.

I knew that we
didn’t have much time.

“Hey, Meghan,”
he said, his eyes hungry all over me. I could tell he wanted
me.

I didn’t say
anything. I dropped the bowl into the sink and went over to him. I
put my hands on his chest and went up onto my tiptoes. I kissed
him, his mouth hot against mine.

He kissed me
back. Then his hands settled on my waist. They shifted down and
cupped my ass, squeezing my firm cheeks through my shorts.

My pussy
throbbed. I wanted him to bend me over the counter and fuck me then
and there.

From the way
his cock pressed against my stomach, I knew he wanted that too.

But then we
both heard my dad pull into the driveway and we parted. Heat filled
my cheeks, and I hid my blush by running the tap water hot and
putting my face into the steam so that when my dad came in he
wouldn’t suspect anything.

Dean stepped
off in the bathroom. I thought quickly about running in there with
him, going down on my knees and taking him in my mouth then and
there.

But I couldn’t
risk coming out and seeing my dad.

So this time
when my dad told me he owed money to Dean, I put my hand on his
shoulder and said, “Don’t worry, I know just how to make this go
away.”

He looked at
me, “I don’t want you doing anything to hurt yourself.”

“Don’t worry,’
I replied, “I won’t.”

It was a
Saturday, so I figured Dean would probably be at home. He didn’t
have a wife or kids or a girlfriend, so I knew he’d be alone. Just
the way I wanted it.

He answered his
door quickly. When he saw me his eyes went wide. “Meghan, what are
you doing here?”

He swallowed
hard and my heart throbbed against my ribs.

“Can I come
in?”

“Sure,” he
said, letting me inside, “What’s this about?”

I turned and
faced him. We stood in his entrance hall, which wasn’t very wide.
Our bodies almost touched. I could feel the tingle of static
between us.

My heart was so
loud in my ears.

“I know that my
dad owes you money.”

He rubbed at
his chin, “Yeah, he does. That’s between me and him, though.”

“Actually, it’s
not,” I said, licking my lips. They felt nice and plump and
glossy.

“What are you
saying?”

“I think you
know what I’m saying. I know we’ve both wanted to do this for a
while. So here’s my deal: I give you what we both want and you let
my dad off the hook.”

His jaw
tightened. “He owes me quite a bit…”

I twirled the
straps of my tops around my thumbs and pulled it down, revealing my
pert little breasts, my nipples already achingly hard. “And I’m not
worth quite a bit.”

“You are,” he
replied.

I’d never been
to his house before, but I figured the master was upstairs. I
grabbed him by the wrist and led him up and looked until I found
the room with the bed in it.

Then I turned
around and faced him.

“So that’s how
you want it, eh?” Dean said.

His big hands
grabbed me by the waist and pulled me down to the bed. His hot lips
found mine, and I felt my pussy juice again as his tongue poked
into my mouth.

He kept one
hand at the back of my head, using it to push my face to his. The
other grabbed one of my breasts. My mouth opened wide when he
pinched my nipple, sending a shock through my body.

I grabbed his
face with both hands and kissed him with the urgency of my desire.
A gasp escaped my lips into his mouth as his fingers stopped
massaging my breasts. They moved down my stomach. My back arched as
he pushed his fingertips down under my panties.

My legs spread
for him as he rubbed my pussy. One finger slipped into my wet
little hole. I almost screamed.

Letting go with
one hand, I grabbed his cock through his briefs. He was so hard.
His length pulsed in my fingers as I squeezed him.

“I need you so
bad, baby,” Dean said, pulling back.

Every nerve in
my body felt alive with electricity as he stroked the front wall of
my pussy with his finger.

It felt good,
but it was his cock that I wanted. He pulled my head back so that
he could kiss my neck as I stroked him. I wanted to feel his bare
flesh, so I yanked his briefs down so that the waistband was held
down by his balls.

Immediately,
his thick cock sprang up. I ran the tip of my thumb over the tip of
his shaft. It was already wet with precum. He nipped my neck as his
body shook. I smiled at his pleasure as I excited all the nerves in
the taut flesh of the head of his cock.

My fingers
moved up and down his length. He was thick enough that I couldn’t
even touch the tips of my fingers together around him as I gripped
him tightly. He sucked in a breath as I pulled the skin on his
shaft as far down as I could.

“Meghan, baby,
it feels so good...” He said.

My smile grew.
He still thought I was my mom.

He moved back
up to kiss my lips, but I stopped him. His fingers pulled out of my
pussy as I got up on my hands and knees. I turned around to face
his feet, one hand still firmly clamped around his member.

I felt him
shudder as my hot breath washed over his length.

“Oh Meghan,
I’ve wanted your mouth for so long now...”

I paused. This
excited me more than I thought it would. My pussy got even wetter,
and saliva squirted into my mouth. Then he started rubbing my slit
through my panties. He put one finger against it and slid up and
down. My ass cheeks clenched up for a moment as my mouth
opened.

I stopped
myself from talking by filling my mouth with his cock. My lips
locked around his shaft tightly, and I moaned as I pushed my mouth
down as far as it would go. There was so much saliva that I left a
thick layer as I pulled my lips back along him. I used it to lube
him up, running my fingers along his hardness.

He sucked in a
breath as he swelled in my mouth. I sucked harder, jamming my mouth
up and down him. My lips already felt sore, I had them locked up in
a ring so tight around his cock.

“Meghan...
baby... You’re gonna make me cum...”

I felt him push
my underwear to the side. He slid one finger into my pussy and
started curling it against my slippery, wet walls.

My hunger for
him grew even as my pussy tightened on him. My hand jackhammered up
and down his cock, and I concentrated on sucking the head.

“God, Meghan!”
He moaned again.

His whole body
went rigid. His cock swelled in my mouth as my fingers flashed up
and down the length I’d made slick with my spit.

Dean arched his
hips, driving his cock deeper into my lips as he came. His cock
flexed with each spurt. Hot cum shot into my mouth, and I swallowed
it all greedily. When his hips fell back to the bed, I stroked his
length to milk the last few drops from him. His whole body
quivered, and his finger pulled out of my pussy.

“Oh, baby, that
was so good... God, you make my balls ache…” he said, his cock
still mostly hard.

I wanted more.
I needed more.

“Don’t you
remember how wet I was on your finger? How tight? Don’t you want to
know how it feels to have me wrapped around that hard, thick cock
of yours?” I said, turning to face him with hooded eyes.

Arching my
back, I bent over and slid my shorts and panties partway down my
ass. When I looked over my shoulder, I saw him staring at me. He
swallowed heavily as his pants bulged out around his hardening
cock.

“No!” He said,
tearing his eyes away from my delicious body. I felt my pussy get
wetter, my body get hotter, at his playing hard to get.

“Come on, Dean.
I need it so much. You have no idea how wet I am for you right now,
how much I want to feel your bare cock in my tight little hole.
Come and fuck me, Dean!”

I climbed back
onto the bed, my hands on the top and my feet handing off the edge,
and bent over.

He ran one
shaking hand through his hair as his cock continued hardening.

Then my heart
jumped as a look of pure anger twisted his face. I yelped as he
stormed over to me. He grabbed my shoulder, spun me around into a
sitting position, and pushing me down hard.

I giggled at
him.

“You’re such a
dirty little bitch,” he said.

I reached up
and grabbed his hard cock. “I want to be your dirty little
bitch, Dean...”

He slapped my
hand away. For a moment, I thought he was going to slap me across
the face. I sucked in my lip, thinking about how hard he’d
felt.

“Fine!” He
said, snarling. “Is this what you want?” He said, practically
spitting the words at me as he stroked his cock back to
hardness.

A bead of
pearly precum glistened at the tip of his cock as it sprung free
from his briefs.

“It is, isn’t
it?” He said.

I squealed as
he grabbed my legs behind my knees and pushed them to my chest. My
thighs rubbed against my stiff nipples, making me moan. I could
feel my juices running out of my pussy freely, down into the cleft
of my ass. I felt wetter than ever before.

His fingers
tightened around my knees hard enough to hurt. I whimpered.

“You horny
little slut,” Dean said.

He crouched
lower. He had to take one hand off my knee so that he could point
his cock down at the right angle.

My mouth opened
wide and I threw my head back when he put the head of his cock
against my sex. Even though my pussy was soaking wet, I still had
to stretch around him.

Dean gritted
his teeth as he pushed into me. He groaned deeply as my pussy
stretched around him, gripping him tightly. My hole pushed at the
skin on his shaft, bunching it back.

“Yeah... This
is what you want, isn’t it? A nice hard cock in this tight little
pussy. Why are you so tight, huh?”

My body
quivered as he continued teasing me, and my pussy clamped so hard
around him that he could barely plunge his hard cock deeper into
me.

“...Be...
Because you’re so big and hard for me, Dean...” I said. I kept my
knees pulled back as he massaged the backs of my thighs. He
squeezed my flesh so hard that I knew there’d be bruises later.

I’d never seen
Dean so angry before as he sheathed his cock all the way down to
his balls in my cunt. He flexed himself in me, and my hips bucked
as I yelped at the sudden swelling.

As he pulled
back out of me, we both were wide-eyed at how wet I’d made him. My
juices trickled back along his shaft, dripping down onto the
carpet. The lips of my pussy pulled back along with him, and I
moaned as I saw and felt how tight I had him gripped in me.

My opening
stretched as the head of his cock started coming out as well.

“Fuck me Dean,
please...” I said, not wanting him to leave me. It felt so good to
have something so big and hard in my body.

“Like this? Is
this what you want?” He asked, still snarling.

I screamed as
he sank his cock all the way back in. My toes curled, and there was
such a surge of sensation in my pussy that I felt hot tears pushing
at the back of my eyes.

He laid into
me, putting all his anger into each powerful thrust. His cock
squelched in my wet pussy as I juiced on him again and again.

“Fuck me,
Dean... Fuck me, Dean...” I kept saying.

I grabbed my
ankles, trying to pull my legs back farther. The sight of his shaft
sinking into my sex so quickly was mesmerizing.

My climax came
so fast that it took me by surprise. One moment I was begging him
to fuck me hard and deep, the next I was screaming his name.

“That’s it,
Meghan, cum all over my cock. Isn’t that what you wanted?” He
said.

He grabbed me
by the throat and squeezed, cutting off my air supply. Bombs burst
in my eyes, and I shook so much that the couch vibrated under me as
my pussy clamped down on him in my ecstasy.

But there was
something else I wanted. Finding the last of my breath for the
words, I looked him right in the eye.

“Cum inside me,
Dean... Please...” I begged.

I couldn’t
explain the desire. All I knew was that I needed to feel his hot
load in my body, filling me up.

“Fuck!” Dean
said as my words touched something deep within him.

His cock
slammed spasmodically in and out of me, as though he’d been seized
by some animalistic desire that wrested control of his body away
from him.

He let go of my
throat, grabbing me by the knees again and shoving them back,
making me even tighter around him.

“God!” Dean
screamed.

He threw his
head back. I could see all the tendons standing out in his neck,
all the muscles in his body trembling.

His cock
hammered into me as I screamed for him again. Then he swelled,
getting harder. His fingers tightened painfully around my knees as
he pushed as deeply into me as he could.

My mouth
dropped open as I felt his cock flex. Hot cum erupted from his
member like lava, spurting right against the back of my hungry
little pussy. He trembled and shook as an impossible seeming amount
of his seed filled me up. There was so much that it leaked out
around his cock.

I had been
gripping the cushions of the couch as though my life depended on
it. My fingers relaxed as his cock jerked with the final spurt of
his hot seed.

Sweat trickled
down the sides of his face as his chest and shoulders heaved. A
small snarl still on his lips, he pulled out of me.

I gasped as I
felt a torrent of his cum spill out of my pussy and onto the couch.
He watched it all happen, his softening cock twitching at the
sight.

“That was so
good, Dean...” I said.

I wiped at the
sweat on my forehead with the back of my hand.

Dean watched me
for a few more moments before shaking his head and walking
away.

I stood and
almost fell back down. My legs had gone numb, and my knees
threatened to buckle under me. When I felt steady enough, I found
my panties and shorts and pulled them back on.

“This doesn’t
have to be the only time,” I told him.

“Your dad will
owe me money again soon, I’m sure.”

“Good,” I
replied.
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