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Addison had a
secret. One that she kept from her parents, which wasn’t hard. They
lived a few hours away from the college campus.

She kept it
from her roommates, though. She had two of those. The three of them
shared this two-bed, one-bath unit while they all went to
college.

She’d had this
secret for a week now, and it consumed her thoughts. She tried to
pay attention to the professors in class, but couldn’t. No, she
could only think about him and what he’d proposed.

She’d gotten
her babysitter certification early in junior high. And now that she
was in college, she was so thankful for it.

Sitting let her
pay her rent every month. Actually, sitting for just one man let
her pay her rent each month.

Just before the
fall semester started she’d been contacted by him through the
agency. His name was Caleb, and he was a single dad to one young
boy.

He was also
absurdly rich, and Addison didn’t know why he didn’t just hire a
fulltime nanny.

Though she
didn’t wonder too hard. Caleb paid her twice the normal rate, and
tipped her pretty heavily at the end of each week.

She’d always
scowled at other girls in school who talked about having sugar
daddies. But this was different. Caleb never forced himself on her,
never made her pay with her body.

Not, that is,
until last week.

She’d finished
sitting Fuller, his son, for the evening when he came back to his
big, 10,000 square foot mansion.

But instead of
handing her an envelope with her fee in it, he asked her to sit
with him.

She had, taking
her place beside him on the couch. She remembered thinking that he
was good looking, for an older guy. He had this sort of magnetism
about it.

And she sort of
had a crush on him, but she never intended to let anyone know
that.

“I don’t like
to beat around the bush, Addison,” he’d said to her.

“What do you
mean?” she’d asked, feeling heat flood into her cheeks for some
reason. She guessed that some part of her knew what he wanted
before her conscious mind did.

“I want you,
Addison. I need you. I’ve wanted you since the first moment you
walked in through the door. Give yourself to me, for just one
night. Give yourself to me fully, and you won’t have to worry about
tuition for the rest of your degree.”

Her mouth
dropped open. She remembered something else, too. A sudden,
squeezing heat between her thighs. She crossed her legs, but that
just made it worse.

She let out a
nervous little laugh, “Caleb, I’m your babysitter. Nothing more. It
would be wrong!”

He shook his
head, “I don’t think so. But I also know that you’re smart as well
as sexy. And don’t think I haven’t noticed the way I catch you
looking at me. I think you want this as much as I do.”

“I don’t know
what you’re talking about,” she’d said, blushing so bright her ears
burned.

He smiled as
though he knew he had her even then. And maybe, she thought, he was
right. “Think about it. Let me know. But don’t take too long, I’m
not a man of patience.”

Then he put his
hand on her thigh, just above her knee. He gave it a little
squeeze. Such a light touch created an incredible response in her
body.

She remembered
her nipples stiffening. Remembered her breath catching in her
throat.

Remembered
soaking her panties so thoroughly that when she got back to her
room in her shared apartment that she needed to change them.

And later that
week, after tortured nights of the most intense sex fantasies she’d
ever have, she gave in.

She went over
to his place one day she knew he’d be home. He let her in right
away and took her to a lovely sitting room.

“Okay,” she
said. They both knew what she meant.

She was already
wet. Her cheeks burned. Her whole body trembled just a little and
she hoped he didn’t notice.

Or that he did.
She wasn’t certain.

"I knew you'd
accept my offer," he said, coming to a stop perhaps an arm's length
from her. The smile he gave her was full of promise, with a hint of
desire. "I knew you would as soon as I saw you."

Addison
swallowed. This guy was an enigma. He had a certain quality to him,
a magnetism that she couldn't explain. It was something that could
really only be felt. And she felt it in abundance.

"I'm still not
sure," she said, "I could just leave right now, you know."

He shook his
head. "No, you won't."

"Why is that?"
she said, getting that heady feeling once more. It was like all the
blood in her body was busy in other areas.

"Because you
want to know what it's like to be with me." He stepped closer, and
before Addison could say anything, he folded his arms around her
and pulled her close.

"I don't know
what you're talking about," she said.

Putting one
finger below her chin, he tilted her head back so that she looked
straight up into those eyes of his. He leaned close, like he was
about to kiss her. Addison's lips parted, her eyes becoming hooded,
her body giving into desire.

With their
bodies pressed together like that, she felt his arousal. A shiver
ran down her spine even as her nipples perked. Except now there was
no hoodie to hide the effect he had on her.

He came in
close, so close. He grazed her bottom lip with his, and then pulled
back. A painful charge built up in her body: a thwarted desire with
no release.

She knew that
he wanted her. Why didn't he just take what he pleased? She knew
then that she would let him. He had but to ask. Or demand. She
found herself wanting him to demand that she give him the pleasures
of her body.

"I'm looking
for someone," he said, stepping away from her. She noticed the
absence of his body heat, of the firm reality of his form pressed
against hers. Noticed and missed.

He went and
leaned against the back of one of those leather couches, regarding
her intensely. Addison went and sat down on a chair facing him
before her legs could actually give out from under her.

"Why?" she
asked.

He studied her
for another quiet moment before answering her. "I want someone
fresh, and young, and beautiful..."

"It looks like
you have lots of money," she said.

He waved her
words away. "Some things money can't buy. Some things you have to
find on your own. As soon as I saw you, I wanted you. I wanted to
know you, in every way. There are things I want to do to your body,
things I want to teach you and want you to learn."

"Like what?"
she said, her curiosity and fantasy colliding within her, opening
up an almost insatiable void. Every nerve tingled. Her toes began
curling in her shoes, and her hands began unconsciously stroking
the smooth leather of the chair she sat on.

"I want you to
give yourself to me, body and mind. Can you do that?" Caleb said.
She couldn't be sure, but she thought she saw a flush to his skin,
as though he, too, experienced some sort of unspoken desire he
didn't dare speak to anyone.

"Yes," she
said, barely able to get the word up through her throat. She wanted
to be his. She wanted him to use her body and take her mind.

"And you'll do
as I tell you? Always?" he said, leaning forward, the strain in his
voice palpable. She marveled at the control she sensed in him, and
wondered at the strength of his needs. He wanted something from her
that his normal life couldn't provide him.

But she could.
"Yes," she said.

"Good. We'll
start now," he said.

"What? What do
you mean?" she said, thinking and hoping that she already knew what
he meant.

But then Caleb
Brendon, the restrained, respected, and powerful man disappeared,
replaced by Caleb Brendon, the man with the savage desires glinting
in his eyes.

Rushing over,
he pulled her from the chair and crushed her to his body. The full
strength of his desire strained against his slacks even as he tore
her shirt off, exposing her breasts. He ran his mouth between them,
leaving a hot, wet trail behind.

She was
powerless to stop him. She was helpless against his sudden
ferocity. She wanted to feel him inside her.

When Caleb tore
her pants and panties from her thighs, she was already sopping for
him. Her dew glistened in the slickness of her slit.

Like an animal,
he spun her around and forced her down over the back of the couch.
He wanted her, then and there, wanted to know her body, and
couldn't restrain himself any longer, as when he'd been asking her
whether she was sure she wanted this.

Kneeling behind
her, he kissed her pussy, running his tongue up and down her slit,
relishing her nectar even as she soaked his cheeks. When his tongue
darted in and out of her, she squealed for him. Her walls trembled,
and her ass ached from the strength of his squeezing and
groping.

No man had ever
treated her like this, like she was just an instrument for his
pleasure. There was something intoxicating about it, about letting
go and just being in the moment like that.

His tongue
found her love button, toying with it, lapping at it, licking it
and pulling it between his lips so that he could suck on it.

"Fuck!" she
screamed, the intensity of it overwhelming her.

The sounds of
her pleasure were too much for Caleb to bear. Standing, he
unbuckled his belt and yanked it from its loops.

"Tell me what
you want," he said, folding the belt over and then pulling it taut.
The sharp snapping sound made Addison jump.

"Your cock,"
she said.

He whipped her
ass with the expensive leather, the sound like a gunshot. She
screamed and squeezed the couch. Already, a red welt rose on her
cheeks.

"Why? Tell me
why?" he said. He traced that welt gently with one fingertip,
feeling the heat of the mark he'd made on her.

"I want you to
fuck me with it!" she said. As soon as the last syllable left her
lips, he belted her again.

The pain from
the whipping melded with the pleasures still flooding her body from
when Caleb had licked her pussy. The two sensations intertwined,
indistinguishable from one another. All Addison knew was that she
wanted more. More of those feelings. More of him. All of him.

"You have such
a nice, wet pussy..." Caleb said, his cock straining against his
slacks. He stroked her bottom, and she hissed as his fingers passed
over the set of welts he'd given her. "Are you thinking about how
it would feel for me to bury myself inside you? To slide my thick,
hard shaft into you until you have every inch of me?"

The walls of
her pussy trembled, and she could feel them flushing with the
desire his words engendered within her. Her juices flowed freely.
Some part of her remained rational, and it questioned why she was
letting her do this to him.

The answer was:
she deserved it. She wanted it. Giving herself to him fully was the
answer, acquiescing to his every desire. His pleasure was hers.

"Yes," she said
through teeth gritted from pain. Her ass smarted.

Caleb dropped
the belt, the brushed metal buckle clattering against the polished
floor. Undoing his slacks, he pushed them down his thighs and let
his cock spring up. The sight of it sent a shivering desire up
Addison's spine. He was long and thick and she did want every inch
of him buried to the hilt inside her sopping cunt.

Caleb guided
himself to her, letting the taut flesh of the head part her lips.
They both gasped at the contact. But Caleb did not enter her. No,
he wasn't done teasing her, inciting her lust to its greatest
heights. He ran the head up and down her slick slit, wetting his
member with her nectar. His other hand explored the curve of her
hips and the arch of her back, reaching around to pluck at one
nipple.

Unable to take
it anymore, Addison thrust herself back on him, trying to force him
into her. Her entire body buzzed with the trapped energy of her
need, and she couldn't take waiting much longer.

Caleb pushed
her forward, away from him, so that they no longer touched. The
head of his cock glistened with their mingled juices, and the shaft
pulsed with his racing heart.

To punish her,
he spanked her ass, letting his open palm clap against those welts
over and over. "You'll take what I give you and nothing more! Do
you understand?" he said, pulling her body back against his. She
nodded, unable to concentrate on anything but the feel of his cock
between her legs.

This time, when
he bent her back over the couch, he didn't stop at teasing. Even
with all her wetness, the tightness at her opening resisted the
swollen head of his member. But he forced himself in, parting that
opening around his rigid flesh.

"You're so
tight," he said, mesmerized by the sight of the skin on his shaft
bunching back from the strength of her grip on him.

He was so hot,
so hard. Addison couldn't keep her body from bearing down on him,
trying to entangle him and keep him in her forever. The friction of
his bare skin against hers had her moaning like a slut, wanting him
to take her hard and fast.

But instead he
continued sinking himself into her slowly, making her experience
every inch of him as he slid deeper and deeper. It was sexual agony
and frustration at its height. She hated him and wanted him in
equal measure.

Until finally
she contained all of him. He filled her up to the point of pain.
She didn't know if it was his heartbeat she felt, hers, or both of
them meshing into one. Caleb stayed inside her like that for a few
moments, sucking in his breaths through clenched teeth while he
felt her stretch out around him.

And then he
withdrew just as slowly as he'd entered. Except this time her
juices had soaked his shaft, leaving it shining with her lust. He
didn't stop until just the very tip remained. It was so empty
without him filling her. She wanted that back. She needed it back.
Her body shivered and trembled with the desire.

Caleb ran his
fingernails down her back, one hand on each side of her spine,
ending the movement by cupping her bottom again. This time, she
didn't dare try and thrust back against him, no matter how much her
inner being yearned for it.

"Tell me what
you want," Caleb breathed. His cock trembled while he anticipated
her answer.

"I want you
back," she said.

Caleb slid his
hands forward, giving her shoulders and squeeze for a moment before
threading themselves into her hair. He let his fingers slide out
until he held a bundle of the long strands like a leash. And then
he pulled until her neck arched, exposed for him.

He thrust back
into her with enough violence to slide the couch forward. And he
didn't stop. He fucked her so hard it left her without the breath
to call out for more. His big cock battered her tight little cunt
into submission, not slowing or stopping no matter how hard she
gripped him. Every thrust made her wetter, wrung more of her juices
from her. She soaked him so that it started running down his balls
and onto his thighs.

"Cum for me,"
he told her. And she did as he commanded.

A cry of
ecstasy burst from her lips when the energy of her climax burst
inside her. Her walls clenched and relaxed rhythmically around his
shaft even while her toes curled up against the floor and went numb
from the overload of sensation.

Caleb buried
his cock in her body to the hilt once more, and then spent himself
inside her. The tendons in his neck stood out, and a look of
pleasure bordering on pain swept his features with every jerk of
his member.

A shiver ran
through Addison's body when she felt the heat of his seed. Her
walls continued clenching around him, holding him deep inside so
that she received every drop of it. She milked him, undulating
herself around him to urge the last of it out of him.

Sweat covered
both their bodies. Every muscle within her seemed to be made out of
flimsy rubber, and if she hadn't been bent over the couch she would
have fallen down.

Gently, almost
lovingly, Caleb traced the outline of her shoulder blades and
grazed his lips against the skin of her back. Despite his climax,
he still remained rock hard inside her. His member pulsed and
throbbed from the beat of his heart, sending little reverberations
of pleasure up through Addison.

"That was good.
For a start," Caleb said. His hands continued exploring her body.
He liked the feminine shape of her, from the curve of her back to
the swell of her hips. She liked that it pleased him so much, that
he seemed so attentive and interested in every part of her.

Still inside
her, he grabbed her panties off the floor and helped her step into
them. He pulled them up until the only thing stopping the waistband
from rising was his cock. She sucked in a breath when he withdrew
from her, feeling his hot load begin sliding out of her. He stopped
it by pulling her panties back up.

“I’m going to
need you back at least twice next week. Out of town business trips,
you understand. I wouldn’t trust my son with anyone but you,” Caleb
said, his cock glistening with their mingled juices.

Addison hoped
she’d be able to walk by then. Her pussy throbbed. It’d be days
before she could even sit down again without wincing.

And yet, she
found herself wondering how soon he’d want her again. And what he
might make her do to please him.

Because, she
found, pleasing him pleased her. A lot. She couldn’t remember
having an orgasm like that with any other guy.
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