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Chapter 1

My first year of university wrapped up, and I drove back home for the summer. I only lived about a half hour away, in a smallish town, and was looking forward to seeing my friends and catching up.

School had gone well, and I’d finally started getting the hang of it by the time it wrapped up for the year, and I was pleased with how things went. I was also glad that it was over, and ready for some rest and relaxation.

I was so broke that I had to empty my bank account into my gas tank, but I knew I’d be fine just as long as I made it home. Mom and dad gave me a grand welcome, and threw a little BBQ for my arrival. Some of the neighbors showed up, my friend Kacey and her parents, and my friend Sarah and her dad.

It was a simple affair, hotdogs and burgers, with chips and sodas. The weather was amazing, and Kacey told me that she was transferring to the same school as me the following year. We talked about maybe rooming together, or trying to get an apartment.

I kept catching Sarah’s dad looking at me. His name was Jackson, and he was my secret crush. My dad hated him, because of the way he sometimes looked at me, and told me to steer clear and be weary of him. That’s why I was kind of surprised to see him there.

He made his way over to me eventually, smiling wide as he approached. Jackson was tall and muscular, with full sleeve tattoos and a big beard.

“Hey cuteness. I missed you.” he said.

“Hi Jackson.” I said, feeling myself turn red just from being in his presence. The last time we saw each other, we’d shared a New Year’s kiss in secret. Things didn’t go any further, because there were so many people at the party, but it always stuck with me.

“I was hoping you’d be in a bikini. That was the whole reason I showed up.” he said, grinning as he sipped his soda.

“I bet.” I said, chuckling and looking around to make sure my dad didn’t overhear us. He had no idea about the kiss, or the bubbling tension that existed between us.

“How was school?”

“Oh, you know. I enjoyed it. One year down, three to go.” I said.

“And then we get married, and you start popping out babies?” he asked, always flirtatious. He didn’t do it in front of Sarah, or my parents, but whenever we were alone, he always let me know how much he appreciated me.

“Yeah, yeah. We’ll see.”

“Yes we will.” he said. “We should hang out sometime. Pick up where we left off.”

“I’d like that.” I said, feeling the stare of my father and giggling nervously.

“We’ll link up later.” he said, sensing my apprehension and taking his foot off the gas. The rest of the BBQ went off without a hitch, and I was very happy to be home with family and friends.

That night, he was all I could think about. I’d wanted him so badly for so long, and he seemed so accessible. I could have hooked up with him the summer before, but I was too nervous to go through with it. I knew it wouldn’t take much, and all I had to do was put myself in his vicinity and let him take over.

I’d lost my virginity and slept with a second guy during my freshman year, but it was never fulfilling. The guys were fumbling, awkward, and both had serious stamina problems, even after we started having regular sex. I wanted more, and I wanted it to be with him because I just knew an older man like him, who was dominant and aggressive, and manly, would know what to do with me to make me feel so good.

Jackson had a masculine way about him that made the guys my age pale in comparison. I’m not sure where it came from, but I’d definitely developed a thing for older men. It might have actually originated with him.

He was very handsome, in a rugged way, but I didn’t really notice it until he started kind of making eyes at me. I wasn’t sure if he was just friendly or if he was flirting at first, but it became apparent. Not just to me, a lot of different people noticed it, including Sarah.

“Just be careful with Jackson. I wouldn’t put it past him to try to make a move on you if you two were ever alone.” my dad had told me, which only made it more forbidden and appealing to me.

“Yeah, there’s just something perverted about him. It makes me uncomfortable the way he looks at you.” mom said, parroting my dad’s insight. If only they knew that their comments had the opposite of their intended effect, and kind of made me horny for him right there in the kitchen when they told me.

Anyway, I tried dressing provocatively around him, and it always worked like a charm. He would always tell me how my beauty was his ultimate weakness, and how much he enjoyed admiring me. I always found it sweet, in a very sexual way. He was like a hungry wolf, and I wanted to be his little red riding hood.

Whenever I fantasized about him, I imagined him bending me over and taking me rough, hard, and without protection. It was almost hazardous for me to think about him in that way, as the thought of it made me so aroused that it was addicting.

I loved the fact that it was so off limits, forbidden even. My parents would be appalled, as would my friends, and everyone who knew it. But I couldn’t help it, I wanted him more than anything, to the point where it was affecting my ability to function. Coming home and seeing him at the BBQ had only re-ignited the feelings that were already there. And after a year of simmering, it was even hotter than before.

Sarah reached out to me the following weekend, inviting me over for a sleepover. Her house was amazing, and had a pool, and of course Jackson, so I was obliged to join her.

It was Friday afternoon, and I told my parents not to expect me home. They had asked me what Jackson and I were talking about at the BBQ, and I just told them school, but they didn’t question my motives or suspect my secret intentions for going to Sarah’s house.

After our naughty New Year’s kiss, I was left feeling regret that I didn’t sneak off into the basement bathroom with him like he suggested at the time, and I told myself that I’d never pass up that opportunity again.




Chapter 2 - Jackson

It was a regular Friday as far as I was concerned, and I had no idea when I woke up what a wonderful surprise I had in store for me. I went out to get a sandwich for lunch, and when I got home, I saw Layna’s car in the driveway.

I pulled into the driveway, and felt that oh so familiar evil feeling that she had a knack for sending through my veins. I smiled to myself, and went inside to see what was going on.

“Hello?” I asked, raising my voice as I entered through the front door. They were nowhere to be found, until I walked to the back porch and spotted them laying out by the pool. I took my shirt off, and went outside to greet them.

“Hey dad!” Sarah yelled, spotting me first and waving from her chair. I waved back, and looked right at Layla, the object of my desire, tracing her tanned legs from behind the comfort of my black lenses.

“Hey Jackson.” she said, straightening her posture as I walked up to them.

“Hey baby.” I said, pulling my glasses down to look her in the eyes. She was so aesthetically pleasing to me, and it always gave me a little rush when we made eye contact. “What are y'all up to?”

“Just catching some rays. Layla is gonna spend the night, if that’s okay.” Sarah said.

“Yeah. Of course.” I said.

“Thank you so much. I appreciate it.” she said, peering back at me.

“Finally got you in a bikini.” I said, admiring her perfect young body. She had tanning lotion on, and her legs shimmered in the sun, redirecting my blood flow in a very pointed way.

“Yeah. You always get what you want with me.”

“Would you two stop? Goodness, at least don’t do it right in front of me!” Sarah said, squawking and pulling out her headphones.

“Oh, sorry. I thought you were listening to music.” I said, chuckling right along with Layna, who was shaking her head and turning bright red.

“You’re gross.” she said, rolling her eyes and putting her ear pods back in.

“I’m glad you came over, sweetheart. It’s always nice seeing you.”

“You too.” Layla said, biting her lip and giving me a look before I turned to head back inside. I didn’t really have plans for the night, other than maybe stopping by the bar, but I quickly changed them. Staying in actually sounded pretty nice given the developing circumstances.

She was easily my favorite of my daughter’s friends, for more reasons than one. Obviously, we had a little bit of a thing, and even though nothing had ever come of it, I can’t deny that it made me biased in her favor. She was impossibly hot, and I couldn’t unsee it. The amount of cum I’d spilled down my shower drain thinking about Layla was almost shameful, but it was all I could do to keep my overwhelming desires in check.

Layla was easy going, and fun to be around. That’s why we got along so well, because we could be playful and joke around with each other. She was also what I would describe as a good girl, the rule following type who always went for clean cuts guys and got good grades in school. It made me want to be the one to corrupt her.

Her smile was enough to make me melt, and I sometimes had to simply get away from her and walk it off because I found myself so magnetically drawn to her. Her disposition was so refreshing, and could instantly pull me out of whatever funk I happened to find myself in at the moment I saw her.

In a lot of ways, she made me feel young again. She was like an espresso shot of pure adrenaline, and I found myself wanting to try a much more significant dose of her. I had no problem letting her know how I felt, and Sarah was at least peripherally aware of it. Still, I did want to treat her with a certain level of discretion, because I had no idea what our attraction really meant, or what it might turn into if we were to cross those forbidden lines.




Chapter 3

Jackson filled me with naughty energy, and I could kinda see why my parents thought he had the potential of being a bad influence on me. They just wanted me to stay pure, and to date an ambitious guy around my age, and get married, and have babies, and all that, and I kinda wanted that too.

But as of the night of the sleepover, all I wanted was to be fucked senseless in a way that only Jackson could. The tension that I’d built up for him was enough to make me squirm in my seat while we ate dinner that night, as Sarah was occupied with her phone and drama she was having with her college boyfriend.

“So, Layna, are you dating anyone?” he asked, peering at me from directly across the table, with his heavily tattooed arms bulging in his tank top.

“I’m not. I’m very single.” I said, glancing over at Sarah quickly to make sure she hadn’t picked up on us.

“I’m surprised. If I was a student at your school, I’d run headfirst through a brick wall just to smell you.” he said, poking his fork into a piece of steak and bringing it to his mouth. I giggled, very much taken by his directness. Again, such a contrast to the guys my age that I’d encountered all school year long. That was over, and I wanted summer to be a new chapter.

“Something tells me that’s just how you are.” I said.

“You’re not wrong, but I’m also 41 years old. I know what I want, and I know when I see it.”

“Oh my gosh. Samuel is out at a fucking bar with a bunch of his single guy friends. We both agreed that we weren’t going to do that, and it’s been like three fucking days.” she said. Cursing was out of character for her, and she stood up from the table.

“I’m sorry, babe.” I said, unsure of how to console her.

“It’s fine. He’s just stressing me out. Thank you for the steak, dad. I’ll finish it later, I’m gonna go upstairs and lay down for a while.” she said, leaving her food at the table and heading upstairs. Jackson and I made immediate eye contact, exchanging involuntary smiles at the prospect of being together alone.

“I don’t really care for her boyfriend.” he said, speaking softly so as not to be overheard.

“How come? He always seemed nice.”

“Because I’m her dad. I prefer her single, and away from strange men.”

“Strange men like you?” I asked, unable to reign myself in. It was so automatic, like everything we said to each other was flirtatious no matter what the contents.

“Exactly. I think that’s why Frank doesn’t like me.” he said, referring to my dad.

“He doesn’t dislike you.”

“We got along really well, at first. Until you and I started getting along so well.” he said.

“Is that what you call it? Getting along so well?”

“Yeah, if I’m talking to your dad.”

“What if you’re talking to me?”

“If I’m talking to you, then you know what it is. You’re my little dream girl. I want to corrupt you and put babies in you.”

“Oh my gosh! Jackson.” I said, breaking eye contact and feeling myself brush. I was very glad that Sarah wasn’t down there. It wasn’t the first time he’d said something like that to me, and I was beginning to think he meant it. “I’m not your dream girl.”

“Yes you are. You’re the girl I dream about. All the time.”

“Oh hush. You’re such a charmer.” I said, feeling like the heat was suddenly turned on.

“”I’m serious. I’ve always wanted a good good, but I was too young and dumb to keep them when they looked my way.” he said.

“Oh, I can see that.” I said.

“But now I’m reformed,” he said, his tone dripping with sarcasm.

“You are not. Sarah told me about your little high speed chase with the police.”

“That was like two months ago!” he said, laughing out loud. “I didn’t have insurance or tags for the bike. It was run or go to jail.”

“Don’t you have, like, a warrant for your arrest?” I asked.

“No one knows it was me, except you and Sarah. I didn’t tell anyone else about it.” he said.

“You’re crazy.”

“No, I’m not. I’m perfectly sane, I’m just naturally bad. That’s why we balance each other out so well.” he said.

“You’re not bad. You’re a single dad, and you do everything for Sarah.”

“Oh, I just meant that I’m a bad person, not a bad father. I’m a great dad.” he said, smiling. We finished our meal, and there was still no sign of Sarah.

“Should I go check on her?”

“You could, or we could go down in the basement and make out.” he said, raising his eyebrows. I was really trying to figure out how we could make it work, in terms of not getting caught while we did what felt so inevitable.

“Like New Year’s?” I asked, the question flying out of my mouth reflexively.

“Kind of, except way naughtier.” he said.

“I’m gonna go make sure she’s okay.” I said, turning to head upstairs to her bedroom.

“I told you that you were a good girl,” he said.

“What’s wrong with that?” I asked, stopping and turning around to face him with my arms folded across my chest.

“Nothing. I love it. It’s one of my favorite things about you.” he said.

“Mmm hmm. You’re a bad boy, Jackson.”

“And that’s your favorite thing about me too.” he said, staring right back at me. I couldn’t deny it, and ran upstairs to comfort my friend.




Chapter 4

It turned out that Samuel was already drunk, and had posted a story on his IG of him walking down the street with a couple of random girls. So Sarah was understandably upset, especially because it was the number one thing she was worried about with him.

I guess at some point in their relationship, he’d made out with some girl at a bar while out with his friends, and they’d explicitly agreed they wouldn’t be going out drinking over the summer.

She just needed a hug, because he wasn’t responding to texts and I could tell she felt horrible. It made me feel terrible, because I knew how she was, she invested everything in her partner and she didn’t seem to be getting the same thing in return from him.

“I’m sorry.” she said, patting her eyes with a tissue and holding back her sobs.

“No, baby, I’m sorry. You don’t deserve this.” I said. He ended up calling her, and drunkenly apologizing and calming her down, only to have his buddy with a random girl appear in the background, cracking up randomly after he told her that he was alone.

It was another wave of tears, and I sat there in the room with her as she angry- texted paragraph after paragraph, reading some of them out loud as she typed, and venting the entire time.

“I hate this.” she said, finally putting her phone down and taking a deep breath to center herself. It was really unlike her to be so unhinged, as she was typically the perfect picture of mental health, and I aspired to be more like her in that regard.

“It’s okay, I can go home if you want me to.”

“No, no. Of course not. But if you don’t mind, I think I just want to lock myself in my room, and cry, and keep bitching at Samuel until I fall asleep.”

“Girl, say less. I completely understand.” I said, holding up my hands. We gave each other a hug, and she told me to raid the fridge, and make myself at home.

“I’m sure dad will be up your ass. He’s gonna love having you here.” she said, rolling her eyes. “We’re definitely taking a raincheck on this sleepover. I feel bad.”

“Stop. You know I love you.”

“I love you too.” she said, blowing me a kiss with sad eyes as I walked out of her room. As far as Jackson and I, we’d never discussed it outside of a comment here or there, and I always wondered how the two of us came off to other people. I tried being sneaky, and I certainly never told anyone how badly I wanted him, but I wondered. She seemed to know, and maybe my parents only spoke up because they could see it too.

Sarah’s house was the best, and I’d spent the night there enough times to feel like it was kind of my place too. They had the most amazing basement, with arcade games, billiards, and a theater room that was to die for. The sound, the ambience, everything. They nailed it, and I would have binge watched every TV show imaginable if I lived there.

I didn’t see Jackson around, and figured he was in his bedroom when I went down to the basement. I stopped off at the arcade machine and played a round of Ms. Pac Man, trying to beat my own high score and falling short before going into the theater. It was pitch black, but I saw a rectangle of light.

“Hey there.” he said, scaring the shit out of me.

“Jesus. I didn’t know you were down here.” I said, putting my hand on my chest.

“Yeah. I was going to put something on. What’s up?” he asked, setting his phone down as I turned the light dimmer slightly up so I could see.

“Oh, nothing. Sarah said she just wants to be alone, so I was going to give her some space and crash down here.” I said, sitting down in the luxurious chair beside him. He’d bought them from a high end movie theater when it went out of business, and they were incredible, with heat and electric lounge features.

“You don’t have to do that. There’s plenty of room in my bed.” he said.

“Yeah, I’m so sure.”

“Seriously, it’s a big bed.” he said, handing me the remote. “Put whatever you want on.”

“Really? I didn’t have anything in mind, if you were going to watch something.”

“I didn’t realize I’d be having a guest, I was going to put on some adult content and try to relieve the tension, you know?” he asked, placing his hand on mine.

“You’re so naughty.”

“You love it.” he said.

“Is that really what you were about to do?” I asked, feeling myself start to tingle downstairs. I think I just associated him with sex, and he had such a raunchy way about him that it’s all I could think about when we were together.

“Yeah, on the big screen. I was trying to find an actress who looks like you.” he said, letting his hand move down between his legs.

“I can never tell if you’re being serious, if you’re just messing with me.” I said, feeling my body temperature spike at the sight of him openly touching himself on the outside of his sweatpants.

“Does this convince you?” he asked, reaching into his cup holder and pulling out a bottle of lubricant.

“Oh my goodness.” I said, definitely turning red. He was completely serious, and I suspected he wasn’t even kidding about looking for a girl who looked like me.

“What? I’m just honest about the way I feel, and a lot of other people hide their desires.” he said, placing his hand on mine again.

“I guess that’s true.”

“We should do it together. It would be fun.” he said.

“What? Watch porn together?” I asked, really wanting it but also feeling paranoid that Sarah might change her mind and want company. The theater room probably wasn’t the ideal place for us to be sneaky.

“I won’t need porn with you right here. We could just masturbate together. That’s pretty innocent, right?” he asked. I went from feeling turned on but reluctant about proceeding, to being unable to say no to him in an instant.

“We have already kissed before.” I said, shrugging. I wanted so badly to do naughty things with him, and to finally have the experience I’d missed out on before.

“That’s true. Let’s sit in the same chair.” he said, pushing his recliner down and standing up. The chairs were very large, with just enough room for the two of us to sit in one comfortably. It became very real when he plopped down beside me, and put his arm around me.

“What if Sarah catches us?” I asked, giggling nervously as he looked into my eyes.

“She won’t.” he said, cupping my face and leaning in for a kiss. His tongue slipped into my mouth, and it felt like my brain melted as our tongues swirled together. “Take these off.”

“Yes sir.” I said, letting him unbutton my jean shorts, and slide them off so that I was wearing nothing but my bikini.

“Oh, I like that,” he said.

“What?”

“That you called me sir. I have a thing for submissive girls.” he said, groping my breast and kissing me again. His flesh was everything I craved, and my head felt like it was spinning as his hand moved between my legs.

“I’ll do anything you say, sir.” I said, realizing quickly that we were going to go further than simply masturbating separately.

“Yeahhh, that’s my good girl. Let daddy touch your little pussy.” he said, slipping his fingers beneath my bottoms. “Look how wet you are. You need this too, don’t you baby?”

“Yes. I want it.” I said.

“I’ve got something else you might want.” he said, pulling his pants down to his knees. My eyes went wide when I saw it, because it shocked me how big and hard he was.

“Oh my God.” I said, feeling myself instinctively lean towards it.

“Do you want to make daddy happy?” he asked, taking a handful of my hair as I took hold of it. As if I needed another reason to lust after him, he had the biggest dick I’d ever seen in person.

“Yes, daddy.” I said, staring at his cock, almost mesmerized.

“Then pretend it’s a lollipop, and try to suck the cum out of it.” he said, gently applying pressure on the back of my head. The next thing I knew, my mouth was open, and it was full of his cock.

“Mmm…” I moaned, sucking as he rubbed the pads of his fingers back and forth across my clit, sending the most pleasurable chill throughout my entire body.

“Good girl. Look up here, show me those eyes. And don’t you dare stop calling me daddy.” he said, moving his hips against me. “Oh, fuck. I’ve spent way too much fantasizing about this.”

“Me too.” I said, stroking him in my hand and taking a breath.

“You’re an absolute doll. If only you knew how sexy you looked with those pretty lips wrapped around the tip of my dick.” he said.

“Yes, daddy.” I said, kissing all over his bulbous mushroom. I held my tongue against the bottom of his cock, forcing myself to try and take him deeper.

“Perfect. You know what I like. Let daddy fuck your soft little throat.” he said, holding me by the hair and feeding it to me. I’d never been so aroused while giving oral, and found myself fixated on worshiping his manhood.

“It’s so big.” I whispered, rubbing my face against his balls and losing all semblance of self control.

“Yes, baby. Fuck. Suck on daddy’s big nuts.”

“Mmm hmm…” I whimpered, as his thick finger slipped inside of me.

“So tight. I have to have that. Come closer, sit in daddy’s lap. Let me feel inside you.” he said. As I climbed my leg over his hips, he untied my top, letting it fall behind me as he took hold of my breasts, latching onto my nipple and sucking.

“I can’t believe we’re finally doing this. I’ve wanted it for so long.” I said, as he went from making out with my nipple to my face. He was so hard that he didn’t have to use his hands, he just moved his hips around until he found my spot.

“I knew I was going to be the one to corrupt you.” he whispered, pressing the tip inside me and sending butterflies and fireworks and electricity, and all of it off inside me.

“Oh!”

“Yeah, that’s a daddy dick. You like that, huh?” he asked, holding both of my arms behind my back as he pushed it deeper, bottoming out and claiming me without being gentle. I was so wet already, and he filled me in a completely different way than the guys before.

“Yes! Ugh…fuck. Yes.”

“Good girl. Sit on it. Take it. Yeah, that’s your dick now. Do you like the way it feels?”

“I love it, daddy. I love your dick.” I whimpered, feeling like a complete slut in the best possible way. He stripped me of my inhibitions, and I bounced up and down in his lap, whimpering and calling one of my best friend’s father daddy as he filled me with his bareback cock.

“Mmm hmm…I’ve been waiting for you, baby. You’re gonna be my little play toy for the summer.” he said, thrusting from the bottom so I was forced to bounce up and down, taking the full force of his juicy length.

“Yes, daddy. I’ll do anything…”

“I know you will, Layna. You’ll do anything to please me.”

“Yes. I want to be your little slut.”

“Oh, baby. I love hearing you talk like that. You’re gonna be daddy’s little cockslut, and I’m going to own your tight pussy.”

“Fuck, daddy. I’m gonna cum. I’m gonna cum!” I called out, practically seizing as it overtook me. Hearing him talk to me like that sent me over the edge, as no man had ever spoken to me in such a dirty way before. I felt myself losing control as I arrived, flooded with endorphins and pleasure as he continued to bury his root deep inside me.

“Good girl. Cum for daddy’s dick. That’s my good girl.” he said, releasing my arms and moving his hands to my ass, gripping it forcefully and pulling my cheeks apart as he pierced me.

“Mmm hmm…Yes, daddy. I’m yours.” I whispered, throwing myself back down against him and seeing stars. The intensity peaked, and I found myself giggling in his arms as I came back down.

“You’re so wet. I want to taste you.” he said, pulling himself out of me and sliding out of the chair. “Turn over.”

“Oh, okay.” I said, in a daze and doing as I was told as he put me into position, bending me over the armrest and before burying his face in my ass, sending another jolt of ecstacy through me as his firm tongue found my sex.

“Mmm. That’s so good. I knew you were my sweetie.” he said, sticking his nose into my asshole as he lapped away like a hungry dog. It was already the best sex I’d ever had, and I was struggling to keep up with the novel sensations.

“Oh my God, daddy. I love that.” I said, gripping the leather chair with both hands and digging my fingers in as he started licking my asshole. My body jerked, but he held me in place and continued to tongue fuck my anus. It was somehow relaxing despite how sensitive that area was, and it made me throb for more.

“You make me so fucking hard, Layna. Look at this.” he said, standing up behind me. I turned my head to see his vascular erection, laced with veins and obviously on the warpath for more.

“You have such a nice cock.” I said, admiring it for the second or two it took for him to stick it back inside me, and begin pounding away from behind me. He removed his shirt, leaving us in quite a precarious situation if Sarah were to wander into the basement.

“I have to cum inside of you, Layna. I have to feel you.” he said, both hands holding my lower back as I was further impaled. His massive size felt even more substantial from behind, hitting deep spots that tickled me like nothing before. I couldn’t get enough of him, and felt another orgasmic wave beginning to build inside me.

“Yes, daddy. Please. Please cum for me.”

“Oh, baby. Don’t worry, all I want to do is cum for you. Over and over.” he said, pulling my hair and making me look back at him.

“Yes! Harder, daddy. Please!” I cried, begging for him to finish me off. It didn’t take much, and my entire body shook while he came in right behind me.

“Layna! Fuck. Oh, fuck!” he held my hips, and I could feel his fat cock pulsing inside me, shooting me full of hot sticky cum. Lights were flashing in my brain, as I  laid helpless beneath his powerful hips, taking their claim over me as pleasure seized my entirety. It was mind blowing, and my heart was going a million miles an hour.




Chapter 5

We put our clothes back on, and he told me to wait downstairs while he went to check for Sarah. I sat on the couch catching my breath, covered with a thin layer of sweat despite the air conditioning.

I looked at the empty big screen, grinning uncontrollably at what we’d done. It was exactly as I’d expected, but so much hotter in real life. It was like breaking the dam, because there was less than zero chance that it wasn’t going to happen again.

Jackson returned a few minutes later, alerting me that the coast was clear.

“Come sleep with me. There’s no way I can fall asleep knowing you’re somewhere else in this house.” he said.

“It’s too risky.” I said.

“It is not. You know how late she sleeps in. We’ll be up way before her.”

“What if she has to pee or something? And then comes looking for me?” I asked.

“Fine. You can sleep down here, but at least come shower with me, and cuddle for a little while.”

“Fine.” I said, realizing how deeply smitten with him I actually was. I felt bonded to him in a much deeper way, as soon as we’d finally gotten our hands on each other. My mind raced with fantasies of our potential futures together, and I went upstairs with him.

His bathroom was amazing, with a huge walk in shower. He got the water ready, and then motioned for me to join him once it was ready. My change of clothes was still in my car, but I hopped in with him anyway, far too lost in the exhilarating nature of what was taking place to think even one step ahead.

“Finally. This is almost too hot to be legal.” he said, running his fingers up and down my sides as I got used to the temperature.

“I still can’t believe it.” I said, feeling suddenly a bit shy. I think it was the brighter lighting, and being so exposed as he lathered me up, exploring my body freely with his strong hands.

“I can. We’ve had this little thing going for such a long time, it’s just a little more difficult to navigate because of the age difference, but there’s no denying it.” he said.

“Yeah.” I said. We took turns soaping each other up and rubbing each other down, an act that I found both intimate and disarming. It made me start to feel okay with what was happening, like I was willing to stand behind it and explain the feelings behind it, because I knew that no one was going to approve of it.

“Are you gonna be my good little girl?” he asked, pressing his crotch up against my ass from behind as I rinsed off. He kissed my neck, and I nestled against him.

“Of course.”  I said, feeling his arms wrap around my waist as he kissed me again on the cheek.

“I want to do so many dirty things to you.”

“I want you to do them all. I want to be corrupted by you.” I said.

“You don’t mind the age gap?” he asked.

“Not at all. I mean, it’s gonna suck trying to explain it to my parents if it ever gets that far, but no. I like it, actually. It’s refreshing.”

“It’s funny you used that word, because you’re like a breath of fresh air for me. So different, and so cute and perfect.” he said. We finished up our shower, and he wrapped me up in a giant towel, and then led me to his bed.

“I love your bedroom. It’s so spacious.” I said, climbing into his covers and leaving the towel behind. My bathing suit was on the floor in the bathroom, and my shorts were still in the basement.

“Let me warm you up.” he said, climbing in right behind me. His big dick swung as he slid into bed, even flaccid he was impressive. His big muscular body pressed up against mine, and I felt myself drift off to heaven. It was so nice, but I kept thinking of the possibility of getting caught. It prevented me from relaxing fully, but it certainly didn’t prevent me from becoming very aroused when he put my hand on his cock.

“Already?” I asked, grinning as I let my fingers wrap around his girth, just barely touching all the way around.

“Already. You’re my good girl, right?” he asked.

“You know I am, daddy.” I said, kissing his chest, and down the center of his hairy stomach as I lowered myself between his legs. He tossed his cover off of us, spreading his legs and looking down at me.

“I want you to show me how obedient you are. I want you to prove yourself as my submissive.” he said, propping himself up on his elbows. I laid against his cock and balls, rubbing my face all over them and inhaling his shower-fresh scent as I tingled with anticipation.

“Yes, daddy. I’ll do anything for you.” I said, kissing his soft balls as I looked up at him.

“I want you to suck my cock until it’s nice and hard, and then I want you to make out with my asshole with the same enthusiasm.” he said. I smiled, perfectly willing to do that for him.

“Yes, daddy. I’d love to lick you down there, or anywhere else for that matter.” I said.

“Start with my balls,” he said.

“Yes, daddy.” I said, licking his sack and isolating one of his testicles, slurping on it softly as I stroked him up and down. “Let me get you wet.”

“Good girl.” he sighed, laying his head back and closing his eyes. I gagged myself on his cock, using the viscous spit to stroke him as I returned to his balls. He moaned occasionally as I worshiped him, losing myself in my new role as a sub.

“Mmm, it’s so fun to play with.” I said, taking hold of him with both hands and jerking it so hard that his balls started bouncing along with my strokes.

“You’re such a cutie. I love it.”

“You’re the biggest I’ve ever had. By far.” I said, looking into his eyes. He smirked.

“I’m going to marry you, so I’m the biggest you’ll ever have.” he said, reaching down under his legs and lifting them up. “Lick.”

“Yes sir. Anything you say, sir.” I said, way too turned on to hesitate. It wasn’t even something I’d thought about before, but I started tonguing him as he pulled on himself. He turned over onto his stomach, and raised his ass. It felt so automatic, so dirty and wrong.

“Oh, wow. Such a good girl. I knew you’d be my perfect little cockslut.” he said, reaching back to press my face further into his ass. I lapped rhythmically, touching myself while I performed the act, mindlessly submitting to his commands.

“Mmm…”

“Yes, lick it faster. Good slut.” he said, eventually turning over and climbing on top of me. I spread my legs as he got into position, putting my legs on his shoulders and then pushing his cock inside.

“I like that.” I said, bracing against him and feeling every inch of his cock. He started slowly, staring down at me as he filled me up.

“Your pussy is to tiny and tight.” he grunted, giving me long strokes and bottoming out, fucking me harder and harder until we were in a frenzy. He made me so aroused that I couldn’t help cumming, and we did it together as he left it in without protection once again. I was too caught up in the moment to even think about it, mini explosions of pure delight were going off inside my head and it was a little distracting.

“Fuck.” I said, as a matter of fact. He slowly put my legs down, and I could feel his semen dripping out from between my legs as he crawled in behind me. It felt so right being his little spoon, and I drifted off exactly as I told myself not to.




Chapter 6

The following morning was hectic, at least in my mind. I woke up in a panic, with Jackson thoroughly amused by my reaction.

“She’s still asleep. I just went and made coffee.” he said, standing over the bed in his robe and underwear.

“You’re really hot.” I said, biting my finger and running into the bathroom to put on my bathing suit.

“You too. You should come over more often.” he said.

“We’ll see about that.” I said, giving him a wink as I tied my top. “I’m gonna go grab my shorts.”

“Okay, coffee is brewing if you want some,” he said.

Jackson and I went at it again in the laundry room before I left. Sarah still wasn’t awake. I found out later that she’d been up all night talking on the phone with Samuel, and that they’d made up and back on good terms.

That was the beginning of a very fulfilling summer, and we snuck around until people started to figure it out. I went over there too much, we started meeting up in public, and word got around. It wasn’t as bad as I thought, which was great because I found myself falling for him.

Three months isn’t that long, but when it’s been brewing for so much longer, it takes on an extra level of heat. My parents sat me down and asked me directly, and I told them the truth. We’d been an official couple for almost three weeks by the time they figured it out, so I thought we did a decent job of keeping it a secret for as long as we did.

Sarah was surprisingly okay with it, and thankfully, he broke the news to her first, coming clean and telling her how much I meant to him. It was kind of a funny juxtaposition, our dirty sex, and the way everyone kind of viewed us from the outside, versus the reality of our relationship.

When we weren’t snuggled up between the covers, grinding against each other in dirty talking, some might call lewd displays of our passionate love, we were hanging out and being best friends. We could kind of do anything together, from watching movies and going out to eat, to playing darts, talking shit, or getting out of an escape room.

My campus was close enough that I could commute, and so I ended up moving in with him while Sarah decided to stay living on campus. That worked out extra perfectly, because I found out that I was pregnant not long after the start of the fall quarter.

And that’s where we are now, madly in love, living together through the madness of pregnancy, and enjoying every minute of it.


Nina Sestina
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I’m Bored - Taboo Age Gap Pregnancy

Melissa is on summer break, and finds herself missing Austin. She hasn't seen him in two years, ever since he separated from her mother, but that doesn't mean they can't still have a relationship. 

She drives to his ranch, and their platonic love immediately blossoms into a forbidden attraction. 

They're all alone in the middle of nowhere, with so much pent up tension between them and no way to relieve it. 

I'm Bored involves a taboo romance between an older man and a younger woman, and an accidental pregnancy. 
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Stranded & Vulnerable - Age Gap DDlg Romance 

Tucker has lived the past ten years in self imposed exile, hiding from the world, and slowly drinking himself to death. He was never the same after losing his wife and daughter in a tragic accident, and he never saw a reason to try dating again. 

And then he meets Amanda, a homeless girl stranded in a grocery store parking lot, baking in the hot sun. He notices she's about the same age his daughter would have been, and even his icy heart melts a little when he sees the condition she's in. 

He's not doing anything better with his life, so he decides to take her in like a stray cat, and nurse her back to health. 

She's extremely grateful for the help, and smitten with the older stranger who seems willing to do anything to help her. They start doing everything together, and despite their age gap, are magnetically drawn to each other. 
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It Just Happened - Taboo Age Gap Pregnancy

When Jack finally separates from his wife, he's left sharing the house with her daughter Elise. She's gorgeous, half his age, and already the apple of his eye.

The attraction is as palpable as it is inappropriate, and it proves to be an impulse well beyond their ability to control.

It Just Happened involves taboo, an age gap, pregnancy, and forbidden romance.
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His Little - Forbidden DDlg

Eli isn't masculine enough for Cassie, as he's constantly crying and it's a huge turn off. She finds out he's been trying to hook up with her friend Sarah on the same day she's supposed to meet his father.

The moment she meets Walker, she's captivated. She didn't realize what she'd been longing for, but he's it. They have a natural chemistry, and judging by the way he's looking at her, the attraction is mutual.

She blows up at Eli, confronting him about his inappropriate texting during the meal, and storms out in a huff. After disciplining Eli, Walker comes outside to comfort her, and offers her a ride home. His presence naturally taps into her submissive nature, and she's filled with the urge to do whatever he tells her to do.

His Little involves a forbidden relationship between an older man and a younger woman, and aspects of DDlg.
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Free Use - However He Wants Her

Stacy makes friends with Lacey at college, realizing they're from neighboring towns. When summer rolls around, they hang out constantly.

Lacey introduces Stacy to her dad Gabe, and sparks fly despite their age gap. She hates the way his wife treats him, and wishes she could step in and take over her role. She's so mean, and all she does is complain. He deserves much better, and when Stacy finds out he's filing for divorce, she gives him a free use pass for father's day.

Gabe lusts after her almost uncontrollably, and throws a cookout with the sole intention of redeeming his free use privileges.

However He Wants Her involves a forbidden age gap, an older man and a younger submissive woman, free use, and pregnancy.
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