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Punished by Neighbor Daddy 

 

My dad insisted that I take Mr. Johnson up on his offer of a summer job before I went off to college.

Mr. John, Aaron, had gone to school with my dad and we actually lived across the street from each other. He had a son about my age, so we’d all spent a lot of time together since I could remember.

I hadn’t really wanted the job. I had a scholarship waiting for me, and now that I was 18 I wanted to enjoy being an adult for a few months before I became a student yet again.

“You’re taking this job or you’re not coming home in the summers,” my dad told me.

So I took the job, under protest.

Mr. Johnson managed an office downtown, the sort of work I just absolutely hated. And there was something else.

Something I wouldn’t tell anyone. Not my best friend. Not even a priest or a shrink.

I sort of had a thing for Aaron. I knew he was old enough be my father. I knew that I’d known him pretty much my whole life.

I also knew that I shouldn’t feel like this, and I think that played into it. The forbidden part.

I’d dream about going over to his place to find him sunbathing all by himself in the backyard. Nude, of course.

That I’d end up in his arms, somehow. I’d say things like, “But this is wrong, Mr. Johnson. Why are you so hard? Am I doing that to you? Because you’re making me wet…”

It usually ended with a couple of my fingers knuckle-deep inside of my slick insides, my whole body rigid with how hard I came.

So it was a bit awkward for me to be around someone I crushed on like that.

Also, Aaron was a bit of an asshole at work. Constantly checking schedules, making sure no one took more than a second over their break allotments, etc.

And he ran me off my feet on the dumbest crap. Coffee runs, inter-office memos, all that crap. I hated it.

About the only thing I liked was the clothes. Cute blouses and cuter skirts. Especially the ones that really hugged my hips.

So I stopped really doing a good job. I figured the worst that would happen would be getting fired, then at least I could tell my dad that I’d tried.

Besides, what was he going to do? Spank me?

“Hey, Mr. Johnson wants to see you in his office,” Dan, an annoying office drone, said. I had a feel he’d been tattling to Aaron about me leaving early, doing a crap job, all that.

“Thanks,” I sneered back at him.

Aaron had a corner office away from the cubicle farm, and when I knocked on the door he said, “Come on.”

When I came in he told me to sit down. I didn’t. 

“I prefer to stand. What’s up?” I said.

Aaron tapped his fingers on a notepad that sat on his desk. “I’ve been getting lots of reports of discipline problems is what’s up, Cheryl. Your dad’s not going to be happy when I tell him. I’m not happy.”

“Well then I guess it’s good that you’re not my dad,” I said, crossing my arms.

“Good, because I’d have you across my knee right now if I were.”

“You’d like that,” I muttered under my breath.

I thought I might like it, too.

“Don’t you want to keep your job?” he said.

"Of course I want to keep my job. Just who the hell do you think you are?" I said with as much sarcasm as I could muster.

Not breaking eye contact, Aaron reached into his shirt pocket. Slowly, he pulled out the lid to his pen. He slid it over the tip, the light click of it snapping into place loud in the quiet room. 

He laid the pen diagonally across his notes. I felt the urge to jump back from it as though it were a rattlesnake about to strike. It became so much harder to look him in the eyes.

"I can see that your discipline problem is much greater than I first thought."

He loosened his tie slightly, then unbuttoned his cuffs and rolled them about halfway up his forearms. They were shapely forearms, obviously honed at some gym. I couldn't stop looking at them. I noticed then how large his hands were as well.

He pushed back from the desk and stood. I stood up as straight as I could, but the top of my head barely reached his shoulders. I wanted to shrink back, but my remaining nerve wouldn't let me. 

Aaron came around the desk, and I followed him with my eyes. What was he doing? I could feel him looking at me. Maybe I should just tell him that I'd make an effort to improve my work ethic. That might placate him...

What? I asked myself, No! You're going to show this jerk that he can't just boss you around! I had to do this. I had to prove to myself that I could stand up to men like him.

He moved around behind me. The urge to turn and face him was like an itch I wasn't allowed to scratch. My calves flexed as I held my feet in place. His eyes seemed to draw a line down my body, down the taper of my waist to the flare of my hips and past that to my legs.

I heard a smooth noise, something leather sliding against cloth. The blood rushed past my ears, and I flexed my hands at my sides.

"Do you want to keep your job?" Aaron asked.

He was moving behind me, doing something. I wanted to look over my shoulder so badly. Hot and cold fingers took turns dancing up and down my spine.

"Of course I do!" I said, finally giving into temptation to crane my head over my shoulder.

Before I could, he shoved me down against the desk, the edge of it digging into the front of my thighs. He held the back of my neck with one hand, pressing my cheek against the cold, smooth finish of the desktop.

My heart nearly burst from panic as I pushed and struggled. All I could feel was his hand covering my neck, and how hot it was against me.

"Hey! What the hell?" I said, my fingers scrabbling for purchase on the smooth desktop.

But he held me easily. I reached back to scratch at his forearm, but my hand just flailed about uselessly.

"Wait! Stop it!" I said.

"I know your type," Aaron said, "You think you're better than every guy you see."

"Just assholes like you!" I said, renewing my struggle.

All it got me was rubbing my cheek against the desk. My lips left red smears were my lipstick rubbed off.

"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.

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 Aaron tied me up, where my mouth got me into trouble. 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.

I hated those dreams, and I also ached for them. Sometimes I woke up in the middle of an intense orgasm, my panties soaked through and my pussy throbbing.

And Aaron 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," Aaron 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. 

I wondered right then if he meant to fuck me. I wondered if I told him I wanted him to fuck me if he would, or if he wouldn’t just to torture me some more.

"You don't have to..." I said.

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. 

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.

It hurt more than I fantasized. And, somehow, also felt even better.

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.

Aaron 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?"

Aaron 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," Aaron 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 Aaron 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.

"Such a naughty mouth on you, Cheryl. 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?" Aaron 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!

Aaron 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 Aaron 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," Aaron 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.

I got dressed slowly, wincing at the way my ass stung and the deep ache settling into my pussy.

“So you’re not going to tell my dad, right?” I said.

“We’ll see if this lesson sticks,” he replied, “Now get your ass back out there.”




Virgin and the Neighbor Daddy 

 

Clarissa didn’t want to go to college a virgin, she knew that much.

She’d managed to save herself through high school, even though she knew how the guys looked at her.

Even though she knew she could’ve let any of them fuck her.

But there was only one man she wanted to give herself to. And he happened to be the one man that she couldn’t.

“Hey, Clarissa. Is your dad home?” Drew said, looking at her and smiling as he walked up the steps to her porch.

Immediately, heat flooded into her chest. From there, it flowed up her neck and bloomed in her cheeks.

It also went down. To that spot between her thighs. It made her quiver and the base of her spine tingled.

“Yeah, he’s out in the garage,” Clarissa said, barely able to get the words out. “How are you? Is… is Maggie home?” Maggie was Drew’s wife. The woman Clarissa envied most in the world.

Because she got to have him whenever she wanted.

Clarissa also envied Jess, Drew and Maggie’s daughter, for getting to live with them. But she was a year older than Clarissa and already in college. Clarissa knew that she’d also decided to stay by the school for the summer.

He paused, “Nah, she’s not around today. Going to visit with Jess. Too many things to do myself to go… You’re looking pretty today.”

Clarissa smiled wide without being able to help it, and then made herself bite down on her bottom lip.

It was wrong of her to want him like this, she knew as she watched him go back down the porch and then up the driveway to the garage.

Drew had been a family friend for a long time. He and her dad were the same age.

He just seemed so strong and mature and experienced. And he looked like a man, not a boy like the guys she’d gone to school with.

And shouldn’t her first time be with a guy who could make her feel good, and not a guy who’d blow his load after two or three strokes?

She guessed one thing about the fantasy that had drawn her to it was that there was no way it could come true.

Not with Maggie and Jess around.

But now, today, Drew was home alone. None of his women around to make any trouble.

Fear and excitement tingled in Clarissa’s chest. Was she really thinking about doing this? About going through with it? All the way?

She was.

Her young body ached for it, for him. Her throat went tight and her nipples perked up. No, she wasn’t going to let this go to waste.

So she waited until later that afternoon, until Drew finally left the garage where he’d been hanging out with Clarissa’s dad.

She watched him from her bedroom window. Watched as he crossed the street and went into his house.

Then she also ran across the road, her heart chattering in her chest.

She knocked on the door and heard his footfalls inside. He opened the door and peered down at her.

“Clarissa? What’s up?”

She realized she hadn’t actually thought this far ahead. “Uh… My mom’s being a pain. Do you mind if a hang out here? Just for a bit.”

Drew frowned down at her and then glanced back across the street to her house. He looked at it long enough that she began to feel like he meant to send her running back home.

“Sure, I guess. I’ve gotta hit the shower, though.”

“Great! You won’t even know I’m here,” she said, slipping around her through the door and into the front hallway.

She waited until he went upstairs, and continued waiting until she heard the hiss of the shower.

Then she went into the master bedroom. She sat on his bed, watching the closed door of the bathroom, heart thumping hard.

It seemed to take forever, and simultaneously no time at all, for him to finish up in there. The water turned off and she saw a dim shadow beneath the door as he walked back and forth.

When he opened the door, he was naked. His skin looked fresh and pink and clean.

And his cock, long and thick even when it was soft, hung heavily between his thighs. 

“Clarissa!” he said, “What the hell are you doing?”

She stood up, so nervous her whole body trembled. “I… I want you to be my first.”

He frowned. But she also noticed that he hadn’t grabbed a towel or retreated back into the bathroom. “Your first what?” he asked as if he didn’t know.

“I’ve wanted you for a long time now,” Clarissa said, her voice shaky, “Don’t tell me you haven’t thought about it. I see the way you look at me sometimes… Don’t… Don’t you want to fuck me?”

She took an uncertain step forward, then another. She closed the gap to him quickly. He smelled of soap. He swallowed hard when he looked down at her.

And then she noticed the way his cock had begun to harden. Saliva squirted into her mouth, and she put her hands on his bare chest.

“Clarissa, we shouldn’t. I’m old enough to be your father. Your father is my friend!”

“And he doesn’t have to know. No one has to know…” Clarissa said.

His hardening cock began pushing against her stomach, and she knew he wanted her. Knew that he struggled inside.

“No one has to know. Not my parents. Not your wife. Please. We only have today…”

Then she slid down onto her knees. His semi-hard cock throbbed just inches from her face. Drew looked down at her, swallowing heavily, his hands clenching and unclenching.

“Let me suck you,” Clarissa said, surprised at the words coming out of her mouth.

She knew that she shouldn’t. That this was wrong and forbidden. But there was a curiosity and a lust in her that overwhelmed her better judgment. 

His shaft continued hardening until it stood out straight. He was so big, And so hard that his cock jumped a little with every beat of his heart.

Now that her face was on the same level as his cock, she wasn’t sure what she should be doing. She wanted to please him, and to feel that monster inside her, but she was so new at all this.

Drew seemed to sense her uncertainty. Grabbing hold of his cock again, he thrust his hips forward until the head bumped into her lips. When Clarissa didn’t open her mouth, he grabbed her jaw, gently but firmly, and pulled it open. Clarissa looked up into Drew’s eyes. They blazed with animalistic lust as he looked down at her sweet face. 

The head of his cock pressed through her lips. There were ridges around it, and she found if she ran her tongue against them Drew jolted in her mouth and closed his eyes. 

He tried pushing himself deeper into her, wanting to feel that warmth and wetness around more and more of his shaft. Clarissa had to grab his cock with both hands to keep him from going too quickly and making her gag. 

Clarissa began sliding her fingers up and down Drew’s shaft while she focused on sucking the head, like she saw the girls do in porn. 

Soon, Drew made a noise deep in his throat. As her tongue licked across the tip of his member, she tasted his precum. It was warm, and the harder she sucked, the more came out. She started moaning then, too. This seemed to make Drew even harder. 

He grabbed the sides of her head, getting fistfuls of her hair. Every time she stroked him, his fingers tightened.

Using his thumb, he brushed at her cheek. She looked up at his face.

“Faster,” Drew said.

Clarissa obeyed, moving her fingers faster and faster up and down his shaft. When they touched her lips, they collected some of the saliva she’d worked up and smeared it up and down his rod. This, in turn, let her fingers move faster still.

She badly wished she could take one of her hands from his member. Clarissa wanted to pull her skirt up and touch herself again. All she could think about was how hard and large he was in her, and how badly she wanted him to fuck her right there. 

Drew’s breathing became ragged, then. He snarled down at her, but it wasn’t in anger. Clarissa frowned at him, wondering what was wrong. His face made it look like he was almost in pain. His cock was harder in her mouth, and seemed to have swollen up to an even greater size.

Clarissa started to pull back, to ask him what she was doing wrong. Then he grunted, his fists tightening in her hair and holding her mouth in place.

Her eyes widened in shock as liquid shot in spurts out of Drew’s cock in her mouth. There was so much, and it was so warm. Clarissa swallowed it all, almost choking it came out so fast. 

She stroked her fingers up and down his shaft a few more times, squeezing the last of Drew’s seed into her mouth and swallowing it. He was still looking down at her, his chest and shoulders heaving. He seemed more relaxed, and Clarissa thought she saw the hint of a smile curl the corners of his mouth as his brushed the hair off her face. 

Clarissa fell back onto the floor, sitting. She felt sore, as though she’d been clenching all the muscles in her body as well. She looked at Drew’s still partially hard cock, which was drenched in her saliva, dripping. The sight made her pussy tingle. He may have been satisfied, but Clarissa knew she wasn’t.

She didn’t want him to finish! She wanted him to fuck her! 

But then he didn’t soften. His shaft hardened again. He leaned over and grabbed her shoulders.

“Get up, I’m not done with you,” he said. He spun her around so that she faced away from him.

All Clarissa said was, “Oh!” as he pulled her too him. She felt his cock pressing against her ass through her skirt. He was already getting hard. 

Her body responded to his, her pussy getting slick and her skin flushing.

“Give yourself to me,” he commanded, his lips right next to her ear so she could feel his hot breath. 

Clarissa turned her face, looking at Drew over her shoulder. His eyes flicked down to her lips. He kissed her. After a moment, she kissed back. At the sudden reciprocity of desire, Drew’s cock got rock solid, poking against her. 

Drew spun her around. Clarissa went to her knees, ready to take him in her mouth again.

“No,” Drew said, “I’m going to take you now.”

He laid his hands on Clarissa’s shoulder and pushed her to the floor of the cave. Clarissa whimpered, breathing quickly. Her eyes were wide. A sudden fear washed over her, almost overcoming her desire to have Drew inside her. She wanted him, but she was afraid. She knew it was wrong, but in some way, it also felt right.

Drew went down onto his knees, his manhood, long, hard, and trembling before him. He pushed her skirt up, then pulled her panties off. Clarissa knew her pussy was fully exposed now. It felt so wet, too. He had to be able to see how wet he made her. 

Grabbing her by the thighs, he slid her body closer to his. His cock hung over her stomach. He pushed her knees to her chest and shifted himself back slightly.

Angling his hips, he put the head of his cock against her pussy. The fear returning, Clarissa reached out one hand and put it on his stomach just over his cock, as though she could hold him back.

“Drew...” Clarissa said between quick breaths. Her emotions swelled and fell as though they were on a rollercoaster. As the words left her mouth, she didn’t even think she really meant them. One part of her wanted to beg him to push his shaft into her, and it seemed to be winning.

She bit her lip as he pushed and entered her. His cock filled her, stretching out her walls around his girth as he slid in deeper and deeper. She still pushed against his stomach, but it was more like a touchstone than resistance. It was all that was keeping her from passing out at the sudden sensations flooding her body.

“Clarissa...” Drew moaned as inch after inch of his cock slid through her pink lips into her tight, wet hole.

She knew how he felt about her from the way he’d said it, like he was on the brink of losing himself in her. Her pussy tightened up around him as she thought about the way he’d said her name.

Looking down, she saw his thick, bulging cock straining as he tried to push it all the way into her. Growling, he pulled back. Clarissa sucked in a breath. Her pussy had soaked him, leaving a clear and shiny layer of her juices all over him. Then he pushed it back in, getting a little bit more of himself into her tightness.

He did this regularly, pulling out and then entering her. She watched, mesmerized, as her tightness pulled at him. It was like her body didn’t want him to leave.

Drew held her legs against her chest, his hands holding her knees, a look of concentration and a pleasure that was almost agony on his face as he thrust into her faster and faster. The sound of their flesh slapping together almost overwhelmed the thunder of the waterfall.

Her thoughts turned to how hard he felt in her, how his cock swelled and pulsed as his passion rose.

Then he took one hand from her knee and put it on her stomach, just above the slit of her pussy. He pressed his thumb down into her slit while he fucked her. He rubbed the ball of his thumb against her clit. 

Clarissa saw exploding stars. She thought she was screaming, but she couldn’t be sure. The ball of his thumb circled her clit faster as he pounded his cock as hard as he could into her pussy.

She came on him, her pussy clenching and convulsing as waves of pleasure and emotion washed over her.

His mouth opened and he groaned. She felt his cock get even harder against her soft walls as his seed spurted deep inside her. It was warm. She felt pulsing, and didn’t know if it was her pussy or his cock.

He pulled out of her and she threw herself into his arms, their bodies pushed together while she trembled with the afterglow of her climax.

“I’m still not done,” Drew said.

Drew grabbed her naked body by the ass and lifted her up. She wrapped her arms around his broad shoulders and shifted her legs so that her knees were cradled in the crooks of Drew’s arms. 

Leaning forward, she kissed him. She could still taste the blood, hot and fresh, on his lips as he lowered her down onto his rigid cock. She sucked in a breath as he filled her again. She refused to stop kissing him, even as she squeezed her eyes shut from the feeling of his thick shaft stretching her pussy out. In return, her pussy soaked his member in her juices so that he could slide in and out of her tightness a little more easily.

“Oh, Drew, fuck me!” Clarissa whimpered as she pulled her lips from his and pressed her forehead against his shoulder.

Drew bounced her up and down in his arms as her pink folds pulled up on down on the skin of his cock. Clarissa moaned, opening her mouth and pressing her teeth against Drew’s hot flesh.

She had to throw her head back as her pussy started clenching uncontrollably. Drew was relentless, fucking her hard and fast as her wetness lubed his shaft. 

He lasted much longer this time, having already spent himself twice. His cock moved in and out of her like a piston.

His strong hands squeezed her ass, then pulled her cheeks apart. She felt his fingers move into her cleft, rubbing against her puckered asshole.

The feeling was electric. She let out a howl of her own as she came on him, her pussy squeezing him so tightly that he had to slow down. She rode him through her orgasm, groaning and leaning forward to bite his shoulder as the feelings almost overcame her senses. 

He continued holding her cheeks apart, running his fingertip in faster circles around the sensitive pucker of her asshole. She felt his shaft swell inside her as he pushed at her rosebud, harder and harder until it parted over his fingertip. 

Clarissa grabbed the back of his head and pulled it until her lips brushed against his ear.

“Come inside me,” she told him. 

He’d already done it once, and she’d loved the feeling. Loved it even though she wasn’t on birth control and he could very well get her pregnant.

Clarissa wanted to feel the warmth of his seed in her body again. Drew pulled his finger out of her so he could grip her ass better as he resumed bouncing her on him as fast and hard as he could. 

She kept whispering, “Come in my pussy,” into his ear. She sucked his earlobe into her mouth and nibbled on it.

Pulling back, she had to bite down on her own lip as Drew grunted. She could feel his whole body stiffen against hers as his big cock jerked inside her. She giggled a little as the force of his orgasm shot his cum against the back of her pussy. Once again, she felt the warmth that her body ached for.

Both of them breathing deeply and trembling, he lifted her off his cock and set her down on her feet. She immediately collapsed to her knees, her legs too shaky to support her weight. 

Clarissa scrambled to grab her clothes from the floor and pull them back on as Drew’s dripping shaft softened. She felt sore inside, as though her pussy had been pounded beyond its limit. But it also felt good and satisfying.

She felt a tingle move up her spine as she thought about how it had felt when he’d played with her asshole. She’d always thought that she’d never let a man do anything like that to her, but now she wasn’t so certain. Clarissa found herself eying Drew’s shaft, wondering what it would be like for him to fuck her in the ass with it.

“Three times,” she said. It wasn’t a question, just an observation.

He looked at her and shrugged, “Like you said, we only have today. I knew I had to make it count. You’d better have a shower here before you go back home.”

“Okay.”

“And Clarissa? Not a word of this to anyone, like you promised.”

“Never,” she replied.
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