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Settling Her Daddy’s Debt: An Alpha Male Quick Romance 

 

1.

 

Alisha

 

Summer was the worst time for me.

Home for the summer, anyway. Away from college. Away from my new friends.

Away from my boyfriend.

Worse, most of my old friends from high school were also gone. Away in Europe, staying in summer school. Rooming with new friends of their own far away.

"I'm so bored!" I said to no one in particular.

I lay on my bed in my room. My old bedroom, at home. It made me feel like a kid again.

Which I wasn't. I was 18, almost 19. An adult. It felt wrong somehow to be back home.

"And why is it so hot!?" I said.

My dad said the A/C was out of commission, and had instead installed a big box fan in my bedroom window.

The fan blades churned air across the bed, which helped a little. But not much.

I wore only a spaghetti strap tank top and a pair of Daisy Dukes.

I didn't know why the A/C was broken. Dad used to have a lot of money. I knew he won it playing poker, which he was pretty good at.

I made a mental note to tell him to call whatever repairman we needed and get this fixed ASAP.

The cotton of the shirt clung to my skin, tracing the shape of my breasts.

My nipples showed through pretty easy.

I took out my phone and snapped a pic of them, which I then texted promptly to Mike, my college boyfriend.

Let him see what he's missing out on, I thought while I smiled.

My breasts weren't very big. Handful-sized, really. But they were perky and symmetrical and Mike loved to squeeze them and suck on my nipples until they got so hard they ached.

We were both pretty inexperienced at the whole sex thing, but college was a learning experience in more ways than one.

Though sometimes I did wish I could be with someone who knew what they were doing.

I had a dorm mate, Ash, who said that she'd fucked an older guy back home and he'd made her cum so crazy. Knew how to use his hands. His tongue. His cock.

I could barely convince Mike to go down on me. And when he did it was halfhearted lapping while he stared at me until I relented and told him to just fuck me.

Not that he ever objected when I went down on him.

Still, he was hot at least.

He texted me back.

 

Hey babe. Nice. You get me so fucking hard.

 

I smiled. My pussy started tingling. I texted him back.

 

Really? Show me how hard it gets you.

 

He sent me a picture back pretty quick. My eyes widened. My pussy went slick. I glanced over at my bedroom door and listened hard. I wouldn't want my dad to walk in on my sexting my boyfriend while I was two knuckles and three fingers deep in my quivering gash.

I didn't hear him.

I pushed my shorts down my thighs and slipped my fingers down beneath the waistband of my panties.

"Oh..." I said when I felt how ready I already was.

 

2.

 

Rob

 

"Tell me what the fuck you're going to do about this," I said.

For extra emphasis, I grabbed John by his shirt collars and shoved him back against the wall of the alley.

We were just outside our usual joint, a dive bar called Mick's. The place where we got together a few times a week to get a few hands of poker in.

We used to call John "Lucky J," because the sonovabitch always went away with a good chunk of our paychecks.

"Whoa, whoa," John said, his face white and his lips pale, "I'll get you your money! Just... I need more time, okay?"

I slapped him. Backhand. His head whipped to the side and he flinched in pain. My knuckles stung.

If he didn't give me what I wanted, the slaps would become punches.

"I gave you two weeks already. No way in hell you're getting any more time. Don't you get paid every two weeks like a normal person?" I said.

John looked at me. Quickly. He glanced back down. He didn't have many tells, which made him a good card player, but this was one of them. 

He was in the shit and he knew it.

"I... I thought I could make it all back at once..." he started.

I grabbed him by the shirt again. I slammed him back against the wall. I was a big guy, lots of muscle earned from working construction. Lots more of it earned from a nickel I did in the joint.

A bunch of tats, too, hidden under my crew neck shirt.

I wasn't a guy to fuck with. Most guys knew that just from looking at me. John and I went way back, and he should have known that but he didn't.

I knew I was going to have to teach him a lesson. A harsh one.

"What the fuck did you do with my money?" I said. I put my face right down into his, stared him right in the eye.

He swallowed audibly.

"I... I went to the track. I got a hot tip, thought it would pay us both nice..."

"And instead you lost it all, didn't you? How much did you bet?" I said.

He swallowed again. Looked at me, tried looking down.

I shook him hard. "Look me in the eye! Be a fucking man for once."

"All of it. More. I may have borrowed some from other people. You gotta understand, Rob, I thought it was a sure thing."

I brought my fist back, about to plow it into John's stupid numbskull head.

He flinched. "Wait! Not the face. My daughter's home. Please, don't make me have to explain to her."

"Is she, now?" I said. I didn't lower my fist. Alisha, I remembered. Known her most of her life. She called me Uncle Rob sometimes, even though we weren't related at all.

"Yeah, please, Rob..."

I thought about it some more.

"Don't have the money?" I said, "Fine. But you're paying me anyway. We're going to go over to your place and see what shit you have that I want. If you're lucky there'll be enough to call it even. With me, at least. Don't know what you're going to do about anyone else."

"But Alisha's home! How am I going to explain that to her?" John said.

"I don't care. That's your problem. You're going to be explaining to her in either case. Your face bashed in or me getting the pick of your stuff. Your choice."

He sighed. Then he took his sweet time.

He made up his mind when I slapped him around a little more.

 

3.

 

Alisha

 

Mike sent me a video of him stroking himself. I liked his cock. It was a good size. And there was just something so sexy about watching him grip himself.

Watching the way the skin moved on his hardness. The way the lube let his hand slide around on it.

It made my little pussy so wet. I thought about what his cock looked like buried in me. The way the skin on it moved because of my youthful tightness gripping him hard.

Of course, I always made him wear a condom. So it looked a little different.

Part of me really wanted to try without a condom. Wanted to feel the bare hardness of his cock inside of me.

Just thinking about that got me even wetter.

"Oh baby, oh baby..." I moaned.

I tortured the little bean of my clit. Rubbed my fingertip against it, pinched it lightly.

I came. My whole body going stiff. My back arched up off the bed while the muscles inside of me clenched and relaxed around my fingers.

It wasn't as satisfying as I wanted. I needed a real cock inside of me. But Mike was 400 miles away.

He promised to text again later and we ended the conversation.

Which was good, because the front door opened and then slammed shut.

I didn't like it. Usually I went out to greet daddy right away, but this time I stayed in bed and just listened.

"Let's see what sort of shit you have now."

I recognized that voice. One of dad's old poker buddies. Rob, I thought.

When I was younger Rob always had some hot biker chick hanging off his arm. I was usually jealous of them.

But now he sounded pissed.

"There's my TV, my computer..." dad said.

I went over to my bedroom door and opened it a crack, and as silently as I could.

Something was going on. Something bad.

"This is all trash. I couldn't give some of this shit away," Rob said, "let alone sell it. Why in the hell's it so hot in here?"

"Trying to keep my power bill low," daddy said.

What? I thought. I thought it was broken. Something is wrong. Really wrong.

My heart started slamming against my chest. The doorknob, still clutched in one hand, went from cool to hot against my palm.

"Fine. Whatever," Rob said, "Let's have a look and see what's worth any money here."

"I don't know what you're looking for..." my dad started.

Then something crashed. My dad moaned in pain.

"Daddy!" I said.

All the other thoughts went out of my head. I rushed downstairs.

My dad looked up at me from the living room floor, where he lay on the splinters and broken boards of what used to be our coffee table.

Rob looked at me and smiled. "Looks like you're going to have to do that explaining sooner rather than later, John."

I ignored him. I went to my dad, knelt down beside him. I took his hand. There were bruises on his face. One eye puffed up all dark.

"Dad? What's wrong? What happened to you?"

He swallowed hard and looked down. "Baby... I'm sorry, but poker hasn't been going well lately. I owe your Uncle Rob some money."

I turned and looked up at Rob, who'd crossed his arms while he watched us. "Did you do this to him? How could you?"

He shrugged large shoulders. "He's owed me money for a while. He has to learn not to fuck with me. Isn't that right, John?"

"Yes..." John said.

"Then take what you want and get the hell out of here!" I yelled at Rob, "Or I'm calling the cops."

"No!" my dad said, "No cops, sweetie. It's okay. We're working it out."

"Are we?" Rob said, looking around at our stuff, "I'm not sure you have enough here to make up what you owe."

I glared up at him. Inside, I was scared. So scared. John was a big guy. Strong. I knew he'd been in jail at least once. "Please, just take what you want and go. Leave us alone."

Rob looked at me, then. Really looked at me. I became aware of the way my shirt clung to my breasts, my nipples still hard and perky and plain to see.

The way my shorts showed my thighs.

Rob stroked his chin while he looked at me.

My dad understood before I did. He sat up in the pile of splintered wood. He shielded me.

"No," he said, "Never."

"Do it and I'll count it all paid. Every cent," Rob said.

"No! I said no!" Daddy said.

"What? What's going on?" I said. I didn't like this one bit.

"She's an adult now. Why not let her decide? You are, aren't you sweetie? 18?" Rob said.

I bristled. "Almost 19 now!"

He held up his hands in mock defeat, "Oh sorry. Forgive me. Let her make up her own mind. What do you say? Want to help your daddy out?"

"How?" I said.

I stood up. Daddy tried tugging me back down behind him but I shook his hand off my wrist. My heart felt like it wanted to explode out of my chest.

Rob looked me up and down again. I could feel my stiff nipples perking hard against my tank top, but I ignored them.

Tried to, anyway.

"We go up to your room," Rob said, "Just you and me. If I like what happens, you and dear daddy are in the clear."

"Oh... Oh!" I said, understanding dawning on me.

"You can't!" Daddy said, "I won't let this happen!"

I ignored him for a moment. I looked at Rob, "And what happens if I say no?"

Rob shrugged, "Doesn't look like he has enough to pay me here. I'll take it out of his hide. After I finish taking what stuff you do have, that is."

My heart pushed itself up into my throat. Everything felt even hotter all of a sudden. Like I'd stepped into a sauna.

An electric tingle started between my thighs.

I looked down at my dad. Back at Rob. Then around my home.

"Okay," I said, "But I have your word? No more debt?"

He held up one hand and crossed his fingers, "Scout's honor. Your girl's smarter than you, John."

Daddy grabbed me again, "You can't, baby! We'll find another way!"

"There is no other way, daddy," I said. I shook off his hand again.

Rob stepped out of my way and then motioned up the stairs. "After you."

 

***

 

God, is this really happening? I thought as I walked up the stairs.

I could sense Rob behind me. I knew he was checking me out. Watching the way my ass moved in my Daisy Dukes as I mounted each riser.

A tingle went up my spine. Not entirely unpleasant.

We got into my room. Rob closed the door behind him. He looked around. Saw my old Teddy bear collection on the dresser. Saw my closet and my bed.

He sat down on the bed.

"You know the deal," he said, "Show me what I'm getting."

I stood in the middle of the room. "Will... Will you be gentle?"

He shook his head, "No. But I know what I'm doing."

Before I could psyche myself out, I took a deep breath. Then I pulled off my tank top. My small, perky breasts spilled out. My nipples stiffened even more, from the excitement, from the rubbing of the cotton against them.

He leaned back on the bed. My eyes tracked down his body.

I stopped breathing for a second when I saw him. Saw it.

His cock. The impression of it, anyway, as it pushed out against his jeans. He was big. Bigger than Mike.

He smiled when he saw where I looked. "Don't stop. Are you a virgin?"

"No," I said, somewhat defensively.

In spite of everything, my body responded. My pussy quivered. I felt the heat, the wetness.

Couldn't stop myself thinking about what it would feel like to have a cock that big stretching me out.

"You want it, I can tell," he said. "Now, take off the rest of your shit. Slowly. Give me a good show."

I swallowed down the lump in my throat. "Okay," I said.

Mike never told me what to do. He was always asking if everything was okay, always making me take charge.

There was something kinda hot about being ordered around.

Not just for play, either. I had to get this right or he'd hurt my daddy.

I unbuttoned my Daisy Dukes. Then pulled the zipper down slowly.

I started pushing them down my thighs.

"Leave the panties on for now," he said.

I did what he told me. I pushed the shorts down by themselves. I saw the way he looked at me. Naked hunger and desire.

He rubbed at the bulge of his cock. Made it even bigger. "You grew up hot, little girl."

I wondered how hard he could get before stopping myself.

It was me doing that to him, I realized. He wanted me. Wanted my young body. Wanted to use me, to wring every ounce of pleasure out of me that he could.

There was something hot about that. About being wanted. About being used. Taken, by a man who wouldn't take no for an answer. Mike would never do that. Not even in play.

Without being told to, I moved my body. Stuck my ass out, bit down on my lower lip, while I slid my shorts down.

In spite of the circumstances, I liked this. Liked feeling sexy, wanted, needed.

In spite of the circumstances, the crotch of my panties moistened against my pussy.

That tingle between my thighs intensified.

"What now?" I said, kicking my shorts off my feet.

"You know what," he replied.

His cock looked about ready to burst through his jeans. Fuck, he was so big.

I ran my trembling fingers up my bare thighs. A trail of gooseflesh followed them. My nipples ached from hardness.

I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my panties.

Started pulling them down, nice and slow.

He saw how I kept myself smooth down there.

Saw the way my body betrayed me. The plump, flushed desire of my sex.

He stood up, grabbed me, and threw me on my bed. The headboard slammed against the wall. The springs complained.

My panties stayed partially on.

"I want to know how you taste. You're wet for me already, aren't you?"

I shook my head. I could feel my whole body flushing with heat. Feel my skin go rosy with it. Betrayed again.

"We'll see. I want you to beg for my cock. You will."

He grabbed my thighs. He pulled. I gasped again. He let my ass hang off over the edge of the bed.

Then he hooked a finger through the crotch of my panties. My pussy tensed up and then relaxed again. Got wetter. Slicker. I shivered at the sensation. Mike never made me feel like that.

"You smell delicious..."

I felt so exposed. So vulnerable. I could feel the wetness glistening between the lips of my pussy.

Could feel the heat of Rob's breath as he moved in closer to the source of that heat and wetness.

I trembled, my legs shaking a little when he teased me. He teased me with his lips and tongue. Kissing all around the ache of desire but never on it.

He let his breath wash over me, all hot.

"I could eat a pussy like this all fucking night," he said.

He used one thumb to pull my lips apart. I felt them part. Felt him drink me in with his eyes while he stared at the desirous pink flesh.

He knew what he was doing. Knew just how to touch me. How to taste me. He started slowly, letting the tip of his tongue slide up and down my slit. Stopping for just a moment to toy with and tease my clit.

I watched wide-eyed, unable to stop.

Incredible pulses of heat and pleasure ran up the front of my stomach, made my whole body quiver.

He pushed a finger up into me. My eager little pussy quivered around him, tightening. My wetness let him slide back and forth at will.

He sucked my clit up between his teeth, held it trapped there while he lashed it with the tip of his tongue.

Then he curled his finger inside me, against my flesh, against my wetness.

"Fuck!" I said. Mike never made me feel this way.

"Cum for me. Let me taste you," he said.

His tongue moved so nicely against me. I felt the texture of it, the pressure.

He lapped at me. Lapped and sucked and licked. He did it until I came.

Until the ball of heat low in my tummy exploded. Until my hips bucked against his face and I screamed, my lips peeling back from my teeth.

"You like it. Tell me you like it. Tell me you're my little slut," Rob said.

His finger kept curling inside me. No matter how tight my pussy squeezed around it. His whole hand was soaked with my pussy juices. His cheeks glistened with it.

"Yes!" I said, my orgasm still building power.

"Yes what?" he said.

"I'm your little slut," I said, my body bucking against him.

My whole body went rigid. My pussy squeezed his finger so hard he couldn't move it anymore.

He leaned in and tasted me again, punishing my clit with his tongue.

I squeezed my eyes shut.

Then it ended, the wave washing over me.

"And now my little slut's going to suck my cock, isn't she?" Rob said.

I slid down onto my knees. My thighs were soaked. My legs trembled. The floor was hard on my knees but I didn't care.

He pulled off his belt and unbuttoned his jeans. I unzipped his fly.

I grabbed the waistband and pulled down. I revealed his long, thick shaft inch by inch.

The elastic waistband of his briefs slipped down over the head and he popped out.

He was big. So fucking big. Much bigger than Mike.

Rob smiled when he saw the way my eyes widened. "Haven't ever seen a real man's cock, have you? Well, today's you're lucky day. Now, do as you're told."

He grabbed the root of his cock with one hand and the back of my head with the other.

He pushed the head of his shaft against my mouth. There was already a glob of precum on the tip of his cock. It was salty and warm.

"Open," he said.

I did. His cock slipped between my lips. He was so hard already. So thick.

I gagged when he hit the back of my throat. I looked up into his eyes. He kept his hand locked in my hair. "You can take more than that, I know it," he said.

He pushed.

I started gagging. He didn't stop.

I tried relaxing. Let my throat open around him. My pussy quivered as though jealous when he slid himself down into my throat.

He held himself in there until the tears started in the corner of my eyes then pulled back.

Then I realized I liked it. I liked him holding me here. Liked him using me, taking me. Making me pleasure him.

My pussy tingled and quivered I liked it so much.

"That's what I thought," he said.

He fucked my mouth. He fucked it and the saliva started squirting into my mouth.

He pulled his lips back over his lips. Fucked me harder. 

So hard I thought he might cum in my mouth. Shoot his load right down my throat.

My stomach tightened up at the thought.

Then he pulled himself out. My spit covered his entire shaft. Hung off the bottom in little beady ropes.

My lips ached. Felt stretched and raw, almost numb. He was that big.

"Ready to pay off your daddy's debt?" he said.

He wants to fuck me, I realized. He's going to fuck me. 

Then:

I want him to fuck me. 

My body craved that monster even while I feared it.

He asked again.

Quietly, shyly, I nodded.

He grabbed me and threw me down on the bed. He pinned me beneath him, pushed his hips between my thighs.

He used my slick slit to guide himself down into position.

"Wait! We need a condom!" I said. Said even as my body betrayed me again, my hips angling of their own accord to let him slide in. My pussy quivering and sopping wet in anticipation.

"I never use a condom," he said, "Trust me. It's better this way. You'll like it."

He pushed. His cock, rock hard and thick, forced the tightness of my pussy to part around him.

I pushed my head back against the mattress. My back arched up beneath me so that only my shoulders, head, and ass touched the bedsheets.

It hurt.

It hurt so good.

I could feel my tight, taut body stretching around him. Yielding to his girth and hardness.

He kissed my exposed neck. His cock throbbed while he sheathed himself in my pink cunt.

"Give it to me! I need it!" I said.

"I knew you would," he breathed into my ear.

And he sheathed every inch. Pushing until I thought I couldn't take anymore. Thrusting in until my body swallowed his entire length to the root. So that I could feel his big balls resting against my ass.

And still I stretched. I shivered, every bare inch of my skin tightening and pebbling with goosebumps.

"You are so fucking tight," he said.

"Is... am I too tight?" I said, barely able to get the words out.

"Not for long," he replied.

He fucked me. Slow at first. Slow, even strokes so that I could really feel him dragging back and forth inside of me.

It was a delicious friction.

One that had me moaning like a little slut beneath him. Moaning and writhing, rolling my hips to make sure I took his whole length every time.

And the sensation! This felt so much better than with a condom. So raw and real and primal.

He kept savaging my neck and shoulders with hot wet kisses and love bites. He reached between our bodies to squeeze and knead my breasts and play with my nipples.

And still I moaned.

I was his little whore. His little slut. His little sex doll.

"I'm going harder," he said.

Not a request, not an order. Just a statement. Like he didn't care what I thought.

And harder he went. The bed rocked and shook, the headboard slammed against the wall.

I could barely take him. Barely take it.

And then he leaned back so that he could get a better look at my pussy while it stretched around him. While it left him slick and soaked with my wetness.

He grabbed my legs and pushed them together.

"Oh!" I gasped. I felt him even more. Felt even tighter.

He crossed my ankles and then rested them against one of his shoulders. He pushed my knees back against my chest.

Pushed his cock even deeper into my body. Buried it balls-deep on each thrust.

I tried not to cum. Tried to retain some sort of control. Show him some defiance.

It didn't work.

He grinned when I moaned again.

Smiled when I came.

And I came hard. My pussy clenched down around him. So tight. For just a second. Then relaxed.

Then tightened again.

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

My body shook. My hips bucked. I arched up off the bed again.

He bore it all. He slammed down into me. Jackhammered until i screamed. Until it felt so good I thought I might pass out.

Then he came.

He grunted. His teeth pulled back.

He shoved himself all the way into me. 

His cock jerked. I felt the warmth of each spurt.

Worse, I felt the way my cunt drank it all up. Felt the way the quivering muscles inside of me milked every drop from him. Pulled it all up into my guts, into my waiting womb.

He kept himself sheathed inside of me until he was certain he was empty.

Then he withdrew.

I gasped at the sudden feeling of emptiness.

My pussy ached right away, the deep ache of the soreness running up through my stomach.

I glistened with sweat and so did he.

"I should have done this sooner," he said.

"Is... was that enough?"

I caught my breath, held it even though my overtaxed lungs wanted all the air I could gulp down into them.

It had to be enough. It better be enough.

I better be enough.

"For now. Guy like your dad has a lot of debt, though. I'm thinking we could come to some sort of deal about that," he said.

He pulled his jeans back on, hiding that magnificent cock of his.

Then he grabbed my panties. He put them to his nose and breathed deeply.

My body trembled again.

"And I'm keeping these," he said.

I didn't say anything. Not after he left the room. Not after he left the house.

I went downstairs a while later and found my dad. He looked at me.

"Done?" he said.

"All paid. I'd do anything for you, daddy. Anything," I said, hugging him.

He hugged me back, hard.

"You're an incredible daughter," he said.

"I'll fix all this for you," I said, "I'll pay all your debts."

Rob and I had more deals to work out.

And I thought I'd be dumping my college boyfriend shortly.




Her Boyfriend’s Daddy: A Single Dad Quick Romance 

 

1.

 

Jenny

 

"I don't think we should," I said.

My heart pounded as I said it. My skin flushed with heat. I could hear my pulse rushing past my ears.

"But I want you so bad, baby," Evan said, "See?"

He grabbed my hand and put it over the hard bulge his cock made in the front of his cargo shorts.

My pussy tensed up when I felt his desire. Tensed up and relaxed. And when it relaxed, I felt how wet I'd become.

But I knew I couldn't let him put it in me. Not yet.

I gave his shaft a teasing squeeze. He moaned at the pressure of my fingers. I liked that sound.

I liked his handsome, boyish face and the way he bit down on his bottom lip when I made him feel good.

"Not yet," I said. I moved my hand away from that enticing bulge.

Then I slipped out from beneath him. We'd been making out on his bed in his dorm room.

We were both freshmen. I was 18. He was 19 on account of his early January birthday.

And things were just starting to get a bit serious between us.

If you count going home with him for the weekend serious. If you count meeting his dad serious.

"Come on, baby," Evan said.

When I tried to stand up from the couch, he grabbed me and pulled me back down so that I sat on his lap.

The hard bulge of his cock pressed against my ass. Again, I considered letting him have me then and there.

But we were young and horny, I knew. I also didn't want to make a mistake. I didn't want to let him get the goods, slay the dragon, whatever the hell people were saying nowadays.

Not until I knew it really was serious between us.

Because I was still a virgin. And I wanted to stay that way until I found the right guy.

He kissed the back of my neck. My wide-necked crop top had fallen down one shoulder, and he kissed the bare skin there. The bit of stubble on his upper lip tickled at me.

Sent the most delightful little tingles running up and down the front of my stomach.

"No!" I said, smiling at him when I unlocked his hands from their spot above my navel and stood up again.

"You're giving me blue balls here, babe," he said.

There was something evil in me, I knew.

There had to be, with what I did to him next.

I climbed back onto his lap, facing him this time. Straddling him. I wrapped my arms around his shoulders, made him look up into my eyes while the wavy blond locks of my hair shrouded us.

His Adam's apple bobbed up and down when he swallowed heavily.

I kissed him. Slow, deep. A hint of tongue. I knew that much, at least.

I let my body shift down. Until that point of heat between my thighs pressed down on the desperate hardness between his legs.

I rubbed. 

He groaned again.

Then I leaned back, kissing him on the tip of the nose as I went.

"No. Your dad's on the way! What if he comes in while we're... you know?" I said. I still couldn't say it out loud without giggling or blushing.

Still couldn't say sex. Fucking. Banging. Any of that. Girlish, I know. But I liked being a bit girly.

Evan looked like he was about to grab me, throw me down on his bed and fuck my brains out then and there.

And the thing was, if he tried, I wasn't sure I'd stop him.

In fact, it turned me on just thinking about it. About my boyfriend being a real man. Taking what he wants. Taking who he wants.

He could own my wet little pussy if he wanted. I wanted him to. I wanted him to take it.

"You're right," he said. My heart sank.

The flush of heat low in my stomach withered.

That was your chance, I thought, why didn't you take it? Why didn't you take me? 

"It would really suck if my dad walked in on us. But maybe he'll be out sometime this weekend. Have the whole house to ourselves?" Evan said, looking hopeful and earnest once more.

We didn't have to worry about Evan's mom. She'd been out of the picture a long time. Left her husband and her son to go fuck some personal trainer in Hawaii. His dad had been single ever since.

"Maybe," I said.

It turned out we made the right call after all.

About ten minutes after that little episode someone knocked on the door and then came inside without waiting for a response.

"Dad!" Evan said, jumping up from the couch.

He still had a bit of a hard-on happening. I hoped his dad didn't notice. I stood up as well, my heart trying to find a way to escape up through my throat.

"Hey, boy. And you're Jenny," he said. He had a deep, rumbly voice.

Evan and his dad were similar yet different. Two sides of one coin. Where Evan was boyish and slender, his dad was built. He looked more like what a man should look like.

Big shoulders, broad chest. Square jaw, dark hair. Tall. He had his shirtsleeves rolled partway up to his elbows, showing off a pair of muscular forearms.

"I am," I said.

I have to admit, in my current state of sexual frustration there was something animal in the way my body responded to the older man.

In fact, my first thought was: how could Evan's man leave a Grade A slab of man like this behind?

The one that followed was: I bet if it had been him on the couch rather than Evan we would have been caught on the couch with his cock slamming into me.

He looked first at one of us, then at the other. His eyes narrowed a bit.

Does he know what we almost did? I thought. Does he know what I just thought about him? 

But that was crazy, there was no way he could.

"Jenny, this is my dad, Adam. Dad, this is Jenny. My... girlfriend."

I wanted to roll my eyes. Evan was so meek. He even glanced at me for approval before saying the G-word.

"Come on," Adam said, "Car's double-parked and it's a long drive."

 

2.

 

Adam

 

Evan and Jenny chose to sit in the back seat.

Probably so they could fool around a little thinking I couldn't notice. I pretended to not.

I already had Jenny pegged.

She was very pretty. She had that youthful glow about her. A heart shaped face. Small breasts, but perky and symmetrical. Long blond hair that practically begged you to run your fingers through it.

To wrap it tightly around your hand and haul her head back.

A nice, pert ass that could make any straight guy hard with nothing but a glance.

I could also tell that my son, Evan, was in deep with her already. Love-struck.

And I could also tell that Jenny was a little tease and that there was no way she'd given it up to him yet.

"Evan!" I heard her whisper behind me. I glanced quickly in the mirror and got the gist of what happened.

They'd been making out a bit, as much as their seatbelts would allow. Evan put a hand on her thigh. Tried sliding it up higher than that.

And who could blame him? Jenny had this slightly flushed look to her skin. Her lips looked so plump and juicy. Like she was practically begging for a hard fuck.

And then she grabbed his hand and put it back on his own lap.

You little vixen, I thought, you little tease. 

I wanted my boy to man up. To take what he wanted. I could see the way he suffered. Blue-balled for who knew how many times now.

I could sympathize. Seeing her made my cock hard, too. Even though she was young enough to be my daughter.

I thought that maybe that was part of it.

I also knew that if she was mine I'd have claimed her tight little pussy already. Made it mine. Made her beg me to fuck her.

Not the other way around. A real man never begs for it. A real man doesn't ask. He takes.

"Maybe my dad will leave us alone..." I heard Evan whisper. I got the implication.

So did Jenny.

"Not yet," Jenny said, "You know I need to feel completely safe first."

I rolled my eyes.

 

***

 

Friday night went by. Then Saturday. I even told them I'd let them sleep in the same room.

But Jenny insisted on taking the guest bedroom.

They spent time together. But I don't think any article of clothing came off.

Even when I spent a contrived amount of time out getting liquor. I came home and found them sitting on the couch. Evan all flustered. Jenny all flushed with that cock-hardening glow.

He still hadn't gotten past second base.

I decided I needed to step in. 

Rather, I decided that precious little tease Jenny needed a good breaking in. It was the least she deserved.

 

***

 

Sunday came around. I'd be bringing them back to campus later that night. Not much time left. But I didn't need much time.

They were both up in Evan's room.

I knocked once on the door and went in. Locked doors weren't allowed in my house. If I wanted in somewhere I just went.

Though I also knew I wasn't really interrupting anything.

"Dad!" Evan said, jumping up from the bed, leaning over all the while to hide a hard-on.

A hard-on that Jenny refused to help him with.

The girl herself stayed on the bed, bare feet hanging over the side while she supported herself on her elbows. Her hair hung down, exposing her slender throat and creamy shoulders.

She wore a pair of those form-fitting yoga pants that hugged her hips and thighs.

"Evan," I said, "Didn't you want to go hang out with that Sean guy?"

Evan glanced at Jenny, then back at me.

Whipped, I thought. Totally whipped. It was shameful. 

"Yeah..." he said, "But I decided to stay here. Hang with Jenny and you."

"Go," I said.

"What?" Evan replied, flustered.

I stood out of the doorway so that he could get by. "You heard me. Get going. You'll regret it if you don't."

In more ways than one, I thought.

"Jenny doesn't want to," Evan said.

I looked at Jenny. She smiled at me. So innocent looking. But I could see the tease in the shine of her eyes. I could see how she had my boy wrapped totally around her finger.

"Then she doesn't have to go. She can stay here. I think she'll be okay without you for a couple hours," I said, "Now go. Take the car. Keys are where they usually are."

I didn't really give him much choice.

They said their goodbyes.

When Evan left, he looked almost relieved.

I'll fix her for you, boy, I thought.

"Guess I'll just watch TV or something," Jenny said. She rolled over onto her stomach, feet still dangling over the edge, and searched for the clicker for the small TV that Evan kept on his dresser.

I watched the way her pert, shapely ass wiggled in those tight pants. There were no panty lines, I noticed.

No underwear.

The blood went straight to my cock.

I waited until I heard the car pull out of the driveway.

Jenny found the clicker she put it onto some inane music channel. She stayed on her stomach.

I went over to the window and pulled the curtain shut. I didn't need anyone looking in on us and the little lesson I wanted to teach.

"Things going well between you two?" I said, coming over to stand by the bed.

She looked over her shoulder at me. Her lips glistened. My cock throbbed.

"Really great! I really like him," she said. So girlish.

"He likes you, too. I can tell," I said.

"I know," she replied. She looked back at the TV.

"So why are you such a little fucking tease, then?" I said.

She rolled over onto her side and looked at me with wide eyes. "What?"

I don't think any many had ever spoken to her like that before. She always got her way.

That was about to change.

Besides, I could tell she liked it.

"Don't play dumb," I said, "You're a little cock tease. You get him all excited and then shut him down. That's going to stop."

She pouted. "That's none of your business! I'm saving myself."

"Like hell. You enjoy doing this to him, and I won't have it anymore."

She glared at me, hard. The look made her nature plain to see. That tease inside of her. That part that enjoyed using her youth and her looks to control men.

"I'm calling Evan and we're getting out of here," she said.

She'd left her cell downstairs, I knew. She got up and started for the door.

I reached out and grabbed her by the wrist. Pulled her back into the room. Her eyes were wide with something else when she looked at me again.

"Let go! That hurts!"

"Not until you've learned your lesson," I said.

She was a small thing. Light. Easy to throw around. I tossed her onto her back on the bed.

"What are you doing?" she said.

"Showing you how to treat a man," I replied.

She started to get up again. I shoved her down. I grabbed her thin wrists in one hand and pinned them above her head against the mattress.

She squirmed beneath me. She was excited. Her nipples perked up against her shirt.

And her little moans...

That lusty flush returned to her flesh. I could tell she was turned on.

"You need to learn how to handle a man," I said.

"And you think you can teach me?" she spat.

"I know I can," I said.

She breathed in deep gasps that puffed her chest up. Her body writhed on the bed.

 

3.

 

Jenny

 

Holy fuck my pussy was so wet. It ached and quivered inside of me.

He manhandled me. Forced me down on the bed. I couldn't get up. Couldn't escape.

He was so much bigger than I was. So much stronger. I could feel that strength in his hand while he gripped my wrists.

Part of me rebelled. Part of me knew I should be in control. That I told the guy what to do, not the other way around.

The rest of my responded on a primal, animal level to his aggression.

This was what I'd been waiting for. He was what I wanted, on some level. A man, a real man. One who knew what he wanted. One who refused to take no for an answer.

My hips rolled against the bed, my body already needing to feel him buried to the hilt inside of me.

"So what are you waiting for, big man?" I said, looking him in the eye, "Going to take what you want?"

He cupped my cheek with his free hand, traced the sensitive skin beneath my eye with the roughened pad of his thumb.

That thumb moved down, pushed against my lips. I opened my mouth, sucked him in. Wrapped my tongue around him.

"Not until you've had a taste of your own medicine," he said.

He pulled his thumb out. It glistened with my saliva.

He held my hands pinned while he did what he wanted with me. 

He started with my throat, wrapping his large hand around it. He squeezed. Just hard enough that when he relaxed I gasped for air.

I'd never been so powerless, so helpless, with a guy before.

"I'm a virgin," I said between breaths.

"Not for much longer," he replied.

I wasn't wearing a bra. I wasn't wearing any underwear, actually. I liked the freedom of it. I liked the way Evan salivated for me when he saw. Adam didn't salivate though.

He reached down and tugged the collar of my shirt down below my breasts, exposing them for him to see and use.

My nipples already ached with stiffness. They were small nipples, hard little points on my firm, small tits.

He squeezed one breast. Squeezed until I groaned at the pressure. Then he squeezed the other.

Each squeeze sent a tingle down the front of my stomach. The tingles ran down between my thighs. Made me squirm beneath him.

Made my pussy so moist. So slick. Flushed with quivering heat.

I craved him. My body craved him. Craved the thick hardness of him inside of me.

"You feel it, I can tell," Adam said, "How bad do you want it?"

"Bad. Give it to me. Take me now," I said.

I writhed beneath him, my body drawn to his. I was his for the taking. All he had to do was pull his cock out, pull my pants down, and shove it in. That was all.

"That's what I like to hear," he replied.

But he continued mauling my pert breasts. They ached from his squeezes. And I gasped when he rolled and pinched my nipples between his fingers.

The crotch of my yoga pants was soaked.

He started running his hand down the taut flatness of my stomach. I arched up beneath him, relishing his touch as he moved closer to my heat.

Finally, some relief, I thought. My entire body quivered in anticipation of his touch.

He didn't touch me, though. His hand slipped around my moistened mound, found my inner thigh. He squeezed. The top of his thumb brushed aching close to my cunt.

"You want me to fuck you now?" he said.

"So much," I moaned. My hips quivered against the bed. I thought I might cum as soon as he touched my slick little pussy.

"Not yet, then," he said.

I moaned, swung my head from side to side. "But I need it!"

"Like Evan needs it," he said.

"I was just having some fun! I wanted to make sure he was serious first!" I said, hearing the pout in my voice.

"He's serious. And so am I," he said.

He grabbed my knees one at a time and spread my legs apart. He squeezed my inner thighs again. Made the muscles in the small of my back flex with the pressure of my need.

He ran his thumb around me, tracing the outline of my aching sex.

"You know how he feels now, don't you? How you make him feel?" he said. He traced me again, pushed a little harder.

"Yes. Oh God, please... Please touch me. Do whatever you want to me," I said.

"Are you my little slut?" he said.

"I'll be whatever you want me to be."

"Good girl. Good girls get rewarded."

He slipped his hand over my sex. Immediately, I ground myself against his palm. The pressure felt so good that my eyes rolled up and my mouth dropped open.

Then his hand slipped away. I whimpered at the loss of that pressure. At the loss of the warmth of him against me.

"Touch me. I need you to touch me," I said. Begged. Pleaded.

Instead he ran his hand back up my body, fondling my breasts. He squeezed my throat again, cupped my cheek.

"Are you going to fuck my boy?" he said.

"Yes."

"Soon?"

"Yes!" I said. My whole body quaked with need. I never knew I could even feel this way. Could need someone this badly.

"Don't fucking move," he said.

"I won't."

"Good girl," he replied.

"Good girls get rewarded, don't they?" I breathed. Hoped.

"They do. I'm glad you're learning."

He let go of my wrists. Which was nice, so he'd been squeezing hard enough that my fingers tingled while the blood returned to them.

He ran both hands down my body, squeezing and kneading my breasts again. Then down my stomach.

They came to rest on my inner thighs, just inches from my quivering sex.

Then he grabbed the crotch of my yoga pants. He pulled.

The pants tore along the seam, making a rough sound as the stitching parted. I yelped at the sudden sound and sensation. At the sudden touch of the air as it kissed my bare, glistening pussy.

I kept myself shaved clean down there.

My pussy was flushed plump and pink with desire. My little clit poked out of its hood. My slit glistened with my juices. It quivered and throbbed.

"Please fuck me. I need it so bad," I said.

"Not yet," he said.

He tortured me some more. He pulled my lower lips open with his thumbs. Ran his fingers against my most sensitive places. 

He gathered up some of my wetness on one fingertip and sucked it off his finger.

Then he did it again.

He pushed that finger against my mouth. I let him inside. Tasted myself on him. My pussy tingled at the flavor.

He teased the opening of my sex, running one thumb around me. Pushing it in just a little and then pulling it out again. Each time my tightness gripped him, tried pulling him in deeper, but he refused.

I was a trembling wreck on my bed. My legs quaked. Every inch of my throbbed.

"Please. Please. Give it to me. I'm going to pass out," I breathed. My breaths came in quick, sharp gasps. My lungs burned, but I couldn't get enough air into them.

He didn't stop teasing for another for minutes, continuing to trace the sopping entrance of my sex. And running his finger up to circle around my clit, giving me only the barest brushes.

Each touch sent my into near spasms.

"Now I need to see how you take a cock," he said.

I took my first deep breath. God, finally. I couldn't take the teasing much longer. 

He turned my over on the bed, pulled me down so that my knees touched the floor.

He grabbed my already torn yoga pants and ripped them again, exposing my ass.

He pushed against the small of my back, angling my butt up so that he could get a better look at it. At it and my pulsing pussy.

Then I heard him pop the button on his jeans. Heard the whisper of his zipper coming down.

I wanted to see him. Wanted to get a good look at that cock of his.

He spanked my ass when he saw me trying to steal a peek.

"Eyes forward! You don't get to look," he said.

"Fuck!" I said. My ass stung.

Then, "Holy shit!"

His cock was so fucking hard against me. So hard and so warm. I felt the heat of him while he ran the head up and down the slickness of my pussy, getting himself good and wet with my juices.

And he was big. So fucking big. My pussy trembled in anticipation.

He pushed against my mound. I opened around him, my entire body eager to feel him buried inside of me.

Then he stopped, my sopping entry straining around the head of his cock.

"Are you done being a little tease?" he said.

"Yes. Please, put it in. I need it. I need it bad. I need it now."

"That's what I like to hear."

Then he grabbed a handful of my hair. He twisted it in his grip. Then he pulled. My head went back, my neck arched. It hurt and felt good. My body tingled with the new sensation.

Then he thrust into me.

I gasped. The gasp turned into the hiss of air rushing between my teeth when the inexorable hardness of his cock tore right through my virginity.

He sheathed himself in the quivering pink warmth of my pussy. Every inch of him sliding deep into me. So deep he bumped against the back.

Then I remembered.

"We need a condom!" I said.

Though it felt so fucking good, his bare skin against mine. And my youthful, fertile body craved the chance to pull his load up into my womb.

"We don't need shit. Now shut up and take it like a good little slut," he said.

He pounded me, building up momentum with every thrust. He buried himself hilt deep and then pulled out so that only the tip remained, then shoved back in again.

I groaned and whimpered as he dragged himself back and forth inside of me. Moaned as my tight young pussy surrendered to his thick hardness, stretching around him with a sort of delicious agony.

My body trembled and bucked against the bed. My hips rolled in time with his thrusts.

He ran his other hand up my back, then my shoulder. Then he pushed shoved that thumb into my mouth.

I sucked it eagerly. His cock throbbed when I did that.

He pulled his thumb out all covered with my spit.

Then I felt him run it down the cleft of my ass. His thumb found the tight little rosebud of my asshole.

He pushed.

My body tensed involuntarily, my pussy clenching up around his cock. He groaned at my tightness.

"Don't resist," he said.

I couldn't. I was out of energy. I relented quickly. The tight little pucker of my asshole surrendered to the slick pressure of his thumb and he entered me that way, too.

It felt good.

So good that I came all over his cock.

My body bucked again. I groaned. My neck tensed, hurt from the pressure of being held the way it was.

My body went crazy on him.

"That's it. Let me feel it. Let me feel that teen pussy milk my cock," he said.

He pushed his thumb deeper into my ass. Shoved his cock all the way inside of me, stretching me around him again.

Heat and electricity ran up and down my body in waves. My eyes squeezed shut and my mouth dropped open to let out a silent scream.

"Take it. Every last drop!" he said.

I realized what he meant. He was cumming, too. His cock jerked inside of me even as my pussy tensed and clenched and squeezed around him, milking that hot spunk out of his balls.

I could feel myself, feel my pussy, pulling that load deep into my body, into my waiting womb.

He pulled his thumb out of my ass. Then withdrew his cock. I felt empty.

Empty and achy and sore.

But it hurt so good.

Then he let go of my hair. My neck and my shoulders relaxed, and I slumped down against the bed. I gulped in deep breaths of air, trying to make my lungs stop burning.

"Good girl. You think you've learned your lesson?" Adam said. He pulled up his pants, shaving his pussy-slicked cock back inside them before doing the button up.

He sat down on the bed beside me, the springs groaning at his weight.

"Yes," I said.

"When are you going to fuck Evan?"

"When my pussy isn't so fucking sore," I said, "You really stretched me out."

"Told you that you needed to learn to take a dick," he replied, "Now get some fresh pants and clean up before he comes back."

He spanked my ass again. I gasped and glared at him. He left the room.

 

4.

 

Adam

 

I watched the two of them get out of the car, Evan's arm over her shoulders and her arm around his waist. They hauled their luggage inside.

I don't think Evan noticed the way Jenny walked kinda funny. Or the way she glanced back at me.

I raised an eyebrow at her and she nodded.

That was good.

I thought things would be better between them now.

Some girls just needed a good breaking in.

And I thought Jenny would be broken in now. If not, I knew they planned on coming back home for Thanksgiving. Any follow-up lesson could be given then.

I put the car in gear and pulled away from the curb.




Single Daddy: A Dad Next Door Quick Romance 

 

1.

 

Janice

 

It felt like I was going to be a virgin forever.

And it wasn't even my fault.

I mean, I knew I was good looking. A bit thin, maybe. A bit small in the chest department.

I had a cute butt though, I knew. Which I loved to show off in my shorts during the summer.

It was the guys. They were to blame.

The guys my age were all so stupid. Good looking, sure. Some of them. But they didn't get me going. Like, at all.

Like this guy Chad I went out with last week. A looker. High school and college football star. All that.

But guys now were such pussies. He never went for it. Never went for me. I practically had to sit on his lap to get him to kiss me.

And then he kept saying crap.

"Is this okay? Do you want to stop?"

Stuff like that.

Stuff that made me close up for business, you know, down there.

So far my first year of college was pretty underwhelming, sexually. I thought that for sure I would've punched my v-card by now. But no dice.

So when my friend, Sadie, asked if I wanted to spend the long weekend at her place I jumped at it. She said she had an in-ground pool and the weather was supposed to be good so why not.

Not like I was missing much at school, right?

We drove to her place in her little Civic sedan, the windows down with the wind whipping our hair around our shoulders.

I'd met Sadie in the dorms and we took to each other like sisters. I felt like I'd known her my whole life.

"Man, I really need this," I said, raising my voice a bit to be heard over the rush of the wind.

"You'll love it, I promise," Sadie said. She wore a pair of those bug-eyed sunglasses that covered half her face.

"And you're sure this is cool with your dad?" I said.

I hadn't met her dad yet. We talked about our parents sometimes, but that was it.

"Yeah, just don't bug him or anything and it'll be all right," she said.

Sadie's dad lived by himself now that Sadie was at college. Her mom was out of the picture. He sounded like a cool guy, actually.

Former army. Liked to work on cars in their garage. Stern but fair, all that crap.

Actually, he sounded kinda hot. Kinda like the sort of guy I wanted to find. It was too bad he was so much older was all.

I never told Sadie any of this, of course.

"Don't worry. He won't even notice I'm there," I said.

 

2.

 

John

 

I took another pull from the brown bottle of Bud that sat on the coffee table. I'd just finished a workout down in the basement at my home gym and I found that nothing calmed me down like a brew.

The beer was cool and foamy.

Of course, getting the blood pumping like that also made me horny as hell. But I didn't have time to take care of the urge.

I looked at the clock. Sadie and her friend were supposed to arrive any time now.

Just what I need, I thought, a couple teenage girls running around the place. I had work to do.

So after my workout I showered, threw on a shirt and a pair of jeans. The sleeves of the shirt I rolled up to expose my forearms.

I finally had the place to myself, and I was enjoying the single life.

If I wanted a woman, I went over to the bar in the evening and brought one back home.

If I wanted a beer, I grabbed one from the fridge.

Still, it was nice to see my little girl every now and then. When I saw her I thought I did a good job bringing her up. I'd been strict a few times. But it had all been for her good.

I heard a car pull into the driveway, the engine pinging when it turned off. Then doors opening, slamming.

Laughter. Girly, feminine laughter.

I stood up, tugged my shirt back down into place, beer held idly in one hand.

The front door opened, disgorging first my daughter and then the friend she said she was bringing.

They dropped their bags on the floor.

"Dad?" Sadie called out.

"In the living room," I replied. I took another pull from my beer.

They came in through the front hall, both still giggling. I smiled at Sadie. She was a pretty thing. Wavy brown hair like her mom, a little plump, but in a good way.

Then I saw her friend. Rather, we saw each other at the same time.

My first thought was: I need to fuck her. 

She wore a tiny pair of shorts that showed off her legs, which were long and smooth and begged me to run my lips up and down them.

A bit small in the chest, but in that girlish way that promised that what was there was perky and firm.

A lovely face framed by long blond hair, lips that glistened with some sort of gloss.

Lips that gave me an instant half-mast when I wondered what they'd look like sliding up and down the length of my member.

And her cheeks. When she saw me looking she blushed. The blush started in her cheeks and rushed quickly down her throat and below the collar of her shirt.

Does her whole body flush like that? I wondered.

She'd stopped laughing. Stopped as soon as we made eye contact. She held my gaze for a moment and then dropped her eyes to the floor. She stole another glance at me while she brushed some stray blond locks from her forehead back behind her ear.

"Daddy! You look great," Sadie said. She ran up and wrapped her arms around me in a hug. I kissed her forehead when she looked up at me.

"Thanks, you too. Who is this?"

"Oh, this is Janice. Janice, this is my dad, John," Sadie said, releasing me.

"Hey..." Janice said. She held out her hand and I took it. It was so small in mine.

And she trembled. Just a little, but I felt it.

It touched some nerve inside me. Some instinct. I wanted to pull her against me. To ravish her young body with my mouth.

She felt it, too. I saw the way her breath caught. The way that flush in her cheeks deepened.

I knew I couldn't, though. Sadie said this girl was like a sister to her when we talked on Skype.

A sister to her. Did that make her like a daughter to me?

My cock started throbbing in my jeans.

"Pool's open and clean. You guys go out there," I said.

Sadie looked like she wanted to say something. But she didn't. She knew that what I said was the law. She was a good girl.

But was Janice?

 

***

 

They spent most of the weekend out by the pool. It took most of my willpower to not watch them through my bedroom window, which looked down on the pool and the backyard.

Not to watch Janice, that is.

She wore this two-piece bikini that hardly covered her ass. And when she came up out of the water her whole body glistened in a way that made me ache with hardness and desire.

Except I couldn't go to the bar and pick someone up to help relieve that ache. Not with the girls here.

So I watched. And I thought that Janice knew. I caught her looking up at my window sometimes.

She seemed innocent. On one level, at least.

But then, just beneath that. Something else. Some desire. Some unfulfilled need.

I swore to myself I wouldn't do anything. Wouldn't act on my urges.

But then that Monday something happened.

The girls were out around the pool again, enjoying their final day of the long weekend before heading back to college and classes.

"Hey, Daddy?" Sadie asked. She came downstairs all dressed in normal clothes. A loose blouse and some jeans. Her skin was darkened from the weekend sun.

"Yes?" I said. I sat at the table with the morning paper.

"I'm going to head out for a bit. Get a bit of shopping in at the mall."

"Okay, you guys have fun," I said, not bothering to look up.

"No, just me. Janice is staying here. She doesn't want to come," Sadie said.

The muscles in my lower back tightened. I didn't let anything show, though. "Oh, okay," I said.

"Yeah she's going to spend the day at the pool again. Thanks again for letting her stay the weekend. You're the best dad ever!"

She came over and gave me a hug and a kiss and then left.

I resolved to not go outside. Janice could stay out there and I'd stay in here.

But then she changed things.

She came inside.

It was maybe 20 minutes after Sadie left. I heard the back door open and close.

She came into the kitchen, where I sat. I caught a glimpse of skin. Of neon-pink bikini. My cock throbbed in my jeans. My eyes unfocused on the paper.

The fridge opened. "No OJ left?"

"I suppose not," I said.

"Oh," she sounded so disappointed. Then she came over. I could feel her standing behind me. Smell her. She smelled light and sweet somehow, beneath the scent of the pool water.

"Guess I'll just go back outside," she said.

"Sure," I replied.

But then something hit me. Some urge. Again, that primal instinct. That one that made men take what they wanted without really thinking about it.

I stood up. At the sound of the chair, Janice turned back to face me. She was a petite thing. Her body was lithe, her tummy smooth and taut. She looked up at me.

I thought I saw something in her eyes. Right before she looked down.

I might have let her go then. Let her go back outside.

But she blushed again. Her whole fucking body. She glowed with the heat of it.

"Yes?" she said.

"Come here," I replied.

She hesitated a moment, but then stepped forward. I picked up that scent of hers again.

"Do you have any idea what you've been doing to me this weekend?" I said.

She jerked. "No."

"Parading around in this skimpy thing. Looking at me. You think I haven't noticed?"

She stayed quiet.

"You have to learn you can't do this to a man. Not a real man. Not if you don't want the consequences," I said.

"What consequences?" she replied.

I grabbed her by her narrow waist. I pulled her against me. My cock turned to steel at the touch of her soft, warm skin. 

It throbbed when I heard the way she gasped.

And I nearly came when she tilted her head back. I kissed her. Hard. She felt the hardness of my cock against her stomach and moaned.

 

3.

 

Janice

 

His mouth was so hot on mine. So insistent.

His cock was so hard against my stomach. So big.

Feeling his desire sent trembling waves of need through me. Left me trembling and achy.

That ache centered between my thighs. My pussy pulsed in time with my rapid heartbeat.

His stubble prickled at me, and I liked it.

But then I remembered he was so much older. He was my friend's dad.

I put my arms between us and pushed, broke the kiss.

"We can't," I said, my whole body quivering. My stiff nipples pushed hard against my top.

"We can. We will," John said.

He looked so big and strong. Something about the way he kept his shirtsleeves rolled up like that drove me crazy.

And I'd be lying if I said that I hadn't thought about him that way while I slept a few feet from his daughter.

Thought about slipping out, finding his room. Seeing if he knew what to do with a girl. With a woman.

I thought he did.

"Sadie will be back soon," I said. My heart pounded.

"She'll be gone a while," he said.

He took a step towards me. I stepped back. "We shouldn't."

"But we will," he said.

I stepped back again. I gasped at the cool touch of the countertop as the edge pushed into the small of my back.

"I see the way you look at me," he said, still coming towards me, "I see the way you blush. You can't do something like that around a real man and not expect him to act on it."

I tried to get away one final time, before my own needs and desires overwhelmed me.

I ran for it.

He reached out and grabbed me wrist. He was so strong.

He yanked back. Pulled me back against him. So that my ass rested against that hard bulge in the front of his jeans. I gasped again.

"We shouldn't... I'm... I'm a virgin," I said.

He reached around me, grabbed my breasts and gave them an appreciative squeeze.

"I thought you might be," he said.

He kissed my neck. Right at the spot where it joined my shoulder. I shivered at the touch of his lips. His touch was electric.

I writhed back against him, almost unable to control myself.

"That's it," he said, "Give into it."

No man had ever been so straightforward with me before. So clear and uncompromising in his desire.

John didn't ask. He took. He did what he wanted.

And at that moment he wanted to feel the sloppy wet heat of my youthful pussy.

He shoved one hand down into my bikini bottom. I spread my thighs for him. Groaned.

"Oh... That's nice."

He slipped a finger between my lower lips. Found the already stiff bean of my clit. He toyed with it. Rubbed it until my body shook uncontrollably against his.

"Are you going to give yourself to me?" he said.

"Yes," I replied, rubbing my ass against his jeans. It felt like he was about to burst out of them.

"Show me," he said.

He spun me around. Pushed me down onto my knees in front of him, my mouth about even with the stiffness of his desire.

"If you want to please a man you have to know how to suck a dick," he said.

"Will you show me?" I asked.

Wordlessly, he undid his jeans and pushed them down. He pulled his cock out.

His manhood was long and heavy. Hard and thick. Saliva squirted into my mouth at the sight of him.

"Open up. No teeth. Lots of spit," he said.

I opened my mouth. He slid himself inside. His cock was so much harder than I thought it would be. So much warmer. More saliva kept squirting into my mouth.

Especially when he started fucking it. When he grabbed the back of my head and forced himself into me again and again.

"Relax your throat. Take every inch," he said.

He didn't give me any time. He forced himself to the hilt into me. I gagged at first. Tried pushing away. He held me too strongly.

Tears started in the corners of my eyes. When he saw he smiled. He liked it. Liked making me feel like this.

Liked making my pussy tingle in anticipation.

"Good." He said.

He pulled himself out. Thick gobs of my spit clung to his shaft. My lips and jaw ached. He was so big, I didn't even know how I managed to hold all of him.

Or how he expected to fit that monster inside of me.

"I bet you expected your first time to be on a bed," he said, looking down at me.

I tried standing up, but he pushed me back down onto the cool linoleum floor.

"Well, it's not going to be that way. You can stand up now," he said.

"Do you want me to call you daddy?" I said. I heard guys liked that. I stood up.

My pussy throbbed. I could feel the heat coming off it.

"Does it make you wet?" he said.

"Yes... daddy," I said.

He grabbed me and kissed me hard again, his stubble prickling against my already achy lips.

His hands slipped down my back, cupped the firm, round cheeks of my ass. He squeezed them. Squeezed until it hurt. Until I groaned. He pulled my hips against his.

The thick length of his cock pushed between my thighs, rubbed against the sore, flushed mound of my sex.

I rubbed the slick fabric of my bikini against his length until it was he who groaned.

"I can't take it anymore. You've tortured me this whole weekend. No more," he said.

"What about protection?" I said, suddenly nervous again.

"Not my problem," he replied.

That turned me on even more. The recklessness of it. Of him. How he didn't ignore his desires and his instincts.

He lifted me up by the waist. Set me down on the countertop.

Then he hooked a finger through the crotch of my bikini bottom. He pulled the fabric aside, exposing the smooth-shaved mound of my pussy.

My lower lips were flushed with heat and desire, and when he saw the state of me he groaned in anticipation.

"It's too big, daddy," I said, watching as he guided the monster girth of his shaft between my thighs.

"I'll make it fit, baby girl. Don't worry."

He shoved it against me. Ran the bottom of his shaft up and down the slickness of my pussy, mixing my juices with my spit.

Suddenly I wanted him. Wanted him more than I'd wanted anything else before. My pussy pulsed and throbbed, releasing a fresh round of wetness that left him slippery-slick and shiny.

"I need it. I need it bad, daddy," I said.

He couldn't wait any more, either. He pushed the hard head of his shaft against the sopping opening of my sex.

"Oh!" I said, gasping. I was too small, too tight.

He pushed anyway. I wrapped my arms around his shoulders. I squeezed him, dug my nails into his flesh.

He gritted his teeth. But he didn't stop. He didn't pull back, didn't ask me if this was okay, if I wanted to take things slower.

I was his and he intended on using me however he pleased.

And I wanted him to.

The tightness of my pussy couldn't resist his hardness any longer. 

I parted around him. He slid up into me, easing inch after inch of his throbbing shaft deep inside of me. Sheathing himself in the pink wetness of my pussy.

"Fuck, it's so big. Your cock is so big, daddy. It hurts," I said.

"Hurts good?" he said.

"Yes. So good. Are you going to fuck me?"

He took my arms off his shoulders, pushed me down against the countertop. It was cold against the bare skin of my back. He didn't care.

All he wanted was the tight wet hole between my thighs. Tight and wet for him.

He fucked me mercilessly. Ran his length back and forth in and out of me, dragging his hardness against the soft, giving slickness of my inner walls.

Did it until I begged him to go harder.

I never knew something could hurt like this and still feel so good.

And he made it feel even better when he made me cum all over his shaft.

It was my first orgasm on a cock. I clamped down around him. My back arched up off the counter.

He fucked me harder. Grunting as he forced himself in against the new resistance.

I went crazy on him. Convulsing and squeezing. I got so wet that my juices dripped down his thighs.

My whole body kept going rigid with it. My eyes squeezed shut. I couldn't take it. I almost passed out.

"Good, my turn now," he said.

Then he pulled out of me. My juices had turned almost milky on him, left him slippery and sticky.

Slippery so that when he turned me over and pulled my ass back, his big cock slid right back inside.

I gasped. I was already sore.

But I wanted more. I wanted all he could give me.

He pounded me hard again, jackhammering his thick shaft in and out of me until I screamed.

"Daddy! Oh, daddy!"

He couldn't take it anymore.

"That's it, baby, take my cum. Take all of it," he said.

He buried his cock to the root. Sheathed himself to the hilt. I felt every inch of him inside me.

Felt when that thick shaft jerked. Felt the warm splash of his cum as it spurted out of him and into me. Groaned like a little whore as I felt my pussy squeeze around him again, felt my body pull that hot load deep into my guts.

When he finished he pulled his cock out. He shifted my bikini back over my pussy so none of his cum could leak out of me.

I tingled all over. I felt languid and loose.

Little, trembly waves of heat moved through my lower stomach. My pussy ached from the way he'd stretched me out.

"Go get cleaned up before Sadie gets back," he said, "And you better not fucking tell her what just happened. Not unless you never want it to happen again."

There was nothing illegal about it, of course. I was 18. Not related to him. But I knew Sadie would freak.

So I didn't tell her.

 

4.

 

John

 

I watched Sadie and Janice pull out in the Civic. Waved when she beeped the horn at me.

I smiled. Janice had the tightest pussy I'd ever fucked. My cock ached from it. But even just thinking about it sent some iron down into my shaft again.

I'd invited Janice to stay with us whenever Sadie came home.

And I thought Sadie would be coming home often.

I smiled and went back inside.




Paying Her Daddy’s Debts 

 

1.

 

Brandon

 

I needed money. I needed money bad. Like as in if I didn’t come up with my last three mortgage payments by Friday the bank would take my house bad.

I sat on my couch, the living room dark around me. In the light of the streetlamp coming in through the window, I could see the darkness of my reflection in the flatscreen TV mounted over the mantle. 

I’ll have to sell that TV soon, I knew.

Which was a shame, since my daughter, Abby, loved watching everything on it.

But if I didn’t sell it, then Abby wouldn’t have a roof over her head, let alone a TV to watch anything on.

Maybe I can convince her that going to college this year is the right idea, I thought.

Before things got bad, she’d told me that she wanted to take a break between high school and college. No big deal, just a year to maybe do a bit of work and travel.

She was 18 years old, so I couldn’t exactly tell her no. Although I could have told her I wasn’t going to support her.

Except I couldn’t. As a single dad, I could never deny her anything.

In fact, I wanted her to enjoy herself so much that I’d made a bad call.

The worst one in my entire life, more like.

A buddy of mine from the office told me he had a sure thing. The firm, our firm, was going under. Big time. The brass didn’t want everyone to know. Didn’t want to cause a panic.

I thought I couldn’t believe my luck.

So I shorted the company stock. Big time. Credit cards, lines of credit. 401k, savings, everything.

Then the company recovered. I lost everything. All my money. Even my job. That same buddy who gave me the hot tip told the management what I’d done.

The official reason for my leaving was downsizing. The real reason was that they didn’t want someone around who’d bet against the home team like that.

I needed money, and I needed it bad. So fucking bad.

My phone lit up on my coffee table, casting a bluish glow onto the coffered ceiling. The buzz from the vibration set my teeth on edge.

I picked it up. It was Chris.

The “buddy” who’d given me the tip. The “buddy” who’d gotten me fired.

The buddy who offered to bail me out. 

Because where I shorted the stock, he waited until the stock bottomed out and bought as much as he could. When it rebounded it made him rich.

Another rich, successful douche.

So Chris knew a few things about me. Like that I needed money.

Like that I had a beautiful 18 year old daughter.

And so two days ago he’d called me with an offer. A crazy offer. An offer that no father should even have to contemplate.

But it would mean an end to all of my troubles. Financially, at least.

All he wanted was a night with Abby. Rather, all he wanted was Abby for a night.

I picked up the phone. Thumbed the screen, put it to my ear.

“So what’s the answer?” Chris said. He spoke as though he already knew what the answer would be.

“Just once, and you pay it all off? You get me that new job?” I said.

“I’m a man of my word,” Chris said, “You can’t see it, but I’m crossing my heart right now.”

“Then yes,” I said.

 

2.

 

Abby

 

I knew that daddy was in trouble. I could tell by the way he’d become so distant lately. From the worried look in his eyes when he thought that I couldn’t see.

I just wished that he would tell me what the problem was. So that I could help him.

I’d do anything to help him. Anything at all. Because I loved him so much.

I stood in my bedroom, in front of my closet door. It was one of those sliding doors with the full size mirrors. A renovation gift from my dad for getting good grades in my last year of high school.

At that moment, I used the mirror to check myself out. To see the way my new dress fit on me. A summer dress with a floral pattern. Spaghetti straps shared my shoulders with the bouncy curls of my hair.

It came in at the waist and flared out nicely. Hinted at the body underneath without giving too much away.

There was a guy I wanted to drive crazy with thoughts about the body underneath the dress.

I sucked my bottom lip in between my teeth and let the plump flesh slide out slowly. I gave the mirror my best smoky-eyed look of seduction.

“I bet you’d like to know if I had any underwear on underneath this, wouldn’t you?” I said.

I reached down and grabbed the hem of the dress, which fell just below my knees. I started drawing it up my thighs, slowly revealing bare skin.

I brought it most of the way up and then dropped it back down with a giggle.

I wasn’t wearing any underwear underneath it. Not tonight. Not the next night, either, when I hoped to meet the guy in question.

If only I could stop worrying about my dad.

Then he knocked on my bedroom door. “Abby? You in there, sweetie?”

“Yes, dad, come in,” I said.

He came in. He looked worried, still. But something else, too. Hopeful, I though.

He sat down on my bed and then patted the mattress beside him for me to come over, too. I did. 

“I have something that I need to ask you, baby. Something important,” he said.

My heart started beating quickly. “What is it? Whatever it is you need, I’ll do it.”

“Don’t say that,” he said, “Not until I tell you what it is.”

I reached over and grabbed his hands. After a moment, he gave my fingers a reassuring squeeze. I’d never seen him look like this. Not even when he came to tell me about he and mom were splitting up.

“You know that I will, though,” I said, “I know that something’s been wrong. I want to help you fix it. I don’t like seeing you like this.”

“I know, baby,” he said. He took in a deep breath, his shoulders rising and his chest puffing out. Then he let it all out in a big sigh.

He squeezed my hands harder. “I’m broke. There’s nothing left. I lost it all and I have no excuse… But there’s a man I used to work with. Chris. You remember him?”

I frowned. “Yeah. He was always kind of a jerk.”

Which was true. But I also have to admit that I found him kind of hot. For a guy old enough to be my dad, that is. A big guy who always did what he wanted, always said what he wanted. There was something attractive in that kind of confidence. Of course, I didn’t tell my dad any of this. 

My dad smiled. It wasn’t a happy smile. “Yeah, he still is. He’s offered to help me get out of trouble.”

“So do it! Whatever it is, do it,” I said. I couldn’t stand the thought of my daddy being in trouble.

“He wants something in return,” dad said.

“This is what you wan to ask me about? What does he want? Why do you even need to talk to me?” I said.

It seemed like a no-brainer to me. Give Chris what he wanted and get out of trouble. A pretty straight deal.

“That’s just it,” he said. He looked me straight in the face, “He wants you/”

“What?” I said, shocked. I tried to pull my hands back, but he gripped them tight.

“He wants you for a night.”

“You mean he wants to… You know… With me?”

He nodded.

I was stunned. “But daddy, I’m a virgin. I want my first time to be special.”

“I’ll call him back, tell him it’s off,” he said/

“You mean you already said yes?” I said.

This time when I pulled away he let go. I couldn’t believe it. I stood up, paced my room. The carpet felt was soft against my bare feet, but I barely felt it.

Dad got out his phone, started dialling. Then I decided.

I went up and grabbed the phone from him. I hit the hang up button. “Okay, I’ll do it.”

“Maybe you shouldn’t,” he said, looking up at me.

My heart was racing. I could feel my pulse in the pads of my fingers, the tips of my toes. Deep inside the silky folds of my sex.

That was where I felt it strongest. That youthful urge and desire.

“I’m sure if there was any other way out of this, you would’ve thought of it,” I said.

“I’ve tried,” he said, burying his face in his hands, “There isn’t. You’d really do this for me, baby?”

I knelt down in front of him and put my hands on his knees. Slowly, he removed his palms from his face and looked into my eyes.

“I’d do anything for you, daddy. Anything at all.”

He put his hands over mine. His fingers were large and strong, just like I remembered them growing up. His palms were hot. I could feel him trembling.

“Don’t worry, it will be okay,” I said.

“Will it? Because he’s on his way over now.”

I stood up again.

“What? Tonight? You want this to happen tonight?” I said.

That I wasn’t quite ready for. I figured a few days away, maybe a week or more. Time to psych myself up. Time to get ready.

But there was no time.

 

***

 

He knocked on the door.

An authoritative knock. Three clear, sharp bangs that reverberated through the house. I was sitting on the bed when it happened.

I jerked. My body tightened up. That weird ball of anxious excitement low in my stomach squeezed.

Other parts of me squeezed, too. There was heat, and a silky slickness that made my ass clench.

Daddy had told me to stay upstairs. That he couldn’t bear to be in the same room as the two of us, especially not right before anything happened.

I should have been angry. I should have been in a fucking rage that he would even consider doing this.

I should have been scared shitless.

Instead, there was only this excitement. Nerves. But mostly excitement.

I’d been touching myself for years now. Late at night, when I was sure dad was asleep. I’d reach down, pull the crotch of my panties to the side, and run my finger up and down the slick, sensitive flesh of my pussy. I’d groan and bite down on my pillow when I found my little clit and played with it.

All the while wondering what it might be like to have a man on in. In me.

Will it hurt? I wondered. My friends who’d had sex all told me it hurt at first, but then felt good.

I didn’t like pain.

Actually, I got wetter just thinking about it.

And that got me thinking about touching myself. I glanced at the door, wondering what was taking them so long down there.

Wondering if maybe I had time for a quickie by myself.

I even shifted back on the bed, intending to put my feet on the mattress and spread my legs.

But then I thought about how that would look when Chris came in. If he found me a knuckle deep in my wet little pink what he might do, what he might think.

It would probably make him hard, I thought. That made me smile.

I knew I looked young. But I also thought I had at least some of a woman’s curves. Sure, my breasts were barely out of training bra size. But playing volleyball and tennis at school gave me nice legs and a nice, perky ass.

I saw a hair elastic on my night table and, out of impulse, pulled my hair into a quick pony tail. Because I thought it showed off my neck and throat better.

Then I heard the first footfall on the first riser of the stairs.

My heart slammed up into my throat.

I was hornier than ever. The walls of my pussy trembled inside me, getting even wetter. Something about that embarrassed me. Should I be so wet already? What if he doesn’t like it that way? Is there such a thing as too wet? 

Because I still didn’t know how to feel about all this.

I was all confusion on the inside.

Part of me hoped it wouldn’t happen. That Chris would be a good man, come in, look at me, recant it all, and give my dad the money out of the goodness of his heart.

The other part, the devil part, the horny teen part… That part wanted him to come in, his cock already inflamed with desire, take one look at me, and then give me what I needed.

That part wanted him to turn me over, shove me hard against the bed, and push his cock up into the tight warmth of my teeny cunt so hard and so fast that I couldn’t do anything but scream for him not to stop.

I shifted my butt on the bed, the image of that last fantasy driving little tingling sports of desire up the front of my stomach.

I was so worked up that I didn’t even know how to greet him. Standing? Sitting? Laying on my side sexily?

Then he opened the door before I could decide.

I guess part of me expected him to be like my dad. To knock and ask if he could come in.

Then I remembered Chris. How he just did what he wanted. How part of me had always been attracted to him for that.

I swallowed heavily while staring down into my lap. I could feel my cheeks burning with embarrassment.

Is this really happening?

Finally, I forced myself to look up. He stood leaning against the doorframe. He was a big guy. Much more manly than my dad. A day’s worth of stubble dotted his cheeks and chin.

He wore a suit, the knot of his tie pulled loose and the top few buttons of his shirt undone to expose some of his barrel chest.

That stubble was black mixed with gray, much like the thick mane of hair on his head.

He eyed me with open desire. He was hungry.

For me, I knew.

“…Hi,” I said.

“You know the deal,” he replied. It wasn’t a question. I nodded anyway.

He came into my room. As he did, he pulled his tie up over his head, the loop of the silk intact. He started unbuttoning his shirt.

“Good. Then stand up and show me what it is I’m getting.”

I did. My knees shook a little. And I still couldn’t believe just how wet my pussy was. I’d never felt it like this before. 

And now that he was in the room with me, I throbbed. My body throbbed, on the inside. It ached.

Is it supposed to be this wet?

Waves of hot and cold shifted up and down my stomach, crawled up my spine, tingled between my thighs.

Teenage hormones and all that, I supposed.

I found myself eying the front of Chris’s black business slacks, wondering what he kept hidden in there. Trying to make out the size of his bulge.

“Spin for me,” he said, breaking me out of my daze of arousal.

I did a quick turn. A lump started in my throat that I couldn’t quite swallow down.

Chris frowned. “Faster.”

I spun again, this time a bit faster. I felt the hem of the dress lift up off my thighs with the centrifugal force.

He pulled off his shirt. He obviously went to the gym, all broad shouldered like he was. His chest was hairy and I found that fascinating. Most guys my age seemed to like manscaping a bit too much. It made them look feminine.

He smiled. “You like what you see, don’t you? Spin again, this time good and fast.”

What is he playing at?

I did it anyway. I spun quickly. Then I felt the coolness of the air rush around my bare ass cheeks and I remembered that whole no panties thing from earlier.

I blushed. My whole body blushed.

“Oh!” I said, moving to push my dress back down.

He moved quickly. He came forward and shoved me onto the bed. “No. I’m the boss. I’m your daddy tonight. You got that, baby?” He looked down at me while I pushed up onto my shoulders.

“Yes, I guess,” I said.

“Good. Now I think I caught a glimpse of something nice and shaved. Show me,” he said. He put his hands together and then eased them apart, miming me spreading my legs for him.

“I don’t know if I should…” I said, suddenly having second thoughts again.

Except that part of me that still wanted what bulged against the front of his slacks, that is.

“Actually, it’s not a matter of should. It’s a matter of I know you want it. And your daddy needs you to. So do it.”

I managed to swallow. “You’ll be gentle?” I started spreading my legs. His eyes devoured me, and I felt the raw desire radiating from him. My body responded with all its youthful needs.

My legs weren’t the only things I felt open for him.

“I’ll be whatever I want,” he replied.

“I’m… I’m a virgin,” I said.

I liked the way he looked at me. I liked the way he wanted me. Wanted the slick, flushed heat of my mound.

“Good,” he said.

Then he went down between my legs. He grabbed me by the thighs and hauled me close so that my legs rested on his bare shoulders and so that my ass hung off the edge of the bed.

He started kissed the inside of my left thigh. It was electric. I groaned while I burst out with goosebumps. My pussy throbbed when I felt the heat of his breath across my bare, moist flesh.

“You want it bad, don’t you?” he said. 

He moved the line of his kisses higher up my inner thigh. His lips found that cleft of flesh between my thigh and my pussy. He nuzzled me there.

I groaned again. I started lifting my hips, trying to urge his mouth closer to my heat.

He didn’t give me what I wanted. Instead he moved to the other thigh and kissed it the same way, stopping at that sensitive fold of skin between my leg and the rest of me.

“What… What are you doing?” I said. My breaths came in rapid little gasps. My nipples pushed against the thin fabric of the sundress’s bodice.

It was like he’d found my arousal control and had turned the volume all the way up.

“Nothing, yet,” he said, “But now it’s my turn for some fun.”

Then he kissed me. Hard, between the legs. Between my lower lips. His stubble scratched at me.

But the pressure. Oh, God, the pressure!

My body lifted up, pushing harder against him. He nuzzled my cunt harder with his mouth. His tongue slurped my wetness up. When he groaned the vibrations nearly drove me crazy.

“It’s not… too wet… is it?” I asked, suddenly self-conscious again.

He shook his head.

Then he found my clit. He started licking it. Started torturing it by pulling it between his teeth and lashing it with his tongue.

It took only a few lashings until I came for him. My body lifted again. Everything went tight. Everything went white.

Then the stars exploded. Incredible waves of pleasure rocked me, washed over me, swallowed me up.

And he pushed me higher, deeper. Not relenting with that tongue of his. Not relenting until he tore me through two more climaxes.

Not until my legs gave out like soggy strands of spaghetti and I couldn’t even hold myself up anymore.

He shifted back on his haunches and wiped at his mouth with the back of his hands. My wetness glistened on his cheeks, dripped off his chin. His lips were red from the effort.

And his cock was straining with the desire. I saw that when he stood. Saw the tent his manhood made in his pants.

“You’ve got a nice, tight little pussy. I think it needs some stretching out,” he said.

I watched with baited breath while he unbuckled his belt. While he shoved his pants and his briefs down to free the monster they kept inside.

It was bigger than I thought. Thicker, longer. The head was taut purple flesh, and some clear liquid had already leaked out a bit.

When he looked down at my bald, exposed pussy that monster throbbed and pulsed.

I immediately wondered what it would feel like if it did that inside of me.

I wondered how it was even supposed to fit. Sometimes I could barely get the first knuckle of my finger up there.

But then again, I’d also never been so wet that my pussy juices glistened on my bare, smoking thighs.

“Need to get it good and wet first,” he said.

He pushed my legs back so that my ankles rested on either side of my head, really pushing my pussy up and exposing it to him.

“What…?” I said.

Then I gasped.

He shoved his cock against me. My lower lips parted around the bottom of his shaft while he slid it up and down the slickness of my mound. In just a few strokes most of his shaft glistened with my wetness.

The taut purple flesh of the head of his shaft reflected my ceiling light.

I watched while he used the cleft between my lower lips to guide that head low, to slide it until I felt the tight loop of my opening begin to stretch around his hard girth.

“Don’t we need a condom?” I said.

“It feels better this way,” he replied. He pushed a little harder. I could feel myself really begin to spread apart around him.

I won’t be a virgin much longer… I thought, not without some excitement.

“But what if you get me pregnant?” I said.

“You know, that would actually turn me on even more I think. Knocking up Brandon’s precious little girl…”

I groaned a little. That sensation his cock made while it slowly stretched me out was maddening. I wanted more of it.

Because I think I could almost know what it felt like to have it all inside of me. To feel that delicious tight, stretching sensation along his whole length.

“That turns you on, doesn’t it?” Chris said.

“No,” I lied.

“Either way, I don’t care. Better take a deep breath.”

I didn’t.

He shoved. Hard. My wetness allowed him to slide every inch of that monster up inside of me. My toes curled up. My back arched up off the bed. My lips peeled back from my teeth and I screamed. Silently.

It hurt. The pain was blinding.

But it was delicious pain, reminding me of nothing less than tonguing at a loose tooth.

He pulled himself most of the way out. I felt that hot, hard flesh of his dragging back through me.

I started to tell him to stop. That I liked the way it felt inside of me.

Then he thrust back in again. Hard. Our bodies slapped together.

I came. Wordless, silent. My body shook. I thrashed. I pushed my head back into the mattress. Mostly I couldn’t stop thinking about the way my pussy squeezed up around his thick shaft. The way that Chris grimaced.

He waited until the tightness passed and then he fucked me some more. Soon his whole shaft dripped with my wetness. It was a creamy wetness that I’d never seen before. And it lubed him up nicely.

I don’t know how long he fucked me like that. It felt like he made me cum every few thrusts. He’d pause for a little, let my tightness loosen a little, and keep going.

Then he shoved me back farther up the back. He moved up on top of me, supporting his weight on his hands.

He fucked me harder. His face kept twisting up. I wanted to ask if it hurt. And if he hurt, why he didn’t stop.

“Shit!” he said.

“What?” I started to ask.

He sheathed himself all the way inside of me, so hard his pubic bone ground against my clit and I nearly came again.

I did when I realized what he was doing.

He was cumming, I realized. Shooting himself inside me. Loading me up with his baby batter.

His cock jerked and pulsed against the tight grip of my pussy.

I couldn’t help cumming again. Couldn’t stop that feeling of pulsing, throbbing tightness that drew that spunk deeper inside of me.

When he stopped he pulled his cock out of me, still hard.

My body felt curiously empty. Throbbing and numb. I liked it.

I liked that residual feeling of heat deep in my core. Wondered how much of that heat was his cum.

“Was… was that good?” I said.

“The best,” he replied, without looking at me. He grabbed one of my shirts from the hamper and used it to wipe the wetness off his cock.

I sat up and felt something leak out of me. I looked down and saw the wet spot our mingled cum made on the duvet.

“Is it all good then? You’ll help my dad?” I said.

“This time, I will,” he said.

“Good!” I said, suddenly happy again. I’d helped my dad out of a tight spot.

And I wasn’t even sad about not being a virgin anymore. In fact, I felt more like a woman than ever.

“Don’t come down until you hear me leave,” Chris said.

“I won’t,” I replied.

I waited.

And I wondered when the next time I could have sex was. Because I liked it and I wanted more.

And I also kind of hoped that he’d just knocked me up. Because if he had I knew I had something that could make him help me and my dad even more.




Sharing the Daddy Next Door 

 

Paul

 

“I’m still not sure if this is a good idea, sweetie,” I said.

Erin busied herself about the kitchen, getting all the snacks ready for this one last hurrah sleepover before she and all her friends went off to college.

“It’ll be fine, dad! You won’t even know we’re here,” Erin said, smiling at me. She had the same cheek dimples as her mother.

She must have seen something in my face, because she put down the mixing bowl full of Cheetos and came up to me where I leaned against the doublewide doorway that led into our living room.

“You know that I think it wasn’t right for mom to go,” she said, “You’re the coolest dad I know, and the best guy. If you weren’t my father I’d date you!”

I gave her a tight smile. I’d always been more the strong, silent type. Emmy, her mom, had finally left after numerous complaints of never really opening up about my feelings. About spending time out at work, or at home doing projects around the house or working on the classic Camaro sitting in the garage.

It hurt me that she left like that, but I did my best to keep it in and move on with my life.

And at that moment, I wasn’t certain that having two of Erin’s friends stay overnight was the best way to go about it.

Especially those two friends.

“Why Heather and Lauren?” I asked, “They’re a bad influence on you.”

Erin grinned at me, those dimples deepening, “Ah, dad, you know that’s not true. You just feel weird because you know they both had crushes on you.”

I crossed my arms. I thought the same thing as Erin. Just harmless schoolgirl crushes. But I don’t think that was the true extent of it.

Those two girls, both 18, the same age as my daughter, wanted me. They wanted me bad.

As soon as they found out that Erin’s mom had left, they started flirting, teasing. Coming over every chance they got to use our pool. Walking around in bikinis so minimalist they may as well have been wearing a couple pieces of string.

I told myself that it was nothing, just my general state of arousal giving me some wishful thinking.

Except it wasn’t just the frequent pool visits.

They checked me out every chance they got. They put their hands on my biceps, on my chest.

And at first I resisted. But I’d been busting my ass at work for the last few weeks to try and make sure Erin had some extra money to start school with.

And that cut into my time to hit the bar and find someone my own age to get my rocks off with.

So now I often found myself wondering what it would be like to fuck Heather or Lauren. To bring them into the house, pull that bikini string aside, and just slide on inside.

I caught myself wondering how wet they got. If they ever touched their tight, teeny pussies at night thinking about me.

In fact, just thinking about it while I stood in the doorway, watching Erin work, started getting me hard.

I closed my eyes and willed my aching shaft to soften.

Of course, I couldn’t tell Erin any of this. She’d be mortified, and rightly so. I was old enough to be their father, too. I’d known them their whole lives.

“But we’ve been planning this for weeks, dad!” Erin said, still smiling. “Come on, you’ll like it. We’ll throw a movie on, share our popcorn with you. I think that a fun night is exactly what you need.”

You have no idea. Though I think we’re talking about different sorts of fun, here, I thought.

I knew that I should've cancelled this whole plan when she first asked me. Nipped it in the bud. But at this point I couldn't think of any excuse that didn't come down, in the end, to "because I said so."

I hadn't used that excuse on Erin pretty much ever. I thought it was a sign of lazy parenting.

"Fine. But don't expect to see much of me," I said.

I figured I was a man. I could control myself. And the easiest way to resist temptation was to avoid temptation. In this case, keeping myself away from the girls as much as I plausibly could.

Erin put down the big mixing bowl full of Cheetos and wrapped her arms around me. After a moment, I hugged her back.

"Thank you! You're the best dad ever. Have I told you that lately?"

I smoothed the hair at the back of her head, "I'm sure you've met your quota for the day."

 

***

 

My plan went well.

For the first half of the night. Heather and Lauren showed up a bit after supper. I went up to my study and took some notes on a carb rebuild for the Camaro while they splashed around in the pool outside.

I never even got up to look out the window.

Then they came inside and threw on that movie. It was something with Katherine Heigl and I just hated the way that woman looked so begging off when Erin invited me to watch wasn't a lie at all.

"Are you sure? You're really going to make us eat all that popcorn and Cheetos and Doritos all by ourselves?" Erin said. She'd poked herself into my study, holding onto the door handle with half her body in the room and half out in the hall.

"I'm afraid you'll have to find someone else to jump on that grenade tonight," I said.

In fact, it didn't even really interest me at all. I wanted to get out to the garage and get some work done on the car. Nothing like wrenching to get through some frustration.

"Ok," Erin said, looking a little disappointed, "I'll put all the leftovers in a container for you. If there's any leftovers, that is."

"Have fun," I said, smiling back at her.

And that, I figured, was that. They'd gorge themselves, watch their movie, and then turn in for the night.

With any luck, they wouldn't even stick around for breakfast.

So I went out to the garage. The Camaro, the shell of it anyway, sat on jack stands so I could get underneath it more easily. Various other parts of the car sat in heaps of varying levels of organization around the rest of the garage.

I changed into some well-worn Levis and a cheap, disposable white t-shirt that I didn't expect would remain white very long.

So I went and lost myself, getting my hands good and greasy the whole time.

I didn't even know how much time passed. I got into the zone, I guess.

When I finally rolled myself out from under the car, my shoulders pressed hard into the canvas of the mechanic's dolly, I glanced at the clock.

It was almost two in the morning.

"Damn," I said.

I stood up, pushing my fists into the small of my back to ease the tension in the muscles there.

My white shirt was more streaky black and gray now. I stripped it off and tossed it into the garbage bin in the corner by the workbench.

I kept myself in good shape. None of that dad bod shit for me. Broad shoulders from football in high school. A waist that still narrowed to a nice V. 

I didn't even think twice about being shirtless. I figured the girls were all in bed.

I went over to the shop sink and started washing the grease and oil from my hands, watching the murky water swirl its way down the drain.

I liked the satisfied ache that working on the car gave me.

I turned off the tap and started for the door back into the house. Before I could reach it, I noticed that it stood ajar.

I distinctly remembered closing it tight to make sure the noise didn't disturb the girls.

I frowned, stopping short of the door.

I got that sensation of being watched.

Watched from the black gap between the door and the jamb. My skin prickled with the sensation of it.

I didn't back down. I never backed down. There was a baseball bat, an old Louisville Slugger, resting in the corner by the garage door.

If there’s some sicko in here after the girls, he’s going to be leaving on a stretcher with his skull caved in.

I turned and started for the door. Then I stopped in my tracks before of something I heard.

A giggle. Giggles, rather. From more than one person.

It wasn’t a pervert. It was the girls, probably bored with the TV.

I squared myself, put my hands on my hips and marshalled my best dad voice. “All right, you guys can come on out now. Fun’s over.”

Someone gasped. Quietly, to their credit. But I still heard them. Her. 

I stood and watched that dark gap with my best dad stare. There were whispers in the darkness. I didn’t relent.

Perseverance was another key to parenting, I knew.

And it paid off.

The door swung slowly into the garage. The shop lighting spilled into the little closed-in breezeway between the hour and garage. I made out two shapes that gradually resolved themselves into two teenage girls.

Shit, I thought.

Heather and Lauren stood barefoot on the tile floor, both of them smiling in at me.

Lauren had something of a Mediterranean look to her with a dark complexion and dark, wavy hair that bounced off her shoulders. Smoky looking, really.

Heather was the pretty cheerleader type. Perky, with lovely porcelain skin and platinum blond hair that she always kept in a pair of pigtails.

And they both wore similar outfits. Loose fitting shirts that hung partway down their thighs.

My heart rammed up into my throat when at first I thought that they didn’t have anything on but those shirts.

Except then Lauren wrapped her arms around herself, lifting her shirt up a bit to reveal a pair of frilly pink panties. She had one of those thigh gaps all the girls wanted, and I couldn’t stop myself from wondering what it might be like to slide my fingers into that gap.

I shook my head, trying to get rid of those thoughts.

“What are you guys doing here?” I said. I ignored the way I could see Heather’s perky tits and her even perkier nipples pressed against the thin fabric of the old AC/DC shirt she wore.

It’s just cold in the breezeway is all, I told myself.

“We got bored. Erin went to sleep and we’re not really tired yet,” Lauren said, smiling at me. I wished she’d stop hugging herself so that her shirt would fall and cover that delicious thigh gap and those pink panties.

Heather stepped forward, standing in the cusp of the doorway. “We heard you out here,” she said, “And thought you might be more interesting.”

“I’m about to turn in for the night, actually. You two should do the same,” I said.

Then I caught Lauren openly eyeballing me. I remembered my shirtless state. I swallowed hard against a lump in my throat.

“Mr. Jones! You are fit!” Lauren said. 

Heather looked at her, then at me. My balls tightened from the way she looked at me.

“Told you!” Heather said.

I tried not to think about how that last thing meant that they talked about me.

I moved forward, meaning to hit the light switches by the door and move past them to what I hoped was the safety of my bedroom.

But then Lauren pushed past my into the garage.

“Holy! That is one cool car, Mr. Jones. Is it a Mustang? My uncle has an old one,” Lauren said.

She still hadn’t dropped her arms. I spun around to address her while she looked at the car. Her lifted shirt now gave me a pretty nice view of her ass. It was shapely and round and perky and everything I missed from being a teenage boy with a teenage girlfriend.

My cock stirred in my pants, and I knew it wouldn’t be long before I could hide it.

“No, dummy,” Heather said, also rushing inside, “It’s a Charger! Definitely. Isn’t it, Mr. Jones?”

She stood beside me. Really close beside me. So close I thought I could feel the buzz of her body heat.

And her nipples were still erect. Didn’t they ever go down?

This time I couldn’t quite swallow that lump down.

Then Heather put her hand on my arm, just above the elbow. Her skin was soft and warm and the touch sent my heart into palpitations.

“It’s a Camaro, actually. A 1968 Camaro. Come on, let’s go. It’s past my bedtime.”

They giggled at my joke, but didn’t move. 

My animal hindbrain told me that I should grab Heather up in my arms and kiss her hard. The desire slammed in my mind to the tune of my heartbeat, which grew faster and harder the longer she kept her hand on me.

Except they didn’t go.

Lauren saw the Camaro’s rear bench seat on its stand against the wall. I’d just finished reupholstering it. New springs, foam, covers. 

“Look at this!” she said, bouncing over to it. She sat on it, then patted the seat beside her.

Heather finally released me and skipped over to sit beside her. Their thighs touched.

“This is great! Hey, Mr. Jones, we wanted to ask you something,” Heather said.

“What’s that?” I said. I could feel myself losing the struggle to keep the shaft of my cock from bulging against my jeans. They looked so beautiful and vibrant and youthful, their legs so smooth, skin so clear. From the way they sat, I could see both of their underwear.

Lauren’s frilly pink panties and Heather’s white cotton ones. They made no effort to hide or cover themselves.

“You never came out to see us. We wanted to say hi,” Lauren said.

Her nipples had perked up, too. My mouth watered when I thought about sucking one of those nipples between my lips and teasing it with my tongue.

“Well then,” I said, “Hey there, Lauren. Hey there, Heather. Glad we could do this.”

I almost escaped at this point.

Would have escaped, with a bit more willpower. I even turned and started for the door.

“Turn off the lights and close the door when you guys come back inside,” I said.

“He’s leaving!” Lauren said, sounding panicked.

“Wait!” Heather said, “We have something to show you!”

“Show me tomorrow,” I said.

Then something soft hit me on the arm. I looked down at the floor. It was a shirt. I could see the AC half of the AC/DC logo.

Then another shirt hit me. Then there was a wet sound.

I looked back and found myself staring at two beautiful 18 year old teens making out with each other while sitting on the backseat of my Camaro.

My body responded on some visceral level. My cock strained hard against the cage of cotton and denim around it. The muscles in the small of my back tightened again. My breaths came quick and hot.

My eyes drank them in. Every detail. Every curve. I noticed how Heather’s breasts defied gravity. How they were perfectly symmetrical. How she groaned a little when Lauren tweaked one of her nipples.

Lauren was a bit smaller in the chest department, but just as perky. Her nipples were darker than Heather’s, but just as sensitive apparently. Because Heather reached up and rolled one of them between her thumb and index finger until Lauren let out a moan that made my balls tingle.

Somewhere, somehow, I marshalled what was likely the last few wisps of willpower. “What are you two doing?”

They stopped kissing and looked at me. That smoky, hooded-eye look that could bring a man to his knees instantly. And it came from both of them!

“Just kissing. Don’t you like it, Mr. Jones?” Lauren asked. She sucked her lower lip in between her teeth and let it slide out slowly while Heather squeezed her plump, pert tits.

“Don’t you want to come over and join us?” Heather said. She put a finger into her mouth and withdrew it all glistening with her saliva. She ran a thin, wet line down between her breasts with that finger.

Down to her navel. Lower. She spread her thighs apart and pushed the tip of that finger against her mound, leaving a little wet spot behind when she withdrew the finger.

God damn, I thought. My cock ached. I wanted nothing more than to free it from the confines of my jeans.

Free it from those and then sink it into the undoubtedly tight, slick pussies of my daughter’s closest friends.

Lauren kept looking me up and down, her eyes fixing on the bulge of my shaft in my jeans. She smiled that seductive smile again.

“Look! He’s even bigger than we thought!” Lauren said, “Come on, Mr. Jones, don’t you want to fuck us?”

“Because we want to fuck you,” Heather said.

I’d had enough of this. A deep, hot feeling started low in my stomach. My balls ached like I was a horny, frustrated teenager again. And Heather couldn’t stop from licking her lips every time she fucked me with her eyes.

These girls didn’t know what they were getting themselves into. What they’d woken up inside of me.

I stood my ground. Actually, I pointed at a spot on the floor just in front of where I stood. “I want you both here, now.”

I grabbed their discarded shirts and spread them on the ground in front of me. Then nodded to the girls.

Heather slipped down off the couch first, followed by Lauren. They came to me on all fours. It was all I could do to keep my cock from exploding right out of my jeans while I watched them.

While I watched those lovely, shapely hips sway so seductively, like they were a pair of cats in heat, while they slunk towards me.

They both took position on the shirts I’d spread over the concrete of the garage to protect their knees.

They both looked up at me. This close, I could smell them. Smell the lightness of their perfume, of their youth and desire. My cock throbbed. My stomach tightened.

Heather’s lips were plump, luscious things that begged to be kissed. Lauren’s breasts seemed to perk up the more I looked at them.

Am I really doing this? Is this really happening? It was, though. My manhood wouldn’t ache so much if this were a dream.

“You, button. You, zipper,” I said, looking first at Lauren and then at Heather.

They obeyed gleefully, Lauren reaching up to pop the button on my jeans while Heather went for the zipper.

Of course, Heather had her eyes on the prize. She squeezed my cock through my jeans and my whole body shuddered. I slapped her hand away.

“Only when I tell you to,” I said.

It didn’t take them long to have my jeans undone. The bulge of my cock kept the pants from sliding down my thighs.

I pushed them down myself. Then I reached into my boxers and grabbed my cock with one hand and shoved the elastic of my waistband down with the other.

My cock sprang free. My balls ached.

Both girls gasped when they saw me. Saw all of me. Every straining inch.

“You’re so big!” Lauren said.

“Too big for you, I think. Maybe I should keep him all for myself?” Heather said with a grin. She eyed my cock and then let her tongue play out over her lips.

“There’s enough for the both of you. One hand each,” I said.

They looked at each other with anticipation. Then reached up. One hand each, just like I told them.

Their small hands couldn’t grip the entirety of my girth. I swallowed hard when I felt the touch of their smooth skin against mine, Heather’s hand near the root and Lauren’s fingers wrapped just below the purple mushroom head of the tip.

“Stroke the shaft,” I said.

They did, joining in a steady rhythm within a few strokes.

It didn’t take them long to milk a glob of sticky, clear precum out of me. Heather, always the eager beaver, leaned in to lick it off.

I grabbed the lovely blond hair at the back of her head to stop her. Then I reached down and grabbed Lauren’s dark, silky locks.

I brought Lauren’s mouth close and I groaned when I felt the heat of her breath on my shaft. The groan turned to a gasp when the rough wetness of her tongue slurped at the tip of my cock, licking the precum off in one swipe.

“Now, kiss,” I told them, bringing their faces close together.

Lauren shared her taste of me with Heather. They locked lips, locked tongues, while my cock trembled close by.

Then I made them slide their lips down the side of my cock, one on each side. I kept Lauren’s mouth close to the root, where she kissed and licked me. I slid Heather’s head back until the waiting warmth of her lips pushed against my tip.

I urged her harder. My own lips parted in a quiet groan when the tip of my cock slipped into the heat of her mouth.

I could barely stand to look down and watch these two beauties work my shaft. My cock tingled from root to tip. My balls ached with the heaviness of the load they longed to release.

I made them switch positions, let Lauren take my cock into her mouth.

They were hungry, starving girls. Their combined spit soon slicked the entirety of my shaft.

I watched the way their bodies moved and shifted while they worked me. I watched the pert sway of their breasts. The way their hips started rolling a little, their youthful desire for my cock overwhelming them.

My own desire for their bodies was about to overwhelm me.

My cock ached. My balls tightened. If I continued, I’d be shooting a hot load down Lauren’s throat shortly.

Something I thought she’d definitely enjoy. But I didn’t want to end this so quickly.

I wanted… no I needed to feel the youthful, silky tightness of their cunts sliding all around my cock. 

Still gripping their hair, I pulled their mouths away from my manhood. A few long, glistening ropes of spit hung between Lauren’s lips and my tip for a few moments before they stretched and broke.

Her lips looked so red. I couldn’t resist leaning down for a moment to kiss her, to feel their slickness and warmth with my mouth.

She kissed me eagerly, and let my tongue poke into her mouth.

I kissed her for a few heartbeats, then kissed Heather the same way. While I kissed her, I slid my hands down their lovely bodies to cup their asses.

I almost came again right then when I felt those firm crescents of flesh, only a thin layer of cotton between my palms and their bare skin.

“Let’s go back over to the seat… Good. Now, get up there on your knees, facing the wall,” I told them.

They did.

I took a moment to admire the lithe beauty of their youth. My cock trembled and pulsed.

“Stick them out for me, girls,” I said.

They smiled at each other, both of them resting their hands on the top of the seat.

They pushed their asses out towards me. I could see the damp spots on their panties where the slickness of their arousal soaked through the thin cotton.

I moved to Lauren first. I grabbed my cock and guided it between her thighs. I rubbed the taut tip of flesh against the thin cotton covering her quivering mound. She groaned and pushed her body back against mine, as though trying to drive the hard spear of my shaft right through her panties and deep into her waiting sex.

While I did that, I ran my other hand down the cleft of Heather’s ass, shafting my fingers down until I felt just how wet she’d gotten her own panties.

I pushed the tip of my thumb against her asshole while I rubbed at her slit with my index and middle fingers.

Heather groaned like the little slut I knew her to be and started rolling her hips, adding some friction of her own to the touch.

“Are you going to fuck me now, Mr. Jones?” Lauren asked, looking back over her shoulder at me. Her pretty little face kept twisting up every time I increased the pressure of my cock against the lips of her pussy.

“Call me Daddy,” I told her, “And soon. When I decide to.”

“And what about me, Daddy? Are you going to fuck me, too?” Heather said. She’d almost completely soaked the crotch of her panties. Every patch of flesh on her looked flushed with heat and desire.

The ache in my balls intensified.

“You’ll both get your turns,” I said.

Then I went down onto my knees behind Lauren’s perfect, pert behind. I reached up and grabbed the elastic of her panties with both hands. When I started drawing her panties down she whimpered a little, the sensitive skin on the back of her thighs pebbling with goosebumps.

I had to peel the sopping cotton off the swollen lips of her pussy. Her mound was bare. Her lips quivered. Wetness glistened between them.

“Kiss her while I kiss you,” I told her.

I watched until they kissed each other.

Then I reached back up and put my hands on Lauren’s ass. I pulled her cheeks apart. Made the lips of her pussy part so I could see the pink slickness of her opening.

I leaned in and tasted her. Slow at first. But I was thirsty. My tongue lapped out, found the stiff little nubbin of her clit.

She started moaning like a whore right away. Pushing her ass back against me. Grinding her pussy against my mouth.

It wasn’t long until I had her whole body trembling and flexing in her first climax. The juices came gushing out of her, soaking my cheeks and chin.

While this was happening, I reached over to Heather. I hooked a finger through the crotch of her panties and pulled them to the side.

I sank first one finger, then two into the welcoming, slick tightness of her cunt. I knew just how to touch a woman by my age. Knew just how to curl my fingers, how to rub against the sensitive places inside of her.

Soon I had them both cumming for me. Had them making out with each other viciously, like a pair of bitches in heat, while I tortured their little pussies with my mouth and fingers.

I pulled my fingers out of Heather’s snatch and used her slit as a guide to find her clit. I pinched and rolled it between my fingers while she groaned and shuddered in another orgasm.

My cock ached and trembled, begging for me to touch it. Begging for me to slide it first into one girl and then the other.

And I didn’t want to wait any longer. It was my turn for some fun.

I stood up. My knees hurt from the concrete floor but I ignored the pain.

“Me first!” Heather begged.

“No, me!” Lauren said.

I clapped a hand down on each of them, my bare palms smacking against their skin so that they both shared a grimace and a sharp intake of breath. When I pulled my hands away, I watched the prints rise in red welts on those perfect cheeks.

Every time I breathed I could smell the scent of their desire. My lips were almost numb from licking Lauren’s delicious cunt. The flavor of her need coated my tongue.

Lauren got the tongue first. Only fair for Heather to get the shaft next.

So I pulled Lauren down onto her knees beside me, onto the floor.

“Spit,” I told her, turning to flop my cock near her face.

She did.

“Again,” I said. She did as she was told, her eyes wide with the heat of her desire.

Then I put a hand on Heather’s lovely hip. I pushed a little, making her angle her ass a little bit higher up. 

The lips of her pussy parted so I could see her pink hole more easily. I watched all the youthful muscles in her butt and the back of her thighs tremble with anticipation.

“Fuck me, Daddy. Fuck me hard,” Heather begged, “I want your cock so bad. I need it in me. You got me so fucking wet…”

“Shut the fuck up,” I said. I didn’t want any of this to wake Erin up.

I grabbed my cock and shoved it against her waiting mound. Her lips peeled back from her teeth even while the lips of her cunt spread out around the thickness of my cock.

She was so warm on the inside. So hot. So tight. The slick walls of her pussy felt silky as they wrapped around me, as I sank deep into her folds.

I sheathed myself slowly at first, letting her youthful tightness stretch around my girth.

“Holy shit,” Lauren said, “He got it all in! You’re such a little slut, Heather.”

I reached out and put my fingers beneath Lauren’s chin, turning her head to face me. I cuffed her. Lightly. But hard enough for her to get the point.

“Shut up,” I told her, “Do something useful with that dirty little mouth.”

I pushed my thumb against her lips and she swallowed it up and started sucking. It was a heavenly feeling.

Which made the feeling of Heather’s tight cunt a devilish delight, I suppose. But it was worth going to hell for, I figured.

The muscles of her pussy kept quivering around me. Rippling like waves that ran down my shaft.

It was the wettest pussy I’d ever been balls-deep inside.

Her juices dripped off me as I pulled out. I pulled out slowly, to watch the way her tightness gripped me.

Lauren watched as well. Watched and sucked my thumb, trying to swallow it practically.

I rammed myself back into Heather. Shoved every inch into her again. She arched her neck. Her mouth opened in a thankfully silent scream. Our bodies slapped together.

On the next thrust, she picked up the rhythm, driving her pussy down my cock even as I shoved it up into her.

It was the most delicious tightness I’d ever experienced.

And each thrust seemed to make her tighter.

It took only a few strokes until…

“Oh, Daddy! Daddy! I’m cumming. God, I’m cumming all over your dick!” she said, her eyes squeezing shut and her lips pooching out almost as in a sob.

I sheathed myself in her again, eager to feel those massaging squeezes of her youthful pussy.

I wasn’t disappointed. Her orgasm was deep and strong and I almost blew my load then and there at the noises she made.

I didn’t pull out because I couldn’t, she held me so tautly.

I held on for dear life, gritting my teeth in the effort not to splatter her guts with all the batter in my balls.

Then I felt her silky walls relax around me. She collapsed forward against the back of the bench seat, her body a quivering, languid mess. Her lovely back glistened with the dew of her sweet sweat.

And Lauren kept looked at me longingly. During the whole escapade, she’d snuck a hand between her smoking thighs and was currently teasing and torturing her pussy with her inexperienced fingers.

“Your turn, sweetie,” I told her.

I helped her to her feet even as I pulled out of Heather. Her orgasm had turned her juices milky and thick and gobs of it coated my cock like spittle.

Lauren sat back against the seat. I grabbed her knees and spread her legs apart, then pushed them back, angling her cute little sopping cunt up towards me.

“Fuck me, Daddy. I want to slide down your cock so bad…” Lauren whispered. She bit down on her bottom lip in the cutest way.

I wasn’t in the mood to argue.

I hunkered lower. I couldn’t grab my cock without releasing one of her legs and I didn’t want to do that. So I bounced the head of my shaft against her wet gash. Then I slid down until I found the sopping pink opening of her sex.

I pushed.

“You’re so big!” she said, pushing her head back against the seat.

I did the same thing as with Heather, sliding in slow at first to loosen her up. Then I picked up a rhythm

Except I held Lauren pinned against the seat so she couldn’t add her own momentum to the rhythm.

All she could do was watch wide-eyed as I sank every inch of my cock into her little stretched pussy over and over.

She came even faster than Heather.

“I’m cumming! God, Daddy, I’m cumming for you!” she said.

Her body shook and bucked against the seat.

I couldn’t hold on any longer.

I buried myself in her. Sheathed myself in the silky tight folds of her youthful body. Then I relaxed the hold of willpower I kept on my tightening balls.

They squeezed.

My lips peeled back from my teeth.

It was my most forceful orgasm in years. I spurted into her. Hard. Over and over. It felt like I’d completely empty myself inside of her.

“He’s cumming in you! Oh, fuck, he’s nutting in you!” Heather said, watching wide-eyed as well.

Lauren’s trembling intensified. I could feel the walls of her cunt squeezing and milking me, trying to pull all of my seed up into her youthful, fertile womb.

It felt so fucking good I didn’t even worry about knocking her up. If anything, that felt like the hottest outcome of this.

My balls ached and pulsed and finally emptied. Lauren kept thrashing a few moments longer, her whole body shaking.

When I realized what I’d done I withdrew. A white flow of my cum sprung out of her and threatened my fresh new upholstery.

“Lick that up,” I told Heather, hauling her down onto her knees. I watched her lick the cum from between the lips of Lauren’s pussy while my cock slowly softened.

“Are you guys on birth control?” I said when she finished.

The shaft of my cock ached hard. I couldn’t remember the last time sex felt so good.

“No,” Heather said, turning and smiling at me. She reached up to her mouth and I saw her wipe some of my cum from her tongue onto her fingers.

She snuck those fingers between her thighs and pushed them deep into her waiting snatch.

I felt my cock start hardening again. Fuck, when did these girls turn into such little sluts? I didn’t care. 

“Good,” I said.

Then I went over and grabbed their shirts from the garage floor. I threw them at the girls. “Clean yourselves up and then get your asses to bed. And don’t bother me again tonight.”

“Don’t worry, Daddy, we won’t,” Lauren said with a teasing smile.

I washed some of the sweat from myself in the sink and then went upstairs to bed, wondering just how deeply I’d just buried myself in shit.

I grinned into the darkness that shadowed my ceiling. I wondered if I could convince Erin to have them over again sometime soon.




Shared by the Daddy Next Door 

 

Vanessa

 

“Your dad is so hot, Laura!” I said.

He just walked by the gap left in the door to Laura’s bedroom, and I caught a glimpse of him that turned into a full-on stare.

“Shut up! What if he heard you?” Laura said, blushing. She said it in one of those stage-whispers.

“Maybe I wanted him to,” I said with a grin.

We all sat on Laura’s bed, which was a double that featured a white duvet with frilly pink accents and pillows with cases to match.

I shared a smile with Candace, who was in on the joke. We always liked to rib Laura about her dad because we knew how much it bugged her.

“You better watch out,” I continued, “Or you’ll be calling Candace or me mom soon. I think either of us would make a pretty good stepmother, wouldn’t you agree?”

“I think I could get used to you calling me mom,” Candace said to Laura.

“Oh my God, you guys, won’t you just shut up about it?” Laura said. She tried to be serious, but she also couldn’t help smiling.

She grabbed one of the pillows from the bed and gave Candace a whack with it, then me.

“Hey!” I squawked, grabbing a pillow myself to join in on the fight.

It took us about 30 seconds to go from there to a full-on pillow fight brawl, the three of us hopping on and off Laura’s bed, shrieking laughter and flinching when we saw a goose-down pillow sailing our way.

Then her dad cleared his throat from where he leaned against the doorframe.

We all stopped pretty much right away. That was the thing with Mr. Philips, Laura’s dad, when he wanted something to happen, it happened. You got used to doing what he told you to. He was just that sort of guy.

“Hey, dad,” Laura said. She sat down on the foot of the bed while she tried catching her breath.

“Playing is fine,” he said, “But you guys aren’t little girls anymore. You’re going to break the bed if you keep that up. Save the pillow fights for when you get back to your dorm rooms.”

It was summer break between our freshman and sophomore years at college. We all went to different schools, but by luck we all happened to be home at least for a bit this summer.

We were all also 18 going on 19, but being back here made me at least feel like we were still in high school.

“Don’t worry, Mr. Philips,” Candace said, “We’ll just sit here and talk about boys instead.”

Eric crossed his arms over his chest. It was a well-muscled chest and the forearms shapely. He was in really good shape for his age. Or any age, for that matter.

He gave Candace an exaggerated looking-over. Candace was pretty hot, even I had to admit that (with some jealousy). Perky tits that seemed to hold themselves up. Tight shorts that showed off her thighs and legs. Long blonde hair that she liked to keep in a couple of pigtails. Full and luscious kiss-me lips.

“Not too many guys to talk about yet, I hope,” Eric said.

That caused both Laura and me to laugh at Candace while she went red in her perfectly-pretty face.

Then he glanced at me. Gave me that same look. “And that goes double for you, Vanessa.”

It was my turn to get laughed at while I went red in the face.

I’d been avoiding talking about guys because I knew that both Laura and Candace had been with guys in high school and college and I hadn’t been with anyone yet. I didn’t want to get teased for still being a virgin.

I knew how it would go. They’d both tell me how pretty I was. That I could pick up a guy to screw any time or any place I wanted.

I knew that. I just hadn’t found the right guy yet.

I liked to keep myself in shape. Weightlifting in the campus gym. Volleyball and tennis for school sports. I thought that while Candace might have been overall prettier, I had the nicer ass.

“Sure…” I stammered, feeling the heat in my cheeks.

I felt it elsewhere, too. Because, and I’d never admitted this to Candace and definitely never to Laura, I’d pretty much always had a crush on Eric.

I thought it was a schoolgirl thing that would go away when I left for college. But here I sat, on Laura’s bed, with her dad leaning against the doorframe, and I found that I still had the hots for him.

“I’ve got to finish putting that fence in, then I’ll get the barbecue going when I’m done. Stay out of trouble, girls,” he said.

“No problem, dad,” Laura said. She turned immediately to Candace and started talking, but I didn’t notice.

No, I noticed the way that Eric lingered for a moment and watched us. Watched me. Our eyes met. He held the gaze.

A ball of tight heat started low in my stomach.

Then he winked at me and left.

Later that night, Candace grabbed her backpack and pulled out a bunch of vodka coolers that she’d snuck in.

“You’re so bad!” Laura said.

Laura had already changed into her PJs, but Candace and I hadn’t. I wasn’t sure why. It just didn’t feel right, yet.

As we both remembered, Laura was a lightweight. Barely one bottle in she got super sleepy and curled in under the covers, muttering at us to make sure we hid the bottles so her dad wouldn’t see them.

Candace and I sat on our sleeping bags beside the bed, our conversation changing to more of a whisper so we wouldn’t wake Laura.

“He’s actually kind of hot though, isn’t he?” Candace said.

“What?” I said.

I noticed the way Candace held her cooler. Thumb and forefinger slipped around the neck, gently stroking it. Being a little buzzed, I found that super hot. I swallowed when I felt a flush of heat deep inside of me.

“Eric,” she said, “Mr. Philips. I think he’s pretty hot. For someone old enough to be our dad.”

I could feel that heat traveling up my stomach. Up my chest. My nipples puckered when that heat passed over them. It started crawling up my throat.

I took a sip of the too-sweet cooler, “I guess.”

“Shut up!” Candace said, “I know you’ve liked him for years now. I bet you imagine it’s him every time you fuck a guy at school. Tell me I’m wrong.”

“You’re wrong,” I said, feeling a bit smug. She was wrong by default: I never fucked anyone at school so there was no way I could imagine it was Eric Philips while being fucked.

Now while masturbating was a different story. But I didn’t feel the need to bring that up.

Something shone in Candace’s eyes I didn’t like the look of. “He’s still single, isn’t he?” she asked.

“…Yes,” I said.

Eric had never bothered to remarry after his wife, Laura’s mom, passed away 10 years ago or so. I guess he liked being his own man too much, or had simply never found the right person.

I think that was part of what attracted me to him. He had standards. And I guess also that girlish fantasy that I could step in and make all the hurt go away.

“You ever wonder what it would be like to fuck him?” Candace said, leaning in.

Behind her, Laura shifted on the bed and we both froze up for a second while we waited to see if she was awake and had heard that.

“No,” I lied. I could feel the heat in my cheeks now.

“Liar. Hey, come with me,” she said. She drained the rest of her cooler and set it down beside the bed.

She stood up and held out her hand for me.

“What? Where are you going?” I hissed at her.

“Come with me and find out!” she said, “Or stay here. But I promise my thing is way cooler than changing into your pyjamas and trying to go to sleep.”

Part of me knew that I shouldn’t. Knew that Candace was up to no good. But the alcohol in that cooler had me buzzing. Had me pleasantly tingly with heat all over.

So I took her hand and she helped me to my feet. We both looked at Laura to see if she was awake.

“Should we wake her up? She might want to come along, too,” I said.

“Definitely not for this. Trust me,” Candace said.

Something about the way she said it got my heart revving in my chest. I could taste copper at the back of my mouth. Hear the blood rush past my ears.

Candace still held my hand. She gave my fingers a squeeze. “Come on, let’s go.”

We stepped out into the hallway. Candace closed the bedroom door behind us. Being in bare feet, we were pretty quiet.

Downstairs, we could hear the sounds of the TV coming up from the den. Some sports thing, it sounded like.

We crept down the stairs. Each riser we went down, my heartbeat raced even faster. That tingly warmth from the alcohol gave way to true heat.

Maybe it was the excitement of it. Maybe it was all the talk of fucking back in the bedroom. Whatever it was, all that heat concentrated in one place in my body.

“What are you planning?” I whispered to Candace as we got to the bottom of the stairs. The downstairs floor was carpeted, and I liked the warm softness of it against the soles of my feet.

“Shh!” Candace said, glancing back up the stairs as though to tell me, We can’t wake Laura up! 

We crept down the hall. The kitchen was dark as we passed it. So was Eric’s study. The only light spilled in through the doorway to the den.

That light splashed against the floor and walls in various colors and patterns as the image on the TV changed.

We stopped short at the doorway and peered around it. Eric sat on the couch watching the TV. I admired the slope of muscles that made up his shoulders.

He was shirtless. I swallowed hard when I saw that.

“What now?” I whispered to Candace.

She looked back at me and winked.

Then she went into the den.

“Hey, Mr. Philips,” she said.

I paused for a second, unable to decide what to do.

“Hey, Candace. Didn’t know you were still awake,” he said, sparing a glance at her.

I decided to go in. I did. He looked at me again and I hoped that the low light in the room didn’t show my blush too badly.

“Hey!” I said.

“Hey yourself,” he replied, “What do you guys want?”

Candace went over and sat beside him on the couch. Almost on top of him actually. Their thighs touched.

I was simultaneously mortified and jealous.

Eric didn’t move, just frowned at her a little.

“Actually,” Candace said, “There was a question I wanted to ask you.”

“And what’s that?” Eric said. He looked amused. And maybe a little aroused. These just stoked my jealousy all the more. Why does Candace get all the fun? 

She put her hand on his knee, and then slid it partway up his thigh. He was shirtless, but he wore a loose-fitting pair of plaid PJ bottoms that were tied at the waist.

From the angle where I stood, I got a better look at him. From the front, this time. In good shape, like a said. And he had what I could only describe as the perfect amount of chest hair.

There was something sexy about that. Guys my age always seemed to shave it all off, or even wax. It made them look like little boys.

This is what a real man looks like, I thought.

My eyes followed that hair down his stomach. It got my thinking about what I couldn’t see beneath his PJ bottoms.

That heady tingling sensation returned. I wished then that Candace and I were both snuggled up in our separate sleeping bags. Because if we were, I could sneak a stealthy finger down between my thighs.

I thought I could keep quiet enough to tease some sort of orgasm out of my aching little clit. At least one strong enough to relieve some of this tension and frustration.

“I always thought you were pretty hot. For a dad,” Candace said.

I shot her a look that said, What the fuck are you doing!? 

She ignored it.

“I didn’t hear a question in there,” Eric said. He made no move to remove Candace’s hand from his thigh, I noticed. And he didn’t seem nervous at all.

She smiled at him, “I guess my question is, what would you do if I told you I’ve always wanted to suck your cock?”

Her hand slid higher up his thigh.

“Candace!” I hissed. My heart tried to slam its way out of my ribcage.

And when had my pussy gotten so wet? God, I really just wanted to go and get some relief. I wondered if I could beg off and go to the bathroom for a few minutes.

Eric glanced at Candace, then at me, then back at her. “I’d ask you if Laura is still awake.”

“She isn’t!” I blurted out. They both looked at me. I couldn’t say why I said that. Maybe it was shock. I could hardly believe what was happening.

I could also hardly believe how jealous I was that Candace could just come out and say something like that to him.

“If that’s the case,” Eric said, “I’d tell you to get down on your knees.”

Candace smiled. She slid down off the couch and went down onto her knees, her hands pressed against her thighs and her chest thrust out towards the man. I thought I could see her nipples perked up against her shirt.

“Then what?” she said.

“Then I’d tell you that I’ve wanted to do things to you that a man should never think about doing to his daughter’s friend,” Eric said. He looked pointedly at me, “Friends.” 

My throat tightened up. My knees went wobbly.

Eric stood up. His man-thing bulged against the front of his PJ bottoms, tenting them out.

“Things like what?” Candace said.

“How about I show you rather than tell?” he said.

He pushed his bottoms down. I sucked in a breath when I saw his big cock spring out of them. And he was big. Like the guys in porn that I watched sometimes big.

And he was so hard that he trembled. That I could see the little jerk of each beat of his heart in his cock.

He grabbed his shaft with one hand and the back of Candace’s head with the other. He shoved the head of his cock against her mouth and she opened up for him.

I watched, saliva squirting into my own mouth, as he slid inch after inch of his shaft in between her lips.

“It’s so warm…” he said.

Candace groaned. Then she started sucking. She looked up into his face while she sucked on his big, meaty shaft.

He let go and just watched her work him. Watched the way her spit built up along his length, left him shiny and soaked.

Then he looked at me. I jerked. I thought they’d both forgotten I was there.

“Come here, Vanessa,” he said, holding out a hand.

In the meantime, Candace reached up and wrapped both her hands around his cock. She started stroking him with every slurp.

“I… I don’t know if I should…” I said. I tried looking away, but I couldn’t.

“I see the way you look at me,” he said, “I know about your little crush. Get on over here.”

Slowly, I started towards him. My heart beat so fast I thought I might pass out. And I couldn’t believe the way Candace went at his cock. Like she was starving and he was a feast.

I couldn’t believe the way it turned me on. My panties were soaked. Saliva kept squirting into my mouth so fast I almost couldn’t swallow it all quickly enough.

Because I couldn’t stop thinking about what it might feel like to suck on that cock. What sounds he might make if I ran the tip of my tongue all over him. What he might taste like.

I reached out and took his hand. He quickly pulled me towards him, wrapped his arm around my narrow waist.

Now I stood just inches from where Candace slurped and sucked and stroked his thick shaft.

His hand slid down my waist, cupped my ass. My breath caught in my throat. My mouth dropped open.

“Why don’t you go ahead and join in?” he said.

I went down on my knees beside Candace. She saw me. Stopped sucking. She drew he head back, letting her lips trail along Eric’s cock. Soon the head popped out, the flesh all taut and purple.

She held his cock with one hand and pointed it at me.

“Go on, do it. We all know you want to,” Candace said.

You can go back up to Laura’s room. Just go up there and go to sleep, I thought. Pretend all this never happened. Let Candace and Eric do whatever they were doing and just forget about it.

But I didn’t.

No. Instead, I leaned forward and opened my mouth. Eric sucked in a breath when my lips touched the tip of his cock. I was shocked at how hot and tight the flesh felt against my lips. And how wet.

He tasted a little salty.

I let my tongue flick out against the little vertical slit on the tip of his dick. He sucked in another breath.

My pussy pulsed at that sound. The sound of his pleasure. The pleasure I gave him.

I kept licking him like that. Probably would have went all all night.

But then Candace put her hand against the back of my head and pushed. His cock rushed into my mouth. My jaw strained.

I nearly gag when he entered my throat, but he pulled back just a little.

He was so big. So hard. I was so wet. So fucking wet. My pussy tingled and throbbed and begged to be touched. Even the pressure of my panties against it drove me nearly crazy.

“Watch those fucking teeth,” Eric said, “And hold her head there.”

“Yes, daddy,” Candace said.

“Good girl,” Eric said, “Vanessa, use your hands.”

I did, reaching up. He was long enough for me to put both hands on. So slick I could slid my fingers along him easily. I copied what Candace did, sucking and stroking.

He started groaning. He squeezed his eyes shut, thrust his hips forward so that more of him went in my mouth.

My pussy ached and throbbed. I still couldn’t believe this was happening.

“That’s it, just like that,” Eric said, “Candace, how wet is her pussy?”

Candace snuck her other hand between my thighs. I nearly came when she ran her fingers along my mound through my shorts.

“Soaking,” she said.

“And how are you doing?” Eric asked her.

She stood up, grabbed his hand, put it against her stomach, “Why don’t you find out?”

My jaw started aching, but I didn’t want to stop. I liked making him feel good. Wanted to make him feel good.

His cock hardened against my tongue even more when he undid the button and zipper of Candace’s shorts one-handed, exposing the white panties she wore underneath.

I watched while he shoved that hand down into the elastic of her panties. Watched the way the fabric bulged around her knuckles. The way she thrust her butt back and opened her thighs for him.

I heard the way she gasped when he tested how wet she was with his fingers. Those knuckles started shifting and rubbing beneath her panties. Her hips started rolling and bucking.

She grabbed his arm and squeezed, started whimpering.

“Good and wet,” he said.

He pulled his hand out and his first three fingers were dripping and glistening with Candace’s pussy juices.

“Taste her,” he said to me.

He pulled his cock out of my mouth. My lips ached. My jaw burned.

He replaced his cock with his fingers. I grabbed his wrist and sucked and licked those fingers clean.

“Does she taste good?” he said to me.

I nodded.

“Get up off the floor and take each other’s clothes off,” he said.

I did. We did. We stripped each other, pulling off shirts, shorts, bras, panties. We did it until we both stood completely naked in front of him.

I admired Candace’s great, perky tits. Her nipples were puckered up, hard little nubs. Her pussy was bare and I could see her juices glistening on her flushed lips.

Eric laid down on the couch and then motioned to us, “Come over here.”

I realized what he wanted: one of us to mount his face. The other one his cock.

I had a moment of panic when I thought he might want my to sit on that big, hard shaft. Part of me wanted to, so badly. Wanted to feel my tight little pussy get spread apart and stretched as I sank down his length.

But then another part said I was still a virgin. That I shouldn’t throw that away so easily.

It didn’t matter, not right away at least.

He grabbed my wrist and pulled me up onto the couch. Then he grabbed my roughly by the hips and sat my pussy down onto his face I barely had time to think about it before I felt the rough, wet texture of his tongue push between my lips and start savaging my clit.

“Oh!” was all I could manage before I went completely non-verbal: whimpers, groans.

I didn’t realize anything could feel this good. Every inch of bare flesh broke out in goosebumps. Little, shocking tingles of pleasure gave way to waves of heat and electricity so good they hurt. And I wanted more. I wanted all of it.

I started grinding my pussy against his face, wanting more pressure, more heat.

I hardly even noticed Candace mount his cock and slide down it. Hardly noticed the way she started rolling her hips to fuck him.

I only noticed when she leaned forward and kissed my arched neck. When she cupped my breasts. When she ran her mouth up to kiss mine.

Eric squeezed my ass. Pulled my cheeks apart. Made pleased noises. I was glad. I loved that he liked my ass. Loved that he ate my little pussy like a starving man.

Part of me was embarrassed at how quickly he made me cum. How I was the first and not Candace.

I didn’t have long to feel that way. My climax hit me like a lightning bolt. Every muscle in my young body went so tight they hurt. My pussy got so wet I could feel the way I drenched his face.

All the muscles in my pussy, my lower back, my stomach, all started clenching up and relaxing.

If anything, it made him lick me harder and faster.

I tried to scream, but nothing came out. Candace kissed my stretched lips, nibbled at my neck, pinched my nipples.

My body trembled. I would’ve fallen over if Eric didn’t hold me so hard.

It got so intense that I hardly even noticed that Candace came, too. That she shuddered and trembled and slammed her pussy down onto Eric’s cock as hard and fast as she could.

“Oh God, daddy! Your cock is so hard!” Candace groaned.

Part of me was relieved. I guess I thought that Eric must have came, too. That it would be over. That I would remain intact.

But then he lifted me off his face. I could feel his hot breaths rushing against my sopping mound, against the slickness of my inner thighs.

“Time to switch places, girls.”

I dismounted and nearly fell over, my knees felt like water and my legs like two overcooked strands of spaghetti.

Candace looked the same. We both sucked in air like we couldn’t get enough of it. Sweat dewed Candace and when I looked I was the same.

She went over to the top immediately. I looked at Eric’s trembling shaft and hesitated. My pussy flushed again with heat and desire. But panic gripped cold fingers around my stomach.

I wanted it. Wanted him. Wanted to know what it felt like. But I was also scared. Also hesitant.

“Come on up,” Eric said.

“I… I don’t know… if I should. I’m a… virgin,” I said.

“Knew it!” Candace said, smiling.

“Even better,” Eric said, “Do it. You’ll like it. Trust me. Help her up, sweet cheeks.”

He gave Candace a little spank on the ass and she giggled. “I want to see this!”

I wanted to resist. Tried to resist. But I didn’t. Candace pushed me up onto the couch. Eric steadied me.

“Just sit down on him,” Candace said, “Nice and slow.”

I shook so much I almost passed out. Candace pushed down on my hips. I sank slowly. Then jerked when I felt the head of his cock bump against my slick mound.

She didn’t let me move. Instead I sank, as though my muscles had given up.

It hurt at first. Hurt when his hardness started stretching me out around him. It hurt even more when I sank lower. Hurt and also felt good.

Even the sharp tear of my virginity was delicious.

Then before I knew it I sat on his hips. I’d never felt so full before. So stretched to the limit.

But my body knew what to do.

I starred rolling my hips, relishing the feeling of his hardness sliding and dragging against the silky, sensitive walls inside of me.

I closed my eyes. Put my hands on his chest. My hips rolled faster when the pain went away, leaving only that delicious friction.

I squeezed my eyes shut and fucked him harder. Slid my slid pussy up along every delicious inch of him until only the very tip remained pressing against me. Then I pushed down, filling my tight little cunt back up again.

Candace's pussy juices helped a lot. Then mine.

I didn't know what to do, but my body certainly did. It felt so fucking good. I couldn't believe I'd waited so long to do this.

His big, strong hands started cupping my ass. His fingers dug into my firm cheeks. Urged me up his cock and then let me down back down onto it.

We picked up our rhythm.

This time when Candace leaned in and kissed me, I kissed her back. Her lips were wet and warm.

Then Eric started slamming himself up into me. Our bodies slapped together. I groaned and leaned back. Arched my body, put my hands on his thighs.

But I kept the rhythm. I kept my pussy sliding up and down his big cock.

Except I could feel myself getting tighter around him. Feel my grip on him strengthening.

"Oh God, I'm gonna cum again!" I said through clenched teeth.

I wanted it. I wanted to cum all over his big, hard cock. Wanted to prove to him I knew what I was doing.

I rode him harder. Fucked him faster.

Then I felt something different. I felt him go rigid beneath me.

"He's cumming!" Candace said, "You're making him cum! Oh, fuck!"

She pushed her pussy harder against his face while I rode him as fast as I could. I wanted him to cum. I wanted him to nut inside of me and not in Candace. I wasn't going to let her have that.

"Fuck!" I said when I came.

I buried him inside of me. Dropped down hard on him. My pussy squeezed his cock. Squeezed it hard, then released.

He started jerking inside of me. It was warm. So hot.

The thought of him spending himself inside of me made me cum even harder. I liked the thought of making him feel so good that he literally lost control. 

His hands held me down hard. His fingers dug into my ass. I grimaced. It hurt. But I liked the pain.

It lasted forever. It was over in a moments. I couldn't tell which was true.

Only that I could feel the pulse of his heart through his cock. Then felt the warmth of his cum slowly leaking down. The bit of cum that my own climax hadn't pulled hungrily up into my guts.

He made us both get up off of him.

"Now you guys get dressed and get your asses back up to bed before Laura notices."

We did.

My pussy ached the whole neck, and for days after that.

I wanted it to happen again, and soon.

So did Candace.




Winning Her Boyfriend’s Daddy 

 

Charlize

 

Things had started out well, but they didn’t keep going that way.

I met my boyfriend, Jake, in our shared lecture on intro to economics in college. We hit it off pretty well. Fun times, all that.

So when our fall reading week rolled around and he suggested that I go home with him, I agreed that it sounded like a good idea.

Jake had explained to me that his dad was a hard ass but also fair. That he really wanted to introduce me to him.

It didn’t take me long to figure out that his father’s approval was one of the things that Jake cared about more than anything else. More than he cared about me, I thought sometimes.

I thought that more and more often during the time we spent with his dad.

Jake and I sat on his bed in his childhood room. I found his Star Wars posters, his model cars and jet planes, his old fish tank (now empty) endearing and indicative of Jake as a person. 

Soft spoken, thoughtful, nice. Not really into sports. Maybe a touch effeminate. Small stature. All pretty much the exact opposite of his father, Frank.

This was the fourth day at Jake’s house. His dad had gone out hunting, leaving the place to ourselves for once.

“You’re having a good time, right?” Jake said, reaching over and putting his hand over mine. His palms were soft and smooth and petite. Unlike the big, calloused bear paws Frank had.

I shrugged. I didn’t want to hurt Jake’s feelings. “So far, so good.”

He gave my hand a squeeze, “Come on, you can tell me what’s wrong.”

I think that Jake already knew. He just didn’t quite want to believe.

I slipped my hand out from under his. He made no move to grab it again. Usually I loved how sensitive he was, how caring. But right then I wished he’d show more backbone.

I sighed. “Your dad doesn’t like me very much.”

“No! He loves you. Trust me, I can tell,” Jake said. He shifted closer to me and his old double mattress squealed and rocked beneath us.

“He definitely doesn’t,” I said, “I think that he thinks that I’m not right for you or something.”

“Why would you think that?” Jake asked. He looked genuinely concerned and interested.

“He looks at me funny. He says things. He does his best to ignore me when we’re around.”

“He can be a bit distant sometimes is all. It takes him time to get used to someone,” Jake said.

I gave Jake a weak, closed-lip smile. Before we came here, Jake said that his dad would probably be away hunting at least half the time.

I thought that was great. I’d had fantasies of fucking my boyfriend in his childhood bed. Maybe even in his dad’s bed. There was something kinky about that.

But I’d remained pretty closed for business down there ever since we arrived. Because he and his dad were so different. Because we both knew that Frank didn’t like me and if Jake couldn’t find a stiff bone in his body to stand up for me then I wasn’t going to pay one particular stiff bone any attention.

And he didn’t do anything about that, either!

More than once this week I’d seriously reconsidered our relationship.

Jake sighed. Part of me wished he’d tell me I was being crazy. Wished that he would end this argument like a real man. Tell me he’d stand up to his dad.

And then tear off my clothes and give me the good fucking that we both so desperately needed to get all this behind us.

I even felt a little shivering tingle of desire run down the front of my stomach.

“I’ll talk to him when he gets back tonight,” Jake said, finally meeting my eyes with his.

“Really?” I said. This time my smile was genuine.

Now if we could get to the fucking part.

“Yeah. Anything for you, Charlize,” he said.

I leaned in and kissed him while butterflies beat their wings against my stomach. Maybe this can all be salvaged after all! 

He kissed back, at first. I tried to kiss him longer. Tried opening my lips so that maybe we could get some tongue action going.

I was actually wet and tingling for the first time in days. I slid my hand up his thighs. Up into the leg of his khaki shorts, searching, questing.

I needed a fuck so bad.

I planned on letting him tear my clothes off, getting him good and riled up. Maybe tease him a bit with my mouth.

Then tell him to take me into his father’s room and give me a good fucking on the king-sized bed in there.

He could stick it to me while I stuck it to Frank. It sounded perfect. It sounded like heaven.

His thigh felt warm and smooth against my fingers. His thigh wasn’t what I wanted to touch, though.

My pussy tingled. I wished he’d shove his hand between my legs and rub me through my shorts. I needed that sensation of pressure. I ached for it.

Then Jake jerked back. Jerked my hand out of his shorts, pulled my mouth away from his. My lips buzzed.

I opened my eyes.

“What’s wrong…?” I started.

Then I saw the sullen look on his face. My heart dropped into my stomach. All those pleasant, warm tingles stopped.

“You tell me all that and then you expect to get laid?” Jake said.

“What’s wrong? Don’t you want me?” I said.

He frowned. “Not right now. Not after that. I have to think about this. I have to talk to my dad.”

“I can’t fucking believe this!” I said.

I got up and stormed out of his bedroom, slamming his door behind me hard enough to rattle a set of family photos mounted on the wall.

I was hot and angry all over. Frustrated in more ways than one.

 

***

 

Frank came back later that night. I stayed in the guest bedroom the whole time, fucking around on my phone, wishing that I’d never come here. Wishing that I could just leave right then.

I couldn’t, though. Because Jake had driven us here. And the next bus out wasn’t for a couple of days.

I heard them talking downstairs. I expected yelling. I expected Jake to go to bat for me. But the conversation never really went higher than a murmur to me.

At one point, I heard Jake’s light footsteps up the stairs and then down the hall. I heard him pause in front of the door to the guest room.

I looked at the door. My heart started racing. Suddenly I wanted him to come in. Wanted us to make up. Because I really did like him. A lot.

I could see the twin shadows his feet made on the floor from the light coming in under the door.

Then I watched and heard him walk away. Heard him go into his room and close the door behind him.

It’s all Frank’s fault, I kept thinking. Then, I’m going to solve this. Here and now. 

I checked myself in the mirror first. Made sure that I hadn’t wrinkled my tee or my shorts lying on the bed. Made sure that my wavy blonde hair hadn’t done anything crazy. Check and check.

I went downstairs. The hardwood floor was cold and smooth against the bare soles of my feet.

I heard something. A sharp crack. I realized that Frank must be playing pool in the rec room. 

I got closer. That same sharp crack sounded again. The noise of two pool balls clacking together. 

I didn’t know, just went right on in. Frank glanced over at me while leaning over the table, lining up another shot.

He didn’t address me until he missed a shot, which he didn’t for six balls. Then he leaned against the table, grabbed the chalk block, and chalked the tip of his pool cue while looking at me.

He was dark-haired and tall. Pretty built. Stubble on his cheeks and chin peppered with gray. His face all sharp angles. His eyes suspicious and sharp. All opposite of Jake.

I’d intended on standing up to him. Telling him off to his face. But he cut an imposing figure.

And he just kept watching me with those suspicious eyes, like a detective during questioning, making the perp speak first. Some sort of bullshit power play, I knew.

But it was working. For him.

I cleared my throat. “Frank… Mr. Taylor, I mean… I… I need to talk to you.”

Shit, I thought, I can’t even call him by his first name! 

“So talk,” he said. He finished chalking his pool cue and he set the little chalk cube down.

I swallowed again. I wondered if I could just run back up to the guest room. Except I knew if I did that I’d lose Jake.

“I want to know what your problem is with me,” I said. I crossed my arms under my breasts, hoping that I looked serious. While also aware that Frank had to be a good half foot taller than I was.

The corners of his mouth twitched in something like a smile. “That all? Fine then. My problem is I don’t think you’re right for my boy. Right for him or good for him.”

That got my back up. For a second I forgot how intimidating he was. I marched right up to him, ignored the way I had to crane my neck to see his face. “Fuck you for thinking that. Jake idolizes you. You don’t like me, and now you’re making him not like me. And that’s not something I’m okay with.”

His eyes flashed. Not with anger, I realized, but with amusement.

I hated that. Hated him. He didn’t even respect me enough to get pissed when I wanted to argue with him.

“That all sounds pretty good to me,” he said, “I know your type. The sporty college girl. Lures the guys in with her nice pert ass and pretty face and then uses them up until she gets bored and moves on to the next guy. I had your number the second you walked in through the front door. And I sure as shit aren’t letting you pull any of that with my boy. He’s…”

“Sensitive! And nice, and thoughtful, and he talks about his feelings. He’s not a big prick like you,” I said.

I could feel my heart slamming against my ribs. My lungs couldn’t get enough air for some reason, and I breathed in these deep, ragged breaths. I hated him. I hated him so much.

He squinted at me, “I didn’t expect this, though. Expected you to stay locked up in that room, pouting until he took you back to school.”

“I like Jack a lot, Mr. Taylor. Just tell me what I need to do to prove that to you. I’ll do anything. Anything at all,” I said.

His eyes flashed again. “Anything?”

“Yes! Just tell me what you want me to do,” I said. A little thread of hope appeared, wrapped around my heart, and I grasped at it.

Frank considered me. Then he took his pool cue and put it in its rack on the wall with all of its fellows. I didn’t know what to do, so I just stood there.

“Prove it,” he said.

I unwrapped my arms from around my chest, fisted my hands, put them on my hips. “How?”

He checked me out. Let his eyes run from my face, down my body, my legs, then back up again. The skin on the small of my back tightened into goosebumps.

“Fuck me,” he said, “Here and now. Do everything I tell you to do. If I like it, I’ll tell Jake you’re all right in my book. If you refuse or don’t put in a good job…” he shrugged.

I took a step back and my mouth dropped open. I’d been expecting some show of affection from me to Jake. A genuine kiss or some shit like that. Not this. Not at all.

And I also didn’t expect the way my body reacted. With warmth. With desire. The muscles low in my stomach tightened and relaxed. Tightened and relaxed.

“What? Hell no! Besides, Jake is upstairs right now!” I said.

Frank went over and closed the door to the rec room. “He won’t hear anything. Trust me, I know this house. And I thought you said anything. Guess that word doesn’t mean what it used to.” 

“I didn’t think you’d want something like that! It’s wrong, on so many levels. So fucking wrong…”

He walked right up to me. I thought I could feel the warmth radiating from him. I could smell him. It was a masculine smell, not unpleasant.

“You’re right. It is. But it would prove to me that you feel the way you say. And besides. I can tell you want it. I’ll bet you’re halfway to soaking your shorts right this second.”

“Hell no!” I said. But then I felt it. The heat. The silky wetness of desire. The way my nipples perked up so hard they ached.

I couldn’t say anything. My lips trembled, but I couldn’t speak. Everything felt hot and tingly.

Frank reached out and put his hands on my shoulders. He put pressure down on my. My trembling legs couldn’t take it.

I sank down to my knees. I could feel my moist panties sticking to me.

Frank wore a pair of jeans. His cock bulged against them. Casually, he undid the button and fly. Shoved them down.

He pulled his cock out. I couldn’t stifle a gasp.

He was huge! Much bigger than his son. Longer, thicker. And he wasn’t even fully hard yet.

He grabbed the base of his cock with one hand. He moved in a little closer.

He slapped my cheek with his shaft. He did it again to the other side of my face. Each time he touched me with that monster, my pussy clenched up and then relaxed. Each time I relaxed a little on the inside, I got even wetter.

“You like what you see. I can tell,” Frank said. He traced the line of my jaw with my finger, moving from my chin to just under my ear. He cupped my face, made me look up at him.

Then he cuffed me. Not hard. But not light either. Hard enough that my cheek stung.

I tried staring up at him. Tried to muster some defiance. “What? You want me to suck your cock?”

“No, I think you want to suck my cock,” he replied, “Go on. Let me see if you know how to get a guy good and hard.”

I reached up, meaning to grab his shaft. Stroke him. He slapped my hands away.

“A good girl doesn’t need anything but her mouth,” he said.

I glared at him, put my hands back down on my thighs. I couldn’t believe how wet I’d gotten. How fucked up this was.

How it turned me on so much.

I hated him. But I also wanted to suck that big cock of his. Wanted to show him I could get him rock fucking solid.

I leaned forward, good and close to his turgid shaft. I kissed it, pressed my lips against the top. The flesh against my lips pulsed with incredible heat.

I ran my mouth down his length, pleased to feel him hardening as I did. He seemed to like the way I let the tip of my tongue play along his skin, leaving a glistening trail of saliva behind.

When I reached the tip of his cock, I let my lips spread out over it. Just the tip. Just enough that I could run my tongue along the slit at the end.

I tasted a bit of salty precum. Felt the purple mushroom helmet get bigger against my mouth. His cock really started standing up.

I tingled with excitement and pleasure.

“I told you to suck on my cock. Not make out with it,” Frank said.

Asshole, I thought. But I also wanted to know what he felt like in my mouth. Whether I could even fit him in there. I could suck Jake’s whole cock no problem. But Frank was just so fucking big.

I opened my mouth good and wide, shifted my body forward, started swallowing him inch by inch.

I tongued the bottom of his shaft. Really started getting him covered in my spit. He seemed to like that. His eyes closed for a second and he groaned. He hardened even more.

Hardened so much that my jaw strained to hold him in. I swallowed more of him. Kept sliding inch after inch in until he bumped the back of my throat. I almost gagged, but forced the reflex away.

I sealed my lips around his stiff shaft. I sucked until my cheeks hollowed out. More of his precum covered my tongue. I swallowed it.

I found that I even started craving it.

“Good,” Frank said.

My heart fluttered at his compliment and I hated myself for it. But also loved it.

Then he started pulling his cock out. He slid back until the ridge of the head pressed against the back of my lips. He paused there. Let me tongue the slit again, let me lick the bottom of the head where I knew guys were extra sensitive.

His lips parted and he sucked in a deep breath.

I thought I had him them. I thought I could make him cum then and there. Make him blow his load and give the rest of it up.

I started fucking his cock with my mouth. Sucking hard, licking and slurping. His cock got harder and harder. I lapped up all the precum he gave me.

He groaned again, let his head roll back.

If only he let me use my hands, I could have jerked him off even faster. But he didn’t. And the thing was, I wanted to. I wanted to put both my hands on his spit-slicked shaft and milk his cock for every drop of cum he could give me.

But when I reached up he smacked my hands away again.

“It’s not gonna happen,” he said, “I’ll cum when I’m good and ready. And that’s not yet. Remember I told you to fuck me, not just blow me.”

For the first time, I wondered what it would feel like to have his cock inside of me. Buried in my pussy.

My cunt did that tighten-relax thing again. This time strong enough that my tummy did the same thing.

I wanted it. But I didn’t want it.

I thought I could still finish him with my mouth. Saliva squirted in against my tongue. I didn’t swallow any of it. I sucked him, ran my lips up and down his shaft. Really covered him in my spit. Let it hang it sticky little ropes from the bottom of his dick.

He didn’t cum. If anything, he smiled at my efforts.

Then he pulled his cock out of my mouth, breaking the tight seal my lips made around his girth. It made a popping sound.

The purple flesh on the head was so tight and taut I could see my reflection in it. My jaw ached and my lips buzzed with tingling heat.

And my pussy absolutely throbbed. My panties stuck to my mound, soaked right through. I didn’t even need to look to know it.

My knees hurt from kneeling on the tile floor. I could feel tears starting in the corner of my eyes. But he didn’t tell me to get up.

I knew if I did then he’d count that against me. Count it as not doing what I was told.

There was something sexy about that. I’d never really understood any of that domination stuff before. No guy, definitely not Jake, had ever tried it with me. All that modern man crap I guess.

But there was something primal and visceral about it. About being owned and claimed by a man, if only for that bit of time. Being subject to his whims and his pleasures.

That big cock of his swayed inches from my face. Gobs of my spit dripped down off it to splatter on the tiles.

“Up you go,” he said. 

He reached down with one hand and grabbed a handful of my hair. Then he hauled on it. The pain was immediate and sharp and I sucked in a breath at it.

But I stood up. I wanted desperately to reach down into my shorts and unstick my panties from my pussy, but I didn’t dare.

He grabbed the collar of my shirt. I thought he meant to pull it off.

He didn’t. He tore it instead. Gritted his teeth and tore it right down the middle. I gasped when the cool air hit my bare skin. Goosebumps pebbled my stomach and the sensitive skin of my cleavage.

He shoved his fingers into the cups of my bra and pulled them down. My nipples tightened and puckered even me. I gasped.

I could feel every beat of my heart in my pussy.

“Not bad,” Frank said. He gave my nipples a quick tweak and I gasped again. “Are you a good little slut?”

“Hmm,” I said. It was all I could manage. 

He gave my nipples another tweak. The pain was sharp and exquisite and I felt it all the way down to my tailbone. My toes curled against the cool tiles of the floor.

“When I ask a question I want a real answer.”

“Yes! Yes! I am,” I said, surprised I could get anything out.

“Let’s see if you’re ready yet,” he said.

He grabbed my shoulder and shoved my down against the pool table. My cheek hit the green felt surface just an inch or so from the black 8-ball. The fabric scratched against my extra sensitive bare nipples, and the mahogany rim around the table dug into my hips.

Frank took position behind me. His big, rough hands pressed down against my back. He ran his palms down my body, tracing the cleft of my spine with his thumbs. I could feel his callouses rubbing against my skin.

He ran those hands around to my stomach. Found the fly of my shorts and undid them. My fingers scrabbled at the green felt tabletop. I couldn’t believe this was happening.

I couldn’t believe how wet my pussy was. How every muscle from my navel on down throbbed.

His fingers hooked into my shorts and he pulled them down, leaving my panties on. When my shorts fell to the floor, he lifted first one of my feet and then the other so he could kick the shorts away.

One of his big hands slipped between my thighs.

His thumb pushed up against my pussy, parting my lips through the cotton of my panties. I stiffened up. Groaned. Sparks shot inside me.

Unable to help myself, I ground my hips against him, relishing the pressure.

“You do get wet, don’t you?” Frank said.

When I didn’t answer right away, he shoved his thumb against me harder. I cried out, arching my neck back. Every muscle in my back went stiff.

“Yes! I do, I get fucking wet,” I said.

“Good,” he replied.

He hunkered down behind me and grabbed my panties. He pulled them down. Peeled them off my sopping, flushed pussy lips. I felt my wetness on my inner thighs.

Instead of kicking my panties away, he held onto them.

“Have you ever tasted yourself before?” he said.

“What?” I said, looking back over my shoulder.

He gave my ass a sharp slap that tightened every muscle in me for just a moment. My lower cheek stung, and I gritted my teeth at the sharpness of the pain.

‘You heard me,” he said.

“…No,” I replied.

He stood up, leaned over, pressed the sopping crotch of my panties to my mouth. My own scent filled my nose. It made me quiver.

I refused at first. He pushed harder. “Just fucking do it.”

I hated him even more. Hated the way he made me feel. But again, something about it turned me own. He watched while I opened my lips and lips my own panties.

The only way I could describe my taste was desire. Youthful desire. My pussy throbbed again.

“Figured you’d like it,” he said. Then he balled up my panties and tossed them into the corner with my shorts.

He shifted behind me again. Squared my hips, made my lift my butt a bit higher up.

“You do have a nice little ass,” he said, “Good and firm.” He squeezed my cheeks. Pulled them apart so he could get a look at my asshole. I felt my pussy lips part when he did that.

Again, that animal part inside of me tingled with pleasure at his compliment. The rest of me hated him.

Then he grabbed his cock. He slapped it up against my pussy and I gasped and jerked.

He did it again, this time holding the top of his shaft against me. He ran his thick cock up harder, parting my lips around his girth. He slide back and forth along my slit.

The pressure against my clit had me groaning in seconds. Groaning and writhing against his pool table.

Then he pushed his cock against my sopping opening. I felt my pussy start stretching around him. My back arched, pressing my tummy against the pool table.

“Fuck!” I said, “Jake and I always use a condom. We’ve never… We haven’t done it without one yet.”

“I never use a rubber,” Frank said, “Feels better this way, trust me.”

He pushed harder. I gritted my teeth at that stretching feeling. The hot, hard girth of his cock forcing its way up into my tight little snatch.

“Will you… pull out?” I managed.

He was so fucking big. It hurt. But it hurt so good. A delicious pain that I wanted more of. Wanted and didn’t want. I’d never fucked without a condom before, even though I’d wanted desperately to try. I was too scared of getting pregnant.

“That wasn’t part of the deal,” Frank said.

His fingers tightened into the flesh of my hips. He pulled me back even while he forced himself forward.

My pussy stretched around him. Stretched and parted and quivered.

“Fuck! Oh fuck!” I said. He was too big. Way the fuck too big. Tears started in my eyes again, rolled down my cheeks in hot trails.

When he stopped pushing I finally caught my breath. Then he shifted back. His cock dragged inside of me and I hissed at the overload of sensation.

He didn’t give me any time to get ready. He thrust forward. Shoved himself even deeper than before.

“God, you’re so fucking tight,” he said.

He kept fucking me like that until he crammed his whole cock up into me. Filled me totally. My young, aching body could barely keep up with him.

My ass slapped back against his hips with every thrust. And every thrust got harder and faster. It was delicious agony, feeling that monster shaft of his get buried to the hilt inside of me.

And the noises our bodies made!

The wet sounds of his cock sliding in and out of me drove me crazy. Almost made me cum just from that.

I actually tried to not cum. I didn’t want to give him the satisfaction.

But I’d never felt that way before. So stretched to the limit. So filled. And his bare cock was so hot and hard inside of me.

I couldn’t take it anymore. I could feel the tight ball of my climax building low in my stomach. Could feel the telltale tingling in my clit every time his balls bounced off of it.

My breaths became ragged. Sweat started on my back. I gritted my teeth. Closed my eyes.

I tried for a few moments longer. But he must have known what I was doing. His thrusting came harder. Faster.

I couldn’t hold back any longer.

I came.

“Fuck. That’s it. Good little slut. Cum all over my big, hard cock,” he said.

He buried himself balls deep in me so that I strained all around him. So that the milking, undulating ripples of my pussy muscles massaged every inch of his cock at once.

“Fuck, that’s it,” Frank said.

He came, too. I felt the first jerk of his cock. Even felt the first hard spurt of his spunk squirt deep inside of me.

I lunged forward, but he grabbed onto my hips and held me tight in place. Forced me to take every spurt of his load.

And the thing was? It made me cum even harder. I could feel my strong muscles in my pussy milking every last drop out of him. Feel the muscles low in my stomach pull that spunk up into my guts, up into my womb.

And I liked it. Loved it, even. Like it fulfilled some basic and primal instinct inside of me to have this huge alpha male of a man empty his balls into my pussy.

Even after his cock stopped jerking he held me against him, plugging me up, probably out of some instinct of his own to keep his load in me as long as possible.

When he did finally pull out I felt the warmth of his cum leak down my inner thighs. But not all of it. I wondered how much my hungry little snatch had swallowed up.

Wondered for just a second until the aching soreness started inside of me. I tried standing up and leaned back against the table. My pussy hurt so much I thought it’d be a solid week before I could walk straight again.

And my whole body tingled when I saw Frank’s turgid shaft. My pussy juices had turned from clear to creamy when I came on him, and my cream dripped from him, mingling with his own spunk.

Some of my hair stuck to my sweaty forehead and cheeks.

I was a wreck. A mess. Frank? He shoved his cock back into his jeans and did them back up and looked like himself again. Maybe a bit flushed in the face.

My stomach sank and I thought right away that all this had been for nothing.

He must have seen my worry.

“Don’t worry, sweet-cheeks. That was good. I hope you fuck my son half as well. I’ll have a talk with him tomorrow morning. Straighten all this out. Get on back up to your room now. I want to play another round in peace,” he said, nodding at the pool table. The felt top of which I’d somehow managed to not damage in all my scrabbling and writhing.

I went over to the corner to collect my shorts and panties while I pulled my bra back into place. The shirt was ruined, but I had more in my luggage.

“Leave the panties,” Frank said, “A memento.”

I thought his memento was that hot load of cum still deep inside of me, but I didn’t say anything. I grabbed my shorts.

Out in the hall, I listened carefully, wondering how Jake managed to miss all the commotion. But his bedroom door was still closed when I went upstairs. And he didn’t come out to see me when he heard my open the door to the guest room.

Which was good. Because all I could think about was how sore my pussy was. How I’d never been fucked like that before in my life.

Wondering if I’d just been knocked up by my boyfriend’s father.

Wondering if I should go out and do something about it or just leave it as is.




Babysitting for the Daddy Next Door 

 

Kyle

 

Being a single dad was hard enough on its own. Being a single dad with a full-time job, career aspirations, meetings, and all of that made it all the harder.

Not to mention the few dates I went on when I could snatch time away from my most important job.

Those dates all ended well enough. Usually at her place instead of mine. Some fun in the bed and then dressed and back home.

But I wouldn’t have even been able to do anything of that without my godsend. Her name was Trish.

She was a sophomore at the local college, studying psychology. She came whenever I called. Early, late. Always willing to stay on a bit longer if a meeting went on too long or a date looked like it might end up in some fun.

Sometimes I even hired her for a few hours while I was still at home. Just to look after the kid for a few hours while I took care of household stuff.

Yep, Trish was a real lifesaver.

She even flirted with me, which was a bonus. She called me a silver fox, and told me she’d be super lucky if she could find a guy anything like me.

I didn’t mind any of this, of course. She was a pretty little thing. One of those girls who liked to do CrossFit and stay active in school sports. Blonde hair that she often put into a ponytail or pigtails.

And in the warm weather, the outfits she wore!

I figured it was all pretty innocent. I mean, I’m old enough to be her father. She had no business showing any real interest in a guy like me.

Still, there were a few times when I’d catch myself checking out her perky little ass when she got down on her hands and knees to retrieve a toy from under the bureau in the study.

Times when I’d be on that verge of sleep in bed, and I’d suddenly get rock hard at the thought of her youthful, naked, and nude body pressed up against mine under the covers.

That day started like any other Saturday. I needed to fix a few things around the house: replace a wooden riser on the steps to the back deck, fix the leaky faucet in the main bathroom. Maybe change the oil in my Charger if I got around to it.

Basically, I needed another pair of eyes to watch the kid while I did all this.

I changed into some comfy jeans and an old white undershirt that I wouldn’t mind getting dirty. I hadn’t shaved that day, and salt-and-pepper stubble covered my cheeks.

I smiled.

Probably earn me another of those silver fox comments, I figured.

I grabbed my cell from its usual spot on my night table and sent Trish a quick text. I thought that she might have other plans, being a beautiful young woman and this being a nice Saturday and all.

But she texted back that she’d be over ASAP.

Soon enough the doorbell rang and I trotted over from the breakfast nook in my kitchen and pulled open the door.

Trish smiled up at me. Hair in pigtails today, I saw. An airy, short-sleeved blouse unbuttoned to both help with the heat and show off the curves of her perky if small breasts. Khaki shorts that were so short that the front pockets hung down the front of her thighs.

I could only imagine, and did so, what the view was like from behind. I swallowed against that thought. Felt a shot of heat run down the front of my stomach all the way down to the tip of my cock, where it tingled.

“Hey, Trish. Come on in. He’s up in his room. Thanks again for coming on such quick notice. I don’t know where I’d get the time to get everything done without you!” I said, stepping out of the way so she could come in.

She walked in past me and I caught a whiff of her scent. Something fruity and light and floral. She kicked off her sandals, still smiling.

“It’s no problem, Mr. Peters. Always glad to come over and see the boys!” she said.

She had such a lovely smile. Such a lovely face, too. It felt good to have a young woman smile at me like that.

Of course, it didn’t help matters re: keeping control of myself in my pants. My eyes strayed to the open throat of her blouse. The perfect, lovely smooth skin between her breasts. There was a freckle between them, I noticed.

I jerked my eyes back up. She was still smiling at me.

“There’s sandwich fixings in the fridge and some soda if you get hungry,” I said. I forced my eyes to remain on hers. Even though I really just wanted to examine that freckle again.

I couldn’t help wondering where else she was freckled. I swallowed hard again.

“Thanks!” she said. A blush lit in her cheeks and I knew that she saw me staring.

Before it could become anymore awkward, she wheeled around and bounced towards the kitchen. The view from behind was just as nice as I’d imagined. Better, even. At that age, a girl’s ass defied gravity.

I shook my head, tried to clear my mind of all those impure yet enticing thoughts.

So I went and threw myself into work. Got that riser replaced. Swore under my breath while I crammed as much of my body as I could under the sink to fix the leaky joint in the pipe.

I heard laughter coming from the kid's bedroom at one point and I smiled. She was so good with him.

If only I could find a woman closer to my own age who was so good, I'd be set. Unfortunately, none of the contenders so far met my standards.

And I'd been through more than my fair share. Turns out older woman like the silver fox look, too. And the single dad bit. And the fact that I made sure to hit the gym four times a week still.

I checked my watch and saw it was just a bit after lunch. I decided it was a good a time as any to grab a Bud from the fridge and take a load off in the basement rec room before I got to that oil change.

I'd worked up a good sweat by this point. The veins stood out on my arms. I didn't change or shower yet, though.

Why bother when I might end up with a big oil stain all over my shirt?

So I grabbed that beer and went downstairs. Flipped the flat screen mounted on the wall above the fireplace to some home improvement show that I could ignore.

The beer was delicious, foamy, and most important: cold. 

I even thought I'd grab a second before I got out to the car

But then I heard footsteps on the stairs. I turned around. Saw Trish standing near the foot. She was still smiling while she looked at me. This one was a bit different, though. She smiled, but she bit down a little on her bottom lip.

My God, it was sexy. I felt my cock rustle.

"Everything okay?" I said.

"Yeah," Trish replied, "He's down for a nap. I thought I'd come see how you were doing."

I held up the brown bottle of beer, "Just fine." The beer hit me just right, too. I could feel myself relaxing.

"Mind if I sit, too?" she said.

I shifted over on the couch and motioned at the other end. She came over and sat down. I tried to not look at her bare thighs. And I smelled her again. My cock tingled from root to stem.

"I hope this doesn't sound too weird," Trish said, "But I just wanted to say again that I think you're doing a great job. Being a single dad and all. Keeping your life on track."

"Thanks," I said. I couldn't stop thinking about the way she smelled so good. 

She shimmied her butt a little closer to me on the couch. Her body moved in this languid, lithe fashion. I wondered what it would feel like if she sat on my lap and made that same motion.

She rubbed her hands together and then stuck them between those lovely thighs of hers. I was jealous of them right away.

She glanced at me, then down. She mumbled something.

"Speak up," I said. I reached over and gave her a playful tap with the back of my hand on her upper arm.

"I said that I really mean it about all that. I think about you a lot," she said.

She looked me in the eye for a second. That blush lit in her cheeks again and she her eyes returned to her hands, which remained shoved tight between her thighs.

I swallowed at the sudden dryness in my mouth. When that didn't work, I took a pull from my beer. "You do?"

"Yes," she said. She shimmied a bit closer to me again. Our thighs nearly touched. I imagined I could feel the warmth radiating from her body. She swallowed audibly. Tucked one of her pigtails back behind her ear. "Do you ever think about me?"

I blinked in surprise and nearly dropped my beer. I set the bottle down on the coffee table. My cock bulged against my jeans and my balls tingled hard.

"I think that you're a great babysitter. A real lifesaver," I said.

"Is that all?" she replied.

I weighed my next words carefully. I kept thinking about how I was old enough to be Trish's father. How she was barely 19. How good she was to me and my kid and how I didn't want to mess that up.

I also thought about how nice she smelled. About that delicious little freckle between her small but perky breasts. The way her legs looked.

"Should there be more?" I said.

I tried to keep my cool. But I was a man, with a man's desires and needs. And right then that primal male brain of mine could concentrate on nothing but making my young and pretty babysitter mine.

This time when she shimmied closer our thighs did touch. My rational mind told me to pull away, to jerk back.

Another part, the one that made my cock throbs and my balls tingle, told me to stay right where I was.

That second part of me won out. Her scent intensified. I found it intoxicating.

I started wondering about her natural smell. Her natural taste. My cock swelled up even more in my jeans, plain for us both to see.

I did nothing to hide it.

She trembled a little, I saw. Trembled and shivered. She looked up at me. Then down at my lips. Then back up at my eyes.

She leaned in towards me, her lovely, glossy lips parting a little even as her eyes hooded.

Her hand crept up onto my thigh. It trembled visibly. She ran it up until it settled over the bulge of my cock.

That bulge grew when I felt that pressure against it.

She kissed me. Lightly at first. Her lip gloss was strawberry flavored.

Our mouths parted. I could still taste her on me. It was all I could do to not tear her clothes off then and there and fuck her youthful brains out.

And the way she kept squeezing my cock through my jeans didn't help things, either.

"I do want more..." she breathed. That delicious rosy flush filled her cheeks. It also ran down her throat, between her breasts. That freckle stood out even more.

I glanced back towards the stairs. "You're sure he's asleep up there?"

"Passed right out," she said, her usual smile returning, this time with a seductive twist to it that sent little tingling fingers down the small of my back, "You know how he gets. Nothing will wake him up for a couple hours, at least."

I thought about it. Not really, actually. That primal male, instinctual part of me already made the decision for me.

Before she could do anything about it, I scooped her up and plopped her down on my lap. She weighed next do nothing.

The way my cock pressed against my jeans, it met perfectly with the cleft between her ass cheeks.

I groaned. She was firm and shapely and warm.

And when she wriggled in surprise I nearly shot off in my boxers. She twisted around a little. Enough to put her arm over my shoulders.

"You're so strong," she said.

I held her around the waist with one arm. I loved the way she trembled and shuddered. I put my free hand down into her blouse, encircled one of those small, firm breasts with my fingers as I pushed her bra cup aside.

She gasped. Her hips started rolling, massaging my cock with her ass. We kissed again. She was just as sweet as before.

I squeezed her breast and felt her nipple perk up against my palm. When I pinched it between thumb and forefinger she pulled her mouth away from mine and groaned.

"That feels nice, Mr. Peters," she said.

"Call me Kyle," I told her.

I pulled my hand out of her bra and undid the remaining buttons on her blouse. I put my hand flat against her bare stomach and marvelled at how petite she was.

She slipped out of her blouse and gave me my first real look at the youthful tautness of her body. Her slender shoulders. The way her waist curved in and then flared out at her thighs. 

It took me one flick of my fingers to undo her bra strap. She laughed in surprise. The laugh turned to a moan, her back arching in, when I slipped her bra down and then encircled one stiff nipple with my mouth and sucked.

Her ass pushed and ground harder against my imprisoned shaft the more I sucked. And she bucked hard when I bit down gently on that stiff bit of flesh.

"How long have you wanted this?" I said.

When I pulled my mouth from her breast, her little, tightly wrinkled areola was bright pink from all the sucking. And her nipple glistened with my saliva.

When I blew lightly across it, both her breasts pebbled in delicious gooseflesh and she sucked a sharp breath in between her teeth before she answered me.

"Since the first time I babysat for you," she said, "You answered the door with nothing but a towel around your waist. Then I saw how good you are with your boy. What a real man you are, taking care of your life the way you do... That's nice..."

I kissed her across her shoulders, let my mouth run down between her breasts.

I was drunk on her. She intoxicated me. I wanted to run my mouth over every inch of her. Wanted to lap up her juices and make her mine.

"I was wet for you when you answered the door..." she said. She kept running her fingers through my hair. Running her hand over my broad shoulders, down my chest. 

She rubbed her ass so much against my cock that I thought that soon I'd just stab through all the denim.

"And how wet are you now?" I said.

She leaned in close so that her lips brushed against my earlobe. I tingled all over.

"My panties are soaked," she breathed.

I almost came again. My balls even started tightening up. I didn't want to wait any longer. I needed to have her. I needed to have her precious little peach then and there.

I tossed her down onto the couch. I made short work of her shorts, yanking them down her lovely legs and tossing them away.

Her panties were white cotton. And she hadn't been lying. The crotch of them clung to her tender, flushed young mound. She'd soaked them just like she said. I could see her lips. See the vertical slit between them.

I had an overpowering urge to taste her. No, to devour her.

I mounted her, wrapped my arms around her slender body. My hungry left left a trail of ravenous, wet kisses down her throat. Down between her breasts.

Her body writhed against mine. She pushed her hands down between us, her eager, inexperienced fingers fumbling with my belt and my zipper.

She got them undone just as I slipped too low and she could no longer reach them. I tongued her shallow little navel.

I kissed down the front of her panties. Sucked on the warm flesh of her inner thighs while she writhed on the couch and grabbed fistfuls of my hair, trying to urge my mouth over her aching little pussy.

"Oh, Kyle, Oh, Kyle..." she kept on moaning, "Kiss me. Lick me. I want your mouth all over me. You get me so fucking wet."

I peeled her panties down, rearing up just long enough to help her kick them away. Then I attacked her. Lunged back in to claim my prey and my prize.

Her hips lifted up off the couch, her body eager.

She kept her pussy completely bald. Her mound flushed with heat and blood. Her little clit poked out from under its hood. Wetness glistened and beckoned between her vertical lips.

Her fingers tightened in my hair, urging me forward. Urging me closer to her forbidden, hairless, and juicy peach.

I was savage. I didn't tease. I didn't play around. I devoured her. I sank my tongue between those lips and lapped her up. Lapped her hard.

She tasted like strawberries down there, too.

Soon her juices covered my cheeks and chin. My stubble rubbed at her sensitive flesh, but that just seemed to make her want me even more.

Her head thrashed against the couch. Her fingers pulled painfully at my hair. I loved it. 

She arched up even higher off the cushion, really shoving her sopping mound against my hungry mouth.

I put my hands under her ass, supporting her. I felt her plump, firm cheeks flex. Felt and saw every muscle in her body tighten and stand out when her first climax slammed into her like a tsunami.

"Yes! Fuck, yes!" she screamed, grinding her pussy against my face.

I bore down on the stiff little bean of her clit. Sucking it between my teeth, lashing at it with my tongue until her whole body trembled and shuddered uncontrollably. 

Her juices just poured out of her and I drank them all greedily, not caring how wet she got my face. How it dripped down my chin and neck.

By the time she started relaxing my jaw ached and my tongue felt numb.

She collapsed down onto the couch and I let her, slipping my hands out from beneath her ass after one more appreciative squeeze of that warm, firm and shapely flesh.

Her thighs fell to either side, completely exposing her bald little mound to me. The stretch of it pulled her inner lips open so that I could see every little bit of her aching little cunt.

My cock throbbed so hard, still stuck in my jeans. I shoved them down, along with my boxers. Every inch of me sprang up, suddenly free. Precum shined all over the taut purple helmet. A fresh trickle leaked from the tip.

I was so hard I trembled. So hard it actually fucking hurt.

Who needed anything like viagra when you had a young, beautiful girl exposing her sopping cunt to you? Looking up at you with her big blue fuck-me eyes.

She reached down and grabbed my cock. Squeezed the head. Ran the pad of her thumb over the tip to smear that precum around some more. I groaned and threw my head back, relishing the tight, tingling sensation in my balls.

"You're so big," she said, "I want every inch. I want to feel your whole cock inside of me. Will you fuck me? Please? I need it so bad. I need you so bad."

I didn't even think about a rubber when I grabbed the backs of her knees, when I pushed her thighs wide apart and then up towards her chest to angle her pussy up a little better.

Some part of me wanted to raw dog her. Wanted to empty every last drop of cum from my balls as deeply into that fertile little cunt as I could push myself.

It was a deep and primal need that I didn't understand, but couldn't ignore.

Just that image made even more clear precum leak out of my. She rubbed her thumb over it again. Rubbed it and then brought her hand to her mouth so she could lick me all up.

I was so hard, so straight, like a fucking tentpole, that I didn't need my hands to guide myself down to her sloppy, sopping cunt.

"Your cock is so hard and so hot," she moaned when I started pushing inside of her.

Her back arched up off the couch again. Her eyes squeezed shut and she snarled. I considered slowly down. Considered easing myself slowly into the silky, warm slickness of her pussy.

But I couldn't wait. I couldn't stop. I needed to feel her wrapped all around me. Needed to feel the wet tightness of her youthful body.

I sheathed every inch inside of her. Stretched her out, forced her pussy to open around my long, hard shaft.

And it felt even better than I thought it could. So soft and wet. So tight I couldn't believe it.

Her walls wrapped me tightly. And I could feel like trembles in her strong muscles there. Little pulses that urged me ever closer to cumming.

I think we both sensed that we couldn't hold out long. I withdrew most of my shaft, now glistening and dripping with her pussy juices, and slammed it back in hard enough that our bodies made a sloppy wet slap as they came together.

I fucked her again. Harder this time. Hard enough to shake the couch. Again and again, withdrawing myself to the tip and then sheathing my shaft as deeply into her as I could.

"Oh, Kyle! Fuck me hard. Fuck me as hard as you want. Make that pussy yours..." she said.

I loved it. I didn't realize that she had this dirty little slut buried inside of her.

I gave her what she wanted. And what I wanted. I buried myself again and again, loving how wet she got for me. Loved how her juices ran clear at first but then turned milky and creamy as I owned her with my cock.

My balls tightened. Started tingling. I sucked in a sharp breath.

"I'm going to cum soon," I said.

"Give it to me," she said, desperation in her eyes, "I want you to nut in my pussy. I want you to fill me up. Give me that cum, daddy."

No man could take that kind of talk. Not when his balls squeezed hard and his cock stiffened to impossible hardness.

She saw the way my face twisted. She started ramming her pussy harder down my cock, adding to the friction. "That's it, daddy. Fill me up. I'm ready. I want your spunk. Put your baby in me."

"God..." I groaned.

I buried myself balls deep in her. Pushed hard, my feet scrabbling for more purchase.

I groaned the first time my cock jumped and jerked inside of her. I spurted so hard it hurt. Then again and again. 

She milked it all out of me. Made these cooing, soothing sounds while she slid the tight loop of her pussy up and down my shaft, urging every last drop of cum out of me.

I almost collapsed down onto her when I finished. She wrapped her arms around me, put her hands on my broad shoulder blades and kissed my neck and cheek.

We pulsed together. I could feel her pussy massaging me still. Those little tremors in her walls. My cock ached more than ever before. My balls hurt. I loved it.

"I needed that," she said, "I'm glad we did this."

 She was still so hot and tight around me. When I started to soften she pushed me out. None of my load leaked out of her, though. She had it all trapped up in her guts, in her womb.

There was something incredibly arousing about that. About the thought of knocking up a young woman, young enough to be my daughter. Claiming her in that ultimate way.

Or had she claimed me?

We kissed again. Nice and slow while I cupped one of her breasts and rubbed at her still stiff nipple with my thumb.

"Stay the night," I told her.

She smiled at me again. I liked the post-fuck rosy flush in her cheeks. "As long as you want, Mr. Peters. Kyle."




Their Daddy Next Door: An Alpha Male Group Temptation 

 

Angie

 

I liked it when Deb invited me to sleepover at her house. Usually because she also invited Ginger.

All three of us were in college after finishing high school, but we did our best to remain friends and see each other on weekends and other breaks.

Ginger and I never told anyone, but we were into each other as way more than friends. Both our families would have totally freaked if they found out, so we did our best to keep everything on the down low.

Even Deb didn’t really know the true reason why we always jumped at the chance to stay over at her place.

Why we always suggested her house rather than Ginger’s or mine.

There was also Deb’s dad, Nathan. He was a single dad, had been ever since I met Deb in grade school. And he was always cool.

Kind of hot, too. Yes, I’m into guys and girls. And something about an older man gets me hot. Maybe it’s the taboo of it. I don’t know and I don’t actually care all that much.

But the other thing was he always left the three of us alone when we went over.

And then, after Deb went to sleep, Ginger and I would always tiptoe our way down to the guest bedroom.

It was the last door on the left. Nothing on that side of the hall but the bathroom, so our noises didn’t draw any attention.

We’d been doing this for a couple of years now and had never gotten caught. Neither Deb nor Nathan ever brought anything up. So we figured we were good.

Although, I have fantasized once or twice about being caught by Nathan. I wondered what we’d have to do to keep him quiet.

So with all of that out of the way, sophomore year of college just started.

Somehow all three of us managed to get a weekend where we weren’t swamped with papers and studying.

So when Deb texted Ginger and me and asked if we wanted to go to her place for this weekend we jumped at it.

I could have all the girls (and guys) that I wanted at school, but I missed Ginger.

I got to Deb’s front door and rang the doorbell, raking some strands of blonde hair off my forehead and out of my eyes.

Deb answered, with Ginger standing behind her.

“Hey hot stuff!” Deb said.

She was short, even for a girl, with dark hair she always kept in a ponytail. Cute, I guess. Not really my type.

We hugged. “Oh my God, you guys! I can’t believe we finally found some time together,” I said.

Ginger came next. She was a strawberry blonde, where I was more platinum. We were pretty similar in other ways, too. Tight, athletic bodies from spin classes and yoga. Perky breasts.

Ginger was a bit bigger in the chest than I was. I loved playing with her breasts, and I looked forward to sneaking down that hallway again that night.

Ginger and I hugged, our chests pushing together. My nipples hardened. I laughed, then put my lips to Ginger’s ear. “I can’t wait to taste you tonight,” I whispered.

I liked the fruity smell of her shampoo and the softness of her hair against my cheek.

I felt her kiss my neck. Just a light graze. It was enough to pebble my neck with goosebumps.

My pussy throbbed. I couldn’t wait to feel those lips of hers kissing me down there, too.

“Where’s that hot dad of yours?” I said, looking past the girls and into the house. The front door let into the living room from a short foyer.

The couch where Nathan usually sat watching football was empty.

I think one reason I felt so attracted to him was because he was always how I thought a man should be. A big guy, well-muscled but not musclebound. We could usually find him beneath his car in the driveway fixing something. Or putting together some carpentry project in his workshop in the basement. Or watching some sports.

A real man’s man type.

“Angie!” Deb said, her cheeks brightening with a blush.

Ginger and I liked to rib her about how we found her dad hot.

“Yeah, maybe I’ll catch him jumping out of the shower later,” Ginger said.

“You guys are the worst!” Deb said, sticking her tongue out at both of us. "He's out on a ride right now. I'm not sure when he'll be back."

Oh yeah, I forgot to mention that Nathan rode a motorcycle.

Sometimes we saw him riding around with a woman on the back. Always a different one. Always a pretty one who held herself tightly against him.

I had to admit it made me jealous a few times.

"Let's get this party started, then!" I said.

We all giggled like schoolgirls. It felt good to be together again.

Then Deb led us upstairs. I followed behind Ginger, who wore a pair of skintight yoga pants. Her firm ass flexed so close to my face.

And I also saw a distinct lack of panty lines.

My pussy ached. I couldn't wait until Deb conked out.

It turned out Ginger and I were pretty lucky on that front. We watched a couple of movies while pigging out on microwave popcorn.

It got dark out and there was still no sign of Deb's dad so we all figured he was out for the night with one of his lady friends.

We all changed into our PJs. For Deb that was a full matching set with little kittens dancing on them. Ginger and I wore something similar: large men's t-shirts with panties on underneath.

Ginger looked so sexy with her one shoulder exposed. She kept glancing at me and I knew she thought the same.

Deb stretched her arms out and yawned, leaning back against the bed. We all sat on the carpeted floor, glancing up at the movie on the TV which sat on her dresser in between bits of gossip and general catching up.

"Think I'm gonna turn in, guys," Deb said.

"Aww, come on," Ginger said with a pout, "It's still early!" She grabbed a handful of popcorn from the big aluminum mixing bowl that sat on the floor between us all and tossed it at Deb.

"We can stay up tomorrow night," Deb said, "But I am beat!"

Ginger and I put up some more token protests, but it didn't take long for Deb to climb into her bed and turn off the light.

I slipped into my sleeping back on the floor. Ginger did the same beside me. In the darkness, we reached out and held hands.

One other thing we loved about Deb: she always conked right out. It couldn't have been more than a couple minutes before we heard the soft sounds of her snores.

I sat up. Ginger did the same, both of us sitting on our haunches. The air felt electric.

My panties were soaked.

I couldn't wait any longer. I leaned in and gave Ginger a kiss. Her hand slipped between my thighs and she groaned a little when she felt how wet I was for her already.

Her touch sent little tingles of desire up the front of my tummy. My breath caught.

I came close to pulling her into my sleeping bag then and there. But then Deb shifted in her sleep and muttered something.

We both went stiff. When she didn't wake up, we both slumped in relief.

"Come on," I whispered.

I took her hand and we stood. We found our way into the hall. I let my other hand trail along the wall to help guide me in the darkness.

I wanted her so bad I could hardly think of anything else. Like if Nathan had come home without us noticing.

We got into the guest room. I closed the door most of the way behind us, not shutting it all the way so that the latch wouldn't make any noise.

I pulled Ginger hard against me. I could feel her hard little nipples pushing against me through her shirt.

I slid my hands down over her ass and squeezed when I kissed her. Her mouth was so warm and wet.

I pulled off her shirt and she did the same to me so we were both in nothing but our panties. We kissed again. 

I rubbed her pussy. I found the cotton crotch of her panties moist. And when she moaned in pleasure I felt my own pussy ache with my inner slickness.

We moved over to the bed. I pushed her thighs open, my mouth watering. I liked the smell of her desire.

And she tasted even better. I pulled her panties to the side, exposing her shaved lips.

"Do it. Oh, do it," she begged.

I licked her. Explored her with my tongue. She tasted like strawberries, and I couldn't get enough. I could have eaten her cunt all night.

She moaned and thrashed on the bed, her back arching up. I could feel her wetness on my cheeks.

I found the little nub of her clit and tortured it with my tongue. She grabbed a pillow and covered her face with it to hide her scream.

That’s it. Cum for me, you dirty little slut, I thought. My own body throbbed.

Then the bedroom door opened and the light came on.

“What in the fuck is going on here?” 

Nathan got an eyeful of me licking out Ginger’s bald little pussy. He also saw my ass arched into the air.

“Mr. Peterson!” I said, my heart leaping into my throat almost as quickly as I leapt off Ginger.

Ginger closed her legs and sat on the side of the bed, her hugging her chest. Her whole body was a deep, flushed red.

“I knew it. I fucking knew it,” Nathan said.

He was a tall guy with broad shoulders that nearly filled the door frame. He wore a pair of bluejeans and a black leather jacket he used for riding, a white tank top on underneath that.

“We’re sorry!” I blurted. My heart wanted to beat out of my chest.

And my pussy was still so wet. I covered my breasts with my hands, my nipples stiff and perky against my palms.

“Sorry doesn’t cut it. This is my fucking house!” Nathan said.

“Please don’t tell anyone!” Ginger said.

She slid down onto her knees, clutching her hands together and looking up at him.

“I can’t believe you two would do something like this. And in my house!” Nathan said.

I couldn’t help eying him up. The scruff on his face. The nice body. The bulge in the front of his pants.

I slid down onto my knees, too. “Please, Mr. Peterson. Our families will kill us if they find out!”

“That’s not my problem,” he said.

I shuffled forward. “Please don’t say anything. We’ll… we’ll do anything you want.”

“What if what I want you to do it to get the fuck out of my house?” he said.

“There’s nothing else?” Ginger said. I saw her shimmy up next to me from the corner of my eye. I could still taste her pussy. I could still feel her wetness on my cheeks and chin.

I was so fucking turned on. My youthful body throbbed with need.

“No,” he said.

“Not even this?” I said.

I reached out and put my hand over the bulge in his pants. I felt his cock pulse. And he was big. Bigger than I thought. “He’s so big!” I said to Ginger.

She pushed my hand out of the way and felt him. “Oh shit, he is!”

“You girls don’t know what you’re getting into,” he said, pushing her hand away.

He bulged harder against his pants. Saliva shot into my mouth when I saw how we turned him on, even though he struggled against it.

“I think I know how we can get him to keep our secret,” I said.

“How?” Ginger asked. She looked so hot on her knees beside me.

“He can be in on it, too,” I said.

Her eyes widened. “Ooh, that sounds good!”

“You guys get dressed…” Nathan started.

But then I turned to Ginger and she faced me. I cupped her nice firm tits and ran my thumbs over her nipples. I kissed her again. Slow and deep. Lots of tongue.

When we parted, a thin, glistening strands of spit connected us for a second before it snapped.

Ginger played with my breasts, too. She pinched my nipples and I whimpered. A shiver ran down the small of my back. My panties felt like they were plastered with wetness against my flushed pussy.

She bit down on her lower lip and then let it slip out between her teeth. Then she looked at Nathan.

“Don’t you like us, Mr. Peterson? Don’t you think we’re pretty?”

“Yes. But I’m old enough to be your father,” he said.

I groaned low in my throat. “That’s pretty hot, actually. Daddy.”

“Oh, daddy!” Ginger said.

Nathan swallowed hard. The bulge in his jeans grew bigger.

I slunk over to him on my hands and knees, then knelt in front of him. Ginger came up, too.

“Can I see it? Please, daddy?” I said.

“Oh, please!” Ginger added.

He didn’t say anything. So I reached up and undid his belt. Ginger worked on his button and zipper.

“I’ve always wondered how big you are…” I said.

He put his big hands over ours, but I could see his willpower fading. I could see the instinct and desire inside him taking over. That primal need brought out by our youthful bodies and lust.

We pulled his jeans down. His boxers, too. The root of his shaft appeared. Then, finally, the whole thing sprang free.

“Oh, shit!” I said.

He was so big. My pussy tightened and then relaxed when I fantasized about the feeling of that monster dragging inside of me.

“Holy fuck,” Ginger said, “Can I touch it? Please, daddy?”

“You shouldn’t…” he said.

But he didn’t stop her when she wrapped her fingers around the base. And when she gave him a squeeze he groaned and started stiffening even more.

Clear precum dribbled from the tip. I couldn’t help myself. I leaned in and licked it off him. His cock throbbed. 

“Oh, fuck,” he said. Then he grabbed a handful of hair at the back of my head. “Go on. Suck daddy’s cock.”

Ginger giggled again. She pointed his cock at me. I opened my mouth, still looking up into Nathan’s eyes.

He pulled me closer. I tasted the saltiness of him. His cock slid into my lips. I opened my mouth as wide as I could until my jaw ached.

He didn’t stop until he hit the back of my throat. Actually, he slid down my throat a little.

He then he held my head there. Held me while I sucked his shaft and moaned.

Ginger leaned in and kissed and licked the rest of his shaft. She pulled his balls into her mouth and sucked on them.

“That’s it, babies. Suck daddy’s cock…” he said.

My jaw ached and still I wanted more of him. I hungered for him, and I realized how much I'd always secretly been hoping that he would be the one to catch us.

Then Nathan slowly withdrew his cock from my mouth. My lips were stretched and numb. Tears had started in the corner of my eyes, threatening to spill in hot little trails down my cheeks.

Thick, ropey spit from the back of my throat connected my mouth to his cock in silvery threads. He collected it with his other hands and rubbed it all over every inch of his shaft.

"You girls are going to do exactly as I say," Nathan said.

I nodded, so did Ginger.

"You know, Angie, I bet Ginger would like a taste. Why don't you give her one?"

I looked at Ginger. She licked her lips. Then I kissed her. I let her taste Mr. Peterson's big fat cock.

His taste mingled with hers, and soon my eyes closed and our lips writher together. I reached up and gave those ample, firm breasts of hers a squeeze. And my pussy tightened when she let out a little whimper.

"Now both of you," Nathan said.

He bumped his cock against out interlocked mouths. We parted just enough to let his shaft slip between us. Then we made out with his shaft, kissing up and down every inch of his length. Sucking at him. Letting the tips of our tongues play out around the rim of his swollen crown.

Then he wrenched his cock back, groaning as he did.

"I think it's good and wet enough now. Come on, get up," he said.

He offered us each a hand. Then he guided us over to the bed. He made Ginger lay on her stomach, her feet on the floor, spread nice and wide apart. 

Then he made me lay on my back, on top of Ginger. He spread my thighs good and wide.

"Who wants daddy's cock first?" he said.

"I don't think it will fit," I said. I don't think I'd ever felt so wet before. So flushed with heat and youthful lust.

"We'll see about that," he replied.

He leaned in close and made out with my pussy through the thin cotton layer of my panties.

The pressure of his mouth against the little bean of my clit was exquisite.

"You smell so fucking good," he said.

"It's because you make me so wet, daddy," I said.

Ginger writhed beneath me, jealous at my attention. Nathan sank his middle finger up to the final knuckle inside of her waiting pussy.

"Oh!" she said when he started fucking her with that finger. She shook beneath me, and I saw the way she grabbed handfuls of the duvet cover and squeezed them in her fists.

When Nathan pulled his finger out of her it glistened with her juices. He shoved that finger into my mouth.

"Clean it off. I know you already like the taste."

I did as he said, wrapping my tongue around his finger. I knew the taste of Ginger's pussy well.

Then he pulled my panties to the side, exposing my own hairless pussy. With my legs stretched open like that my lower lips parted, letting him see the inner pink wetness that awaited his pulsing shaft.

"I want you to take every inch, baby. Do you think you can do that for me?"

I watched his throbbing cock with wide eyes. It was So. Fucking. Big. I wasn't sure I could take even half of it.

But I needed to know what it felt like to be stretched by a monster like that. So I nodded, timidly.

Mine and Ginger's spit so coated every inch of him. He grabbed the base of his beast and pushed the crown of it so it parted my pussy lips even further.

I jerked at the sudden pressure.

"Holy shit," Ginger said, "Is he actually going to fuck you?"

"You'll get your turn," Nathan answered for me.

He slid his big fat cock up and down the slickness of my slit, teasing me with every pass over my little aching bean.

Then he couldn't take it anymore. He angled the head against my slippery-slick opening and pushed.

My mouth dropped open. My toes curled open. It wasn't going to fit. There was no way it was going to fit.

But then my youthful grip parted around him and his crown slid into me. The muscles of my inner thighs and lower back tightened. I couldn't take a breath.

He pushed in slowly. Oh so achingly slowly. He forced my tightness to part around him. His own lips parted, revealing his teeth in a snarl.

He wasn't going to take no for an answer. He intended to batter my little pussy into submission. Force it to become his.

And then he had to go and press his thumb against my clit. He teased my little pleasure button. Tickled and rubbed it until I couldn't take it anymore.

He didn't even have his cock half way into me and he made me cum all over him.

If my muscles felt tight before, they felt rock solid then.

"Oh... Oh..." was all I could manage, every part of my body shuddering and shivering while the slick, velvety inner walls of my cunt squeezed and massaged him.

Heat built up inside of me. So much I thought I might burn up. I knew I had to look flushed deep red with it.

My nipples hurt and begged for his attention. He denied me so I squeezed them myself.

When my climax released me from its grip I went almost completely limp on top of Ginger. My pussy loosened.

Nathan took this opportunity and drove himself deeper into me. He didn't stop until I felt his balls bounce against my ass and his pubic bone batter my mound.

I took breaths in quick little gasps. It felt like he might split me in half.

But I liked it. I found myself craving it, craving him.

I could feel the sweat dewing on my face, on my chest.

"Is... is it too tight?" I said. I'd never been with a man so big before. And I wanted to please him so badly. I wanted him to feel good. Like he made me feel.

"Just right, baby," Nathan said. He let me stretch around him a few moments more. Then he withdrew.

I felt empty without him.

Then he did the same thing to Ginger. She jerked beneath me, unable to see when he pushed his glistening cock against her swollen and sloppy lips.

I sat up enough to watch. I saw the way her lips strained around him when he pushed. Saw the way my own juices lubed him up even more.

"Oh! Oh, daddy, it's too big!" Ginger said.

He didn't stop. He kept pushing. I watched the skin on his shaft bunch back from Ginger's tightness.

Then I saw him smash her pussy like he'd smashed mine. Forcing his way inside. Making her part and stretch around him.

And then he fucked her. I was jealous. He hadn't fucked me. Just shoved it in and made me cum on him.

Ginger didn't need him persuading her clit. She came just fine half a dozen strokes in. I watched her body tighten. I watched Nathan's breath catch. Watched him drive himself all the way into her to enjoy the way her youthful sex milked him.

I couldn't help myself. I slid a hand between my thighs and tortured my already abused little clit. My fingers schlicked back and forth over that sensitive little button. Faster and faster. 

I was ready to cum again.

Then Nathan grabbed my hand and wrenched it away.

“No!” I pouted.

“Very naughty, Angie,” Nathan said, “I’m going to have to punish you for that.”

“Please…” I moaned like a little slut. His little slut.

Nathan pulled his dripped shaft out of Ginger’s tight little body. He shoved it back into me. 

I was in ecstasy. My body lit up.

He pulled himself out again after one thrust.

He swapped his cock between us like that. One thrust for Ginger, one for me. 

“You’re both so fucking tight,” he said.

My pussy already ached from his girth, but I wanted more. I wanted all of it. All of him.

“I want your cum, daddy,” I said.

That got his attention. He looked at me, still buried to the hilt in Ginger below me.

“I want you to fill me up with it. Please?” I said.

I wasn’t on birth control. He didn’t have a condom. I didn’t care. I was caught up in the heat of it. I was jealous of Ginger. I wanted every last drop he could give me. Wanted to feel its pulsing warmth deep in my guts.

I wanted to drain his balls and milk his shaft with my tight little cunt.

I think he saw the hunger in my eyes.

He picked me up and set me beside Ginger on the bed, still on my back. My ass hung over the edge. He grabbed the back of my knees and pushed them back into the mattress on either side of me, exposing my sopping gash.

“Fuck!” I said he entered me. I pushed my head back against the mattress and my back arched up.

“Get on top of her,” Nathan told Ginger.

She straddled my face and pushed her pussy against my mouth. She was sopping wet. Practically dripping. I licked and sucked at her like a girl dying of thirst. I rubbed the rough texture of my tongue against her clit until she shook over me.

Until her wetness dripped down my cheeks and onto the bed covers.

Nathan enjoyed this for a few moments and then he utterly fucking destroyed me. He slammed his cock as deep as he could into my body. He dragged it out, then did it again. His swollen crown parted me deep inside.

His thrusting grew ragged and desperate. I could feel his cock swelling, getting even harder within me.

I loved that moment right before a guy came. Loved how he became rock-fucking-solid inside of me. Loved knowing it was my body and the way it made him feel doing that to him.

But must of all I wanted his load.

“He’s going to bust in you!” Ginger said.

He sheathed every inch inside of me. Made my mouth open wide against Ginger’s pussy.

Then he came. His cock jerked, seized by the spasms of his climax. I felt the warmth of his spunk shoot up into me, again and again, so much of it.

I came then, too. My body tightened around him. Milked him. Pulled his seed up into my waiting womb.

I don’t know how long it lasted. An eternity. A few seconds. Either way, this time when it ended I fell completely limp, exhausted, and used up.

Nathan pulled out of me. I felt some of his cum rush out after him, but not as much as I thought might.

I guess that meant that my greedy little body kept some of it trapped deep inside.

“Clean her up,” he said to Ginger. “Get your face between her thighs.”

Ginger did as he ordered, going down on her knees between my thighs. I groaned and tossed my head from side to side when I felt the warm flatness of her tongue against my raw flesh.

She lapped up all of Nathan’s cum. All of our mingled juices.

I was already so sore inside. I didn’t think I’d be able to walk straight for days.

I sat up. Saw Nathan’s turgid member hanging between his legs and felt another pang of desire. I knew then that if he got hard again I wouldn’t be able to deny him my body, no matter how much it hurt.

Because it would also feel so good.

And I also felt some sense of triumph over Ginger. He’d fucked her properly first. But I was the one who made him cum. I was the one who made him lose control and empty himself inside of me.

Nathan pulled his jeans back up, buckling his belt back in place. He looked at us.

“You won’t tell our parents, will you?” I said. I didn’t know why I cared so much about that. Ginger and I were both 19 now. Adults. But I liked my family.

“We’ll see how you do tomorrow night and I’ll tell you then,” Nathan said, “Same time, same room. I want you both naked and spread when I come in. Got that?”

“Yes, daddy,” Ginger said.

“And not a fucking word to Deb, got it?”

“Yes,” we both said together.

He left the room. Left me with my sore, cum-filled pussy. It was a satisfied ache, at least.

“Tomorrow night I get to make him cum,” Ginger said.

“We’ll see,” I replied.




Tempting the Daddy Next Door: An Alpha Male Story 

 

Tom

 

“Hey, aren’t you supposed to be off at college?” I said.

Petra leaned against the doorframe the separated my kitchen from my living room. She and my daughter, Anna, were of an age. Both 18-going-on-19.

That friends-forever type who was more like a sister than anything. They both even decided to go to the same college.

“Yes,” Petra said, “Well, Anna invited me over for the break and I said yes. I guess she didn’t ask you first, eh?”

I stood up from my easy chair and went over to her. She was a petite thing, the top of her head barely coming to my shoulders.

“You’re always welcome here,” I said.

She reached out and put her hand on my arm. I thought I even felt a little squeeze. I did my best to keep my body in good running order, as any self-respecting man of the house should.

She didn’t take it off, not right away. “Thanks, Mr. Wells,” she said.

“You know you can call me Tom,” I said.

I found myself liking the feel of her fingers on me.

I also liked the way she smiled up at me. This mixture of almost girlish innocence mixed with something else I couldn’t quite place.

“I know. Hey, I’m really sorry about Mrs. Wells,” she said, her hand still on my arm. I began to feel this tingling sensation low in my stomach.

“It’s been a while now,” I said, “Things are still hard. But I have Anna to help me through. And you, of course.”

This time I definitely felt a squeeze. The little pink tip of her tongue came out and flicked against the fullness of her lips, making them glisten a little.

“You know I’d do anything to get you through it, right? Though… I don’t think you need much help. You’re the strongest guy and the coolest dad that I know.”

It was not that I’d never noticed the young woman that Petra became before this. It was just that now it all seemed to come into sharp focus.

She wore a blouse with what seemed half the top buttons undone, exposing a creamy expanse of lovely skin and some even lovelier, if rather small, cleavage.

The blouse was tucked into a skirt that ended perhaps just a touch too high. I got the impression that if she bent over without thinking about it she’d give anyone behind her a nice flash of her panties.

And then I felt a distinctly un-fatherly pulse in my shaft as it began hardening in my jeans.

“I know,” I said, “And it means a lot to me.”

I put my hand over hers. I realized that I let it linger just a moment too long before I removed hers from my arm.

She glanced down, and when she looked back up into me a blush lit into her cheeks.

She was such a beautiful young woman.

I think it was that moment there that I decided to seduce her. To make her mine.

I delved back into my mind, trying to remember if she or Anna ever mentioned her having a boyfriend and couldn’t.

That made me wonder if she was still a virgin. Still untouched.

My jaw tightened.

If I kept thinking like this I’d have to go sit back down to hide my excitement. Though the animal hindbrain in me told me that I could make her mine then and there if I wanted.

And God, with the way that blush made its way down her cheeks and up from her chest to meet in her throat when she looked up at me made me want to.

But I knew that Anna would be home any time now so I managed to push those instincts to the side for now.

“Anything,” Petra repeated, glancing down my body and back up again in a very not-so-innocent fashion.

I thought I should tell her that she was playing with fire. That maybe the boys in high school and college let her get away with shit like that, but when you flaunted yourself to a real man he tended to take what was his.

“Go head on up to Anna’s room and wait for her there,” I said, feeling heat creep up from my stomach. The collar of my shirt felt tight.

I was used to being obeyed around the house. Had been even before losing my wife. I thought it was just the way a man should act. My dad did it with me, and his before that.

In a man’s home his word was law.

Then Petra did something to inflame my desire even further.

She put her hand right on my chest. Right above my heart. My breath caught and there was no way she didn’t notice. It took every bit of my willpower to keep my shaft from hardening fully down the leg of my jeans.

She leaned in. I could smell her. Some light perfume. Another scent beneath that. Her scent, her natural one.

People said that humans didn’t really have pheromones or anything like that, but at that moment I didn’t believe a word of it.

Just inhaling her like that nearly sent me over the edge. Nearly made me toss her over the back of the couch, lift her skirt up, pull her panties to the side, and bury myself to the hilt inside of her.

And the worst part was, I thought that some part of her wanted me to do it. Wanted me the way that only a young woman’s passion and lust could want.

“All right,” she said, “Nice to see you again, Mr. Wells.”

Leaned in so close as she was, I could see the way the soft and sensitive skin high on her chest puckered up into thousands of tiny, delicious looking goosebumps.

“You too, Petra. Run along now, sweetie,” I replied. 

If I was going to make her mine, I intended on doing it on my own terms, not hers.

She turned on her heel and walked away, and I would swear that she added an extra bit of sway to her hips.

Especially when she took the stairs. She caught me watching and she smiled, but continued on her way.

I wasn’t some bashful boy that looked away, either.

You’re playing with fire, girl.

I knew somewhere inside that it was wrong. That I was old enough to be Petra’s father. That she even treated me like one most of the time.

But the wrongness of it made me want her even more. Forbidden flesh or some such shit. God, my cock ached just thinking about how it would feel to slide it good and slow, inch by inch, into her tight little pussy.

I found myself imagining what sort of little sounds and whimpers she might make when she tried to take a real man inside of her. I wondered what sort of faces she might make. Cute little nose scrunches and the like.

Yes, I definitely intended on taking what was mine.

Not long thereafter, Anna came barging through the door in her usual bullish fashion.

“Hey, dad!” she said, throwing her arms around my neck.

“Hey. Petra’s already waiting for you upstairs.”

“Oh! Awesome!”

She turned to go, but I grabbed her by the wrist. She turned back and looked up at me.

“I know you’re an adult now and all that, but under this roof you still do what I say and get permission for things. That includes inviting your friends over during school breaks.”

I only let go of her wrist when she said, “Okay. Sorry, dad. I won’t forget again!”

“I know you won’t, baby. Run along, now.”

 

***

 

I’d set up a home gym in one side of the garage. The other was reserved for fixing up my car.

I found it was a good outlet for the various frustrations experienced by the modern man. Pumping the iron, feeling the burn deep in my muscles.

My usual workout clothes consisted of a pair of gray sweats coupled with an armless white undershirt.

Right at that moment I concentrated on the bench press. Lowering the bar until it touched my chest and then thrusting it back up, grimacing at the effort.

Just good honest sweat and good honest soreness. 

The girls had chosen to go out to the mall. Maybe catch a movie at the theater. I always made sure that Anna gave me a call to let me know everything.

So I figured I was alone in the house.

I lowered the bar, thrust it up. Final rep. So I racked it against its hooks and sat up to wipe some of the sweat from my brow with my towel.

That was when I heard the front door open and close. I frowned. Anna always called to let me know she was coming back.

I stood. Sweat stung at my eyes and I swiped at my face with the back of my hand.

Whoever decided to just let themselves on in was in for the worst day of their life. I squared my shoulders and started for the door.

When I reached for the knob it twisted before I could get to it. The door swung inwards. I balled my fingers into fists.

“Mr. Wells!”

Petra stood in the doorway, her eyes wide. I guess she saw the ferocity in my eyes.

“Petra? What the hell are you doing?”

I saw her take me in. The sheen of sweat on my face and neck. The pump I had going that made the blood vessels on my arms stand out. The way my chest and shoulders filled out my undershirt.

She saw all that and that deep blush from the other day suffused her skin again.

Almost instantly my body reacted on a visceral level, my stomach tightening and my heart pumping hard.

I was suddenly and acutely aware of my shaft beginning to harden. Not so hard to disguise in jeans. But in gray sweats?

“I… I forgot my phone up in Anna’s room. I came back to get it,” she said.

The flush to her skin was enough to make any red-blooded man swell with desire.

I found myself wondering if her pussy flushed like that, too. If her pink lips got pinker. If she glistened with wetness between those lips.

“Last I checked, Anna’s room is upstairs,” I said.

Maybe it was my pump from working out. All that hot blood rushing through me. I felt enervated, invigorated. Whatever it was, I found Petra almost irresistible.

I noticed the way she kept biting down on her bottom lip. Pushing her front teeth into the delicate crimson flesh until it blanched. Her lips looked so moist.

I could feel the pull of my body to hers. That desire to reached out and wrap my arms around her narrow waist and hold her hard against me until she gave into what I wanted.

I leaned up against the doorframe by her. There were two stairs up into the house from the garage, and she stood in that doorway between the two. It put her at about eye level with me.

“Yeah, well, I heard you in here,” she said.

“And?”

“And I decided to come see what you were up to. Anna said that you have a gym in here. There’s a lot more stuff than I thought there would be!” She leaned to the side so she could see past me.

Her eyes lit on the weight bench. She slipped on by me. Our bodies brushed with this electrical tension that left my balls aching.

And the scent of her that she left in her wake was intoxicating. That same youthful perfume with her own body beneath it.

“Oh! How much can you bench?”

I glanced at the bar. All the weight on it added up to 225 pounds and I told her so.

“That’s like two of me!” she said.

That was just my working weight. My max was actually considerably higher, but I didn’t tell her this.

“Will you show me?” she said.

“The bench press?” I said.

“Yeah!”

I figured why the hell not. So I got in position. The bulge of my shaft was larger than usual in my sweatpants, and I just let her see when I took position.

“Are you sure you can actually lift all of that?” she said, eying the bar with the big circular plates on either end.

“Positive,” I replied.

I took a moment to get my grip right, then lifted the bar from its hooks. I lowered it to my chest, thrust it back up. Then did it again a. Twice more.

“You are so strong!” she said.

I pushed myself to my feet from the bench. She came right over and put her hands on my chest, looking up at me with those big innocent eyes. I couldn’t take it anymore. Not with the blood and the testosterone pumping through my veins.

I put my hands to the small of her back. I pulled her against me. Pulled her so that her stomach pushed up against the hardening bulge in the front of my sweats.

I heard the breath catch in her throat. Felt her body go hard against mine.

“Mr. Wells…” she said.

“What did you think was going to happen?” I said.

I slid my hands down to her perfect ass. The two half-moons of her cheeks firm and plump in my fingers.

“I… I don’t know…” she said.

“Like hell. I think this is exactly what you wanted to happen.” I replied.

“I… I want to… but I don’t know if we should,” she said.

I hardened even more against her stomach and she felt it. She kept biting down on her lower lip. Her hips rolled against me, her body’s desires overcoming her mind.

“I don’t care,” I said.

I couldn’t resist tasting her. The next time she bit down on her lip, I leaned down to her face and kissed her hard. Her mouth was hotter and sweeter than I thought it would be. I could feel a little wet dab of precum in my sweats.

There was no way to stop anymore. I wanted her. I intended on having her. She had to learn not to tease a real man like this, unless it was what she wanted.

“But Mr. Wells,” she said, “I’ve never really been with a guy before. You know, like that. Will… will it hurt?”

"A little. But then it will feel good. So fucking good," I said.

I could've shot into my pants. I had a sexy young woman wrapped up in my arms practically begging me to take her virginity and give her a good, hard fucking for her first experience.

I kissed down her neck, across her throat. Her skin was so soft and smooth against my lips.

She shivered in my arms. I could feel her giving into her desire for me.

"I've always wanted you to be my first," she said, "Your just like a dad should be. Will... will you be my daddy, just for now?"

"Sure, baby," I said. I kissed down her neck, found my mouth between the small, firm mounds of her breasts.

Her heart pattered hard against her ribs.

I thought about bringing her up to the master bedroom. Laying her on my bed, stripping her down good and slow.

But then I knew that I couldn't wait that long. I hungered for her. I wanted her youthful body like I wanted nothing else before.

She reached down between us and squeezed the bulge of my cock. I groaned.

"Is that nice? I want you to feel nice," she said, "I want you to show what it's like to be a woman."

And with that, the last of my rational willpower drained out of me. My instincts, my desires, my urges, they all called the shots.

I sat down on the weight bench. She sat on my lap. Her body knew what to do. We rubbed ourselves together and savored the delicious friction of my hard member against the soft warmth of her pussy.

I pulled the blouse she wore off. She had a sports bra on underneath, and I flipped the cups up with my fingers to reveal the taut pink circles of her nipples.

I sucked each of them into my mouth. I made her moan.

"I'm so wet," she said, "Am I supposed to be so wet?"

I ran my fingers up between her thighs. I almost lost it when I felt how damp her panties were. How they plastered themselves so perfectly to the outline of her hot little mound.

I pulled her underwear to the side, pushed a finger into her sopping slit. The little bean of her clit had come out from under its hood to play.

"Oh! Oh, daddy! That feels so good," she said when I played with her.

I rubbed and circled around her love button under she shook on my lap. There was nothing sexier than watching someone in the prime of their youth climax. A line of heat ran up from her chest, covering her breasts, her throat, her cheeks in a rosy blush that left her breathless.

She bucked on my lap, impatient. "I want you. I want you so bad," she said while I ran the heat of my mouth over that delicious blush.

I thought about throwing her down on the weight bench, peeling her panties away, and devouring the sweet little peach of her pussy. Making her cum with my tongue against her clit.

But I wanted her. I wanted her so bad I thought my cock might actually tear right on through my sweatpants.

So I made her get off me. Then I made her get up on the bench. She grabbed onto the bench press bad and stuck her ass nice and high in the air, the small of her back arched down to really accentuate the womanly curve of her hips.

I pushed her skirt up. Her white cotton panties were already pulled aside. A deep pink flush suffused her sex. I could see her wetness glistening between her lips. Her little clit poked out from between them, begging for more of my attention.

I bent down and kissed the firm curves of her ass. I couldn't resist just a taste, and when I moved my mouth between her thighs she shook all over and thrust her hips back against me.

She tasted so sweet I thought I could eat her all night.

But my cock commanded more. It demanded I drive myself into her again and again, claim her as my own. Fill her with my seed before any other man could.

I could hardly describe just how sexy she looked. Bare ass and pussy fully exposed to me, already sopping wet with anticipation. Her face peering back at me over her shoulder, begging for me to deflower her.

It made my balls ache she looked so good.

"Please, daddy? Please..." she kept saying.

I shoved my sweats down my thighs and my cock sprang up to immediate and full attention. So hard it trembled. So stiff it hurt.

"You're so big," she said, "Is it supposed to be so big?"

"That's why you're so wet," I said, "To help my slide in."

Even though she'd never done anything like this before, her body knew what to do. I put one hand on her hip and used the other to hold my trembling cock steady. She arched her ass higher, and I groaned inside when I saw the lips of her pussy part slightly, letting me see the pink wetness inside.

"Hold on tight," I told her.

My whole cock tingled when I pushed my crown against her throbbing labia. I felt her wetness leave me nice and slick.

I felt the tight loop of her pussy when I pushed forward. Felt it resist me for a moment. I began to think she was just too tight to fuck.

Then that tight loop relented. Stretched open around me. Let me slide the tip in.

She was hot and wet and soft all at once. I gritted my teeth against the urge to spill myself inside her then and there. My balls tightened and then relaxed.

"You're so big! It's too much! Oh, fuck, you're so big," she said, her teeth gritted. I saw the way she held the bench press bar with a white-knuckled grip.

I wasn't through with her yet.

I grabbed her hips with both hands. And this time I pulled her back while I pushed forward. She moaned and whimpered and I slid my shaft deeper into her youthful heat.

Soon enough it surrounded me totally. I again felt that urge to cum. Felt that tightness squeezing my balls, ready to shoot deep inside of her.

"Shouldn't... shouldn't we use a condom?" she said.

"It feels better this way," I told her, "Doesn't this feel nicer? My bare skin against your bare skin? Nothing between us."

"It's so nice."

"Don't you want me to fuck you?"

"So badly."

She gritted her teeth when I slid back. I felt her tightness grabbing at me, squeezing at me. Felt my cock drag against the slick velvety walls of her sex.

I kept going back until only the tip remained inside. I admired her body for another moment, watching the way her lips stretched out around my girth. How they barely held me.

Then I pushed myself back inside. All the way. I didn't stop until her perky ass bounced off my stomach.

She moaned like a little slut, the muscles in her back going tight and her head and neck arching back.

"I'm going to make you cum for me," I said.

And I did. I wrenched out of her youthful grip and slammed myself back into her again and again. The weights rattled on their bar. The bar slammed back against the rack.

My fingers dug into the firm flesh of her hips. I pulled her towards me each time I thrust forward.

The grip of her pussy only tightened around me, as though trying to force me to slow down. I couldn't though. Couldn't and wouldn't.

It felt too good, that hot wetness wrapped all around me. 

Her body was made to get fucked hard, and that's what I intended to do with it.

"Oh. Oh fuck! I can't. It won't stop!" Petra said.

Her head arched back again. Her eyes squeezed shut. Her lips pulled back from her teeth. I reached forward and grabbed onto her hair and held her back like that.

I rammed myself all the way into her. Sheathed my shaft to the root in her flesh. I couldn't do anything else, she was so fucking tight.

I couldn't believe how tight. If I'd been anything less than rock solid she would have squeezed my out.

It was only then, at the height of her pleasure and mine, that I let myself lose control. I didn't fight the tightness in my balls this time.

"Daddy... Oh, daddy," she moaned when my cock jerked and spurted inside of her.

Her hungry body swallowed up all of my cum. Her pussy milked it out of me, her body and mine both going entirely rigid with each squeeze.

I don't think I ever came so hard in my life. I felt my cum explode out of me. Shoot hard enough that my shaft ached from root to tip.

"Yes! Oh, yes!" she said.

Like I said, her body knew what to do. Her lovely hips rolled against me, her pussy milking me cock. Draining every last drop of spunk out of me.

When we finished, a new coating of sweat shone on me. A blush of heat covered Petra's entire body, and she trembled all over.

I stayed rock hard for a long time. I didn't want to pull out. I'd found heaven, and it was inside the body of my daughter's best friend.

But finally I did begin to soften. Her youthful tightness squeezed me out.

But none of my seed dripped its way down her thighs. I realized that her hungry body had pulled it all up into her womb.

Now that my animal brain was no longer in control, I thought about what a dumb move that was. I could've just knocked up a girl who looked up to me as a father figure.

Except I sort of found that hot. I wanted to will myself hard again. Fuck her. Cum in her. Plant my seed deep inside to really make her mine.

Petra pulled her panties back over her throbbing mound.

"You were right. It hurt at first, but then it felt good," she said.

Then something started ringing. She reached into a thin pocket in her skirt and pulled her phone out.

"It's Anna! She says the movie's going to start soon! I have to get going."

"I thought you said you left your phone in her room," I said.

She winked at me. My cock pulsed. She'd used me just like I used her.

"I'll see you again," she said.

"You'll see me tonight. I don't care how sore you are now. And don't tell Anna," I said.

"Our secret, daddy," she replied.

I gave her a slap on the ass and sent her on her way.




Biker Daddy Next Door 

 

Janie

 

I think that the thing I hated most about my mom’s boyfriend was that I thought he was hot.

My mom had been dating Aaron for almost a year now, and he was over at our house all the time.

I’d hear him road up on that big motorcycle of his, hear the kickstand squeak when he kicked it down. Then the sound of his heavy riding boots tromp on up the stairs.

Then I’d do my best to run off to my bedroom.

It wouldn’t be so bad if I was still in school, but I’d just finished my freshman year in college and my mom wouldn’t pay for me to extend my lease over the summer, so back home it was.

“Hey, baby!” Aaron said.

I stood at the top of the stairs, one hand on the banister, watching the scene unfold down in the foyer.

My mom went up on her tiptoes to give him a kiss. Before she could settle down, Aaron wrapped those big, tatted-up arms of his around her waist and pulled her back against him for a deeper and more sensual kiss.

I watched his hands slide down and cup my mom’s ass. When he squeezed, she giggled.

“Can you two just get a room?” I said, squeezing the hell out of the banister.

When my mom looked back at me over her shoulder, her face was flushed a deep, beet red color. Aaron didn’t bother taking his hands off her ass.

“You have a room, too,” Aaron said, “Why don’t you get your ass into it?”

“You’re not my dad,” I said.

“Not yet,” Aaron replied, “And you better be thankful for that. If you were my kid I’d tan your hide for the all the shit you say to your mother.”

I bristled. “Whatever. Just leave me alone.” I wanted to say more, but all I could picture was lying across Aaron’s lap, my yoga pants and panties pulled down to expose my bare rump with a big red hand print across the cheeks.

I also knew that Aaron wasn’t kidding. I knew from people around town that he ran with some bad people. That other bad people didn’t fuck with him.

Why he chose to be with my mom I didn’t know. She was good looking, yeah. But just a divorced housewife. Aaron could’ve had any woman in town that he wanted.

“Get lost,” Aaron said.

“Aaron!” my mom stepped in. For a moment, I felt my heart swell with love for her. Then it deflated.

Aaron squeezed her ass harder, ground her hips against his. “Don’t worry, baby. Daddy’s gonna take care of you.”

I wanted to vomit when my mom giggled like a little school girl. That giggle turned into another groan when Aaron kissed her.

I turned and stormed off to my room, threw myself down onto my bed so that the mattress springs squeaked.

Things always happened quickly with Aaron around. He wasn’t the type to beat around the bush. When he wanted to ride, he rode. When he wanted to eat, he went and got the food or my mom made it for him.

When he wanted to fuck, they fucked.

I heard my mom squeal, “Aaron! Put me down!” and then the thunder of him carrying her up the stairs.

The print of Taylor Swift on my wall rattled when they slammed against the wall in the master bedroom. Then I heard the door to my mom's room open.

Unable to help myself, I went over to my door and opened it a crack so I could peer out. My heart started hammering and I felt hot and tingly all over.

Clothes lay everywhere. A shirt on the bannister, my mom's jeans in a pile by her door. A pair of briefs hung from the bedroom door knob.

And the sounds!

"Oh... Aaron!" my mom moaned.

"You're so tight, baby!" Aaron groaned back.

My eyes went wide. I closed my door.

God, they were always fucking! I didn't have a steady boyfriend yet, so my mom was actually getting laid more than I was!

I hated Aaron so fucking much. I hated his stupid arms and his stupid tattoos and the stupid stubble on his stupid cleft chin.

I threw myself onto the bed again, laying on my back staring up at the stucco ceiling.

I closed my eyes. Saw Aaron bracing himself over me, his face a mask of masculine concentration as he did his thrusting.

I wore a skirt that day. Eyes still closed, I pulled it up. Then I slid the tips of my fingers down into the elastic of my white cotton panties. The skin there bunched in gooseflesh. My little pussy throbbed.

Fuck him. Fuck that stupid asshole.

My fingers slipped down farther, the tips grazing over the smooth, warm skin of my mound. The throb turned into an ache and I felt this explosion of heat and wetness between my lower lips.

Over in my mom’s room, the headboard started slamming into the wall. Thump-thump-thump. The guy was a fucking machine. 

I think part of it was that I was jealous. Of my mom. How did she get a guy like that?

Why was he with her? I wasn’t even 19 yet. I was better looking. Younger. Tighter…

I slipped my finger down into my sopping slit and groaned as the warm wetness surround me. Wetter, too, I bet.

I slid my finger back up until it found the little nub of my clit, which came out to play from beneath its little fleshy hood. 

I toyed it. Rubbed my finger against it. Gasped at the little shocks of desire and heat that ran up the front of my stomach.

My hips gyrated on the bed. My face twisted up. I grabbed one of my small but firm tits with my other hand and squeezed.

I tortured my little love bean until I made myself cum, running the pad of my middle finger in rough little circles over myself, my youthful body bucking against the mattress.

Everything went tight. My pussy clenched up around nothing. Then I settled back down.

Around the same time, I heard my mom scream out and then everything went quiet in their afterglow.

I’m not going to take this any longer, I thought. I knew he’d spend the night now. He always did.

I pulled my panties back over my pussy and checked myself in the mirror. My hair was long and blonde, like my mom’s. My face was flushed, my lips rosy and plump. I just wanted to make sure my eyeliner hadn’t run or anything like that.

I intended to get out of there. Maybe see if I could get into a bar without getting carded.

I got to my door and even grabbed the knob, the brass cool against my palm.

But then I heard someone step into the hall outside.

“Go grab me something good from the store,” I heard Aaron say, “A big meatball sandwich would hit the spot.”

“Of course, baby,” my mom said, “I’ll be right back.”

I heard her pad down the hall. Heard some soft sounds and realized she was picking up the clothes.

Then she went down the stairs and out the door. Her little Camry purred to life and then rolled out of the driveway.

I waited another moment, but Aaron stayed in the other room.

I snuck out. Made it out the front down.

I walked past his motorbike, which was some big thing with lots of shiny chrome on it.

Then I stopped. I had an idea.

The kickstand supported it on one side. I gave the bike a push. It didn’t budge. It was heavier than it looked.

I pushed harder. Then I panicked. I stood up and looked around, but no one on our street was out.

So then I squatted down and really put my back into it. At first I thought the damn thing wouldn’t move.

Then it did. I righted it. It balanced for a moment, but then I gave it one final nudge.

It clattered over onto the opposite side, the handlebar hitting first making the front wheel jerk over.

My heart lurched up into my throat.

I ran off, looking back over my shoulder. I made it around the corner before Aaron burst out of the front door.

“What the fuck? Who the fuck did this?” he said.

I hid behind some hedges and watched. He was shirtless, in nothing but his jeans. Tattoos crawled all over his chest and shoulders, too. A deep chest and broad shoulders.

And even this far away his voice scared me. But I also felt good.

“Fuck you, too, asshole,” I said, satisfied with my work.

Then I walked out.

 

***

 

No bars let me in, so I just screwed around on my phone at the library because it had free wifi and my data was almost up.

It was around midnight when I finally got home.

I wondered if I should sneak in through a window and just to my room. But then I decided to just go straight on in through the front door.

Aaron had to know it was me who pushed his bike over. But what was he going to do about it? I was like a third of his size. And my mom wouldn’t put up with him yelling at me.

The bike sat beside my mom’s car in the driveway, sitting on its kickstand again.

Besides, I was an adult now, I could stay out as late as I damn well pleased.

The front door was locked, of course. The porch light was off, even. So I used the flashlight on my phone to guide the key into the lock.

My heart started pounding when I put my shoulder to the door to push it open.

The house was just as dark inside.

Suddenly I didn’t feel so brave anymore. I wanted the safety and comfort of my room, with the lock on the door.

So I scrambled up the stairs as quietly and quickly as I could, hauling myself up by the handrail as I went.

The door to mom’s room was closed when I glanced over at it, squinting into the darkness of the hall.

I got into my room and closed the door behind me. In the darkness everything sounded so loud when I fumbled for the locking button on the doorknob. It clicked into place.

I let my shoulders slump. That was that. I’d stay in my room tonight and just not come out until Aaron left for work the next day.

Then I turned on the light.

“Thought you were smart, huh?”

I froze, still facing the door. Then the mattress groaned when Aaron stood up from it. I felt and heard him approach. I sensed him standing behind me.

I forced myself to relax. I wasn’t going to let him bully me. I turned to face him and realized just how much I had to crane my neck back to look up at him.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said, “But I’d like to go to bed now. So please get the hell out of my room.”

I unlocked the door and started opening it. He reached past me and closed it, his hand flat against the white panel. “I don’t think so.”

“You will when I call my mom,” I said, glaring at him. I wished then I’d knifed his bike’s tires while I was at it.

“Go ahead. She won’t come. She knows her place. You’re going to know yours, too. You just need a little breaking in,” he said.

I realized then I could smell him, too. It was this heady mix of cologne and masculinity. I remembered how he looked with his shirt off.

“I don’t think so,” I said, “You’re not my father.”

“No, but I still think you’re going to call me daddy,” he said.

“Fuck you!” I said. Then I shoved him. It was like trying to shove a brick wall over. 

He just smiled. Then he pushed me back against the door, his big hands on my shoulders holding me there.

“I see the way you look at me,” Aaron said, “All jealous.”

I swallowed hard. My knees felt weak. A ball of heat formed low in my stomach. And why was I suddenly so wet?

“Never. You’re old enough to be my dad!” I said.

“Fine. You know what? I’m so damn sure I know what’s going on here I’m going to give you the ability to decide what happens next,” he said.

Then he slid his hands down my body. His thumbs brushed over my breasts, and I suppressed a shiver when I felt my nipples stiffen.

His hands continued down to my hips. He pulled me against him and I felt him then. Felt his hard-on through his jeans. God, he was so big!

The wetness in me turned to a throbbing heat.

“What… What are you doing?” I said. Except I couldn’t stop thinking about his cock.

He kissed me then. Sucked my bottom lip between his teeth and bit down on it until I groaned. His hands slipped around to my ass, and he squeezed me through my shirt.

My panties were wet. I could feel them sticking to my mound. 

None of my high school or college boyfriends manhandled me like this. They’d never been so naked with their desire. So forward. So willing to just go ahead and take me.

It touched some primal part of me, I could tell. Some essential woman inside of me that responded to the alpha male in him.

Then he let go of my lip with his teeth. He kissed my chin, ran his lips down my throat. I felt his teeth on me, in that sensitive and vulnerable place. 

My hands, at my side clenching and unclenching at until this point, moved between our bodies.

“So are you going to be a good little girl for daddy?” Aaron said.

I swallowed again, my mouth dry. I knew I should tell him no. I knew I should push him away. But I could feel the way I trembled in his arms. Could feel just how petite I was in his arms. Just how overpoweringly strong he was.

God, he could break me in half without even trying, I thought.

I don’t know why, but that decided it. “Stay,” I breathed.

“Speak up,” he commanded.

“Stay, please,” I said, a bit louder.

“I thought so,” he replied.

Here was where the other guys I knew would’ve stopped. Asked me what I wanted. Asked if they should maybe go grab a condom.

Aaron didn’t care.

He spun me around and shoved me against the door. It clattered against its frame.

“Oh!” I said.

He pulled my ass back towards him and then hiked up my skirt, smiling when he saw my panties.

Still holding my skirt up with one hand, he spanked me. Hard.

“Fuck!” I said when I felt the sting. His hand was big!

“This is the least you deserve for pushing my bike over, you little bitch,” he said.

Then he spanked me again. The shocked of it slammed through my body. It also left me wetter than ever.

And God, did my ass ever sting.

“I’m sorry!” I said.

“Not yet you aren’t,” he replied.

Then he spanked me again, this time on the other cheek. My eyes started to water. And my pussy throbbed. It was right there for him. I wanted him to slip a big hand between my thighs and just feel how damp my panties were already.

“Time for these to come off,” he said.

He slid his fingers down into the elastic waistband of my panties, catching them with the crook of his thumbs.

I found myself pushing my ass out harder when he started sliding them down. I shivered a little when I felt the cotton peel away from the wetness of my slit. I also felt the back of my thighs pebble with goosebumps.

He lifted my legs one at a time to pull my panties from my ankles. Then he brought them up to his nose and breathed deeply.

Seeing him do that made my pussy pulse and quiver.

God, what in the hell came over me? I’d never felt like this about a guy before. Let alone an asshole like him. One old enough to be my dad!

I didn’t understand it. And I didn’t want to understand it.

He balled my panties up and tossed them away. Then he grabbed my hips and pulled my ass back against the hard bulge in his jeans. The denim was rough against my smooth skin. Rough and warm.

And he was just so hard.

He squeezed me. Cupped my cheeks. Felt how firm I was.

Yeah. Young and firm. I caught myself thinking.

He pulled my cheeks apart and ran his thumb down my cleft. He found the little puckered rosebud of my asshole and circled around it. Then he pushed against it. Pushed until I felt myself part a little around him.

“I’ve never done anything like this,” I said.

“I don’t care,” he replied.

I liked the feeling of it. The pressure. The slight tickle. The tightness. Just below there, my pussy throbbed with aching, neglected need.

Thumb still in my asshole, he used his other fingers to explore the wetness between my lower lips.

“Ah!” I said, a single bolt of pleasure shooting up through me.

He knew just how to touch me. He found my clit right away. Another finger pushed up into the tight and silky wetness of my young cunt.

He massaged me. Toyed with my asshole, tortured my clit, rubbed me on the inside all at once.

I’d never been reduced to a quivering wreck so quickly. I moaned like I’d never heard myself moan before.

And he made me cum so fast I would have been embarrassed if it didn’t feel so fucking good.

He felt my pussy bear down on him.

“That’s it. Cum for daddy. Be daddy’s little slut,” he said.

My hips bucked. I pushed against the door, trying to get more pressure from his hands. Hot and cold electricity pumped through every inch of me. I wanted to scream but my throat locked up.

A dewy sweat sprang up all over me.

He pulled himself out of me and cleaned off the finger that had been inside of my pussy with his tongue.

“The bed?” I said.

“Bad girls don’t get the bed,” he replied.

He unbuckled his belt. Unzipped himself. Then he freed his cock. It sprang out thick and long and hard. The swollen crown of his head was a taut purple. And when he gave my ass another appreciative squeeze I saw a big blob of precum leak from his tip.

I decided to be insistent about one thing. "You need a condom."

He guided his cock between my steamy thighs and rubbed the top of his shaft against the slickness of my slit.

The words caught in my throat. How could he be so hot already? And so hard?

"I don't use condoms. Especially not with bad girls," he said.

The ridge around his swollen crown dragged down through my slit until the head of his cock tested the tightness of my body.

God, I wanted him so bad. I wanted to feel the warmth of his shaft when he sheathed it inside of me.

"I'm not on birth control, though," I said.

"Not my problem," he replied, "And you want it bad. I can tell."

He pushed a little harder. I felt myself begin stretching around him. It was a delicious feeling. A little painful, but also so fucking nice. I longed to feel him part me, enter me, fill me.

"We shouldn't..." I moaned. My hips started rolling, urging him deeper. 

Again I knew that we shouldn't. That I should tell him to stop. To grab a fucking condom. But it was like he made me lose control. Like there was nothing left but this primal and burning need to give him my body.

He kept one hand on my hip and then grabbed a loose handful of my hair with the other. He hauled back on my hair, making my neck arch, making my butt stick out for him.

My lips peeled back from my teeth when I felt him slip just a little more into me. Already I could feel my greedy little pussy wrapping him in my silky warmth.

"Will you pull out?" I said.

"No," he replied.

He forced himself deeper into my youthful tightness. The whole head was in my. I could feel the way I stretched around him.

I couldn't take it anymore. I knew I should tell him no. But I didn't.

"I thought so," he said.

He pushed, gritting his teeth against my grip. He pulled on my hair, on my hip. He forced himself into me, inch by inch.

He filled me up so completely. It hurt, but I liked it. A delicious pain.

"You're so fucking wet," he said when he pulled back out of me. I left his shaft covered in my slickness.

Then he thrust himself into me again, both of us groaning.

I'd never done it bareback before. I loved the feeling of his naked skin against mine. I knew this was a bad idea. Terrible and risky. But the riskiness just made me like it more.

Made me slam my ass back against him when he pushed up into me.

"That's it, daddy. That's it, fuck me hard," I said.

He pulled the handful of my hair some more. Mostly he couldn't take his eyes off the place where our bodies joined together. Where he slipped his thick cock into my tight little cunt again and again.

Each thrust loosened me up a little. Each thrust made me wetter.

I heard the wet noises of our fucking and it nearly drove me crazy.

"You have such a tight little snatch," he said.

"You're cock is so fucking huge," I replied, "You're going to make me cum all over you."

"Good," he said, "Give it to me. Cum for daddy."

He shifted his thumb over my asshole again and played with it. The extra sensation was just too much.

My lips peeled back from my teeth. The tight ball of heat and pleasure low in my gut burst open.

I came for him. I came all over him.

He pulled me back hard against him. Forced every inch of his shaft into my body. He wrapped his arms around me. I felt his teeth bite down into my flesh where my shoulder met my neck.

He held me there trapped against him, completely helpless while my pussy squeezed up around his cock.

Then I felt him jerk inside me. Felt the warmth of his seed spurt up into my greedy, hungry little cunt.

It was incredible. A flash of panic went through me. Then this deep and primal satisfaction. Like this was what I was fucking made for. I rolled my hips back against him, milking him. Pulling his hot load up into my guts.

He'd claimed me. Made me his. Dominated me. I shuddered and trembled in his big and strong arms.

He didn't let me go for a while.

"I want you to take every last drop," he breathed.

We stayed locked together like that for a while. I could think of nothing but the pulsing throb of his rock hard length.

He pulled himself out of me. I felt empty and stretched to the limit. Sore and achy.

I almost fell, but he caught me up in his arms and laid me down on the bed.

"Don't ever touch my fucking bike again," he said.

"Okay," I said.

He left me in the quiet of my room. I could feel my heartbeat throb deep in my pussy. I could feel the heat of his cum deep inside of me.

I ran my hand down between my thighs. I closed my eyes and thought of the way he snarled when he came.

I started playing with myself again.

I was his. And I liked it.




Paying Off the Daddy Next Door 

 

Vance

 

I liked Jackie. I really did.

She was my next door neighbor. She was a single mom, I was a single dad. Our daughters were friends.

So I didn’t mind doing the occasional thing around the house for her. Fix a leaky pipe under the sink, change the oil in the old Volvo in her driveway. Throw a few new shingles on the roof after a windstorm. That sort of thing.

But now she owed me some serious money. Her job over at the plant went on shutdown for nearly two months and she couldn’t afford her mortgage.

So I cut her a check, letting her know that this wasn’t a gift, but a loan.

And it was coming due.

I went up the three steps to her front porch and gave the siding by the door three quick bangs with my fist.

I was a tall guy, big shoulders. Lots of football in high school and college. Marines after that. I took no shit and people usually didn’t give me any.

Jackie answered the door. She was a petite thing, all mousey and nervous.

“Oh, hey, Vance,” she said.

She was doing that thing people did when they knew they were in the shit and wanted to pretend they weren’t. And they hoped that you’d play along.

I didn’t.

I held open the screen door, the thumb of my other hand hooked into one pocket of my jeans. “Jackie, we need to have a talk,” I said.

Her smile really faltered then. Some nice guy asshole might’ve let the whole thing drop then and there. Gallantry or chivalry or some shit.

I just wanted my money.

She looked back over her shoulder into the shadows of the front hall, then back out at me, “Can we talk outside?”

“We can talk wherever you like,” I replied, holding the door open for her so she could step out onto the porch.

We walked a couple steps away from the door. A few of the boards felt loose under my feet and I figured when she managed to screw up the courage sometime after this current bit was all through she’d be asking me to come tighten them up for her.

I also figured she didn’t want her daughter, Amber, hearing about all this.

“Look, I’ll get you the money, all right? I just need a bit more time,” she said, “You know I’m good for it.”

I crossed my arms and leaned back against one of the posts supporting the porch. “Question is, when are you good for it?” 

“Soon. Just… I don’t know? A few weeks?” she said.

“You asking me or telling me?” I replied.

We both turned when the screen door squealed open on its hinges. Another thing I’d be asked to look after, I knew.

“Mom? Is everything all right?” It was Amber. She wore some sort of fitted tank top and pair of those stretchy black yoga pants.

Home for the weekend from college, I knew. My own daughter and Amber’s friend was swamped with essays and couldn’t make it back.

But Amber was pretty as a picture. Those yoga pants showed off some great thighs. Her breasts were firm and high. Maybe a little on the small side, but that just played into that youthful innocence image she had going.

Wavy blonde hair that grazed her shoulders. Big, expressive eyes in a heart-shaped face with a set of plump lips. Prettier than her mother by far.

She and my daughter had grown up together as neighbors and friends. Sometimes I felt like her surrogate daddy, since her real one had been out of the picture so long.

It was only because of Amber that I was so lenient in collecting what was owed me.

“Nothing, sweetie,” Jackie said.

“You want your money back, don’t you?” Amber said.

“Amber! Don’t worry about it. How do you even know?” Jackie said, rounding fully on her daughter.

“I know that Mr. Jones helps us out,” Amber said, “Don’t worry, you’ll get it all back.”

I had a soft spot for the girl, so I put my hand on Jackie’s shoulder to get her attention. She turned to look at me. “I’ll be back next week.”

“Thanks, Mr. Jones!” Amber said. She ran up to me and threw her arms around me. The top of her head barely came up to my chest.

She smelled good. Fresh and floral. And I couldn’t help noticing how firm and taut her body felt pressed up against mine. Her hips pushed up against me.

A tingle ran from my balls down into my shaft, and I began stiffening.

If Amber felt, she didn’t say anything. Actually, she hugged me longer than I thought she should have.

Jackie noticed, too. She grabbed her daughter by the shoulders and pulled her away from me, all apologetic smiles.

“Come on inside, sweetie. I’ll get supper started,” Jackie said. She opened the screen door and then nudged the inner one back.

Amber shook her mother’s hand off her shoulder. I thought she might throw herself against me again.

I thought that I wouldn’t mind if she did. She was a hot little thing. And I found myself itching to feel if those small breasts of hers were as firm in my hands as they were against my ribs.

“Is Elle home this weekend?” Amber asked.

“No. She wanted to come but apparently she has a few papers she needs to get a head start on,” I said, “Maybe next weekend, though.”

“Oh,” Amber said. She didn’t sound as disappointed as I expected. In fact, she actually appeared a little excited by this. “So you’ll be home all weekend though, right?”

“Far as I know,” I replied.

The exceptionally pink tip of her tongue poked out and ran in a quick circle around her lips, which parted in a broad smile. “Okay!”

“Come inside, Amber,” Jackie said. I could tell she didn’t like how this exchange was going.

“Sure thing, mom,” Amber replied, still smiling at me.

She spun on her heel and took the small step up into the house.

I couldn’t help but let my eyes wander down her body. Her ass looked incredible in those tight stretchy pants.

I didn’t notice any panty lines, either. Was she even wearing any?

My cocked started throbbing. I was in danger of going full mast there on Jackie’s porch.

“Bye, Mr. Jones,” Amber said over her shoulder.

“Later,” I said.

If I didn’t know any better, I would’ve sworn that Amber wanted me to check her out. That she was flaunting herself for me.

Oh, when she was little she’d had a schoolgirl crush on me. But I figured that was over. In fact, I didn’t really give it much thought until then.

I went back home to grab a brew and see if I could catch the tail end of the ball game.

 

***

 

The next day, Sunday, someone knocked on my door just after lunch.

I stood up from my easy chair and swiped at the stubble on my chin. Lately there’d been more salt than pepper in that stubble. If anything, that seemed to make women notice me more than they already did.

I didn’t hurry. I didn’t yell out that I was on the way. I didn’t care if they left before I got there. I did things on my own damn time.

I pulled the inner door open, letting fresh, clean daylight flood into the front hall.

I squinted into the sudden brightness. Amber stood on the other side of the screen door, wearing much the same thing as before.

She smiled and waved at me.

I pushed the screen door open and she stepped back to let it swing past her, then she moved forward again.

In the light breeze created by her shifting around I caught that same scent as before. My balls tightened.

“Amber,” I said.

She seemed a little nervous. She bit down lightly on her lower lip, her lovely teeth blanching the plump and glossy flesh.

“Mr. Jones… I wanted to ask you something,” she said.

“So ask,” I replied.

“Can… Can I come inside?”

I shrugged at this, then stood aside so that she could walk in. My mouth water at her scent when she did.

I expected her to just stay in the front hall there, but she went right into the living room.

I followed and found her leaning against the back of my couch. She glanced up at me shyly and then back down again. Two spots of color lit in her cheeks.

I wished then I was 20 years younger. God, I found myself wanting to grab her up and start kissing her. She smelled so nice. What did she taste like?

“I don’t like being made to wait,” I said, “What’s this about?”

“Are you sure that Elle isn’t here?” Amber said.

I sighed. I didn’t much like repeating myself, either. “She isn’t.”

“Okay,” she said and sighed. I couldn’t tell if that answer made her more or less nervous.

I noticed then how her perky little nipples poked at the thin fabric of her tank top. No panties and no bra. What were young people doing these days?

I ignored the way that my throat went dry.

“I know that my mom owes you a bunch of money,” Amber said.

“You already told me as much,” I replied.

“I want to pay you back,” she said.

I cracked a smile. “I haven’t heard anything about you picking up some extra work. Just how do you plan on doing that?”

She licked her lips again, leaving them even glossier than before. Then she looked up at me, her eyes searching mine. “I’ll do anything you want.”

I crossed my arms. “What makes you think you can do something I want done?”

“Don’t you think I’m pretty, Mr. Jones?” she said. She put one of her small hands on my forearm. Her fingers trembled.

My cock throbbed.

“Did you tell your mother you were doing this?” I said.

“No. She doesn’t know anything. She doesn’t have to. You can just tell her you decided to forgive the debt.” 

She put her other hand on my other forearm. She moved closer to me.

“I’m old enough to be your father,” I said.

“I know. Actually, that kind of turns me on.”

Desire and hot lust snaked their way up through my stomach, around my spine. My balls ached and my stiffening shaft pressed hard against my jeans. If Amber shifted forward even a little she’d bump up against my swollen bulge.

We both stayed quiet for a few breathless moments. I nodded. Just a little. Our eyes were locked.

When Amber noticed, her blush deepened. I watched it spread down her neck.

Then she stepped back, bumping against the couch as she did. She pulled her tank top off, nice and slow. Her breasts spilled out, bounced. Her nipples were stiff little nubs that begged for me to pinch and suck on them.

Still looking at me, she bent over enough to push her yoga pants down her thighs. She kept herself completely shaved, and I swallowed hard when I saw the pink lips of her mound.

She stood before me completely naked. “Do… do you like me?”

My cock felt like it might rip right through my jeans. Her breasts were so symmetrical, so perky. She had a delicious little mole just above her navel. She was thin and lithe, her body flaring out at her hips and her bust.

And that amazing blush continued spreading its way down her skin. As I watched, her body pebbled itself with goosebumps.

“You seem nervous,” I said.

That blush deepened. I could have cum in my jeans happily at that moment.

“Actually,” she said, casting her eyes down again, “I’ve always sort of had a crush on you, Mr. Jones.”

“Come over here,” I told her, holding out a hand.

She reached out tentatively and took it. God, I wanted to throw her across the back of the couch and sink myself all the way to the root inside of her.

I made myself go slow. At least at first. I drew her to me. She pressed up against my body. I could feel the hard little nubs of her nipples against my ribs. I could feel her tremble.

“Oh…” she said when she felt my bulge against her belly.

I held her a moment more, just to enjoy the feel of her against me. Then I relaxed my grip.

Wordlessly, she sank down to her knees, still looking up into my eyes. I put my hands on my hips while she undid my heavy oval belt buckle.

“Good and slow,” I told her, “Make it last.”

She drew my zipper down. My bulging cock strained to free itself, but still couldn’t.

She reached in, tried to grab me. I took her wrists.

“No. Do as I say or the deal’s off,” I said.

So she went slower, hooking her fingers into my belt loops and drawing my jeans down my thighs. They tugged at my boxers, too, pulling them down enough to reveal the base of my shaft.

She stopped, leaned forward, kissed me there, right below the pubic bone. Her lips were soft and pliant and warm against my hardness.

Then she used her tongue, leaving the top of my cock all slippery with her spit.

Then I let her pull everything down. I sprang free, long and thick and throbbing. Her eyes went wide and my balls ached at her expression.

“You’re bigger than I thought you’d be,” she said.

“Suck on it,” I told her. I wanted to feel those beautiful and plump lips stretch around my girth.

She reached up to grab me but I fended her off again. “No hands. Put them behind your back.”

She did. It made her lean forward more. Dipping her head, she kissed down the length of my shaft, let the tip of her tongue play along the ridge of my swollen head.

Then in one fell swoop she swallowed the whole head into her mouth. In an instant she surrounded me with wet heat. Her tongue was rough and moist against my taut flesh.

I fucked her beautiful young face, getting harder when I saw the way her eyes watered when I bumped against the back of her throat.

She couldn’t swallow any of her spit, and soon it hung in thick, ropey droops from the bottom of my shaft.

“How many times were you sleeping over here and you touched yourself thinking about me, just down the hall?” I said.

She blinked up at me. Her eyes were so big, so wet. She looked so desperate to please me. Her cheeks hollowed out as she sucked harder on the tip of my cock.

“I’ll bet you wanted to catch me one night all alone. So that I’d take you to my bed and make you moan while I fucked you. Didn’t you?”

She nodded.

I grabbed my cock and withdrew it, watching the way her lips dragged along my hard flesh. Her mouth was raw, her cheeks flushed. She reached up and wiped the water from her eyes.

I took her by the back of the head and bumped the tip of my cock against her mouth again. She tried to swallow me but I tightened my grip in her hair and stopped her.

I rubbed the crown of my shaft along those plump wet lips of hers, made plumper by all the sucking and rubbing.

“Is your little pussy nice and wet?” I asked her.

“I was wet for you when you answered the door,” she said.

I almost erupted all over her face when she told me that. It would’ve been quite the sight, too. But I didn’t want to spend myself all over her pretty features. No, I wanted to be buried balls deep inside of her when I finally came.

“Are you going to fuck me, Mr. Jones?” she said.

“Call me daddy,” I told her.

“Please fuck me, daddy. I’ve wanted your cock for so long,” she said.

“I want to get a taste of you first,” I replied.

I offered her my hand and she took it. I helped her to her feet and walked her around to the front of the couch.

Then I gave her a quick shove.

“Oh!” she said, tumbling down onto her back.

Her thighs spread open and I saw the way it made her outer lips spread apart. Her little clit had already come out to play from within its fleshy hood.

I moved down between her thighs, grabbing her ankles and then pushing her legs back against her chest.

Her scent nearly drove me crazy. My cock went so hard it hurt. Blood like acid pumped hard through my veins.

I made myself start slow, pushing my tongue flat against the mound of her cunt and licking up. Nice, slow laps that had her moaning in moments, her hips rolling back against the couch cushion.

She tasted of strawberries. Saliva squirted into my mouth. My aching cock begged me to stroke it but I held back.

I pushed my tongue between her lower lips, let the tip enter her for a moment. She was so wet. And she moaned so more.

Her more turned into a little squeal when I ran my tongue up her vulva and found her love bean. I teased it, sucked on it, rubbed my tongue against it until she shuddered and shook.

“Oh, daddy… Oh, you’re making me cum. Oh, please don’t stop…” she moaned.

I pulled her pussy open with my thumbs and tongued her clit until her moans turned into cries. Her whole youthful body went rigid with her orgasm. Her lips peeled back from her teeth. Her flush deepened until she was beet red all over.

Then she relaxed, going limp. I let go of her ankles and her legs fells to the couch, her thighs spread wide.

Some still rational corner of my mind told me I should go upstairs and grab one of the foil wrappers from my nightstand.

The rest of me, that primal male part of me, told me that I had a beautiful young woman begging me with those big eyes of hers to fill her with every inch. Right then and there. No time for anything else.

Who was I to disobey such a natural and instinctual call?

“Please, daddy,” she moaned, “I want to feel you inside of me. I want to feel all of you inside of me.”

I climbed up onto the couch. My cock was still so hard, like living rock or steel. I ached to feel her surround me.

I gave into my instincts. I couldn’t wait. I had to have her. Needed to have her.

I pushed her legs back again. She moaned a little. Her moans got louder when I parted her outer lips with my swollen crown.

And the moans turned into gasps when I pushed against the tight loop of her opening. It parted around me.

“Fuck…” I groaned as I sank into her. Inside she was velvety soft. Wet. And so fucking tight. Her strong, young muscles gripped and squeezed me, begged me to empty my balls into her guts.

Again I forced myself to go slow. To give her long, even strokes so that we could both watch the way her grip pulled at my shaft.

She played with her perky little tits while I fucked her, pinching and squeezing her nipples.

“You’re so big, daddy. It feels so good… Does it feel good for you?”

“Very good, Amber,” I groaned to her.

I closed my eyes and enjoyed the sensation of my hard flesh dragging against her soft walls.

I thought of how great her ass looked. I wanted to see that naked ass. Wanted to feel the firm crescents of her cheeks bounce against me as I fucked her.

Still buried inside of her, I grabbed her and turned her over, stuffing a pillow beneath her hips to arch them up.

I sheathed myself inside of her. She gasped and grabbed at the arm of the couch. “So deep!” she moaned.

Her ass looked even hotter without anything covering it. I squeezed and massaged her ample cheeks. Pulled them apart to get a look at the wrinkled rosebud in her cleft.

Then I gave in. I couldn’t hold back any longer. I fucked her. I fucked her hard. I slammed myself into her again and again.

I was unstoppable. The tightening sensation in my lower stomach, in my balls, was inexorable.

“Oh, don’t stop!” she said, “I’m cumming! You’re making me cum, daddy!”

And she was. I felt her grip on me tighten.

I buried myself in her again and again. Her body went rigid once more. Her neck arched back, her eyes squeezed shut while she snarled and slammed her hips back against mine.

Then I felt that familiar tight sensation. That familiar squeeze.

“Fuck… Oh, fuck,” I said.

I sheathed myself in her on the first jerk of my cock. I came so hard it hurt. Each spurt left me wincing and moaning.

Her greedy little pussy swallowed it all, and eagerly.

She made soft little cooing sounds at me as she rolled her hips in a milking motion, making sure she squeezed ever last drop of my load out of me.

I ached all over when I finally finished.

“That feels so good,” Amber said.

I was still hard, still buried inside of her, my pubic bone pressed up against her lovely round ass.

She looked back at me over her shoulder, “And so we’re all paid off now?”

“Yes,” I said.

“I’m not on the pill or anything. What if you just got me pregnant?”

My cock throbbed at that. I thought I could probably bounce back and fuck her again. I thought I might just do that, even if she complained about her little pussy being sore.

And I think part of it was considering that I might’ve just knocked up my daughter’s best friend. A girl I’d known for years.

“Then I’ll make you mine,” I told her.

With me still buried in her, she swung her leg in front of me so that she was on her back looking up into my face.

“Fuck me again, daddy,” she said.

I did.




Claimed by the Daddy Next Door 

 

Christina

 

“If you want to stay under my roof, you’re going to have to live by my rules!” my mom said.

Her face was all red and she leaned with one hand on the kitchen counter, the other on her bony hip, while she glared at me.

“It’s just not fair!” I said.

“Life’s not fair, Christina! You’re an adult now. In college. It’s a lesson you’re going to have to learn, even if no charges tuition to teach it.”

I could feel my own heart chattering in my chest. Heat flooded my cheeks. “You told me I could live at home while I go to school. You never said anything about charging me rent!”

“Don’t like it? There’s the door,” my mom said, nodding in the direction of the back door that let into the kitchen where we stood.

I hated her then. She knew I was saving up to go to Italy for the summer after the school year ended. She knew the amount she wanted in rent would take that away from me.

I could also tell that she thought I wouldn’t take her up on that invitation to leave. That it was a bluff.

“Fine!” I said. I couldn’t think straight. I was just so angry. It burned in my veins.

I marched over to the door and wrenched it open so that it slammed against the coat rack on the wall. Sunlight poured in through the opening. Right then it seemed like nothing less than the light of freedom.

“Christina! If you go through that door I don’t want you crawling back to me later tonight,” my mom said. She sounded angry. But also scared, and trying to hide it.

“Don’t worry,” I shot back over my shoulder, “I won’t.”

I stepped across the threshold and pulled the door shut hard behind me. The barn star on the siding by the door rattled.

And I smiled. God, that felt good!

Then I started walking. It didn’t take me long to realize that maybe I should’ve been a bit more level-headed about leaving.

I had nothing but the clothes on my back, which consisted of a pair of leggings and tube top with a frilly collar.

I didn’t even have my phone. It was right where I left it, charging on my nightstand in my room. My former room.

I didn’t know what to do. None of my old high school friends were home from school. None of them even went to the same college as I did. I wasn’t about to just go to one of their houses and ask their parents to let me crash for a few nights while I figured things out.

So I went down to the Starbucks that was a couple of blocks away from my subdivision. Right on the corner across from a 7/11 with a gas station.

“Just water, please,” I told the green apron-wearing barista.

I took my cup of ice water, the plastic walls already dewy from the summer heat, and went to go sit on a stool in the corner.

This place was open until 10:30. I had until then to figure out where I was going to spend the night.

A few good looking guys came in. Some checked me out obviously. Some did the side-eye thing. I liked the keep myself in shape. Hitting the gym, tennis and badminton, that sort of thing.

So their looks weren’t surprising. When you grew up pretty, you came to expect men to watch you.

I actually considered flirting with them, hoping maybe one would take me home so at least I’d be in a bed.

But that made me nervous.

Because I was still a virgin. At almost 19. Silly, I know. But I just wanted to save myself for the right guy.

Besides, it wasn’t like I couldn’t have any fun. I owned a vibrator, for one.

Then my heart sank. That was back in the top drawer of my dresser, hidden beneath my panties.

I refilled my water twice. The second time was only half an hour or so before closing. My heart started to race when I looked at the clock and saw that fact.

I eyed all the cookies and brownies and other baked goodies in the display hungrily. I hadn’t eaten since lunch. My stomach felt somehow tight and empty all at once.

And I still didn’t know what to do with myself.

I propped my elbows up on the bar and buried my face in my hands, pushing into my eyes with the heels of my palms until I saw starbursts of light on the backs of my eyelids.

What the hell am I supposed to do?

The door opened and shut, the air shifting around me. I didn’t look up.

“Christina?”

I recognized that voice.

My eyes ached when I looked up. When they cleared, my heart lurched. It was Mr. Dyson. Craig. He was my friend Cherie’s dad.

Truth be told, I always had a bit of crush on him. He’d been a single dad as long as I knew him. Despite that, he always kept himself in shape. A leftover from being in the army.

Tall and dark haired with broad with a straight back. My mom and her friends always whispered to each other about what a hottie they thought he was. My dad and his friends always talked about how he was kind of an asshole.

Funny thing, though. They always tripped all over themselves to be around him. They always did anything he asked and always took his suggestions on home and car projects.

The dad all the other dads wished they could be. The husband all the wives wished their husbands were.

He always pulled women way hotter than any of the moms I knew, though. I was always jealous when I was over at Cherie’s place and he was there with a new beautiful woman.

“Mr. Dyson! I haven’t seen you since we finished high school!” I said.

He came over and sat in the stool beside mine, swivelling so that he face me. He smelled good, I realized. Some sort of cologne. A hint of it in the air around him like a halo.

He checked his watch and then frowned at me. “What are you doing here so late?”

I didn’t want to talk about it, so I dropped my eyes from his and looked out the plate glass window into the rapidly emptying parking lot for the plaza.

He saw my water. Saw the little pool of condensation around it on the bar top.

He reached out and put a hand on my shoulder. “Christina, tell me what’s wrong.”

I looked at him again, intending on telling him nothing at all. I didn’t want him to see me like this. Out on my ass without any money, without my phone even. All because I’d been angry and walked out.

But he kept his hand on my shoulder and held my eyes with his. His hand was big and warm and I could feel how strong it was.

A blush lit in my cheeks.

Then I told him everything. It all spilled out of me. The fight with my mom and the reason for it. The running out of the house. The whole no money-no phone bit. Only water for most of the day and no food.

My stomach growled as if on cue when I mentioned the no food part.

A little wrinkle appeared between his eyebrows when I finished. “Wait here.”

He went and bought me a croissant sandwich as well as a strudel. I wolfed them down while he sat beside me. I was too hungry to be embarrassed.

“I’m going to take you home,” he said, “Come on.”

“No! Please, don’t. I can’t go back there. Not tonight, anyway,” I said, shooting to my feet. Without really thinking about it, I reached out and wrapped my hands around one of his biceps.

The muscle there was large and round and firm. And so warm even though his shirt.

The thought flitted through my head right then that his man could break me in half with no effort at all. I don’t know why I thought that, only that I did.

“You’re not spending the night on the street,” he said.

“So take me to your place!” I blurted.

The idea burst into my head without me really thinking about it. But as soon as it came out of my mouth I thought it was a great plan.

I hurried ahead with it, “Please? I’ll stay in Cherie’s room. You won’t even know I’m there. Please, Mr. Dyson. Please, Craig? I can’t go home to my mom. I just can’t.”

That wrinkle between his eyebrows deepened, and his jaw worked. He glanced at his watch again, saw how late it was.

“Fine,” he said, “Come on, my car’s outside.”

I shivered when we stepped out of the Starbucks. It had gotten a little chilly in the evening. And, like everything else I owned, my jacket was at my house.

Craig saw. He put his arm across my shoulder and pulled me against the warmth of his body.

And he was so warm! And solid, too. Despite my predicament, I found myself wondering what that body of his looked like beneath his shirt.

We got to his car and he drove me to his house, which was actually only a few blocks from mine.

When we got into the front hall, he turned on the light and closed the door. Then he threw the deadbolt.

He turned to me and I threw my arms around his neck in a big hug. I had to go all the way up onto my tiptoes to reach him.

I breathed in a deep breath of that cologne of his. My body pressed against him and a little shiver ran up my back. My nipples perked up.

I hoped that if he noticed he put it down to how chilly I felt earlier.

“Thanks so much!” I said.

He put those big, strong hands on my hips and pushed me away. “You can have Cherie’s room for the night.”

“She’s not home, is she?”

“No. Won’t be until the holidays, I think,” he replied.

Good, I thought. Then: Why did I think that? 

One night turned to two nights. Then three. On the third day I asked if I could borrow some of Cherie’s clothes. She and I were pretty much the same size. He allowed it.

I did like I said and left him alone as much as I could.

Though on that third day I was going into the bathroom and didn’t realize he’d just finished showering in there. I opened the door and found him standing at the vanity shaving, a roughly circular patch on the steamy mirror cleared.

He was in nothing but a towel wrapped around his waist.

“Sorry!” I said, ducking back into the hall. My cheeks burned.

He was hot. Abs and muscles everywhere. I throbbed on the inside. That night I made do without my vibrator. I slipped my hand down between my thighs and closed my eyes and teased and tortured my little clit until I came hard.

I had to pull a pillow over my face to stifle my moans. And when I pulled my hand back my fingers were slick with the juices from my pussy.

I lay awake for a while, just staring up at the tiles in the ceiling, thinking about how Craig was just a couple doors down the hall.

Does he sleep nude? I wondered. I tried to get up the courage to go in there and see. Tiptoe down the hall and push his door open a crack, that kind of thing.

In my wildest fantasies I dreamed that he would notice me and invite me in.

And then just do whatever he wanted to me from there. My earlier orgasm hadn’t been enough. Not by a long shot.

I knew that I shouldn’t be attracted to him like I was. He was my friend’s father! I’d known him since I was little!

I’d honestly expected him to kick me out a lot earlier. Make me go back home to my mom. I hoped she felt guilty.

But he hadn’t kicked me out.

And it was on the fifth day at his place that I found out why.

He got back in from work just as I finished setting the table for supper. Nothing fancy, just some spaghetti with some red sauce that I’d diced some bell peppers and mushrooms into. Smelled good, though.

I'd put on a pair of Cherie's jeans. Skinny fit. I thought they showed off my thighs and my butt nicely. Then just a simple fitted tee on top.

When Craig opened the door my heart jumped up into my throat. I really didn't want him to kick me out. I'd decided I'd tell him I would cook supper, do his laundry. Basically be his live-in maid.

He came and stood in the doorway to the kitchen. He looked at the steaming pile of pasta on the plates set at the table.

Then he looked at me. It wasn't a good look.

If my heart was in my throat before, it fell to the pit of my stomach then.

"What's all this?" he said.

Nervously, I launched into my spiel, "Well... I thought if I could show you I could be useful around the house that you'd let me stay..."

He held up a hand to quiet me. "Come with me, Christina."

Then he turned and walked away. I followed him, my heart pattering with each step. We went upstairs.

We went into his bedroom.

He closed the door when I came in. He reached up and loosened the knot of his tie and popped the button on his collar.

Again, I noticed how good he smelled.

"You want to stay," he said. It wasn't a question.

"Yes," I said anyway.

"What will you do for me in return?" he asked.

I felt the skin at the small of my back tighten and then break out in goosebumps. He kept looking at me. Again I became aware of how much bigger he was than me. How he could just go and break me in half.

How we were alone together in this room.

"I'll make food. Clean up... Do the laundry?" I said.

"That's not what I meant," he said.

I wanted to pretend I didn't know what he meant. I wanted to and couldn't. I also couldn't look at his face anymore. Not with the way my cheeks started burning. I looked down. "What do you mean?"

"Here's the deal," he said, "You want to stay? Fine. But you're mine. Anytime I want, anywhere I want."

"Okay..." I breathed. Tingling fingers started dancing against the wall of my stomach. Out of nowhere, I felt sopping wet. I could feel the crotch of my panties sticking to my mound.

It was as though pure heat flushed into my body.

"What?"

"Okay," I said again, with more volume this time.

I risked a glance up at him. I saw the way he looked at me. Saw his eyes take me in.

"Those are Cherie's clothes. Take them off," he said.

"I'll go change..." I said, turning for the door.

He grabbed my wrist and pulled me back around. "That's not what I said. Go on, take them off." He released my wrist.

My breath caught. My nipples perked up so hard they were plain to see through both bra and shirt.

And I pulsed inside. Throbbed. Craig's nostrils flared and for a moment I wondered if he could sense me. Smell my heat, somehow. My wetness.

So I stripped. I pulled off the shirt, shoved those tight jeans down my thighs, wriggling as I went.

I stood in front of him in nothing but my bra and panties. White bra, white cotton panties. Though I imagined my wetness made those panties more see-through than white.

Wordlessly, he took me in his arms. That scent of his surrounded me. I let out a little whimper when I felt the heat of his mouth on my shoulder. Then on the side of my neck. 

His hands slid down and around my hips, cupping my ass. He pulled me against him and I felt the hard bulge of his shaft against my stomach, just above my navel.

I gasped when I felt that. I didn't realize men got so hard.

"You're so big," I said.

"And you smell so fucking good," he replied, his mouth against that part of me where my shoulder met my neck.

Everywhere he kissed burst out in goosebumps.

I realized I was totally under his power, under his control. He could do anything he wanted to me and I couldn't do anything to stop him.

Something about that turned me on even more. My poor little pussy throbbed again with wanton desire.

Then he spun me around in his arms. Now that bulge of his shaft rested between my back cheeks. One of his big hands almost covered my whole stomach. The other found my small, round breasts and squeezed.

I reached back and held onto his upper arms.

The one on my stomach slid lower. His fingers pushed down below the waistband of my panties.

I gasped. Some girlish part of me was embarrassed. Figured that he'd feel how wet I already was and tell me to get out. That he could tell I was just an inexperienced co-ed and that I wasn't good enough for him.

He knew just what he was doing, though. His index and ring fingers pulled my lower lips apart. His middle finger slid down into the wet slit between them.

He found my little engorged clit. He rubbed it. Slowly at first, then faster, with more pressure. 

My hips started rolling back against him, making that bulge of his shaft bigger and harder. Little runners of electricity spread out, radiating from my point of pleasure.

His other hand slid up to my throat, his fingers wrapped around it. I grabbed his wrist but didn't stop him. It felt so good.

He squeezed my throat. Just a little. Just enough to let me know he could do it harder if I wanted. That there was nothing I could do to stop him. Even if I wanted to stop him.

"You have such a wet little pussy," he breathed into my ear.

"Is that okay? Do you like it?" I said. I wanted him to like it, to like me, so badly.

His massaging finger went harder against my clit. I could feel how wet I'd gotten his hand. I wondered how he could keep it between my thighs. I thought I could start a fire with all that heat.

I moaned some more for him. Pushed my ass against him harder.

"Have you ever been with a man before?" he said.

"Yes..." I said. I didn't want this to stop. I wanted him to think I was experienced. That I knew how to please a man.

His grip on my throat tightened momentarily, then let up.

"Don't lie to me," he growled.

He worked my pussy harder, faster. My whole body started trembling in his arms. A dewy sweat started up all over me. He kissed and licked my neck and shoulder.

"You're going to make me cum..." I moaned.

"Answer the question!" he replied.

"No. I'm... I'm a virgin... Is that okay?"

"You won't be much longer," he said.

He’s going to fuck me, I realized. I guess until that very moment it didn’t seem real. But then it did.

With one final, shuddering moan, I came. That electric ball between my thighs burst. I went stiff in his arms, my lips peeling back from my teeth. Tingling waves of heat pulsed through me.

And he just kept torturing my little clit. Making me cum harder, deeper than I ever came before.

Part of me still felt that virginal embarrassment. That this wasn’t what he wanted. That I made it too easy for him. Wasn’t experienced enough. 

But that part of me washed away with all the rest under that torrent of sexual agony.

When it finally stopped, I almost fell over. Would’ve, if he didn’t catch me up in those big arms of his.

He lay my quivering body down on the soft and giving warmth of his bed.

I watched him pull his tie off, keeping the loop loose. He turned me over onto my stomach. I was still coming down from that incredible orgasm, and could do nothing to stop him.

He grabbed my wrists, held them together. Slid that look of tie around them and then pulled it tight so that my fists rested against the small of my back.

Then he grabbed my panties and pulled them slowly down my thighs. My lips parted and I sucked in a breath when I felt the crotch peel away from my pussy.

I spread my legs for him when he removed the panties and tossed them away into the corner.

I was just a little bitch in heat. My pussy throbbed and flushed with heat.

I watched back over my shoulder as he undid his belt. The buckle flapped and rattled metallically against his thigh when he shoved his slacks down.

He pulled his cock out, the full length of it springing to a full and trembling attention.

My first thought was: that’s not going to fit. 

“Is it going to hurt?” I asked.

“Only at first. Then you’ll like it,” he said while he stripped out of his shirt.

Then he crawled up onto the bed, supporting himself over me with those big arms. I could sense his weight hanging over me.

I wanted him so badly I arched my butt up, trying to give him a better angle.

He played with me first, running the swollen head of his shaft between my lips. I gasped every time that hardness pushed against my clit.

Then he pressed his shaft down into the cleft between my cheeks. I groaned at how warm he was.

He teased me like that until I almost came again.

“Please…” I begged him, “Please.”

Then he claimed me.

His swollen crown found the tight loop of my opening. He pushed and battered against it until my body could do nothing else but let him slide inside.

“God…” I breathed through clenched teeth.

He was so hot. How could his cock be so hot? And so hard.

My body went tight as he forced me apart around his girth. All I could manage was a whimper when he tore through my virginity.

I’m a woman, now, I thought.

He started slow at first. Forcing the clutching walls of my cunt to relax around him.

It was a good thing I was already so wet. I didn’t think he’d have been able to push into me otherwise.

“You’re ready for all of it now, I think,” he said.

I started to ask what he meant. Then he showed me.

He sheathed himself in my flesh. Every inch of himself. My stomach pushed into the mattress. My head arched back.

He was so fucking big.

And then I came again. I tried to stop it. I really did. I didn’t want him to think I was so easy.

But I couldn’t hold back against that pressure. I clamped down around him, unable to stop myself.

My whole body trembled. I’d never cum with anything inside of me before. It was different. And good.

I was so embarrassed. I couldn’t believe how easy it was he did that to me. Or how good it felt to cum all over him.

When I relaxed enough, he eased backwards. I thought that was it. He was going to pull out and then tell me to leave.

But he didn’t.

He urged himself back into the silky tightness of my pussy. Then he did it again and again. Slow at first, then picking up speed.

I could hear the wet noises our bodies made. The noise of his hips slapping against my ass on every thrust.

I writhed on the bed beneath him, unable to control myself. My hips bucked and undulated, trying to angle to get him in deeper and harder than before.

His hands found my hips. Found my firm back cheeks and squeezed them. When he did that I felt the way his cock throbbed inside of me.

His thrusting started to slow. My body, my instincts, took over. My hips rolled and undulated. The tight loop of my pussy slid up and down the sloppy wetness of his hard cock.

I couldn’t stop.

“Fuck…” Craig said, “I’m going to cum.”

I wanted to tell him I was sorry. I wanted to stop it. I looked back over my shoulder, saw the way his face contorted in an expression that was almost pain.

Something about that drove me wild. Drove me to fuck his cock hard. To slide that slick tightness of my pussy up and down him faster and faster.

He grabbed my ass. Squeezed, hard.

Somehow, his cock got even bigger inside of me. Bigger and harder.

And I still couldn’t stop myself. I think I’m going to cum again, I thought. 

I heard his breath catch in his throat. Then I felt the first jerk of his cock inside of me. It kept jerking like that. And there was something new. A pulsing warmth deep inside of me.

I realized that he came. That he was filling my little pussy up with his spunk.

That I’d made him do that.

Thinking that, I came again. He slid his cock all the way into me again. The walls of my pussy squeezed and relaxed around his length, milking all that stuff out of his shaft.

I could feel the way my body pulled it deep inside, up into my womb.

His fingers dug harder into my ass. It hurt, but I liked it. He stayed hard and still inside of me for a long time before finally pulling out. 

His cock was coated with my wetness, completely slick and juicy with it. I was all creamy for him.

My hair stuck to my forehead, which was all sweaty.

He pulled his tie loose and freed me. “You can stay,” he said, “Go get yourself cleaned up.”

“I can stay?” I said as though I couldn’t believe it. My eyes trailed down his body to the swinging pendulum of his cock.

That whole thing fit inside of me?

“Yes. You’re sleeping in here tonight. Don’t bother getting dressed.”

He wants to fuck me again, I realized.

My pussy was already sore and achy. But if he wanted it again, what was I going to do about it?

Nothing.




Submitting to the Daddy Next Door 

 

Harmony

 

It happened one Saturday when I came home for the weekend during my first year of college.

I was over at my friend Mel’s house. Just by myself for a little, as Mel had to run out to grab us some snacks for our all night Meg Ryan marathon.

I was just lying there on Mel’s bed, a big queen size with some sort of old-fashioned wooden headboard. 

I saw it, then. The picture on Mel’s nightstand. She and her dad, Bruce, at the beach maybe last summer.

I’d always thought Bruce was cute, but seeing him there smiling on the sand with his hands on his hips, something about it got to me. Maybe it was his shoulders or his abs or his chest. Or all of them.

Or that suggestive bulge in his swim trunks.

I grabbed that picture and looked at it. I glanced over at the the door. A bit of light from the hall spilled in through the gap at the bottom as a yellowish slash across the carpet. The door was closed.

So I turned back to the picture. I slid my fingers down into my shorts, pushed beneath my panties.

“Ah…” I groaned when my middle finger found the wetness waiting for me between my lips. 

I imagined Bruce there beside me on the bed. Imagined him sliding one of those big hands up against the hot and flushed flesh of my inner thigh.

I toyed with my clit a little, enjoying the electrical charge that ran up the front of my stomach.

I bit down on my lower lip. Let it slide between my teeth, relishing the hard feel of my teeth against the plump skin.

My breath caught when I slid my middle finger up into the waiting tightness of my pussy.

“Fuck… oh, fuck,” I breathed.

I stroked and dragged that finger against the slick, velvety walls of flesh that surrounded my finger. I imagined it was Bruce doing it.

I envisioned him pleasuring me with one hand while stroking his cock with the other. Pulling that bulge out of his trunks and rubbing it to full, trembling hardness while he enjoyed my youthful body.

“Oh… Oh, Bruce. That’s it…” I groaned.

Just as I did, the bedroom door opened. I froze instantly. I remember the way my pussy locked up around my finger. How I had a mini orgasm just from the tension. A little shiver ran up my back.

Bruce stood in the doorway, the door itself opened enough to let him lean in, one of those big hands of his gripping the knob.

He saw me. Saw the picture.

Neither of us said a thing.

Part of me insisted that I pull my finger out of my cunt right away. But then I realized if I did he would see how wet I’d gotten thinking about him.

My finger would come out dripping wet and slick with my juices.

A blush started in my chest, spread up my neck to my cheeks.

Then he closed the door, moving back out into the hall. I watched the shadows his feet made in the bottom gap move away.

“Fuck,” I said.

I waited a little while longer, counting off the time by heartbeats.

I couldn’t believe that just happened. Couldn’t believe that my friend’s dad saw me knuckle-deep in my sopping cunt while looking at a picture of him.

Then my imagination ran wild. I thought about him coming into the room instead, asking me if I needed some help.

Imagined him pulling my shorts down, peeling my panties from my slick pussy lips. How would his mouth feel against me? Hot, a little rough from his stubble. Pressure from his tongue.

I ran my finger out of my body and used it instead to torture my little clit. I rubbed against that love button until I shook with another, deeper orgasm on Mel’s bed. 

My free hand reached out and clutched hard at a handful of feather pillow while my climax squeezed all the energy from my young body.

A dew of sweat sprang up on my heaving chest, on my shoulders. I felt heat blossom in my cheeks while I sucked in deep, ragged breaths of air into my lungs.

When I finished up I snuck out into the upstairs hallway, taking a quick look up and down the carpeted corridor for signs of Bruce. My heart thumped against my ribs while I tiptoed to the bathroom and cleaned myself up.

Maybe twenty minutes later Mel came back. Enough time for the deep red flush to my skin to calm down.

We both sat on her bed, shoving handfuls of microwave popcorn into our mouths while French Kiss played on the TV on her dresser. 

I couldn’t really pay any attention to it, though. Because I kept thinking about how Mel didn’t come upstairs right away when she came in.

“Hey, did your dad say anything when you came home?” I said. I’d been sitting on the foot of the bed, leaning back against my hands. My fingers dug into the duvet, and I held my breath.

Mel looked over at me, not speaking until she finished chewing and swallowing the popcorn in her mouth.

“No. Why?” she said.

I tried to not let my shoulders slump with relief. I did let my fingers relax, though.

“No reason. I just wondered if everything’s still cool,” I said.

She shrugged in reply.

Of course everything was still good, I knew. If he’d told her what he caught me doing she wouldn’t have come up here and thrown the movie on.

She probably would’ve thrown me out.

I continued ignoring Meg Ryan complaining about her crappy fiancé.

But what did it mean?

It could just mean that he might be embarrassed.

It could also mean that he liked what he saw, I realized. That maybe right now he was sitting downstairs, thinking about me moaning his name with one hand buried in my shorts, the bulge it made writhing while I worked my pussy.

I wondered if it made him hard, thinking about me.

Because thinking about that, about him, definitely made me wet again. I shifted my butt on the bed, feeling that heat rush into my body again.

Just the pressure of squeezing my thighs together was almost enough to put me over the edge again.

Unable to take it, I excused myself and ran to the bathroom. I came again sitting on the toilet, hoping that no one could hear the wet noises my pussy made while I rubbed it.

 

***

 

The next day, Sunday, Bruce made Mel and me breakfast.

Their kitchen had a big island with some barstools around it. We both sat side-by-side, chowing down on some pancakes and bacon.

Mel wore her usual morning getup, a pair of unicorn PJs.

I, however, wore only a men’s size Large tee and nothing else. I guess Mel figured that I still had my panties on. She saw me change last night, to be fair.

But what she didn’t see was how, when she ran to the washroom to brush her teeth after she got up, I pulled my panties off and pushed them into the backpack I was using as an overnight bag.

“This is really good, dad!” Mel said, scraping her fork against her plate in an effort to gather up as much syrup as possible onto a single mouthful of pancake.

“Delicious!” I added.

I couldn’t stop looking at Bruce. I guess he’d gotten up early, as he wore an old pair of jeans and a white undershirt. His stubble looked so sexy. I just wanted to run my hands along it.

I wondered what it would feel like along the sensitive skin of my inner thighs.

I started getting wet again. I had to be careful or I’d soak through the shirt and into the padding of the chair.

But he was just so sexy! 

I didn’t realize how turned on I could get about an older man. 

Maybe it was thinking about how much more experienced he was than guys my age. Maybe it was thinking about the forbidden, taboo parts of it. I mean, he was my friend’s single dad. I’d known him since we were both little.

“Glad you like it. Just make sure you eat it all. I get worried you’re not having enough at school,” Bruce said.

“Of course, dad!” Mel replied, grinning around her mouthful of pancake.

He looked at me next. My cheeks burned. My heart thumped against my ribs. I looked down at my food, unable to hold his gaze.

God, it was like I was in heat.

I squeezed my thighs together harder. A tingle ran up my back. My nipples started getting hard and I leaned over a little more so they wouldn’t press up against the shirt.

“You too, Harmony,” he said.

“Yuh…” I murmured. I shifted on the barstool, unable to keep still.

“What’s gotten into you?” Mel said, giving me a playful poke in the ribs.

“Nothing!” I replied. I looked away, at the puppies and kittens calendar on the wall beside the back door, so that she couldn’t see the way I blushed.

It felt like if I opened my thighs up at all I’d release the floodgates.

How the hell am I supposed to get out of here? I wondered. There was no way Mel wouldn’t notice my weird behavior. What could I tell her? That I felt sick? 

Would she even buy that?

Then she solved the problem for me.

Mel bounced to her feet, rushed around the island and hugged her dad, going up on the balls of her feet while she threw her arms around his neck.

“That was so good! I’m gonna go get dressed and ready while you finish up, okay, Harm?” she said.

“What? Yeah, of course,” I said.

I’d only eaten about half my breakfast, I was so preoccupied. Mel didn’t even spare me a second glance when she ran out of the kitchen. I listened to her bound up the stairs and close the door to her bedroom.

Then I realized that Bruce and I were alone together.

“Finish up,” he said.

I braced myself, waiting for him to bring up last night.

He didn’t.

He cleared away the skillets and mixing bowls he’d used to make the food while I watched his back, shovelling bacon and pancakes into my mouth without really tasting them.

I managed to calm myself down somewhat. I shoved my plate away and stood up, wincing when I felt the slickness on my inner thighs.

“Thanks!” I said, knowing it would be weird if I didn’t say anything before I went to clean myself up and get dressed.

“No problem,” he replied.

I turned, took a couple steps towards the doorway into the living room on my way to the stairs.

Then he grabbed me.

“Oh!” I said when I felt his arms wrap around my waist and pull me back against his body.

There was something else too. A hard bulge that pushed against my ass.

He squeezed my breasts through my shirt, then toyed with my nipples while I shook in his arms.

“You think you can do something like that in my house and get away with it?" he breathed into my ear. His electric breath rushed down the exposed flesh of my shoulder.

"What...?" I breathed. I couldn't think about anything but the way the hard outline of his cock pressed against my ass.

"Don't give me that shit," he said.

He massaged my breasts some more. Squeezed them until I let out a little moan.

I kept glancing at the bottom of the staircase, visible on the other side of the living room. I felt for sure that Mel would appear there at any second and see her dad manhandling me.

"I know what you are," he said.

His hands slid from my breasts. He buried his fingers in the thin cotton of my shirt. He drew it up slowly. I heard his breath catch when he saw I wasn't wearing any panties.

Still holding my shirt up with one hand, he swept the other between my thighs. His middle finger pressed up into my wetness and I shivered.

"You're just a little bitch in heat," he said.

My head lolled back against his shoulder. My hips rolled against the pressure of his hand against my pussy.

I was going to cum again, right there in the kitchen.

And he was so fucking hard against my ass.

"Tell Mel you have to stay here while she goes out," he ordered me.

"Hmm?" I moaned, my eyes closing and my mouth dropping open. The pressure of his fingers as they explored my pussy was delicious. They made these incredibly sexy wet noises.

He pushed hard against my clit and I jerked in his arms, overwhelmed by sensation.

"Tell her to go without you," he said.

"Okay," I replied. I just wanted him to keep going. To make me cum. My juices seemed to run freely while he ran the rough pads of his fingers around my soft and sensitive sex.

He pulled his hand out from between my thighs. His fingers dripped with my desire. He brought them up to my lips and pushed them into my mouth. 

I licked them clean, turned on even more by my own taste.

Mel’s door opened upstairs. He let me go.

My knees went all rubbery. I took two staggering steps and managed to land my butt on the cushion of a bar stool.

Mel came down all dressed and done up to hit the mall for the day.

I told her I didn’t feel that great, that I just wanted to lie down for a while. She pouted a little, then said she’d stay with me.

I insisted that she go. That her dad could look after me. That I wanted her to go have fun and that I didn’t want to ruin her weekend.

Finally she did.

I don’t think I’d ever felt so happy as when I listened to the front door close behind her. She got in the car, started it up, and rolled away down the street.

“What now…” I started to say.

“This way,” he broke in. He started past me, grabbing my wrist as he went by.

Then he hauled my upstairs. At first I thought he meant to take me to his room.

I couldn’t believe all this. My pussy throbbed with desire. I kept thinking about the way he just grabbed me and touched me. How nice it felt when he did that.

Then he nudged Mel’s door open. He pulled me inside. My heart started pattering. He was so much bigger and stronger than I was.

Was this really happening?

Was I really about to hook up with my friend’s dad in her room?

“Let me see you,” he said.

Before I could do anything to stop him, he grabbed my shirt and pulled it up and over my head, holding it balled up in one hand.

My rapid, shallow breaths made my shoulders rise and fall. I could feel and see the blush creeping up my chest.

My breasts, small and firm and perky, held his attention.

He grabbed me around the waist and pulled me close. His mouth found my throat, my shoulder. He held me hard against him while he kissed and tasted me. His stubble scratched at me, stinging my skin.

I writhed in his arms, overwhelmed by it all.

Then he sucked one of my nipples into his mouth.

“Ah!” I cried out. He sucked hard.

He was like a hungry animal. No guy had ever treated me like that before. When he finished with my breasts, he shoved me down onto the bed and then pushed my knees apart.

I groaned when the charged heat of his breath rushed over my sopping slit. My lower lips, my mound, was plumped up and flushed pink with heat.

Then he tasted me. He lapped at my pussy, made me writhe on the bed when I couldn’t take the textured pressure of his tongue.

“You’re so fucking wet,” he said, his cheeks glistening with the proof, “And you taste so fucking good.”

He grabbed the backs of my knees and pushed my thighs back to my sides, exposing my lust to him even more.

He devoured me. When I came my whole body went rigid. I grabbed handfuls of his hair and squeezed while I shoved my head back into the mattress.

When he saw what he did to me, he bore down even harder. He sucked my clit into his mouth and tortured it with the tip of his tongue.

Electricity raced through me. Hot and cold waves of pure pleasure slammed up against me.

“Bruce… Bruce…” I moaned, thrashing about, “That feels so good. You make me feel so good, daddy.”

He operated entirely on instinct and desire at that point. Like he was drinking it all up when he lapped away at all my pussy juices.

My lower lips throbbed when he pulled his mouth away. He looked feral, primal.

He stood. His cock pushed hard against his jeans, outlining his bulge. My pussy clenched up and relaxed, releasing even more heat, when I saw that.

“I need it,” I told him.

I really was just a little bitch in heat, I knew. But I didn’t care. I just wanted cock. His cock. Every inch of it stretching me out.

He growled, the sound a deep rumble in the back of his throat. Grabbing me, he hauled me up the bed.

Then, using my own shirt, he tied my wrists to the headboard. He tied them tight. I gasped when he wrenched the knot to take all the slack out of it.

He held me prisoner. I couldn’t get away, even if I wanted. I was completely at his mercy, at his whim.

He drank in my young body with greedy, hungry eyes. My nipples stiffened up so hard that they hurt.

“Please. Please give it to me…” I cooed at him. I opened my thighs wide for him, let him see the soft pink flesh, all flushed and wet with need for him.

He stripped out of his clothes, shirt first, then jeans and briefs.

I sucked in a breath when his cock finally sprang free. He was long and thick and so hard that he trembled. Already, a little glob of precum glistening on the tip of his swollen crown.

I knew I should have told him he needed to wear a condom. I wasn’t on any birth control.

But I also knew that he was well past the point of listening. And I also knew I wanted nothing more than to feel the bare flesh of his shaft against my naked and slick skin.

I craved it on some primal level, my body overruling my mind.

He crawled up onto the bed, moving between my smoking thighs. Grabbing the backs of my knees again, he shoved my legs to my sides.

I was totally exposed. Totally powerless to stop him.

I couldn’t believe how my body ached with wanton need in those few moments that we were so close but not together.

The head of his cock butted up against my pussy. I jerked when he touched me with it, but he held me firmly in place.

The tight loop of my pussy resisted his pressure for only a moment before my slickness let him part me.

I felt my asshole pucker, felt my nipples stiffen, when he slid into me. Inch after inch, my greedy little pussy swallowed it all, straining around his girth.

“Fuck me… Oh, fuck me, daddy…” I moaned.

I couldn’t fit all of him. I gasped when he bumped against the back. He shoved hard again, trying to force himself all the way in.

Then he backed off. The tight wet grip I had around him made him start with long, slow strokes. My lips peeled back from my teeth as I felt the way the ridge of his swollen crown dragged against the velvety slickness of my inner walls.

We sparked. My body tingled.

He fucked me, pounding himself into my young and inexperienced cunt, forcing me apart around him with each thrust.

It didn’t take long before I couldn’t speak. I could only moan for him, only gasp when he stretched me out around him over and over.

He held me pinned in place the whole time, locked down for him to use however he wanted.

I came for him, again and again, unable to stop myself. I screamed each time the walls of my pussy gripped him like a tight glove.

Then I felt it. Felt him swelling even larger inside of me. His brow wrinkled. He snarled. 

His thrusting became more ragged, matching his breaths.

I never wanted anything more than I wanted his nut inside of me at that moment. Every fiber in me demanded it.

When he came, he came hard. He buried his cock in me, sheathed himself in my slick flesh.

I came with him, my powerful muscles of my pussy milking all that cum out of him while he spurted it up into my waiting guts.

His face twisted almost like it hurt, and he let his head roll back on his shoulder when I started sliding the tight loop of my pussy up and down his length to make sure that I didn’t miss a single drop of his spunk.

Then he leaned over and kissed me, hard and deep. I enjoyed the taste of him. My lips tingled when we parted.

Pins and needs prickled in my hands when he untied me.

When he pulled out, my pussy throbbed, already sore. I could feel the pulsating heat of his seed inside of me. Could feel every beat of my heart down there.

“Get yourself cleaned up,” he said, “I don’t want my daughter seeing you like this.”

When Mel got back before supper, she didn’t suspect a thing. Even though I couldn’t walk straight. Luckily, I got to sit for most of the day when she drove us back home.

When she dropped me off at my dorm, she asked me if I wanted to come down again next weekend.

“Definitely!” I told her.

I wondered if she knew that I’d stolen that picture of her dad from her nightstand.




Dominated by the Daddy Next Door 

 

Juliana

 

“Where’d you say you got these?” I said.

Eve played with the pair of handcuffs in her lap. They were large and shiny and heavier than they looked.

When Eve had brought them up she’d let me hold them and they had a real heft to them.

“My dad has them in the basement. From when he used to be an MP in the Marines,” Eve said.

Eve was a sandy blonde girl with a spray of freckles across her nose and cheeks.

She and I were about the same build, the both us on the petite side. My hair was much lighter, though, and I didn’t have any freckles. On my face, at least.

We’d known each other forever. May as well have been sisters. We even shared the same birth week, and we now both went to the same college after taking as many classes as possible together in high school.

In fact, we’d both be turning 19 in a little over a month.

“So wait, he actually arrested people and stuff?” I said.

We sat on the couch in Eve’s living room. The couch was a plush leather thing and I had to be careful to keep my shorts pulled down my legs or my skin would stick to it.

“Yeah! Totally! Can you imagine it, being in these?” Eve said.

She jumped up to her feet and pointed her finger at me like a loaded pistol.

“Oh no, what did I do?” I said, slapping my hands to my cheeks in mock surprise.

“Up on your feet, you criminal!” Eve said.

We both giggled when I stood.

“You’re under arrest!” Eve said, shuffling in behind me.

“I have rights!”

“Not with me, you don’t,” she said.

Then she grabbed my wrists and pulled them behind my back. I didn’t think she’d actually cuff me.

But then I felt the cold shackles of the steel cuffs on my wrists. The arms clicked into place one notch at a time.

“Too tight!” I said.

"I'll say what's too tight," Eve said.

I tugged experimentally at the cuffs. Yep, they were real all right. And yep, I was cuffed. The steel bit into my wrists enough that my fingers tingled a little.

"Guess I can do anything I want to you now," Eve said.

"Oh?" I replied, looking over my shoulder, "Like what?"

"Like this!" Eve said.

She grabbed the chain connecting the cuffs and yanked back on it, pulling my body back against hers. My rested against the taut flatness of her stomach. I could feel the warmth of her through the school shirt she wore.

She could feel me too, and she did. She wrapped her hands around me, her fingertips pushing against the top of my pubic bone.

I gasped at the sudden pressure. Then my whole body prickled when she kissed along my shoulder, letting her lips graze that bit of flesh where it connected to my neck.

My pussy throbbed and relaxed. When it did, I felt that flush of heat and wetness. Eve's lips were so soft against me.

"Eve..." I groaned, "What about your dad, isn't he coming back soon?"

"Not for a while. We have the time," Eve said.

She ran her hands up my body and cupped my breasts gently. My nipples perked up at her touch. When she felt that, she gave them a squeeze that I was sure left my panties sticking to the bare, shaved skin of my lower lips.

It had started when we moved away for school. Hey, college is where you're supposed to experiment, right? And experimenting with each other seemed better than with strangers.

Besides, I had to admit that the idea of getting caught by Eve's dad, Darcy, was kind of turning me on even more.

She kissed my neck again, her fingers still that gentle pressure against my breasts. Fuck, I wanted her tongue on me. In me.

"Hurry up, before your dad gets back," I said.

"Just relax. I want to make you beg for it..." she said.

"Eve!" I moaned.

"Exactly!"

I gave in. Let go of my reservations. I needed this, needed her. And she knew just how to touch me, with those slender fingers of her finding their way between my thighs to add some delicious pressure there, too.

"Your shorts are damp," Eve said. I could feel her lips when she smiled, she kept her mouth so close to my ear.

"Stop teasing!" I said, rolling my hips back against her.

She sucked my earlobe in between her teeth and nipped it until I gasped.

Then we both heard it. The sound of a car pulling into the driveway.

"Fuck, my dad's home!" Eve said.

"Quick, uncuff me before he gets in," I replied, lifting my wrists towards her. It was as awkward as it sounds.

We didn't have long. Darcy liked to put his car in the garage and make sure the automatic door shut completely behind him.

"Shit!" Eve said.

My stomach went cold. "Eve, where are the keys?" I said, turning to her.

She bit down on her lip and shrugged. "I, uh, I guess I didn't bring them up from the basement."

"Well hurry up and get them!" I said.

She rushed towards the basement door, but before she could, Darcy came inside through the garage.

"Dad!" Eve said.

But it was too late. He saw me. I stood between his couch and coffee table, my hands cuffed behind my back. My nipples perked even harder against my shirt. And in this light I knew he could probably see the deep blush in my cheeks and neck.

Darcy was a tall man with broad shoulders and dark hair. His eyes were ice blue and I felt their chilly gaze on me.

“What is going on here?” he said. His voice was deep. In my current mood, just the sound of it was enough to leave my skin prickling with goosebumps.

This was dangerous.

But at least Eve was there with me.

“We were just having some fun!” Eve said, stepping between us.

Darcy stalked past her, he put his hand on my shoulder and turned my torso enough that he could see the shiny shackles binding my wrists.

He was so much bigger than I was. And he had this sort of casual strength about him. I got the impression he could toss me about like a rag doll if he wanted.

I swallowed hard when I caught the hint of his aftershave. He didn’t take his hand off my shoulder. It was a heavy, warm presence.

“Go get the damn keys,” he said.

“Dad!” Eve complained, the whine plain in her voice.

“Go!”

She tore out of there, down into the basement. We both listened while she rummaged around down there.

But the sound of the rummaging became more and more desperate. Things crashed and fell down there.

“Eve!” Darcy said.

The sounds all stopped. Eve made her way up the stairs slowly. She grabbed the edge of the basement door and peered around it, as though to use said door as cover against her dad’s anger.

My stomach dropped. This wasn’t good.

And I was still so fucking wet. I wished he’d take that hand of his off me. Because I kept thinking about what it might feel like if he slipped it between my thighs and pushed against the pulsing desire there.

“Well?” Darcy said.

Eve couldn’t meet his eyes. Her cheeks burned. “I… I can’t find them.”

“Figured as much. Why do you think I put these in a box? I don’t have the keys for them anymore!”

My stomach did a somersault. “What?”

Darcy shook his head. “Dan has a spare set still.”

Eve brightened. “That’s great! How fast do you think he can get here? He’s like, what, 40 minutes away or so?”

“You’re going to go pick them up, actually,” Darcy said.

Eve’s jaw dropped. I was both mortified and a little pleased. Mortified that I was gonna have to wait a couple hours to get out of the cuffs. Pleased that Eve got some comeuppance.

“Dad!” she said.

“Get out of here before I think of something worse,” Darcy replied, fixing her with a stony look.

She went and grabbed her car keys hurriedly, and we both listened as she rushed out of the house. She chirped the tires on the car when she left.

And then I realized I was all alone with her dad. That my pussy was slick and sopping wet, with my panties basically glued to my mound.

And that Darcy was pretty good looking for a guy old enough to be my dad.

“What now?” I said.

He raised an eyebrow at me, and I could see it in his eyes that he knew this was half my fault. That I’d let Eve cuff me without first making sure she had the keys handy.

“Now you wait here until I get back, gotta get something from upstairs.”

I sat down on the couch, wincing when the cuffs bit into my wrists. I kept shifting around, unable to find a good position.

Darcy went upstairs. I heard him stomp up into his room, heard a dresser drawer pull out and then shove back in.

Then he came back down. He had something small in his hand.

A set of keys. Handcuff keys. A pair of them on one loop.

I leaned forward and stood up awkwardly, grinning the whole time. “You remembered some extras!”

He shook his head. “Nope. Knew they were there the whole time.”

I frowned. “What? Why did you send Eve out?” Without really knowing why, my heart started chattering in my chest.

“To get here out of here for a while,” Darcy said. He walked over and set the keys down on the coffee table.

“Why? What’s going on?”

“What’s going on is that Dan doesn’t have any keys. I have the only set. So here’s the deal: you do what I say and I uncuff you. Don’t do what I say and you stay in those cuffs until someone takes you to the cop shop to get them off you. And that’s not going to be for a few hours, at least,” Darcy said.

“What… what do you want?” I said, first eying the keys, so tantalizingly close on the table, then looking at Darcy.

He stepped in front of me, put his hands on my shoulders. My breath caught. Worse, my pussy started throbbing. Tingles danced up and down the front of my stomach.

“I told you. To do what I tell you to. So…” his hands slid down my shoulders and he cupped my breasts. He rubbed my stiff little nipples through my shirt with the balls of his thumbs. The feeling was absolutely electric. “Don’t say no to me.”

I couldn’t help but whimper a little. My nipples felt hard enough to cut glass. And I ached on the inside.

“Mr. Chance… you’re my best friend’s dad,” I said.

The rubbing of his thumbs turned to pinching. I squealed a little when he gave my nipples a slight twist.

I started stepping back, but the couch was behind me. The backs of my bared calves hit the plush leather of the cushion.

“I’ll let you call me daddy, if you want,” Darcy said, “I can tell you want it. I’ll bet that little pussy of yours is sopping wet already, isn’t it?”

I tried swallowing. It took a lot of effort. Part of me couldn’t believe I was handcuffed in my best friend’s house while her dad squeezed my tits and played with my nipples through my shirt.

But there was another part, too. And that part was just a little bitch in heat. There was just something so hot about being powerless with a man like Darcy.

“What do you want me to do?” I said.

He tweaked my nipples again and I sucked a breath in through clenched teeth.

“Let’s start with you down on your knees.” His hands shifted back up to my shoulders. This time instead of resting there, they pushed down.

I sank beneath the force of it. My heart absolutely pounded in my chest. When I looked up at Darcy from the floor, he seemed so huge.

So did the growing bulge in his jeans.

He put one hand on my face, cupping my cheek. His thumb played out gently over my bottom lip. “You’ve always had such a pretty mouth. I want you to show me what you can do with it.”

He pushed his thumb into my mouth. “Suck.”

Before I could even really think about it, I locked the loop of my lips around his finger. I sucked. I let my tongue unfurl around him. Saliva squirted into my mouth. He tasted a little salty. I kept my eyes on his the whole time.

“That’s it, be a good girl for daddy,” Darcy said.

He pulled his thumb out of my mouth. It made a popping sound. Then he smeared my saliva around my lips, got them good and plump and glistening.

“What else do I have to do for the key?” I said.

“I’ll let you know,” he replied, “Let’s start with seeing what you can do with something bigger than a finger.”

He popped the button on his jeans, then unzipped his fly. The bulge of his hardening cock sprang into the space.

My pussy did that thing where it flexed, tensed, relaxed. Then got even wetter. It cried out to be touched and stroked and toyed with. My fingers kept balling up into useless fists while my frustration built.

Then he pushed his briefs down so that his cock could spring free. He was long and thick, and his shaft pulsed with every beat of his heart.

It pulsed quickly.

“This is so fucked up,” I said.

“Then get up and get out of here, if that’s what you want. Walk your ass on down to the cops. But I think you’re going to stay right here and let me do whatever I want to you.”

My legs tensed. I meant to stand. I really did. But his cock was just so close to my face. And when I looked at it my mouth watered all over again, and I couldn’t help wonder what he tasted like.

Or how big he got when fully hard.

My legs relaxed. He saw my shoulders slump. Nodding, he reached down and grabbed the bottom of my shirt and pulled it up. He couldn’t take it off me of course, what with the cuffs. But he didn’t intend to.

I didn’t have a bra on, and my breasts with my stiff little nipples popped out. The cool air swirled around them and my skin bunched together with goosebumps.

“That’s more like it. Now look up at me again,” he said.

He stroked himself. I watched his shaft harden. Watched the purple flesh on his crown swell up and go taut while he used his other hand to squeeze first one breast and then the other.

He paid more attention to my nipples. Tweaking and pulling on them until I couldn’t help but gasp at the sharpness of the sensation.

Then he slapped my cheek with his cock. It made a fleshy sound, and stung a little. He did it again on the other side. I could feel the blood rushing into my cheeks.

“Open up. Good and wide,” he said.

“Yes, daddy,” I replied, and he smiled.

He grabbed a cruel handful of hair at the back of my head with one hand and took the base of his shaft in the other.

My jaw strained when his swollen crown bumped against my lips.

He sucked in a pleased breath. “You’re so warm,” he said.

Then he pushed. The bottom of his cock pressed hard against my tongue. Unable to stop myself, more and more saliva squirted into my mouth. I felt some of it dribble down my chin.

I thought he wanted me to suck him again. But he wanted something else.

He didn’t want to stop, for one. He kept pushing, kept guiding more of that monster into my mouth.

He hit the back of my throat and I started to gag. I felt the tears start in the corners of my eyes.

God, have I ever been this fucking wet before? I didn’t think so. But then again, no man had ever just gone and had his way with me like this before.

I went to jerk back, my fingernails biting into my palms while my knuckles pushed against my spine.

His hold on my hair tightened. I couldn’t move.

“Don’t you fucking dare,” he said.

He held me there like that for a bit, just enjoying the warm, wet tightness of my mouth and the way the loop of my lips stretched around his girth.

Then he fucked my face. He pulled his cock back, the bared shaft covered in little gobs and ropes of my shiny spit.

He thrust back in, forcing that swollen head down into my throat. He did it again and again. I couldn’t swallow anything. All my spit ran down his shaft.

And the thing was, I found that I liked it. I liked him using me as his own personal fuck slave. I liked the strain of my jaw as he forced that monster shaft back into me. Liked the look of pleasure on his face while he did it.

Then he pulled his cock all the way out. For a few moments, long, thin strands of my spit hung between his shaft and my lips. I took my first good breath in a while. My jaw ached.

And then I leaned forward towards him, my mouth opening. I wanted him again. Wanted to taste the warmth of his flesh against my tongue.

He yanked back on my hair and kept me away. “No. You only get what I give you. Got it?”

“Yes, daddy,” I said.

“Come here,” he said.

He put his hands into my armpits and hauled me to my feet. My knees hurt from their time on the floor, and I grimaced at the flow of blood back into my legs.

I could also feel that slick wetness that pasted my panties to my pussy. And standing up like that made things throb hard.

He grabbed the waistband of my shorts with both hands. I gasped at the roughness of his fingers against my thighs.

He undid my shorts and shoved them along with my panties down my thighs, revealing the bald, flushed lips of my cunt and the wetness that glistened between them.

He shoved them down around my ankles, then pushed me down onto the couch.

“You won’t need these anymore,” he said, yanking my short and panties off, balling them up, and tossing them over his shoulder.

“Are you going to fuck me now, daddy?” I said. My inner walls quivered and a fresh round of wetness leaked out of me. I could already feel how I’d soaked the cushion beneath me.

The cuffs pushed painfully into my wrists, and my knuckles pressed into the small of my back. I was stuck. So absolutely stuck and at Darcy’s mercy. 

He could do whatever he wanted to me. Anything at all.

I’d never been with a guy so big before. But I’d also never been so wet before. My stomach tightened in anticipation of the delicious sensation of stretching out around him.

“Not yet,” he said.

He went down onto his knees, then grabbed me and pulled me so that my ass hung over the edge of the couch.

Then he took me by the back of my knees and shoved my legs apart, completely exposing my sloppy little gash to him. I felt my lips part as my thighs opened wider.

“What are you going to do to me?” I said. A little afraid, a little excited. My clit had already poked out from beneath its fleshy hood to play.

But he ignored it at first. Ignored it maddeningly. He put his hands on my inner thighs and pulled the lips of my pussy up with his thumbs. Then those big thumbs found my wetness. He ran them up and down my most sensitive flesh until I writhed on his couch.

And only after I started literally shaking did he start in on my clit. He used one thumb on it. Slow circles at first, a little pressure.

Then building and building. His whole thumb glistened with my juices. 

I couldn’t believe this was happening.

“That’s so fucking good, daddy…” I moaned.

He circled faster. Pushed harder. “Do you want me to fuck you?”

“Please. So bad,” I said. I could feel heat pulsing through my whole body. My tummy was so tight. My inner walls quivered and my hips bucked. My legs started shaking.

“You want me to push this big, hard cock into this tight, wet pussy, don’t you?” he said.

His thumb worked me even harder. My whole body was rigid. I could barely hear him over the rush of blood past my ears.

“Yes! I want it so much!” I said.

“I want you to beg me to fuck you,” he said.

I was so fucking close to cumming. He knew just how to touch and tease me. Just how to torture my little love bean. My legs trembled.

“Please! Please fuck me, daddy. I want you to fuck me so fucking hard!”

“Have you been a good little slut?” he said.

“Yes, yes I have. Now please, just do it! I don’t think I can take much more…” I said.

“I’ll tel you how much to take,” he said.

Then he put more pressure on my clit.

That was it. I literally couldn’t take anymore. My whole body shivered while the ball of heat low in my stomach suddenly burst open and flooded every corner of my being.

Darcy knew just what he was doing. As soon as my climax started, he pushed my thighs back. His cock, still slick with all my saliva, bumped against my opening. He pushed hard and sank himself into me.

That sensation of feeling completely filled at the same time as the tingling, agonizing pleasure of my climax was too much for my young body.

I came all over his cock. Every inch of him. He forced himself into me, spread my walls apart around his merciless hardness.

It hurt. It hurt so fucking good.

He leaned in and took one of my erect nipples into his mouth. He sucked on it. Bit it lightly, toyed it with his tongue.

I couldn’t stop cumming. It was like he broke me. When I closed my eyes, starbursts of intense color exploded in my vision.

And just when I thought I couldn’t take anymore, he started thrusting. Started fucking me. Hard and merciless, just like before. He slammed his cock into me again and again while I writhed and undulated beneath him.

“You’re going to make me cum, baby!” Darcy said.

It was true. I could feel his shaft swelling inside me. Getting bigger, harder. With other guys, this used to be my favorite part of sex. That moment just before the guy lost control. When I felt so fucking good around him that he couldn’t stop himself from blowing his top inside of me.

Part of me was scared. This felt so good. Better than it ever had before. I couldn’t possibly take his load when it felt this good without getting pregnant, could I?

I knew I should tell him to stop. To pull out and nut all over my tits or something.

But I didn’t think he would, even if I begged him.

And then I realized that I didn’t want him to pull out. It was too good.

“Please, daddy. Cum inside me. I want your load so bad,” I said.

This time I didn’t have to beg too much.

“Fuck!” Darcy said.

He buried his shaft as deeply as he could in my warm, velvety flesh. I squeezed up tight around him, and that let me feel it so good when his shaft started jerking in my grip.

Jerking and flexing. Each time it did, he grimaced. Each time he did, I felt the warmth of his cum as my greedy little body swallowed it all up.

Then I felt and saw him relax. Felt his cock, still rock hard, stop its flexing. My inner thighs ached. My pussy was already sore. The strong muscles of my core already burned from all the clamping and relaxing.

He withdrew good and slow, both of us watching the grip my lower lips kept on him. When he pulled out all the way I felt my inner walls tighten up, locking his nut inside of me.

I was already so sore I didn’t even think I could walk.

And I’d completely forgotten about the cuffs.

He didn’t.

He grabbed me and rolled me over onto my stomach. Then he took keys and did the cuffs around one wrist and then the other. I sucked in a sharp breath when the blood returned to my fingers, leaving them prickly and painful.

It was then that he got the text message. He pulled his phone out and thumbed up open.

“Eve said he didn’t have any keys and that she’s on her way back. When she gets back here, it’s her turn for punishment. And you’re the one who’s going to give it to her. Do you understand?” Darcy said.

“Yes,” I said.




Single Daddy Temptation 

 

Jack

 

I’m not sure when I decided I wanted my daughter’s best friend, Megan.

Sometime after her 18th birthday, I know.  

Because after that, Megan started spending a lot more time at my house, hanging out with my daughter, Eve.

The two became inseparable, like sisters. They’d always been fairly close, growing up. Plenty of sleepovers and all that.

But now it seemed different.

I don’t think things were going very well for Megan at home. Her own dad wasn’t the nicest guy, and her mom was constantly away on various business trips.

I think she’d decided to stay out of college for an extra year. Experience life without school or something.

Eve, as it happened, was going to school that fall so maybe they just wanted to spend as much time together as possible.

Except that I started to notice Megan. Not like I noticed Eve or any of the other girls. But as a woman.

I sat at the breakfast table with the local newspaper held between my hands, opened up to the sports section. I could smell the rich aroma of my morning coffee.

The light coming in through the french doors that led out to the back patio was pleasant and warm.

Eve came bouncing into the kitchen, her regular chipper self. Face all smiles, eyes all twinkles. 

“Hey, dad!” she said.

She went over to the kettle and started boiling the water that I’d loaded into it when I got up. Eve wasn’t a coffee girl. Always tea.

Her mother had been the same way.

“Hey,” I said, sparing her a glance over the top of my paper.

Eve plunked a couple of tea bags from their covered dish on the counter into the red ceramic tea pot, then covered said pot with a big fluffy cozy to keep it all warm.

I saw her glance at me. Saw her bite her lip.

My heart sped up a little. Here it comes, I thought. We’d been going through this ritual almost every day for the past two months. The two months since Megan’s birthday. 

“Dad…?” Eve said.

“Yes?” I said, still not lowering my paper.

She came up behind me and hugged me around the neck, which put her mouth close to my ear. I could feel her pretending to read the latest statistics for the new starting pitcher for the Cubbies.

“Do you mind if Megan comes over today?” she asked.

I reached forward and casually turned the newspaper page. There was a big, full color photo of a fastball pitch.

“I don’t see why not,” I said. My heart beat a little bit faster. Because I’d decided I wasn’t going to wait any longer. Maybe it happened at work yesterday. Maybe while I’d been sleeping.

All I knew was that when I woke up this morning I’d made up my mind. And when I made up my mind, things got done.

No more of the little flirtations we’d been having. The private little chats while Eve was out of the room. The little touches on the arm and chest that drove me wild.

No more teasing.

“Great!” Eve said, “Oh, one thing… Do you mind if she sleeps over?”

I swallowed hard. Things were coming together nicely. I folded the newspaper and set it down on the table, then turned to look at Eve. “What’s wrong with her own bed? I swear she sleeps more often here than at her own house!”

I saw the quick look of panic that flashed across Eve’s face. Neither of the girls had told me what was really going on. How Megan’s dad was a drunk asshole, how home life wasn’t so good.

Because they both knew I’d go over there and put the steel toe of my work boot up Megan’s father’s ass.

They were probably right.

But I also didn’t want to interfere unless someone did come out and tell me the truth. Came out and actually asked for help.

I thought part of my attraction was this protective instinct I had for her. Some part of me had already claimed Megan as my own.

And like any other real man, I needed to stake my territory. It was some primal, hind-brained instinct.

So we played this sleepover game. The one where they pretended everything was all right and Megan just wanted to spend her time here rather than at home.

I think Megan also hadn’t yet mentioned anything because she didn’t just enjoy Eve’s company, but mine, too.

Girls could be so coy at that age.

“Please? We’ll be quiet, I promise!” Eve said.

I breathed in a deep breath and then let it out in a long-suffering sigh. “Fine.”

She squeezed my neck in another hug and I patted her arms. She danced away and pulled her phone out of her pocket.

“Thanks so much! I’ll let her know now!” Eve said.

 

***

 

Megan arrived not long after that. I didn’t intrude. Gave them their space.

I came out and said hey to Megan was she came through the door. I caught her setting her knapsack by the shoe rack before slipping out of her sandals.

She really was a beautiful girl. Played on a bunch of the sports team back in high school: volleyball, basketball, gymnastics. And it all showed.

Her body was taut and smooth everywhere it should be. A little small in the chest, but that just tantalized me more.

She had lovely strawberry blonde hair, a pretty face, and sweet blue eyes that smiled along with the gentle, pouting curve of her lips.

Today she wore a pair of those high shorts that just about let her high, firm ass fall out the ball. Above that, a crop-top tee that exposed her navel and the flat smoothness of her youthful stomach.

“Hey, Megan,” I said, leaning against the doorframe that let out from the foyer into the front hall. I hooked my thumbs through the belt loops of my jeans.

“Hey, Mr. Morgan!” she said, standing up quickly.

When she stood like that her high, firm breasts did a little bounce. She looked me in the eye for a second before dropping her gaze to the floor. She brushed a few stray stands of hair back behind one ear before a second furtive glance in my direction.

"Thanks for letting me stay over," she said. This time when she looked up I made out the barest amount of blush in her cheeks.

"Any time," I said, "Eve's up in her room. Don't let me keep you."

"Oh, you're not!" she said, coming up and touching my arm just above the elbow. She offered a sweet little smile followed by another one of those quick glances into my eyes and then down at the floor.

That close, I could smell the sweetness of her shampoo, like strawberries. My heart beat hard and my jeans felt a bit too snug.

She let go of my arm and went past me, rounding the corner that led to the stairs. I watched her go. Watched the way her firm, round ass worked in those shorts of hers.

Then I left them alone, like I said.

Because I knew that Megan would come to me. She always came to me. Always to talk around her problems. To be near me. I could read the signs.

I watched a few matches on the TV that night. I'd long ago converted our basement into a large recreation area which included a couple of big plush leather couches and a big HD projector screen.

Did all the work myself, too. The only way to make sure the work was done right was to do it yourself. And it came out pretty nice.

Just after 11 that night Eve came downstairs in her PJs, which for her consisted of one of my old t-shirts that hung all the way down to her knees.

She padded down the stairs in her bare feet, barely making any noise.

"Gonna head off for the night, dad," Eve said, coming up behind me and giving me one of those hugs ago. I reached up and held her arm gently.

"Night," I said.

She padded back upstairs and I heard the bathroom door close and the hushed flow of water from the sink while she brushed her teeth.

I heard another set of footfalls down my stairs.

"Mr. Morgan?"

I looked over my shoulder. "Hey, Megan. What's up?"

It was the same as always. The sneaky, clandestine visit with me when Eve wouldn't suspect anything.

Megan's PJs of choice were a pair of loose PJ bottoms and one of those slim spaghetti-strand tank tops. Her nipples poked hard against the thin fabric, and her hair fell in lovely disarray around her shoulders.

"Mind if I sit?" she said, nodding at the couch.

When I nodded back at her, she came over and sat at the other end. She stuck her hands between her thighs and looked down at her lap.

"I just wanted to say thanks again for letting me sleep over. There's just a lot of... stuff going on now."

"Happens with every teen as they turn into adults," I said.

"I don't think it does," she said. She glanced at me. That rosy blush returned to her cheeks.

"Well you know I'm always here if you want to talk," I said. Except I knew she wanted to do much more than just talk.

Upstairs, the toilet flushed and we both heard the noise of the bathroom door opening.

A panicked look flashed across Megan's face and I knew she didn't want to get caught down here alone with me.

She stood up and darted for the stairs. At the foot, she turned back around, one hand on top of the newel post.

"Do... Do you think it'd be okay if I came back down in a bit?"

We both knew that in a bit meant after she was good and sure that Eve had already gone to sleep. 

“No problem,” I said.

She smiled, that blush of her growing and deepening, and then scampered back up the stairs.

I got comfortable and threw a talkshow on while I waited. I thought of the way Megan's nipples pressed against the thin and smooth fabric of her undershirt.

I wondered what sort of noise she might make if I took one of those nipples between a thumb and forefinger and pinched. Lightly at first but then harder.

My cock started hardening and I felt that familiar tingle of desire that started deep in my balls and then travelled up into my stomach.

I wondered how firm those little tits of hers might feel in my hands and I got harder still.

So I waited. I kept the volume on the TV pretty low and I could hear all the little familiar creaks of the house settling in the coolness of the night. I knew all those sounds by heart.

So when I heard something different, I knew what to expect.

Soon, I heard Megan padding down the stairs on her bare feet to rejoin me in the basement. By that point, my desire had turned into the smoulder of a glowing ember. Relatively calm, but able to be breathed back to full intensity at a moment's notice.

"Mr. Morgan?" she said. Whispered. Breathed, really.

I glanced back at her from the couch and then shifted over, "Come on over, Megan," I said.

She did, rounding the couch and then sitting so that she leaned against the opposite armrest. She pulled her knees up to her chest and hugged them close.

I don't think she'd ever looked so youthful or enticing as she did at that moment.

I could feel the rapid beat of my pulse as it rushed past my ears. Could feel that low and insistent pull of instinct and desire.

And I knew that Megan felt the same way.

She kept biting her lower lip. Pulling it between her teeth and pressing them down into that plump, sensitive flesh until the normally rosy skin there blanched white. Then she'd let the lip slide out, the tip of her tongue flicking out absently over the little indents left by her teeth.

She kept glancing up at me.

"You can tell me, whatever it is," I said.

She smelled good still. That strawberry scent from her shampoo, of course. But also her own natural scent, coming through over the course of the day's activities. That was youthful too. 

I breathed her in and felt that tingling tightness in my balls again.

"I just wanted to say how thankful I am you let me stay over so often," she said.

"There's more than that," I said. I was getting tired of the games, the coyness.

She brushed some hair back behind her ear and looked up at me. Her face was all flushed. Her throat, too. And her chest.

She looked lovely. Lovely and ripe for plucking.

"It's so much better here than at home," she said. It was more than she'd ever said before.

"I figured," I replied.

She looked shocked, giving me that how could you know? expression. 

Then she shivered, “It’s cold down here.” She hugged herself and I saw the goosebumps standing up on her arms and shoulders. I wondered what it would be like to run my lips gently over that pebbled flesh.

“Plenty warm over here,” I said.

She glanced back up the stairs, making sure that Eve hadn’t somehow heard and followed to spy on her.

When she saw no one there, she didn’t waste any time scooting on over. She shoved her legs against mine, leaned into me.

I lifted my arm and put it down over her narrow shoulders. She let out this little contented sigh that traveled all the way down my spine to my cock, which twitched in the well-worn pair of plaid PJ bottoms I wore.

“You’re so warm,” she said, snuggling in harder. 

She’s trying to seduce me, too, I thought. I wondered how long she’d been planning this. Wondered how long it had taken her to work up the courage to finally make her move.

I looked down at her lithe body. Was she wet already? I thought I could put money on yes.

Her hand dropped on my thigh, almost casually. Her fingers spread out less casually and gave the lightest squeeze.

I swallowed hard. I could feel my cock hardening. Soon it’d be pressing against the loose fabric of my PJs. Her hand crept up, slowly.

“I wish my dad was like you,” she said. She had her ear pressed against my chest. No way she couldn’t hear the increasing beat of my heart.

“How’s that?” I said, just enjoying the smell of her again, so close to me. The warmth and presence of her pressed against me. The way our bodies fit together so nicely.

I squeezed her shoulder and she let out the sexiest little moan that made my cock tingle.

“You’re what a man should be. You know how to do things with your hands. Work on stuff. I see how you are with Eve. Strict but caring. And you’re so big and handsome.”

Her hand crept a little higher on my thigh. I made no move to stop her.

“You want your dad to be big and handsome?” I said.

“I want you…” she started.

“I know,” I said.

She shivered again, let out another one of those little groans. She writhed against me and I knew those youthful needs of hers had taken her over. She kissed the part of my chest left bare by the neck of my shirt. Sweet little needy pecks with those soft lips of hers.

Her hand crept up higher. Her fingers brushed against my hardening shaft. When she felt it she gasped in earnest.

I sucked in a little breath of my own.

She moved her hand over the bulge of my manhood. Traced it with her fingers.

“You’re so big… I didn’t think you’d be so big…” she breathed, still kissing me.

“Have you ever been with a man before, Megan?” I said, enjoying her inexperienced but earnest groping. My cock enjoyed it even more, reaching and breaking through half mast quickly. My pants became constricting and uncomfortable.

“No…” she said, “I want my first time to be really special. I want it to be with someone who knows what they’re doing.”

I smiled, “And you thought of me.”

She gripped my cock through my pants and I groaned. She kissed my neck some more. Then she tried to reach into my PJ bottoms.

I grabbed her hand, stopped her. She looked a question at me.

“Not yet,” I said.

“Don’t… Don’t you want me, Mr. Morgan?” she said.

I put my fingertip under her chin and lifted her face so she couldn’t look away, “Yes. Call me daddy,” I said.

I kissed her. Her lips tasted like strawberries. She started breathing quickly, her body trembling. I I turned my body to face hers, pulled one of her legs between my knees. 

I put my hand over her navel, traced my fingers up until I cupped one smooth, firm, and small breast. I squeezed.

She groaned. Her mouth opened and I sent my tongue between her lips. She grabbed my shirt and squeezed handfuls of it between her fingers. She kissed back, earnest but inexperienced. She tasted so good.

I pulled the neck of her tank top down, exposing her breasts. She groaned again. Her groan turned to a whimper when I moved my mouth down and took one firm, pink nipple in my mouth and sucked. Gentle at first, but then harder.

Her body writhed against mine. Her hand found my cock again, started squeezing and stroking it. This time, I grabbed her wrist and guided her down under the elastic waistband.

I almost came when her dainty little fingers found my shaft and squeezed.

“Stroke it. Squeeze it and stroke it,” I told her, shifting my mouth across to her other nipple. I left the first one glistening with my spit.

“Okay, daddy. Like this?” she said.

She squeezed and stroked. The more she did it, the harder I got. Her fingers couldn’t touch around me when I got fully hard.

“You’re so big,” she said, looking down at me while I kissed the sensitive flesh between her breasts. Her face was flushed, her forehead furrowed. Her body writhed against the couch, against me. “Won’t it be too big for… you know?”

Without warning, I shifted us down so that she lay across the crouch, one of her legs hanging over the side. I lay between her and the back of the couch on my side.

She gasped.

“Too big for this you mean?” I said.

I ran my hand back down the taut smoothness of her belly. My fingertips pushed beneath the elastic of her PJ bottoms, then the elastic of her panties.

Her mound was smooth, not a hair on it. I groaned myself when I felt the smooth warmth of her skin.

Then again when I pushed my middle finger between her lips and found silky warmth and wetness.

I pushed just the tip of my finger into her.

Her eyes squeezed shut and her mouth dropped open. Her back arched, lifting her hips up off the couch as though trying to force more of my finger into that tight wetness I found between her thighs.

“Yes, too big for that, daddy,” she said, “Oh, it feels so good… Do you like it? Is it good for you?”

I smiled at her earnestness, at her worry that she might do something I wouldn’t like.

“Don’t worry, baby, I’ll make sure it’s good and wet first. Get you nice and loose first.”

“How?” she said.

She kept taking these deep, gasping breaths that lifted her chest and shoulders. Her breasts kept thrusting up. Her nipples, still slick with my spit, trembled a little they were so erect and hard.

“No more questions,” I said.

I couldn’t resist taking the nipple closest to me into my mouth again. Suckling on it. Biting down just a little. Just until she moaned and shook beneath me.

My middle finger continued teasing her wet little pussy. I traced circles around her opening, loving how wet she already was.

And when I moved that fingertip up until it brushed against the firm little bean of her clit, she squirmed and moaned against me.

I thought she was probably wet enough for me to slide right in, but I didn’t want to. Not yet. I wanted to know how she tasted. I wanted to feel her how body shudder when I pulled her clit between my teeth and flicked it with my tongue.

“Don’t move,” I said, sitting back up.

“Okay, daddy,” she said.

I pulled my finger out from between her legs. The entire length of my digit glistened enticingly with her juices.

I kneeled beside the couch. Slowly, I undid the laces of her PJs. Then I grasped the waistband and drew them down. Just the PJs. I pulled them off, revealing her long, shapely legs. Which I kissed.

They were so smooth against my lips.

She kept squirming and writhing on the couch, alternating between pushing her head back into the cushion and peering down at me.

Then I reached up and grabbed her panties. They were white cotton, and the thin fabric covering her mound was translucent from her moistness. The damp fabric clung to her lower lips, tracing the outline of her mound for me.

When I pulled them down, the crotch stuck to her pussy. My cock tingled when I peeled the panties down off her.

Her pussy was so enticing. Flushed pink, engorged with her desire. The lips had parted slightly, letting me see her inner pinkness. Letting me see the little bean of her clit poking up. She glistened with wetness.

I ran my lips up her inner thigh until the intoxicating scent of her sex filled my nostrils. I’d thought about teasing her, but that scent changed my mind. Touched some primal part in me.

I needed her. I wanted to devour her. And I did.

I was merciless.

I started with nice long laps, my tongue flat against the wet lips of her pussy. I lapped bottom to top, bottom to top. 

She writhed on the couch. Her hips twisted and rolled, trying for more pressure.

Then my tongue slipped between those lips, running up and down her slick slit, pushing hard against her clit each time.

On the fourth stroke she came for me.

“Daddy!” she said between clenched teeth. She grabbed a throw pillow and pulled it down over her face.

Her thighs locked around my head. I kept licking. Merciless with that little clit of hers.

She shuddered all over. Bucked hard. I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her hard against me.

I watched the way her smooth, flat belly sucked in until I could see her ribs and then filled with air. Deep, shuddering breaths while she screamed her pleasure into the pillow.

Her juices ran almost freely, and I lapped them up eagerly. I wanted to reach down and stroke my cock, but I couldn’t without letting go of her. And I thought she might actually buck herself down off the couch.

Then her thighs relaxed and released me from her grip. I pulled back a little, my lips numb and my tongue tingling.

Her pussy was even plumper than before. Wetter. My cheeks glistened with that same wetness.

She moved the pillow off her face. That rosy flush was still in her. Every inch of her, actually.

“I need you now, daddy, I don’t think I can wait any longer. Will you fuck me? Please, daddy?” she begged.

She moved her body as she did, spreading her thighs apart for me, offering her youthful innocence to me.

“You’ve been a good girl.”

I said. I stood and pushed my pants down. My cock sprung out fully erect and trembling.

Her eyes widened again. “You’re so big. Are you sure…?”

“It’ll hurt a little at first, but then it will feel good,” I said.

I mounted the couch. Mounted her, shoving one leg farther away to better expose her glistening cunt.

My cock throbbed when I watched the way spreading her legs like that spread the lips of her pussy farther apart.

I ran the bottom of my shaft along her sopping slit, getting some of that wetness on my cock.

“It’s so hard!” she said when my cock touched her, “I didn’t know they could get so hard.” She smiled. Giggled a little. My cock tingled.

“It has to be this hard when you’re this tight,” I said.

“Don’t you need to wear something? A condom?” she said.

I’d been wondering she’d ask about that. Before, in my fantasy about this moment, I’d figured I’d go grab one from my stash at the back of the little drawer in the downstairs bathroom.

But I thought about the smooth slickness of her bare pussy against my naked cock. Thought about the silky heat and tightness that waited for my inside of her.

I didn’t want to dull that feeling at all with a rubber. In fact, I wanted nothing more than to empty my balls as deeply in her as I could.

Just the thought of knocking Megan up like that, of claiming her as mine, was enough to steer me away from the idea of protection.

“Just shut up and take it,” I told her.

“Okay, daddy, I trust you. Please, do it. I can’t wait any longer!” she said.

Neither could I.

I used my thumb to angle my cock down so that the tip slid down between her lips. She gasped when I brushed past her clit.

Then she groaned when I pushed against her pussy.

The groan turned to a wince as I felt her begin stretching around me. I pushed most of the head in, then pulled it out. The next thrust was harder, forced more of me into her. Into that silky hot tunnel of delight.

And God, was she ever tight. If I hadn’t been absolutely rock hard I don’t think I could’ve pushed inside of her.

But you have no trouble getting rock hard when a beautiful 18-year-old girl is spread-eagled on your couch, her bald pussy flushed and wet, while she begs you to take her virginity and fuck her.

On the third thrust I felt the thin film of her virginity. I pushed harder. It was elastic, stretching. Stretching.

Tearing.

I pushed through it and up into her. Every muscle in her body went tight and her ass arched up off the couch, forcing me even deeper inside of her.

She squeezed her eyes shut, mouth dropping open again. Her head thrashed from side to side.

The next thrust was a little easier, and the next even easier. Until my cock slid smoothly in and out of her.

I relished the feeling of the mushroom head of my shaft dragging against the silky slickness of her inner walls. Of those walls wrapping around me, gripping but never able to stop me.

I grabbed her behind her knees and pushed her thighs back, angling her pussy up even more.

I’d started controlled. Slow. Almost gentle. But a body like hers begged to be fucked, and hard.

I did.

Our bodies slapped together wetly, her hips rising up off the couch each time to add to the friction of it.

“It’s so big!” she kept saying. And, “Too big. Too hot…”

Soon her words trailed off and she couldn’t speak anymore. Just moan and thrash her head back and forth.

Her first climax gripped me hard. Bore down on me so hard and tight I thought that if I slipped out of her I wouldn’t get back in.

I leaned over and kissed her exposed throat. Ran my lips up and down that sensitive skin. She reached up and grabbed my broad shoulder blades. Dug her fingers into my flesh. I sucked in a breath through my teeth. It felt good.

“It feels so good, daddy. Does it feel good for you?” she breathed.

“Yes, baby.”

Her grip on me loosened enough to start thrusting again. I relished the wet heat of her around me. Around every inch of me. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d ever been so hard.

And her little moans and groans and whimpers drove right into me. Right into that animal hind-brain.

I kissed her throat some more. Her shoulders. Mauled her with my mouth. Savaged her.

“It’s going to happen again! Oh, fuck!” she said. Her fingertips dug into my flesh again.

I couldn’t stand it any longer. Couldn’t hold back.

“Oh, daddy! Are you going to nut? I want you to,” she breathed into my ear, “I want you to nut in my pussy. Will you, please?”

“Of course, baby,” I said.

 I pushed myself up above her, full push-up missionary position. And I nailed her. I nailed her hard. I kept thrusting even when I felt her pussy grasp me hard.

Then my balls tightened and tingled. My cock got even harder than before.

I pushed myself all the way into her, my feet digging into the couch cushions for better grip.

“Fuck!” I said, my eyes squeezing shut.

I came hard. My balls squeezed. It was sexual agony. Each spurt came hard and fast, that squeezing in my balls, that rigidity in the rest of my body.

I emptied myself into her.

And her body drank me up. Every drop. The massaging waves of her pussy milking it all out of me, pulling it up into her guts. 

I opened my eyes and saw her legs trembling. Her whole body shook. She’d never been so hot as when her face was twisted up in her orgasm. Her hips hips, adding to the milking motion.

And then we both collapsed. I made sure to fall on my side again, between her body and the back of the couch.

My cock remained hard, the tight ring her pussy made around it like a cock ring, holding all the blood in.

When I withdrew, none of my cum came out. I’d nutted too deeply in her. The lips of her pussy were red and stretched and abused.

“That was good, daddy. It hurt at first like you said, and then… You know,” she said, looking at me.

“I know,” I said.

We lay together like that for a while, my cock slowly softening. It wasn’t long until she said her pussy was sore, and I said that was normal.

She kept asking if it had been good for me. If she was good enough. I reassured her, kissed her, held her. I relished the way her youthful body snuggled against me.

Then I sent her back up to bed. I didn’t want Eve coming down here, finding us this way.

“You can sleep over any time you want,” I said, “Even after Eve has gone off to school.”

She smiled at me from the stairs, “I’d like that.”




Daddy Next Door 

 

1.

 

I couldn't tell anyone. It was a secret.

And everything I thought about it—thought about him—it made me sopping wet.

I'm talking wet enough to have to change my panties.

I went over to my dresser and opened the top drawer, shoving aside a pile of sports bras (b cups) and found my diary in its usual hiding spot right at the bottom left corner.

I went over to my bed and flopped down on my stomach on top of the duvet. I just had to reread what I'd written about that night. Even just the anticipation left a hot ball low in my stomach.

I flipped the pages to the last entry, dated for that last Saturday.

 

It read:

 

Dear diary, I got kissed today.

By a man. Not a boy. It was a real kiss. It made me feel things that I never thought I could feel. Is this how being with a real man makes you feel?

Because I like it!

It was Hannah's dad. I know. I should be like eew! But it was great!

And I think one thing that made it really great is that we both know we shouldn't have done it.

I always kind of had a crush on him. And I'm 18 now so it's not like it's illegal or anything. I just never thought anything like this would happen to me.

I went over to see if Hannah wanted to do anything but she wasn't there. Just her dad. Mr. Campbell. But he told me to call him Steve.

It was really nice out that day so I wore a pair of tiny, skimpy shorts and a spaghetti tank top.

I knew it was super skimpy. And I think part of me wanted to go over just to see how Mr. Campbell might react.

We were in the kitchen. He gave me a Diet Coke. Our fingers brushed. I could feel the blush crawling up my neck.

And I definitely felt the way my pussy got nice and slick. And the way I quivered on the inside and squirmed on the outside.

He noticed.

Then it happened. 

He took the can out of my hand and set it on the counter. He's like a good foot taller than I am. Really towered over me.

I could feel right then that he wanted me badly.

And I'm not sure I could have stopped him when my grabbed me by the hips and pulled my body against his.

God, my heart felt like it was going to hammer out of my chest!

And I ached. Deep inside I ached.

He kissed me then. He hadn't shaved that day and his stubble prickled at me.

I felt it then. His... his you know. It was big and hard and it bulged against my stomach and I couldn't think of anything but how it might feel to slide inside of me.

But then Hannah came back in.

We both jumped apart from each other. When we went out Hannah asked me why I looked so flustered and I said I'd jogged over.

I think the crotch of my shorts stayed moist until I got home later...

 

I closed the diary. Rolled over onto my back so that the beam of sunlight coming in through the window cut across the flatness of my stomach.

I hadn't told anyone what had happened. Especially not Hannah. She would freak.

But every night this last week I dreamt about the feeling of his strong hands holding me close.

I dreamt about that big, hard bulge and the way it seemed to strain to get out of his jeans.

But I could never let it be any more than just a dream. Right?

 

2.

 

He consumed my thoughts.

That hardness that pressed against me consumed my thoughts. Made saliva squirt into my mouth. Made other parts of me slick and squirmy.

Part of me knew it was wrong. That I shouldn't desire him the way I did.

He was Hannah's dad. I'd known him most of my life. He was so much older.

Despite all that, I still wanted him.

I wanted to be alone with him again. But how?

It was Saturday again.

Hannah sat on the edge of my bed while I sat on the little stool in front of my makeup desk.

"Is something up?" Hannah said.

I looked at her reflection in the mirror. She was pretty. Petite. Dark hair and eyes like her mother while I had light hair and eyes.

Hannah's mom hadn't been in the picture for a very long time. Years and years. She'd abandoned her family. Abandoned Hannah and her dad.

I wanted to talk with Hannah about what happened. I needed to talk with someone, otherwise I might burst.

But I couldn't tell her. Not everything, at least.

"Sort of," I said.

Hannah grabbed one of my pillows and plunked it down onto her lap so she could rest her elbows on it. "Tell! It's a boy, isn't it?" Then she took a conspiratorial look around and leaned in close. "Punched your v-card yet?"

"What? No! Not yet. I mean..." I could feel my cheeks burning.

And why was my pussy suddenly so wet? I shifted my butt on the padded stool, but that didn't help.

"There's a guy," I said, "But he's older."

"Ooh, older man. They're the best in bed, you know," Hannah said.

Hannah claimed that she'd had sex with three guys so far, and she kept ribbing me about it. I was jealous of her, but at the same time not. I liked that I'm managed to save myself so far.

"Yeah, but he's older enough to be my dad," I said.

"Sounds hot," Hannah said, "Do I know him?"

"No," I said, quickly, hoping she wouldn't notice the way I looked down at my lap, where I kept my hands tightly clasped between my thighs.

My oh-so-warm thighs that tingled every time I shifted even the tiniest amount.

"You should fuck him," Hannah said, a devilish smile on her pretty face.

"Hannah!" I said. 

The tingling in my pussy intensified. I thought about how hard Mr. Campbell had been against me.

I couldn't help thinking about what it might feel like to have that hardness inside of me. Pulsing inside of me. Throbbing. Dragging back and forth...

I shivered, the skin on my back and arms pebbling in tight patches of goosebumps.

"What?" Hannah said. She dropped my pillow and started wandering around my room. "It'll be fun. You'll see. Just do it. God, I can't wait for college to start. I can't wait to get away from home!"

"Yeah..." I said.

Then Hannah's cell beeped. She pulled it out of her back pocket. "It's my dad. Supper. Think I'll head out."

Relief, cool and soothing, flooded into my stomach. Hannah made me think of her dad. Made me think of the kiss.

Made me think of how hard he'd been. So hard because of me.

My pussy throbbed again. I wanted her out of my room. I wanted to touch myself, run my fingers in and out of that wetness until that desire went away.

"Want to come with?" Hannah said, glancing at me.

"What? Uh, no. Supper here and everything."

Hannah pouted, "Okay. How about after? Spend the night."

"I shouldn't..." I said, grasping for some excuse. Anything that might sound reasonable. But I had nothing. I didn't work. Wasn't taking summer classes. Most of our other friends had decided to go on a road trip before starting college.

I couldn't fake being sick. Hannah was standing right there.

It wasn't like I could say my own parents wouldn't let me. I was an adult now, about to move away from home.

"Oh, just do it. Just come. Please?" Hannah said, batting her eyes at me.

"Fine," I said. I decided I'd just spend the whole time in her room. No leaving. No running into Steve... Mr. Campbell, I mean.

 

3.

 

I got to Hannah's just after seven. She let me in and we went right up to her room. 

There was a moment there at the start when her dad asked who was at the door. Hannah said it was me. He called out a "Hey!" to me and I called one back, but he didn't come out to see us.

I wondered, as we went up the stairs, whether he had also decided that what we did was wrong and was just going to pretend that nothing had happened.

Part of me was fine with that. 

Another part of me experienced deep disappointment.

I didn't see him most of the rest of the night, either.

That's that, I thought.

It was around 1AM when we changed into our PJs and got under the covers of Hannah's bed. 

Well, I changed. Hannah just threw on an old tank top and stripped down to her panties.

"You're going to be hot in all that," Hannah said, looking at me. I wore a full PJ top and full bottoms, the drawstring tied into a large bow. They matched, the top and bottom both decorated with cartoon hearts and rainbows.

"I'll be fine," I said.

It was hot upstairs. The A/C was on the fritz and even with the bedroom window open it was too warm for pajamas.

Still, I couldn't risk it.

I usually slept in my panties and some loose top, too. But I figured on modesty.

Even though part of me wanted to see how Steve (Mr. Campbell!) might react if he saw me in my panties.

Would he get hard again? The thought slipped in before I could stop it. Then another. Would seeing me in my panties make him want to fuck me? Would he be able to stop himself? 

"Suit yourself," Hannah said.

I crawled into bed beside Hannah, laying on my back with the sheet pulled up to my hips. Outside, the light breeze rustled the branches of the big old maple that straddled the Campbells' front yard.

Hannah kicked the sheet off and fell asleep almost instantly.

I didn't. Couldn't.

The heat kept me awake. The heat and other things.

Like how when Mr. Campbell got ready for bed. I heard him walking around. Heard the bathroom door close. Heard the sink run while he brushed his teeth. I remembered he liked to sleep in nothing but a pair of old shorts.

He kept himself in shape, I knew.

I tried not to think about it. About him.

I squirmed in bed as quietly and shallowly as I could, not wanting to wake Hannah.

My stomach was tight. My thighs hot. My nipples stayed perky and hard, pressing against the thin fabric of my PJ top.

I thought about touching myself to relieve the tension. I glanced at Hannah. She slept on her side, facing away from me.

Maybe if I'm quiet, I thought.

Slow as I could force myself, I slipped the flat of my hand down my stomach. My fingertips pushed down beneath the elastic of my panties. Down my smooth skin. I liked keeping everything fully shaved. It felt cleaner, looked nicer.

My middle finger slipped between my lower lips. Found the wetness and the heat waiting there.

I sucked in a sharp breath between my teeth before I could help it.

Hannah stirred, groaning in her sleep and shifting.

I stopped. Tried to, anyway. I pulled my hand out, saw the way my middle finger glistened with my wetness in the darkness. 

Is that what his cock would look like after he finished fucking me with it? I wondered. All glistening and shiny with my pussy juices... 

I shivered again.

And then this incredible thirst hit me. I felt parched.

I resisted for a while, telling myself I couldn't risk leaving the bedroom.

But, I thought, he's in bed asleep. If I’m quiet, I can grab a glass of water from the fridge and come back to bed and everything will be okay. 

I also thought I could spend some quality alone time in the bathroom. Just me and my fingers. Take care of that urge so I could actually get some sleep.

I looked at the glowing numbers on the clock on Hannah's dresser. Just after 2AM. Steve was definitely asleep by now, I knew.

 

4.

 

It was quiet downstairs. Quiet and dark.

In my bare feet, I barely made any noise going down the stairs.

I crept to the kitchen. I squinted against the white brightness of the fridge light when I opened the door to grab the Brita pitcher off the shelf inside.

I drained one glass. Two. The cool ball the water made in my stomach helped soothe things. A little, anyway.

It was still so hot, though.

I turned on the dim light above the sink.

I glanced into the darkness of the living room, saw nothing. Made up my mind. I shoved my PJ bottoms down and folded them on the counter.

I sighed at the touch of air against my back legs.

That's better, I thought.

I tried to ignore the dampness in the crotch of my panties.

"Amy?"

I jerked, barely bit back a shriek. I turned around. Saw him. Steve. Mr. Campbell. He stood in the doorway to the kitchen.

"Oh, hey," I said, "I, uh, I just came down for a glass of water."

"I heard a noise and came to investigate," he said.

"Oh," I replied, "You thought I was a burglar?"

"Hannah sleeps pretty solidly through the night," he said, still standing in the doorway.

"If you thought I was a burglar shouldn't you just have called the cops or something?" I said.

"I take care of my problems myself," he replied.

Even in the dim light of the kitchen, I could see his broad shoulders and deep chest. The quiet strength that radiated from him.

He was shirtless, in nothing but a pair of boxer shorts.

I hoped he didn't noticed the way my eyes strayed down his body.

And there was no way he could see the pulsing desire burning its way into the core of my body.

I need to get back to bed, I thought.

"What? You'd just beat the burglar up? Shouldn't you have a baseball bat or something?" I said.

"Don't need a weapon for that," he said.

He was so confident. So sure of himself. Like no guy I knew from school.

I glanced at the front of his boxers again before I could help myself.

"I should get back to bed," I said.

I set my glass down on the counter. I wasn't looking at what I was doing. I only set it about half down.

It started to tip.

Before I even realized it, Steve rushed in. He grabbed the glass before it hit the floor and set it back down.

He was close. So close. I could feel the heat that radiated from him.

The crotch of my panties was soaked.

"We should talk about what happened," he said.

"We don't have to," I said, "I know it was wrong. I'm sorry. I'm going back to bed."

I started to walk away.

He reached out, put his hand on my shoulder, stopped me in my tracks. "Don't be sorry. It wasn't your fault."

"Let me go, please," I said.

Little tremors started running up and down my body. I couldn't believe how hot his hand felt against me.

"I don't think you want to go," he said.

"I should..." I started.

"But you don't want to," he finished. I didn't contradict him.

Go. Go back upstairs to bed, I thought. I willed. It didn't work.

"I want you, Amy," he said.

"You shouldn't," I said, "I'm Hannah's age. You're old enough to be my dad."

"Tell me you don't want me, too. You do. I can tell," he said.

"How?" I breathed. I couldn't stop shaking. I wanted him so badly. My panties were soaked. I quivered on the inside. I could feel the hard little bean of my clit begging for his touch. 

He still had his hand on my shoulder. I still faced away from him.

Slowly, he drew me back towards him. His arms folded around me, holding me close. My ass brushed back against the front of his boxers.

He responded to the touch of my body. His cock started hardening against me.

My body had a mind of its own. I groaned, unable to keep my desire in any longer. The hardening shaft of his cock pushed against the cleft of my ass. I rubbed it against him, encouraging.

"We shouldn't..." I breathed again.

One of his hands slid down my stomach. His fingers tips brushed over the smooth cotton of my panties. I knew I should close my thighs to him, keep him out.

But I didn't.

I let him slide his fingers down there. Down to my heat. I gasped when he touched me. No man had touched me there before.

He found the sopping wet cotton and the hot, quivering flesh beneath it.

"This is how I know," he said. 

He pushed one fingertip against me, running it slowly back and forth along the cleft between my lips.

His shaft stiffened ever more against me. I rubbed my ass harder against him.

"I'm a virgin..." I said. I rolled my head back against his firm chest.

He nuzzled at my neck, his mouth so hot against me.

"I can teach you," he breathed against me.

"You really want me?" I said. I still couldn't quite believe it. How could a man, a real man, like Mr. Campbell want an inexperienced girl like me?

"Can't you feel how badly I want you?" he said.

"I didn't know they got so hard," I said.

He didn't say anything else. Before I knew what was happening, he scooped my up in his arms.

He was so strong.

He carried me out of the kitchen, down the hall. I saw where we were headed.

He put his shoulder to the door leading to the spare bedroom that was on the main floor.

There was a bed in there.

He put my down on it. He turned on the light and set the dimmer to the lowest setting. I could see the way his eyes shone with desire when he looked at me.

I squirmed on the bed, an unbearable ache throbbing in my sopping pussy. I wanted his hands on my again.

I wanted him in me.

"Are you going to fuck me, Mr. Campbell?" I breathed.

"Yes, but not right away."

"But I need it!" I said. Whined.

I needed it like I'd needed nothing else. No one else, before this. Before him.

"Don't be such a brat," he said.

Then he climbed over me, supporting himself on those thick, strong arms. I breathed in quick, shallow gulps. The hard bulge of his cock hung achingly close to my sopping sex.

My hips bucked in anticipated.

Then he kissed me. It wasn't tender. It was savage with need. I kissed him back. My back arched up off the bed when his burning mouth traced a line of fire down my neck.

He grabbed my PJ top and tore it open. He pushed my sports bra up, revealing my small breasts. My nipples stood fully erect. So hard they ached.

Some of the ache went away when he sucked on them. He sucked hard.

Hard enough for me to moan.

He grabbed one of my hands and put it down between us. He put it on his hard shaft.

I couldn't believe how hard he was. How hot, even through the thin fabric of his boxers.

"Squeeze it. Stroke it," he said.

I did. The more I stroked and squeezed, the harder and bigger it got.

"Do you like my tits? Are they too small?" I said.

"They're perfect. So firm," he said.

I shuddered in pleasure at his compliment. I'd always been insecure about my breasts. I thought they were too small. Too girlish.

But he loved them. He licked and sucked them. Kissed them. Kneaded them with his hands until they ached. It was a good ache.

"Has anyone licked your pussy before?" he said. His lips were shiny and red from worshipping my tits.

"No," I said. My sex ached in anticipation. I could feel my slickness on my inner thighs, on my ass. So wet. So fucking wet.

He grabbed a handful of hair at the back of my head and pulled so that I exposed my throat for him.

He saved the smooth sensitive skin there with kisses. I groaned and squirmed beneath him. I didn't know something could feel this could. That anticipation could feel this good.

"Tell me you want me to lick your tight little pussy," he growled into my ear.

"Lick it, please..." I begged.

"Say, 'I need you to lick my pussy,'" he ordered.

I did.

He moved his hips in close enough that the hardened bulge of his shaft rubbed against my slit through my panties.

I almost came right then. He pulled away quickly, leaving me shuddering and covered in goosebumps.

"Say, 'I need you to lick my pussy, daddy,'" he ordered.

"I need you to lick my pussy, daddy," I said, looking into his eyes. I meant every word.

If something didn't happen down there soon I knew - KNEW - I was going to burn up.

Steve pushed back from me. He stood up to the side of the bed. He grabbed me and pulled me over so my ass hung over the side of the mattress.

He hooked his fingers into my panties and pulled them down. They peeled off my crotch. The touch of the air on my most private place had me moaning.

He balled my panties up and pressed them to his face, breathing in deeply. "You smell so fucking good," he said. He tossed the panties away into the darkness.

Then he kneeled down between my knees. He ran his mouth up first on thigh, then the other. He breathed slowly out over my aching pussy, let me feel the heat inside of him.

"Please, daddy. Please..." I begged. 

He liked it when I called him daddy. I liked it, too. Made it even more forbidden. Even more taboo.

He couldn't take it anymore, either. He savaged me. Devoured me. His tongue pushed between my lips and lapped up all my wetness. I soaked his cheeks until they glistened.

The tip of his tongue found the firm little bean of my clit. He toyed with it.

"You taste so fucking good," he said.

He sucked on it. On my hard little clit.

He sucked and licked until I groaned and shook on the bed. I wanted to scream. I knew I couldn't. That I would wake up Hannah and this would end. And I didn't want it to end.

I grabbed a pillow and screamed into that instead when he made me cum.

It was the most intense orgasm of my life. I'd made myself cum masturbating a couple times before, but it was nothing like this one.

My whole body quaked with the released pleasure. It exploded like a bomb inside of me.

I pushed my pussy hard against Steve's face. He grabbed my hips and pulled me even harder against him.

He was relentless, sucking and licking my little clit, sending me higher and higher.

"Daddy, daddy, daddy..." I moaned. The more I moaned, the more he did.

He stopped and my body went slack. Sweat soaked me, left me all shiny in the dim light.

My pussy ached, inside and out.

"And now I'm going to fuck you," he said.

My heart lodged in my throat when he stood up. He pushed his boxers down. His cock sprang free from the elastic. Long and hard and thick. Something wet glistened at the tip.

He was so big. Bigger than I thought he'd be.

"Will it even fit?" I said with a touch of trepidation.

"It will," he replied.

He put his hands behind my knees and pushed my legs back, exposing my pussy to him fully. I could see the redness of my lips from his licking. See the wetness glistening between and on them.

His cock was so big. So hard. I couldn't imagine it inside of me.

But I wanted it inside of me.

"What about a condom?" I said, remembering health class.

"I had a vasectomy after Hannah," he said, "It feels better without one. Trust me."

"I do."

He rubbed the shaft of his cock up and down my lips first. Getting himself good and slick with my juices. He was so hot. So hard. My breath kept hitching in my throat.

He held me down so firmly I don't think I could have moved, could have stopped him, even if I wanted to.

I didn't.

He used his thumb to position himself, pushing the big mushroom head on his shaft against my opening.

He pushed. I gasped.

"It's too big," I said.

He ignored me. Pushed harder. I felt myself start to open around him. Felt the way my wetness let him start to slip inside even though I was so tight.

"It's too big, it's too big," I kept saying.

I couldn't look away. I watched his long, thick shaft get swallowed up by my hungry little cunt. I was so tight that it made the skin on his cock bunch up.

He gritted his teeth. Pushed harder. "So fucking tight..." he groaned.

He got about halfway in when something inside tore. I gasped, sucking the breath in through my clenched teeth. He stopped. I felt myself stretching around him. It hurt. But also felt good, so good.

Then he started pulling back. I saw the redness of my blood on him. The tearing sensation had been my hymen, my virginity. 

"You're not a virgin anymore," he said.

"Good. Are you going to fuck me now, daddy?"

When I called him daddy I felt his cock pulse inside of me.

Rather than answer with his words, he shoved his cock back inside. All the way, this time. Every last inch disappeared. I felt myself stretch out even more around him.

It hurt. I wanted to scream. But at the same time it was the best thing I'd ever felt.

I grabbed my pillow and bit down on it.

He started fucking me in earnest. Long, smooth strokes where he nearly pulled all the way out of me and then pushed back in. He paused each time, let me feel just how big he was.

Our skin made wet slapping sounds each time he pushed back inside.

The sound started getting faster. He started fucking me harder.

"You're so hard, daddy," I said. And he was. I didn't think the human body could get so hard. And so hot. Rock hard and molten hot.

"I want to see that hot little ass of yours bounce on my cock," he said.

Still inside of me, he flipped me over onto my stomach. My face and tits pushed into the mattress. He grabbed onto my hips and pushed my lower back down, making me arch for him.

This time when he plunged back inside of me he went even deeper than before.

I screamed into the mattress.

My body picked up the rhythm quickly, forcing my ass back against him each time he pushed into me.

I wanted to ask him if I was too tight. If it was good for him. But I couldn't. I was beyond words. 

Any word but one.

"Daddy," I said, "Oh, daddy..." I kept groaning.

It spurred him on. He went harder. Faster. Our bodies slammed together, collided. His fingers dug into my flesh and I liked it.

Then that feeling started again. That hot ball of pleasure low in my stomach. He was going to make me cum again.

He was going to make my tight little cunt cum all over his big, hard cock.

"That's it," he said, "Just do it, baby. Cum for me. Cum all over me..."

I buried my face in the pillow and screamed again. My pussy went crazy around him. Tightening and convulsing in bursts. So tight that he groaned.

"You're going to make me cum, too, baby..."

"Daddy!" I said again.

When I did, he got harder than ever before inside of me. Harder and bigger. More rigid than I thought possible.

Then he jerked inside of me. Once, twice. He kept going.

He was filling me up. Filling me up with his cum, his spunk, I knew. It was so warm when he fired it up into my guts.

I wanted it. I wanted every drop of it. So while he went still and hard and I slid my pussy up and down his length, milking it all out of him while he groaned in pleasure.

His face had twisted up, half in pain, half in delight.

He load was huge. It started leaking and bubbling out from around his shaft, which still plugged me up.

He buried himself inside of me. Pushed me down hard against the mattress, one hand pressed between my shoulder blades.

He stayed hard inside of me for a while. Then began to soften.

He pulled out and his cum flowed out with him onto the duvet. It was hot and sticky and I liked it.

I saw his cock.

Saw how it glistened with our mingled juices.

He saw me looking. "Clean it off, baby."

He pulled me down onto my knees in front of him, his cock on level with my face.

Uncertainly at first, I grabbed his turgid shaft. I could feel it pulsing still. My pussy pulsed in time with it.

"Use your tongue," he said.

I did. I licked all the cum off his cock. It was salty. I liked the taste. I liked the way his jaw jutted out while he watched me clean him off.

More of his cum leaked out of me and down my thighs while I cleaned him.

When I finished, he grabbed my panties off the floor. "I'm keeping these. Go back to bed."

I could barely walk. My pussy ached with each throb of my heart. I found my PJ bottoms where I left them in the kitchen. I used the bathroom, cleaned myself up as best I could.

Then I crept back into bed. Hannah was still dead asleep.

I didn't think I could sleep, but I did. Losing my virginity was exhausting.

 

5.

 

"Thanks for staying over," Hannah said.

I thought there would be something different about me. Something people could see. When I lost my virginity. But I knew I was the same on the outside. The inside was different.

I stood on the stoop to Hannah's front door, about to say goodbye. I had a fresh pair of panties on.

I wondered how much of Mr. Campbells cum was still inside of me.

Part of me wished that he hadn't had a vasectomy. That he'd knocked me up. There was something hot in that thought.

We saw each other at breakfast. He made Hannah and me waffles. We shared a few looks, but that was all. Hannah didn't suspect a thing.

And there was something hot and taboo about that, too.

I stood on the stoop and looked at Hannah. I thought, I fucked your dad last night. He fucked me, I mean. Fucked me hard. Filled me up with his cum. It was probably better sex than you ever had. 

I didn't say any of that out loud, of course.

"Maybe you can spend the night again sometime soon," Hannah said. "We can talk about boys and you-know-what, if you want."

"Sure," I said, smiling. Except I wasn't interested in boys anymore. Only men. Real men. Like Steve Campbell. "Say bye to your dad for me, will you?"

"Will do!"

We hugged. I left.

I had something new I needed to write in my diary.




Daddy Next Door 2 

 

1.

 

Hannah

 

I found Amy's journal.

It was where I thought she'd hide it: bottom of her underwear drawer.

I don't know why I started reading it. I was bored, I guess. But I flipped over to the last entry and started.

I checked the door first, of course. The door to Amy's bedroom. She wasn't out there, or in the hall.

Her dad, Mr. Taylor, Ben (a real hottie, too, though I never told Amy that I thought so) had let me in. Told me to wait up in Amy's room until she got home.

I stood in the open doorway, Amy's diary open in one hand with a finger pressed between the pages to mark the spot, and listened.

Just me and Mr. Taylor. He was downstairs fixing something. He was good with his hands. Always fixing things for people. Motors and stuff like that.

I listened, the tip of my tongue clenched between my teeth. I barely breathed. Something rattled downstairs. A tool being dropped on a workbench.

Satisfied, I went back over and sat at her little desk.

The entry started: I lost my virginity! 

Ooh, I thought, this is going to be hot. I brushed my dark hair back behind my ears. I wondered if I could get away with slipping a hand down into my shorts. 

I kept reading.

Then I got to the part where she said she lost her virginity to my dad.

That my dad had fucked her on our guest bed when she'd slept over last week.

That I'd been asleep the whole time, none the wiser.

My mouth dropped open. "That little bitch!"

I clapped a hand over my mouth and looked back at the bedroom door. I'd said it a little loud. I didn't want Ben coming up to check on me.

I thought I should stop reading.

Knew I should stop reading.

But I kept reading.

Amy described everything. The way she felt, the way he felt. What positions he fucked her in. Everything.

Even what it felt like when he filled her pussy up with a load of his cum.

Even when he told her that he had a vasectomy so she didn't have to worry about getting pregnant.

And the final straw, when Amy fantasized about my dad not having a vasectomy. How she thought it would be super hot if he knocked her up.

And then finally about how she hoped it would happen again and soon.

"Fucking little slut. I'll kill her," I said.

The diary went on and on about how much better it was to be with an older man. How hot it was for him to call her baby and for her to call him daddy while he pounded her pussy.

I was hurt on so many levels. That my dad would do this to me. That he would do that to her. That she would do something like that with him.

And most of all that she didn't tell me about any of it. As far as I had known, she was still a kissless virgin.

Of course, I was still a virgin, too. But I liked to tell her I'd already fucked a bunch of guys because I knew how jealous it made her.

I mean, I masturbated all the time. Every chance I got.

And I know it's perverted and everything, but reading about Amy's experience also turned me on. Majorly.

I'm talking I was sitting there at her desk chair squirming my butt around on the seat because my pussy got all wet and tingly.

I thought that maybe I'd go and flick my bean on Amy's bed. Maybe take a picture of myself all flushed and moaning. Show her.

That would be good revenge.

I got up and went over to her bed. I sat on the foot. I still held her diary open to the entry where she talked in so much detail about getting fucked by my dad.

I laid down. I wore only a crop top and a pair of jean shorts with frayed legs. The shirt pulled up, exposing my navel. Exposing my hipbones, which pressed up.

I tingled and quivered inside in anticipation, already nice and wet.

Yeah, I thought, I'll think about her dad. I'll think about Ben shoving it up into me. 

She'll wish she were here to stop me, I thought, smiling.

Then I sat bolt upright. Another thought occurred to me.

What if Amy had made up whatever she said she was doing right then? What if she were really over at my house, getting railed by my dad right at that very moment?

It made sense. Too much sense.

"What a bitch!" I said again.

Just masturbating on her bed wasn't good enough anymore. And I was so fucking horny and turned on, too.

I thought of a better solution.

 

2.

 

Ben

 

I sat at the workbench in my garage, the little two-stroke from my neighbor Shelly's John Deere lawnmower mostly disassembled in front of me.

I liked fixing things. I had a knack for it.

Just like I had a knack for hunting. For keeping myself fit at the gym.

For picking up women down at the bar.

What can I say? Women love confidence. And now that I was older I knew what, and who, I wanted and I wasn't bashful about it.

I didn't let my daughter Amy know about any of that bar stuff of course. I wanted her to stay innocent as long as possible.

That girl Hannah was up in Amy's room right then, I knew. Little dark-haired, smoky-eyed Hannah. 

She was the type of girl who made a young man's balls tighten in his pants when she bent over to pick something up.

The kind of girl who could make a guy's stomach clench with a glance.

I thought she was something of a bad influence on my Amy. But I also knew the two of them were going to separate colleges come fall.

One last summer together wouldn't get them into too much trouble, I thought.

I thought about those torn-up jean shorts Hannah came into my house wearing. The way they hugged her hips and ass.

The kind of ass that defied gravity.

I shook my head. No, I couldn't think about Amy's friend like that. They'd been friends since they were both little. 

Sometimes I even thought of myself as Hannah's part-time dad.

And dads didn't start getting hard at the thought of their daughter's ass.

No matter how pert and firm that ass looked in those too-small shorts.

I picked up one of the small spark plugs and checked the gap with a tool I pulled out of a bench drawer.

I squinted at the tip of the plug, which had blackened a bit too much for my liking.

"Running too rich," I muttered. I'd have to adjust the fuel/air mix on the carb before I returned the mower to Shelly.

I buried myself in the task at hand.

And that was why I didn't notice the door to the workshop open and close.

"Mr Taylor?"

I didn't startle easy. I sat with my back to the door, and my shoulders tightened in response to the unexpected intrusion.

I put the spark plug down next to the fuel pump and turned around, grabbing a rag off the bench simultaneously so I could wipe the oil and grease from my fingers.

Holy shit, I thought.

"Everything okay, Hannah?" I said.

She closed the door behind her, trapping the two of us in this small workshop.

She leaned back against my big old red Snap-On rolling tool chest, thrusting her hips out towards me.

Her shirt was cropped. I could see her navel. Her taut little tummy. The way the tops of her hips poked up out of her very low-rise jean shorts.

She was the type of girl I liked, too. Dark-haired. Sultry. Her youth called to me.

My cock stirred in my Levi's. I shifted forward on my shop stool so she couldn't see anything that she shouldn't.

"Do you know when Amy's supposed to be back?" she asked.

She seemed nervous somehow. Normally she was so confident, playful.

I checked my watch. One of those big chunky things with the metal links for a strap.

"She said not until supper or so. So probably at least another hour. You're welcome to wait if you want, of course. But you don't have to stay," I said.

She turned around and started toying with one of the tool chest drawers. 

I couldn't keep my eyes from sliding down her slender back to the flair of her waist.

God, the bottom of her ass hung out from her shorts. Saliva squirted into my mouth.

My cock hardened even more.

I wanted her. More, some mischievous part of me said she wanted me, too. That she was mine for the taking.

I almost did, too. 

That little bit of girlish nervousness that I detected in her nearly drove me over the edge. Nearly drove me wild with desire.

Remember, she's young enough to be your daughter.

That thought only added iron to my shaft, though.

"I want to, though. Stay, I mean," Hannah said.

She turned around, her long, dark hair rushing around her shoulders as she did.

I knew that she'd caught me checking out her tight, shapely ass.

Part of me didn't care. Part of me wanted to get caught. Wanted much more than that, even.

"You can go wait in her room if you want. Probably much more fun than watching me clean the spark plugs on a lawnmower motor," I said.

I couldn't have her in here like this. Not the two of us alone. It was dangerous.

I leaned forward some more, hiding the bulge in my jeans.

"No, I want to hang out with you! Sounds like fun! Can I watch?" Hannah said.

I couldn't think of a good reason to get her out of the shop. Maybe I just didn't want to.

"Okay, just don't get in my light," I said.

I spun around on the stool so that I could focus on the motor on my workbench again.

I bent over it, deciding to concentrate on the task at hand.

Hannah crept in close behind me. I could feel her standing there, peering over my shoulder while I gapped another sparkplug.

"You're so good with your hands," she said.

My cock throbbed. You have no idea, I thought. I swallowed hard against the ball rising up my throat. 

And she smelled so. fucking. good. Like sweet pie. I breathed her scent in and it tingled all the way to the tip of my shaft.

"Takes lots of practice," I said.

I could feel the hesitation in her. The nervousness. It radiated off her like her youth did.

She put a hand on my shoulder to steady herself while she leaned in to get a closer look at the bench. I heard her wet her lips. Heard her swallow nervously.

All the tension in the room left my stomach tight and my heart thumping hard.

"What's the matter?" I said. I tried not to think about how close her face was to mine.

How close that taut, lithe body was. Just there for the taking, if I just reached out for it. For her.

"Do you ever think about me, Mr Taylor?" she said.

I froze in my seat.

"What do you mean?" I said. I thought I already knew. God, my cock and balls ached so deeply with desire. They tingled.

"You know..." she said, her nervousness turning me on even more, "About me. As a woman."

I put the sparkplug and gap tool back down on the bench. I turned around in my seat so that I faced her. Standing, her face was just a little above the level of mine while I sat there.

"Hannah, what are you trying to say?"

A hot, flushed line of color crept up from her chest, up her throat. I could see the pulse of her heart in her throat.

She swallowed heavily again and then looked down at the floor. "Because I think about you. You know, as a man."

My throbbing hard cock felt like it was about to stab right through the tough denim of my jeans.

I wanted her. I wanted her more than I wanted just about anything else.

And it was fast getting to the point where I wouldn't—couldn't—take no for an answer.

Did she know what she was saying? What she was saying she wanted?

 

3.

 

Hannah

 

I could see the way he looked at me. Like a man looks at a woman. A man who wants to know a woman.

We were so close. I could smell him. He even smelled manly. Some sort of musky cologne with hints of motor oil under it.

I could feel a ball of heat building low in my tummy. Lower than that. My pussy throbbed. Ached, even. And I was already so wet.

I wished I'd done this sooner.

And yet, I was also afraid.

That desire in his eyes enticed and frightened me all at once.

So I swallowed. Heavily. My heart thumped against my ribs. I could feel every thudding beat pulse in my pussy.

I couldn't remember the last time I'd been this horny.

Or the last time I'd been this scared. My skin tingled and prickled all over. I looked at his hands and wondered what it might feel like if he mauled me with them. Using me, touching me, squeezing me however he wanted with them...

Me, powerless to stop it all.

"I'm saying... I'm saying that I want you, Mr Taylor. I want you, Ben."

I let the tip of my tongue play out over my lips, wetting them. I could feel my pulse in my lips, too. I could feel it everything. Hot and heavy.

Mr. Taylor stood.

He was tall. Big shoulders, deep chest. I was pretty petite. I knew he could crush me if he wanted. Snap me right in half with those big arms.

"Have you ever been with a man before?" he asked. 

He looked at me with hungry, naked desire plain on his face. My body throbbed. Every inch of it.

"Yes," I said. Then, glancing down, "No. Not yet..."

He put a finger under my chin and lifted my face up so that I looked into his eyes. 

He dropped that finger. I kept looking at him. Our eyes were locked in that moment.

He came close. So close. He put his hands on my waist. His hands were so big and my waist so small his fingers could almost meet around me.

He pulled me close. My stomach pressed against the front of his jeans.

I gasped. I could feel the hard bulge of his cock against me. He was so big. My virgin pussy throbbed again when I wondered what it might feel like to have that monster buried to the root inside of me.

Will it even fit? I thought.

He pulled harder, almost crushing me against him.

Then he kissed me. Not a gentle kiss. A savage, desirous kiss, his mouth so hot on mine.

His hands slid down from my waist to cup my ass. When he felt that firm and shapely flesh he groaned, the sound of it vibrating in my chest. My nipples perked up so hard they hurt.

I wanted him. So badly.

And yet, I was scared. 

I'm still a virgin, I thought. Is this how I want to lose it? To spite Amy? 

Mr. Taylor slid his mouth from mine and kissed a hot, wet line down my throat to my shoulder.

He grabbed the hem of my shirt. Started pulling it up.

I put my hands on his chest and pushed. He let go.

"Wait," I said, "I don't know. I don't know if I want this..."

My body knew. My body wanted it. Wanted him. I glanced down and saw the bulge of his cock straining against his jeans. Fresh wetness suffused me. My panties were already soaked.

"What's wrong?" Mr. Taylor said. I could see the way he barely kept himself restrained.

I hugged myself tight. The action pushed my tits up, and I saw the way he looked at me. I didn't stop.

"It's just... I'm still a... a virgin. I don't know..."

He took a step towards me. My heart jolted in alarm.

"You don't play with a man like that. You don't tempt a man like that," he said.

"I know. I'm sorry," I said.

He stepped forward again. I stepped back. We repeated until I backed myself against the closed door.

He kept advancing.

He grabbed me by the hips. He kissed me again. Hard. Heat rushed through my whole body, left my quivering and short of breath. My pussy ached and quivered with need.

He grabbed one of my hands. I squealed a little. The sound seemed to turn him on even more.

He shoved my hand between our bodies, put it on the straining bulge of his shaft.

He was so fucking hard already. And warm. So warm I could feel it through the denim.

"Tell me you don't want it, then. I don't think you can," he said, "You want it bad. You need it, don't you? Tell me you want it."

I swallowed hard again. I looked up into his eyes. I barely whispered. "I do. I want you."

"I knew it," he said.

He grabbed me hard and walked me back into the room. He kicked his work stool away. Then he swept all those motor parts off his bench.

He kissed me hard again, grabbing my shoulders. His body pushed against mine. The lip of the bench pressed against my butt.

I shook all over. Trembled. Little, crackling waves of heat and electricity throbbed their way from my toes to my scalp.

This time when he grabbed my shirt I didn't stop him. He pulled it off. Expertly, he reached behind me and unclasped my bra.

He yanked that off, too. I gasped when I felt the cool air against my small, firm breasts.

He slipped his lips down over one erect nipple and sucked.

"God!" I said, throwing my head back. I would have fallen backwards but he caught my around the small of my back and held me close.

Then he slipped one hand between my thighs. The crotch of my shorts was already damp from my wetness.

When he felt that he groaned again.

A similar sound escaped my lips when he rubbed his fingers against my throbbing sex.

He undid the button on my shorts. Then the zipper. Then he pushed his fingers down into the waistband of my panties.

He pushed them down. The cotton of my panties stuck to my moist pussy and he watched hungrily while the material peeled away from my bare flesh.

He pulled my balled up panties and shorts off first one ankle and then the next and then tossed them into the corner.

I was completely naked.

I liked to keep myself completely hairless down there. Bald and smooth. My wetness glistened between my lips.

He moved back a little to take me in.

"Will you be gentle?" I said. I trembled while he watched me.

"No," he replied.

He grabbed me again. Lifted me up onto the wooden top of his bench so that my ass hung over the edge.

He grabbed my behind the knees, lifted my legs up. He pushed them back, exposing the bald, wet flesh of my mound.

Hungrily, he went down onto his knees. He kissed the insides of my thighs. The skin there was soft and delicate and I burst out in goosebumps at the hot touch of his lips.

Then he savaged my little pussy with his mouth. His tongue lapped hard against me. Found the hard little nub of my clit quickly.

"Ben!" I said, my whole body trembling uncontrollably when he made me cum with his mouth.

He pulled back, his lips all red and his cheeks all wet. "Call me daddy," he said.

I thought back to the journal. About how hot Amy and my dad found it when she called him daddy.

"Are you going to fuck me now... daddy?" I said.

I don't think he could have stopped himself even if he wanted to.

He flicked the button on his Levis open. He shoved the zipper down. He pushed his jeans and boxers down enough so that he could pull his cock and balls out.

His shaft was long and thick and veined. The head purple and taut and shiny.

And he was so big.

My pussy panged hungrily when I saw the entirety of his package.

"I don't think it's going to fit, daddy," I said.

"It will, baby."

He grabbed his cock in one hand. "Keep your legs back for daddy."

I did. My pussy was engorged with blood. The lips puffy and wet with desire. I could feel my wetness on my thighs. Leaking down my ass.

I'd never been so wet in my whole life. But was it enough to let him slide that monster inside of me?

He parted my lips with the taut purple head of his shaft. I gasped and trembled while he rubbed himself up and down my sloppy gash. Gasped when I saw my juices wetting him.

Then he slid the bottom of his shaft along my slit, leaving him all slick and shiny with my wetness.

And it was so fucking sexy when he spat into his palm and rubbed it all over his cock.

"It will hurt at first. But then it will feel good. I promise," he said.

"Okay, daddy," I said.

He slid the tip of his cock down my slit again. Found the source of my wetness with it.

He pushed. My tightness kept him out at first, resisted. I sucked in a breath at the feeling.

He held onto the bottom of his shaft and thrust forward again. Harder this time.

"Fuck!" I said before I bit down on my lip.

I could feel myself stretching around him. Feel my body yielding to the rock hardness of his cock.

I could blink. I couldn't stop watching. 

Ben groaned again, his lips pulled back from his teeth in effort. He pushed even harder.

My tightness gave way. He slipped in. I sucked in another breath.

It hurt. The pain was sharp. And delicious, and good.

And there was something incredible beneath that pain.

It didn't take him long to reach my hymen. That taut layer of flesh parted around him. Tore around him. 

"Fuck!" I said again.

He shoved himself most of the way into me, inch by inch. Then he backed out a ways.

Grabbing me by the back of the neck, he pulled my face forward. We kissed while he slid himself back inside. All the way this time.

He did it again and again, each thrust getting a little easier than the last as my pussy coated his shaft in my juices.

As he stretched me out around him.

"It feels so good, daddy," I said when we stopped kissing.

"It does. You're so fucking tight."

"Am I too tight?" I said.

"No, it's just right."

He grabbed the back of my knees again and pushed my legs back until my thighs pressed against his workbench.

It gave me a great view of his thick cock snaking in and out of me. I could see the way my tightness gripped him even though I'd soaked him pretty good.

Then my orgasm slammed into me.

My breath came in quick, sharp gasps. I grabbed the edge of the table with both hands and squeezed.

My pussy pulsed and tightened around his cock again and again. I got so fucking tight.

It hurt a little. But it also felt so good.

Especially since he didn't stop pounding me the whole time.

Our bodies slapped together again and again.

"I'm cumming, daddy! You're making me cum so hard! It feels so good! Don't stop!"

He didn't.

My body went slack when my orgasm released me. Sweat started out all over me, leaving me glistening.

"I need to see that tight ass again," Ben said.

Without pulling out, he turned me over on the bench.

He clapped a hand down onto my ass appreciatively. It stung. I liked it. He squeezed me, felt me, cupped me.

I felt his cock stiffen even more inside of me. Go even more rigid. He was an ass man, I guess.

I pushed my hips back against his, both of us gasping as every inch of him slid deep inside of me, even deeper than before.

He lost control, then.

He grabbed me by the hips. He pounded me hard. Fucked me savagely while my ass bounced off him again and again.

I couldn't hold back either. I screamed.

"Daddy! Don't stop!"

He didn't.

"God, baby. I'm gonna cum. You're gonna make me cum."

His grip on my hips tightened. He pulled me back hard, buried himself balls deep into me.

Then I felt the warmth of it.

I realized what was happening. My body took over again. My pussy clamped down around him good and tight, relaxing and tightening. Milking him. Pulling every last drop of cum out of his balls.

I gasped and groaned, my fingers scrabbling at the top of the bench while I came all over him. While he came deep inside of me.

My pussy clenched down again. Pulled his load up into my guts. I could feel the warmth of him.

He pulled himself mostly out of me. Then he made a ring out of his thumb and forefinger. He milked the last few drops out of his cock and into me.

Before pulling out all the way, he grabbed some clean shop cloths and handed them to me.

My pussy ached and throbbed without him inside of me. Pulsed. I could feel the heat of his cum. Some of it leaked out onto the cloth. But the rest was deep inside me, I knew.

"Get dressed and get out before Amy gets back," Ben said.

"Okay, daddy," I said over my shoulder.

He slapped my ass again. His cock, still mostly hard, twitched when he did. There was a little bit of red on his shaft from when he tore my virginity away.

I gathered up my clothes and put them on.

I started to go, but then he grabbed me and kissed me hard again, squeezing my ass the whole time.

"Get out," he said when he let go.

 

***

 

I went back upstairs first. Found what I wanted.

I left Amy's diary out on her bed. I also left a sticky note on the cover. I wrote three words on it:

 

"Now we're even."

 

Then I left her house. My pussy was so sore. I could barely walk straight. I liked it, though. It was a good, satisfied feeling.

Amy's dad had made a woman out of me.

I wondered if he had gotten a vasectomy. Or if his hot load of cum, still in me, had knocked me up already.

I sort of hoped it had.

That would be so fucking hot.




Cuff Her Daddy 

 

1.

 

Lacey

 

I got into trouble. Again.

What can I say? I liked the thrill. That rush from throwing a brick through a car window.

Or walking out of the Pharmasave with a couple hundred bucks of makeup hidden down my pants.

I think I also liked it because the rush made me super horny.

"You know, the manager wants to press charges," the cop said.

"So what?" I said. 

I shifted the wad of gum in my mouth to the front and blew a nice big bubble. It popped and I sucked it back in.

We were at the police station. In one of those little windowless rooms that didn't have anything but a couple of chairs with a table between them.

The table had a thick steel loop on it for cuffs. I didn't have any cuffs on at the moment.

"So," the cop said, "This time those charges can stick. You're an adult now, Lacey."

"Am I?" I said.

Funny how just turning 18 made you an adult. I still wore the same clothes as I did when I wasn't an adult.

In this case some torn up fishnets under a plaid skirt and a white blouse unbuttoned far enough to expose my bra.

My tits were only b-cups, but they still got the guys' attention. Which was what I wanted.

Although I thought most guys would be more interested in learning that I never wore any panties beneath that skirt. Just those fishnets.

Even more would be interested in knowing that I was still a virgin, despite the way I dressed and acted.

"Yes, you are," he said, "Look, you and June are good friends. I know she doesn't want to see you spend the next few years in jail. Give me a reason to think you're going to stop acting like this."

June was my best friend. Had been since second grade when I beat the crap out of a bully who wouldn't stop pulling on her pigtails.

The cop who sat across the table from me was her father. I'd known him almost as long as I knew June. He was Sergeant Dave Hartman.

A single dad with a tough job. He appreciated the way I looked out for June at school.

I appreciated that he was a hotty.

Sometimes when I slept over at June's I would catch him coming out of the shower in nothing but a towel. He was pretty jacked.

I'd caught myself more than once staring at the bulge in the towel where his cock was.

I'd caught myself more than once sliding my fingers in and out of the wetness of my pussy while thinking about the bulge in that towel.

But I knew it was just a fantasy. Sergeant Dave was almost like a second father to me. I knew he'd never think about me the way I thought about him.

"You've always been able to get me out of this sort of thing before," I said.

It was true. Dave always sweet talked the owner of the car, or the store manager. Troubled home life, yada-yada. They always bought it.

Or they used to always buy it, at least.

"Not this time," Dave said, "This time they want to press charges. I know you can be better than this, Lacey. I want you to be better than this."

"Do you?" I said. "Listen, can I get the hell out of here?"

I kept thinking about how we were alone in this tiny room. I was still riding the high from stealing all that makeup.

Every time I looked at Dave I couldn't stop myself from fantasizing. Fantasizing about him bending me down over this little table.

Fantasizing about holding onto that metal ring while he hitched my skirt up over my ass and discovered just how wet my pussy was.

Fantasizing about him pulling that hog out from the zipper of his cop slacks and shoving it up into me...

If I had to lose my virginity, losing it to Sergeant Dave would be far from my last choice.

"Lacey? Lacey! Come on, focus," Dave said.

I swallowed heavily and then gave him my sweetest smile. "Yes?"

"The manager has a few days to fill out the paperwork. Until then, you're free to go."

I stood up and started for the door.

Dave reached out and grabbed my wrist. He didn't grab hard, or squeeze. But it was a firm hold. One that stopped me in my tracks.

I hoped he didn't see the way my breath caught in my throat.

And there was definitely no way he could have seen the way his touch made me throb on the inside. A deep, desirous ache that left a core of heat low in my stomach.

"One other thing," he said.

I had an image to maintain. I snatched my wrist out of his grasp. "What?"

"Stay out of trouble. One lawsuit at a time, okay?" Dave said. He stayed seated. Even like that, he looked me almost levelly in the eye. He was a tall guy.

Tall, broad. And hung. Or so I thought. Fantasized.

"I'll think about it," I said. Then I left.

 

2.

 

Dave

 

"Oh, daddy, can't you help her? Please?" June said.

June was a pretty young woman. She and Lacey could've been sisters for their looks. Both petite. Blonde-haired, blue-eyed. Just enough of a woman's shape to make men swallow hard. A sort of youthful vibrancy.

June had turned out great. Thanks, I thought, to my parenting. A firm hand where and when needed.

That was what went wrong with Lacey, I knew. She never had that firm hand. I did what I could when she was over with June, but I wasn't her actual father.

"I don't know if I can, sweetie," I said. I was home from a double shift. Still not out of my uniform. My Glock service pistol was still in its holster.

June came over and rubbed my shoulders the way she knew I liked. I groaned at the touch.

"Please, daddy? You know she's pretty much my sister. I know she can do better. I know this is all just some call for help and attention."

I had to admit that on more than one occasion I thought about Lacey being the one massaging me. She had turned out so pretty. A real little minx.

At least I knew she hadn't had any terrible boyfriends to really sway her down the wrong path.

She needed a strong male influence. A controlling influence. She needed that firm hand.

Maybe it wasn't too late for her.

"I'll try," I said. 

That pharmacy manager was new in town. No strings to pull with him. But I knew that I intimidated people. Especially smaller guys like him. I could keep him from pressing charges this time.

Then the harder part: making sure that Lacey didn't do anything else out of line.

But I had an idea for that, too.

 

3.

 

Lacey

 

I walked down the main drag in my usual costume. The skirt, the fishnets, the unbuttoned blouse.

Some bearded biker stood out in front of a dive called Jim's and catcalled me.

"Show me something sweet!" he said.

So I flipped him the bird. He laughed.

I kept thinking about what Dave had told me. Was all this going to catch up with me? 

I thought about starting to head for home. Though I didn't really want to. There wasn't much there for me.

I thought about maybe going to see June. Her place was more like home to me. But I knew how she'd look at me. Disappointed, worried.

I didn't want that. But I also didn't know how to fix it. To fix me.

A cop car bleeped its siren for a second to get my attention. I stopped and looked.

It was Dave. He pulled his big Crown Vic cruiser up to the cracked curb and rolled down the passenger window. He had his cop sunglasses on and looked all business.

"Get in," he said.

Right away, my rebellious streak kicked in. "No."

I started walking away. I got that charge of energy I usually did. That shock that left my body all tingly with adrenaline.

But then Dave threw on the siren again. He squealed the back tires on the cruiser.

The car hopped the curb. He blocked my path with the car's long nose.

He got out.

My heart started hammering. "What are you doing? What is this?"

"I told you to get into the damn car," he said.

"Make me," I said, putting my hands on my hips.

He got out of the car. He was so tall.

"Hey! You can't do this!" I said.

He grabbed me. He threw me against the side of the car. He grabbed my wrists and put them behind my back. A second later, I felt the cold clamp of the handcuffs around my skin.

The biker across the street laughed and hooted at the show.

He put his hand on my shoulder to shove me into the back seat. Then he slammed the door behind me.

"What the hell is this? You can't do this! Dave!" I said when he pulled away.

I kicked at the seat. I screamed. He ignored me while he drove.

And he didn't take me to the station.

I recognized the lot and the building where he pulled in. An abandoned textile mill.

"Why the hell are we here? What is going on?" I said. My heart seemed stuck in my throat.

He pulled up to a stop behind an old storage shed, well out of view of any road or traffic.

He turned and looked at me through the wire screen that separated the front and back of the cruiser.

"There won't be any charges from the pharmacy," he said.

"You cuffed me and drove me here to tell me that? What the hell?" I said.

He pulled his glasses off so he could look me in the eye. He had a steady gaze. One that made me swallow hard. I tried not to shrink back beneath that stare.

"No, I brought you here to make sure you don't do anything else to get yourself in trouble," he said.

I laughed, "Good luck with that."

He got out of the car. Then he opened up the back door. Before I could say anything, he reached in, grabbed me by the arm, and hauled me out.

I nearly fell over. He caught me. Then he shoved me against the car again.

For just a second I remembered my earlier fantasy. Him hiking my skirt out. Fucking me hard. I swallowed again. My pussy quivered and got wet.

But he just undid my handcuffs. I turned around to face him while rubbing at the raw red lines on my wrists.

"What now?" I said.

"Now you're going to get what you need."

I smirked. "And what's that?"

"A man with a firm hand."

"What? Like you're my daddy or something?" I said.

We stood so close together. God, part of me did want him to fuck me. There was so much tension in the sliver of space between us.

"Or something," he said, "Now, get down on your knees."

"What? Hell, no," I said.

I started to walk away. I knew my way home from this place. He grabbed me again. Shoved me against the car. Hard.

Holy shit I am so fucking wet, I thought. This was turning me on so much. I hoped he couldn't tell.

"Down," he said.

I flicked my hair back behind my shoulders. Then I went down on my knees between him and the car. The blacktop parking lot wasn't kind to my knees. I didn't thin Dave cared.

"You need to learn a lesson in authority. And I'm going to teach you. Your daddy never taught you, so I will. Now, take out my cock."

"What?" I said. My heart went from 90 to 1000 miles per hour. I could feel the slickness from my pussy on my inner thighs.

"I'm not going to repeat myself," he said.

I started to talk back. He just shook his head.

Is this real? Is this really happening? I wondered if I was going to wake up in my crappy single bed. Covered in sweat. My pussy throbbing with unfulfilled desire.

But no, my knees hurt from the asphalt. This was real.

I reached up and pulled down the fly on his cop slacks. I reached inside. I found him. Found his shaft. He was already semi hard. And huge.

I pulled him out. His cock was long and thick and it made my throat go dry and my pussy throb to look at.

"You've never actually touched one before, have you?" he said.

I shook my head.

"Good. Now suck on it like I know you want to."

I did. I wanted it so bad. I wanted to know how he tasted. Saliva squirted into my mouth.

My pussy tingled. The more I squirmed around, the more pressure pushed on my clit.

"Grab the shaft," he said.

I reached up. Took him in both hands. So much saliva squirted into my mouth I had trouble swallowing it all. He was already so big.

And when I touched him he got harder. Bigger. And so hot. I started stroking, like I saw women do in porn. He kept hardening.

I didn't think I could fit him in my mouth. Let alone my pussy.

Even so, my body ached to try.

"Suck," he said. Ordered.

I opened my mouth wide. Wide as I could. I kept stroking. A little clear glob of precum had already appeared right at the little vertical slit at the tip of his shaft.

I wanted to know what it tasted like.

It was salty. I liked it. 

I couldn't take the whole head in my mouth. I looked up into his eyes while my jaw strained around him. I ran my tongue around the taut purple flesh of the tip.

He groaned.

Then he grabbed my head in his hands. "I want you to take more," he said.

He held onto handfuls of my hair. He forced himself deeper into my mouth. My jaw creaked. My eyes watered. I wanted more. My pussy ached so much, but I didn't think he'd let me reach down and relieve myself of that ache.

I gagged on him. He didn't stop. My spit drooled out around his shaft.

Then he fucked my face, the head of his cock bashing against the back of my throat on each thrust.

Long strings of my spit hung down from his thick, hard shaft.

"You want to be a little bitch? This is how bitches get treated," he said, "So you have to smarten the fuck up."

He pulled his cock out of my mouth. My lips hurt. My jaw hurt. I could still taste him. A little salty.

His shaft glistened and shone with thick globs and strings of my spit all over it. The shaft throbbed and pulsed along with Sergeant Dave's heart.

I did that, I realized. I made him that hard. He got all long and thick because of me. Because he wanted me.

One of my hands started straying down between my thighs. Because my clit kept throbbing and I felt like I might explode if I didn't toy with it soon.

"No, bad girls don't get to do that," Dave said. He snatched my wrists back and stood me up.

He brushed the hair out of my eyes and traced my cheek with the pad of his thumb.

"Please?" I said.

"Please, what?" he replied.

"Please... daddy," I said.

His cock twitched when I said it. "Not yet, sweetie. If you're good, maybe. You still have to learn the rest of your lesson."

He cupped my face a little longer. Tenderly.

Then he grabbed me. He took my over to the front of the car. He shoved me down onto the hood. The metal was still warm from the engine.

He grabbed my blouse and tore it off me. Then my skirt. He yanked it down roughly. Left me in nothing but my fishnets, my socks, and my shoes.

I knew he could see my ripe little pussy. All swollen and flushed with desire. The wetness glistening between my lips.

I wanted, needed, for him to put the thick purple head of his cock against my tender slit and shove himself in. Shove himself in and drag himself out. Again and again until I couldn't take it anymore.

But he didn't. I knew why. The punishment. The lesson.

"Please, oh please, daddy," I groaned.

"No. Not yet," he said.

Then he spanked me. Clapped one big, one palm down on my ass. Again and again. Until I squealed. Until the firm flesh there reddened in a welt.

My wetness drooled down my thighs. I don't think I'd ever been so fucking horny in my whole life.

Dave got down on his knees behind me. He tasted that wetness. Ran his tongue up and down my thighs.

He traced the outline of my sex, never quite touching it. Running the tip of his tongue around it until I moaned and quivered in frustration.

He kissed up one sore ass cheek and then the other. Then he pulled them apart and ran his lips down the crease between those cheeks.

He tickled my taut little rosebud with his tongue, but only teased me.

"Tell me how bad you want it," he said. His breath rushed out hot and quick over my pussy.

"I need it. I need it bad, daddy!" I said.

"Well that's too bad. Only good girls get it," he said.

He stood up. He wouldn't let me look back to see what he was doing.

Then he pushed against me. The hard, hot head of his cock parted the lips of my pussy and slid up and down my sopping gash.

I almost came right then. Did, a little. I bucked and shivered. Tried to push back, take him inside of me. 

But he planted a hand between my shoulder blades and held me hard against the hood of the cop cruiser.

Held me there while he teased and tortured me with his rock hard shaft.

He glided the head up and down my sopping slit, pushing deliciously against my clit. Then pushing against the tightness of my sex. 

He pushed until he felt my youthful tightness begin to part and surrender to him. Then he stopped and teased me some more.

I could hear the noise of it. The wet sloppiness of my gash. It drove me crazy.

"Please... please..." I said. It felt like I couldn't catch my breath.

I knew if he didn't fuck me soon that I'd pass out from the frustrated pleasure of it all.

"Tell me you're going to stop," he ordered.

"I'll stop! Please! I need it. I need you inside of me."

But he didn't fuck me. He kept teasing. He moved the head of his shaft so that it pushed so achingly hard against my opening. I started to part around him, my body eager to let him in.

But he didn't enter. And he was so strong. I couldn't force myself back along his length like I wanted so badly to.

"What are you going to stop?" he said.

He pushed a little harder. I gasped, feeling him inch so achingly slowly into my sodden cunt.

He was so big. I knew it would hurt. At first. But I wanted that ache. I wanted to feel my tight, young body stretch and submit to his hard girth.

"I'll stop getting into trouble... Just... Please..." I said.

"How? What will you stop doing to get into trouble?" he said. He pushed a little harder.

The whole head of his cock was almost in me.

"I'll... I'll... I'll stop stealing. I'll stop breaking things. Just fuck me. Fuck me and I'll do anything you want."

"That's my girl," Dave said. He patted my rump gently. Though the welts he left on my behind were still tender from his earlier spanking.

He pushed.

My breath caught in my throat. Then I gasped. He was So. Fucking. Big.

I was a virgin for a few moments longer. Then his cock plowed through my hymen. 

It was a sweet, sharp pain when it tore around him.

More and more of him pushed into me. So much I thought it would never end. I never wanted it to end.

I felt the tight walls of my pussy grabbing and tightening around him, trying to hold him back, slow him down.

But he'd made me so wet already he just kept sliding on in.

My hands scrabbled my something, anything, to grab onto. But the cruiser's hood was smooth and featureless.

Dave pushed in until I swallowed every last inch of his cock. Until I felt his balls resting against my cunt.

He groaned, pausing at this point. "You're even tighter than I thought you'd be."

"You thought about me? About my pussy?" I said.

"Yes. I see the way you look at me when I get out of the shower," he said.

I felt his cock pulse and throb inside of me.

He continued, "Do you touch yourself thinking about me? Do you come over fantasizing that I'll fuck you while June is out of the house?"

"Yes. All the time."

"Yes, what?"

"Yes, daddy."

His cock throbbed hard when I called him that.

"You've had long enough, I think," he said.

The real fucking started then. He started slow, letting me feel nearly every last inch of him slide out of me until he left me quiveringly empty.

Then he filled me, slamming forward so that his balls slapped against my clit. Hard enough that the whole cruiser rocked on its shocks.

He did it again and again, forcing my youthful tightness to part for him with every thrust.

I couldn't tell for sure, but I thought he got harder with each push. Harder and hotter and bigger.

While he fucked me, he gathered up both my wrists in one hand. He pinned them against the small of my back.

His other hand squeezed my pert, firm ass appreciatively.

"It feels so good..." I moaned, my body unable to help itself. I squirmed on the hood on the car.

Then he reached his free hand down around the front of my thigh.

He found the hard little bean of my clit with his expert fingers and began toying with it.

Everything kicked into overdrive.

I bucked against him. Against the car. Our bodies slammed together again and again. Harder. Faster.

"Now show me you've learned your lesson and cum all over my cock, baby girl," he said.

I was powerless to do anything else.

My chest arched back from the hood while my whole body went rigid with pleasure. I got so tight around him he could barely shift inside of me.

His mouth set in a line and he squeezed his eyes shut and I realized he was going to cum, too.

That just brought my orgasm on harder. That thought that I made him feel so good that he wanted to squirt inside of me.

And he did. Just as I came. A hot, tight ball exploded low in my stomach.

I screamed. He groaned. I felt the pumping heat of his load as it filled me. Felt every muscle in my body tighten and loosen in rhythm along with his.

"Daddy!" I screamed, over and over while I bucked on him. While he jerked in me.

He let go of my wrists when our spasms passed. I collapsed against the car. He pulled his cock out and I gasped.

The warm flow of his load seeped down my inner thighs. I buzzed on the inside, almost numb from how hard he fucked me.

His cock glistened with my wetness, with some of my blood, with the pearly strings of his cum.

"Tell me you're going to stop fucking up your life," he said.

"I will... thank you, daddy," I said.

He smiled at that.

Then he gathered up my skirt and blouse from where he'd tossed them. He handed them to me.

"Put these back on and get in the car. I'm taking you home. Where you're going to stay for the rest of the day and night. Got it?"

"Got it."

I did what he said. I liked doing what Sergeant Dave said.

 

4.

 

Dave

 

My cock ached for days after Lacey's lesson. She had been unbelievably tight. Every time I went to sleep I saw the image of his beautiful ass bouncing against my hips every time I shoved every last inch into her.

And call me crazy, but I think my lesson worked. Though only time would truly tell.

Lacey started dressing better. She started wearing panties, for one. I made sure she and June spent even more time together, even though they were both adults and about to really start their lives.

I could tell by the glint in Lacey's eye that she'd need more lessons, though.

More lessons that I looked forward to teaching.




Next Door Biker Daddy 

 

Priscilla

I sat on a swing couch on my front porch. I saw Mr. Braun across the street sitting on that big chrome motorcycle of his.

He reared one leg up and then slammed it down onto a peg and the bike roared to life. I flinched from the sudden noise, but at the same time my heart sped up.

I wished my dad rode a motorcycle.

Mr. Braun and my dad were about the same age, and I’d been good friends with his daughter, Eve, for most of my life. Sometimes I wished that Eve’s dad was my dad instead. He was so much cooler.

Some scantily clad biker chick stepped out from his front door. She scurried down the porch steps and flung herself onto Mr. Braun’s lap, kissing him deeply.

His hands found their way to her hips, and from their glided down to cup her by the ass while she giggled.

The couch springs groaned in complaint when I shifted my weight. A hot shot of jealousy ran up the front of my stomach.

And something else. Heat. Lower than that. Heat that made me press my thighs together.

Eve and I had just finished high school. Both of us 18. Both of us pretty good looking, I thought.

But none of the guys who showed any interest in me at school were like Mr. Braun. 

He was a big guy. Not fat, but muscular. He had an easy smile that could turn wolfish in an instant when he saw some hot piece of ass that he wanted.

He was good with his hands. He rode a motorcycle. He got pretty much any woman that he wanted.

But not once had he fixed that wolfish grin of his on me. Even when I went over to hang out with Eve while wearing shorts so short the bottom of my ass showed.

And I knew I was hotter than that stupid biker slut sitting on his lap right at that moment.

My own dad opened the screen door and poked his head out. Only in his mid-40s, his hair was already mostly gray. And there was a nice, shiny bald spot right in the middle, too.

No, to me, Mr. Braun was what a real man should be.

“Priscilla? Get your ass inside and get your damn chores done. Unless you don’t want to borrow the car tonight?” he said.

I turned to him, my left hand pushing into the thin padding of the cushion, “Uh, dad, I already did the chores.”

“What? Don’t you tell me what you did or didn’t do! The laundry is still down in the basement! Unwashed!” he said, his face taking on a ruddy flush that did nothing for his looks.

I blinked. “I wasn’t supposed to do the laundry. That wasn’t on the list. See?” I took a folded piece of paper out of my shorts’ pocket and handed it to him.

He snatched it away and unwrapped it, squinting. His lips became a thin line. “So what if it isn’t on the list? Do them or stay here tonight. I don’t care which.”

“Dad!” I said. I wanted the car for 3:00. It was coming up on 2:00. There wouldn’t be time to get all the laundry done before I had to leave.

I was supposed to meet up with some friends at the mall for one last hang out before everything started getting ready for college in the fall.

“Whatever it is, not my problem!” he said, and went back into the house.

I couldn’t believe this! I pushed up from the couch and stomped up and down the porch with my arms crossed.

I didn’t notice that Mr. Braun had ditched his biker chick and currently sat on his bike on the curb in front of my house, looking at me.

“Everything all right, Priss?” he said.

My heart leapt up into my throat and I also immediately felt its pulse between my thighs. A sudden, deep throb that made my abdominals tighten up.

When that initial tautness relaxed, a rush of heat and wetness followed.

That heat also lit in my cheeks, and I hoped he couldn’t see how rosy my face looked from down on the curb.

I swiped at a strand of hair that dared dangle down my forehead. “Not really, no.”

“Dad on your case again?” he said.

I didn’t think that Mr. Braun liked my dad very much. Not that I could blame him. Dad constantly complained about the noise of Mr. Braun’s bike as well as the seemingly endless parade of beautiful women who went into and out of that house.

Personally, I thought he was just jealous. My mom wouldn’t let him get a motorcycle. Plus I think that seeing all those girls reminded him of his age and that he couldn’t just go play around whenever he wanted.

“Yeah. He keeps adding chores. I don’t think he wants me to take the car tonight.”

I went and stood at the top of the porch stairs. Mostly so he could get a better look at me in my shorts and crop top. The sunlight kissed my skin and I couldn’t help smiling.

Mr. Braun snorted. Then he looked at me. Really looked. Finally and for once! I thought. A little shiver ran up from the base of my spine and I felt my nipples stiffen and push against the thin fabric of my crop top. 

“You’re 18 now, aren’t you?” Mr. Braun said.

“Yeah, for like four months now. Why?” I replied. I flicked that bit of hair back off my forehead. It kept falling down. So annoying!

“And you’re going away to school in a couple months?”

The curtains in the window beside the door flicked. It was my dad, watching. We both knew.

Mr. Braun gave him a wave and then revved his bike a couple times, blasting the neighborhood with the noise.

I didn’t have to look to see the disgust on my dad’s face.

“Yeah. Same school as Eve, remember?” I said.

“I do. Come on down here and hop on the back of the bike,” he said with a nod of his head.

“What? Oh…” I said. My heart felt like it might slam right through my ribcage. And low in my stomach that feeling of roiling heat flared up. “I shouldn’t.”

“Come on. Stick it to your old man. You’re an adult now, moving away. What’s there to lose?” he said.

The drapes flicked again. I thought my dad might have heard. At first, I thought I would beg off. Then I remembered how pissed I was at him.

Besides, Mr. Braun was right: I was an adult, I was moving away. Fuck my dad.

“Okay!” I said.

“I’ve never had you ride with me before, have I?” he said as I clambered onto the big, chromed bike.

My blush deepened. “No.”

“Just hold on as tight as you want. And trust me,” he said with a grin.

“I do,” I said.

“Priscilla!” my dad said, throwing the front door open. 

I flipped him the bird. His jaw dropped. Mr. Braun laughed, revved the bike, put it in gear, and sped off down the road.

I wasn’t sure what to expect. As soon as the inertia hit I wrapped my arms around him tight. I could feel his big shoulders and his firm, flat stomach. And he was warm. So warm.

It was a wild ride. By the time he turned the bike back down our block I was laughing and smiling.

And still holding him. Holding him tight. My body seemed to throb and thrum against his, and I wondered if he could feel it. Part of me hoped he could.

Then I saw my house and my smile dropped.

“I don’t want to go back,” I said as we pulled into Mr. Braun’s driveway.

We both stood up. He was so much taller. Than me and especially than my dad. My thighs ached, and not just because of the narrow seat on the bike.

“So don’t. Come on inside and we’ll talk about it,” he said.

Again, I felt that immediate response to decline. To go back to my place and face the music. But then that rebellious spirit resurfaced. My hair, incredibly windblown, wouldn’t stay in place and I stood there in front of him trying to brush it all back.

“Okay,” I said, smiling up at his face. One corner of his mouth ticked up and I glanced down, unable to hold his eyes.

I saw again how hard my nipples were. And after I saw them I felt them. They were so hard they hurt.

Did he see that? I wondered.

We went into his house and he led me into the living room with an overstuffed couch and a huge flat screen TV mounted on the wall across it.

The place even smelled like him. That manly musk with an undercurrent of some deep cologne.

We sat at opposite ends, him throwing one arm across the back and one down the armrest, totally and completely at ease right away. A king in his castle.

I hoped that the slight dimness of the room could hide my blush, at least a little. I thought my cheeks might actually catch fire soon.

“So what’s up?” he said.

“He just won’t stop giving me a hard time. I really want to enjoy my last summer before college starts and he just wants to ruin everything,” I said.

“Really? I gave Eve a couple hundred bucks and told her to go have fun. Think she’s over in the city for a couple days with her cousin,” he said.

I wondered where Eve was. Now I knew. Not here. That meant that Mr. Braun and I were completely alone in his house.

I put my hands together and shoved them between my thighs. I almost gasped at the heat, but it was just something I liked to do when I was nervous. Kept me from fidgeting.

And I wanted so badly to fidget with him sitting just a couple feet away.

“I wish that you were my dad, Mr. Braun,” I said. Although I mean, I couldn’t remember any time in my whole life when I didn’t know him.

“Bobby, call me Bobby,” he said, “And no, you don’t wish that.”

I smiled uncertainly. God, I wish my damn nipples would calm down. They felt about ready to slice through my crop top. 

“Why?” I said.

“Come over here,” he said, holding out his hands.

That flash of electric excitement tingled up and down my stomach again. A little timidly, I reached out and took his hands.

He pulled me over and sat me down so that I straddled his lap, facing him.

The bulge of his manhood pressed against the throbbing mound of my wanton little pussy and my breath caught when I felt that.

His hands rested on my hips, and he looked up into my eyes, “Because I know you want me, Priss.”

“I… I don’t know… You’re mind friend’s dad. I’ve know you so long you’re almost my dad!” 

“And?” he said, “I can feel how bad you want it. You’re so warm. I’ll bet you’re already soaking wet, aren’t you?”

Then he pushed down on my hips. Not a lot. Just enough that he pressed my mound down against the bulge in his pants. An electric bolt of pressure and pleasure slammed up through my body. Almost instantly, a fine dew of sweat broke out all over my body. I quivered in his grip, inside and out.

“It’s… It’s not just that…” I said, the fire in my cheeks flaring again. God, I couldn’t believe this was happening! I looked down.

“Tell me,” he said, reaching up and lifting my chin with one finger so that I looked right into his eyes.

“Promise you won’t laugh?” I said.

“Never,” he replied, “Now, what is it?”

I swallowed hard, buying a few more moments. I thought he might laugh anyway. Tell me to get out and have fun at college. “It’s just that… I’m a… virgin.”

His manhood, already bulging against the heat of my mound, pulsed and hardened against me. My breath caught again.

“That’s okay. I’ll be gentle. At first, at least,” he said.

“Really? What… What do you want me to do?” I said, offering a nervous smile.

That damn bit of hair fell down my cheek again. When I reached up to push it aside, Mr. Braun, Bobby, took my wrist and stopped me. He brushed the hair back over my ear himself, then his hand stayed there against my cheek.

His palm was rough and hot and big.

“Let’s start like this,” he said, and he brought my face down to his. We kissed softly at first, his mouth warm and wet against mine. Then deeper, harder.

Without my really thinking about it, I ground my hips down against his with more and more insistence. The harder and bigger the bulge of his cock got against me, the more I wanted it.

My lips hurt when he pulled back. And his stubble had scratched against my cheeks.

“I’m so wet,” I said, “Should I be this wet so quickly?”

I mean, I masturbated. At night, after everyone else was in bed. I even watched porn. But I’d never really gone beyond a make out and petting session at school. And none of those guys ever made me feel like this.

Feel this insistent, deep, pulsing need. He made my tight young body respond in ways I didn’t even understand.

But I liked it. I liked it a lot.

My only fear was that he might decide this was a bad idea after all. That he might tell me it was wrong and ask me to go.

“Yeah, that’s okay. That’s good,” he said, “Makes me want to taste you, actually.”

“Really?” I said, my heart thrumming along at a million miles an hour. It looked so hot in the porn, and when I masturbated I thought about what it might feel like to feel a man kiss and lick me down there.

“Just relax,” he said.

Then he lifted me effortlessly, shifting me down so that I lay on my back beneath him on his couch.

He kissed me again, then let his mouth slide down onto the delicate and soft skin of my throat. It tingled and I gasped at the rasp of his stubble against me.

His hands moved surely, quickly, pushing my shirt up to expose the firm, small mounds of my breasts. He sucked on one of my nipples until I groaned and arched my body up beneath his.

Then he left a wet trail down the taut flatness of my belly, kissing around my bellybutton while he undid the fly of my shorts.

Some of the animal came through then. When he reared back long enough to rip off my shorts and panties.

He groaned deep in his throat when he pushed my thighs apart, exposing the dewy wetness of my pussy. I felt my inner lips spread apart when he did that. I kept it shaved and neat down there.

“Do you like it?” I asked, nervous again. Was this what guys liked? Was this what he liked? I wanted so badly for it to be. 

“Looks good enough to eat,” he said.

“Oh!” I gasped when he grabbed me by the hips and jerked my body towards his. Then he put his hands behind my knees and forced my thighs back.

Then his mouth was again me. Eager, insistent, starving.

“Fuck!” I said, my back arching up off the couch. I could feel the texture of his tongue lapping up and down my wetness. Felt it poke into me.

Felt it begin rubbing insistently against the little nubbin of my clit.

He was so hungry. So eager.

He made me cum so fucking quickly. I couldn’t help it. Not with the heat and wetness of his mouth against me. Not with the way he devoured me, lapping up every bit of my juices that he could.

“Bobby! Oh, daddy…” I groaned, giving into my climax. It slammed into my body like a hurricane, the inner walls of my sex throbbing and squeezing until I couldn’t take it anymore.

When I finished, that rosy blush had spread out from my chest. I quivered and squirmed, and I jumped when he gave my clit one last kiss.

“That was nice,” I said.

“It’s not over,” he replied.

He stood up, pulled off his shirt. He was pretty built. And there were tattoos everywhere. Crosses and skulls and snakes and beautiful women. His body was a canvas.

And his cock was an anaconda. He shoved his jeans down and it sprang up out of his briefs, thick and long and so hard it quivered.

My body tightened when I saw it. Saw how big it was. Did he mean to put that in me?

“Is it supposed to be that big?” I said. My eyes felt as wide as saucers.

He grinned that wolfish grin of his and part of my anxiety turned to nervous excitement. He hadn’t asked me to go yet. That must mean that he liked me. That he wanted me.

“You’ll like it,” he said.

He got onto the couch again, pushing my thighs back to expose my swollen, pulsing mound again.

I jumped when he pressed it against me. He ran the bottom of his bare shaft up and down through my slick little slit.

I didn’t thin it was possible for a body part to feel so warm. Or so hard. My wetness quickly left his length glistening.

Still, for extra measure he worked some spit up and used his finger to massage it against the taut purple flesh that made the mushroom crown on his shaft.

My young body quivered with wanton desire beneath his. I writhed and undulated beneath him, barely able to contain myself. I was like a slutty little bitch in heat.

Still, some part of my rational mind surfaced, “Don’t… Don’t we need a condom or something?”

He grinned at me again, “I never use them. Trust me, it feels better this way.”

I thought about telling him I wasn’t on birth control or anything like that. To tell him to pull out. But I stopped short. I found that I craved his hot load. I wanted to feel it deep inside me.

And if he knocked me up? Well, right at that second it sounded like just about the hottest thing possible. That would really make me his, and I wanted nothing less.

“Okay,” I said.

“Sweetie, I wasn’t asking your permission,” he said.

This time when he slid his cock between my lips he didn’t run it back up. He pushed down on his shaft with his thumb.

I squeezed my eyes shut and pushed my head back against the couch. I felt him pressing against me. Felt the pressure increase as he tested the tightness of my virginal cunt.

Felt myself begin to stretch and spread open against the implacable hardness of his girth. 

I sucked a breath in, gritted my teeth, my lips peeling back from them. He was too big. It wasn’t going to fit. It wouldn’t fit and he’d tell me to go, I was sure of it.

It hurt. The pain was sharp and sweet all at once. I heard him grunt and groan, too. This is it, I thought, He’s going to stop and make me leave. 

But he didn’t. Slowly at first, I felt him push deeper inside of me. There was another jolt of delicious pain and I realized he’d just torn my virginity.

And he didn’t stop there. He kept pushing. Kept forcing that monster of his deeper into my quivering wet heat.

My pussy responded, tightening up around him even more. I couldn’t tell whether my body wanted to trap him inside of me or squeeze him out.

But he stayed inside. And I stretched around him. Loosened. A little, anyway.

Enough so that when I felt him bump against the very back of me that he could withdraw.

He didn’t pull out all the way.

I couldn’t help but open my eyes and watch that thick shaft of his slide out of my body. My wet pussy left every inch of him sopping wet, and I saw some red in there, too. 

But mostly I saw how tightly I gripped him. How the skin on his shaft moved with that tightness.

“Is… Is it good? It’s not too tight, is it?” I said.

“No. It’s good. I like it. I like it a lot,” he said.

“Really?” I replied, smiling.

“Yeah.”

I felt the ride of his swollen crown drag inside of me, sending pulsing needles of pleasure outward through the rest of my body.

And he stopped just when that swollen head was the only part of him still inside of me.

“Tell me you want it,” he said.

“Please. Please put it back,” I said, hearing a bit of whine in my voice. He seemed to like it.

“Good,” he said.

This time he wasn’t so gentle. He pushed it back in. Forced it in. My pussy gripped him but couldn’t stop him from sheathing every last inch inside of me. Filling me. Stretching me.

Then he didn’t stop. He showed no mercy. As he loosened me up around his merciless shaft he fucked me harder and harder.

I understood then what people meant when they talked about fucking someone’s brains out.

It wasn’t long before I groaned and gasped and cried out and could say nothing but to beg him to go harder, to not stop.

I grabbed onto his big, strong shoulder blades. Dug my fingernails into his flesh. He snarled at that but didn’t stop me.

I don’t know why, but I tried to keep myself from cumming so quickly again. I guess I didn’t want to seem easy.

But I couldn’t help it. He felt so fucking good. So long and thick and hot and hard and I couldn’t stop thinking about that purple mushroom dragging back and forth against my soft, velvety walls.

“That’s it, cum for daddy,” he said through clenched teeth. “Cum all over my hard cock.”

I let go, felt myself fall back into my climax. It was even more incredible than the first one, what with his long cock filling me, giving my pussy something to squeeze.

I bucked beneath him. Screamed his name. Felt the tears roll out of my eyes. Felt every nerve in me come alive with this electric heat.

Then he came, too. Just when I thought I couldn’t feel any better. He buried himself balls deep into me, got even harder than before. 

Then his cock jerked. It did it again and again. Pulsing heat filled me and I knew it was the feeling of his cum squirting up into my guts.

I came even harder, my pussy clenching and squeezing and milking until even Bobby groaned and snarled.

Sometime later he pulled out of me. None of his cum leaked out, and I thought he came so deep inside of me that it wouldn’t. That it would just stay up in me, pulled into my waiting womb.

And my pussy ached. It ached hard and deep and loved every little bit of the sensation.

We fucked like that every time that Eve left the house for a while. I thought my dad knew what was up, but I didn’t care. Since even if he did he was apparently too chicken shit to do anything about it.

It was a first time I’d never forget. Or any of the other times after that.




Tempted by the Daddy Next Door: Last Day as a Virgin 

 

“I’m really not sure you should be going out with boys like that,” Chris said.

He didn’t say it in a condescending, mean, or angry way. Not like my own dad would’ve. Sometimes I wish that Chris were my real dad instead of just my dad’s best friend.

“Well, I’m 18 and an adult now and I can go out with whoever I want to,” I said, resisting the urge to cross my arms, or to kick the sideboard of the kitchen island where we sat. I didn’t want to look like some petulant little brat to Chris.

No, that was the last thing I wanted.

Chris smiled. It was an easy, handsome smile. And it looked almost roguish on his stubbled face.

I’d always sort of had a crush on him.

Who am I kidding? I’d always had a pretty major crush on him. He was the coolest guy I knew.

“I know that,” Chris said, interjecting with a swallow from the bottle of Bud sitting in front of him, “It’s just that I know guys and what they want, and I think you could do a lot better. Like maybe wait until you get to college in the fall… Or until you’re 30.”

“Yeah, right!” I said, sticking my tongue out at him.

Sometimes, when he was certain my dad wasn’t around, he gave me a beer. But only after I turned 18. “Old enough to vote? Old enough to drink, I say. Just don’t say it to anyone else,” he told me. 

“So I’m going to make us up some pizza for dinner tonight,” Chris said.

Oh yeah, not only was he awesome, he also cooked. He could also fix his own car, mend fences, fix water heaters… the list went on.

Still, he told me he thought my dad was the real man. My dad, his best friend, was currently overseas with the army. He’d asked Chris to keep an eye on me, and Chris had agreed. We always had such a blast together.

He was always so good to me.

And his own son was also in the army, and a couple years older than me. And out of the house. 

I reached out and clasped my glass of water with both hands. The sides were slick with condensation from the summer heat. And it was nice and cool.

“Sounds good to me,” I said, unable to help myself from smiling.

“Figured it would,” he said, “So… about that boy?”

He was talking about a guy I knew from high school, John. A troublemaker known around town for driving his dad’s pickup through a 7/11 door back in his sophomore year. I thought he was pretty hot.

But I just couldn’t disappoint Chris. Not with how good he was with me.

“Fine,” I relented, “But what else am I supposed to do tonight, then?”

“We’ll think of something. You’re serious about not going with him?” Chris said.

“Yes, of course. There just aren’t any guys out there like you,” I replied before I really thought about it.

He leaned back on his stool, frowning a little so that a tiny vertical line appeared between his eyebrows, “What do you mean by that?”

“Just that I wish I could go out with you,” I said, putting my foot in my mouth again.

He didn’t talk for a few seconds, and I could feel the line of heat rising up from my chest and down from my cheeks, moving to meet someone on my throat.

Because I definitely didn’t tell him that I caught him getting out of the shower that morning. Saw his… well, his you know what.

And he also certainly didn’t know that I’d never touched a man’s thing before, even though I had graduated high school and was on my way to college.

And there was definitely, certainly no way I was going to tell him that I’d thought about touching his thing. His cock, there, okay? 

The thing was, ever since I saw it, I couldn’t stop thinking about it. Right then and there at the kitchen island at Chris’s house I thought about how his cock was so close. Just a few feet away.

Would he let me touch it? I wondered. Then, Would he touch me with it? Put it in me? 

Even though I was a virgin I still knew how things worked. And I was just so curious about it. But I simply hadn’t found the guy I wanted to give that to, yet.

I thought maybe it might have been John. Girls from school told me that John had a big one. That he knew how to use it when he put it in you.

But I just didn’t want to disappoint Chris like that. And I knew that I would.

Evening came slow, as it usually does in the summer. It gave me too much time to think about him. To think about it. He looked pretty big when soft. How big would he be when he got hard? 

And how was something so long and thick supposed to fit? I saw in porn and whatnot, but I guess some part of me still believed that it wouldn’t be true for me.

Thinking about it made me feel things, too. A sort of quivery wetness on the inside, between my thighs. Trembling heat that begged me to just go up to the guest bedroom and run my finger in and out of it until it went away.

I didn’t, though. I don’t know why. I guess some part of me liked just letting the frustration build.

Then night finally did come. We had that pizza and then we plonked down on the couch to watch some Friends reruns. 

Somewhere in that time Chris had changed out of his jeans and button down into some loose shorts and a tank top.

The way he sat made the shorts bunch up. And it didn’t take me long to see it. The outline of it, of his package.

I couldn’t stop looking at it. And the more I looked, the wetter I got. I shoved my hands between my thighs and felt the dampness in my shorts.

I was so fucking horny.  

I wanted to be close to him. To feel him, smell him. I caught some whiff of his aftershave. Light and musky. It went straight up into my nostrils and teased me.

My skin broke out in goosebumps. He happened to glance at me and saw me shiver.

“Cold?” he said.

Something sparked in my chest. My heart started racing. An idea lit in my head.

“Yeah. Crazy? Guess that’s being a girl for you,” I said.

“Sure,” he replied.

“Warm me up!” I said.

And before he could do anything, I snuggled in against his side. 

Better to ask forgiveness than permission, right?

Something hot flashed up the front of my stomach at that touch. Inside, I tingled and quivered and trembled. I didn’t think it was possible to get this wet.

Maybe that’s how a big cock gets in there, I thought.

Yes, I could definitely smell that aftershave of his better now. And I loved how he just felt so solid against me. 

Which made me again think of him getting out of the shower. His body still wet. Big shoulders and a deep chest.

I thrummed with the thought of it.

Then he put his arm around me, the weight of it settling across my shoulders. The way his hand hung, the tips of his fingers brushed ever so slightly against the swell of my right breast.

It was electric. Almost instantly, my nipple stiffened so much that it ached. I glanced down and saw the way that it pressed up against my shirt.

Another little shiver ran through me, starting at the base of my spine and working its way up from there.

“Better?” Chris asked, glancing at me.

“Much!” I said, snuggling in harder against him. I let my left hand fall on his thigh, just about his knee. The skin there was bare because his shorts rode up so much. He didn’t mention it so I left it there.

His cock was so achingly close. I could slide my fingers up just a bit and touch it. And I wanted to. I wanted so badly to wrap my fingers around him.

I wanted to make him feel good the way he made me feel good.

It wasn’t long before the episode ended and the credits rolled. Chris looked at me and said, “What now?”

While he did, his fingers shifted and grazed my skin. It tickled.

“Hey!” I said, my skin electric and alive.

He saw and he tickled me some more, his hand sliding down to that extra ticklish spot just above the angle of my hip.

“You!” I screamed, unable to keep from smiling. I writhed and shifted but he held on tight.

I don’t know if I consciously thought to do it or if my body just knew. But I lifted myself up and plopped my ass right down on his lap. Kind of hard. He groaned, but continued the ticking.

I felt it, then. His cock. The shaft rested between my cheeks. I started rolling my hips, rubbing him through his shorts.

My laugh turned to a gasp when I felt it start to happen. Felt his length hardening and growing against me. There was just something so hot about that. That I could touch him that way and his body would react like that.

My pussy trembled inside of me. Ached to feel that stiff girth.

Chris continued to tickle for a few moments before it registered that I’d stopped laughing and started moaning.

“Erin?” he said, his hands falling away from me. I hated that. I wanted his hands all over me. Feeling me, squeezing me, exploring me. Especially that quivering wet heat between my thighs.

“Yes?” I said.

“What are you doing?”

I pushed my shoulder against his chest, arching my stomach away from him. It let my hips angle enough that the still-hardening length of his shaft rubbed against my pussy instead of my ass.

It felt so fucking good.

“Don’t you like it?” I said. I turned my face so that I could look into his. I bit down on my bottom lip a little and let it slide out from between my teeth. God, it felt like I was in heat. I didn’t know I could need somebody like I needed him at that moment.

“That’s not the point,” he said.

And that was it. He said one thing, but he didn’t make any move to stop me. And the more I rubbed my body against his, the more he seemed to like it. His cock was so big and hard against me. I loved that I could make that happen to him.

“Come on, Chris, you said yourself to wait for the right guy. I found him. It’s you.”

“That’s not what I meant…” he said, swallowing heavily. He kept his hands on the couch, but I saw the way his fingers kept flexing. I saw the way his eyes drank the lithe, tight curve of my body up.

“I need you, though. You make me feel so good. Let me make you feel good, too. No one has to know but us. You want me, I know you do,” I said.

“Erin…” he said again, this time through clenched teeth.

“I’m a virgin. You’d be my first. Please be my first. God, I’m so wet… See?”

I reached out and took one of his hands. He resisted at first, then relented. I spread my legs open and put him against my throbbing, swollen mound. 

When he felt the damp heat there he groaned. His fingers curled up and he started to move away. I held him there, rubbing myself harder against his cock.

His groan turned into a sigh. His fist relaxed. Then he touched me. Then he rubbed me, his fingertips pushing against my body making me moan.

“Yes… Oh, yes…” I groaned, smiling at him. I started kissing his neck.

His other hand went on my stomach and slid up slowly until it cupped one of my breasts. He squeezed. Then he found the stiff point of my nipple and ran his fingers around it for a moment before giving it a light pinch.

“No one can know,” he said.

“No one will,” I replied.

His hands became more insistent then. And so did my body. It was infuriating to me to have just a few layers of clothes separating us.

“Touch me. Please, touch me…” I moaned.

This time he slid his hand up under my shirt. I almost never wore a bra, and we both groaned when he cupped my bare breast and tweaked my nipple.

And then he pushed his hand down my shorts, the tips of his fingers finding the elastic waistband of my panties and diving beneath them.

“Fuck…” he said when he found the bare, shaven lips of my pussy and the slickness waiting for him between them.

I’d never had anyone else’s hand down there before. But I was glad my first was his. He knew just what to do, running a fingertip between my lips to find the little swollen button of my clit.

He toyed with me. Played with my body.

Made me cum for him with just one finger. 

“Chris! Oh, yes! Fuck!” I said, really slamming my body hard against his. 

His touch was relentless, his finger moving faster and faster until I couldn’t take it anymore. My body squeezed up tight, then relaxed. Then it did it again and again all while these incredible waves of heat crashed through me.

 

His finger glistened with my wetness when he pulled it from between my thighs. I grabbed it, stuck it in my mouth, used my tongue to clean him off. He groaned at that.

“I want you,” he said.

“Take me, then.”

He lifted my butt up off him, hooked his fingers into my shorts and panties and pushed them down. The crotch of my panties, soaked through with my wetness, peeled away from my pussy. I kicked them off.

Then he pulled my shirt up over my tits and left it there. And after that, he arched his body up a bit so he could push his own shorts down.

I saw his cock again then, for the second time. Except this time he was so hard his shaft trembled. And so big.

I sat down on him so that the top of his big shaft rested against my swollen sex. He was so hard. And warm. Like a bar of hot steel against me.

I reached down, hesitant but so excited. I touched him, ran my fingertip around the rim of his swollen crown. He liked that, moaning behind me.

Then a drop of clear precum appeared on the tip. I wiped that away, then stuck my finger in my mouth to taste him. I liked the taste.

Then I put both my hands around him. He was too thick for tips of my thumb and index fingers to meet. I squeezed him. Stroked him a little like I saw in porn.

He liked that, too.

I just kept thinking about how big he was.

“Is this really supposed to fit?” I said, “You’re so huge.” I kept thinking about my tiny little pussy. How was he going to get that monster in there?

“We’ll go slow at first. You’ll like it,” he said.

Then he cupped my ass again, lifting me up. He had to lift me up so high to let his cock stand up beneath me.

My heart lurched and my throat locked up. This is it, I realized. I was about to lose my virginity. I was excited and scared all at once. 

“Will it hurt?” I said, shaking in his arms. Some of the girls at school said it hurt the first time.

“Don’t worry about it,” he said.

Then that big head on his cock bumped into me. I jerked up reflexively, then laughed and settled down again.

He found my opening with ease. Slowly, he stopped holding me up.

He was big, and so hard. And I was so tight and nervous. But also completely sopping wet. It was that wetness, I realized, that let him start to push up into me.

I gritted my teeth, my eyes squeezing shut at that sensation of stretching open around him. Slowly at first, that big head of his forcing me open around it.

He groaned.

“Are you okay? Does it hurt?” I said, “Is… is it too tight?”

“Shh… Just let it happen,” Chris said. 

He looked big. He felt even bigger. But it was happening. I could feel my pussy sliding down over his cock. Feel myself stretching out around him.

It did hurt. But it also felt so good. I’d never felt anything like it before.

And then there was a brief, sharp pain. I gasped. Felt my pussy clinch up around him. I realized what had happened: he’d torn through my virginity, his big cock ripping right through the thin layer within me.

I shuddered and shivered, my whole body breaking out in goosebumps. I’m not a virgin anymore, I kept thinking. 

I kept sliding down his length until I couldn’t take it anymore. Until I felt him bump against the very back inside of me. I didn’t have his whole cock inside, I saw.

“Sorry,” I said.

“It’s okay. That feels good.”

“Yeah,” I said.

We stayed like that for a little, just letting my pussy stretch out and relax around him, getting used to how thick he was.

He really filled me up. That sensation of fullness was almost overwhelming.

And then he started lifting me again. I felt the tight loop my pussy made around him gripping him, pulling at him. But that my wetness let him slide slowly out of me.

That sensation of him dragging inside of me was almost too much. I didn’t think anything could feel as good as that did.

Until, that is, he started actually fucking me. He lifted me up until only that crown of his cock remained inside of me, then lowered me down his shaft again. Faster than the first time. He did it again and again, each time building up more speed. Building up a rhythm.

When I looked down between my thighs I could see the way my pussy had left his cock completely slick with my juices. All the way down to the hilt of his shaft.

“Fuck… Oh, fuck…” I moaned.

I kept watching his cock disappear inside of me. Then watch it come out even wetter than before. It wasn’t long before my juices took on a creamy look on his shaft.

Was I too wet? Too tight? I didn’t know.

But then he started moaning, too. My heart leapt. That was me! I was making him feel good. Making his cock feel good with my pussy.

And just thinking about that set me off. I had my first orgasm with a cock buried inside of me then.

“I… I’m cumming…” I groaned through clenched teeth.

Chris held me up with his hands on my ass and drove his cock into me again and again, so hard and fast I could barely take it.

I couldn’t, really.

I came for him. I came on him. I came all over him. My groans turned completely wordless and animal while my pussy clenched up around him. Incredible shockwaves of pleasure blasted through my body, spreading outward from some point just below my navel.

“God, Erin…” Chris moaned.

I didn’t know what was happening at first. I felt him swelling even more inside of me. Getting so impossibly hard.

He dropped me all the way, letting my quivering, clenching pussy slide down over every inch of him that I could take.

He jerked inside of me. There was this sensation of warmth. Of being filled. It happened again and again.

I saw the way his face tensed up, the way his lips pulled back from his teeth. Felt the way his body kept going rigid beneath mine.

He was cumming too, I realized. Filling me up with his hot nut.

My own orgasm hit a crescendo at that moment, when I realized we were sharing a climax. My tight young pussy quivered around him, massaging and milking him. Pulling his seed up deep into my guts.

I remembered then that I wasn’t on any sort of birth control. And we hadn’t even mentioned a rubber.

But I didn’t want one. Bare skin-on-skin felt so good.

When we finished, I relaxed and sat back against him. Tears had started in the corners of my eyes and I wiped them away before he could see. I wanted him to see me as a woman, not a girl.

His woman.

“My pussy has a heartbeat,” I said.

“So does my cock,” he replied.

We sat like that for a while. Until my tightness forced his softening shaft out. Some of his cum dripped out, too. But so much stayed inside of me. I liked the way it made me feel.

I liked the soreness that started developing right away. And soon I wondered when he’d want to go again. There were more positions I wanted to try.

And we did go again. And again and again. Several times a day every day until my dad got back from his tour. And even then, when I came to visit from college I still snuck off with Chris.

And we never told anyone.




The Single Daddy and the Virgin Next Door 

 

“Hey, Mr. Gaines,” Sienna said.

I looked up from the foot of the stairs that led up my porch. I’d just finished replacing the first riser, and I could feel the heat of the late afternoon sun on the back of my neck.

Sienna stood in the middle of the walkway leading up to her house. She wore a cute little sundress that stretched tight across her hips. The sunlight caught in the blonde waves of her hair.

“Hey, Sienna,” I said back.

I’d known Sienna’s parents since they moved into the house next door almost 20 years ago now, just before they had Sienna.

I had a son a couple years older than her, and they spent a lot of time growing up together. Until my boy went off to college, of course. Sienna still liked to drop by to gripe about her mom and dad.

I thought she had a bit of a schoolgirl crush on me. Always had.

And now that she was somewhere between 18 and 19 and as cute as a peach, I’d really begun to take notice.

Like just at that moment. I saw the way the neck of her dress swooped down just enough to show some cleavage. And the way her legs looked nice and smooth.

It made my stomach brush hard against my shirt, and a bit of a lump formed at the back of my throat.

“It’s too hot to be outside!” she said, smiling. It really made her light up. You could see how young and vital she was.

She gave her head a little flick, sending a few locks of hair down her cheek. She grinned at that, and then swiped those stray locks behind one ear with a finger.

“You’re outside,” I shot back, unable to keep a half-cocked grin off my face.

“Not for long!” she replied, then strutted up her porch, watching me with that lovely smile the whole while.

I tried to keep my eyes off her figure. She’d grown into quite the woman.

What made it worse was that I was single. Had been for almost 15 years now. A single dad, full time job, a son. No time for women.

But now that my boy was gone…

She turned her back towards me for a moment, and I saw the way that nice dress stretched across the firming of her ass, a thin line running down the middle, denoting the cleft between them.

Part of me almost thought she did it on purpose. Flirting with me. Flaunting her tight young boy at me.

I thought that I’d be doing more than lathering up in the shower after I got my tools away.

I went inside, noticing the way I felt lighter in my step. The way I felt a bit happier. Like Sienna just lifted me up somehow, elevating my mood.

I guess that was the magic a young woman held. She could make a man happy with a smile. Make his mouth go dry with a wink.

Make him rock hard with one wiggle of her hips.

In the shower I didn’t find any relief. In fact, I found that bit of frustration almost as invigorating as Sienna’s smile and the roll of her hips.

I got out of the shower and wiped a clean swatch through the steam on the mirror.

I still looked good. Still made time to get to the gym. Big shoulder, deep chest. My stubble had started to tend more toward salt than pepper, but I thought it made me look better.

I pulled on a pair of jeans and a clean white tee shirt and went to grab a beer from the fridge.

Just as I grabbed the handle, the doorbell rang.

That better be a beautiful naked woman on my doorstep, I thought. I really wanted that beer. I even considered not answering, but then decided to. Lucky me.

I went over and pulled the door open. Sienna stood on my porch. She smiled up at me right away. A stray breeze tugged one of those long locks of hair across her cheek and she again swiped it behind her ear.

Something about that made my balls tingle.

That, and I could smell her. She smelled fruity and sweet and freshly washed and part of me wondered if that’s what she smelled like between her shapely thighs.

“Mr. Gaines, I need to talk with you about something,” she said, “Mind if I come in?”

“Only if you agree to call me Rich and not, ‘Mr. Gaines.’ I’m not that old, am I?” I said, unable to keep from smiling back at her.

“Aren’t you the same age as my dad?” she said, quirking an eyebrow at me.

“Give or take,” I said, “Speaking of, do your ‘rents know you’re here?”

She flicked her hair again, “I’m 18 now. I’ll go where I want. So can I come inside, Rich?” She put extra emphasis on my name, smiling while she did. I noticed how glossy her lips looked. I wondered if they tasted as good as she smelled.

“Sure,” I said, stepping out of the way.

When she walked past me, that lovely scent of hers wafted by me again. The front of my stomach tightened. This wasn’t a good idea for her to be here like this.

Especially not wearing that.

I followed her into the living room, and I couldn’t help but look at the way her dress stretched across her ass.

I also couldn’t help noticing the complete lack of any panty lines.

“So what’s this about?” I said, sitting down on one end of the couch, leaning back against the armrest.

She did the same thing, plunking herself down and putting her feet up on the previously empty cushion between us.

I wondered if she might part her legs a little, let me see if she was wearing anything underneath that dress.

Control yourself, I thought, reminding myself that I’d known Sienna pretty much all her life.

She glanced at me, one hand reaching up to try and brush at some imaginary hair. Then she looked away.

Was she nervous? What would she have to be nervous about?

Sitting so close to her, I caught that scent again. That fruity sweetness. It went straight up my nose and seemed to end up tingling its way down to the very tip of my shaft.

I knew that soon enough I’d have to lean over to disguise my growing erection.

“I’m going away to school soon,” she said.

“I know that,” I replied. Her parents had thrown her a going away party a couple of weeks back in their backyard. They had a barbeque and everything. All of her friends from school and most of the neighborhood had showed up.

Her legs parted, just a little. Before I could stop myself, I glanced down, hungry for a look.

But just as quickly, they closed. I looked back up at her to see if she’d seen me. She smiled a little and I thought not.

“I’ve never had a boyfriend,” she said suddenly.

“Okay,” I replied, not sure what she was getting at. I didn’t understand why she never had a boyfriend. She was beautiful. Ripe. She’d probably been giving guys her age awkward boners for years now.

“I don’t want the guys at college to think I’m weird or anything,” she said.

“They won’t, trust me,” I said, unable to stop myself from grinning.

Her slender throat started to flush, matched by a pair of blushing spots that started in her cheeks.

I wondered how far that blush went down her body.

“You’ve always been good with women,” she said.

I reached back and put a hand behind my head, still smiling, “I don’t know about that.”

“It’s true! You had a lot of girlfriends. I saw them. Sometimes you kept them around a while, other times they were just here one night,” she said.

She noticed. Why would she notice that? I wondered. “Is there a point to all this, Sienna? I was just about to get to relaxing for the day.”

She looked at me, then glanced down, all the while biting down gently on her lower lip so that I could just see the corner of one tooth.

It made me ache, low in my stomach. I actually had to restrain myself from gathering her up and setting her down on my lap.

“I was hoping that… hoping that you could… show me…”

“Show you what?” I said. My heart started pounding in my chest and I wasn’t quite certain why.

“How to be with a guy. How to make him feel good,” she said.

My mouth went dry and I swallowed hard against the lump in my throat. The collar of my shirt felt constricting.

“Sienna, I’m old enough to be your dad…”

“Please?” she said.

“Sienna…” I started.

“Don’t you want me? Don’t you think I’m pretty?” 

“You are pretty,” I said.

“Because I want you so bad,” she said.

She bit down on her lip again for a second, nervous. I thought I could see her perky little nipples pressing up against her dress.

“It’s wrong,” I said, trying to tear my eyes away from her delicious young body.

“I want you to be my first. Thinking about being with you makes me so wet. See?” she said.

This time she spread her legs apart nice and wide. She wasn’t wearing any panties.

And she’d shaved herself completely clean down there, too. I tried to tear my eyes away, but couldn’t.

“See…” she said, reached down between her thighs with both hands. She put her fingers on her puffy little pussy lips and pulled them apart good and slow.

She glistened between them. She was so pink. I saw the little nub of her clit poking out, begging to be rubbed, begging for me to wrap my lips around it and suck on it until she cried out for mercy.

“Don’t you want to fuck me?” she asked.

Her blunt words struck me hard. It felt like my body temperature rose 10 degrees. My cock was so hard against my jeans it hurt.

As I watched, she slid one finger between her lower lips and gently caressed the little pink nub of her clit. She moaned. I felt my jaw muscles tense up.

“I think about it all the time,” she said, “Because I know you’d make me feel so good. And I think I can make you feel good, too. Don’t you want me? I’m so wet already.”

I caught another scent, then. Below that fruity perfume smell. The scent of her desire. It was lower, muskier. It made my heart pump acid through my veins.

If I had any willpower, it evaporated at that moment. That scent touched something primal in my mind, made my instincts kick in.

“I won’t ever tell anyone,” she said.

“No, you won’t,” I replied.

I took in the flushed pink lips of her pussy again. The way her juices left her finger glistening as she toyed with herself. Saliva squirted into my mouth and I knew I needed to taste her. Needed it more than anything I’d ever needed before.

I turned towards her on the couch. Her eyes widened for a second. She played with her pussy faster, her breaths starting to come in little gasps. All her wetness made these delicious, slick sounds with every movement.

I reached forward, grabbing her by the hips. Her little gasps caught in her throat. Her skin was hot and smooth and firm.

I pulled her towards me, sliding her ass forward on the couch. The movement made her dress, already riding high, slip above her hips.

I grabbed her hand and pushed it out of the way. Her fingers ran up her stomach and she started squeezing her perky little tits, running her fingertips around the little tents her nipples made in the thin fabric.

I kissed her below the navel firm, smiling when I felt her jump a little beneath me.

She shivered a little when I ran my lips down towards the source of her heart. I could feel that hot desire pulsing from her. I imagined her slick inner walls trembling with barely contained need and I reached down to squeeze the hard bulge of my cock through my pants.

I kissed down to the little fold of flesh that separated her inner thigh from her wanton mound.

Her hips rolled and she squirmed beneath me, her arousal a living thing.

“Please… Oh, please…” she moaned.

I didn’t think I could tease her any longer. I moved my face between her thighs and let a long, hot breath spill out over her pussy. Her whole body shivered and all the skin on her legs broke out in goosebumps.

“Ohhh…” she moaned. 

I made myself go slow, pushing the flat of my tongue against the bottom of her pussy and bringing it up good and slow. I could see the muscles and tendons in her firm young thighs tightening and working.

She tasted like heaven. Sweet and clean. And so wet it practically ran out of her.

I did that a few more times, letting her really yearn for the texture of my tongue against her body.

Then I let myself have that tender little clit of hers. I sucked it in gently between my teeth. Then I toyed with it with the tip of my tongue. Soft and light at first. Then harder, more insistent.

She moaned. Her hands went down and grabbed into my hair. She pulled my face harder against her slick little snatch and she ground herself against me.

“Don’t stop. God, don’t stop…” she moaned.

While I tortured her clit I ran my index finger under my chin. I touched the slick, wet folds of her lips. I found her opening and ran my finger in slowly widening circles just inside of her.

Her young body gripped onto me eagerly, begging me to sink my finger up to the last knuckle inside of her. But I held off. I wanted the first thing that deep inside of her to be my cock.

That was when she came the first time. Her mouth dropped open. Her eyes squeezed shut. A deep, rosy flush spread out from her chest. Her breath came and went in short little gasps while her whole body shivered.

Her ass lifted up off the couch, crushing her young cunt against my mouth. I bore down harder on her clit, really torturing the climax out of her, not letting her come down from it.

Tears ran out from the corners of her eyes.

“Rich! Oh, Rich!” she screamed.

My cheeks were soaked and I loved it. I loved watching her cum for me. With the tip of my index finger I could just feel what was happening on the inside. The way her walls trembled and squeezed, desperate for a cock.

Desperate for my cock.

And I wasn’t going to wait any longer to give it to her.

I put my hands beneath the tight crescents of her ass cheeks and lowered her slowly back to the couch. When I took my mouth off her my lips were almost numb. 

All I could smell was her pussy. All I could taste was her nectar.

All I wanted was her. Wrapped around me. Every inch of me.

“Please fuck me now. I need it so bad,” she said.

First I reached up and grabbed the neckline of her dress. I pulled it down beneath her heaving, firm little tits. I squeezed them hard enough that she gasped. 

She put her legs across my thighs, spreading herself open as she did. My cock ached with how close we were.

A tingle ran down my shaft. I needed to fuck her. I needed it so bad.

I got up off the couch long enough to strip out of my jeans and briefs. When she saw my long, hard shaft spring up to full attention she ran a hand between her thighs and started playing with her sopping little pussy again.

“You’re so big,” she said, “Will it be too tight?”

“No,” I said. I wasn’t going to stop now. I didn’t think I could stop, even if I wanted to. My desire took over. I couldn’t help myself.

And she didn’t even mention a rubber, which was good, because I wouldn’t have halted long enough to go grab one out of my nightstand up in the master bedroom.

“Spread your legs good and wide,” I told her, getting back down on the couch.

I shifted in closer to her, the bottom of my cock resting on her stomach. Her hips rolled beneath me, the hunger in her little body too much to contain.

I kept her legs spread good and wide apart with my hands on her ankles.

Then I rolled my hips. We both groaned when the bottom of my shaft ran down into the slickness between her lower lips.

I teased her a little more like that. I knew from experience that women loved that sweet ache of anticipation. That feeling of how hard and thick I was against their little pussy, how they wanted me to plunge every inch into them.

“Please…” she moaned.

I couldn’t say no to her. I took a hand off of one of her ankles long enough to push down on my cock, to angle it so that the swollen purple crown at the end pushed against the tight loop of her mound.

I pushed. Her youthful grip was desperate and tight. I pushed harder, watching without blinking as I forced the head of my cock into the waiting pink folds of her pussy.

She moaned again, her hips rolling.

I sank deeper into her, gritting my teeth against the tightness slowly surrounding me. Inside, she was hot and wet and tight and soft. Her walls were velvet around my shaft, molding against my hardness.

 “You’re so big...” she moaned. Then she hissed, her eyes squeezing shut for a second. I’d just taken her virginity. Tore through it, really.

My balls went tight and I could’ve cum right then and there, but I held back.

“Too big?” I asked.

“Don’t stop,” she replied, “I like it. It feels good. It only hurts a little.”

“That will go away,” I told her.

I pushed myself about halfway into her and stopped, just relishing the feeling of her grip around me. Stopped like that, I could feel the little trembles and shudders in her pussy.

Sliding out was almost hotter than sliding in. I watched the way the lips of her pussy slid back along my length.

I saw how she’d left that half of my shaft slick with her nectar. How it had already started to go a little creamy.

“Fuck me,” she said.

I thrust back into her, harder this time. I buried almost my entire shaft inside of me. The feeling was exquisite. That soft, wet heat all around me. And so tight!

I withdrew and pushed back in. It took two more thrusts like that before I got every inch into her. I felt her stretch out more and more each time.

We picked up a decent rhythm after that. Soon, her hips started rolling in time to my thrusts, maximizing the force of our bodies sliding together again and again.

My whole shaft tingled with the sensation of her pussy gliding up and down my length again and again.

She played with her tits while I fucked her, squeezing them, pinching the nipples, groaning and moaning like a little slut while I fed her every inch over and over.

I wanted to see that tight, round ass of hers. So I withdrew, my cock dripping with her wetness. She squawked as I turned her over. I grabbed one of the couch cushions and jammed it under her hips, arching her butt up.

Then I slid back inside of her, loving the way her ass felt pressing against my stomach.

I fucked her prone like that. Feeling her get tighter with each thrust. Her hands gripped the couch and she moaned.

“So deep…” she said, “I think I’m going to…”

She couldn’t get the rest out.

She came. She climaxed all over my cock. I buried myself inside of her, wanting to feel the way she squeezed all up and down my length.

“Fuck…” I said.

My balls lifted and tightened and I knew I couldn’t stop it. I pushed myself harder into her bucking, squirming body.

My cock jerked inside of her and she gasped. I jerked again and again, feeling my load shoot hot and hard out each time, filling her young pussy up.

“So warm,” she said, still cumming all over me.

We stayed like that for a while. I stayed hard inside of her, she felt so good. Until finally I started to soften.

When I pulled out of her my load stayed inside of her. I’d shot it deep in her guts.

I thought about asking if she was on the pill, but didn’t. I wasn’t sure I wanted to know the answer.

“I liked that,” she said, smiling shyly at me.

“Me too,” I said.

“Maybe I can come see you again tomorrow?” she said.

“Anytime you’re in the mood,” I replied, the blush in her cheeks deepening again.

Yes, I thought it was going to be a great summer before college for her.




Her Boyfriend’s Daddy Next Door 

 

“So you’re really breaking up with me over this?” I said.

I sat on the foot of my bed, my feet dangling down against the carpet, my shorts riding high up my thighs.

My heart beat hard against my ribs, and I could feel myself shaking, just a little. I couldn’t believe this was happening.

“Yeah, I guess so,” Dave said.

He leaned against my dresser with his arms crossed. This whole while, he did nothing but stare at my legs.

“I told you at the beginning I wanted to wait! You said you were okay with that,” I said.

“Well I’m not I guess,” Dave said.

I hated that about him. It was always “I guess,” with him. Like he never wanted to commit. Which, I saw at that moment, was true.

“You’re such an asshole!” I shouted at him. My heart wanted to explode. 

It was a good thing my parents weren’t home; they’d come up here to check on me and I didn’t want them to find me in the middle of being dumped.

“I told you I wanted to do it before college started,” Dave said.

“And I want to wait longer. I wanted to make sure you weren’t just with me to try and get laid before going off to school!” I could barely look at him.

He shrugged, and that snapped something inside of me.

“Get out!”

“My stuff…” he started.

I grabbed the closes heavy thing to hand, which was some YA novel on my nightstand, and chucked it at his head.

He ducked just in time so that the hardcover book slammed into the door behind him.

“You’re fucking crazy!” he said, still crouching down.

“Out!”

“Fine!”

He reached behind himself and unlatched the door, then beat a hasty retreat before I could grab the little curio box beside my alarm clock. I listened to him run down the stairs and out the door.

From there, I figured he ran across the street, back to his dad’s house. That made me fume. All summer before college started I’d have to see him out there every day.

All this just because I didn’t want to have sex with him yet. I would’ve, if he’d been willing to wait a little longer. But he wouldn’t.

Which frustrated me even more. Because I’d been super fucking horny lately. Pretty much every single night for the last two weeks I slid a hand down between my thighs and rubbed myself to a squirming orgasm on my bed, thinking about how nice it would feel to be with him finally.

But now he’d ruined all of that.

Because I’d wanted to get laid before going off to college, too. I didn’t want the guys there to think I was some lame virgin. I mean, wasn’t it pretty lame that I was already 18 years old and still hadn’t done it?

All my friends from high school had lost their v-cards. Or at least said they did. And they all told me that they totally respected me for deciding to wait, but I couldn’t help but think that they made fun of me behind my back.

And now Dave was gone!

I looked around my room. There were a few of his things here. A couple sweaters I’d borrowed, his stupid Yankees baseball cap, shit like that.

I didn’t want it all here to remind me for these next few months before I moved away. So I grabbed a cloth grocery bag from where it hung from the handle of my closet and stuffed it all in there.

I gave the bag a kick for good measure. My skin felt all hot and tingly, and water blurred my eyes. He’s such an asshole! 

I intended on throwing all of his asshole stuff in his asshole face.

But when I went across the street and hammered my fist against the door, his dad answered. Dave looked a lot like his dad, Kevin. Both tall and broad-shouldered and handsome. But Kevin was a real silver fox type, with a touch of gray at the temples and bright, clear eyes that pierced right on through you.

“Dana? What’s wrong?” he said.

I opened my mouth to give him an earful, but then I just started sobbing instead. Right away, he wrapped me in his big, strong arms and let me cry against his chest.

“Come on in and tell me about it,” he said.

“But Dave…” I started.

“Dave’s not here. Just the two of us,” Kevin replied. 

I could smell him. I noticed that right away. Some sort of musky cologne. My nipples perked up, my small, firm breasts pressed firmly against him. I hoped he didn’t notice. Or put it down to being emotional.

I let him lead me inside, where he took me into the kitchen. It had a breakfast bar island with comfy tall chairs that we sat in. He even grabbed me a glass of water. I took a gulp and then wiped at my eyes with the tissues he handed me.

“What is it?” Kevin said.

I swallowed hard against the lump in my throat. Dave and his dad looked so much alike! 

“He dumped me,” I said.

Kevin frowned, “What?”

“Like half an hour ago when he was over at my house, he dumped me!”

Kevin gave my bare knee a squeeze. His hands were big and warm and the touch sent a tingle up my spine. “Now why would he go and do that? You’re such a pretty little thing. I thought you guys were happy.”

I opened my mouth, then closed it again. “I… I can’t tell you.”

“Sure you can. Maybe I can help you guys work it out.”

I glanced up at him, then back down to my lap. He kept his hand on my knee, and I could feel the warmth of it. It radiated up my thigh, into the bottom of my stomach.

Just tell him, I thought. Fine. 

“It’s because… Because I wouldn’t have sex with him. It’s so dumb! It’s just that I’m a virgin and I wanted to wait and make it special and he just ruined it all and I hate him for it! I hate him so much!”

Kevin’s fingers gave a little squeeze of shock. He frowned again. He hadn’t expected this, clearly.

“He broke up with you because of that?” Kevin said.

All at once I thought of Kevin sliding that big, strong hand down between my thighs. I thought of how nice that pressure would feel. All this emotion made my heart pound. Made me flush all over.

Made me think of the perfect way to get back at Dave.

Before he could do anything, I leaned forward and kissed Kevin on the lips. His stubble tickled at my cheeks. I reached and grabbed inexpertly at the front of his jeans.

I gasped a little when I felt his cock. The shaft jerked a little at my touch. He felt so big. I’d never touched Dave there before, but I didn’t think he was as big as his dad. 

His hand came off my knee, leaving the formerly warm spot cold. It broke out in goosebumps.

Gently, he pushed me away by the shoulders. My lips stung a little from how hard I’d kissed him. I could still taste him. Beer. Some sort of mint beneath that. My cheeks prickled from his stubble.

“What are you doing?” Kevin said.

He was slower in taking my hand from the growing bulge in his jeans. He was so thick, and I liked how he responded so quickly to my touch.

“Will you be my first?” I said, my heart singing in my chest. The insides of my thighs felt like they were rippling. Heat pulsed hard and fast through my sex. My inner dew started running down them, moistening my lips and my panties at the same time.

What would it feel like to have that big, hard cock slide into me for the first time? Some of the girls back at school said it hurt a little at first, especially if the guy was big. But it felt good quick.

I wanted to feel good. I needed it so bad right then.

“Dana, you’re young enough to be my daughter,” Kevin said, “I’ve known you your whole life.” 

He still hadn’t taken my hand off his cock. By then, his shaft pressed the denim taut while it strained for release.

This is such an awesome idea! I thought, stroking him more through his jeans. I heard the breath catch in his throat. Saw the way his eyes wandered down to where my nipples pressed against the thin fabric of my shirt.

“I’m getting so wet, daddy,” I said.

His cock actually jerked when I said that. I couldn’t help but giggle at it. I was so nervous, so excited. So god damn fucking horny.

“You like it when I call you daddy, don’t you?” I said, tracing the outline his shaft made. “Come on, don’t you want to fuck me? Because I want you to fuck me. I want you to fuck me hard.” 

“You don’t know what you’re doing,” Kevin said, straining mightily against every instinct and desire. The veins stood out in his neck. And he still didn’t take my hand off his cock.

“So show me. Teach me. You’re making me so wet, daddy…” I moaned. I pulled my lower lip in between my teeth and let it slide out nice and slow.

He took a deep breath and then expelled it between his teeth. Then he leaned forward, pushing those big, strong hands beneath my ass.

“Oh!” I said, giggling when he picked me up and put me down on his lap. The giggle turned to a moan when I felt his rigid cock push against the soft, swollen flesh of my pussy.

I rubbed myself against him, smiling when his body responded to mine.

One hand went to the small of my back, the other behind my neck. He pulled my body against his, arching my back so that my stomach pressed against his and my butt stuck out.

He slid one hand down to my ass, gripping and cupping one cheek, tracing its firm outline.

His fingers moved to the cleft between my cheeks. My body tingled when he pushed against my little rosebud.

They slid lower, brushing with aching briefness against my pussy through my shorts.

“You get me so wet,” I moaned.

The desire squirmed and writhed inside of me, a living thing. My inner walls quivered and trembled.

It took me over. I needed him. I needed him so bad. I’d never felt this way about Dave, before. Maybe it was that he was my ex’s dad. Maybe it was because I’d known him so long. Maybe it was because it was wrong.

Maybe it was all that and more.

He kissed a rough kiss across one shoulder, along the sensitive skin of my throat.

“You smell so fucking good,” he said, his breath a hot wash against me.

I moaned in response, rubbing my pussy harder against that straining bulge of his desire. I ached with the need.

“Please… please…” I moaned, a slave to my desire and his while he ran his molten mouth along my skin.

He stripped my shirt off. I wasn’t wearing a bra. My back arched and I gasped when he took one of my nipples in his mouth and sucked hard.

“Oh!” I moaned when he nipped me there.

His hands moved down the bare taut flatness of my tummy, finding the button of my shorts and popping it. The zipper went down next. Then he slid those fingers down beneath the waistband of my panties.

I made a wordless cry when he slipped a finger between my lower lips and found the wet heat waiting for him there.

He knew just what to do. Just where to touch me. He made slow, teasing circles around the swollen nub of my clit, letting his fingertip brush against it every now and then so that my whole body went rigid.

And he explored my opening, too. Testing the tightness of it. He slipped in there, just the tip.

When he pulled his hand out, his fingers glistened with my nectar. He sucked them clean while I watched.

“Take those off,” he told me.

I stood up and shimmied out of my shorts and panties, giving him a good view of my bare, pink pussy lips. I liked to keep myself shaved.

Still on the tall chair, he undid his jeans and pushed them down. I stopped what I was doing when his manhood sprang up, so hard it trembled.

He’s so big! I kept thinking.

Unable to resist, I reached out with one hand and wrapped my fingers around his shaft, just below his swollen purple crown. He was so thick the tips of my fingers couldn’t touch around him.

“It’s so hot!” I said, genuinely surprised by the heat. And the hardness. It contrasted so much with how soft and smooth the skin itself felt.

He slipped a hand between my thighs again, palm up. He found my needy little clit and rubbed it so that a shock of what I can only describe as pure ecstasy ran up my spine. My nipples immediately went so stiff they hurt.

His fingers made wet noises. Sexy, slippery sounds that turned my knees to water. I stroked his shaft hard and fast, squeezing him until he groaned and then letting off.

“You better still want this,” he said, “Because I don’t think I can stop.”

“I don’t want you to stop,” I told him. His cock throbbed in my grip and I squeezed him back.

This all happened so quickly I didn’t even have a chance to think about protection until this point.

“Get back up here,” he told me.

He grabbed me again so that once more I straddled his lap. This time there was no denim, no cotton between our bare flesh.

The bottom of his naked shaft pressed up against the narrow gap between my lower lips. His hardness felt so good against my clit, I couldn’t help myself from rubbing my pussy up and down along his exposed shaft.

“You really are fucking wet,” he said, both of us watching the way I left his cock slippery slick with my nectar.

“You’re so hard,” I said. I thought I might cum soon, just from rubbing against him like that.

“I want you now. I can’t wait any longer,” he said.

He grabbed me by the hips and lifted me up so that his cock stood to attention again. The taut purple head pushed between my lips, guided by his thumb until I felt it rest against the tight loop of my opening.

“Just sit down nice and slow. Let that little pussy stretch out around my cock,” he told me.

I wanted to, but I was so nervous. I was about to have sex! I was about to lose my virginity! To a man old enough to be my father. My ex boyfriend’s dad.

“Nice and slow…” he said again. This time he put his hands on my hips and pushed. Gentle but firm.

My breath caught when I felt my pussy begin to slide down around him. I felt my wanton lips stretch. And keep stretching. I gritted my teeth. He was just so fucking big!

As much as it hurt, I liked it. I wanted more of it. My little pussy was greedy; it wanted every inch of that thick, meaty shaft buried inside of it.

“You’re so tight…” Kevin said through gritted teeth.

My heart leapt up into my throat. No! Not now! I thought. I didn’t want anything going wrong. I didn’t want him to stop doing what he was doing. 

“Is it too tight?” I asked. Whispered, more like.

“No,” he said, “Just keep going.”

He pushed down harder on my hips. I felt the whole tip slide into me. Stretch me out even more. My shoulders arched back. I grabbed onto him and squeezed my fingers into his flesh, my stomach pushing towards him.

It did hurt. It hurt a lot. But it was a delicious pain, a needy pain. I needed more of it.

I pushed my body harder down onto his, squeezing my eyes shut even as my lips peeled back from my teeth.

More and more of him slipped into me. And then there was a moment of sharp pain that made me yip, stopping my progress for a moment.

His cock had just pushed up through my virginity, I knew. Tore it around its hard girth.

I was a woman now.

A woman who needed to fuck.

Teeth still gritted, I pushed down more, feeling the way my inner walls molded themselves around the shape of him. How their velvety slickness let him slide deeper and deeper into me.

I had to stop, then. I looked down, so some of his shaft still exposed, the skin all bunched and tight.

“Back up,” he said, cupping my ass and lifting.

My pussy had left his shaft completely slick and glistening. It was the sexiest thing I’d ever seen. So sexy I felt myself get wetter just watching it.

The head of his cock dragged along through that slickness, leaving me in pleasing agony. Then he dropped me back down, filling me against instantly. This time I took all of him. I felt full to burst, but loved it.

Something took us over, then.

And I was glad he was older. More experienced. I thought that any guy my age would have nutted after just a few strokes. But he kept control even as I slid my pussy rhythmically up and down his shaft.

“Harder… I need harder,” I breathed, looking into his clear eyes.

He shifted us so that I sat in my tall chair again, my back pushed against it and my hips hanging over the edge.

He had my thighs pushed far back, giving him a good angle to pound me. And pound me he did. The chair squeaked back across the floor with every thrust. Our bodies slapped together.

And I came when he put a thumb between my lower lips to toy with my clit while he fucked me.

My body arched up, every muscle tight again. I bore down hard on him. He kept fucking, dragging that thick shaft back and forth through me again and again.

“I’ve gotta cum,” he groaned.

“Do it in me. Nut in me…”

“Dana…” he said through gritted teeth.

“Just do it. Fill your little girl’s pussy up with your load, daddy. Do it. Do it!”

His thrusting slowed, and I could see what was happening. I started rolling my hips, sliding my pussy a couple inches up and down his shaft with each go.

Milking him.

I don’t know how I knew to do it. My body did. 

And it worked. He groaned, his fingers digging into the backs of my knees. His cock got even harder than before.

It jerked. Then it jerked again. He groaned while we came together. I kept my hips going, watching the way his face twisted in sexual agony as the tight, young loop of my pussy urged more and more of his load out.

And it was warm. So warm inside of me. It pulsed.

I guess in the throes of our passion we didn’t hear the door open.

“Dad! What the fuck!?”

We both stopped and turned. Dave stood in the doorway to the kitchen, a bottle of water held in one hand, his mouth agape.

Kevin pulled out of me, his cock glistening with the creaminess of our mingled nectar.

It couldn’t have been timed better. His load, hot and thick and white, seeped out of my mound, down onto the cushion of the chair and the floor.

Dave saw it all. It was perfect.

I smiled at him.

“Fuck you, Dave.” Then, to Kevin, “And I’m not on the pill. So maybe you’ll be daddy after all.”

It was the perfect revenge.




Ganging the Daddy Next Door 

 

I still couldn’t believe that I’d agreed to go along with this. I thought about it as I sat on the foot of the queen bed in my hotel room.

I could hear the girls through the walls. They took up the rooms on either side of me in the hall.

The thing was, my own daughter wasn’t even here. She’d picked up a bug from one of her classes and had to drop out at the last minute.

And I’d already volunteered to drive everyone.

Just me, a middle-aged single dad, and five 18 and 19-year-old college coeds.

I loved my daughter, so when she asked me to drive her group of friends to a concert two states away in my big old Suburban I of course said no problem.

She called me this morning from her dorm room saying she had some sort of bug and that she wouldn’t be able to make it but her friends were just “So grateful” that I could still take them. 

How is anyone supposed to say no to something like that?

Since she’d gone away to college the house was pretty lonely. I worked on the car most days, or on little home improvement projects. Or working out in my newly converted home gym.

And there were the women. While my girl had lived with me I refrained, but a man has needs. So without anyone else there to make it awkward I didn’t find it a problem to pick someone up from the bar for a bit of adult fun a few times a week.

Apparently I was something of a silver fox, so it wasn’t really a problem finding someone who wanted to warm my bed for a night.

I remember pulling up to the dorm entrance, watching the gaggle of girls with their bags. I thought young women were so much more beautiful now than when I was younger. They wore such skimpier clothes, went to the gym more, all that.

And these girls were no exception. With the warm weather they all wore shorts and crop tops, their long legs seeming to never end.

“Hey, Mr. Billings!” they said, piling in and flashing their smiles. It made my heart pound and the neck of my shirt tight.

And they kept asking all these questions.

“So you’re really single?”

“You know how to work on cars?”

“No, are you really single? Really?” 

“I wish you were my dad! You’re so awesome!”

That last one wasn’t really a question, I know, but I liked it. At first. Until I glanced in the rear view mirror and saw the way the girl who said it, a cute red-head with lips that always seemed glossy, looked at me.

I’d made certain to get a separate room for myself.

Someone knocked on the door, disturbing me from my rumination. I pushed up off the bed, the mattress springs groaning in protest, and opened the door.

Two of the girls stood there. The red-head, Abigail, and a dark-haired beauty with smoky eyes I thought was named Bryce.

I was glad then that I hadn’t pulled off my shirt and my jeans to turn in.

“Everything okay?” I said. I poked my head out the door and peered each way down the walkway. There was an overhang over the doors with lights that left the parking lot pretty well lit, and I didn’t really see anyone else around.

I looked back at them. Abigail smiled up at me and made the front of my stomach go tight. How did her lips always look so wet? I kept wanting to find out how they tasted.

But then I reminded myself that I was their friend’s father. Old enough to be their father.

Still, I could see that she didn’t wear a bra. And the night air was a bit chilly. Her nipples pressed plainly against her top. My nuts tightened a little at that.

And Bryce had those fuck-me eyes. One or both of them smelled absolutely delicious, too.

“Do you mind if we raid your mini fridge? We’ll totally pay for it!” Abigail said. When she finished she bit down ever so lightly on that glossy bottom lip and let it slide out. 

What man could say no?

I stepped aside, “Help yourself.”

I hadn’t touched it, wanting to keep my head good and clear for the drive. Besides, wasn’t 18 the drinking age in this state? 

“Thanks!” they both said, rushing in past me. They left a cloud of that delicious perfume wafting behind them and I inhaled deeply.

They bent over in front of the fridge, pulling the door open and bending over. I tried not to stare at the way their asses seemed to fall out of their shorts.

My cock started stiffening, making my jeans uncomfortable. I was also rather well hung, I knew, and I also knew it wouldn’t take long until a stray glance from one of the girls would reveal my excitement.

“Just take it all, girls; I’m about to turn in for the night,” I said, giving it my best dad voice.

They perked up right away. It always got them, the dad voice.

“Of course! Sorry to bug you,” Abigail said, handing off her armload of single serving vodkas and whiskies to Bryce.

They started past me again, but not before Abigail stopped. She reached out and put her hand on my bicep and smiled up at me.

“We’re all so happy you were still willing to take us,” she said.

“My pleasure,” I replied, “Really, it’s no problem.”

“Because if there’s anything we can do to repay, just let us know. We know we owe you big time. Anything, really.”

She did that little lip-biting thing again, sending a jolt of desire straight down my shaft to tingle at the tip. 

“Just let me get a good night’s rest. And don’t make me pay for all that hooch,” I said with a grin.

Her hand lingered on me for a little too long. I could feel my body temperature rising. Felt the way my mouth started to dry out.

I thought that if maybe that dark-haired girl wasn’t here I might’ve forgotten myself and made some sort of move.

“Okay, night!”

“Yeah, night!” The girls said.

I closed the door, not bothering with the chain lock. Who was going to bust in here? It was the middle of nowhere!

I went to bed unable to get Abigail’s beautiful eyes and her seductive lips out of my mind. Or the way she’d looked at me and said, Anything, really. 

I went to sleep frustrated and more than half hard, not wanting to let the girls hear the bed springs groan. Or me, for that matter. My daughter would never let me live that one down if her friends caught me stroking one out.

It was a hell of a dream, or so I thought.

My cock was rock fucking hard. Something soft and wet and warm kept sliding up and down my length. The top part, anyway. Something else gripped the rest of my shaft, stroking and squeezing until I groaned.

It was the most visceral, real wet dream I’d ever had.

Other warm things touched me elsewhere. Hot, wet little kisses along my throat and my chin. On my chest. Down the little vertical dimple that marked off the sides of my abdominals.

It got better.

I could feel myself squirming and writhing a little on the bed, in my sleep. I must’ve been half awake.

In any case, that hot wetness around my cock went harder, faster.

God, I was so hard I ached.

At first I thought I was still asleep, but then I heard the way the mattress kept groaning as though mine wasn’t the only body pressing down on the springs.

I opened my eyes a little, trying to get used to the unfamiliar darkness of the hotel room. My heart started pounding.

Someone giggled. It was quiet, but I heard it. I heard it right next to me.

“Shh!” someone else said. 

“Wha…?” I started. I reached up, meaning to rub some of the sleep out of my eyes with one hand.

That hand met something warm and soft and firm. I couldn’t be sure, but I thought it was a thigh.

I moved my other hand. It met something else. Not a thigh this time.

“Oh…” someone moaned. A female someone. Because I knew right away what my knuckles pressed against.

They pushed up into the thin layer of cotton panties between someone’s thighs. Very hot thighs. With damp panties.

My cock throbbed.

When the girl down there felt it do that, she sucked harder, really locked her lips around my girth.

“What’s going on?” I said. I knew I should stop it, because part of me did know what was going on.

But it just felt so nice. Warm fingers wrapped themselves around my balls and squeezed. Just a little. Just enough for me to suck in a breath.

The owner of the thigh I touched grabbed my hand. My index finger slipped into a wet mouth, a taut little tongue immediately wrapping around it.

My eyes adjusted and I made them out. All five of them.

They crouched and knelt all around me on the bed, all watching me. All wearing nothing but panties.

“Girls, we shouldn’t…” I said.

I looked down then. Saw who sucked on my cock so nicely. It was Abigail with her glossy lips. Her lovely eyes stared directly back into mine as she pushed the tight loop those lips made more than halfway down my shaft.

When she pulled them back it wasn’t just her lips that glistened.

“We talked it over,” one of the other girls said, a blonde who fit the hot cheerleader archetype perfectly. Her breasts were small and perky, her nipples stiff and standing up.

The other girl whose pussy I still touched knelt over and kissed me some more, running her lips up and down the stubble on my throat. They went up my chin and she kissed me on the mouth.

She tasted sweet. When she pulled back she giggled. Then she sat down harder on my hand and ground her pussy against me until the giggle turned into a moan.

“Girls…” I said, using my dad voice again.

Abigail made a sort of giggle noise on my cock, then pressed the head down into her throat so that I sucked a breath in through my teeth.

“Do you really want us to stop?” Bryce said.

She sat beside Abigail’s kneeling body. It was her hand wrapped around the bottom of my shaft, her other hand squeezing and kneading my balls.

I thought of her smoky, beautiful eyes and nearly spent my load down Abigail’s willing throat.

“No, I don’t think that I do,” I said, wondering if they were words I’d regret when the sun came up.

But until then, this was fucking amazing.

I turned my hand over so that I could rub the girl’s pussy through her panties properly. And when she started moaning even more, I hooked those panties to the side and sank my middle finger up to the second knuckle in the tightest, wettest little cunt I’d felt in a while.

“It’s my turn!” Bryce said.

Abigail made a sort of gagging sound and she withdrew my cock from her mouth. Long, glistening strands of spit hung down from her lovely lips for a few moments until she collected them with her hand and rubbed it all over the grown of my shaft.

“Be my guest,” she said, “I want to do something else, anyway. Mr. Billings, can I sit on your face? Please?”

“Yes,” I told her.

I moaned again when Bryce swept her dark hair to one side so it wouldn’t get in the way just a moment before her lips sank down around my cock. She kept squeezing my balls. The cheerleader leaned in the grab the rest of my meat and stroke it.

I wondered how long they’d been in the room. I wondered how they even got in.

Abigail stood up from the bed and wriggled out of her panties. In the darkness, I couldn’t be quite sure, but I didn’t think there was a single hair on her body.

She saw me looking and smiled. “You left the chain undone! Also, when we came in earlier to get the booze I put a piece of tape over the bolt. Now, move over ladies!”

Abigail mounted me reverse-cowgirl style, giving me a view of one of the most gorgeous, shapely asses I’d seen in real life.

She scooted her butt backwards until I could feel the heat of her swollen little mound just inches over my face.

I lifted my mouth up and kissed her slick little slit, my cock throbbing at the sweet youth of her body.

She moaned right away, arching her stomach out and pushing her pussy harder against my mouth.

She was so wet! I lapped it all up eagerly. I poked my tongue inside her, relishing the way it made her gasp.

And I made her moan when my tongue found the little nub of her clit.

I sank my finger deeper into the other girl. Then the one sucking my finger pulled it out of her mouth.

I let her slide it between her thighs. I did the same as I did with the first girl, pulling her panties to the side and exploring the slickness of her slit with my middle finger before sinking that deep into her tight, waiting pussy.

I let my tongue slide all over Abigail. She quivered and trembled over me, and she let out a sharp gasp when I tongued the tight, wrinkled flesh of her sexy little rosebud.

“You’re going to make her cum!” one of the girls said. The cheerleader stroking my shaft, I thought, but couldn’t be certain.

Emboldened, I went harder, faster. My tongue ached but I didn’t care. I loved the taste of her. Wanted more of it. All of it.

She leaned forward suddenly, unable to hold herself up longer. Her palms slapped against my stomach, her fingers digging in so that I went rigid, but I didn’t stop.

She came, her juices running freely down my cheeks.

I thrust my fingers into the girls’ pussies harder, too. Used my thumbs to find the little buttons of their clits and rub into them without mercy. One clamped her thighs tight around my hand, overwhelmed by the sensation.

The other spread her legs farther and moaned like a little slut, her pussy gripping down hard on my finger.

“I want to fuck him!” that cheerleader said again.

My cock swelled for a moment in Bryce’s mouth as I thought about the tantalizing prospect of sliding into that tight, young body.

Bryce was a greedy girl, though. She sucked me harder, letting her tongue play out over my shaft. I thought she wanted to make me cum. Wanted to suck my balls dry and keep it all to herself.

The cheerleader must have thought the same. “Get off him, Bryce! It’s my turn!”

My cock popped out of her mouth, all the spit all over it making it feel cold when exposed to the air. “Fine!”

I couldn’t see anything because of Abigail’s delicious, perky ass blocked most of my sight. But I could feel.

I felt the other girl straddle my hips. We both groaned when she sat down on the bottom of the shaft for a moment, adjusting. I could feel the wet heat of her pussy all over me.

And then she lifted herself up a little. Someone, I wasn’t sure who, grabbed my cock and pointed it up.

“He’s so big!” she said when she tried to sit down on my again, this time with my cock pointing up like that.

She was tight and I was big.

Luckily I was already covered in spit and her pussy was already sopping.

She pushing down harder with her hips so that I groaned against Abigail’s cunt, my hot breath making her quiver over me.

It was the most delicious sensation, feeling the tight loop of the cheerleader’s pussy stretch around my aching hardness.

It stretched slowly at first. And she moaned in that mingled sensation of pleasure and pain I’d heard from many women over the years.

Then she sank down onto my crown. It went faster from there, her eager pussy sliding as quickly as she could make it down my girth.

Soon velvety slick walls, hot with her desire, surrounded my entire length.

The girls kept me effectively trapped beneath them, my hands busy on two different pussies. My mouth busy pleasing Abigail.

The cheerleader could do whatever she wanted to me. And Bryce, I could feel her soft hands squeezing my balls and rubbing my thighs. Her lips were hot on my inner thighs and calves.

Then that hot, wrapping slickness slid up my length. It lingered there for a moment, as though she had to get the willpower to fill herself up again.

Then she did. We both groaned when she pushed the tight, wet loop of her cunt down my shaft. She did it again and again.

But youth burns hot. I flexed my cock hard inside of her, wanting it to be as big as I could make it.

It worked.

She came all over me. She came quickly. She came harder. Her pussy slammed down, swallowing every inch while he walls quivered and squeezed all up and down.

And then they took turns using me. Bryce went next, eager and horny. She had the wettest pussy I’d ever been inside, and she moaned like such a little slut as she fucked herself with my cock.

They all did that, mounting me and slamming their tight young holes down my length until they came.

Until finally it was Abigail’s turn. She lifted one leg up so she could turn herself around. My mouth was almost numb from licking her through so many orgasms, but I could still taste her. Still smell her all over me.

She straddled my hips, the tip of my cock so achingly close to her slickness. She leaned over my so that her lovely red hair cascaded all around my face.

Her lips moved down to my ear, “You can nut inside of me. If you want… I want you to…” then she kissed my earlobe. My whole body shivered.

By this point my cock ached. As did my balls. I needed release so badly.

I pulled a deep breath into my lungs when Abigail slid her slick cunt down my shaft. She was the tightest yet. Probably from how much I’d already made her cum.

I could barely hold myself back as she leaned backwards, bracing her hands on my thighs. The other girls finally released me, moving forward to kiss Abigail’s slender throat or her lovely, perky nipples.

Bryce reached between Abigail’s thighs to toy with her clit, making the red-head convulse with pleasure.

I couldn’t take it anymore. My balls tightened. I pulled a sharp breath in through my teeth.

“Fuck, he’s nutting!” the cheerleader said, “He’s nutting in your pussy, Abby!”

“Good!” she moaned, shimmying her tight little hole up and down my length faster and harder.

I couldn’t take it any longer.

My cock flexed. It flexed so hard it hurt. I came. Each spurt of cum made me whole body go rigid.

She milked it all out of me while the girls watched.

Bryce reached between my thighs to squeeze my nuts each time they constricted, adding more delicious sexual agony to the mix.

They had so much stamina they kept kissing and touching each other and saying such dirty things the whole time.

“Can you feel his load? Is it all hot inside of you?”

“I bet you still wish he was your daddy, too.”

“You’re such a little slut. Really trying to get every last drop, aren’t you?”

Then she sank all the way down, burying my shaft to the hilt in her body. I could feel her squeezing and gripping me on the inside, giving me a massage none of the others could see.

I pushed my head back against the pillow, my cock so sensitive from the strength of my climax.

When she lifted herself from my cock, the other girls moved in. They grabbed it. Squeezed it. Licked it clean.

Then, giggling, they left.

I slumped back, totally used up and exhausted.

Sleep took me again soon, so that when I woke up I almost thought it was a dream.

Except for the panties. Five pairs, scattered on the bed and the floor.

They never asked for them back, and I never offered.




Ganged by the Daddies Next Door 

 

Mallory’s mouth water at the smell of the burgers.

The aroma wafted in through her bedroom window, which faced out onto the Smiths’ backyard.

Said backyard currently hosted a barbecue, to which Mallory and her mother had been specifically not invited.

It was a guy-only event, apparently. She could hear someone, probably Mr. Henderson, laughing at some joke at that moment.

She went over to the window and, resting her arms on the sill, peered out at the party.

Great weekend to come home, she thought. She could’ve been back at school, out with friends, going to house parties there. Maybe even doing her coursework. That last one was a longshot, though.

She recognized at the faces in the backyard, and they all had one thing in common, she realized: they were all single. All single dads, that was. She knew all their kids. Said kids were all in college now, just like she was.

And there was Mr. Smith himself. A tall guy with a bit of gray in the temples and an easy smile. She propped her elbows on the sill and stared down at him, rubbing her thighs together unconsciously.

She’s known Mr. Smith her whole life. She and his daughter, Amy, had practically been sisters. Until she went to a different school, that is.

And while she would never tell Amy this, she’d always had a crush on her dad.

In fact, she’d always liked all the men she saw down there. Mallory liked her men older, more experienced.

The guy she was seeing at college was a grad student, almost 27, while she was still 18, just a few months from 19.

Still, she thought she might like to go a bit older. Older guys had staying power and experience. So she thought, anyway. The grad guy was the oldest she’d been with.

But still, she fantasized.

Like right at that moment, she wished her dad weren’t over at that party. She thought about what it might be like to go over, grab Mr. Smith and lead him to the laundry room. Get down on her knees in front of him to silence his protests by taking his cock into her mouth to get it good and hard…

Her thighs rubbed together harder. She made herself good and wet with the fantasy, thinking about how good she could make him feel.

She bit down on her bottom lip to suppress a smile. In her fantasy, she imagined calling Mr. Smith “Daddy.” She imagined telling Daddy to fuck her tight little pussy as hard as he wanted.

She imagined him getting so turned on by that that he buried himself deep inside, all the way to the hilt, and sprayed her guts with a hot and sticky load.

It was such a hot fantasy that her heart sped up and she felt a dewy perspiration start on her lower back. Enough to make her thin shirt stick to her skin.

And she didn’t have to mention how the dew between her legs made the crotch of her panties stick to that set of lips.

It was too much.

She needed to deal with this now, because she wanted to go out to the movies later with another friend who was back from school.

So she went and flopped down on her bed, intending on toying with her swollen little clit until she could orgasm and get rid of some of this tension.

She shook with youthful yearning that burned hot and pure low in her stomach.

She pulled her shirt up, exposing the smooth flatness of her tummy. When she ran her fingertips down it on either side of her navel, her skin broke out in goosebumps.

Her body burned hot with need, her little pussy quivering and aching with need the closer her fingers came.

She started to unbutton her shorts. Her breath caught in her throat. Little tingles of excitement ran through her tummy.

I’m so wet, she thought, still imagining Mr. Smith’s big, hard cock thrusting deep into that slick, young tightness again and again…

Then someone knocked on the door.

Her heart lurched and she rolled onto her side a moment before the door opened.

“Hey, hon,” her mom said, “Everything okay in here?”

“Yeah, why wouldn’t it be?” Mallory said, hoping her mom couldn’t see the deep flush in her skin. She yanked her shirt back down over her stomach, trying to make it look like it had just ridden up naturally while lying on the bed.

“Just checking. Hey, can you go next door and get your dad? Tell him it’s about the plumbing again.”

“Fine,” she said quickly, just wanting her mother out of her room. It was ridiculous, she thought. She was a grown woman now, an adult in college, she didn’t need her mom barging into her room whenever!

She went over, knocking on the front door.

Fuck, I’m still so wet. I really should’ve changed my panties at least before I came over.

Her desire twisted low in her stomach and left her clenching her jaw in frustration. She resolved to get this done as quickly as possible so she could get back up to her room and find some relief.

And hey, if it turned out that she ran into Mr. Smith, then that would just add more to her fantasy.

It turned out that her dad had already left. He remembered the plumbing stuff on his own, and decided to go out to the hardware store to pick up the pieces he needed. He wasn’t coming back to the party.

“But why don’t you come in for a while, Mal? The guys haven’t seen you in forever,” Mr. Smith said.

She couldn’t help but smile. She swiped a few stray strands of blonde hair back behind her ear, feeling the way her heart pumped heat throughout her entire body.

He’s so handsome. I wonder what he’d do if he knew how wet I am right now?

“Sure. Just for a bit, anyway,” she said, sauntering inside when he stepped out of the way.

The whole house smelled of the barbecue. Well, that and beer.

Right at that moment, the other guys decided to come on in. She guessed that the food had all been eaten and now everyone wanted to crowd into the TV room to catch whatever sports game they could.

“Hey, Mal!” Mr. Jones said. He was also a handsome older guy. Not as nice on the eyes as Mr. Smith, but still good. Mal had known his son most of her life.

“Hey!” she said back, following them into the TV room.

There were a couple of couches and that was it. The guys crowded onto them before she could find her seat.

Mr. Smith noticed her predicament first, “I could go grab you a chair from the kitchen. Unless a lap will suit you?”

The second part was a joke, that was clear, but Mallory’s wet little pussy trembled when he said it.

“Oh, okay,” he said, grinning when she went and sat down on his lap.

“Am I too heavy?” she said.

“Not at all,” he replied, still smiling as though she might get up when the joke played itself out.

But she didn’t. And he didn’t make her. Maybe he felt some of the heat coming off her wanton mound. Maybe he liked the way her firm, round ass felt. She didn’t know and she didn’t care.

None of the other guys said anything. If anything, they gave her little sidelong glances that she interpreted as maybe a bit jealous. 

Mr. Jones’s eyes lingered the longest, and he leaned forward a few minutes later. Hiding something?

Everyone watched the action on the TV. Mallory shifted her butt on Mr. Smith’s lap, making it look like she was trying to get comfortable.

But really she wanted to find his cock and rub herself against it. It didn’t take long. She shifted back a little more and almost gasped, but held it back.

Mr. Smith’s hard cock pressed up against her ass. She moved a little more, spread herself out on him a little more.

Her breath caught a little when that hard cylinder of his member rubbed against her hot, moist cunt.

His breath caught, too. But he did nothing. One of his hands crept up and touched the bare skin on her outer thigh, his fingertips dimpling her flesh.

She rubbed her pussy against him, her heart pounding all the while, trying to keep her movements small so none of the other men would notice.

The more she rubbed, the wetter she got. The little nub of her clit, all swollen from excitement, started rubbing as well.

She thought she might cum soon. Her nipples perked up, the padding of her bra barely holding them back from poking against her shirt.

Was there some way they could get out for a bit? Both of them going to the bathroom, maybe?

That sounded good to her.

“Gotta pee,” she said, hopping up off him.

It was too quick for him to hide his obvious excitement. His cock strained hard against his jeans, a tiny wet spot on them near the tip where her rubbing had already milked some precum out of him.

“Having too much fun there?” Mr. Jones said, still leaning forward. His eyes drank her in.

“Shit, Bill, what the hell are you doing?” One of the other guys said.

“I couldn’t help it! She kept rubbing her ass on it!” Mr. Smith said.

“Then why’d you touch my leg?” Mallory said. Mr. Smith went quiet.

“You can come sit on my lap any time, little lady!” Mr. Johnson said, grinning.

Mallory had never been so turned on before. All these older guys, all of them looking at her. Checking her out. She could feel their eyes taking in the curve of her hips, the flatness of her belly.

She blamed what happened next on that unquenchable arousal.

“That looks painful! Can I help?” she said to Mr. Smith. His cock looked so huge as it bulged against his jeans.

“What help are you offering?” he said.

She got down on her knees in front of him. He didn’t stop her when she undid his belt, his button, his zipper.

He didn’t stop her when she reached eagerly into his briefs and found the thick shaft of his cock. It was hot and hard and it flexed against her palm when she pulled it out.

“Mallory, your father…” Mr. Smith started.

“Isn’t coming back here. Do you want to be my daddy for now?” she said, letting the tip of her tongue play out in a long, sensuous circle against hers lips. She ran her hand slowly up his shaft until her fingers hit the ridge of his crown. She squeezed him lightly, then pulled down again.

“Holy shit…” Mr. Jones said.

“Just for now,” Mr. Smith said, swallowing heavily so that his Adam’s apple bobbed.

“I want you all to be my daddies, if we can keep this a secret,” Mallory said. 

She reached out and squeezed Mr. Jones’s cock through his pants. He sucked in a sharp breath and she felt her pussy squeeze up. When it relaxed, she was even wetter than before.

“Sure,” Mr. Jones said. The others nodded. All five of the men nodded.

She pushed Mr. Smith’s thighs apart and shuffled closer. They all watched as she kissed that extra sensitive spot on the bottom of the head of his cock. He groaned. The groan turned to a gasp when she let her tongue play out against it.

And the gasp turned to a moan when she let the tight loop of her lips slide down until it encompassed the entire head of his member.

His precum was salty. When she ran her hand up his member, she milked more of it out. She swallowed it all.

She took her mouth off him long enough to look at the others, all their attention on her, “Take out your cocks.”

She felt like such a little slut, a little whore. She loved it. Loved feeling their eyes on her. Loved it when all of them but Mr. Smith stood up and shoved their pants down to reveal their throbbing shafts.

They moved in close, a few of them stroking themselves to the sight of her tight and youthful body.

Mr. Jones was closest. She grabbed his thick meat with one hand and stroked him. He let his head roll back and his mouth drop open. He gasped when she ran the pad of her thumb over the head of his cock and spread his precum around the taut purple flesh.

“Keep sucking daddy’s cock. Be a good girl…” Mr. Smith said.

She bobbed her mouth on him, eager to please. 

One of the other guys knelt behind her, squeezing her ass. He gave her a little spank and she giggled around her mouthful of cock.

Little trembles of pleasure of need kept shooting up her spine, and she thrust her ass out at him.

“I’m so wet for you, daddy,” she said in a moment when she pulled her mouth off Mr. Smith.

The daddy behind her didn’t hesitate. He put a hand between her thighs and rubbed her pussy through her shorts. She shivered at the touch, her body breaking out in gooseflesh.

“She’s fucking soaked,” he said.

She took her hand off Mr. Smith and used it on the cock of the daddy to her left. She stroked off Mr. Jones, sucked off Mr. Smith, and squeezed the hardening shaft of the third man.

The daddy squeezing her ass and rubbing her pussy shifted his hands around so he could undo her shorts.

And the final man squeezed and rubbed his cock, watching the whole show.

They all paused for a moment to watch the guy peel her shorts down to reveal her ass. The white cotton of her panties was soaked through and stuck to her pussy lips, outlining her mound for them all to see.

He peeled her panties down, his cock trembling when they stuck to her lips for a moment before coming away.

She shoved her mouth back down Mr. Smith’s cock, swallowing most of his shaft. He bumped into her throat. When she started to pull back, he grabbed her head and held it there.

Her spit ran down his member, gobs and gobs of it. Her eyes watered a little, but she didn’t stop.

Then her whole body went stiff. The daddy behind her pushed his big middle finger up into the sopping slickness of her cunt and wriggled it around.

Her tightness gripped him hard, and when he pulled it out it glistened with her nectar.

He stuck it into his mouth and licked it all off, smiling at the taste. Then the final man knelt too, he pulled her back cheeks apart and ran his fingers down her cleft, running little circles around her sensitive little rosebud.

It drove her mad. She squeezed and stroked the cocks in her hands until the men groaned with the sexual agony of it. She slammed her mouth up and down Mr. Smith’s spit-soaked shaft until his body went all tense.

The daddy who’d pulled her panties down put two fingers into her and started curling them. The one playing with her ass put a finger in his mouth to get it nice and wet and then pushed it back into her tightest hole.

“Fuck me. I need your cocks, please…” she moaned.

The fingers pulled out of her immediately. Before she could even ready herself, something thick and hard pushed against her wetness. Pushed and pushed until she stretched.

A hot, thick shaft forced her slick walls apart and sank deep into her. Sank until it filled her.

Then it pulled out. Most of the way. It slammed back into her hard enough that she almost choked on Mr. Smith’s girth. Her hands squeezed up around the other shafts, the men moaning at the pressure.

He pounded her tight little pussy, their bodies slapping together hard enough that she bounced off Mr. Smith’s thighs again and again.

And she loved it. She loved having hard cocks down her throat and buried in her pussy. She loved the sounds of the pleasure that the daddies gave to her.

“I’m gonna cum!” she said, “Don’t stop! Oh, please fuck me harder, daddy!”

“You’re getting so tight!” he said, his lips peeled back from his teeth, “Oh, baby, tell me you’re on birth control!”

“I am!” she lied. She didn’t know why she lied. She wasn’t on anything. The guy she saw at school she made wear a rubber.

Something inside her made her tell the lie. Something inside her wanted to feel that daddy fill her tight little pussy up with a hot load.

“Good, because this feels too nice to pull out,” he said.

“Fill that pussy up and then get out of my way,” the daddy who’d played with her asshole said.

Her mouth pulled off Mr. Smith when she felt the daddy’s cock flex in her pussy. Felt it flex and then felt the splashing heat of the first squirt of his seed.

She came on him, her tightness bearing down all around him, holding him inside, making him shoot his load good and deep so that she didn’t miss a drop.

Her whole body went rigid.

“So fucking tight!” he said, his cock buried deep inside of her.

But when he finished, he pulled out and got up. The next man knelt down behind her. He entered her raw, the mingled cum and pussy juices slathering up his shaft right away.

He grabbed her hips and fucked her hard, his thickness stretching her out with every thrust. Every time he buried himself to the hilt inside of her she winced. It felt good, but it hurt, too.

It hurt so good.

She was a hungry little bitch, swallowing every inch of Mr. Smith’s cock again and again. She looked up into his eyes, begging him to empty his balls down her throat.

“Fuck…” he groaned, his cock stiffening even more against her tongue.

Eager, she sucked him harder, slid her lips up and down his shaft faster. She made two of them explode inside of her at the same time.

Mr. Smith’s load was hot and thick. It splattered against the back of her mouth and she swallowed it. And kept swallowing. He grabbed her head and held it in his hands, held his cock buried inside of her.

The daddy behind her emptied his balls into her pussy, mingling his load with the previous one.

She came every time they did, the energy of it wracking her petite body with little spasms, making her moan and squirm in their grip.

They used her like that, Mr. Jones and the final daddy also taking their turns behind her. They mounted her one at a time, all the cum inside of her letting them slide against the velvety walls of her pussy as fast and hard as they wanted.

By the time it ended she was more exhausted and sore than she’d ever been. Her pussy ached deeply, and even her greedy womb couldn’t swallow it all.

Its warmth leaked down her inner thighs and down the slick slit between her lower lips.

She leaned back on her haunches, every muscle stiff and unwilling. She hissed at the pain, but enjoyed it all the same.

“Our secret, right?” she said to all of them.

“Of course,” they all said back.

Despite her soreness, when she saw their cocks still out, still wet with her nectar and their cum, she felt another tingle of desire.

She was young and insatiable, after all.

“I’ll come back next weekend,” she told them, hiking her panties and her shorts back up.

She also leaned in and gave Mr. Smith a kiss on the mouth, “Maybe I’ll see you later…” she whispered to him.

When she went home, her own father asked if the guys cared that he left the party. She said they didn’t.




Next Door Daddy: Virgin Sleepover 

 

Jeff still couldn’t believe that he’d agreed to all this.

But he loved his daughter so much. Her mom wasn’t in the picture anymore, and she was 18 years old and about to head off to college and the rest of her life.

“Please, daddy?” June said, the locks of her blonde hair falling so prettily on her shoulders.

Jeff had been planning on taking the evening the next day to switch the winter tires off the car, give it an oil change. Basically get his hands dirty for a while then kick back on the couch with a beer and maybe catch the end of the college basketball game.

But he couldn’t resist those eyes.

“Fine… Wait, how many did you say were coming?” He couldn’t really keep track of all of June’s friends anymore. All he knew was that she had quite a few of them.

“Four or five, if Regan can come. Thanks so much! I love you; you’re the best!” she said. She went up on her tiptoes and threw her arms around her dad’s neck and squeezed him down close.

He hugged her back after a moment and even smiled. God, five teenage girls? 

If this had been 25 years ago and himself a teenager that would’ve sounded like nirvana to him. But now? He wasn’t certain he’d be able to get to sleep.

“Is Regan a new one?” Jeff said when they finished their hug.

“Yeah, she just moved here for this last school year. But don’t worry, she’s cool. You’ll like her,” June said.

“I’m sure,” Jeff replied. 

The girls June was friends with were all 18 now, he knew. Adults, technically, but still teenagers and all that entailed.

After supper, the summer sunlight still shining in through the windows, Jeff heard first one and then two cars pull up into his driveway.

He’d been trying to salvage as much of the evening as he could, one beer bottle already empty and a second most of the way there. A basketball game unspooled on the TV in front of the couch.

“June, they’re here!” Jeff called back over his shoulder a moment before the doorbell chimed.

His own parents had taught him manners, and he stood up from his seat to greet everyone.

June came bounding down the stairs, arriving at the front door just as Jeff reached the front hall.

He swallowed hard at the sounds of conversation and laughter already coming through from the porch.

A whole damn night of this, he thought with a rueful grin.

But June looked so happy when she pulled the door open. Five more girls all piled in. Jeff recognized them. Bryce, Abby, Kat, Michelle. And the final one that seemed only vaguely familiar had to be Regan.

They were all cut from the same cloth: petite blondes (and in two cases, brunettes) with heart-shaped faces. All in the flower of their womanhood.

Jeff found his eyes straying to just how tiny their shorts were. And he swallowed hard again, this time for another reason, when he saw the way that Regan girl’s hips filled out those stretchy thin yoga pants.

He didn’t know why, but he found himself drawn more to her. Maybe it was because of the faint reddish tinge to her otherwise blonde hair. Or the way her lips glistened in the sun streaming in behind the gaggle through the doorway.

“Hey, Mr. Ford,” a few of the girls said, turning those 100-watt smiles his way.

“Hey, girls. Make yourselves at home. And let me watch the game!”

They all giggled at the way he said the last part, but he was only semi joking.

They all took off their sandals and flats and hurried upstairs, taking their giggles with them. Regan was last. She went up the stairs more slowly.

Jeff caught himself admiring the lithe tautness of her youthful body again. He felt the first tingle of excited desire start low in his stomach. It ran down the length of his shaft.

“Nice to see you again, Mr. Ford,” Regan said, smiling at him.

Jeff’s eyes shot up to hers and knew that he’d been caught red-handed checking her out.

“You too,” he said, “Enjoy the sleepover.”

The desire tight in his stomach, he turned and meant to go bury himself in the game and another beer.

What Jeff didn’t know was that all of June’s friends agreed: he was definitely the hottest dad from their school. Even more so because he was single. 

In fact, they often teased June with how hot they thought it would be to hook up with him.

Of course, Jeff never heard any of this.

The group stayed upstairs and Jeff stayed at the TV. He lost track of the time.

“Mr. Ford?”

Jeff pulled in a sharp breath and looked back. Regan stood in the doorway to the living room. She wore a long nightie, and he noticed right away the lovely, smooth, and bare skin of her legs.

“Yes?” he said, “Everything okay up there?”

He listened closely for a moment and realized he couldn’t hear much of anything from upstairs.

Then he glanced at the clock. It was closing in on one in the morning.

“Great, fine. Everyone’s just asleep. Except for me, I can’t. Can I sit with you for a bit?”

“Sure,” he said, shifting over from the middle of the couch. She came around and sat down. He saw then it wasn’t a nightie that she wore, just a long tee shirt. It rode up when she settled, making its way high up her thighs.

For just a second, Jeff caught a glimpse of frilly pink panties before he forced himself to look up at her.

He could smell her, too. Some light and sweet perfume that made his mouth go dry.

They sat for a bit, then talked a bit longer. Regan kept glancing at him and then away. And he detected a faint blush in her cheeks.

He wondered what she might do if he grabbed her up and set her down on his lap. Part of him thought she would like that. The rest of him said that even if she did, he shouldn’t.

It was fucked up; he was older enough to be her father.

They both went to bed shortly after that. Jeff, restless and aroused, tossed and turned for a while. His desire grew along with his cock.

He didn’t know exactly why he allowed what happened next. Just that he couldn’t get Regan out of his head.

He couldn’t stop wondering about how firm and supple her ass might feel if he cupped and squeezed it. Or what the smooth skin of her throat might feel like against his lips.

And finally what her tight little pussy might feel like wrapped all around his shaft, or the little noises she might make as he pushed himself deep inside of her.

He got up, wearing nothing but his usual boxer shorts, and went out into the hall. His heart thrummed. His cock ached.

He told himself that if the door to June’s bedroom was closed up he would just go back to bed.

But it was ajar.

In the darkness, only a bit of moonlight coming in through the drapes, he saw and heard all the girls sleeping quietly. The light sound of breathing. The whisk of synthetic fabric rubbing against itself as they shifted in their sleeping bags.

He saw Regan at the end, closest to the closet.

He also saw she was awake, and looking right at him. His heart jumped again. She held one hand up to him, beckoning him to her.

He tried to resist at first, but his desire overpowered him. He could think of nothing but the way she’d smelled. The way she blushed a little earlier when they talked.

He stole into the room and knelt down beside her. His sight adjusted to the dark and he saw the quick, excited breaths she took. And the way her nipples stood up hard against her shirt.

Her hand went to the nape of his neck and he sank down. They kissed. Her lips were sweet and her mouth was warm.

Her other hand traced down his stomach. Her fingers found the bulging tent his cock made in his boxers. She grabbed his shaft and squeezed it, just hard enough for him to groan lightly.

They parted.

“I hoped you’d come,” she whispered. It sounded so loud.

Almost as loud as the slamming of his heart in his chest. His balls ached and his cock throbbed in her grip.

“This isn’t right…” he started.

“I want you. Please don’t go,” she said. She moved her hand, slipping her fingers down below his waistband to grab his bare cock. She squeezed and stroked it. “Please…”

He couldn’t resist. “Ok, but be quiet.” He glanced around at the slumbering forms around them. No one woke up. Yet, at least.

Regan lay in an impromptu bed made out of a couple of blankets thrown on the floor, her body sandwiched between them.

Jeff pried her wanton fingers from his cock. He couldn’t take it anymore; he had to know what she tasted like. What she smelled like.

He went down to her feet and lifted the blanket, crawling in beneath it. She spread her legs for him.

Jeff kissed his way up one smooth calf, loving the way she wriggled and squirmed with suppressed desire when he reached her thigh.

Her hand grabbed one of his through the blanket and squeezed.

He kissed the little cleft of skin between her inner thigh and her pussy, one corner of his mouth brushing up against those frilly panties she wore.

And when he kissed hard against that thin layer of fabric he felt the pulsing warmth of her swollen mound against him.

Her breath caught in a little gasp and they both stopped to listen, making certain that they weren’t caught.

No one made a peep.

Not that Jeff was certain he could even stop anymore anyway. He’d caught her scent: the smell of her wet little gash was intoxicating. And when he nuzzled against the crotch of her panties he could feel how damp they’d become already.

“Please… Please…” she kept moaning below her breath.

Her hips trembled and writhed with barely contained need. Jeff had a difficult time keeping control as well.

He needed to taste her. So he hooked one finger into the side of her panties and pulled the frilly pink fabric to the side, exposing her moist little slit.

The smell of her became more powerful. it completely intoxicated him. Saliva squirted into his mouth, and his cock surged hard against the blanket beneath them.

He pushed her thighs farther apart and then explored her gently with the pads of his thumbs.

The flesh of her outer lips was hot and soft and puffy. So very soft. And sensitive. She squirmed at his touch.

She kept herself bare. Not a hair on her, the skin smooth.

Then he found the wetness of her nectar. She was already slick with it. One thumb found the engorged button of her clit while the other slid down and found the taut loop of her opening.

He circled around her entrance with his thumb, poking it in just to the first knuckle.

She was so fucking wet already. And tight, even around his thumb. When he teased her clit, she got even tighter for him.

Then he used his thumbs to keep her outer lips pulled apart. He leaned in closer, inhaling her scent as deeply as he could. 

Then he licked her, nice and slow, with the flat of his tongue. From bottom to top. She tasted sweet and light and fruity. It drove him mad.

Even so, he forced himself to go slow. To lap his tongue against her swollen mound like that a few more times.

She came for him on the fourth stroke. 

She reached beneath the blanket and grabbed his wrists hard, the strength in her dainty fingers surprising. Her hips bucked, driving her pussy against his face. Her stomach arched up into the air.

Her nectar soaked his cheeks. Wanting to make her cum even harder, her pulled the nub of her clit into his mouth and lashed at it with his tongue.

Her bucking grew wild. Her fingernails bit into his wrists. Her nectar flowed freely.

Her breaths came in little, choking gasps she could barely keep from becoming full-blown screams.

Finishing, her back sank back down to the blanket. He sensed her body relax in the afterglow of her climax. Felt the heat radiating off her skin. Her stomach rose and fell steadily with nice, deep breaths.

But he wasn’t done.

He crawled upwards, shifting one hand down long enough to push the waistband of his boxers below his aching balls.

The hot hardness of his shaft bumped and slid against her thighs as he moved himself along her body.

His head came out from under the blanket and he held himself just above her, their stomachs touching.

He could feel the naked, writhing heat from her sopping mound almost touching the swollen head of his cock. It was as though their bodies called to each other.

He kissed along her shoulder, then moved his mouth to her throat while she ran her fingers into his hair. 

Her body lifted up beneath his and he could feel her stiff little nipples poking against him through her shirt.

“Fuck me,” she breathed, her breath hot against his ear, “Please, I need you to fuck me. I want you to be my first.”

“First?” Jeff whispered back.

That sent his pulse racing even more than before. She kissed him again, her need raw and animal. 

Her body kept writhing up beneath his. He felt his cock brush against the hot, puffy flush of her pussy and they both moaned a little.

He could think of nothing but sinking every last inch of his cock deep inside of her.

“Fuck me,” she breathed again. 

This time one of her hands quested between their bodies. She grabbed his cock and urged him forward. The head of his shaft bumped against her mound but didn’t enter. She groaned in youthful frustration and need.

“Stay quiet,” he told her.

He shifted his position slightly. His cock bumped and slipped against her wet gash. Using one thumb, he angled it down.

His breath caught when he entered her. Just the tip. It was enough. She was so slick around him. So tight and velvety smooth.

And hot. He could hardly believe the needful heat around him.

He knew right away that he needed to feel that around his entire shaft, not just the tip.

“Quiet,” he breathed again.

Slowly, painfully slowly, he urged himself deeper into her. She kept writhing beneath him. Squirming. The tight walls of her pussy squeezed and quivered.

Her breaths were sharp and quick.

And when he tore through the semi-elastic flesh of her virginity her eyes squeezed shut and her mouth dropped open.

He covered her mouth with one hand to stifle her moan.

He drew his cock back, savoring the way she gripped him. The way her slippery wetness let him slide out.

He drove into her again. Harder this time. Deeper. Her pussy stretched out around him.

And only around me, he thought, still reeling from her virginal revelation. His was the first cock to feel her gripping and squeezing wetness.

He pulled back and drove into her again, urging almost every last inch of himself into her youthful body.

His was also the first cock that she came on. It happened on the next stroke. He buried himself inside of her to the hilt.

She went rigid beneath him, her back arching up off the blanket again.

She flung her arms around him and grabbed onto his shoulder blades for support, pushing her pubic bone hard against his.

Jeff barely managed to hold on. She became so tight that if he’d been anything other than rock hard she would have squeezed him out.

It was pure nirvana feeling the way her quivering pussy gripped and squeezed all up and down his cock.

The thrusting only resumed when she relaxed a little beneath him. She held onto him tightly still, with her arms and pussy both.

“It’s so good,” she breathed into his ear before nibbling lightly at his earlobe.

Her hands explored the curve of his back and cleft of his spine. She cooed lightly as his strokes became more regular and even.

He worried so much about the wet sounds their bodies made that he had to slow down. It was absolute sexual agony.

She cupped his face in her hands and they kissed. Her tongue poked inexpertly but excitedly into his mouth.

She felt too fucking good. Wet and tight and soft all at once. His balls felt so heavy, and they ached so much they hurt.

Even going slow like that, he knew he couldn’t last much longer.

She must’ve felt the way his cock hardened even more. The way his thrusts became more erratic and urgent.

“Are you going to cum?” she whispered.

“Soon,” he breathed through clenched teeth.

“I want you to fill me up with it,” she told him.

That was so hot he almost lost his load then and there. He barely managed to stop himself.

“Are you on the pill?” he asked. He prayed the answer was yes. He could think of nothing nicer to experience in this world then shooting his seed inside of her waiting body.

“No. Just do it. Please…”

He started to pull back, meant to pull out. Because he couldn’t stop. He could feel his balls start to tighten. Feel all the muscles low in his back go stiff.

But Regan wrapped her legs around him, locking him in place. She ground her hips hard against him, running the tight loop of her cunt up and down his slippery shaft.

“Do it,” she breathed, “Come on, daddy. Do it inside of me.”

He groaned through clenched teeth, hoping to God none of the girls heard or saw any of this.

He tried to hold back. He really did. But he couldn’t control himself. No man could have. Not with that tight, slippery ring of flesh sliding so urgently up and down his shaft.

His balls tightened again. His cock stiffened. Then it jerked.

Regan’s breath caught. She fucked him harder. Really milked him. Jeff’s eyes squeezed shut and his lips peeled back from his teeth.

It felt far too fucking good. And he came so hard that it hurt. Every squeeze of his balls made his cock jerk inside of her, loosing another spurt of his load deep into her waiting womb.

“Yes… yes…” Regan breathed and he felt her climax on him again, forcing her pussy all the way up along his shaft, locking their bodies together.

She didn’t release him until he began softening inside of her.

He pushed himself to his feet, glaring down at her.

“That was stupid,” he breathed.

“Night,” she replied.

He slunk off to bed.

The next morning, the girls seemed none the wiser as to what had happened just feet from them the night before.

Regan winked at him when they all left. She rubbed her belly just below her navel suggestively.

Jeff started getting hard again and had to beg off to his bedroom the rest of the morning.




Ganged by the Daddies Next Door: Four on One 

 

Amanda lay idly on her bed, letting the spinning blades of the fan above her wash the air down across her body.

It was the summer after her first year of college. And what a crazy year it had been. Classes and exams and dorm rooms and living on her own.

Well, not on her own. She had a dorm mate and of course floor mates. It was strange to lie on the bed in her old bedroom at home without having to worry about Chrissy, her roommate, barging stuck mouth-to-mouth with some jock or frat boy.

Strange, but nice.

Of course, she wasn’t into the frat guys and the jocks. Her own tastes had swung a little older.

When she’d learned that she was failing Intro to Pysch, she’d begged her TA to give her a better mark.

Her lithe young body writhed a little on the bed when she remembered what happened next.

Her TA was an older guy named Robert. The kind of guy who had waited until his 40s to come back to school for graduate degrees.

She’d cornered him, gotten down on her knees in front of him. He protested a little, but she could see the way he swelled in his pants at the sight of her.

He’d been so hard when she pulled him out and stroked him. Harder still when she took him in her mouth, locking her eyes on his even while her lips locked in a tight loop around his shaft.

She’d sucked his cock like that for a few minutes until he swelled even harder in her mouth. He couldn’t hold back when she pulled her mouth off him for a moment.

“I love your cock, daddy,” she’d told him.

He came when she sank her lips back down his long, hard shaft.

Then she swallowed everything that he gave her. Every last drop.

She’d gotten a 3.7 in the class. As well as an older man desperate to fuck her at any opportunity.

Amanda’s nipples perked up against the thin tank top that she wore. One of her hands slid up her body to cup her small and firm breast while the other strayed down between her thighs.

Her fingers encountered the sheer cotton panties covering her soft mound. Soft and warm. She ran her fingertip up and down her slit nice and slow. When she felt the dampness start, she sucked her bottom lip in between her teeth and bit down on it. Just a little. Just enough to hurt.

Now that she was back home, she knew why she was attracted to older men.

A car door closed with a thud across the street. Amanda’s heart stuttered. With a gasp, she lurched out of bed and rushed to her bedroom window.

She leaned against the sill, her breath clouding the pane of glass in front of her, her cute, round ass stuck out with her back arched.

There he was, getting out of his Charger. 

Her friend Molly’s dad, John. John was a firefighter, with the build to prove it. But it was more than that. He just seemed so manly. Other men took to him immediately. He seemed to have a different girlfriend every month.

Molly’s mom wasn’t in the picture anymore. He was a single father, which made all the moms in the neighborhood swoon for some reason.

Amanda thought she could understand why, now. A hot single older guy who knew his way around a woman’s body seemed a rare commodity these days.

And there had been that time last summer at the rec center pool when she watched him get out of the pool, the water glistening on his chest and abs and arms.

But she’d gone off to school before anything could happen.

However, she knew that Molly wasn’t coming home for another few weeks. John had the place to himself. 

Then she remembered that it was Friday night. Molly told her that John had his firefighter buddies over every Friday for poker.

Frustration curdled in her stomach.

She wanted him tonight! She couldn’t take it any longer; it had been weeks since she’d had a good fucking.

But how am I supposed to get him with all the other guys there?

Her aroused state of mind suggested something to her. Something crazy. Something she’d been thinking about for a while now, but never dared to try and go through with.

What if she didn’t need to get John alone? What if it wasn’t only John who used her tight young body?

Her cheeks heated. She’d never felt like such a little slut before. Not even with her lips wrapped around her TA’s hard cock.

She liked it, though. Liked thinking about being not just John’s little slut, but all of them. All those firemen with their big, strong hands. All of them old enough to be her father.

Her pussy quivered as she let herself slide into the fantasy. Her teeth clicked shut and she sucked a sharp breath in through them. Her knees turned watery and weak and sank slowly to the short carpet of her bedroom floor.

One hand went between her thighs. She found the crotch of her panties soaked through. Just the barest, whispering touch along her slit sent paroxysms of pleasure up her stomach and spine.

Amanda knew she had to get to work right away, glancing at the clock. There probably wasn’t much time before John’s friends started to arrive. She immediately started rooting through her bag, through her dresser and her closet, looking for just the right things to wear. 

She’d never really pictured herself as one of those girls doing it with a bunch of guys at the same time, but now she could think of nothing else. 

She finished getting dressed and crept out into the hall. Leaning against the banister, she leaned over the rail and glanced downstairs.

“Mom? Dad?” she said, waiting.

No response came. Her heart sang in her chest. Lucky once more! She didn’t have to think of some excuse to get out of the house.

She ran back into her bedroom quickly to check out her window. John had gone inside. That was good.

Heart beating a million miles a minute, she stole across the street. Then she went into John and Molly’s backyard. There she found the back door, with the key in the planter beside it. She unlocked it and went in, creeping her way upstairs and to Molly’s room.

She had just closed the door there when she heard John start upstairs.

Then she waited. It wasn’t a long one.

The doorbell rang. She heard John answer it. It went again a few minutes later. How many guys were coming? She thought probably no more than four or five all told. Would that be enough for her? It would have to be, she knew. 

Watching the clock radio that sat on Molly’s dresser, she let an hour slip by. It would be best if they were all a little loosened up by alcohol. By the sounds of it, they were. Laughter and conversation filtered upstairs, gradually getting louder. Standing in front of the mirror, Amanda pushed at her small but firm tits. This is it, she thought. 

Making her way downstairs, she found them all seated around a circular table in the den. Counting John, there were four big and strong firemen all laughing and drinking as they played at poker between jokes and stories. She leaned against the doorframe, curving her body to accentuate her figure.

Some guy whose name she thought was Jim saw her first. He whistled. The rest of the guys stopped and turned to look at her. John was smiling.

“Hey, Amanda. What are you doing here?” John said, his face a little flushed from his drinking. His friends chuckled. 

“I just came over to see if Molly was home. That’s okay, right?” Amanda said.

John frowned a moment and her heart dropped. Then he smiled, “Of course it is! Sorry to disappoint, but she’s not home. So unless you want to hang out with this bunch of drunks…”

“Sounds like fun!” she said, throwing on her brightest smile.

John frowned again, then shrugged, “The more the merrier!”

The other guys glanced at each other but said nothing.

She walked into the room. John started to stand to get her a chair, but she lifted her skirt a little and sat on his lap.

The other guys seemed to find this amusing and cute, and they started telling her how to play. But Amanda wasn’t wearing any underwear, and she’d lifted her skirt so that her bare pussy was right on John’s cock. She had felt it jump a little when she’d sat down. She started gently grinding her pussy back and forth along it, smiling at the other guys as they talked. John was silent. At first, he seemed to resist it, but suddenly she felt his cock get so hard that it strained against his pants, as though it was struggling to get inside her. This thought made her get wet, and her pussy squeezed. 

She gasped, jumping up from his lap in mock outrage. When the other guys saw why, they burst into fits of laughter. She saw that her pussy had left a nice wet spot where she’d been rubbing it against his pants. Perfect, Amanda thought. 

“Oh, daddy! Let me help you.”

Amanda bent down and started undoing John’s pants. He still seemed so shocked that he could hardly do anything but sit there with his mouth open, trying to protest. Having gotten his pants undone, she grabbed them and yanked, pulling them part way down his thighs. She’d grabbed his underwear, too. His hard cock popped up. What she saw made her salivate. His cock was nice and big, just like in her fantasy.

This seemed to make the semi-drunk firemen laugh even more. 

They stopped laughing when she started sucking his cock. She’d grabbed it with one of her hands and shoved her lips down over it, letting her tongue tickle that sensitive spot between the head and shaft. 

John pushed at her shoulders, “No, Amanda, stop.”

She swallowed as much of his shaft as she could, then, feeling the head of his dick press down into her throat. 

“Holy shit, isn’t that his daughter?” One of the guys said behind her.

“His daughter’s friend, actually,” Jim replied. His voice held the hint of amusement. “Old John has to beat the ladies off with a stick. Doesn’t matter who they are.”

John’s grip had shifted from her shoulders to her head. Rather than trying to pull her mouth off, he actually pushed it a bit farther down his length. He leaned back in his chair, giving Amanda more room to move around. 

Soon, the shocked silence turned to chuckles and even a few cheers as the semi-drunk firemen accepted what was happening. They hooted and cheered when Amanda managed to press her mouth all the way down John’s shaft. She let his cock push into her throat, suppressing her gag reflex. She felt him get even harder in her mouth as he ran one of his hands through his hair.

When she could hold her breath no more, Amanda pulled back. His shaft was covered in its entirety by her wet spit. Amanda slowly ran one hand all the way up and then all the way down the wet flesh, smiling up into John’s face the whole time.

“Did you like that, daddy? Did that help?” Amanda asked.

“Yeah, kiddo, it did,” John replied. She felt his cock harden and pulse for a moment in her hand as he looked down her body. She felt herself get warmer in response.

“Hey,” one guy said behind her, “I think we all need a little help, too.”

Still stroking John’s cock with one hand, Amanda looked over her shoulder at the man who’d spoken. She didn’t even know his name. But she did see him rubbing his hard cock through his pants under the table. With a quick glance, she saw that they all sported nice big boners. 

With an impish smile, Amanda grabbed her skirt with her free hand and pulled it up, leaving her ass and pussy bare to see for anyone willing to duck their head under the table. 

She made a pouty face as she looked at the nameless man who’d spoken, “I think there’s a problem under the table that can only be solved by firemen,” she said. 

The three remaining firemen all practically fell over themselves trying to get a look under the table. Smiling still, Amanda turned back to John. She savored the look in his eyes as she peeled her shirt off. Amanda wasn’t wearing any bra, and he got to see the hard nipples of her smallish but firm breasts right away. 

A big hand clapped onto one of her ass cheeks and gave it a squeeze. Without looking back, Amanda reached back and found the owner of the hand. She gave his cock a squeeze through his pants.

Arching her ass up and leaning forward, she laid a wet kiss on the bottom of the head of John’s cock before swallowing half his shaft again. 

She started moaning when the hand squeezing her ass travelled between her legs. Big, strong fingers worked their way over her wet gash, and a big thumb pressed into her tight and wet pussy. She gave the thumb a squeeze as she felt it get covered in her juices. 

Amanda worked her mouth more vigorously on John’s cock, sucking at it and using her tongue to feel the big bulges. More hands grabbed her ass, this time pulling the cheeks apart so that the owner of the hands could get a look at her dark little asshole. 

A chair squealed as someone pushed it back and stood up. A moment later, Jim appeared at John’s side. He laid a hand on John’s shoulder and looked down with a smile at the little slut sucking his friend’s cock. Amanda saw that Jim’s own cock was hard in his pants.

Another chair squealed as another of the firemen got up and then crawled under the table. Amanda closed her eyes and moaned on John’s cock as she felt a warm and wet tongue start sliding up and down the cleft of her ass, tingling every time it passed over her sensitive little asshole. 

When she opened her eyes again, Jim’s cock was out of his pants and he was stroking himself, his eyes fixed to her tits. Smacking his hand away, she grabbed his hot and pulsing cock and started stroking it for him. 

After making sure John’s cock was still thoroughly soaked with her spit, she shifted and took Jim’s cock into her mouth. He moaned as her lips wrapped around his shaft in a tight ring and proceeded most of the way down his length before pulling back almost all the way off. A big glob of precum leaked out of his dick and right onto her tongue. Amanda swallowed it right away and started trying to suck more out of him. 

“Your stepdaughter has such a nice little mouth,” Jim said. He reached down, grabbed Amanda by the back of the head, and pulled her mouth down until she had his entire cock in her. She gagged a little, but made no move to resist. 

“Such a great ass, too,” the fireman who’d been rimming her the past few minutes said before returning to his task.

“Yeah, well,” John said, “I think she’s been a very bad and naught girl. Come on guys, let her stand up.”

The firemen variously stood up and backed away from her, their cocks and tongues leaving her. After a second, she stood. John grabbed her shoulders and spun her around. He unzipped her skirt and it fell around her ankles, leaving her totally naked for the big firemen to see.

“What do you have to say for yourself, young woman?” John said. 

“I’m sorry, daddy,” Amanda said, “I thought you would like it.” 

All of the men were smiling as John grabbed her by the shoulders and bent her over the table. She felt the head of his wet cock bump against her ass, and she at first thought he was going to start fucking her. She shivered as her pussy released more juices in preparation.

“Well, this sort of behavior is inexcusable and requires punishment!” John said. 

She felt his cock pull away. Amanda looked over her shoulder in time to see his beefy hand land on her ass with a loud smack. She jumped and squealed as he did it again and again, not sparing either cheek.

“Oh, daddy I’m sorry! Please don’t punish me anymore!” 

The spankings stopped. John wrapped his strong arms around her waist and picked her up. Carrying her like that, he moved to the middle of the room where there was more space. He placed her on her feet and then stripped off the rest of his clothes. The other firemen followed suit, and Amanda was soon encircled by four muscular men with hard cocks all pointing at her young and nubile body. 

Then John laid on his back on the floor.

“Get down here,” he said. She straddled him, looking down into his face as she lowered her body onto his. John kept his cock steady with one hand, and he fondled one of her tits with the other. Amanda sucked in her lip and bit it as his big cock entered her, the opening of her pussy stretching out as the big head made its way in. She sank down onto his cock until it filled her completely. He felt so hard and warm against the soft, wet walls of her flesh. Both of them moaned. 

John shifted his grip so that he held her ass in his powerful hands. He lifted her about halfway up off his shaft and then let her fall back down, slamming his hard member back into her tight hole. She yelped with delight as she felt her pussy squeeze around him for a moment and then loosen. He kept fucking her like this, making her tits bounce up and down.

The other guys wanted in on the action, too. The guy who she thought had been licking her asshole stepped so that he was standing over John’s head. She started sucking his cock, wanting to get it all covered in her spit like she’d already done to Jim’s and John’s. The guy who’d been using his thumb to finger bang her pussy stepped up beside the guy she was sucking. She started stroking his cock, using the ample precum leaking out of it as lube. 

Jim had moved behind her. She couldn’t see him, but she heard him grunting as he straddled John’s thighs. She wondered if their balls were touching and wanted to giggle, but couldn’t because of her mouthful of hard cock. 

John must have seen what Jim was doing, because he stopped lifting Amanda up and letting her drop, instead holding her in position with a few inches of his straining shaft, all wet with the juice from her pussy, showing.

Amanda pulled her mouth off the cock, and instead started stroking it. She was about to start sucking the only cock that hadn’t been in her mouth so far, but her whole body suddenly clenched up. 

Jim had pressed the head of his sopping cock against her tight little asshole. Amanda forced her body to relax, and he managed to enter her tightest hole with some difficulty. They both grunted and whimpered as his shaft penetrated more deeply into her.

John started fucking her again, keeping her held up in his powerful arms.

“Is my pussy tight enough for you, daddy?” Amanda said before she started sucking on the cock she was going to suck earlier.

John’s only reply was a grunt. His face was all red, and his lips were pulled back in a grin of concentration and he slammed his cock as deeply and as hard as he could into her young cunt. Jim had started fucking her asshole now, too. The feeling of having two big, stiff cocks stuffing her full was overpowering. 

It was like her body was spinning out of control. She sucked and jerked and fucked as hard and fast as she could, feeling all of the cocks getting stiffer and hotter by the moment while she herself got tighter and wetter. 

Soon, she came all over John’s hard cock, squeezing and gripping it with her pussy even as her eyes clenched shut at the sensation. After one particular squeeze of her pussy, she felt John’s cock stiffen and jerk in her, and then she felt a warm sensation as his cock spurted hot cum into her cunt. John’s fingers dug into the flesh of her ass as he came in her. 

It was a chain reaction. The fireman she was sucking started to groan even more. When Amanda opened her eyes, she saw that he’d thrown his head back and his hands were clenched into fists even as his dick swelled in her mouth. She pulled her mouth off and finished him with her hand. Her efforts were rewarded by long spurts of his cum which landed in hot globs all over her face and tits. 

Jim grabbed her hips suddenly and started pounding her as hard as he could, making her scream from the sensation. His mouth opened and the air escaped him in a moan as she felt him fill her ass with his hot spunk. 

That left only one man: the one she was jerking. She thought his name might be Scott. As the one guy who’d just came all over her face and tits stepped away, Scott stepped into his place. He leaned down and grabbed her. He lifted her up. She gritted her teeth as John and Jim’s cocks pulled out of her still-tight holes. She could feel their cum dripped in hot streams out of her as Scott walked her over to the table. There, he set her on her ass on the cold surface. He pushed her knees back to her chest and rammed his hard dick into her pussy.

Amanda felt another orgasm coming as she watched his member sliding in and out of her, filling her up each time. Scott came just as Amanda’s second orgasm slammed into her, tightening her pussy around his dick. He added long spurts of his own cum to John’s. Her pussy was so filled with cum that it leaked out around his dick.

Scott used his fingers to milk every last drop of his jizz out of his cock and into her cunt before pulling out. Immediately, milky cum flowed out of her onto the table. She laid back onto the cool top of the table, her whole body shivering and vibrating gently from the pleasures she’d just experienced. 

Scott and the nameless fireman who’d blown his load on her body were already picking up their clothes and putting them back on. Jim had collapsed naked onto a loveseat, his chest and shoulders heaving, and a sheen of sweat glistening on his face. 

John walked over to the table and between her legs, his cock still partially hard. It was covered in a medley of juices from Amanda’s pussy and mouth, as well as his own cum.

Wordlessly, she slipped down onto her knees in front of him and cleaned all the mingled juices from his shaft with her tongue. His cock jerked and flexed as she dad. She kept her eyes on his the whole time.

John cupped her cheek while she cleaned him, and then helped her to her feet. He was so much taller than her.

And her pussy ached. How could it not? She’d never been fucked so hard in her life. And by so many different cocks.

Outside, she heard the sound of a familiar car engine. Car doors opened and closed.

“My parents are home,” she said.

“Better get back then before they start asking around,” John said, “Go out the back door.”

She turned to go, but he grabbed her wrist. She looked back at him.

“Molly’s not going to be home another two weeks at least,” he said, the implied invitation glinting in his eyes.

Her sore little pussy quivered again. “I know,” she said. Then she slipped out of his grip and went home.




Ganged by the Daddies Next Door: Four on Two 

 

Jenny liked living away from home and going to college. Away from her parents, away from her hometown.

But not away from her friends.

She shared an off-campus apartment with two of her classmates, Sandy and Brie. They’d all grown up together, met in kindergarten. That whole cute story.

And they’d all decided to go to the same school. So it made sense after first year for them all to live together.

“Hey!” Sandy said, coming into the kitchen. She wore a pair of tight shorts that the bottom of her ass spilled out of, and her lips glistened with gloss. She had her cell one hand while she rooted around in the fridge with the other.

“Hey yourself,” Jenny said, “Where’s Brie?”

Sandy peered around the open fridge door, her face about even with a photo magnet the three of them had taken together for their celebratory road trip for graduating from high school.

“Don’t you remember?”

“No,” Jenny said. She leaned against the countertop, “What?”

“Her dad’s coming up with a few of his friends.”

“Oh,” Jenny replied. Her stomach tightened.

That was one other benefit to rooming with her childhood friends. Specifically, Brie. More specifically, Brie’s dad, Bruce.

“Wow!” Sandy said, “Nice blush!”

“I’m not blushing!” Jenny said, turning her face away to stare fixedly at the backsplash behind the sink.

She couldn’t really deny it to herself, though. Her whole body was hot.

“I can’t believe you still have a crush on Bruce!” Sandy said. She closed the fridge door, her formerly empty can now clasped around a bottle of water.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Jenny said, still not looking.

She’d been crushing on Bruce hard for as long as she could remember. And it had never gone away.

If anything, it got worse. Because Brie’s parents had divorced and she had chosen to stay with her dad.

Bruce was single. Had been for years now. It made it feel like things were… possible.

It was a recurring fantasy of hers to find Bruce in some foul mood and then bring him back around with her youthful smile. To make him recognize her as a woman and not just some girl his daughter knew.

He was like another father to her. Somehow, that made the fantasy even worse. That forbidden, taboo aspect that lifted her panties all twisted and damp when she thought about it.

It kept her awake at night still, trying to keep quiet while she worked the wet pink folds of her pussy into tight agony with one finger.

“You do! You totally do!” Sandy said.

“No. I don’t care. That’s gross; he’s old enough to be our father,” Jenny said.

Sandy took a sip from the water bottle and then set it down on the counter. She ran her eyes up and down Jenny’s body and then smiled.

“Really? Then you wouldn’t mind if I flirt with him a little when he gets here? Because he is pretty good looking. For an old guy.”

Jenny’s stomach twisted some more. She swallowed hard against the sensation.

“Do whatever you want,” Jenny said, “See if I care.”

“Maybe I will,” Sandy replied. Then she danced out of the room, showing off those long legs and that perky ass of hers some more.

Sometime after that, the buzzer rang. Jenny hurried over to the intercom and pushed the button to let him in.

Her heart thrummed in her chest for that half minute or so until the knock at their door.

She flipped her hair back behind her head and hoped that her bra would keep Bruce from seeing how stiff her nipples had gotten. They were so hard they ached.

Yeah, for his hot lips to wrap around them and then suck on them… 

She pushed that thought from her head when she opened the door.

“…hey,” she said, confused.

Because it wasn’t just Bruce. There were three other men with him. She recognized one of them as Tom, the father of another of their friends who hadn’t come to this college. 

The other two looked about the same age as Tom and Bruce, and she figured they were maybe the fathers of friends of one of Bruce’s sons.

“Jenny! Hey, long time no see!” Bruce said.

And before she could protest, he bent over and wrapped her in a big hug. Their bodies crushed together.

She hoped desperately that he couldn’t feel her stiff little nipples against his flesh.

She hugged him back, trying not to think about the spicy scent of his aftershave or the way his stubble prickled so delightfully against her cheek.

Or how big and strong his arms felt around her. And how his clasped hands rested on the small of her back, just above the firm curves of her ass.

No, she locked all that away for later use in her bedroom, when she was all alone and no one could hear the wet sounds her fingers made or the noise of her little whimpers of pleasure.

“Hey there, Bruce. You miss me, too?”

Sandy leaned against the hall closet, still wearing those tiny shorts and now an even shorter crop top that exposed so much of her taut, bare belly.

Jenny’s mouth turned in an involuntary frown when Bruce released her from his grip. Tom came in next to hug her, but she mostly ignored him.

“Of course not. Wow, look at you! Bet you get any guy you want around here, don’t you?” Bruce said, moving in and gathering Sandy up in his arms like he’d just done with Jenny.

“Yeah, any guy,” Sandy laughed. It was a lilting, lovely sound. Jenny hated her.

She wanted this to stop. She hadn’t expected Sandy to follow through on her threat.

“Hey, where’s Brie? I thought she was coming back with you?” Jenny said.

Bruce let go of Sandy, “Yeah, we sort of had a bit of a fight and she decided it was best to go stay at her mom’s. And about that… The guys and I would understand if you wanted us to go crash in a hotel instead of here. I mean, we know we’re not really family or anything.”

Sandy wrapped both her hands around one of Bruce’s biceps and leaned her body against his, “It’s no problem! You can all stay here the night at least. Brie’d be pissed at us if we kicked you out. Right, Jenny?”

Jenny crossed her arms beneath her small, round breasts. Her nipples chafed against her bra, adding to her irritation.

“Of course it isn’t,” she said, forcing a smile. She hoped that her eyes said, I hate you for doing this to Sandy.

Bruce pulled his arm away from Sandy’s grip which pleased Jenny. The irritation returned when he dropped it around Sandy’s shoulders and pulled her closer to his side.

“Great, thanks guys. We’ll head out in the morning, won’t be in your hair long,” Bruce said.

“No problem,” Jenny said.

But to her surprise, after that Sandy seemed to lay off. The guys hung out in the living room while Jenny stayed in her own room and Sandy ran out to the mall.

It wasn’t until Jenny crawled into bed that she thought it was all going to be okay. She flicked off her lamp and went to sleep, not daring to relieve the pressure on her swollen little clit for fear one of the guys would walk by and hear the noises she made.

***

Jenny woke up in her underwear under the covers. She glanced at the clock and saw it was a bit after midnight. She felt so thirsty that she got up and walked towards the kitchen. The whole apartment was dark, and she didn’t really hear anything but her own footsteps. Then she passed by the living room. It was dark in there, but she heard low grunting and constant slurping and sucking noises.

“Yeah, baby...” A man whispered. She couldn’t be certain, but Jenny thought it was Bruce. 

Not thinking, she reached around the doorframe and flicked on the light. Everyone froze. Sandy, completely naked, was on her knees in the middle of the room. Bruce was standing in front of her, also naked. Sandy had most of his meaty cock in her mouth. Sitting on the couch beside them, slowly jerking his own hard cock was Tom.

They all looked at her when the light came on.

“Bruce!” Jenny yelled. She just couldn’t believe it. For some reason, her jealousy flared again and a voice in her mind said, it should be me sucking his cock. 

Sandy quickly pulled her mouth off, but left one of her hands wrapped around Bruce’s shaft. Jenny could see thick gobs and strings of her spit all over Bruce’s cock. 

Jenny marched into the room and stood beside Sandy. She could feel the heat coming off their bodies, and it made her own temperature rise. She fought it back, though. This was unacceptable, and she had to do something about it.

“What the hell, Bruce?” Jenny said.

Bruce held his hands up, a look of guilt on his face. Tom chuckled from the couch and continued to stroke himself, his eyes fixed on Sandy’s nubile and shapely body. The noise brought the other two guys into the room from wherever they’d been sleeping. They both gasped when they saw what was going on. 

“I’m sorry, Jenny,” Bruce said. She saw his eyes flick down her body, and she remembered that she was just in her underwear. Again, a jolt of arousal thrilled through her pussy. 

She was going to tell him off, but her desires changed her mind.

“You are such an asshole. Do you know how long I’ve wanted to suck your cock? And you let my roommate do it first!”

“Jenny, I’m sorry—“ Bruce started, then his brain processed what she just told him, and he said, “—Wait, what?” 

Jenny grabbed Sandy by the shoulder, looked down at her, and said, “Move.” 

Smiling impishly again, Sandy wiped at her mouth and got out of the way. All of the guys gasped again when Jenny went down on her knees where Sandy had been. She tossed her hair back. Reaching up with one hand, she grabbed Bruce’s cock. It was hard and thick, and also wet from the suck job Sandy had been giving it. Looking up into Bruce’s eyes, Jenny opened her mouth and took his cock with it. 

“Hell yes,” she heard Tom say from the couch.

Bruce smiled down at her. He ran his finger along her cheek, then gently cupped her chin. He pushed back, making her move her mouth back off his member. He bent over and gave her a full kiss on the lips, then stood back up. Immediately, Jenny shoved his cock back through her lips. 

“Come here, boys,” Sandy said. She squatted behind Jenny so that their backs were touching. Tom got up from the couch and stood in front of her. After a second, the other two came in as well. Sandy smiled up at them. “Take out your cocks,” she said. 

“Right here,” Tom said, grabbing his cock and thrusting it at her. 

“That’s a nice, fat cock you have there, Tom,” Sandy said as she grabbed Tom’s cock and started stroking him. 

Hastily, the other two guys pulled down their pants and let their own hardening shafts spring out into the air. They were both on Tom’s left, so Sandy did the only thing she could to please them all at the same time. She took the middle man’s cock in her mouth, where it instantly hardened, and she grabbed the final man’s dick and started stroking it at the same pace as she did Tom’s. 

Jenny didn’t care about all that though. All she could think of was how hard she was making Bruce’s cock, how he moaned when she rubbed her tongue against the bottom of the head of his cock, and how the skin of his shaft moved as her fingers slid back and forth along his member. 

Reaching behind her with one hand, Jenny undid the clasp of her bra. She used that same hand to pull it off her, reluctantly and quickly taking her hand off Bruce’s shaft for the second it took to get the strap off. He stared hungrily down at her breasts. Under that gaze, she felt her nipples stiffen, and a shiver ran through her. 

It wasn’t long before she was rubbing her pussy through her panties, thinking about how it would feel when he shoved his thick shaft into her little cunt. Her panties were moist under her urgent fingers.

Tom extricated himself from Sandy’s grip. He moved over until he was closer to Bruce, where he put he hands on his hips and looked down at Jenny. His big cock trembled in the air as he looked, and some clear precum came out of the tip. 

Without thinking, Jenny switched cocks, thirstily lapping at the salty precum before sliding her lips as far down Tom’s shaft as she could. The whole while, she continued squeezing and stroking Bruce’s rod. Both men groaned as she worked over their cocks with her body.

Behind her, Sandy was getting into position to take a cock in her pussy. She went on her knees on the couch, resting her forearms on the back of the couch. Behind the couch, one of the guys stood getting his cock sucked. The other guy took position at Sandy’s ass. He ran his hands over her flesh, and gave one of her cheeks a couple playful slaps. She responded by wiggling her ass at him. Without further ado, he entered her. 

He had to push in slowly because she was so tight, working his cock a few inches in, pulling back, and thrusting in a little deeper each time. Her pussy tugged at the skin on his shaft, showing just how tight she was. 

“Holy shit, I love co-eds,” the guy said as he managed to cram every last inch of his dick into her hole. When he pulled back from another thrust, his shaft was shiny from her juices. 

Sandy started moaning like a whore as the guy nailed her from behind. Her noises of pleasure seemed to make everyone else amplify their own. Jenny groaned around Bruce’s cock as she switched back to it, and then did the same to Tom’s. 

All of the guys seemed to be watching Sandy again, or, rather, watching their friend as he fucked her brains out. Even Bruce couldn’t stop watching Sandy’s perfect ass move back and forth. 

Jenny let him feel her displeasure as she ran her teeth lightly over his shaft the next time she pulled back. That seemed to get his attention. Wordlessly, Bruce moved around behind her. He picked her up as Tom began protesting. He quieted as he watched what Bruce did. Bruce put her down on one of the overstuffed arms of the couch, which supported her hips and made her back arch on the cushions beautifully. He spread her legs apart and stepped between them. Jenny’s heart pounded as her pussy released more juice in anticipation.

“Give me your cock,” Jenny said.

Bruce eased his cock into his friend’s daughter’s tight little pussy after shoving her underwear to one side. Jenny squeezed her eyes shut and buried her face in the cushion as she felt her pussy stretch out around his girth. Bruce grabbed and squeezed her ass when he started fucking her.

That left Tom out. He stood there, watching everyone else have fun. Sandy noticed.

She said, “Come over here, Tom. I need your cock now.”

Sandy stood up, making the guys stand back for a moment. She grabbed Tom by the shoulders and got him to lie down on the couch, his shoulders against the other armrest. The next second, she’d straddled him. Grabbing his shaft, she lowered herself down onto him. His lips pulled back from his teeth as his member sank into her tight pussy.

“You,” Sandy said, pointing at the guy she’d been fucking before, “Have you ever tried anal sex?”

She didn’t need to say any more. The guy got up on the couch, putting his knees wherever there was space. Sandy lifted and angled her ass and pulled her cheeks apart to show her asshole to him. He was in her and making her moan within a few moments. 

Jenny took care of the final man, who was still standing behind the couch. Twisting her torso, she reached up and started stroking his cock. It was nice and slick from Sandy’s mouth, and his member felt warm and wet in her hand as she stroked. 

The couch started shifting on the floor as Bruce got into his groove. He rammed her pussy hard and fast, making her grunt every time his cock slammed balls-deep into her. She could feel her pussy get pulled back and forth with each stroke.

“Oh Bruce,” Jenny said, “You’re so hard in me.”

His cock was like iron in her. She got wetter thinking about how she was the one making him so hard and horny. It was her pussy he wanted, not Sandy’s. That made her happy. She groaned again as she felt the ridges around the head of his cock pull back through her wet hole, stretching it out a little more at that tightest point.

“Uh huh, uh huh,” Sandy said repeatedly as the two other guys pounded her delicate holes. Jenny knew Sandy was about to come; she’d heard her roommate masturbating in her bedroom enough times to also know that this one was going to be big. Sandy grabbed the back of the couch and squeezed until her knuckles turned white. She panted while she came.

“Yes, fuck my pussy and ass. Are they nice and tight on you? Yeah, you like that?” She said through gritted teeth.

Both Tom and the other guy fucking her had looks of concentration on their faces. They’d both slowed down considerably, both from how tight Sandy had gotten around their cocks and how neither wanted to be the first to come. Sandy let go of the couch, reached around behind her, grabbed the ass of the guy fucking her asshole, and yanked him deeper into her. He groaned and she smiled. After a dangerous second, the man regained his composure. 

From Jenny’s position, she could easily watch as Sandy squeezed the man’s firm ass, and how it flexed every time he thrust his cock back inside her. 

Bruce was slamming her so hard from behind that he was actually rocking the couch each time. Jenny reached back and pressed the flat of her hand against his stomach right over his cock. She could feel herself getting tighter around him by the moment, and his fucking was overloading her senses. 

Her whimpering and her hand on Bruce’s body didn’t seem to make him slow down at all, though. If anything, feeling her little cunt start clenching up around him just seemed to make him try to screw harder and faster. Her sudden tightness just accentuated how hard he felt inside her, which made her tighter and him feel harder. It was a vicious cycle that Jenny didn’t want to stop.

But it had to end one way or the other. She opened her mouth wide, feeling her pussy get extremely wet. She squeezed the one guy’s cock in her hand so hard that he yelped as she came all over Bruce’s big rod. 

Through the whirlwind of pleasure that ripped through her with each squeeze of her pussy, she heard Sandy say, “Are you making her come all over that big piece of meat of yours? Shame on you.” Sandy laughed. 

“So fucking tight,” was all Bruce could manage.

Jenny could feel him pull his cock back and shove it in against her orgasm, forcing her convulsing walls to part around his cock. She could feel her orgasm throughout her whole body, from her tingling nipples to her curling toes. Her pussy got so wet that she felt some of her juices trickle down her thighs. Straining her neck to glance back, she saw that Bruce’s cock was completely soaked. 

“All right,” Sandy said then, looking at the guy whose cock Jenny was squeezing, “Your turn.”

The guy fucking her ass pulled out and stepped aside. Her asshole gaped open, and Jenny felt her pussy start to tighten up again at the sight of it. Too quickly for her taste, the other guy took up position and jammed his cock into her waiting hole. 

Spitting on her hand, Sandy started jerking the cock that had had just finished with her ass. All of the guys had a sheen of sweat over their muscles, and their faces were contorted in concentration as they watched the two college girls work over their hard dicks. 

They all look so pent up, Jenny thought. She knew that both she and Sandy had already come. Her own pussy was still quivering a little as Bruce gave her long, even thrusts. Their balls must be bursting at the seams. 

Jenny pushed herself up and pulled away from Bruce. She felt a pang of longing as his cock left her pussy. Bruce watched her curiously as she moved to the middle of the room and squatted down.

“Hey, Sandy, I think it’s time for these boys to let us have it.”

Sandy’s smile widened into a grin as she extricated herself from the three men pleasuring themselves with her body. She moved over and squatted down beside Jenny. 

The men didn’t need any instruction. They walked over and stood in a semi-circle around the two girls, their cocks all straining and trembling. Sandy grabbed Tom’s cock and the guy who’d most recently been taking her ass. Jenny grabbed Bruce’s pulsing rod and the final guy’s. 

Both girls looking up into the men’s faces, they started jackhammering their hands back and forth along the stiff shafts pointed at them. 

“Are you going to come all over my face?” Sandy asked Tom. He grunted in reply.

“Give me your cum, Bruce,” Jenny said.

That was apparently all that was needed to set Bruce off. Jenny felt his cock stiffen more in her hand, so she jerked him even faster. The next second, Bruce flinched and his cock jumped, sending the first spurt of cum onto Jenny’s face. The next landed on her chest and started dribbling down her tits.

This set off a chain reaction. The cock in Jenny’s other hand jumped, rewarding her efforts with another stream of cum that landed right in her mouth. Jenny closed her eyes as she felt more of the sticky stuff land all over her naked body. Sandy was laughing as Tom and the other guy spurted their loads all over her. 

Jenny opened her eyes. Bruce stood right over her. He’d made a ring around the bottom of his cock with his thumb and index finger. Jenny moved her open mouth so that her bottom lip touched the head of his cock. He ran the ring he’d made up his shaft, squeezing the last few drops of his cum out right into her mouth. She loved the taste, and she swallowed as much as she could. 

Sandy was using her fingers to clean her body off, sucking the cum off her fingers as she cleared it away. She saw Jenny looking at her and she grinned.

“I bet you’re happy you caught me blowing Bruce now, aren’t you?”

Jenny looked back up at Bruce and she smiled. “Yes, I am really glad.”

Bruce reached down and stroked her cheek again. She grabbed his finger and shoved it into her mouth, then slowly pulled her lips down it. His cock jumped.

“Whoa, slow down there, I don’t think I could fuck right now if my life depended on it,” then he added, “But you know, I am thinking of staying here for a few days more.”

Jenny realized that she really could go for another fuck right then, even though the pounding he’d given her already made her pussy feel sore. But in the heat of the moment, she hadn’t remembered that he would be sticking around for a bit. The thought of being able to do this with him every day for the next few days just made her feel so happy, and horny. 

She stood up and put her hands on Bruce’s strong chest, then ran one down to grab hold of his still partially hard shaft. It felt so warm in her hand, still. She gave it a squeeze as she said, “I’d like that. But what will we tell Brie when she gets back?”

Bruce pulled her against his hot, solid body and let his hands slide down until they rested on her ass. He cupped her cheeks and gave them a little squeeze.

His cock, trapped between their bodies, twitched again. Jenny’s aching pussy quivered in response. She wondered if she could make him nut inside of her. She thought that would be so fucking hot.

Bruce shrugged, “Maybe we can get into another little fight and she’ll go back to stay with her mom a while longer.”

“Sounds good to me,” Jenny said.




 

Obeying the Daddy Next Door 

 

Brandon went to the window overlooking his driveway when he heard a car pull in across the street.

It was a little red sedan, owned by the Halls. Three of the doors swung open in quick succession. Three people stepped out onto the cement driveway, but Brandon watched only one of them.

Wendy. Back home from her first semester at college.

Brandon’s cock flexed against his jeans. Wendy had such a tight little body. And those jean shorts she wore rode up so high that he could see the bottoms of her round, firm ass cheeks.

Wendy had been friends with Brandon’s own daughter, Brenda, ever since they were little. They’d lived across the street from each other like this for almost 19 years now.

Brandon had watched both girls grow up, which some part of him thought should mean he that he shouldn’t want Wendy the way a man wants a woman. But he did want her.

And he thought that Wendy wanted him, too. Just then, she turned towards his house and shielded her eyes against the sun.

When she saw him watching from his window, she waved. Brandon waved back, his heart pattering in his chest and his cock a hard bulge in his jeans.

She watched the window a while longer until her dad turned back from his place on the porch. Brandon couldn’t hear what he said, but she turned away finally.

She was so perky and bouncy as she skipped up the driveway.

She’s young enough to be your daughter, Brandon thought. But that just made him more excited, more wanton.

More, Brenda wasn’t coming home for another couple of weeks at least. Having too much fun at school, finishing her final few exams for the semester.

Brenda’s mom was gone, too. She was a sales rep, and her job often took her away for a week or more at a time. Brendan had the whole house to himself.

He went upstairs after a while and sat on the edge of his bed, feeling the mattress compress beneath his weight.

After a moment, he opened his nightstand and fished around for a moment. He found what he wanted and pulled them out. The chromed handcuffs glinted in the bars of light coming in through the window.

He held them a little longer, wondering what Wendy might look like with her arms cuffed at the small of her back. He pictured her on this bed with him, totally nude. Her round, perky ass lifted high into the air to present him with the slick and slippery looking mound of her pussy, her whole body quivering with her need for him to slide deep into her…

Brandon squeezed his cock through his pants. He thought about jerking off, but decided against it. Almost time for supper. And that was one thing you learned as you got older: controlling your impulses and desires.

No, it’d feel much better later, when he didn’t have anything else to do.

Shortly thereafter, down in the kitchen, the water was just about boiling. A bag of spaghetti sat next to the stove, waiting for him to dump it in.

That was when the doorbell rang.

Brandon went and answered the door. Wendy waited for him on the other side. When she saw him, she smiled impudently up at him.

“Hey, Mr. Jones,” she said.

He could smell her. Her scent was youthful and clean. Right away, his cock started hardening again.

“Brenda’s not home yet,” Brandon said.

She licked her lips nice and slow, leaving them glistening behind the pink tip of her tongue. Brandon swallowed hard. He couldn’t help but think about what it might feel like for the tip of the tongue to play around the ridged crown of his cock.

“I know,” she said. “So, can I come in?”

He stepped to the side. “Sure.”

She stepped inside past him. His eyes went immediately to her round ass and the way it filled out (and spilled out) her shorts.

“Is that pasta? Can I have some?” she said.

“Sure, why not,” Brandon said.

She followed him into the kitchen and watched him prepare the spaghetti from her seat at the table.

“I told my parents that Brenda invited me over for supper,” she said.

Brandon didn’t look away from the stove. “Why would you do that?”

“So that they’d think I was her with her.”

Brandon tested one of the noodles. Just firm enough. “You’re 18 now. Why bother asking?”

“So they don’t get suspicious. I thought about you a lot at school,” she said.

He served her a plate and took one for himself. He finished quickly. 

He thought this might be one reason he wanted Wendy so much. She’d always been a bit of a minx. A bit impertinent. She needed someone, some man, to tell her what to do.

A firm hand.

His hand.

He had fantasized many times over the last few months of putting her over his knee, pulling her shorts down, and tanning that sweet little ass.

And it didn’t even really surprise him that she would pull something like this. Always putting what she wanted ahead of everything else. She needed a lesson in impulse control.

They sat like that for a while: Wendy picking at the food as slowly as she could, Brandon eying her thighs and wondering when she’d finish. She knew he wanted her. What’s more, Brandon knew she wanted him, too. She was just being as much of a tease about it as she could.

After what felt like forever, Wendy stood up. “Where’s your bedroom?” she asked. As if she didn’t already know.

Again, she was being coy.

“Upstairs. First door on the left.”

As she squeezed between Brandon and the table, she stuck out her ass and gave it a light slap. When she was clear, Brandon stood up and followed her. He walked behind her up the stairs, watching each of her ass cheeks flex as she moved.

Wendy opened the door to the bedroom. Brandon turned on the light. On the bed was a single pair of handcuffs, shiny in the light, and a black riding crop. 

She took a step back toward him, allowing her body to press against his. Finding the hard shaft of his cock, she nestled it in the cleft of her ass and squeezed. Brandon reached his arms around, one hand squeezing one of her tits. The other pressed down into her yoga pants. Her pussy was shaved, and his finger got wet as he slid it through her slit towards her hole. 

“What are you going to do to me, daddy?” Wendy asked, her lips curving in a delicious smile when she spoke that last word.

“This,” Brandon said. 

He grabbed her by the shoulders and spun her around to face him. Grabbing the collar of her shirt, he tore. Buttons clattered on the floor. The dark black of her lacy bra contrasted sharply with the fairness of her skin. Brandon wrapped the fingers of one hand around her neck, then ran them down the smooth skin of her chest until he cupped her left breast. He could feel how stiff her nipple was right through the fabric. 

Brandon pinched her nipple through the bra. She gasped, reaching down to stroke his hard cock through his pants. He pinched a little harder, making her whimper. He let go for a second, then clamped back down. This time, he twisted a bit. She brought her hand up to his wrist as though to try to pull it away, but stopped. 

“Harder,” Wendy said.

He grabbed her by the back of the neck and pulled her face so close that their noses touched. Then he said, “Not until you beg for it.” 

She slapped him across the face. “I said harder, you worthless fuck.” 

Brandon let go of her, turned her around, and shoved her down onto the bed. She immediately arched her back, letting him get a good look at her ass stuffed into those tight yoga pants. She wanted him to slap her right then, right there. Instead, Brandon grabbed her by the back of the neck and held her down. He pulled off her shirt and threw it on the floor. With one expert movement of his fingers, he undid the clasp of her bra. 

After shifting her around a bit so he could take it off her, he said, “Put your hands behind you.”

She put her hands against the small of her back. Brandon scooped the handcuffs off the pillow they were lying on and clicked them into place around her wrists. 

“Stay there,” he ordered. After a moment, he let go of her neck. She didn’t move, aside from wiggling her ass at him. 

Kneeling down behind her, he grabbed the waistband of her pants and slowly peeled them down her thighs. She wore lingerie: a black thong and partial pantyhose connected by straps to the waistband of her thong. Brandon’ cock strained painfully against his pants. Her mostly bare ass didn’t have a single blemish. He wanted to know what it was going to look like covered in red handprints. 

He gave her the first spanking a moment later, when she spoke.

“Do you like my ass?” 

She yelped as his hand smacked down onto her firm flesh. He didn’t allow himself a squeeze, pulling back immediately. Already, he could see the mark. 

“Keep your mouth shut until I tell you to talk.”

Wendy hesitated for a second, then nodded. Brandon continued pulling her pants off. Wordlessly, he lifted her legs one at a time to get the pants all the way off her. Grabbing her thighs, he spread her legs apart. She didn’t wiggle her ass at him, that time. Brandon smiled. She’s learning. Good. Slowly, he trailed two of his fingers up the warm, smooth flesh of her thigh. He allowed his fingertips to move along the edges of her underwear over her pussy. He could feel the heat coming from her. 

He ran one of his fingers along her slit, feeling how moist her thong already was. She shifted her hips, trying to give him a better angle to touch her. Brandon drew his hand back and spanked her other cheek. She cried out.

Soon, her ass sported two matching welts, both in the shape of Brandon’ large hand. He repeated this pleasure and pain routine a few times. First, he would gently touch her pussy, even pulling the string of her thong to the side so that he could touch her flesh directly. When she started to moan and whimper, to beg him to shove one of his fingers into her, he pulled his hand back and let her have another spanking. Soon, her whole ass turned completely red. 

“Please daddy, pinch my nipples. Please, I’m begging you!” Wendy started saying. 

She started trying to roll over. Brandon laid one of his forearms down across the backs of her thighs to stop her.

“I didn’t tell you to turn over yet, bitch.”

He started spanking her ass like she was some naughty kid. She laughed and screamed, then she begged him to spank her even harder. Soon enough he was smacking her ass so hard that his hand stung painfully with each blow. 

When he stopped, he could hardly feel his fingers. His shoulders and chest swelled as he caught his breath.

“Will you pinch them now?” Wendy asked in a small voice, “I’ll be good, daddy. I promise.” 

Brandon clenched his numb hand into a fist a few times, trying to get some blood back into his fingers. When they started tingling, he got back to work. First, he turned Wendy over onto her back. With the handcuffs on, she had to keep her body arched up. Her nipples were both stiff, and her tits trembled a little with the effort she put into holding herself up. 

Taking his time, Brandon stood up from the bed. He pulled off his pants, revealing the pair of leather chaps he had on. There was no front or back to them; his large, hard cock stood out from his body, finally free. Next, he pulled off his shirt. His muscles bulged. 

“I’m going to pinch you until you scream, bitch. Then I’m going to keep pinching you,” he said with a smile. 

Getting back onto the bed, he knelt so that her head was between his thighs. His cock rested on the smooth, warm skin of her face. Grabbing both her tits, he gave them a strong squeeze, slowly working his fingers up to her nipples. He moved his fingertips along her areolas as her tongue lapped out against any part of his shaft that she could reach. 

Her mouth opened wide and she exhaled loudly as he pinched both her nipples at once. He started twisting them. First, only a few degrees one way or the other. But that soon turned into twisting them around as much as he could until she started squealing. By now, a bunch of his clear precum had trickled out of his cock down onto her chin. He watched as she lapped it up. 

Brandon stopped pinching one of her nipples. Instead he ran his hand down the warm skin of her stomach until he got a hold of her thong. He pulled the string tight so that it pressed between the hairless lips of her pussy. He pulled back more and more on it, until she started arching her hips up. Soon, she crossed her legs at the feeling. 

Looking down into her strained face, he said, “You’re going to suck my cock now.”

He shifted back a little, grabbed her under the shoulders, and turned her over onto her stomach. Her ass was still beet-red from the earlier spankings. Brandon reached around behind her head and grabbed a handful of her hair. He pulled back, making her arch her head back. She was already looking up into his eyes with her mouth wide open ready to receive him. 

Grabbing his hard cock, Brandon guided the big head in between her lips. He watched as they formed a seal around his flesh. The inside of her mouth was hot and wet. She used her tongue on him, sucking on him at the same time she soaked him with her spit. 

“You’re going to take all of it now,” he said. 

Keeping her head steady with his hands, he pressed his cock deeper into the moist opening of her mouth. As he thrust the final section into her throat, he noticed the tears streaking the makeup around her eyes. She tried pushing her head forward against his grip, clearly intent on taking the rest of him. Soon, her lips were sealed around the very base of his shaft. Her whole body shook with the strain of maintaining both her position and holding her breath. 

Reaching over, Brandon grabbed the riding crop. Her eyes fixed to it.

“Don’t you fucking dare bite me,” he told her. Raising the crop over his head, he brought the tasselled end down onto one of her ass cheeks with a loud crack. She jumped then, as much as she could jump. But she was good; he hadn’t so much as felt her teeth on his shaft. 

He pulled his cock back enough for her to breathe out and take another breath in. As soon as she had, he pressed the head of his dick back down into her throat. Raising the crop again, he brought it down onto her other cheek. She flinched, then whimpered. Brandon closed his eyes and enjoyed the vibrations along his shaft. 

Each time after he let her take a breath, he’d press his cock back into the massaging folds of her mouth and whip her ass with the crop. Her cheeks turned a much more brilliant shade of red than they’d been when he was just using his hand. 

Throwing the crop away, he leaned over her and grabbed her ass cheeks. He squeezed them and ran his fingers along their flesh. At the same time, he flexed his cock in her mouth. She responded by humming

Brandon pulled his cock out of her mouth. Long strings of her spit hung from his shaft. She took a few deep breaths. Grabbing the back of her head again, Brandon grasped his cock with his other hand. She opened her mouth, ready to take him back in. Instead, Brandon slapped with her his dick, first on one cheek, then the other. Her face was streaked with running makeup and spit. 

“Stay like that,” he told her. 

Standing up off the bed again, Brandon shifted around until he could see her glistening pussy. He grabbed her hips and pulled her towards him, so that her legs hung over the side of the bed. He got a hold of her wrists and pressed them against the small of her back, making her ass arch and giving him a better angle on her cunt. He pulled the string of her thong out of her slit and pushed it to the side. 

Her pussy accepted his cock, surrounding it with its warm and wet walls. He got a hold of her ass again, squeezing it and giving it some more light slaps as he ran his cock in and out of her wet tightness. Spreading her cheeks apart, he got a look at the little dark pucker of her asshole. Maybe next time, Brandon thought. 

Already he could feel a certain tension in his balls. His cock looked so good slipping back and forth into her hungry opening, getting all slippery and shiny with her pussy juices. She was moaning, too. 

The redness on her ass seemed to be fading. Brandon refreshed it, giving her a fresh slap every time he slammed his shaft home into her. Soon her cheeks were bright red again. After the fifth slap, she came on him, her pussy clamping onto his rod and trying to keep it from escaping. Wendy had buried her face in the covers to stifle her screams. 

He could feel himself about to come. Pulling his cock out of her, he stroked himself to the finish. Hot spurts of his cum splashed onto her ass. He spread her ass apart so that some landed in her cleft. His load was so big. His whole body tensed up every time his cock jumped and released another stream.

Leaving her handcuffed, Brandon collapsed onto his back beside her on the bed. He stared at the ceiling as he caught his breath.

“Are you going to un-handcuff me?” Wendy said, her voice petulant, turning her head to look at him. 

He saw that she was panting, too. “Soon,” he replied. 

When he felt sufficiently refreshed, he got up and fished the keys to the cuffs out of the top drawer of his dresser. He undid the handcuffs and took them away. They’d left red rings around her wrists where they’d pressed into her tender flesh. 

“The bathroom is just down the hall,” Brandon said, “Go get yourself cleaned up, and then get your ass back here.”

She left the room. He heard the tap running. She was only a few minutes before stepping back in. Standing in front of him, she put her hands on his shoulders and looked down into his face. 

“That was fucking incredible,” she said. Then she slapped him, “But when I tell you to do it harder, you do it harder right the fuck away. You got that?”

She lifted her hand to slap him again, but he caught her narrow wrist in one strong hand. She smiled at him. Then she moaned when he pushed a finger between her thighs into that delicious gap and rubbed them against her sloppy little cunt.

“I’ll fuck you the way I want to fuck you. Got that?” he said.

“Yes, daddy,” she said. She bit down on her bottom lip a little, then let the delicious flesh slide back out. “Are you going to fuck me again now?”

Brandon thought about it. He thought about how nice and warm and tight her pussy had felt, wrapped around every inch of his cock. How it’d be nice to feel that again, for longer this time.

But he also wanted to teach this hot little bitch a lesson. 

He knew just how.

“No. Get your shit back on and get home.”

She pouted. “Why?”

“Because I said so. Get dressed and get back home. Then come back over tomorrow at the same time,” he said.

“Fine,” she replied after a moment, her voice still petulant. He’d break her of that soon enough.

After all, they had a couple weeks before his own daughter came back home.




 

Ganged by the Daddies Next Door: The Crush 

 

Louis lugged the case of Pabst out of the trunk of his Ford.

“You sure that’s going to be enough?” Ryan asked, watching him from one side of the driveway.

“It’s six beers a piece,” Louis said, hefting the 24 pack. It was a Friday night, and the four of them were all about to go inside to see what was on SportsNet.

It would distract them from the real reason they were there.

Or distract Louis, at least.

“Why the hell can’t Bob just leave his daughter home alone? Isn’t she 18 and in college, for Christ’s sake?” Ryan said.

“Because he doesn’t trust her to not have a party and trash the place,” Louis replied, “And we said we’d help him out.”

“Right,” Ryan said, “That’s why.” Then he gave Louis a sidelong glance, as though the two of them shared a secret.

It made Louis’s heart jump in his chest. There was no way that Ryan could know about what had been going on.

“Come on, let’s get inside to make sure she hasn’t got an early start on any troublemaking,” Louis said.

He started up the slight incline of the driveway, the bottles of PBR clinking against each other within their cardboard case.

He knew that his performance at work had been flagging lately. And also that he’d been spending a fair amount of time hanging out with Bob at his house.

He told Bob it was because his own wife and children were driving him crazy. It was nice, Bob was a single dad and they could hang out and drink beer after work.

The real reason was Krissy.

Just thinking about her made Louis’s balls ache and send a tingle of desire down his shaft. She was just the hottest little minx he’d ever laid eyes on. A perky, perfectly curved ass. Glistening full lips. High, firm tits.

And some part of him thought that she shared his desire, at least in part. Because for the last couple weeks when he came over she always seemed to wear the skimpiest shit. Or find any excuse to bend over in his view.

Just this past Monday he could’ve sworn that she’d winked at him.

It had gotten to the point that he couldn’t think about much other than what he wet little pussy might taste like. Or what it might feel like sliding up and down his rigid cock.

He’d jerked himself off a few times thinking about her, and the fantasy had given him the hardest cock he’d had in years.

And now Bob wanted him to house sit for the night while he was away. Friday night was a prime party night, so Louis didn’t blame him.

Of course, he’d be all alone with Krissy. And it was one thing to go from fantasy to reality. So in an attempt to control himself he had invited Ryan and a couple other guys from the office over, bribing them with promises of beer.

 “Does Bob have a nice TV setup?” Bruce asked, mounting the steps up the porch.

“Yeah it’ll do,” Louis said.

He took the steps carefully. The blood pounded in his ears and left his whole head hot. What was Krissy wearing right now? Would she stay upstairs in her room the whole time? Would she come down?

“It shouldn’t be locked,” Louis said when all of them stood in front of the front door. Ryan reached out and tested the knob. It twisted and the door opened. They all piled into the front foyer, kicking off their shoes and hanging their jackets.

Closing the front door, Louis called up the stairs. “Krissy? You here?” 

She must not have been thinking of company coming over, because she appeared at the top of the stairs in nothing but a tank top and a pair of panties. Louis felt his cock jump in his pants. He could see her nipples through her shirt.

She smiled at him, but that smile disappeared in surprise when she saw all the other guys.

“Umm... Hi?” Krissy said. She made no move to leave, or to cover herself, either not realizing how she was dressed or not caring. 

Ryan whistled. Louis shot him a venomous look, but the guys were all too busy staring up at Krissy. 

With a giggle, she turned around and walked slowly back to her room. Louis thought that she’d walked very slowly indeed, and had swayed her hips far more than usual. All he could think of was how her ass had flexed as he ran to the garage to grab everyone another round of beers. 

“Krissy is one nice piece of ass,” Ryan said. They’d been sitting around the living room for about an hour, drinking all of Louis’s beer. 

“Tell me about it,” Louis said before he could catch himself. 

Everyone smiled at him. 

“Get her down here,” Ryan said, “I have a question for her.” 

“Krissy, can you come down here?” Louis yelled, turned in his chair. 

The stairs creaked as she made her way down. Soon, she was standing in the living room looking nervously around. Louis squinted at her. She seemed to be breathing rather quickly, and he noticed sweat on her chest. Her nipples were also stiff.

“Yes, Louis?” Krissy said.

“Ryan has a question for you,” Louis replied, nodding to where Ryan sat.

Ryan had a huge grin on his face, and he let his eyes openly run up and down her lithe form. “Are you behind the problems Louis’s been having lately?”

Louis’s eyes widened. Krissy’s mouth opened and closed a few times.

Finally, she managed a, “I... I don’t know what you mean?” 

Reaching up, Ryan beckoned for her to move closer. When she did, he touched her hand, then let his fingers run down the outside of her thigh. Louis had to lean over to hide his bulge. 

“I think our boy here has been so busy thinking about fucking your young brains out that he can’t concentrate on work.”

The other guys sitting around all nodded. 

Krissy’s whole body seemed to flush red. She looked quickly at Louis, then away.

“What have you been doing?” Ryan continued.

Krissy shuffled her feet around a bit before saying, “Masturbating.”

“Thinking about Louis?” Ryan pressed.

Krissy nodded.

Ryan hadn’t taken his hand off Krissy’s thigh. Louis watched as he worked the tip of his finger around to her ass, pushing it beneath her underwear. 

“Look, Chris, we need Louis at one hundred percent at work. There’s only one thing I can think of to fix this problem,” Ryan glanced around her body, giving Louis a look, “You need to fuck him. Right now.” 

Everyone was silent. Louis’s heart thumped so hard against his chest that he felt his whole body shake.

“Okay,” Krissy said.

Clapping his hands together, Ryan said, “Go get him, tiger.”

Louis leaned back in his chair, his hard cock plain to see down one leg of his pants. He just couldn’t believe what he was seeing and hearing. All of that was washed out of his mind, though. Krissy took a few steps back, looking over her shoulder with her lip sucked between her teeth. She sat down on his lap, leaning to one side a little with an arm over Louis’s shoulder.

“I’m sorry I’ve been a distraction, Louis. Can I make it up to you?”

Feeling her ass pressed against his rod like that made Louis squeeze some precum out of his cock. She smiled at him as she felt his cock flex. Then she kissed him, long and deep. Her hips started gyrating a little on his, and his shaking hands seemed to move of their own volition to her stomach. Her skin felt so warm through her shirt. Still trembling, they travelled up her body.

He cupped her breasts, feeling her stiff nipples against his palms. He squeezed. Oh God, he thought. They were as firm as he’d hoped. 

Krissy pulled out of the kiss. She whispered to him, “That’s so nice, Louis. It feels so good for you to touch me like this.”

“I know, baby,” Louis said, “It feels good for me, too.” 

Moving one of his hands, he placed it on her thigh. He pressed his fingers between her legs, and started moving them up toward her pussy. Glancing up, he saw Ryan rubbing his hard cock through his pants. One other guy, John, had actually pulled his cock out and was masturbating furiously. 

Louis felt his fingers slide over her pussy as she slid out of his grip. Her panties were damp. 

She stood in front of him, looking down into his upturned face. Krissy smiled, then pulled her shirt off. Her tits bounced as the tight fabric moved off them. Stooping, she slipped out of her underwear. One of the guys groaned at the sight of her bending over, a wet spot on his pant leg where precum had leaked from his cock. 

Offering her hands, Louis took them. She pulled him to his feet. He was so much taller than she was, he noticed. 

“You’re so hard, Louis,” Krissy said. She knelt down in front of him, her back arched and her ass on full display for all the guys watching and touching themselves to the sight of her young flesh. 

Putting her hands on her thighs, Krissy leaned forward. She enveloped the head of Louis’s cock through his pants with her lips. He felt a jolt go through his body as she enlarged the wet spot that had been there before. 

He couldn’t take it anymore. He could see down the curve of her back to her perfect ass. If his cock stayed in his pants any longer, it felt like it would break. 

Louis wrenched his belt off and let it fall to the floor. He pulled at the button so much that it actually popped off his pants. It didn’t matter to him at all, though. The next moment, he had his zipper down and was pushing his pants and briefs down his thighs. His cock popped out of his underwear like it was spring loaded. The flesh of the head of his cock was so taut that he thought he could see his reflection in it.

“Whoa, boys. Guess we were right about him wanting to fuck Krissy,” Ryan said. He had his own hard cock out and was stroking it, his eyes fixed on Krissy’s heart-shaped ass. 

Looking up into his eyes, Krissy opened her mouth wide, ready to receive his meat. Louis wanted so badly to feel just how warm and wet her lips would be around him, so he didn’t get why he started slowly running the tip of his cock along her cheeks. He let it brush past her lips, leaving a clear and shiny trail of precum along her pretty face. 

Finally, he let go of his cock. She grabbed it, her fingers barely long enough for the fingers to touch around his girth. As she ran her hand up his length, a glob of precum leaked out of him. 

“Yum!” Krissy said.

The next instant, her lips shoved down around his cock and she started sucking. 

“Damn it, I can’t take it anymore,” Ryan said. He slid down onto his knees, right behind Krissy. As she slowly worked more of Louis’s big cock into her small mouth, Ryan started playing with her ass, pulling her cheeks apart to get a look at her asshole and running his fingers down her cleft. 

“Shit, let me in one this,” Bruce said. He wasn’t wearing pants any more, Louis saw. Bruce knelt down beside Ryan and they both started running their hands all over her body. Louis saw Bruce’s hand move between Krissy’s thighs, and she moaned around his cock. 

Louis grabbed a handful of her hair and held on as her mouth started making laps up and down his shaft. 

“Wow, Louis, her pussy is so wet already. You must really get her going,” Bruce said. 

“You ever been fucked in the ass, girl?” Ryan broke in.

Krissy’s eyes widened as Louis watched Ryan ease the tip of his finger into her tight pucker, but she made no move to stop him. If anything, she started grinding her hips against the hands feeling her up. 

“Is your pussy nice and wet for me, baby?” Louis said, stroking her cheek with his free hand.

She nodded up at him, as much as she could with her mouth full of cock. 

“Can I share you with my friends?” Louis asked. 

A more emphatic nod came this time. Louis smiled down at her. This smile turned into a grimace as her tongue licked around the head of his cock, igniting his nerves with pleasure. 

“Yeah, baby,” Louis said, “Suck Louis’s cock just like that.” 

The whole room was filled by the sopping wet sounds of fingers jamming into tight holes and cock sucking. 

“Hey, Louis, you want to be the first to fuck her?” Bruce said. Louis could tell by the way the tendons in his forearms were working that he was finger banging Krissy as hard and fast as he could. She’d had to take her mouth of Louis’s cock a few times to let out a whimper or moan. 

“Hell yes!” Louis said. Gently, he pulled Krissy’s mouth off his cock. She breathed deeply as strings of her spit slowly stretched and fell to her floor from the entire length of Louis’s hard rod. 

Bruce and Ryan each wrapped one arm around Krissy’s back, and they each stuck their other arms under her knees. She squealed as they lifted her up between them. She was in a position like sitting in a reclined chair, but her legs were spread wide open. Louis felt his cock quiver when he saw that her pussy was shaved. The skin of her pussy lips was a little darker than the rest of her body, and he could see the stiff little nub of her clit. 

Louis stepped in between her legs. Grabbing his cock, he pressed the head to her cunt and pushed. He watched as his member slowly disappeared inside her. She was so tight that he felt the skin of his cock getting stretched back as he entered her more deeply. She was biting her lip as she looked down as well, and her hands were balled into fists over Bruce and Ryan’s shoulders. 

“Oh, Louis, you’re cock is so big and hard inside me,” Krissy said. 

Bruce and Ryan watched her tits jiggle as Louis pulled his cock back and shoved for the first time. She squealed again, and her pussy tightened up around him so that he had to stop for a moment. The desire to shoot his wad into her was almost unstoppable. 

“Calm down there, sailor,” Bruce said. 

Louis pulled her hands off their shoulders and wrapped them around his own. He slipped his own arms under her knees and the other men let go. Standing up with her in his arms, he bounced her pussy up and down on his cock. Each time he let her fall down onto his stiff rod, he filled her pussy up all the way. He could feel his balls slap against her ass. 

Then Ryan stood behind her. He had a wicked grin on his face. Louis held Krissy still as Ryan positioned himself. Again, Louis felt her pussy tighten up around him as her body involuntarily tensed from Ryan shoving his cock into her ass. 

“Oh Louis, oh Louis...” Krissy started saying. The men were bouncing her body up and down between them like a toy. Louis could feel Ryan’s balls slap into his every time she moved back down onto their cocks. 

Suddenly, Krissy dug her nails into Louis’s back and she buried her face against her shoulder. He felt why a moment later. Her pussy convulsed around his shaft, getting sopping wet at the same time. She whimpered as she came on him. Louis had his teeth gritted as he fought against fought the urge to come. 

She’d gotten so wet that Louis could feel some of her juices running down his shaft and his balls. Krissy shivered in his arms as her pussy fitfully squeezed around him a few more times. 

Pulling away, Krissy in his arms, Louis slowly lowered himself down to the floor. He laid on his back. Lifting Krissy again, he got her to turn over. Soon, he felt his cock stretching her asshole out as he entered her again. This hole was even tighter than her pussy, and it squeezed and touched his cock differently. 

Sitting up into reverse-cowgirl position, Krissy beckoned to the other guys. Louis grabbed her ass, grunting as she started bouncing on his cock like it was a ride at an amusement park. 

The two guys who’d been sitting on the couch watching the whole time stood up, their cocks already hard and in their hands. They walked up to Krissy. She spat onto her hands and grabbed both of their shafts, jerking them hard and fast in time with Louis’s cock cramming into her tight asshole. 

Bruce stepped in between the two men, and was rewarded with Krissy sucking his cock down her throat. He grabbed her head with both hands and started fucking her face. Ryan watched from the side, stroking himself.

Like a pro, Krissy switched the cocks in her mouth around, making sure each man’s member was slick with her spit and throbbing with desire to feel her lips again. 

Louis was busy watching her stretched asshole move up and down his shaft, and the way her ass cheeks felt in his hands as he helped her move. Though it was more like trying to keep her youthful energy in check. 

He felt sweat break out on his forehead as he gritted his teeth. The uniform tightness of her asshole felt incredible around him. It seemed like he was constantly about to come.  

Louis let one of his hands trail up her ass and up her back. Her flushed skin felt so hot and smooth under his fingers. His thoughts kept returning to how turned on she was, and he felt his cock getting harder in her with each passing moment. 

She started going crazy on Bruce’s cock, then, taking her hand off one of the other men and using it to quickly jackhammer up and down the big shaft jammed most of the way into her mouth. She moaned around him, bobbing her head back and forth as quickly as she could. 

Bruce’s whole body seemed to have gone rigid, and a look approaching pain contorted his face. He started coming into Krissy’s mouth, gasping every time he fired another spurt through her waiting lips. For the last couple, he pulled his cock out of her and let his jizz splash on her face and neck. It leaked down her body. 

One of the other guys stepped into Bruce’s place. She only had her lips on his shaft for a few moments before he grunted. He didn’t come in her mouth at all, instead pulling his cock out and letting his cum fly all over her tits. She giggled as his hot jizz trickled down her flesh. 

The third guy lasted only a few strokes of her mouth. He seemed to like having her warm lips wrapped around him, as he emptied his entire load down her throat. Krissy swallowed every drop eagerly. The whole time, she never let up bouncing the tight ring of her asshole up and down Louis’s hard shaft. 

Reaching up, Louis pulled her down so she was lying down on him. He looked over her shoulder at Ryan, who was still jerking his cock.

“Come fuck her pussy,” he said.

Ryan didn’t waste a second. He straddled Louis’s legs and lifted Krissy’s knees to her chest. He slipped his cock into her pussy and the three of them fucked on the floor. Louis had sucked in a breath and was letting it out slowly through his teeth,

“Oh Louis, are you going to come, too? Are you going to come in my ass?”

“Yeah, baby,” Louis said, “You can have it all.”

Louis felt his balls tighten, and then his cock reached full hardness and started jumping around in the constricting space of her asshole. His hot cum splashed inside her as she continued working up and down on him. Louis’s whole body flexed each time he shot into her. He barely even noticed that Ryan was coming too, holding completely still as he emptied his balls into Krissy’s pussy. 

“Fuck!” Louis said as his cock continued pumping.

After a while, Ryan pulled out and stood up. His semi-flaccid cock was covered in cum and juices from Krissy’s little cunt. Krissy relaxed completely on top of Louis. Louis kissed her long neck and gently ran his fingers along the inside of her thighs. 

“Oh Louis, I can feel your cum in me,” Krissy said. She wiped some of the cum from her tits and licked it off her finger. After a few more minutes of lying together like that, she stood up off him. He felt of pang as his softening cock pulled out of her asshole. He watched her tight little body as she walked down the hall to the bathroom.

Ryan got up and went over to the box of Kleenex on the coffee table. He pulled a few out and wadded them up, then began cleaning the mingled juices from his cock.

He tossed the box at Louis, who caught it and did the same.

He couldn’t believe that had just happened. His cock and his balls ached deeply. But it was a satisfied ache. A real ache. 

“That do it for you?” Ryan said.

“What?” he replied.

“Get you to start thinking with your head instead of your cock?”

“Yeah, I think,” Louis said.

“Good, because we need you back up to 100% at the office. And hey man, I’ll bet you there’ll be plenty of opportunities to come over and fuck her brains out whenever her old man isn’t around,” Ryan said.

“Right,’ Louis said.

They didn’t talk about what happened for the rest of the night. And they sure as hell didn’t tell Bob.




Biker: A Next Door Daddy Story 

 

“So you’re ready for your first shift,” Peter said.

It wasn’t a question.

Charisma squinted against the light of setting sun to look again at the sign for the bar. Then she looked down once more at what she had on: a short-sleeved blouse with the top few buttons undone to a dangerous degree and a leather skirt that barely covered the bottom of her panties.

“I think so,” she said.

The lot was fairly empty at the moment. Just a couple of chromed Harleys and her own old Accord. The place wouldn’t be busy until later.

Peter put one meaty hand on her shoulder and gave it a light squeeze, “Pretty thing like you’s going to make a killing on tips alone. Trust me on this.”

“I do,” she said. She pretended not to notice how warm his hand felt. Or how it seemed to linger just a few moments too long on her.

“Thanks again, Peter,” she said, “I don’t know what I would’ve done without this.”

“It’s no problem, really. You an Amy have been friends so long you’re practically sisters,” he replied, smiling.

It made him look even more handsome. Ever since she’d met him, when she was much younger, she’d had a crush on Peter. In fact, she thought she might’ve become such close friends with Amy, Peter’s daughter, to get closer to him.

He was a biker, and had been involved with the clubs in this area for longer than she’d been alive.

With his shirtsleeves rolled up, you could see the twisting and winding black tattoos that wrapped his forearms. And he constantly seemed to have just the perfect amount of stubble.

And the silver that flecked that stubble now enhanced his looks rather than making him look old.

Of course, he had a reputation as quite the enforcer. He stood head and shoulders taller than Charisma. Head and shoulders taller than most people, too.

There were scars on his knuckles and on his arms.

He was dangerous yet somehow comforting and fatherly. A big bear that would stop at nothing to defend anyone he cared about.

And he’d gotten Charisma this gig tending bar at this biker dive to help her pay for college tuition, since she wanted to graduate debt free.

It had nothing to do with the fact that Peter liked to hang out here with other members from his club pretty much every night. No, none at all.

For just a second she thought she saw his eyes linger on the open throat of her blouse. She didn’t have a hell of a lot of cleavage, but she’d put on a push-up bra to emphasize what was there.

Her stomach fluttered. A liquid heat squirmed low in her stomach.

“No, really. Thanks a lot,” she said, “I wish there was some way I could pay you back. Anything at all.”

Heat blossomed in her cheeks and she looked away from him.

The silence between them told her that maybe her little hint had gotten through.

“You’re like a daughter to me, Charisma,” Peter said.

“But I’m not your actual daughter,” she said. Her heart pounded pure lava through her veins and she could hear the hammering of her pulse past her ears. That feeling of liquid heat within her intensified.

“Charisma…” Peter said.

Motorcycle engines rumbled in the distance, coinciding with the street lights flickering to life.

“…We better get inside. I’ll have to show you how the taps work and everything,” he finished.

The bar seemed quiet at first. It smelled of beer and cigarettes. And it was dark, despite all the neon signs for Bud and Coors.

Which was about all the bikers wanted. Beer. Lots and lots of beer. The more bikers that piled in to occupy the booths and tables and to shoot pool and throw darts, the more beer went out.

And through it all, she saw Peter regularly. She always served him first, and he always lifted his pint glass up to salute her.

The other bikers there all knew Peter well. They joked with him, slammed him on the back, but she could tell there was something else there.

Respect. Fear, even. When he came over to a table everyone quieted for a moment as though waiting permission to continue having fun.

Several times, she caught him watching her from wherever he sat.

“Hey, babe, what are you up to when you get outta this shithole?”

The drunk biker leaned hard against the bar. He was tall and broad-shouldered, with what looked like a skull tattoo starting on his chest.

His breath reeked of beer. His eyes wanted down her face to her exposed cleavage.

“More beer?” she said, instantly repulsed.

“Because I’d like to take you for a ride after you’re done tonight,” he said.

“I’ll get you that beer,” she replied. She turned to head for the taps. 

Then he grabbed her by the wrist. He pulled her hard against the bar. Her eyes went wide. Her body went rigid.

“Let me go,” she said. No one else around them seemed to care.

“I don’t want to,” he replied, “Now, about that ride…”

“Please…” she started.

Then Peter came up behind him. He grabbed the other man by the shoulder.

“What the hell?” the biker said, turning.

He caught Peter’s balled fist on the left side of his jaw. Even over the sleazy biker rock, everyone heard the crack.

The guy’s lights went out and he crumpled to the floor. The music was the only sound at first, everyone just looking at what had happened.

Then someone laughed. It all started up again.

“Get this asshole out of here,” Peter said to a couple guys standing at the bar. They moved right away.

Then he leaned over the bar and covered Charisma’s hand with his. She was shaking all over.

“You all right?” he said.

“I am now. Thanks,” she said.

He started to pull away, but she grabbed his one hand with both hers and held him there a moment longer. He looked down at the grip she had on him, then up into her eyes.

They held that look a few long heartbeats before he pulled away.

As last call drew close, more and more of the bikers left the bar and roared away on their rides.

Soon enough, it was only Peter and Charisma left. He stacked a few chairs while she wiped down the bar.

After that little scene with the would-be suitor, her tips had increased immensely. She couldn’t believe the huge pile of singles in the tip jar.

“You don’t have to stay. I can close up,” she said. She had a key to the place as well.

He looked at her as he turned another chair over and set it down on top of a table. Then he came over behind the bar.

He was so close, she could barely contain herself. She couldn’t stop thinking about how quickly he’d intervened for her. How he’d saved her.

Or the way that touch and that look had lingered. He had to feel the same way she did, she figured.

And after that night, she felt heady and reckless. And so fucking horny. Her panties already felt moist between her legs.

“Peter…” she said, putting a hand on his shoulder. He looked at her and she knew it was true.

“I’ve been waiting all night to be alone with you,” he said.

He frowned as Charisma grabbed him by the jacket. She hauled him close, angling her face up to his. He grabbed the back of her head.

Their kiss made Charisma’s toes curl. 

He opened his mouth. She did, too. Their tongues pressed together, wrapping around each other.

A few breathless moments later, Charisma pulled away.

“I need you, here and now,” she told him.

The wolfish grin returned to his lips. “I’m going to give it to you rough.” Bikers didn’t mince their words or desires.

“Good.”

 He shoved her. The air rushed from her lungs as the small of her back collided with the edge of the shelf holding the liquor bottles. Her body seemed to fold under her at the pain.

Bottles fell onto the floor, shattering, as she sank to her knees. 

She stood, reaching for him. Peter grabbed one of her wrists and squeezed. Charisma gritted her teeth at the pain.

Peter squeezed down harder, pressing his lips into a thin line. Her knees started collapsing under her again. 

Still holding her by the wrist, Peter grabbed her by the neck and spun her around. He pushed her onto her back on the bar. She grabbed at the fingers around her throat, trying to pry them away. He just squeezed harder.

She felt her pussy getting wetter the tighter his fingers grasped her throat. It was like nothing she’d ever felt before.

“That’s some spirit,” he said.

Grabbing the neck of her shirt, Peter pulled. He tore the fabric as though it was paper. She trembled in his grip as he looked at her bare breasts. Both her nipples were puckered. 

“Please...” she said.

Charisma wanted him to do more than just look at her breasts. 

She shuddered as she felt the juices run out from her pussy, making a damp spot on her panties. 

Using one of his knees, Peter pried her legs apart. Charisma found herself putting up a token resistance.

For the first time, she noticed the bulge in his pants. Peter’s hard cock pressed against his jeans even as his fingers tightened around her throat. Moments later, black spots swam across her vision.

The spots turned to sparks as he urged his hips between her legs. She felt his hardness against her sex.

Peter leaned in, putting his face close to hers. “I can feel your heat, girl. Is your little pussy all wet? Does it need a hard fucking?”

Underscoring his point, Peter grinded his hard shaft against her pussy. Charisma squirmed in his grip as her body seemed to light up with sensation. The animal part of her mind urged her to grind her pussy against his bulge.

She’d never felt so powerless in all her life. He could do anything he wanted to her at that moment, and she wouldn’t be able to stop him. All this realization seemed to do was to make the walls of her sex tremble in her desire to have him inside of her.

A loss of control was what she wanted and needed. To sink into the pleasures of the flesh and sensation was her only desire at that moment.

Charisma felt a jolt in her chest as she realized she’d never felt the need to be fucked so much, either. Her body responded to his dominance, inviting him to take what he wanted. She wanted him inside her, needed him to take her, to unleash his desire and lust for her nubile body.

Her fingers tightened around his wrist as she felt his shaft throb against her pussy.

Still smiling, Peter grabbed one of her breasts. He squeezed the firm flesh, letting her stiff nipple poke out between two of his fingers. She whined at the pain as he squeezed harder. He shoved his bulge hard against her sex.

“You like it, don’t you?” Peter said.

“God!” Charisma replied as he tweaked her nipples, sending a sharp pain through her chest. Her hips bucked against his as she writhed in his grip.

Peter grunted. His bulging shaft, pressing against his pants, had pushed the lips of her sex apart. She’d gotten so wet that she’d gotten the crotch of his pants damp. 

“I bet you’re nice and tight...” 

He pushed her down onto the bar harder than before, trying to make her lie as flat as possible.

The pain in her breast went away as he stopped squeezing and pinching it. The relief lasted only a moment, though. Peter sucked her nipple into his mouth and bit down on it. She could feel his tongue rubbing against the puckered flesh.

Then she felt his bulging cock move away from her. She had a skirt on, so all Peter had to do was hike it up her thighs, leaving her fully exposed to whatever he wanted to do to her. 

All she could do was stare at the ceiling of the bar as he squeezed the inside of one thigh. His fingers moved up her flesh.

“Please... daddy…” Charisma said again as he shoved her panties to one side. The bunched up fabric felt wet against her skin. She knew she’d soaked her panties in her juices as he’d pushed his cock against her.

She let out a yelp as he pinched her nipple between his teeth. His fingers found her pussy, spreading her lips apart and sliding up and down from the wetness of her slit.

If she looked up, leaned over onto her back on the bar top, she could see the door. 

“Oh fuck, you’re so wet,” Peter said.

She felt his fingertips massaging in circles around her sopping hole. Her body trembled under his. She watched as he suckled at her breast and teased her pussy.

His fingers still gripped tightly around her neck. She pulled at his wrist, but that only seemed to make him squeeze harder. The strength left her arms as her sight dimmed and she became light headed. 

Her grip on his wrist slackened as she began losing consciousness. Feeling this relaxation, Peter also loosened his grip. Charisma gulped in a deep breath.

Then Peter shoved two fingers all the way into her pussy. She screamed. Her body convulsed in his grip as he stroked at the front wall of her sex. She clenched up around him, and he stroked at her faster and harder.

Charisma realized he was going to make her come from his fingering. There was nothing she could do to stop the orgasm, to stop him from feeling and knowing that he had total control over her body.

“You little slut,” Peter said, obviously feeling how he made her wet, how her made her pussy want his touch.

All she could think about was how good it felt to feel his strong fingers inside her, touching and rubbing her most sensitive parts. She found herself wishing it was his cock doing it instead of his fingers. She wanted to feel him throb and pulse inside her, wanted to feel his shaft as she gave fully into the animal lust of her body. 

“Don’t try to fight it,” Peter said.

He’d gritted his teeth, but was also smiling. She saw that smile widen as he looked upon and understood the expression on her face. 

“You’re going to come,” he said. Ordered.

His jaw muscles clenched harder as he shoved his fingers deeper into her. She knew he was right. There was nothing she could do to stop what was happening. She didn’t want to.

Her pussy had gotten so wet that his fingers squelched as they moved inside her. She tightened even more around them suddenly, her eyes opening wide.

“That’s it,” he said.

She gripped him so tightly that he could no longer rub her. Again, her vision seemed to darken. This time, it was the force of her climax and not his fingers around her neck. Her breaths shuddered quickly in and out of her as her toes curled. She felt him suck her stiff nipple back into his mouth even as her whole body seemed to pebble with goosebumps.

Charisma sucked her lip into her mouth and bit down on it. Tears formed in the corners of her eyes as she clenched and unclenched around him from the orgasm he’d forced out of her body. 

She bucked her hips against his hand, trying to press him deeper inside of her.

Then he pulled his dripping fingers out through the lips of her sex. Her body quivered uncontrollably, still going through the throes of her orgasm, as he turned her over.

Her bare breasts pressed against the polished bar. It felt cold against her flesh. Peter grabbed her by the back of the neck and held her down. She heard him struggling to undo his pants one-handed.

He barked a laugh and she knew he must have gotten his hard cock out.

“My turn,” he said. 

She still felt incredibly tight from her climax. The head of Peter’s cock bumped against her sex. 

A deep growl sounded from his throat as he pushed, his cock like a battering ram. 

She’d never experienced an orgasm so intense, so raw before. And that had just been from his fingers, she realized. 

She couldn’t see behind her, but she thought he had a big cock from how big the head felt. 

More and more of her wanted him to fuck her, to pound her tight little pussy until she came on him again.

She let out a whimper as the desire to feel him enter her, to fill her up, overpowered the rest of her mind. 

“That’s better,” he said as she relaxed her body.

Slowly at first, she felt herself stretch around him. Charisma grabbed the edge of the bar and squeezed the cool, hard surface as he pushed into her. 

“Daddy…” she moaned, smiling a little when his cock pulsed inside her when she said it.

His bare cock felt hot and stiff inside her. It throbbed and pulsed as it rubbed against her slick walls, making her gasp and hiss. Even making herself relax, she knew she was still very tight around him. 

Grunting against that tightness, Peter thrust deeper inside. It hurt as he bulled his way in, making her body yield to his desire. 

As her pussy took every last inch of him, Charisma knew it was her desire, too. She’d never felt so filled before, so stretched. There was pain, sharp pain, but it felt good. It felt far better than she thought possible. She could feel his shaft pulse with every beat of his heart.

Thinking about having him inside her made her tighten around him. Peter sucked in a breath. 

He pulled his cock back, running the bulges against her soft, wet walls. Charisma squeezed the bar, whimpering.

He thrust back into her hard enough to jam her hips painfully against the bar. He didn’t stop. The thrusting got harder and faster as he pounded into her helpless pussy. She could barely take a breath from the sensations and feelings welling up inside her.

“Yeah, you know how to take a hard cock, don’t you?” Peter said.

His voice was strained, and she knew the warmth and wetness of her sex had him close to coming. 

“Oh, fuck,” Peter said as she squeezed his shaft.

One part of Charisma didn’t want him to come. That part wanted him to keep fucking her for as long as he could stay hard. The other half of her wanted to make him fill her up. Not because she wanted it to end, but because she wanted him to feel as good as he’d made her feel.

“Peter...” Charisma moaned, using his name for the first time as she came on him. 

Her head arched back against his hand even as all the muscles in her body stiffened. It was an electric orgasm, one that made her fingers and toes go numb. Bright sparks and spots flashed across his eyes, and the room seemed to spin around them.

She gritted her teeth as he came in her. He pushed hard against the back of her neck, forcing her face back against the cold surface of the bar. Each time the hot cum spurted from his cock, he flexed inside her.

She could feel him filling her up with his seed. It was a hot ball inside her. It felt good, like her body needed it. Charisma pushed her ass against his hips, trying to force more of his shaft into her clenching pussy, trying to take his seed deep inside her, where she felt it belonged. 

Peter pulled out of her. Some of his cum leaked down her thighs in hot trickles. She stayed bent over the bar, her whole body trembling. She didn’t think her legs would support her weight.

Looking over her shoulder, she saw how flushed Peter’s face had become from his exertions. He saw her and smiled as he put his cock back into his pants and did them back up.

“I knew you’d like it.” he said.

“I’ve known for a long time that I’d like it,” she said.

“And you better not tell Amy about any of this.”

“Never,” she said.

“Good,” he replied, “Now finish cleaning this place up so that we can get out of here.”




Daddy Next Door: Babysitter 

 

Lola enjoyed babysitting for Martin and his wife. Their son wasn’t in preschool yet, and was so well-behaved that he spent most of his time sleeping. In fact, the kid slept like someone was paying him to do it.

So it gave Lola a lot of time to herself when she was over.

She was a first year college student, 18 going on 19, and she did this gig for a couple of regular clients to try and keep her student loans low.

She used to bring over her laptop and some school work and just spend a few hours doing that.

But then she started to get lonely and bored. And a little bit daring.

Martin was a handsome man, A handsome older man with a beautiful wife. He was successful, in construction or something like that, and he liked to keep himself in shape.

There were pictures from family vacations on the walls of Martin and his wife on the beach in Cuba. His wife was pretty, but one time Lola found her eyes drawn to him and couldn’t keep herself from looking at that picture at least a few minutes every time she came over.

He stood there on a sandy beach, the water so blue and rippling behind him, his hands on his hips. He wore only some shorts, and he looked great.

Lola wondered what it might feel like to have those big, strong arms wrapped around her body. What he might smell like. How warm his bare skin might feel against hers.

And if she put her face closer to the picture, she thought she could see a hint of the outline of his package.

She thought he was a big guy.

So she usually spent at least a solid half hour each time she was over touching herself. Running two or even three fingers into the tight and slick wetness of her pussy.

Or teasing the engorged nub of her clit so hard that her back arched up and her lips peeled back from her teeth.

She came at least once thinking about what it might feel like to have Martin’s throbbing cock plunging into her youthful cunt again and again until she just couldn’t take it anymore.

She actually got jealous of Martin’s wife for getting to experience that, and thought that he might enjoy being with a young woman for once.

Her little masturbation sessions started out in the bathroom. When she felt safer, she moved them to the couch. Then onto the guest bedroom.

Last week she’d gotten completely sopping wet in the master bedroom, her lithe body writhing around on Martin’s king size mattress.

There’d even been a bit of a wet spot on the duvet, but a little bit of vinegar and baking soda cleaned it up nicely and no one had ever said anything about it so she knew she’d gotten away clean and clear.

She also never said a word about any of this to Martin.

That night she got to their front door and rang the doorbell, the chime muffled inside the house.

As usual, Martin answered. He wore a nice suit, the tie complementing his eyes.

And he always wore just the right amount of stubble, which she admired when he smiled down at her.

More than once during her sessions, Lola had wondered what it might feel like to have that stubble scratch against her inner thighs while his experienced tongue worked its magic on her swollen mound.

“Hey, Lola. You’re early,” he said.

She hoped the darkness of the early evening hid the way she blushed. That blush spread all the way down her body, and the heat of it concentrated in her already quivering pussy.

She was torn: on one hand she wanted to be around him longer. On the other, she wanted them out of the house so she could push her shorts down and torture her little clit until she experienced some sort of satisfaction.

“Yeah, the bus was a bit ahead of schedule,” she lied.

For just a moment he smiled down at her, and she thought she saw the spark of something in his eyes.

She banked that look for later.

“Well, Brad’s already tucked in and out like a light, so I hope you brought a nice, long essay to work on,” he said, sidestepping so that she could squeeze past him into the well-lit foyer.

“Lots and lots,” she said, hating how bubbly and young she sounded. But she couldn’t help it. Every time she saw him her heart raced.

She hefted the strap of her backpack to show him that she had brought something over to use.

“That’s good,” he said, “I think I say this every time, but we really love having you look out for him. We’ve never worried about anything.”

She licked her lips, “Better watch out, or I’ll use that to ask for a raise!”

His smile widened, and he put his hand on her shoulder. Her breath caught in her throat and she forced herself to breathe normally.

“You’d deserve it,” he said.

“Hun? I’m ready to go. Is Lola here?” Martin’s wife called.

“Here and ready to go!” Lola said back as Martin’s wife rounded the corner.

Jealousy flared in Lola’s chest. His wife was so pretty. She probably got to fuck him all the time.

Still, she made herself smile at her. They waved as they got into the car and Lola waved back from the porch when they backed out and started down the road.

Normally she liked to wait a good 15 or 20 minutes before stripping down and getting busy.

But her little cunt throbbed quivered tonight. That pressure from his hand on her shoulder had really set her off. How strong his fingers felt, how warm his palm was.

She couldn’t stop thinking about what those fingers might feel like buried to the last knuckle in the wetness of her pussy.

First she checked on the kid, peering in with the door opened just a little. Fast asleep. So she went to the living room.

She flopped down on the couch and spread her legs. Then she popped the button on her shorts and drew the zipper down.

She pushed one hand down the flat of her stomach, her fingertips diving beneath the elastic of her panties.

They found the soft, warm flesh of her mound. And the nectar between her lips.

She closed her eyes and sucked in a breath, imagining that Martin was there beside her, shoving his hand down her pants while his wife was getting ready in the other room. That was hot.

Her nipples perked up. Without really thinking about it, she slipped the straps of her top and her bra down her arms, then let both fall down her waist. Her breasts spilled out.

She pinched one of her nipples until her breath caught.

She moaned and sank a finger deeper into her pussy. The moan intensified. She writhed around on the couch, her whole petite body quivering.

It just felt so fucking good. 

She didn’t even hear the car pull into the driveway, or the door open.

And she definitely didn’t mean to moan, “Ooh… Martin…” just as he walked into the living room.

“Lola?”

“Shit!” Lola said, wrenching her hand out of her panties. Three of her fingers glistened with the wetness from her sex.

“What’s going on here?” he said, “Is this what you do while my wife and I are out?”

“Why are you back?” Lola sputtered. The shock of it was startlingly close to that moment of euphoria during an intense climax. Her little pussy convulsed.

Martin pursed his lips, nodding. “Yeah, I forgot my cell phone. I had to come back for it. But now, I see I have another problem to fix.”

“Please don’t fire me, Martin! I really like working for you. I promise, nothing like this will ever happen again,” Lola said, leaning forward in her plea. She forgot momentarily about her nakedness, letting her shirt and bra fall slightly to reveal more of her firm breasts.

“It really is too bad. I’ve loved having you here. You seemed so cute and innocent...” Martin said, shaking his head at the whole situation. “I wish there was a way we could make things right.”

Lola felt her body begin to tremble. At first, she thought it was fear. Then, she realized it was arousal. Martin looked so handsome just then.

“There’s only one way I can see for making this right,” Martin said, glancing back at the door.

Fear truly did well up inside Lola at that moment. From his look and tone, she figured she was about to be kicked out for certain. She held her breath.

Martin looked back at her, his eyes fixed to the balled up clothes she used to cover her naked breasts. She squealed as he reached forward, grabbed the clothes, and pulled them away. He threw the clothes over his shoulder as he looked at her pert breasts, with their stiff nipples.

“Well, Lola, I think a good hard fucking is the only way to see past your little slip in judgment,” Martin said.

He took one of her nipples between his index finger and thumb, gently rolling and pinching at the stiff flesh.

Lola’s body responded animalistically to his touch. She felt herself flush with blood and get hot. Her little pussy got even warmer and wetter than before. She looked up into his face with hooded eyes as she slid her own fingers over the couch. They touched his knee, slid up his thigh, found his hard shaft.

He moaned as she squeezed his cock. It felt and looked so much bigger than her last boyfriend’s.

“Have you thought about having sex with me, Martin?” Lola asked, massaging his cock as she spoke, “Because I’ve thought about fucking you...”

“Yes...” Martin said, grabbing both her breasts and squeezing them with his big, strong hands.

Soon, that wasn’t enough for him. He slipped his hands under her ass. Lola giggled as he lifted her onto his lap. She leaned in and kissed him as his fingers slipped between her legs, rubbing at her pussy through her clothes.

Lola sucked his bottom lip into her mouth and nibbled on it as they looked in each other’s eyes. She let his lip pull slowly back from between her teeth. 

His hand shot up and grabbed a handful of hair at the back of her head. She whimpered as he pulled her head back, revealing her long, smooth neck. He made a deep sound in his throat as he leaned forward and put his lips against her flesh. Lola closed her eyes as she felt a tingle run up through her body.

Martin wrapped his other arm around her waist and pulled her body closer to his. She moaned as his kisses travelled up and down her neck, over her shoulders. She ground her pussy against his cock, wishing there were no layers of fabric between them.

She pushed against him, trying to free herself. He held on for a few moments longer, reluctant to stop leaving a trail of wet kisses over her bare flesh. Finally, though, he relented and she slid down off his body so that she crouched on the floor between his knees. 

He helped her undo his pants, and he sat up a little and pushed them down. His hard cock popped up, thick, long, bulging. 

Wordlessly, she grabbed the base of his shaft. The tips of her fingers couldn’t touch around his girth.

He watched as she started kissing him, then. She put her lips against the bottom of his shaft, just over her fingers, and slid them up his length. She left a trail of saliva as she went.

The tip of her tongue poked out of her mouth as she reached the head. She used it to tickle gently at the sensitive spot on the bottom. The muscles in his legs jerked, and he shut his eyes as she flicked her tongue.

Lola waited for him to open his eyes and look at her. When he did, she slipped her lips down over his cock.

“Oh, God...” Martin moaned. 

His eyes widened as she pressed her lips as far down his length as she could. He filled her mouth. She could feel her jaw straining to hold him in, could feel the head trying to enter her throat. She moaned on him so that she could feel the vibrations with the hand she used to hold his shaft steady. 

Martin responded, putting his hands over his face at the sudden sensation. 

Lola pulled her lips up his shaft slowly. When he left her mouth, there were strings of spit connecting the head to her lips. She spat down onto him, then used her hand to rub her saliva all over his cock before pushing her lips down his length again. 

She jerked his shaft while sucking. He swelled in the warmth and wetness until precum leaked out of him. She swallowed it up and tried to suck more out.

When she couldn’t take it anymore, she pulled off him. Martin looked at her for a moment before pulling his shirt off. She felt a tingle in her pussy as she looked at his well-muscled torso.

Lola stayed on her knees as Martin stood up. He grabbed her under her armpits and pulled her to a standing position, then shoved her down onto the couch. She didn’t struggle as he wrenched the rest of her clothes off, leaving her naked. She’d shaved her pussy and Martin seemed to like the look of the bare, wet lips.

It was his turn to crouch down between her legs. He put her feet on his shoulders and gripped her by the thighs with his strong hands. When he leaned forward, he pushed her legs back, making Lola angle her pussy up toward his face.

She whimpered as he put his mouth to her pussy. He parted her pink folds with his tongue, poking it out and running it up and down her slit.

Lola had to grab his hair with her hands and squeeze it, the feelings were so powerful. He started making slurping noises as his tongue moved faster and faster on her sex, soaking her. 

Then he started tonguing her little erect clit. She jumped and jerked and cried out as he held her pussy to his face and worked it. 

Screaming, she came on him. Her pussy convulsed and clenched and got his mouth wetter with her juices.

When Martin pulled back, practically his whole face shone with her juices. He panted, trying to catch his breath as he looked up at her.

Keeping her in the same position, he stood up partially. His long, heavy cock hovered right over her lower stomach. It still glistened with her saliva, and a big bead of precum had formed at the tip. She felt the urge to lick it off, but he held her firmly in place. He grabbed her behind the knees and pushed her legs to her chest. 

He started lowering his cock down to her pussy. She swallowed. Her heart suddenly started hammering in her chest as she anticipated how he would feel inside her.

Then he stopped. He looked at her. “Should I get a condom?” He asked.

“No! I want to feel you inside me, your skin against mine,” Lola replied.

His cock jerked as he heard the words. She knew that the thought of fucking her bareback really turned him on. She knew it really turned her on. She tried to raise her hips a little.

Gritting his teeth, Martin looked back down. They watched as he slid the head of his cock down her slit, using it as a guide. He stopped for a moment when the tip of his cock found her sopping hole.

Martin grunted as he urged his cock forward into her wet little pussy. Lola gritted her teeth and pulled her lips back over them as she felt her tightness stretch around his shaft. She could see his member straining as he tried to push it deeper into her.

It felt so good, having a bare cock inside her. She couldn’t believe that she’d never tried it before. It was so much better than using a condom. She could feel him against her, his warmth and hardness. She could feel his cock throb as she pleasured him with the tight, wet walls of her pussy.

He pulled slowly back out of her until they could both see most of his shaft. Her pussy left it coated in a layer of saliva of her juices. Harder than before, he thrust back into her. Her body went rigid as he stretched her out for a second time around him, totally filling her up. 

With her legs back like they were, he could get as deep into her as was possible. He pulled back and thrust forward again, making the couch shake.

Lola loved the sound his balls made as they slapped against her ass with each stroke. She loved the way her pussy felt around him, and she especially loved the way his cock felt so hot and hard in her and for her.

Reaching down under her thighs, she spread her pussy lips apart with her fingers so that he could get a better look at how she held onto him so firmly.

He looked down once, then threw his head back in ecstasy. He pumped her hard and fast, their bodies picking up a rhythm. Soon, they moaned together.

“God, I have to get a good look at that sweet ass of yours,” Martin said through clenched teeth.

He pulled out of her. Lola felt so empty, then, so desperate to have him back inside. He flipped her over, and she went onto her knees and gripped the back of the couch. 

He grabbed her ass cheeks again, feeling and squeezing them, pulling them apart and running his fingers over the firm flesh.

“Fuck, that is nice...” Martin said.

Lola giggled at his compliment. She wiggled her ass at him.

“But let’s not forget why we’re here,” Martin said.

She didn’t know what he meant until he raised one hand up and spanked her. She yelped at the sudden pain. Looking over her shoulder, she saw a red handprint already forming on one of her cheeks.

Before she could say anything else, he spanked her again. The pain took her breath away.

Martin spanked each of her ass cheeks four times, leaving them covered in reddening handprints. His shoulders rose and fell as he caught his breath and admired his handiwork.

“I think that’s good enough,” he said. 

Grabbing her by the hips, he pulled her into position. Then he pressed his cock against her pussy again and re-entered her.  She gasped as he seemed to fill her even more deeply than before. Her back arched, giving him a better angle to re-start his thrusting. She was so wet around him that they could hear as he shoved in and out of her.

His hands travelled over her smooth flesh as they fucked, pausing to give an appreciative squeeze to one breast, or to give her ass another light spank.

Soon, she pushed back as hard as she could as he slammed forward.

“Oh God, I’m going to come!” Martin said.

“Come in my pussy!” Lola said, slamming back against him.

Martin groaned, his fingers digging into her flesh as she pushed back so that her ass pressed against his stomach.

She squeezed his cock and he grunted. His cock swelled up, getting bigger and stiffer inside her. Then it jerked. Warmth spurted out the end of it into her pussy.

As she felt him coming inside her, she came on him. She squeezed one of her breasts, pinching her nipple as her pussy clenched and unclenched around his cock. Waves of pleasure washed over her, pulsing through her body as her pussy squeezed more and more cum from Martin’s member.

Martin left his hard shaft in her for a few moments after it stopped throbbing, then he pulled out.

Both of them were sweating and breathing quickly. Lola could see the arteries in Martin’s neck pulse under his flesh.

He grabbed her clothes from the floor and put them into her outstretched hands, then picked up his own. They put their clothes back on in silence. Lola admired his body, openly this time, and he hers.

“You know, I think you do deserve that raise,” he said.

He shrugged back into his shirt and started doing the buttons up.

“Yeah?” she said. Her pussy throbbed, the ache of it already setting in. His load was warm inside of her. 

“We’ll talk about it when we get back. Now, I have to get back to the restaurant. Keep an eye on the kid,” Martin said.

“See you later,” she replied.

She watched him go, feeling better and more satisfied with each passing moment. She liked the thought of him going back to be with his wife. She’d have no idea about Lola. Or the hot load of cum Martin had left inside of her.

Or the way her husband’s cock was still slick with the juices from their babysitter’s tight young cunt.

She liked this a lot.




Dominated: A Next Door Daddy Story 

 

Melinda was grateful to her friend Anna for getting her this job waiting tables at her dad’s restaurant.

And that was why she didn’t quit right away.

She was 18 and just three semesters into college and already she couldn’t stand the thought of coming in to do this sort of work even one more day.

“Hey, miss? My order isn’t right,” a guy sitting by the window said.

She went over, her skirt whirling around her thighs.

“It’s eggs. You asked for eggs,” she said, looking down at his order. She hooked her thumbs into her narrow belt and tapped her hands against her hips.

This guy was taking away from the time she could be setting up great shots for her Insta account. People loved hot waitresses. Especially ones who showed a lot of cleavage.

Or who hiked up their skirts just enough that you could just make out the bottom of her panties.

“These are scrambled. I asked for them fried,” he said.

“Eggs are eggs,” she replied, “What, are they not good or something?”

Why is this guy wasting my time?

He smiled in that irritated way that some people do. As though she were the one being the asshole here and not him.

“I’m sure they’re just fine. But it’s not what I ordered. Will you take it back and get me what I actually asked for?”

Melinda breathed deeply, her narrow shoulders rising, and then blew her cheeks out in a long-suffering sigh. Couldn’t this guy see that she was busy?

“Fine,” she said.

She took the plate and walked back behind the counter. On the way there, she made a mental note to tell Anna that this job kind of sucked. She never got good tips, and people constantly complained about the food.

She put the plate up on the order pass-through. “Another one coming back.”

Mike came up and frowned down at the plate.

Mike was Anna’s dad. He both owned and ran the place. He was also kind of hot in that older guy way, and sometimes Melinda liked to tease Anna about it.

She’d do things like tell her how hot she thought Mike was. And she asked if Anna thought he’d give her a raise if she blew him. Or what sort of raise she’d get if she fucked him.

She had to admit that it was only partly joking. Mike was way older than any other guy she’d been with, yeah, but there was something hot about him.

Maybe the way everyone seemed to pay him respect and do what he did. Or how good he was with his hands, preparing all that food.

He was also a single dad who did everything on his own. And Melinda just loved to tease the hell out of Anna about getting Mike so addicted to her tight young body that she’d be Anna’s new stepmom. 

That one always got Anna to the point of tears. Melinda smiled just thinking about it.

In any case, she thought that before she just outright quit she might see what sort of deal she could work out with him.

And just for some more ammo to throw at Anna, of course.

“What’s wrong with it?” Mike said. 

He picked up the plate and inspected it, looking for errant hairs or undercooked egg.

Melinda sighed again, adding an eye roll for more effect. “I dunno. Guy just told me it wasn’t what he ordered. He ordered eggs, I brought him eggs! What’s his problem?”

Mike’s jaw tightened and he set the plate back down.

“Melinda, what sort of eggs did he order?”

“I dunno, fried I think is what he just told me?” she said. God, was Mike going to give her shit about this now too? Maybe she wouldn’t fuck him after all.

“Then why did you write scrambled on the order?” he said.

She rolled her eyes again, “Because I didn’t write it down when he first ordered. When I got back here to give it to you I couldn’t remember anything but eggs so I just wrote scrambled down. What’s the big deal?”

Mike considered her for a long moment. Long enough that Melinda felt uncomfortable. She shuffled her feet beneath his gaze, and dropped her eyes down to the stainless bottom of the pass-through so that she didn’t have to look him in the face.

“The big deal is that your job is to get their order to me so I can make it. Their real order. Melinda, this isn’t the first time this has happened. I’ve gotten quite a few complaints about your rudeness as well as incorrect orders.”

“Whatever. He wanted fried eggs. Can you just make those so I can shut him up?”

“How many? Sunny side up? Yokes broken?” Mike said.

She crossed her arms beneath her small, perky breasts. “I don’t know. I didn’t write it down!”

Mike glanced down. He grabbed a pad of paper and a pencil and slapped them down on the pass-through. “Go find out. Do it now.”

There was heat in his voice. Melinda went stiff at it, shocked at the tone. She grabbed the pencil and paper and marched back over to the table.

I’m definitely quitting this shithole tonight, she thought.

Her shift ended at 9:00 that evening. It was a weeknight so it was only she and Mike, him going about the business of closing up shop.

She went back into the change room and threw her apron in an untidy ball on the floor.

This is just the worst!

Then someone knocked on the doorframe. She turned and saw Mike leaning against it, his big arms crossed.

“We need to talk about your job,” he said.

“What job? I’m quitting,” she said. She reached into her locker to grab her purse.

“Anna begged me to give you this job. You’ve only been here two weeks,” he said.

“Well, I know I’m better than this. And her begging isn’t my problem.”

“You’re not quitting,” he said.

She pulled her arm back out, empty-handed. She then planted those hands on her thighs and smiled at him. It was more a smirk.

“And why not? Not that you can keep me from quitting,” she said. This is going to be good.

“Because you need a lesson in manners and responsibility, young lady,” he said.

“Good thing you’re not my dad, then,” she shot back.

“Good for you. I would’ve had you across my knee long ago.” He came into the change room. Melinda noticed again what a big guy he was. It was sort of intimidating. She swallowed hard, but stood her ground.

She didn’t take shit from anyone. Especially not Anna’s dad.

“I bet you would. You just want to cop a feel.”

She thought again about fucking him. Actually, all the tension was making her tremble. He was so big. She thought he could break her in half if he wanted to.

There was something hot about that.

"I think you need a little taste of humility. You need to know who's the boss," Mike said.

She stared fire up into his eyes. They were a deep, emerald green. She'd never even noticed before, having done her best to avoid eye contact. Those green eyes gazed confidently back at her, unflinching.

Letting go with one hand, he brought his fingers up to her face. He brushed a few stray strands of hair back behind her ear. Those fingers moved through her hair to the back of her head. He balled them into a fist, sending a feeling down Melinda's back that marbled her flesh with goosebumps and made her stiffen against him.

Pulling her head back, arching her neck, he leaned down and kissed her. Her struggle renewed. She beat her fists against his chest even more. The heat of his mouth felt intense, and it only grew hotter. It threatened to melt her. She couldn't, she wouldn't let that happen, not with him.

Her struggled ground her body against his. He grunted as their kiss deepened, Mike opening her mouth with his and letting the tip of his tongue tease hers.

She felt it then, against her stomach. He got hard against her. She wanted to gasp at the size pressed against her. A shudder moved down from the small of her back. It loosened her, made her feel moist. Her mouth opened wider, and she found herself giving into his grip. He'd wrapped his arm around the small of her back, making her arch backwards and leaning over her.

Mike pulled back from their kiss. "That's right; you are learning your place, aren't you?"

Even she knew that her struggle was half-hearted. She barely pushed against his shoulders. Her hands kept threatening to wrap around his head and pull his hot mouth back to hers.

"Let me go..." she didn’t actually want him to. But she’d wanted this to happen on her terms, not his.

Still, she was so fucking wet already.

"Only if you promise to be a good girl and actually do your job," Mike said.

When she didn't reply, his hand shifted lower on her back. It cupped her ass for a moment, massaging and squeezing roughly. She groaned against him, her fingers grabbing up handfuls of his shirt. It hurt, but it also felt good. Far too good.

Then his fingers pressed down lower, finding the bottom of her cheeks. He started pushing at her thighs, which she'd squeezed together when he'd pulled her to him.

She squirmed in his grip as his fingers starting winning the fight against her clenched muscles.

Her mouth dropped open and she threw her head back. So wet, she thought. It was true. She could feel her panties moistening as his fingers moved inexorably toward her sopping slit. She knew that he had to feel the heat. She certainly could. The walls of her sex swelled and throbbed with desire. 

There was something animal, primal in the way he took her. Normally, she always made sure to be the one on top, the one calling the shots. He'd taken that away from her, and he hadn't even asked. 

She gritted her teeth, her fists squeezing his shirt more tightly. Her breaths came quickly, her heart banging away in her chest like the bolt of a machinegun in the heat of battle.

"Fuck!" Melinda screamed as he rubbed against her entrance with the tip of his finger, pushing against her shorts and panties.

She almost melted in his arms, then. Almost ripped off her clothes and let him take her how he wanted. But she still felt that spark of resistance, just waiting to engulf her body with anger again.

"Damn it, Mike, let me go. Stop it. I quit, and there's nothing you can do about it... Oh..."

Mike didn't say anything. He just pulled on her hair, forcing her neck to arch. She gasped when she felt his teeth against her windpipe. His hot breath washed out over her flesh, sending another tingle down her back and through her sex.

Then he growled. The vibrations of the sound penetrated her body, moving and reverberating all the way down to her toes. She unconsciously rose up onto her tiptoes, pushing her throat harder against his mouth. Her legs parted, giving him easier access to her body. 

No, the rational part of her mind begged, Fight! Get out while you still can! Some part of her knew that the voice was right. But another part knew that she couldn't, even if she wanted. Mike had her, and he wasn't letting her go. Not until he felt that he'd properly and fully delivered his message.

The image of that delivery arose in her mind. It was long, hard and thick, stretching her to the max as it slid back and forth in her soft, warm wetness. 

Mike grew tired to her clothes. He pushed her against the row of lockers. He tore her shirt off. Rather than undoing her bra, he grabbed the elastic straps around her back and ripped them. Her breasts spilled out as he pulled the bra down her arms and threw it away into the corner. Her nipples had hardened, and her firm mounds rose and fell rapidly as she tried to get enough air into her lungs.

She started pushing down her shorts and panties, but he stopped her. Grabbing her wrists up with one hand, he pinned them against the lockers over her head. Putting his face close enough to hers for their noses to touch, he looked into her eyes.

She couldn't flinch away from that intense stare. She knew what was happening. He was impressing his will on hers, trying to break her down. If she looked away, he won.

Then he put his other hand on her stomach, the fingers pointing toward the floor. She sucked in a breath through clenched teeth, hyperventilating as he pushed those fingers lower.

They found the elastic of her panties and pushed down under them. Melinda struggled, still looking into his eyes. She couldn't get her hands free. 

The tips of his fingers traced lines of fire as they got closer and closer to her own heat.

They reached the mound of her pubic bone. 

She struggled harder, her eyes narrowing to slits as they began watering. Neither Mike nor Melinda had even blinked.

Her mouth trembled, her jaw hanging open. She shivered violently against the lockers, making the doors rattle.

"Oh!" She yelled as the tip of one finger found her slit and started pushing into it.

She instantly soaked his finger in her juices as he moved farther. Two of his fingers parted the lips of her pussy, making it easier for the one he'd slipped into her slit to find her stiff little love button.

When he tickled that, sparks flamed out in her eyes. She scrunched her eyes shut, throwing her head back against the locker. It hurt, but she didn't care. Then she realized that she screamed his name over and over as he excited her little clit. Her juices leaked out onto his hand.

Then he stopped that, just as the ball of energy forming in her had reached critical mass.

His fingers glistened with her wetness as he pulled them out of her panties. Bending, he shoved her shorts and panties down her thighs. She kicked them off.

Then he stood. He grabbed her by the shoulders and spun her around fast enough to send her hair twirling through the air. Feeling another spark of resistance, she tried to turn back around.

"Stay!" Mike barked.

He shoved a hand between her shoulder blades, pressing her against the cold metal lockers. Her nipples stiffened up even more at the coolness. More juices leaked from her as she heard him undoing his pants with one hand. 

He was going to fuck her. She knew it. She wanted it. Her body ached for his hardness to fill her.

Yet, she shoved back, trying to get away. There was still a chance, she knew. She could still quit, still get away from him.

Keeping her chest pressed against the lockers, he wrapped an arm around her stomach and pulled her hips back. Then he spread her legs apart. She heard him unzip his pants. She tried to look back over her shoulder. 

Mike pulled his cock out. It was even longer and harder than when she'd felt it earlier. A jolt of panic moved through her chest. Is it even going to fit? She wondered. Then she scrunched her eyes, putting all her energy into getting away.

But it was too late. Mike grunted again as he guided his shaft between her trembling thighs. She jumped when she felt that taut, hard head pushing against the opening to her slick passage.

"God!" She moaned as she parted around him, her body yielding fully to his desires.

Her whole body lit up with pleasure and pain as she stretched around him. Her juices trickled down his straining shaft as he gritted his teeth and thrust himself into her.

She yelled his name as he sank into her warmth. She could feel every inch of his girth as it slid into her pussy.

She felt completely filled. More than filled. If he had been any bigger, any larger at all, she knew she would have burst. As it was, her sex overwhelmed her conscious mind with how good it felt to have him in there. She tightened around him, making him feel bigger.

Then he withdrew from her. She pushed her ass back against him. He moved so that the top of his shaft parted the lips of her pussy and slid forward instead of up and into her.

He put his mouth to her ear, brushing it with his lips. "You're not quitting, are you?" 

He brought his cock back and put the tip against her entrance. Pushing just enough so that he began entering her, he stopped. 

She needed him so badly, needed to feel that huge, hard shaft fucking her senseless. He'd won. He'd broken her. She was putty in his hands, ready to be molded to whatever shape he desired.

"No..."

Rocking his hips, the head of his cock sank into her. "No, what?"

Her eyes squeezed shut at the same time her pussy hungrily tightened around the little bit of him he'd shoved into her.

"No, I'm not quitting..." she moaned through gritted teeth.

"Good."

She screamed as he plunged all the way into her. He pulled back and did it again, then again. The force of his desire slammed her against the now warm metal of the lockers over and over. She couldn't open her eyes.

Her fingers scrabbled against the metal doors, trying to find something to hold onto as she felt her body slipping into the vortex of her climax.

She screamed for him as the walls of her sex began their cycle of clenching and unclenching around his hard shaft. The scream morphed into a moan when he didn't stop, didn't even slow down. He rode her through the deep climax that sent tendrils of pure sexual pleasure through every fibre of her body. It felt so good that she thought she might die. 

The heat, the hardness... was all her sex-addled brain could think.

Then he buried himself all the way in her, letting her walls massage the spurts of cum that shot hotly into her waiting pussy. He groaned, his fingers digging into her hips. She took every last drop, wanting more and more as the heat of it diffused throughout her body.

Her pussy ached when he withdrew. It had a heartbeat.

No guy had ever fucked her like that before. She’d never been so thoroughly owned in her life, like putty in his hands.

“Get yourself cleaned up,” he said, picking up her apron and throwing it at her.

“Okay,” she said. She sat up. Her thighs felt like jelly.

“And I better see you in here for your shift tomorrow. Tell me you’ll be here,” he said.

“I will,” she replied, with almost no hesitation.




 

The Daddy and the Sitter 

 

Brent new that his babysitter, Daphne, was sneaking money out of his wallet. In fact, he had known about it for a while now.

It was never much. A five or a ten spot here or there. A twenty once, after he’d sold an old motorbike for cash and had a whole wad of it in there.

In addition to the hourly rate he paid her to watch his son, he figured she’d gotten almost $200 extra off of him.

So why did he keep letting her get away with it?

Brent was a single dad, for one, and Daphne was a real life saver. She always came early and stayed late when asked, and his son thought she was great.

That was part of it.

Right at that moment, the doorbell rang. Brent walked over and opened the door.

Daphne smiled up at him, “Hey, Mr. Thatcher!”

“Hey, Daphne. Thanks for coming on such short notice. My boss just sprung this dinner on me,” Brent said.

He wore his business casual still, a buttoned shirt tucked into slacks and a belt. His tie currently hung untied, the collar of his shirt popped.

“It’s no problem at all!” Daphne said, bouncy and bubbly and vibrant as ever.

She came in and he stepped back.

She wore her usual clothes, a hot little red skirt that didn’t come anywhere near her knees and a crop-top that seemed to end just beneath her breasts. Those breasts were high and perky and, Brent fantasized fairly often, nice and firm.

Sometimes he thought she wore that outfit specifically to tease him. Well, it was less “thought” it and more “hoped.”

She set her book bag down.

“Lots of homework?” he said.

“College is killing me!” she pouted. Her lips looked nice and glossy and soft when she did that.

Brent knew that she was 18. Nice and legal. But he was still old enough to be her father. No matter how having her stand this close to him made his entire shaft tingle.

Besides, how cliché would that be? The middle-aged dad with a thing for the hot young sitter?

“Oh, let me help you with that!” she said when she saw his tie hanging there loosely.

“You don’t have to…” he started, then stopped.

She came up onto her tiptoes and pressed her body against his. Her breasts were warm mounds against his ribs. And she just smelled so damn good.

He started to harden, like he was a teenage guy himself again, unable to control his urges.

It took everything in him to not reach full mast against her stomach. 

His hands, held stiffly at his sides, kept fisting and relaxing. She was so close. He wanted so badly to wrap his arms around her waist and pull her even harder again him.

He glanced down at her and their eyes locked for a second. She smiled up at him while her dainty little hands deftly wove the ends of his tie.

When she finished, she pulled the knot tight and then settled his collar back down.

He could still smell her when she stepped back. Every muscle in his body felt taut.

“There, all better!” she said.

“Thanks,” he replied, glancing down at his freshly knotted tie. Well, it was more to glance down to make certain he hadn’t made a tent out of his slacks.

“I’m gonna go set up in the living room if that’s cool,” she said, snatching the strap of her book bag up.

“Yeah no problem at all. He’s upstairs in his room, probably dead asleep.”

“I’ll keep an eye on him, don’t worry,” she said.

“I never do with you,” he replied.

Still smiling, she walked down the hall towards the living room, that short skirt of hers flowing around her lovely thighs.

Then she glanced back at him, quickly, but it was enough.

Enough to make him decide that tonight was the night. He just couldn’t take it anymore. He needed her.

So he left his full wallet on the little hall table beside the door, sitting there beside the ceramic bowl where he tossed his car keys.

He left and watched the clock. He should go to that dinner with his boss, but he didn’t give a shit.

About ten minutes into the drive he turned around and went back home.

As luck would have it, he found her with his wallet in her hand as soon as he opened the door, a $10 bill sticking out.

She gasped when she saw him.

“I forgot that,” he said, glancing at the wallet. His body trembled. He needed her. He needed her so badly.

“Oh, I was actually just going to text you,” she said.

“Where’s your phone?” he replied.

Her cheeks went red with a blush when he pointed out that she wasn’t also holding her phone.

She chewed on her bottom lip for a second, then handed the wallet over.

“Was there anything else, Brent?” Daphne said. She kept glancing from his lips to his eyes. She didn’t close her own lips entirely, leaving them slightly parted. Brent could see her trembling, and he noticed that her nipples had gotten hard. She didn’t have a bra on. He felt a sudden urge to reach out and squeeze her firm looking breasts. 

“I know you’ve been skimming money from me,” he said.

“Brent…” she started.

“Stop! I don’t want to hear it.”

“Then… what do you want?” she asked.

Brent pulled the wallet away from her. He put it back down on the table. Wrapping his arms around her, he pulled her body against his. He felt her hips press against his rigid cock. Then he felt her lips against his. 

He could feel her hard nipples against him as he pushed his tongue into her mouth. Her petite body trembled in his arms as she gave into her need for him.

Brent ran his hand between them. His fingers slid over the smooth cotton of her panties as he rubbed her pussy. There was a damp spot right over her entrance. She moaned into his mouth as he pushed the panties to one side and ran his finger down into her moist slit.

When he needed to catch his breath, he pulled his face away from hers. Her cheeks were all flushed, and she breathed heavily against him as he continued massaging her sex. Her mouth opened as he found her stiff little clit and began playing with it. 

“Brent...” she said, beginning to roll her hips back and forth, grinding her wet little pussy against his hand.

“Have you ever been tied up?” Brent asked. The images of her naked body bound for him filled his mind.

She shook her head as she bit her lip. Her own hand slipped between them and grabbed Brent’s cock through his pants. She squeezed his hardness, making him throb in her grip.

“I want to tie you up,” he said.

Her lip slipped out from between her teeth. The pink tip of her tongue poked out and ran in a slow circle around her lips that sent a tingle up through Brent’s member. She nodded.

Not wanting to wake the baby, Brent led Daphne to the guest bedroom, which was on the main floor. Daphne already had her things in there, as it was where she slept when they needed her to stay overnight.

It was also the room where Brent kept the bondage gear he’d acquired during his more adventurous days.

He grabbed Daphne up in his arms and kissed her again, running his hands down to cup her ass and grind her hips against his. Her hands sought his cock again, but he collected her wrists and pinned them behind her back with one hand as he continued feeling her. His other hand moved between her legs.

Looking into her eyes, he slipped one finger into her wet hole. Her eyes squeezed shut, and she bit her lip as he started curling his finger against the front wall of her pussy. Pulling his finger out of her, he put it into his mouth and licked the juices from it. The taste enflamed his desire.

Brent could feel the blood pounding past his temples, hear it as it thundered by his ears, as he pushed Daphne down onto the bed. Her body writhed, and she stretched like a cat as he hooked her panties with his fingers and pulled them down. 

The first look he got at her pussy sent a tingle up his cock so strong he thought he was going to come. Her slit glistened with moisture.

Kneeling down beside the bed put his face right on level with her sex. She pulled her legs back, giving him an even better look at her as he fished around under the bed for the box he knew was there. 

As his fingers found the cardboard, he leaned forward and his lips touched her pussy. She jolted and moaned, pulling up her shirt to squeeze her own breasts and pinch her nipples.

Brent darted his tongue in and out of her, licking up as much of her juices as he could, getting his face and cheeks soaked as he pulled the box out from under the bed. He pulled the lid off and fished around inside. First, he pulled out the cuffs. The next thing to come out was the whip. The final item was the ball gag, the ball red and the straps black. 

Picking them all up, he set them on the bed beside Daphne and stood up. He wiped at his mouth, running his tongue over his lips to make sure he got all her juices. 

“I’ve wanted you for so long, Brent...” Daphne moaned as she continued playing with her nipples.

Brent took off his clothes, pushing his pants down and letting his cock spring out. She watched the hard shaft tremble, her body quivering as she took in its size. She unconsciously angled her hips for him, her pussy quivering with desire to take every inch of him again and again.

Grabbing the cuffs, Brent said, “Give me your hands.”

She held them out obediently. He grabbed her wrists again, snapping the steel bands in place around them. He put her hands down on her stomach, then climbed onto the bed. Straddling her body, Brent put his shaft right between her breasts. He grabbed them and pressed them together around his rod. 

As he started running his shaft back and forth, he left a clear smear of precum on her chest. She lifted her head and licked at the little pool of liquid as he squeezed it out of himself using her breasts.

He couldn’t go too fast for fear of coming, it felt so good. There was such need in her eyes.

When she started to beg for him to fuck her, Brent got off her. The sides of her breasts and her chest were all red from where he’d been rubbing himself against her.

“Onto your stomach,” Brent said, smacking lightly at her hip.

He felt his cock pulse as she turned over and he got a good look at her ass. Brent loved the hourglass figure she had, and the way her ass cheeks curved. He could see goosebumps forming on those cheeks, making their way down the backs of her thighs. 

Grabbing her by the hips, he pulled her up so that her back was arched and she was on her knees. With her hands cuffed beneath her, her chest and the side of her face rested against the bed.

Kneeling down, Brent took in the magnificent and erotic sight of her ass, displayed a few inches from his face. He looked at the rosebud pucker of her asshole, then at the pink lips of her pussy. The smaller set of lips surrounding her entrance poked out a little. Grabbing one cheek with each hand and pulling her back toward him, he took her with his mouth again. 

His tongue could enter her more deeply, and he alternated between sticking it as far into her as he could and running the tip of it down through her slit to tease her stiff little clitoris. 

She moaned as he played with her sex, letting his tongue slip up to tickle at the puckered flesh of her asshole. Her pussy kept getting wetter and wetter, and she kept pressing her hips back into his face, wanting him to jam his cock into her.

Finally, Brent moved away from her. He picked up the short whip, testing the suppleness of the leather between his hands. Then he put it back down and grabbed the ball gag. He wrapped one arm around her stomach and pulled her back slightly so that her face wasn’t against the bed. His cock had slipped between her legs, and the hard shaft rested against her hot, wet lips.

“Open your mouth,” he said.

When she did, he pushed the red rubber ball of the gag into it, then did the strap up behind her head. Finishing, he lowered her face and chest back down to the bed and stepped back, whip in hand. 

She squealed, the sound muffled by the gag, as he whipped one cheek. A bright red line already stood out on it as he whipped the other. He watched the way the firm flesh of those cheeks jiggled and bounced and tensed as he went through the motions of whipping her. Each time she squealed, he felt his cock throb.

Growing tired of whipping her, he turned the whip over in his hand so that the thick, braided handle pointed up. He rubbed that up and down through her slit, getting the tip nice and wet. She looked back at him with wide eyes as he ran that handle up through the cleft of her ass.

Putting the tip of the handle against her asshole, he pushed, applying more pressure until the pucker opened up a little, letting the handle slip just barely into her.

Brent could no longer restrain himself. He took position behind her, holding the base of his cock with one hand.

Brent’s breath shuddered out of him as the head of his cock bumped against her opening. She felt so tight around him, and she whimpered as he pushed against that tightness. He watched as the lips of her pussy parted around his girth, letting him slowly squeeze into her.

The opening made a tight ring around his shaft, and he felt himself swell inside her as the walls of her sex closed around his member. He didn’t enter her all the way. When he pulled back, he looked at the glistening juices she’d left on him. He could see her tightness as well, in the way her pussy pulled at him.

Harder this time, he thrust back inside her. This time, she took every inch of his rigid cock in her little pussy. He left himself balls-deep in her, relishing the way her pussy already went through spasms of clenching and unclenching around him. He loved the way she whimpered, and the way her large eyes seemed to beg him to fuck her hard and fast.

The moans turned to whimpers as he drew his cock back out and then thrust forward again and again. Each stroke left his shaft even wetter than before. Her little asshole also relaxed, letting him push the handle of the whip deeper inside her. 

Soon, it felt like a little spark had shot up his shaft. He pulled and pushed the whip handle harder and faster as he gritted his teeth, slamming his cock in and out of her pussy.

She kept getting tighter and tighter around him, and he saw that she had squeezed her eyes shut.

A moment later, another muffled whimper escaped around the ball gag as her pussy became the tightest he’d felt. It squeezed him in its grip for a moment, then relaxed. He took each pause between squeezing to thrust into her again, as hard as he could. The bed shook each time. 

His cock got harder and harder, swelling inside her as he succumbed to his own climax. At the last moment, he pulled his cock out of her pussy and the whip from her asshole. He pressed his shaft into the cleft of her ass and thrust against it. He grunted as cum spurted from his cock onto her ass and back. More and more came out, making small pools of pearly liquid on her body. 

A sudden exhaustion took him as his body relaxed. He realized that every muscle in him had tensed while he came on her young body.

There was a box of tissues on the nightstand. He grabbed it, pulling out a handful of the tissues. He used them to wipe all of his cum from her body. His cock still throbbed a little as he looked at her. Her ass just looked so perfect, stuck up in the air like it was with her back arched.

Finishing that, he turned her over onto her back and undid the handcuffs. She looked into his eyes as she lifted her head for him to reach behind and undo the gag. The red ball was covered in teeth marks from where she’d been biting it in the throes of her own climax. 

Brent sat beside her on the bed, wanting to look at her for as long as he could. Her nipples were still hard, and he wished he’d spent more time playing with them, pinching them. They hardened up even more as she saw him looking at them.

Putting her hand on his thigh, she said, “I’m so glad you forgot your wallet.”

He felt and saw his cock throb at the contact. He also remembered that Belle was still waiting for him out at the cottage. He had been gone a while now, and he wanted to avoid suspicion.

“Me too,” he said, getting up and putting his clothes back on. “No more taking money out of it! Got that?”

“Yes,” she said.

“And I’m going to need you here again tomorrow night. Will you be here?”

“Yes,” she replied.




Rough: A Next Door Daddy Story 

 

Donovan couldn’t believe it.

How could his best friend for the past 20 years have done this to him?

But it was true. Donovan’s daughter, Kayla, had come clean to him last night. She had been fucking Brent for months now.

Part of him knew that his daughter was 18 now and could legally do what, and who, she wanted. But that didn’t help him at all.

Especially since Brent had even bragged to him about fucking a hot younger girl.

Brent and Donovan were both single dads with daughters. Both daughters the same age. They’d went to the same high school. Had known each other pretty much forever.

“This is not okay!” Donovan told Kayla that night.

Kayla, not wanting to be around her angry dad, went to stay with a different friend for a while. Which Donovan thought was a good idea.

And to make matters even worse, it was the weekend. He didn’t have work to go to.

How was he supposed to deal with all this time with all these thoughts on his mind? He just didn’t know.

He lowered himself down onto his couch and pushed his face into his open palms. His fingers pushed hard against his forehead.

“You wouldn’t believe this hot little piece of ass I’m fucking now,” Brent had told him.

It was almost funny. Because he really wouldn’t have believed the truth. He wasn’t sure whose betrayal hurt more: his best friend’s or his daughter’s.

Ex best friend, that was. If Brent even came around here Donovan intended on slugging him right across the jaw and then shoving his boot into his ass once for every time he fucked Kayla.

Of course, he didn’t expect that to happen. Kayla had told him that she’d told Brent she was telling her dad about the whole thing.

So if the guy knew what was good for him, he wouldn’t come around.

Then a car pulled up into the driveway, its engine purring for a moment before cutting out. A door slammed.

Donovan went over to the picture window that looked out onto the front yard. 

His stomach went tight. It was Brent’s Corolla!

He’s fucking here. I can’t fucking believe he came. Donovan hunted around for a baseball bat or something, but couldn’t find anything good. His fists would have to do.

The doorbell rang.

His teeth clenched hard. His fingers balled up into tight fists.

“That fucking prick,” he kept muttering, stalking his way over to the door. He didn’t bother to look through the peephole.

Instead he wrenched the door open, every muscle in his body tight and an enraged bellow ready on his lips.

“Hey, Mr. French.”

His anger deflated. His shoulders relaxed. “Sally?”

Sally and Kayla were of an age, both 18. They’d known each other their whole lives. Sally had turned into a lovely, petite little thing with a beautiful face and a body that probably left the guys she went to school with aching with desire.

Actually, Donovan would’ve been lying if he said he didn’t find her attractive. Last week at the pool he’d had quite the time keeping himself for staring openly at her bikini body.

“Kayla told me everything,” Sally said, “I can’t believe they’d do this to us!”

Donovan didn’t know how to respond. He hadn’t expected her, or this, at all. “I don’t know. I just don’t know, Sally.”

She glanced up at him, her face flushed. He wasn’t sure if the flush was from anger, tears, both. “Can I come in? I want to talk with you about all this.”

Kayla wasn’t home, although he thought that Sally already knew this. Anytime Sally came knocking at his door and he was home alone, he told her to come back later. It just wasn’t appropriate for them to be alone with each other.

But now? After all this? Brent had thrown propriety out the window when he and Kayla had started fucking.

“Sure,” he said.

He led her into the living room and they sat on opposite ends of the couch. Donovan tried to keep his eyes off her bare thighs. The shorts she wore showed off her lovely legs, and her small but perky breasts seemed to push hard at the material of her top.

He wondered how warm and smooth her skin might feel beneath his hands, beneath his lips.

The anger inside flared again. Made him wonder what it sort of sounds she might make as he jackhammered his hard cock in and out of her tender little pussy while he tugged on her hair and smacked her round, firm ass…

“Who told you?” Donovan said, shifting his legs to hide his growing desire.

“Kayla,” she said, shoving her hands between her thighs, “I didn’t believe her, so I asked my dad.”

“Do you know who…?”

“Started it?” she said.

Donovan nodded.

“He did, they both said. But she told me that she’d been flirting around with him for a while,” Sally said.

“I can’t believe they would do this to us,” Donovan said, “What in the ever-loving shit were they thinking?”

“I don’t think they were,” Sally replied.

Donovan shook his head, “I just don’t know what to think anymore. I don’t know what to do about it.”

Sally scooted a little closer to him. Donovan couldn’t help but notice the way her nipples perked against the tight material of her top. His cock stirred.

“I do,” she said.

“That makes one of us. Care to let me in on the plan?” Donovan said.

Sally chewed on her bottom lip for a bit, kept glancing up at him and then away. Something about her demeanor set his heart racing.

“I think you should fuck the shit out of me,” she said.

His balls tightened and an electric pulse of desire ran from the base of his shaft to the tip. His initial instinct was to tell her no. He was old enough to be her father, she and Kayla were best friends, all that.

But your dad fucked Kayla, he kept thinking.

Besides, he didn’t think there was a better way of getting back at Brent.

“Okay,” he said, “But we do it my way.”

She scooted over closer to him until their bodies touched. She felt so hot already. Shyly, she nosed her face beneath his and they kissed. She tasted sweet.

“Just fuck me hard. Do whatever you want to me,” she said.

“Come with me,” he said, taking her by the hand. He led her up to the master bedroom. He and his ex-wife used to get up to some pretty kinky shit, and he still kept all the supplies in a gym bag in his closet.

He shoved her down onto the bed. He yanked her clothes off, eyes eagerly drinking in the warm, firm, youthful flesh of her body.

Her pussy was clean-shaven, and her nectar glistened in the slickness between her flushed lower lips. His cock pushed hard against his pants, and he didn’t keep it imprisoned long.

Her breaths came quickly, her small breasts rising and falling. She lay on his bed and spread her thighs open, giving him a better look at what waited for him.

“Stay right there,” he said.

He grabbed the bag out of the closet and rooted around in it for a moment. He found the blindfold he was looking for, along with a few other choice things that would be fun.

Oh, Brent, if only you knew what I’m about to do to your precious little girl.

“I’m going to put this on you,” he said.

“Okay…” she replied.

He climbed up onto the bed and put the blindfold on her, taking a moment to inhale the scent of her smooth young skin as he did.

Then he took her head in both hands and guided it down until her smooth, full lips bumped against the tip of his throbbing shaft. Clear precum from the tip smeared her mouth like gloss.

Her soft lips and hot mouth made Donovan jump as she wrapped them around his shaft and began sucking on him. He sucked in a breath, then laid back. He wanted to get as much enjoyment out of all this as possible, and Sally did give good blowjobs. 

His hands crept over her back, moving over her smooth skin toward her head and neck. He grabbed one of her shoulders, and then a handful of the hair on the back of her head. In his excitement, he felt his heartbeat quicken. 

“Take it all,” Donovan said. He pushed roughly down on the back of her head, shoving her mouth down around his shaft. He felt her nose bump against his body. She tried to pull back, making gagging sounds, but he held her there. He knew she had to be at least partly enjoying it, as she made no move to bite him. 

When she started struggling against the lack of air, he let go of her head and instead grabbed both her shoulders. Perhaps a little bit harder than he’d meant, he sat up and then shoved her down onto her back.

“I didn’t know you liked it so rough, Daddy,” Sally said. Donovan couldn’t be certain, but he thought she was smiling. She reached back down and grabbed his cock again.

Donovan straddled her waist. She immediately pressed her tits together around his cock. Donovan grabbed one of her nipples and twisted. He felt her body stiffen under his and she yelped.

“Don’t start off so hard,” Sally said. 

Donovan gave the tit he hadn’t pinched a slap. Then he reached up and wrapped his fingers around her long neck. Sally started to say something, but he choked it off. She started shoving her tits up and down his shaft as his fingers pressed more deeply into the soft flesh of her neck. He wanted to just squeeze and squeeze, but he knew the plan was much better. So he let go and he heard her take in a deep breath.

Getting off her, he said, “Stay there.” 

Donovan reached into the bag, feeling around. The first things he pulled out were two lengths of nylon rope. Next, he reached back in and grabbed a large dildo and a gag.

“What’s that stuff?” Sally said. There was a hint of worry in her voice that made Donovan’s cock get harder. 

“Open your mouth,” Donovan said. 

He held the gag by its straps. It was the kind with the rubber ball that goes into the person’s mouth and then is strapped around their head.

 Shifting his grip on the gag, Donovan grabbed Sally by the throat with one hand. He put his thumb on her chin and pulled down to make her open her mouth. When she did, he jammed the gag between her teeth. He pushed until most of the ball was in her mouth. Moving his hand from her neck to her scalp, he grabbed her hair and pulled her head off the pillow. He strapped the gag tightly into place.

The whole time he was doing this, Sally had grabbed his cock and was jerking him off as quickly as she could move. Donovan smiled. He realized as well that he was going to need something to lube up the dildo so that he’d be able to use it the way he wanted it to be used. 

Using his forearm, Donovan ran it under Sally’s knees. He pulled those back to her chest. He started slapping Sally’s pussy, which was already really wet. She squirmed in his grip as his smacking got harder and harder. He heard her whimpering around the gag.

Enough of this, he thought. Donovan grabbed the big dildo. It was both long and thick. He put the end against her slippery opening and jammed it in. He felt her whole body get stiff, and she rolled her heard around on the pillow.

“Shh...” Donovan said, trying to contain himself so that he wouldn’t blow the ruse. Her fingers had clenched up painfully around his shaft, but he didn’t care. Grabbing the dildo by the end sticking out of her pussy, he slowly pulled it back until it was just barely touching her pussy. He slammed it back in, feeling it enter her more deeply. She’d never really liked rougher sex with him, he remembered. And now it seemed like she was much more of a slut than he thought. 

“I think you’ll really like this,” Donovan said. “Turn over,” he told her, letting go of her legs.

 She did so, the huge dildo still jammed most of the way into her straining, wet pussy. Donovan grabbed her ass and started kneading her cheeks. He squeezed harder and harder until she moaned around her gag. Spreading her cheeks apart, he ran his index finger down her cleft until he felt her asshole. She whimpered when he shoved the finger into her up to the second knuckle. It was so tight. She never had let him fuck her in the ass before.

Pulling the finger out of her, he grabbed one of the nylon ropes. He collected her wrists and ankles, and pulled her hands and feet to a central point over her back. Passing the rope around them a few times, he tightened it into a tight knot, hogtying her. He used the second shorter length of rope around the loop he’d made with the first length, tightening the hold. Donovan so badly wanted to flick on the light to see what she looked like, hogtied and with a big dildo shoved into her.

Leaning, Donovan ran one of his hands down her arched back, running his fingers through the groove of her spine. The hand came to rest on one of her ass cheeks, which was now quivering as she strained to maintain her position. He ran his hand over her bare ass, letting his fingers move down the cleft and over her asshole a few times.

Then Donovan began spanking her. The first spank was light. The next one was louder and harder. He alternated between each ass cheek, revelling in her squeals. When he finished, he gave each cheek a nice pinch that made her jump. 

Sliding off the bed, he stood up. He grabbed her by the thighs and pulled her towards the edge, letting her knees hang off. He felt the back of the dildo smack against his erection.

It’ll be wet enough by now, he thought. He pulled the dildo out of her, and heard her sigh of relief. It was short-lived. He ran one finger down the length of the dildo. Yes, her pussy had soaked it in her juices. 

Before she could react, Donovan spread her ass cheeks apart again and pushed the sopping dildo into her asshole. He stopped pushing when he couldn’t make it move any farther into that tightest of her holes. He moved his fingers down the dildo again and ran them along the strained ring of her asshole. She moaned and squirmed at the touch. He wanted to fuck her, but his dick was so hard and he felt so turned on that he wasn’t certain if he would be able to contain himself or simply fire his load into her as soon as he entered her pussy. 

Whatever, he thought, it’s not like I’m trying to please her or something. Pushing the knot of her wrists and ankles farther toward her head, Donovan stepped between Sally’s thighs. His cock felt like it was straining to be jammed into her, and he knew she liked it that way.

Instead of just giving it to her right then, he toyed with her and teased her. Grabbing his cock, he rubbed the head all around her pussy, leaving a wet trail of his precum all over her hot flesh. She squirmed, trying to position her hips to give him a better angle. Instead, Donovan shoved his cock between her lips and ran it up, feeling her hole pass by. He didn’t stop until his cock hit the warm rubber of the dildo.   

Donovan repeated this tease a few more times until even he couldn’t take it anymore. His whole body practically tingled with desire. Feeling the tip of his cock at her hole, Donovan entered her. He slid every inch of his cock into her pussy, which he’d loosened up for this with the dildo. She was so wet that when he got balls-deep into her he felt his stomach get some of her juices on it. 

Despite the loosening, her pussy was still tight enough to make him shiver. It didn’t help him calm down when she started squeezing his member, either.

Getting a grip on himself, Donovan grabbed her ass with one hand and the dildo with the other. Simultaneously, he pulled the dildo and his cock partway out of her. He waited, letting her tension build, letting her wonder when he would fill her up again. 

He shoved the dildo back in at the same time he thrust with his hips. Her whole body rocked with the force, and the headboard hit the wall behind the bed. She tried to scream around her gag, but it only came out as a muted moan. 

Donovan was doing some moaning himself. She’d tightened up around him, and he was acutely aware of how tight and wet her pussy felt around his rock hard shaft. He also discovered that if he used his thumb to push down on the end of the dildo that he could actually feel it moving inside of her. There was a little bit of pressure on his cock when he pushed on the dildo, and if he let go or pulled it out slightly, the pressure was gone. 

“I bet you are really enjoying this, aren’t you?” Donovan said. 

She didn’t answer him, so Donovan shoved down on the dildo and flexed his dick in her. She moaned at the feelings.

“Yeah, that’s right. My cock feels much better in you than Donovan’s did, doesn’t it?”

Sally made an “Umm hmm” noise around her gag.

That was all he needed. Donovan pulled the dildo from her asshole and tossed it on the floor, where it landed with a wet thunk. He pulled his cock all soaked in her pussy juices out of her, and in the next instant jammed it into her ass. He almost came right there. It was tighter than her pussy, and just as warm. With how lubed his cock was, he had no problem moving his cock around inside her. 

Grabbing her ass again, he pried her cheeks apart and stretched her asshole out while he ran his cock in and out of her. She wriggled on the bed. When he finished playing with her like that, he commenced with the spankings again. Every slap made her jump, and made her asshole clench around his shaft. Donovan knew he was going to come soon; he had that feeling of tightness in his balls and the head of his cock felt like it was shooting sparks. 

“Do you want me to come in your ass?” Donovan said, his cock already hardening for the first spurt.

She made another “Umm hmm” noise.

“Good,” Donovan continued, “Because I was planning on doing it anyway.”

As he felt himself start to come, he crammed his cock as deeply into her as he could manage. His toes tried to curl up against the floor. A grunt escaped through his clenched teeth as he climaxed, his cock jumping after each shot like a gun. 

He pulled her blindfold off and undid the gag so it fell from her mouth.

His cell phone sat on his nightstand. He reached over and grabbed it, then recorded when he slowly withdrew from Sally’s asshole. Creamy cum covered his cock, and she pushed more out of her body. It ran down over her wet little cunt.

“Turn around and say hi,” Donovan said, bringing the phone back a bit to capture her entire bent over body.

She looked back and smiled, “Hi, Daddy!”

Donovan ended the recording and sent it off in a text to Brent.

“You know…” Sally said, “If you really want to get back at them, we should fuck some more.”

“Sounds good to me,” Donovan said.

He had more things he wanted to do to that delightful, youthful body of hers.




 

Revenge: A Next Door Daddy Story 

 

I didn’t mind that my son started to date the girl next door. Literally the girl next door, the one he’d grown up next to.

I did find it kind of funny that it took them until they went to college to figure all this out. But hey, they were both 18 and could do whatever they wanted.

She was always coming over to hang out with him. And she only came over more when she really started budding into a woman. Had I been my boy, that was when I would’ve made my move.

But he always seemed content to keep it at friendship. Until they’d moved away to the same school, that was.

They went to the state school 20 miles from our town, and were often back on weekends. They tended to alternate between my house and her parents’. Though more at mine, since I tended to be a little more forgiving of them sleeping in the same room.

But hey, they were adults, right?

Though I also wasn’t really certain how Beau, my boy, managed to get Angela. Because she was far prettier than you’re given girl-next-door.

My son wasn’t the best looking guy, so that always kind of mystified me. I never brought this up, of course. 

Who would tell their son that they thought his girlfriend was out of his league? Not a good dad, anyway.

Actually, I caught myself looking at her sometimes. I have a pool in my backyard and in the summer they like to use it.

And I have to say, Angela always made me do I double-take. I’d walk by the window and catch an image of her round, firm ass in those revealing bottoms and stop to watch the water drip down her taut young body.

She caught me at least once. I hoped that she couldn’t see the way my cheeks burned and I waved and walked away.

And the clothes young women wore these days! Those tight yoga pants she wore just killed me sometimes.

The tops weren’t much better, providing only the bare minimum of coverage so that I had to no choice but to look at her perky tits and the smooth firmness of her stomach.

So yeah, I didn’t mind them coming to stay on the weekends.

Me, I was pretty content to stay single. After Beau’s mom left, I liked the freer lifestyle. Liked going down to the bar and bringing a woman back if I wanted some company. Liked that she left in the morning and I didn’t have to worry about her coming back.

No, I had no qualms about being a single parent these last few years.

It was Friday evening and Beau and Angela arrived just as the sun began to set.

As soon as they came in, I could tell something was wrong. Angela didn’t really look at Beau. When she did, her eyes went icy.

He didn’t seem to notice either way.

They stayed quiet all evening, and Beau actually ended up turning in early. Angela stayed down in the living room with me.

Except she didn’t stay still. She paced back and forth in front of the TV, arms crossed tightly beneath her breasts. I didn’t mind; she wore some nice tight pants.

“Something the matter?” I said finally.

She stopped in front of the TV and turned to face me. Blossoms of rosy blush bloomed in her cheeks.

They were angry blooms.

“You could say that,” she said.

“And what would you say?” I pulled myself into a more upright position on the couch.

“Beau cheated on me,” she said.

My mouth opened and then closed. “Beau? Are you sure?”

That seemed beyond belief. As I said before, Angela was way out of his league. Why would he even want someone else?

She unhooked her arms long enough to wipe hard at her eyes, “I was going to visit him in his dorm and he’d left his door open a crack. I saw the two of them in bed… doing it.”

That explains the iciness, I thought. But it didn’t explain why Beau appeared completely cavalier about the whole thing.

“What did he do when you confronted him?” I said.

“I didn’t. He doesn’t know that I know,” she replied.

“What? Why not?”

She threw her hands up. I couldn’t help but notice that all her high feelings made her nipples perk up against her bra. “I don’t know. I don’t want to talk about it, okay? I shouldn’t have even told you. Ugh, I’m going to bed! In the guest room, if that’s cool.”

“Sure, why not?” I said.

She stomped so hard up the stairs and slammed the door I thought for sure that Beau would go check on her, but I didn’t hear his door open at all.

I shook my head. I have an idiot for a son.

Then I made a decision. I wanted to help.

I went upstairs, no clue what was about to happen.

I knocked on the door to the guest room, heard crying inside. My heart pattered in my chest when I pushed the door open.

Angela stood with her back to me, leaning against the dresser. Her whole body shook.

I closed the door behind me. She turned around at the door. She wasn’t actually crying, just trembling a lot, holding the tears back.

“He’s an idiot,” I said, “But maybe you guys can fix this if he owns up to it. I can be there, if you want?”

“Maybe…” she said, leaning back against the dresser. Her nipples still pressed hard against her bra and shirt.

I tried to ignore the tingles low in my stomach. She’s your son’s girlfriend! You’re old enough to be her father! 

“What can I do to help?” I said.

“I don’t know,” she replied, her head dropping down.

She looked so alone, so upset. 

Walking right in front of her, I wrapped my arms around her waist and rested my hands on the small of her back. She felt so warm, even through her shirt. 

It was just supposed to be a comforting hug. But I could smell the light scent of her body. And I loved the way she felt against me. 

It just happened. There was no explaining it.

Bending over, I kissed her. She kissed back. 

Then she started rubbing my hard shaft through my pants.

Pulling back, I said, “Are you sure he won’t wake up?”

I didn’t think Beau would. If he hadn’t come out for all the stomping and door slamming, this certainly wouldn’t rouse him.

“I’m sure,” she said, “Watch this.”

I frowned, not knowing what to look at. Then she slapped me across the face. Hard. The crack of her palm on my cheek sounded like a gunshot, and there were no sounds of stirring from Beau’s room. 

I started saying, “What the—“ but Angela went up on her tiptoes and sucked my bottom lip into her mouth. Her teeth sank into the soft flesh of my lip and she looked up into my eyes. My grip around her tightened as the pain mounted, and my cock got so hard that it was pushing the waist of my pants away from my body. 

Angela noticed my straining cock. She undid my pants and slipped her hand in around my shaft. Every time she squeezed or ran her hand up and down, she bit into my lip.

Finally, I couldn’t take it anymore. I managed to get my lip out from between her teeth, and I pulled back a bit.

“You’re not a virgin, are you?” I said. I couldn’t be certain. Beau always seemed so… disiniterested.

She gave me a wicked smile, and I again marvelled at how nice that smile was without her braces. “I think you know the answer. It’s all just been practice, though.” As she said this, she reached behind herself and grabbed one of my hands. She guided it down to cup her ass. Her flesh felt so firm under my fingers.

“Practice for what?” I asked.

“You. When I come here you’re showing off that tight body like it’s nothing. Do you have any idea how many years I spent fingering myself, trying to imagine that my finger was your hard cock in me? Why do you think I come over so much?”

I was shocked. I’d always figured she had a bit of a crush on me. It just seems to be a thing; women like older men. I had no idea that she had wanted to fuck me all this time. 

She’s 18 now, I kept telling myself. Legal.

Angela let go of my cock. I saw that her palm and fingers were all slick with my precum. The smile still on her face, she slowly licked it from her hand.

“And now,” she said, drawing her arms back, “You’re all mine. Because I want to get back at Beau. And I’ve always wanted you to fuck me. Two birds with one stone.”

Then she shoved me, hard. My hands slipped away from her as I stumbled backwards. My knees caught on the side of the bed and I fell down onto it hard enough that the headboard smacked against the wall. 

Starting to sit up, I said, “Whoa, girl. Let’s take things nice and slow.”

Angela came up and shoved me over again. “Don’t get up until I tell you to. I have been waiting for this for far too long. Besides,” she smiled and I saw a wicked glint in her eye, “I thought boys always want it rough?”

I was speechless. Up to now, all of my sexual experiences had been pretty vanilla. I’d slapped a girl on the ass once while we were fucking and she seemed to like it, but we hadn’t gone any farther than that.

Facing away from me, Angela began taking off her clothes. My cock stood straight out from my body as she removed her shirt and unhooked her bra. She had a nice, petite figure, and the curves of her back made me want to touch her. But I so wanted her to turn around so I could get a look at her tits. 

Unbuttoning her pants, she pulled those and her panties down. She bent over, and I saw that her pussy was shaved. I wasn’t certain, but I thought I saw a bit of wetness there, too. 

She looked over her shoulder at me and saw me staring at her ass. “Like what you see?” She wiggled her butt at me.

“Umm, yes,” I said as though there could be any doubt. 

Then she jumped at me. I yelped as she grabbed my pants and ripped them roughly off my body. I felt her nails scratching along my thighs as she pulled my boxers off. Grabbing my shirt, she pulled it most of the way over my head and stopped. I couldn’t really see anything.

Her lips pressed against mine, and her tongue slipped into my mouth while I felt her hand wrap around my cock and stroke it up and down far too slowly than I wanted. She used her other hand to hold my wrists above my head on the bed so that I couldn’t even reach down and touch the magnificent body she’d revealed. It was so frustrating. 

I felt her let go of my cock, and I raised my hips a little in protest. She stopped kissing me, and I had only a moment to wonder why.

She slapped me again. It stung so much. I gritted my teeth. I forgot momentarily about that cheek when she hauled off and slapped the other one.

“Are you going to be a good boy, now?” She said, talking like I was a baby.

I didn’t know if I could talk yet, so I just nodded. As soon as I had, I heard and felt her grab a pillow. She must have taken the case off it, because the next thing I knew, she’d twisted it around into a rope and tied my wrists with it. Experimentally, I tried to move my hands. I couldn’t; she’d tied them to the headboard as well. 

All ten of her fingernails pressed against my chest. She pushed down, letting me feel each point dig deeper into my pecs. Then she dragged them down my torso. It felt like every muscle in my body flexed as I arched my back and held my breath.

When her hands reached my cock, she let her thumbs brush against my shaft as she continued running her nails down my body. I shivered as I felt my cock get wet with precum leaking from the tip. 

I jumped as I felt her teeth lightly rest on the head of my cock. She brought her hands back up my thighs, grabbing my cock with one and cradling my balls with the other. She started biting down on me, making my nerves go wild. Just as it started to hurt too much, I felt her tongue start rapidly licking up and down the little slit at the tip of my cock. I wrenched at my bonds, but she’d tied to pillowcase too well. All I succeeded in doing was making the bed creak a little. 

Angela must have noticed, but her teeth left my cock. I felt her shift on the bed.

“Did I tell you to try to get free?”

I immediately stopped all efforts to get out, saying, “No.”

“Fuck!” I yelled in the next moment. She’d grabbed both of my nipples between her thumbs and forefingers and pinched her nails into that sensitive flesh.

“Are you going to do anything else without me telling you to?”

“No!” I said.

She twisted my nipples then, and said, “Are you sure?”

“Oh Jesus, I won’t!”

Letting go of my nipples, she bent over and gave each a gentle kiss. “Good. Now, hold still.” 

I felt her straddle my chest. The next second, she sat on my face. Her hot little pussy pressed against my mouth. I felt how wet she was on my lips. Sticking out my tongue, I found her clit with it.

“Oh yeah, that’s it,” she said. She started grinding her pussy against my face, shoving the back of my head painfully into the mattress. I didn’t care. I held my tongue steady as I felt her clit get stiffer and her pussy get wetter. Her juices leaked into my mouth, and I felt myself get harder. 

She must have seen it, because she wrapped her thumb and index finger in a ring at the very bottom of my cock. She squeezed them tightly, holding my cock in place. 

Her teeth touched my cock again. This time, I felt her mouth slip farther down my shaft. Her lips wrapped around my rod as she slowly moved her mouth up and down my length, letting her teeth excite the nerves while her tongue concentrated on the head.  

Angela’s grinding grew more insistent. Her teeth pressed a little harder against my cock, and I wished I could grit my own teeth at the feeling. But I’d have to pull my tongue back into my mouth, and I was currently using it to lick her little clit and I didn’t want to stop. 

She had to pull her head back while she came on my face. She jerked my cock hard as her juices flowed down my cheeks and her hips went wild. 

“Yes. Eat my pussy,” she said. 

Letting go of my shaft, she pressed her nails low on my thighs and dragged them up towards my torso. That time, I did grit my teeth, nearly biting my tongue in my haste. 

“Give me that nice big cock,” she said. 

She turned around on me. A shock of excitement flooded me as I felt her grab my dick again. She angled it as she lowered herself. I felt my head bump against her sopping opening. More of her juices ran down my shaft as I eagerly waited to feel her pussy envelope my cock in its wet tightness. But she didn’t lower herself down on me. 

“Do you want me?” Angela asked.

“Yes,” I said.

She slapped me again, so hard that I saw spots.

“Yes, what?”

I swallowed, trying to think of what she wanted me to say. All I could think about was how tantalizingly close I was to fucking her. My cock was against her pussy, and the tip was actually inside the tight ring at her opening. 

She slapped me again, the sound leaving a ringing in my ears.

“Yes, I want to fuck you, Angela!” I yelled.

I felt her hands on the sides of my face. Hooking my shirt with her thumbs, she slowly drew it up over my eyes. I looked up at her naked body. Her tits were round and firm, with hard nipples. My eyes travelled down her body. I saw her poised over my cock. My dick was actually trembling against her hole. 

Angela lowered herself onto me. I opened my mouth and exhaled as I watched my cock enter her. She was the tightest girl I’d ever been with, and I watched the skin on my shaft get pushed down as she let me fill her. Angela started slowly at first, lifting herself so that I could a look at the bald, wet lips of her pussy moving along my shaft. Angela moved her hands to my chest to better support her weight. I saw her breasts and chest suddenly pebble with goosebumps, and a moment later, her pussy squeezed me more tightly. We both gasped.

It was like her pussy was massaging my shaft with its warmth and tightness, travelling up and down my length. Soon, Angela was practically bouncing up and down on me. The bed creaked and rattled as her hips slammed down against mine over and over. 

“Suck on my finger,” she told me.

She jammed her middle finger into my open mouth. I eagerly closed my lips around it and started sucking as hard as I could, wrapping my tongue around it and getting it all soaked with my spit. 

As my mouth tightened around her, her pussy clenched and squeezed around my cock.

“I’m going to come on you,” Angela said. She pulled her finger out of my mouth and grabbed my chin, “You’re going to come with me. I want to feel your cum in my pussy, I want you to blow your load in me.”

She put that hand back on my chest. She started to come first, digging her nails so hard and deep into my chest that I thought she cut into my skin. My body tightened in response, and I felt the first spurt of cum shoot out of my hard, trembling cock.

“Yeah, fucking come in me,” Angela screamed, “Oh God, I can feel it hitting the back!”

Angela was still jamming her tight pussy up and down my shaft even while we both came. My balls tightened and my cock jerked each time I shot more cum into her tight cunt.

I felt her pussy’s grip on me relax a bit. Angela slumped forward, lying on top of me. Her whole body trembled. I wanted to reach down and hold her, but the knot she’d tied just wouldn’t budge.

Even though we’d finished, my shaft remained at full hardness inside her for several minutes.

“Do you think he heard?” Angela said, resting her head on my chest.

I listened for a bit, but didn’t hear any activity from Beau’s room. “Not sure. Maybe?”

She kissed my chest and my shoulder and neck. Her lips were lovely and soft and warm. “Then we’re going to fuck every day until he does. What do you think of that?”

I thought it was a terrible idea. But she was such a good lay. “Sounds fine to me.”




Punished: A Next Door Daddy Story 

 

Jane had lived across the street from James and James’s son, Burt, ever since she was a little girl.

For as long as she could remember, she’d always had a thing for James. She’d sit by her bedroom window and watch him work on his car in the driveway or mowing the lawn. He was always shirtless when he mowed the lawn.

And as she got older, that crush didn’t go away. No, it got stronger. She was all done high school now, about to start her first year at college. She was 18 years old and wanted to do so many things with her life.

Mostly, she wanted James.

She’d lie in bed late at night, legs spread open while she tortured the engorged little nub of her clit with two fingers until it brought her two a shuddering orgasm.

Each time she imagined it was James’s long, hard shaft thrusting into her tight little pussy until she couldn’t take it anymore.

Jane tried to drop hints. She’d wash her parents’ car in the driveway wearing the skimpiest bikini should could get away with.

James would wave a hello at her and go about his business.

Burt wouldn’t, though. He stared. He wasn’t such a bad looking guy, it was just that Jane didn’t really want him.

Burt would come over and offer to help her with whatever chore, or to offer to take her to the movies.

At first, Jane refused. As politely as she could. But Burt was persistent.

And besides, Jane’s time was running out. She was moving across the country for college, and probably wouldn’t be back before Thanksgiving or even Christmas. And her move was only a month away.

She needed to do something, and quickly. Because writhing beneath her blankets with her wet fingers plunging in and out of the soft, wet walls of her pussy wasn’t good enough anymore.

She needed the real thing. She needed James.

So finally, she said yes.

She went out with Burt a bunch of times over the next couple weeks. She even made out with him a few times. 

She knew that he wanted to fuck her. He pressed her body against hers and she could feel the bulging hardness of his cock.

But she’d been with a couple guys her own age and they just didn’t do it for her. They didn’t last very long and they just didn’t seem to know what they were doing.

Then it happened. She went to the movies with the two of them, and even managed to sit between them.

Her heart pattered hard in her chest, and she couldn’t sit still because her pussy kept quivering within her. She got so wet she thought she’d leave a mark on the chair. 

James was so close!

She let her thighs spread out a little, just enough so that the outside of her right leg brushed against James’s. He didn’t move it. Tingling excitement ran up and down the front of her stomach.

Some evil little voice within her told her to try and put her hand over his. Or maybe even slide her hand beneath the armrest and over his thigh.

The thought of touching James’s cock, even through his jeans, made her pussy throb and tighten momentarily.

But she didn’t. She was too afraid he’d reject her.

Then it was only a week to moving away for school. She had her plane ticket and everything.

Something needed to happen, and fast.

Lucky for her, something did. As it turned out, it wasn’t so lucky for Burt.

They sat on his porch in the swinging seat, Burt twiddling his thumbs nervously. He kept glancing at her. She wished he’d just come out with it.

“Do you want to stay over at my place tonight?” he said.

She looked at him, “What?”

“Tonight, stay over here… My dad already said it’s okay,” Burt said.

She smiled at that: having to ask permission. They were both 18 now. Adults. Their parents didn’t really have much of a say anymore, as fat as Jane was concerned.

“Okay,” she said.

Burt’s face lit up. He looked way too young. “That’s great!”

Jane went back home briefly and told her parents she was staying over at her friend Britney’s house. Because she knew they’d put up a stink if she told them the truth. Not that they had any say in it. 18, remember?

As soon as she went back over, Burt tried to get with her.

They watched some movie while sitting on the couch, Burt with his arm over her shoulders the whole time. By the time it ended it was dark outside.

They went up to his room and sat on his bed. He grabbed her and kissed her. She kissed him back, for a bit. But she kept thinking about James, and how to get him

She was staying overnight in his house. Maybe go to his room in the middle of the night and wake him up with nice, sloppy head? 

Or just curl into bed beside him, completely naked, and rub her ass against his cock until his desire woke him up and he couldn’t control himself?

So many possibilities.

“What’s wrong with you?” Burt said, pulling back.

“Nothing,” she said.

“Don’t you like me? Don’t you want me?” Burt said.

Thoughts of James distracted Jane. “Not really.”

“Then why are you here with me?” he said, his face getting all puffy and red. She thought he might actually cry. 

“I don’t know,” she shrugged, “Something to do?”

He turned away from her and wiped across his eyes with his wrist. His voice sounded all wet when he spoke, “Maybe you should go sleep in the guest room tonight.”

“Fine with me,” she said. That would take care of her having to figure out how to get away from Burt without waking him up.

“Maybe you should go there now,” he said, his whole body trembling.

She shook her head, “Whatever.” Then she got up and went to the guest room.

The bed there was tiny, like a cot. But that didn’t really matter to her. She lay down, took out her phone, and waited.

Before long, she pushed beneath the covers and took off all her clothes. It would save time later.

Her pussy already ached with wet anticipation.

As it turned out, she didn’t have to wait long. Or go to James. He came to her.

He knocked and the door and came in without waiting for her response. She smiled up at him until she saw the anger on his stubbled face.

“What’s wrong?” she said.

“What’s wrong is you upset my boy. A woman’s not supposed to upset her man like that,” James said.

He looked so hot standing there in his jeans and his v-neck tee. She thought she could make out the impression his bulge made in his pants.

And they were alone in a room together, finally.

Her heart wanted to beat out of her chest. Her pussy was so wet that she started to dampen the sheets.

“Guess it’s a good thing he’s not my man, then,” she said.

He frowned, “What are you talking about?”

“It’s you, James. It’s been you all along. Couldn’t you tell how much I want you?”

His frown deepened, “Jane, I’m old enough to be your father. I want you to go apologize to Burt about all this. Right now.”

She smiled, “Okay, Daddy. But I’d much rather you taught me a lesson instead. Because, you see, I’m already so wet…”

She spread her legs open and pulled the covers up so that James could see the bald mound of her flushed pussy lips.

He swallowed audibly, his jaw working hard. His eyes fixed on her when she slowly ran one finger down into the slickness between her lips and played with herself a little.

“Please, Daddy. I’m sorry about Burt. I promise if you come over here and punish me I’ll never do it again…” she pushed two fingers into her tight little hole and groaned. When she pulled them out to show him, they glistened with her inner nectar.

James climbed in beside her on the bed, lying on his side facing her. The bed was so narrow that they were touching. She could feel how hard he was against her thigh.

“Nice and hot. And wet,” Jane said.

James frowned again. She felt his cock jerk against her and she smiled. He was still keeping the bashful act going. “Wet, ma’am?”

“Yes, wet,” Jane replied. She grabbed one of his big, strong hands, opened her legs and put his fingers right on her pussy. She pursed her lips and breathed out at the electricity this made. 

Before he could say anything, she grabbed his cock through his pants and gave it a squeeze. He groaned, then leaned in and kissed her. Jane felt his tongue poke into her mouth at the same time he shoved one of his fingers up to the first knuckle into her sopping hole. She immediately tightened up around him.

Their bodies writhed under the blanket as they kissed and touched each other. Jane sucked his bottom lip in between her teeth and bit down on it, softly at first, but putting on more pressure each moment. He started sliding his finger in and out of her as the pain spread across his face. 

When he could take it no more, he jerked his head back. Jane licked her lips and smiled at him, rolling her hips under the blanket to take his finger more deeply into her pussy. She was so wet that they could hear slurping noises as he shoved into her.

“So you like teeth?” James said.

Jane replied by giving him the broadest grin she could manage, making her cheeks hurt. She couldn’t hold it very long. His fingers touched a spot in her that made her close her eyes and moan.

“Yeah, you like that I can see,” James said, concentrating his moving fingertip on that spot.

His other hand slowly grabbed a fistful of hair at the back of her head. He pulled back, arching her neck. She gasped when she felt his teeth touch her long, delicate throat. He ran them up and down her windpipe a few times, then bit down. Taking a bit of skin between his teeth, he pinched his teeth harder and harder, making her body go rigid from the delicious pain. Her back arched as she ground her body against his. 

“James…” she breathed.

He took his finger out of her, then threw the blanket away, revealing her naked hips and legs. Some wetness glistened in her slit. Her body shivered; she needed him back inside her.

“You want it, Jane? Well, you got it,” James said.

He grabbed the top of the sheet and yanked it away. Jane’s breasts, nipples already stiff, bounced out. He grabbed the back of her neck and made her sit up, then yanked the sheet completely off her, leaving Jane completely naked on the bed.

James knelt beside the bed, grabbed Jane by the hips, and pulled her ass over the side. She could feel his hot breath as it washed over her pussy. Jane started playing with her nipples  as he buried his face in her cunt. His tongue poked into her, swirled and twisted around. Jane’s hips bucked, pushing his face harder against her and shoving his tongue deeper into her sopping hole. 

“Lick me, yeah, like that!” Jane squealed.

But James pulled back. Before Jane could complain, he shoved three fingers into her, stretching the walls of her pussy out. As he started shoving them in again and again, he grabbed one of her tits with his free hand and squeezed. In his lust, his fingers clamped down hard. Jane gritted her teeth at the mix of pain and pleasure washing over her. 

Jane started sucking on one of her fingers when James shoved a fourth finger into her hole with a wet noise. He curled his fingers inside her, letting his fingertips press into the slippery flesh inside her pussy.

“Oh, James, tie me up!” Jane said, taking her glistening finger out of her mouth and pointing to the reins resting on his saddle. 

She moaned when he pulled his fingers out of her.

It took him a few tries to wrap the leather belt around her wrists. The leather kept slipping through his wet grip. Finally, he got a nice knot tied. 

Jane felt some of her juices leak out of her soaked cunt as she said, “What are you going to do to me? I’m helpless.”

Kneeling down between her legs, his cheeks wet from licking her, James gave her what she could only think of as a wolfish grin. “This,” he said.

He entered her with four fingers again. Jane’s pussy clenched around him when she felt him put his thumb in and curl his hand into a fist.

“Let’s see how deep I can get,” he said.

He pushed his fist into her. Jane’s eyes rolled into the back of her head as he stretched her pussy out more than she’d ever felt before. When he worked his hand all the way to the end, he pulled back and shoved in again. 

James kept fisting her tight pussy. It really was tight, she knew. And getting tighter with each thrust of his manly hand. She was barely able to hold it together. Her whole body seemed like it was flushed red with her passion.

She screamed when he started running the ball of his thumb over her stiff little clit. Her pussy released more juices as she came on him. He couldn’t even move, she held him so tightly. When she finished, he slowly withdrew his hand, letting his fingers run along her walls.

When Jane started to sit up, he said, “No. Stay. Hang your head off the edge of the bed.”

As he rounded the bed, he undid his belt and starting unzipping his fly. Jane did as he told, letting her head hang off the edge. She felt herself juice again as his cock popped out of his pants long and heavy.

Leaning over her, he grabbed his cock and pointed it down towards her face. Her bound wrists touched the insides of his thighs as he took position. Understanding, Jane opened her mouth. With the way her head was angled, her throat was open. James crammed his thick cock through her lips, getting instantly soaked with her saliva as she let her tongue cradle his shaft. 

“Yeah,” James said, fucking her mouth, shoving more and more of his member into her each time, “Suck that cock. You like them nice and big, don’t you?”

He pinched her nipples and she yelped an answer. His cock was so thick that she had to open her mouth all the way to let it in, and even then it wasn’t quite enough. In a few more strokes, she felt the head of his cock in her throat. She deep-throated every last inch of it, his balls touching her face as he got all the way in. Every time he pulled back an inch or so she made a gulping noise, trying to suck him back in. 

As he pulled out of her a blob of precum smeared on her tongue.

“Yumm… You taste so good.”

She looked at his cock over her face. It was covered in her saliva, and it quivered as he looked down at her body. Then his eyes shifted. She followed his gaze. There was a length of rein hanging down from the knot binding her hands, probably a few feet long. The wolfish smile returned to his handsome face.

“Have you ever been whipped like a horse before?”

Jane squirmed on the bed, sucking in her lip and letting it out slowly again. “No.”

Spinning her onto her stomach, he grabbed the leather strap. 

“Oo!” Jane said as the makeshift crop smacked her firm ass. 

“Giddy-up!” James yelled, bringing the whip down onto her again. It stung, and she yelped again.

He whipped her a few more times, then, still holding the reins, moved behind her. She lifted her ankles and spread her legs for him. 

“Time to take you out for a ride,” he said.

He guided his cock into her with his hand. Her pussy gripped his member eagerly, her walls undulating over his shaft as it slid farther into her sopping hole. As soon as he got the head of his cock past her tight opening, he slid the rest of his shaft in as far as it would go, filling her up. He let her feel his cock for a while. It was so long and warm. Then he started slapping her ass with the reins again, leaving her ass cheeks stinging and her screaming. 

James began punctuating each whip with a thrust of his cock. Each time he fucked her, the bed shifted.

Jane wanted to reach behind herself, to grab him by the hips and make him ram her tight pussy even harder. She struggled against her bonds. He chuckled at her. Instead of helping, he just shoved his cock into her wetness faster and harder. Her groans and moans turned to whimpers as she got closer and closer to coming all over his cock. She wanted to hold him so tightly that he wouldn’t be able to move, to squeeze his cock with her pussy until it squirted hot cum into her. 

She looked over her shoulder. Her ass was completely red from his whipping now. He’d abandoned the rein and was now using his big hands. He slapped both down onto her, making her muscles go rigid. He squeezed her ass, pulled the cheeks apart and kneaded her firm flesh with his fingers. She watched his strong thrusts slam into her body, making her ass jiggle a little each time. 

“Are you breaking me in, big man?” Jane said.

She smiled when she felt his cock harden in her and he slowed down.

“Not done yet,” he said.

“So you’re going to keep slamming my tight little pussy with that big, hard cock? Yes… It’s so big in me, so hard.”

His face contorted as he fought to keep from coming. His fingers dug into her ass, pulling her cheeks apart.

“Come on, big man, shoot your load in me. Come inside me.”

Jane’s face was contorted with effort as well. Her orgasm was so tantalizingly close. She could feel the walls of her pussy trembling, wanting to hold him inside her as he filled her up with his hot load.  He leaned over her even more, bracing his hands on the bed. 

He’d let go of all control. He started slamming her so hard that the strong wooden boards of the loft trembled and shook.

“Yes!” Jane screamed, “Yes! Harder!”

Somehow, he managed to go even harder. 

He let out a roar like a wild animal, his cock like a jackhammer moving in and out of her as he came. He got so hard that Jane just couldn’t help joining in. She let out of scream of her own as she rhythmically tightened and relaxed, her pussy doing its best to keep him inside as he shot wads of cum into her cunt. 

James reached up and untied her wrists, letting his hands run down her back and rest on her ass when he finished. He still felt so hard inside her. Just thinking about it made Jane’s pussy quiver. But she didn’t know if she’d be able to take another hard slamming this soon after. She also wasn’t certain if he would be able to give it to her just yet. 

He got up off the bed and pulled his clothes back on. Jane reached down between her thighs and played with the thick wad of his load as it leaked out of her aching, sore pussy.

It had been even better than she’d imagined.

Especially since she wasn’t on birth control. Her whole body tingled at the idea of getting knocked up with James’s kid.

“Now, get yourself cleaned up and go apologize to Burt,” he said.

“Anything you say,” she said, smiling.




Babysitter: Hot for the Daddy Next Door 

 

I paid for pretty much my entire first year of college through babysitting. I liked the work, and it was easy money plus lots of time to work on school projects.

I kept a few main clients who pretty much always wanted me on specific days.

One of those clients was Ryan. He was a bit older, somewhere in his early 40s, and also a single dad.

I have to say one reason I kept working for him was because I had something of a crush on him.

He was always so nice and understanding, and he always paid me a bit extra.

And it wasn’t long before, back in my dorm room, I snuck my hand down between my thighs late at night and thought about what it might be like if he touched me there.

It always got me completely sopping wet. As in when I finished I had to sneak out of bed and change my panties wet.

Because my fantasy was very specific. See, I’d been watching a lot of porn lately to try and scratch the itch and I’d become pretty obsessed with the idea of being bred.

Of having an older man pound my tight, young pussy until he couldn’t take it anymore and emptied his balls inside of me.

There was nothing hotter. I always came when I got to that part of my fantasy. The one where Ryan’s big, hard cock slid in and out of my tight wetness, his shaft glistening with my nectar.

And then I’d beg him to fill me up. He’d fuck me even harder, his cock like a rock inside of me.

And then I’d feel it. Feel his shaft jerk. Feel the warmth of his load splash against my back wall…

Because I’d been babysitting for so long, I kind of wanted a kid of my own rather than continue taking care of other people’s.

I couldn’t think of a better guy than Ryan. Secure career, good looking, nice.

All I had to do was seduce him. But I figured that wouldn’t be too hard. I was 18 years old, I hit the gym regularly, played volleyball, kept myself looking good. Wasn’t that every guy’s wet dream?

Like clockwork, I got Ryan’s text for tonight’s sitting job. I sat back in my desk chair, chewing on my bottom lip.

I shot him a message back saying I’d be there.

Except I showed up to his place an hour early. This wasn’t really a problem for the sitting: his son always went to bed super early since he was so little. That was yet another reason I liked Ryan so much.

I wore a skirt with no panties on beneath, and a thin top with no bra so that my already perky nipples pressed invitingly against the soft fabric.

I put on my most chipper smile when I danced up the couple steps of his front porch and pushed the doorbell.

He showed up at the door in slacks and a button down still tucked in from work.

“Brycie, you’re early!” he said.

His eyes flicked down to my chest and then back up. My pussy quivered, and this undulating sensation of warmth moved low in my tummy.

“Sorry, is that okay? My bus changed schedules so this was the latest I could get here,” I lied.

I licked my lips, which I’d spread some gloss on earlier to really highlight them.

“Sure, no problem,” Ryan said, stepping aside to let me in.

He led me into the living room, where he had some sports thing going on TV and a brown bottle of Bud on the coffee table.

He sat down on the couch and then nodded at the easy chair to the other side, but I sat down on the couch, too.

My whole body buzzed with desire. It ached inside of me. I couldn’t believe how horny I was already.

He’s definitely going to knock me up, I thought¸ how could he not, with me this turned on? I was definitely going to cum all over his cock and pull every last drop of his load deep into my waiting womb.

“You want anything to drink?” Ryan said.

I could see him giving me the side-eye, doing his best to not look directly at my smooth thighs.

“No, thanks,” I said. My stomach had clenched up so tightly in anticipation I didn’t think I could manage a single swallow of anything.

We sat there for a while quietly, the game going on the background. The air filled with this sort of static tension.

I turned towards him, bringing my feet up onto the couch and my knees up to my chest. I let my thighs open up a bit so that if he looked at me there would be no way he wouldn’t get a glimpse of my bald and wet little pussy.

“Ryan?” I said.

“Yeah, what’s up?” he replied, lifting the beer from the table.

“You know what I like the most about sex?” I said, turning my sweet smile to a devilish one.

The bottle stopped halfway to his lips. He glanced quickly down at my bare thighs, then forced his gaze back up to my face.

“Excuse me, young lady?” Ryan said, trying to put on his best “daddy” voice. All it did was make me feel wetter.

I leaned forward, making sure he could see down my shirt. “My favorite part is where the guy’s cock stiffens up even more than it already has, getting so hard I can feel every little bulge, and then he fills me up with his hot load.”

Opening my mouth, I ran the tip of my tongue slowly along my lips. Even with his legs crossed, I could see his cock hardening. 

He opened his mouth to talk, but I cut him off, “I love it even more when the guy is so horny, with a nice, big cock, that when he comes I can feel it hitting inside me. God, it just makes me come all over him...”

My heart doing a machinegun beat in my chest, I reached forward and grabbed Ryan’s stiff cock through his shorts. I could see a little spot in the cloth where his precum had already leaked. 

“Oh, Brycie, we shouldn’t,” Ryan said, making no move to get my hand off his throbbing shaft.

Remembering something from some porn I’d seen, I said, “I want you to breed me, Ryan.”

Ryan set his beer down, then ran his hands slowly up my thighs. “What’s that?” he asked.

I leaned forward until my lips were right by his ear, “That’s where we fuck without a condom and you come inside me. Don’t you want to feel our bare flesh rubbing together so much until you can’t take it anymore? Until you fill your daughter’s little pussy up with your cum?” I finished by sucking his earlobe into my mouth and nipping it.

Ryan trembled, and I could feel his cock practically pulsing in my hand. 

“Yes, baby,” he finally said, “But not here.”

Before I could say anything, he shoved his hands under my ass and picked me up. I wrapped my legs around his body as he stood up and went down the hall. The guest room on the ground floor was closest. Ryan practically tore the door off in his hurry to get inside. 

Throwing out his hand, he turned the light on and then dumped me on the bed. He grabbed the neck of his shirt and yanked it over his head. Before he could pull it off, I laid on my stomach in front of him and yanked the waistband of his shorts down, using his balls to keep them from moving back up again. His hard cock quivered a little as it stood straight out from his body.

He was still struggling with his tight shirt as I grabbed his cock with one hand and sunk my lips down over his head. Ryan jumped when I did that. Using the tip of my tongue, I played with the ridges around the head.

My pussy was already so wet that I knew he’d be able to slide his big cock right on in, but the way it turned a guy on to have his cock sucked turned me on even more. 

“Oh, Ryan,” I said, licking at the tip of his member as he pulled his shirt off, “Your cock is so warm and hard in my mouth.”

Throwing his shirt on the floor, he grabbed the back of my head with one hand. I could see all the muscles and veins bulging in his arm. Still just running the tip of my tongue over the taut flesh of his cock, I began stroking him. Each time I pulled up, I milked more precum out of him that I had to lick away.

Groaning, I let my lips slip over his head and down his shaft. As I sucked him, he ran his free hand down my back. He cupped one of my ass cheeks for a moment, squeezing it hard, before shoving his fingers between my legs. I moaned more as he massaged my pussy through my shorts. I arched my ass into the air a little so that he could rub it better. 

I urged my mouth farther and farther down his shaft as his rubbing became more insistent. It was like he was trying to rub right through my shorts to get at my delicate pink folds. 

Squeezing my other ass cheek for a moment, he flattened his hand and ran it under my shorts. With one quick move, I unbuttoned and unzipped my shorts so that his fingers could move over my bare flesh.

As soon as he could slip a finger between my legs, he entered me.

“Oh, Ryan!” I said, pulling my head back and screwing my eyes shut as he shoved his finger deeper into my pussy. I’d already soaked his finger with my pussy juices, and he slid it as deeply as in could. His other fingers rubbed against my lips and my clit, sending little jolts through me that made me tighten up around him. 

“You touch me so good, Ryan. I love you so much,” I said before ramming my lips down his shaft again.

“You’re so wet for me, baby. You get me so hard,” Ryan said.

He pulled his finger out of me. It was all shiny and soaked. I felt my pussy quiver when he stuck his finger into his mouth and sucked all the juices off it. I grabbed his hand and pulled it down next to his cock. I shoved his finger all the way into my mouth, letting my lips trail back along it, before doing the same thing to his cock.

Ryan watched me with wide eyes as I did this, the fisting holding the back of my head clenching harder with each moment. 

“Will you fuck my pussy, Ryan?” I said, batting my eyes and smiling up at him. I took the tip of his cock in my mouth and tongued it while I waited for an answer. More of his salty precum leaked out and I slurped it up. 

“Brycie, I want to fuck you so badly my balls ache.”

I let go of him, then wriggled around on the bed as I shoved my shorts down my legs and finally kicked them off. His eyes were glued to my round and firm ass while I did this. I kissed the tip of his cock while I clenched my ass cheeks for him.

“Do me from behind, Ryan,” I said, moving my forearms under me and sticking my ass a little higher in the air for him. 

Ryan climbed up on the bed behind me, straddling my thighs. I felt the head of his cock rest in the cleft of my ass. I started gyrating my hips, letting the slippery wetness of my saliva on him let him slide around. I felt a little tickle every time I felt him pass over my asshole. He watched my young body with his hungry eyes.

“You want me to fuck you, Brycie?” Ryan said, grabbing my ass cheeks and prying them apart.

“Nice and hard, Ryan,” I said, smiling over my shoulder at him.

Gritting his teeth, I watched as Ryan pushed down on the top of his shaft with one thumb. This moved his cock my sliding up and down my ass to between my legs. He leaned forward. I gasped as he entered me. Even though my pussy and his cock were already totally soaked, I still had to stretch out around his girth. 

I heard his breath catch as he put more of his weight into it, sinking his cock more deeply into my tight little pussy. He was so thick that a little bit of pain mingled with the pleasure of feeling him inside me. I shut my eyes and pushed my forehead against the mattress. 

Sucking in a deep breath, I started pushing back against him. I heard him grunt as my tightness pulled against the skin on his cock. 

Panting, I looked back over my shoulder. I felt myself tighten up more when I saw him. His abs were flexed, and he was staring straight down at my pussy as it strained around him.

“Ryan,” I said, making him look at him, “I love the way you feel inside me. Nothing in between, just your skin on my skin. Am I tight enough for you?”

I felt his cock jerk a little inside me when I said that, and it was his turn to suck in a sharp breath and his fingers squeezed my ass harder.

“Yes, Brycie, your pussy is nice and tight. I wish you could see how you’re all stretched out around my cock.”

He pulled his cock out a little, then shoved it back into me. Neither of us spoke for the next little bit as he fucked me over and over. I could feel my pussy being forced apart a little more each time he entered me again. 

Soon, I felt his hips bump against my ass. He got balls deep into my pussy. I could feel his balls slap against my lips then. I squeezed his shaft tightly with my pussy, making myself as tight as I could, whenever he pushed into me. 

“I love how you fuck me, Ryan,” I said.

He responded by giving my ass another squeeze. We were at a good rhythm, his rod pounding me at a quick pace. 

I was really starting to get into it, my whole body trembling as my soft pussy yielded to his hard cock. My breathing was more like a series of pants, groans, and moans than anything.

It was like I’d gone to a different level of reality, where all sensation just blurred into pure sensual pleasure. Aside from our fucking, I had completely lost touch with the world. 

It was because of this that I squealed out as my Ryan grabbed me by the thighs and, pushing my leg back so that it wouldn’t hit him, rolled me onto my back with his cock still buried all the way into my trembling pussy. 

I looked up into his strained face and he smiled. “I want to see the look on you when I come,” he said. 

With that, he pushed my knees back against my chest and started giving me the hardest pounding I’ve ever had. His cock slammed into me, the head bumping against the back lightly each time. He pushed both my legs together and rested them on one shoulder. I closed my eyes and pushed my head back against the mattress at the suddenly increased tightness. 

I grabbed my shirt and pulled it up over my breasts, rolling my stiff nipples between my fingers as my Ryan continued pounding my pussy hard and fast. All I could hear were his grunts, the wet noises of my pussy as his bare cock slid in and out of it, and the slap of his balls against my flesh. 

“Come inside me, Ryan,” I begged him, stretching out my hand to feel his hard abs as they flexed with each thrust.

“I can’t... I can’t stop it anymore,” Ryan said, an expression close to pain crossing his handsome face. 

That expression coincided with a stiffening of his cock inside me. I moaned at the new hardness. 

I knew Ryan was about to come inside me. I wanted it so badly; my body wanted it so badly.

“Fill me up, Ryan!” I moaned, my young and nubile body writhing on the mattress as my pussy strained around his member.

“Brycie!” Ryan yelled as his cock jumped in me. I felt his cum shoot against the back of my pussy again and again. I screamed out wordlessly as my pussy tensed up around his member, holding it in while I came all over him. 

The warmth of his cum spread throughout my body in waves with my orgasm. Ryan went still as his cock jumped fitfully a few times. He stayed inside me for a little longer, letting my pussy massage out any cum left in him. 

He pulled his cock out with a wet noise. I quickly covered up my pussy with one hand so that none of his seed could trickle out of me onto the bed. I couldn’t let my mom find out about this, not if I wanted to it happen again, at least. 

“It feels like there’s so much in me, Ryan,” I said.

“Yeah, well, I wanted you really badly,” he said. 

“That’s good. That should definitely get my pregnant!” I said.

“What?” he replied, shifting back, “I thought you were on the pill!”

“Nope. Man, you came so much in me! There’s no way I’m not pregnant!” I said.

“Fuck,” Ryan replied.




Paying Daddy’s Debt 

 

I knew that my dad was in trouble the moment I got home.

I’d just finished my first semester at college, and I thought it would be good to go out to dinner to celebrate.

But when I came in through the door, I knew something was off.

My dad, normally so happy and upbeat, sat on the easy chair in the living room with his head in his hands.

“Dad?” I said.

He looked up, worry etched across his face. He tried to hide it, putting on a smile that didn’t make it to his eyes. “Hey, sweetie. I didn’t think you’d be home so soon!”

I dropped my suitcase full of clothes by the door and rushed to him. “What’s wrong?”

I took his big hands in mine and squeezed them, but he didn’t squeeze them back.

“Nothing that you need to worry yourself about. Hey, didn’t you want to go get dinner?” my dad said.

“Not until you tell me what’s going on!” I replied. I stood up and put my hands on my hips. I was an adult now, and I wanted to be involved in adult things.

He ran his fingers through his hair and didn’t meet my eyes, “I guess you’d find out sooner rather than later, anyway. But I owe Derek a lot of money. The car broke down and he fixed it… but I can’t pay him.”

I sighed. My dad’s car was a piece of junk money pit always breaking down. Though I was surprised he was worried about our mechanic, Derek.

Though I had heard rumors that Derek was involved with some biker gang. I hated the thought of my dad owing money like that.

But I knew what I could do to help out. Because I remembered the way the Derek checked me out every time we went over on one of our many excursions to his garage.

Actually, I’d always sort of had a thing for Derek. He was handsome in that rough-around-the-edges way, and the fact that he was old enough to be my dad was something of a turn-on.

“Hey, dad? I meant to stop by Ashley’s house on the way here to pick up something I left behind. I’m gonna run out real quick and then we can head out to dinner, okay?” I said.

My dad looked relieved that he wouldn’t have to keep his brave face up. He just nodded.

As soon as I got outside I got my cell out and found Derek’s number. I called him and asked if him it was okay if I came over to talk. I laid it on pretty thick, saying how I thought about him while at school.

“Sure,” Derek said.

Ten minutes later, I was at his house. In my car, I’d taken my bra off and pinched my nipples a bit to get them nice and hard against my shirt. Then I pinched my cheeks to get some more color in them.

I thought back once more to those times we went to his garage. I wondered how many times he fantasized about me.

He answered the door and his eyes immediately dropped to my chest, which I thrust out while smiling broadly.

“Come on in,” he said, and I followed him inside.

My heart started pounding. All of this had just become real. Was I really about to do what I meant to do?

I was. I’d do anything to keep my dad out of trouble.

I also had to admit to a tingle between my thighs, and a sensation of quivering, wet heat.

We went into the living room, some football game on the TV. He sat down on the couch.

“How nice of you to join me, young lady,” Derek said. His voice sounded a little false, a little forced.

I knew he was thinking about my hard nipples. He was probably thinking about how I looked naked, how my nipples would feel between his fingers as he rolled and pinched them. 

Plopping down beside him on the couch, I gave him my most innocent grin. “Who’s winning?” I asked.

He looked at me, suddenly confused. “What?” Derek said, “Oh, the game. I, uh, I dunno. I think I zoned out.”

“I know my dad owes you money,” I said.

Derek shook his head, “He does. Why? Did he send you here with a check?”

I felt my pussy tingle a little as I realized I was right about his fantasizing. Then an idea came to me. Scooting up closer to him so our bodies touched, I grabbed his arm and clutched it to my chest. His muscles tensed in shock.

“I’m cold!” I said, pushing my body harder against his. With a few moves designed to look like I was trying to get comfortable, I got his fingers between my thighs. We sat there like that for a few minutes, both of us pretending to watch the game on the TV. 

Then I felt his fingers squeeze my flesh. They were just a few inches from my pussy, near that little triangular space some woman had between their sex and their thighs.

Putting the tip of my tongue between my teeth and biting down a little on it, I started shifting my hips, opening my legs slightly. I moved as though trying to make myself more comfortable.

“No… I thought that maybe you and I could come to an… arrangement. I don’t want my daddy owing any money!”

My insides quivered. I hadn’t been this horny when I knocked on his door. But now, there was just something so hot about this whole situation. About paying off my daddy’s debts with my body. Like I was a little slut.

My heart pounded inside me so hard and so loudly that I thought he had to be able to hear it. What I wanted was so close. The heat of his fingers on me seemed to bleed deeper into my flesh, feeding into the even greater heat I felt in my pussy. I wondered if he could feel it.

When I glanced down at his crotch, I knew he could. I could see it, long and stiff in his pants.

With another little nudge of my hips, I shifted his hand up until the side of his little finger rested right against my slit. I gasped a little at the sudden contact.

“Maybe… maybe tonight you could be my daddy?” I said, looking up at him.

His cock throbbed.

“He owes me a lot of money…” he said.

His words said one thing, but his fingers said another.

I was about to say something to entice him when I felt him start to slide his finger up and down. Immediately, I spread my legs apart.

“Oh, daddy, that feels so good...” I moaned, grinding my hips against his touch.

Finally, he turned his head and looked at me. My heart jolted as I saw the desire written across his features.

“Your pussy is so hot, Brianne,” he said.

I ran my fingers through my long hair, pulling it up and arching my back and neck as I said, “I was wet before I sat down.”

“I didn’t know you were such a naughty girl,” Derek said. He had just enough of his “daddy” voice going to make me think he was actually admonishing me. But his finger rubbing up and down my pussy told me differently.

“Yes, daddy, I’ve been really bad. I’m so sorry,” I said. I finished by putting my index finger in my mouth, then pulling it out slowly. He watched my lips as they pulled back along my finger. It came out of my mouth all shiny with my saliva.

“So you’ll get rid of my dad’s debt?” I said, teasing the tip of his finger with my tongue.

“Bad girls deserve to be punished,” Derek replied. “And maybe if you take that punishment well enough, I’ll count everyone even.”

He stopped stroking me through my pants. Instead, he put his beer down and then wrapped his arms around my waist. I squealed as he sat up straighter and then pulled me over his knee. 

“I’m sorry, daddy, please don’t punish me!” I said.

He growled at me. Without even bothering to pull my pants down, he started spanking me. The sound of each slap against my firm ass echoed in the living room. I let out a yelp each time, my body bouncing forward a little from the force of each strike. 

Soon, that buzzing, stinging feeling overtook my ass. He spanked me so hard that I began to feel tears in the corners of my eyes. I grabbed the couch cushion closest to me and squeezed it.

Beneath all that pain, my pussy felt even hotter and wetter than before. I tried to sit up, but he just held me down with his other arm across my back. I realized that he’d taken control. I couldn’t get up, couldn’t move unless he let me.

“Such a bad girl,” Derek said, “You need to be taught a lesson.”

I couldn’t feel anything but stinging pain and arousal. I started begging him to let me up, telling him I’d be a good girl for him, but he kept spanking. Through it all, I could feel his stiff shaft as I laid there in his lap. It was so close, but I couldn’t get to it.

Then he pulled my pants and underwear off, leaving me with just my shirt. Looking back, I could see how red my flesh had become. 

He bent over, one hand on each ass cheek, and pressed his teeth against my flesh. He bit down and I yelped. When he pulled back, I saw that he’d left teeth marks.

“You smell so fucking good,” he said as he looked over my body. “God, I wanted you so many times…”

Then he pulled my legs apart and pushed a finger into my pussy. My back arched and I bit down on my lower lip. He was actually inside me! Actually touching me where I wanted him to. 

He began running his finger in and out of my wet little hole, curling it as he went.

“I want you to come for daddy,” he said as he shoved a second finger in along with the first.

I was so wet that his fingers already made slurping noises as they moved in and out of my pink folds. I wanted so badly to do what he asked. He pushed in and out, faster and harder. My pussy felt so tight around his fingers already. I concentrated on how they felt as they rubbed against my walls.

My own fingers squeezed the couch cushion again as I arched my ass a little higher in the air, allowing him to push even deeper into me. 

He shoved his fingers as deeply into me as he could. Leaving them like that, he started stroking against my walls even as they tightened around him. He was relentless, tireless. I began moaning, trying to move even as he held me down.

“Do as daddy tells you,” he said, stroking harder.

Finally, I was too tight even for his fingers to move. I squealed and shook as I came on him, my pussy massaging him even as I felt myself get overwhelmed by the strength of my climax.

It was so deep that I didn’t even realize he was telling me to do something else. He had his fingers out of me, and I felt his hands pushing my shoulders.

“Put daddy’s cock in your mouth,” he said. 

I undid his pants and pulled them down his thighs. His cock was already fully hard, springing up to point straight at my face. A pearly little ball of precum had moved out of the tip and was making its way down his shaft.

He grabbed my head and pushed it down. I opened my mouth and took him in it. He was so thick. He throbbed in my mouth as I let my tongue explore the smooth shaft.

But he kept pushing. I had so much of him in me that I started to gag. He held me there, keeping my head in place. I tried to take more and more of him, even though I couldn’t breathe.

When my lungs began burning, he let me move up his length a little so that I could breathe, letting go of my head completely. 

“Put your hands behind your back,” he said.

I put my hands at the small of my back as I ran my lips up and down his hard cock a few inches at a time. He bent to one side a little, picking up my pants from where he’d discarded them. Grabbing my wrists, he wrapped the elastic material around them several times, then tied a knot.

He got a handful of my hair and pushed my mouth all the way down his cock again. As I gargled on his shaft, his other hand explored me body. It was all his. He started with my back, tracing my shoulder blades. His fingers moved down to my ass, making me wince as they moved over the red marks they’d left earlier.

I moaned as they pushed between my thighs, running up and down my slit a few times. Then he moved his fingertips up into the cleft of my ass. I felt his cock swell in my mouth as his fingers moved in circles around the little rosebud of my asshole.

He put his fingers into his mouth for a moment, pulling them away from my ass. Then he put them back, wet this time. I felt my body clench up as he pushed against my tightest hole. After a few moments, my flesh yielded to his will and he entered me.

He fingered my ass while keeping my mouth pressed down his cock, letting me up for air occasionally.

Lifting me by my hair, he pulled me off his cock into a sitting position. I panted for air, my lips almost numb from sucking. I’d managed to cover his shaft with gobs of my spit. I watched them slide down his member, leaving wet trails behind.

He pulled back on my hair, making me expose my neck to him. I whimpered. It felt good for him to pull on me like that. It hurt a little, but the pain only seemed to make all the pleasures better.

Derek spent a few moments squeezing my breasts through my shirt. He smiled at the way my nipples responded to him, and I felt a little annoyed that he hadn’t taken off all my clothes.

“Do you want daddy’s big cock in your pussy?” Derek said, grabbing hold of my nipple and pinching down on it.

“Yes,” I said.

“Good, because I want to fill that little pussy of yours up with my cum. Would you like that?” He twisted my nipple a little more, making me wince. 

I felt a tingle in the small of my back. I really did want him to come in me. I wanted him to do whatever made him feel good.

“Yes, daddy,” I said. 

He threw me down onto my side and took a moment to push his own pants all the way off. He went onto his knees on the couch and looked down at my pussy. I pulled my knees up closer to my chest, my legs pressed together. 

He put one hand on my hip to steady himself as he crouched down a little lower. 

With my knees together and my legs pulled back, I was extra tight. He grunted as he pushed the head of his cock against my sex. I could feel my tightness resisting the pressure. He grabbed the base of his cock to get some more support. He backed off a little, abandoning the attempt to enter me that way.

Instead, he used his cock like a battering ram, bumping it against me. Finally, we both sucked in sharp breaths as my pussy yielded to him. The head entered me, stretching me around him.

I couldn’t control my breathing. It was like my body was intoxicated with him. He ploughed into me, his cock sinking deeper every moment. I almost came on him right then, on his first stroke.

The feelings had been building up for so long. All I could think about was how he was actually fucking me right then. The object of my fantasies had his stiff shaft almost balls deep into my tight little cunt already.

I looked up over my shoulder at him. His jaw was set in concentration. I felt his hard cock flex inside me as he quickly pulled it back, making the lips of my pussy slide along his wet shaft. He was so hard for me. Knowing how much I aroused him, how much he desired and needed my body just made me wet.

I loved the way he felt inside me, his bare cock rubbing against the bare walls of my sex.

Then I begged for him to fuck me hard. My pussy still hadn’t stretched out quite enough around his girth, so I screamed when he slammed it back into me. It hurt, but I wanted more. I told him so.

He fucked me again and again, his member so hard against my softness. His strokes got a little easier as my pussy lubricated him and stretched to fit him.

The whole time, my body felt hot. Everything seemed to buzz and vibrate, from my toes all the way to my scalp. It was like he made my body come truly alive. I’d never felt anything quite like it before.

“Is my pussy tight enough for you, daddy?” I asked him as his hand slipped from my hip to squeeze my sore ass.

Then he grabbed my hair and pulled my head back again, arching my back, letting him deeper inside me than before.

I screamed out, “Fuck me harder, daddy!” as I came on his cock. His strokes were long and even, and he brought me to an incredible climax. I struggled against my bonds, wanting desperately to grab hold of something to keep myself from falling away from reality.

My orgasm started to ebb, and I let the breath I’d been holding out in a long, shuddering sigh.

Then his cock flexed in me, getting even harder and larger. As he came in me, my orgasm returned to full force. My pussy clenched down on his shaft, unwilling to let go as he shot spurt after spurt of hot cum hard enough into me that I felt it.

“Daddy!” I yelled through clenched teeth.

I loved the look on his face as my pussy continued massaging his member. With each spurt, he’d wince as though it felt so good to come in me that it almost hurt. I wanted to reach up and touch him, to stroke his face and ride him through the experience. 

He’d had control of me the whole time, and I loved that I’d been able to make him lose control, to give himself entirely to me for the short time his orgasm lasted.

When he finished, he let out a long sigh as well. His cock was still rigid inside me as he withdrew. My pussy had tightened, trying to keep him in, and I let out a little moan as I felt the ridges around the head rub against my walls for the last time.

I relaxed against the couch, letting my cheek press against the cushion. I felt tired, drained, and empty. Yet there was satisfaction as well. Derek sat beside me, one hand still on my ass, as though if he let go he’d never be able to touch it again, and he wanted to remember how it felt. I still felt sore, and I knew my cheeks were probably still bright red.

My whole body shuddered. I flushed with heat, the blush of it deep between my breasts. “So?” I said.

“Consider your dad’s debt paid off,” Derek said.

“Will you tell him? Will you give him a call? And don’t mention a word about this, please,” I said.

He gave me some side eye. “Sure.”

I got dressed quickly and left after that, stopping at a gas station to use the bathroom to clean the worst of the sweat off and redo my hair and makeup as best I could.

My pussy ached; Derek’s cock had been a lot bigger than I’d ever taken before. But it was a satisfied ache.

My dad didn’t owe any money anymore.

When I got back home, my dad and I went out to get steak to celebrate my finishing the semester. He was a lot happier than before.

As we sat at the table, I wondered if he owed anyone else any money.
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