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Chapter 1 - Angel 


​It had been a rough year, and it was such a relief when my boyfriend Roger finally got approved for an apartment. We both had terrible credit, and living in hotels and extended stays had really taken its toll. 

​On move in day, we met with our new landlord to get the keys. He wasn’t at all what I expected, and it kind of threw me off guard when I saw how tall and muscular he was. 

​“Hi there.” he said, looking directly past Roger and into my eyes. 

​“Hi.” I said, my voice hardly audible. He wore a pair of overalls without a shirt underneath, and his entire torso was covered in tattoos. 

​“Didn’t realize you were bringing such a cute little roommate.” he said, handing Roger the keys without taking his eyes off me. 

​“Oh. Yeah, this is my girlfriend Angel.” Roger said. 


​“Well, she’s certainly easy on the eyes. Good for you.” he said, speaking like I wasn’t even there despite ogling me from head to toe. It felt so obvious that he was undressing me with his eyes, and it’s shameful how much it was turning me on. 

​“Uh, yeah. Thanks.” Roger said, walking up to unlock the door. 

​“I’m Bill. You can call me anytime, for anything. I’m always available.” he said, handing me a business card and taking the opportunity to look down the front of my tank top. I snatched the card, my body tingling from our close proximity. 

​“Thank you.” I said, glancing over to see that Rob had already gone inside. 

​“Sexy little thing.” he said, towering over me and cracking his knuckles. 

​“Oh, thanks.” I said, giggling and feeling myself blush. I’d always had a kink for older men, but I still felt bad for being attracted to him. 

​“Anytime, for any reason. Don’t be a stranger.” he said, giving me a wink and extended eye contact. 

“Yes sir.” I said, feeling just as intimidated as I was turned on. I sighed audibly when he walked away, my temperature having skyrocketed from the intensity of his hungry gaze. I took a deep breath, tried to clear my head, and then went inside to look at the new place. 

Roger did most of the heavy lifting when it came to the move, leaving me plenty of time to look around the new complex. There were four units, all on the ground floor, and we were in apartment three. I walked out on the little patio in the backyard to smoke a cigarette, and that’s when I saw Bill again, carrying a stack of two by fours on his shoulder. 

I hated how sexy he was, and how easily he grabbed my attention. He kept glancing over at me, and made no secret about the fact that he was checking me out. When he finished moving the stack of boards, his muscles were bulging and he approached the patio. 

“Hey baby, can I have a cigarette?” he asked, hopping up onto the railing on the little fence. 

“Oh, of course.” I said, grabbing the pack and extending it in his direction. Bill flashed his cocky grin, staring into my eyes as he took a cigarette from the box. 

“Thanks. I owe you.” he said. 

“Pretty girls don’t light their own cigarettes.” I said, flicking my lighter and holding it out for him. He shook his head, having a little chuckle at the stupid line that I picked up at the bar. 

“I bet you’re a handful.” he said, taking a hard drag and then pulling down the shoulder straps of his overalls. His physique was hulking, and so much more than I was used to with Roger, who had a much thinner build. 

“Who? Little old me?” I asked, feigning innocence and naturally falling in line with his flirtation. 

“Nothing a good spanking couldn’t fix.” he said, reaching between his legs and adjusting himself over his jeans. I looked away out of respect, but felt a chill shoot up my spine. There was something dominant about him that I found magnetizing, and it was clear that he was a sexual deviant just like me. 

“You’re bad.” 

“I am. There’s no cure.” he said. “So why are you with that guy? You’re way out of his league.” 

“Roger?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Oh, uhm, I don’t know.” I said, giggling as my mind went completely blank. I couldn’t bring myself to think of a single reason that I was with my boyfriend, and I just blanked. Bill seemed pleased by that answer, again laughing at my response. 

“I have a feeling we’re going to get along famously.” he said, taking another puff. The back door opened and scared the crap out of me, because I’d completely forgotten that we weren’t alone. 

“Oh, hey Bill.” Rob said, taking notice of our shirtless landlord. Bill acknowledged him with a nod, but he seemed a little annoyed that we were being interrupted. “Babe, can you help me with something? It isn’t that heavy, it’s just a little awkward.” 

“Kind of like you, huh?” Bill quipped, interrupting his request and offering his services instead. “I’ll do it.” they went inside, and I felt a sigh of relief that Rob didn’t pick up on anything. I couldn’t help it, that man made my fucking heart race, and there was nothing I could do about it. 

Once we finished with the move, I felt a little disappointed that Bill had left for the day. Being around him made me so excited, like something completely raunchy and kinky was bound to happen just as long as we stayed in the same vicinity. 

I felt like I probably wouldn’t see him very often. For the first week or so after we moved in, that was true and I kind of forgot about him as I entered into my daily routine of relentless masturbation from the moment Rob left the house in the morning for work. 

I wasn’t quite sure what to call myself, a sex addict or something. It was weird though, because I really had zero libido when my boyfriend was around. My horniness kicked in as soon as he was gone, and I would sit in bed with my laptop, watching hardcore depictions of all of my favorite kinks. 

It wasn’t something I’d really processed, I just knew that I had an insatiable appetite for taboo things, and that regular, vanilla sex with Rob simply didn’t scratch that itch. We had a decent little thing going, where we’d have missionary style sex a couple of times a week, but that wasn’t what I desired. Part of it was my own fear of being judged, as my kinks had become more and more depraved as time wore on, and I simply couldn’t imagine explaining it to Rob without him being horrified. 

He wasn’t the right guy to fulfill my sexual fantasies, as unfortunate as that was. At the time, I thought of it as the trade off for dating a nice guy. Rob was responsible, and he took care of me. He was sweet. I couldn’t imagine him choking me, spitting in my mouth, or making me call him daddy, and I definitely didn’t want to ruin his innocence. I didn’t know at the time how untenable our lack of sexual compatibility actually was, or how it would become increasingly maddening with each passing day. 

Chapter 2 


​Roger left for work, early in the morning as per usual, and Angel waited until she knew that he was gone before slowly sliding her pajama bottoms down her slender, tanned legs, and then opened her laptop. 

​The tenant in apartment four had elected not to renew their lease, and so there was a new vacancy and Bill arrived in his big black pickup truck, parking directly in front of Angel and Roger’s apartment. 

​“Hmm…I wonder what that little slut is up to.” Bill said, musing to himself. He was an unscrupulous man, and originally purchased the building using money from dealing drugs. Since that time, he’d become something of a slumlord. No credit checks, no background checks, just cold hard cash and he’d accept anyone. 

​Bill got on his tablet before exiting his truck, and did the same thing he’d been doing since the day she moved in, he monitored her internet history. She used an incognito tab, but he had access to the DNS cache, which was the entire reason that he included free internet for his tenants. 

​“Blonde bimbo gags on daddy dick. Very nice.” he said, laughing at the title of the video she was currently immersed in. As he perused her recent history, he continued to be amazed by the depravity of the porn she watched. It turned him endlessly, and he’d taken to watching the same videos she did in order to get a feel for what she was into sexually. 


​It’s not like he had any shortage of videos to choose from, each one seemingly more disturbed than the one before it. Subslut anal gaping, ahegao blowbang, vapid whore rimming and cock worship, violent throat fucking ends badly, and plenty more insanely graphic titles. 

​She was all he could think about, and while he knew that he should stay away from her because, there was no way for him to control himself. Everyday his obsession grew, until merely thinking about her redirected his blood flow. 

​Bill crept up to the front door of apartment number three, quietly inserting his spare key and turning it until it unlocked. He loved the rush of sneaking into her apartment, especially knowing that she was deep in the throes of her daily ecstasy. After spying on her for over a week, he knew full well that she went at it for hours at a time, and he had to see it for himself. 

​He walked slowly on the hardwood floor, controlling the sound of his work boots as he noticed that the door was slightly ajar. 

​“Ughn! Ohhhh…” the sound of her feminine whimpers made fireworks go off in his mind, and he stood next to the doorframe, pressing his ear against the wall to listen closer. “Mmm…mmm…” 

​Bill’s cock stiffened inside of his athletic shorts, creating a noticeable bulge as he wasn’t wearing any underwear. His curiosity got the better of him, and he took a quick peek inside her bedroom. Angel laid beneath a white sheet, so transfixed on the computer screen in front of her that she had no idea he was watching. The sounds of the girl on screen’s sloppy, squishing throat reverberated through her small bedroom. 


​Her muffled moans continued, and Bill began gently tugging on his erection in an attempt to alleviate the pounding pressure in his groin. Instead of relief, he found only more desire, and an impulsive need to cross every imaginable line in order to get what he wanted. That’s when he made his move, pushing open the door and stepping inside like it was a completely ordinary thing to do. 

​“Hey Angel.” he said, breaking her immersion and snapping her immediately back into reality. 

​“Oh!” 

​“Sorry, I didn’t mean to startle you. I was just doing a routine maintenance check, I didn’t realize you were here.” he said, lying through his teeth and wishing she were shirtless as the background sounds of pornography were finally muted. 

​“Oh. It’s fine.” she said, pulling her sheet further up her torso and trying to pretend she was simply lying in bed. 

​“What were you watching?” he asked, approaching her bed from the side. Angel’s eyes were completely dilated, as she’d been aroused for close to an hour. She broke away from his eye contact, struggling to come up with an excuse. 

​“Oh, just something online.” 

​“I know that, Angel. I heard what was going on.” 


​“What do you mean?” she asked, feeling dumb as soon as the question left her lips. Bill smiled, looking her over with a possessive need to fuck her into oblivion. 

​“We’re both adults, baby. It’s okay. I watch it too.” he said, taking a seat directly next to her, and opening the laptop that she’d closed in a panic. “Oh, wow. She’s cute, but I’d take you all day.” 

​“Bill. I’m sorry.” she said, unsure of how to respond as he pressed play on the video, and then wrapped his arm around her. 

​“Don’t apologize, Angel. Just relax.” he said, spreading his legs apart and reaching down to take hold of his erection. That’s when she saw it, the massive bulge in his shorts that told her he was easily twice the size of her boyfriend. 

​“What are you doing?” she asked, her eyes glued to the distinct outline of his manhood, watching intently as he rubbed it up and down. 

​“I was just going to join you. It’s way more fun with a partner.” he said, pulling his waistband away from his stomach and exposing his hard cock. 

​“Please don’t do this.” she said, eyes wide as her secret crush on her much older landlord began robbing her of the ability to think rationally. It was the biggest penis she’d ever seen in real life, and her mouth watered for a chance to slurp on his bulbous mushroom. 

“Why not?” 

“I’m so horny. I won’t be able to control myself.” she said, whimpering as her hand instinctively slipped back under the sheets and between her legs. 


“Isn’t that the idea?” he asked, pulling his shorts down and taking hold of it by the base. 

“Yes, daddy.” she whispered, completely out of reflex. Her heart was pounding, and she was getting tunnel vision. 

“Good girl. You already know my name.” he said, waving it back and forth and watching as he practically hypnotized her with his fuckstick. He knew from observing her history that she was exactly what he was looking for, and that he just needed to bring it out of her. 

“It’s really big. Like, really big.” she said, finally managing to take control of her breath and letting out a soft chuckle. 

“You like it?” he asked, leaning forward to spit on it. 

“I shouldn’t be doing this. We can’t. I have a boyfriend.” she said, her words lacking conviction in a serious way. 

“That’s not what I asked.” he said, pulling her closer for inspection. 

“I shouldn’t even say this, but it’s really nice. I just can’t cheat on my boyfriend.” 

“Look, baby, I understand. Okay? I just think you’re really beautiful, and it would really help me if I could jerk off in front of you. That’s not cheating, right?” he asked, appealing to her sneaky side. The corner of her lip turned up, and she took another look at it while he spread the spit over his shaft. 

“I guess. Do you want some lube?” she asked. Her head was pulsing with pressure, and she leaned over to the table beside her bed, grabbing the oil she’d been using earlier. 


“Only if you put it on for me.” he said. 

“Fine.” she said, loving the naughty tease and flirtation. She figured it wasn’t that big of a deal, as she always watched porn while her boyfriend wasn’t around. What was the difference? She opened the bottle, and held it over his manhood, squeezing a liberal portion all over his cock and balls. “There.” 

“What do you mean? You have to rub it in for me.” he said, leaning over her and inhaling the scent of her hair. Bill could hardly believe it was working, and was so turned on that there was a visible pulse in his erection. 

“Wouldn’t that be cheating?” 

“No. Not at all. It’s the same thing as if we applied tanning lotion to each other. It’s not sexual, it’s just a little platonic touching.” he said. Angel was gently rubbing her pussy, and didn’t possess the self control to resist him. 

“Are you sure?” 

“Yes, baby. Go ahead, rub it in for daddy.” he said. Angel’s hand moved automatically, like it was summoned by a ouija board. She hesitated slightly, but wanted nothing more than to wrap her soft fingers around his juicy girth. 

“You’re such a bad influence.” she said, giving in to her ultimate temptation and grabbing hold of his hot flesh. It was like a trigger inside her, and she immediately began rubbing it up and down, her already powerful arousal amplified by their forbidden indiscretion. 

“Ughhhnn…” Bill held her tightly in his arm, sniffing her hair and moaning as she spread the lubricant all over his shaft. 


“Okay.” she said, still feeling guilty for what she was doing to Roger, but he grabbed her hand before she could release him, taking control and continuing the up and down strokes. 

“Please, baby. It feels so much better when you do it.” he said, his breathing shifting as he made her stroke faster. 

“It’s so sexy. I really love your cock.” she said, her inhibitions fading away. She knew full well that what she was doing was wrong, but it wasn’t enough to outweigh the temptation. 

“Oh, wow. You’re such a good girl, Angel. That’s incredible.” he said, releasing her hand and letting her take over. Angel had always dreamed of a similar scenario, and immediately began tugging with both hands. 

“It’s so squishy.” she said, glancing up at him as she crawled out from under the sheets, positioning herself between his legs. 

“Take your shirt off. I’ll cum so much harder if I can really look at you.” he said. Angel got up from her stomach, reaching between her legs and taking hold of herself. 

“This isn’t good enough?” she asked. 

“Oh, it’s a beautiful little pussy, but I want to see all of you.” he said, easily charming her into removing her pajama top. “The bra too.” 

“Yes sir.” she said, falling under his dominant spell and doing exactly as she was told. His hard, oily cock was bringing out the worst in her, and she knew when she got naked that things weren’t going to stop there. 

“My little submissive Angel. I’m going to have so much fun with you, do you know that?” he asked, ogling her youthful, slender body and thinking about putting a baby inside of her. 

“I am quite submissive. No one really knows that about me.” she said, laying back down on her stomach between his legs. 

“Listen, baby. Whatever happens here stays between us, okay? It’s our little secret.” he said. For some reason, that made her feel so much better, and she eagerly agreed. 

“Yes sir.” 

“I’m going to be your secret dom, and you’re going to be my submissive little fuck hole.” he said, growling as he gained control over her fertile little body. 

“Yes sir.” she said, repeating the words as she continued to stroke his veiny dick. 

“Use your mouth. Show daddy what a good girl you are.” he said, taking hold of her hair and pushing her face into his balls. 

“Mmm!” Angel squealed, grinding on the mattress as she gave into his demands. His balls were hairy and swollen, and she buried her face in them and began slurping eagerly. It was like a new side of her emerged, the side she’d kept completely hidden and relegated to hours long masturbation sessions. 

“Oh my God. That’s perfect, baby. That’s so good.” he groaned, smiling as she served him with the same enthusiasm as the pornstar she’d been watching. He pushed her head down onto his cock, making her take it deeper until she was coughing, gagging up viscous spit and rubbing her face in it. “Good slut. You know exactly how to please daddy.” 

“Yes, daddy. I’ll do anything you say.” 

“Good girl, look up at me. I want to look into your eyes while you choke on it.” he said, glancing down at her tight little ass and wondering what position he should take her in. 

“Mmm hmm!” she moaned, playing with her spit and sucking it off of his shaft. 

“Tell me that it’s better than his.” Bill said, not content with simply taking her from under Roger’s nose. He wanted to humiliate and cuck him too. 

“Ahh!” she gasped for air, smiling as saliva dripped down her chin. “It’s so much better daddy. I love it.” 

“Good girl. Say that you love daddy’s dick.” 

“I love daddy’s dick.” she said, staring up into his eyes as tears streamed down her face. Her adrenaline was pumping so hard that she didn’t even care that he was choking her. 

“Then climb up into my lap, and sit on it.” he said, escalating things even further. Angel had a brief pause, a moment of consideration before she went with her impulses. 

“Yes, daddy. I want to ride it.” she said. Bill pulled her onto his thighs, slapping her ass while she reached down and lined him up with her tightness. 

“Sit on it.” he said, laying his fingers across her soft throat and tightening his grip. Her face turned red as she sank down onto his length, squealing uncontrollably as he split her in half like never before. 

“Ughnnn…” she gasped to no avail, as he squeezed on her arteries and pounded from the bottom. 

“It’s so fucking tight. I’m going to tear you in half and fill you with cum.” he said, finally releasing the pressure the moment she started turning woozy. Angel was unhinged, bouncing up and down as he hit spots that she didn’t know existed, completely ruining the sanctity of her relationship without shame. 

“Ugh! Ugh! Ugh! Harder! Fuck.” she called out, overtaken by passion as she finally took the ride she’d always wanted. He was so much bigger and stronger than Roger, so much meaner and more in control. She felt like the submissive little bimbo slut she’d always dreamed of, and relished every hard thrust. 

Their bodies collided forcefully, making slapping sounds that filled the room. Bill spanked her ass while she grinded, sending a stinging pain through her left cheek that she knew would leave a mark. 

“Ughn!” she squealed from the pain, leaning forward to bite down on his neck while he punished her. His cock forced her walls open, spreading her and stretching her limits. She’d only fantasized about such sensations, and their novelty brought her quickly to a mind numbing orgasm. 

“Such a good little slut. Cum for my cock, Angel. Cum for me like you’ve never cum for him.” he said, sensing her sudden climax and again laying his palm hard across her backside. Angel was in another dimension, drooling as her eyes rolled back in her head, seizing uncontrollably until Bill simply couldn’t take it anymore. 

“Ughn! Ughn! Ughn!” 

“Milk that cock, slut. Milk that cum with your tight little cunt.” he grunted, erupting inside her without any thought of the consequences. His entire body flushed with pleasure as he pumped her full of every last sticky drop of hot cum. 

Chapter 3 - Angel 


​The dick was so good that I nearly passed out. At one point, I actually think I might have, at least momentarily. He left me in such a euphoric state that I didn’t even think about the fact that I’d just cheated on Roger simply to realize my twisted fantasy. 

​“Your name suits you. You really are an angel.” he whispered, cuddling me from behind and rubbing his cum soaked cock between my cheeks. I closed my eyes, smiling and focusing on the sensation of my new master’s perfect cock. 

​“Thank you, daddy. I live to serve.” 

​“I love hearing you talk like that. Where have you been all of my life? You’re exactly what I’ve always been looking for.” he said, whispering directly into my ear and kissing my neck. 

​“I’ve been hiding.” 

​“Well, I found you now. And you’re mine.” he said, his hot breath giving me a chill. I felt so tiny in his muscular arms, and satisfied in a way that I couldn’t put into words. 

​“Yes, daddy.” I whispered. 

​“Remember, this is our little secret. I’ll be back tomorrow morning, after he leaves for work.” Bill said, jolting it into my mind that I still had a boyfriend after he temporarily fucked that information out of my feeble mind. 

​“That sounds so nice.” I whispered. Bill gave me a kiss, and then got up from bed, put on his clothes, and left the same way he entered, without making a sound. My head was spinning, and the sheets were an absolute mess. 

​He made me squirt everywhere. I kind of felt it, but didn’t realize how much of a scene we left behind until I was all alone. There was cum dripping down my leg as I tore off the sheets, and went to the washer to try and cleanse the evidence. Suddenly, all I felt was guilt and shame. What had I done? 

​“Focus, focus, focus.” I said, making sure to put extra detergent in with the sheets. Suddenly, I was terrified of being caught. After the way we’d fucked, I figured the scent of sex was permanently baked into the bedroom, and I went on a cleaning spree to relieve my anxiety. 

​Roger texted me, but I just ignored it. I kept thinking about what I’d done, and how much I enjoyed it. Even the feeling of his cum dripping out of me turned me on, and made me feel owned in a very primal way. Roger always used condoms, and he still practiced the pull out method because he was just that careful. 

​“Fuck. I can’t believe I did that.” I said, turning on the shower with the intent of scrubbing every inch of my body. That’s when I looked in the mirror, and saw that there was a very clear outline of a red hand imprinted on my ass, and my neck was still red from the choking. 

​I stepped into the shower, and alternated between intense flashbacks of immense pleasure and a racking of extreme guilt, gnawing relentlessly at my insides, which had already been ravaged. I felt different down there, and prayed that it was only because I just had sex. It was so wrong, and I knew that I should cut it off immediately. I also knew that there was no way, as I was already craving more of him. I wanted another round of being with a man so carnal and in tune with his darkest desires, someone who could match me on every level and drag me to the absolute depths of my own twisted pleasure. 

​A glass of wine was enough to get me to calm down, but it wasn’t enough to make me think rationally. I felt bad about it, but I was going to do it again. There was zero chance I could turn that down, or say no to him in any way. 

​There was something different about Bill, besides his massive endowment and sexual prowess. He had a very direct quality that was like water to my dehydrated desires. He was masculine and manly in a way that Roger simply wasn’t, and while I didn’t hold that against him, I couldn’t pass up such a mind blowing opportunity. 

​Just like Bill had said, it would be our little secret. He was my landlord after all, and it felt right that I should serve him as such. I texted back and forth with Roger, trying my best to make up for the awful things I’d done in our bed. 

​I made him dinner, and caught up on all of my shaving and feminine maintenance in the bath. He typically got home at around four, and I had a full meal prepared for him the moment he walked in the door. 

​“Hey, baby. What’s all this?” he asked, dropping his keys on the coffee table and looking around. The apartment was immaculate, as I’d given it a deep clean and finished what was left of the unpacking. 

​“I don’t know. I just wanted to do something special for you.” I said, feigning confidence with every guilty step. He smiled and opened his arms, holding me tightly and lifting me into the air. I couldn’t help thinking of Bill, and of how much smaller I felt in his arms. 

​“You’re the best. I was starting to worry that you were depressed or something.” he said, walking over to the table and rubbing his palms together. 

​“Oh, yeah. I’m sorry, I was in a bit of a funk, but I think I got it knocked out.” I said, quickly glancing up at him because it felt like an odd thing to say. 

​“It’s all good. I understand. Wow, I didn’t know you could cook like this.” he said, taking a seat and looking over the spread of garlic butter chicken, green beans, and mashed potatoes. 

​“It’s been a while. You’ve just been working so hard, and all I do is sit around. I was extra motivated today.” I said, hearing the duality in almost everything I said. The guilt was astounding, but he seemed none the wiser. That night, I laid in bed pretending to be asleep, hoping that he didn’t initiate sex. I’d been able to cover the bruise on my ass with sweatpants, but he’d surely see it if he pulled them down. 


​“Good night, baby. I love you.” he whispered, leaning over to kiss me on the cheek. I sighed a breath of relief when he rolled over, a tell tale sign that he was going right to sleep. It wasn’t easy, but I managed to hold it together for the day. It was exhausting, and I fell asleep shortly after him. 

Chapter 4 - Bill 


​I showed up early in the morning, and waved to Roger as he left the apartment. As soon as his car pulled out of the driveway, I stepped out of my truck with nothing but bad intentions for his sweet little girlfriend. 

​Angel wasn’t the first tenant that I slept with, but she was by far the most desirable to me. After that first taste, I was like an addict who only knew one place to get his fix. I unlocked the door, and stepped inside the apartment. 

​“Roger?” she asked, yelling from the bedroom. 

​“Yes dear!” I said, making my voice high and mocking. 


​“Oh my gosh.” she said, springing up from bed and coming out to the living room to greet me. She had a smitten look in her eye, and I wanted to eat. “You’re bad.” 

​“I’ve got it bad. For you.” I said, coaxing a smile out of her even though she was crossing her arms. She looked away, and pursed her lips to the side. 

​“How are you?” she asked, slowly walking around towards the front of the couch. 

​“What’s wrong baby? You seem nervous.” I said, deciding to scoop her up into my arms to make her feel more comfortable. I plopped down on the couch, and sat her on my lap. 

​“I’m just shy.” she said, brushing her hair behind her ear. Everything about her was so adorable to me, and I couldn’t keep my hands off of her. 

​“You weren’t shy yesterday.” I whispered, growling into her ear and nibbling on her neck. She squirmed and giggled, reactive to my every touch. 

​“Yeah, well, I was super horny when you showed up.” she said, her body language relaxing as she snuggled up to me. She was so full of life and effortless beauty, I wanted to consume her. 

​“Speaking of super horny, mind if we take this party to the bedroom?” I asked, my cock readying itself expectantly. 

​“I don’t know. Things got a little out of hand yesterday.” she said. I smirked at the pun. 

​“It started in your hands, though. That was good.” I said. 

​“Yeah, but when I started rubbing it…I just, I don’t know. I lost control. It was wrong.” she said. I let out a sigh, wondering if I’d really be relegated to only knowing her once. 


​“But it felt so amazing. I’ve never been with a woman that’s so…perfect.” I said, choosing the word spontaneously and realizing that it fit. She broke eye contact, blushing easily like when we first met. 

​“You’re just trying to get me to do it again.” 

​“Of course. It was the best thing of my entire life.” I said, giving her a kiss on the cheek. Her face twisted up, and she wiggled her nose. 

​“Me too, but it was wrong.” 

​“I don’t think it was. I think it was meant to be. How could something that passionate and powerful be wrong?” I asked, wanting to know how she felt. If she thought it was only a lust driven mistake, fueled only by the moment, then so be it, but I didn’t think that was the case. 

​“I get what you’re saying. It was unlike anything I’ve ever experienced, but it made me feel so guilty afterwards. I’ve never been unfaithful before.” she said. 

​“I get it. You don’t strike me as an unfaithful person, but this is a once in a lifetime type of connection. I wouldn’t want to lose it.” I said. 

​“Neither would I.” she said, wrapping her arms around my torso and resting her head on my chest. 

​“Let’s do it one more time. Then we’ll decide.” I said. She nodded, and I lifted her from the couch, and carried her into her bedroom. My plans had shifted since my arrival, instead of getting kinky and dirty, I wanted to make it so that she could never let me go. I wanted to make her feel as addicted, connected, and bonded to me as humanly possible. 

​“This might be the last time. So let’s make it count.” she said, her eyes fluttering as she spoke softly. I could tell that her guilt was real, and it broke my heart seeing such a sweet girl in duress because of me. 

​“Kiss me.” I said, cupping her face and pulling her in. Her lips were sinfully sweet, soft flesh that melted into me. The world disappeared around us, and we began a sensual, loving makeout session where we slowly stripped off each other’s clothes. 

​Her body was so aesthetically pleasing that it didn’t seem possible. I love the female form, but this was another level of outright attraction. I wasn’t sure what it was about her that made her so endearing, but all other women ceased to exist once I looked into her eyes. 

​“You’re such a doll.” I said, tugging at the waistband of my boxer briefs, the last piece of clothing keeping us apart. 

​“Jesus, daddy. I’m still getting used to your cock.” she said, reaching down and chuckling as she took hold of me. 

​“I love when you touch it. Daddy’s good little girl.” I whispered, running my fingers through her hair and exposing her neck. I had to taste her flesh, to kiss and suck and leave my mark. I had to take her. 

​“That’s so hot, daddy. Fuck.” she whimpered, finding her opening and blessing me with her tightness. 

​“So wet.” I grunted, pushing it in deeper. Angel arched her back against me, grinding from the bottom and taking it all. 


​“That’s my cock.” she said, her eyes going from soft to intense upon penetration. 

​“That’s my pussy.” I said, realizing that our love making ritual was about to get a little more wild. “Ride it. Show me who you belong to.” 

​“You, daddy. I belong to you. Only you.” 

​“Good girl. Say it again.” 

​“Only you.” she said, raising her voice as I thrust down into her, increasing the pace as every nerve ending danced with aliveness. Her gorgeous little tits bounced beneath our forceful collisions, pulling me like a tractor beam to latch on. I nibbled and pinched, testing her reaction and finding that she could take it all. I threw her legs up on my shoulders, and began fucking her with everything I had. 

​“Is my little slut gonna cum for daddy?” I asked, rubbing the soles of her feet against my face and tongue while bottoming out. Every inch of her was to be worshiped, cherished beyond what I was capable of understanding. 

​“Ughn! Daddy, fuck. It’s so good. Why is it so good?” she asked, rambling dirty talk while lying helplessly beneath me. My balls slapped rhythmically against her tight little asshole, and I had to flip her over. 

​“Let me taste you. I have to eat it.” I said, grabbing her ass with both hands and pulling it apart to observe my feast. She made me feral, and I ate like a starving dog in heat. 

​“Oh my God…Oh my God!” 


​“Mmm mmm…It’s so good, baby. That’s mine. That’s my little asshole.” I said, rubbing my nose in it and completely losing myself. She pressed her hips back against my face, shaking her ass and giving me unfettered access to her juicy goodness. My tongue strayed to her pussy, slurping her wetness until I couldn’t take it anymore. 

​“Please take it, sir. I want you to pound it.” she said, all signs of feeling guilt having faded into nothing. I slapped my hard cock against her pussy, as she pointed her ass up and presented herself submissively. 

​“You’re gonna be daddy’s little slut, you know that? Forever.” I said, pressing my thumb against the head of my cock to make it enter. She was soaking wet, and I slipped deep inside her and grabbed her hips. I noticed a faint bruise on her ass from the day before, and decided to solidify it by laying my palm across the side of cheek. 

​“Ugh!” she winced on contact, her skin turning red instantly as she threw herself back against me. I could feel her wetness dripping down my balls as she rode me, fighting to extract as much pleasure as she could. The girl was an incredible lover, easily hijacking my brain and turning me into a completely different person while under her influence. 

​“I can’t lose you, Angel. I won’t.” I said, commanding her not to give up on me. 

​“Daddy! Oh, fuck!” she cried out, her voice squeaking as she arrived. I pounded straight through her orgasm, breathing deeply to prolong my stamina. I reached around and hooked her mouth with my pointer fingers, holding her in place while I took full control. 

​“Do you want it?” 

​“Please! Do it hard, daddy. Do it fucking hard.” she said, in a state of agony I couldn’t possibly understand. The pleasure was like an earthquake, and my entire body began shaking as I held her ass tight against me, pulling her in and extending my hips as I released, again filling her with every hot sticky rope of cum. 

​She collapsed forward, eyes closed and breathing heavily. Her ass was still raised slightly, and I watched as she clenched out the cum. 

​“I don’t think so. Leave it in.” I said, scooping it with my finger and shoving it back inside. She cooed as I worked two digits in and out of her, and her inner nympho began showing as got back up on her hands and knees, moaning as I worked them harder and deeper, reaching inside and digging as far as I could. 

​“Yes, daddy. I hope you get me pregnant. I’d love that. I’d love it.” 

​“I know, baby. You know daddy will take care of you. You’re my good girl.” I said, scooping the excess cum on spreading it on my dick. It was extra sensitive, but still pulsing hard when I put it back in. 

​“Daddy, your cock.” 

​“I’m not gonna stop fucking you until you fall in love with me.” I said, coming back to life inside her and hammering away. I couldn’t believe my newfound libido, and I took it all out on her, feeding her my cock and pulling her hair while stepping on her head and claiming her deeply. I wanted to remove any question of who her man was, and to answer it with finality. 

​“Oh, God. I do, daddy. I do.” 

​“Say it, baby. Tell me.” I said, holding a makeshift ponytail and impaling her. 

​“I love you!” 

​“Good girl.” 

​“I do, daddy. I only love you. I only cum for you.” she said, rambling once again. 

​“I love you too.” I said. I knew that it was the heat of the moment, that things had just gotten really intense and our brains were releasing more dopamine than we knew how to handle, but it felt so real. I meant it when I said it, and I said it again when I came. 

​It all started out with me just being a pervy landlord, too old to be single but still giving it the old college try, but I had no idea what I had gotten myself into. This wasn’t a normal one night stand, or even fuck buddy situation. I was falling in love with her. 

Chapter 5 - Angel 


​It was a repeat of the day before, and I couldn’t believe I’d let it happen again. Once I was in his presence, it was like I got wrapped up in a bubble where only we existed, and I could no longer be held responsible for my actions. 

​There were two differences from the day before. One, I cleaned everything up faster and more efficiently. Two, I was even more into Bill than I had been before. The intimate nature of what we were doing made it impossible to separate lust from genuine feeling, and I had no idea where that line actually existed. It was too hot to tell. 

​The following day, Bill got naked and told me to give him a massage. He laid on his stomach, and I spent a half hour rubbing him down. I’d always been into body worship, and maledom of all kinds. His body was so chiseled and rugged, muscular in ways I never thought possible in a lover. 

​“Remember what I did to you yesterday? To your ass. With my tongue.” 

​“I do.” I said, giggling at the memory of the novel sensation. 

​“Do that to me.” he said, as a matter of fact. 

​“Now?” 

​“Yeah. Right now.” he said, his voice relaxed. I felt so dirty, but I couldn’t tell him no. I lowered myself behind his legs, digging into his oiled ass and separating his cheeks as I dipped my tongue between them. 

​“Mmm…” I moaned, finding that it was tasteless and odorless. My submissive side came out in full force, and moments later I was full on worshiping his asshole, burying my face in it and trying to force my tongue inside him. 

​“Good girl…fuck. Don’t stop, baby. Don’t stop.” he said, begging me to continue. It was the most intimate, demeaning thing I’d ever done sexually, and it made me so horny that I couldn’t control myself. He bent me over the corner of the bed and finished me off, giving me another firm slap on the ass before going to our bathroom and using the shower. 

​I laid in bed, feeling particularly guilty and disgusting while continuing to masturbate. My landlord was using our shower, running up the water bill that Roger paid. I wish it didn’t make me cum so fucking hard, but it did. I should have known it was over by then, but I just kept going. 

​Days turned into weeks, and we did every kinky act you could possibly imagine. I wore a furry butt plug around the house for him, all the time while Roger was gone. Even while Bill wasn’t there. I always did what he told me to do, and found myself constantly seeking his validation. He was the older man I’d always dreamed of, and my very first daddy. 


​Things came to a head when Bill fucked me so good that I fell asleep at one, and didn’t wake up in time to clean up or hide the evidence before Roger got home. I told him that I was sick, and had slept all day, and then convinced him to go across town to get a very specific soup to make me feel better. 

​As soon as he left, the panic was real. I cleaned up everything I could, and found that Bill had left the black underwear that he was wearing in the bed. I threw them in the trash, and everything else in the washer. That’s when it hit me. I was still wearing my butt plug. 

​I’m not sure exactly what it was about that situation, but that’s when I knew the jig was up. I had to come clean. I couldn’t do it anymore. It was obvious what I had to do. I had to break up with him, and I had to be with Bill. 

​Ever since Bill and I started our affair, my porn consumption and sex addiction had been quelled like never before. I hadn’t even watched porn in weeks, except for when we watched it together during sex. I did everything I wanted with him, so all of my sexual fantasies and desires were constantly being catered to. 

​Roger simply didn’t make me feel that way, and things between us had turned rather platonic. We stopped having sex almost entirely, and it was a new level of torturous boredom when we did. I didn’t even want to do the things I did with Bill with him, as he wasn’t dominant enough for me to submit in such intimate ways. It wasn’t his fault, and I didn’t hold it against him, but it was the truth. 

​It was easier than I thought, because I’d reached my breaking point and I couldn’t keep living two lives. He was angry at first, and left the apartment. He called me later, and settled down. He wanted details, I didn’t want to divulge them. It was too intimate, and I knew that it would hurt him forever. I lied and told him it was a guy I met online, and that it only happened a couple times. I just wanted him to feel okay about it. 

​Bill took me into his home without hesitation, and I was there days after breaking up with Roger. It was a strange transition, but it felt so true. He told me that he’d been drinking too much, not doing much with his life when I came along. He said that my femininity, my presence, and touch had brought him back to life. I felt the same way, as I’d been struggling with my addiction for a long time before he came and made it all go away. We seemed perfect together. 

​My parents were mad at first, about me seeing a man twenty years my senior, and for cheating on Roger. They got over it pretty quickly once they found out that I was pregnant, and that he was pretty well off financially. They were getting a grandkid! 

​I’m four months pregnant and our sex life is as good as ever. He wants to incorporate my lactation at some point, and I’m perfectly willing to submit to the idea. In the meantime, I’m happily enjoying my unconventional fairy tale ending. 


Nina Sestina Newsletter 


[image: ]

Friends With Benefits 

Adam is Violet's shy roommate. They get along just fine, but she can't seem to get him out of his shell. 

She decides to go snooping through his things while he's at class, and can't believe what she finds. Apparently, they have more in common than she imagined. Armed with her newfound knowledge, she feels empowered to make him into her good boy. 

He can't believe the sudden change in the way she treats him, and starts seeing her in a whole new light. 

Friends With Benefits is a friends to lovers romance. 
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Mutual Benefits 

Azra's husband cheated, and there's not much to fight for in the divorce. At 37, she's terrified of being poor and having to start all over again. 

Sampson is friends with her husband's son, and worships the ground she walks on, or at least the feet she walks on it with. He's also the son of the richest man in town, and wealthy in his own right from his allowance alone. When he finds out that she's single, he isn't shy about letting her know he's interested. 

She's not used to feeling so desired, and finds his attention intoxicating despite their age gap. She decides to humor him, and see where things go. It isn't like she has anything to lose. 
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Personal Assistant - Free Use Pregnancy 

Adam hires his neighbor Mildred's granddaughter as his personal assistant for the summer without even meeting her. He feels bad for the elderly woman, and she'll just keep badgering him about it anyway, so he gives in. As a secluded writer, he really doesn't require her services, and finds himself dreading it. 



And then he meets Lily, and is magnetized by her youthful energy and effortless beauty. There's a certain twinkle in her eye when she looks at him, and the tension is immediate. He does a complete 180. Maybe he could get some use out of her after all... 



Personal Assistant involves an older man and a younger woman, free use, female submission, and a forbidden pregnancy. 
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Bikini Season - Forbidden Pregnancy 

John's friends set him up on a blind date with Amy, as they're both single and around the same age. There isn't much of a spark between them, but he joins her at her house a few days later for a swim, where he meets her bikini influencer daughter Lily, and instantly feels the magnetic pull of attraction. 

It makes him feel guilty, but he's mesmerized by her beauty and intrigued by her directness. The attraction is mutual, and playful flirtation becomes their dynamic. Their chemistry leaves him throbbing with anticipation, and the longing stares have to escalate. 

She's half his age, and they just shouldn't. His friends would be furious, but she might just prove to be an impossible temptation. 
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Divine Punishment 

Arielle tells her mom about Brent, the handsome, charismatic guy who keeps getting with all of her friends. She explains that he's a liar and a cheater, and says that he's trying to come over and cuddle. 

Valerie smiles, and rolls her eyes. It seems almost meant to be, as he's exactly the type of man she likes to put in their place. She prefers them bent over, on their knees, or at her feet. 

She tells Arielle to invite him over, as she'd like to have a little talk with him in the basement. In her mind, bad boys are just insecure and struggling with mommy issues. All they need is a little discipline, punishment, and an incentive based reward system, and they'll turn into good boys in no time. 

Divine Punishment involves a romance between a younger man and an older woman. 
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Weekend of Passion 

In an attempt to salvage her relationship and dead bedroom, Annabelle plans a weekend vacation to the beach. After months of scraping by, and saving every penny, she finally pays for the hotel rooms. The night before they're supposed to leave, Charlie stays out all night, and shows up in the morning with hickeys on his neck. Annabelle goes ballistic, kicking him out of their extended stay before making the drive alone. 

She needs to blow off steam, and arrives in Florida with revenge on her mind. 

Mike goes to the same bar every Friday night, and takes immediate notice of the beautiful younger woman a few stools down. She strikes up a flirtatious conversation, telling him all about how she was betrayed by her boyfriend, and practically begging him to help her feel better about the situation. 
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