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Cassie didn’t know why her dad sent her down to the office that he shared with his business partner.

	Only that she’d gotten home for the weekend from college and he seemed really upset.

	“Dad? Is everything okay?” Cassie gave him a big hug and looked up into his face.

	He put one hand on the back of her head and pulled her cheek against his chest. “Yeah, sweetheart… Just lots going on at work.”

	His eyes took on a faraway glimmer, then. Cassie wasn’t stupid. She knew that everything wasn’t all right.

	“How’s college going?” he changed the topic.

	“Even better than first year!” Cassie replied. She’d just started her second year.

	Though one thing that bugged her was that she was still only 18. Most of her classmates had already hit 19 and she was a bit jealous. Though she didn’t share this with her dad.

	“You know if there’s anything to do to help out that I will, right?” Cassie offered, their hug finally ending.

	Her dad’s eyes unfocused once more, and he swallowed heavily. “Actually, now that you mention it, could you run on down to my office? I know this sounds weird, but Rich wants to see you.”

	Cassie frowned, “Mr. Jones? What does he want?”

	He and her dad had been business partners at the firm forever now. She still called him Mr. Jones. Calling him by his first name would be like calling her dad by his, and that just seemed weird.

	Her dad shrugged, “Not sure. Would you go do it though, for me? I think it will help a lot.”

	Cassie hesitated only a moment. She’d do anything for her dad. “Sure! Hey, maybe we can order pizza for dinner tonight?”

	“Sure,” her dad told her.

	She borrowed his car and drove down to the office. It was one floor in a lowrise building, and empty this weekend. Except for the big office in the back left corner. Mr. Jones’s office.

	“Mr. Jones?” Cassie said, pushing at his door. It stood ajar.

	Mr. Jones looked up from some papers scattered across his desk. He and her dad were the same age, though Mr. Jones hit the gym and kept himself in good shape.

	Actually, Cassie used to have a crush on him. But that was little girl stuff and she was an adult now.

	“Ah, Cassie. You’re dad told me you were on your way. You look great!” Mr. Jones said, coming around to the front of his desk and leaning back against it. 

	His eyes went up and down her body and Cassie experienced a tingle of warmth low in her stomach.

	She bit down a little on her bottom lip and glanced away. “Why did you want to see me?”

	Mr. Jones sighed and wrapped a knuckle against his desktop. “Well, I’m not going to bullshit you, Cassie. Your dad got the firm in big trouble. Really big trouble…”

	“Oh God! Is everything okay?” Cassie knew that her dad had been off.

	Mr. Jones smiled, “Yes, I fixed everything. But it wasn’t cheap. And your dad doesn’t have the money to pay me back. And it’s not like I want my business partner to sell his house or anything to get the money. I need him here.”

	Cassie hugged herself and looked around the big office, “I don’t understand. What does this have to do with me?”

	Mr. Jones pushed away from the desk and stood directly in front of her. She could smell the woody-leathery scent of his aftershave. 

	“It was my idea, not his.”

	Cassie trembled. She took a step back. “What was?”

	“You,” he replied, his hungry eyes gobbling her up.

	She swallowed hard. That tremble in her stomach turned to a quiver. Between her thighs she sensed the first bit of wetness.

	“”You mean you want me to… be with you… and you’ll forgive my dad what he owes you?” Cassie’s smooth and youthful brow wrinkled. Little tingles ran up her body from the base of her spine.

	Mr. Jones grinned, “Yes, that’s the long and short of it.”

	Cassie couldn’t catch her breath. Her nipples perked up hard against her shirt, and she squeezed her thighs against the quivering going on between them.

	“But Mr. Jones, I’ve never… been with… a guy before. I want it to be special.”

	His grin widened. The front of his slacks bulged out, just a little. It caught Cassie’s eye. She found herself wondering just how big Mr. Jones was.

	“Good,” Mr. Jones said, “You’re a virgin. That’s very good. So what will it be? I know you’ve always had a bit of a crush on me, Cassie.”

	She sucked her bottom lip into her mouth and bit down on it, harder this time. It dragged out from between her teeth all tingly. “I don’t know. Maybe.”

	She couldn’t deny the proposition intrigued her. She also couldn’t deny the sensations running rampant through her lithe body. 

	She played a lot of volleyball and went swimming at the college pool. Those coupled with her young metabolism kept her body taut, yet curvy where it needed to be.

	“Here, let me convince you,” Mr. Jones took her by the hips and pulled her body against his.

	She trembled in his arms as she felt his fingers begin caressing her bottom. It felt so good at the same time that she wanted him to just let her go. 

	But she needed her dad to be okay.

	"This is your father’s last chance," he whispered into her ear while nuzzling and kissing her slender neck.

	Of their own volition, her hips ground against him. The movement brushed her stomach against his hard shaft, and his lips parted in pleasure. She didn't think she'd ever be with a guy that much older than her. But it was for her dad. And Mr. Jones was good looking.

	"Oh... Okay, Mr. Jones," she said.

	She squealed as he picked her up. Mr. Jones set her down on the edge of his desk, her ass only partially on it. She hoped her wetness didn't get on the desk. She didn't think he'd like that.

	Then he went down onto his knees. He grabbed her legs and threw them over his shoulders, then hiked her skirt up. His breath caught in his throat when he saw the damp spot on her panties.

	This is it, she thought, I'm in trouble. She leaned back on her hands, which had gripped the edge of the desk.

	"Did I do something wrong?" she asked.

	"No," Mr. Jones said.

	Then he kissed her pussy through her panties. Her hips arched into the air, grinding her cunt against his face. His mouth felt hot against her. His breath washed out between his lips, adding to the heat.

	Incredible shocks of pleasure formed in her pussy, spreading out through her body as he nuzzled his face against her.

	Then he hooked one finger in the crotch of her panties and pulled them aside. 

	Cassie liked to keep herself clean shaven. She preferred it. Apparently, so did Mr. Jones. A little moan burst from his mouth as he looked at her bald, pink lips.

	Then he put his tongue in her. She felt it inside, licking and rubbing. It was like he was trying to drink up all her wetness.

	But he couldn't. The more he licked, the wetter she got. From his spit, yes. But her own juices practically flowed out of her, soaking his chin and cheeks.

	"Mr. Jones!" she cried, gyrating her hips against his face, pushing herself harder against him so that his tongue would go deeper into her.

	"Mr. Jones... Mr. Jones... Oh, wait, I don't know what's..."

	She'd never felt an orgasm like the one Mr. Jones gave her. She'd touched herself in bed, yeah, and let her boyfriend do it too. But Mr. Jones knew what he was doing.

	Cassie almost asked him to stop as she lost control. Mr. Jones's fingers squeezed into her thighs, holding her down as she bucked and screamed. He kept licking, even as her juices rushed from her, soaking him again. Her whole body clenched up and a wave of heat rolled through her. Her pussy had squeezed tight, and he could barely get his tongue into her.

	Then she relaxed. All her muscles felt like jelly, and this incredible sense of relief washed away pretty much all other sensation. Tears filled her eyes, even though she was as far away from sad or upset as a girl could be.

	"That's a good girl, Cassie. Catch your breath," Mr. Jones said as he stood up.

	He unzipped her skirt, then pulled it off her along with her panties. 

	At first, she tried to stop him as he unbuttoned her blouse. She hadn't filled out as much as some of her friends; her breasts were small, round, and firm. 

	But his fingers were insistent. When he got her blouse off, he unhooked her bra and pulled that off, too. She lay totally naked on his desk.

	He leaned over her to suck on first one stiff little nipple, then the other. His big hands completely cupped each breast, giving them both a firm squeeze.

	She pushed herself partway up as he moved back and began undressing. Her eyes widened as he pulled off his clothes. She could see his abs, and his big chest and shoulders.

	When he pushed his pants down, his cock sprang up. She jerked back at the sight. It was so much bigger than her boyfriend's, long and thick. As she watched, it throbbed. A pearly bead of precum appeared at the tip.

	"Come here," Mr. Jones said, grabbing her hands.

	She slid off the desk and he guided her down onto her knees. His stiff cock trembled a few inches from her face.

	"Go on. Show me you're worth what’s owed."

	Keeping her hands on her thighs, Cassie leaned forward. Tentative at first, as though unsure and shy, she stuck out her tongue. Mr. Jones sucked in his breath when she licked that glob of precum from the tip of his cock. It tasted salty.

	Cassie found she wanted more. And the only way to get more was to suck it out of him, she knew.

	"That's a good girl..." Mr. Jones said, the muscles in his neck and shoulders standing out as he watched Cassie wrap her lips around his shaft.

	Her tongue swished across the head, then down to the bottom. Mr. Jones gasped when the tip of her tongue played along the bottom, so she kept doing it. 

	She got what she wanted. More precum leaked from him. They both enjoyed it as she swept that away with her tongue again.

	Then he grabbed her by the sides of the head. She didn't know what he was doing until he thrust himself deeper into her mouth. He only got about half his shaft in before he hit her throat. She did her best to suppress her gag reflex as he fucked her mouth.

	Each time he pulled back for another thrust, more of her spit hung in little clear ropes from the bottom of his member. He was so big. Her lips felt sore. Her eyes started to water. But she didn't try to stop him. She didn't think she could.

	One of her hands found its way between her legs. The tip of her middle finger touched her clit, sending tingles through her. She played with herself.

	Finally, Mr. Jones let go of her head. Slowly, he withdrew from her lips. Gobs of Cassie's spit dripped from his entire length to splash on the floor.

	"Okay, that should be wet enough. Come here," Mr. Jones said.

	Her knees ached as he helped her to her feet. Again, he lifted her onto the desk. 

	He's going to fuck me, Cassie thought, he's going to shove that monster into me, again and again. Her pussy tingled, getting slicker and trembling as she thought about it. She hadn’t even let her boyfriend do that to her yet. But this was for her dad. 

	"I knew this was a good idea," Mr. Jones said as he pushed her knees back to her chest to expose her sopping, bald cunt.

	He had to squat down a little to get his cock on the right level, he was so tall. 

	They both watched as he grabbed his cock firmly with one hand and guided it to her dripping passage. She jumped a little as she felt the taut head bump against her. 

	"It's too big," she said, putting a hand against his stomach to try and stop him.

	"Shh..." Mr. Jones said, not even bothering to move her hand.

	He pushed. She really was tight. But she'd also covered him with her spit. And her pussy glistened with her juices she was so wet. Her fingernails pressed against the taut muscles of his abs as she felt herself stretch around his girth.

	"Oh God..." Mr. Jones said as they watched his cock sink into her. 

	Her grip on his shaft tightened as her stretched walls responded to his hardness, squeezing around him. The skin on his shaft bunched back as he drove forward. 

	It hurt, but she'd never had a pain that felt so good before. As he slid deeper into her wet pussy, she could feel him hardening, getting hotter. She couldn't believe how warm he felt inside her.

	So she cried out as he started pulling back. No, she thought, don't take it out, it feels too good!

	"Mr. Jones, aren't you going to fuck me? Am I too tight?"

	His cock flexed in her as she spoke. "No," he said, "It's good."

	He fucked her then, slamming their bodies together. Cassie's toes curled up and she screamed. Then he pulled back and jackhammered into her again and again. 

	All Cassie could let out was a constant series of moans and groans. She couldn't take her eyes away from his glistening shaft as he rammed it into her, then pulled back, then slammed it home again. 

	The feeling of his bare cock inside her sent shivers up her back, made her pussy tingle and clench and tighten. She got so tight around him that she didn't know how he could stay inside her.

	Mr. Jones had gritted his teeth. He didn't blink as he watched his cock slide in and out of his student. His hands moved up her body to grip her small breasts. He squeezed and kneaded them like they were balls of firm dough. 

	"It's so good, Mr. Jones..." Cassie said.

	Then her teacher thrust himself balls deep into her. He leaned over her as she lay back against his desk. They kissed. His hands moved away from her breasts to cup her bottom, squeezing those cheeks until they turned red. 

	Cassie cried out. He was so big. Her pussy strained and stretched, trying to hold onto him.

	Then Mr. Jones picked her up in his arms. She wrapped her arms around his neck as his grip on her ass tightened.

	Standing like that, he bounced her up and down his shaft. Their fucking made a wet sound that made Cassie close her eyes and lean her head back. Mr. Jones kissed her neck, nipping and leaving a slick trail up her throat. 

	His fingers tightened against her ass again.

	"Mr. Jones, what's wrong?" Cassie said, opening her eyes and looking into his face.

	He looked strained. He couldn't close his mouth. Cassie's heart quickened. Had she done something wrong?

	"I'm going to cum, Cassie. I'm going to fill your little pussy up. You're so tight..."

	Cassie moaned. She wanted him to do it so badly. Just thinking about it sent her pussy trembling and clenching up around him. 

	"But Mr. Jones, if you do that won't I get pregnant?"

	"No," he said between breaths. She could feel his cock swelling inside of her, getting even harder. He bounced her up and down on him faster and faster, driving his entire length into her each time.

	It was too much. Cassie cried out, burying her face into his shoulder and holding onto him for dear life. Another orgasm slammed into her body. Again, that dizzying wave of pleasure moved through her as her pussy rhythmically massaged her teacher's hard shaft. Her whole body went rigid again.

	"Ah!" Mr. Jones groaned, plunging his shaft all the way into her again.

	He exploded in her. Hot spurts of cum coated her pussy. More and more. So much that it leaked out of her, running down his shaft to his balls.

	"So warm..." Cassie said, trembling at the strength of their combined climax.

	Intensely pleasurable, slow-moving electric shocks trembled and tingled all throughout her body.

	When he finished, Mr. Jones didn't seem to have the strength to hold her up anymore. He set her down on his desk, not seeming to care as the huge load of his seed he'd just spent in her came trickling out onto the varnished surface. Her body so warm, the desk felt pleasantly cool against her bottom.

	But she also ached. Every muscle in her seemed exhausted, completely drained. Little trickles of sweat ran down the curve of her back.

	Her mind cleared a few minutes later. She watched him as he did his pants back up.

	"Did I do okay, Mr. Jones?" she asked.

	Cassie knew she couldn't take a 'no' here. Not after that. It had felt so good for her, after she'd given in. Surely, that meant he'd liked it, too? She could still feel the warmth of his cum inside her. Didn't that mean he'd liked it?

	"Here," Mr. Jones said, handing Cassie her clothes.

	Her muscles trembled so much she had trouble getting it all back on. Only when she'd finished did Mr. Jones say anything else.

	“I’ll let your dad know everything’s square between the two of us. You should run along now.”

	She couldn’t walk straight. Her sore pussy ached and throbbed with its own heartbeat. She didn’t look forward to the drive back, either. All that sitting.

	“Cassie?”

	She paused at the door and looked back at him. He had his cell phone out, apparently texting.

	“Your dad says there will be pizza when you get back.”
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