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She felt his finger
pushing at her asshole. She jumped a little and pulled away from
him.

“What are you doing?” Sônia asked him.

“What?” Mr. McLean said, “Haven’t you been
touched there before?”

“Never,” Sônia said, “It would hurt too
much.”

“Not if you do it right, baby. Let me show
you.” Mr. McLean pleaded.

She was sitting in his lap behind his desk.
She had never been with an older man before and she figured Mr.
McLean was probably around forty-five, more than twice her age. He
didn’t look a day older than thirty. He was in spectacular shape.
Too handsome.

Sônia’s boyfriend Matt was sitting in a
chair about ten feet from them on the other side of the room. He
looked nervous. Worried. Maybe even scared. But his wallet had a
thousand more dollars in it than it did an hour ago, and that might
have been the only thing keeping him from grabbing Sônia and
leaving.

Matt and Sônia had come over to Mr. McLean’s
house at his request. They knew him as the father of Sônia’s best
friend, Brittany. Brittany was still out of town finishing her Fall
Semester at U.F. Matt and Sônia’s school break had started a week
earlier.

They hadn’t planned to be spending it like
this.

Mr. McLean kissed Sônia again, exploring her
mouth with his tongue. He bit her lip and pulled it playfully. The
boyfriend grimaced and shifted uneasy in his chair.

“I’m sure you’ve had some boys play around
with it,” he whispered in her ear, shooting Matt a look, “but let a
real man show you. You’ll love it.”

“I don’t know,” She said, “I thought the
money was for…you know…to fuck me.”

“Oh, I want your pussy, Sônia. But I want to
show you something new, too. Something you’ll like.”

Sônia looked over at her boyfriend and could
see he was unconvinced.

“Maybe,” she said. “MAYBE, we can try
it.”

He kissed her deeply again, feeling up her
tits underneath her shirt. His hands were rough and worn, and he
held her close. He pulled her shirt over her head and tossed it
aside. The bra unsnapped with a flick of his wrist and Sônia’s
heavy breasts fell out. Mr. McLean sucked at one supple tit while
his hand squeezed the other.

“Your body is incredible, Sônia.”

She ran her hands through his salt and
pepper hair and then reached down, grabbing his bulge over the
pants. She had always thought Mr. McLean was cute growing up, but
she never expected to find herself in his lap.

In front of her boyfriend.

She scooted off his lap as he stood up and
Mr. McLean pulled her skirt down, helping Sônia to maneuver out of
it. He picked her effortlessly and laid her across the top of his
desk, knocking books and pens from the table top.

Leaning over her, Mr. McLean kissed Sônia’s
neck and worked down; sucking her nipples while his hands roamed
her body.

“Oh, Mr. McLean. Oh, Yeah.” She moaned. Matt
stared at them, a sickening feeling growing in his gut. He began to
sweat.

The older man slipped her thong off,
maneuvering them over the sneakers she still wore. He tossed them
in Matt’s direction absently, and looked down at her pink pussy in
a sea of caramel skin. Mr. McLean sat down in his desk chair and
rolled closer to the girl, her cunt displayed before him. He
started kissing and licking her legs, pulling his tongue up slowly
till it found her clit. He kissed down the length of her slit,
pushing into it and sliding out.

“Oooohhh,” She moaned, “Oh yeah.”

He ate her mound methodically; nibbling at
her clit and tongue fucking her hole. Once she was dripping wet he
inserted a finger and started to fuck her with it.

“Your pussy is so tight, Sônia. I’m going to
stretch you out when I fuck you.” Mr. McLean’s voice was taking on
a rougher timber now. His eyes possessed.

“Oh yeah, Mr. McLean.” Sônia moaned as she
looked down at her best friend’s father.

Matt tried to pull his eyes from the scene
in front of him but ended up just fidgeting instead. He crossed his
legs, uncrossed them. His eyes began to dart around the room.

“Can you see well enough, Matt?” Mr. McLean
smiled. He was ramming his fingers nice and deep in her pussy now,
his digits slick with her juices. He pushed three fingers in as far
as they would go, and shook his hand in there fast. Loud, sloppy
wet noises mixed with Sônia’s moans.

McLean pressed his tongue hard into her clit
and moved it up and down as he fingered her. Sônia’s pouty lips
separated as she let out a long moan, so Mr. McLean pulled his wet
fingers from her cunt and shoved them in her mouth. Sônia sucked at
them greedily.

“Taste your pussy, baby.” Mr. McLean said.
He glanced over at Matt. The boy looked completely ruined.

Mr. McLean methodically rotated his fingers
from deep inside Sônia’s hole to her waiting, hungry mouth. She
moaned every time he plunged back inside her.

“I’m gonna turn you around, baby,” Mr.
McLean said, “I want you to pop your ass up for me, like a good
girl.”

Sônia rolled over on the desk and scooted
forward. She gripped the ends of the desk and came up on her knees,
pushing her ass up and her back down.

Mr. McLean filled his hands with ass and
spread the cheeks wider, revealing her tight little asshole. He
flicked at it with his tongue and Sônia whined.

“Jesus Christ.” Matt said in anger. “How
much longer?”

“Do you want to leave now and give me my
money back?” Mr. McLean asked. Then he promptly spit onto Sônia’s
asshole and shoved a finger in up to the second knuckle.

“Ohhh.” Sônia screamed again.

“Jesus.” Matt said. He sunk back down in his
chair.

“That feel good in your asshole, Sônia?” Mr.
McLean asked, giving her cheek a slap.

“Oh yeah, oh fuck. Keep going.”

Mr. McLean obliged.

“You feel that, baby?” He asked, as he
shoved his finger ever deeper into her butthole. “You feel that
finger in your ass?”

He spit on her asshole again and began
fucking her faster with his index finger.

“Oh God, it’s so fucking tight!” Sônia
screamed.

Mr. McLean moved his head down and started
lashing her clit with his tongue as he finger-fucked her
asshole.

Matt buried his face in his hands unable to
watch.

“Now that you’re nice and loosened up,” Mr.
McLean began, “I think it’s time for the main event.”

Sônia heard him stand behind her and take
his shirt off. He walked around to the other side of the desk and
stood in front of her face. Still on her knees she looked up at him
as he pulled off his belt.

Sônia reached out and undid his pants,
pulling the long zipper down. Matt groaned loudly from the corner.
She pulled at Mr. McLean’s pants until they fell to the floor
revealing his briefs, bulging. She licked at it through the cotton
and Mr. McLean reached over her body and slapped her ass, hard
enough to leave a bright red hand print.

“Take those off and get my dick wet,
baby.”

Sônia pulled at the underwear and as the
waist line came around his package, Mr. McLean’s cock shot out and
hit her in the cheek.

“Oh my God!” She shrieked.

It was long and vieny, thicker than any she
had ever had. His ball sack drooped low and hairy.

“It’s so big,” she said, “I don’t think it
will fit.”

“Be a good girl and suck Mr. McLean’s cock,
baby.” He said.

She opened wide and wrapped her lips around
it. He grunted and put a hand on the back of her head. She felt it
go deep to the back of her throat and then a little further. She
gagged and coughed, and Mr. McLean pulled it out.

“Relax your throat for it, baby,” He said,
“It’s a big one.”

She opened wide again and he guided it back
into her mouth. She started bobbing up and down, running her tongue
along the underside of the shaft while she blew him.

“Oh yeah, baby. Suck that cock. Get it nice
and wet. I want that ass.”

He pulled it out of her mouth and long
strands of spit hung from her lips. There was a wet spot down her
chest and puddle forming on the
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