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“Mmh,” I bite back moan as Bruce, my bodyguard, grazes his finger over my bikini crotch. I’m lying on my back on one of the pool beds with the afternoon sun shining on my skin. Bruce is lying beside me on his side with his upper body propped on his elbow while the other one rests between my thighs. I just got out of the pool and I was sunbathing when Bruce walked over joined me. And I love his company. I love it even more when he touches me like this. 

His hand slides up my inner thighs and then back down slowly until he palms my lady part over the fabric. I widen my legs a bit to allow him more access to the goodies and turn my head to face him. He’s handsome. Very handsome. And I love looking at his face when he does things to me. It makes the experience so much better. 

You might be wondering why a girl like me would be letting her bodyguard touch me like this. For many, this is considered inappropriate and it might result in my bodyguard getting fired and me being put in timeout or an equivalent for an adult. Guess what? Believe it or not, I’m currently in adult version of time out, according to my dad. 

And no, I don’t mean the part where Bruce is touching me and plans to fuck me. I mean the part where I am currently confined into this mansion and I’m not allowed to step outside even for a second. No one is allowed to visit me either. My dad went as far as hiring a bodyguard to make sure I stick to his orders. So, Bruce’s job isn’t to protect me from harm. It is to make sure I never leave that gate and no one enters. 

Why? I grew up in a very traditional household and both my parents are conservative. I wasn’t even allowed to hang around boys even as I hit puberty. In high school, I was a reserved girl who wouldn’t even dare hold hands with a boy. And you guessed right. I finished high school without ever being touched by a man. Not even a kiss. But all that changed when I joined college. I met friends who weren’t shy about their sexuality. And bit by bit, they helped me embrace mine. 

So how did I end up in confinement? About a month ago, news reached my father that I was no longer the good and obedient girl he raised me to be. I don’t know how he got my exact location, or how he learned about that sex club, but I was beyond shocked when he showed up that night in the middle of the night right when I was giving someone head.

I was on my knees with a dick in my hand and my boobs hanging out of my top that had long been rolled up. My skirt was up too and there was another guy ramming into me from behind with both his hands on my hips. He felt so good that I was begging him not to stop. 

“Jessica!” my dad yelled and I snapped my head up to meet a very very angry face staring back at me. I dropped the prick in my hands like a hot potato and the pressure that was starting to build up deep in my core faded away quickly. Couldn’t dad show up at a different time? I was about to climax! The guy behind me stilled completely before pulling out of me and scrambling for his clothes, leaving my needy cunt empty. 

I don’t know how long my dad had been standing there and how much he saw, but I don’t really care. It’s not like they don’t do stuff like this with mom. I wouldn’t be here if they didn’t. In any case, I was glad I didn’t have to pretend to be a saint anymore. 

“Jessica, what, in the name of the holy lord, are you doing?” my dad yelled at me again, and I swear I could almost see his face turn green from anger. He averted his eyes as I stood up, not wanting to see my bare boobs nor my bare crotch peeking from my crumpled skirt. Summoning the little bit of decency left in me, I arranged my clothes nicely just in time for my dad to hold me by my elbow and drag me out. That was how I ended up a prisoner in this mansion until I change my ways.

A spank on my thigh snaps me back to the present. My opening is starting to warm up as Bruce moves his fingers over it more frequently. He hasn’t removed my underwear yet, not even pushing it slightly to the side, but I’m already craving him. I want to feel him stroking my insides but he likes to take things slow, and I’m not complaining. The sun feels good on my skin and that is adding to the experience. 

So how did Bruce and I find ourselves in this tangled, sinful mess? It all started about a week ago on a sunny afternoon. The AC was barely working and I was feeling restless. I was tired of being cooped up in the house and I was craving some good fuck, which was unavailable. My dad made sure of that. Bruce had gone to take a shower and as I wandered into his room, taking in clean, folded laundry. That is when I noticed his bathroom door was open.  I peeked.

Oh, boy, I shouldn’t have, because my mouth watered immediately and I had to clamp my legs from the sudden desire that rushed through me. Bruce was leaning on the shower wall with a fully erect dick in his hands. He had his head tilted back, his eyes closed and his hands were sliding up and down his shaft. Did I mention that he is well-endowed? No? My bad. Man is blessed with a package that would make all the women beg him for some time with him.
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He was too engrossed in his deed that he didn’t notice me gawking at him from his door. And I may have gotten engrossed too, watching him thrust his hips into the hollow curl of his fingers, with the tip of his erection appearing and disappearing behind the tight circle of fingers. My legs moved forward without my permission, and an empty plastic bottle clattering on the floor with a sound loud enough to wake up the dead startled both of us.

"Jessica!" he blurted, turning around to hide his erection from me. "What are you doing here?"

"Why did you stop?" I ignored his question altogether and stepped closer to him while checking out his fine masculine ass. I would love to hold that ass while he pounded into me. "I was enjoying the perfect view." 

"Get out, Jessica," he managed, his voice hoarse, and leaned forward to reach for a towel, but I stepped in next to him and took him in my hand, leaning my body against his. “Stop. Shit, Jess, stop,” his words came out weak as I kissed the side of his neck, and he leaned back to grant me more access. I knew he was already so wound up, ready to burst. All his willpower was in my hands. When I pumped him, he closed his eyes and started panting for a few seconds before coming back to his senses. “Wait...”

"Are you sure?" I look at him in the eye while mimicking his earlier motion with my hand as my thumb traced the rim of his glands.

"We shouldn't..." his voice faded as I circled my finger on his tip, slathering the pre-cum over it. "Fuck!" he cursed, taking in a sharp breath.

I went down on my knees and took him in my mouth while stroking his balls. A groan escaped him and I think I saw his eyes rolling back for a split second. I pulled him out of my mouth and looked at him. "Do you want me to stop?"

"Heck no," he replied too fast, holding on to the back of my head and guiding himself back into my mouth, which I gladly took it back. "Don't you fucking stop." 

I didn’t. His restraint flew out the window and he bit his bottom lip, looking down at what I was doing to him while he clutched my hair with both hands. Within minutes, he twitched in my mouth and he groaned as he released down my throat. He was out of breath and panting from what I assumed was a mind-blowing orgasm.

After that, I ran to my room with my sloppy wetness and yanked off my soaked undies. I rummaged through my secret drawer for toys I’ve been using to play with myself during this period, hoping to get some relief this moment. Everything felt like it was on fire and all I could think of was that perfect cock in the other room, but
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