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The Accident


[image: ]


“What a day... what a fucking day...” 43-year-old Andrew White muttered to himself, steering through rush-hour traffic.

It had been the end of a long, long fucking day at the office, and this traffic wasn’t improving his mood about how the rest of the day was likely to go. A handsome, fit man with closely-cropped brown hair, and a face that could be called chiseled, his face these days looked more stressed, wearied and annoyed than anything else, his gym-sculpted body feeling softer than he’d have liked for the hours that he was putting in on all of his projects. An in-demand architect, he normally reveled in this kind of workload, but between setbacks on two of his ongoing projects and his ex-wife’s persistent, and persistently incompetent, lawyer calling him five or six times a day over some new thing that Jeanine wanted to try to wring out of him, he was feeling more wrung out and on a hair trigger than usual. He’d finally made it out of the office an hour late, and all he wanted to do was go home, crack open a cold beer, and take his shoes off.

The sun was setting behind him, casting a warm glow over the city in his rearview mirror. It was almost beautiful, almost enough to take his mind off of the stresses of the day and make it feel like the night wouldn’t be so bad after all.

CRUNCH!

He heard the squealing of tires piercing the evening air for a split second before the impact, his car jolting forward. It wasn’t hard enough to snap his head more than an inch or two, but enough to scare the hell out of him as he registered the accident.

His heartrate calming slightly, Andrew looked into the rearview mirror to see a small, sporty, silver car, one that seemed more suited for a toy store than the highway, with a panic-stricken college-aged looking girl in the driver’s seat. She looked like she was considering for a moment whether or not she was going to run, but seeing that he had seen her, she looked apologetic for having misjudged the distance between their cars, her expression quickly switching to horror as she realized just what she had allowed to happen.

In a strange way, seeing that panic on her face pissed him off even more, as he rolled down a window and waved for them to both pull over to the shoulder.

“Fuck... this is just what I need,” he growled, shaking his head. “She better have insurance...”

Thankfully, the college girl did follow him over to the shoulder. Andrew stepped out of the car, his body tense and his heart beating heavily, the adrenaline of the fender bender still coursing through his bloodstream. Quickly, he took a look at his car, seeing some modest, but not terrible, damage to his bumper, while the girl’s car, save for some scrapes, seemed more or less fine. After a brief bit of hesitation, the girl popped out of her car, her cheeks flushed with embarrassment.

“Ohmygod, I am so sorry!” she exclaimed, her eyes wide and fearful. “Are you alright?”

Her voice was soft and sweet, yet there was a certain disingenuousness to it that put Andrew in an even worse mood than he already was. This girl was cute and probably used to getting out of all sorts of problems due to just how cute she was, but when she was clearly in the wrong as she was with this, he had no intentions of letting her go that easily.

She was, admittedly, very cute, though. Clearly college-aged, the 5’0” beauty was utterly dwarfed by Andrew’s 6’2” frame. A cascade of pale blonde hair framed her utterly adorable face with big, expressive blue eyes, while she had a slender, petite figure that remained youthful, yet still showed off some decently modest breasts under her light blue top. Her bare midriff exposed some toned abs, while her short pink skirt was flirty and fun and showed off her decently curved ass and long, shapely legs. Despite his irritation, Andrew wouldn’t deny there was some attraction, but that was not enough to distract him.

“Yeah, I’m fine...” he growled, shaking his head. “How are you?”

“I’m fine,” she said, her voice frightened as she looked back at the slight damage to her own car. “And my car seems fine, but your car... I’m so sorry, I have no idea what happened!”

She was talking quickly and too much all at once, like the elaborations of a bad liar, and Andrew wasn’t going to let her get out of this.

“It’s just a fender bender,” he admitted, trying to keep his tone even. “Doesn’t look like there’s a ton of damage, but all the same, we should really exchange insurance info.”

The girl’s eyes widened fearfully, a tremble overtaking her. “Oh no... please, no, my mom is going to kill me if my rates go up! I’ve had a few accidents last year, none of them my fault, and I only just got this car for my 20th birthday last week... she’ll kill me.”

Yeah, this seemed about what Andrew thought he should’ve expected from all this. He sighed, running a hand through his hair in annoyance at how she was trying to avoid responsibility.

“Listen... what’s your name?” Andrew asked.

“Stacy... Stacy Greene,” she replied, her voice small and quaking.

Stacy was convincing, he had to give her that, but he’d been around the block enough times to know fake tears when he saw them. Combined with the day he had, and he had no patience for games.

“Look, Stacy... we have to deal with this. It’s kinda the law,” Andrew said, trying to keep his tone firm, almost pleasant, even.

Her expressive eyes searched his face, looking for hints of leniency and finding none.

“Come on... it was just an accident... can’t we work something out so I won’t get in trouble?” Stacy pleaded.

Andrew’s irritation only grew with every attempt at evasion. “You hit my car! Did you really think I’d just let that slide?”

“I’ll do anything!” she begged, her voice getting high and whiny. “I just... I can’t get in trouble for this!”

“Stacy, you’re already in trouble, and this is how adults handle things,” he explained. “We exchange information and let the insurance companies sort it out... honestly, I should be calling the cops for this, but I don’t think I’ll have to do that, not unless you give me no other choice.”

“No!” Stacy yelped, her eyes going wider as she took a step closer toward Andrew, reaching a hand out for him

“Then get your insurance information and hand it over, and we can put all of this behind us,” Andrew replied, sighing again. “I’ve had a long day, and I don’t want to deal with this any more than you do, so let’s just get this over with, alright?”

There must have been something to his voice that triggered something in Stacy, because almost at once the entire act seemed to fade away from her. She looked confident, a little cold, even, as her attempts at pity were being ignored, crossing her arms and looking positively huffy.

“I’d rather we didn’t,” Stacy said, her voice now the voice of an entitled brat rather than a plea for mercy.

Andrew raised an eyebrow, surprised at her sudden honesty. “This isn’t a fucking negotiation, Stacy... I’m about three seconds away from calling the police if you don’t get your insurance information.”

Stacy seemed undeterred, however. She quickly cast her eyes over the older man, then gave him a mischievous little smile, reaching up to brush a loose lock of hair behind her ear. With her eyes brimming with trouble, she took a step toward him, her lips curled into a small smile that was anything but sweet.

“I’m sure we can work something out so we don’t have to get anyone else involved... I’m really, really quite good at... making things right,” she purred, taking another step toward him, her eyes looking down at his crotch before darting back up at him.

It was a bold move, one that took Andrew aback as he took in her implication. He was still angry, angry at the day, and at this side journey that had already overridden his afternoon commute. Nevertheless, he was a man, after all, one with needs that hadn’t been sated in a very long time. Feeling his body responding to her suggestion, he had to admit he was, at the very least, a little intrigued. Stacy was a hot little number, and at her age was bound to be filled with enthusiasm.

Shaking his head, Andrew tried to remain firm. “No... no... that’s a good try, Stacy, but you’re going to have to face the consequences and take the punishment.”

Stacy’s smile grew bolder, as she’d clearly seen that she’d at least somewhat gotten to him. Her eyes never leaving his, she took another step closer, smiling slyly.

“I mean... wouldn’t you rather be the one to punish me?” she proposed, her voice coy. “I bet a big, strong, man like you can do all sorts of things to make a sweet little girl like me feel appropriately punished... you could probably discipline me for hours, couldn’t you? Luckily for you, I take well to punishment, and I do all sorts of other things you’d probably like, too, things you could do hard, and rough... harder and rougher than you’ve probably ever had it... and I’ll always beg for more. Fuck, if it gets your motor running, I’d have no problem calling you Daddy while you do it, since you’ve got some serious DILF energy going on... I bet you’d really like it if I called you Daddy in my sweetest voice, wouldn’t you?”

This girl didn’t even know his name, but she also knew she was having an effect on Andrew. He suddenly felt quite warm, and knew the erection growing in his pants was quite obvious, a fact that Stacy couldn’t have missed. He never in a million years would have thought that title she proposed was one he’d respond well to, but with this girl looking up at him with her big, innocent eyes and a body that promised sin, he felt overwhelmed by the temptation that she brought out within him. Rationally, he knew that this was a bad idea, and that he really would like insurance to sort this shit out, but he couldn’t deny the sense of animal instinct that was slowly taking him over. He was a man who hadn’t felt lusted after in some time, they were both consenting adults, and the way Stacy looked at him with all sorts of dark promise...

It was surprisingly easy for Andrew to make his decision, even if he also wanted to be careful about it. Quickly, he pulled out his phone and snapped a picture of Stacy, her car, and her license plate. She looked surprised at first, but gave him a little smirk of understanding.

“My place is ten minutes away, follow me there,” he said, keeping his voice low and firm. “If you’re not at my place in that time, I’m calling the cops.”

“Smart man,” Stacy replied, nodding eagerly as relief entered her cute, cocky face. “Okay, okay... I’ll see you there.”

Andrew didn’t know exactly what to feel when he stepped into his car, but when he looked in his mirror and saw Stacy get into hers behind him, he felt a growing sense of anticipation. Once she followed him out onto the highway, keeping pace with him, his heart beat quicker. This wasn’t just some trick, this wasn’t going to be her finding some way to get out of this... Stacy was following him home. This made for a tense, if somewhat exciting, ride home, silence reigning save for the occasional honk of impatient drivers around them.

When they arrived, Andrew pulled into the apartment complex’s lot, then walked around to the front to see Stacy standing in front of her car, smirking at him.

“You look surprised, Daddy,” she mused, looking him up and down.

“Maybe I am. You’ve had a lot of opportunities to cut and run and haven’t,” he replied.

Stacy laughed. “And have you call the cops on me? Yeah, not fucking likely... I mean, if you hadn’t taken those pictures, I might’ve taken my chances, but with you having to be so thorough about this... besides, I think you’ll be way more fun punishment than they’ll be.”

Andrew shook his head, motioning for her to follow him. “We’ll see.”

He led her up the short stairway to his apartment and took her inside. It wasn’t the most impressive apartment overall, not with what Jeanine and her lawyer had bled out of him, but he kept it neat and well-managed, the walls decorated with pictures of buildings he’d worked on and his children. Stacy took it all in with some admiration and curiosity, before, smiling up at him broadly.

“So...” she said, keeping her voice cute. “You wanna punish me, Daddy?”

Truthfully, Andrew’s mood had improved considerably since the accident, as having as bright and eager a presence as Stacy around him could, but seeing how excited she got for the prospect of him punishing her, and how every time she called him “Daddy” his blood boiled, he was happy to summon his dark side again and give this little bitch exactly the punishment she deserved.

Well, deserved and wanted; he’d have to be blind to not notice that Stacy seemed to be getting off on the idea of being punished by him, but given the way things had turned out, he still meant to enjoy himself.

“Yeah... yeah, I think I will,” Andrew answered, his voice gruff.

Twisting a lock of blonde hair around her finger flirtatiously, Stacy teased, “So... what’re you gonna do to me?”

Her tone was playful and teasing, but her smile was a challenge, wanting to poke at his dark side until she discovered exactly what he was made of. His blood still boiling, Andrew found himself excited to show her exactly what he could do. Stepping forward, he reached out quickly, grabbing her dainty wrist in one of his big, strong hands and gripping her tightly. Stacy gasped with the suddenness, but looked beyond satisfied to see how easy it was to get him to be rough with her.

“Get over here,” Andrew growled, tossing her down onto the plush cushions of his couch.

Stacy yelped with surprise at the impact, landing face down on the couch, her ass sticking up in the air. Her short skirt had ridden up over it ever so slightly where she fell, exposing more of the creamy skin of her thighs and her ass cheeks. She shifted in her position slightly to get more comfortable, allowing the skirt to ride up just enough to show that she was wearing a thong, the pink fabric seemingly inconsequential as it split her exposed ass cheeks. It was so insubstantial, he knew that if the skirt rode any higher, he’d probably see the little slut’s asshole, something that only made the fire within him burn hotter.

Feeling a surge of something primal within him, a growing hunger that hadn’t been sated in a very, very long time, Andrew stepped forward, his breath heavy and his eyes never leaving her partially exposed ass.

Seeing where his attention was, Stacy giggled. “I’m not exactly feeling punished, Daddy, but I can see that you see something you like...”

Stacy continued to flex her ass, shaking it at him enticingly. She was teasing him, taunting him, this he knew and this he understood, and even if it was part of their agreement, it still somehow brought up a surge of righteous anger inside of him. Andrew sat on the couch next to Stacy, and before either of them really knew what he was doing, he grabbed her, dragging her across his lap before he raised one of his powerful hands high, then quickly brought it down onto her ass.

SMACK!

The sound echoed throughout the small living room, followed quickly by a yelp of surprise and pain from Stacy. Her eyes flashed at him, indignation mixing with arousal as a quick little smile crossed her lips.

“Oh, Daddy!” Stacy said, wiggling her ass some more. “That’s all?”

The tiny 20-year-old felt almost weightless in his lap she was so light, and yet with her perky demeanor and that challenge in her smile, she could make his blood boil and heart pound like no other woman ever had. Her bright, sweet face and sparkling eyes effortlessly gave him a look of defiance mixed with excitement, a mix that was potent at bringing out a side of himself that he usually tried to keep in check. Andrew had always prided himself with being a logical, and measured, individual, after all; it always seemed like there was little to be gained in life from losing control. Still, given the inspiration this petite little whirlwind was offering him... maybe there was something to be said for losing control every so often.

At her challenging words, he raised his hand again and rained down two more sharp, cracking blows on her ass.

SMACK!

SMACK!

These impacts were harder, getting louder sounds of pain and pleasure out of Stacy. Her ass now flushed a light pink from his spanking, but this hardly seemed a concern of hers. She seemed more interested in mewling and moaning, grinding up against his thigh as best she could than succumbing to pain. More than that, it seemed as if she had noticed that Andrew had an impressive erection and was rubbing her side against it, trying to keep him on edge.

She looked up at him, still challenging, still more excited and aroused than she was punished, still driving him wild with a furious lust.

SMACK!

SMACK!

Stacy squirmed against him, her skirt riding up even higher, revealing her tight ass to him entirely. Andrew couldn’t help but look down, eyeing that thin strip of fabric that bisected her ass and seeing with some delightful certainty that he could easily see her asshole. It was tight, and pink, but she clearly relished him looking, as she arched her back, spreading her ass cheeks to the best of her ability to give him the best view.

“That’s some slutty underwear you’re wearing, Stacy...” he said, swatting her ass again.

Stacy mewled pleasantly, arching her ass against his hand. “Well, since I’m a little slut, I guess that’s only appropriate, isn’t it?”

She blinked up at him cutely, and he could think of only one appropriate response to her.

SMACK!

Stacy had her own response to this, keeping her voice high and cutesy as she continued to dare him.

“Is that all you’ve got, Daddy?” she teased, smiling at him. “I thought you were supposed to be punishing me.”

Growling, Andrew grabbed a handful of her hair, pulling her head back and forcing her to look up at him. “Is this a game to you, little girl?”

Stacy closed her eyes and let out a light little moan at hearing him call her that, gripping the couch cushions in front of her for purchase. When she opened her eyes again, there was more of that dark little challenge that set his lust ablaze, and he knew he wouldn’t have wanted anything else from her.

“Of course it’s a game, Daddy,” she purred, grinning up at him sweetly. “And it seems like the kind of game we’re both enjoying.”

To emphasize this point, Stacy rubbed her side against his straining erection again, causing a low groan to involuntarily escape from Andrew’s lips. It became harder and harder to tell exactly who was controlling this encounter now, but the feeling of power that she brought out in him was like nothing he could ever recall. He had always focused on being good and decent, even as his attitude had soured somewhat in the wake of his divorce, and yet here was this tight little slut, this college-aged girl who was young enough to be his daughter, teasing him and begging him for punishment and bringing out a side of him that he’d never once indulged... and it felt good.

He delivered another swift spank, though this time let his hand linger on her ass. Stacy bit her lip, stifling a moan as he groped her. Even without feeling it, he knew the fabric of her panties to be moist, the sweet, womanly smell of her arousal filling his nose and only further driving her wild.

Looking down at her, eyes blazing, he said, “I’m really gonna have to teach you a lesson in taking responsibility, aren’t I, little girl?”

Stacy’s eyes twinkled with a lustful excitement as she arched her back, further pressing her ass against his hand. He kept groping her, taking in her full ass cheeks, impressed with their roundness given her petite frame. He’d almost forgotten the pretenses that had taken them to this point, driven mad with lust and anger and a need to unleash his darkest impulses on this girl. Even as this clearly showed on his face, it only seemed to excite Stacy further as she rocked her side against his erection.

“I don’t know, Daddy... what do you think?” Stacy replied, blinking up at him cutely.

Growling again, Andrew leaned down, his mouth inches from her ear. “I’m going to make sure you learn your lesson, little girl...”

With a playful little mewl, she bit her lip and looked up at him. “Is that a threat, or a promise, Daddy?”

That extra emphasis she put on the word set something off inside of him, forcing Andrew to move quickly. Grabbing the girl in his strong hands, Andrew twisted and pulled Stacy up so that she was sitting in his lap, his anger and frustration transforming into something else entirely as he forced his lips against hers. Stacy’s soft, pouty lips eagerly responded, kissing him back and slipping her tongue between his lips. He wrapped her in his powerful arms, pulling the tight little blonde against him in a passionate kiss, one that was hot and desperate and that set both of them alight with their mutual, overpowering lust. Andrew had never once claimed a woman quite like this, and now that he’d had a taste of it, Andrew doubted there was anything better in this world than making out with an eager little slut like Stacy.

She wrapped her arms around his neck for stability, holding onto him and pulling him closer as she giggled and made out with him even more passionately. The girl may have felt insubstantial and small, but she held the passion of three women in her kiss, her enthusiasm almost overpowering Andrew as she kissed him back, grinding her ass against his clothed erection enthusiastically. He reached down with one hand, under her skirt, cupping her ass and squeezing her roughly. She hissed against his lips slightly as he did this, still a little raw from her spanking, but no less enthusiastic, pressing her ass against his hand.

Stacy spread her legs as he did this, grabbing his free hand and slipping it between them. He took her encouragement and went with it, sliding his fingers beneath her skirt and pressing them against the small pink triangle of fabric at the front of her thong. He felt an overpowering excitement at the actual feel of her arousal, her juices already soaked through the front of her thong and further driving him wild.

Everything about her felt so perfect, so sweet and pure yet dirty and naughty all at once. Andrew was torn by conflicting instincts of wanting to protect, and utterly defile, Stacy... and knowing where she would probably land on that equation if given an option only excited him further. He rubbed his fingers against her thong-clad sex, enjoying the way she moaned and responded to his efforts.

Feeling hesitation for a brief moment, Andrew broke the kiss, searching her face for any sign of fear and regret. All he saw was sweet enthusiasm... well, a sweet enthusiasm that masked the wildcat beneath the surface of this 20-year-old blonde.

Letting the dark side take over again, he forced Stacy over his knee again, spanking her without mercy.

“You fucking deserve this, don’t you, you little slut?” Andrew growled, continuing to rain down slaps to her ass.

Stacy yowled and moaned and writhed against him. “Yes, Daddy... yes, I fucking deserve all of this punishment... and more than you know, even! God, I’m such a fucking whore, I’ve been so bad... you’ll have to punish me for a long time!”

That she said this so shamelessly, still in that cutesy tone that stoked that fire within him, was enough to set Andrew off anew. He lifted her up, squealing, in his strong arms, throwing her over his shoulder. She yelped with surprise at being dropped into this new position, her legs flailing against him as he gripped her ass in one of her powerful hands. He reveled in the feeling of her tight body and soft curves against him, looking forward to seeing what he could do to them in a more comfortable environment.

Stacy giggled and squealed with delight as Andrew marched her through his apartment, taking her to his bedroom. It was a small, simple room, modestly lit once the curtains were drawn, and dominated by a comfortable, king-sized bed. The comforter had been thrown aside and his sheets rumpled from nights of restless sleep, but as he carried Stacy toward it, Andrew was certain he’d never seen a more inviting sight.

Grinning darkly, Andrew tossed Stacy onto the bed, the mattress bouncing the petite blonde and making her giggle some more. She rolled over onto her back quickly, looking up at him with wide, expressive eyes, her breathing quickening as her cheeks flushed a darker pink. Andrew stood over her at the edge of the bed, looming and taking in his prize, trying to catch up to his own quickened heartrate and erratic breathing as he took in the reality of exactly what was going to happen. Seeing his anticipation, Stacy parted her legs, pulling her skirt up just enough to show him her soaked thong, presenting herself to him as a prize to be claimed.

Well, she wasn’t the only one who could show off.

With swift fingers, Andrew unbuttoned his shirt, sliding it off his shoulders and dropping it to the floor. Stacy’s eyes widened at the sight of his muscular chest and abs, a testament to all the time he’d spent staying in shape in spite of his busy lifestyle. Spending time at the gym had been a particular stress reliever during his divorce, and seeing the results being appreciated certainly filled him with pride.

“Mmm, I really lucked out,” Stacy murmured to herself, smiling at him giddily.

“You hit my fucking car,” Andrew replied harshly.

“Yeah, but... still lucky,” she giggled, casting her eyes down. “Of all the Daddies cars in the world I could’ve bumped into while I was texting, I bumped into you, so, yeah, I consider myself pretty fucking lucky.”

Andrew knew he should have been angry to find out she’d actually been texting when she bumped into him, but it was hard to be too angry when he had an audience as rapt as Stacy, and he grinned as he unbuckled his belt before dropping his pants to the floor. Now standing in front of her wearing only his briefs, he reveled in the way Stacy’s eyes were locked onto his large bulge, her own arousal clearly growing as she rocked her hips against the bed. She bit her lip, quickly looking up at his eyes in a deliciously pleading manner, before looking back down at his straining girth.

Happy to have her attention, Andrew grabbed the waistband of his underwear and pulled it down in one quick, fluid motion, revealing his large, erect cock to Stacy’s appreciative eyes. At a solid eight inches of thick, pulsing desire, precum already beaded on the tip from anticipation, his balls full and heavy and waiting to pump out as much cum as Stacy could take, and probably a lot more past that point. It bobbed lightly in the cool air of the bedroom, throbbing with desire. Stacy’s jaw practically dropped as she took in the size of him, her eyes going wide with excitement.

“Very lucky...” Stacy murmured to herself, smiling cutely.

Andrew slid his hand up one of her thighs, gripping it tightly. “I still mean to teach you a lesson... you still need to be punished, little girl...”

Stacy kept looking up at him, her eyes full of eager anticipation while her lips curled in a smug little smirk. She was getting exactly what she wanted out of this, and despite the hot fury that summoned inside of him, it only made him want her more.

Her voice breathy and needy, Stacy replied, “If you think that’s what I deserve, Daddy...”

Running his hand up the side of her body, Andrew could feel the vulnerability of this tiny blonde laying in his bed, every inch of her trembling in excitement and need. He inhaled deeply, a whiff of her arousal striking him and driving him wild. He closed his eyes for a moment, letting her feminine aroma overpower him, seeping into the corners of his very being as it supercharged his lust, stirring the deliciously dark feelings she’d brought out within him.

By the time he opened his eyes again, Andrew was fully ready to act on those feelings.

With a quick, rough jerk, her pulled her shirt up and over her head, making Stacy squeal with shock. He didn’t know if he should’ve been surprised or not that she wasn’t wearing a bra, her pert B-cup breasts standing up proudly from her chest, topped with hard pink nipples that begged for all sorts of attention, kind and unkind alike.

Just as quickly, he reached down, unzipping the side of her skirt, then pulling both it and her thong down her shapely legs, tossing the garments aside and leaving her every bit as naked as he was. Andrew looked her over nudity hungrily, his eyes falling on her pink slit, perfectly shaved and positively dripping with moisture. Stacy parted her legs for him with a little moan, thoroughly enjoying how charged she had gotten him.

Growling, Andrew climbed onto the bed next to her. She seemed so small, so vulnerable next to him, a fact that only seemed to turn both of them on even more intensely. Needing to feast, Andrew ducked his head down, sucking one of Stacy’s nipples into his mouth roughly.

“Oh, Daddy!” she squealed, gripping the back of his head in both hands as he suckled her eagerly.

He quickly switched to her other breast, sucking her nipple and lightly nibbling on it, getting a high cry of agony and ecstasy from the petite blonde. Her back arched off the bed as she let it out, pushing more of her breast into his mouth as he continued to suckle on her.

“Mmm, your mouth feels sooooooo goooooooooood...” Stacy moaned, stroking his hair. “Keep sucking... keep sucking, please... bite them a little if you want... OOOOOOOOH!!! Yes, like that, Daddy... fuck, it feels so good...”

Needing more than just a taste, Andrew slid a hand between her legs, stroking his thumb in small circles around her clit. Stacy gasped in surprise at the contact, then began to rock her hips against his hand. Andrew was sorely tempted to finger her until she was a quivering, soaked and moaning mess... but that was too quick. He still had to punish Stacy, after all; it couldn’t all be fun and games.

Well, not just for her, anyway.

Teasing a finger over her slit, he growled, “You’re drenched little girl... little fucking slut...”

Stacy’s eyes widened as he teased her opening, her cheeks flushed with desire. “So what if I am? Just a careless little slut who happened to fall into your clutches, Daddy... what are you gonna do about it now that you got me here, huh?”

Her words only kindled the fire within him, his anger and arousal coalescing into something hot and destructive. Quickly, he climbed over her onto the bed, his muscular frame utterly dwarfing her as he knelt between her legs, his face above hers contorted into a look of raw, animalistic fury. Stacy’s eyes widened excitedly as she felt his weight press her into the mattress, his cock brushing up against her inner thigh, hot and heavy with need. He kissed her, forcefully, and Stacy couldn’t help but rock her hips against him, rubbing her moist slit up against his thick, dripping cockhead. Andrew reached down, stroking his cock, guiding himself so his aim would be true.

“You wanna know what I’m gonna do to you, little girl?” Andrew hissed, kissing her again.

“I said I did, didn’t I?” Stacy replied cockily, wrapping her hands behind his neck and pulling him in for a kiss. “So come on and do it already, Daddy...”

She rocked her hips again, arching her back and teasing her pussy against his cockhead. Andrew knew that if she had her way, she would just push herself onto him and get what she wanted, the greedy little slut. She’d fuck him silly, take what she wanted, and she wouldn’t learn a lesson at all. No, no, that wasn’t how this was meant to go at all... she was in his bedroom, where he was in charge, and he would dictate exactly how this was going to go.

Forcefully, he kissed her again, claiming her mouth, letting her know who precisely was in charge here. The sudden kiss took her by surprise just enough that she dropped her guard, and in that moment, Andrew thrust forward, pushing his cock into her waiting pussy. Stacy’s eyes went wide at the sudden intrusion, moaning into his kiss loudly as his thick cockhead spread her lips and forced its way inside. Quickly, she wrapped her arms and legs around him, urging him further, pushing more of his cock into her hot, waiting cunt. Andrew obliged her this, continuing to slowly push his cock into her an inch at a time. She was tight... so fucking tight, tighter than any woman he’d ever been with. If she weren’t clearly an accomplished slut, he’d have thought this was her first time, but when she was so tight with all the experience she clearly had, he couldn’t help but want her even more.

With only a couple inches left, Andrew gave her one final rough thrust, burying the last of his cock inside her, his balls now resting on her ass. Stacy let out a loud, lusty moan at this, squeezing him with her arms and legs in encouragement.

“That’s good... so good... fuck me, Daddy... teach me a lesson... punish me... do whatever you wanna me, but please, fuck me hard, Daddy!” Stacy moaned.

With little mercy or patience, Andrew began to pump into her. The way she’d gotten his blood up, he would have wanted to fuck her hard anyway, but the way she was encouraging him, fuck, it was like a drug. Jeanine never would’ve wanted it hard or rough, but with Stacy’s little coos and moans and giggles with each of his hard thrusts, he only felt inspired to tap into sides of himself he never would have dared indulge previously.

Growling as he fucked her, Andrew said, “You think it’s just that easy? You look cute and ask me sweetly and I’m just gonna fuck you like the little slut you are?”

“I mean, it’s working so far,” Stacy giggled, moaning and squeezing his cock with her pussy muscles. “I could probably get you to do whatever I wanted...”

With that, Andrew only fucked her harder. “You’re in my house now, little girl... it’s time you learned who to respect...”

Her eyes rolling back, she moaned again. “Oh, fuck... show me... show me who I need to respect... what I need to do... god, Daddy, you’re so big... so good...”

Andrew grinned down at her. Even with the pretense of his anger and wanting to punish her for trying to get out of her responsibilities during their fender bender, he couldn’t help but acknowledge that her enthusiasm was infectious, and rather delightful. She wanted him in a way that he hadn’t felt wanted in a long time, and that inspired a lust and energy within him that he didn’t know he still had. Where it would lead, he couldn’t say, but in the moment as Stacy tickled his anger and frustration and begged him to fuck her harder and harder, he felt better than he had felt in months... maybe even years.

The sound of their bodies colliding filled the room, mixing with grunts and moans and other animalistic sounds of euphoria, pleasure and pain intertwined with every thrust, every stroke. Stacy’s legs stay wrapped around him, her ankles on his ass helping keep the tempo as she rocked her hips and met him thrust for thrust. She tightened the walls of her pussy around his cock rhythmically, a trick Andrew had never felt but thought he might well get addicted to. Everything about this girl felt torn from a pornographic fantasy, and not wanting it to end, he fucked her for everything he was worth.

“So fucking tight,” Andrew grunted, keeping his eyes locked on hers.

“Tight for you, Daddy...” Stacy moaned, her voice strained with effort. “Come on... keep calling me your little slut... call me whatever you want... do whatever you want... I like it hard, rough... I can take it...”

His eyes flashing with hunger, Andrew complied, his hips moving faster, thrusting into her with an intensity that threatened to do some damage to the bedframe if they kept this up.

“That’s right, little girl... you’re my dirty little slut, aren’t you? You’re Daddy’s fucking whore, aren’t you?” he growled, almost not recognizing his own voice.

“Yes, yes!” Stacy panted, her eyes rolling back again at the degradation. “Oh, fuck yeah, god, I’m such a whore... I need discipline... I need punishment... fucking punish me, Daddy... fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!”

She bucked her hips up to meet his strokes, her pussy clenching around him every time he bottomed out. The feeling of being inside her was indescribable, and intoxicating, making him feel powerful and desired even as he still felt powered by frustration.

Knowing how the dirty talk only seemed to turn her on even more, Andrew groaned, “You deserve this, don’t you?”

“Yes, yes, yes!” Stacy panted, her eyes glazing over as she looked up at him. “I’m a naughty little girl... I shouldn’t have been texting and driving... I should have been paying attention! I shouldn’t have hit you... I shouldn’t have tempted you... I shouldn’t love how you’re using me, Daddy!!!”

With a sweet little smile, she added, “You know... you know what would really make me feel punished, Daddy?”

“What, little girl?” he grunted.

“If you... mmm... grabbed my throat while you fucked me... and just fucking used me... I might really learn my lesson then,” Stacy replied, smiling sweetly.

Certain he’d never heard a better idea in his life, Andrew reached up and wrapped one hand around Stacy’s throat. She smiled up at him as he did this, even when he applied pressure just shy of being painful, while fucking hard into her with a pleasant brutality. Her utter delight at this, whether or not she actually considered it a punishment, was a potent aphrodisiac, only driving Andrew on toward further depravity.

“Yes, yes, yes, that’s it, that’s it, Daddy, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, use my slutty holes, give it to me, give it to me, fuckfuckfuck...” Stacy moaned.

His hand at her throat only seemed to turn Stacy on even more, as she tightened her legs around him and began to moan more aggressively, her hips rising to meet his every thrust as he drove into her. In spite of the agreed-upon savagery, Andrew felt his eyes searching hers, looking for any sign of regret or fear and only finding a mix of passion and lust that matched his own. That this girl he’d just met had been able to draw this side out of him still made him marvel with wonder, and once he had his head about him better, he knew he had to thank her for reminding him of the existence of his animalistic side.

Stacy’s breath soon grew ragged, her eyes looking frantic. “Oh god... oh my fucking god, I’m gonna cum... gonna cum soon, Daddy... please keep fucking me... make me cum, please make me cum, Daddy...”

“Do it, little girl... fucking cum for me,” Andrew growled, staring her in the eye as he pounded away at her.

Her eyes were watery, her face flush with concentration and need as her orgasm built. Andrew tightened his grip around her throat, gritting his teeth with effort as he tried to hold back his own eruption. He savored the look on her face as she shut her eyes and dropped her mouth open, wailing cries of pleasure escaping her throat as she became the perfect picture of ecstasy. He could feel her pussy tightening around him, her inner muscles clenching in anticipation as she got closer and closer. He fucked her without mercy, giving her everything she wanted, everything he needed, and when it was finally enough, he felt her completely lose it beneath him.

Stacy’s orgasm slammed into her like a freight train, her entire body spasming as waves of pleasure swelled over her. She screamed, quite loudly, her nails digging into his back as she bucked wildly beneath him. Andrew could feel her pussy clenching around him rhythmically, her juices gushing all over him as she came, and only used these to motivate him to fuck her harder.

As the orgasm continued to roll over her, Stacy threw her head back, her eyes squeezed shut as Andrew continued to use her as his own personal sex toy. Andrew felt liberated by her enthusiastic submission and encouragement to embrace his rough side, something that only made his growing orgasm feel all the more potent. As her pussy expertly gripped him and he pumped in and out of her, he could feel the tension coiling inside of him, his balls tightening and the heat within him growing all the more intense with every thrust.

“You like that, don’t you?” he snarled, pumping into her mercilessly. “You like that I’m using you like my own personal fuckdoll, don’t you, little girl?”

Stacy opened her eyes, smiling up at him slyly and nodding vigorously. “Y...y...yes... I love it! I fucking love it, Daddy!”

Smiling darkly, Andrew warned, “I’m cumming soon...”

Her eyes brightened. “Yeah?”

“Yeah...” he replied, wanting to keep the tone while also wanting to respect the unique situation they were in. “Now where should I cum... should I pull out and make you a slutty little mess, or would it teach you more of a lesson if I came inside of you?”

Stacy moaned with excitement at the thought, and she quickly answered, “Do it... cum inside me, Daddy... cum inside me, I deserve it... I’ve been a bad, bad girl and I deserve it...”

Andrew groaned, his body now a slave to their shared primal urges. He pumped into her as swiftly as he could, the sounds of their moans almost drowned out by the frantic slapping of body against body. Stacy’s cries only grew louder, writhing beneath him more insistently as his cock thickened inside of her.

“Do it,” she urged, moaning softly as his grip tightened against her throat. “Punish me... make me your dirty fucking whore... Daddy.”

Though she had already called him that many times, in the heat of this moment, it was all he needed. With a few climactic thrusts, Andrew buried himself to the hilt inside of her, roaring as he came explosively. It felt like he had months upon months of cum backed up, and Stacy was inspiring every drop out of him. Euphoria, blindingly bright, exploded within him as he exploded within her, giving her every last drop as he bucked and moaned and pumped her full of his cum.

Stacy’s body spasmed against him, her orgasm reaching greater heights as he filled her with his hot seed. She threw her head back again, crying out in ecstasy, agony, victory... it was hard to tell anymore, but she clearly embraced this position, her pussy clamping down on his cock and milking him utterly dry. In the moment, it felt like the greatest pleasure that Andrew had ever had, and in his floating bliss, he found himself actually welcoming the fact that she had hit his car.

When his vision cleared, Andrew blinked and stared into Stacy’s eyes, finally releasing his grip on her throat as the moment crashed into him. He watched her reveling in the insane pleasure of the moment, letting raw physical sensation overtake her... fuck, it was so beautiful, and like nothing he had ever seen before. With his cock still pulsing inside of her, he felt like a god, all-powerful and unstoppable, all frustration and anger with the world and his life gone as he was now champion over the hot little slut beneath him.

Living in the moment, he leaned in and kissed her, finding that Stacy was all too eager to kiss him back. They came down together, kissing and making out, the animalistic passion quieted for a moment as they basked in the aftermath. It all still seemed so insane, that a simple car accident could lead to this, but not one to look a gift horse in the mouth, all Andrew could do was savor the moment, and feel immensely lucky that everything had shaken out as it had.

“That was intense, Daddy,” Stacy giggled, kissing him again. “Not sure I’ve ever been fucked quite like that before... whew, so intense, but also so damn much fun.”

As she loosened her grip on him, Andrew crawled off of Stacy, lying down next to her as he caught his breath. He still couldn’t believe exactly what he’d done, that he’d had that brutality to take this girl the way he had, but the proof was right in front of him. Stacy had the sublime look of satisfaction on her face of the just-been-fucked, her carefree smile filling him with raw delight even as he still dealt with his own personal disbelief of what he’d just done.

“Agreed,” he finally said, laughing as he looked her over. “Jesus Christ, Stacy-“

“Little girl,” she corrected, giggling some more.

Smiling, Andrew continued, “-little girl, I’ve never had sex like that before.”

“Well, it won’t be the last time if I’ve got anything to say about it, that was fucking amazing,” Stacy replied, sitting up, her hair falling around her in a mess. “Fuck... that was definitely one way to take a punishment.”

Though her face looked innocent, her big, expressive eyes so painfully sweet to bear upon, she was an image of lewdness as she looked between her legs, lightly fingering herself and chuckling.

“Holy fuck... you shot so much cum into me... that was, wow, like, a LOT!” she giggled again.

Andrew felt a strange, growing pride as he looked over the utterly hot sight before him, smirking at her.

“Yeah... yeah, I guess I did... had a lot backed up, I guess,” he laughed.

Stacy’s laugh was a light, freeing sound that seemed to bring light to the room. He couldn’t believe how much of an effect this girl had on him, how much she could bring out in him that even he didn’t know was there. She was so responsive, begging for more even as he spanked her and called her names any other woman he knew would take offense at, but she had fucking loved it. Looking at her, knowing how she felt, what she loved, it only made him want to do more with her, to push both of them further as they explored this strange bond they’d found.

“Well, I’m glad you kept it for me then... kept all of that for me,” Stacy agreed, continuing to finger the cum inside of her before hissing pleasurably. “Guys at school, they won’t use me like that, even when I ask them to, beg them to, tell them I can fucking take it... it’s like they’re afraid they’ll break me or something. It’s fucking stupid, really, but maybe some of it’s my own fault... I should’ve known that if I wanted to get it really rough, rough like I needed it, punishing like I needed it... I should’ve looked for a real man.”

“Sounds like it,” Andrew replied, lightly running his fingers down her side. “You don’t seem that breakable to me...”

Moaning softly at his touch, she replied, “Right? I mean, I can take some serious punishment, and you can give serious punishment, so... yeah, I’m definitely thinking I hit the jackpot here.”

Stacy smiled at him, a radiant, bright smile that belied the insane encounter they had just shared. Looking back on it, he could barely recognize the man he’d become, but he knew that he liked it. Her words of encouragement sent a thrill through his body, his body twitching at thoughts of what they’d done, and thoughts of what he’d like to do with her. He watched as Stacy casually stretched back out on the bed, her naked body looking utterly luscious, making him positively vibrate with satisfaction.

“Well, I’m not sure if what we did really counts as a typical punishment, since we both seemed to enjoy it so much,” Andrew replied, his voice gruff, but undeniably amused. “But I’m sure we can think of something if you think you still need more.”

Stacy bit her lip, her eyes lighting up as she nodded aggressively. “Oh, I definitely need more punishment, Daddy...”

She slipped her hand over to his cock, gently stroking him to make it clear he had her attention. “You have no idea just how bad a girl I’ve really been...”

Andrew moaned, his body responding to her touch quickly in spite of his recent orgasm. His cock thickened in her hand, swiftly returning to full strength as he realized that his desire for her had hardly dimmed in the slightest. Reaching out to her, he squeezed her thigh, gently at first, but with every intention of being not so gentle if that’s what she demanded of him.

“And what do you mean by that, little girl?” he growled.

Stacy’s eyes were alight with mischief. “I mean... I’ve maybe been a little naughty... I probably need a lot more punishment to make up for it, and maybe then, after you’ve shown me what happens to bad girls who are naughty all the time, maybe then I’ll learn my lesson. You do want me to learn my lesson, don’t you?”

She blinked at him cutely, even if her insinuations were anything but cute, something that he rather enjoyed seeing.

Smirking at her, Andrew sat up. “Yeah, yeah, I guess I do...”

Quickly, he grabbed her with his powerful hands and pulled her over his lap, her bare ass high in the air once again. Stacy wiggled her ass in anticipation, letting out a yelping moan as his hand landed on her cheek with a loud crack. The sound of the spanking echoed through the room, a sharp, high sound that made his cock twitched pleasurably. He began to spank her again, the sound of skin on skin soon growing rhythmic, her gasps and whimpers music to his ears as she writhed on his lap.

“Tell me how naughty you’ve been...” Andrew demanded, raising his hand over her ass again.

Smiling up at him cutely, Stacy confessed, “Well... I’ve been skipping a lot of classes lately...”

SMACK!

She quivered with the impact, grinding against his bare thigh, her juices already dripping onto him.

“And why have you been skipping classes?” he growled.

Voice trembling, she answered, “Well... because I’ve been sucking boys’ dicks. Lots of them. Sometimes a few guys at once, all of them standing around me waiting...”

SMACK!

“You’ve been a busy little slut,” Andrew replied harshly, squeezing Stacy’s glowing ass.

“Uh huh... I haven’t been able to find quality dick, so I’ve just had to get a lot of it instead... but it’s made for some fun pictures and videos, maybe I can share them with you sometime, Daddy,” Stacy answered brightly, rocking her ass against his hand.

He imagined the videos, watching Stacy surrounded by cocks, expertly sucking them even if the boys had no fucking clue what to do with a tight little slut as perfect as she was. Even knowing that he was the best she’d had, that didn’t stop him from wanting to see her in those positions. Knowing that he had his own personal little porn slut, and that she was much better with him than with anyone else, was certainly a point of dark pride.

Andrew raised his hand again in anticipation, then quickly brought it down on her again.

SMACK!

He relished in how her cheeks jiggled with the impact, before asking, “Is that all, little girl?”

“No,” she answered, her voice shaky, but her smile proud. “I’ve also been sneaking off to fuck them sometimes, wherever I can... dorm rooms, the library bathroom, supply closets, their cars, wherever I can get them, really... I’m such a horny little slut, Daddy, and I kinda always need cock...”

Andrew’s cock grew harder with every hot admission she made. The image of her tight, young body being used over and over by men in such public places was impressively arousing. Thinking about sneaking off with her in some environment like that, just fucking her silly and using her before returning back to the world, pleasantly drained while she leaked his cum down her thighs... fuck, it was an intoxicating thought.

He brought his hand down again, hard, the sound of his palm meeting the ripe flesh of her ass echoing through the room.

Suddenly feeling rather possessive, he asked, “Do you let them cum in you, too?”

Stacy looked up at him, biting her lip as she saw the stern look on his face. “No, Daddy... only you’ve cum in me unprotected... I’ve only wanted you to cum in me like that.”

“Yeah?” Andrew asked, squeezing her ass.

“Mhmmm... I mean, I’ve been naughty, it only makes sense that you be the one to get to claim me in every way like that...” she murmured, looking up at him with a sly little smile.

Her words had a way of driving him wild with lust, and he could feel his own excitement growing with every confession she made.

“And how does it make you feel... when I cum inside of you... when I use you like my own, personal, whore?” Andrew asked, gently rubbing her ass.

“It makes me feel... dirty, Daddy,” she moaned, pushing her ass up for more attention. “But in the best possible way.”

“Good,” he murmured, continuing to massage her glowing ass. “Because that’s exactly what you are, a dirty little whore who needs the firm hand of a strong Daddy to keep her in line... I don’t know how long I’ll have to take to teach you the lessons you so desperately need, but I’ll be there, for as long as it takes.”

Andrew raised his hand and brought it down on her ass again, getting another delightful little yelp from Stacy.

“Promise, Daddy?” she asked, her voice playful and cute.

“Of course, little girl,” he replied, smirking.

SMACK!

Stacy let out a delighted little coo with each subsequent spank, pain mixing with pleasure as she continued to writhe on him. Briefly, Andrew found himself wondering if she could possibly cum just from him spanking her alone, and it seemed like if they kept this up, he’d find out before long.

“More...” Stacy begged, pressing her ass back into his hand. “I need more, Daddy, please...”

He spanked her harder, watching the red flush across her skin, the depraved sight of it only adding to his arousal.

“You really do need more of this, don’t you, little girl?” Andrew asked, his voice dripping with lust.

“Yes, Daddy, I deserve this... I’ve been so, so bad...” Stacy whimpered, her eyes watering from the spanking.

In a far-off, rational corner of his mind, Andrew found himself fascinated by the intense nature of their little arrangement. The power dynamics seemed so cut and dry with him dominating her, but she guided him every bit as much as he punished her, the give and take of their coupling as intoxicating as any of the dirtiness they had gotten up to. As much as he craved her submission, he also loved to see where she guided him, living for what Stacy brought out of him that he never would have acted upon with any other woman.

Growling appreciatively, he continued, “Well, little girl, if you want more of this... you’re going to have to earn it, first...”

Stacy’s eyes widened with his command, but the excitement in them was unmistakable. She let out a pleased, submissive moan as he grabbed a handful of her hair and forcibly shifted her position, bringing her face in line with his rock-hard cock. Unquestioning and excited, she opened her mouth and took his cockhead between her lips, stretching them obscenely around his girth. He looked down into her eyes as she looked up at him, her tongue swirling around his cockhead tantalizingly. As much as he could see that cockiness in her gaze, he could also sense in her submission a need for his approval, one that he happily provided.

Tightening his grip on her hair as he began to fuck up into her mouth, he murmured, “Good girl... such a good girl for Daddy... yeah, slut, just like that... fuck...”

Stacy sucked his cock in deeper, her tongue flattened against the bottom of the shaft as she licked and sucked with impressive passion. Andrew groaned at her expert oral skills, bucking against her as she finally took him all the way down her throat. His eyes widened at the impossible sight, as he’d never seen any woman who was able to take all of him with such ease, but here was Stacy, tight little slut extraordinaire, proving how little he knew. Even though she was gagging and her eyes were watery, Stacy kept sucking him, letting him use her as she pleasured the older man.

His hand tightened in her hair, better allowing him to fuck her face while Stacy enthusiastically worked her mouth around him. It was a feeling of power unlike any he’d ever felt before, seeing the way she looked up at him, those wide, expressive eyes that were filled with a hunger that was anything but innocent... fuck, being in this dominant a position with her, it was like a drug. His orgasm began to build, his cock thickening with every time she deepthroated him.

But Andrew didn’t want to cum again, not yet. He wanted to be inside her, to feel her tight pussy clench around him again. He pulled her mouth off of him with a pop, her eyes wide and questioning while she whined and her lips worked instinctively, desperately trying to fill her mouth with cock again. Andrew smiled down at her, a dark smile that nevertheless was full of affection for his little slut, as he rather enjoyed her enthusiasm.

“I want you on top of me, little girl...” Andrew ordered, firmly.

Stacy’s eyes lit up with excitement, a sweet little squeal escaping her lips as she took in his command. Quickly, she climbed on top of him, straddling him and positioning her dripping cunt over his erect cock. Slowly, she lowered herself down, taking him inside her again welcomingly, her tight cunt feeling almost like a homecoming as it embraced his sensitive cock. Andrew’s eyes rolled back in his head as he felt her warm, wet heat take him in once again, running his hands up her body to squeeze her tits as he surrendered to bliss.

Feeling her move, he opened his eyes, watching as she began to ride him. Stacy fucked him eagerly, her hips moving in quick, practiced strokes as she bounced up and down on him. Her nipples hardened against his fingers, and though it felt perfect to grope her at first, his hunger soon overtook him, forcing him to pull her down so he could suckle on her breasts while she rode him. Stacy moaned as he sucked and nipped at her sensitive flesh, her movements growing more erratic as she expertly milked his cock.

“Mmm, fuck, so good, Daddy... keep sucking me... keep fucking me... like that... use me, Daddy, take whatever you want from me... I’m your dirty whore, after all, and I need it nasty,” Stacy whimpered as she swiftly rode him, her voice high and needy and utterly intoxicating.

Andrew could feel his cock twitch in response to her words, gently biting her nipple and driving the tight little blonde wild. He ran his hands down to her hips, guiding her moments while he fucked up into her swiftly. As much as he wanted to take absolutely everything he could from her, he found himself also wanting to indulge Stacy’s every dirty whim.

Letting her nipple out of his mouth without breaking his stride fucking her, Andrew asked, “How nasty does my little girl need it?”

“So nasty,” Stacy whined breathlessly. “I need you to take me hard... all the fucking time, whenever you want, you just text me and I’ll be there to do whatever the fuck you want... this is so good, so much better than I’ve gotten it anywhere else... fuck, I should’ve been looking for a Daddy sooner, but now that I’ve got you, I wanna do everything... every position... all the time... fuck... I want you to use me whenever you need, you just find me and summon me and I’ll be your little girl fuckslut slave... god, I won’t leave this apartment today until you’ve fucked my slutty little ass!!!”

Andrew’s eyes went wide at the mention of the act. He’d seen plenty of anal porn in his time, but never once imagined he’d find a girl who actually wanted to do it, especially given the size of his cock. With Stacy so plain and enthusiastic for it, however, he couldn’t help but feel his cock swell at the mere thought of pounding Stacy’s no doubt impossibly tight ass.

“You really want that, little girl?” he asked, groping her ass as he fucked up into her.

“Uh huh...” she answered, her voice a high wail as she continued to ride him. “You fucking my cute little ass? That... that would really punish me, I think.”

Eyes gleaming with excitement, Andrew replied, “Oh, you bet your sweet ass it will... but if you need me to do that, you’re gonna have to cum for me again, little girl...”

“If you insist, Daddy...” Stacy said, smirking cutely as she rode him. “I’ll do anything you say... just... mmm... fuck...”

Stacy rode him with a greater insistence, fucking him impressively hard. Wanting to make sure her cum was particularly powerful, however, Andrew reached down between her legs, finding and fingering her clit, rubbing it in tight, fast circles, while reaching up with his other hand to pinch one of her nipples. Though it seemed to do the trick of getting her properly excited, it was his words that were most effective at pushing her to the edge.

“Come on, do it, little girl... cum for me you little slut,” he hissed, pumping up into
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