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  Chapter 1


It’s the summer after my sophomore year in college. My parents are touring Europe and enjoying their retirement. I’ve got the house all to myself and no one is around to bug me. It’s glorious—until my mom texts me that my dad’s friend, Jason, is staying for a few weeks over the Fourth of July while his house is being remodeled. I’ve met him a few times, but it’s been years since I’ve seen him. Great. Just what I need. 
I was a surprise baby when my mother was 40, so my parents are in their 60s. I can’t remember how old Jason is, but he must be ancient if he’s my dad’s friend. My memory of him is spotty since I never paid much attention to him. Shit, was he here that time I was being a spoiled brat at my dad’s birthday party? That probably was the last time I saw him and I really was a bratty teenager back then. I’d like to say I’ve grown up, but I’m not so sure I have. I still feel bratty even though I’m in college. People just make me cranky, what can I say?
The only thing I really know about Jason is that he works at some swanky law firm. My parents are rich and have an enormous house with a housekeeper. I’m guessing they offered him the opportunity to relax by the pool with someone to clean up after him for a few weeks. Whatever. As long as he doesn’t bug me and lets me lounge around the pool all I want without talking to me, we’ll get along fine.
I’m getting one last day of nude sunbathing before I’m forced to put on a bikini. Music is blaring in my earbuds, so I don’t realize anyone is here until a shadow falls over me. I crack my eyes open and stare into Jason’s dark green eyes. Oh shit!
Oh fuck, he’s hot. His salt and pepper hair and chiseled facial features make my pussy hum. He looks like the type of man who gets plenty of women and knows how to take care of them.
When his gaze drops to my bare breasts, my nipples harden and I fight the urge to cover myself in embarrassment. People who show up a day early can’t be mad when they see their friend’s daughter naked. He says something that I can’t hear over my music, so I pull one of my earbuds out.
“What?” I try to keep my tone even, but I know I sound snotty.
His eyes travel down my body, pausing briefly at my shaved pussy before returning to my face. My pussy hums to life and I feel myself growing wet. Oh great, it’s been so long since I’ve fucked anyone, now I’m getting hot and bothered for some old dude.
He gives me a hard look. “Emma, this isn’t going to work.”
I’m not sure what he means by ‘this,’ but I shrug at him. “I’ll let my parents know you stopped by and decided not to stay. Enjoy your Fourth!”
Nobody’s forcing him to stay here, and I don’t want him ruining my peaceful sanctuary.
He barks out a laugh. “Oh, I’m staying, but you need to put some clothes on now that I’m here.”
Oh really, he thinks he can tell me what to do? I quirk an eyebrow at him. “I’m good like this. If you want to live with me, you’re gonna have to adjust.”
I give him a smug smile, pop my earbuds back in, and close my eyes. I can tell he moves away, and I let myself drift as I listen to music. See, I just need to hold firm on what I want. He’s the unwanted guest here, not me.
After a bit, I sense movement nearby, so I open my eyes. Jason stretches out on the lounge chair next to me. The only thing he’s wearing are shorts, and my mouth drops open.
Holy fuck. He was wearing jeans and a polo shirt earlier so I didn’t realize how fit he was. He’s muscular, and his chest has a nice shape with a light covering of hair. It’s a different look from the guys I usually sleep with since none of them have enough chest hair to make a statement. The hair on Jason’s chest trails down into his shorts, forming a distinct V shape that leaves me wondering what he looks like without clothes.
Shit, why am I thinking of him naked? It’s one thing for him to arrive early and catch me sunbathing. It’s another thing entirely for me to be wondering if he’s got a thick cock.
He’s watching me and his expression tightens when I look down at his shorts. There’s definitely a bulge there that’s pulling my eyes to it like a magnet. When he clears his throat, I tear my gaze away from his crotch and look up at him again.
“I think you misunderstood me earlier,” he says as he glances towards my breasts before our eyes meet again.
I take a deep breath and release it slowly, but no matter how hard I try, my nipples stay hard.
“What do you mean?” I ask casually, pretending ignorance.
“I said this won’t work unless you put some clothes on.”
I shrug. “I heard that, but I don’t care.”
He raises an eyebrow at me and fixes me with a stern look as his gaze slides along my body once more. My nipples tighten further under his stare, and my pussy throbs in time to my pulse. I squeeze my legs together to ease the tension between them. I have to resist the urge to rub my thighs together to get relief. Fuck, why am I so aroused? This is wrong. I can’t get turned on by my father’s friend!
My cheeks flush as I give him a sidelong glance. “I don’t see the big deal? You’re the one who showed up early. I would’ve been wearing clothes tomorrow.”
Jason shrugs, settling into the chair. “Okay, brat…whatever floats your boat.”
I bite my lip to avoid sticking my tongue out at him. Rolling my eyes is the mature thing to do. When his gaze drifts away from me and towards the pool, I let out a sigh of relief. I go back to listening to music and squeeze my eyes shut, willing my nipples to stop poking out. This is only because I haven’t had sex in weeks. Any half-naked guy would make me hot right now.
Still, I wonder what his cock looks like. Probably circumcised, given his age. It would be funny if he had a tiny dick—I should get him in the pool and pull his shorts down one of these days to check it out and mock him about it. I’m not normally like this, but something about an older man telling me what to do sets me off, and I want to poke at the bear to make him cranky… The incredibly sexy bear.
Fuck, he’s right. I can’t do this.
He turns to look at me again when I stand up. His hooded eyes give away nothing of what he’s thinking. His gaze slides down to my pussy once more and the bulge in his pants gets bigger.
The knowledge that I have a bit of power over him goes to my head and a jolt of arousal runs from my nipples to my pussy as my mouth parts slightly so I can breathe easier. Fuck it, he’s annoying me. It’s time to torture him.
I put my back to him and bend over to pick up my phone and towel. I’ve been getting wetter by the minute ever since he got here, and I know I’m giving him a very graphic view of my glistening pussy.
His voice is gruff when he speaks. “What do you think you’re doing?”
“Nothing. I’m getting up to go get dressed like you want me to.” I wiggle my ass at him and pretend I’m searching for something.
A visual of him pressing up behind me and sliding into my wetness makes me shiver with desire. This is fucked up, and yet I ache for his cock. Shit, I hope it’s not small. That would ruin the fantasy.
I stand straight, and Jason gets out of his chair. He gives me a hard look. “Don’t play games with me, babygirl. You don’t want the consequences.”
My eyes widen, and my pussy clenches when he calls me babygirl. I kind of like it, though. I bite my lower lip as I check him out. “Maybe… Or maybe you should bend me over your knee and spank my ass if I disobey you.”
I’m not sure why the hell I’m saying any of this. I’ve hooked up with plenty of guys—I’m popular at college parties—but being with Jason feels different. It’s like every nerve in my body is charged, waiting to feel his skin on mine.
Jason’s jaw ticks while he studies me, and his voice leaves no room for negotiation. “This is the last time I’m going to tell you. Get dressed now.”
I’m practically panting as my thoughts race to where we could end up if I keep teasing him. I could go down on him, or… Oh god, I want him to fuck me so badly right now. My skin is on fire as the heat builds between my legs and the ache in my pussy grows more intense by the second. Why does this feel so right? This is so messed up, but I don’t care anymore.
Almost like my mouth is controlled by someone else, I hear myself whisper, “Make me.”
He moves lightning fast and grabs my arm, hauling me into the house. He’s being really rough with me. I almost say I’m sorry, but my traitorous pussy is wetter than ever. Fuck, is he going to spank me? Why is this making me so hot? This is messed up and so fucking wrong!
We don’t make it any further than the kitchen where he shoves me face first down onto the table, so I’m bent over it. When he caresses my naked ass, I whimper and lay my hands flat on the surface, expecting him to spank me.
Instead, his fingers find my pussy and swirl around before easing two into me. A moan escapes my lips when he thrusts them in and out of me while his thumb rubs circles around my clit. Fuck, this feels so good! I try to ride his fingers as they pump into me at a rhythmic pace until suddenly they disappear.
“Oh!” I cry out from the sudden loss of pleasure.
“So…” His voice is harsh and I can tell he’s breathing heavily. “I’m going to spank you ten times, then you’re going to apologize. Got it?”
I wiggle my ass at him, begging for him to do whatever he wants with me. “Yes, got it.”
He spanks me softly and it barely stings. What’s going on?
He laughs. “And another thing. When you apologize, you’re going to call me ‘sir.’”
All thoughts drain from my head, and I suck in air. My nipples are so hard, I can feel them pebbling against the table. A soft buzz in my brain makes me respond, “Yes, sir.”
The next spank lands harder and it stings like fire. He isn’t holding back with me at all! When he gives me three more sharp spanks on each cheek, it hurts enough to make me yelp and squirm on the table, trying to get away. How did this escalate so quickly? Well, to be fair, I’d been teasing him and practically threw myself at him. Now I can barely breathe from how turned on I am!
He continues to spank me on alternating cheeks. The pain muddles my senses, and I’m desperate for him to shove his cock inside me. When he finally stops at ten, I collapse onto the table, panting for air. I peek over my shoulder at him and he has his hand wrapped around his cock through his shorts. For the love of god, please let him fuck me.
When he speaks, his voice is hard and commanding. “Apologize.”
Shit, what do I say? My mind races for a moment until the perfect thing comes to me.
I try to sound cute and contrite. “Sir, I’m really sorry I was a naughty slut.”
He takes forever to respond. “What did you do?”
What did I do? I swallow anxiously and continue hesitantly, “I was bratty when you told me to get dressed, and then I tried to make you fuck me.”
Admitting how much of a slut I am turns me on even more, and I can feel wetness from my pussy dripping down my







