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Damn, I need to invest in some cryptocurrency, I think as I glance up at the mansion in front of me. A few months ago, thanks to some investments in Bitcoin or Dogecoin or Something-coin, my best friend Kelly Smith’s dad basically became a multimillionaire overnight. Hence the mansion before me, which was one of the first things Mr. Smith bought with his newfound wealth.

“I need to show you the pool and movie theater later,” Kelly says as I follow her into the massive house.

“There’s a movie theater in here?” I gape at her.

She grins at me. “Yep.”

Note to self — research the hell out of cryptocurrency later.

“Let me show you to your guest room,” she says.

My commoner ass is stunned by the words “guest room.” When Kelly and I were kids, we would have sleepovers, but because the Smiths were strictly middle-class, I would crash on the floor in a sleeping bag. Now I have a freaking guest room.

My jaw falls even closer to the floor when I walk into the guest room. It’s at least three times the size of the apartment I share with Mom. There’s a California king bed, a big TV, and a walk-in closet. I even have my own bathroom. “This is insane,” I say. Kelly’s family was always more well-off than mine, but now they’re on a different plane of financial existence.

“It is,” she says. “Now Mom really regrets cheating on Dad.”

Two years ago, Kelly’s parents got a divorce because Mr. Smith caught his then-wife having sex on their kitchen table with his brother. Mr. Smith ended up getting full custody of Kelly, which was more than fine with her. Kelly loves her mom, but the former Mrs. Smith is a bit of a hot mess due to her barely functional alcoholism. Both Kelly and Mr. Smith have tried to convince her to go to rehab, but she still insists that she’s “absolutely 100% okay.”

“Thanks for inviting me to stay here for the weekend,” I say.

“Of course.” Kelly wraps me up in a hug. “We’re going to have so much fun this weekend that your brain won’t have any space for that motherfucker.”

“That motherfucker” is my ex-boyfriend Jesse. After we graduated from high school, he went off to Harvard and I enrolled in the local community college. I thought that we could do the long-distance thing, but he obviously couldn’t. Last weekend, I decided to go to Harvard for a surprise visit. Imagine my surprise when I saw Jesse making out with a blond girl in a BTS t-shirt.

Though I love BTS, I had to take down the posters in my room after that.

Of course, I broke up with Jesse and told him in an excessively salty voice, “Have fun with that blond chick.”

When I came home in tears, Mom comforted me and fed me several bowls of beef congee. “I never liked that Jesse boy anyway,” she said. “He reminded me too much of your father.”

Two fun facts — my biological father’s name was also Jesse, and he too went to Harvard. If I could afford therapy, my therapist would have a ball with my daddy issues.

When Mom was 8 months pregnant with me, Dad dumped her because he was too much of a coward to stand up to his elitist family, who didn’t approve of his relationship with a poor Chinese waitress. Because of his abandonment, Mom had to work endless hours to support us. My saint of a mother even managed to set aside some money for a college fund, but I told her to spend money on herself for once and that I was fine with going to community college. We argued about it for hours, but I eventually convinced her to treat herself with my would-be college fund; she’s on vacation in Maui now. After I graduate from college, I hope to land a well-paying job, so I can help Mom retire early and comfortably.

“Dad’s on a business trip for a couple of days, so we have the place to ourselves,” Kelly says.

At my friend’s words, a strange combination of relief and disappointment fills me. Confession — I have a crush on Mr. Smith. On more than one occasion, Kelly has asked me, “Why are you so weird around my dad?” When I’m around him, I struggle to form sentences. Of course, I never told her, I’m awkward around your dad because I’ve had a couple of sex dreams starring him. She would vomit and/or slap me. I think I told her something like, “Oh, I’m just weird around older guys because of my daddy issues.” Which is not untrue.

In my defense, Mr. Smith is a major DILF. He has thick dark brown hair with only a hint of gray, smoldering green eyes, and a jawline that could cut glass. Also, he works out regularly, and it shows. And he’s single. Not that I would ever hook up with my best friend’s dad because that would violate every single girl code in existence. But it’s okay to have a naughty dream once in a while, right?

Kelly’s phone beeps. She sighs when she reads the screen. “Sorry, it’s my mom. I should take this.”

I wave her apology away.

“Hi, Mom, everything okay?” she asks. At her mom’s answer, she sighs. “You forgot your keys? No, no, it’s okay, I’ll come over.” After she hangs up, she gives me an apologetic look.

“Did she get locked out of the house again?” I ask. Due to her more-than-slightly-excessive drinking, Kelly’s mom often forgets her house keys.

“Yes, I’m sor — ”

“Don’t even think about apologizing. Go to your mom.”

She hugs me. “I’ll be back. Help yourself to anything in the kitchen.” She winks at me. “Also, Dad has a fully stocked wine cellar here.”

“Good to know.”

After she leaves, I unpack my things. I am curious about the wine cellar, so I go down to the basement.

“Holy crap,” I say when I’m in the cellar. There must be a few hundred bottles of wine in here. I pick up a bottle at random. It’s a 1951 Pinot Noir with a French label that I can’t even begin to pronounce. Just as I’m wondering how much the wine costs, a voice behind me asks:

“What are you doing?”

I jump, dropping the bottle. To my horror, it hits the ground, shattering into a million pieces of glass and a puddle of expensive red liquid.

Mr. Smith clicks his tongue. “Such a waste.”

Heat fills me as I look at my best friend’s dad. Somehow, he got even hotter. I can’t help noticing how his white button-down and black jeans fit his body very nicely. “Mr. Smith, I, uh, thought you were on a business trip...”

“So that’s why you thought you could raid my wine cellar?”

I flush. “I...I was just looking around...”

He snorts. “You’re a terrible liar. Aren’t you underage as well?”

“I mean, I turn 21 in a few weeks, so I’m basically 21.”

A corner of his mouth tilts up. “But you’re not 21.”

“Look, I’m really sorry about the wine. I’ll pay you back.”

He asks, “Do you know how much that bottle cost?”

Dread swirls in my belly. “How much?” I ask, my voice barely above a whisper.

“500 dollars.”

I almost choke. “Um, would you be open to setting up a payment plan — ?”

He takes a step toward me. A shiver makes its way down my spine when I see how little space is between us. “I’m not interested in your money. As you can probably tell, I have more than enough of my own.”

I whisper, “What are you interested in?”

Lust burns through me when he glances at my hips. “I’m interested in spanking that tight ass of yours.”

I gasp when he suddenly sits on the floor and puts me over his knee. I try to sit up, but he places a hand on my back, keeping me in place.

“How many times should I spank you for wasting that $500 bottle of wine?” he asks, tugging at the waistband of my pants.

I should be full of indignation at him for wanting to spank me like I’m a naughty child. I’m a grown-ass woman, even if I’m not quite old enough to (legally) drink. But the feeling inside me is definitely not indignation.

Smack.

I yelp when he brings his hand down on my ass.

“How much should each spanking be worth?” he muses. “One dollar? Two dollars?”

The idea of being spanked 500 times is almost enough to send the lust straight out of my body. Almost.

He massages my stinging flesh, causing me to turn warm with pleasure. “You do have a pretty nice ass. Maybe each spanking should be worth 50 dollars. I think that’s more than fair. Do you think so, Alice?”

I breathe, “Yes.”

He spanks me again. I groan, the sting somehow bringing me close to ecstasy. After he spanks me a third time, he pulls down my pants, revealing my underwear.

“Such pretty lace,” he says, tracing patterns on the black fabric.

His touch causes wetness to enter my panties and me to squirm in a not unpleasant way.

Swat.

I cry out when he slaps my ass again. I shouldn’t be so turned on by this, but it’s like one of my naughty dreams come true.

He tugs at my panties. My cheeks redden with embarrassment when he stares at my bare pussy and ass. My embarrassment turns into arousal as he strokes my clit. I moan, enjoying the touch of my best friend’s dad way too much. Just when it feels like I’m close to coming, he pulls his fingers away. Like a hungry puppy, I can’t help whimpering.

“I need to punish you first for wasting such fine wine,” he says. “You may come after I’m done with your punishment.”

I’m driven even closer to the edge of bliss when he spanks me again. God, why do I enjoy what should be a humiliating experience? Is it because of my
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