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          About Filthy Cam Girl

        

      

    
    
      
        They all think I’m a virgin … the men I entertain online.

        Technically, I am … but, believe me, I’ve done everything else.

        I’ll do just about anything to get them off ... the men who like to watch.

        But for him? My best friend’s dad?

        He would get it all. But he doesn't know I exist.

        

        Ashley

        I’ve dreamt about him for years, especially after seeing those pictures of his … you know.

        But he was my best friend’s dad and he barely knew a kid like me existed.

        That was before the accident.

        Now I’m sure he hates me.

        The problem is, every man I cam for becomes him in my head.

        I know I can’t have him, but I don’t know if I can live without him.

        

        Drake

        She performs for them every night … those horny old men that frequent Daddyland.

        She also performs for me, although she has no idea who I am.

        I’ve lusted after my daughter’s best friend for years.

        And now, after everything that’s happened, I have to have her with me.

        She’s all I have left.

        I know I’m a sick mongrel for even thinking it. I’m old enough to be her father and I’m a darn dean at her college.

        But I have to make her mine.

        I’m going to take her and bring her to my house … then I’m going to take the one thing she hasn’t given another man.

        Her virginity.

        

        Filthy Cam Girl is a standalone novel of 41k words and is intended for mature readers only.

        

        Dirty Daughter, a full-length, standalone, bonus dark romance novel, is included and begins at approximately the halfway point.

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Daddyland (Ashley)

        

      

    
    
      I wanted to be into this. I wanted it to be like it used to be—in the beginning when I was just starting out and everything was so new and felt so dirty. I wanted so badly to feel that rush I used to get when I was giving my first private shows—back when I cleaned my whole room for each session, just in case. Now I barely made my bed, even when it was one of my high-paying regulars.

      That’s where it was at. That’s where the real money was—the regulars. The men who found exactly what they wanted and would pay good money for it, over and over and over. It made me feel weird at first, partly because I didn’t even need the money. I was on a full scholarship at school and had my parent’s insurance payout, which was more than I could spend in a year if I was parting every night. But I never partied. I never went anywhere. Other than occasionally making it to class, camming was my life.

      Seeing my worth skyrocket as the tips rolled in used to have me soaring for days. But lately it just felt like the same thing over and over. And no matter how filthy my sessions got—no matter what I did for the men on the other end of the camera—it didn’t excite me anymore.

      I started to imagine that it was the exact same man asking me to do the exact same thing every night, because that’s the way it felt. Most of them weren’t very original at all. They were all ‘Daddy wants you to do this’ and ‘Daddy wants to see his baby’s pretty pink pussy.’ After a while the word Daddy made me gag. Not because I didn’t like it, but because it was an overused word that took the place of anything real—a real force-me-to-my-knees-and-make-me-suck-your-cock experience. And that’s what I’d been wanting. A man to make me feel like I had no choice, even when I wanted to have no choice.

      But these men where ‘Daddies’ in name only. Just horny old men with a lot of money and a desire for shaved, teenage pussy.

      How could I be so jaded at eightteen? I thought to myself as my eyes flicked over to the chat screen. Well, almost nineteen, really. I’d been at this for over six months now. I started within weeks of freshman year orientation.

      
        
        Daddyluv

        Can you finger yourself for Daddy?

        

      

      I ran one hand up my stomach, pressing it into my breast so that the soft flesh bulged out on either side, then letting it drop so that it jiggled when released. I was tiny but I had boobs most girls would kill for. The kind that pointed up toward the ceiling when viewed from the front and showed just a bit on either side of my back when viewed from behind.

      I leaned forward so that my hand was on the desk, my breasts dangling right in front of the camera. I moved my other hand down my stomach and circled my clit as my eyes flicked back and forth between the camera and the chat screen.

      I read each line my ‘Daddy’ typed and giggled or put on a shy act about what I was being asked to do. I was so tired of performing this same act it was almost nauseating. How they could pay for the exact same thing night after night was beyond me.

      “There’s not a single new idea on this planet, Ashley,” my friend Sasha told me. “Everything’s been done to death. If you think you’re going to come up with some original act that will shake the world, you’re fooling yourself.”

      Sasha had been the one to introduce me to camming. Well, not introduce me to the whole phenomenon, but she was the one that got me out of the mainstream sites with all the jerks and their bizarre demands—like vomiting onto a dildo or pooping in a jar and sending it to the client. Or the jerks that referred to me as “bb” in the chat sessions. And those were usually the nice ones. Sasha told me about Daddyland, a cam girl site with a very specialized clientele. The kind that weren’t butt-chugging during rush week to get into a frat or telling girls to show their belly. They were a much more refined crowd.

      The girls had to be invited to Daddyland by a current babygirl—a word Daddyland used for all of their cam girls. The girls were very heavily vetted, fetching much higher quarter-hourly fees than anywhere else on the internet.

      A Daddy could hang out in the public lounge for free—apart from the monthly member ship fees— or choose a babygirl and pay in fifteen minute increments. Once he got to know one of the babygirls better, he usually booked a specialty hour-plus session at least once a month.

      There were no discounts though. The Daddies didn’t need them. They were all incredibly wealthy men with more money in their off-shore bank accounts than eighteen-year-old girls who were willing to please them for free. They wanted discrete and they wanted immediate gratification.

      The catch was we had to look young. Very young. Of course, all the girls were over eighteen. Some were in their mid twenties. But as soon as a girl started to look even a little bit over the age of eighteen or nineteen, she was out. And Sasha was on her way out. She’d been on Daddyland for over six years and, while she still had her own private clients who saw her on a regular basis, her views had been dwindling for the last year.

      She knew this day was coming, though. She’d been planning for it for years—socking away as much of her earnings as possible. She told me she had enough in the bank right now to retire on, if she moved to a small beach town in Mexico. But I knew she was leaving with one of her daddies. She was leaving to be the, most likely, secret girlfriend of a very wealthy older gentleman.

      
        
        Daddyluv

        Come on, Ami, finger yourself for Daddy

        

      

      Not only were Daddyland’s babygirls screened and investigated, the clients were too. Daddyland was a very exclusive club. The fees were higher because the standards were higher, and because the clients were able, and very willing, to pay. Some of the clients thought that the higher fees gave them certain perks, like actually dating and the girls, but most of them understood that the high fees were for complete anonymity and convenience. And for getting exactly what they wanted during a session.

      They ranged from men in their late thirties up to grandpas in their seventies, many of whom couldn’t be bothered with finding legit camgirl sites online, let alone the babygirl of their dreams. So they paid a fee to belong to a site that catered directly to them, and an even higher fee to keep their babygirls happy.

      This was one of the main draws for me. When I started, one of my main concerns was my boyfriend—and his creepy friends—finding out about what I was doing. I was in my freshman year at a private collage and the thought of being outed by some campus jerks was a very real fear.

      The irony of the situation was that my boyfriend and his friends had given me the idea in the first place. I was over at my boyfriend’s dorm room and he and his friends were streaming a game on Twitch. My boyfriend’s roommate, Chad, owned the channel and he would stream for about six to eight hours a day. Whenever someone left a tip over fifty bucks, Chad would say their name and do some fancy rear move with his avatar.

      While I was there one day, bored out of my scull while everyone watched Chad play some game, Chad did his little move when someone left a big tip, then my boyfriend called him a filthy cam whore. I was kind of shocked because I had actually been looking into camming for a couple weeks—checking out different sites and reading about how to get into it. But I hadn’t told anyone.

      I was even more annoyed with Chad’s response: “I’m no cam hussy, dude! I don’t show my junk to any old pervert!” Then the idiotic conversation that followed about jerks that will do anything for money. I was so disgusted by them that I left and decided right then that I was going to become a cam girl. I figured I’d hate myself a lot more if I sat there and listened to their trash than I would for actually doing the very thing they claimed was so filthy. As far as I was concerned, it was those boy’s attitudes that were disgusting.

      It was insane to me that the world was so willing to consume porn, but when the porn became too real—when they found out you were one of the ones that made them come—you were suddenly garbage. Worse than garbage—a criminal. You were stealing from them somehow by getting paid to show them your pussy.

      I’m sure everyone’s heard the horror stories of groups of rabid guys who outed some cam girl they’d been jerking to—going so far as to drive them to another college in another state just because they had the audacity to show their own pussy online. How those jerks justified their actions was beyond me, but once the accusations started, everyone—even other girls—wanted in on the witch hunt. I was going to make sure nothing like that ever happened to me.

      Daddyland was perfect because there was no way any of my classmates could possibly afford it—and no way most people could even find it. You couldn’t just do a search for it online. You had to know either a client or a girl on the site in order to know that it even existed.

      I continued to circle my clit, my slick juices allowing my finger to slide faster and faster over my sensitive nub. I moved my eyes up to the green light on the camera that was clipped to the top of my laptop screen, but kept my face tilted down. I knew that made me appear to be looking up at the man on the other end of the video session and I knew this particular Daddy liked that a lot.

      
        
        Daddyluv

        If I give you an extra five-hundred will you finger yourself, baby?

        

      

      I continued to circle my clit, then grabbed my left breast and twisted the nipple, letting out rhythmic high-pitched gasps while I continued to look into the camera.

      I wasn’t going to stick my fingers inside my vagina for this guy. He knew where I stood on that, but he was just like all the others. They always wanted to push you to see how far they could get you to go—and to see what they could get out of you.

      
        
        Daddyluv

        Please, Ami. Do it for Daddy

        

      

      That attitude did absolutely nothing for me. I didn’t want to hear a man practically beg. I wanted a man to make me feel like I had no choice but to do what I was told. And Daddyluv was not that man.

      “But, Daddy,” I looked into the camera with a sad, pouty face. “You know I’ve never had anything inside there before. I can’t do that. It’s so naughty.”

      I sat back down in my chair and read the chat box, then put my hands to my face and pretended to be embarrassed. “I can’t do that, Daddy,” I squealed, shaking my head with my hands over my eyes. “I want to be a good girl for you, but I can’t put my fingers in there.”

      I looked up into the camera and gave my best cute, shy-girl smile and bit my lower lip. Then I slid my hand down to my clit again and stared straight into the camera.

      “I can put my finger my bottom for you,” I said with a shy smile. “Would you like that, Daddy?” My eyes skimmed the chat where he typed the obvious answer. Yes, he wanted me to finger my jerk.

      I knew at this distance the client had a good view of my crotch and my face, so I spread my legs wide and gave him a good eyeful of my glistening pussy, then slid the middle finger of my left hand through my pussy juice and to my jerk. When I started to slip it in, I furrowed my eyebrows like I was worried and bit my lower lip. I knew that made me look even more like an innocent little girl who was close to coming, but just didn’t understand what was going on with her body.

      Of course, he ate it up. He kept telling me to come for Daddy and I whimpered the words he wanted to hear.

      “I’m coming, Daddy! I’m so close!”

      But I wasn’t close to coming. I wasn’t anywhere near coming.

      I made a bunch of high pitched moans and gyrated my rear while I continued to circle my clit and finger my jerk, then threw my head back and gasped for breath for a couple of seconds. When I looked back up into the camera, I kept my eyes half closed and said ‘Look what you made me do, Daddy’ with a big, sleepy smile. I knew that got them off, the idea that I came directly because of their presence, even though it was just words in a box on my screen.

      But they bought all of it. Even the fake orgasms.

      I felt like I’d fallen into a pattern, though. My orgasms had all become almost exactly the same and part of me was afraid that they all knew. But I tried to remember the wise words that my friend Sasha told me. “There’s a reason people keep paying for the same things again and again, Ash. They want something specific and they know you can give it to them. They get to participate in their own fantasy. End of story. Don’t argue with human nature—or the tip jar.”

      So even though these men—my daddies—got the same show every time they logged into my chat room, and even though my act rarely varied from an almost scripted scene, and even though they could get virtually the same thing with hundreds or thousands of other girls (with the finger, I might add), they stayed with me. They wanted me. They paid for the reliability of what I gave them, and they believed that I was their little virgin girl. But most of all they wanted to believe that they were special to me. That it was their presence that made me come. It was my job to make sure they believed all of it.

      “Oh, Daddy, you always make me come so fast!” I said to the camera. “Maybe next time I’ll put my fingers inside myself for you. I really want it to be you that pops my cherry,” I said with a giggle while I pushed my breast together with my arms.

      The whole orgasm and everything that led up to it may have been an act, but the virgin talk was not. I really was a virgin. Technically, anyway. If you’re someone that believes that a girl’s body is her own and her sexuality belongs to her, then you probably wouldn’t consider me a virgin. But if you’re someone who believed that a man’s cock was the only thing that could take virginity away from a girls body, then I was absolutely a virgin. I had stuck things inside myself—tampons, vibrators, my fingers—but I wasn’t about to tell that to Daddyluv. I had an act to keep up and I had my own rules. And there was only one person on Daddyland I broke the rules for.

      BigSir.

      He was one of my regular clients. I saw him every single night. That was pretty normal in the beginning of a client/cam girl relationship. They couldn’t get enough of the new girl so they were willing to pay a lot for even fifteen minutes of your time. But I had been camming for BigSir for over two months and still had a nightly appointment with him. It was set for 10 p.m., and he would ping me so that I knew he was in the chatroom. But really, I was always waiting for him well ahead of ten o’clock.

      If ever there was a cam girl who was in love with a nameless, faceless box of text, it was me with BigSir. He was everything I’d ever dreamt of, and even though I had no idea what he looked like or what he was like in real life, in my head—and during our sessions—he was perfect.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          BigSir (Drake)

        

      

    
    
      “How are you tonight, Ashley?”

      I kept my typing to a minimum, only writing enough to ask her questions that she could answer via the one-way video chat. It was never my intention to give her any information about myself. I only wanted to know about her, and I wanted her to know just how interested I was—in her.

      And I was interested in her. Very interested.

      I could tell by the look on her face that she was excited to see me—her ice-blue eyes shimmering and sparkling when she looked into the camera. I wasn’t an idiot. I knew full well that her job was to make the clients feel like they were the only one on the planet that she wanted to see … to talk to … to mess. But I’d been watching her for weeks now and I could read her like a book. I’d seen how she responded to the different clients and I knew exactly what her body language was telling me.

      It was telling me that she could barely contain herself. She was giddy and relaxed, and her smile—it was just beautiful. Completely different than how she was with the other clients. They got a pretty showing of teeth out of her, but they never got the incredible dazzling look in her eyes that she gave me.

      Plus there was the way she looked up just slightly when she was thinking about her answers. Knowing a little about physical signs in a person who was lying led me to believe that her answers to my questions were real. And the way she fidgeted in her seat. These were things that could have definitely been mannerisms that showed her youthful demeanor, but I was sure that wasn’t the case. Both from what I’d seen with her online, and when I spoke to her before that—in person.

      She looked into the camera, her smile wide and bright and filling up her eyes. “I’m really good! Tonight I’ve been doing some editing on my latest short story that’s due for a class tomorrow—“

      “You’ll have to let me read it sometime,” I replied, catching her in the middle of a sentence. She read what I’d written and her smile stretched even wider across her heart-shaped face.

      “I’d love for you to read it, Sir. I’d love the feedback. But not until it’s much better. I’d be too embarrassed to show it to you now.” Her face had suddenly turned a delicious shade of dark pink.

      “I’ll be happy to read it whenever you’re ready,” I typed. “Did you get your Doki Doki box yet?”

      Her face turned an even deeper shade of pink.

      “Oh my, Goodness! You don’t want to hear about that, do you?” she said through hands that covered her face. I’d seen her do this with the other clients, but it never came off quite like it did when she was genuinely embarrassed. It was about the most endearing thing I’d ever seen. “It’s all little kid stuff! You couldn’t possibly be interested in any of that.” She looked so gorgeous, with wispy strands of long, blonde hair falling in front of her face and covering her hands, and then just her eyes when she moved her hands away.

      “I’m interested in everything that’s important to you, Ashley. Tell me about what’s in the box.”

      She read what I’d typed and smiled, with a cute little eye roll that showed me how silly she felt. “Okay.” She jumped up and disappeared from view for a moment. When she returned her hands were full of a pile of colorful items, most of which came in the shape of cute animals. She went through each one and explained the purpose and background to me—her favorite being a plastic change purse in the shape of a yellow baby chick. I loved watching her eyes light up as she told me about the each item. It seemed like one of the high points of her entire month, when she got that subscription box in the mail. And it if was important to Ashley it was important to me.

      “See how cute the baby chick is? I just love him!” She held the change purse up to the camera so I could see it better. “I love most of the stuff they put in the boxes, but this month has been the best by far. There’s a notepad and a pretty pink pen and a really neat washcloth.” She held a washcloth up that was emblazoned with a cartoon image. It took up the entire screen and I couldn’t help but smile at her enthusiasm for the cheap square of terrycloth fabric. It didn’t take lots of money to impress her and I found that incredibly charming.

      There was something about Ashley. Something in her presence that was captivating. I knew exactly why she was so popular on this site—and she was popular. She had a waiting list that took a good amount of scrolling to get to the end, and she commanded higher quarter-hour and hourly tip fees than any other girl on the site.

      I knew this because I’d been watching her since the beginning. Since even before that, actually. I’d had cameras set up in her room before she even registered for classes. I assigned her to that room myself. I’d set everything up at the college myself—from the room to the four-year scholarship—just for her.

      “Are you ready to show me?”

      Ashley turned her eyes up to the camera and blinked those gorgeous, sleepy lids a few times. “Yes, Sir.” She gave me a much more sexy smile, and her voice dropped almost a full octave, giving it an incredibly seductive tone. She hesitated for a moment and I asked her if there was anything wrong.

      “No! I just … I was just wondering if you wanted me to do anything … different … for you tonight. I can put my vibrator inside myself … either hole … or my fingers … anywhere you want—”

      “That won’t be necessary, Ashley. You know what I want to see.”

      She smiled, then set everything down on the desk and scooted back in her big, swiveling chair. There were arms on either side of the seat and she swung one leg over each, spreading herself apart for me while she continued to look into the camera. She looked so sweet and small sitting back in that big office chair. It really did add to her youthful presence, which didn’t need much at all. She was almost nineteen, but looked much younger.

      During our sessions, I always had the feeling that Ashley wanted to do more to impress me—that she didn’t think she was naughty or exciting enough somehow. Or perhaps she worried that she wasn’t sophisticated enough. That she wasn’t submitting to me as much as I wanted her to, and in a sense she was right. There were definitely things I wanted from her—darker things—but not like this. Not with us separated by miles and a computer screen. The things I wanted from her I wanted to feel with my bare hands. To taste with my mouth. To experience with my cock. And I was willing to wait for those things. I was willing to do just about anything to have her all to myself.

      Ashley closed her eyes and moved her hands across her breasts. The nipples jutted upward, hard nubs pointing toward the camera and moving slightly when she brushed over them. She squeezed both breasts, pushing them up and toward each other, then letting them fall so that they bounced.

      I never coached her on what to do. In the beginning she asked me—step by step—what I wanted next, but ever since then I just let her touch herself however she wanted to. I knew she was partly doing what she thought I wanted—that every word I’d told her that first time had been burned into her brain and was recalled so that the session was pleasing to me. But I also watched her carefully to see how she did things. I wanted to know exactly what got her off. Like I said, I was very interested in Ashley.

      But I also loved that she would do anything to please me. The way she behaved when I was the focus of her attention was intoxicating. She definitely had a gift, and it was hard to ignore. It was a quality that not many girls or women possessed. When spoken to, she would give you her full attention. Those doe-like, angelic eyes of hers gazing up with awe—watching and waiting—looking for just the right thing to latch onto and keep safe for later. She always remembered every word of the conversations we’d had and she would surprise me all the time by bringing things up we had chatted about—no matter how briefly.

      The undivided attention she gave me was never fake, but still I couldn’t wait to see those all-consumed eyes looking up at me in person. It was only a matter of time, though, until she was really looking into my eyes instead of at a computer screen with my words typed on it.

      I adjusted myself in my chair in front of my thirty-four inch monitor, leaning back and removing my cock from my pants. Some might have found the size of my computer set-up excessive—especially those other schmucks on Daddyland. But for what I needed, it was perfect. I had Ashley’s live stream on the right side, and my own, personal closed circuit stream on the left so that I could see her from all angles.

      I watched on both sides as Ashley slipped further down into her chair, her legs moving up and hooking over each arm. On her stream, I viewed her lithe body and her bare pussy from the front, and on my private stream I could clearly see the back of her head and the Daddyland chat box on her monitor. There was also a second camera in her room that showed everything from the ceiling, so I could see her when she was in bed or when she came into or left the room.

      I had been watching her for months—well before I joined the exclusive online club that we chatted through or before she enrolled at the college. I’d known Ashley for a long time, and I’d known from the very beginning that my desire for her was wrong.

      I’d truly never intended for it to get this out of hand. Not in the beginning, anyway. I’d known her since she was a child, for goodness sake. But the minute I saw the first signs of her budding womanhood, I couldn’t keep my mind off of her. I kept my distance intentionally, never engaging with more than a cordial greeting and smile, but underneath I was seething with lust for her. But it was more than that. I’ve always wanted more for her. I’ve always wanted to take care of her and protect her. And I thought that’s what I was doing when I installed the cameras.

      But when I saw her spread her legs for one of the clients at Daddyland through the closed circuit I’d installed in her dorm room for the first time, I lost all control. I waited for a couple months while I watched her perform for the others, then joined Daddyland and became her main client.

      How did I know I was her main client? I could see everything on her chat screen, as well as everything she typed into any website. Any interaction she had with anyone online, or on the phone in her room, I could see and hear. And watching her perform for me—watching her do everything she could to please me—without her realizing it made me harder than I’d ever been in my life. For her or any other woman, including my wife.

      I’d spent every evening for months watching her perform for other clients. I even watched some of them become former clients when her schedule became too full. I examined what she did with the others closely and was intrigued when I saw how different she was with me. I made mental notes of how her body reacted when she came for the other clients, which I quickly came to realize was an act. I knew because I’d watched her when she made herself come in her bed at night—when she wasn’t performing for anyone. And the way she came when she knew I was watching was absolutely not an act.

      The way her head turned to the side as the orgasm overwhelmed her, and the sound of her voice. With the others it was a thin, high-pitched moan that would move up the scale until she was squealing, but with me it was nothing like that at all. Her moans would deepen until they sounded like something coming from her soul. Her eyes would close and the moment would envelop her, taking her away into a state of pure bliss that was the sexiest thing I’d ever seen in my life. Far sexier than any fake squeals or screams she gave those other men.

      She didn’t know it, but very soon I was going to experience that amazing orgasm of hers right in front of me. I was going to make those deep moans come out of Ashley’s throat and I was going to watch that bliss fill her beautiful face, all while that tight, virgin pussy of hers was wrapped around my throbbing cock.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          The Daddies (Ashley)

        

      

    
    
      
        
        Freakdaddy

        Can I see you in the panties you’ll be sending me this week, sweetie?

        

      

      I was with one of my very first clients. Freakdaddy had been with me from the very beginning, and because of that I gave him special perks. Early on, when I didn’t have as many clients, I spread myself out a little, branching off into dirty panty selling to see which I liked better. At that time I thought it would be best to diversify and have multiple streams of income. But when I realized that I really didn’t care about the money—I just really liked the live performances—I cut out the panty action for most of the clients.

      One of the big deciding factors for me was the extra work that went into actually sending them out. I didn’t mind wearing them and shooting footage of myself masturbating in them, but I hated having to make sure they were sealed air tight and then having to make a special trip out to get them in the mail on time. When I was at my peak I was sending out one pair a day and that meant that I had to go out every single day to not only send the panties out, but sometime to buy new ones too. And I didn’t even attend my classes every day.

      It didn’t even matter to me that I had to wear a pair for an entire twenty-four hours to get them dirty enough for the clients. I actually liked how close it made me feel to the clients to wear my panties, sleeping all night in them and rubbing my juices into them when I masturbated.

      I knew other girls on other sites had tricks they used so they could sell as many as possible—sometimes shipping out five or six pairs a day. They’d use things like the water from canned tuna and cake frosting smeared just the right way to make it look and smell like the panties had been used. I thought that kind of thing was horrible, and Daddyland had a strict policy on tricking clients like that. I would never even consider trying to trick one of my clients, even the ones I was completely bored with.

      When I announced that I wouldn’t be sending out my panties any longer, Freakdaddy practically begged me to make him an exception. But he didn’t act anything like Daddyluv did when he begged me to put my fingers inside myself. When he begged me it just made me think of a pathetic old man in a baggy wife beater and loose boxer shorts sweating his rear off because he was afraid his jerky wife would catch him looking at young girls.

      FreakDaddy had much more finesse with his requests. A much more commanding tone that really got to me. Besides, he’d always been good to me—leaving me tips well over the minimum rate. And his dominant style made me a little hot now and again. He wasn’t anything like BigSir, but he was at least on the right track.

      And the things he would ask me to do sometimes kind of turned me on. Like stuff my panties all the way inside myself and keep them there while I masturbated or slept, or wearing them for an extra day or two. He really seemed to like my panties during the times of the month when I had a more pronounced odor. I didn’t understand it, but that wasn’t my job. My job was to make him happy and carry out his requests—and they were different enough that I kind of got off on them at times. Since then he’s been my only dirty panty client.

      Freakdaddy was also the first to insist on not only seeing me every night, but also on texting with me throughout the day. I let him get away with it because I was new to the whole camming thing. It was all so fun and thrilling back then. But with each new ‘Daddy’ my schedule became more and more impossible to juggle and my ability to muster up the same amount of enthusiasm diminished.

      DarkDom was another early ‘Daddy’ of mine. He wanted a full hour, seven nights a week, for the first month and I let him have it because I was still so inexperienced. I didn’t know about being burnt out yet, and after just a week I swore he was going to be the last. Nightly clients were a pain in the rear sometimes, especially since I didn’t really care about the money at all. But I said yes to him and a couple others because I needed the distraction and, as much as I hated to admit it, I craved the attention.

      But when BigSir started coming to my chat room I was immediately intrigued by him. There was something about him, about the words that he used and the tone that came across, that took my breath away. I’d never seen him, of course, but something about the things he said to me, the way he talked to me hit me at my very core. He was so different than the other clients. I’d only been camming for him for a couple of weeks, but he was by far my favorite private client.

      He had my private number for texting—and not my Kik name either. My real phone number. I knew it was crazy, but I’d even given him my real name. I didn’t start out with my cutesy ‘Ami’ routine with him like I did with all the others. He asked me if Ami was my real name right after I came with him for the first time and I told him no, that my name was Ashley.

      From that point forward he always used Ashley when he asked me a question—not a nickname or generic term like little girl, the way the others addressed me—and I really liked that. I didn’t know why, but from the very moment he started messaging me, I would do pretty much anything for him.

      In that first session, I’d broken my no-fingers-inside-the-vagina rule with him, which was probably why I came so fast. But there was something else about him that got me really worked up, and I could feel it even then. When he told me he wanted to see me every night of the week, I immediately broke my no-more-nightly-visits rule for him too.

      “Yes, Sir,” I whispered, my mouth open and two fingers still plunged deep inside me.

      I had come for him that first time within seconds. He hadn’t even been in the room with me, but the words he typed into the chat box made me come like no boy ever had in my life.

      That was another reason I’d gotten involved in all of this. I was tired of the boys I always wound up dating. I’d had a boyfriend in high school, and he was sweet, but in the end he was just a boy. Then came Justin, and I thought since he was in college, things would be different, but I was wrong again.

      I met Justin within the first week of starting classes at Westshire, and we’d been together for over almost six months now. I really liked Justin, when he wasn’t around his dipshit friends. His lips were soft and his body was really nice—muscular but not overly so. The problem was, his kisses were too soft and his hands seemed inexperienced. At least inexperienced in the things I wanted to experience.

      He didn’t touch me the way I wanted to be touched—the way I’d fantasized about being touched for years now. I wasn’t a virgin because I was religious or anything like that. I was a virgin because the boys I’d been with bored me to tears.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Justin was still in my room at a quarter to ten, the time when I started getting ready to see BigSir. All I could think about while I was laying in bed with him was that BigSir might already be in my chatroom. I was terrified that he was there waiting for me and here I was in bed letting this total boy fumble with my bra and slobber all over my neck.

      “Justin … wait.”

      “What? What’s the matter?” he said as he pulled away, a scowl on his face. “You’re not going to stop everything again, are you?”

      “Don’t be like that, Justin. I just don’t think I can go any further tonight.”

      “Jeeze, Ashley. We’ve been going out for months. We’re in college. When do you think you’re going to want to go further?”

      I really liked Justin but the thought of fighting off his grabby hands for even one more minute was too much for me to take. And that impatient tone was pretty much all I heard from him anymore. Which wasn’t putting me anywhere near the realm of wet in between my legs. I kept hoping that I would fall in love with him, or at the very least get turned on by him, and act like a normal college-aged girl like everyone I saw around me. But as time passed I realized that I wasn’t like everyone around me.

      I told Justin that I was tired and that he should go. He got up off the bed and put on his shoes and left in a huff without kissing me or anything.

      He walked through the door and only said one word before almost slamming it. “Later.”

      I knew he was mad but I didn’t care. I was actually relieved. Maybe it was cold of me to string him along when I knew I was never going to give him what he wanted, but he was my only connection to the outside world and part of me was a little scared to break things off with him out of fear of becoming a total hermit.

      I mean, I was going to classes occasionally, but I didn’t really have any friends at the college. Sasha was gone and she was the only female friend I’d had. The thing about being an introvert was I didn’t even really want to meet new people. I just wanted to stay in my room all day and night, and camming made that really easy.

      After Justin was gone, I put a pretty pink slip and pair of panties on, and I opened up my laptop so I could see when BigSir entered my chatroom. I didn’t put the camera on, though. I didn’t want him to see me sitting here waiting for him. I made a feeble attempt at my latest homework assignment while I sat at my desk and waited for him to show up, but I was so distracted that I ended up staring at the computer screen like an idiot.

      When I heard the ping of the chat box, my heart leapt into my throat.

      It was BigSir.

      I turned on the camera and gave him a big smile. I didn’t have to exaggerate or put on an act or anything when he came on. In fact, I felt like I had to tone my excitement down a little or he’d think I was too spazzy or too immature for him. I wanted him to think of me as a woman, and to want me as much as I wanted him.

      The thing was, he usually didn’t even ask me to start out with anything sexy. A lot of times he just wanted to talk. He wanted to know about my day and my life and he seemed genuinely interested. Even though he was just talking to me through a box on a screen, I could pick up on things like that. He was different than the other clients.

      Even in our first session, he asked me about myself. About things I liked to do and eat. He asked about the things he could see around my room and where they came from. He was interested in me. In what I wanted and what made me come. But he had a way about him. When he wanted me to perform for him he didn’t ask, he didn’t talk to me like I was a little girl, he didn’t try to persuade me to do anything. He told me.

      His first words to me lit my body up from head to toe because I’d heard them before.

      
        
        BigSir

        Show me, Ashley. Show me how you do it

        

      

      I didn’t even need to ask him what he was talking about. I knew he wanted me to make myself come for him, but I was a bit shaken by the memory that his request had jogged in my mind, so I didn’t move right away. What he said was so familiar. Words I’d heard in my head for years every time I made myself come on my own, when there was no man watching me through my computer camera. And now he was saying those very words to me.

      
        
        BigSir

        I’m waiting

        

      

      When my fingers slipped in between my puffy outer lips and spread them apart, I could hear his groan through the one way video session. At least, I heard it in my head. I let the deepness of that voice that I remembered reverberate throughout every cell of my body until I felt a rush of tingles under my fingers.

      I pulled my knees up toward my shoulders and stuck my feet up in the air while my middle finger flew back and forth over my clit. That first time, with BigSir on the other end of the computer screen—just a user name and a box of words that scrolled in front of me—I came harder than I ever had in my life.

      Usually, the thrill of camming for a new client went on for maybe a week or two. After that it became the same thing over and over and I lost interest. Even some of the kinkier stuff, like stuffing myself with a big buttplug or bouncing up and down on a dildo in my rear while I played with my clit, didn’t do it for me. I hadn’t actually come during a session with any of my other clients in weeks. But I was really good at making my daddies think I was coming for them.

      That all changed when BigSir showed up, though.

      Now I practically waited an hour for him to show up. I would either sit at my computer with Daddyland open while I worked on other stuff, or I would keep my chat box up and do homework on my bed.

      Tonight I was literally just sitting at my desk staring at the box, waiting for a message from him to appear.

      
        
        BigSir

        I hope I haven’t kept you waiting

        

      

      Oh goodness. How did he know? Am I that obvious? I thought as my fingers flew across the keys.

      “Not long. I just got done with my homework right before you messaged me,” I lied.

      
        
        BigSir

        Good girl

        Let me see those glossy lips of yours

        

      

      I opened my legs and threw them over the arms of the chair, then looked up into the camera.

      
        
        BigSir

        That’s beautiful

        But I like your other lips too

        Put your finger in your mouth

        

      

      I giggled and looked down, then put my left hand on the chair in front of my spread legs and leaned toward the computer screen as I looked up into the camera. I slid the index finger of my right hand in between my lips and moved it in and out slowly. I could taste the fruity flavor of the lip gloss I had applied multiple times as I sat waiting for Sir to message me.

      
        
        BigSir

        That’s perfect, Ashley

        You’re perfect

        Now sit back and put that finger in between your other lips

        

      

      I did what he asked. I leaned back in the chair, scooting my rear forward to the front edge with my legs still hanging over the arms. I reached down and spread my pussy lips apart with the fingers of my left hand, then took my finger out of my mouth and moved it down to the glistening space between them.

      
        
        BigSir

        You know what I want

        

      

      I continued to look into the camera as I pushed my finger inside my dark, wet hole. I slowly moved it in and out, my breath quickening as my finger passed through my gaping inner lips. Nothing I did for Sir was any kind of act. It didn’t feel anything like what I did for the other clients. For weeks now, I hadn’t thought of Sir as a client anymore. I thought of him as mine. My master … my teacher … my everything.

      I continued to move my finger in and out of myself slowly. I wanted to make this night last forever. I didn’t want to come and have it all end. I didn’t want to see those final words ’See you tomorrow night’ that he would always sign off with. I wanted to be with him all night long.

      I didn’t realized I’d closed my eyes, lost in my fantasy of spending the night curled up in Sir’s arms, until I heard the ping sound of the chat box message.

      
        
        BigSir

        Show me, Ashley

        

      

      I knew what he was telling me to do. As always, he wanted me to come for him. They all did, but with Sir it was different. I truly felt that I had no choice but to do what he told me, and it had nothing to do with the fact that he was paying me. I had to do it because, deep inside I could feel it. I couldn’t say no to him. It was unthinkable—and it was the sexiest thing I could imagine. Being made to come for Sir.

      I brought my finger up over my clit and began to make small circles, slow at first but picking up speed as the intensity rose in my belly. I moved my left hand down and pushed two fingers inside my wet hole, curling them toward the front so that I could stimulate my g-spot.

      As the sensations that my fingers were causing spread throughout my body, I opened my mouth even wider. My head was leaning back on the chair now and my eyes were closed. I had an image in my mind that always took over when I was this close to an orgasm. It was him … hovering over me and watching me while I obeyed his wishes—his cock just inches away from my mouth, ready to plunge down my throat.

      As the intensity increased, I imagined his cock pressing into the space between my lips while my eyes stayed on his. He would watch my mouth as it stretched wide to accommodate his massive length and girth. In my fantasy it was always a struggle—fitting him into my mouth. But it’s all I wanted, to be filled by him.

      My orgasm would start to envelop me when I imagined his hands on either side of my head, holding it still while he drove his cock to the back of my throat. And in my mind the climax would happen for both of us simultaneously—a stream of his hot come shooting down my throat while my body bucked and convulsed underneath him.

      The thickness of his cock as it expanded in my mouth, as well as the force with which he drove it into me were the things that sent me over the edge and I felt my body heave forward when the waves of pleasure shot through me.

      When I opened my eyes again and looked up at the chat box, I saw that Sir had sent another message. I’d been so wrapped up in my own pleasure that I hadn’t even heard the alert.

      
        
        BigSir

        Look at your phone

        

      

      I immediately pulled my legs off the arms of the chair and sat up, rummaging around through the papers and Japanese toys that littered my desk for my phone. I hadn’t used it in a while and I wasn’t even sure where it was. When I finally found it under a pile of schoolwork I looked at the notification on the screen and gasped when I saw what Sir had texted me.

      
        
        Sir

        I want to meet you, Ashley

        Tonight

        

      

      I couldn’t believe what I’d just read. I stared at the screen reading the words he’d texted me over and over. The Daddyland chats were monitored for any mention of meeting up in person, so that was why he had texted me on my phone. It was strictly against the rules to meet with clients. It was one of the main reason some of the babygirls in the past had been discontinued.

      The fact that it was forbidden wasn’t the reason I couldn’t move, though. The thought of actually meeting Sir—of actually seeing him and feeling him touch me—was almost too much for my mind to wrap around.

      But the hardest thing for me to admit to myself was … what if I was disappointed. What if it really wasn’t him.

      I’d been living in my fantasy world for so long now about who Sir was, that I didn’t know if I wanted to know the truth.

      The ping of the chat box on my computer sounded again.

      
        
        BigSir

        Ashley

        

      

      “Yes! Yes, Sir. I’m so sorry,” I said into the camera, giggling like an idiot. “I’ll text you right now.” I looked at the phone in my hand and texted Sir back:

      
        
        Yes! I’d love to meet you, Sir. Where?

        

      

      The moment I hit send and my head cleared a little, I snapped back to reality and was practically flying. I wouldn’t be disappointed. I knew it. Even if it wasn’t him, I knew that no matter what, meeting Sir would be amazing. I could feel it.

      I held my phone to my chest while I waited to hear back from him and when I felt the vibration in my hands I looked at my phone.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          The Meeting (Drake)

        

      

    
    
      “I’m glad,” I typed. “You had me worried there for a second.” I hit send, not actually worried at all. I knew she was going to want to meet. I just wanted to give her a little more incentive, and create even more of a feeling of intimacy between us. Maybe even make her feel like she had a bit of an upper hand in this situation, although she absolutely did not.

      “You don’t have anything to worry about, Sir,” Ashely said into the camera, her eyes bright and filled with excitement. “I would do anything for you.”

      She was talking into the camera so I responded through the chat box on the screen. “Thank you, Ashley. That means a lot to me.”

      And it did. It meant more than I could even admit to myself, because I knew that was one of the things that drew me to her, that had always drawn me to her. The feeling that I got whenever I was around her—that she would be an ideal submissive, and the idea of her submitting to me and only me. I wanted her as my plaything, but more than that I wanted to know that she wanted, above all else, to belong to me.

      I switched back to the phone to finalize the meeting place. I had no intention of actually meeting her in public, but I gave her the name of a restaurant that was not far from my house and was near a park on the edge of the campus. I would have the advantage of being able to see her when she walked through the park while I remained in the shadows. I had no intention of letting her know who I really was—not yet anyway.

      After I made the arrangements and set a time, I made sure her room was ready. An obsessive, compulsive moment, really, because the room had been ready for her for weeks. I double checked the monitors to make sure the feed was streaming properly, then I put on a dark coat and left the house.

      I parked in the one spot near the park that was not illuminated by street lights, and waited a half hour in my car. I knew Ashley tended to be early, especially to the cam sessions—an incredibly cute habit she had that I particularly enjoyed exploiting. There were many nights when I would watch her on the closed circuit camera for a long time while she waited for me to show up for our nightly sessions. Sometimes she tried to get some schoolwork done while she waited, but more often she would just sit there patiently and wait for me. Tonight I didn’t want to take any chances, though.

      I waited in the shadows behind a tree that stood right next to a path that crossed the entire park. I was taking a gamble that she would shoot through the park instead of walking the longer route along the streets. I hoped that she would want to get to the restaurant as quickly as possible—dangerous dark park be darned—and I was thrilled when I saw her in the distance walking quickly down the path, her fluffy white coat and blonde hair clearly visible even in the shadows.

      She had changed since our session. She was wearing a short, black skirt under her coat, and it barely came down past her rear. I was tempted to spank her right there and then for wearing something so revealing while she made her way through a dark park in high heels at midnight.

      The heels clicked on the pavement and became the only sound I could hear. I watched the silver straps around her ankles flash a reflection off of the nearby streetlights with each step. The closer she got, the more nervous I became. Not because I wasn’t sure about what I was doing. I’d wanted this for a long time. Years. But I was afraid that something might go wrong. I didn’t want to harm Ashley in any way and I didn’t want to scare her. What I wanted more than anything—more than watching her submit to me—was to make sure that she was safe. That she would always be safe.

      She was within ten feet of the tree now, each step she took echoing through my ears as if we were both inside a dark tunnel. Each step that she took slowed to a crawl and I swear it took her five minutes to take those last few steps. Just as she passed in front of me I stepped out from behind the tree. I barely had to move at all. Just one step and my gloved hand slipped around the front of her face, the chemical-soaked cloth covering her nose and mouth completely.

      I didn’t necessarily want to drug her. I knew that there were dangers when messing around with any kind of anesthetic, but I couldn’t risk her struggling or being seen. I also wanted to keep my identity and location from her for as long as possible. I hadn’t completely planned out how this was all going to go once I had her in my house, but I figured I’d have plenty of time to figure it out once I got her into her room.

      I didn’t expect to be so effected by what happened just before she succumbed to the anesthetic, though. She struggled a bit—grabbing my arm and trying to wriggle free of my grasp—which I’d expected. But the sound that came from her throat, the sadness of her cry, filled me with a sense of self loathing that almost turned my stomach.

      I didn’t want to be the cause of any pain for Ashley. Emotional pain, anyway. In our chat sessions she told me that she had fantasies of being tied up and spanked and I would be more than happy to provide that kind of pain for her. When I thought about what I was doing too much it made me want to stop—to abandon this whole plan. But the part of me that wanted her all for myself—the part of me that sat up all night long watching her sleep through the hidden cameras—wouldn’t allow that.

      As Ashley fell into my arms, completely unconscious, I realized I had always been powerless to stop myself from doing the very thing I was trying to protect her from. I knew that, regardless of how much I wanted to keep her safe, the part of me that I couldn’t control was going to hurt her.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Captive (Ashley)

        

      

    
    
      My legs brushed across the soft fabric of the sheets before I even opened my eyes. Every thing felt so soft and cozy and dark, and I figured I must have woken up in the middle of the night because the room was pitch black. But my brain was still in a sleepy haze and I was having a hard time forming any thoughts that I could grasp onto. My world was just a warm pool of fuzzy feelings and half awarenesses of the position of my body and how much I wanted to stay right where I was—in that cozy cocoon that existed in between asleep and awake.

      It wasn’t until my mind cleared a bit that I realized I couldn’t actually open my eyes. I wondered if maybe I was still dreaming and had taken a bizarre turn down a path into nightmare territory. I’d had dreams before that started out with being frustrated with myself, where I tried to perform the same task over and over—like pushing the numbers on a telephone—but each time, I would lose control and my finger would press the wrong number. No matter how many times I tried—no matter how long I stared at the number pad on the phone and tried to force my fingers to press the correct number sequence—I couldn’t get them to cooperate.

      Sometimes my dreams started out like that and ended with me feeling completely embarrassed while people around me watched me fail again and again. That’s what lying in this bed in the dark felt like. I couldn’t get my eyes to cooperate. No matter how many times I tried to open them, they stayed closed and I wondered if it was just another variation on that same, frustrating dream. I decided to try and move my arms up so that I could rub my eyes and get them to work, but I couldn’t move them either. It felt like my arms were secured behind my back somehow.

      I was on my side with my arms behind me and I tried to push myself back and forth with my legs. My mind finally snapped into reality and I knew I was awake when I fell forward onto my stomach—my face becoming buried in a soft pillow—but I didn’t have the strength to push myself back.

      I was awake and I was blindfolded and tied up in a bed.

      I could feel myself start to panic. My breaths came faster and my heart started racing, but I didn’t try to get up yet. I continued to lie where I was—face down with my forehead now pressed into the incredibly soft, down pillow—so that I could at least breathe. I tried to think back to what had happened the night before and remember how the heck I wound up here—wherever here was.

      I took deeper breaths and released them completely so that I could get myself to calm down. It wasn’t like I was a social butterfly, so remembering what I had done the night before shouldn’t have been that hard.

      “Think,” I said out loud to myself. “What happened last night, Ashley. What did you do?”

      Suddenly the image of my chat session with Sir flashed before me. I remembered talking to him about my stupid Doki Doki box and then masturbating for him. Then I remembered making arrangements to meet him at a restaurant. I got a pang in my stomach when I realized that I never made it to that restaurant.

      “Oh no,” I said out loud again. Sir had probably sat there for hours thinking I had ditched him. I wished I could text him right now and apologize, but then I realized how crazy that was. I was more concerned with him knowing that I hadn’t intended to blow him off than I was with how the heck I got here? But the truth was, I was concerned. I had been so excited to meet with him and it had all been ruined by whatever, or whoever brought me to this place.

      But whatever happened, it was on the way to that restaurant to meet Sir. I was starting to remember. I had vague images in my head of being stopped while I was walking through the park on my way to meet him.

      My head was still so foggy and the last thing I could remember was the feeling of the cool air on my legs and the excitement and nervousness that filled my body at the thought of actually meeting him. I remembered the sound of my heels as they clicked along the pavement. I’d always loved that sound when I was a kid—my mom’s heels clicking across the hardwood floors or down the cobblestone path to the garage. And the fact that I was clicking my way down a path, on my way to meet Sir, I felt more like an adult that I ever had in my life.

      But then I remembered more. I remembered someone grabbing me from behind and putting a chemical-smelling cloth over my mouth—but then nothing after that. I didn’t even remember struggling or being moved or anything about how I wound up in this bed.

      Oh idiot, I thought as I tried to roll myself onto my side again. Someone drugged me and kidnapped me!

      I rubbed my legs together and could feel that my shoes had been taken off, but I couldn’t tell if I still had any of my clothes on. I wriggled around a bit and could tell that my dress had been removed. It was a tight, black dress and I would have felt if it was still zipped up around my rib cage. I twisted my hands around and felt my rear—the only part of my body I could reach since my wrists were cuffed together—and I could feel a thin, silky material that felt like it stopped right at the bottom of my rear. It felt like silk or some other expensive nightgown material with a lace edging.

      As my head continued to clear, I flexed my muscles and moved my arms and legs around a little. It didn’t feel like my body had been hurt in any way, and I didn’t feel like I’d been violated anywhere. Whoever took off my clothes and put me in this nightgown and bed didn’t seem to want to hurt me, at least not yet. But they wanted to make sure I couldn’t see anything and couldn’t get away.

      But I could try, I thought. My legs weren’t cuffed and I bent them underneath me as I twisted my body and used my elbow to push myself up into a sitting position. But as soon as I sat up I got really woozy. Even though I couldn’t see anything, it felt like the room was tipping and before I knew it, I was laying down on my side again. Whatever they used to knock me out was still in my system and I didn’t seem to be able to stay up on my own.

      I tried to stay calm and see if I could figure out even a little bit of information about where I was.

      I wasn’t cold. The room was warm and the bed was incredibly comfortable. The sheets were soft and the mattress felt like it was topped with a layer of down. As I lay there, appreciating the feel of the expensive sheets, I realized I couldn’t hear a thing. Just my breathing and the sound of my heart beating in the ear that was resting on the pillow. Other than that the room was silent.

      There was no sound to latch onto in any way, but as I drifted in the darkness, I realized that something was lulling me into a feeling of calm. There was something about the smells that were surrounding me in the room that made me feel almost safe, and a little bit tingly inside.

      I pressed my nose into the pillow and I could smell a floral scent, probably the laundry detergent, but there was more than that. There was a deeper, muskier scent that filled me up and relaxed me. It was a familiar smell—and the mixture was something I remembered smelling on a number of occasions, but I couldn’t quite place where.

      As I drifted, I suddenly started thinking about my best friend, Jessica. Sometimes thoughts of her made me incredibly sad, but at this particular moment—maybe because of the smells and the way the bed made me feel so strangely safe—they made me feel even more cozy. I thought about some of the times when we were young and silly and had lots of time to do nothing. I guess not much different than my life right now, but back then, we had each other.

      We’d been best friends all while growing up. Her house was in a different neighborhood than mine—her family being incredibly well off—but we became friends at a community play group and were inseparable after that. We spent nearly every day together while we were growing up, even though we didn’t ever go to the same schools.

      The memory that popped into my head was one when we were at her house after school. We would always be at one of our houses together until as late as possible, when our parents would insist that we get home because dinner was already cold and ruined. We drove them crazy, but we didn’t care. Nothing else seemed as important as being together and talking.

      We would be on the phone for hours in the evenings after dinner and then in the mornings before we had to leave for school. I honestly didn’t even remember a single thing we talked about now. Probably the usual boys and clothes and makeup, but back then it seemed so much more earth shattering. Sometimes I wondered what we would talk about now if she were still around. I also wondered if we would still be as inseparable as we had been back then—but I didn’t have to wait a fraction of a second to answer that question in my head. I was one-hundred percent sure we would.

      That day, when we were at Jessica’s house, we were trying to find something to do. After eating all the junk food we could find in the kitchen, and after flipping through the fifty-thousand channels on TV, we were still bored.

      “What do your parent’s keep hidden from you?” Jessica asked me.

      “I don’t know,” I laughed. “I’ve never snooped through their stuff. Why? Have you?”

      “A little. My mom leaves her iPad in her nightstand drawer and I’ve looked at the books she has on there. Some of them are really sexy, with half naked women on the covers and everything. Wanna go see?”

      “Are you sure she won’t be home anytime soon?” I asked, a little nervous about invading someone’s privacy like that.

      “She won’t be home for at least an hour. Come on!” Jessica pulled me up off the couch and up the stairs to the second floor.

      When we got to the top of the stairs, we shuffled our feet across the thick, white carpeting that ran down the length of the hall on the second floor like we were cross-country skiing—our toes pressing into the soft fibers as our feet glided through the pile. Then we leapt from the doorway of her parent’s room and landed on their huge, fluffy bed—giggling because we had made the world’s championship jump.

      Jessica rolled to one side of the bed and opened up the top drawer in the bedside table. “This is my mom’s side,” she said as she riffled through the drawer.

      She pulled the iPad out of the drawer and rolled onto her back, holding the tablet in both hands up in the air over her head.

      “It isn’t password protected?”

      “Nope. My mom and dad use each other’s phones and stuff all the time.”

      I was actually more interested in what was in her dad’s bedside drawer. I opened it up slowly and reached my hand in, running my fingers over a bottle of some kind of lotion that said it was designed with men in mind. Then I picked up a small, black bottle that said Gun Oil in big letters on the front. The letters all looked like they had gunshots in them.

      “Does your dad have a gun?” I asked Jessica.

      “I don’t think so. You wouldn’t believe some of the books my mom has on here. Most of these are new. Messed by a Crowd, Never-ending Gangbang, Forced to Mess, Spank Me Until I Come. Goodness, I didn’t know she was into this stuff.”

      I turned the bottle around in my hand, wondering why Jessica’s dad would have gun oil in his bedside dresser, then saw the words For Topical Use on the back. Apply desired amount to genital areas, I read to myself. Then I turned the bottle back around and saw silicone lubricant in small letters across the top of the bottle.

      “Oh,” I said out loud, setting the bottle back in the drawer.

      “What?” Jessica asked.

      “Nothing. It’s not for that kind of gun, I guess,” still perplexed as to what exactly it was used for and why he would need to apply it to his genitals. I got a funny feeling inside my stomach when I thought about it.

      I pulled the drawer out a little further and saw something black toward the back. When I picked it up a chain that attached two pieces of black leather together scratched across the bottom of the drawer.

      “Wow,” I said as I held the two rectangles of leather up in the air. Both pieces of leather had buckles on them and were attached together by a short chain. “Check this out.”

      “Oh my goodness, Ashley. You have to check this out.” She held the iPad so I could see it and scrolled through a series of pictures that looked like they had been taken at a party. Everyone in the pictures was naked and had black masks on over their eyes. It looked like most of the women were on their hands and knees and the men were sitting in chairs or were standing around. There was a picture of one woman with her face right in a man’s crotch. It looked like his toe was in her mouth.

      “What are they doing?” I asked, but Jessica was already scrolling ahead to some other picture. “Slow down, Jess! I can’t tell what’s going on!”

      But then Jessica came to a screeching halt at one of the pictures. It was a close-up of a man holding his cock in his hand. At the time I didn’t even feel comfortable using that word. I was pretty sure all we ever called them back then was a man’s thing, at least that’s what I called it. Since then I’d become a heck of a lot more comfortable with words like cock or rod or a variety of other terms for a man’s junk. Sometimes you had to get creative when you were in my line of work.

      But back then it was startling. I hadn’t seen too many cock’s at that point. Kids at school were always talking about weird positions they’d seen online or videos they saw of some chick with really big boobs, but it wasn’t something I went out of my way to look at.

      It wasn’t until Jessica screamed and threw the iPad on my stomach that I got a better look and was able to figure out what was going on.

      “I can’t look! Oh my goodness, Ashley!” she yelled through hands that were covering her face.

      I picked up the tablet and looked at the picture. Not only was a massive cock completely visible—and more close up than any I’d ever seen—but the face of the man who it belonged was too. It was him. Jessica’s dad.

      “Oh my goodness,” I whispered. It took me a moment for the shock to wear off, and when it did, I swiped to the next picture. In it, Jessica’s dad was holding his cock down behind a woman. He was pointing it in between her rear cheeks while she held them apart for him. Then in the next image the person holding the camera changed the angle so that it was from Jessica’s dad’s point of view. In that one, his huge cock was disappearing into the tiny jerk of the woman. Suddenly the words apply desired amount to genital area flashed into my brain again.

      “Oh my goodness!” I yelled.

      “What?!” Jessica screamed. “What?!”

      “He’s sticking it in her butt!”

      I couldn’t believe he could even get that thing in there. I squirmed while I thought of trying to put something that big in my own jerk, and I couldn’t even fathom it.

      “No! Oh my goodness, let me see!” she said as she grabbed the tablet out of my hands. She glanced at it for a second then threw it back on my stomach again. “Oh my goodness! I can’t look at that anymore! Is that my mom?! Oh my God I don’t even want to know!”

      I picked up the tablet again and swiped through a few more pictures. “Yeah,” I said, fascinated by the look of pleasure on her face as Jessica’s dad buried his cock deep in her jerk. “It’s your mom.”

      “Jess, honey! I’m home!”

      “Oh, idiot idiot idiot idiot!” Jess whispered as she jumped up off the bed. “Gimme!”

      I threw the iPad to the other side of the bed and she closed out all the apps, then slipped it into the drawer and slid it shut silently. I did the same on my side of the bed and we both straightened the comforter, erasing the outlines our bodies had made in the fluffy, down bedspread.

      We tip-toed out the door, then went to the top of the stairs, both of us pretending that we were tired and bored, when I knew that both our hearts were racing like crazy. Not just from almost getting caught snooping through her parent’s room, but also from what we had just seen. My mind reeled when I thought about the pictures of Jessica’s parents. They were at a party where everyone was naked. Jessica’s parents were at that party. But not only that, Jessica’s dad was sticking his cock in her mom’s jerk. His incredibly, long, thick, hard cock.

      The whole thing took my breath away. I’d had a crush on Jessica’s dad for a long time but I never told her about it. I was too embarrassed because he was a dad. But he wasn’t anything like my other friend’s dads, or any dad I’d ever seen. He was so hot. Every single time I saw him, he looked like he had just been in an Armani photoshoot, with his chiseled jawline and his sexy, dark eyes. And the thing was, the older I got, the hotter he got.

      I’d known Jessica since I was really young, and I didn’t really start to notice her dad until I started high school. Maybe even before that. But once I started to see him differently, I couldn’t talk to him anymore. I would just stare at him as I came and went, barely able to say more than hello and goodbye to him. There had never been a single boy in any grade, not in junior high or high school, that I ever had that kind of crush on. Ever.

      But now … now that I’d seen him in those intimate pictures with his cock in his hand, pushing it into his wife’s jerk, I couldn’t stop thinking about him no matter how hard I tried. And I started thinking about sex a lot more too. Especially the kinds of sex I’d seen in those pictures.

      I was surprised that the memory of finding those pictures had come to me while I lay there in the room I was being held in, but as I continued to inhale the dark, musky scent that surrounded me, I realized why. This bed … this room … they smelled exactly like Jessica’s parent’s room. Like Jessica’s whole house, actually. Back then I wondered if it was the way all rich people’s houses smelled, all floral and musky and incredibly sexy, and now that I was smelling it again I wondered the same thing.

      But I also couldn’t help but imagine that I was back in that room, lying on top of the down comforter—and the cuffs that were around my wrists were the ones I’d found in the bedside drawer so many years ago.

      I was startled out of my daydream when I heard a noise in the room. It sounded like a lock turning and a latch clicking, making me think that a door had just been opened and closed again. I heard the whisper of footsteps across carpeting and I gasped when I felt the foot of the bed dip down. I gasped because I was scared of the person who had kidnapped me, who was now sitting on the same bed as me. But more than that, I gasped because of the smell that flooded the room. It was that same dark, musky scent. That incredible combination of smells suddenly filled the room I was in now. The same overpowering scents that haunted my memories of that day, and every other day I’d ever been to Jessica’s house.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Taking Care of Ashley (Drake)

        

      

    
    
      Ashley looked so incredibly beautiful lying there in the middle of the bed. Her long, blonde hair was spilling over her bare shoulders, curling around beautiful breasts that were just visible through the sheer fabric of the nightgown I put her in last night. I could tell she was holding her breath—that she was scared—and she should be. I kidnapped her. I took her away from her room—away from her whole life.

      I knew what I had done was horrible. But as far as I was concerned, it was also very necessary.

      There was no way I could stand by and let her waste her life. Not Ashley. There wasn’t a thing I could do to protect her while she was living in that dorm room. No amount of watching was going to keep her from … was going to keep her safe, and I had to keep her safe. She was all I had left.

      I crossed the room and got on the bed, watching her body stiffen as I moved closer to her. She was scared but she wasn’t as terrified as I’d imagined she might be. I was glad. Although it probably didn’t seem like it, the last thing I wanted to do was scare her.

      As I looked at her I felt the same push/pull that I’d felt for the last few months while I watched her in her dorm room. She looked so small and fragile and I wanted nothing more than to wrap myself around her. I wanted to hold her so tightly that nothing could ever get to her—or hurt her. Not even her own self.

      Then there was the other part of me that wanted her. But I didn’t want to just harass her. I wanted to grab that beautiful blonde hair of hers and push her head down on my cock, shoving it all the way down her throat. My hands itched to spank her perfect rear—while she was bent over my lap with her legs spread wide—until she begged me to stop. Then I wanted to spread those beet red rear cheeks apart with my hands and plunge my cock right in between them. I even imagined the look of surprise on her face when she felt my girth stretch her wider than anything that’s ever been inside her.

      I felt like a maniac. I didn’t understand how I could feel two such opposite desires at the same time. And I didn’t know how I could justify any of my behavior so far, in my messed up head. I’d spied on her and kidnapped her and now all I could think about was that virgin pussy of hers. I was a sick idiot and I knew that one way or another I was going to wind up hurting her, even though it was the last thing in the world I wanted to do.

      I reached out and touched Ashley’s bare arm. She jumped but then relaxed as my hand moved around to her back. I pushed her from behind, indicating to her that I wanted her to get up off the bed. There was no way I could speak out loud to her without her knowing exactly who I was, so I had to move her in the direction I wanted her to go. She would know my voice—I was sure of that—and I didn’t want her to know it was me who had taken her captive. I was going to do everything I could so that she believed I was one of her cam clients.

      She scooted across the bed with my help until she was sitting on the edge, then she stood up when I pushed her forward again. Her bare feet sank into the thick carpet and the weight shifted from one to the other of her long, sexy legs. The sheer, red nighty I’d put her in just brushed the bottom of her perfect little donkey, and through the filmy fabric, I could see the outline of her slender body.

      I put my hand in the center of her back and helped her across the room to the bathroom. She was still a little unsteady, so I kept my arm around her waist. When we entered the bathroom I turned on the light and was suddenly flooded with a mirror image of the two of us. Me in a black suit and white shirt, looking like some kind of a sophisticated, psychopath standing next to a beautiful, almost naked, young girl with a black blindfold over her eyes. It wasn’t an image I’d be sending out on my next Christmas card, that was for sure.

      I looked away from the mirror as quickly as possible. I didn’t think I could stand to look at the eyes of the man who looked back at me for another second. I moved behind Ashley and unbuckled the leather cuffs that I’d secured around her wrists, and when they were free she brought her hands in front of her, massaging the space where they had been.

      I caught her hands in mine when they moved up further to push back her blindfold, then put them back down at her sides—letting her know without words that she wasn’t allowed to remove the blindfold. Not while I was in the room, anyway. I would allow her to do it later, but not until she understood that she would always have it on when I was around her.

      “What am I doing here?” she croaked. She hadn’t spoken a word in hours and it showed. Her voice was gravelly and even lower than the already incredibly deep and sensuous sound that came out of her normally. I could listen to her voice all day long. I loved to listen to her talk to me while she pleasured herself for me. As my mind wandered I could barely wait to feel the energy when she made herself come in the same room that I was in. I definitely had plans of making her come myself, but not until she was comfortable here. Not until I knew that she wanted me as much as I wanted her.

      But first things first, I had to get her basic needs taken care of. Bathroom and food were top priorities before we moved on to anything more intimate.

      I pushed her shoulders down until she was sitting on the toilet, then I put a piece of paper in her hand. I wanted her to know that I wasn’t a complete monster—that I was willing to give her some privacy. After I left the room and closed the door—locking it behind me—I listened to her open the piece of paper in her hand.

      After a few moments I heard her soft voice break the silence. “I understand.”

      In the note I told her that I would allow her privacy while she was in the bathroom, but that as soon as she was done with her bath she should put the blindfold back on. I told her that I would knock before entering and that she should tell me that she was ready, so that I knew the blindfold was in place. I wrote that there would be consequences if she didn’t have her eyes covered when I opened the door. I didn’t actually have any consequences planned out, but I hoped she would be scared into following the directions.

      I had to admit, this had all sounded so much more plausible when I’d planed it out in my head over the last couple of months. Now that it was really happening I was seeing all kinds of places where things could easily go wrong.

      When I heard a stream of liquid hit the water in the toilet I left the room. I wanted to give her whatever privacy she needed. A rather hilarious idea, given that I’d been spying on her in her dorm room for months, and that I had a surveillance camera set up in her room here. But that was different. It was to make sure she was okay. I didn’t really get off on spying, although I found it hard to stop watching Ashley in the time that she’d been at the school. I found myself spending entire nights watching her, even while she slept.

      After I locked the bedroom door, I made my way down the hall and into the kitchen, where I had a meal ready for Ashley. A plate of chicken cordon bleu, mashed potatoes and asparagus that my cook had prepared earlier was sitting in a special steamer compartment in the oven that kept the food perfectly hot. I pulled it out and put in on a tray, then covered it with a domed lid, hoping it would stay warm until Ashely was ready to eat.

      When I entered the room again I could hear the bathtub filling with water. What I really wanted to do was sit next to the tub and give her a bath. I imagined soaping up her body and hair for her, then watching the streams of water and lather cascade down her curves. I decided it would probably be best for her to have some time to herself this first day, though. The last thing I wanted to do was make her uncomfortable, although I knew it was way too late for that.

      I set the tray down on a table in the sitting area and waited until I heard the bathtub draining, then I knocked on the door.

      “Yes?”

      I waited a moment, then knocked again.

      “Oh, sorry! I mean, I’m ready.”

      I heard some splashing as Ashley got out of the bathtub and I slowly opened the door. I could see her reflection in a mirror that spanned the entire wall of the room. She stood there on the bathmat next to the tub, waiting for me with a towel around her. She had put the blindfold on.

      As I crossed the room, my footsteps echoed on the tile, and I could see Ashley grip the towel tighter with each step. As much as I didn’t want to scare her on this first day, I had to admit it made my cock hard to see her reaction—the realization that she was almost naked while I was fully dressed. The part of me that wanted to rip into that virgin pussy of hers was definitely getting off on this. I wanted her to know just how helpless she was right now. I wanted her to know who was in charge.

      When I reached her I grasped both of her wrists in mine, then pulled her hands from where they were clutched to her chest—in the process yanking the towel away and letting it drop to the floor. Ashley gasped and tried to cover herself again, but I didn’t let her. I put both of her small hands behind her back and held them there in one of mine. She struggled a bit, panting and biting her lower lip, but there was nothing she could do to get free. I had her right where I wanted her.

      Before the bath, Ashley had put her hair up in a soft, messy pile on top of her head, and now little wisps of hair were trailing down her neck and back, and curling over both collarbones. She looked so lovely with her trembling lips and her soft, damp skin, and as I felt her body brush up against mine, I could barely contain myself.

      But I wasn’t going to harass her yet. I wanted to watch her for a while longer. I wanted to wait until her entire body was trembling like those lips of hers—trembling in anticipation of my cock sliding into her tight, little pussy. Mine was going to be the first cock to invade that space between her legs, and the space in her head that had been waiting for that special person to take her virginity away. I was going to be that for her—the very first.

      I hovered over her, my head a good foot over hers, with our bodies almost pressing together in the steamy room. I could feel every inch of her, even through my clothes. It was as if she were a solid current of electricity, pulsating and buzzing and somehow drawing me to her. I was helpless to resist the waves of energy that emanated from her—that she didn’t seem to be aware of, herself. She was perfection. And that perfection called to me like a neon sign in the distance on a long, dark road.

      I stepped to one side and pushed her forward from behind, still holding both of her hands behind her back. I guided her to the door and into the other room, where I sat her down in one of the overstuffed chairs in the sitting area. I put her hands in her lap and sat down in a chair that was right next to her, the tray of food on the coffee table in front of us. When I lifted the lid the smell of food filled the room and Ashley leaned forward just a bit. I was sure she was probably hungry, and even though she still had no idea where she was or who I was, I hoped she would eat.

      I cut off a bite of the chicken for her and speared it with a fork, then brought it to her lips, touching the meat to them gently. She didn’t do anything for a moment, but eventually opened her mouth and let me feed the chicken to her.

      As she took the small bites that I put in her mouth, my eyes surveyed her body. I’d seen her naked many times, but that had always been through a computer screen. Having her here with me—her perfect body right in front of me—made all my senses come alive, and every ounce of my attention was trained on her.

      I could smell the fruity/floral scent on her body, I could hear her even breaths in between each swallow, and I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her beautiful face. My gaze darted continually from her lips as they slid across the tines of the fork, to the curve of her neck as it sloped down to her shoulders. I watched her breasts move ever-so-slightly with each rise and fall of her chest, and her fingers and thumbs that twitched and jumped as her hands stayed in her lap. Her toes wiggled too, pressing into the carpet and scrunching up, telling me how nervous she was. I just wished I could see her eyes. Those were the things I loved about her the most. Those big, beautiful pools of sky blue that melted me every time they looked into mine.

      The impulse to talk to her—to reassure her—was almost overpowering. While I sat there, I almost told her at least ten time that she had nothing to worry about—that I wasn’t going to hurt her. But what I realized while I watched her was that she wasn’t as scared as I thought she’d be. If she’d been terrified of me, well, in the first place she wouldn’t be eating the food I was feeding her. I was pretty sure she would have also said a heck of a lot more by now. She would have been begging me and pleading with me not to hurt her. Or at the very least she would be asking me why I’d done this to her. She wasn’t doing any of that.

      As I studied her I wondered why she seemed so calm. I wondered if this was an act and if deep down she was actually so petrified that her outward actions only showed themselves as mildly nervous. But she really didn’t seem that upset.

      “I’m full,” she said after eating half the food on the plate. “It was good.”

      I set the fork down on the plate and covered it with the domed lid, then moved it out of the way. I pushed the coffee table away from the space and turned the chair I’d been sitting in so that it was directly in front of Ashley’s chair. Before I sat back down, I leaned over Ashley where she was perched on the edge of the chair. I pushed her to the back of the seat, then picked up each of her legs and positioned them over the arms of the chair so that she was spread open in front of me. Just like she always did during our sessions.

      I could hear her breath pick up speed and hitch in her throat as I leaned in close, my hands cupping her face and my lips brushing up against hers. But I didn’t kiss her. Not yet. I wanted to taste those lips more than anything in the world, but I also wanted to wait until everything was perfect. Absolutely perfect.

      I moved my lips toward Ashley’s ear, gently brushing my lips across her cheek as I made my way there. I could feel her body melting underneath me when my hot breath caressed her skin, her face turning up slightly so that her lips brushed against my ear as well.

      “Show me,” I whispered into her ear. “Show me how you do it.”

      I could feel her body tense up at the realization of who I was. Who she thought I was, anyway.

      “Sir?” she whispered back. “Is that you?”

      I didn’t say a word. I just sat back in my chair and unzipped my pants, preparing myself for the show.
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      I opened my eyes and looked around the room, the morning light filtering in through a large french window. It took me a moment to remember where I was, but when I did a smile spread across my face. I stretched in the soft bed and felt the luxurious fabric move across my skin just like the previous morning, only this time I knew whose bed I was in and who these sheets belonged to.

      Sir, I thought as I lay there thinking about what had happened over the last few days. I’m with him in his house.

      I couldn’t believe it was Sir that had kidnapped me and brought me here. I supposed that I should have been angry with him, and scared of what was going to happen to me, but I wasn’t. I was a bit nervous about whether or not I’d be able to please him, but other than that I really didn’t care that he had kidnapped me.

      No, that’s not true. I did care. I was glad that he’d done it—that he had made me his. I was tired of my old life—of the idiot boys and the responsibilities—and I was starting to get burnt out on camming. I’d read enough online to know that once the burnout set in, it wasn’t long before most girls just walked away from it. And I didn’t want to think about what I would do if I wasn’t camming, or how I would spend my time. It sounded more lonely and isolating than being kept in a room by a stranger. But I didn’t consider Sir a complete stranger, even though I’d never actually seen him.

      If I had to be honest, I preferred my life before college. I didn’t want to leave the hospital where they sent me after my parent’s died. For months I had my meals prepared for me and my bills payed. I didn’t have to worry about setting and alarm or making it anywhere on time. If I was late for therapy I had an attendant there ushering me down the hall to my doctor’s office. It was so easy. Since I’d been out in the real world, I actually felt like my sense of freedom had decreased. Everything about being on my own felt less free than living where someone else took care of my life for me.

      I’d never felt so trapped in my life than when I was hanging out with my boyfriend and his jerk friends while they acted like utter jerks, making derogatory comments to anyone on Twitch that they thought wasn’t cool enough. Or a girl. But I especially felt trapped when my boyfriend would want me to mess him. The more I thought about him the more it made my skin crawl to think that I’d even consider letting him be my first.

      I wanted the first man who stuck his cock in me to be a real man—a tall, dark, sexy man. I knew I was living in a fantasy world thinking it could be him, because, as far as I knew, Jessica’s dad didn’t even know I existed anymore. Even though he was the head of my department at Westshire and had been my best friend’s dad, I hadn’t seen him or talked to him in over a year. Not since before the accident.

      But when I thought about what happened last night with Sir, I felt incredible. Like I was finally where I was supposed to be. And I would never tell Sir this, but it felt like I was with Jessica’s dad—the way I always imagined he would be, anyway. I couldn’t believe how much he smelled like Jessica’s dad, too. I figured it had to be because they were both wealthy men. That was just the way rich men smelled.

      While I was masturbating for him—after he bent down so close that his masculine scent practically invaded me—I fell into one of my favorite fantasies. A memory of something I saw that happened between Jessica’s parents that has probably made me hornier than any thought I’ve ever had my whole life. It was something I’d spent hours thinking about, and masturbating to, especially during the long days and nights in the hospital.

      We were all on a vacation. Jessica’s parents had a beach house about two hours away and they invited me and my parents there for a week one summer. Our parents didn’t spend a lot of time together, but this one summer we somehow convinced them to take a two week vacation together—all six of us. The house wasn’t super fancy, but it was still something that my parents would never have been able to afford on their own.

      It was a two level house that had a lot of windows and a wrap around porch on both stories. From inside the house, the ocean was visible from at least one window of every room. We each had our own bedrooms—even Jessica and I—although we spent the majority of every day together. But at night I slept alone in my own room, watching the shadows that the wind-bent trees made through the windows and listening to the waves crash.

      Every room on the second floor—most of them bedrooms—had a large french door that led out onto the upper balcony, and after the sun had gone down and it seemed like everyone was asleep, I went out there to check out the full moon. It lit up the whole sky and a huge, rippling patch of the ocean, reflecting off the waves and lighting up the sandy beach.

      While I was out there, I heard some noises coming from one of the rooms that faced the back of the house. I wasn’t sure whose room it was, but I had an idea. I moved silently across the wooden balcony and peered around the corner of the french doors that looked into the room where the noises were coming from. What I saw took my breath away.

      Jessica’s parents were half naked, her mother with her skirt pulled up around her waist and no panties on, and her father wearing a white shirt that was unbuttoned and some black slacks. She was bent over the end of the bed with her rear in the air and he was standing behind her, with his massive cock in his hand. I’d seen it in that picture a while back, but looking at it now—with everything around to give it proper perspective—it looked gargantuan. I just stared at it while his hand moved up and down the shaft, his eyes on his wife’s rear.

      He grabbed a handful of her hair and he pulled on it, causing her to bend backward and cry out. While still holding his cock in his hand, he let go of her hair and pushed her forward on the bed so that her head was down, but her rear was even higher in the air. Then he brought his right hand down on her rear. Hard.

      His cock was sticking out in front of him, and I could have sworn that when he spanked her it got even harder. When she cried out, he grabbed her hair again and spoke directly in her ear. His voice was low, but I could hear what he said. He said ‘Shut up or they’ll all hear you,’ then he asked her if that’s what she wanted—if she wanted everyone to know what a filthy hussy she was. She said no with a soft cry in her voice and he continued to spank her.

      I stood there and watched as he gave her ten hard smacks on her rear—I know because I counted each one. Then he reached down and felt her pussy. He told her that she was incredibly wet. He said ‘You are a filthy hussy, aren’t you?’ Then he pushed her rear forward so that it was spread apart in front of him and he buried his face in between her red rear cheeks. She squirmed around like crazy, gripping the bedspread and moaning.

      Then he spoke out loud to her. “Show me. Show me how much you want to come for me.”

      Jessica’s mom reached her hand underneath her stomach and when her rear started gyrating slowly I knew she was playing with her clit. He watched her while he gripped his cock again, sliding his hand up and down its massive length. Then, as her body started to convulse, he plunged the whole thing inside her with one hard thrust while she screamed into the down comforter.

      I continued to watch as he gripped her hips and pounded into her, his face still glistening with her juices and his incredibly sculpted chest and stomach muscles flexing with each thrust. I couldn’t keep my eyes off of his body and almost got caught watching them. They both cried out when they came, Jessica’s mom collapsing onto the bed. But her dad, after staggering back a couple steps, immediately walked over to the french doors and out onto the balcony.

      As soon as I saw him head my way, I ran back around the corner and to my own room, but I was terrified that he’d either heard my footsteps or saw me as I was running away. But he never said a word to me, of course. And didn’t act any differently toward me for the rest of the vacation. He always acted pretty indifferent to me, anyway. I mean, he was always friendly, but never gave me any of the secret looks I’d always tried to will him to give me.

      Sometimes I’d stare at him for entirely too long just to see if I could communicate with him somehow—if I could make him look directly at me by just using my mind. But it never worked. And because I rarely saw Jessica’s parents, I didn’t really have many opportunities to test it out. That vacation was one of the few times I actually got to see him for more than the few seconds I was coming or going to Jessica’s room in their regular home.

      And if I thought I had a crush on him after seeing the pictures on her mother’s iPad, after that vacation I was done for. He was all I thought about for months. He was part of the reason that I … well, that I was in the hospital for so long.

      I figured it really wasn’t so bad for me to close my eyes and pretend that it was really him I was with. I didn’t have to tell anyone. It was my own little secret.

      I rolled over on my side and picked up the piece of paper that I’d put on the nightstand after Sir left the room last night. I opened it up and read it to myself for the third time since he put it in my hand.

      
        
        Ashley,

        I would like you to make yourself comfortable. Please feel free to take off the blindfold after I leave the room. There is a television and plenty of books in the room for your entertainment. If you would like anything, please write it down on a piece of paper and give it to me when I come in to see you. I will bring your meals to you at regular times throughout the day and evening, and when I do, I will knock on the door. You are to immediately put the blindfold on and let me know that you have done so by saying “I’m ready for you, Sir.”

        I look forward to seeing you in the morning.

        Sir

        

      

      He didn’t say anything about how long I’d be here or what we’d be doing, although I already knew the answer to that second question. I was here for sex, that was obvious. But would I be some sort of sex slave that he kept alone and in the dark all day and night until he wanted to use me? I wasn’t in a dark room right now, so that probably wasn’t going to be the case. But even if it was, the idea didn’t bother me very much. The idea of giving myself to someone like that actually made my heart skip a beat. But it was a really happy skip.

      I jumped when I heard a knock at the door and immediately found the blindfold and tied it around my head.

      “I’m ready for you, Sir,” I called out. Within seconds I heard the lock on the door click and I felt a presence in the room. I was incredibly disappointed when, after something was set on the nightstand next to me and a piece of paper was slipped into my hand, I heard the door close and lock again.

      I pulled the blindfold off and looked at the note. It told me to enjoy my breakfast and my day. That was it. Nothing more about when he’d be back or when he was going to let me feel his cock. And since I was still so caught up in my fantasy about Jessica’s dad, I couldn’t help wondering how Sir’s cock would compare.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          The Police (Drake)

        

      

    
    
      “Prof. McDermott, do you have a moment?”

      My secretary was standing in my office doorway, looking like she’d just committed some kind of deadly sin. Women always seemed to have that look on their faces when they interrupted me—like they were afraid they’d completely ruined my day—or I was about to ruin theirs. I found that especially true of the women who worked in the administrative floor at Westshire College and it always struck me as amusing the effect it had on my cock.

      If a woman I was attracted to looked at me like that, I’d want to rip her clothes off and harass her face until tears and saliva were ran streaks through her makeup. But this woman? She made my cock shrivel up like I’d just jumped into a pool of cold water—which was fine because I was here to work, not to harass the help.

      “Yes, Maggie, come in.” I had just gotten into the office and was still checking my email and voice mails. It was Friday and I didn’t have any classes, but I had a few things to take care of before I left for the weekend.

      “Sir, I wanted to let you know that Ashley Neil’s boyfriend has reported her missing.”

      “What?” I immediately looked up from my computer. “Did he call here?”

      “No, apparently he called the RA of her dorm last night and they contacted us this morning. He said she’s been missing for at least twenty-four hours.”

      I stared up at my secretary for a moment, not entirely sure what to say. I did not expect that little twit to notice that she was missing so soon, let alone report it. I guess I’d underestimated him.

      “She’s the one you were concerned about, right, Prof. McDermott?”

      “What?” I saw Maggie’s mouth moving, but the words that were coming out seemed to be blending in with the walls and furniture as my mind raced. I really had to get over to Ashley’s room. The cameras that I’d installed weren’t obvious at all, otherwise she would have noticed them by now. But if her absence was already reported, then the possibility of the police going to go over there was likely. There was no way I could leave them in place and risk anyone finding them. It was way too dangerous.

      I had to get over there as soon as possible. Maggie was still yakking away while I tried to figure out how I was going to get over there without being seen, and her words seemed to drone on in the background. I was the Dean of Humanities at the college, so I could pretty much go wherever I wanted, but I didn’t particularly want to draw any unnecessary attention to myself in a student’s dorm. Particularly one I had held prisoner in my home.

      “She’s the one you had on suicide watch for the first month at school, right? Isn’t she the one that came straight here from that private hospital?”

      “Yes … yes, she is the one.”

      “The one you made special arrangements for before she arrived—“

      “Yes, Maggie, that’s the one,” I said with a bit too much irritation on my voice. That same looked passed over the woman’s face again, like she feared for her job, which wasn’t too far from the truth at the moment. “Has anyone else been alerted?”

      “What do you mean?”

      “I mean, the police, Maggie. Has anyone called the police?” I was starting to feel a little hot. I loosened my tie as I tried to focus on the words coming out of my secretary’s mouth even though each syllable was starting to sound like nails on a chalkboard. I needed to get out of there and over to Ashley’s dorm room immediately.

      “Oh, well, our department hasn’t contacted the police, but it’s possible that the boy did. Would you like me to call them now? Or maybe have her boyfriend brought in to the office?”

      “No, that won’t be necessary. I’ll contact them myself.” I got up and put my jacket on. “I’m going to be out of the office for the rest of the day, Maggie—“

      “Oh, but you just got here. What about the meeting with Dr.—“

      “Yes, I know, Maggie. But there are some issues on campus that require my immediate attention. And I’m sure I’ll need to talk to the police at some point. Please cancel all of my appointments, and if anyone calls, tell them I’m out until Monday, will you?”

      “Of course, Sir. Should I call you if I hear anything about the girl?”

      “No, that won’t be necessary,” I paused a moment, deciding to change my answer. “Only if something has happened … if the police try to contact me here.”

      “Yes, Sir. Have a good weekend.”

      I passed by my secretary without responding and headed to my car. The campus was fairly large and the dorms were on the other side, so I drove to Ashley’s building and parked my car. It was the middle of the day—not exactly the time I’d ever planned on going over there, considering how easy it would be for someone to see me. But I didn’t have much choice. I didn’t know if the police had already been in her room, and if they had, and found the surveillance cameras I’d set up, I was in trouble.

      Not that they would easily be able to trace them back to me, but it was possible. I had a key that one of the cleaning staff had given me before the semester started, and I had been the one to assign the room to her. If someone tried they could definitely put things together.

      The chances that the police had already been to her dorm room were slim, though. She had only been missing a day … a day and a half at most. That couldn’t possibly be enough time for them to start a full-fledged search. Especially when there was no apparent sign of foul play. I had no idea what that little jerk was doing claiming she was missing. She would go for days without seeing him, and as far as I knew they had no plans to meet up yesterday. If this was all because he was hoping to get his toe wet, I was going to strangle the little mongrel.

      I made my way up to Ashley’s room and knocked quietly on the door. I didn’t want to bust right in, using a set of keys that I really had no right to have in my possession. That wouldn’t look very good at all.

      Once I got inside and locked the door, I worked quickly, removing the two cameras I’d installed. One was a lower quality camera that was inside a decoy smoke detector. That was the one that had a view of the entire room. If the angle was right, I could watch Ashley’s face while she was on the computer, as well as see what she was doing in pretty much every corner of the room. I got on a chair and pulled the entire unit down. It had been wired into an old socket, and I just left those wires dangling. I hoped no one would notice them because I didn’t have time to deal with them now.

      The other camera was a very high quality mini camera that had been installed across the room, and had just happened to be at the perfect height to view Ashley’s computer screen. I had been able to read all of her correspondences anytime she was on her computer or see anything she looked at or searched for. As I pulled that camera, I realized it would probably be a good idea to take her laptop too. I wasn’t sure if she even had it password protected, and I didn’t want to take any risks.

      But just as I shoved the cameras into my briefcase and started for the laptop, I heard voices in the hall. I slammed my case shut and looked around the room in a panic. I hoped that maybe the sound from the hallway was amplified in the room, but as soon as I heard a key sliding into the lock I knew I was screwed. Within seconds the door was open and two police officers walked in, along with that Justin kid.

      “What are you doing in here?” one of the policemen asked. I put my hands up in front of me because they both looked like they were about to draw their guns.

      “I’m Prof. Drake McDermott, Dean of Humanities. My secretary told me that Ms. Neil had been reported missing.”

      “So you came into her room?” The little twerp was looking at me like he was ready to fight me, for some reason. I just scowled in his general direction and address the police officers again.

      “As one of the deans I have access to all of the student’s room keys, and since Ashley was on suicide watch throughout the first month of the semester, I thought it would be best if I checked up on her. Have I broken any laws, gentlemen?” I knew I really had no business being there. This was something an RA or maybe one of Ashley’s own professors would look into, but not a dean.

      “Was Ashley one of your students?”

      “No … not yet, anyway. She was in my department and … well, to be honest she was a friend of the family. She was my daughter’s best friend … for their entire lives, practically.”

      “Was?” one of the officers asked. “What do you mean was?”

      “My daughter passed away over a year ago. There was an accident and it hit everyone very hard, especially Ashley … Ms. Neil. My daughter’s death, as well as the death of Ms. Neil’s own parents … well, that’s the reason Ashley was on suicide watch. She’d tried to kill herself after … after everything happened, and … to be honest, I was worried about her. That’s why I came up here.”

      “So you just let yourself in?” There was that kid again. Why was he acting like he cared so much? He didn’t seem to care about what Ashley wanted every time he tried to get into her pants. I was seriously about to strangle him.

      “I knocked and there was no answer, so yes, of course I let myself in.” I couldn’t even bring myself to address that little jerk. I just looked right at the police officers. “Have you heard anything at all?”

      “No, Sir. We just opened the file on this one. We’re going to talk to everyone who knew the girl—had any contact with her in the last forty-eight hours—and see if we can find anything.”

      My mind immediately jumped to the chat conversation—the one where I told her to pick up her phone. I silently thanked the lord that I hadn’t made those arrangements online, but still, I was the last person to have talked to her. I wished I’d been able to get the computer into my briefcase in time. I didn’t know if they were going to take it with them, but they might.

      “Well, if you find anything out at all, please let me know.” I reached into my pocket and pulled out one of my cards. “My cell number is on here, as well as my home phone. Call anytime of day or night.”

      “We will, Mr. McDermott.”

      “Do you need anything else from me?” I asked, not looking anywhere near that Justin kid. Just the thought of him with his hands on Ashley, trying to get his little prick in her made me what to rip his head off. “I have to get back for a meeting.”

      “Wait. If she killed herself why wouldn’t she have just done it here? Where’s her body?”

      That kid. I looked over at him and gave him the most intimidating vibe I could without looking like a jerk in front of the cops. “Who are you, exactly?” I asked. I wanted him to know just how insignificant he was in this whole conversation.

      “Justin Hayes, I’m Ashley’s boyfriend.”

      Not anymore, you’re not, I thought to myself as my eyes narrowed in on his.

      “And you’re the one who alerted the police to her absence?”

      “Yeah, I told the RA last night and called the cops this morning. It’s not like her to be gone so long. She never goes anywhere. I can barely get her to come over to my place—“

      “I’m sure the police officers here are interested in your story, son. But as to what happened to her … I imagine that they also appreciate as much information as they can get with a missing person.”

      “I’m just saying she didn’t seem like she wanted to kill herself, is all.”

      “Well, thank you for your input, Justin, but I’m sure the police are interested in looking into all possible angles. Now if you’ll excuse me,” I said to the officers.

      “Uh, yeah, sure, Mr. McDermott. I don’t think we have any more questions for you right now. But we’ll give you a call if we do.”

      I left the room as calmly as possible, then got the heck out of that building. I held my breath until I got to my car. I couldn’t believe how stupid I’d been, leaving everything in her room like that. I’d planned the whole thing out for weeks, and the one thing I’d neglected to take care of was the evidence in her room. There was nothing linking me to her through the cam girl site, though. I’d set all that up under another identity. Luckily Daddyland didn’t have as high level of background checks as they thought they did.

      But now that one of my mistakes just about got me in hot water with the cops, I was nervous that I’d left an online trail somewhere.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Wanting it To Be Him (Ashley)

        

      

    
    
      After I ate breakfast I had a hard time concentrating on anything. I wasn’t used to not having my computer and I missed just wandering around to random forums and websites. I really hoped that this wasn’t going to be indicative of my life here, however long it was going to be. I didn’t care about going out into the real world at all, but I wanted to be able to interact with people online on some level. I wanted Sir to know that I wouldn’t turn him in or anything. I just wished I knew more about what was going on.

      Just before noon there was a knock on the door and I followed my instructions so that Sir could enter. I wanted to see him so badly, though. Picturing him with Jessica’s dad’s face in my head was nice, but I couldn’t help but imagine how incredible it would be to see his real face—to look into his eyes.

      Sir didn’t say anything when he came into the room. I heard him cross over to the bed where I had been sitting, and when I felt him near me I sucked in my breath. There was that incredible smell again. So manly and slightly woodsy—like a really well-dressed mountain man. I smiled at that thought and suddenly felt his thumb on my lips.

      His hand caressed my jaw as his thumb continued to move over the sensitive skin of my lips, then up and across my cheekbone. I could feel him drawing nearer with each breath, his coming hot and fast on my skin.

      I heard his shoes drop to the floor, then felt the bed dip on either side of me. He was straddling me now, one knee on either side of my hips and one hand holding each side of my face. I let out a sigh when I felt his lips finally touch my skin. He braced himself, pressing his forehead into mine, while his thumb traced the skin around my mouth. I felt the tingle of his kisses on my cheeks and jawline and as my head tilted back, his lips finally touched mine.

      It felt like a bolt of lightening shooting straight through me, tearing into my belly and lighting my entire pussy on fire. His lips melted into mine, opening slightly to allow his tongue to enter my mouth, then pulling back a little—teasing me and making me beg for more with my moans.

      After I’d taken a bath I chose a baby doll nightgown he’d left in one of the drawers and now I felt one of his hands gliding over the silky fabric as he caressed my breast. I could hear and feel his breath quicken as his lips made their way down my neck, and mine joined his in intensity.

      I fought to keep my body upright with the pressure of his lips pushing me backward toward the wooden headboard. It was too much, though, and I reached up to grip one of the hand carved, wooden rods just to keep myself steady. His mouth was pressing into me as if he intended to devour me.

      I was becoming overwhelmed with the sensations that Sir was causing in my body. I’d never felt anything like this before. Not with Justin or any boy I’d ever kissed or touched. Every time Sir’s skin came into contact with mine there was a burning feeling that spread out like a pool of energy, and it always traveled back to one place—my burning pussy.

      I felt Sir’s lips leave my neck, then, in one swift movement I was lying on my back on the bed. He had gripped my hips and yanked me down so that I was now underneath him, the presence of his body over mine palpable even though I couldn’t see a thing.

      I felt the bed move and I heard the sound of his clothing dropping to the floor, and when he returned, it was his skin that I felt moving against mine.

      I heard him groan as his chest pressed into my stomach, moving upward against my skin until his cock slid into the groove of my thighs. Then his lips were there again, pressing into mine with a desperation that I matched with the way I pulled him to me. This continued on for a long time, Sir moving his body on top of mine and kissing my lips in a way that had me almost hypnotized. My legs were pressed together and my brain was screaming for them to be spread wide, but he had me pinned with his legs and his chest, moving on top of me so slowly I thought I’d go mad.

      I felt the fabric of the nightgown move up my body, then over my head, then I felt Sir’s hands on my thighs. He gripped them hard and made me gasp out loud as he pulled my legs apart, pushing them up so that they rested on either side of my chest. I moaned when I felt his hot breath move across my pussy lips and pressed myself up into him, trying to make contact with any part of him.

      Finally, I felt his touch as his fingers spread me apart. They pulled my lips tight and prodded me as if I were being examined. Then I felt his fingers move over my clit, sliding up and down and around, the same way I’d done many times on camera for him. He knew what I liked, and he took his time, circling around and around in my juices until my rear was squirming underneath him.

      Next, I felt one of his fingers enter me, then another. He pushed them in and pressed upward, curling both fingers forward so that they rubbed on my g-spot. I gasped and moaned at the intensity, then whimpered when he continued to mess me like that, with his fingers moving firmly against the most sensitive part of my vagina.

      Finally, I felt his hot mouth close down on my clit, but not just the clit. It felt like his mouth was covering my entire pussy, sucking on every single part at once. A long moan escaped from deep in my throat as Sir used his lips and tongue and teeth to devour me while his fingers continued to move inside me. I clutched at my breasts, gripping them and twisting the nipples and adding to the epic level of intensity that my body was experiencing.

      Everything was happening so fast and furiously and my mind went back to that time on the balcony outside of that room. I kept seeing his massive cock as he stroked it, and I felt what she was feeling when his mouth was on her pussy. Then my body bent backward and I ground my head into the pillow as I watched him slide that massive cock into her wet, quivering hole.

      I was completely lost in my fantasy when the sensations I was feeling built to a peak, and as the movements on my clit and inside me increased in speed, I couldn’t hold back. I wanted him inside me. I’d waited long enough.

      “Please,” I begged. “Please idiot me!”

      The fingers continued to plunge into me while his hot mouth clamped down tight on my clit, and the last thing I remember as the most intense explosion I’d ever experienced ripped through me, was calling out his name. But it wasn’t Sir’s name … it was his.

      “Oh goodness, Drake! Please idiot me! I want you inside me now!”

      I rode the waves of the orgasm that pulsated through me and didn’t realize until moments had passed that Sir had stopped moving—that he had actually pulled away from me.

      “What did you call me?” His voice was loud and clear, and it shattered the silence in the room like a crystal bowl falling to the floor.

      I felt the bed move and heard Sir pick up his clothes off the floor, then leave the room, slamming the door behind him.

      I wanted to die. I couldn’t believe I’d done that. I’d called Sir by someone else’s name.

      I ripped off my blindfold and lay there on the bed, tears welling up in my eyes. I’d just had the most amazing orgasm of my life and I’d ruined it all by acting like an idiot little girl with a crush on her best friend’s dad. I curled up on my side and sobbed into the pillow. It felt horrible being walked out on after such an incredibly intimate moment, but it felt worse knowing that I’d hurt Sir with my complete insensitivity.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          She Knows (Drake)

        

      

    
    
      I was furious. Not with Ashley, but with myself for allowing myself to be so obvious. In my plans and fantasies, this all went off perfectly—with Ashley having no idea who I was. But the reality of the situation was that I had executed this plan very poorly. I’d left evidence in her room, I’d run into the cops while I was trying to retrieve it, and I’d somehow let Ashley know who I was.

      I was a dean at her school, but more importantly, I was her best friend’s dad. And I’d kidnapped her, spied on her, and now I was holding her as a darn sex slave. What I was doing was beyond wrong. It was immoral and illegal and highly unprofessional. I needed to have my head examined. But when I walked into that room and saw her sitting on that bed in the neglige I’d bought for her I lost every shred of control. That was the problem, I had absolutely no control when it came to Ashley. I was consumed by her.

      As I put my clothes on in the living room I struggled with what I was going to do next. I had gone back and forth for weeks about whether or not I would keep her or if I would ultimately let her go. But the thing was, I didn’t just bring her here for myself, although that’s how things seemed to be playing out. I brought her here for her benefit too. I wanted so badly to keep her from harming herself again and this was the only way I could think to do it.

      I couldn’t justify keeping her captive and isolated forever if it were just for my needs, but keeping her from hurting herself—that was important. Surely anyone would be able to see that. But I knew that wasn’t the case at all. If anyone knew about what I’d done I’d go straight to jail. No one would view me as Ashley’s savior, because I was her captor. I was harming her.

      Not to mention that, if Samantha ever recovered and came home, I had no idea how I would conceal Ashley. How could my wife and I possibly live a normal life with a darn girl hidden away in our house? There was no way Samantha would understand why I had to keep Ashley here, and then I’d have two potentially suicidal women on my hands.

      But none of that mattered now because the cops found me in Ashley’s room and she knew who I was. There didn’t seem to be any way I could keep her here. But that had been the plan all along. That I’d keep her here without her knowing anything about who I was. But now that she knew, everything was ruined. I had no idea what I was going to do.

      After a couple of drinks I decided to go in and talk to her. I opened her bedroom door and walked in, but was confused when I saw the surprised look on her face. She sat up on the bed and stared at me with her mouth open like she was in shock.

      “Ashley, we need to talk.”

      “It is you,” she said, staring at me with wide eyes. “I didn’t … how did you … I don’t … It’s really you!”

      Ashley crawled across the bed, her naked body so incredibly cute and sexy at the same time. I couldn’t keep my eyes off of her, but the words she was saying didn’t make sense. “Are you saying you didn’t know it was me?” I moved closer to the bed, wanting to grab her and push her back down on her stomach so that her rear was offered up to me, but I had to tear my eyes away from that incredible body of hers and focus. “But you said my name.”

      She was standing now, but not moving toward me. She looked a bit scared, like she had done something wrong—her delicate fingers threading a bit of hair in between her pink lips. “I … I didn’t know. I mean, I wanted it to be you, I fantasized that it was you … but I didn’t know.”

      “What do you mean you wanted it to be me?”

      “Well, you … I mean, Sir reminded me so much of you, that I just sort of … pictured you.”

      “You mean, all through the camming sessions? Even after I kidnapped you? All this time you’ve wanted it to be me?”

      Ashley’s face turned red and she squirmed around a bit, twisting her feet and looking down at the ground and looking infinitely more idiotable in the process. If that was even possible.

      “Well, I …” she started, but looked almost in tears because of her embarrassment. As if she were the one who had done something wrong. “I’ve always wanted it to be you, Drake.” Her words came out so softly they were almost unintelligible. “Always.”

      I moved closer to her and put my arms around her. I could feel her trembling under my touch. “Ashley,” I said as I buried my face in her soft, golden hair while my hands moved across the soft skin of her back, then further to her plump rear cheeks.

      “I didn’t think that it was even possible—that you would be interested in me, your daughter’s friend. I always felt so inferior compared to Jessica’s mom. She’s so sophisticated and beautiful and I’m nothing like her at all.”

      “I wouldn’t want you to be like her, Ashley. You’re absolutely perfect,” I said, pulling her head away and looking into the sweetest eyes I’d ever seen. Eyes that I’d wanted to look into ever since I brought her here. I’d seen them on camera, but there was whole world between us then. Now there were here right in front of me and everything inside me melted. I brushed her hair back and lowered my lips to her forehead, closing my eyes and allowing the feelings that I had for her to fill me.

      “Do you really think that? Even after everything—” she asked.

      “Shh.” I brought my lips down her cheek and then to her jaw, and just before I kissed her lips I moved my hands up so that they held her head back. “I’ve always thought that you were perfect, Ashley.” When my lips finally touched hers, I felt her body melt against mine. I moved my hands down and cupped her perfect rear with one, while I supported her back with the other. She moved backward effortlessly, her body bending with every movement of mine.

      With her head thrown back and her neck exposed to me, I trailed kisses down her jaw. “You’re so beautiful,” I growled as my lips moved lower and lower, now at the sexy dip in between her collar bones. My hand was still holding one of her rear cheeks and I gripped it hard, pressing her stomach into my throbbing cock.

      I heard sexy little moans escape from her mouth with each touch of my lips and each step as I pushed her backward across the room and onto the bed. But when I started to get on top of her she stopped me. Her eyes looked up into mine and I thought I was going to loose it right then. “I meant what I said. I want you inside me. I want you to be my first … Sir.”

      “You can call me Drake, if you’d like.”

      “Really? I’ve never called you that before,” she said with a shy smile.

      “Well, you just did about a half hour ago.”

      “Oh, yeah. I guess I did.” Ashley laughed, then a completely serious look came over her face. “I want you to be my first, Drake. If that’s what you want.”

      I could barely breathe. It was all I’d thought about for so long that I swear to heaven it had already happened at least a hundred times. A thousand. I wanted nothing more than to watch her beautiful face as I slid my cock into her tight, little pussy, but now that it was actually happening I couldn’t do it. Not yet, anyway. There were other things I wanted first. To work my way up to the main event so that we were both exploding from anticipation when it came. And when I came inside her.

      What I wanted right now was to see her lips wrapped around my cock. “I will,” I said, my eyes burning into hers. “You’d better believe I’ll be the first inside you. ”

      “But not today? Not right now?” she asked, her eyes so sad it almost broke my heart.

      “I promise you, it will be worth the wait,” I said, dropping my lips to hers and letting them linger until the tension filled my body and threatened to shoot right out of my cock.

      I stood up and took off my shirt, then let my pants drop to the floor, and there it was. What I’d been waiting for. The look on her face when she saw what was coming to her. What belonged to her.

      “Oh my goodness,” she said, her eyes glued to the massive rod jutting out in front of her. “It’s so huge.”

      The innocence in those words was priceless. Even with all her cam girl experience and her telling me that she would do anything for me—no matter how nasty or filthy it was—I knew she had very little real world experience and I doubted that she’d seen anything like it before.

      “Are you ready for this?” I asked, a smile curling up at the side of my mouth. I couldn’t wait to see how much of me she could swallow—then train her to take it all down her throat. Inch by inch. She was going to be a perfect little submissive.

      She surprised me by sliding off the bed and getting on her knees in front of me. “Yes, Sir. I’m ready.”

      As much as I’d thought about watching my cock disappear into her virgin pussy, sliding my cock in between those perfect, pink lips while those blue eyes gazed up at me was a close second. But right now, as those lips parted and those eyes stared up at me, it seemed like the most important thing in the world.

      I placed one hand on top of Ashley’s head and the other around my cock, my index finger and my thumb not even touching. My hand slid down to the side of her head and I caressed her cheek while her eyes examined the massive head of my cock.

      “Eyes up here, sweet pea.”

      The clear sea blue of her eyes was immediately visible. “I’ve never seen anything like it.”

      “I know,” I smiled.

      I traced those pink lips with the head of my cock, watching the skin drag across the silvery gloss she always wore. Her lips always looked like they were ready to be invaded.

      I sucked my breath in when her tiny tongue slithered out of her mouth and flicked across my sensitive skin. Then, as Ashley’s mouth opened and her tongue swirled around to the bottom, I inserted the head into the space she made for me. But there was no way she could have anticipated what was coming—even with her eyes wide open. I watched her eyes grow wider as she strained to fit just the head into her mouth. When the ridge was past her lips they closed down around the shaft, but there was a good three-quarters of my cock still visible.

      “That’s it, Ashley, take it nice and slow.”

      Her eyes were still trained on mine, almost closing each time I thrust into her mouth, but then opening up again when I pulled out a little, sending me dangerously close to the edge.

      “Idiot, you’re lips are so perfect,” I growled as I gripped the hair on either side of her head, sending my cock in a bit further with each thrust. Ashley’s cheeks were puffing out and her lips were stretched wide but she did everything she could to let me in deeper. I felt her tongue flatten out against the bottom of my shaft, which I knew was a trick girls used to stop the gag reflex. I almost came right there and then from the knowledge that she wanted to please me so much that she was pushing herself.

      Tears started to form in her eyes as my cock slid a bit further down her throat. I was too far gone now. I wasn’t the man who wanted to protect her anymore—the one who would die before he saw her hurt. Now I was the man who was seconds from cramming his cock as far down Ashley’s throat as he could, no matter how many tears she shed.

      I became hypnotized by her eyes and the movement of my cock in and out of her mouth. I watched every single movement of hers with utter amazement: the blink of her lids, the twitch of her head, the tears and saliva running down her face. Before I knew it, my cock was halfway inside her mouth. That sight and those beautiful eyes still looking up at me was all it took to send me over the edge.

      My body shook as my load shot straight into Ashley’s mouth. I could feel her throat close around me with each swallow, the muscles slowly milking the last drop out of my quivering cock.
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      I couldn’t help myself. Before he came, before I felt the thickening and tightening of his cock in my mouth, I reached down and slid my fingers between my pussy lips. I kept one hand on Drake’s hip to steady myself, while the other circled my clit.

      It felt so strange to think of him as Drake now. Even though that’s what I always called Sir when I closed my eyes, and every other older man for that matter, a part of me always knew it wasn’t him. But this time it was him. I was really sucking his cock—on my knees in front of him while I looked up in to his amazing eyes. Drake McDermott was sliding his amazing cock in and out of my mouth.

      I wanted so badly to please him and make everything perfect for him. I had to. I had to make it up to him somehow.

      I wanted to take all of him down my throat, every single inch of his massive cock. But no matter what I tried, no matter how much I willed it to disappear, the best I could do was swallow half of his cock. I was going to work on it—practice every single day until I could swallow that whole thing all the way down my throat. I was going to make him come like he’d never come before.

      I continued to play with my clit and when I noticed a change in the way he was moving—faster and with more urgency—I knew he was very close. Just that knowledge sent me right to the edge, but I held it off—I waited until I felt a stream of his hot come shoot to the back of my throat before I allowed myself to as well.

      My body started to jerk forward but I continued to take him down my throat, my muscles closing around his cock every time I swallowed. I could hear his groans and feel his hands on the sides of my head, but I was so lost in my own ecstasy by the time he pulled out of me that I collapsed against his legs.

      Drake picked me up and set me down on the bed, then crawled in with me and pulled the sheets over us.

      “That was incredible, little sweet pea.”

      I felt his lips touch my forehead but was unable to open my eyes. Everything felt so perfect and every fiber of my being wanted to float there next to Drake and hear him call me sweet little nicknames forever. I imagined that nothing bad had ever happened in the world before this. That somehow we had just been plucked out of our normal lives and were floating together. No before and no after … just now. I felt his strong arms around me, completely enveloping me and making me feel so warm and safe.

      When I finally opened my eyes, Drake was right there, his arms still around me and his eyes gazing down at me. He brushed my hair back off my face and smiled, but somehow his eyes looked sad.

      “What’s wrong?” I asked, hoping I hadn’t done anything to disappoint him.

      “Nothing. I’m just thinking about you.”

      “What about me? Did I do something wrong?”

      “No, of course not. Why do you think you did something wrong?”

      “You just don’t look very happy, I guess.”

      “I’m very happy,” he said, kissing my head. “I just want to make sure you’re happy, Ashley. That’s very important to me. I don’t want to scare you or make you uncomfortable. I know it probably doesn’t seem like that. But I want you to know that I … I never wanted to hurt you. I didn’t intend to when I brought you here and I don’t want to hurt you while you’re here.”

      “What do you mean ‘while I’m here?’ How long do you want me to stay for?”

      “I don’t know, Ashley. In my fantasies you stay forever. I want to be with you, if that’s something you think you might want.”

      “I do! You don’t even have to ask!” I was so excited at the idea of staying in this gorgeous house with Drake for the rest of my life I could barely contain myself. But his eyes still had that sadness in them and I could tell there was something more on his mind.

      “But things are more complicated than I thought they would be. I ran into the police while I was at your dorm room today—“

      “What were you doing there?”

      “I … I was going to grab your laptop to make sure there wasn’t any incriminating information on it. I was worried that maybe it wasn’t password protected and all of your private activities would be available to anyone who opened it up.”

      “No, it’s not password protected. I really should have done that, but I never think about that sort of thing until it’s too late.”

      “Most people don’t.”

      “That was very thoughtful of you, Drake. Thank you. But why were the police there? Who would have called them?”

      “That Justin boy told the RA of your dorm and they contacted me this morning. I’m assuming he also called the police.”

      “Why would he have done that? How did he even know I was missing?”

      “You didn’t have any plans with him yesterday?”

      “No. I don’t know, maybe he said something while he was over the other night about seeing me later, but there was nothing planned.”

      “Anyway, I told the police that I was concerned about you because of what you did to yourself last year. So it looks like word is spreading that you might be dead, which I hadn’t planned.”

      “What had you planned?”

      “Well, I hoped since you rarely attended classes and didn’t socialize at all, that you would be viewed as a dropout. I was planning on gathering your clothing and possessions at some point, but that Justin kid kind of ruined everything. I’m not sure if it’s such a good idea for you to stay here now.”

      “But they might still think I dropped out. I could text Justin and tell him to mess off, which is what I should have done a long time ago. No one has to know anything.”

      “No, I don’t think you should do that. There’s something about that kid I don’t like, and I don’t trust. If the police took your laptop, they’ll probably figure out that you disappeared right after you got that message to check the texts on your phone.”

      “But they could never trace any of that back to you, could they?”

      “I don’t think so. I used a fake name and disposable credit card to create my account on Daddyland, but you never know. I’m not the dean of the computer tech department.” He smiled when he made that joke, but I could see that he was actually very worried.

      “I don’t want you to get into trouble, Drake. I don’t want to be the cause of any more trouble for you! But I don’t want to go back there. I don’t want to go back to my old life. I want to stay with you.” My stomach felt sick. Now that I finally had what I’d wanted for years I was finding out that I might not get to keep it after all. I could feel tears running down my face as I looked up at Drake. I loved him. There was no way I could go back now.
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      Ashley sat on a stool at the kitchen island, her big eyes following me around the room as I prepared lunch, or breakfast, really. We’d spent the night in her bed, then made love in the morning. Not the way we’d both been desperate for. I still wasn’t quite ready to pop that cherry of hers. I wasn’t sure when it was going to happen, but I figured I’d know when the time was perfect.

      I explored her pussy and jerk with my fingers while she lay on her stomach, wanting so badly to feel those tight muscles clench around my throbbing cock. When she reached her hands back and spread her rear cheeks apart for me I just about lost it. She actually wanted me to stick my cock in her jerk. She had no idea what she was asking.

      “Not yet, sweet pea. We need to work up to that.”

      “But I’ve had all kinds of things in there. My fingers, dildos …”

      I flipped her over and straddled her, sticking my massive cock in her face. “You really think you’re ready for this?” I asked, smiling down at her widening eyes.

      “Okay, maybe you’re right,” she said with a meek smile.

      “I’ll tell you what. I’m going to bother your mouth again—see if we can get it in a little further this time—and you can show me how much you want to come for me. I liked having you come right when I did last night. While my cock was buried in your mouth.”

      “So did I.” Her eyes sparkled as I lowered my cock to her lips. I watched the head disappear in between her pink lips, then further inside her mouth. She was already taking more of my cock in this morning. I balanced myself with my hands on either side of her head while I thrust my hips toward her face, working my cock deeper and deeper down her throat.

      Somehow, I’d never harassed a woman’s face in this position before, as if I were unbelievable pussy missionary style, and it was intoxicating. The angle was better and the view was very nice. I could feel Ashley tense up underneath me and at first I worried that I was choking her, but when I saw her eyes I knew that she was close to coming. My cock hadn’t completely disappeared inside her mouth, but it was in further than the last time, so I let myself spill over the edge while I watched her shake and writhe underneath me.

      I was already getting used to having her with me. I truly hated the thought of Ashley having to leave, but I didn’t know if I would be able to make it work.

      As she watched me cook, I had a feeling she wanted to ask me something, but I wasn’t prepared for the question that came out of her mouth.

      “Isn’t she here?”

      “Who?” I knew exactly who Ashley was talking about.

      “Jessica’s mom,” she said in a meek voice.

      “Her name is Samantha, and no, she’s not here.”

      Ashley was silent for a few more minutes, maybe waiting for the explanation that I wasn’t ready to give her yet. When she finally spoke again she thankfully didn’t stay on the subject.

      “This isn’t the house I remember from when I was a kid. It’s similar—the furniture is the same, but when I looked out the window—“

      “This is a house that belongs to Samantha’s father—or to the college, specifically. He is the president of Westshire and this house is one that is kept for upper administration. I think he lets us live here because of his daughter, though.”

      “But you are part of the administration.”

      “Yes, but I’m a department dean, not exactly that high on the totem pole. Not in his eyes, anyway.”

      “I doubt that,” she said with a smile. “You seem like the kind of man who gets what you want.”

      I looked up at her from the vegetables I was chopping. “Sometimes yes, sometimes no. You can be the most powerful man in the world and still not get everything you want. Unfortunately, the fate of the world—and the people in it that I care about—does not rest in my hands.”

      “What do you mean? What don’t you have that you want?”

      I thought about it for a moment. It seemed obvious to me, but maybe to someone so young—someone with so little life experience—it wasn’t. “Well, for one thing I can’t very well have one of the students in my department be seen coming and going from my own house. I have to worry about how things look.”

      “Is that why you brought me here the way you did?”

      “Partly,” I said. I didn’t particularly want to have this conversation, but I also knew it wasn’t fair to Ashley to keep her in the dark. I wasn’t a monster. Not a total monster, anyway. “It was also partly because I didn’t want you to know my identity.”

      “Why?”

      “Because of who I am, who we are to each other. I’m old enough to be your father. You practically grew up in front of my eyes. Considering that, it wouldn’t be possible for us to have any kind of proper relationship—not to mention with my job and Samantha—so I guess I felt more comfortable keeping my identity to myself.”

      “I wouldn’t have minded.”

      “What?”

      “Any of it. You being who you are … a proper relationship—or an improper relationship, for that matter. I just never imagined that you would want to be with me.” She sat there looking up at me with such a hopeful look in her eyes that it made me smile. Everything she did made me smile. “There must be all kinds of women practically throwing themselves at you.”

      “Just because women throw themselves that doesn’t make them worth catching. After … well, after everything that has happened over the last couple of years I’d pretty much given up on any kind of relationship. I haven’t noticed any women in a long time.”

      “Because of Jessica?”

      “Yes, definitely. Losing her was incredibly hard … on both of us—her mother and me. There’s more, though.” I pulled a tray of grilled potato wedges out of the oven and spooned them onto two plates. “But nothing worth ruining breakfast over.”

      “Drake, tell me. I want to know more about you. You know so much about me and I feel like I know so little about you. You’ve always been a mystery to me.”

      “I’m no mystery. Just a man.”

      I looked at her for a long moment. The conversation was starting to tread on thin ice for me. I felt like too much was coming up too fast and I was getting uncomfortable. But deep down I knew she was right.

      It didn’t matter that I wanted to control her in the bedroom or that she actually wanted to stay here with me as my plaything. While we were outside of the bedroom, she deserved answers to her questions. She deserved to know the truth about me. I mounded scrambled eggs onto each plate, placing one in front of Ashley and one in front of an empty seat, then grabbed some coffee cups.

      “I suppose there are some things that have happened in my past that have … colored … the way I see the world, and the way I view the people around me. One of the reasons I brought you here is because I wanted to keep you safe.”

      “Safe from what? From those guys online?”

      “No, I’m quite sure you can take care of yourself when it comes to those old mongrels.”

      “Then from my boyfriend?”

      I cringed when she said that word. All I could think about was that little jerk’s face when he challenged me in Ashley’s room. “I can’t say that it thrilled me to see you with a guy like that—“

      “You saw us together?” she asked, a perplexed look on her face. I had to think quick, I knew she rarely went out, but I also knew she left her room with him on occasion. I’d watched them leave together.

      “Well, I didn’t exactly see you. I’m pretty sure I heard some students talking about the two of you,” I lied.

      “What students?”

      “It doesn’t matter, Ashley. What I’m trying to say is that I thought you could do much better than that little twerp.” I filled up the coffee cups and sat down in front of my plate of food, none of it looking particularly appetizing anymore. I hated lying to Ashley, but there was no way I could ever tell her that I’d had hidden cameras installed in her room, no matter how good my original intentions were.

      “Yeah, I agree,” she laughed, then looked down at a her fingers as one of them scratched at the edge of the counter. “Then what else is there to keep me safe from?”

      “From yourself.”

      She stopped scratching the counter but didn’t look up. “You know about that?” I could see her face turning pink even though she made an effort to hide it from me.

      “Of course I do. I’m the reason you got out of that hospital and received a full scholarship to Westshire. I didn’t know if you had any other relatives who would take care of you and I couldn’t bear the thought of you rotting away in that place.”

      She finally looked up and I could see the glaze of tears in her eyes. “Really? You did that for me?”

      “Yes,” I said, putting my hand on Ashley’s. “I did that for you. The idea of you trapped in that horrible institution for the rest of your life, it just …” The irony of what I was saying wasn’t lost on me, since my wife was still in a place very much like that, but she was an entirely different story. Samantha seemed to want to stay exactly where she was. “I wanted you to have a life again. But once you got out and started college and you were isolating yourself so much, I was afraid that you—“

      “That I would try to kill myself again.”

      “Have you?” I was pretty sure I knew the answer to that, I just wanted to hear it from her mouth.

      “No.”

      “Have you wanted to?”

      She didn’t answer right away and that immediately made me anxious. “Not really. I mean, I guess I’ve thought about it, but I don’t know if I could go through with it again. Although, they do say the people who are the highest risk are the one’s who’ve already attempted suicide.”

      “I know.” I wasn’t sure if I wanted to continue on, but the words came out before I could stop them. I hadn’t talked about my brother with anyone since Samantha went into the hospital and I was pretty sure that I’d been needing to for a long time. “My brother was one of those high risk people. He attempted suicide when he was in his twenties. Then years later, after everyone had basically forgotten—or couldn’t imagine that he was even the same person anymore—he shot himself, and he was … successful.”

      “Oh goodness, Drake. I’m so sorry. Were you close?”

      “Yes, we were, but not as close as I thought, I guess.”

      “Why? Because he didn’t tell you—didn’t try to get you to stop him?”

      “Well, yes, that … but also because … I just wasn’t listening to him anymore. In some ways he seemed so much better than the person he was in his twenties, but he still had these crazy ideas in his head. Paranoid ideas. After hearing him talk about them for years, I stopped paying attention. I even told him not to talk about it anymore. I told him that I couldn’t be his therapist and that I didn’t want to hear any more of his paranoid ideas and fantasies. I’d just had enough. So, the fact that he wasn’t telling me about the people who were after him anymore … I guess I chose to view that as him getting better, when in reality he just didn’t have anyone to tell. I was one of his only friends.”

      “But it’s not your fault. It wasn’t your job to take care of him. It sounds like he really needed a therapist. You can’t blame yourself, Drake. You couldn’t have known.”

      “Yeah, but I did. I knew how much pain he was in. I just didn’t want to hear it anymore. He refused to go to therapy, saying that going to see one would tip them off—these guys who were after him.”

      “What guys?”

      “There was no one! I don’t even know what he was talking about. I never did. He would move from one place to the next—he would just abandon all of his possessions and basically go into hiding. Then, within days of getting settled in his new place he’d tell me about some shop owner who looked at him funny or some restaurant he was in where he heard people say his name then look over at him. He was convinced that there was an underground circuit of people who were out to get him.”

      Ashley didn’t say anything. She just looked horrified. I wasn’t sure if I should continue, but she squeezed my hand and I kept going.

      “For the most part he seemed normal. He would make jokes with me and laugh and date women. The relationships never lasted longer than a few months, though, and I’m pretty sure it was because he’d start talking about the men. It would just pop up out of nowhere, too. He would corner me when the family was together and he’d tell me what he heard at a laundromat or a bar. Or he’d show me things online that he was convinced were about him.

      “The first time he tried to kill himself, he told me he was alone in his house and when he finally got the nerve up to squeeze the trigger something didn’t work. The gun didn’t fire. He took that as some sort of sign and didn’t try it again, but when our mother told me she hadn’t heard from him in three weeks, I knew. It had been years since that first time, but I knew. It was almost as if someone whispered it in my ear—James shot himself.”

      “No one had heard from him? He didn’t have any friends or anything?”

      “No.” I stared at the food that was getting cold on the plate in front of me. “Three weeks. That’s how long he was dead before anyone even thought to check on him. I didn’t want to believe it. After our mom told me that she hadn’t talked to him in so long, I kept calling him and texting him and I even emailed a couple times. I told him that Mom was really worried and that he needed to call her, but the whole time I was typing the emails I knew I would never get a reply. I knew he was dead.

      “When I spoke to our mother and she still hadn’t done anything, I told her to go over to his house and break in—break a window or anything—or get the cops and bust the door down, but she was afraid to because she was scared he’d be mad at her. She had no idea that he’d tried to kill himself once already and I honestly don’t think it crossed her mind.”

      “Couldn’t you go there yourself?”

      “They both live in the town that I grew up in, it’s in upstate New York. I couldn’t get away from school until the weekend, otherwise I would have. But later that day, it didn’t matter anymore whether I went or not. My mother called and told me that she found him. She had to break a window to get into his house and she and a friend of hers found him in the shower. I guess he tried to make himself easier to clean up,” I laughed. But it wasn’t a lighthearted laugh at all.

      “They called the police and were told that, by the looks of things, his body had been there for three weeks. Apparently it was so bloated and decomposed he wasn’t even recognizable. Not to mention that he had blown his head off.”

      “Oh goodness, Drake!”

      “I’m sorry, Ashley, this is a horrible thing to talk about. I don’t even know why I started.”

      “Don’t be sorry. I’m the one that’s sorry. You’ve lost so much, Drake. I had no idea.” Ashley looked down for a moment then back up into my eyes, hers filled with tears. “Whatever you need from me, please just take it, Drake. I can’t bear to hear you apologize to me.”

      “Don’t say that, Ashley.”

      “Just go on. Finish telling me about your brother.”

      I held her hand in both of mine and continued. “I’m not sure how much more there is to tell, other than how nasty I feel about it. At first, I pictured the police picking up his body and putting it on a stretcher, almost as if he were asleep. I pictured him how he’d always looked, only finally at peace. I guess my brain wasn’t able to handle the horrible truth because I knew perfectly well what happens to a body within days of death, and it’s not pretty.”

      “There’s nothing wrong with that, though. You wanted to remember him how you knew him. And you can’t blame yourself for not having talked to him or thought about him for those three weeks.”

      “That’s not true, though,” I couldn’t even look at Ashley anymore. I could feel my self loathing taking over. I hated myself for what I was about to say, but it all just came pouring out of me.”I did think about him during those three weeks. But do you know what I thought? I thought, I’m glad that I haven’t heard from James. I’m glad he hasn’t called me in a while to tell me about those people who he thinks are after him. What kind of brother thinks something like that? I loved him but I just …”

      I couldn’t stop the tears from falling from my eyes. I’d never told anyone about that—those horrible thoughts I’d had while my brother was lying dead, rotting away with no one—not one single person—asking about him or worried because they hadn’t heard from him. “I was just so tired,” I said, my throat feeling like it was closing up. “Of hearing those same stories over and over. Of hearing his detailed descriptions of how the comments on some persons video were somehow directed at him. Only in some sort of code that didn’t make any sense at all. He would tell me these things and I’d just stare at him and wonder how he could not hear how crazy he sounded.”

      “Oh, Drake. I’m so sorry.” Ashley slid off her stool and put her arms around me and I buried my face in her hair. When she spoke again, her voice was shaking. “He has to be in a better place now, though. Don’t you think?”

      “Yes, of course. I just wish … “

      “You wish you could have made his life better for him?” she said, pulling back and looking into my eyes.

      I looked at Ashley, but I couldn’t speak. That’s what it was. That’s why she was here. I wanted to make it better for her. I wanted to take her out of her life and keep her in a place where she wouldn’t have any reason to kill herself. And where she wouldn’t have any way to access anything that would allow it to happen. I was trying to save her from the same fate as my brother. I wanted to feel like I could help at least one person in my life. My brother was dead and my wife was in an institution that she didn’t seem to want to leave and I couldn’t take losing anyone else. Especially not Ashley.

      But my heart sank, because the reality of the situation was that I was not saving Ashley. I was hurting her and I was using her.

      “I think I understand what your brother was going through.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “There were times when I was kind of like him. I mean, I didn’t think there were groups of people after me, but the times when I was the most depressed—right before I tried to kill myself—I actually thought everyone I passed on the streets knew. I didn’t want to go anywhere because I could feel it. I was convinced that they all knew what I had done.”

      I knew what Ashley was talking about and hearing her say it just about tore my heart out. I’d prayed that she didn’t still think that it was all her fault, but as I looked into her sad eyes I knew that she did. “You mean, the accident?”

      “Yes. I’ve thought about it so many times since then.” She stepped back a little and put her head down. I wanted to grab her and hold her, but I wasn’t sure if that was the right thing to do anymore. “I’ve played it out in my head over and over, Drake. If I just hadn’t been driving so fast … if I had slowed down just a little … then they would all still be alive.”

      Ashley was the one crying now, but what she was saying brought tears to my eyes again too. “You can’t blame yourself, Ashley. It was an accident.” I held her head between my hands and looked into her eyes. “It was an accident.”

      “But I should have been more careful! I should have been paying attention. My dad told me to slow down … that I was taking the turn too fast … but I was laughing with Jessica about something. I don’t even remember what it was now! If only I’d been paying attention—“

      She cut herself off with a sob that shook her body. I had no idea she was still in such pain about what had happened. I’d wondered many times, and I’d wanted to talk to her about it, but I just couldn’t. I pulled her to me and held her in my arms. She cried for a long time before saying anything, but when she spoke it felt like she stuck a dagger right through my heart.

      “I don’t blame you if you hate me. I don’t even understand why you’d want me here with you.”

      I pulled Ashley’s head away from my chest. “Ashley, I could never hate you.”

      “But I killed your only daughter! And my parents! It was my fault, Drake. I was the one that was driving! I ruined everything!”

      “Ashley, you didn’t. Please, you can’t keep blaming yourself.”

      “They’re all gone. I’ll never have my parents back and you’ll never have your daughter back. I’m so sorry, Drake.”

      Ashley put her head to my chest again and wrapped her arms around my neck. My heart ached for her. I never blamed her for the accident that killed my daughter and her parents. I knew it was an accident. But I also knew that was a lot for a young girl like her to take on. And now that I knew how tortured she still was, I didn’t think there was any way I would be able to let her go.
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      I could barely look at him. I hadn’t expected everything to come out like this. I didn’t even know I was still feeling so horrible about the accident, but I shouldn’t have been surprised. All the doctors ever did in that hospital was feed me drugs, and the therapy just amounted to the biggest drama queens monopolizing the group sessions. If I could have just sat in a corner for the rest of my life, I would have been fine in there.

      Since I’d been out, I thought I felt better about everything, but maybe I wasn’t over the accident as much as I’d told myself I was. I had been seeing a doctor in the beginning, but had slowly stopped, and had stopped taking the remaining drugs she had me on. There were times when I got depressed, but after a while I actually started to appreciate that feeling over the total numbness the drugs caused. But the sadness I had over killing my parents and my best friend was still overwhelming at times.

      I was so embarrassed that Drake knew, though. I was so afraid that he was just going to see me as a broken little girl now. Not a woman. I hid my face in his chest as he carried me upstairs and put me in his own bed. We stayed there like that all day, until we both decided that we were finally hungry. Then, he went downstairs and made some food for the two of us and brought it up on a tray.

      We ate spaghetti carbonara in bed while we watched an old movie. I kept wanted to explain things to him. I felt like I wanted to make him understand how sorry I was, but when he turned and looked at me, there wasn’t a shred of anything but kindness there.

      We slept together again that night and in the morning I woke up to Drake kissing me.

      “How are you feeling?” he asked.

      “Good, but exhausted.” I sat up in bed and stared at him for a long time as I thought about our conversation the day before. “I had no idea I still had so much bottled up inside me.”

      “I know what you mean,” he said, standing up in front of me. “I feel a lot better today too. I’m glad we talked.” He grabbed both of my hands in his and pulled me up. “I made breakfast. It’s downstairs.”

      I followed him down to a sitting area where two plates of food and coffee and juice sat on a table between some comfortable chairs. We sat down and started to eat, continuing the conversation.

      “I’m so glad we talked too, Drake. I … I’m just so happy that you … want me to be here with you.“

      Drake grabbed my hand across the table and brought it to his lips. “I don’t know if I could stand for you to be anywhere else, Ashley. I love that you’re here.”

      My heart practically leapt out of my chest when I heard those words. He really did want me to stay. We ate in silence for the most part, and just as he poured us both some more coffee, he asked me another question.

      “Do you mind if I ask you something?” Drake looked at me while I took a sip of coffee and shook my head, indicating that I didn’t mind answering anything he asked.

      “Why did you start camming?”

      I was a little taken aback. I wondered if he had that strange, puritanical belief about girls who got involved in the sex industry early on—that they must have been abused in some way as a child. Or that they had experienced some sort of trauma. I wondered if that’s what he was thinking. That I got into camming because of the accident and my suicide attempt. I wondered if he did still see me as broken.

      “Don’t you think that girls can be sexual beings on their own? Does there have to be a reason?”

      “Of course they can be. I was just curious about your own motives. Have you always been … sexual?”

      He didn’t seem embarrassed to be asking about my sexuality, which was nice.

      “You’re not someone who thinks that girls are pure and if they showed interest in sex at an early age that some man had to have given them that idea, are you?”

      “No, I’m not. But I do find it interesting that you masturbate for men online but have not had sexual intercourse yet. I find it very curious, Ashley.”

      “Well, I remember masturbating at a very young age, in front of my parents without their knowledge. I was probably about eight or nine years old and I had this really big t-shirt that I slept in that I would wear while we watched TV before bed. Sometimes I would sit with my legs crossed and I would pull the t-shirt over my legs and then pull my arms inside too, so that everything was covered up. My parents thought it was cute and said I looked like a little clam. But what they didn’t know is that a lot of the time I would be silently playing with myself while their eyes were on the TV.”

      Drake’s eyebrows moved up high on his forehead as I continued.

      “I would touch my clit and rub it back and forth, and the very first orgasm I ever had was in front of both of my parents, just like that. I had no idea what had happened, I just knew that it made my whole body feel good. But because touching yourself wasn’t something we talked about much, I didn’t ever tell anyone.

      “But no one touched me or got me to do it. I don’t remember any man making me feel weird in any way. I figured it out all on my own. And when I got older I … well I saw pictures of things that I thought were interesting.” I couldn’t bring myself to tell him about what I’d seen, the pictures of him his wife in the rear. But I was curious about him, too.

      “If you don’t want to talk about it that’s okay,” Drake said, after a long silence.

      “No, it’s not that. I don’t mind talking about it at all. I was just thinking …”

      “About?”

      “About why you like to do … what you do.” I was kind of shy about asking him, but all I could think about since I found out that he was the one who had kidnapped me was those photographs … and the time I saw him spanking Jessica’s mom. “The dominant stuff.”

      “Well,” he paused for a long moment. “I’m not sure if anyone can answer that question—why they like one thing over another. Sometime I think it has to do with things we’re exposed to at an early age—“

      “So you do think we become who we are because of things that happened when we were kids?” I was a little disappointed in that answer and I was pretty sure it showed in my voice.

      “Well, I don’t think it’s the only influence, but, sure, I think it contributes. I also think that a lot of people claim to have preferences when they really just allow themselves to be guided by the world around them—popular culture or what their friends like. Why are you so curious about this? Is it because of what happened in the bedroom? Did that scare you?”

      “No, not at all! I loved it. I’ve always … I mean, for a long time now, I’ve thought about that sort of thing.”

      “What sort of thing?”

      I wanted so badly to have this conversation, but I was still feeling embarrassed. I wished we didn’t have so much between us in our past. I wished that we had just started out together and this was all fresh and new.

      Plus, it felt funny telling someone what I wanted. I’d never done it before with any boy. They seemed perfectly happy to tell me what they wanted, but somehow I had never gotten up the courage to ask for things that I wanted. Maybe because I’d never been taught that it’s okay to want things. That, if I’m not hurting anyone, there was nothing to be embarrassed about when it came to sex. But it was still hard to say it out loud. “Being spanked.”

      “You want to be spanked?” I could tell Drake’s eyes were on me. I could practically feel them burning into the top of my head while I looked down at my fidgety fingers. “It’s nothing to be embarrassed about, Ashley. Is being a submissive something you’re interested in? Or was everything on Daddyland just an act. It’s okay if it was. I’d like to know.”

      “It wasn’t an act at all.” I finally got the courage to look up and it was exactly as I had feared, Drake was looking right at me. His eyes were fixed on mine so intently, they made me suck my breath in. I didn’t know what it was about his eyes, but when they were fixed on me like they were now, I felt so helpless. Like I was completely under his control. “I … I’ve wanted to be spanked, ever since …”

      “Ever since when?” The sound of his voice was hypnotic, almost as if he were prying me open and taking what he wanted with his words.

      “Ever since I saw you.” I could feel my face growing hot. I couldn’t look into those black eyes anymore. They made me feel naked. Even more naked and vulnerable than when I had no clothes on when we were in the bedroom. I didn’t understand how he could do what he was doing without saying a word.

      “Ever since you saw me where? What did you see, Ashley?”

      My head was spinning. I felt like a horrible person for having spied on him. But I had—twice.

      “I saw you … through the balcony doors at the vacation house … with Jessica’s … I mean, with Samantha. I saw you pulling her hair and spanking her and … I saw you …”

      “You saw me harass her in the rear. Yes, I remember that night. How long were you watching?”

      “I watched you spank her, and I heard you tell her that she was a filthy hussy, and when you finished and came toward the balcony doors I ran away.” Everything I was saying was making me squirm. I felt like I was back at the clinic being questioned by one of the doctors. But there was something about the feeling this time that was turning me on. Something about the way Drake was looking at me. When I finally got the courage to look into his eyes again I felt like a rabbit caught in a trap. There was something in his eyes. Something that made him look like he was about to devour me.

      “Are you a filthy little hussy, Ashley?”

      Drake’s words stunned me into silence. Where I had been unable to keep myself from fidgeting a second earlier, now I was as still as a statue.

      “Are you going to answer my question?” His voice had a tinge of impatience that was smoothed over by a blanket of unquestionable authority. His tone demanded an answer.

      “Yes,” I said quietly.

      “When I ask you a question look at me, Ashley. I’m going to ask you one more time, and I want a proper answer. Are you a filthy little hussy?”

      I looked up slowly, sure that my face was beet red and wishing there was some way I could conceal it. When my eyes finally met his, there was that intensity again, but there was more. Excitement and even a touch of amusement. He looked like he was about to pounce on me from where he was sitting. “Yes, I’m a filthy little hussy.”

      “Then why haven’t you had a man inside you? Why are you still a virgin?”

      I looked down at my hands. I knew it was silly. I had always known that it was silly, and now he was making me say it out loud.

      “Why, Ashley?”

      “Because … because I’ve always wanted you to be my first. I’ve been saving myself for you.”

      I could have sworn he was going to jump up right then and come after me, but instead he sat back further in his chair. He unzipped his pants and brought out his cock. It was only partially hard, but it was still enormous. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from it.

      “This is what you want? This is the cock you’ve dreamed of being the very first inside you? This is what you want to stretch and fill up that virgin pussy of yours? Well, you’re going to have to work for it, like the filthy hussy that you are.”

      I looked up at Drake’s face and he was smiling. His hand moved up and down his, now hard, cock and he was smiling. I couldn’t even breathe. I had no idea what he was going to do. This was everything I’d ever wanted—everything I’d ever dreamed about—and it was happening right now.

      “Take off your clothes and come stand in front of me.”

      I did as I was told and when I stood in front of Drake my whole body started to quiver.

      “Lay down across my lap.”

      I crawled up onto the chair and across Drake’s lap. I could feel his hard cock pressed up against the side of my stomach, then one of his hands on my bare rear cheeks.

      “Is this what you wanted?” he asked, bringing his hand down lightly and giving me what would be considered a love tap. After a moment and no answer, he grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled it back so that I was looking at the ceiling. “Is this what you wanted, Ashley? Don’t make me ask you again.”

      “No, Sir.”

      “What do you want?”

      “I want you to spank me harder.” I felt the color rush to my cheeks again. Not only was he making me tell him that I wanted to be spanked, he was forcing me tell him that I wanted him to spank me harder. It was humiliating, but that humiliation translated into tingles that pulsated in between my legs, sending my juices flowing down my thighs.

      I felt his hand come down on my rear again, a little harder this time but still not as hard as I’d imagined.

      “Like this?” he asked, his hand still curled around a fistful of my hair.

      “Harder,” I replied.

      “Please.”

      “Harder, please,” I said with a quiver in my voice. He sounded like he was enjoying himself, and when I thought back about the look on his face in the pictures and what I saw through the window, I knew he was. He loved this.

      His hand came down on my rear harder this time, and I felt the sting spread to my pussy. I could also feel Drake’s cock getting harder as it brushed against my stomach. “Was that hard enough for you? Or would you like more?”

      “More, please.” It was humiliating asking to be spanked like this. But somehow, each time he asked me to tell him what I wanted, I could feel my pussy getting more and more wet, until my juices were not just dripping down my thighs, streams of my desire were pooling up underneath me.

      Drake released my hair and moved his left hand so that it was gripping my waist, then with his right hand he leveled several hard blows right on the same rear cheek, causing me to squirm and yell out in pain. My hands flew back to cover my rear in a total reflexive reaction and Drake caught both of them in one of his.

      “That,” he almost yelled. “Will cost you, young lady. I never want to see you covering your rear in front of me again. Is that understood?”

      I said yes and he dropped my hands. I let them fall to my sides and swore to myself that I wouldn’t move them again. My body jumped when I felt both of his hands on me again, but this time he was spreading me apart. I felt Drake’s fingers slide up and down the slippery surface of my pussy, gliding over my clit and spreading my juices up to my jerk.

      “You are a filthy little hussy, aren’t you?” he said with a wicked laugh.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          My Little Sweet Pea (Drake)

        

      

    
    
      It almost makes me laugh now, how differently I’d pictured the moment when my cock slid into Ashley’s tight, virgin pussy. Us together in my bed; me on top, being gentle and loving and taking it slow for her. It was almost as if I were the virgin, picturing my own first time.

      But it wasn’t mine, it was Ashley’s. The first time she was going to have a man’s cock penetrate her—push up inside of her and invade her. The first time she was going to feel the fullness from another human being taking over that sacred space and making it his. The first time she would lock eyes with another soul while the most intimate moment possible was taking place. And I was going to be the one to do it for her—fill up her pussy and open up her soul. It was going to be my eyes she would be staring into when she was overcome with the rush of hormones and was riding the wave of intense emotions.

      At first, I wasn’t sure if this was the right time and place, but once we got started in the sitting room on that chair, neither one of us could stop. There were no soft sheets or gentle movements. Ashley’s rear was red from the spankings and her pussy was glistening with her desire for me, and both of those things made it near impossible for either one of us to take things slow.

      After I finger harassed her for a while, her body twisting and writhing on top of my cock, I was surprised to watch her practically jump up off my lap. She didn’t though. She was an exemplary submissive and asked permission first. And even though it was obviously an afterthought, I let it slide. This time.

      “Please, Sir. Will you please idiot me now? I want to feel your cock inside me so badly.”

      Now, tell me. How could I possibly say no when she asked me so politely, and with such need in her voice? I told her to stand up and I removed my pants and shirt, then settled back into the chair, my cock sticking straight up in the air, just waiting for her. I was going to enjoy watching her slide that tight, little pussy of hers down my massive rod.

      I watched her lithe body climb back up onto the chair and I felt the soft skin of her thighs slide down mine until she was straddling me. She couldn’t take her eyes off of my cock and that just about drove me insane. Every time her eyes drifted down to my exposed member, it was almost as if I had to snap her out of a trance, and this time was no different. She took my cock in her hand and examined it like she had no idea how she would be able to mount it or fit it inside her. It was beautiful to watch.

      I was thrilled to have her taking control. Usually I wanted, no I needed, to be in control. But this time I wanted her to have the experience her way. And if taking control was what she wanted, and needed, then I wasn’t going to stop her.

      I decided to give her a bit of a hand, though—to help her tackle this mountain in front of her.

      I gripped her around the waist with my hands and picked her up, then moved her body over the head of my cock. I paused while I felt her slide the head back and forth along the length of her pussy. She may have technically been a virgin, but she knew exactly what she was doing. She made sure I was covered in her juices so that I would slide right in, then she positioned me at her opening.

      “Look at me, Ashley,” I said, feeling the tension of her tight hole against the head of my cock. “Keep your eyes on mine.”

      Those two blue pools appeared in front of me and I couldn’t wait another second. I pushed down on her hips so that the thick flare of my cock head inched its way inside. I kept my eyes on her face. I wasn’t going to miss a moment of this.

      At first, Ashley’s lips were slightly parted, but with each inch she slid down, the wider the gap became, until her lips made a perfect o from which a high-pitched moan escaped. Her eyes grew wide, even though she looked as if she might close them at any moment. But she didn’t. She kept her eyes open and she kept them on me.

      The most amazing changes took place in those eyes of hers. One moment she looked scared, as if she couldn’t take any more. Then, the next moment her eyes took on a look of pleasure that ran so deep it made my cock ache.

      As she slid further down, completely on her own now, and using the strength in her legs to lower herself, she started to smile, just a little. Her mouth was still open, but the corners curled up and the sparkle in her eyes dazzled me. She continued to look into my eyes while she pumped herself up and down, easing herself just a bit further every time she came down.

      When my entire cock was finally inside her she threw her head back and yelled out. “Oh goodness!” she screamed. “Oh goodness, Drake! You feel amazing!”

      I cupped her breasts in my hands and watched as my cock appeared, then disappeared inside her over and over again. It was astounding to me that her tiny body could take all of me, but she did. She used every muscle in her legs to push herself up, then would let herself fall back down, making a slapping noise each time.

      I knew she was coming when she moved her head forward and opened her eyes. They were incredible. Almost overflowing with ecstasy and adoration. And they were looking right into mine. I almost came at least ten times while she was bouncing up and down on my cock, but there was no way I was going to come before her. Not now.

      So I waited. I watched her beautiful face and I waited until that moment when I could see the pleasure build in her eyes and lips. When her body started to convulse on top of me and the muscles in her vagina gripped my cock like a fist—that was when I let myself go. I gripped her hips hard and slammed her down onto my cock a few times, then when she threw her body forward and wrapped her hands around the back of my head, I came.

      Her pussy was still contracting around my cock when I felt the first spurt leave my body. I let out a loud groan and pushed her down even further, my animal instincts taking over and trying to shoot my seed as far inside of her as I could.

      Ashley took all of me inside her, grinding her clit on me while her muscles continued to spasm around my cock. The deep moans emanating from her throat filled my body, sending more energy pulsating to my cock and more streams shooting out of me. It felt like the orgasm went on for a full minute, and when Ashley finally collapsed on top of me, I was spent.

      After a long moment, I felt Ashley’s fingers push through my hair as her hands curled around and embraced my entire head. I had never experienced anything quite so intimate in my life. I was still inside her but felt like she wanted more of me—that she wanted to surround me with every part of her body.

      “Who’s that?” Ashley asked when the doorbell rang.

      “I have no idea. But whoever it is can wait. I’m not interested.” I smiled at Ashley’s sleepy eyes and messy sex hair. “You look gorgeous.”

      “So do you,” she said, bringing her lips to mine and giving me soft, slow kisses that sent a wave of bliss throughout my body.

      “What the heck?” Whoever it was had rung the doorbell three times and was on my last nerve. “I’m going to go see who it is. I’ll be right back, sweet pea.” I kissed Ashley’s forehead and lifted her off of my lap.

      “I like that.”

      “What?” I asked while I pulled my pants on.

      “Sweet pea.” Ashely’s face turned pink but her smile was beaming.

      “You are a sweet pea,” I said as I brushed her cheek with my hand. “You’re my little sweet pea.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Can’t Go Back (Ashley)

        

      

    
    
      “You need to get back to your room. Now,” Drake said in a whisper, but the tone was beyond serious. “Here, take your clothes, and don’t make a sound.” I grabbed my clothes out of Drake’s hand and ran naked to the hall that led to the room I had been staying in. I turned around once to see Drake throwing his shirt on and buttoning it up as he stalked back to the front door.

      I was petrified. I didn’t know if it was someone from the school, or maybe even Drake’s wife. But that would be silly of her to ring the doorbell. I felt like I had just been caught after hours in one of the boy’s dorm rooms. Like Drake and I were children sneaking around. I slipped inside the room and shut the door and waited there for what felt like forever, but really only amounted to a few minutes. I figured I might as well get dressed, but I didn’t do anything else, so I could make sure I didn’t make a sound.

      As I sat in the overstuffed chair in the sitting area of my room, I played what had just happened over in my head. The way Drake’s cock felt inside me and the look on his face as I took him in. His eyes were like black diamonds, glistening with pin points of brilliant light as his intense gaze penetrated my soul. I couldn’t have even imagined losing my virginity any other way. The spankings and the way Drake made me tell him what I wanted. It was all so intoxicating, and absolutely perfect.

      After about a half hour Drake came into the room. He was as white as a ghost.

      “What happened? Who was that?”

      “It was Samantha’s father, the president of the college. He wanted to talk to me about you.”

      “About me? What about me?”

      “Somehow word got to him that the police found me at your dorm room yesterday. He wanted to know why I was in your room. He’s furious.” Drake was pacing around the room, running his hands through his hair and clenching his fists. I didn’t know what to say. “He wanted to know if there was anything going on between us. He seemed convinced that there was, even though there’s no reason for him to jump to that conclusion. He never has liked me, though, so it could just be that general feeling of disgust that I always get from him. He also told me that he thinks it would be best if Samantha came home right now.”

      “Where is she?”

      “She’s in a mental hospital. She had a complete breakdown after Jessica died. She just couldn’t take anything anymore. All she could see around her was death—our daughter and your parents, my brother—and she just withdrew from everything. She stopped talking, to me or anyone else. She just stayed in her bed for weeks. Finally I took her in, I thought maybe if she rested under the care of some doctors she would get better.”

      “Did she?”

      “No. If anything she’s gotten worse since she’s been there. I don’t know if it’s the medication she’s on, or what, but she doesn’t want to leave the place. They seem to be trying some new drug every month, but nothing helps. She’s goes through phases where she seems fine, then times when she’s practically catatonic. But whenever I’ve suggested coming home, she says she can’t.”

      “Why?”

      “She won’t say, and then there are times when I’m there and she won’t say anything at all. Won’t look at me or acknowledge that I’m in the room.”

      “And her father wants to bring her home?”

      “I told him that was the worst possible thing for her, and I doubt her doctor’s would go along with it. But Geoff says we could hire a twenty-four hour nurse and care for her here. It’s insane.”

      “But why? Why does he suddenly want to bring her home?”

      “He’s just thinking about the school’s reputation. He’s gotten it into his head that appearing like as much of a traditional family as possible would make sure no suspicion falls on me.”

      “But why on earth would there be any suspicion on you at all? Just because you were in my room?”

      “I don’t know. I told them that you’d been a friend of the family for years and that I was worried about you. What I’m afraid of is they found something on your laptop. Some way to trace me. Now I’m the one that sounds paranoid.”

      “But there’s absolutely nothing to link you to me on Daddyland or any of the camming I’ve done. How could they possibly connect you through there?”

      “I don’t know.” Drake sat down in one of the overstuffed chairs in the sitting area, his head hanging down in his hands. “But you’re going to have to go back, Ashley. There’s no way you can stay here now.”

      “What? No! I don’t want to leave you! Please, Drake!”

      “Ashley, this is wrong. I took you against your will. You shouldn’t even be here. You should be living your life with boys your own age. This has all gotten completely out of hand. I don’t even know what I was thinking, bringing you here. It was stupid and the only way I can even begin to make things right is by taking you back—“

      “But I want to be here. Doesn’t what I want matter at all?”

      “Not when I’m the dean of your department. Even if what I did wasn’t illegal—which it was—it’s against the rules, Ashley. I could lose my job, my house … everything.”

      “What if we went away somewhere … together? We could just leave everything behind. No one would miss me. I honestly don’t even understand what Justin would have been doing busting in to my room. I swear the only thing he ever cared about was getting into my pants.” I paused for a moment, thinking about what my life would be like back in my room and back with Justin after having had Drake for these last few days. I just couldn’t. “Please, Drake, don’t make me go back to my old life.”

      “You have to, Ashley. I’m a dean at the college. I can’t just abandon my job, and …”

      “—and your wife. I get it.”

      “It’s not that I’m staying with her out of love, Ashley. That was gone years ago—if it ever existed between the two of us. I’m just afraid of what might happen. Things are so complicated with her mental state and my job, and now with you. I’ve yanked you out of your life for my own selfish purposes—“

      “But I wanted this, you have no idea how much I dreamt about something exactly like this happening. And not just with anyone. With you.”

      I could see the fractured look in Drake’s eyes. It wasn’t that he didn’t want me here, I knew that.

      “I can’t keep living my life the way I have been. I have to take some responsibility with Samantha. I need to do what I can to help her get better.”

      “But you’re not a doctor. If they can’t help her there, what do you think you’re going to be able to do for her here?”

      “I don’t know. I can try to make her happier.”

      “You’re not responsible for anyone else’s happiness, Drake. Not hers and not mine. You’re only responsible for your own.”

      I’d never seen eyes so sad as Drake’s at that moment. “You have to go back, Ashley. I’m sorry.” Even though his voice was stern, his eyes told me something very different. I wanted so badly to wrap my arms around him and make everything—the world and all the judgmental people in it—go away forever, but I couldn’t.

      What I had to do was take my own advice. We both had to find our own happiness. I could surround Drake with my love, but in the end there was nothing I could do to make him happy if he wasn’t there. Just like with my suicide attempt and his brother’s. It didn’t matter how many people tried to help, in the end, the happiness has to come from inside or it just doesn’t stick.
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* * *

      I walked into my dark dorm room and flopped onto the bed. I had stopped at the police station on my way home and told them to call off the search—that I was alive and well—and they gave me my laptop back. I was a bit mortified to think that a bunch of strange men had been looking through the private files and internet history on my computer, but it was another lesson I learned through all this. Password protect your computer.

      I hadn’t been in contact with anyone in days and there was no one I felt the need to call or email. Not even Justin. I felt so alone and so sad. All I wanted was to be with Drake. After all this time of wishing he knew that I existed—and terrified that he hated me because of the accident—only to find out that he had been thinking about me too. But now we couldn’t be together because of what the stupid people who had nothing to do with us would think.

      I didn’t give a hoot about what went on in the outside world. I didn’t watch any news, and I didn’t know who most celebrities even were, let alone who was married to whom and who was cheating on whom. All I cared about was my little part of the world, and I wanted that part to include everything that went on with Drake over the last few days.

      I would have stayed with him forever, even if it meant being locked up in that room for the rest of my life. I would have felt a lot less trapped there with him than I have throughout most of my life where I’ve been free to go wherever I wanted. To me trapped was more a state of mind than anything, and I’d kept a straight jacket on myself for years now without realizing it.

      As I lay there all I could think about was the way if felt to have Drake’s hands on me, and to have him inside me. I traced my fingers along my body and remembered when those were Drake’s fingers touching me and invading me. The way his touch sent pulsating waves rushing throughout my body and the way one look from him made the whole world fall away.

      I still couldn’t believe that he had actually been my first. Drake McDermott, the unquestionable man of my dreams, had been the only one to put his cock inside me. It had been my dream for so long that it almost felt like it was still a dream, because even though it had really happened, it might not ever happen again.

      I couldn’t just call him up or show up at his house, and I doubted I would ever hear the ping of one of his chat messages on Daddyland again. I didn’t even want to go back there. It all felt so hollow and cheap now, and it made me realize that the only reason I ever did it to begin with was to have a way to live out my fantasies about Drake. Everything I’d done since I left the hospital had been for him. So that I could feel at least a little bit closer to him. And now that was all over.
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* * *

      I decided that I didn’t want to stay on at Westshire, even though I had a full, four-year scholarship. I just couldn’t stomach being there anymore. I felt like my heart would break if I ran into Drake, and since he was the head of the department where I had chosen my major, I figured it would just be better for me to leave.

      Besides, I still had the money from my parent’s life insurance policy and I knew I could get by on fairly little. And if I ever got into a jam, I knew I could always go back to camming, but I was pretty sure that wasn’t going to happen.

      So I packed up the things that I couldn’t live without—all of it fitting into a small backpack, with room to spare—and took off. I abandoned everything in my dorm room, including my phone. I barely ever used it, anyway. I wiped everything off of it first, though. I learned my lesson with my laptop. I didn’t want anyone to see Drake’s phone number in there or get him into trouble in any way.

      I wanted to say goodbye to him, but I couldn’t risk it. I didn’t want him to lose his job over me. When I left the room I closed the door and walked away. I didn’t have anyone else to say goodbye to.

      I wound up hitchhiking down the coast, getting down to Florida just before the summer hit in full force. I stayed at a cheap hotel, spending most of my days wandering around on the beaches and my nights watching an old black and white TV that came with the room. I’d never watched much television and the whole setup made me feel like I was in another time period, like I had somehow been dropped into the 1970s.

      I used my laptop a little, and was tempted on occasion to start camming again. Not so much for the money, but because I was lonely and on my own in a strange city. But I didn’t do it. I told myself I wouldn’t go back to that until I was flat broke and I kept my promise. Not because I felt that there was anything wrong with it. I just needed to give myself time and space to be with myself for a while—without the constant high that tipping and compliments brought. I needed to give myself compliments and make myself feel good for a change.

      One day I got an unexpected email from the owner of Daddyland. He told me that one of my old clients had been asking about me, and that they normally didn’t pay much attention to that sort of thing. But in his email he told me that this particular client was very insistent that they get in touch with me.

      My stomach tightened when I read that email. I read it at least ten times before I could even breathe. I knew it was Drake. I couldn’t imagine any of those other men needing to contact me. It had to be him. And if it wasn’t I was about to be the most disappointed person in the world.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Done (Drake)

        

      

    
    
      It didn’t take long to get down to Florida. Mostly because I yelled at just about anyone who got in my way between the house and airport. I was getting the heck out of there and I was on my way to Ashley, and that’s all I cared about. What took the longest was for me to figure out what the heck I was doing. What was really important to me in my life.

      It took about a month for word to get back to me that she had dropped out of school. As much as I wanted to see her and talk to her and just touch her - I couldn’t risk it. My cursed stepfather was on my back and was still insisting that I bring Samantha home, even though every doctor who examined her cautioned against it.

      When I found out Ashley had disappeared, I just about went mad trying to figure out where she was, but I had next to nothing to go on. Just the camming website. I contacted them multiple times trying to get them to pass a message along to her. It was against their policy to tell me if she was working for them anymore or give me any information about her at all. I explained repeatedly that all I wanted was to get a message to her, and I had no way of knowing if they even did that.

      When I finally looked around and evaluated my life I realized that I didn’t want any of it anymore. I didn’t care about the job or the house and it was becoming clear that there wasn’t anything I could do to help my wife. If she wanted to stay in her own private hell, that was her choice. But sitting around and waiting for her wasn’t going to bring her back. And it wasn’t going to make either of us happy.

      Amid massive protests at the college, I gave my resignation, and in the process gave up my house as well. I was fine with that, though. I needed to move on and, more than anything, I needed to find Ashley. I had no idea where I was going to start looking, but I knew I had to try to find her.

      On my last day as Dean of Humanities, just as I was about to shut down my computer one last time, an email came through that made my heart stop. It was Ashley. It was actually from her. Finally, one of the times I contacted that site payed off and they forwarded my message to her. I opened up the email and read the most beautiful thing anyone had ever written to me in my life.

      
        
        Drake,

        I got the message that you needed to get in touch with me. You can email me at this address. I hope everything is going well for you. I truly do. I’m sorry that I left without saying goodbye. I wanted to. So badly. I wanted to tell you that, even though we couldn’t be together, my heart would always belong to you, and still does.

        Your Little Sweet Pea

        

      

      My heart almost exploded when I read that last line. And I practically screamed at the computer screen “But where are you?” I emailed Ashley back, telling her that I wanted to see her, that I was coming to find her, and that she should tell me where she was as soon as possible.

      I sat there and stared at the screen for almost an hour. The staff had all left and wished me well on the way out while I refreshed the screen and checked for new mail like a madman. I knew I could get her email on my phone, but I didn’t want to risk her emailing while I was driving. Besides, I had nowhere to go except the airport as soon as I found out where she was.

      Finally, she replied. Her excitement was palpable, even though it was only expressed in words on a screen, and made me smile from ear to ear. She told me that she was in Florida, down in the Keys, and that she would wait right where she was for me. She gave me the address, telling me that she hadn’t had a phone in months and preferred it that way. But she assured me that she would wait by her computer until she heard from me again.

      The first thing I did was book a flight, and there was one leaving for Marathon International in a few hours. I could barely think after that. I would leave my car in the long term lot and come back for it eventually. I’d left most everything behind at the house, so there was no need to go there. And there was not a single thing in that office I cared about.

      I honestly didn’t care about much of anything anymore, and I’d never felt more free. Letting go of the fear of my father-in-law’s opinion, or anyone around me, for that matter, was such an incredible weight off my shoulders. I realized that I’d done so much throughout my life in accordance with what I thought others wanted, or what I thought I wanted. Marrying the daughter of a college president, and working my way up to Dean of Humanities. Those things seemed important at the time, but now I couldn’t think of anything I wanted less. It had taken me a long time, but I finally realized that it didn’t take things or status to make me genuinely happy. I was still figuring it all out, but I knew for sure that freedom was pretty high on the list.

      I’d planned on starting over and that seemed like exactly what was going to happen. I had a new life waiting for me out there, and I had no idea what that even meant. But I was ready to find out. I grabbed my jacket and turned out the light, silently saying goodbye to my old life.
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* * *

      “Oh my goodness, Drake! I can’t believe you’re here!” Ashley ran up to me the second I got out of the cab, as if she had been waiting on the street for me. “I’ve been waiting here for you since you emailed me from the airport. I didn’t want to take any chances.” She had been waiting, and she was adorable.

      I dropped my duffle bag on the sidewalk and wrapped my arms around her. My hands felt like they had been made for her body, the way we seemed to fit together so perfectly. “I missed you so much, sweet pea.”

      I didn’t care about whether or not anyone saw us kissing on the street and it felt amazing. I was so done with rules, it wasn’t even funny.

      I pressed my forehead into Ashley’s and let our lips meet slowly, and softly. I pushed my hand up into her long, silky hair and pressed the back of her head into me, letting my lips and tongue linger on hers while our bodies pressed into each other.

      “We need to get into a room immediately,” I growled in Ashley’s ear while I continued to move her soft hair through my hands. “Is this your hotel?” I asked, gesturing to the run-down building we were standing next to.

      “Yeah, it’s kinda trashy, but it’s all I’ve been able to afford.”

      “Well, it’ll do for tonight, but we’re going to have to find a better place than this tomorrow.

      “We? Are you staying here … with me?” Ashely’s blue eyes lit up when they locked with mine.

      “Let’s get upstairs and we can talk … after.”
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* * *

      This time I was on top, the way I’d imagined our first time together so long ago. And the funny thing was, it didn’t seem to matter what the position was, because in retrospect, both wound up being absolutely perfect. Because they were both with Ashley.

      I missed the soft lips that met mine so eagerly, the long blonde hair that trailed down Ashley’s neck and shoulders—sometimes curling around one of her breasts. I cupped those beautiful breasts, then ran my hands down her stomach, touching every inch along the way. My hands wrapped around her hips and explored the crevice between her thighs, then trailed down her long legs, finally making it to her feet, where they caressed her ankles and toes—tickling Ashley in the process.

      I couldn’t get enough of her. It had been months since our short time together and all I did in that time was think about her. Her laugh and her sweet smile, as well as the way her round rear looked when it was being spanked.

      I gripped her ankles and spread her legs apart—slowly at first, but then with more force as my hands moved up to her thighs. When my hands reached the space just below her pussy lips, I pushed Ashley’s legs apart as far as they would go, then up into the air. Then I eased myself on top of her so that her feet rested on my shoulders.

      My eyes didn’t leave hers as I moved the head of my cock in circles around her opening, sliding around and around in the juices that told me how much she wanted me. Her lower lip quivered in anticipation of my cock entering her again.

      “Are you ready for me, little sweet pea?” I smiled down at her, desperate to feel that tightness around my cock.

      “I’ve always been ready for you,” she whispered.

      With those words ringing in my ears I slid my cock inside her, causing her to gasp. Ashley’s eyes grew wide, but she was just experiencing the beginning—barely one-quarter of my full length. I eased myself back, but then thrust in again with a bit more force. Ashley yelled out as she gripped my thighs with her hands and threw her head back. Her eyes closed for a moment, but opened up again each time I pulled back.

      “You like that?” I said, glancing down to watch almost my entire cock disappear inside those pussy lips that were stretched tight around me. “You like taking my massive cock like a hungry little hussy?”

      “Oh goodness, yes!” she gasped, her eyes filling with that incredible look of pleasure and surprise. “I want all of you inside me, Drake!”

      I put all my weight on my hands, bending her legs even closer to her chest while I lowered myself to her, and drove myself in. I could feel myself bottoming out inside Ashley’s pussy, and I could hear the slaps of my thighs hitting her rear. I watched as her eyes closed and her mouth opened wide, her head turning to the side and grinding back into the pillow. She was coming.

      When I felt the muscles of her vagina tighten around my cock even more, I lost all sense of anything else around me—except Ashley’s body and mine. She was surrounding me. Not just her pussy around my throbbing cock, but her entire being. As my orgasm spread through my body I felt enveloped by her entire being. There were no arms or legs, just a feeling of utter warmth and perfection surrounding me that was inherently Ashley.

      When I felt the last shudder of my cock I opened my eyes and there she was, looking up at me again. I let Ashley’s legs fall down to the mattress, but I stayed inside her. I couldn’t bear the thought of pulling out of that warm space, so I gripped her rear and turned her on her side while I reclined next to her. She wrapped one leg around my hip to keep herself anchored to me.

      “I just can’t believe it.”

      “What’s that?”

      “That you’re here! I mean, I figured you had moved on, that you forgot about me.”

      “Well, I did move on, but from my old life. I left it all behind.”

      “Really? How?”

      “I just did it. Your attitude had a lot to do with it.”

      “What attitude?”

      “When you talked about being free. I realized after you left that I hadn’t felt free in a long time. My life had become a long string of one responsibility after another. Things I thought I wanted at the time, but ultimately wound up making me feel trapped.”

      “You mean your job?”

      “Yes, my job … and my marriage. I left everything behind. Even my car.”

      “I’m sorry, Drake. That must have been hard.”

      “At first it was. But once I made the decision … when I finally realized what I wanted my life to look like … it wasn’t hard at all. I don’t want to wind up like my wife, trapped in my own grief, or her father, trapped in his ideas of how he thinks his life, and everyone else’s, should look. Or my brother.”

      “I’m glad.”

      “About what?”

      “That you made the decision that you did. That you’re here. You seem really happy.”

      “I am,” I said, kissing Ashley’s forehead. “And I’m glad too. So what have you been doing with yourself. I hope you’re not spending all your time in this depressing room.”

      “No, I’m usually just here in the evenings. During the days I like to walk on the beach and explore a little. I started collecting some shells and things that I find on the beach and I’ve been putting them together. Just for fun.”

      “What do you mean, like art?”

      “Yeah, kinda. Little houses with shells and pretty rocks and things for furniture and the structure. It’s just a silly hobby.”

      I looked on her bedside table and gestured to an incredibly small house that was sitting there. It could have fit in the palm of my hand. “Like that?”

      “Yeah, that’s my most recent house. It’s got a little family of mice inside. They’re all made out of painted shells.”

      I picked up the house and looked inside the windows. “This is really amazing, Ashley. I can’t believe you made this. It’s all so small.”

      “I used a really fine brush for the details. It was fun.”

      “You should sell these. You’re really talented.”

      “Thank you! I’ve thought about it. I’ve also been writing, too. Mostly short stories, but I’ve started a longer one recently.”

      “I absolutely want to read everything.”

      “So, what are you going to do?”

      “I don’t know. I haven’t really thought about it. I’d like to take some time off for a while. Maybe just spend my days on the beach, like you.”

      “That sounds nice,” Ashley said, snuggling up to me. “I think you’ll look good on the beach.”

      “Oh really?” I laughed. “I’ll keep that in mind. I do know one thing though. Whatever I wind up doing, I want it to be with you.”

      I watched Ashley’s blue eyes sparkle again as I lowered my lips to hers, then wrapped my arms around her and drifted, knowing that my life was now perfectly my own.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Freedom (Ashley - Epilog)

        

      

    
    
      “Anything good today?”

      Drake sauntered up the wooden walkway that led to our tiny beach house. I loved watching him move, especially now that he didn’t seem to have a care in the world. He threw some envelopes on the patio table, then opened up a large manila envelope that he held in his hand.

      “Looks like it’s from my attorney.”

      I watched him slide down into one of the upholstered patio chairs that sat in the shade of a large umbrella. The afternoon sun was always a bit hotter than either of us liked, so we usually spent them out here, looking out on the white beach just behind our beach house. We stayed in a really nice hotel for a while after Drake came down to stay, but eventually he bought a small beach house for the two of us. He put it in my name so that it wouldn’t be considered his property, because he knew that he was eventually going to split up with his wife.

      “Samantha signed the papers,” he said as he dropped them back into the envelope and threw it onto the table. “The divorce is final.”

      “So she agreed to everything?”

      “Looks like it. She keeps pretty much everything anyway, except our joint accounts are going to be split fifty-fifty. That means a cool million for us.”

      I jumped up and got into Drake’s lap. “That’s so great! I’m glad she was so nice about everything.”

      “Me too. I have to wonder if it was me she didn’t want to come back to when she was in the hospital. She’s been out for a while now. Went back to the house not long after I left.”

      “I can’t even imagine anyone not wanting to be around you,” I said, lowering my lips to his.

      “Well, you didn’t know me when I was an ambitious academic. I think, for the most part, Samantha got the short end of the stick.”

      “Not from what I’ve seen,” I said with a grin.

      “Does someone need a spanking?”

      “Maybe.”

      I squealed as Drake turned me over onto his lap, then kicked my feet when he pulled my tiny, white shorts down. I felt his cock immediately straining his pants under my stomach and knew exactly what he wanted.

      After we moved into this beach house, Drake and I finally had time to be alone together, like I had imagined we would be back at his old house. But this place was so much better. It reminded me a lot of the vacation house where I watched him through the french doors. It wasn’t as big, just a master bedroom and a spare bedroom that we both used as an office, but it had the same beach house feel—with tons of windows and a weathered exterior.

      I could stay here with Drake forever. I had my writing and the little shell houses that I made and sold online, as well as jewelry and whatever else I became excited about. We would spend a lot of mornings and evenings walking on the beach, and when the sun was the hottest, we’d stay on the patio or head inside to the bedroom.

      In the very beginning, Drake seemed like he didn’t want to scare me by telling me the things he wanted. But eventually—after a lot of prodding and assurance from me—he accepted that I was just as filthy as I’d always said I was. I was willing to try anything and we found that we both wanted a lot of the same things.

      He told me that he really loved having me with him—really with him instead of through the computer—that it was a dream come true, but that he still thought about watching me. He confessed to me that he had actually set up some hidden cameras in my room before I got to college, and he used to watch me all the time, even when I wasn’t masturbating.

      He said he fantasized about watching me again, only he wanted to do it so that I knew about it. He didn’t want to break my confidence in any way ever again. I told him that the idea really excited me and he set up a few hidden cameras around the house. He only turned them on occasionally, but when he did, it almost felt like I was camming again. Only without the burnout and the other creepy men. I loved it.

      I would masturbate for him on camera sometimes, and other times he would just watch me making my teeny houses or jewelry.

      What he was about to do now, well, that’s another thing we finally got around to. The first time I’d ever seen his cock was in that picture of him his wife in the rear. It was an image that I just couldn’t get out of my head. That enormous cock of his squeezing into his wife’s tight jerk.

      He told me it would take work to get to the point where he could idiot me there without causing me too much pain. I told him I would do anything it took. I was more than ready to take him in my rear.

      Drake picked me up off his lap and threw me over his shoulder, carrying me into the beach house and throwing me on the bed in our bedroom. I couldn’t stop squealing because, even though I was looking forward to what was coming, I was always a little nervous just before.

      I was on my stomach on the bed and felt Drake’s hands pull my shorts the rest of the way off.

      “Take your shirt off, Ashley.” I did as he told me, pulling my tank top up over my head so that I was completely naked in front of him.

      “Do you know what I’m going to do?”

      “I think so,” I replied. At least I hoped I did.

      “I think you know that I don’t need any reason at all to punish you. And right now I’m going to spank that rear of yours because I know it needs it. Don’t you agree?”

      “Yes, Sir. I agree. I need to be punished.”

      “Then, after I spank your rear I’m going to slide my cock around in your hot juices. I’m going to get it ready and then do you know what I’m going to do?”

      “You’re going to mess me in the rear,” I said, my voice shaking a little at the end.

      “That’s right. I’m going to squeeze this massive hard-on that I’m holding in my hand into that tight little hole of yours. And then do you know what’s going to happen?”

      I paused for a moment before answering. “I’m going to show you.”

      “Show me what?”

      “I’m going to show you how much I want to come for you.”

      “That’s a good girl,” he said, punctuating his words with a hard slap that made me gasp.

      I felt Drake kneel down on the end of the bed, where my rear was, and I wailed as each blow came down. At one point he spread my legs apart and told me to arch my back. I did what he told me to do and felt his fingers pull me apart. I knew that he was looking at me, at how turned on I was by the punishment.

      After thirty spankings, a new record, I felt him get on the bed in between my legs. My rear burned in the most incredible way, with the pain translating to electric tingles that oozed down to my wet pussy. I was more than ready for him. I felt the head of his cock slide around in a frenzy in my wetness while his fingers opened me up, exploring me and examining their handiwork. The next thing I felt was the bulbous head of his massive cock entering my jerk.

      I gripped the comforter underneath me and pushed my rear up toward him, and when the head finally made it past the tightest part, I let out a loud groan. As Drake eased himself into me, my mouth stayed wide open, but nothing came out. I just closed my eyes and allowed the slow burn to melt into me and spread.

      Drake was on me now, pumping in and out of me like an animal while I screamed out with each thrust. I was completely overwhelmed with the intensity of the massive cock slamming into me. I slid my right hand down along my stomach until I reached my clit, then used my own lubrication on myself. I slid my fingers around over the top of my clit, dipping them into my pussy hole every few seconds to keep everything slippery. And all the while, Drake continued to pound into me, my entire body shaking and jerking with each powerful thrust.

      I felt myself start to come and I pushed my rear up even higher in the air. I loved the feeling of being opened up to Drake like that, giving him complete control of my jerk. When the orgasm ripped through me I heard Drake, and those sounds resonated throughout my entire body. I knew I was tightening around his cock and I knew what that did to him. I could tell by the moans that came out of him that he was having an incredibly intense orgasm. That’s the way it was when I came while he messed my rear. The contractions massaged his orgasming cock, heightening the sensations and milking every last drop out of him.

      I loved the sounds that he made. It was almost as if I could have come myself just from listening to him. I just couldn’t imagine my life without him. He was everything I ever wanted and more. I think maybe having his freedom changed him because even though he still had that intensity that drew me to him, he was also so laid back and fun. Even his punishments became more laid back, and usually involved me running around naked, doing the things I wanted to do while he watched. Which was something I knew that I would never get tired of—knowing that he was watching me and knowing how much he loved it.

      I felt so lucky every single day, knowing that we had found each other. That I was Drake’s little sweet pea and his filthy little hussy, and always would be.

      

      
        The End
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* * *

      
        About Dirty Daughter

        

        For the last eight years Dr. Max has been my mother's psychologist ... and her lover. But now that she's out of the way I'm going to make him mine.

      

      
        Emily

        All my mother ever did was use Max.

        Trading her own pathetic version of love to get her prescription drug fix.

        I saw the way he used to look at me.

        I know he wants me.

        I’m a woman now…

        and that jerk is finally out of my way.

        So I’m taking what’s mine.

        Look out, Dr. Max…

        I’m coming.

        

        Max

        My goodness, Emily looks just like her mother.

        I can see the vulnerability in her eyes…

        mixed with the womanly curves of her body.

        That combination just about drives me out of my mind.

        She thinks she’s playing me, just like her mother used to.

        But Emily is in for a real surprise.

        I know exactly what to do to make her all mine.

        And once I get her to my secluded country estate,

        I’m going to keep her there with me …

        and never let her leave.
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* * *

      
        Dirty Daughter
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* * *

      Home (Emily)

      "You look cheap."

      My mother eyed me up and down as I entered the dimly lit kitchen. It was two o'clock in the morning and I hadn't expected her to be awake. Given her habits, she was usually out cold by eleven, but tonight she sat hunched over at the kitchen table, a cigarette hanging from her lips, her right hand wrapped around a half-empty highball glass filled with what must have been straight vodka. The way she slurred her words made it obvious that the clear liquid wasn't water.

      "How are you even awake?" I mumbled. I wasn't in the mood to fight. I had only been home from school for two days, and had gone out earlier so that I didn’t have to be there. Anything to keep me out of that house and away from her. Unfortunately, since I had been sent away to a boarding school in another state when I was twelve, I didn't have a single friend in the area. I didn’t even know how many of my grade school friends lived in the neighborhood anymore.

      So I ended up just driving around on back roads for hours, listening to the radio and thinking about what I was going to do now that I was back in her house. But now I was tired and ready for bed, and of course my drunken jerk of a mother wanted to start a fight with me.

      This was, in fact, the house I grew up in, but it didn’t feel like a home to me anymore. Not after everything that had happened in it. After the way she treated me. I didn't know how I was going to survive in this house with her now that I was graduated from school and had nowhere to go.

      I hadn't applied to college at all. I knew it was stupid but I really didn’t see the point. I didn’t have the money for tuition and I knew she wasn’t going to pay for my school anymore. The only reason she paid for the boarding school was because she wanted me out of the house, and now that I was eighteen I’m sure she didn’t see me as her responsibility anymore.

      My plan for now was just to try and avoid the house as much as possible until I figured something out, which is what I had attempted to do tonight. Only now the crazy jerk was awake when she shouldn't have been. Sometimes I wished she would just keel over, but I knew that wasn't likely to happen anytime soon. She’d had me when she was really young—barely eighteen—so she was still considered young. Some people even said we looked like sisters, which pretty much made me want to vomit.

      "What did you say?" She slurred at me, and then rose unsteadily to her feet. She ambled toward me and I looked at her with disgust, trying unsuccessfully to avoid her nasty alcohol-saturated breath.

      "Don't look at me like that you little jerk." She threw her drink in my face with an ugly sneer. "And get rid of that cheap, slutty dress. You embarrass me, you little whore."

      She stumbled back to the table and fell into her chair, then filled her glass up again, spilling more on the table than she got into the wide mouthed tumbler. When she finally lifted her head up again she stared right at me with bloodshot eyes and heavily drooping lids. I noticed an open bottle of sleeping pills beside her. When she saw what I was looking at she smiled at me lazily, almost daring me to stand up to her.

      “What the heck are you looking at?”

      “Not much,” I said, looking down at the drips of vodka on the floor that had accumulated around my feet.

      When I was a kid my friends all told me how beautiful my mother was. Everyone did. She was always the center of attention at any gathering and was the life of every party. They all thought she was perfect. But that’s because they didn’t know her like I did.

      My mother was incredibly beautiful, or at least she would be if she weren't so awful. She had thick blond hair, green eyes, and a full mouth—which I also had. People always said that I looked just like her. As much as I hated to admit it, I knew I was a spitting image of my mother—at least physically. But when I looked in the mirror I didn’t see it. I didn’t think we looked alike at all because what I saw when I looked at her was a wretched jerk who had turned her back on her only daughter. What I saw was a pathetic, addicted mess.

      Alcohol and tranquilizers had taken over her life in the last eight years or so, and I could see that her age was slowly but surely making itself known. She was incredibly vain, though, and even though she took the compliments about us looking almost identical, I could tell she didn’t like it. She didn’t like the idea that I was beautiful too and was almost twenty years younger than her.

      Ever since I had blossomed after puberty, some of my mother’s friends would even say that her daughter’s beauty had surpassed hers. Even my father would say it to her face, which was something that caused long, screaming matches behind the closed door of their bedroom that went on until the early hours of the morning.

      But when I had gone to my mother, crying and unable to bear the pain after my father had let it be known to me just how much he preferred me to his own wife, she had flown into a rage. But not at him—at me. She slapped me across the face and dragged me by my hair to my room and told me I was a filthy hussy and a liar before locking me inside. The next day, she had my bags packed and I was sent away to an all-girls school across the country.

      They divorced not long after that, but from that point forward she always seemed to view me as her competition. Every time I came home for the holidays, she made sure to have noisy, boisterous sex with whoever she had her claws dug into at that particular time.

      I always regretted having come home for Christmas and summer breaks, but seeing her now in her drunken stupor, I loathed being in the same room with her.

      “Then why don’t you get out of here and leave me alone.” She downed her drink in one swallow and threw her head back in some kind of mock victory.

      I narrowed my eyes into slits and glared at her. I could feel myself losing it, hatred bubbling out of every pore. "Forget you!" I screamed. I felt the heat of rage rushing to my face. "I hate you!" I screamed at the top of my lungs, glaring at my mother with disgust.

      "Feeling's mutual, little girl," she cackled, putting out her cigarette on a plate of barely touched food. "Oh wait, you're not a little girl anymore, are you? Last I checked, I gave birth to you eighteen years ago. You're an adult now, so how about you get the heck out of my house? Maybe you can find a man to sponge off of, because I am done supporting you."

      "Supporting me?" I spat. "You have never supported me! You call being a jealous jerk and shipping me off to boarding school support? You call bringing home random men and them in front of me support? You're a joke. An old, haggard joke. Even with me gone, you still couldn't keep a man happy. You’re here all alone in this huge, depressing house with no one but yourself to drink with.” I was on a roll now, unable to control the words that were coming out of my mouth even though I knew that this was going to end very badly. It always did.

      She looked almost hurt for a moment but then her eyes narrowed again and her mouth tightened up into a smirk. "You don't know what you are talking about, and you'd best watch your pretty little mouth,” she snarled. "I have given up so much for you, and this is how you treat me? I don’t need to justify anything to you, but I’ll have you know that there are plenty of men who spend time here with me. Plenty.”

      “Oh, do you mean the doctor you bribe with sex so he will prescribe your drugs?” I asked incredulously. “The man you idiot so that you can get your fix? And you call me a manipulative hussy? You're the one who’s taking advantage of someone to get exactly what you want out of him when it’s convenient for you.”

      She stared at me for a moment but then looked down at the floor without saying anything.

      “You didn't think I knew about that, did you, Mommy? I’ve known about you taking advantage of Dr. Max for a long time.“

      I couldn’t help but know. I’d secretly been in love with him since the first time I saw them together. It was years after I’d been sent away to school and my father left. My mother had no idea, but I saw the two of them together, and I’ll never forget it.

      Max was really the only one I wanted to see when I came home for visits, but she rarely let me into the same room as him. I was sure she was afraid that I would steal him away from her. I hated her for keeping him from me and I hated the way she treated him. But I especially hated her for possessing the one man that I would practically kill for.

      She took a step forward and slapped me hard across the face, her open palm leaving a stinging sensation that lasted long after the physical contact had ceased. But I was used to that feeling. The memory of the day that I ran to her, needing my mother’s love and protection and getting nothing but pain in return was what I had come to expect from her.

      It all came flooding back into my mind, as if I were reliving that day all over again. The day that my mother betrayed me, the day that she not only didn't stand up for me, but stood against me, making it clear that she viewed me as her competition rather than her child.

      I had no idea what I was expecting from her now, though. She had never been a mother to me. And even though it stung, her blow didn't even faze me. I went on, “You think hitting me makes you a better person? Really? Do you realize that everyone leaves you because you're just a filthy liar. Your whole life is a lie. This act you put on for them? It isn’t you! You don’t show the real you to anyone but me! You’re a narcissist and a sociopath! And you're going to die a lonely, ugly old woman! Go ahead and kick me out! I'm not about to stay under the same roof as you anyway! You're nothing to me. Nothing!" I could hear the words that came screaming out of me. I could hear how childish they sounded, and I knew she couldn’t care less. But it felt almost cathartic, finally telling her how I felt. These were words that I had wanted to say to her for years, but had kept mostly bottled up inside.

      I wanted her to know that I knew all about the manipulative little games that she played with everyone in her life. All the trash she always thought she had gotten away with. Maybe they all did believe her lies, but I knew who she was. She called me a liar and a manipulator, but if I was, I had learned everything I knew from from the expert.

      She stared at me, stunned. “I don’t need this!“ She screamed at me, completely irrational now. "Does seeing me like this make you happy?" She grabbed a little brown bottle from the table and poured a few pills into her hand, popping them into her mouth and washing them down with a swig straight from the vodka bottle. “I should have had a darn abortion.”

      She steadied herself, shaking the pill bottle in my face like a mad woman. "I love that man and he loves me and there’s nothing you can do to take that away from me! I’m not going to let you take him away from me!” she screeched. She pointed her finger right in my face. "You're just jealous that you couldn't steal him from me, too." Her face took on an even darker look, as the drugs and alcohol that were swimming around in her blood stream kicked in.

      The fact that I was standing in the kitchen at 2 a.m.—soaked in the booze she had thrown on me, a stinging handprint across my face and having to listen to threats she screamed at me like a mad woman—made my blood  boil. In that moment, I felt like I was someone else. I was no longer the helpless child, the little girl that wanted mommy to love her. In that moment, I was overtaken by sheer rage.

      A flood of memories came rushing back into my mind. The awful things she had said and done to me over the years all happening again—simultaneously in my mind, like images piling on top of each other—until all I could see was the pain and the loneliness and the never-ending manipulation and lies that were the only legacy she was capable of giving me. Even though I was right there in the kitchen—my physical body standing there locked in heck with this woman who had given me a life that I now wanted so desperately out of—in my mind I went somewhere else. I wanted to throw her down onto the ground and kick the trash out of her. I wanted to make her hurt every bit as much as she had made me hurt all my life.

      But I didn’t. I sucked it all up once again. I turned and walked away from her, making my way through the dark living room until I found the smoothly carved bannister of the stairway. Although I didn't quite know what I was going to do, I couldn't stand to be in her presence any longer. When we got like this, there was no calming down for days. Besides, she had just kicked me out of the house. I wasn’t wanted there. I didn’t know where I was going to go but I had to get out.

      Anywhere but here, I thought. I threw open my bedroom door, picked up the suitcase that was still half packed with school uniforms, and dumped them onto the floor. I furiously kicked the heap of clothes out of my way, pulling the few normal outfits that I owned off of their hangers and shoving them into the suitcase. The panic that I had nowhere to actually go—the fact that I didn’t have many friends nearby and hadn’t for years—was dawning on me, but I had no choice at this point. My chest felt like it was going to cave in on me, making it difficult to even breathe.

      When I got everything into my suitcase I threw open my bedroom door, and there stood my mother wearing her classy silk robe—the wrinkles on her face suddenly accentuated by the shadows in the poorly lit hall outside my room. I pushed past her, no energy left for another screaming match.

      As I passed her she actually called after me, her voice hoarse from all the yelling we had done downstairs.  For a split second, I thought maybe she was going to apologize, that the time had finally come when she realized what a nasty mother she was, and was ready to make amends.

      "Emily, dear …” she said quietly to my back. I didn't turn around at first, I just kept walking toward the stairs.

      I heard her footsteps behind me. She was following me. A part of my mind conjured a fantasy, a world where when I reached the top of the stairs I would turn around and I would have a real mom. One that would wrap me in her arms and tell me she was sorry, and that I was beautiful, and that she would always protect me. She would beg me not to venture out into an unfamiliar world in the middle of the night, but to stay here where I had a home, where I was loved.

      Tears welled in my eyes. I wanted so badly for her to stop me. To put her arms around me and ask me to stay. When I reached the top of the stairs, she was right behind me. I could feel her presence and hear her breath in my ear as we both stood at the top of the stairwell—me with my hastily packed suitcase in one hand and her with that glass of vodka in hers.

      "Emily ..." she said again, quietly.

      "What?" I asked, more exasperated than anything. I turned to look at her, hoping for just a shred of decency. I was willing to give her one last chance.

      "Give me your house key," she said sweetly, flashing me a smug, boozy grin. "I don't want to see your face in my house again."

      I set down my suitcase, and stared her in the eye. "Forget you," I nearly whispered, calmly and quietly with tears streaming down my cheeks.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Funeral (Max)

        

      

    
    
      I walked toward a small group, men and women dressed in black, who were surrounding a young lady with her back to me. I knew who it was the minute I walked in the door and made my way across the room through the crowd of mourners.

      "Emily, please let us know if there's anything we can do for you," said one of the women in the group. "I can't stand the thought of you in this big, dark house all alone now."

      I waited until there was a pause in the condolences, then moved up behind her. The scent of her hair and her perfume reminded me so much of her mother it made my head spin. But there was an essence underneath those man-made fragrances that was all her own, and it filled me with lust.

      "Emily," I said as I gently touched her back. She turned around and I was rendered speechless by her beauty, and by how much she looked like her mother. She had every quality I had ever been dazzled by in Amelia, but Emily was much more striking. Everything about Amelia’s daughter had matured in the three years since I had seen her last; her eyes had brightened and seemed larger, her cheeks had lost the fullness of youth and hollowed below the cheekbones, and her lips were much fuller than I had remembered. And now that she was on the verge of womanhood her curves were much more apparent.

      When I saw her eyes light up at the sight of me I leaned in and gave her a quick kiss on the cheek. But I had to stop myself from running my hand around the back of her head, removing the pin that held her hair in a perfect twist and pulling her lips to mine. I could feel blood pulsate through my body as Emily’s breath lingered on my ear and her scent surrounded me.

      "Dr. Devereaux, I'm so glad you could make it today. I know my mother would be very touched that you came."

      She looked up at me with so much adoration in her eyes I almost had to loosen my tie.

      "Please, Emily … call me Max," I said with a smile as I gazed down into her deep green eyes.

      "Okay, Dr. Max," she said with a playful smile. She quickly looked down but I caught a glimpse of her flushed face and the almost imperceptible twist of one foot back and forth underneath her. When she looked back up I saw a flash of her age and inexperience, but she was careful to hide it well. She was putting on the grown woman act, but that's what made her so irresistible to me.

      Her eyes were almost screaming take care of me under all of the formal clothing and the makeup and hairdo; superficial things that were all adding a good ten years to her appearance right now. But underneath it all I knew she was just a scared little girl, and the thought of what that could mean filled me with another surge of craving that almost had me packing her over my shoulder and into the nearest empty room.

      "How are you doing, Emily? I was so sorry to hear about your mother's death."

      She looked up at me with a hint of sadness—and maybe even a little bit of fear—before her eyes fell to the ground again.

      "I'm doing ok. I'd only been back from school for a week before … well, before it happened. It was so sudden, and so horrible.” A look of sadness swept over her face again and it was all I could do to keep my hands at my sides.

      “I can only imagine. Are you managing okay?”

      “This house is so big. It’s been a little overwhelming being in charge of such a massive property even though it’s only been mine for a little over a week. If something were to go wrong I'm not sure who I would even call."

      "Yes, I know how big this house is. I’ve been here many times.” I looked around at the mahogany trim and grand staircase that swept up to the second floor, and the banister that ran along the second floor landing. I remembered so many moments behind those closed doors. One in particular filled my mind’s eye as I gazed down at Emily.

      “Yes, I remember.” A knowing look crept into her eyes and I had the feeling that she was picturing the exact same moment as I was. Maybe it was just wishful thinking, but I wanted to think that we had shared something special that night—all those years ago.

      I couldn’t breathe for a moment, so I looked away and cleared my throat, pretending to take in the art on the walls. I was surprised at the effect she was having on me, especially so soon after Amelia’s death. I hadn’t come here to flirt with Emily at all, but I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t looking forward to seeing her.

      “I told your mother many times that she should downsize now that it was just her rambling around all these empty rooms while you were away at school.”

      The downstairs living area was enormous and was just one of many rooms that haunted my memories on the main floor. Its grand size suited the funeral reception well, since it was clear that Amelia Newhart had been a well-loved woman. Many of her personal and business acquaintances were in attendance, but I worried that Emily would be here all alone after the guests were gone.

      "Do you have anyone staying here with you?”

      “No, it’s just me. The housekeeper comes a few times a week, but I rarely see her.”

      “Don’t you have any nearby friends? Surely you're not too old for slumber parties." I grinned, letting her know I was joking. I said to myself that I was trying to lighten the mood a little and make her more comfortable, but I was starting to feel like the one that needed to relax. What I needed was a drink. I looked around the room and spotted the bar.

      “Not anymore. None of the girls from my school live anywhere near here. I had some friends when I was younger but I haven’t really kept in touch lately. I’ve been meaning to but since everything that happened … well. Anyway, I don't know why my mother chose a private school in another state but it didn’t do much for my social life.”

      “I hear Miss Potter’s is one of the best. It has an excellent reputation for college acceptance. I’m sure your mother wanted to make sure you had every advantage possible.”

      “I’m not so sure that was the reason she sent me away.” A smile slowly curled up at the corners of her perfect lips, but it didn’t quite reach her eyes. After they darted around the room a bit, Emily’s eyes met mine and I saw that same lost look that had stirred something inside me earlier. I took her arm and steered her across the room over to the bar.

      I had an impulse to ask about a boyfriend, but I wasn’t sure if that would come off as creepy. I hadn't noticed anyone hanging around her at the funeral. Surely, if she were seeing anyone that was worth a cent, he'd be here supporting her at a time like this. But after I thought about it for a moment I really didn’t care if she were seeing anyone. If she was, it wasn't going to last for long. I would see to that.

      I honestly couldn’t see how a girl like Emily didn’t have an army of boys following her around at all times. Maybe she really was just that sheltered at the school. I had to admit, the thought that Emily was an untouched woman made my cock involuntarily twitch in my trousers, and I had to adjust my posture in such a way to make sure my arousal was imperceptible.

      We made our way over to the corner of the room where an enormous amount of food was laid out on a long table. I left Emily there for a moment while I walked to the bar and grabbed two glasses of wine. As I approached her I noticed that she was staring down at the table of trays of cold cuts interspersed with wedges of cheese and piles of bite sized fruit, but hadn't touched a thing.

      “Would you like something to eat?” I asked as I handed her a glass.

      “No, I’m fine, Dr … I mean … Max. I haven’t been very hungry.”

      "Are you sure you’re okay? Would you like to sit down?"

      "No, really, Max, I'm fine. I was just listening to what those women over there were saying. Is it true? Do you think I look just like her?" she asked, looking up into my eyes with furrowed brows and a sincerity that melted my heart. She seemed so lost and sad and all I wanted to do at that moment was wrap my arms around her and bury my face in her soft hair, but this was definitely not the place. There would be time enough for that later. I would make sure of it.

      "Yes, you do. There are slight differences, of course, but it is astounding how much you look like your mother. Especially when she was closer to your age."

      "How long did you know her, Max?"

      "Your mother became a patient of mine about eight years ago, when you were just a little girl."

      "But she was more than a patient to you, wasn't she?" Emily asked with a faraway stare that was still focused on a spot just over the food on the table in front of her.

      As I gently pulled her arm to an empty corner of the room I couldn’t help playing that moment over in my head. I will never forget that image of a young girl standing in the shadowy hall outside of Amelia's bedroom, with long blonde hair hanging loose around shoulders that were bare underneath a sleeveless white nightgown. That was a couple years ago, when she had just started to blossom into early womanhood, and if my calculations were correct that made Emily eighteen years old now.

      "Yes, Emily, your mother meant a lot to me." I reached up and moved a strand of hair out of her eye. She looked up at me, her face almost close enough for me to kiss without moving a muscle. I hovered over her for a moment, staring into her dark eyes, then took a step backward, and quickly looked around the room to see if anyone was watching us. As I tilted the wine glass and emptied it in one swallow, I watched her catch her breath out of the corner of my eye. Her gaze was fixed on mine and her lips were parted, silently asking me to fill the space between them with my tongue.

      “Did you love her?" her eyes widened and her brow lifted as she waited for the answer.

      I looked around the room and noticed a few people within earshot, then set down my wine glass, adjusted my tie slightly, and turned back to Emily.

      "I'm not sure if this is the place to discuss your mother's and my relationship. We can make arrangements to meet later and talk, if you'd like. In fact, I would love for you to come see me, Emily. If you need to talk about anything at all—your mother’s death, the estate, anything—please call me," I said, taking her hand and placing my card into it. She smiled as she looked down at the small piece of paper in her hand.

      “Are you going to be my shrink now, Dr. Max?" she asked, looking up at me with a mischievous smile, then biting her lower lip. Oh, she was good. I wasn’t about to play my hand yet, though. I wanted to keep her guessing a little while longer.

      "You can call my office and make an appointment with my receptionist, or we can meet after hours, it's up to you. I know how hard a loss like this can be, and I'd like to help you in any way I can."

      "Emily! Darling, how are you?" An older woman with a black veil covering her eyes pushed in between the two of us and kissing the air on either side of Emily’s face. "I'm so sorry for your loss, dear. Is there anything I can do for you? I've arranged for a food basket to be sent over from one of those specialty markets that Amelia loved so much. But I'd be more than happy to have one of your cousins come over and stay with you for a while. I just abhor the thought of you here all alone, darling."

      "Thank you Aunt Leona, but I'm fine, really. I don't mind being here alone. It's my home and I'm comfortable here. I appreciate your concern though. Do you know Dr. Devereaux?“

      The woman turned her attention to me and held out her hand. “Doctor?” she asked with a smile curling up in the corner of her mouth.

      “Maximilian Devereaux,” I said, taking her limp hand and attempting to shake it. “I was Amelia’s psychiatrist.”

      “Oh, yes. Well, I’m sure you had your hands full.” She eyed me up and down, then looked back at Emily. “Call me if you need anything, darling.” She looked at me one more time, then Emily and I watched her as she drifted off into a group of chatting women, leaving a cloud of powdery sweetness in the air.

      "Is that one of your mother's sisters?" I asked. I had never seen or heard of her before.

      "No, that's my father's sister. She lives a few hours from here.”

      It suddenly struck me that Richard wasn’t at the reception. “Is your father here?”

      “No.” That was all she said, and with no additional information offered I thought it best to leave it at that.

      "Are you sure you're going to be okay here all by yourself? This place really is too big for one person. You could get lost in here," I said as I moved in a little closer to Emily again. She ran her finger around the rim of her wine glass and smiled as she glanced behind me up to the second floor landing.

      "I've never gotten lost in this house, Max. Not even when I was a young girl. I always knew exactly where I was, even when my mother didn't."

      Her eyes fixed on mine as she set her wine glass down. I was speechless. She had to be referring to that night. My attention was completely focused on the gap between those perfect lips of hers. All I wanted to do in that moment was pull her body to mine and devour them.

      "So do you only see patients at your office? Or do you see them at your house as well?" Her eyes darted away when she tacked on that last part of the question, obviously making an effort to appear casual but not succeeding. I could read her like a book. I wanted to devour her right then and there. I knew she was playing a game with me, and that she'd been playing it for years.

      In the few times I had seen her since she had disappeared to that private school, I knew exactly what her eyes were telling me. Those sexy, dark eyes that drew me in and grew darker and blacker the longer she stared at me. Eyes that knew exactly what they wanted and how to get it, but were tinged with a faraway look that bordered on fear. The combination was irresistible to me and made me want to hold her and protect her from her own fears. But it also made me want to be everything that she feared. What I wanted was to own her. I wanted her to belong to me. But this was going to have to go my way.

      "I do see patients in my home from time to time, but it would be better if we had some sessions in my office first, so we could get a bit more acquainted. I'd like to get to know more about you—your past and the things that might be issues for you right now. Is that something that you'd be interested in? Of course I wouldn't charge you. You're like a part of the family to me and I'd be more than happy to see you for as long as you feel is necessary."

      Emily looked a little disappointed as she stared off into the distance behind me. When she turned her eyes back to me to respond, she didn't seem as open, as flirty and friendly as she had moments before. Apparently, I had put her off by giving her the full doctor persona. That was the way it needed to be right now, though. I was in charge, and I intended to remain in charge of how things progressed between us.

      "What things in my past do you think I need to discuss with you, Max?" she moved her faraway gaze back to me and focused intently on my eyes. "Is there something you already know about? Did my mother tell you something about me?"

      I smiled slightly as I thought about all of the things her mother had told me. How the more she talked about her daughter and her apparent issues with the men who surrounded her—as she went through the awkward stage of not a girl anymore to not quite a woman—made her more and more intriguing to me. Emily was a puzzle I wanted to immerse myself in until I figured out every last thing about her.

      "Your mother told me many things, Emily. We saw each other at least once a week for eight years. There were times when she was very worried about you, and times when she just needed some advice. Raising a teenage girl isn't my field of expertise, but I believe I did manage to help her make some good decisions."

      "Decisions regarding what? Why on earth would she need your advice with me?" she moved closer to me and I could feel the energy coming off of her in waves. She was getting uncomfortably close to attracting the attention of everyone in the room and even though her behavior concerned me—as I had no interest in the people in this room knowing my business—it also made me crazy with desire. I wanted to throw her over my lap and spank the living daylights out of her while plunging my fingers deep inside her wet pussy.

      "Emily. I am much more interested in what you have to tell me. And I would much rather do that in the privacy of my office than in front of all these people. I would love to talk to you about anything that’s on your mind, but I prefer to keep my conversations confidential, and I don't see any way of achieving that in this room."

      It was a fine line I was walking, but I knew how to handle a girl like her. She would do what I said and would be putty in my hands by the end of the week.

      "You're right Max. I'm sorry if I'm embarrassing you. I think I'm just going through a lot right now and I'm not quite myself, you know? But as a matter of fact, I would like someone to talk to. I would very much like to come see you," she said with an air of finality as she looked up at me, a sweet smile lighting up her eyes.

      "Don't worry about a thing. You're not embarrassing me at all. I look forward to hearing from you, and in the meantime, if there is anything I can do for you … anything … please call me."
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      A cool breeze blew across my bare legs, almost flipping my short, summer skirt up, as I walked along the downtown streets on my way to Max's office. I held my hands down over my hips to keep my clothing intact, as I hadn't worn anything underneath. This was a bold move, even for me, but lately I just didn't have the same inhibitions that I used to have. Especially where Max was concerned.

      I was by law an adult, I was done with school—which had kept me from having any fun at all—and I had recently inherited a massive estate that I could do with as I pleased. All I needed now was the man—that man. The one that I was going to see now and that I would make sure was mine before long. I didn’t care what he had with my mother. He would soon see that what he could have with me was better than anything he’d imagined in his wildest dreams.

      I had been waiting for this day for years and my stomach was filled with a mixture of excitement and anxiety. As I walked, I couldn't help slipping into a sexual reverie—imagining what his warm hands would feel like running over my breasts, what his smooth cock would taste like. Before I knew it, I was at the steps to his office building—already feeling the hot wetness seep between my legs—and I hadn't even seen him yet.

      The dress I was wearing was not only light and flimsy, so that the air blew it around with ease, but it was also almost completely see through in the right light. No panties, no bra—just the thinnest fabric separating my nakedness from Max's eyes. I smiled at the thought of straddling his lap and burying my breasts in Max's face as he sat behind his desk and tried to be professional.

      I was not planning on giving him a chance to turn me down. It might take a couple visits to his office to get him to let down his guard—and his pants—but I knew the minute I had my lips wrapped around his cock he was going to be mine.

      I was so thrilled to see Max when he showed up at my mother's funeral. The moment I caught a glimpse of him walking in to the reception, I knew that it was all meant to be. That everything had been leading up to this. He was going to be mine, and I was going to make him forget that I had ever even had a mother.

      Max was absolutely gorgeous. He had the perfect dark allure—everything that I had ever dreamed about in a man—and everyone at the reception could see it too. None of the women there could take their eyes off of him. Every time I glanced around the room there was some woman staring or a group of women whispering. And it wasn’t just the chatter about how much I looked like my mother that I had been listening to. I had overheard them talking about him—about us. Speculating on who in this boring, uptight town he was seeing. I wanted to shout out to the entire room that he was mine. That they might as well look elsewhere because nothing would stop me from making him mine.

      I thought I was in love with him a couple years ago, but what I felt for him now was much more. My feelings for him had grown along with my body over the last two years, and by the way he looked me over with his dark eyes at the funeral, I knew that I wasn't going to have to do much in order to completely enchant him. He was a man, after all, and while I didn't have a lot of experience with the opposite sex, I knew enough to know that they couldn't resist a nice pair of belly and rear—and that is exactly what I was going to present him with today at his office.

      I stopped at a convenience store just outside the lobby of Max's office building and bought a cold bottle of water, then made my way to the elevator. Even though it was a cool day and I was wearing my skimpiest summer dress, I wanted to provide Max with a little more to look at. I wanted to make him drool the minute I walked into his office. The bottle of water was ice cold and I unbuttoned my top enough to run it over my breasts. My nipples popped up and became rock hard bumps the size of raisins. I knew that would get his attention.

      When I entered his suite, the receptionist looked me up and down disdainfully. She didn't even say anything, just stared at me as if I had no right to be there.

      "I have an appointment with Dr. Devereux." I said somewhat haughtily, barely looking at her, checking my phone instead as if she didn't even warrant a glance from me. I was not about to be judged by some secretary. If she was him, that was about to be over.

      She buzzed Max using the phone on her desk, then rudely motioned for me to have a seat. I glanced at one of the overstuffed lobby chairs, but before I could sit down she hung up the phone and said curtly, "Dr. Devereux will see you now. Last door on the right."

      She didn't bother to get up and show me the way, and I was glad. I didn't need the secretary's presence taking away from my grand entrance.

      I smoothed the wrinkles out of my skirt and headed down the empty hallway. Once I rounded the corner and was out of her sight, I took a quick glance at myself using the reflection in my phone and fluffed up my hair. I arrived at the last door on the right, and looked at the hall plate that stated Max's full name and credentials in gold lettering. I discreetly pinched my nipples one last time to get them extra hard before rapping lightly on the door and then slowly turning it without waiting for an answer.

      I pushed the door open and stepped through. Max looked up casually, and when his eyes focused on me they widened and his mouth opened slightly. I stood before him, putting myself on display and letting him gaze at me a few moments before attempting to move or speak. I wanted him to take it all in—the neckline that revealed a generous amount of cleavage, my hard nipples poking through the sheer fabric, and the skirt of the dress that barely came down past my rear. I wanted him to see what could be his.  He was obviously having a hard time keeping his eyes off my breasts, but by the time he made it down to my bare legs I could see that he had to force himself to look back up into my eyes.

      He sat motionless in his chair for a beat too long, taking in the sight of me before he finally found his voice. He cleared his throat, not because of a cough, but as a gesture to buy time and regain composure. I pretended not to notice and looked at him shyly, as if I were just a lost little girl coming in for a routine checkup, but inside I was flying. The feeling of power over someone like Max was just about the most intoxicating thing on the planet and I wanted it to go on forever.

      "Hello, Emily. Please have a seat.” He did that insanely sexy thing where he loosened his tie a bit and looked away from me, as if he had a million things on his mind. But I knew there was just one thing—me. I didn’t know if he knew how obvious he was with that gesture. It wasn’t obvious like boys my age were, though. Max was sexy in ways that those boys wouldn’t be able to come close to for years—if ever. I wanted to kneel down in front of him where he sat behind his desk and undo his belt right then—taking him deep into my mouth and milking his seed right out of him. I wanted to make him mine.

      "Where would you like me to sit, Dr. Devereaux?” I batted my eyelashes, looking around the room bashfully. If he only knew of all the dirty things that were going through my mind, he may not think me to be so innocent.

      He smiled slightly as he sat in his high-backed leather chair, only the top half of his body visible.

      "Wherever you're comfortable, the chair or the couch.” He gestured to the leather chair with arms in front of his desk and a brown leather couch against the wall to my left. “And please, Emily, call me Max."

      "Okay, Max," I said with a smile, then looked around the room at my options. What I really wanted to do was walk right up to him and sit on his lap, but I couldn't bring myself to be that bold yet. Maybe I'd try that on the next visit.

      I walked over to the couch and set my purse down, keeping my back to him so that I could get a chance to show him my tight, barely covered rear as I walked. I turned to walk the short distance back over to the chair and noticed his eyes following me. As I sat down in the chair I bent forward and squeezed my arms into my breasts so the cleavage was more pronounced. Then I settled against the smooth leather, feeling the cool surface on my bare pussy. As I pushed myself back I let the skirt of my dress hike up to the tops of my thighs, then crossed my legs in what appeared on the surface to be a demure gesture, but in reality was my way of letting him see up my skirt just ever so slightly—enough to make him wonder throughout our session if he really had just gotten a glimpse of my shaved, nubile pussy. I would smile throughout our session because I knew the answer to that question was yes.

      "How are you doing, Emily? I was very glad to see that you'd made an appointment to come in."

      I answered slowly, looking at the floor as I spoke. "I'm doing ok." I answered, trailing off. I didn't say anything else, instead waiting for him to press me for more information. I wanted to know specifically what he wanted to know about me. I wanted him to pry, and then I wanted to spill my most intimate desires to him. I wanted him to know it all.

      "But?" Max pressed. I glanced up to meet his eyes for a moment, noticing them boring into mine, and I quickly looked away.

      "But … I have to admit you were right. It is a little too quiet in that big house sometimes. I don't really have anyone here in town, well, except you, of course," I looked up and offered him a sweet smile before continuing. “And it would be nice to have some company every now and again."

      Your company, I thought to myself. I didn't want anyone else's.

      "Have you thought of getting a job? Taking some classes maybe?" Max queried.

      I laughed. "I was left a large inheritance, the thought of menial labor as entertainment doesn't interest me."

      Max pursed his lips in a little smile, as if he were amused by my response. "I see."

      "I may look into some college courses after a while, you know, after my mind settles down a little bit."

      "I think that would be great for you to do Emily. You know your mother was quite the scholar herself."

      I laughed airily. "Yes, I suppose she did very well in her day. But that was some time ago. I wouldn't say she died a scholarly woman." I hadn't meant to sound so bitter, it just slipped out. This isn't the direction I had especially wanted our conversation to go. I didn't need him getting suspicious of why I may be trash-talking my dead mother.

      Max got a more serious look on his face, but remained neutral. “I’m afraid I wouldn't know." His tone invited me to go on if I had wanted, but after a long silence he continued. “Perhaps you could take a class with a friend.”

      “I told you I don’t have many friends here.” I wanted to make sure he understood that he could come over anytime, especially any of the cold, lonely nights. "And it’s mostly the nights that seem to go on forever.”

      I lowered my eyes and shifted in my seat, letting my skirt ride up a teensy bit further and parting my legs ever so slightly while stealing a peek at him through my lashes.

      His gaze was directed to the gap in my thighs, and I was positive that he had caught an illicit glimpse of my exposed slit this time. I could feel the heat from his eyes on me, and my heart beat a little quicker. I settled into my chair again and looked up at him.

      Max averted his gaze and looked me in the face. "So, this means no boyfriends, I take it?"

      A wide grin spread across my face and I asked playfully, "Are you asking if I'm single, doctor?"

      Max smirked a little but he didn’t say a word. Instead he stared into my eyes, his dark pools making me feel smaller and weaker the longer they held mine. Almost like a rabbit caught by a wolf.

      "No, I don't have a boyfriend." I sighed, pushing a lock of hair behind my ear and glancing away. I decided to try a new angle. "Actually, there is something that I wanted to discuss. I've never been prone to anxiety or insomnia, but lately all I can do at night is lay awake and stare at the ceiling. My heart races at every tiny little noise."

      Max looked at me sympathetically. "That's normal for a woman in your situation. The feelings of anxiety will pass, especially if you continue to see me.”

      My heart sped up when he called me a woman, and I felt my face heat up. I hoped I wasn't blushing too obviously. The fact that he was acknowledging my femininity, and not treating me like a little girl was a good sign. He was definitely acknowledging my feminine physique, letting his eyes drift to my chest whenever he thought that he could get away with it without me noticing.

      "You live alone, don't you?" I asked quizzically.

      "I do." He replied.

      "Well, what do you do to pass the nights?" I asked innocently. "Surely even a man like you longs for company sometimes?"

      "I keep myself quite busy." He replied evenly.

      "Too busy for a girlfriend?"

      "We aren't here to discuss my love life, Em—“

      "But you did say that you wanted to offer a friendly ear to me, so I am asking you a friendly question. How are we going to be friends if we don't share things with each other?" I countered.

      Max pursed his lips and gave a half smile. "You're right about that. We are friends, Emily. But that still doesn't make my love life any of your business."

      "Fine," I said pleasantly. "Just wondered, that's all. But you’re right, it’s not my business." I leaned forward to grab the water bottle that I had set down on the side table. I carefully unscrewed the cap and took a sip, letting a little bit dribble down the front of my top and down my chest, the water soaking my breast and causing the fabric to cling to my hardened nipple.

      "Oh!" I gasped as the cold water drizzled down my chest. I giggled. "I'm so graceful, aren't I?"

      “It happens to the best of us," Max smiled as he handed me a handkerchief from his drawer.

      I made a show of dabbing at my breasts, looking down carefully so that he would have a chance to stare without thinking that I could see him. When I looked up, he was definitely staring, and it was obvious to him that he had been caught. I smiled sweetly, letting him know that I didn't mind one bit.
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      I watched Emily as she squirmed around in the chair in front of my desk, pressing her breasts together so that they all but popped out of the top of her dress. And not to mention her nipples jutting out through that thin fabric. I knew what she was trying to do to me, but I wan’t going to play the game her way. She didn’t know who she was dealing with and if she thought she was going to play me she had another thing coming.

      She was incredibly cute—and insanely sexy—as she went through the motions of her little game, though. With her skirt pulled up and her constant lip biting. Don’t get me wrong, I was on the verge of busting through my pants behind that desk, but I wasn’t going to let her know. I’d just play along for a while and see where she was going to go with all of this, all the while imagining her legs splayed out on the arms of that chair she was sitting in.

      I wanted to ask her about her father. That was a relationship I was intrigued by, not because I wanted to know about him specifically, but because I wanted to know if he’d ever touched her. I’d had a lot of experience with girls whose fathers or older male relatives had sexually abused them. I knew generally what that type of relationship resulted in for the girls later in life. I wanted to know about the relationship from her perspective, especially since she fit the mold of an abused child.

      Most of the girls I had been involved with had serious daddy issues that stemmed from anything from inappropriate behavior from an older male family member to full-on molestation or rape. I wanted to help these girls. I’d always seen myself as a guide to them—helping them with their feelings and molding them into women that experienced their sexual natures as fully as they could. But it didn’t always work out the way I wanted it to. Not in the end, anyway.

      I could see glimpses of those types of needs every time she looked up and her eyes lingered on mine. She wanted me to teach her and tell her what to do. She wanted the approval that she had never gotten from her father, or her mother for that matter.

      I knew that Amelia was jealous of her own daughter. And I knew that’s why she sent Emily away to a private school. I knew that woman was incredibly insecure and that she was terrified that her daughter would come between us. But there was so much more going on in our relationship that I couldn’t say no to her. She was the only woman I’d ever loved, but she was also the only woman I’d been with who called the shots—some of them, anyway. But I could see that it would be so different with Emily.

      “Roll over onto your belly,” I commanded. She rolled over, pushing her plump rear up in the air for me. I spit into my hand and rubbed it over my cock, then plunged into her hot, waiting pussy. She mewed and squirmed as I harassed her, her face buried in the pillows. I paused a moment, hearing rustling outside the door. My eyes rose and there she was—standing in the doorway—her slight frame barely illuminated from the dim light coming from the hall. Her soft white nightgown clung to her wispy body, and her hair hung partially over her eyes. She was so beautiful and I wanted her desperately.

      I shook my head, trying to clear it and focus. I adjusted my tie and ran my hand through my hair, bringing myself back to reality. My senses were overwhelmed, and now was not the time to turn into a blithering idiot. I needed to remain in charge of this situation. Emily had just waltzed through my door—practically naked—and I had to keep my wits about me.

      She was wandering around my office, looking for a place to put her bag, glancing at the furniture and pretending she was trying to figure out where to sit—and she was driving me insane. She was babbling about the weather being a little chillier than she had anticipated, but she didn't need to say any of that. The way her pert little nipples were standing on end made it obvious. I had tuned out her words—every ounce of my energy focused on her body—and the sight of her movements and the way her dress just barely covered her sent my mind spinning out of control. My thoughts were running rampant with every sexual position imaginable.

      When she finally settled into her seat in front of me, I had a clear view of what was underneath that flimsy skirt of hers, and it wasn't covered up. It was smooth, and I could clearly see her slit cutting through her pale skin. The sight made my mouth water.

      Thank goodness I was sitting at my desk. My cock was hard as a rock and wasn't backing down anytime soon. I was going to be bound to my chair for some time if she didn't quit flashing me her pussy and pushing her luscious belly together like that.

      There was no doubt she was toying with me, I'm not naive. What she was doing now was fine, but we were going to continue this on my timeline. If she wanted to be messed, she was going to be messed. Hard. But not until I had a little bit more of a handle on her—mentally and physically.

      "So, Emily, let's talk. I know you're going through much more than a girl your age typically has to go through. What can I help you with?"

      She gazed at the ceiling, contemplating what she wanted to say to me, then heaved a huge sigh and leaned back in her chair. The way she flung her body back reminded me of a child on the verge of having a tantrum. The contrast between her child-like mannerisms and her very womanly body was making my toe positively ache.

      Finally she spoke, "The house is just so big and lonely. I thought I could handle it, but I don't know what to do. My mother was such a control freak; she had everything organized down to the letter. But I’m just not that good with keeping things running smoothly. I don't know how she did it, especially with her ... habits." She looked bitter as she said this word. I was well aware of her mother's vices.

      I opened my mouth to speak, but she went on, “And all of those empty rooms are starting to take their toll. Too many memories associated with those abandoned rooms."

      "What kind of memories?" I asked, my cock growing harder with each word.

      She looked at me darkly, but said nothing. She looked even more idiotable with that nasty look on her face.

      I took a different approach when she remained silent. "We don't have to address everything right now, Emily. But I do hope that one day you will trust me with what’s bothering you—with your … memories."

      She nodded, her blonde hair falling in front of her face a little. I wanted to reach across the desk and brush it out of her eyes, but if I did that I wouldn't be able to resist putting my tongue into her mouth.

      "Have you thought anymore about selling it and moving somewhere a little more manageable?"

      Her face returned to normal and she started to come back out of her shell. We could talk about more mundane things this session—that was fine. But I was going to find out what was floating around that mind of hers, and before long, she wouldn't be holding anything back from me at all.

      "Well, yes. I've thought about it quite a bit since you mentioned it at the funeral. I just don't even know where to start with selling a house like that. Not to mention all of the antiques my mother collected. None of it is really my style."

      "If you'd like any help with that I'd be more than happy to look into it for you."

      "Really? That would be so kind of you. I don't have anyone to help really. I mean there are some aunts and uncles and cousins, but I don't have much of a relationship with any of them, and they all live so far away. Besides, to tell you the truth, I don't exactly trust my extended family. I'm not sure what my mother may have told you, but there have been a lot of ... rough spots in our family relations. I don’t want to speak ill of her, but I know my mother told the rest of the family many things about my behavior, many things which were not true. She had very skewed views of me—like I was some sort of competition.”

      I raised my eyebrows at this, although not in an incredulous way, but instead with a knowing acceptance. I knew there was tension between Amelia and her daughter. Her mother was a beautiful woman and wasn't used to being upstaged by anyone, but I had no idea she had told anyone but me about her feelings. From what she said to me they were fears that she tried not to dwell on. Fears that embarrassed her and that she didn’t want to be judged by.

      "Well, I don't doubt what you’re telling me. I am aware you and your mother had a very complex relationship." I waited for her to go on.

      A thoughtful look came over her, then she spoke, looking me directly in the eye. "I think I would like you to help me sell the house, though. I have no desire to manage a huge piece of property like that. The thought of it is just too overwhelming. I would much rather liquidate and move on. Would you really be willing to help me with all of that?”

      "I certainly would. I told you, Emily, I’ll do anything I can to help you.”

      "How can we get started then? Do you know any realtors you can refer me to?”

      "I do. But I’ll tell you what. If you're really serious—and you feel like you can trust me—you can just sign the deed over to me and I will take care of the rest. You don't have to lift a finger. As soon as the house sells, I will notify you, and in the meantime I’ll help you look for a place that is more suited to your lifestyle. How does that sound?" I truly was happy to help, mostly because this arrangement would bind me to her more solidly than we already were.

      She smiled warmly. "I would like that very much. Thank you, Max." Then she blushed, and said with an air of playfulness, "I still think I might feel more comfortable in that big old house if I had some company, though. It gets so cold there at night, and while we’re finding me a new place I think it would be good for me to have someone there to curl up with. Someone to keep me warm." She looked straight at me, gauging my reaction. She was a bold little thing.

      I chuckled at this, although in my mind I pictured her lying underneath me, sweating and screaming out my name. "How about a dog instead?" I offered with a little smirk, then fidgeted under my desk, adjusting my posture.

      "No, I'm allergic. I really do think a man would be better."

      She smiled coyly. She was being a lot more direct than I had anticipated. I should have known—having been raised by a woman like Amelia—that she wouldn't be easy to predict. But that’s what made this conquest all the more thrilling. She bit her bottom lip again and looked up at me, waiting for my response. At least she was steering this conversation in a good direction for me to find out some things I needed to know.

      “So no boyfriend then?" I asked her, with what I hoped was an expressionless tone.

      "Is that really any of your business?" she asked, feigning offense.

      Contrary to the illusion that she was trying very hard to create, I didn't suspect that she had ever had a boyfriend or very much experience with a man at all. But I imagined she didn't want me to know that. She wanted me to think of her as a worldly woman, one that would rival her mother in every way. But what she didn’t understand was it was her innocence—her lissome, nubile body that screamed virgin at every twist and turn—that made my cock stand at attention and practically bust through my pants.

      I had a sixth sense for untouched pussy and innocence that was desperate to be sullied. To be honest, I wanted her either way, but the thought of my cock being the first one inside her—ripping her little cherry to shreds—had me going wild. It wasn’t just desire now, I needed to rip her apart.

      "I think it is my business if we are going to have a doctor/patient relationship. If I am going to be able to help you at all, you have to let me in, Emily.” I replied, using my best psychiatrist tone with her.

      "What about if we were to have a different kind of relationship? Then would it still be your business?" she responded, looking up at me with big eyes. This was obviously all a game to her, and my heart was pounding right along with her through every twist and turn that our discussion took.

      "Then it would most certainly be my business," I said sternly, without missing a beat. I looked her dead in the eye, letting my darkness bore into her, and letting her know in no uncertain terms who was in control here. Who would always be in control. Her cheeks visibly flushed when she noticed me staring at her and I openly ogled her tits for a moment, letting her see me stare, then raised my eyes back to meet hers. She should know that I was going to take what was mine, and that her games had consequences.

      She looked down at her hands, seeming to lose some of her confidence, and nearly whispered, "No, then, I haven't." She looked down at the floor, suddenly being bashful, and I couldn't tell whether this was a part of her act, or not. She looked like nothing but a scared little girl to me.

      After unsuccessfully trying to pry information about my own love life out of me, she started biting her nails and I knew that scared little girl I saw a minute ago wasn’t an act. It was a habit of hers I’d seen before, and her obvious nervousness made her even sexier. This newly formed woman, sitting in my office chair flashing me her pussy and pointing her nipples at me had now reverted back to a nail-biting little girl. I couldn’t have wanted her more.

      I leaned across my desk and grabbed her wrist firmly, its dainty size and smoothness feeling absolutely perfect under my firm grasp. I wanted to grab the other one and hold them both above her head while I harassed her senseless.

      She looked up with a start, but kept her eyes on her hand as I pulled it away from her mouth. She was so close I could smell her fruity lip gloss. I wanted to suck those pouty lips into my mouth and lick every last bit off of them. We both paused for just a beat, my strong hand wrapped firmly around her thin, delicate wrist. I let her feel the power that was present in this simple, seemingly non-sexual act of dominance, that made my desire for her soar.

      She let out an audible gasp and her eyes rose to meet mine. “Don’t bite your nails. Your hands are far too beautiful to be chewed on,” I said to her in a deep voice that had taken on an air of sensuality. I didn't sound like a doctor any longer, I sounded like a man who was about to explode all over a set of perfect pink lips. I slowly brought her hand to my lips and wrapped my lips around her finger, looking into her eyes as I did.

      My movements were slow and measured, but I had to hold myself back from jumping across the desk, my cock was aching so badly. I didn’t know how much longer I could take this. I needed to own her.

      I released her hand and watched her cheeks flush as she looked down. She brought her hands up to her breasts and unbuttoned the top two buttons of her dress, revealing a dangerous amount of cleavage. Her nipples were still covered but everything down the center of her chest was visible. I watched her with interest.

      “Do you think I'm beautiful, Dr. Max?" she asked, her voice taking on a sultry tone of its own, one that I didn't even know she was capable of.

      I let out a low chuckle, leaning back in my chair now, repositioning myself and cocking my head to the side. I waited a moment before speaking, somehow forcing myself to say the words. "I think you should button your shirt, Emily."

      She smiled her sweet, sexy little smile. "It's a little hot in here, don’t you think? This feels much better.”

      She undid another button, and her nipples threatened to pop out entirely. Her light pink areola teased my vision ever so slightly, and I let out a deep sigh.

      "As you wish. Now, where were we?" I said, trying to ignore the distraction. I would show her that I wasn't a man to be toyed with. I would harass her when I said it was time, and the build up was assuring that it was going to be spectacular.

      "You were asking if I was a virgin, and I was telling you that yes, I am. But I’m ready to not be, Max. I'm a lonely woman in a big, empty house."

      "That's not exactly what I asked," I started, but she cut me off.

      “It's what you wanted to know, though,” she retorted. Her bratty side was only egging me on.

      She scooted forward and leaned toward me over the desk. "You told me yourself, if I needed anything at all, that you'd be happy to help me."

      "I think we should wrap things up for the day. Why don’t you come back and see me again next week, and we can start over?” I said evenly, avoiding eye contact.

      Emily huffed, and looked at me sternly. I sincerely hoped she wasn’t gong to throw a tantrum in here. I wanted her to wait until she was tied to my bedposts. Then she could huff and puff all she wanted, and I would spank the heck out of her until she screamed.

      She licked her lips, not rising from her chair, and undid another button of her top, her eyes locked on mine.

      "Still want me to go?" She asked innocently, as she shrugged out of her blouse. The sheer fabric slipped down her arms and revealed her perfectly round breasts with nipples so erect that I wanted to bite them off.

      “That’s enough, Emily.” I stood, walking around to the other side of my desk where she sat topless before me, her untouched breasts begging for my attention, her pussy undoubtedly leaking all over my office chair—the very same one that her mother had occupied many times before.

      When I rounded my desk, she was immediately made aware of the imposing tent in my expensive trousers. My manhood strained at the fabric, and when I stopped next to her, my cock was parked at her eye level. I did nothing to cover myself, instead letting her gaze on my massive cock. I wanted her see the magnitude of what she was playing with.

      Her eyes widened as she stared at my erection, her lips parted slightly. She looked like a deer in headlights now, unsure what to do with herself.

      I grabbed her by the wrist again, gently but powerfully, just as I had before when I had chastised her for her childish habit. I guided her hand to my crotch and she opened her palm as I placed it squarely on my rock hard cock.

      "Feel that, little girl?" I growled at her. My professional demeanor was gone, and had been replaced by the animal lust that this girl had initiated and magnified in me until it threatened to take over every ounce of decorum I possessed. I could barely breathe with her shaking hand cupping my throbbing member through my pants. I felt the intensity pour out of me as my eyes seared into hers. She trembled and nodded, letting out a little squeak that made my cock buck under her touch.

      "Do you really think you can take all of that?" I moved her hand up and down my cock. She licked her lips, letting her teeth catch on the lower one, then she looked up at me with hungry eyes.

      "Yes", she whispered, her voice an octave lower than it had been a minute ago.

      “Is that what you want? There’s no turning back if you say yes.” Her eyes were almost terrified now. Filled with a desperation that spelled out just how much she wanted my cock inside her.

      “Yes.”

      "Yes, please," I corrected her sternly, rubbing my bulge, still clothed in my trousers, against her pale, soft cheek.

      “Yes, please.” Her eyes were begging for me to fill her, but she wasn't getting it today—not yet. Although it took everything I had to not bend her over right there in my office, I held back. Now was not the time.

      I pulled her out of her chair and grabbed her rear, holding her body against mine. I cupped her face in my hands and intertwined my fingers in her long, beautiful hair. Then I pulled her face in, almost kissing those plump lips of hers, but instead I hovered over her. My lips were so close to hers I could feel the heat pouring off of her in waves. I stayed there for a long moment, keeping her in my spell while her body squirmed against me, crying out for my cock. I pulled her head back and buried my mouth in her neck, licking and sucking it with a force that was merely a preview of what I would be doing to her virgin pussy before long.

      I heard a soft moan escape from her throat as she continued to grind against me, tentatively at first, but with a growing fervor. Her bare belly were pressed against my chest, but I made sure not to touch them with my hands. I wanted her little pussy to ache for me, to be screaming for my touch by the time I finally gave her what she wanted.

      I backed away from her, and held her at the waist in front of me. "Make an appointment with the receptionist to come back to me on Wednesday." I said.

      She nodded, her blond hair tousled in the back. I crossed the room to pick up her purse and hand it to her while she buttoned her dress. She silently took her purse from my hand, then looked up at me, a fire blazing in her eyes. She looked like she was about to say something, but didn't. I opened the door for her slowly. "Don't forget, Wednesday,” I said in a low voice into her ear as she passed me.
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      On my second visit to Max’s office I confidently strode past the receptionist and down the hall. When I passed her desk, she tried to stop me, but I waved her off. She knew who I was. I saw that look she gave me as I entered the reception area. She practically rolled her eyes when I walked toward her, and I wasn’t going to give her the satisfaction of treating me like a little girl. I had an appointment and I had business with Max.

      I had sprayed on my most alluring perfume and was dressed in a tight black dress and strappy heels. I looked like I should be going to a cocktail party instead of to an appointment with my psychiatrist, but we both knew he was more than that. He had played hard to get last time, but those last few minutes in his office took my breath away. I knew he wanted me as much as I wanted him and I was going to break him down today. I knew he could only last so long before he let me wrap my lips around that massive cock of his.

      The corner of the manila folder that contained the deeds to my mother’s—well, to my—property peeked out from the top of my purse. I was more than happy to have Max take over all of the details of my property for me. It was a pain in the rear and I had no interest in real estate. Besides, having Max take over tied us together. If I didn’t find another place to live and the house sold, I wouldn’t have anywhere to go other than a hotel. There’s no way he would turn me away, especially if I looked up at him with my glossy lips slightly parted, like I did when he put my hand over his hard cock. He wanted to slip his cock in that space just as much as I wanted it there, there was no denying that. I knew there was no way he’d be able to say no to me.

      Today I was going for a different approach—no more timid little girl. I had dressed for the occasion, and I was done playing games. Well, sort of.

      His door was open when I approached, and so I walked right in, leaning against the doorframe for just a moment, showcasing myself.

      "Emily. Right on time. Lovely to see you, as always." Max greeted me, slowly looking me up and down with interest. "You do look exquisite today, if you don't mind me saying so.” He smiled as he smoothed down his tie.

      Dear god, he was beyond sexy.

      I closed the door behind me without him asking. We were going to need our privacy, I had already decided that much. "Thank you, Max." I smiled demurely.

      "Please, make yourself comfortable." Max motioned for me to sit across from him. His eyes were boring into me, searing my flesh. I wanted to strip off the tight fabric and just ride him right then and there. I wanted to feel the tingling of my bare flesh as I slid my stomach down his chest—his lips kissing their way down the cavern in between my breasts—as I sat right down on that fat cock of his.

      I waited a beat before I entered the room. My head was still swimming from the image of us messing on the chair behind his desk.

      “I’ve been looking forward to finding out how things have been going for you since your last visit. If there’s anything that’s been on your mind that you’d like to discuss.”

      Instead of sitting, I slid the folder from my purse and held it up. "Actually, there are a lot of things that have been on my mind since our last visit, but I was hoping we could get the formalities of the paperwork out of the way first. I brought the property deeds."

      "Of course, Emily. Bring everything here and we’ll take a look at what needs to be signed. I don't see why we can't get this sorted out today."

      "Perfect." I said sweetly.

      I stood across from him and placed the folder on the desk, slowly opening it and carefully removing the papers. From where I stood, I could smell his cologne, and it made me want to eat him alive. I could practically feel the heat coming from his body as he watched every move I made. I gestured to the line at the bottom where he would need to sign, then giggled and made a show of how silly I was to give him the forms upside down. I used that as an excuse to move around to his side of the desk.

      "Thanks again for taking on such a burden for me, Max. You don't know how much this means to me, what a weight off my shoulders this is." I purred, sidling up beside him, so close that our arms were touching. His body felt electric, even from where I was standing. I couldn’t even imagine how amazing it would feel to be pressed up against him—both of us naked and lost in the moment. I couldn’t get my mind off of how incredible it would feel to be taken by him. "I feel like I don't have anybody in the world left except for you." I tried to sound sad, but not too pitiful. I wanted his sympathy: a comforting touch, a hand on my arm, my thigh, anything to get back to where we had left things off last week.

      I leaned over, pushing my breasts together and making sure he was aware my cleavage. Max let his eyes slowly drift over me, not even bothering to conceal the fact that he was staring at my breasts, which were so close to his face that a movement of a few inches would allow him to take my hardened nipple into his gorgeous mouth. The thought of this alone made my buddy buzz with electricity.

      I smiled down at him when he finally tore his eyes from my breasts, letting him know that I caught him looking. He didn't seem the least bit embarrassed, so I decided to take things a step further, slithering into his lap as I brought the papers in front of us.

      He seemed surprised by this bold gesture,  but I felt the tell-tale hardness under my thigh. Softly grinding into it, acknowledging his arousal, I said sweetly, “I had my mother’s lawyer draw these up. There are sticky notes posted where you need to sign. Right here," I said as I flipped the page. “And I think a few more here."

      He trailed his warm hand up my arm softly, and almost imperceptibly sniffed my skin. I could feel his breathing slightly change with my proximity. He then reached past me for the fountain pen, enclosing me in his arms as he did so. As he leaned forward to sign, he put his face so close to my chest that I could feel his warm breath on the top of my breasts. My pussy was so wet, I was certain he could feel my aroused dampness on his leg. I was going to go crazy if he didn’t idiot me soon. I felt frenzied.

      He signed the paper, the pen sailing smoothly over the signature line. I noticed his handwriting had a dark, smooth quality to it—but forceful and very controlled—just like his personality.

      “I’ll have my lawyer look this over and have everything finalized as soon as possible.”

      “Thank you so much, Max.” I leaned into him, letting the softness of my barely concealed breasts brush his chest.

      He heaved a huge sigh, and said sternly. “Emily, I think you would be more comfortable sitting in that chair."

      I wiggled my rear against his upper thigh, letting his hard cock rub between my cheeks.

      "I'm more than comfortable right here, Dr. Max." I said softly, staring at his lips, noticing the slight stubble on his chin. I couldn’t help but imagine how it would feel for that roughness to grind against my softest parts, while his perfect lips were wrapped around my clit.

      The corner of his gorgeous mouth lifted just a little as if he were about to smile, but he didn't. He persisted, lifting me off of his lap. "Now, Emily, I need you to get up and go sit in that chair like you're supposed to. Be a good girl, and do what I say … now." His voice was stern, but the way he told me to be a good girl dripped sexuality.

      I knew he wanted me, but why was he playing with me like this? When he lifted me off of his lap and pointed to the chair I knew he was serious, but I didn’t want to back down. I was desperately in need. I had just signed my house over to him, and he was shooing me away. This was not how I had pictured all of this going, and I certainly wasn't done with him yet.

      I sauntered over to the chair, not taking my eyes from his as I made the journey to the other side of his desk. "As you ordered, doctor." I replied. His eyes followed me as I ran my index finger around the edge of the desk, and stayed on my breasts as I bent forward to sit.

      After I sat back in the chair, I gathered the hem of my tight dress in my fingers and inched it upward. When the fabric reached the tops of my thighs, I kept going until my secret was exposed. I spread my legs, revealing my perfectly shaved pink pussy to him completely. Max's dark eyes widened, and he licked his lips, saying nothing, his eyes glued to my glistening pussy.

      "I'll just make myself comfortable over here, then, so you can get a better view. Is this what you had in mind, Dr. Max?" I asked him.

      I draped one leg over the arm of the chair, then the other, while I leaned back and trailed a finger along my open slit. I let out a soft moan as the pad of my finger brushed over my sensitive nub. I let my eyes close partially as I fingered my wet pussy, letting Max watch. "I need you, Dr. Max," I cooed. "I always have."

      He made a noise as if he were about to say something, but instead he just loosened his tie—jerking it back and forth for a few seconds—and stared. He just let his eyes drink in the sight of me masturbating my needy pussy in front of him—in his office, leaking my juices all over his furniture. The heady smell of my arousal filled the air, and I moaned as I rubbed myself, circling my swollen clit with one finger, my mouth slightly open. I had never done anything like this before, but Max brought out the animal in me.

      "Max, I know you want to fill me." I purred. "Look at me, opened up for you, waiting for you to fill me up."

      His eyes looked drunk with lust. I pushed a finger into my pussy. "I just want to taste your cock so bad, Max. So bad. I felt how big you are, Max. I want that massive cock of yours in my mouth. Just bring it to me, and I'll show you. I want to drink your come. I need it inside me.” I swirled my finger around my overly sensitive folds, nearing orgasm, smiling at him seductively as I played with myself.

      I watched as Max began to break. He cleared his throat again, then slowly untied his tie and pulled it off completely. He carefully unbuttoned his shirt, and stood, undoing his belt as he approached me, staring at me like I was his prey. He stood in front of me, almost menacingly, unzipping his pants and pulling out his throbbing cock. Mere inches from my face, his cock stood at full attention. Smooth and hot and pointing right at me, threatening to spear right through me.

      "Oh goodness, Max, please let me suck it.”

      Max growled, putting his hand on the back of my head, not forcefully, but very firmly. I relaxed into his touch—my hand still fingering my pussy—and allowed him to guide me. I parted my lips and anxiously awaited my first taste of his smooth cock. I had dreamt of what his come would taste like for much too long, and I was thirsty to drink from him.

      I stared at his perfect cock, then flicked my eyes up to his face. "You're a bad doctor, Dr. Max."

      “Yes, but that doesn't make you a good girl,” Max gruffly replied.

      My eyes stayed on his as he guided my lips to his cock, touching the head to my full pink lips. He circled my gloss-coated lips with the pre-come coated head of his cock for a moment before sliding it into my mouth. I let out a low moan that vibrated around his cock head as the weight of it pressed against my tongue, stretching my mouth wider than it had ever been before. He was so much thicker than I had imagined, and when I closed my lips around him he filled my mouth completely. My pussy ached, wanting to feel his thickness fill it completely. My nostrils flared, breathing in his musky scent of manhood. I closed my eyes a moment, savoring his taste and the feel of his thickness sliding in and out of me.

      His hand clenched around my hair, pulling a wad of it into his fist and tugging slightly, which drove me insane. I had never felt anything like I did when he touched me, and I wanted more. I wanted more of everything he had.

      "Look into my eyes when you suck me, Emily." He firmly instructed.

      I opened my eyes and he was looking down at me. When my eyes locked to his, he pushed forward, shoving his cock toward the back of my throat and making my eyes tear up. I tried to back away. I wasn't used to anything touching my throat that way. But he held my head firmly—not letting me move, but not moving himself either. I could feel the veins in his cock pulsing against my tongue, his erection impaling my mouth and threatening my throat. He held me there for several seconds. Anytime my eyes started to close he tugged my hair with more force, reminding me to keep my eyes on him.

      Tears fell from my eyes as I struggled to breathe around his behemoth cock. I could feel my mascara being ruined, and I could taste his salty pre-come as it dripped down my throat. He finally released me and I backed off of him, trying to regain my breath. I allowed my mouth to nearly slide off as I inhaled deeply through my nose. Even though I was still struggling for breath I continued to swirl my tongue around his smooth, bulbous head, lapping up the pre-come that was leaking from him.

      No sooner had I caught my breath than he slid himself back in, letting out a low growl as his shaft almost completely disappeared into my mouth. I kept my eyes on his as I swallowed him down, deeper this time than before. I sat still with my arms draped over the sides of the leather office chair—my dress still pulled up and my wet pussy exposed to the open air, begging to be filled.

      "Suck me, Emily. All of me. This is what you wanted, isn’t it?” He stayed still now, letting my mouth wander over his shaft, allowing me to explore his shape. I felt airy yet heavy at the same time. He was mine. I had him in my mouth, just like I wanted. But I was scared of him. His size and how forceful he was. But that was part of what kept the rivers of juice running out of my pussy. I wanted him to use force. I wanted to feel the pressure of his fist as it gripped my hair or wrapped around my wrist.

      My hands went up to touch him, to wrap around his cock and feel him that way, but he caught my wrists firmly, and gathered both of them into one of his hands. His firm grip was painful, but the power over me that he portrayed in the gesture turned me on even more. I moaned around his cock as he held my hands in a captive position and instructed me. “Suck, little girl. Don't touch."

      I did as I was told, looking back up into his eyes with lust and adoration as I bobbed back and forth on his cock, determined to suck the cream from him and swallow every last drop. I shifted in my seat, spreading my legs further. When I did he reached his free hand between my legs and gave my needy pussy one solid slap before taking it away again. He smirked down at me, chastising me as I continued to suck, "I always knew you were a bad girl."

      I sucked him harder—feverishly moaning and allowing him to thrust deeper and deeper. Tears ran down my cheeks again when he pushed his pelvis into my face. My nose was pressed against his dark pubic hair and his massive cock was lodged in my throat. I struggled underneath his firm grasp, my rear wriggling around in the chair, but I didn’t want him to stop. I wanted this feeling of being forced and used—of being held in place while he took what he wanted from me. I thought I would gag but somehow the feeling passed and I got into a rhythm with his cock sliding in and out of my mouth and down my throat.

      Max breathed heavily. "Idiot, yes, little girl," he mumbled. I barely moved as he moved in and out of me, thrusting himself into my mouth and down my throat and I watched him in awe.

      Suddenly his hips bucked forward, sending his cock deep inside me. A low, manly growl escaped from him as his cock swelled inside my mouth. He held my head against him with both hands while he looked down at my red, tear-stained face.

      "Don't move,” he said through gritted teeth. “Keep those pretty eyes right on me," he instructed. The way he told me what to do was exactly what I wanted and needed from him.

      I let out a soft mew of agreement through my full mouth as I looked into his eyes. I felt him twitch, his body tensing up for a few moments, his face contorting slightly, and then a release of tension as a shudder passed through him and a stream of hot cum exploded into me. I greedily drank his essence, letting the hot, milky cream slide down my throat and nourish me.
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      Emily’s soft hair was ensnarled in my fingers, and I watched as her perfect lips sucked me deep into her hot little mouth. I was in awe of how this eighteen-year-old girl—who claimed she was a virgin—could possibly know how to suck cock this good. I could have blown my load all over her face the second those precious lips touched the head of my cock, but I needed to savor the moment.

      When I watched her hike up that little dress of hers—exposing that perfect pink pussy to me—my mind reeled. I was always in control, but this girl really knew how to push my buttons. I wondered if I should have been worried, and if my cock hadn’t been buried in her little mouth, maybe I would have been. But I couldn't resist. Even her mother was never this good.

      I tried to be gentle, but she felt like such a fragile doll and I wanted to break her a little. I couldn't resist shoving my cock down her throat, her face and watching her eyes widen in surprise at what it felt like to take a man's cock all the way down her throat. I had to admit, she continually surprised me with how bold she was with me. Watching her finger herself in my office was a bit of a shock, but once she got going I felt powerless to resist. I almost felt like a teenager when she exposed that wet pussy to me for the first time. The way she opened herself up and made herself moan, it nearly made me come in my trousers.

      She would get what she wanted this time, but only the way I would give it to her. I couldn’t stop myself from holding her face against me, penetrating her mouth as deeply as I could while I watched tears flow down those porcelain cheeks. When that perfectly applied mascara—one of the parts of her costume that was meant to make her look like an experienced woman—started to run down her face, I just about lost it.

      Her grown woman look was gone, and now she just looked like an inexperienced and scared little girl with her mouth full of a man’s cock. The way she laid there in my chair with her pink pussy exposed—it took all I had not to pull my cock from her mouth and harass her in every hole. The horny little thing literally begged to be filled, and a man only has so much willpower.

      She tried to grab at me, but I quickly bound her wrists in my hands, twisting them into a submissive position. She yelped when I did this, and I let up just a bit, but the little vixen needed to be taught who was in charge. She needed to learn that she was going to be wrapped around my finger, not the other way around.

      When my cock head hit the back of her throat and she let out that little moan—so fragile, and so small—the slight reverberations from her vocal cords massaged my engorged cock and I lost it.

      I hadn't come this hard in ages, and I grimaced as I shot stream after stream down her willing throat. The front of her neck moved up and down as she swallowed every last drop of my hot seed and the more she swallowed the more I came. She milked every last drop out of me as if she were starving.

      This release—the moment when I shot straight down that virgin throat and everything that led up to it—was something I had fantasized about for much longer than I'd like to admit. But my fantasies didn’t even come close to the deliciousness of the reality of my cock inside Emily’s mouth. But as I came down to earth the magnitude of what had just happened hit me.

      When I finally stopped coming, I pulled my cock from her mouth without a word, and immediately concealed myself again—stuffing my still half-hard cock back into my boxers and pulling up my pants, fastening my belt, and tucking in my shirt. I grabbed my tie where I had draped it over my desk and quickly tightened and adjusted it, looking past her and into my reflection on the glass of a framed painting that hung on the wall. I ran a hand through my hair, making slow and meticulous movements, and buying myself time to figure out what the heck I was going to do now. This could be a real problem.

      Emily just sat back in the chair, not having moved from her sucking position at all. The way she looked at me with her wide eyes—her makeup smeared, and her hair tousled from where I had a hold of it in the back—tugged at my heart and my cock. I wasn't about to let her know that though.

      This shouldn't have happened. It’s not how I envisioned any of this happening at all. If anything it was going to be completely on my terms. I was going to say where and when, but now this little girl had me all messed up in the head. I couldn’t afford to make a wrong move here. There was too much at stake. There was no way I could have Emily thinking I was her boyfriend now.

      She stared up at me as if waiting for something more—and dang it did I want to give it to her. She had sucked me off just seconds ago and I was already getting hard again seeing the way she looked up at me. But I had to regain control of this situation, and fast. There were things about me that Emily didn’t need to know—dark things. This little girl might suck cock like a grown woman, but she was still a teenager for idiot's sake. She couldn’t be running around thinking that this sort of thing was going to happen any time she pleased.

      “Close your legs, Emily. And fix your dress," I said, softly but firmly.

      She paused, then did as she was told, thankfully. She sat up in the chair, a half-cocked grin on her beautiful face. I grabbed a tissue off of my desk and moved her chin up with a finger.

      “Clean up your face.” I couldn’t have anyone who might happen to come to the door see the makeup running down her cheeks. Emily looked deep into my eyes, and leaned forward to try to kiss me.

      I backed away, tossing the tissue in her lap and pretending not to notice what she had tried to do, even though I wanted to taste her lips so badly. I swallowed hard at what that meant.

      When I looked back down at her she was just finishing up with a pocket mirror. I held her chin in my hand and rubbed out a smudge with my thumb—like a father might do for a young girl—then walked around to the other side of my desk, carefully pulling out my chair and taking a seat, exactly as I had been sitting before.

      Neither of us said a word for a moment. Emily stood up and smoothed down the front of her dress before sitting back down on the edge of her seat.

      I spoke to her slowly and softly. "Emily, you know what we just did was wrong."

      I waited for her to respond. She looked down at her hands for a moment, then met my eyes with a smirk. “Am I the first patient to ever suck you off then?"

      When I didn't answer right away, she looked down again. "Yeah, I didn't think so."

      "Emily, I don't make a habit of engaging in these sorts of activities in my office, and it is never to happen again. If you are not able to behave yourself when you come to see me, then we are going to have to cease our sessions together."

      "What do you mean?"

      "I mean that I will not tolerate your inappropriate behavior again. I will not be coerced into situations that jeopardize the validity of our relationship. I encouraged you to come visit me so that I could help you, and events such as these are going to greatly hinder that. I think you know that, Emily."

      "So you want to help me, huh?" Emily asked, her voice raising an octave. I could sense that she was on the verge of a breakdown, and this wasn't going to be good.

      "Yes, Emily. I have made my intentions clear from the beginning. I would be much better equipped to help you if you would open up to me about your life and your past. I am afraid that your recent behavior is not conducive to a therapeutic environment.”

      "You sure looked like you were getting some therapy a few moments ago, doctor. You know, when your cock was in my mouth?" Her voice was getting louder and she was becoming combative.

      "That is quite enough. I can't have you talking like that in here. “ I told her with sternness that showed that I meant business. “I don’t think this conversation is headed in a—“

      "You want to know about my life and my past?” She wasn't slowing down a bit. “I’ll tell you what you want to know!”

      "I need you to calm down first, Emily. Can you do that for me?" I asked her gently, softening my face and taking deep breaths in hopes that it would have an effect on her. She looked like she was on the verge of a breakdown.

      "Why do you think I was sent off to boarding school, doctor?"

      She nearly spat the word "doctor" at me each time she said it. The deeds to the property still sat on my desk, freshly signed. I slid them into a folder, so as not to have to look at them during this heated situation. The presence of the papers was too much of a reminder to myself that I had already let this relationship get into territory that might cause me trouble in the long run. I had led us both down this path—willingly. I was starting to think I had been too cocky. My cock was cashing checks that my heart couldn’t sign. At least not anytime soon. Now that I thought about it didn’t know how I imagined it would play out any different than it was right now.

      "Emily, I would appreciate it if you would calm down first before we went any further with this conversation. I don’t feel that it’s beneficial for either of us when you react so severely to everything I say. I could also do without your insulting tone."

      "You’re the one who has insulted me!" She burst into tears. "You're no different! You claim to want to help me, but you can't handle it when you get to the truth!"

      "Emily, I have asked you for the truth many times, and you have chosen not to trust me with it."

      "Fine!" Emily screeched. "You want the truth? When I was only twelve years old, my own father came into my bedroom and ordered me to take off my nightgown!” She was still yelling and making a scene, but after a long pause she calmed down. I could see the tears streaming down her cheeks even though her head was turned down.

      “He touched me everywhere that night. From that time forward he came into my room whenever he felt like it and ordered me to strip naked and kneel before him. He told me if I didn't do it that he was going to tell everybody that I did it on my own—that it was all my idea.” She started to quietly sob and I handed her a tissue. It broke my heart to see her like that. I had the impulse to gather her in my arms and comfort her, but I was still feeling uneasy about what I had allowed to happen not fifteen minutes ago.

      “Of course, I believed him,” she finally choked out. “Whenever I would kneel, he would make me open my mouth, and then he'd tell me he had something sweet to put in it, like it didn’t already know what it was going to be. Over the next few months, his visits became more frequent—so often that I could hardly bear to go to bed at night knowing what was going to happen.”

      Emily finally looked up at me and stared into my eyes. “You wanted to know about my childhood so you could help me? Well, then help me now, Dr. Max. Why don't you pull down your pants so you can help me some more, just like my father used to do?"

      That last sentence was like a kick in the stomach. I felt like all of the wind had been knocked out of me and all I could do was look at her where she sat across the desk while her cold stare cut into me—her face flushed and her eyes bloodshot.

      "My jerk mother—the one that you seem to think so highly of—is the one that sent me away. She didn’t do it to protect me, she did it to protect herself. She wasn't some scholarly saint who wanted a better education for her daughter, which I'm sure is what she must have told you. She wanted me out because she thought I was stealing her husband—my father. She was pissed because her own husband wanted me to suck his cock instead of her. I ran to her crying after I couldn't take the shame of what was happening with him any longer. I expected her to save me. Do you think she lifted a finger to help me when I told her what her husband did to me? My own father? Idiot no! That jerk slapped me across the face, told me I was a liar and shipped me off. Is that what you wanted to know? Are you happy now? Now that you know how messed up I really am?“

      All of this spilled out of Emily in a flurry of emotion and angst, through heaving sobs. I was shocked by what I was hearing. I’d had no idea. Amelia had never mentioned any of this to me.

      "Emily, please. I am sorry to hear all of this. I had no idea." I handed her another tissue, and she took it, but looked offended by my offer. I knew that what she really wanted was to get inappropriately close again, but that was not going to happen.

      She snatched the tissue from the box, dabbing at her eyes. Suddenly, she looked at me with an unsettling darkness.

      "I know that you used to mess my mother, too,” she said deliberately, with an antagonizing look on her face.

      "I don't know what makes you think—“

      "Don't give me that trash, Max. I know you harassed her." She wasn't crying anymore. Now she looked like she just wanted to start a fight. "I was there.” She threw her head back and laughed.

      "Our time is up, Emily." I said calmly. I stood, crossing the room to pick up her purse and hand it to her. "You should be going now. I have another patient coming in a few minutes." She looked at me incredulously, in disbelief that I was kicking her out.

      She stood shakily and snatched her purse from my hands, giving me an icy stare. "When is my next session, doctor?" she asked with sarcastic formality.

      "I may not be able to fit you into my schedule anytime soon. I’ll have my receptionist call you when there’s an opening.“ I reached for the door handle and started to slowly open it for her. "I will keep you informed about the sale of the house, though. Until then …” I said, standing at the open door and looking down at her while I waited for her to leave.

      Her face twisted and her eyes filled with rage. I gestured for her to leave and she stalked through the doorway with balled up fists—her long, blonde hair swaying side to side as she angrily stormed down the hallway without looking back. She certainly had her mother's temper as well as her looks.

      I couldn't help but smile to myself as I watched her perfect, lovely rear disappear around the corner. Even though I had a few moments earlier where I wasn’t sure about any of this, I was suddenly filled with a rush of relief. I had her. I had that hot little girl exactly where I wanted her—wrapped around my cursed finger. And very soon she would come to rely on me for everything. I would be in control of her entire life.
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      Please, pick up your phone, I silently thought to myself. I had been trying to reach my so-called friends all afternoon, and not a single one of them had picked up yet. They were probably all getting ready for college, going shopping for dorm room accessories with their mothers before going off to some Ivy League school.

      I just wanted to talk to someone—anyone. I felt horrible about the way things ended with Max and I just needed some perspective. It had been so long since I’d talked to him—almost two long weeks—and I felt like everything that went wrong between us was my fault.

      I couldn’t be all bad, though. I couldn’t be the one that was to blame for everything, but that’s exactly how I was feeling. That’s how he made me feel, anyway. That I was disgusting and horrible and he couldn’t stand to talk to me as a doctor, let alone look at me again. He hated me, I knew it. And I couldn’t bare the thought of him feeling that way about me now. Not after what had happened between us.

      As a last resort, I decided to call Kelly, my best friend from before I had been sent away. Kelly and I hadn't had much contact over the last few years, but she was the only friend that I had that lived in town and who’s number I still had in my phone. Early on, we’d made a point to see each other every break, and we always had a good time, but our visits had become less frequent and it had been over a year since I’d seen her or even talked to her.

      She’d been on a family vacation in the Czech Republic the month that my mother died, so her and her family did not attend the funeral. I knew from her Facebook posts that she had recently returned. Being a private person, I had made a point not to publicize anything that had happened. Kelly would have no idea and would undoubtedly be shocked at the news.

      "Hey, girl!" Kelly answered, recognizing my number just before voicemail picked up. "Long time no see! We have so much catching up to do!" Kelly was always so bubbly. I was thankful that she had picked up, I really needed someone to chat with right now.

      "You're telling me! Thank goodness you picked up! I'm all alone in my mother's house and I am going batty over here!"

      "Where's your mom? I thought she was the one that made you go batty in the first place. Enjoy the silence while she's out!" Kelly giggled.

      "My mom died, Kelly. About a month ago, while you and your family were away."

      Kelly was silent a moment. "I'm so sorry, Em. I had no idea. Oh my goodness, I'm so sorry I wasn't there for the services—“

      I cut her off, "You weren't even in town. Really, it’s no biggie. It was a private thing, you know, just here at the house—which I inherited, by the way. I’m living here all alone now. Just me and this great big house."

      "Wow, I can't believe that,” Kelly breathed.

      "I know, right? It happened literally two days after I got home after graduation. She was hitting the pills hard, and well … that's the kind of thing that happens when you're set on self-destruct like she was.” Kelly knew all about my mother and her habits so I didn’t have to explain any further.

      "Goodness. I mean, I know you're right, but that's still so shocking. How are you dealing?" Kelly sounded genuinely concerned. It was nice to have a real friend to talk to. As much as I wanted to be with Max, he really didn’t seem to help much when it came to my relationship with my mother. Talking to him about it made me want to scream. At least with Kelly it was easy. She gave me sympathy and didn’t expect me to examine anything too closely.

      "Well, the hardest part has been living in this ridiculously large house all alone. There’s a housekeeper that comes a few times a week and some landscapers during the day to mow the lawn and stuff like that, but that's about it. It's creepy here. Sometimes I hear stuff in the other end of the house and I am way too scared to even go find out what it is. I just stay put and hope it's not an axe murderer!"

      “Oh, sweetie! That’s horrible! What have you been up to during the day? Are you going out at all? You can't just stay cooped up in that place all day long. You’ve seen The Shining, haven’t you?” Kelly asked.

      "Oh, thanks, that makes me feel so much better, Kel," I laughed. "But, truth is, you're the only friend I have left around here. I was gone all through high school and I didn't stay in touch with anybody else."

      “What about your friends from school? Where are they?”

      “They’re all over the place. But none of them are within hours of here. I tried calling a few of them, but everyone’s too busy,” I said, genuinely feeling sorry for myself.

      Kelly heaved a sigh. "We're going out, girl. I am not going to let you turn into some crazy cat lady over there."

      I laughed. "Thanks, Kel. I knew you'd have something up your sleeve."

      "Did you have a boyfriend at school?"

      “No." I laughed again. “It was an all-girls school and we were on lockdown pretty much 24/7. You'd think my clit was the freakin' Hope Diamond the way they made sure no boys got onto the school grounds.”

      "Well, then, we need to fix that, don't we?" Kelly sounded excited. "Since you're not seeing anyone—“

      "I didn't say that I wasn't seeing anyone now." I corrected her.

      "Wait, so you do have a boyfriend?"

      "Well, not exactly, but I will soon."

      "I thought you didn't know anyone out here anymore? Who's the mystery man?" Kelly pressed.

      "I can't say anything about our relationship yet—I’m sworn to secrecy.” At least that was partially true. "But he's as good as mine. He’s just really busy right now. He works a lot so he can’t be over here all the time.”

      "Well, then, technically you're still single, and by the sounds of things, I don't think you should be sitting around that creepy old house waiting for your secret lover to come get you. You're young and you're pretty, Em. He’d better step up his game if he’s serious."

      Kelly was right. If Max wanted me he needed to get it in gear. I didn’t want him to think I’d wait around for him forever, even though I knew perfectly well that I would.

      “Well, I am pretty bored. What did you have in mind? A party or something?"

      "We need to get you laid. I have the perfect dude. Get dressed, and look sexy. You're goin' out tonight."

      "Tonight?" For some reason I suddenly felt like I was betraying Max. I knew that was crazy. He was the one that told me to leave—that he didn’t have room in his schedule for me.

      What the heck? I thought to myself. I’m not going to just sit around and wait for him.

      "Yes, girl, don't make me repeat myself!" Kelly laughed. "His name is Jason, and you're gonna have to ring out your panties when you see him. I'd date him myself if he weren't my boyfriend's best friend."

      "Fine," I agreed. “Tonight.” I was nervous but I really did need to get out of this house and get Max off my mind.

      "Great! I'll pick you up tonight at around eight.”

      “I can drive myself. Just tell me where to meet you.”

      After we made the arrangements, I hung up the phone, feeling excited but still nervous. I was feeling so horrible about what had happened with Max when he told me to leave his office. Even though I couldn’t get him off my mind, I needed to prove to myself somehow that I was desirable. I knew I was going to wait for him—as long as it took to make him mine—but I wasn't going to just sit around in this depressing house while I was waiting. It was time for me to go out and have my fun, and I was going to make sure he knew about it.
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* * *

      I showed up at the restaurant at eight, just as we had planned. I’d never been on a blind date—actually not many dates at all to be honest—and I really wanted my car there in case it sucked and I needed to get out quick.

      Jason was scorching hot, as promised, and the night had turned into a late one. He happened to have been slightly older than me, which Kelly hadn't mentioned, but was a total plus. After dinner he purchased a bottle of wine for us, and we sat on the benches by the river, drinking and chatting and making out. While it wasn't the same level of heat that I had felt for Max, his kisses were nice. I was still so distracted by thoughts of Max, though, that I couldn’t really get into it.

      Jason was a lovely distraction, but even though he was older than me he still seemed like such a boy. I was after a man, and Jason just didn't have what it took to get me going. I felt like hours went by while I laid under him, waiting to get worked up enough to even want to take my clothes off.

      I kept fantasizing about the way Max had held both my wrists in one of his massive hands, and the look on his face while he rammed his cock down my throat. And those eyes of his. They way they burned into me while I sucked his cock, and even after when he touched my face. I couldn’t get the image of him off my mind and eventually I told Jason to stop. I just couldn’t go through with it. I didn’t want to mess anyone else. I wanted Max.

      He was going to be sorry. Before drifting to sleep, I made a vow to myself to make sure I tortured Max with what he was missing out on as soon as possible. I was going to make him regret telling me to leave. He was going to be out of his mind with lust for me before I was done with him.
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* * *

      The next morning, the sun didn't wake me up until noon. I lay in bed staring at the ceiling with the events of the previous night playing out in my head and my smile faded. I remembered that it wasn't Max who I had been with. I didn’t have him or Jason or anyone. It was just me, alone again in this empty house, left to think about all of my problems by myself.

      I rolled on my back and reached over for my phone and gasped when I saw that I had three missed calls from Max last night while I was out. I couldn’t even fathom how I had missed them. I looked at the time and they were all made very late, after I had gone to bed. I smiled when I thought of him calling me in the middle of the night and not getting an answer.

      My heart beating fast, I checked for any texts or voicemails, but there weren't any. Typical Max, it was just his style to make me wonder why he had called. That dark mystery was exactly what I couldn't get enough of.

      With trembling fingers, I called him back, still lying in bed wearing nothing but my panties. I toyed with my nipples while waiting for him to answer, anticipating the sound of that deep, sexy voice of his that I had missed so much these past two weeks.

      He picked up on the third ring. "Emily."

      "Max," I returned his formality. "I see you were trying to reach me."

      "Actually, yes. I was quite worried when I tried multiple times last night, and you didn't pick up." His statement was clearly meant to be a question.

      Let the games begin, I thought to myself with a huge grin. "Oh, Max,” I laughed airily. "There’s no need to worry about me. I was just out on a date." I knew this would pique his curiosity.

      "A date? Well, good for you, Emily. I’m just glad that you’re safe. I couldn’t help but be concerned when I didn’t hear back last night or this morning.” There was that disciplinarian tone that made me so wet.

      "So why were you trying to reach me all of a sudden?" I asked, trying desperately to sound nonchalant.

      “Well, for one, I wanted to check on you. I hadn't heard from you in nearly two weeks."

      "If I do recall, you informed me that you didn’t have any time for me in your precious schedule. After I sucked your cock, that is.”

      "Emily, that's not ..." He started, then cleared his throat. "The other reason I wanted to speak with you is that the realtor emailed me a list of items to go over with you before the house goes on the market. I need to meet with you sometime soon so we can get it listed.”

      "My schedule is very flexible, Max … as well as my legs,” I added for an extra twist of the knife. “You are welcome to come by anytime."

      "I see. So I take it you didn't have your date over to your home last night then?" The inquisitive sound in Max’s voice almost made me jump in the air.

      "Oh no, I spend enough time in this morgue.” I paused. "I went to his place last night."

      Max was trying to keep his cool, but I could hear his breath hitch.

      "Is it such a good idea to be spending the night with boys you just met? I think that maybe you’ve had enough upheaval lately, don't you?"

      "Why would it matter to you? And don't tell me, 'Because I care about you' when we both know that if you were concerned about me solely as a patient you would not be calling me at one o'clock on a Friday night—or two, or again at three. You also would not have had me suck your cock in your office," I pointed out. The thought of having his big, hard cock in my mouth got me excited again, and my hand snaked between my legs and into my panties, circling my clit as I talked to him on the phone.

      "Emily, I thought we both agreed that what we did was wrong. Yes, I do care about you. Not only as your doctor, but as your friend. I deserve to be given a little more credit than that. The fact that you spent the night with someone that you don't know well is a safety concern for someone that is in a vulnerable psychological state as you seem to be."

      "Does it make you feel any less concerned that I didn't spend the night? I didn’t stay over, but I did idiot him, Max?” I laughed. “Is that any less upheaval since I slept in my own bed? Or am I in trouble for letting my date stick his cock in me?”

      "I'll be coming by later this week to go over the list from the realtor. In the meantime, I’d like to suggest that you come in to my office at three o'clock tomorrow. I think it would be a good time to resume our sessions. Doctors' orders.”

      “So, you’ve found room for me in your schedule now?”

      “Just be there, Emily."

      The way he ordered me to his office lit my body up like it was on fire. I fingered myself under the covers, the phone pressed to my ear—my wet fingers rubbing over my clit in a rhythmic beat to the sound of Max's deep voice ordering me to see him in his office. I was silent on the phone, bringing myself to orgasm.

      "Emily?" Max said sternly.

      "Yes, I'm coming." I breathily replied, and hung up as I shuddered through my orgasm.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Secret in the Basement (Max)

        

      

    
    
      I swirled the caramel colored liquid slowly in a wide mouthed glass—letting the ice cubes clink together—while I stared at what was in front of me on my desk. Amelia's and Emily's files were both spread out before me and I had been pouring over both of them for days. Amelia had never once mentioned her daughter's sexual abuse, and the thought of it happening—especially the way Emily said it did—made my blood boil.

      Amelia had always been rather vague about her relationship with Richard, as well as the divorce, and whenever I’d asked her for specifics about his apparent wandering eye—or wandering cock, as she called it—I could never get her to give me any real information. I eventually assumed that it was her insecurities that led to her obsession with him being unfaithful.

      Amelia insisted that all men were alike—that they would all eventually cheat and leave her for a younger woman. She put up a wall that was impossible to penetrate—built of jealousy and insecurity and alcohol and the drugs I prescribed for her. And no matter what I did she wouldn’t let me in. She messed me, but she wouldn’t give herself to me. The only woman I’d ever loved held me at arms length until the day she died.

      Throughout my career, I’d set myself up with a line of disposable idiot dolls. Amelia didn’t know anything about any of them. It was a secret I had from her that would have killed her. If she had known it would have been indisputable proof that she was right. That all men were the same. But it wasn’t the same at all.

      They meant nothing to me. They were just there for me to use, and for their own therapy. It was a mutually beneficial relationship, for some of them, anyway. All college-age girls who had come to me for my special brand of sexual therapy. Some left here stronger than when they had come to me, but some—the ones that had been too far gone to begin with—didn’t have such a happy departure.

      I did the best I could for all of them, though. At least that’s what I’d always told myself. I don’t know if I’d ever have much luck convincing Amelia of that though. Or Emily. In some ways, Emily was even more insecure than her mother had been. Very similar to the girls I’d kept in the house. And I could see how manipulative she was too. Emily seemed to be the perfect blend of the sex slaves in the basement and of her mother. An irresistible combination that I had to have. I wanted Emily more and more every day, and that was definitely not something I was used to.

      Here I was, falling for Amelia’s devastatingly alluring daughter. One minute I had her where I wanted her, but the next I had the unshakable feeling that she was pulling the rug out from underneath me.

      My mind kept drifting back to the way she looked up at me that day in my office—her pretty mouth stretched wide while I came down her throat. Then the memory came back again. The memory that kept me hard most nights and that ensured that I wouldn’t be satisfied until I came two or three times down my slave’s throat.

      “Roll over onto your belly,” I commanded. She rolled over, pushing her plump rear up in the air for me. I spit into my hand and rubbed it over my cock, then plunged into her hot, waiting pussy. There she was again, standing in the doorway. Watching … waiting. Emily was always there … waiting for me …

      My cock immediately stiffened at that image.

      I set my whiskey glass on the table, amidst the files of these two gorgeous patients of mine, and started down the basement steps.

      I carefully unlocked the door to the basement, then went down the stairs and passed through a second door, shutting it behind me.

      She turned toward me, the chains around her wrists making noise against the poles as she stirred, struggling to assume her proper position as she watched me approach. I carefully removed my belt and dropped my pants, letting my aching cock spring free.

      "You know how this goes, my little Lucy."

      She nodded, and I stepped forward, grabbing Lucy's long dark hair in my fist and shoving my cock into her mouth without hesitation. Her soft, warm hole welcomed my cock.

      She didn't make a noise as my cock hit the back of her throat, just as I had trained her. She took me silently in her mouth, never ceasing eye contact as I harassed her face. She had taken to her training so well, and I knew I'd be sad to see her go. But I could only keep them for so long. I thrust my hips forward before withdrawing almost all the way out, letting her suckle on my head before sliding back in, allowing her to take my length all the way down. The only sound in the basement was the little slurping noises and the soft clinking of her chains against the pole. The restraints she wore were fur covered, so as not to leave any tell-tale marks on her wrists and neck.

      I gripped her hair and held her face against my pubic bone, her nose mashed into my pelvis. When I pulled out I could hear her sucking in air, but with my cock down her throat there was no way for her to breathe. I held her there—feeling her body stiffen with the need for air—as I came down her throat with a low growl.

      When I was finished, I slowly withdrew my cock from her lips. Dots of my white seed mixed with the saliva that was dripping down her chin. I watched her as she snaked her tongue around her mouth, mopping up every last drop. I looked down at her with adoration. My Lucy. It was time for her to be replaced.

      While she hadn't been the first, she was perhaps the most willfully obedient of them all. I secured my belt and turned to go. Before closing the door, I called back to her, "I'll be back shortly with your last dinner."

      I latched the door behind me and continued up the basement steps, then entered my living room and flipped the television screen to the security monitor. Lucy popped onto the screen, sitting quietly against the wall with a vacant look in her eyes. I picked up my cell phone and dialed the state hospital.

      "Yes, it's Dr. Maximilian Devereux. I'm calling about an incoming patient." I waited on the line for the attending physician.

      "I'll be sending you another girl,” I said into the phone. "Yes, her name is Lucy Wells. She'll need to be admitted as soon as possible, preferably tonight or tomorrow morning.“

      The physician started in with the usual questions about placement, but I cut him off. "No, I’m afraid you don’t understand. This girl will need to be admitted to the special unit … in the sub-basement.” I listed off the tranquilizers and anti-psychotics she was on, then agreed that it was a shame for such a young girl to need to be locked up in isolation. “I’ve done all I can do. I only hope that someone there can give her the help she needs.” After the arrangements were made I wrapped up the conversation. “That sounds perfect. I’ll have her escorted in tomorrow morning, first thing."

      I ended the call and continued to watch Lucy's movements through the monitor, Emily's printed name on her file on the table visible out of the corner of my eye.
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* * *

      In my office the next day Emily sat across from me, a disturbed look on her face. I couldn't help but think that she looked so much more idiotable when she was pissed off and angsty. She had shown up exactly on time as I had requested, wearing a dark shade of red lipstick, and black high heels with skin tight black jeans and a V necked top that her belly were threatening to spill out of. Her legs seemed impossibly long in the tight pants and I could barely hear her over the movie that was playing in my head. A scene where those long legs were wrapped around me and I was buried deep in that pussy of hers that she had shown me the last time she was in my office.

      "I don't think I can deal anymore, Max." Emily sniffed, on the verge of tears. "It's just too much. Everything. It's too much to even think about all at once."

      "Tell me exactly what it is that you feel you are unable to cope with. Please, Emily. Give me details. This is exactly why I asked you here."

      "The loneliness and silence of the house is killing me. I know my mother and I didn’t have the best relationship, but I never thought she would be gone so soon. It's just, overwhelming. When I talk to my friends they’re all going shopping with their mothers for new college clothes, and here I am, sitting in my dead mother's house not knowing where my life is going at all. I walk through those halls and I remember everything—the good and the bad. To be honest, though, it's mostly bad." Emily got a faraway look in her eyes. "I remember my father, the day he started treating me differently. The things he used to say to me, the threats he used to make. I remember my mother beating me when she found out." She laughed bitterly. "So much to be nostalgic about, huh?"

      "I can imagine this is utterly disturbing for you. I just want to thank you for telling me these things." I was working hard to make sure that I had her trust. It was going to be essential in what I had planned for her.

      "What about your new boyfriend? Is he not offering the support that you had hoped?" I asked with a cocked brow that I couldn't conceal. I was genuinely interested to hear her response.

      Emily glared at me. "Idiot off."

      I feigned shock. "Emily. Such language coming out of such a pretty mouth." I smiled at her. "I wasn't trying to be provocative. It’s a question that has bearing on your therapy. We’ve been through this before. I can't help you if you don't let me in."

      "I tried to let you in. You missed your chance," Emily snapped. "If you must know, he's not my boyfriend. I got laid, and that was it. Happy?"

      "On the contrary. You should know by now that I only want what is best for you. A supportive boyfriend might have been good for you." If she only knew that I would have had the mongrel's neck snapped if he’d stuck around long enough for me to identify him.

      Emily rolled her eyes. "Well, it didn't work out," she sighed. "Because … I didn't want it to," she added.

      “Really?”

      “Yes, really.” She had an edge to her voice, but her eyes told me a different story. She wanted me to ask. She wanted to tell me exactly what had gone on between them. I could see it in her desperate stare. “I didn’t actually idiot him. I … I couldn’t.”

      “Why is that?”

      “Why do you think?”

      “I’m sure I don’t have the slightest idea.” I hoped my look of amusement wasn’t as apparent as it felt. I took a breath and turned the conversation around a bit. Now that I knew the truth, and I knew just how much power I had over her, I was going for it.  “There is no reason for you to bear the weight of the world on your shoulders, Emily. I know that you do, and it pains me to see you this way. I think some time alone with someone you trust would be very beneficial for you right now.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “I mean that some rest and relaxation and the support of someone you know and care about—and who cares about you—might be just the thing you need. I think it might help if you could step away from your life—the house, your mother’s death, and the whole situation you’ve found yourself in—for a little while at least.”

      Her eyes started to grow wide as the obvious possibilities filled her head.

      "Just listen for a moment, Emily. Don't respond right away. There is a whole world out there, beyond what you can see for yourself right now. There is no reason why a girl as young and as beautiful as you should be locked away in a house all by herself, fraught with worry over things she cannot control. I have a proposition for you, if you're willing to listen."

      I wanted Emily to feel that she was in control of this decision, and was glad to see her visibly perk up, sitting higher in her chair with her eyes glued to mine, as she listed to my suggestion. “What's that Max?"

      "I think it would be beneficial for you to perhaps take a little retreat. I do have a house in the countryside, about two hours from here. I could take you there this weekend to stay for the week. You could relax, swim, daydream, do anything you wanted.”

      She sank back down in her chair and looked visibly dejected. “What's the difference whether I am alone in my dead mother's house, or alone in your country retreat?" Emily asked bitterly.

      "I didn't say you would be alone.” My voice almost echoed through the silent office. “I would be accompanying you, in case you needed any assistance. I could be as available to you as you needed me to be."

      "That sounds like an okay idea, I guess." The elation on Emily’s face was apparent, even though her words made it sound like she had to weigh the pros and cons of a week alone with me. More manipulation. Every time I saw her she practically made my head spin.

      Good girl, I thought to myself.

      "Very well, then. It's settled. Have your bag packed and I will stop by to gather you late Friday afternoon. We'll take the scenic route to the house, you’ll like the drive. Maybe stop for a picnic and some fresh air. I am willing to bet that a change of scenery and the fresh country air will do you a world of good. Maybe even give you a new perspective on all of these things that have been troubling you."

      Emily smiled seductively. “I think you're right, Max.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Trip to the Country (Emily)

        

      

    
    
      My open suitcase was spread out on my bed, the same suitcase that I had packed the night my mother kicked me out of her house. I meticulously pored over every item that I had in my closet, trying to choose the perfect outfits to pack for the upcoming week-long getaway with Max. Since I had plenty of disposable time and money, I’d been out shopping quite a bit lately, and every purchase I made was backed by thoughts of what Max might think—with the intended outcome of every item of clothing being that he wouldn't be able to resist me senseless.

      If things went my way, I wouldn't be wearing much of anything this week at his house. Out of the blue he had invited me to go to his country house with him—just me and him. I knew he was a complex man, but this was an undeniable gesture that he had real feelings for me and I couldn’t help but notice that the invitation came after I told him about Jason.

      I’d done a lot of thinking over the past month, and even the few times that I suggested just giving up on him and moving on—finding disposable boy toys somewhere else—I couldn't bring myself to entertain that idea for more than a few moments.

      Dr. Max Devereux was the man that I wanted, and the one that I was going to get. I knew it the minute I got home from school. The minute I saw my mother stumbling around the house like the pathetic alcoholic she was. She didn’t deserve him. I did.

      I carefully selected the matching panty sets I had recently bought, complete with garter belts and stockings. Fingering the delicate fabric, I decided to try on my favorite set one more time so that I could check myself out in the mirror and make sure everything was perfect. Changing out of the dress I was wearing and into the sexy panties, my mind was on thoughts of Max taking them off of me. I knew he would. Why else would he have invited me out there? He wanted to make sure that we would be alone. He was probably just scared that things would escalate in his office again and he would get caught—literally with his pants down.

      I turned, checking out my rear in the full length mirror. I look better than that jerk ever did ,I thought to myself. He was going to forget my mother ever existed.

      This house hadn’t sold yet, but when it did, I imagined that we would use the money to buy a house together, one where we could start our new lives fresh.

      He had flirted with me long ago, there was no doubt in my mind. Back when he was still with my mother, and I was too young for him to even consider dating seriously.

      Back then, I was sure he meant it to appear as harmless verbiage that was used on girls to make them feel pretty. But we understood each other. I knew exactly what every word really meant.

      And that night. I’ll never forget the way he looked at me.

      She had been there, but I had done everything in my power to erase her from that memory. That moment when it was just me and Max. I didn’t know if he remembered. I didn’t see how he could have possibly forgotten. But I would never forget the look that filled his eyes while he watched me watching him. It wasn’t her he was looking at. It was me.

      After that moment I was utterly infatuated with him. Part of the reason I’d never had a boyfriend at school was because none of them ever measured up to Max. It was hard for me to believe that everything had worked out exactly the way I wanted. That everything that had happened—the good and the bad—happened just so that we could finally be together. It's funny how sometimes everything had to fall apart just so that it could be put back together. So that it could be made perfect.

      I carefully removed the delicate garments, pulling my leggings and chunky sweater back over my head. I placed the panties in my suitcase, right on top, so that I wouldn't forget to put them on before Max came to pick me up tomorrow. I was planning on arriving well-prepared for seduction and everything that would come afterwards.

      Friday afternoon, Max sent me a text promptly at three o'clock, informing me that he had abandoned work early and he was coming to pick me up. I was thrilled at the thought that he wanted to see me so badly he couldn’t wait. I knew that he felt the same about me as I did about him. He was a tough nut to crack, but that didn't mean that I wasn't going to, or that I hadn't already.

      I pulled my hair back in a long ponytail and surveyed myself one more time before locking the door and stepping out onto the porch with my suitcase. I wanted to be ready when he arrived, so that he wouldn't have an excuse to come inside the same house that he had messed my mother in countless times. It was time for his mind to be elsewhere.

      He pulled into the long drive in his shiny black sedan. I had plenty of time to watch him come up the long driveway, and I couldn't keep the smile from my face as I watched him approach. I felt elated that this was actually happening. He parked in the circular turnaround, behind my car, and exited his vehicle. I nearly forgot to breathe just watching him walk toward me with a mixture of elegance and sheer dominance in his stride. I have never wanted to be owned by another human being so badly.

      I was made to be his pet.

      His face broke into a wide grin as he approached me. "Emily, you are looking happier already. I just know this week is going to do you a world of good. Are you ready to go? I want to make good time so we can arrive while it's still daylight."

      "Yes, Max, I'm anxious to get away from this place, even if it’s just for a little while. I'm all set," I said, grinning and gesturing to my suitcase.

      Max took the case from my hand, carried it to the car, then flung it into the trunk. "Your suitcase seems light for a girl who’s going away for a week. Most ladies seem to pack everything they own when they travel."

      "I didn't think I would need to pack very much clothing at all." I replied, not looking at him as I opened the door to his car and let myself into the passenger seat. I couldn't see his face but I knew I had sent him reeling.

      I have him, I thought to myself. I know it.

      He got settled into the driver's seat and turned the car on. He started to head out, but paused before he continued, touching his hand to my knee. "Buckle up, Emily. I want to make sure you arrive safely." I felt the heat from his touch long after he removed his hand to put the car into gear and head down the driveway. The sensation sent chills straight up my thigh and to my clit. The man had a magical touch that melted every inch of my body every dang time.

      As Max attempted to merge into the heavily trafficked highway, I couldn't help myself from stealing glances at him. Sitting in the passenger seat of his car just seemed so right. I could see myself being here for years to come. Mrs. Emily Devereux. This was so much more than sexual infatuation—I was in love with Max and I had been for years. He needed to know this, and I intended on telling him the truth this week, but I had to be absolutely sure he felt the same way.

      As Max maneuvered the car down the highway, changing lanes and dodging cars smoothly and expertly, I daydreamed of what our wedding would look like. I decided that I wanted pale pink roses in my hair the day we were married and bound together forever. I imagined myself sitting in this very seat as he drove us on weekend getaways after we’d been married for years—still every bit in love as we are now.

      Max's voice broke my reverie with a question.

      "What?" I asked, snapping back to reality.

      "I said, do you like to swim? My property backs up to a beautiful lake. Even if you don't, it's a gorgeous spot to watch the sunset and just be thankful for life."

      The words that had just come out of Max’s mouth startled me. It wasn’t like anything I’d heard him say before. I wondered for a moment how much I didn’t know about him, then immediately shook that thought off. I knew enough.

      Max glanced at me. "What have you been thinking about, anyway? You’ve been quiet this whole trip.“

      I blushed. "Oh, nothing. Just wondering what you had in store for the week ahead. I'm not used to being whisked off to lush country cottages by my doctor, you know?” I replied, giving him a sexy little laugh. "To answer your question, though, yes, I like swimming. I made sure to bring a bikini."

      "Very good." Max sounded pleased. "We'll have to be sure and go for a swim tomorrow afternoon.” His use of the word ‘we’ made my heart jump. "And you do have a right to be curious, I suppose. I should hope no other doctor of yours has taken you home with him." Max smiled. “But of course, you and I both know that we are friends above all else."

      "We understand each other,” I said, glancing back at him—fire in our eyes locking until Max had to tear his gaze from mine and return his eyes to the road.  The tension hung in the air between us palpably.

      But the moment with Max was ruined for me when the mental image of he and my mother entered my mind—her face against the sheet while he drove into her, making her moan. Lately, no matter how hard I tried, I couldn't shake the image.

      The thought of it made me sick, and not sick in the way that nobody wants to see their parents having sex. It wasn't that at all. It was a jealous kind of sickness, the type you feel when your lover is touching someone that isn’t you, and you know in your heart that it's all wrong—that they never should have been with anyone but you for as long as they lived.

      My only consolation was that maybe she was just a harass for him. Surely that was all it was for her—that and the benefits that were afforded her in prescription form as a result of their intimacy. I had to find out what my mother had meant to him.

      He was always going on about how we were friends, how he needed honesty out of me, yet he was unwilling to share any personal information with me at all. Information that I had a right to know; information that involved my own mother and the man that I loved.

      This week was going to change that. I was going to find out the truth. I had to know what he felt for her, and be assured that it was nothing compared to what he felt for me. I had to know that it was me—and only me—that he yearned for all along.

      I knew this wasn't the best time to start searching for answers—before we had even gotten to the comfort of the country house—but my mouth spoke the words before my mind could catch up and reason with it. As soon as I spoke the words, I knew I should have waited, but it was too late.

      "So, how exactly would you define the relationship between you and my mother?" I wasn't trying to be cold, but I practically spit out the word mother. I had never called her mom, anyway.

      Max sighed. "Your mother and I had an intimate relationship, Emily. I know you’re aware of that. She was very special to me, for many years, as a patient at first, and then, more than that. I am not sure what else you want to know, or what you think it has to do with us."

      "I think I have a right to be curious, don't I? You admitted that earlier. My mother is gone, and I can't ask her. You're all I have to fill in the blanks. You're the only one that I can trust to tell me the truth." I decided to play the little orphaned girl card to gain his pity.

      "Well, what I told you is certainly the truth. I don't think I need to go into graphic detail on everything that your mother and I may have done together, but as you know, we did have a sexual relationship. As far as what you would call that relationship, I don’t have an answer for that. Your mother was a complex woman, as I’m sure you also know even better than I do. She was very independent, and—from what I experienced in therapy and my personal life with her—intended to keep everyone at an arm's length. I do miss her, and I know that’s something you and I clearly have in common."

      I had to look away so that he wouldn't see me rolling my eyes at that last comment. "Right," I said, staring out the window.

      I was silent for a while as we rolled down the highway. I was ready to give Max everything that she never could.
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      As it turned out, Emily was even bolder than I’d thought. I hadn’t expected the conversation about her mother so soon. It wasn’t something I particularly relished talking about with her. She seemed to become unsettled every time we spoke about that relationship. It would have to be uncovered sooner or later, but I was more interested in what was going to happen between Emily and I when we got to the seclusion of the cottage. As we sped down the highway, I mentally went over all of the details of the room I had set up for her in my house.

      Emily was going to take Lucy’s place, yes, but she was special to me, more than a mere toy like the others. The fact that she looked so nearly like her mother was an added bonus for me. It made me feel as if I could arrive at some sort of closure with her through the opening up of her daughter to me. It was perfect. I would have everything I’d ever wanted—everything Amelia had withheld from me.

      I had to admit, though, that what I saw in Emily was different than what I’d ever experienced with Amelia. I loved Amelia, and even though I’d held out hope to the very end that she would change, I knew deep down that she wasn’t as submissive as I wanted. I felt that Emily could be everything for me—everything I’d ever dreamed of in a slave and in a woman.

      She was so willing to comply with my requests, no matter what they were. Amelia always seemed to know exactly what she was doing with every calculated movement and gesture—sexual and otherwise—whereas Emily was so young, so inexperienced and so willing. Emily definitely had her mother’s devious ways, but she had so little experience in the world that her tricks and games were virtually transparent.

      Although, the more time I spent with Emily, the more I suspected that perhaps she knew what she was doing, too. Nevertheless, once I got her to my house and into her room, she was going to be mine to keep. Her training would be thorough—assuring that she wouldn’t ever want to leave, even if given the chance.

      This was going to be good for her. A girl like Emily needed structure. She needed an authority figure, someone to tell her when to jump … and when to bend over. My cock twitched at the thought of what was to come. I glanced over at Emily as she chewed absentmindedly on her lower lip. The juxtaposition of grown woman and little girl that she flaunted without even realizing it drove me nearly insane.

      "Nearly there," I smiled at her, patting her knee.

      "I need to use the restroom, can you stop, please?" Emily asked. "I don't think I can wait."

      “Of course,” I said, pulling off at the next exit. It was just as well that we stopped now. I didn't want her wandering around the house unattended as soon as we got there. Of course, I had removed things from plain sight that I didn't want her to see, but there was always the off chance that she would be a little snoop, which given her demeanor at times, was pretty likely. As I watched her blond ponytail disappear into the rest stop bathroom, I became even more excited to get this week underway.

      When she got back in the car, I laughed to myself when I saw that her makeup had been retouched, and she had brushed through her hair.

      Not much point in all of that, I thought to myself. I knew I was going to have her all messed up again soon enough.

      Within a half hour, we were pulling up the long drive that led to my vacation home. Even though it was only a couple hours from the city, it always felt like I was in another country when I came out here. Another place that was so far removed from the rest of the world that it had all but disappeared. This place was my sanctuary. Where everything that happened revolved around my desires and my needs. In all the years that Amelia and I were together she had only once or twice agreed to join me out here. But now I had Emily here with me, and I wasn’t going to let her go.

      I walked around to her side of the car and let her out. It was dusk and the only sounds were the crickets and the rustling wind. I grabbed Emily's suitcase from the trunk and approached her where she was standing. She hugged her arms around her thin body, waiting impatiently to go inside.

      "It's chilly out here," Emily complained. "I should have brought a jacket."

      "It's always a little cooler out here in the country. Don't worry, though, we won’t be out here long and I keep it nice and toasty inside,” I assured her. I couldn’t help but notice how far her hard nipples were poking out underneath her thin shirt. My cock flared again as I put one arm around her and guided her up the steps.

      I unlocked the door and stepped inside, flicking on the lights. Emily was right behind me. She gasped as she looked around the entry with awe. We entered a large foyer, with dark mahogany trim and moss green walls.

      "Welcome, Emily. Make yourself comfortable." I gestured for her to walk in ahead of me to the living room. I set her suitcase down at the base of a staircase, then took of my jacket and hung it on a rack near the entry. Emily sat down on an oversized couch with massive pillows that came up to her shoulders. She looked like a little girl sitting in a grown-up chair and it made me smile.

      “How about a drink?” I asked, clasping my hands together.

      “That sounds good,” she said. Her voice sounded a bit shaky, as if she were unsure of herself, which made me all the more excited. I went to the kitchen then came back out to find her looking at one of my paintings. She turned when I walked up behind her and smiled when I handed her a glass of sherry.

      “Are you trying to get me drunk, doctor?” she asked with a bat of her eyelashes. “It’s not very professional to ply an underage girl with alcohol.”

      “You're a mature young lady, and I'm sure you can handle a glass of sherry. Besides, I thought it would help you relax a bit. And no more of that doctor business this week, Emily,” I reminded her. “I mean it.”

      Emily smiled, taking a sip. “Oh yeah, I forgot. Thank you, Max.”

      I tapped on my glass for a moment, watching Emily and deciding my next move. It was time I got a bit more stern with her. She was on my territory now, and I figured I should start out early on making sure she understood that I wouldn't tolerate any more games. I didn’t want to leave a doubt in her mind as to who was in charge—fully and completely in charge.

      "Emily, since we are going to be spending the week together, I think it might be a good idea for me to show you what I expect from you.”

      Her eyes flashed at me. “What you expect?”

      “Yes, in fact, maybe it would be a good idea for me to show you the rest of the house now, and then we can go see your room. I want you to start to feel more comfortable here … with me—“

      “Oh, but I do feel comfortable, Max. I’ve been so excited about this trip.”

      “This isn’t just a trip, Emily. I want you to understand the nature of the relationship we have now. I want you to stop blurring the boundaries of our roles.”

      “I thought you said we were friends. You’ve said it more times than I can count, actually.” She straightened her back a bit and I could tell that I had hit some sort of nerve.

      “Look, this is supposed to be a relaxing week for the both of us,” I said, setting my glass down and putting my hand on her shoulder. “I don’t want any bad feelings. I just feel that it would benefit both of us to be clear about where we stand in regards to one another. Don’t you agree?” I looked deeply into her eyes, tucking a tuft of hair behind her ear.

      "I agree completely," Emily said, gazing back at me and looking relieved.

      I offered her my hand and led her down the hall that was off the main living room. The house was large—not as large as her mother's house that she had grown up in, but was still large enough that most would consider it to be a rather lavish property.

      I noticed that she had kicked off her heels under the couch before we had left the room and smiled to myself at this. Emily was so strong, yet so pliable at the same time. She clearly was begging for someone to take care of her. Take control and relieve the burdens that she had been carrying for so long.

      Everything about her made me want to keep her all to myself. To keep her here and never let her go. I had never worked out in my own head exactly why this was, but it was obviously something that had become more than a habit throughout my life. I didn’t want to share what was mine with anyone. I didn’t even want to share her beauty with the world anymore. They’d all seen enough of her. Her remaining years would be for me alone.

      When I looked at her again she was much shorter than she had been with her shoes on. She looked just like an oversized doll.

      "Which way to my room, Max?" she asked, biting her bottom lip and looking at me excitedly, with a touch of seductive darkness in her eyes.

      "We'll get there. First, I wanted to show you the deck.” I led her through the kitchen, and to the back of the house, which was nearly a single wall of glass. Through the massive window there was a view of the woods, and beyond that, the mountains.

      Emily gasped. "It's beautiful!"

      She stepped back from the window, backing up against my body, and I put an arm around her and turned her toward me.

      "I was hoping you'd think so," I said. “I want you to be happy here, Emily. I want you to stay for a long time.”

      “So this is for longer than a week?” she asked, her eyes filled with hope.

      “Yes, I want this to be for longer than a week.”

      “Oh, Max!” She threw her arms around me and I lifted her up, her slim body so light in my arms. “I’m so happy! I would do anything for you, you know that.”

      “I certainly hope so,” I said as I set her back down on the ground. "Now, lets go see your room."
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      I turned and followed Max down the hall. When we arrived in front of a closed door, the last door in the hallway and in the very corner of the house, he paused. Max pulled a satin blindfold out of his pocket and dangled it in front of me.

      “I’m going to place this over your eyes?" he growled in my ear, running the silky fabric over my bare shoulder. His chest was pressed up against mine as he moved both hands behind my head. "I want this to be a surprise."

      I started to say something about feeling silly, but when I looked into his eyes, I sensed his seriousness. I gulped, but silently nodded yes, keeping my eyes on his until the blackness overtook them. I was willing to do just about anything to get his cock inside me at this point.

      I felt him tie the delicate fabric around my eyes, then he took my hand. I heard the door open and I was led across the threshold.

      "Are you ready now, Emily?" Max’s voice was somehow firm and gentle at the same time.

      I felt like my life was in his hands and even though I was nervous, I gave myself to him willingly. "Yes,” I replied, my voice shaking.

      I suddenly felt his hot lips on my neck and jumped. It startled me at first but I quickly sank back against him as a warm tingling sensation spread from my neck to my pussy. His lips dug into the curve of my neck at my shoulder, the most sensitive spot, as his strong arms held me tight against him. I could feel his cock grow harder as each second passed. A deep moan escaped from my throat as his teeth nibbled my skin—gently at first, but then harder so that the tingles blended with pain that shot throughout my body.

      I almost cried out when he stopped. I immediately felt the absence of his lips. I felt him carefully untying the blindfold and smoothing my hair down.

      When I opened my eyes they darted around a lavishly decorated room. Dark wood walls with wallpapered panels, drapes that gathered elegantly on the floor and sheer curtains that let the fading sun in.

      Eventually my eyes landed on the lavish four poster bed that was the centerpiece of the room. Chained to the dark wood bedposts were black leather restraints on all four corners. In the middle of the bed sat a gift box, tied with a single black ribbon. Next to the bed an array of candles were arranged on an antique dresser, and beyond that a full length mirror that reflected the box that sat on the bed.

      I looked at Max questioningly. "This … this is my room?" There was some fear in my voice that made me cringe. I didn’t want Max to think I was too young and inexperienced for him, but I hadn’t imagined this.

      "Do you think you'll be comfortable in here?" He asked with smiling eyes. "I think we'll both be able to get very comfortable. Don't you?"

      My breath caught in my throat. I wasn’t sure what to say. I had wanted this. I wanted Max to be in control, to dominate me the way he did in his office, but now that I was faced with cuffs and chains I didn’t know how I felt. "I think so," I answered quietly, my eyes on the leather cuffs.

      I slowly took a step toward the bed. "What's in the box?"

      “It contains what you will be wearing the rest of the evening. If you’ll excuse me, I’m going to step away for a moment and allow you to change.” He took the glass of sherry that I still held in my hand and set it on the bedside table, then pushed the box toward me.

      "When I return to the room, I expect you to be dressed in your new attire, I expect this drink to be gone, and I expect you to be waiting on this bed for me. Is that clear?" His eyes bored into mine, making sure I gave him an answer.

      I nodded again, unable to make any words come out of my mouth. Max brushed his hand against my cheek and smiled. "Good, I'll be back shortly," he whispered.

      Then I was alone in the room. I looked around again to get my bearings and try to calm myself. I started to panic a little when the thought occurred to me that maybe I really didn’t know Max that well at all.

      “No,” I said out loud to myself. “You’re being silly. This is all just new and a little scary. Max isn’t going to hurt you.” I looked in the full length mirror across the bed at the hollow stare that met mine. “He loves you.”

      [image: ]
* * *

      When Max opened the door again a few minutes later I was on the bed exactly as he had instructed. I was wearing the black lace panties and garter that I had found in the box, and my breasts were covered by a sheer camisole with corset-like ribbons that tied up the front. It was took time to tie myself, but I did it as quickly as I could. I didn’t want to disappoint Max.

      I sat perched on the edge of the bed and watched him enter the room. He couldn’t take his eyes off of me and that alone was worth pushing through the nervousness and uncertainty I felt. Max set a tray of drinks on the side table and approached me, his hard cock already visible in his pants.

      "Have I done everything the way you wanted, Max?" I asked softly.

      “Yes,” he assured me. “Everything is perfect. Are you comfortable in your new attire?" he asked, staring openly at my breasts that were pushed up high by the corset and clearly visible through the sheer black fabric.

      I smiled. I didn’t want to be difficult, but this was the most uncomfortable thing I’d ever put on in my life. "No," I admitted.

      "Good, you aren't supposed to be. Besides, it will be coming off shortly."

      "So you're going to mess me now?” I asked, suddenly desperate to feel his cock inside me again. That’s all I wanted, to feel him inside me. To be as close to him as humanly possible.

      Max gave me a stern look and spoke firmly. “Yes, Emily, I am going to forget you. However … from this point forward, you will do exactly as I say. When we are together like this you will only speak when I address you.” He trailed a finger over my lips and stared at them as he continued. "You will open up your legs or your mouth when I tell you." His hand moved down and held my chin softly. "And, you will only come when I tell you to.” Moving his hand down to my pussy, he pet the soft area between my legs through the thin fabric. I could feel the wetness seeping through my panties and when Max brought his finger back up and pushed it into my mouth I tasted myself on him.

      “Do you understand?”

      “Y-yes.”

      “Yes, what?”

      “I-I don’t know,” I stammered. I wasn’t sure what he wanted me to call him. He had already made it clear that I wasn’t to call him doctor, and I imagined Max wasn’t what he was after either. “Yes, Sir?”

      Max smiled as he looked down at me. “Very good. You’re my good girl, aren’t you?”

      “Yes, Sir.”

      Max unbuttoned his shirt and quickly shrugged out of it, throwing it to the floor.

      "Stand up," he instructed me.

      I stood, looking up at him while I did. He was mesmerizing. It was almost as if power was emanating off of him as his eyes burned into me. I felt my throat go dry and my stomach drop as he stared at me, and had to look away. I’d had many men’s eyes on me before. Older men usually made it blatantly clear that they were looking at me everywhere I went. But no eyes had ever had this effect on me before. When Max looked at me like this I was powerless to say no to him. I knew that I would literally do anything he asked me to do from here on out.
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      "Look at me," I whispered. She lifted her face toward mine, undoubtedly expecting a kiss.

      "Do you want this?" I asked her. This wasn't something that I would normally confirm at this point. I didn’t care about consent when it came to the other girls. They were usually so messed up that they barely knew what was going on, but for some reason with Emily I needed to know that she wanted this as much as I did.

      I didn’t know if it was her admission of what she had been through with her father that made me feel extra protective of her, or the simple fact that she was the spitting image of her mother. But for whatever reason, I had feelings for her that made things different—feelings that I hadn’t been able to completely come to terms with, that scared me a little and made me somewhat uncomfortable. I wanted her to be here for me, but I also wanted her to be here with me.

      Emily nodded. Her lips were a natural shade of dark pink and her cheeks were flushed—her physicality giving away her arousal and telling me the truth that she wasn’t willing to let past her lips just yet.

      I smiled. "On your knees, then."

      She silently obeyed, and I unbuckled my pants, letting them fall to the floor.

      "Keep your hands folded in your lap," I instructed her, as I pulled out my aching cock.

      She eagerly lifted her face, her lips slightly parted. I guided my head between her lips, and she allowed my length to glide down the surface of her tongue. Her warm, inviting mouth sucked me in slowly. Watching my cock disappear between her lips again was even better this time because it was all for me. I was watching her suck me down while she was wearing the clothing that I had picked out for her.

      She was going to be my most perfect slave.

      I didn't force myself into her. I would be her other holes soon enough. Instead, I enjoyed watching her do all of the work, craning her neck to take me in and pressing her cute nose against my pubic bone when she had me completely down her throat. And all the while those gorgeous eyes stayed on mine. She hadn’t forgotten what I’d demanded of her in the office. She had already learned what I wanted—what I needed from her.

      She made soft moaning noises, and I had to withdraw before I lost control and came down her throat too soon. Tonight, what I had in mind for her was to squeeze my fat cock into that tight, virgin pussy of hers.

      "That's enough," I said sternly, pulling myself out of her mouth and immediately missing the warm wetness.

      "Remove your panties, and get on the bed."

      She cautiously did as I instructed, with mildly trembling hands. I watched closely as she hooked the sides of the flimsy lace fabric and pulled the panties down, revealing her smooth, bare pussy to me. Even in the dim light, she was glistening from her arousal. When the panties reached her feet, she slowly stepped out of them, and stepped backward to sit on the edge of the bed.

      "All the way back," I told her. Fluffing the pillows, I gestured that she should lay with her head on them. "Legs apart."

      I surveyed her lissome body as it stretched out before me, my cock responding by standing at full attention. Suddenly thoughts filled my head of that first time I had seen her beauty, that night outside the bedroom in the dark hallway.

      “Roll over onto your belly,” I commanded. My cock buried deep in her hot, tight pussy now as I harassed her. But my eyes weren’t on Amelia. My eyes were on the vision in the hallway. Emily stood there. So beautiful … so delicate. She stood there and she watched. She couldn’t take her eyes off of me and I knew then that she would be mine.

      Climbing on to the bed and positioning myself between her pale legs, I looked into Emily’s eyes. She patiently waited for me, her body trembling in anticipation.

      I leaned over her, untying the corseted top and letting it fall open. Her breasts popped out from the constraints of the sheer fabric, revealing hard nipples that cried out to be bitten and sucked. Her belly looked like candy to me, and I couldn't do anything but lean my head down and bite into one, groping the other with my hand and kneading the softness into my palm. My cock brushed against her dripping wet sex, and she gasped.

      Emily reached up to touch my face, attempting to pull me in for a kiss, but I resisted.

      “No. Roll over onto your belly,” I said, the words suddenly sounding so foreign to me, like they were coming from someone else.

      Emily squirmed under my touch and her eyes grew wide.

      "I hope you realize that you are mine now. And you are to do as I say.” I let the head of my cock touch her wet folds again and Emily’s eyes closed for a moment. When she opened them again they were filled with tears.

      "I'll do anything for you, Max."

      "That's good, my little doll," I whispered, as I fingered her pussy, priming her for her first. She was so wet, dripping all over my hand. My thumb rested on her clit, and I rubbed, opening her up. She moaned under my touch.

      "Max," she whispered breathlessly. “Kiss me.”

      "I didn't say you could speak," I said sternly. “I told you to roll onto your belly.”

      A tear rolled down one cheek as she did what I told her to do. Her small body twisting underneath me until she was on her stomach with her legs spread wide.

      Positioning my cock at her entrance, I suddenly pushed, spreading her open with force. She let out a wail as her pussy stretched around my cock, clenching onto it as if I were in a vice. But I had been in her vice-like grip for a long time, whether I wanted to admit it to myself or not.

      I heard Emily’s cries as I fed my cock into her young pussy—forcing it in inch by inch—until I was deep inside her and she was wailing. I imagined that my enormous cock was practically tearing her apart, and that image made me harder with each thrust. After a few moments she lifted her rear in the air, allowing me to go deeper—pumping in all the way to the hilt. I grabbed her breasts from behind and harassed her hard, feeling the soft flesh jiggle in my hands. She dug her nails into the pillow where her cries were smothered. I quickly grabbed both of her wrists and pulled them away from her, my full weight pressing them into the bed. Then I reached up and clamped the restraints around each of her wrists, spreading her arms wide and rendering her completely immobile. She looked even more beautiful this way.

      "What is this?" Emily looked a little worried at her lack of mobility. She pulled at the restraints, trying to free herself from the hold I had of her, but it was no use. I gripped her rear and continued to pummel into her, each thrust making me moan deeply. "You just lay there and enjoy the ride, little doll,” I said through gritted teeth. “Nothing for you to worry your pretty little head about."

      I picked up speed then, not holding back, and no longer caring about what was going on under me. The thought of finally Emily the exact same way I had been her own mother while she watched sent me reeling over the edge. I remembered her eyes as they watched me plow into her mother from behind, following my every move—locked with mine. Even when I came inside Amelia that night I had stared into Emily’s dark, sexy eyes.

      Now I was finally claiming what was mine, and within moments it was over. Streams of my pent up seed shot into Emily's waiting pussy. She screamed and writhed beneath me as I filled her up, her rear bucking and gyrating under me. I could feel the walls of her pussy tighten around my cock as the last of my come was milked out of me. Nothing in my life had ever felt so satisfying.
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* * *

      I was spent, but I wasn't ready to let her go just yet. I could have taken her again and again—all night long and the whole next day. But I knew there would be plenty of time for that. She was mine now—the last slave I would ever even need. Granted, she was going to need a lot more training before she understood all of the rules, but as far as I was concerned, she was perfect.

      Emily lay splayed on my bed, naked and used with my seed dripping out of her. I wanted to leave her there forever; I enjoyed the sight so much. She wiggled on the bed, then turned and looked at me pleadingly.

      "I need to get up and use the restroom, Max. Untie me.” She pulled at her wrists.

      "That's not how you ask for something, Emily," I corrected her. "Please untie me, Sir."

      "Please, Sir, I … I have to go," Emily tried again.

      I unclasped her wrists and helped her up, not allowing her to put any clothing back on. I led her across the bedroom to an adjoining bathroom which was also connected to my bedroom. “You may use this bathroom. Don't shut the door."

      She gave me a strange look but didn't argue.

      When she emerged from the bathroom, still naked, I got up and draped a blanket over her shoulders when I noticed that she was shivering. I led her back to the bed and she sat down on the edge, looking up at me with a mixture of confusion and adoration in her eyes.

      "What is it, Emily?" I asked her gently. I needed to know what she was thinking at all times. Even though I had every intention of breaking her into being my full-time slave, I knew that I had to take things slowly. She wasn't like the other girls I had kept. I wasn’t going to immediately drug her and throw her into the basement. I wanted to cherish her. She was much more to me than any of them—and even though it pained me to admit it—more than even her mother had been to me.

      She opened her perfect mouth to speak. Not looking at me, she asked, "So are these the kinds of things you did with my mother?" The sadness in her voice wasn’t hidden very well.

      I wasn't sure how to respond. This wasn’t the conversation I’d planned on having right now, but before I got a chance to steer it back in my direction, she continued.

      "Did you tie her up too? Did you not let her touch you? Or is that just for me?" She turned to me now, the sadness in her eyes and voice very apparent.

      "I don't see why you’d be thinking about such things at a time like this, Emily. We have a lot to explore together that will be ours and ours alone. It's of no consequence what your mother and I did behind closed doors.” I paused a moment and thought about the best plan of action. I didn’t know how any of this was going to play out, but I had a feeling if I didn’t tell Emily the truth she wouldn’t let up. “It seems that you are not going to rest until you know the whole truth though, so I’m going to tell you. Once I share more details with you, will you be able to relax and enjoy yourself?" I brushed her hair from her face and looked searchingly into her eyes. “I don’t want to see that sad face anymore, Emily. Will you let this go if I tell you what happened?”

      She nodded.

      I took a deep breath. I hadn’t told a single soul any of this. It almost felt like a form of therapy for me because as soon as the words started they just poured out. “Your mother and I were in love. She was the first patient of mine that I had ever actually fallen for, and it made me question a lot of things about myself—about what kind of doctor and man I was.

      “Still, my feelings for her were too strong to be ignored, and she pursued me as much if not more during our sessions. As you know, we had intimate relations for quite some time. I continued to try to get close to her, but the closer I got the more she would pull away from me. She insisted on being independent. While she would let me help her with some things in her personal life—even after us being involved for many years—she would never take things any further with me than a doctor/patient affair. She wouldn’t allow herself to fully open up to me, or to anyone. I have a feeling that behavior may run in the family." I chuckled, looking at Emily and trying to gauge her reaction. She wasn't smiling.

      I continued, "I suggested many times that we move in together, but she would have none of it. She wouldn't sell her house, and she would hardly ever even let me stay over with her. The few times that I did, she insisted I leave very early in the morning, which I convinced myself had to do with you—even though you were rarely there. Anyway, it wasn't until later in the relationship that I learned of her addictions. It did make me question what we had together, although I don’t doubt that at least in the beginning, she had strong feelings for me as well. She just couldn’t allow herself to experience them.”

      "You haven't answered my question, though." Emily cut in. "You're telling me more of what I already know. I asked if you tied her up and if she touched you."

      I sighed. "Yes, Emily, I let her touch me. In every way —physically and emotionally. I even asked her to marry me, and she wouldn’t. Again, I had to assume that it had to do with her family situation—you, your father. It was the only way I could keep going. If I thought that she truly didn’t share the feelings I had for her I don’t know what I would have done.”

      I stopped speaking. I had probably already told her too much. I had no idea what this must be like from her perspective. I had no idea why she was so intent on knowing the extent of my love life with her mother.

      Emily looked me dead in the eye, still wrapped in the blanket that I had given her.

      "Did you kiss my mother when you harassed her?"

      I didn't say anything. The question stung more than I cared to admit to myself. I wasn't ready to do this again. Amelia had been the only woman I had ever loved, and I felt like I was going through the entire situation all over again with her daughter. Only this time the tables were turned. I had wanted more than Amelia was willing to give, and now it was Emily who was wanting more from me. I had certain feelings for her, but I just couldn’t let this spiral out of control. I couldn’t allow myself to go there again so soon.

      Before Amelia, I considered myself a normal human being. I wasn't a messed-up doctor who harassed his patients—keeping them as slaves in my basement until I eventually had them committed. I didn’t even know who I was anymore. And this conversation was making me question every action I’d taken in my life since meeting Amelia.

      I rose from the bed and strode toward the door. "It’s getting a bit late, and I think it would do us both good if we got some rest. I'll see you in the morning," I said quietly, and with that, I closed and locked the door, then headed to the master bedroom, leaving Emily alone in her room.

      I felt oddly stunned. I was starting to feel that bringing Emily to my home had been a mistake. I knew I had real feelings for her—beyond just needing to harass her and own her—but now the feelings were intensifying, the good and the bad. Amelia had been the only woman I had ever truly loved, and as a result the only woman who had ever hurt me.

      After her constant rejections girls became playthings to me. I couldn’t let myself go there anymore. And as much as I wanted Emily, I didn’t want to feel those feelings again. But now I was starting to feel like I was putting myself in that position again. Emily wanted to know if I had kissed her mother. Of course, I had kissed her mother. She was the last woman I had ever kissed. I didn't kiss slaves, and right now, that’s what Emily had to be. I cared about my own needs first and foremost and I couldn't let her into a position of power like her mother had been in. I would never let a woman have that kind of power over me again. Never again.

      Even while I told myself all of these things, I still couldn't shake the way she had looked at me. I knew deep down that Emily was different. Emily was sweet, she was pure and young and she wanted so badly for someone to love her. Why couldn't I just let myself be that person for her? I pictured myself as her mentor and her father figure, so why couldn’t I just let things take their natural course? The things that had gone on between Amelia and me—the lack of trust and the lies—were all in the past. Even though Emily was a spitting image of her mother, she wasn't her and I needed to realize that. Unless she was more like her mother than I wanted to admit.

      I cleaned myself up in my bathroom and got into my bed, then stared at the ceiling for what felt like hours. I couldn't sleep and I knew exactly why. The girl that was in my house was not just another troubled girl that I had brought here. She was the girl that I had watched in the hallway all those years ago, in her sheer white nightgown, with those delicate bare shoulders. We watched each other in the dim light while I harassed her mother—the woman I loved.

      “Roll over onto your belly,” I commanded—the same cursed memory playing over and over in my head, even now. The way Emily looked as she watched me in awe. The way her eyes stayed glued to mine even as I came. That look was what I had pictured in my head all these years, every time I came into the mouth or pussy of one of the slaves in the basement. And she was here now. She was in my house and I was starting to feel like it was all too much.

      I tossed and turned, conflicted, and feeling hopeless that I couldn’t just let myself feel what I knew was inside of me for Emily.

      The thought of her in the other room, all alone, was too much to bear, but I knew that if I went back in there, I wouldn't be able to keep myself off of her.

      I didn’t care. I started down the hallway, quietly opening her door. I found her nestled under the blankets, still naked. She looked angelic.

      I slid into bed next to her, and she immediately woke up, scooting her body toward mine. I wrapped my arms around her fragile frame, holding her tight against my warm body, my cock growing harder as it rubbed her naked flesh.

      She wrapped her arms around me and I let her this time, her long hair tangled and falling in her face. I snaked my hand between her legs and when I found her wetness, I slipped my fingers inside, pumping into her and making her gasp.

      That was it. We still hadn't spoken a word, and none needed to be spoken. We both knew that this was what we needed. The rest of the issues could be worked out later. Now, rolling her onto her side away from me, I entered her from behind, sliding her body forward and back while she twisted her upper half around to look at me while I harassed her, her lips slightly parted.

      Rocking her back and forth, her gorgeous belly bounced in my hands with every thrust. Then she did the unexpected. She rolled over until she was on her belly, and I rolled with her, now hovering over her perfect rear. The reverberations from my thrusts made her perfectly round globes move rhythmically every time my cock slammed into her. She moaned passionately into the pillows as I pounded her from behind, penetrating her much deeper than before.

      I wasn't going to stop until I felt her pussy convulse around my cock. I pulled her up by the hips, then reached around her front and circled her engorged nub. It didn’t take long before her filled pussy began to clench around me, spasms beyond her control as she shuddered through her orgasm. The sound of her voice involuntarily calling out my name made me lose control, spilling my seed into her again for the second time that night as her pussy milked my cock.
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      Since being at Max's house, everything between us had been so much different that I imagined it would be. I was so sure that after we were alone he would finally profess his love for me, and while he has certainly professed his sexual interest, the only one who he has admitted to loving is my mother.

      When he left me alone in my room after we’d had sex that first time, I was too shocked and hurt to even move for at least an hour. I just lay there curled up on the bed, the restraints hanging limply from the bedpost, and silently cried that I could be so stupid. Why did I think that Max loved me? I was just a stupid little girl to him, and now I was humiliated. Everything I’d done since I’d been home had been for him, and he’s done nothing but give me the cold shoulder time and again. He even admitted to being in love with my jerk, addict mother. Me? Nothing.

      I fell asleep against him, his warm body cradling me after he messed me again. Every time he came near me, I wanted so much to be angry with him, to treat him like he treated me, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. When I looked into his dark eyes, I was under his spell every time, willing to do anything he asked. He tied me to this bed and I just let him ravage me, enjoying every minute of it.

      I hated myself for the way I let him treat me, but I couldn’t help it.

      Lying in bed with the morning sun filtering in, I forced myself to get out of bed and head to the bathroom. Max had left me a warm robe to wear, and I slid into it, thankful for the soft fabric against my skin. I felt so small and vulnerable around him and I wanted so badly for him to take care of me.

      I padded into the bathroom and splashed cool water on my face. Letting my robe hang open, I surveyed myself in the mirror and wondered why he wouldn't let me touch him, wondered why he wouldn't kiss me and tell me he that loved me. I was beautiful enough. I was better than my mother in every way and he should be able to see that.

      I couldn't stamp down the jealousy that was within me. Even though she was dead, she was still preventing my happiness. How the heck did she manage to ruin my life even from the grave?

      My blood boiled with anger and my head filled with negative thoughts as I brushed my teeth and ran a brush through my hair. I opened the bathroom drawer, looking for lotion to spread over my legs, when something caught my eye.

      An emerald earring was nested in a small dish inside the drawer. I picked it up and held it in my hand. My mother had lost this earring and had called me after I was back at school, accusing me of taking it. I was dumbfounded that she would accuse me of stealing a single earring as if I was some common thief that frequented pawn shops.

      I realize as I stared at the earring in my hand that she must have lost it here or in Max’s office, and he found it. The fact that he was holding onto it made me blind with rage. He surely wasn't planning on cashing it in, he had plenty of money. He still needed this token of her presence, even though he had me now.

      I squeezed it in my hand so hard that it left an imprint, and then in a fit of rage, I hurled it across the floor.

      "How dare you!" I said out loud.

      "How dare I what?" Max said, leaning against the doorframe.

      I nearly jumped out of my skin, startled by his presence. I turned to stare him down.

      My heart racing, I looked at him with rage. "How dare you still keep her things here?" I spat at him. "She's gone! She's gone! You're supposed to be a doctor, can't you understand when someone is dead and not coming back?"

      I was screaming at the top of my lungs, the blood rushing to my face. I felt like throwing things. I wanted to pull everything out of the medicine cabinet and throw it all across the bathroom. I wanted to show him how much it hurt that he loved my mother and not me.

      Max rushed at me then, flinging his arms around me and holding me close to him, pinning me against his body while I thrashed wildly, to no avail.

      He was much stronger than I was, but I beat against him, insisting that he let me go. I wanted to fight.

      "You don't love me! You’re still in love with her and I know it! You won’t kiss me or let me touch you! You just want a hole to mess! That’s all I am to you, right? Just a warm hole!“

      Max dragged me from the bathroom and tackled me onto the bed. Lying on top of me, he held me down until I was no longer thrashing. I had no energy left by the time I stopped fighting him. It felt as if all of the rage that I had been holding in for years was suddenly coming out now. I didn’t care what he thought of me, I didn’t care if he thought that I was acting like a child.

      He had played me, and that's all there was to it.

      "Emily, you have to stop yelling like this," Max said sternly.

      I pushed against him with all my might, but he wasn't going anywhere. "No! It's all your fault! You deserve to be yelled at!” I screamed.

      "If you don't stop, I'm going to have to restrain you." Max said calmly, holding me down on the bed.

      I thrashed against him once more.

      He expertly grabbed my wrists and splayed them on the bed, slipping the restraint on my wrist after pulling my arm out of the sleeve of the robe before I could even react.

      He quickly fastened the other side, then moved down to the foot of the bed and secured my ankles, leaving me splayed on the bed, completely naked.

      Something about being tied to the bed, and the way he looked at me when I was spread before him immediately calmed me. I began to cry.

      Max approached me, leaning over my face and brushing my hair away. He wiped my tears from my cheek with the back of his hand, and then lay down beside me, one arm draped over my body.

      He let his hand rest on my breast, and ran his thumb over my nipple, making it harden immediately under his expert touch.

      "Emily," he said in a low voice. "You are being very unruly. Do you know what I do with unruly girls?" his eyes looked deeply into mine. I didn’t want him to look at me like that, though. I knew my eyes had to be red and puffy from crying. I quickly realized that the way he was talking to me was making me wet despite being angry with him only seconds earlier. I hated myself for the way I reacted to him.

      I took a deep breath. He trailed his finger down my belly stopping just above my pussy.

      "Emily, I know that we both want this. Now, do you want to calm down and allow yourself to take what you want, or are you going to keep throwing a tantrum?" Max said, circling his finger on my upper thigh.

      "Because I think I know what will calm you down, and I think we will both feel better afterward, don't you?"

      I nodded meekly. I wished he didn’t have power over me like this, but I couldn't help but give it to him.

      He pulled down his pajama pants, leaving them in a heap on the floor, as I watched him closely. My pain was still there, but the promise of his closeness was enough to appease me. I wanted so much more from him, but the sex was better than nothing. My pussy was dripping wet beneath me, despite myself. My body just reacted to him that way.

      He positioned himself between my legs and sunk into my slick hole, slowly at first, then beginning to pound into me with force. He never broke eye contact as his cock ravaged my pussy, and I moaned involuntarily. I felt the pull of the restraints on all four limbs as his cock continued to drive into me.

      “Max!” I moaned.

      "That's it, my doll, let it all out," he whispered with a smile on his face. I loved seeing him look down at me like that, but it made me sad to realize that it was only when he was me. My eyes filled with tears as I watched him watch me.

      He bent down and bit my nipple, hard, sending currents of what started out as pain, but what quickly became electric jolts of pleasure, straight to my clit.

      "Oh goodness, Max," I called out, unable to stop myself from shuddering as an orgasm ripped through me. "Oh goodness, you're making me come!”

      Max gripped my hips, holding me on him as I clenched his cock. I could feel him bucking and twitching inside of me as he came inside me too, filling me up with his sticky hot seed. It felt so good knowing that he was inside me. Not just his cock, but his most intimate fluids. They made me feel loved and accepted. I knew it wasn't enough. I knew that I needed more from Max, but it was all he was giving me right now and I had to make it enough.

      As the waves of our orgasms subsided, he removed himself from me, then calmly asked if I felt better.

      I nodded my head.

      "Does that mean that once I untie you, you’ll behave yourself?" He asked me slowly. "I would like to give you your freedom, Emily, but you have to promise me that you can handle it. I can't have you throwing things and screaming. You are supposed to be out here to relax and let go."

      "I'm sorry. I …” But I couldn’t go on. Tears started streaming down my cheeks and I turned my head away from him. “I won’t do it again, I promise. I’ll control myself." The truth was, I didn’t know if I would be able to do that or not. I had so many emotions coursing through me, I actually didn't feel in control of myself at all.

      He unclasped the restraints, and I slowly moved my arms and legs in. They felt weak and it took a while before I was able to sit up. I felt dizzy and my body felt light. When he didn't wrap me in his arms and hold me close to him, I started to feel anxious again. I pulled on my robe, expecting him to stop me, but he didn't.

      He just sat back and watched me intently, waiting to see how I was going to act. I scooted to the edge of the bed and turned my back to him. Thoughts of my mother and her boozy face the night she died wormed their way back into my mind and I felt my mood quickly deteriorating.

      Before I knew what I was doing, my mouth started to speak without my full permission, but I couldn't hold back letting him know the truth. If he was going to treat me this way, hold me at arm's length like this, then he deserved to live with the ugly reality just like me. It wasn't fair that he got to hold onto her and have me as well, thinking that he could just do whatever he wanted with my heart.

      "I killed her, Max." I heard myself say.

      "No, you didn't, Emily,” he answered softly. "It’s normal for you to feel responsible, but it’s not your fault. She fell. It could have happened to anyone, under any circumstances. I know you didn't have a great relationship, but you can’t blame yourself.”

      I actually laughed. "No, Max, you don't understand."

      "Emily, not to play the doctor card, but I think I do. I have seen this over and over again in my practice. It’s natural for a grieving child to feel guilty about the death of a parent, but you have to let go of the guilt—“

      "Max!" I said, interrupting him, but not turning toward him. "I killed her. How do you think she fell down those stairs, Max? I pushed her drunken rear down them after she kicked me out, that's how!" My voice had raised an octave. I couldn't stop myself now.

      "The jerk wanted to die, couldn't you see that? You're her doctor! She was constantly on tranquilizers and booze, cheating an overdose every single night. When I finally came home from school for good, she kicked me out of the house, knowing I had nowhere to go!"

      Max sat in stunned silence.

      "She did it to keep me away from you! She didn't want us to be together! She wanted to keep you under her thumb so she could keep playing her little games with you! So that she could keep getting her drugs! Don’t you see that? I killed her for you, Max! I pushed her down those steps so we could be together!" I was wailing now, tears streaming from my eyes. "And you're it all up!" I screamed between sobs.

      Max grabbed me by the shoulders, whipping me around to face him.

      "What the heck have you done?" He whispered in such a way that made it unclear if he was talking to himself or me. He threw me back on the bed, towering over me and shaking me by the shoulders into the mattress.

      "What the heck have you done?" he screamed. He looked hysterical. I had never seen him lose his cool, and it terrified me.

      "I did it for us," I choked, tears streaming down the sides of my face.

      "No!" he yelled, as if he could change the reality by screaming it away. "No!"

      He yanked me up from the bed, pulling me by my arm.

      "I did it for us, Max! That jerk hated me, and hated the way you looked at me!" I screamed at him hysterically, between sobs. He dragged me down the hall, despite my protests. "Let me go, Max! Why don't you just let me go if you don't want me?" I begged.

      Max wouldn't answer. He yanked open a door that led to the cellar, shoving me through it, then down a set of dark steps before he pushed me into a room. I jumped when I heard the metal door slam shut behind me.

      "Why are you doing this to me?!” I screamed at the top of my lungs, so harshly that it hurt my throat. "Why?" I banged on the door furiously, trying to bust through it with my shoulder.

      It was no use. He had locked me in his basement like a monster, and by the way he looked at me after I told him what I’d done, he wasn't going to let me out. Possibly not ever.
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      A beam of light shone in my eyes, waking me up. I looked around in the darkness, my heart pounding. I had fallen asleep on the cold floor after crying myself into exhaustion. I had no idea how long I had been down here, if I had spent the entire day and night, or only a few hours. My body hurt from struggling against Max when he dragged me down here, and my stomach growled.

      I heard footsteps and Max's figure emerged in the light of the doorway.

      "We need to talk, Emily," he said firmly.

      I said nothing. The way he had tossed me down here like an animal scared the heck out of me. I knew what I had revealed to him was beyond shocking, and I wished I hadn't have done it. And even though I knew that him treating me like this was wrong, all I could think was that I had to gain his trust back. I stood up off the bed that sat against one wall, my legs shaking and unsteady.

      The light from the house upstairs created a shadow of the man standing in front of me. I looked up at his black, expressionless face and just wished we could go back. I wanted more than anything in the world to just go back to the way things were before I told him. I would lay on the bed and let him idiot me for the rest of my life if only he didn’t hate me. If only he didn’t look at me like he did before he brought be down here.

      "I'm so sorry, Max," was all I could say before breaking into tears again.

      Max descended the stairs, and approached me with a length of rope. He expertly tied my hands together, and I didn't fight him. I didn't know of he was going to kill me, and at this point I didn't even care. I welcomed it more than anything.

      Without a word, he led me up the steps. He didn't seem cross with me, there was no anger in his eyes or aggression in his touch. He brought me to the kitchen, where the table was set with a plate full of steaming eggs and sausage. He pulled out the chair and instructed me to sit.

      "You're going to eat this meal that I feed you, and then we are going to talk. Is that clear?" he looked at me sternly.

      I nodded. I wanted to obey him, to do anything I could to make him trust me again. I wanted him to see that what I had done was for the best, and that we were meant to be together forever. But even if I couldn’t do that—even if he never understood what I’d done—I was going to make sure he saw that I was willing to do whatever he wanted.

      He sat next to me in a chair and cut up a bite of food. I had never been spoon fed as an adult, and the whole act seemed embarrassing, but I knew better than to object. He needed obedience out of me, and I was going to give him whatever he wanted.

      I opened my mouth, allowing him to feed me breakfast, sipping from the orange juice glass when he offered it to me.

      Once I had been fed everything from the plate, he led me to the sink and washed my hands, then took me to the bathroom. He instructed me to sit on the toilet and go, while he stood in front of me, watching.

      By the way he looked at me, I knew that throwing a fit was going to do me no good. He viewed me as a murderer now, no saner than his worst patients must be. Probably worse, since I had killed the woman that he loved.

      Normally I wouldn't be able to do anything with someone watching, but I had been locked in the basement for so long that I was about to burst. I hadn't even bothered to look for a bathroom down there, although now I realized there probably was one. It seemed like a room where someone had lived.

      He handed me some toilet paper, and once I had cleaned myself off, he led me back into the bedroom, where he untied the ropes that bound my hands and transferred them to the waiting restraints that dangled from the bedposts.

      He looked at me long and hard, and I waited for him to speak, but he said nothing. Instead he pulled my legs apart, and tied them to the posts as well. Then he took off his pants and shirt and threw them in a pile on the floor. His cock was already hard, but he stood there for a moment, stroking himself and staring at my body, before positioning himself in front of my face. He offered himself to me, and I readily took him between my lips, getting his massive cock wet with my saliva and straining my neck to take more of him into my mouth.

      I wanted to please him. I wanted to do everything he wanted. I had to get him back. It had killed me to see the way he’d looked at me before, and I never wanted to see that look in his eyes again.

      He ripped his cock from my mouth suddenly, and without ceremony, plunged ferociously into my pussy. I was still sore from the day before, and I cried out in pain. He didn't say a word to me, didn't touch my body at all except where his cock entered me.

      Max just stared into my eyes and messed me, oblivious to any pain he was causing me. He stared down at me, but it wasn’t with the sweet smile I had seen the day before. The way he looked at me was cold and distant. A look you might give a stranger that had bumped into you on the street. I didn't care, I knew I deserved much worse. I just wanted to please him, to make him believe that I was lovable.

      Max finished quickly and withdrew himself. He untied my hands for the first time since he had brought me back upstairs, and I went to hug him, tears in my eyes. He pulled away and left the room, heading into the bathroom.

      While he was gone, I heard a buzzing noise. I looked down at his pile of clothes on the floor and noticed the corner of his phone sticking out of one of his pockets. I listened in the bathroom and didn't hear water running yet, so I took my chances and picked it up. I knew that if he caught me with it, things would get much worse than they already were, but I had to know. I had to know how he felt about me. If it was me that he loved. It wasn't fair that I always opened up to him and told him the truth, when I knew there was more to him than he was letting me in on.

      I was surprised when the phone lit up in my hand. I wasn’t really expecting to be able to get into it. I figured a man like him would have his phone under secured passwords, or would be using a fingerprint scan—but to my surprise, there was nothing. The home screen popped up and I quickly scanned his apps, then tapped on the photos folder. The last few photos that he took looked like they had been taken on accident—blurred images of moving objects. I flipped through a few more, and an image of a woman looking through a dresser came onto the screen.

      My heart dropped. The woman was my mother, and that dresser was in her bedroom. The picture was taken from high above. I scrolled through and there she was again in a state of near undress. Again, in her bedroom, and taken from a high vantage point. She didn't seem to be aware that she was being photographed.

      A realization dawned on me—these were secret candid photos. My fingers trembled as I flipped through the next ten or fifteen photos. They were all of my mother. They looked fairly recent, like they had been taken weeks or even days before I had arrived back home. Probably just before her death.

      I heard the sink in the bathroom and I quickly turned off the screen and replaced the phone. My heart pounded in my ears and my hands were sweaty. Max was spying on my mother. He must have installed the camera in her house without her knowledge. But the clincher was … there were no pictures of me.

      Max was so obsessed with her that he needed to see her at all hours of the day, even when she wouldn't let him. Instead of being horrified at the invasion of privacy that he was capable of committing, I felt betrayed more than anything.

      Max was never going to care about me the way that he cared for her. I was something else to him—and obviously that something did not involve love. I had killed my mother, and although I didn't miss the rotten jerk in the least bit, now I couldn't help but feel it was for nothing.

      All this time he had led me on—all these years of flirting with me, for his own entertainment and nothing more. I was never anything more to him than a sexual plaything—a young and naïve girl who he thought he could finally feel powerful with. I choked back a sob as Max re-entered the room.

      I got up to use the restroom. I felt like I was walking in a tunnel. Max stepped in front of me, blocking my path with a dark look in his eyes.

      "What do you think you're doing?"

      "I need to use the restroom," I replied softly, looking away.

      "Leave the door open," was his only reply.

      I walked toward the bathroom in a daze. I stood and looked at myself in the mirror, and what I saw, I wanted to end. I turned around to see if he was watching what I was doing. I heard him in the bedroom, fiddling with the restraints that hung from the posts, probably deciding what he was going to do with me next.

      I looked back to the mirror, and tears welled in my eyes. I thought about the earring of hers that he had held on to, and now the pictures that he kept. And I thought about that night so long ago when I watched him her. But he hadn’t been looking at her. He had been looking at me! I watched everything, his enormous cock entering her after he told her to roll over, then his attention turn to the doorway when he heard me.

      I had spent the last few years believing that it was me that he really wanted. After all, it was me he stared at while he came inside of her.

      But I had been so wrong. His heart was not with me, and it never would be. I slowly opened the medicine cabinet without making a sound, and rummaged through the bottles of prescription pills inside. I didn’t know what most of them were, but I knew some were sleeping pills and some were pain killers. Being my mother's daughter made me very familiar with the pharmaceutical names of those particular pills.

      I also knew that if I took enough of them, my pain would end.

      I carefully opened the lid to a bottle of high dosage oxycodone and dumped the whole thing into my palm. Then, silently padding to the doorway, I checked on Max again. While his back was turned to me I tilted my head back, dumping some of pills in, then dipping my head under the faucet to wash them down. I repeated that a few more times until I had swallowed the whole bottle. Tears streamed down my face as I emerged from the bathroom.

      Max approached me, slipping the rope back over my wrists.

      "Are you through?" he asked.

      I nodded. I was through with everything.

      "Ok, then. I think it's best that we separate for now. I'll be taking you back downstairs."

      “No!”I sobbed as he pulled me down the hall and toward the basement steps. "You can't leave me down there!” I sobbed. "You can't! Please, please don't!" I was terrified that he was going to leave me down there forever. "Please, Max! Please don’t take me down there!”

      He said nothing, opening the basement door and gently but firmly pushing me down the stairs and into the room.

      I screamed as he shut the door and turned the lock, crumpling onto the cold floor below me.
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      I flipped on the television to drown out the screaming coming from the basement.

      My head was pounding and I couldn't think straight. Emily was a murderer, and it was all my fault. The girl was already a mess before any of this happened, and now she was going to have to live with what she had done for the rest of her life. I knew I wasn’t the most ethical psychologist, but I had enough experience to know that Emily was not a sociopath. The girl obviously had feelings, and she felt remorse—which meant this was going to weigh on her the rest of her life.

      As horrified as I was by what she had done, there was no way I could turn her in. I just needed time to think. Time to figure out what I was going to do with her. I wanted to help her. I truly wanted her to get better.

      I remembered the times that I happened to be at her mother's house while Emily was home on holiday from school. She would saunter into the kitchen and I would flirt with her, asking her about school and her friends, asking her how she had gotten to be so pretty. I had convinced myself at the time that it was innocent, but I know now that it was more than harmless flirting. I meant it at the time and I knew it.  I wanted her then, and I still want her now. Even after what she’s done.

      Even at the funeral, she showed an obvious interest in me and I still played along, leading her to believe that she could get me if she just acted grown up enough. I was playing games just as much as she was. But what I was really doing was playing with her life. I should have anticipated something would happen.

      Emily thrilled me in ways that nobody else ever had. Not even her mother. I had been in love with Amelia, but she was different. She had a hardness to her that could never be softened, no matter how hard I tried. She seemed to thrive on the danger she put her own life in on a daily basis and the thrill of tricking me into being her drug dealer. Emily was never anything like her—and on top of it she had everything I loved about Amelia.

      But she wasn't mine to toy with. She was and is a child and she had known what she was doing that night. The night I may as well have harassed her while she watched her mother and me from the hallway. She had never experienced anything even close to love from either of her parents, and I took advantage of that. I’d taken advantage of plenty of patients throughout my career, but this was too much. It was all too much. I had no idea who the heck I was anymore.

      I got up to fix myself a drink in the kitchen, and on the way back I stopped in the bathroom. I washed my face then ran my hand over a couple days of facial hair growth while I looked in the mirror. I hated the person I saw looking back at me. I didn’t know when I had become such a monster, but that’s exactly what I was. I wasn’t saving lives, I was ending them right and left.

      I opened the medicine cabinet to find something for my headache and when I picked up one of the bottles of oxycodone to look behind it, I realized it was empty. I opened it up and was astounded to see that every pill was all gone. It was the highest mg dosage available and had to be used under close supervision. There had been enough in there to bring down a team of men.

      When I returned to my den, I switched on the monitor so that I could see what Emily was doing in the basement. The thrashing had ceased, and I no longer heard her voice. When the screen displayed the scene downstairs, all I could see was Emily curled up in a ball on the floor, writhing and shivering with a pool of fluid collecting on the floor near her mouth.

      She had taken the pills.

      I rushed down the stairs and found Emily on the floor in a puddle of her own vomit.

      “Emily!” I yelled, shaking her shoulders and slapping her face. Her head just bobbed from side to side and her eyes didn’t open. I picked her up and ran up the stairs with her in my arms. If she died I wouldn’t be able to live with myself.

      I took her up to the bathroom and set her down on the floor, her body immediately slumping to one side up against the bathtub.

      “Please don’t leave me, Emily!” I felt for her pulse and checked to see if she was breathing. “I need you!” Tears filled my eyes. “I need you to stay with me.”

      She hadn’t been down there more than twenty minutes and she had to have taken the pills right before I had moved her back down there. I couldn’t believe how stupid I had been to leave all those drugs in the bathroom where she had access to them. I wasn’t used to keeping any of the girls up here with me and it just didn’t occur to me to clean out the bathroom. Besides, I hadn’t even dreamed that she would try to kill herself.

      I rummaged through the drawers and found a syringe and some naloxone, then set everything up next to her on the floor. She had a very weak pulse and I could barely detect any breath sounds so I gave her CPR for a minute, then filled the syringe and shot it into her arm. Within seconds she was gasping and shaking her head back and forth on the floor.

      “Emily,” I yelled again. “Emily, you have to listen to me! Did you take all the pills in that bottle?”

      Her eyes were still closed even though she was much more active—thrashing her arms and legs around.

      “Emily!” I yelled as I slapped her face.

      “Y-yes.”

      I pulled her up into a sitting position and leaned her against the bathtub, then found something I could use to induce vomiting again.

      “You have to take this, Emily.” I pulled her mouth open and got her to swallow some charcoal pills, then gave her another injection. She still had a lethal dose of opiates in her body and I needed to get as much out as possible before it all absorbed into her blood stream.

      I held her for over an hour while she alternated between throwing up into the toilet and laying on the cold tile floor. Then when it seemed that everything was out of her system I cleaned her up and carried her to the bed.

      “Max,” she whispered. “I’m so sorry, Max.” Tears filled her eyes as she looked up at me.

      “I know.” I brushed her hair back and kissed her forehead. “Don’t think about any of it now. Just rest.”

      Emily closed her eyes and smiled.

      “What are you smiling about?” I asked, my lips still hovering near her face.

      “You kissed me.”

      “Yes.” I closed my eyes and touched my forehead to hers. “I kissed you.”

      I left her alone for a moment while I cleaned out the bathroom. I wasn’t going to make the same mistake twice. I took everything out of the medicine cabinet and drawers that could even remotely serve as a poison. As well as any scissors or anything sharp. I put everything in my room and locked the door that led from there into the bathroom, then spent the rest of the day sitting with Emily.

      I checked her vital signs every hour to make sure she was okay. I felt completely responsible for everything. I hated myself for the way I treated her. I couldn’t just let my guard down. I had to make sure she knew her place with me first. I had been an utter mongrel and I was going to do everything in my power to take care of her. Then, once she was better I’d figure out how the heck I was going to start acting like a human being.
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      I didn’t know if I was awake or if it was a dream. Max was there. His arms were around me and we were drifting across the floor while an orchestra played in the background. I didn’t know the steps but it didn’t matter. My feet didn’t even seem to move a step as Max and I twirled around in circles. When I looked up at him his eyes were twinkling like the stars in the sky behind him and he bent down and kissed my forehead.

      I was filled with a feeling of love. I had never felt it so strongly and it seemed to travel through every inch of my body. I could feel his love for me coursing through me in waves.

      He really does love me, I thought as my eyes fluttered open.

      The harsh light of reality made me squint and everything that had happened in the last twenty-four hours hit me like a ton of bricks. Telling Max about what I’d done, the basement, the way he’d looked at me with such hatred, and the handful of pills. After laying there with my eyes closed for another few minutes I tried to open them again. I didn’t understand where I was. It didn’t feel like that horrible room. The bed felt soft and there was so much light I had to shield my eyes.

      “How are you feeling?”

      The sound of Max’s voice sent a shiver down my spine. I let my arm rest on my eyes to block everything out and tried to think.

      “What happened?” I asked.

      “You don’t remember?”

      I turned my head toward his voice and opened my eyes again. “I took some pills …”

      “And you vomited them up. If I hadn’t seen the empty bottle I wouldn’t have known until it was too late. You’ve been unconscious for days. You almost died, Emily.” Max was sitting in a chair near the bed—his elbows on his knees and his head in his hands.

      “Yeah, so?” His voice sounded softer somehow—with a gentleness that I hadn’t heard before. But still, I knew how much he hated me. I knew I’d never win him back, so what was the point of even trying.

      “Are you hungry? You haven’t eaten in days. I was going to hook you up to an IV if you didn’t wake up soon.”

      “Not really.”

      “Well, will you eat a little … for me?”

      I kept my head turned toward him but didn’t look up into his eyes. “Okay. I’m thirsty.”

      Max helped me sit up a little and brought a glass of water to my lips. He held it there for me while I took little sips, wincing with every swallow. The muscles in my stomach and skin in my throat were both incredibly sore.

      “Does it hurt?” he asked.

      “A little, but I’m okay.”

      “Do you think you could swallow some yogurt?” I nodded my head but still kept my eyes down on the bedspread. Max opened up a container that he had on the table next to the bed and dipped a spoon in. I felt better after taking a few bites of the yogurt. It felt nice and cool on my throat. “Do you like that?”

      I nodded. I felt like I was being treated like a child but I couldn’t help but love the feeling since it was Max. Having him take care of me like this made me feel like he actually cared. But then thinking about everything that had happened made every muscle in my body cringe. “You should have just let me die.”

      “I don’t want you to die, Emily.”

      “I messed everything up.” I was still so weak that I could barely get the words out. “It’s never going to be the same.”

      “That’s not true, at all. Besides, maybe I don’t want things to be like they were.”

      “Well, the bottom line is you don’t want me here, so what difference does it make?”

      “What do you mean ‘I don’t want you here?’ I wouldn’t have brought you here if I didn’t.”

      “But that was before—“ My words caught in my throat and I started to cry. I heard the chair move closer to the bed, then I felt Max’s hand brush my bangs off my forehead, but I couldn’t look at him. I was humiliated.

      “I still want you here with me. I don’t want you to go anywhere.”

      “You mean down in that room in the basement? Do you want to keep me down there?” My head was turned away from him again. His voice sounded different today but I couldn’t bear the thought of looking into those eyes that had looked at me with such hatred. “I guess it’s better than going to jail.”

      “Emily,” he started but then paused for a moment. “Will you please look at me?”

      I slowly turned my head, pausing a little while to stare at the shadows on the ceiling. I was terrified. Every ounce of my being wanted Max—had wanted him for years. Even now. Even after I’d been held down in that horrible room, I was still willing to let him have his way with me. Just as long as he didn’t make me leave. I felt pathetic.

      When I finally looked over at Max he was sitting up but he was still hunched over with his elbows on his knees. His eyes were filled with concern and had dark circles underneath. He looked like he hadn’t slept in days. I just stared into those dark eyes for a while, trying to work up the courage to ask him if he really had kissed me or if that was just a dream. A part of the peace that took over my body when the drugs hit my system.

      “I’m not going to turn you over to the police. I don’t think that will help you at all. But I do think you need help, Emily.”

      “I’m a total mess, aren’t I?”

      “No, that’s not what I mean. What I did was wrong too—I admit that. What I’m saying is that I don’t think either a jail or a mental hospital are going to provide you with the support you need. I’ve seen how strong you are and I believe that you can get better … and I want to be the one to help you.”

      “You mean, you want me to stay here as your patient?”

      “Yes.”

      “Like my mother was your patient?”

      Max paused for a moment and looked down at his hands.

      “Emily, I want to make something clear right now. Nothing that has gone on between us has been anything like what went on between your mother and me.” He looked back up at me and the seriousness in his eyes took my breath away. “There is no comparison between the two of you. You are different people and I have felt very different about each of you. I am not trying to replace her with you.

      “I’ve been thinking about everything that has happened over the last few years and I know that a lot of what I’ve done has come from a dark place. But the way I feel about you? You’re the only person that has made me genuinely happy in years. There are certain things that happened between us that I haven’t been able to get out of my mind—“

      “You mean that night? When I watched you and my mother from the hallway?”

      Max stopped talking and looked surprised. “So, you do remember that night?”

      “Of course I do. I’ve thought about it for years too. I fell in love with you that night. All I could think about while I was watching you—and every night since then—is what it would feel like to be my mother. To have you inside me and to have one-hundred percent of your attention on me. I found out once I got here and it wasn’t anything like I had imagined it would be. It didn’t feel the same as it did that night—even with you not touching me at all. Ever since I’ve been here you’ve felt like you were miles away instead of inside me.” I looked back up at the ceiling for a moment to gather my courage. “Did you kiss me, Max? I don’t know if it was a dream or—“

      “Yes, after I brought you to bed I kissed your forehead. You smiled.”

      “It made me happy.” I turned and looked into his eyes. “It’s all I’ve wanted since I’ve been here—it’s all I’ve wanted for years. To feel as close to you as I did that night. But instead I feel like I’ve been pushed further away every time I’m near you.”

      “I’m sorry. You’re not the only one that’s a mess, Emily.”

      “Will you kiss me now?”

      Max looked down and continued to stare at his hands for a long time. “I think for now it’s best if you just rest. Your body went through a lot with the overdose and—“

      “That’s trash. Why won’t you let me get close to you, Max? Why do you want me here if you don’t want to have anything to do with me? I’m just a warm hole for you to stick your cock in, I guess.” I was still so weak that what I said barely came out above a whisper but I was so frustrated I was on the verge of crying again.

      “That’s not true, and you know it. Please, Emily. Why don’t you try to get some more sleep and we can talk about this later? I’m exhausted and I really could use some sleep myself.”

      “Okay,” I said. I watched Max get up from the chair and walk to the door.

      “I’ll be in to check on you in a little while. Do you need anything?”

      “No.”

      Max went through the door and closed it behind him, then I heard the lock on the door click.

      I didn’t really understand what was going on with him. I felt like from the beginning I’d gotten nothing but mixed signals and vague answers to my questions.

      I just lay there for hours wishing that he were there next to me with his arms wrapped around me. That seemed to me like it would be the best therapy of all.
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      I had no idea how I was going to do this. I truly wanted what was best for Emily. I wanted her to stay with me and to make sure she got the care and support she needed, but I also knew that it was going to be near impossible for me to keep my hands off of her. I felt like a madman when I thought about what I still wanted to do to her. It seemed like everything she had done was stirring up feelings in me that could only be alleviated by sticking my cock in a wet hole.

      She killed her own mother for goodness sake. And she claims she did it for us. I didn’t doubt that at all, but I was unsure of how to proceed with everything now that I had that knowledge. Now that I knew what she was capable of.

      My mind was so messed up I didn’t know what thoughts were based in reality anymore and what thoughts were products of fears that lived deep inside me. Fears I’d never felt the need to address.

      I felt like I was in a hole that was so deep I might as well dig down to get out.

      I slept for hours and when I woke up I went in to check on Emily. She was asleep so I made some tea and took it in to her with a variety of soft foods for her to choose from. I felt like the only thing I could offer her right now was food because if I started to get close to her I was going to want to pin her down and harass her.

      Emily stirred when I set the tray down on the table next to the bed.

      “Max?” She turned her head toward me and a faint smile spread across her face.

      “Are you hungry? I brought you some tea. And here’s some more yogurt and some apple sauce and pudding, and some cookies you can soften in your tea,” I said, picking each item up and showing it to her.

      When I looked up again she was smiling even wider. “I’ll just have some tea for now. But can I have it in the bath? It feels like I haven’t taken one in days.”

      “That’s probably because you haven’t.”

      Emily scooted to the edge of the bed and let her feet dangle. “Thank you.”

      Her smile was so sad it made me want to throw her down on the bed and jump on top of her right then. Instead I picked up the tray and carried it into the bathroom. I set it down and drew a bath and while I waited for it to fill I fixed her tea with milk and sugar. I leaned against the counter and watched her as she sat on the toilet and took little sips, then fixed a cup for myself.

      We sat in silence for a while, just drinking the tea and making eye contact off and on. I watched her self-conscious movements become more exaggerated each time she looked up and saw me stare at her. I liked that I had that effect on her. I liked to watch her squirm, but suddenly I was starting to feel like all of my impulses were wrong, especially where she was concerned.

      When the bath was ready Emily set down her tea and stepped into the bath. When she sank down into the hot water, she let out the sexiest groan I’d ever heard. It sounded both deep and high-pitched at the same time, like two voices singing the same note together and blending into one. I had a hard time keeping my eyes off of her silky smooth skin and her breasts as they bobbed on top of the water. I grabbed a wash cloth and put some coconut scented soap on it, then knelt down next to the bathtub and rubbed it on her skin.

      Emily let me wash her, moving her around to clean each of her body parts. It was incredible to feel so intimate with her and her body, like I was taking care of a very expensive possession—which is exactly what I was doing. I wanted to make sure that my little doll was safe and healthy and perfect. I didn’t want to send her away and I couldn’t let her leave. I knew that this was best for both of us. She would take care of me and my needs and I would do the same for her. We would help each other.

      I knew I wouldn’t be able to be everything Emily needed, at least not right away. But no relationship is ever that perfect, and I knew I could help her in ways that no one else could.

      I watched Emily as she lay back in the bathtub and closed her eyes. “You’re so beautiful, Emily.”

      She opened her eyes and looked at me. She didn’t look sad or angry, in fact, she looked more at peace than I’d seen her in a long time—maybe ever. “Can you forgive me, Max?”

      I looked at her for a long moment, then down at the mounds of white bubbles that swirled around on the surface of the bath water. “Honestly, I don’t think I’m the one that needs to forgive you, Emily. I think you need to forgive yourself.”

      “It would be easier for me to live out the rest of my life hating myself than it would be to know that you hated me.”

      “I could never hate you. I don’t understand how you could even think that.” I continued to swirl the bathwater around with the wash cloth in my hand, watching the bubbles collect around Emily’s perfect breasts.

      “Maybe it’s because I don’t actually know how you feel about me. You haven’t said a thing other than how you felt about …”

      “Yes, I know. I do realize that I made a mistake telling you about what went on between your mother and me—“

      “But that’s not really it. I might have been able to handle your stories about how much you loved her if I’d had anything to go on—if I’d had any idea at all how you felt about me.” Suddenly Emily completely disappeared under the water, then popped back up. “I need to wash my hair.”

      I grabbed the bottle of shampoo and put some in my hand, then massaged it gently into Emily’s scalp. “I do realize that I’m not the best and revealing the things I’m feeling to women, Emily. But you have to understand that I haven’t had to. It’s not in my nature. Close your eyes.” I turned the bath wand on and rinsed the soap out of her hair. “Now stand up.” Emily stood up in the bathtub and I continued to rinse off the soap and shampoo, watching the rivers of white bubbles create delicate paths down the curves of her body.

      “I like this,” she said, smiling and looking up at me. “It makes me feel special.”

      “You are special, Emily. You are very special to me, and I’m sorry I haven’t told you that. I know that you came here with certain expectations and I’d be lying if I said that I was going to change and suddenly be who you want me to be. That’s not who I am. But now that I know more about what you need, I’ll try and be more open with you. I can’t make any promises, though.”

      Emily stepped out of the bath and onto a white, fluffy rug. She looked almost angelic standing there, with beads of water glistening over every inch of her skin. I grabbed a thick towel off one of the racks and wrapped it around her.

      “I want you to do whatever you want to me, Max.”

      “What do you mean, like shock treatment?” I said with a laugh as I rubbed the towel on her hair.

      Emily furrowed her brow and gave me a wide-eyed glare. “No! Of course I don’t mean that!”

      “Relax, Emily. It was a joke.”

      “I know, it just caught me off guard, is all.” A smile finally crept up on the sides of her mouth. “I meant sexually. I want you to know that I’m okay with whatever you want. I don’t want you to feel pressured to let me kiss you or touch you.” A hint of sadness returned to her face again as she continued. “I just want to be with you, Max, and I’ll do whatever it takes to make you happy. You can tie me up and tell me what to do. I want you to do those things.” Her eyes took on a darkness suddenly and she looked away. “I just don’t want you to put me down in the basement ever again. Please.” Her eyes were filled with tears again when she looked back up and it just about broke my heart. I couldn’t believe what I’d done to her. How callously I’d treated her. I was a monster and I didn’t deserve her.

      “I won’t put you down there ever again, Emily. That place was never meant for you.”

      “Who was it meant for, then?” She looked at me inquisitively and I was at a loss. There was no way I could tell her about the other girls.

      “It was an experimental room that I used … years ago. It’s nothing for you to worry about. I promise, I’ll never put you down there again.” It wasn’t lost on me that I was already lying to her. I had actually planned on putting her down there if she’d gotten out of hand, which I’d had a feeling she would. But that was in the past. I wanted to focus on us both moving forward.

      “Do you still want to tie me to the bed?”

      The conversation was starting to make me a little bit uncomfortable. Not because I was worried that the part of me that wanted to tie her up needed to change. There were plenty of psychological abnormalities that I believed could be changed in a person—things that would help that person function better and live a happier life. And I knew deep down that I had some issues that probably needed be dealt with.

      But I knew dang well that keeping the other girls in the basement as my playthings had been wrong. I knew they were too messed up to begin with to know what was really going on and that part of me got off on that. But I did not see my sexual preference for a slave as one of the things that needed to change—or as an abnormality at all.

      People do change throughout their lives—the things they like to do, foods they like to eat, as well as sexual interests. But it was my firm belief that trying to change those things—forcing a change—was essentially pointless.

      The reason I was uncomfortable was because this was Emily. She was not one of the girls I’d kept in the basement. I cared about her and I truly wanted to see her move past her pain—but I was starting to worry that foisting my sexual preferences on her would be detrimental to her therapy. It was the first time that thought had ever occurred to me in relation to a woman.

      “What I want is for you to rest and get better. I want to spend some time exploring your childhood and your relationships with both of your parents as well as your own sexuality. I think that would be best—”

      “Cut the doctor trash, Max! Tell me what you want. Tell me if you want me to be a part of any of the things you want to do. I need to know.”

      I looked at Emily for a long time. This was different than anything I’d ever experienced with a patient, even with Amelia. Emily was so strong and so vulnerable at the same time, and both sides of her were equally alluring to me. I felt like with her there was a constant pull inside me that went in opposite directions. And now with the whole issue of her potential treatment I was almost at a loss for how to proceed—because I knew exactly what I wanted to do, but I also knew that she needed something else. Something I might not ever be able to give her.

      “I do, Emily. You wouldn’t be here if I didn’t, but I don’t think it’s a good idea—“

      “Idiot me, Max,” she said, letting the towel fall to the floor. “I want you.”

      “Emily—“

      “I want the things you want, Max. Don’t you understand that? I want to experience your domination over me and I want to feel small and beautiful in your hands. I do also want to feel needed and loved, and I think I’m starting to understand that the things you do to me are the way you show me that.” Emily kept her eyes lowered as she continued. “I know that what I did was horribly wrong, and that I need some kind of therapy or something, whatever you think is best. But, honestly, I think I’d be a lot better off if you just messed me.”

      I stared down at her, hesitating for just a moment before I removed my clothes. I threw my shirt, then my pants onto the floor, my cock already jutting out in front of me. “Get on your knees.”

      Emily immediately did as I told her, a smile lighting up her eyes.

      I didn’t touch my cock or Emily’s head. I just looked down into her eyes, taking in the gorgeous view of my sweet little submissive doll. “You know what to do,” I said.

      Emily kept her hands in her lap and moved her head forward so that her lips gently wrapped around the head of my cock. My entire body felt like it was melting into hers as the sensation of my cock sliding into her warm mouth enveloped me. I watched her head move back and forth, sliding her pink lips across the length of my shaft with each thrust. All the while keeping her eyes on mine.

      “Good girl,” I said, unable to stop myself from grabbing a handful of her hair. “You’re such a good girl.”

      I moved her head back and forth, forcing my cock further and further down her throat, and watching as it disappeared completely. “Oh idiot, you’re so perfect.”

      I was so close to coming down her throat but I didn’t want this to end so soon. I knew there would be many more times like this between us, but right now—when I looked down at my perfect little girl—I wanted this feeling to go on forever. The feeling that she was completely, totally, and willingly mine.

      “Stop,” I almost yelled. If I felt my cock slide down that hot throat of hers one more time it all would have been over. “Stand up.” Emily did as I told her and I wrapped my arms around her, picking her up and carrying her to the bed. I felt almost rabid in my need to harass her—to possess her and watch her writhe around underneath me.

      “Spread your legs.” She did as she was told, moving her legs across the sheets until her pink pussy opened up in front of me. Emily gasped when I gripped her ankles in both hands and bent her in half, so that her feet were resting on either side of her head. Her eyes burned into me as I grabbed the cuffs from the two closest bed posts and attached them to her ankles, leaving her spread wide in front of me—every inch of her pussy exposed and available to me. I loved seeing her like this. So incredibly vulnerable and having complete trust in me—giving everything of herself to me.

      My cock was ready to explode inside her, but I also wanted to take my time. The desire to watch her eyes as I filled her with my cock was matched equally by my need to draw everything out, and to watch her pleasure herself. “I want to watch you, Emily. Touch yourself for me. Show me how you make yourself come.”

      I was entranced by every movement that she made. Her hand snaked down in between her spread legs and slipped over the puffy flesh of her pussy lips before gliding over her glistening, pink hole. She plunged two fingers inside herself, then brought them back out and spread her slippery juices all over her clit. I was hypnotized by the circles her middle finger made as it went around and around, causing her clit to expand in size.

      She kept her eyes on mine while she continued to pleasure herself for me. Her mouth was open and each of her breaths came quickly, along with a rhythmic series of deep moans.

      “Goodness, you’re so beautiful, Emily.” I could see that she was getting closer to an orgasm, so I positioned myself under her, gripping her hips and sliding the head of my cock over her glistening folds. “Keep going,” I said, watching every move she made.

      Her fingers picked up speed, circling frantically over her engorged clit while I waited for the right moment. When I saw that her legs were tensing up and her eyes were starting to close I drove the full length of my cock into her waiting pussy. Emily threw her head back, screaming out my name as I repeatedly sunk my cock into her.

      I was still upright, watching her fingers move over her clit while my cock disappeared inside her small body, the skin surrounding her pussy suctioning around my cock like a greedy mouth.

      Finally her body started to convulse, her legs jerking in their restraints and her rear pressing up so that my cock could sink in deeper. I threw my body forward so that I was hovering over her, my hands on either side of her head and my pelvis slamming into her thighs.

      I was overcome with the desire to possess everything about her and without thinking of my need for control over my own actions I lowered my lips to hers, devouring her while her body continued to buck and convulse underneath me. Her lips opened up wide and let me enter, my tongue exploring the one part of her body I had never before let it touch.

      A growl emerged from deep inside me when I felt my seed spill into my perfect doll. I kept my lips locked on hers—my tongue deep inside her mouth and my cock buried in her pussy—until I felt the intensity of our orgasms die down. But even then I didn’t want to feel that absence anymore. I wanted my lips on hers. I wanted to taste her and feel her in every way possible. I knew at that moment that, no matter how long any of my experiences with her lasted, I would never be able to get enough of my Emily.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Found (Emily - Epilogue)

        

      

    
    
      “I know you remember the rules, Emily. You bend over at the waist when picking something up off the floor.”

      I straightened up, my back still to Max, and I smiled. “Yes, Sir.”

      “If you know the rule then why did you break it, little doll?”

      I turned around to meet Max’s dark eyes. The seriousness on his face and intensity in his eyes cut into me and sent me reeling. Everything about him did. “I’m sorry, Sir. I deserve to be punished.”

      I saw the smirk flash across his face. He knew what I was up to. Over the last few weeks I’d made more and more mistakes and needed to be punished almost on a daily basis. It wasn’t because I had truly forgotten the rules, though. The longer I’d been around Max—the more time I spent with him at his house and under his care—the deeper my feelings for him ran.

      I found that there was almost nothing quite as exciting as the way Max looked at me before he was about to punish me. The way his eyes focused in on me like a laser beam and relentlessly sent waves of tingling jolts directly to my pussy. It did feel like his eyes were directly responsible. That they had some power that allowed them to enter my body and shock me until I was almost trembling before him. I couldn’t explain my body’s reaction to him any other way.

      I stood there—nothing on but a black maid’s apron tied around my waist—with nipples so hard they could cut glass. Max sat in a chair, the ankle of one leg balanced on the knee of the other, and stared. “I always knew you were a bad girl. Okay, Emily, turn back around and get on your hands and knees. You know how I like you to display yourself for me.” He had an edge to his voice that sent a trickle of wetness down the inside of my thigh.

      I did as Max instructed. I got on my hands and knees on the floor in front of him, my forearms on the floor and my bare rear pressed up as high as it could go. He liked me to put my pussy on display for him. I heard him get up off his chair and walk into the kitchen. When he returned, his black shoes stopped just in front of my face and I watched as a stream of red wine was poured onto the floor in front of me. “Clean that up.” A white towel fell down out of the sky and landed next to the puddle of wine.

      I was lucky that the floor in the library was hardwood instead of the white carpet that covered the living room floor. I’d been made to clean a full container of brown gravy out of that carpet a week ago as my punishment. Max was going easy on me today. But it made me wonder if he had something else in store for me.

      The maid act was just that. An act that Max required me to perform on an almost daily basis. He actually had someone come in twice a week to clean the house. During those times we would either go out or he would take me to the playroom downstairs. Sometimes he would have me pick up items of clothing he’d dropped around the room—extremely slowly—while he sat in a chair and watched. Sometimes he would have me fix him a drink and bring it to him on a tray.

      But all of these activities were just the opener, a tease for both of us. It worked me up into such a frenzy to have him stare at me while I served him and I know it did the exact same thing for him.

      I picked up the towel in one hand and, while keeping my upper body low to the ground, I took my time cleaning up the spill. With each movement of my arm, I let my rear sway back and forth. I could feel my juices running down my thighs while I finished up with the towel. I couldn’t wait to find out what was coming next.

      In the four months that I’d been at Max’s house, our relationship had changed in ways that I could never have imagined that first weekend. I had been so desperate for him to profess his love for me back then that I wasn’t able to see anything else. It wasn’t until I let go of my neediness and let Max have complete control that things started to change.

      When I just let go of everything and let him take control I feel such a release inside me and I’m able to just exist in the moment without worrying about anything.

      I put my head down, letting Max know that I was finished with my chore, and I heard him unzip his pants behind me.

      “Come here, little doll.”

      I stood up and walked over to Max. He had his hard cock in his hand and was stroking it while he looked at me.

      “Lay down across my lap.”

      I crawled onto Max’s lap and did as I was told. I felt his hard cock underneath me as I lowered myself so that my rear was positioned directly in front of him. I felt Max spread my legs apart and dip his fingers into my wetness.

      “You appear to be very aroused. Does it turn you on to defy me?”

      “No, Sir.”

      “I think you’re lying. I think it turns you on a great deal when I’m forced to punish you. Isn’t that right?”

      Before I had a chance to answer, his palm came down hard on my rear. I cried out from the pain as well as the shock of getting a spanking. I knew that’s what was about to happen, but no matter how much you anticipate a bare-ended spanking, nothing can prepare you for it.

      “I’m going to give you another chance to tell me the truth. Does it turn you on to defy me?” Another spanking landed squarely in the same spot as the last. My entire body jolted from the blow.

      “Y-yes!”

      “Yes, what?” Another hard smack.

      “Yes, Sir! It turns me on to defy you!”

      “Okay, then. That’s all I wanted to know.” His voice sounded light, almost amused. “Would you like me to punish you further? Or do you want me to stick my cock in you immediately?”

      “I’d like both, Sir.”

      “My, aren’t we greedy. Okay, lets go down to the playroom.”

      I got up off Max’s lap and followed him down to the basement. When he had first presented the newly decorated room to me, I wasn’t sure if I was going to like it. But he had done an amazing job of fixing it up and making it a special place for the two of us.

      Instead of a drab, dungeon-like room, it was now decorated the same as the rest of the house. The cold, concrete floors were covered over with hard wood and the walls were papered and trimmed in dark mahogany. There were a number of implements lining all of the walls that Max would use on me regularly, but my favorite part of our playroom was the table that sat in the very center.

      When I was strapped down, Max could access any part of my body he wanted. My legs were always spread wide and my arms usually tied behind my back. The place where my torso sat was curved up so that my head was lifted higher than the rest of my body. My breasts settled onto a velvet-covered pedestal so that they were always on display for him, and always within his reach.

      I got up onto the table and felt Max strap my legs down, then I felt my arms pulled tight behind me and tied together at the wrist and elbow. Max walked around the room and pulled something down from the wall, then moved in front of me, the item dangling from his fingers. It was a pair of nipple clamps. I winced as he attached them to each breast, then again when he let them fall so that the chain between them pulled tight.

      Max walked over to one of the walls again and when he returned he brought a paddle with him. It had a long handle, so I assumed he was going to be using it from a bit of a distance. Max took his pants and shirt off and stood in front of me at the table, his cock brushing against my lips. I opened my mouth and he immediately filled it, thrusting his cock in and holding it at the back of my throat.

      When he did that, the slight movement of my body caused the nipple clamps to pull on each other again, sending bolts of pain through my breasts and straight to my pussy. Max reached under the table and flipped a switch, and a vibrator that had been installed just where my pussy rested immediately sent pulses to my clit.

      I moaned deeply as Max pulled his cock out of my mouth, then thrust it back in again. The next time he pulled out, he removed his cock from my mouth entirely, then brought the paddle down on my rear. I screamed, but it was stifled by the cock that went right back in, filling my mouth and throat completely.

      This went on for a long time, and with each paddling and each thrust, the clamps on my nipples pulled and the vibrator on my clit pulsated. It wasn’t long before I lost all track of space and time. I had been trained to always look up into Max’s eyes, but he knew how impossible that was for me when things got to a certain point.

      In the blackness I could only feel what was being done to me and my awareness intensified. Everything that was done to me became part of a chorus of sensation. Each individual aspect of Max’s perfect torture combined to create a stormy sea of bliss that pulled me down until everything felt like a dream.

      The feeling of his fist grabbing my hair or the paddle on my rear were no longer isolated to just that spot. The sensations spread across my body until they were all intertwined, creating a full-body orgasm that lasted for minutes.

      I felt Max’s cock quiver as he came down my throat, his hands wrapped around my head, caressing me and gripping my hair. When the last drop of his seed shot into me, he pulled his cock from my mouth. I heard him as he circled the table, removing the clamps from my nipples and releasing the restraints. When I was free he pulled me up so that I sat on the edge of the table.

      “Did you have fun?” he asked, brushing my hair out of my face.

      “That’s a silly question,” I said and smiled. “It was a lot more than fun.”

      “Really? What word would you use to describe it?” he asked, a smile curling up in one corner of his mouth.

      “Perfect.” I reached up and touched his jaw, bringing him closer to me so that I felt his hot breath on my face.

      Max leaned in and gently touched his lips to mine, then grabbed my face and kissed me with such force that it took my breath away.

      I closed my eyes and let the euphoria wash over me of everything that had just happened and everything that my life with Max had become. I knew that if I never saw the outside world on my own again—if I was never again let out of Max’s sight—I wouldn’t care because I had everything I could possibly ever want, or need, right in front of me.

      

      
        The End
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