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New Section



“So you’re definitely going home this weekend,
right?”

“Yes, Samantha. And we’re gonna get wasted. Count on it.”
Trish cackled for a second, then let out a deep sigh. “Go ahead and
plan on staying at my house Saturday night. Come over early for
dinner and we’ll leave from there.”

“Dinner?” I asked, then switched my phone from my left ear
to my right. “That’s cool. I haven’t seen your parents since
July.”

“I know. They ask about you a lot.”

“It’ll be nice to see them and spend the night. Just like
old times.” I stopped to laugh, then bit my lip as a memory
suddenly popped into my thoughts. “You sure they’ll be okay if we
come back to your house, wasted? Remember that one time… . a long
time ago… .”

Trish groaned. I could tell from her tone that she knew
exactly what I was talking about. “Yes, you’re right, it was a long
time ago… .” Her voice trailed off. She took a deep breath. “We’re
not kids anymore. They know I drink. As long as we don’t make it a
big deal, it’s fine. Nobody’s gonna be waiting up for us when we
get home.”

Well, damn it all. I bit my lip, knowing I’d have
to end this phone call quickly to crawl between my sheets and take
care of the sudden ache between my thighs. I tried to hide the
disappointment in my voice. “Okay. As long as we don’t get in
trouble with your dad.”

“Shit, Sam. We’re not babies anymore. Hey, I gotta go. I’m
supposed to meet someone in the dining hall for lunch.”

“Okay.”

I hung up the phone and looked at the alarm clock on my
nightstand. It was almost noon and I was already finished with
classes for the day. I had another half hour until my roommate,
Hannah, was due back. It was the middle of October, and so far my
only complaint about living in a dorm room was the lack of privacy.
I always had to sneak around to get myself off.

Quickly, I stood up and pushed my sweatpants down to my
socks. Then I pulled my panties down. Instead of completely kicking
them off onto the floor, I left them at my ankles in case Hannah
came back early and I had to pull them back up in a hurry to hide
what I was doing.

My sheet was soft and cool against my naked bottom as I
sat down on the bed and slid back. Within seconds I was laying in
the middle of my bed, my knees spread as wide apart as possible,
with my pants and underwear at my ankles. I thought about covering
myself with my sheet and comforter - an extra layer of protection
against a sudden interruption by my roommate - but I knew the
possibility of her leaving class early was slim. And the idea of
finally getting to be somewhat naked, masturbating openly during
the middle of the day, made my urge even stronger.

With both hands I spread my pussy wide open and took a
second to enjoy the feel of the slight breeze across my clit and my
lips. I missed times like this. I longed for my bedroom at home… my
locked door… turning on some music to drown out even the slightest
sound of me enjoying myself. Playing with myself was a simple
privilege I had taken for granted in the past. Now, it was a rare
event to be cherished.

My thoughts immediately went back to my conversation with
Trish, and what happened years earlier when we got caught drinking.
We were twelve years old, boy crazy, and wild. Those times seemed
so far away, now that we were both 18 and going to different
colleges. Trish and I had been best friends for years and we could
talk about anything. There was no subject too embarrassing… except
the fact that I had fantasized for years about what happened that
day when her mom caught us in the basement with a bottle of cheap
whiskey we’d stolen from her grandmother’s liquor
cabinet.

Mmm… I closed my eyes and reached my hand down
between my legs, first parting my wet, swollen lips, then targeting
my clit. It was exposed and ready, tingling with anticipation. I
gasped as soon as I touched it. It felt so good to rub it again.
And now I had another reason to look forward to going home for the
weekend. I knew I’d have to make sure I had no plans on Friday
night so I could spend a few hours getting reacquainted with
myself.

Oh yeah. I rubbed my clit, trying to savor the
moment. Then I thought back to that day. Mrs. Murphy found us in
the basement mixing generic diet cola with that cheap, stolen
bottle of whiskey. She grabbed the bottle, horrified. She knew
exactly where we had gotten it without us having to tell her. She
marched us upstairs and made us both sandwiches and told us to eat
so we would have something in our stomachs besides alcohol. Then
she made us go to Trish’s room to take a nap. She said we were both
in big trouble when her dad got home.

My fingers worked faster. I reached down to my opening
again to get them wet and went back to my clit. I hadn’t use this
fantasy in a long time and it was a good one. With my other hand, I
pushed my shirt up, exposing my bra to pull it down and tweak my
nipple.

I’ll never forget it. We followed her dad to the den and
stood with our noses stuck in separate corners for fifteen minutes,
then Trish’s dad came in and sat down on a high backed leather
chair. He gave us a long, serious lecture, and it felt like the
longest lecture in history. I always knew Mr. Murphy had permission
from my parents to spank me, but he had never done it before.
Trish’s turn was first. He pulled her pants and panties all the way
down and used his hand to spank her over his knee, hard. I stood
there and watched her cry as her bare butt got redder and redder.
But he was fair, not brutal. Trish and I both knew what we did with
that bottle of whiskey was enough to earn each of us a spanking if
we got caught, so the happenings in that den weren’t exactly
unexpected. But as I watched her dad go at her with such sternness,
it made me wish I could go back in time to change my mind about
that whiskey.

When he was finished punishing Trish, he told her to pull
up her clothes and sit down on a wooden chair. She got a few
tissues from the box on the desk and sat there, crying. I was in
shock. We both had parents who spanked us, but I had never been in
that kind of situation before. I had seen friends get popped a few
times on the butt, just as a warning. One time Trish’s mom had even
given her three hard, quick whacks with a wooden spoon in front of
me when we were younger. But I had never stood in a den and watched
a friend get a sound spanking from her dad while awaiting my own
fate.

It was all in my head, replaying in slow motion. At the
time I had no idea it was the birth of a whole new world of fantasy
for me. A new reason to be alone with myself between the sheets.
Mr. Murphy cocked his head to the side and looked at me with
sympathy. I stood in front of him, unsure what I was supposed to
do. He told me he would spank me on top of my panties because I was
not his daughter and he felt it was improper to make me bare myself
completely. And he said he had already talked to my dad, who
encouraged him to go ahead and punish me. What I didn’t know at the
time was that Dad would spank me again, much worse, before bed that
night. But right then, Mr. Murphy was so gentle. He had been stern
and grumpy when he was lecturing us a few minutes earlier. I guess
he felt weird about spanking someone who wasn’t one of his own
children.

I had never before realized just how sexy Greg Murphy was.
He was in his mid forties at the time. His short brown hair had
just a sprinkling of white, which he attributed to too much work
and not enough vacation. He was a successful chiropractor, and
according to my mom and her often catty observations, he set his
own schedule and always took plenty of time off.

I could still see his face in front of me as I gulped and
unzipped my jeans, letting them fall to the floor. We stared in
each others’ eyes. I knew it meant something different to me than
it did to him. In fact, it wasn’t until weeks later that I
understood the effect it had on me. I was attracted to my best
friend’s dad, the same way I was oddly attracted to our principal,
Mr. Reed. It was the start of a crush, for sure. One that I had
never admitted to anyone. Mr. Murphy looked at me like he was sorry
to have to do this to me, and sorry that I had to watch him punish
Trish. He took a deep breath before pulling me over his knee and
securing my waist with his heavy arm. The tips of my fingers barely
touched the floor on the other side. I was embarrassed by my choice
of underwear - pink, with tiny little pastel hearts. I felt like
such a stupid little baby.

The first smack only stung a little. I could still hear
Trish sitting in her chair, crying even harder than before at the
sound of my first whack. The second one was a little harder. The
next one harder still. They quickly increased in strength until I
could hear the sound of each one echoing off the walls in the den.
And he barely paused in between.

I was confused, laying across his lap, wondering why it
had gotten me so tingly even though I started crying after probably
the tenth smack. It was nothing like being spanked by my own
parents. And it was much milder than what I had just seen him give
my friend.

On my bed in my dorm room, my fingers worked fiercely
around my clit. I hadn’t used this memory in quite some time. It
usually led to other fantasies, ones that I occasionally tried to
get boys to act out with me. But talking to Trish that day, knowing
I’d see her dad that weekend, and that we’d be drinking… it made my
thoughts go right back to that day. To crying as Mr. Murphy did
what any reasonable parent - who believed in spanking - would do to
their own child if they caught them in the basement with a stolen
bottle of whiskey. He warmed up my bottom.

“Ohh! Yes!” I was about to come. A quick thought went
through my head regarding my roommate walking in, but I was past
the point of no return. I didn’t care who caught me. It felt too
good. My body writhed around on the bed. My hips bucked against my
right hand as I pinched one of my nipples with my left hand. I
remembered the sting of his palm on my backside, and the thrill of
being in my panties, spanked by a man who wasn’t my
father.

I wonder if I can somehow make it happen again this
weekend…

And just then, I came. My back arched as I grabbed my
breast. I circled my clit with my fingers even harder, determined
to make the most of that rare orgasm.

I knew I would never take privacy for granted
again.

After I was finished, I relaxed on the bed in the same
position, enjoying the moment. A moment that would soon be
interrupted by my very studious roommate turning the key to open
the creaky door. I was thankful to be able to lay there for several
minutes with my legs spread wide open, showing off my glistening
pussy to an audience of no one. I took a few deep breaths to get my
breathing to return to normal.

And, of course, as soon as my bare feet hit the threadbare
carpet of the dorm room, I heard Hannah shove her metal key into
the lock. I pulled my up my pants, then looked over my shoulder to
see her long, curly dark blond head.

I said, “Hello,” and smiled against my gritted teeth as I
left the room to go down the hall to the community
bathroom.






***






“Well, hello there!” Trish’s mom gave me a big smile and
opened the door to welcome me inside the house.

“Hi, Mrs. Murphy. Nice to see you.” I sat my overnight bag
down on the floor and gave her a hug.

All week long I had fantasized about this woman’s husband
but as soon as I hugged her, I felt ridiculous. She was Trish’s
mom. A nice lady who used to let me come to her house after
cheerleading practice if my parents weren’t home. She and her
husband were practically my second parents. In an instant, I went
from nervous anticipation while I waited on the porch for someone
to answer the door, to sheer embarrassment at the vivid fictional
scenarios I’d created in my mind all week.

I stepped back and looked Mrs. Murphy up and down. “What’s
different? You look really good. Not that you usually look bad or
anything.” She really did look good. It made me feel even worse
about my recent thought life.

Mrs. Murphy always took really good care of herself. She
was short and a tiny bit chubby, but it only accentuated her curvy
figure. Her medium length auburn hair was shiny and full of
volume.

My thoughts went back to a memory of her letting me tag
along when she took Trish shopping for her first bra. I had already
graduated from training bra to a C cup by the time we took that
trip to the mall. Mrs. Murphy took me aside that day and gave me a
little talk about what it was like for her to develop so early,
like I had. She was such a sweet woman. And I felt like such a
whore…

She blushed. “I lost a couple of pounds and tried a new
hair color. No big deal.”

“Hey stranger!” Trish ran into the room and threw her arms
around me the second I turned away from her mom.

We spent a few minutes hugging and catching up, fawning
over each others’ clothes and shoes. Then she took me by the wrist
and led me off to her bedroom. I looked around the house for signs
of Mr. Murphy. My heart skipped a beat when I passed the den. I did
everything I could to pull Trish to a halt outside the door so I
could stop and look inside. My brief glance across the room
revealed that they still had the same leather high back chair he
used that day.

Trish excitedly went on and on about how much she loved
being in college. I sat beside her on the bed, listening, watching
her mindlessly twirl her shoulder-length red hair.

Was there something wrong with me? I loved being in
college, too. It was always a new adventure, living in a dorm
around all those hot, young guys. Trish knew about some of my
escapades. I had a few “friends with benefits” situations going on,
and they were great. It was exciting to be away from my parents and
able to do whatever I wanted to do, whenever I wanted to do it. But
all week long, the only person I thought about fucking was her
dad.

My fantasies got stronger and livelier as the days passed.
They started with him giving me a good, hard spanking, followed by
some fondling. Fingers dipping between my legs. Me straddling him
as he sat in the chair. By the time Saturday came around, I had to
start my morning by locking my bedroom door to have some alone time
with a dildo and a bottle of lube.

I wasn’t interested in those boys at my dorm. Not even
Lucas, the one who’d go down on me for hours at a time if I’d let
him. My body craved something else. I thought for sure it was Greg
Murphy, a handsome 50 year old chiropractor, and father of my best
friend. But being in that house, seeing Mrs. Murphy, then hearing
Trish babble incessantly about her college exploits… . I had never
felt so ashamed of myself in my entire life.

And then the bedroom door opened. It was Mrs. Murphy.
“Okay ladies. Time for dinner.”

I took a deep breath and walked to the dining room with
Trish. This time, I didn’t look at the den. I just kept my eyes
straight ahead like there were blinders on both sides of my
face.

There had been no mention of Mr. Murphy’s whereabouts, but
that was normal. Most of the time when we were in high school,
Trish and I were in that house alone while her parents were out
doing whatever made them happy - charity work, golf, tennis. They
also belonged to a bridge club which kept them busy two Thursday
nights out of every month. I was at her house regularly but I would
sometimes go weeks without seeing Trish’s dad and I hadn’t thought
twice about it… until today.

Maybe it was just the fact that I was in a new
environment, away from home. Maybe I was around too many guys my
own age and I was bored. Maybe that’s why I was suddenly obsessed
with a man more than twice my age. A man who had only occasionally
appeared in my fantasies when I masturbated over the years, to
spank me like he did when I was twelve.

The warm, delicious smell of Mrs. Murphy’s mashed potatoes
and gravy made me hungry as soon as it hit me in the hallway. I
followed Trish through the dining room and into the kitchen. Her
mother stood there filling a gravy boat like the perfect domestic
goddess that she was. She wore a pretty blue apron, tightened at
the waist against her curvy frame. Her wavy auburn hair that
usually fell just below her shoulders was neatly pulled up on the
sides in a pretty gold clip. She looked so wholesome and sweet.
Yep, she was my like a second mom to me. She took a moment to look
at me with a smile as she stood there preparing a salad. I knew it
would be a long time before my guilt went away.

“Can I help with something?” I asked.

Mrs. Murphy shook her head. “No. Just get something to
drink out of the fridge and make yourself at home. I’m just happy
to have my daughter home.”

Trish rolled her eyes as she bent down to open a cabinet.
“Yeah, yeah.”

I knew what that look was for. It was only Trish’s second
weekend home after going off to college. And if her mom hadn’t
begged, she wouldn’t have come home that weekend either. She loved
her wild college experience more than anything in the world. I
always knew she would get even wilder when she went off to college,
but I had no idea the extent.

I opened the cupboard and took out a glass, then walked to
the fridge to get a drink. “So Ian’s gone this weekend?”

Mrs. Murphy sighed. “Yes. Too bad it had to be the weekend
his sister finally decided to visit.”

Trish pierced me with a look that said, ‘why’d you have to
go there?’

Her little brother, Ian, was sixteen and in the Army
Junior ROTC program, much to his mother’s chagrin. But Mr. Murphy
was all for it. He said letting the boy join would probably kill
his desire to enter the military but, so far, it seemed to have the
opposite effect. And according to Trish, her mom was heartbroken
that he chose to go on an optional extra credit trip on the same
weekend she decided to come home for a visit.

Once again, a reason to feel bad for Mrs. Murphy and the
thoughts I’d had about her husband.

“Umm… ” I bit my lip, trying to think of a way to change
the subject. “Are you sure there’s nothing you need help with?
Really, I’d love to be useful right now.”

A voice came from the dining room. “We don’t put our
guests to work in this house.” Greg Murphy walked into the kitchen.
“Especially when they’ve been toiling away at college.”

And suddenly, it all flooded back to me. My nervous
excitement. My memories of a punishment that changed my life
forever. I felt my face light up.

Should I hug him? Should I just say hi? Nice to see
you? Long time, no see? Please take me to the den and bend me over
and fuck my brains out but first please give me a spanking for old
time’s sake?

“You okay?” Mr. Murphy took a few steps toward me,
chuckling, then put his arm around my shoulders. With his other
hand he reached down and picked up a baby carrot from a lovely
assortment of vegetables that was sitting in a tray on the kitchen
island. “Did I scare you?”

The half-hug, ‘arm around the shoulder’ maneuver was a
typical affectionate greeting from Mr. Murphy to someone who wasn’t
a relative. I knew it meant nothing, but the feel of him pulling me
a little closer sent a rush of electricity to parts of my body in a
way that made me thankful he couldn’t read my thoughts.

“No.” I tried my best not to giggle, but I couldn’t help
it. I also couldn’t help what came out of my mouth next. “I’m just
really glad to see you.” I cleared my throat, afraid of how my
words sounded to Trish and her mom. “I mean, it’s been a
while.”

“Yes. It was the barbecue for Ian’s birthday. In August.
Remember how hot it was?” He groaned. “I don’t know why we thought
a cookout was a good idea during the most humid month known to
man.” Mr. Murphy stepped back away from me, looking me up and down.
He kept his hand on my shoulder. “Well, now, college seems to be
treating you well. Looks like you’ve gained a little
weight.”

“Gregory!” Mrs. Murphy’s eyes got as big as the large
slices of cucumber she was adding to the salad bowl in front of
her. “That’s rude.”

“What? We always said she needed to gain weight.” He put
his arm back around my shoulders and pulled me a little closer.
“You know I meant that in a good way, right? You looked anorexic
before. But now… ” His eyebrows rose for split second. “Hubba
hubba!”

“Oh, Daddy, don’t be such a dork,” Trish said, scowling.
Her mom laughed.

I smiled and purposely stood up extra straight to make my
boobs stand out a little more. “It’s okay. I know a compliment when
I hear one.”

The truth was, I knew I looked good. I really was too
skinny before. Like a pencil with tits. But I was up to a loose
size four from my pre-college ‘size zero is too big for me’ days.
And that particular day I went to great lengths to look my best.
But, for what? Did I really think I could seduce that man? Is that
why I wore a skimpy red tank top with skin tight jeans? Is that why
I spent extra time making my golden blond hair as shiny as
possible, and sprayed on just the right amount of
perfume?

Mr. Murphy pulled me a little closer, laughing as he
hugged me. I took advantage of the opportunity and put my arms
around his back, pressing my chest against his. At least it was
right in front of his wife, so it looked innocent
enough.

Why does this man turn me on so much?

He smelled so fucking good. I don’t know what cologne he
wore, but it was the same one he’d worn for years and I thought
about him anytime I caught a whiff of it somewhere else. He was
about six or eight inches taller than me. My forehead came right to
his shoulders. And damn, he looked good for his age. At least, he
did to me. I couldn’t think of another fifty year old man anywhere
else in the world who could make my panties fall off. If he only
knew…

Anyone else who saw him out on the street might think he
was just some goofy middle-aged man. A man who wore short-sleeved
plaid button down shirts with khakis and loafers every chance he
got. A man who was a little thicker in the middle than I
remembered, but who I now knew gave the best hugs in the world.
Just your typical, slightly-balding middle aged man with salt and
pepper hair, two kids, a big house, and a lot of responsibilities.
But as he hugged me and I felt his hand press against my back, I
could only think about replaying the night he took me over his knee
in the den and used that same hand to set my butt on fire. But the
replay in my head had a much happier ending - one that I was
humiliated to think about as I stood in front of his wife. One that
had me going to my overnight bag in Trish’s room a minute later to
put on a fresh pair of panties.

We decided to have dinner on the back deck to take
advantage of the warm, breezy October air. I sat at the little
round table to the right of Mr. Murphy, with Mrs. Murphy to my
right and Trish directly across the table. With just a few Tiki
torches lit as the day drifted into dusk, it seemed kind of
romantic outside. And it only worsened the situation going on
between my legs.

Growing up, I had eaten dinner with this family more times
than I could possibly count. But this was the first time I was too
horny to concentrate on eating. I just wanted one night with Greg
Murphy. Maybe I could get it out of my system. Or maybe I could
somehow earn a spanking, then go to the bathroom and get myself
off.

Would he spank me? At eighteen years old? Was there
anything I could do to earn one? I wondered how old Trish was the
last time he spanked her. I wondered if secretly she enjoyed it
like I did. That night became vivid to me all over again. In the
soft glow of the patio lighting, Mr. Murphy looked a little
younger. Not that he had aged much in the past six years, but he
definitely had a little less hair now than he had then.

During dinner, I got cold with the slight drop in
temperature. When I stood up to go inside to get a sweater, I
stopped to smile down at him. He immediately returned my smile. Was
he somehow thinking what I was thinking? That I stood to his right
side in the den, at that same angle, just before my punishment?
That if he pushed his chair back away from the table, he could pull
me over his lap again and pull down my jeans, and then hopefully my
panties?

He had such emotion in his eyes that night years ago, like
he couldn’t believe what he was about to do, but he knew he needed
to do it. And he wished he didn’t have to do it. Would I ever get
the chance to tell him I’d thought about it countless times since
then, and that he was a part of one of my favorite fantasies, and
had given me some of the best orgasms I’d ever had? And that,
somehow, my fantasy had grown stronger that week?

Two hours later, well after dinner was over, Trish and I
were in her bathroom putting the final touches on our makeup before
going out for the night.

“So, you’re sure your parents won’t mind us coming home so
late?” I asked.

Trish’s eyebrows furrowed. She held a flat iron in her
hair as she looked in the mirror. “No.” She snickered. “Why? You
scared or something? Do your parents care where you are
tonight?”

“No. They seemed a little miffed that I wanted to spend
the night with you instead of them. But they know I barely get to
see you anymore.”

The colleges Trish and I attended were about three hours
apart from each other. And even though I went to the college that
was further away from home, I made more of an effort to see my
family on a regular basis.

“Well,” Trish said, “don’t worry about tonight. It’s an
unspoken thing. They know I party at school.” She cleared her
throat. “And they know better than to give me a fucking
curfew.”

“That’s cool.” I looked in the mirror to apply a fresh
coat of lipstick. I thought it might be a good time to work an old
memory into the conversation. “Remember that time we stole that
bottle of whiskey from your grandma?”

“Oh God, Sam.” She sat the iron down on the sink and
unplugged it. “Why’d you have to bring that up? It was so
embarrassing.”

“It wasn’t that bad.”

“What the hell? This is the second time you’ve brought it
up this week. That was probably the single most humiliating event
of my life!” Trish reached for the makeup bag and pulled out some
glittery eyeshadow.

“Really?”

“Yes, really.” Her mouth dropped open. “I got my
ass beaten in front of my best friend.” She glared at me. “My
bare ass.”

“Yes, I was there. And he didn’t beat you.” No, that
was what happened to me with my own dad later that night. “It
was just a spanking.” I laughed before speaking in a mocking tone.
“I mean, you lived to tell about it.”

“Oh, shut up, Spank-o. I know all about you.” She faced
the mirror as she cracked open the eyeshadow case.

“Huh? You know what about me?”

“I know you like to be spanked. Bobby Harrington told me
all about it after you guys broke up.”

I sighed. “Yeah, I’m sure.”

Trish closed her right eye and held the applicator, ready
to turn her eyelids into a sparkly piece of artwork, when she
lowered it, inhaling with a gasp. “Is that why you’ve been flirting
with my dad all night?” She wrinkled her nose.

“Huh?” I began to fish through the makeup bag, acting like
I desperately needed to find something.

“Oh my God. That’s exactly what it is. Holy fucking shit,
Sam.” She leaned down to my ear. “You couldn’t be that hard up.
What’ve you been doing at school? Studying?” She
sneered.

“Not entirely.” I looked down at the sink, knowing it was
time to divulge some useless information just to get her off my
back. “I have a few fuck buddies. Some guys at my dorm.”
They’ve already become boring and irritating, but
whatever…

“Oooh! Now we’re getting somewhere.” Her eyes lit up.
“Tell me all about it. I’ve told you everything but you’ve been
holding back on me.”

Yeah, because you barely ever let me get a word
in. I let out a sigh. “It’s been fun, I guess. I don’t
know.”

“What the hell’s wrong with you? You were so wild in high
school. And now you go to college and you’re bored?” She grabbed my
arm. “What? There aren’t enough hot young guys ready to drill you
anytime you need it?”

“I don’t know.”

“Hmm. Girls, then?” Trish let go of my arm and gave me a
big, toothy smile. There was a wild glint in her eye. “That reminds
me. You have a birthday coming up pretty soon.”

I inhaled sharply and licked my lips as I gazed into her
pretty green eyes. “That’s correct.”

Our eyes locked. It had been a while since we talked about
the present I gave her on her eighteenth birthday, right after
school ended in June. A bottle of vodka and a menage… Trish, me,
and Levi Conner makes three. It was always fun to mess around with
Trish but it took a lot of alcohol to get her in just the right
mood. From the look in her eyes I could see that tonight might be
one of those nights. But I wasn’t in the mood to make out, or play
a game of drunken ‘show and tell’ with my pussy and Trish. At least
not this night. For inexplicable reasons I may never understand, I
still only wanted her dad.

Trish moved her hand to my back and gently dug in with her
long, manicured nails, tracing a slow line down to the top of my
skirt. “So, who do you want for your birthday? Let me know and I’ll
get it all set up.”

I wanted to say, ‘A birthday spanking from your
dad?’ But instead, I just laughed.

“What?” she asked. “Levi again?” Her hand moved down my
skirt, settling on the roundest part.

I merely shrugged.

“Oh no.” Her expression changed to disgust. And in a move
that both shocked and excited me, she lifted up the bottom of my
skirt, exposing my backside, which was practically bare. I wore
only a narrow thong. She gave me two hard swats with her open hand.
“If spanking’s what you want, I’ll make sure you get it. But not
from… ” She shook her head and stuck out her tongue, making a
gagging noise.

I smiled. I couldn’t say it would be a bad thing to have
Trish to myself for the night. Or even to let her spank me. But I
still only wanted Mr. Murphy. It was an itch I needed desperately
to scratch. Or maybe just an intense craving that nothing else
could subdue.

The way I saw it, I had two choices: either forget about
it and try not to ever think about it again, or see if he’d go for
it. But could I do that to Trish’s mom? And how in the world would
I possibly go about this, anyway?

Trish bit her bottom lip and caressed the inside of my
left thigh. She looked in my eyes with a wicked grin on her face. I
couldn’t believe she would do this without a few drinks first. My
thong was instantly soaked. Maybe she’d be a good consolation
prize to make me forget about who I really wanted.

“Mmm,” I moaned. “What’s gotten into you?” Had she gotten
even wilder in college than she’d led me to believe?

“I don’t know.” She giggled. “I think I just really missed
you.” Her voice lowered to a purr. “I forgot how much fun you
were.”

Suddenly, we heard the bedroom door open. Trish drew her
hand away from my thigh with a scared look. Her mom yelled into the
room. “Girls! Your ride’s here!” Then we heard the door
close.

“Fuck!” Trish’s growled. “What time is it?” She turned
around to see the clock on the wall behind her. “I can’t believe
it’s already 7:30. Fuck, fuck, fuck.” She stared straight into my
eyes with a dramatic, pained expression. “Fuck!”

I laughed and followed her into her bedroom. Two members
of the Murphy family had given me thoughts that instantly resulted
in wet panties that day. I knew it would do me no good to change
into a new thong at that point. It would only get wet again. “Wait,
Trish.”

She turned around. “Huh?”

“I gotta do this first.” I gave her a big smile as I
reached under my skirt. I pulled the hem up to my waist, then
quickly put my fingers inside the elastic waistband and bent over,
lowering the thong to my ankles to step out of it.

“Damn it.” Trish shook her head, staring at me with
narrowed eyes as I stood back up. “You’re such a bitch
sometimes.”

“Thanks.” I made my smile even bigger and pulled the hem
of my skirt back down. I threw the thong at my overnight bag on the
floor.

“I wish we were just staying here tonight,” she said. Then
she sighed loudly and turned to the bedroom door.

“Yeah.” I took a deep breath and followed Trish to the
living room, dreading whatever the night held for us. I would have
rather had her to myself than go with our original plans. We were
meeting Roger Cortez and Carter Malone. Two guys we knew from high
school, both of whom happened to be home for the weekend. I had a
feeling they both either came home from college every weekend, or
they made a special trip because they got a Facebook message from
Trish, asking if they might be in town and ready to party when she
came in. They had both graduated a year ahead of us and were always
excellent at procuring whatever kind of alcohol we wanted. That
night, the plan was to go to a bar on the other side of town - “The
Tin Roof Tavern” - with our fake ID’s. It seemed pointless to me
somehow. I was able to get drunk anytime I wanted just by wearing
low cut shirts and tight jeans to get past the bouncers at a few of
the college bars I frequented.

And I had a feeling that I already knew exactly how this
night would go. One of the guys would be the designated driver.
They would get me and Trish to do shots, and try to get us to make
out with each other. Then they would grope us and try to join in.
It seemed so juvenile to me now. It was fun in high school, when
part of the thrill was just to lie to our parents so we could party
and be rebellious. But I was a college girl now. I stayed up late
doing whatever I wanted every night anyway.

Mr. Murphy sat in a recliner in the living room. His eyes
were glued to the television for only a second, then he spotted us.
“Oh no.” His lips formed a line. Such a stern expression. “You
girls better behave yourselves.” He stood up and walked toward us,
meeting us at the front door.

“Don’t start, Daddy.” Trish put her hand on her hip. Her
tone made her annoyance clear. “We’re too old for that.”

“You’re not too old for anything.” He matched her tone of
voice and stared in her eyes. “I’m serious. I don’t like the look
of this.” His eyes darted between me and Trish. I noticed them
linger a a bit at my chest. He blinked a few times and turned to
his wife, who had just entered the room. “One of us will be up
waiting for them, right?”

“Dad!” Trish’s mouth dropped open. “Don’t wait up, okay?
Seriously. It’s fine.”

“Now, honey,” Mrs. Murphy said, “I know you’re all grown
up now but we’re your parents and we worry.”

“And this is still our house.” Mr. Murphy’s voice rose
just a little as he stared in Trish’s eyes.

I gulped. It was the angry tone I’d fantasized about all
week. My pussy immediately throbbed for Greg Murphy. It made me
forget all about what just happened between me and Trish in her
room. Damn, I wanted that hand slapping my ass, turning it red
after a long, serious lecture about rules and worrying, and telling
me how important it was for me to be home at a certain hour.
Spank me. Please. Spank me. Maybe even make me cry. Then take
advantage of my aching, wet pussy. It’s ready for you. Right now.
The den. Please. The chair. Your cock…

“Samantha?” Mrs. Murphy’s hand was on my
shoulder.

“Huh?” I asked.

The three of them were gawking at me. Mr. and Mrs. Murphy
looked at me with concern. Trish stared at me with a smirk, like
she could read my thoughts and was utterly disgusted.

“Are you feeling sick?” Mrs. Murphy leaned in closer. “Was
it dinner?” She pulled her hand to her chest, then looked at Trish
and Greg. “Is anyone else sick?”

“I’m not sick, Mrs. Murphy.” As I stared in her eyes, I
actually did feel a little sick. But not for the reason she
thought. I simply wanted one night with this sweet, wholesome
woman’s husband. And I felt terrible about it.

“Come on!” Trish grabbed my forearm with both hands and
dragged me out the door.

My legs were like Jell-o. I hobbled along after her. The
last thing I saw before the front door closed was a confused
expression on Greg Murphy’s face.

Yeah, I was confused too. And I had been for many years.
Just one night. That’s all I wanted. Maybe not even a whole night.
An evening. A couple of hours. I could even jot down an outline of
how the event could take place and he could follow it and we could
get it over with. Then maybe I could put it behind me.

I thought I was going to cry when I saw Roger’s stupid
little blue car waiting there along the street. We walked slowly
toward it. Trish kept pulling me along.

“What the fuck?” She tightened her grip on my arm. “Why
are you being so weird tonight?”

It was only a few more feet to go. “Seriously?” I tried to
keep my voice low. The windows were rolled down in the car. I saw
Carter smile and open the passenger side door and step out. “Roger
and Carter? We’re not kids anymore.”

She glared at me, her eyes full of venom. “Okay. So, what
then? You want my dad or something?”

Before I could answer, she let go of my arm and ran off
toward Carter. “Hey you!”

Carter had a huge smile on his face. “Hey sexy. Love those
outfits.”

Trish and I both wore black miniskirts with tank tops.
Mine was still the low cut silky red one I carefully chose earlier
that day. Trish wore light blue, which looked really good with her
red hair.

A few minutes later I was in the front seat beside Roger,
staring straight ahead out the windshield. I tried to ignore the
sounds of Trish giggling in the backseat with Carter. Roger looked
almost as annoyed as I was. I had no idea why, and I didn’t care. I
had a nagging feeling that it had something to do with the fact
that Carter was having a good time in the backseat while he was
stuck in the front seat with me. I had barely greeted him when I
got inside the car. It was hard for me to believe that I used to
have such a big crush on him when I was a junior. He was a
well-built football player with thick dark hair and smoldering
brown eyes. I was one of several cheerleaders who watched him
intently from the sidelines, cheering for him even when it was
obviously unnecessary.

Through the murmuring and chuckling in the backseat, I
heard kissing and occasional words like, “cunt” and “shots.” I saw
Roger shake his head, then reach down to turn up the
radio.

The ride to the bar felt much longer than ten minutes.
Instead of opening his door, Roger reached into the glove
compartment in front of me. He let his elbow brush against my
nipples and then lingered there with the back of his arm. A few
seconds later he pulled out a small brown paper bag.

I closed my eyes, wishing like hell that I was still at
Trish’s house.

“Here we go,” Roger said.

“Fuck yeah!” I heard Carter yell from the
backseat.

I opened my eyes to see Roger twist open the cap of a
small bottle of vodka. I turned to look at Trish in the backseat.
Carter whispered something in her ear that made her laugh. Seconds
later, she reached for the bottle and took a long drink, followed
by her usual dramatic gagging and screaming upon taking a swig from
a bottle of liquor. She and Carter laughed. Then they each took
another turn drinking from the bottle and proceeded to make
out.

“What’s wrong?” Roger asked. He tilted his head to the
side, looking at me. Then he inched forward, staring in my eyes. “I
think you need a drink to loosen up. You look like you’re in pain
or something.”

“Hmm.” I sat there and watched Roger take the bottle from
Carter’s hand. Carter then used that hand to grab Trish’s thigh,
making her moan loudly. I was so fucking bored. Why did I ever
think this was so great? I glanced at Roger as he handed me the
bottle with a big smile. Suddenly I felt bad, like I was leading
him on. He was one of many guys that I either fucked or flirted
with when I was in high school. Whatever I once found interesting
about Roger, even just a few months earlier, had long since
disappeared. Sure, he was still cute. Tall, dark, handsome. Kind of
exotic. And he even smelled good. He wore a long sleeved light blue
button-down shirt with thin black stripes. I could tell he tried
hard to look nice. And I had no idea why. Was it so we could all
just sit at the dark, far end of the parking lot in his car,
drinking cheap vodka and making out? This is why we all got dressed
up?

Maybe he was right - I needed to loosen up. This night
could have been a lot worse, right? I forced a grin and took the
bottle, then turned the bottom up and took a long drink. I winced
and stuck out my tongue in response to the burning liquid hitting
my throat.

Roger burst into laughter and slipped his arm around my
shoulders. “You okay? You should drink a little more.”

I felt like I couldn’t get out of it. The evening was
going exactly how they had all planned. Exactly like dozens of
other nights. Drinking in a car. Making out. I could hear slurping
sounds amidst the heavy breathing of Carter and Trisha in the
backseat.

I took another drink from the bottle, which was already
more than half empty, before handing it back to Roger. “Aren’t we
going inside the bar?”

Trisha piped up from the backseat. “What the fuck for?”
Then she went back to laughing and making noises with
Carter.

“What’s wrong?” Roger narrowed his eyes and peered into
mine. “Just have another drink.” He pulled me closer and kissed my
forehead, then started fondling my left breast. “The night’s
young.”

And so it went. I took another drink before Trisha decided
she wanted the rest of the bottle. It wasn’t long before Roger
opened the glove compartment to reveal two more bottles. He handed
one to Carter in the backseat and kept the other for
himself.

I watched Roger drink. “Hey!” I said. “I thought you were
our driver?”

He rolled his eyes. “Don’t be such a baby.”

“Fine.” I snatched the stupid cheap bottle from Roger and
took a hearty swig. “There, you happy?”

Roger smiled, then pulled me forward to kiss me. I gave
in. It felt good for about thirty seconds, until he put his hand on
my leg and moved under my skirt.

“Holy shit,” he whispered. “You’re wet. You’re having a
better time than I thought.” Then he latched on to my mouth
again.

I pushed his hand back down to my knee and leaned away
from him. “Uh, yeah. Sure.” I lied. He wasn’t the reason I was wet.
He was just another young, stupid boy.

I looked in his eyes with an innocent grin, realizing how
I could get myself back to Murphy’s house early. “So, where’s that
vodka? You guys should have a drinking contest.”






***






It was eleven o’clock, and my plan had worked like a
charm. I sat inside the bar at a booth with Trish propped up
against me, almost completely passed out. The manager only let us
stay because he knew Mr. Murphy was coming to pick us up. Roger’s
car was still in the parking lot, but Roger and Carter had just
left, having taken the cab the manager called on their
behalves.

I picked up my big glass of water and took a long,
well-deserved drink. Those stupid guys. They were always so
competitive. It took almost no time for my little game of “Who Can
Drink the Fastest?” to get them both drunk enough to act like even
bigger idiots than they were when they were sober.

“Huh?” Trish murmured. She opened her eyes for the first
time in several minutes.

“Shh,” I said. “You want some water?” I held the glass so
the straw was close to her mouth.

“Hmm? Oh. Uh huh.” She nuzzled my shoulder and closed her
eyes.

I tried not to smile. I didn’t want to seem too obviously
happy when Mr. Murphy arrived. I looked at the clock again,
estimating that he should be there just about any minute. The bar
was crowded, and I saw several people eying our table, probably
wanting seats and wondering what we were doing there.

I shook my head. What were Roger and Carter thinking?
There was no way we looked old enough to be around that middle-aged
crowd, no matter how good our fake ID’s were.

And then I saw him. Greg Murphy. A real man. And he had
that same serious, concerned expression he had before we left for
the evening. Mmm… and I’d finally get him all to myself… at least
for a few minutes.

“Hey!” I waved. “Mr. Murphy!”

Trish startled awake beside me. “Huh?” Her eyes were about
half open.

“Your dad’s here.”

“Yeah. Uh huh.” She wiped a tiny bit of drool from her
mouth before collapsing against me.

After a few more attempts to get his attention, Mr. Murphy
spotted us, then practically ran to our table. “Damn, she’s in bad
shape.” He ran his hand across his forehead. “I’ll be right
back.”

He walked to the bar and started chatting with Harvey, the
manager. I knew from my previous conversation with Harvey that Mr.
Murphy was his chiropractor. Harvey went on to tell me about his
trick knee, his gout, and his mother’s sciatica. The two men
exchanged a few words, then Mr. Murphy chuckled and shook his hand
before coming back to our table.

“Okay,” Mr. Murphy said. He sat on Trish’s other side and
put his arm around her shoulders. “I’m gonna get her out of this
booth.” He stopped and leaned forward, piercing me with his dark
blue eyes. “You okay to help me? You don’t look as bad off as
her.”

“I’m a little tipsy but I should be okay to
help.”

He pressed his lips together and shook his head like he
was disappointed. Disappointed enough to punish me later? I had to
stifle a smile.

Soon, we were both in the front seat of his car with Trish
completely passed out, sprawled out across the back seat. Mr.
Murphy gave me a half-smile as he pulled out of the parking lot. I
could only see his face because the moon was full, casting a warm,
romantic glow throughout the car.

“So, drinking, huh?” Mr. Murphy asked.

I was about to respond when he interrupted me.

“It’s okay.” He sighed. “I remember what it was like to be
your age. And to come home for the weekend.” He sighed again. “And
to resent my parents for enforcing rules after I’d been away at
college. It’s rough.”

“Yeah, you’re telling me.”

He laughed. “It could be a lot worse.” For a moment, he
cupped my knee, then drew his hand back to the steering wheel - but
not before I felt the need to squirm in my seat. His touch made me
wish he’d pull off to the side of the road and jump me. Mr. Murphy
continued. “You don’t know how good you have it right now. College
is the best time of your life.”

Should I find a way to turn this conversation in a
favorable direction for myself, or agree with him about how great
it is to be in college? I’m sure that could turn into a long
conversation that would carry us all the way back to the house.
Maybe that’s what he’s trying to do - pass time with innocent
conversation.

I cleared my throat. “So, you’re really not mad about us
drinking?”

Mr. Murphy snickered. “No.” He paused. “Well, I’m not
thrilled about it. I’m just glad you girls are all
right.”

“Remember that time me and Trish got caught drinking in
your basement?” I decided to go for it. What if I never got a
chance like this again?

“Hmm?” His brows furrowed. “You mean when you were twelve
or so?”

“Yeah.” I laughed, trying not to sound excited.

“What about it?” He glanced at me with a smirk, then
looked back at the road.

Damn… what do I say now? What the fuck did I
expect? For him to say, ‘let’s hold a reenactment in the den
tonight?’ I had to think fast.

“Uhh… ” I looked out the window, searching for the right
words to say. The silence in the car was deafening. “I guess after
that I was just surprised you’d be okay with Trish drinking at
all.” I took a deep breath. “She still lives under your roof and
everything.”

Mr. Murphy chuckled. “Okay. So, you’re saying you think I
should spank my eighteen year old daughter?”

Fuck! It took almost no prompting to get him to
say that. And suddenly I was wet again. I wondered if I’d have to
wipe off the leather seat when we got back to the Murphys’ house.
“You think she’s too old to spank?”

“Why?” He turned to me for longer than I felt was safe,
considering he was driving. “Do your parents still spank
you?”

“Oh, no.” I shook my head. “Dad threatens to once in a
while but he’s full of it.”

He tossed his head back against the head rest, laughing.
“I say that to Trish once in a while but she’s knows I’m full of
it, too.”

“What would you do if my dad called you and said I needed
a spanking for drinking tonight?”

Mr. Murphy’s eyes widened. He silently looked straight
ahead at the road until we came to an intersection, where he turned
on his signal light and brought the car to a slow stop. He licked
his lips, then turned to look at me.

First, his eyes met mine, then they crept down to my
chest, then my lap, then came back up to look into mine again. He
was so handsome in the glow of the moonlight. It took all of my
effort not to unbuckle my seat belt and launch myself across the
front seat to attack him. He sat there, looking in my eyes like he
knew exactly what I was thinking… and maybe he was thinking it,
too.

A car pulled up behind us and Mr. Murphy turned his
attention to the road to make a right turn.

We rode a few more miles in dead silence until he turned
the radio on to an easy listening channel with the volume low. I
kept trying to look at his crotch to see if he had a hard on but a
combination of shadows and his loose-fitting shirt made it
impossible.

Why wouldn’t he talk to me? Had I made him uncomfortable?
Was he thinking about spanking me? Did I turn him on? I waited
eagerly for a sign, but he was stoic.

When we arrived at the house, I closed the back door for
Mr. Murphy after he picked up Trish like a rag doll and carried her
inside. Mrs. Murphy met us in the living room, and both of us
tucked Trish safely in bed. Aside from a few quick glances and a
little bit of small talk, Mr. Murphy made absolutely no effort to
communicate with me.

Disappointment settled in. I changed into my short, white
cotton nightgown and matching panties, and washed up for bed. The
Murphys were both cordial to me after we brought Trish home, but
were they secretly angry with me? Did he tell his wife about the
moment we shared in his car? Was there really a moment or did I
make it all up?

I crawled into bed beside Trish, who was out cold, her
mouth hanging open.

Under the covers, I spread my legs apart and traced over
the crotch of my panties with my fingers, feeling my hard little
clit through the thin fabric. If only he’d gone for it… The tiny
bit of embarrassment I felt at his silence had just given way to
something else. Maybe it was being in that house with all of its
memories. It might have even been the tension in the car, and the
suspenseful ride home. All I knew was that, for some reason, I was
horny as hell.

I shoved the crotch of my panties off to the side and
started rubbing my clit for all it was worth. I had no fear that
Trish might wake up. She was dead to the world. And besides, it
wasn’t the first time I’d masturbated in her bed with her sleeping
beside me.

I thought about Mr. Murphy. He couldn’t have possibly
known that putting his hand on my knee for that brief moment would
set off such a reaction under my skirt.

After a few seconds I thought about throwing the covers
off of me. It had already gotten too hot under the sheets. I used
two fingers to work my clit in circles and grabbed the covers with
my other hand. That’s when I heard a knock at the door.

I stopped. Was it what I thought? It couldn’t possibly be…
I sat up and looked at Trish to make sure she was still asleep,
then whispered loudly, “Come in,” but there was no response. So, I
jumped out of bed and walked to the door with my heart pounding
violently inside my chest.

I took a moment to comb through my hair with my fingers,
primping, before opening the door.

And there he was.

“Samantha,” Mr. Murphy said, softly. He had changed into
blue flannel pajama pants and a plain black T-shirt.

“Yes?” I swallowed, hard, staring up at him.

He poked his head inside the room and gave sleeping Trish
a quick glance, then motioned for me to walk into the
hallway.

I followed him and closed the door behind me, taking a
step forward to stand in front of him. I was afraid to get my hopes
up. Standing there alone with him in the hall made my racing heart
beat even faster. Neither of us said a word. He looked down at me
like he wanted to say something, then ran his hand across his
forehead, wincing.

“What is it?” I asked with a shaky voice.

Mr. Murphy’s eyes widened. I saw him take a deep breath
before reaching down to my wrist. “Come on.”

I ran alongside Mr. Murphy as he pulled me down the hall.
Was my fantasy finally coming true? Or had I fallen asleep, and
this was just a beautiful dream?

It didn’t matter. My panties were drenched by the time we
reached the den.

He walked to his old leather chair and stood in front of
it. “Samantha.”

“Uh huh?”

“I’ve given it some thought.” He cleared his throat and
gave me a stern glare. “And I think you really do need a spanking
for not looking after my daughter tonight.”

I inhaled sharply. At once, I was scared from Mr. Murphy’s
serious tone. It was eerily similar to my fantasies, but being
faced with the prospect of a real spanking from that man was
somehow different. Memories of all the times I’d been spanked as a
child came flooding back to me. I was no longer the sexy, horny,
wild girl I’d been a minute earlier. I was now just a little girl
who might receive a real spanking for the first time in several
years, and it might hurt - a lot.

I cowered in front of Mr. Murphy and peered up into his
eyes, trying to show him my innocence. “You wanna spank me? For
real?”

He set his jaw, nodding. “Yes,” he said, in a tone that
was a little too firm to be sexy.
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