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Exploring Emma

Stranded and alone, Emma, the beautiful young waif, with Daddy
issues, and a penchant for trouble, is rescued by the handsome,
tender-hearted Jake.

They journey to the concert of their dreams
only to have a series of erotica misadventures thwart them at
nearly every turn. Is Emma living out her favorite fantasy or her
worst nightmare? Even Emma isn’t sure.

FOR ADULTS ONLY!

Content warning: Contains explicit bondage,
BDSM, voyeurism and highly charged sexual activity.

Exploring Emma is a four part novella,
approximately 24,500 words in length.


Part One: She gets picked up

Part Two: She gets watched

Part Three: She gets punished

Part Four: She gets liberated
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 Exploring Emma

Part One: She gets picked up





Emma stared down at her phone as she read the
text message for a third time. Her confusion turned into anger as
the words sank into her 18 year old brain. “Daddy found out about
Brandon. Sorry Em. He took away the car and I’m grounded for a
week. I’m soooo sorry. Hope u can find someone to take my ticket
and get u to the concert. Hope u can forgive me.”

Emma thought there was no way she could
forgive Megan for ditching her on the very day of the concert. In a
mere seven hours, Dave Matthews was going to take the stage, but
she was over 200 miles away, had no car, and she had spent her last
$150 on the tickets for her and Megan. The deal was that Emma would
cover the tickets and Megan would drive and get them a cheap motel
room for the night. Both of them were looking forward to it, but
for Emma, it had become an obsession since she first found out that
her favorite band would be playing in her state.

Really, Emma’s obsession had started eight
years ago when her Dad would listen to the same Dave Matthews CD as
he drove her to school every morning. She had grown to love that CD
almost as much as her Dad had. Now, two years after her Dad had
died in a car accident, the CD had become a huge part of her life.
She listened to it when she was sad and missed her Dad, and she
listened to it when she was happy and excited because, even though
it made her sad, it also brought a smile to her face.

Now, a couple of weeks before she was to head
off to college, she had thought she could take this weekend road
trip with her best friend and see the band that had come to mean so
much to her – just as they had meant so much to her Daddy.

Standing in the quiet 7-11, she stared at
that stupid phone as the tears welled up in her eyes. Her quest to
get to the concert was all but a dream now. She had two tickets and
$7 in her backpack. There was no way she could get a buyer for the
other ticket and even less chance of getting a ride to the
show.

As that realization washed over her she felt
a hand gently touch her arm. “Miss, are you okay?” a masculine
voice from behind her asked. She turned to answer the man, but
before any words could come out she just started sobbing and she
leaned in to hug the stranger.



He hugged her back, softly patting her on the back and talking in a
soothing voice, “There, there…it will be okay.” She held onto him
for several minutes as her tears soaked his shoulder and chest. He
just quietly stood there, patting her back and doing his best to
relax the teenager.

He watched her reflection in the store
windows. She was petite, just over 5’2” and barely 100 pounds, he
guessed. When he had first walked in he hadn’t seen her face, but
he did notice that she has a nice butt, smooth, tan legs and a very
narrow waist. Now, with her clinging to him, he felt her chest
pressed against him and took note that while she didn’t have big
breasts, she did have very nice, firm ones.

Still holding this waif – that he assumed was
no older than 18 or 19 – he looked down and saw that her hair had
soft curls and was the color of golden wheat. His head dipped
closer to her curly locks he noticed the scent of strawberries and
something else…maybe cinnamon, he thought.

Having her arms wrapped around his body felt
incredibly good. It had been weeks since his wife had held him so
tight. The contact and her body heat were starting to affect him;
he felt his penis starting to grow between them and felt rather
embarrassed.

Emma was starting to feel better and soon the
sobbing had stopped altogether. As she came to her senses she
realized that she was hugging a total stranger – someone that she
had never even seen much less spoken to. But there she was, wrapped
in his comforting arms, his solid chest getting soaked by her
tears. She, too, noticed that his cock has begun to stir but,
rather than his apparent embarrassment, she simply felt relaxed and
nostalgic. After all, there were many hugs with her Daddy that had
felt exactly this way.

What had felt like an hour, was really only
about five minutes, but with Emma coming to grips with the
situation, she pulled her head away to finally look at the face of
the strange man that had been so kind and caring to her. She pulled
back slightly to be greeted by a gentleman with a bright smile and
warm, kind eyes. With the crow’s feet proudly displayed when he
smiled and the gray hair that mixed in with his full head of warm
brown hair, she took him to be in his early to mid-40s. He was
fairly tall – but then again, everyone felt tall to her – in fair
shape and looked to be well put together. His blue eyes were
mesmerizing, and they seemed to twinkle as he took her in.

He beamed upon getting his first real look at
the young beauty. She was breathtaking. Her features were soft,
dotted with tiny freckles and pixie-like. Her deep blue eyes and
pouty lips were striking. Her teeth were perfect, as was her
slightly pale skin. She wore little makeup, but he was certain he
had never met someone so beautiful.

He was the first to break the silence, “Are
you okay? Are you in trouble? Do you need help?”

She shook her head at each question. The
tears welled up as she remembered her predicament. She started to
speak but words wouldn’t come out.

He again asked, “What can I do? Is there
someone I can call?” She shook her head again and she leaned back
into his firm chest. “Okay, just relax, there is no hurry,
everything is going to be okay.” he said, as he wrapped his arms
around her tight, young body.

Finally, with her head still firmly planted
on his chest, she whispered, “It’s just been a really shitty
morning.”

He acknowledged hearing her by squeezing her
tightly and whispering, “It’s going to be better, I promise.”

She smiled at his words, because she again
thought of her Dad, he was always so positive and reassuring, even
with her worst moods he could always brighten them. She wrapped her
little arms around him and pulled him close, saying a simple,
“Thank you.”

Again they both felt his loins stir between
them.



At last she pulled her head off of him and said, “Thank you for
being so kind and comforting. You have made me feel a whole lot
better. But, I should let you go.”

He looked down at her and smiled again before
saying, “I’m not going anywhere until I know that you are safe and
not needing any help. Besides,” he added, “I’ve still got a couple
of hours before I need to be on the road again. Can I take you home
or someplace else safe?”

She shook her head and with the look of
despair returning she said, “No, I don’t know what to do or where
to go.”

He gave her a questioning look, and without
asking she began to tell him the short story of her troubles. As
she was telling him the story, he just watched her, smiling as
certain things were revealed. He let her finish talking before
flashing a happy smile, putting his hand on her arm and saying,
“Well it sounds like today is going to be your lucky day after
all.”

It was Emma’s turn to give a questioning
look.

The gentleman looked straight into her big
blue eyes, “I’m going to the Dave Mathews concert, too. I’ve been
on the road since yesterday; see that VW Bus over there?” he said,
while pointing at an early 70s blue and white camper bus, complete
with tie-dyed curtains and a back window full of stickers. “That’s
mine. We’ll go together. You can sell your extra ticket at the
concert, and then you’ll have more than enough for a motel room,
dinner and breakfast tomorrow. It’ll be perfect.”

Her heart skipped a beat as his words came
over her. Again, tears formed in her eyes, but this time they were
happy tears. She pounced on him, hugging him tight and kissing his
stubbly cheek. “You’re my guardian angel aren’t you? I think Daddy
sent you down to watch over me and keep me out of trouble.”

The man blushed from getting a kiss from such
a cute nymph but he took it in stride and smiled broadly. He gave
her the bus keys and said, “Here, I’m going to get us some snacks
and a drink, you go get comfortable.”

She took the keys from his hand and pranced
out the door. He watched the little vixen dance to his car and
couldn’t help but notice how round and tight her ass looked in her
jean shorts. She climbed in the passenger seat and eagerly waited
for his return. He stumbled around the store, wanting to get back
to the bus before he woke from this wonderful dream.

Upon returning, he was greeted by her broad
grin and dimpled cheeks. Before setting the drinks and snacks into
the back seat, he offered his pretty co-pilot something but she
smiled and said a simple, “No, thank you.”

He climbed into the front seat and started up
his beloved 1974 VW Westfalia Bus.

He had been working on restoring her for
almost three years now. She – Jake called her Louise, after his
mother – was a mess when he first bought her, but after many hours
of work, and many more dollars, she was now road worthy. He’d
offered to take his wife on this maiden voyage, but she firmly
refused. So, he’d decided to take a few days off from work and go
on this adventure alone. Now, looking at the gorgeous teenager in
the seat next to him, he was so glad he did.

Once they were on the road, Emma couldn’t
keep her bubbling energy in check. She talked and talked, and then
talked some more. She told all about being the only child of her
parents, how she had always been “Daddy’s girl” and that she had
never got along with her mom. She talked about her Dad’s death,
missing him, and going away to college. Finally, after about 45
minutes of nonstop talking she stopped and looked at the man and
said, “Oh, I’m so sorry, here I am gabbing about me, me, me and I
still don’t even know your name. I mean, I feel like I’ve known you
forever, but I don’t know a single thing about you.”

He grinned, looking straight ahead at the
road, and said, “I’m Jacob, but I prefer people to call me Jake,
and I’m your guardian angel!” That got a loud laugh out of Emma,
but Jake continued, “I don’t mind you talking at all, I like
listening to you and besides we have another four or so hours on
the road, so I am sure there will be plenty of time to learn about
each other.”

Emma nodded and smiled sweetly, “Well Jake,”
she said, “I really do believe that Daddy sent you to save me and
I’m happy to spend four hours in the car and, if you’ll let me
another three at the concert, and, maybe if I’m lucky I can hitch a
ride home with you tonight?”

Jake’s stomach fluttered at the thought of
spending an entire day with this curly haired beauty. “Well, I
would be thrilled to spend the concert with you and even take you
home, but I’m planning on having some drinks and spending the night
around the concert fairgrounds. So I won’t be leaving until
tomorrow,” he informed her.

At his response her heart skipped a beat and
she didn’t even try to contain her bright smile. “If you don’t mind
a silly little girl hanging around with you, then I would love to
hang around with you for the rest of the weekend. Would that be
okay?” she shyly asked.
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