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  Part One - The Blow Job


  


  It was the Perfect Storm. I had planned for this day for years. My obsession for you had grown to the breaking point. You filled my mind every waking moment. Nothing else mattered to me except my love for you. You were a part of my every thought. I couldn’t go on without expressing my love and hoping that you would return it. It was sheer torture when I saw you. The things I wanted to tell you—the things I wanted to share with you—the things I wanted to do to you. It was all slowly but undeniably driving me insane!


  My wife, Emily had left for the week to visit her sister Eloise and you had told me that your husband, Ron was in Charleston on business. He wouldn’t be home until Friday. This left me, us, with a whole week to ourselves. I had put in for vacation time, and if you felt the same way I did, you could call in sick or come up with some other excuse to stay home with me for the rest of the week… if things turned out the way I had them planned.


  Pulling up in front of your house, I saw that your car was parked in the driveway. You were home! My heart was pounding. My hands were so sweaty, I could barely hold onto the steering wheel. I was having difficulty breathing and the excitement swirling around in my fevered brain was at a fever pitch. I had never felt anything like it. I hoped my tired old heart didn’t give out from all the stress I was inflicting on it.


  Turning off the ignition, I took a deep breath to try and calm myself and then reached over to the bouquet of flowers I had bought for you. I wanted everything to be perfect. I felt more like a teenager on my first date than a father going to see his daughter. A part of me felt so guilty for what I was planning. I was going to betray Emily and cuckold Ron but I didn’t care, I had to have you. Life was just an empty husk without you and I had to convince you that it was the right thing to do. I could only hope that you saw it the same way I did and could feel the love I was going to shower down on you.


  Pushing the door open, I stepped out into the late afternoon sunlight. It was close to six and I knew that you usually got home around five-thirty. So you would probably be having a glass of wine and watching the news as you usually did when you got home. Closing the car door, I took another deep breath and started up the walk.


  My heart was pounding so hard, I knew that you must have been able to hear it inside the house as I lifted my hand up to ring the doorbell. I could feel and see that my finger was trembling as I pushed the button. On edge, I jumped when I heard the muffled ring of the doorbell. I was a jittery as a long-tailed cat in a rocking chair factory as I stood waiting for you to open the door.


  Suddenly the door opened and there you were! My Baby! My Darling! My little girl! My Marie!


  “Daddy—what a pleasant surprise—” I hear you say as you reach out and wrap your arms around me. I can feel your big, soft breasts pressing against my chest as you lean against me and place a warm, loving kiss on my cheek.


  “Marie—” I mumble, unable to think of anything else to say as I wrap my arm around your waist and pull you against me. The embrace only lasted for a couple of seconds, but it seemed an eternity as I held your soft, warm body against mine.


  “For me?” you grinned when you stepped back away from me, reaching for the flowers I held in my hand.


  “Uh, yes, yes, flowers for my little girl—” I somehow choke out as you take the flowers from me.


  “Daddy, you’re so sweet to your little girl,” you bubble. Smiling and breaking my heart for the millionth time, I was putty in your hands. You could have told me to put a gun to my head, pull the trigger and blow my brains out. I would have gladly done that for you if it would have made you happy.


  “Let me put these in some water,” you told me, turning and heading for the kitchen. Swallowing, I watch the sway of your beautiful buttocks as I try to keep my heart from leaping out of my chest flopping along on the floor behind you like a happy, little puppy dog fawning in the presence of its Master.


  I am smitten. I have never been so much in love in my whole life. You are my life. My soul! My everything! Life is not worth living if I can’t have you.


  Following you into the kitchen, I watch you open the cabinet and pull out a vase for the flowers. You are so beautiful with the late afternoon sunlight shimmering off your short blond hair as you turn on the water and start to fill the vase.


  I had to know. I couldn’t wait any longer. It was driving me crazy. My knees were rapidly turning to putty, threatening to collapse at any second as I stumbled across the kitchen to step up behind you.


  The roar inside my head was deafening as I gently slipped my arms around you and pulled you back against me.


  “Daddy—” I heard you softly shriek as you flinched in my arms. “You frightened me,” you murmured, setting the half-full vase down in the sink and turning off the water. Then I felt you melt back against me, leaning back, tilting your head back resting it on my shoulder and exposing the soft vulnerability of your neck to my lips.


  “Marie, my little Baby—” I whisper, leaning down to kiss your neck. As I lovingly nibble at your neck, I could feel the tic of your rushed heartbeat just under the soft, smooth skin. And I could smell you—smell your perfume—Obsession, the perfume I gave you last Christmas. Then I felt your soft, firm buttocks press back against my cock. Now you could feel my arousal through the thin cloth of my pants. I had never been as hard as I was at this very moment.


  “Oh, Daddy, you’re hard—” I hear you whisper as you grind your butt against me.


  “Yessssss—for you, Marie—” I groan thrusting myself against you as I lift my hands and cup your big, soft breasts in my shaking hands.


  “I thought this day would never come,” I hear you tell me as I gently grope the soft, giving flesh of your breasts through your blouse and bra.


  The words were music to my ears. No, a symphony to my ears. You felt the same way I did. It was so wrong, and yet it was so right all at the same time. We were in love and nothing else mattered except sharing that love. Sharing it in a way no father and daughter should ever share love. But it couldn’t be stopped.


  Easing back away from you, I step around to your side and slip one arm behind your back and another behind your knees. Then, with a soft grunt I lift you into my arms.


  “Oh, Daddy, you are so strong—” I hear you purr as I turn to start for your bedroom. But as I stumble along I am stopped when your rose-petal soft lips brush against mine. Standing in the middle of the kitchen, holding you in my arms, I press my lips against yours and feel the tip of your tongue slowly worm its way inside my mouth. My heart is thundering down inside my chest. I am so dizzy, I think I may fall as we kiss.


  Finally you break the kiss and ease your beautiful face back away from me. Our faces are only inches apart and your soft, warm brown eyes are staring deep into mine. The love I see there only intensifies my love for you.


  “Daddy, I love you so much…” I hear you whisper as a big, glistening tear slowly trickles down your cheek.


  “Oh, Marie—” I bumble, unable to form the words I want to tell you. What I feel for you is more than love. It is the essence of life itself. My shoes are not even touching the floor as I float down the hallway carrying you to your bed.


  Stopping by your bed, I slowly ease you down onto it. You are so beautiful, but you look so helpless and vulnerable lying in the bed looking back up at me. You have that same look of innocence and trust you had when you were a little girl when I would tuck you in your bed at night. And now here I was, your father, your protector, about to betray that trust, take away that innocence. I felt the pain bore into my heart. How could I do this? My daughter! My sweet Marie!


  “Oh, God, Marie, I’m so sorry, Honey—” I blubber out thinking apologizing to you might somehow excuse what I was about to do to you. But in my heart of hearts I knew it wouldn’t. I knew there was nothing that could absolve me of this mortal sin I was going to inflict on you.


  “No, Daddy, no… I want it too. I want you, Daddy. Please…” I hear you softly beg. “Make love to me, Daddy.”


  “My Baby—” I sob, unable to stop the flood of tears from coursing down my cheeks.


  “Undress me, Daddy,” I hear you whisper. “Undress me Daddy just like you used to do when she was just a little girl, Daddy.”


  My mind is awhirl with conflict—A part of me wants you to be that same little girl, so young, so innocent, so sweet but another part of me wants you to be who you are now. The woman you are now. The sexy, seductive woman you’ve become. A woman capable of feeling the carnal pleasures I want to visit upon you.


  You are stretched out on your back, your beautifully-proportioned legs bent at the knees dangling over the edge of the bed, your high-heels resting on the floor as I lean down over you. Reaching down, I find the little button on the waistband of your short, black skirt. My trembling fingers feel the size of tree stumps as I fumble with the tiny, black button trying to force it through its buttonhole. It seems like hours before I finally get it unbuttoned, but at last I succeed and find the little, gold tab of the zipper on your skirt. Holding my breath, I ease the zipper down over the curve of your hip, running it all the way down to the end of its track.


  Looking up to your face, I see that you are watching me with your big, brown eyes. Watching my every clumsy, awkward move. I strangely feel more like a bumbling child than your father. A little boy fumbling my way along, wishing he could be suave and debonair but feeling inept and ham-fisted.


  I see your perfect, rose-petaled lips move as you whisper “I love you, Daddy.”


  My heart lurches as a spasm of love for you tears through it. There can be no love on earth stronger than the love I feel for you this very moment. The love of a father for his daughter. It is so intense, I almost feel like I’m going to pass out.


  “I love you, Marie—” I groan, leaning back. Then I slip my fingers under the hem of your skirt, pinching it. As I begin to softly pull, your skirt is trapped under you, between the bed and your delectable little butt. Tugging gently, I see the muscles in your long, lovely legs tense when you push up off the floor to raise your butt up to free your skirt.


  Looking down as I gently tug, I watch the waist band of your skirt slide down your firm, flat tummy to expose the frilly, lace-edged garter belt you have wrapped around your tiny waist. I was strangely pleased that you would wear a garter belt and hose for your own indulgence. It was somehow a validation of your sensuality.


  Pulling the skirt lower, expecting panties, I am surprised when I find none. The fact that you have been running around all day in a garter belt without panties and your hot, little pussy barely concealed by your short skirt is incredibly evocative. Excitedly watching for the first wisps of kinky blond curls to show themselves as the waistband crawls lower, I see none. Did you shave it? The combination of you shaving your hot, little pussy and not wearing panties is somehow spine-tingling, exciting. You are bald! Not a single wispy curl to be seen. Bald and smooth as your little butt was when you were a baby.


  Pausing for a moment, I slowly run the tips of my fingers across the smooth softness. As I do, an electric shock runs up my arm and sizzles through my reeling brain.


  “So pretty…just like when you were a little baby…” I whisper.


  “Do you like it, Daddy? Do you like my pussy like that?” I hear you ask as I kneel down to return to pulling your skirt down your hips.


  “Yesssss—” I softly hiss as the little fleshy ridge running down out of your hairless mons comes into view. This is quickly followed by the little, pink tip of your clit as it made its presence known. Wanting to see all of you, I impatiently jerk on your skirt and pull it all the way down below your knees.


  Pushing your skirt down around your high heels, I grasp hold of one of your ankles and gently lift your foot off the floor. Impatiently, I pull the skirt off under her shoe and set your foot back on the floor. My urgency grows as I quickly lift your other foot and pull your skirt off.


  “Sit up,” I impatiently grunt as I push back up onto my knees in front of your legs.


  I watch as you dig your elbows down into the mattress and push up onto your butt. Reaching out to the bottom of your white satin blouse, I quickly start my way up the row of tiny, black buttons running up its front. Unbuttoning the buttons one by one with my stubby fingers, I finally make my way up to the button on the collar and push it through its buttonhole.


  Slipping my fingers under the edges of your blouse, I slowly expectantly spread them open to reveal the lacy, black half-bra underneath. I can see the outline of your big, round areolas through the flowery design of the sheer brassiere. They are larger than your mother’s, I guiltily think. I can’t wait to see them in the flesh, as I see that the lacy cups are joined together by a clasp between them.


  “Are they pretty, Daddy,” I hear you ask as you thrust them out at me when I reach out to unfasten your brassiere.


  “Yesssss—” I softly hiss as my fingers pinch the little clasp and tug it open. I am amazed by the grandeur of your breasts as your brassiere springs apart and the dazzling wonders spill out into the open. My tired, old eyes have never gazed upon such succulent splendor.


  “Beautiful—” I gush, reaching up and gently brushing the straps of the bra down the slope of your shoulders as you hold your arms back and let it slide down them onto the bed behind you.


  I am fascinated by your breasts as they softly quiver and jiggle with every tiny movement you make. I was right about your areolas. They are bigger and darker than your mother’s. Your arousal was plain to see as your nipples are stiff and hard jutting out of the darkened circles capping your breasts.


  “Pinch them, Daddy—see how hard you’ve made them,” you say, thrusting the pendant treasures out at me.


  Reaching up, I gently pinch both of the swollen nubs and roll them between my fingers and thumbs marveling on their springy hardness.


  “Yes, they are hard,” I murmur, leaning down and giving each of the jutting buds a soft, lingering kiss.


  Leaning back up, I stare down at the naked beauty sitting on the edge of the bed before me. I had dreamed and fantasized of this day for ages, but I never imagined that I would ever find the courage to actually confront my fantasy and make it come true. I had coveted you since you were a girl. When you weren’t watching I would sneak up to the door of your room and watch you. And one day, I saw you masturbating. It was the most exciting thing I’d ever seen in my whole life and I had masturbated with you. Standing outside your door with my cock in my hand, mercilessly beating it as I watched you. And when you finally came, I came too. I had never come so hard. I thought I was going to pass out in front of your door.


  “Stand up, Daddy,” I heard you tell me as you broke my train of thought and brought me back to the present.


  Pushing up onto my feet in front of you, I watched as you hook your thumbs under the bottom of my tee shirt and push it up my belly. Wanting to hurry the preliminaries along, I reached down and quickly jerked my shirt up off and over my head. Tossing it down on the floor beside one of your high heels, I watch as you reach out and unthread my belt through its buckle. Then your long, slender fingers pluck the button on my pants open.


  As you slowly, teasingly unzip my pants, I feel a tickle of apprehension. What will you think of my cock? Your father’s cock? Would it be too big? Too small?


  Then I felt my pants go slithering down my legs as you stare down at the bulge of my cock sticking out against the thin, white cloth of my shorts. And my arousal was evident as there was a big, wet stain spreading out around the head as the cloth wetly clung to it.


  “It looks so big—” you whisper as you brush your fingers up it and then dig your fingers down under the elastic waistband of my shorts.


  Anxiously, I watch you slowly stretch the waistband out and begin to ease it down off my achingly-hard cock.


  “Oh, Daddy—” I hear you softly gasp as my rigid, eight-inch penis emerged out from my shorts.


  “You’re not disappointed?” I timidly ask as you tug my shorts down around my knees.


  “Oh, no, Daddy, it’s beautiful,” you gush as you take it between your hands, holding it with your fingers as you give its head a soft, loving kiss.


  A surge of relief washes over me as I see you look up at me and smile.


  “I’ve always wondered what it would look like, Daddy. Ever since I was a little girl. I wanted to ask you to let me see it and let my play with it. I wanted to play with it and jack it off like the women did to the men in the movies you and mom had in your room. But I couldn’t ever find the nerve to do it,” you cooed, softly squeezing and rubbing my cock as you talked.


  “Oh, God, if I’d only known—” I cry out, as all those wasted years went flying by before my eyes. But those wasted years were gone now. Now, at last, we had both confessed to our deep, secret fantasies so that we could share them.


  Stepping back a step, I reach down, shove my pants down around my ankles and step out of them. I see that you are watching my cock as it ponderously bobs up and down in front of you.


  When I had my pants off, I reach out, put my hands on your shoulders and push you down onto your back.


  “Are you going to fuck me, Daddy?” you mumble with a teasing smile on pretty pink lips.


  “In time, my Darling,” I whisper, straddling your legs as I lean down over you and give you a soft, loving kiss on your lips. As I do, I feel your hot, little fingers on my cock, touching, fondling it.


  Wanting to prolong this wondrous occasion, I slowly kiss down your chin and down onto the soft skin below it. Kissing down your long, slender neck I pause when I feel the tic of your pulse just under the transparency of your skin. Strong, steady, rushed, your heart beats on as I nibble my way down onto the slope of your shoulder. Kissing, nibbling and licking, I move down your arm to the crook of your elbow. Once again I can feel your pulse just under the skin as a whiff of your perfume brushes across my nose.


  As you lay with your arms spread out to the side, your head lying on a pillow, I see that you have your eyes closed as I kiss off your elbow and onto your forearm. Leaving a faint trail of saliva down your arm, I move down onto your wrist only to find another pulse point and another whiff of perfume.


  I hear a soft murmur drift down to my ears as I kiss over the heel of your hand and out onto your palm. Easing my tongue out, I circle its tip round and round the palm of your hand, leaving it coated with a thin layer of spit before I kiss my way back up your arm to your neck.


  As you lay basking in the decadent indulgence of my perverted attention, I lazily do the same with your other arm and hand before once again returning to your neck.


  Now I would move to the flattened treasures that lay on your chest evenly rising and falling with the rushed pace of your breathing. Their beauty brought tears to my eyes as I feasted on the spectacular wonders. As I kissed my way down over the smoothness of your skin, I curl my hand around your other breast. Finding the hard, stiff nub jutting up out of its darkened tip, I began to roughly twist and pinch it.


  Then as I purse my lips down around the other rubbery nipple, I hear another murmur escape out over your lips.


  “Oh, Daddy,” I hear your murmur as your fingers curl down into my hair. Then I feel the pressure of your fingers on my head as you press me down against the soft, giving flesh of your breast. Your breasts are so soft, so supple and giving, I want to bury myself down between them and never come up for air.


  After a while, I trade places with my hand on your other breast as I kiss and fondle your other nipple with my lips and tongue. As I tongue your big, erect nipple, my mind wanders, wondering what it would have been like to suckle your tits when you were that girl I had watched masturbating. But that was a pleasure I would never know I told myself as I returned back to the present.


  Finally, I reluctantly let your spit-drenched nipple slip out from between my lips. Circling my lapping tongue around the pebbled flesh of your areola one last time, I kiss my way down over the curved underside of your breast and down onto you firm, taut belly. As I do, I get another faint whiff of Obsession while I move toward the indentation of your navel.


  Leaving another tiny trail of spit behind my tongue, I lick down into your belly button. Looking back up, I see that your hands had replaced mine as you softly paw at your big breasts. The way you were groping them reminded me of a cat sharpening your claws as your hands opened and closed digging down into the soft, giving flesh.


  Finally, inching back, kneeling down onto my knees in front of your stockinged legs, I place my hands on the insides of your knees and gently push. Spreading you open, I stare down at the glistening, pink wound between your legs.


  “Yes, Daddy—” I hear you gurgle out as I lean down a blow a breath across the wet, goo-slathered rift. I can see that your pussy lips are smaller than your mother’s but they are gorged and filled with blood showing your eager excitement. They are so delicate and fragile-looking as I run the tips of my fingers over them. As I do, I feel the warm stickiness of your juice clinging to my fingers as I gently probe the soft flesh. Fingering the soft folds of flesh, I see that they are stubbornly clinging to each other, glued together by the sticky film of your excitement. At last, they finally unfurl to reveal the oozing opening between them. As they do, I can see that they were still joined together by several tiny, silken threads of juice.


  Seeing your pussy spread and open, I couldn’t help but think back to what it looked like back on that day I had watched you masturbate. Back then, it had been little more than a slit between your immature labium, but now, now it was so fleshy, so wet, and so mature. It was a woman’s cunt, not a child’s little pussy.


  “Lick it, Daddy—lick my cunt—” I hear you gurgle out as I lean lower and inhale a deep breath through my nostrils. You reek of woman as I grovel in the pungent scent of your sex. You smell so hot, so ripe with readiness as I lean lower and flick out my tongue. Starting at the oozing slit at the bottom of your pussy, I lick my tongue up the goo-filled gorge between your swollen, meaty pussy lips.


  “Oh, Daddy—” I hear you gush as my tongue flicks around the nub of your clit. It is so hard. You must be as excited and turned on by this as I am. Then I feel your butt squirm, your fingers digging down into my scalp as you keep my tongue on your swollen, jutting clit. Licking furiously, I look up over your tensed belly seeing your excitement as I attack your clit with a purpose, slashing my tongue back and forth across it as fast and hard as I can.


  I can hear you making soft, mewing sounds as I bury my face in your hot, wet sex. The pungent smell and taste of you excites me as I have never been excited before. I want to immerse myself in you, be you, and possess you.


  As I continue to lash your clit with my tongue, I ease my hands under the backs of your knees. Lifting, I can feel the slippery smoothness of the nylons as I push your legs up and drape them over my shoulders. As I do, I feel the warm, smoothness of your inner thighs press against my cheeks while I feast upon your wet, drooling succulence.


  I can sense your building excitement as the tendons in your thighs are beginning to tighten and strain against my cheeks. I want to touch you everywhere, possess you, control you, please you! After all, I am your father and every little girl should obey her father and do anything he tells her to do. Shouldn’t she?


  Easing my face back, I move my lips and tongue away from your clit.


  “NO, Daddy, please—please don’t stop—I’m nearly there—” I hear you whimper out as you dig your nails into my scalp and try to guide my lips back to your clit.


  “I want to lick you here—” I growl, pushing your legs up off my shoulders and tilting your ass up off the edge of the bed and licking the tip of my tongue across the rubbery pucker of your exposed anus.


  “Daddy—” I hear you groan.


  “Don;t you want daddy to kiss your asshole, Honey?” I tease as I blow a breath across the fluted opening of your anus.


  “Yes—Daddy—Yes—lick, lick it—” I hear you whimper as you dig the heels of your high heels into my back and tilt your ass to offer your asshole up to me.


  Burying my face down in the crack of your exquisite ass, I stiffen my tongue and probe at the rubbery ring of wrinkled flesh between the pillowy cheeks.


  “Ohhhhh—Daddy—” I hear you whimper as my stiff tongue probes into your private place.


  As I probe your asshole, I can feel you squirming. I can’t tell if you are struggling to get away or struggling to get my tongue deeper into your ass as I finally pull back away.


  “Do you like that, Marie?” I ask you as I ease your legs back down on my shoulders.


  “Yes, Daddy. I like for Daddy to lick my little asshole,” you murmur, fidgeting, rubbing your hot, little cunt against my chin.


  “Would you like for Daddy to fuck your tight, little asshole, Marie?” I ask you, enjoying seeing how turned on you are.


  “Yes, Daddy, yes, but lick me first, Daddy—lick my clit—” you beg, your voice frantic with need.


  “As you wish, My Dear—” I sardonically mumble as I drop my open mouth on your smooth, hairless mons. Probing the slippery softness with my tongue I find the tip of your swollen clit again and begin to lash it.


  “Oh, God, yes, Daddy, yes, like that,” you gasp as I feel the backs of your high heels dig into my back again while you rub your clit against my lapping tongue. The smell of your hot, juicy cunt is driving me crazy as I feast on the precious delicacy. I have never tasted a sweeter cunt. Your juices are ambrosia on my tongue.


  I can feel your thighs pressing tighter and tighter against my cheeks as you strain for your release while the white tips of your long fingernails dig deeper into my skin. Reaching around your hips, I find your flattened breasts with my hands. Clutching and groping the soft mountains, I can feel your rock-hard nipples rubbing against my palms.


  “Daddieeeeee—” I hear you groan as your hips lurch and the muscles in your beautiful legs stiffen. My chin is suddenly anointed with a gush of your hot, sticky juice as it pours out of your spasming cunt. The air is so thick with your scent, I can barely breathe as I continue to lash and lick your clit. Looking up to see your face while you come, I find that I can only see the bottom of your chin as you have your head thrown back against the pillow under it.


  Your whole body is straining, muscles stiff as boards as you groan your way through your orgasm, but I don’t relent and continue to torment your clit.


  Your orgasm seems to last forever, but at last it is over for you as the muscles in your back go slack and you melt down back down onto the bed.


  “God, Daddy, that was so intense—” I hear you groan out as I lift my juice-slathered face out from between your legs.


  Smiling up at you, I had never felt such a sense of accomplishment. I had made my sweet, little Baby come. Backing, I let your legs slither down off my shoulders as your feet, still inside your high heels land on the floor with a loud clop.


  “Your face is a mess, Daddy,” I heard you softly giggle as you push up onto your elbows.


  Then I watch as you push up onto your butt on the edge of the bed.


  “Let me clean you up,” you smile as you lean toward me and flick out your little pink tongue. Standing on my knees in front of you, I feel your tongue on my cheeks, licking away the residue of your orgasm. Closing my eyes, I feel your tongue brush across my closed eyelids, down my nose, around my lips, down my chin. Like a mother lioness licking her cub, you lick away every last shred of the evidence of your climax, licking everywhere until there is not a single drop of your sweet cream left on my face. There is nothing sexual about the act, but it is the most sensual, intimate thing I have ever shared with anyone in my whole life.


  Then I see you lean back and look down at me with a look I have never seen on your pretty face. You pause as if you are trying to decide what to do next.


  Slowly, I push up onto my feet in front of you. Now is the moment.


  As I look down at you, I suddenly find myself looking down at the same girl I had watched masturbating in her room that day so long ago.


  Reaching out, I ease my hands down under your armpits and gently start to push you back onto the bed.


  “Daddy…” I hear you murmur, stopping me. “Wait, please…”


  “What?” I ask, fearing that you had changed your mind.


  “I want to show you something, Daddy,” you say as you lean down and place a soft, gentle kiss on the head of my cock before you put your hands on my belly and push me back.


  “What? What could be so important?” I ask you as you push up onto your high heels.


  “I’ve waited so long for this day, Daddy. I want it to be perfect,” you tell me. “I want you to do things to me that I would never, ever let another man do to me, Daddy. Will you do that for me?”


  “Anything, My Darling—Anything you want—but—” I blubber out as a wave of relief washed over me. You hadn’t changed your mind! But what? What could be so important to interrupt this monumental moment? What did you want me to do to you?


  As I watch you step over to your closet, my eyes are drawn down to your beautiful, heart-shaped ass as it quivers and ripples with each step you take.


  Then you step into the closet and I couldn’t see what you were doing. You are gone only a few moments, but it seemed like an eternity to me before you stepped back out holding a little velvet satchel in your hands.


  “What’s that?” I ask you watching your big tits bobble and jiggle as you walk back toward the bed with a mischievous smile on your lips.


  “Some things I bought for US, Daddy,” you said, putting the satchel down on the bed.


  But how, I wondered? I didn’t even know I was going to finally have the courage to do this. How could you know? I ask, puzzled that you could have known this was going to happen?


  “I just knew. I knew that it would happen one day. I just didn’t know when, Daddy. So I wanted to be prepared when it did,” you tell me as you lean down over the satchel and slowly open it. Looking down, wondering what you were going to show me, I watched as you pulled out a long, velvet rope. The black, velvet rope was about six feet long as it dangled down from your hands, the tips brushing the floor below.


  “What’s that for,” I ask you as you hold it out to me.


  “I want you to tie me up, Daddy. I have been such a bad, little girl. I need to be punished. You need to spank me, Daddy. Spank me like you did when I was a little girl and did something bad, because the things I’ve been thinking about you, about us, Daddy, are so, so bad,” you say pushing the rope into my hands and reaching back into the bag. “Spank me with this,” you say as you pull out a black, leather riding crop.


  I am stunned. Where did all this come from? My little girl. What had caused this deviant need to be punished?


  “I want you to treat me like a whore, Daddy,” you tell me as you hand me the crop. “I want to be YOUR whore. YOUR special, little whore, Daddy. Would you like that, Daddy? Would you like for your little girl to be your special, fucking whore?”


  “Yes, you can be my little whore,” I growl tossing the crop on the bed by the satchel and grabbing hold of your shoulders. Then, before you can move, I spin you around until you’re facing the bed. Grabbing hold of your wrists, I roughly pull them behind your back and wrap the velvet rope around them. Pulling it tight, I quickly tie a knot in it to tie your wrists together.


  “On your knees, Whore—” I tell you letting go of your bound wrists, putting my hands on your shoulders and pushing down.


  You don’t realize it, but you have unleashed the demon inside me.


  “Yes, Daddy,” you murmur as you clumsily drop down onto your knees in front of me.


  Dropping down on my knees beside you, I pull the other end of the black, velvet rope down and loop it around your ankles. Leaving enough slack in the rope for you to still stand on your knees, I tie the rope and stand back up. The sharp contrast between your pale, white skin and the black velvet somehow makes this seem even more perverted, demented.


  “Does that feel good, Whore?” I ask you.


  “Yes, Daddy,” you say smiling up at me as I reach over to the bed and pick up the riding crop. As I study the wicked-looking thing, I see that there is a big, black knob at the end of the handle. The protrusion on the tip and the thick roundness of the handle remarkably resembles a big, black cock.


  “Do you want me to use this on you?” I ask, holding the crop by the shaft and slowly tracing the contour of your jaw line with the rounded tip on the handle.


  “Please, Daddy—” you softly beg as I slowly let the handle of the crop play down your long, slender neck and onto your shoulder. Then I let it wander down below the swell of one of your big, heavy tits. Centering the handle under your breast, I balance the globe of quivering tit-flesh on the handle as I lift it up for a moment before I let it sag back down on your chest and move to your other breast. Doing the same thing with it, I ease it back down and run the knob down over your belly to the ‘V’ between your legs.


  “Spread your legs, Whore” I order you as I brush the tip of the knobbed handle over your exposed, defenseless clit. It is awkward for you to move your legs apart with your ankles bound together, but you do it, baring your wet, oozing sex as you do. I can feel the sexual tension inside my body growing as I slowly rub the handle of the crop up and down between the lips of your cunt to coat it with your free-flowing juices. As I do, I watch you slowly rock back and forth, rubbing your pussy and clit against the handle of the evil-looking black crop.


  Your eyes are closed and you seem to almost be in a trance as your hips rhythmically move back and forth.


  “Does that feel good, Whore?” I ask you as I probe the slippery softness of your pussy with the rounded end of the handle.


  “Yes, Daddy, yes—put it in me, Daddy. Fuck me with it, Daddy—” I hear you beg.


  “You want me to fuck your cunt with this nasty thing?” I tease, holding the tip against the seeping opening of your cunt.


  “Yes, Daddy, fuck me with it,” you groan out.


  “Like this,” I grunt, roughly shoving about six inches of the handle up inside your tight cunt.


  “Yes, Daddy, yes, like that—” you squeal, squatting lower and taking another two inches of the thick, black handle up inside your hungry cunt. It is almost like seeing your beautiful, pink cunt being fucked by a big, black cock.


  As you roll your hips, I twirl the handle around inside you, fucking your hot, little cunt with it. Your little slit was so tight, I could only imagine how good it was going to feel to fuck it with my cock as I slowly worked the crop in and out of your clinging tightness.


  “That feels good, Daddy, but not as good as your big, hard cock will feel—” I hear you gurgle out.


  As I pump the crop in and out of your hole, I can feel your hot juices trickling down the handle and onto my fingers where I am holding onto the crop.


  Easing the slippery, juice-coated handle out of your pussy, I push back up onto my feet in front of you. As I do, I let the handle slowly ride up your belly, across one dangling tit and up your neck. When I do, I can see the knob leaving a faint trail of your glistening cunt juice behind it. Running the black knob up over your chin, I slowly brush it across your full, pouting lower lip, leaving it shimmering with your juices.


  “Lick it, Marie—lick it and taste your sweet juice—your sweet, tasty cunt juice—” I whisper, holding the big, black knob resting against the opening between your lips.


  As I watch, your lips slowly part and the tip of your little, pink tongue bashfully peeks out. Now I can see that your eyes are open and looking into mine as you slowly tease your tongue around the knob licking at the creamy deposit of your juices on the tip of the handle.


  “Suck it, Marie—suck on that big, black cock,” I grin, slowly pushing it into your mouth. As I do, your lips open wider and you slowly suck the handle into your mouth. Then I can hear the soft, gurgling slurps as you begin to suck on the evil, looking thing.


  “Does it taste good, Whore? Does your sweet, little-girl cunt taste good, Marie, Darling,” I mock as I slowly fuck your mouth with the crop.


  “Ummm-hmmmm—” you mumble out around the handle as you nod your head up and down.


  At last, I pull the spit-covered handle out of your mouth and run it down your neck, and across both of your shoulders. Then as you watch with your big, innocent calf eyes, I slowly step around behind you. You try to follow me with your eyes, but I gently, forcefully press the end of the handle against your cheek and turn your head back around to the front.


  Then, taking hold of your shoulders, I gently hold onto you as I push you down until your head and shoulders are lying on the carpet and your delightful, little ass is peeking out through the crack between your legs just below where your hands and ankles are tied together.


  Tracing the long sweep of your elegant back, I let the knob tickle its way down your spine, following its gentle slope all the way down my back to the top of the crack in your adorable, little ass.


  After a soft fondle, I cup one beautiful, round cheek in my palm as I use my fingers to spread your cheeks apart and bare the tiny, pink pucker between them. As I suggestively let the tip of the handle play down the length of your crack, I feel you squirm when the knob tickles across the pucker of your tight, little asshole.


  “Do you want daddy to fuck you here, too, Whore?” I ask you, holding the tip of the knob pressed against your asshole as I push on it ever so slightly.


  “Yes, Daddy, fuck your little whore’s tight, little asshole with it,” I hear you burble as you push back against knob.


  Not wanting to hurt you any more than necessary, I pause, lift the knob up to my mouth and wet it with spit, then drop it back down onto your cringing asshole. Slowly circling the tip around the pucker, I coat it with bubbly spit and then put it back on the furrowed center of the circle of puckered flesh.


  Again, as I start to press against your anus, you push back and the spit-slickened tip begins to spread you and slip inside. I watch on with perverted excitement as the black cock spreads your sphincter wider and wider while the ring of darkened flesh encircling the black knob becomes narrower and narrower.


  “Unnnnn—Dadddiieeeee—” I hear you groan as you continue to strain back against the probing fake cock.


  Pushing harder, I suddenly feel your asshole give way as the evil, black instrument goes sliding down into your ass.


  “Dadddiieeeee—” I hear you squeal out, your hips momentarily lurching forward to escape from the cock then lunging backward to take it even deeper up into your impaled ass.


  “Does that feel good, Marie?” I mock as I hold the handle shoved up your ass and slowly twist it round and round.


  “Push it deeper, Daddy—I want more—” I hear you groan in answer.


  Almost all of the nine-inch handle is already shoved up your ass, but if you want more, then daddy will give his little girl what she wants, I tell myself as I grasp the crop by the shaft and shove it deeper.


  “Like that, Marie?” I grunt. “Is that what daddy’s little whore wants?”


  “Yes, Daddy, yes—” you gurgle as you push back against my hand and I begin to fuck your ass with the crop.


  Watching the evil, black cock sliding in and out of your tight little ass is almost too much to bear as I feel my own eruption building down inside my balls. I have to stop before I come or my balls explode on their own. Pulling back, I ease the evil thing out of your ass.


  “What, Daddy, what?” you fretfully ask as I grab hold of your shoulders and pull you back up onto your knees.


  “I want you to suck me, Marie—” I blather out as I race back in front of you.


  Standing directly in front of you, the head of my cock almost touching your face, I reach out with left hand and curl it around behind your head.


  “Suck my balls, Marie—suck them. Can you see that I shaved them for you, Baby? Daddy shaved his balls for his little girl.” I grunt, pushing my cock against my belly and exposing my big, shaven balls to you.


  Breathlessly, I watch as you gently suck one of my big, dangling balls into your hot, wet mouth. Softly sucking on it, you finally let it loudly slurp out of your mouth as you turn to the other ball. After you suck on it for a while, I decide that as exciting as that is, it’s time for you to move on to my cock.


  “My cock, Baby, suck daddy’s cock—” I whisper.


  Impatiently, I watch you stick out your tongue and slowly, teasingly lick it up the length of the rounded underside of my hard, jutting prick. As you do, you coax out a little gush of pre-jizz. As it oozed out of the slit in my cockhead, I watch it trickle down onto your lips and tongue. Then I reach down and grasp hold of the shaft of my peter. As you look up into my eyes, I slap my cock across your cheek leaving a wet splatter of pre-fuck on your cheek as I do. Then I draw my cock back and smack it against your other cheek leaving another spatter of pre-jizz.


  “Yes, Daddy. Do that, Daddy. Your little whore likes it when you play rough with her,” I hear you groan out.


  “You like this, you little Cunt?” I snarl, going from cheek to cheek smacking them until they glow red before I stop.


  “Yes, Daddy, it hurts, Daddy, but I like it! I deserve it for being such a bad, little girl,” you tell me and I can hear the excitement in your voice.


  “You want more, Cunt?” I ask you, menacingly lifting the riding crop up above my head.


  “Yes, Daddy—yes, spank me. I want it, Daddy,” you gush as I see a trickle of your excitement slowly trickle down your inner thigh.


  Hoping I don’t hit you too hard, I raise the crop and bring it down hard over your right shoulder. I see you wince in pain, but that doesn’t stop me as I quickly bring the whip down onto your left shoulder. As I do, I see that the little, leather flap has raised welts on both of your shoulders, but you don’t complain.


  “More?” I ask you as I draw back the crop for another slap.


  “Yes, Daddy, more—more, please,” you gurgle, standing on your knees with your wrists and ankles bound together behind your back. Bringing the crop down sharply, I slap the keeper across the side of your right breast, sparing the big, bulging nipple sticking out of its darkened tip. Quickly bringing the whip to the other side, I slap it across your left breast, leaving another red welt but once against avoiding your nipple. Then, with one last motion, I lay the little, leather flap hard across the flat of your belly.


  I hear you moan and then your body suddenly stiffens. As it does, I see a spurt of thick, hot cunt-juice spew out of your pussy. You’re coming! I can’t believe it. You’re coming and I didn’t even touch your pussy. Un-fucking-believable.


  I can’t take anymore as I reach out and grab hold of a handful of your short, blond hair and pull your head toward my aching cock.


  Dropping the crop on the floor beside your knees, I grab hold of my cock and center it between your full, red lips. Pushing, I force the big, purple head of my penis between your lips, spreading them and opening your mouth to accept it and the shaft following behind it.


  As I push inside your mouth, I feel your perfect, white teeth scrape along the veined shaft as the roughness of your tongue rubs along the bottom of my cock. I hope that there is enough pre-cum on the swollen head of my cock to lubricate it for the rest of the journey I have planned for it as I push it deeper into your willing, accepting mouth. Looking down, I saw that there was only about three inches inside your mouth and there was still five inches to go. I can see that your reddened cheeks are filled, but I continue to push.


  Letting go of my cock, I grab another handful of your hair and pull. Then I feel the bloated head of my prick thud up against your tonsils and uvula. I know you will gag, but hope that you don’t choke. I know that you are an experienced scuba diver and know how to breathe calmly and hold your breath for a long time.


  Pausing, I see you suck in a deep breath of air. Continuing to push, I feel that my big cockhead is pressing against the opening of your throat, denied entry by your tonsils and uvula. Realizing that the angle of your throat is blocking my way, I pull on your hair and tilt your head as I push up onto my toes so that my dick is angling down more. You are straining against the ropes, trying to help but still the opening of your throat is blocked. Backing my prick back out of your mouth, I let you take another breath, before I try again, I hear you yell out, “Harder, Daddy, Damn It! Harder”, just before you suck me back into your mouth.


  Grasping hold of your hair tighter, I pull harder, jerking my hips forward as I ram my cock into your mouth press against the resistance of your tonsils and uvula. Still I can’t get my cock down into your throat. Frustrated, I pull out one more time to let you take another breath.


  “Harder Jim! Harder, Daddy! Fuck my face Harder! Please, Daddy!” I hear you whimper as I determinedly clutch your hair tighter and pull your lips against my cock. As I do, I hear a loud, wet gag escape out around my cock as your tonsils and uvula give way to my thick, hard cockhead when the soft tissues of your throat collapses down around the shaft of my penis. This time my cock goes all the way in until the curly hairs around its thick base brush up against your lips and my hairless balls slap up against your chin.


  There is too much excitement to contain and I can feel the cum in my balls begin to boil and bubble seeking release. I can’t hold it back as I feel my balls contract and send the first gush of cum shooting up through my cock and out into your tight, clutching throat. I have never come so hard, but I want you to taste me. Taste the cum that once created you down inside your mother’s womb. Taste what you once tasted like those many years ago.


  With a grunt, I jerked back just in time as the second gush of gum spewed out into your hot, sucking mouth. I had never experienced such intense pleasure as I felt another surge of cum building down inside my balls. Continuing my backward lunge, I pulled out of your mouth just as another spurt of cum shot out of my spurting, spewing cock and landed on your cheek just under your big, brown eye.


  As the wad of cum splatted on your cheek, running down it, I saw you flinch and clench your eyes shut. You were lucky you did because the next spurt of cum landed on your closed eyelid.


  Then I see your open, up tilted mouth as you give me a target for what was left of my ejaculation. Holding my spurting cock, I aim it at your mouth and the next, large glob finds the opening and lands on your tongue. I know that I’ve already come more than I usually do, but still it keeps spurting out as I tilt my peter down toward your heaving tits and paint them with the final few spurts. Finally, I can feel the spasms begin to subside as I squeeze my cock and milk out the last drop or two onto your tongue.


  I can see that your face and tits are covered with my cum as you innocently smile up at me.


  “Did you like your blow job, Daddy?” I hear you ask as I watch the gobs of cum slowly trickle down your face and drip down off your jaw line onto your big, beautiful, cum-drenched tits…
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  Part Two – A Good Fuck


  


  “God, yes, it was fantastic,” I mutter, trying not to fall as all the strength had been drained out of my knees.


  Stumbling over to the bed, I flop down on it to keep from falling. It felt like you had sucked every last drop of cum out of my balls. All this and I still hadn’t even fucked you yet. I hadn’t fucked my daughter. My beautiful, cum-covered Marie, I told myself as I sat looking down at you still trussed up like the proverbial Christmas turkey as you stood on your knees looking over at me.


  “You’re not going to leave me like this are you, Daddy?” I heard you ask.


  “I thought you wanted to be tied up,” I grin back at you.


  “Not all day long—” you fuss.


  “So, Princess, what do you want your daddy to do to you next,” I ask you, pushing up onto my feet to see if I have enough strength to walk.


  “It’s my turn, Daddy,” you grin, running your tongue around your pretty lips to lick away my cum.


  “What do you mean, Darling?” I ask you feeling a twinge of apprehension tickle down my spine.


  “I want to tie you up, Daddy,” you tell me as I lean down to untie you.


  “Tie me up?”


  “Yeah, Daddy, I want to tie you up and do naughty things to you, too,” you say as I finally get the knot out in the rope that was wrapped around your wrists. “Hasn’t mommy ever tied you up before?”


  “A few times,” I confess as I fiddle with the knot securing the rope around your ankles and finally get it untied.


  As you push up onto your feet, I watch your big, cum-covered tits lurch and heave as my expended cum slowly drizzles down them.


  “I’ll be back in a minute, Daddy,” you grin as you reach up and run a finger through one of the trickles of cum slowly running down one of your breasts. “Don’t go anywhere,” you tell me, sticking your finger in your mouth and loudly licking it clean as you turn and slowly saunter across the room swinging your ass back and forth seductively.


  Plopping down on the bed as I wait for you to come back, I reach down and fiddle with my limp cock trying to bring some life back to it.


  I only had to wait a couple of minutes before you come strolling back into the bedroom. As you do, I see that your gorgeous tits are devoid of the creamy gift I had deposited on them earlier. Then I watch as you stroll over to the straight-backed wooden chair with a padded seat sitting over in the corner. Grinning, you pick up the chair and come stepping back toward me with it. I had wondered why the chair was there as it didn’t go with the décor of the room. And now I guess I was going to find out.


  “What are you going to do with that?” I ask you as you stroll toward me rolling your hips in your best imitation of a streetwalker.


  “Me, nothing,” you smirk, setting the chair down on the floor beside the bed. “It’s for you—”


  “Oh—” I grin as I watch you reach down and take hold of my hand.


  Pulling me to my feet, you take hold of my shoulders and turn me until my back is facing the chair. Then with a mischievous smile on your pretty, pink lips you force me down on the chair.


  I don’t say anything as I watch you let go of me and pick up the satchel on the bed. Then I see you turn the satchel upside down and dump its contents out onto the bed. I’d never seen so many toys. BIG Toys! Little toys! Dildos! Vibrators! Nipple Clamps! Handcuffs! Whips! Chains! Collars! Hot Wax! And another section of black velvet rope.


  “I’ve fantasized about doing this to you so many times, Daddy,” I hear you tell me as you pick up the section of black rope and step back up in front of me.


  “I wish I’d known,” I grin.


  I watch as you reach down and loop one end of the rope around my left wrist and quickly tie a knot in it. Wondering just what you had in mind for me, I watch you hold onto the rope as you step around behind me and pull my arm back behind the chair. Then you grab hold of my other arm and roughly jerk it around behind the chair. I could feel the rope twist around my other wrist as you secured my wrists together. Now I am at your mercy as you bend down and pick up the piece of rope that I had tied you up with.


  I can only imagine what is going on in that devilish mind of yours as you step back in front of me and reach for my ankle.


  “What are you going to do to me?” I ask you as you loop the rope around my ankles one at a time and knot it.


  “You’ll see,” I hear your snicker as you grab hold of my ankles, one in each hand and begin to lift my legs. Grinning playfully, you continue to lift my legs, pushing them up until my feet are above my head. Then, with a soft grunt, you loop the rope around the back of the chair and let go of my legs. As the tension in the rope tightens to take up the strain, my legs drop slightly.


  I feel ridiculous, sitting in the chair with my hands tied behind it and my legs sticking up the air with everything all exposed and vulnerable like this.


  “Comfy, Daddy,” I hear you giggle as you clop around the chair on your high heels.


  “I hardly think you could call this comfy,” I grunt as I feel the tension on the rope increase when you pull my legs back, lifting my feet higher and tilting my butt up off the chair. Now I am half-sitting, half-lying on the chair with my ass tilted up, totally exposed and vulnerable.


  “There, is that better,” you laugh as you step back around in front of the chair.


  “This is crazy—” I mutter, looking up at you from between my uplifted legs.


  “I think you look cute, Daddy,” you smile while you reach down and run your fingers across my hairless balls and limp prick as they dangle down almost brushing the seat of the chair.


  “What are you going to do?” I anxiously ask, beginning to doubt the wisdom of letting you tie me up.


  “Do you want to watch me, Daddy?” you coo, backing up against the bed and easing down on it.


  “What do you mean?” I grunt, watching as you scoot back on the bed and slowly spread your legs to reveal your dripping-wet cunt.


  “You remember when I was a little girl, Daddy? Remember when mom wasn’t around and you would sneak up and peek into my room?” you coo as you shove a pillow under your head, reach over and pick up one of the vibrators.


  “You knew?” I mutter as I hear the vibrator begin to hum.


  “Yes, Daddy, I knew,” you smile as you reach down and press the tip of the buzzing vibrator against your clit. “Did you like the shows, Daddy? I put them on especially for you,” you tell me while I stare down at your almost bald, shorn pussy.


  “Yes—yes, I liked them,” I tell you.


  “Did you want to touch me, Daddy” you tease as I see you look down at my cock which is finally showing signs of revival as it slowly lifted its big, purple head out from between my outstretched legs. “Did you want to touch my little, bald cunt?”


  “Yes, I wanted to touch your sweet, little cunt. It looked so sweet and innocent. Is that why you shave your cunt now, Marie? Do you shave it so it will look like it did when you were a little girl? Is that why, Marie? Do you shave it for your daddy so it will look like your pussy did back then before you even had any hair growing down there?”


  “Maybe, Daddy…” you smile moving the vibrator away from your clit and teasing the tip of your finger up and down your clit.


  “Did you want to fuck me, Daddy? Did you want to fuck my bald, little pussy then?”


  “God, yes—” I groan, watching your finger flick back and forth across your bulging clit. “I wanted to take my big, hard cock and stick it in your hot, little pussy. But your pussy was so tiny, I don’t know if I could have gotten my cock inside it.”


  “I bet it will now. Don’t you think so, Daddy?” you tease.


  “Yes, Marie, I think it will fit now—” I whine, regretting letting you tie me up. “So why don’t you let daddy fuck you now, Marie?” I suggested, hoping to get myself out of my present predicament.


  “Patience, Daddy…” you giggle.


  Then I see you smile, reach over with your other hand and pick up one of the biggest, blackest dildos I’ve ever seen. The damned thing had to be at least a foot long.


  “Do you think this big, old thing will fit in my itty-bitty cunt, Daddy? It’s even bigger and longer than your big, old cock, Daddy—”


  “I don’t know, Marie. It looks awfully big—” I groan staring at the evil-looking thing as you lift it up to your lips and slowly lick your tongue around its rounded tip.


  “You want to watch me fuck my cunt with it, Daddy?” you purr.


  “Yes—” I hiss as you reach down and teasingly rub the spitty tip of the fake black cock around all over your hot, wet cunt.


  “You’d like to see your little girl’s sweet, white cunt get fucked by a big, black cock, wouldn’t you, Daddy” I hear you mock.


  “Yes, damn it—” I curse regretting letting you tie me up more and more.


  “What does it look like, Daddy? Can you see it, Daddy?” you grin as you moisten the tip of the monstrous cock with your juices and then fit its rounded point on the seeping opening of your pussy.


  “It looks so nasty, Marie—” I mutter. “So fucking nasty.”


  “You want me to put it in, Daddy?”


  “Yes, yes, put it in—”


  “Watch it, Daddy. Watch me fuck myself with this big, black cock—” you moan as I see the tip of the cock slide into your pussy.


  It was crazy watching the huge, black cock slide into your tight, little cunt. It was so big, it looked like it would split you in two as you pushed it in deeper.


  “Oh, Daddy, it is so big,” you coo as you push the black monster into your lily-white cunt.


  “Unh-huh—” I grunt watching on. I had never felt so helpless in my whole life. I wanted to do so many things to you, but I couldn’t do a single, fucking thing—


  One inch disappears inside your cunt, then two, three, four, five, and then six. It looked so depraved seeing you lying there on your back with your legs spread apart and half of the huge, black dildo pushed up inside your pussy.


  “How long is your cock, Daddy?” I hear you ask as you pause and look up at me.


  “I don’t know,” I mutter. “Eight inches, last time I checked.”


  “That’s big,” you grin, glancing down at my peter as it lifted its goo-covered head higher and higher. “Do you think I can get all of this cock inside my pussy?”


  “I don’t know, Marie. It’s awfully big,” I mutter.


  “Watch me, Daddy,” you giggle and start pushing more of the dildo into your pussy.


  Another inch disappears. Then another. Now there is only four inches of the monstrosity sticking out of your pussy.


  “There, Daddy, that’s how long your cock is,” you grin as I see the muscles around your pussy clench down around the embedded monster.


  “Unh-huh—” I mutter watching a little stream of juice trickle out of your overstuffed pussy and run down into the crack of your hot, little ass.


  “Want me to keep going, Daddy?” you ask me.


  “Don’t hurt yourself—” I tell you.


  “I won’t, Daddy—I’ve done it before.”


  “You, you got all of it inside your pussy, before?” I incredulously ask.


  “Yes—” you grin as I watch another inch disappear inside you.


  Then another inch was gone, and now there is only a little two-inch nub of black latex sticking out of your wet, little cunt. I can’t believe it. Ten inches? Then I watch you pinch the end of the dildo with the tips of your fingers and push. Not believing my eyes, I watch as the last two inches of the monster slowly slide down inside you and your pussy lips close down over it.


  “I don’t believe it,” I groan staring down at your pussy. If I hadn’t seen it with my own eyes, I would never have guessed that there was twelve inches of black latex hidden behind your dainty, pink cunt-lips. Then I hear you give out a soft, giggling grunt as the tip of the black monster slowly re-emerged from between your pussy-lips. As you grin at me, more and more of the giant, black cock reappeared and as it did, I could see that the shiny, black rubber was glistening wetly in the glare of the lamp. “I still can’t believe it—” I fuss as the evil, black cock slowly slithered back out of your pussy, until, at last with a soft, wet slurp, it flopped down onto the bed between your legs. It crazily was almost like you had just given birth to the vile thing.


  “So, Daddy, what do you think of your little girl’s pussy now?” you grin, sitting up reaching down between your legs and picking up the dildo.


  “Amazing—” I mutter.


  Then, with a soft snicker, you toss the dildo over with your other “Toys” and scoot over to the edge of the bed. As you push up onto your high heels, I watch your gorgeous tits heavily heave and flounder.


  Then I see you bend down onto your knees in front of me.


  “Oh, Daddy’s pee-pee is hard again,” I hear you murmur as you grasp hold of it and slowly twist your fisted hand up and down its thick shaft. “You want to fuck Marie’s hot, little cunt with this nasty thing, Daddy? Do you, huh?”


  “Yes—Yes—” I hiss as your hand clutches tighter and works up and down faster.


  “Yes, what, Daddy? Tell Marie what you want to do to her, Daddy,” you whisper, boldly staring into my eyes as your hand jerks up and down. “Tell me…”


  “I want to fuck your cunt—I want to fuck your hot, little cunt with my big cock—I want to fuck you and fuck you and fuck your hot, little cunt until I wear it out and then I want to fuck your tight, little asshole and fuck it and fuck it,” I growl. “Do you want daddy to do that to you, Marie?”


  “Yes, Daddy,” you grin as I watch you bend down and slowly, sensually suck the big, purple head of my cock into your mouth. I can feel your hot, little tongue swirling around the head of my cock as your hand uncurls from around it and moves down to my dangling balls. Then as you cup my balls, gently groping and squeezing them, you lift your mouth off my cock and look up into my eyes.


  “Have you made me some more cum-juice, Daddy?” you purr.


  “Yes, Marie, yesssss—” I hiss.


  “That’s good, Daddy…but I’m not going to let you use any of it until your cock is in my pussy, Daddy,” you say with a devilish grin on your pretty lips.


  Then I felt a tickle of uneasiness as you ease my balls back down and tickle a finger down into the crack of my ass. Softly probing, your finger tip finds the pucker of my cringing asshole.


  “You want Marie to fuck you here, Daddy,” I hear you giggle as your finger my asshole.


  “Anything, Marie, anything you want,” I groan feeling more helpless and vulnerable than I’ve felt before. Where had this crazy, little slut come from? And what had she done with my dear, sweet Marie?


  “Is this what you want, Daddy?” I hear you ask as you lift the crop that had been lying on the floor where I had dropped it earlier and show it to me. “You want me to stick this thing in your ass…Daddy?”


  “Yes—yes—yes—” I whimpered, wanting you to hurry and finish whatever it was you were going to do so you would untie me and let me fuck you.


  Then looking out from between my uplifted thighs, I watched you bend and lick your tongue across my hairless balls. As you do, I can feel a finger poking, probing at my asshole, trying to force its way inside.


  This was insane, I tell myself when I feel your soft, warm lips close down around one of my dangling balls as you slowly suck it into your warm, moist mouth. As your finger probes deeper into my ass, I can feel you softly sucking on my ball as your tongue swirls round and round it. Then I feel your fingers on my other ball as you gently force it inside your mouth along with the other one. Now you have both balls inside your mouth as you suck and bathe them in your warm saliva.


  As you roll my balls around inside your mouth I can feel the cum inside them begin to bubble and boil while you continue to probe my ass with your finger. Then the tip of your finger finds my prostate and a tickle of pleasurable excitement twitches it way up my cock making it twitch and jerk. You seemed to sense my predicament as you ease back and let my spit-slathered gonads slip out of your mouth.


  “No, Daddy, not yet—” I hear you warn as you pull your long finger back out of my asshole and reach back down to the crop lying on the floor.


  “Now, I’m going to fuck you, Daddy…and then, when I’m through fucking you, I’ll untie you and you can fuck me. Do you want to do that, Daddy?” you grin at me as you lift the knobbed handle of the crop up to your mouth and wet it with your spit.


  “Yesssss—” I mutter anxiously awaiting my fucking.


  Awkwardly sitting in the chair with my legs sticking straight up, my bare feet waving in the air above my head and my ass vulnerably exposed, I watch you lower the crop down to my ass. Although I can’t see it, I can feel the hard, wooden knob brush against my cringing asshole as you smile and look down at it.


  “You like to have your asshole fucked, Daddy?” I hear you ask as you center the rounded tip of the handle on the pucker of my asshole.


  “Do you?” I groan as I feel the pressure building against my anus.


  “Yes, Daddy, I like to take it up the ass,” you smile, looking back up at me as I feel the knob of wood stretching me open and begin to force its way inside my ass. “What do you think about that, Daddy? Does it disgust you to know that your sweet, little girl likes to take a cock up her tight, little ass?”


  “No, no…” I groan as the wooden knob pushes deeper.


  Then I wince as I feel a twinge of pain when the big protuberance on the end of the handle pierces my ass.


  “Did that hurt daddy’s little poopie?” you grin as you hold onto the crop by its shaft and push the handle deeper inside my ass.


  “No—Yes—a little—” I mutter.


  “Good,” I hear you cackle as you push it deeper and I feel the knob find the bulge of my prostate. As it rubs across my prostate, another sizzle of pleasure shudders through my cock making it twitch again.


  “Oh, did that feel good, Daddy?” I hear you purr as you grin and roughly thrust the handle into my ass all the way up to its hilt. As you do, it stings a little, but every time I feel it rub across my prostate the pleasurable feelings override the pain. I am overwhelmed by the sheer perversion of it all as you begin to fuck my ass with deep, hard thrusts sending the crop raking across my prostate and into me all the way up to the hilt on ever plunge.


  “You like that, Daddy?” I hear you huff while you continue pump it into my ass.


  “Yesssss—” I groan as I feel the burn down inside my balls growing hotter and hotter.


  I was fighting to hold back the oncoming eruption, but I was slowly losing the battle as you savagely pumped the crop in and out of my ass.


  “I’m gonna come, Marie—” I grunt, straining to hold back.


  “No—No, you’re not—” I hear you growl as you roughly jerk the crop out of my ass.


  “Ouch,” I wince as I feel the big, round knob pop out of my widely-stretched anus then watch you toss it on the floor by the chair.


  “You want to fuck me now, Daddy?” you whisper as you clutch hold of my uplifted legs and pull yourself up onto your high heels in front of the chair.


  “Oh, God—yesssss—” I whimper watching you reach up to my ankles as they wave in the air above my head. Hopefully watching, I see your long, graceful fingers working on the knot in the black, velvet rope that was wrapped around one of my ankles.


  All of a sudden I feel the rope go slack and my legs almost drop but I catch them and slowly lower them placing my bare feet on the floor just outside your black high heels. As I do, you step back and bend down, making your gorgeous tits swing and sway while they bang and bump against one another. I feel your fingers on my other ankle and moments later I feel you pull the black, velvet rope off it.


  Then I see you grin as you grab hold of my thighs to support yourself and push back up onto your high heels in front of me.


  “Untie my wrists,” I groan as you stand in front of me looking down at me with a teasing smile on your pretty lips.


  “What are you going to do when I untie you, Daddy?” I hear you murmur, your sultry voice barely above a whisper as you spread your long, lovely legs apart and straddle mine.


  As I breathlessly wait, you splay out your knees and inch up my legs until your wet, little cunt is rubbing against my stiff, jutting cock.


  “I’m going to fuck you silly,” I groan as you slowly work your hips up and down while you paint the underside of my cock with your hot, sticky juices. Then you shove a big, soft breast against my face. Searching with my lips, I quickly find the hard, stiff nipple sticking out of the center of your breast. Then I purse my lips around the rubbery nib and bite.


  “Ouch—” you squeal as you jerk your breast back away from me. “Why did you do that?” you ask me as you finger your spit-covered nipple.


  “Please stop teasing me, Marie—” I whimper. “I want to fuck you—”


  “Daddy is such a mean, little boy,” you pout as you push up higher making sure you keep your breasts out of my reach.


  “And you’re a prick-teasing bitch—” I hiss.


  Impatiently waiting, I watch you reach down to my cock and push it back until its big, swollen head is brushing against the dangling lips of your hot, little cunt. Holding onto my cock to keep it from slipping to the side, you slowly splay out your knees and ease your pussy down onto the head of my cock.


  “Oh, God,” I groan out as I feel the moist warmth of your pussy slowly envelop the head of my cock.


  “Does that feel good, Daddy?” you tease, stopping, only allowing the head to slip inside you.


  “Yessssssssss—” I hiss, curling my hips up and trying to push deeper inside your clutching warmth.


  Then suddenly, your knees splay out and you drop, taking the entire eight inches of my cock up inside your hot, tight cunt. I’ve never felt anything like it, but I barely had time to enjoy it as you abruptly pushed back up and my hard, stiff, juice-drenched peter flopped back out of the weeping hole between your legs.


  “Did that feel good, Daddy?” I hear you murmur as you step backward until you un-straddle my legs.


  “Damn it, Marie, stop teasing me—” I groan as I watch you go clacking around the side of the chair.


  “Patience is a virtue, Daddy,” you tell me as I feel your fingers on the rope wrapped around my wrists.


  “Whoever made up that saying didn’t know you, Marie—” I complain.


  “You’re so sweet, Daddy—” you murmur as I finally feel the rope drop off my wrists.


  Rubbing my wrists to return the circulation, I stagger to my feet knocking the chair over in the process. I have used every last ounce of my patience as I reach out, grab hold of you by the waist and fling you on the bed.


  You land on your back and your legs instantly fly apart to expose the wet, fleshy wound between them. Almost in a panic, I scramble up onto the bed and up between your outstretched legs.


  “Years I’ve waited for this—” I groan as I crouch over you and watch you grasp hold of me and guide me down to the drooling void between your legs.


  “Yes, Daddy, fuck your little Baby—” you gurgle out and I feel the head of my jutting penis brush against your moist meaty cunt. Easing forward, I curl my hips forward, letting you seat the head of my cock into the wet, slippery opening of your sex. Once it is seated, I lunge forward and drive down into tight, clutching warmth stopping only when our loins loudly smack together at the bottom of the lunge.


  This is what heaven would be if there were such a thing, I deliriously revel.


  “Dadieeeeeee—” I hear you gurgle as you clutch yourself down around my deeply-buried cock. It feels like a tight, silk glove with a thousand clutching fingers is wrapped around my cock as you absorb me into your womb. I’ve never felt a tighter pussy. It is the same tiny, tight pussy I should have been allowed to indulge in when you were a girl, I hallucinate. I am lost in the rhapsody of the moment as I look down into the face of the prettiest woman on earth—in the universe—in the whole solar system.


  I am King—I am God! And you are my Queen!


  “Fuck me, Daddy—Fuck your whore Daughter—” you whimper, your stockinged thighs clamping against my waist as you lift your legs and drape them across my back. The passion of the moment is almost overpowering as we lay with our loins interlocked while we stare into each other’s eyes.


  “Daddy—” you groan out as I feel you clasp my head between your hands and pull my face down to yours. As our lips gently touch, the kiss grows into an open-mouthed, tongue-slashing embrace. I am almost afraid to move. Afraid that if I do, it will break the fiery, all consuming passion of the moment.


  Then I feel the sharp tips of your high heels tic against my quivering ass as our lips finally break apart with a loud, wet slurping sound.


  “Fuck me—Daddy—” you hiss as you dig your heels in deeper.


  “Oh, God, Marieeeeee—” I groan out, jerking back and them ramming my cock down into your clinging warmth as deep as it will go.


  “Yessssss—” you hiss as your hands curl around my waist and you begin to push and pull on me, trying to make me fuck you.


  I am a ruined man I tell myself as I begin to rock back and forth above you, driving in and out of the clutching wetness between your splayed-out legs. Now that I have tasted the succulent fruit of your loins, no other fruit will ever satisfy my sick cravings and cure the sickness that fills my heart. I knew this would happen, but I hadn’t cared. Now I was desperately and hopelessly in love with the one woman in the world that I had no right to love in this way.


  But now it was done. There was no turning back. Nothing could unravel the wicked tangle of depravity we found ourselves entangled in. We were doomed!


  As I pounded into you, over the sick, vulgar sounds of our groins slapping together, I could hear the cacophonous creaking of the bedsprings joining in to create a melody of our lovemaking. This song of love was joined by the soft pants you were making every time our bodies crashed together and my grunts as I drove into you with wild abandon.


  Time had stopped and we were the only two people on the face of the earth. You and I, alone to carry out this horrific depravity against all of mankind.


  I could feel the hard knots of your stiff nipples scraping against my chest as your tits wildly floundered up and down in cadence with the rhythm of our fucking. Sweat was freely flowing off both of us dripping down onto the sopping bedding below us but nothing could stop us now as we blundered on into the fiery amalgamation of our incestuous coupling.


  The years of frustration and disappointment were melting away as we fucked our way toward that momentous moment we would finally be able gratify the sick longings that had festered away inside our loins for all this time.


  I want to come so bad. My balls are aching for release, but I can’t come. I won’t come. Not until I bring you the rush of pleasure you desire. I can feel your muscles tensing, tightening as you hold me tightly clasped between your quivering thighs.


  My hips and ass are a pink blur as I stroke into your with a fury I did not know existed. The bed is making threatening sounds as it wildly lurches back and forth. We are inching ever closer to the drop off and I knew that any second we would take the plunge.


  “Oh—Daddy—Oh—Daddy, Daddy—I—I—I—Ohhhhhhhhhh—” I hear you gasp as your whole body jerks and I feel the hard, round heels of your high heels grind against my quivering ass stopping me, pushing me deeper into the churning inferno between your legs.


  And then you scream as your whole body stiffens and you begin to twitch and strain against me. Your arms fly out to the side as your fingers claw at the bed sheets and your head twists from side to side slinging sweat everywhere. Your back arches up off the sweat-soaked sheet under it as you thrust yourself up against me. I can’t understand a single word coming from your lips as you grovel and toss below me.


  My Baby! My little girl! My sweet Marie! Watching you come and knowing that it was because of me made my heart swell up with a love for you so deep and profound, there were no words to describe.


  Suddenly I see your eyes fly open as you look up at me with a panicky, almost hysterical look on your grimaced face.


  “Come, Daddy, come, come in me—please—you have to, Daddy, please, please, please—“you beg as you kick your heels against my ass and your hands claw at my ass. “Please, Daddy, please, please come… come in me.”


  Hearing the need in your quavering voice pushed me over the edge and I felt an atomic bomb detonate down inside my balls. As the current of pleasure sparked through my spasming testicles, I felt my cock buck as a spume of cum shot up through my cock and out into your convulsing cunt.


  “Dadddieeeeeeee—” you scream out as the first gush of molten cum pours out into your cunt.


  My whole body was liquefying, melting down into my spasming, contracting balls as they pumped more and more cum down into your ravenous cunt. I could feel your cunt clutching at me, squeezing and milking, trying to suck out every last drop of my daddy cum.


  I had never come so hard or so much in my whole life. I thought something was broke down inside my spewing, spurting cock as it just went on pumping and pumping out more and more cum into you.


  “Yes—Daddieeee—yes, yes, yes—” you scream out again.


  Then it was over! I had no more to give. You had taken it all. You had taken every precious drop of my essence….
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  Part Three – The Spanking


  


  We lay unmoving for several minutes trying to catch our breath as the world stopped spinning out of control and slowly returned back into its orbit around the sun. I was dazed, confused. Then my limp, lifeless cock slowly slithered out of you and uselessly flopped down on the bed between your legs.


  Using every last ounce of my reserve, I roll off you and flop down on the bed beside you.


  “There is a God after all…” I mutter.


  I had never felt so used up. But still, I didn’t want to let you down.


  “So, what does daddy’s little whore want daddy to do now?” I asked when I was finally able to think again after my mind-blowing orgasm.


  “What do you want to do to your little whore, Daddy?” you ask me with a mischievous little grin.


  “Oh, I don’t know. Let’s see. What about this?” I grin leaning over and rummaging through the pile of ‘toys’ you had dumped out onto the bed earlier. I knew that the batteries in my toy would take a long time to recharge after already draining them twice, so maybe I could keep you occupied with your toys until that happened. “Like maybe this one?” I ask as I hold up a nipple clasp with a little gold chain and ball attached to it.


  “If you want, Daddy,” you murmur, thrusting your big tits out at me.


  While you watch, I squeeze the clamp open and then reach over to your big, saggy tit. Your nipple is still fat and puffy as I trap it between the pinchers of the clamp, slowly release the tension and let the tines squeeze down around the rubbery nub.


  “How does that feel?” I ask you as I pull on the little chain and stretch your nipple out from your tit.


  “It feels sexy, Daddy,” you croon, squirming, rolling your shoulders and thrusting your other tit out at me.


  “This one, too, Daddy,” you purr, rubbing your tit against my arm as I search through your pile of goodies looking for the mate to the nipple clamp clinging to your other nipple.


  Finding it, I lift the clamp up and slowly circle it around the darkened cap tipping your breast. Then I squeeze the little, gold clamp open, spreading the tines, fit them around your big, puffy nipple and carefully let it close.


  “Why are your nipples so big and puffy, Marie?” I ask you, giving a little pull on the pincher and stretching the nipple out from your breast. “Does daddy make his little whore hot?”


  “Maybe, Daddy…” I hear you softly giggle as I give the clamp another tug.


  Letting go of the clasp, I let it hang down from your nipple as I reach over and search through the pile for something else.


  “Ah, here we go,” I snicker as I pull a clit clip out of the pile.


  “You want me to put that on, too, Daddy?” you grin, reaching for the clip.


  “No…” I smile, “I’m going to do it for you,” I grin back as I scoot down the bed until my head is even with your hip.


  Then as you watch, I grasp hold of your legs, spread them apart, lift one over me and settle down between them. As I do, I can see that my offering of cum is still slowly seeping out of your juicy, cum-slathered cunt.


  “You’re drooling, Baby,” I chuckle as I reach down and run my finger through the little stream of cum trickling down out of your pussy. Catching some of the cum on my finger, I lift it up and rub it across your lips. “Does daddy’s cum taste good, Marie?” I ask you as I watch you flick out your tongue and lick the jism off my finger.


  “Yum-yum, Daddy,” you giggle.


  “Let me taste,” I whisper, leaning down and flicking my tongue across your clit.


  “Ummmm, Daddy, do that some more,” you murmur.


  “Yeah, Baby, I want to make you nice and hard so your little clip will slip right on,” I tell you.


  “Yeah, Daddy, make your little whore’s clit nice and hard,” you groan rolling your hips and rubbing your clit against my lapping tongue.


  It hardly took any time at all before your clit was swollen and stiff as it jutted up out of its fleshy sheath. And now that it was nice and wet, too, I knew that the clip would slip right on.


  “Here I go,” I warn you as I spread the clit clip open just enough to let it go around your clit and inner lips. Then, placing the clip just a little higher than where your inner lips came together above your clit, I pinch your cunt lips together and pull them out. Slowly, I ease the clit clamp down around your clit and lips until they were trapped between the tines.


  Your swollen clit looked so fucking sexy and aroused jutting out of the clip. And now that it was all exposed like that, I was going to tease it to death


  “Does that hurt, Honey?” I ask you.


  “No, it feels sexy. But what are you going to do to me now, Daddy?” I heard you softly giggle as you spread your legs a little wider, opening yourself for me.


  “Maybe daddy will tease his whore’s poor, little clitty until she comes again,” I teased, flicking my finger back forth across your vulnerably-exposed clit. “Would daddy’s little whore like for daddy to tease her little clitty and make her cum…again?” I grin, reaching over and picking up the white, plastic vibrator you had used on yourself earlier.


  “Oh, yes, Daddy, Marie would like that. Marie loves to come… especially when it is her daddy making her come,” you purr, rolling your hips and rubbing your clit against my tongue.


  Lifting the vibrator over your leg, I twisted the end of it and it began to buzz and vibrate. Moving the buzzing vibrator over to your pussy, I slowly ran it up and down the goo-filled slit, brushing it over your lips and dipping it down inside the oozing opening at the bottom.


  “Put it on my clit, Daddy. Put it there and make your little whore come,” you grovel out, squirming and trying to rub your clit against the vibrator.


  “Like this?” I snicker as I rub the vibrating tip across your swollen, exposed clit.


  “Oh, God,” I hear you gasp as you wince away from the vibrator. “That is intense—”


  “Maybe a cock up your ass would make it less intense, whore. What do you think about that?” I asked you as I twisted the vibrator off and laid it on the bed while I reached over and retrieved the giant, black dildo you had fucked yourself with before.


  “Maybe this one?” I leer up at you. “Would Marie like this shoved up her hot, little ass?”


  “Yes, Daddy, yes. Fuck your little whore’s ass with that fucking cock,” I hear you growl out. “Fuck her in the ass with it.”


  “Maybe my little whore needs to be tied up again so she won’t run away,” I snarl, pitching the dildo down on the bed between your legs.


  “Yes, Daddy, yes, tie your little whore up so she won’t run away,” you whimper as I push up onto my feet beside the bed.


  Reaching over, I pick up one of the black, velvet ropes, loop it around your ankle and tie it. Then I pick up the other one and tie it around your other ankle. While you lay watching me, I walk up the side of the bed pulling your leg with me, pulling it up over you as I loop the rope around the bed post and tie it. Then I step around to the other side of the bed and do the same thing with your other leg. Now you are lying on your back, nearly bent double as you look up through your spread, uplifted legs.


  “Wrap your arms around your legs,” I order you as I pick up a pair of velvet-lined hand-cuffs out of the pile of toys. You do as you’re told and I quickly lock the handcuffs around your wrists. Now you are once again at your father’s mercy as I pick up the leather crop we had fucked each other with.


  “Daddy’s little whore has been such a bad, little girl,” I grin, slapping the crop against the palm of my hand. “Maybe daddy needs to give Marie a spanking to make her mind.”


  “Oh, yes, Daddy, give Marie a spanking. She needs a spanking. Marie has been a very bad little girl…letting daddy fuck her like that,” I hear you gurgle out.


  “Did I say you could speak, Whore,” I grunt while I reach over and pull a ball gag out of the pile.


  “No, Daddy, you didn’t say that I could speak,” I hear you groan.


  “Then shut the fuck up,” I growl as I push the ball into your mouth, lift your head off the bed and wrap the strap around it. Then I snap the strap shut and drop your head back down on the bed.


  I must admit seeing you trussed up like you were and unable to stop me from doing anything I wanted to you gave me a charge.


  “How many shall I give her?” I ask out loud as I reach down and pick up the riding crop again. “Five—ten—twenty—thirty?” I ask as I draw back and pop you across your upturned ass.


  “No, not thirty—for thirty would surely mar the excellence of your sweet ass, My Dear,” I grin, drawing the whip back and bringing it down on your ass with a little more emphasis this time.


  “Decisions—decisions—” I cackle as the sound of leather striking flesh echoes off the walls for a third time. “I’m sorry, Marie, but I really can’t say that this hurts me more than it does you, Sweetie,” I laugh as I lash the crop across your bright, red ass for a fourth time. “Then again, you know what they say, Marie,” I cackle popping your ass for a fifth time. “Spare the rod and spoil the child.”


  I could see the look of pain in your big brown eyes as you vigorously nod your head up and down.


  I was really getting into it now and I put a little more behind each new slap as your poor, little butt was glowing bright red from the abuse.


  “Perhaps that is enough for your poor, little ass, Whore,” I grinned, stepping up the side of the bed until I was even with your breasts. “But maybe Marie’s titties need a little reminder too. What do you think, Marie?” I snickered, trailing the leather flap across one of your clamped nipples. As I did, I saw you frantically shaking your head from side to side as you stared up at me with wide-eyed apprehension.


  “What, you don’t want me to spank your nipples?” I leer down at you as the head-shaking grew more frantic.


  “Well, if not that, how about this?” I laugh, raising the crop and bringing it down on the upper half of your breast only missing your nipple by an inch or so. As I did, I saw that the crop had left a puffy, red outline just above your trapped nipple.


  I heard you moan as your head continued to roll back and forth while I lifted the crop up into the air above your breast again.


  Then the sound of leather striking flesh resonated off the walls as I brought the crop down on the bottom half of your breast, once again only missing your nipple by an inch or so.


  Another red welt rose to the surface of your skin as I slowly walked around the end of the bed, slapping the leather flap against my leg. The head shaking had stopped and I watched you follow me with your wide, fearful eyes as I slowly made my way around to the other side of the bed.


  “What’s the matter, Marie? You aren’t afraid of daddy, are you?” I ask you and see you nod your head up and down.


  “Oh, Dear me, look what I’ve gone and done. I’ve scared Daddy’s little Whore,” I grinned, raising the crop and sharply bringing it down on the top of your other breast, leaving another red welt to match the ones on your other breast.


  “I’m sorry, Marie, but everything must match,” I leered, bringing the crop down on the bottom of your other breast, missing your clamped nipple only by an inch or so.


  I could see the tears rolling down your cheeks and decided that you’d been punished enough.


  Strangely, I saw that all the excitement of disciplining Marie was rapidly recharging my batteries as my cock was firming up and slowly lifting up out from between my legs.


  “Now is Marie ready to have her little ass fucked?” I ask you as I pitch the crop down on the bed and pick up the big, black dildo. As I lift the dildo up to my mouth to moisten the tip of the evil-looking thing, I see you nod your head up and down. Smiling, I cover the pointy tip with spit and then spit out a big gob of spit on my fingers. Reaching down I smeared the spit all around the pucker of your tight, little asshole.


  “Daddy’s little whore has such a cute, little asshole,” I smirk as I run the tip of my finger around your asshole. Then I put the rounded tip of the dildo on the center of your little butt hole and begin to push. When I push, I watch the little circle of ribbed flesh begin to stretch as the dildo spreads you open and slowly slides inside the tight pucker.


  “Does that feel good, Whore?” I ask you as I continue to push and watch the dildo slide down into your tight, little asshole.


  Again your head nods up and down as I grin and shove the thing deeper inside your ass. Now I had at least half of the giant dildo in your ass as I reach over and pick up the vibrator. Twisting it on, I rubbed the vibrating tip against your clit as I began to slowly fuck your ass with the big, black dildo. There was just something so nasty, so evil, so sinister about watching the black cock sliding in and out of your lily-white ass.


  “Mmmmmmm…” you groan and I can see the muscles in your belly beginning to tighten up. It is getting harder to push the dildo in and out of your asshole as the sphincter clutches down around it tighter and tighter.


  “Is my Little Whore going to come?” I ask you as I pump the dildo in and out of your ass, pushing it in a little deeper on every thrust.


  I hear another groan escape out around the ball as you enthusiastically nod your head up and down.


  Then, all of a sudden, you jerk as a squirt of juice spurts out of your cunt and splashes down on the big, black dildo sticking out of your ass. You are making weird choking sounds as your body trembles and strains against the ropes. But the velvet rope holds, keeping you securely tied to the bed while I continue you fuck your ass with the big, black cock.


  At last you’re done as you go limp and slouch back down on the bed.


  “Was that good for you, Whore?” I ask you as I slowly pull the cock out of your ass and pitch it over with the other toys.


  Your head weakly nods up and down as I twist off the vibrator and lay it down beside the dildo.


  Then I gently pinch the lips of your pussy together and ease the clip off your retreating clit as it slinks back inside its protective hood.


  “What shall we do now?” I ask you leaning down over the end of the bed and crawling up over you. All the spanking and watching your sweet, little ass getting fucked has totally recharged my batteries and now my evil cock is hard and stiff, sticking straight up in the air. But now I am at a loss. I don’t know which hole I should fuck next.


  “Which hole should I fuck, Marie?” I grin, running my fingers down over your pussy and then across the pucker of your asshole. “This one?” I ask pushing a finger into your asshole and then pulling it back out. “Or this one?” I ask you as I shove two fingers into your pussy.


  “They both look so inviting, so tempting…” I grin as I slowly fuck your juicy, little cunt with my fingers. “But this one,” I leer pulling my cream-covered fingers out of your pussy and pushing them into your tight, little ass hole, “this one is so tight.”


  Finally I make up my mind. Pushing up onto my feet, I crouch over you and grab hold of my stiff, hard cock. Bending it down, I rub it up and down the juice-smeared slit of your pussy until the big, purple head is drenched with your slippery juices. Then, with an evil leer, I push it down the crack of your hot, little ass until the lubed tip is pressing against the center of the pucker of your tight, little asshole.


  “I choose this one—” I grunt and jerk my hips forward. For a moment, your asshole resists, but the force behind my thrust quickly overcomes the resistance and all eight inches of my cock goes sliding down into your ass in one forceful lunge.


  I hear a soft groan escape out around the red ball in your mouth, but I ignore it as I begin to fuck your ass with deep, teeth-rattling strokes driving in balls deep on every thrust. Holding onto your uplifted legs to gain leverage for my assault on your ass, I watch your big tits flounder up and down so wildly, your clamped nipples are almost slapping up against the bottom of your chin.


  I could fuck your tight, little asshole all day long, but it is so hot and tight, I can already feel another blow coming on.


  “I’m gonna come, Whore—” I grunt out between clenched teeth. “Daddy’s gonna come in your sweet, little ass, Slut. Do you want daddy to come in your ass, Marie?”


  I can see that you are frowning as you nod your head up and down frantically.


  “Gonna come—gonna come—here it comes—” I chant as I slam into your ass as deep and hard as I can.


  Suddenly, I feel my balls erupt as my cock kicks and a gooey spume of thick, creamy cum gushes out into your bowels. As it did, it must have triggered something inside you as I felt your tight, clutching asshole clamp down around my spurting, spewing cock so tight, it thought it was going to cut it in two. I could see the tendons in the backs of your legs jutting out as you strained against the ropes and thrust your ass back against me.


  “Mmmmmmmmm—” you groan out and suddenly my belly and balls are covered with your hot, sticky cream as it comes spurting out of your convulsing cunt. As my peter continues to fill your bowels with my load, I watch as you shiver and tremble your way through orgasm after orgasm. I don’t know how many you had before I was finished and had no more cum to share with you.


  Suddenly, I feel you go limp. Jerking back, I pull out of your widely-stretched asshole and watch as it slowly shrinks back to normal while a trickle of cum runs out of your abused anus and drips down onto the sheets below. More and more of the creamy goo trickles out as your little asshole slowly shrinks back down on itself until it finally closes trapping what little cum that was left inside it.


  It felt like your tight, little asshole had sucked my balls inside out one more time. I could barely stand up as I slipped off over the foot of the bed. Unlocking the handcuffs, I untied you and let your legs drop back down onto the bed. Pulling the spit-covered ball out of your mouth, I watch you swallow a few times before your spoke.


  “Wow, Daddy, that was fucking awesome,” I finally heard you tell me…


  We spent the rest of the week trying to find new and different ways to fuck and when the week was over, we knew that there had to be more…


  I don’t even remember how Emily’s name came up. Something about how difficult it was going to be once Emily was back. Then something about how you’d never done it with another woman. Something about you wondering what it would be like…
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  Part Four – Mommy Dearest


  


  


  It was Emily’s birthday and we had decided that was as good a time as any. We were going to surprise her with a birthday gift she would never expect to receive…we were going to give her you, her daughter, Marie for her present.


  Our plan was for me to take your mother out, wine her and dine her and give her the diamond necklace that I had bought for her birthday. And while I was doing this, you were going to sneak in and get our bedroom ready for the event. You would hide in the closet while I brought Emily up to the bedroom blindfolded. I would tell your mother that I had to undress her and get her to submit to being tied up as I told her it was the last part of her birthday gift.


  Now Emily was no prude when it came to sex and I was pretty sure she would go along with the first part of the plan as we occasionally dabbled in a little light BDSM.


  Once I had her all trussed up, then you were going to sneak out of the closet and get to know your mother in a close and personal way.


  Knowing that you were hiding in the closet watching added an element of excitement that I’d never experienced before as I led Emily into our bedroom. I had explained that I had a surprise birthday present for her and she needed to be blindfolded so that she couldn’t see it until I was ready to show it to her.


  Leading Emily over to the bed, I saw that you had the contents of your bag of tricks spread out in neat, little rows on the nightstands on each side of the bed. And there were several unlit candles spread around the room. Smiling at your handiwork, I turned Emily around to face away from me. Reaching up, I started to unbutton her blouse.


  “What are you doing? I thought you were going to show me my birthday present,” I heard Emily suspiciously ask as I unbuttoned another button.


  “You have to be undressed for your present,” I grinned, leaning down and nibbling up her long, slender neck to her ear.


  “Why?” I heard her laugh. At least she’s going along with it, I smiled to myself and unbuttoned another button.


  “You’ll see,” I laughed, pushing the last button through its button hole. Pushing my fingers under the edges of her blouse, I gently pushed them apart and let it slide down off the slope of her shoulders. As I did, Emily straightened her arms out and caught her blouse before it could drop to the floor in front of her.


  “Just what kind of present did you buy me, Jim?” I heard her ask as I took the blouse from her and pitched it across her vanity bench in front of her vanity.


  “I didn’t buy it,” I told her. “I made it,” I told her as I pinched the clasp of her brassiere between my fingers and thumbs and unfastened it. Then as the bra sprang apart, I could feel her heavy tits sagging down against it. Letting go of the straps, I watched the frilly, little bra go sliding down her arms where she caught it.


  “Made it?”


  “Yeah, I made it,” I chuckled.


  Taking her bra from her, I pitched it on top of her blouse and reached around her to cup her big, heavy breasts in the palms of my hands.


  “Have I told you how pretty your big, beautiful breasts are lately, Hon,” I murmured, pinching and tweaking the big, rubbery knobs jutting out of their darkened tips. While I did, I leaned down and nibbled on her ear as I ground my steel-hard cock up and down the crack of her abundant ass.


  “Yes, you have,” she softly giggled leaning back against me and rubbing her ass against me. I think I was even harder than I’d been that first time with you, if that was possible. “Oh, my, someone has a stiffy…” I heard her laugh. “Is that my present?”


  “Part of it,” I grinned to myself, easing her tits back down onto her chest and running my hands down over her taut, firm belly.


  Feeling my way around the waistband of her skirt, I found the button holding it together and unbuttoned it as I looked over at the closet and saw you peeking out. Winking, I let your mother’s short skirt go whispering down her legs where it landed in a muddled heap covering her high heels.


  I saw you watching as I slipped my hands down under the elastic waistband of Emily’s panties and stretch it out. Then, smiling at you, I slowly kneeled down behind Emily, pushed her panties down over her hips and down her long legs that were encased in sheer, black thigh high nylons.


  Emily had a beautiful butt. Big, pale globes of silken ass without a blemish anywhere to be seen. I couldn’t resist the temptation to kiss them as I leaned forward and tenderly placed a soft, lingering kiss on each plump, smooth cheek.


  Then, reaching down, I lifted her foot, making sure not to dislodge her high heeled pump and slipped her skirt and panties off over the stiletto heel. Setting that foot back down, I picked up her other foot and eased it out of her skirt and panties before setting it back down on the floor.


  Picking up her skirt and panties, I tossed them on top of her other clothes. Then I reached up, spreading my hand out in the center of her back, I gently forced her down until she was bent at the waist, supporting herself on her stiffened arms as she leaned down over the bed. Grabbing hold of her ankles, I forcefully spread her legs apart to bare the juicy, wet gash of pink peeking out from below her ass cheeks.


  “What are you doing, James?” I heard her laugh as I grasped hold of her hips and turned her just a little bit so that her butt was facing the door where you were peeking out. Then, I dug my thumbs down into the soft, giving flesh of her ass and slowly spread the cheeks apart to expose the little, pink rosebud between them.


  Looking over at you, I winked again and stuck out my tongue. Then as you watched from your hiding place, I proceeded to give your mother a rim job, letting my tongue play all over around the pucker of her asshole before stiffening my tongue and probing the rubbery ring.


  “My, my, James, you are such a naughty boy tonight…” I heard Emily purr as she leaned back, pressing her ass back against my probing tongue.


  Finally, I leaned back, grabbed Emily around the waist and pulled myself back up onto to my feet behind her.


  “When am I going to get my present?” I heard Emily ask as I slowly spun her around until her back was facing the foot of the bed.


  “Soon enough,” I grin as I forced her to sit down on the edge of the foot of the bed. Looking down at my tall; 145 pound wife with her 34Ds, 36 inch waist and 42 inch hips, I knew that I was one of the luckiest men on the face of the earth. I had two beautiful women that would do almost anything for me. What had I done to deserve such good fortune?


  Reaching over, I picked up one of the black velvet ropes that I had used on you only days before and kneeled down on my knees in front of my wife.


  Grasping hold of one of her ankles, I pulled it over, spreading her legs until her foot was resting on the floor by the leg of the bed. Looping the rope around the bed leg and Emily’s ankle, I tied a knot in the rope and secured Emily’s leg to the bed.


  “What are you doing, Jim?” I heard Emily ask.


  “Almost done,” I laugh, grabbing her by her other ankle and pulling it over by the other leg of the bed. As I did, I saw the fleshy, pink lips of her pussy were wetly clinging together and there was a tiny little stream of juice slowly seeping out of the bottom of her pussy. Quickly looping the rope around her ankle and the bed, I tied her to it.


  “Why are you tying me up, Jim?” I hear Emily ask with a little hesitation creeping into her voice.


  “You can’t guess?” I laugh.


  Admiring my handiwork, I reached down and gently fingered her cunt open and ran my finger up the cream-filled slit between her juice-covered lips. Lifting the finger up to my mouth, I made a loud, slurping sound as I licked it clean.


  “Mighty tasty,” I tell her, looking over and pointing at you as I ran my tongue around my lips.


  Pushing up to my feet, I step around to the side of the bed and grab hold of one of Emily’s wrists.


  “Jim—” Emily complained and I could hear the worry in her voice. “Uh, I think this has gone far enough—”


  “Just a little bit more, Em and you’ll be able to see your present,” I smiled, picking up a pair of handcuffs off the nightstand.


  Quickly snapping the cuffs around Emily’s wrist, I grabbed hold of her other wrist and presto, she is cuffed.


  “Jim, what are you doing?” Emily fussed.


  “You’ll see,” I smirk, pulling her arms out above her head and running a rope under the little silver chain that stretched out between the cuffs. Then I tugged the rope up to the headboard and tied Emily’s arms to it.


  “Uh, Jim, I, uh, I don’t know about this…” I hear Emily complain.


  Now Emily was lying on the lower half of the bed with her butt perched on the foot, her legs splayed out to the side and tied to the legs of the bed. Her arms were stretched out on the bed above her and her wet, juicy cunt was lewdly spread open, exposed and vulnerable, down between her long, shapely legs that were bent at the knees while her high heels rested on the floor.


  Now it was your turn to join in on the fun as I turned and motioned for you to step out of the closet. I don’t know what I had been expecting to see when you stepped out of the closet, but it certainly wasn’t what I saw.


  As I stood unbuttoning my shirt, I watch you step out of the closet. I see that your shoulder-length blond hair is braided into two pigtails with bright, red ribbons tied around them leaving about two inches of hair sticking out below them. Strangely seeing you in pigtails again reminded me of that little girl masturbating for her daddy. But today, that childish image was distorted by the red eye shadow you were wearing.


  Now you occasionally wore a hint of eye shadow, but today you had it caked on and there were specks of glitter in it, sparkling in the soft glow of the light coming from the lamp on the nightstand. It made your sexy, brown eyes seem even hotter, sexier, more alluring as you winked. You had used makeup to simulate freckles and a blush on the points of your cheeks. Your usual soft, red lip gloss had been replaced with a brighter, more sordid shade of red lip stick. Hanging from your ears, there was a pair of flashing, gold earrings with long, three-inch gold chains hanging down from them. At the end of each chain there was a sparkling diamond. The combination of the pigtails, freckles, make up and jewelry made for a weird dissimilarity between woman and girl.


  As my eyes slowly worked their way down, I saw that you were wearing a red, leather dog collar around your long, slender neck. And hanging down from the collar were four large, gold rings that wiggled and shook with every movement you made as you stepped toward me. And around your wrists, you wore a matching set of red, leather wristbands with more gold rings hanging from them.


  Then you stopped, pausing, basking in the reverent adoration of your father’s appreciative gaze to give me more time to take in the full extent of your finery.


  I saw that there was a sparkling, gold nipple clamp affixed to each of your big, puffy nipples. The pinchers were joined together with another tiny, gold chain that dangled down between your breasts stretching from nipple to nipple. And hanging down from each of the little, gold nippers was another three-inch gold chain with a diamond on its end. Matching your earrings, the nipple adornments jiggled and sparkled with each bobbing movement of your big tits.


  Around your tiny waist, there was more gold as a belly chain with more little chains and diamonds dangling down from it brushed against the nylon waistband of your crotchless pantyhose. The sheer, red pantyhose had an oblong opening in the front that framed your bald, wet, little pussy leaving it bare, naked and wetly glistening in the light. Then when you saw my eyes pause on your little bald beaver, you slowly turned to show me that like in the front, the back of the panties left the crack of your tight, little ass exposed, too. There were only two bands of red nylon stretching down over the round, firm cheeks of your ass cheeks to the nylons below. Then I saw the sparkling band of gold sticking out from between the cheeks of your exquisite little ass. It was the handle of a butt plug! You had a butt plug stuck up inside your hot ass! Who was this woman? This whore? This slut? And where had my sweet, demure Marie gone?


  As you completed your turn, my eyes swept down your long, beautifully-sculpted legs to the little red, leather anklets that were wrapped around your ankles. Like the collar and wristbands wrapped around your wrists, the anklets had several gold rings hanging down from them.


  Then to complete the conversion from daughter to slut, I saw that you were wearing a pair of five-inch, fire-engine-red stiletto heels. You were the perfect Forty-Niner playmate dressed in your costume of red and gold. And then I saw that your long, perfectly-manicured fingernails were even painted a bright, fire-engine-red to match your lips, nylons, high heels, and the red leather accouterments wrapped around your neck, ankles, and wrists.


  Yes, the transformation was total, complete and shocking. You were no longer my sweet, loving daughter Marie. You were now Marie, the whore, the slut. Daddy’s little whore-slut!


  “What’s going on?” I heard Emily ask from the bed as I watch you step around the room lighting the candles you had put there earlier. “What’s that?” Emily asked when she heard the clop of your stiletto heels on the floor.


  


  “Uh, nothing, be there in just a minute,” I mumble grinning at you, watching your fabulous tits bobble and shake as you move from candle to candle.


  Bending down, I shuck my pants and shorts down and off over my bare feet to let my stiff, rock-hard cock spring out into the open just as you finish lighting the last candle.


  “Jim—what are you doing?” Emily fussed, the concern in her voice now evident.


  Then I hold a finger up to my lips and reach down and pick up the ball gag off of the nightstand. Holding it at the ready, I crawl up on the bed, beside Emily’s head and grab hold of my cock. Smiling over at you, I slowly brush the head of my cock across Emily’s lips.


  “Open up, Darling…” I whisper. When I do, I watch Emily’s lips part in expectation. Being as gentle as I could, I quickly slipped the red ball between her lips, pulled the straps around behind her head and fastened them together.


  “Sorry, Dear, but it’s best you not talk,” I told her, turning to you and motioning for you to clop back toward the bed. All the gold and diamonds you were wearing were glimmering and sparkling in the flickering glow of the candles as I watched you kneel down on your knees between your mother’s outstretched legs.


  It was absurd…but exciting as hell.


  Pulling up the straight-backed chair that usually resided in your bedroom but had mysteriously appeared in our bedroom, I sit down to watch as I slowly stroke my hand up and down my steel-hard cock.


  Then I see your purse your lips and blow across your mother’s juice-slathered pussy. Emily’s excitement is evidenced by the little trickle of goo oozing out of her pussy and leaving a big, wet stain on the end of the sheet-covered mattress under her ass.


  Then I see you bring your pursed lips down on your mother’s swollen, jutting clit. I hear Emily murmur as you lovingly kiss the hard kernel of flesh and slowly twirl the tip of your tongue around it.


  “Ummmmmmmm—” Emily softly groans, her hips rolling as she squirms and pushes up against your twirling, fluttering tongue. I’d never seen anything like it. Mother and daughter intertwined in an incestuous tryst. If only Emily knew who it was that was doing this to her. What would she do? No matter what she thought when our little secret was revealed to her, there was nothing she could do about it. She was hog-tied and helpless. There would be nothing she could do to stop the incestuous defilement.


  Then I see you lift your head and turn toward me. Then you hold out your hands about a foot apart and point over to the nightstand. Grinning, I get up and tiptoe over to it. Then I watch as you point to the giant vibrator with the big, rubber ball on the end of it. Picking it up, I reach down and plug it in the wall socket. I turn to take the wand to you, but you point down again, this time at the big, black dildo that you had fucked yourself with on our first day.


  Still grinning, I pick it up, step back down to the foot of the bed and hand both of the evil implements to you. Sitting back down, I return to stroking my cock as I watch you flick the vibrator on to low and teasingly brush it across your mother’s clit.


  Another, “Ummmmmm,” came floating down from Emily as you hold the buzzing vibrator pressed against your mother’s clit while you lift the dildo up to your mouth and wet its tapered tip.


  Stroking my cock faster as I expectantly watched, I see you lower the giant, rubber cock down to Emily’s pussy. The contrast between the color of the black dildo and the pale pink of Emily’s pussy makes the whole thing seem even sicker and more degenerate. Gently, you probe the lips of your mother’s pussy open with the tip of the evil-looking thing then ease it down between the slippery folds of flesh and begin to push it inside your mother’s cunt. As you do, I hear the hum emitting from the vibrator kick up a notch as you move it up to the medium setting.


  As you do, I hear a soft, protesting groan from Emily as her hips squirm and roll.


  Keeping the vibrator pressed against Emily’s clit, you push the black, latex cock in deeper and deeper. As you do, I can see that Emily’s ass is squirming and fidgeting around more and more on the edge of the bed.


  Now I see that you have a good seven or eight inches of the big dildo inside your mother’s cunt. As you slowly pull back on it, I see the thick, fleshy lips of your mother’s pussy wetly clinging to the glistening, black cylinder of rubber. Then you push it back inside her and begin to fuck her with slow, deep thrusts while you keep the vibrator shoved against her clit.


  I can see Emily’s hands begin to clutch and claw at the air above her head as her big tits quiver and roll while she writhes and twists on the bed. Then as she struggles and strains against her bonds, I hear you kick the vibrator up to high.


  “Mpfffff-Mpfffff—” I hear Emily croak out around the little red ball, but you don’t relent as you fuck the dildo in and out of her pussy faster and continue to tease her clit with the humming vibrator.


  Emily’s hips are twisting and rolling as she tries to escape the torture of the buzzing, vibrating wand.


  “Eassssssse—” I hear Emily beg, but that only seems to incense you as you fuck her pussy faster and faster.


  “Come—Mommy—come—” I hear you blather out, giving away the ruse and revealing our twisted, sick, little secret.


  I hear Emily choke and gasp, but the ball prevents any decipherable speech. It looks she is too far gone to care anymore as she rolled her hips and thrust herself back against the loudly-humming vibrator.


  Emily’s whole body was beginning to stiffen and shake as her back is arching up off the bed and her head begins to twist from side to side.


  The evil glint in your eyes shows the depth of your depravity as you continue to pump the big, black dildo in and out of your mother’s pussy. I can almost feel the muscles around Emily’s cunt clutching down around the fake cock as she inches closer and closer to her release. Then you shove the dildo in as deep as it will go, let go of it, reach up and jerk the blindfold off her eyes.


  “Goddddddddd—” Emily finally gasps out around the ball as I see her hips begin to jerk and twitch. Her whole body is twisting, straining as she fights against ropes and cuffs, but there is no escape. Her big nipples sticking up out of her rolling, floundering tits looked so hard they looked like they would burst any second now. Her inner thighs are drenched in the thick, creamy juice flowing out around the big dildo.


  It seemed to go on and on, but at last the whimpers were getting softer and the twitches were slowly becoming less and less violent as Emily came floating back down from the height of her orgasm.


  As she did, I saw you flick the vibrator off and lay it down on the floor. Then you eased the big, cream-slathered dildo out of your mother’s slowly contracting, dilating cunt. As you did, I saw a gush of the cream ooze out of Emily’s pussy and drip down onto the end of the mattress in a long, stringy strand.


  I’d had all I could take as I struggled up to my feet. Stepping over behind you, I grab hold of your hips and jerk your sweet, butt plugged ass up in the air.


  Reaching down over your back, I push on the back of your head and shove your face down into your mother’s wet, gooey cunt. Then as I hear you begin to slurp and lap at your mother’s pussy, I lean back and take hold of the handle of the butt plug protruding out from between the cheeks of your delectable ass.


  Grasping it, I begin to pull. As I do, I watch the rubbery ring of flesh cling to it, seemingly reluctant to release its tight, grasping hold of the shiny gold plug. Pulling harder, I see the ring of muscles stretching, spreading as more and more of the plug squeezed out of the constriction of your tight-fisted anus. At last your asshole was stretched around the thickest part of the plug as I heard you make a soft, complaining groan.


  With one final tug, I feel the plug push back against my fingers as the gold ball seemed almost gush back out of your tight, stingy asshole. As it did, I watched the rubbery ring of muscles tighten back down on itself as it expelled the intruder out of your ass.


  Dropping the plug down on the carpet, I saw that your asshole was still stretched open, seemingly reluctant to close back down. As you continue to feast on your mother’s lathered pussy, licking, lapping and cleaning away the abundant juices flowing from her pussy, I lean down and ease my tongue down into the stretched opening of your anus.


  With your little asshole relaxed and stretched open as it was, I was able to get the entire length of my tongue down inside your ass as the sphincter slowly tightened down around the embedded tentacle. Twisting my tongue around inside you, I twirl it around for several moments before I slowly ease it out.


  Now your poor, little asshole was wet, lubed with spit and ready for its next exploitation. Grabbing hold of your hips, I jerk your ass up in the air as I move up between your legs behind you. Grabbing hold of my hard, stiff cock in one hand, I clutch hold of you by the waist to steady you. Guiding the goo-covered head of my cock up to your asshole, I center the rounded tip in the very center of the pucker. Grunting, I jerk my hips forward and impale your ass on the jutting column of rock-hard cock-meat.


  I hear you gasp as I drive forward, ramming all eight inches of my cock up your ass in one, deep, lunging thrust. Even though your tight, little asshole had been stretched to its limit only moments earlier, it was now once again tight and supple as it clung to my cock while I began to fuck your ass with deep, teeth-rattling strokes.


  Reaching up, I grabbed hold of your pigtails and began to jerk back on them, pulling you back on my pounding attack on your poor, abused asshole. The sick sounds of you slurping on your mother’s pussy and my belly slapping up against your upturned ass fill the room. There could be no greater depravity. Mother, father, and daughter all locked together in incestuous harmony.


  I hear Emily groan her way through a second orgasm as I continue to pump into your ass. I can feel your asshole tightening around my pistoning prick, and I sense that you are near too. I can feel the jism in my cum-filled balls bubbling and boiling as my big nuts slap up against your wet, empty, juice-drenched cunt on every deep, pile-driving blow.


  It’s only a matter of seconds now. I’m gonna blow. Sweat is pouring down my chest and belly drenching your butt as it ripples every time I slam into you. Your butt and the backs of your thighs are dripping with the secretions pouring from our bodies as we climb higher and higher.


  Then I feel you jerk as your ass begins to twitch and shudder. As you do, I feel your asshole clutch down around my cock like a dead man’s noose tightening around it, threatening to strangle the life out of it.


  That did it for me and I felt an atomic bomb go off down inside my flopping balls. Grunting I ram my cock into your ass as deep and hard as I could. Then it blew, spurting out thick, clinging gobs of cum deep into your bowels.


  I was coming in my daughter’s ass. Coming in my daughter’s ass while she was eating out her mom. How sick could we be?


  ~~~


  The next morning at breakfast, while the three of us were sitting around the kitchen table, Emily sprang a little surprise on us.


  “Marie, when did you say Ron was getting home?” I heard Emily ask you.


  “Uh, tomorrow, why?” you asked back.


  “Oh you know, I thought that now, since we’re all one big, happy family, maybe I’d give him a homecoming gift,” she smiled, looking over at me apparently to gather my reaction. “And then maybe the four of us could get together for a little good, old wholesome family fun,” she softly laughed.


  I nearly choked on the coffee I was drinking at the moment as I hadn’t been expecting anything like that.


  “What’s wrong, Darling? You look surprised,” she asked me. “Did I startle you?”


  “Uh, no, I, uh, I just wasn’t expecting that,” I told her, looking over at you as you sat looking at your mother like she’d just poured vinegar in your coffee or something.


  “You don’t mind, do you, Marie?” I heard Emily cooly ask you.


  I could tell that you were just as surprised as I was as you sat staring back at your mother in disbelief.


  “Uh, I, uh, no, I guess not,” you stammered.


  “Good,” Emily snickered. Oh, by the way, Dear, how big is he?”


  I thought I detected a spark of jealousy flicker through your eyes as you glared back at your mother, but maybe I was wrong.


  “About the same size as daddy…” you finally said, looking over at me and smiling.


  “Are you picking him up at the airport or did he leave his car at the parking lot?”


  “He left his car,” you tell her.


  “What time is due back?” Emily grinned.


  “Four o’clock. In the afternoon…” you say.


  “Good, I’ll greet him and give him his gift when he gets home,” Emily laughed, pushing up onto her feet beside the table.


  “Uh, what, what about me?” I hear you ask. “He’ll be expecting me to be there.”


  “I don’t know, Dear, but I suppose that you and your father could hide and watch, if you want. That would be fun, wouldn’t it?”


  I couldn’t believe how casual Emily was taking all this.


  “I’m looking forward to this. I’ve always wondered what Ron would be like in bed…and now I get to find out. Awesome…”


  I was floored. I certainly hadn’t been expecting that—


  ~~~


  The next afternoon, I took off work early and drove over to your house. I didn’t see your car, but Emily’s was parked in the driveway where you usually parked. I couldn’t park in front of the house like I usually did or it would give away Emily’s little surprise for Ron so I drove down the street a couple of blocks and parked. When I did, I saw that you’d parked your car around the corner and out of sight of your house.


  I felt like a frigging cat burglar or something as I went walking back up the sidewalk to your house. This was crazy and getting crazier by the minute. I wondered how Emily was going to go about the seduction of her son-in-law. Was she going to spring it on him when he walked in? Or maybe tease him a little? I couldn’t believe that she’d had her eyes on Ron all this time. Not that Ron wasn’t handsome and all, but I’d thought all along that I was the king of the hill in her eyes. Funny what can happen when you strip off the veneer and find out what’s underneath it.


  Walking up the walk in front of your house, I was debating on whether to just go ahead and walk right in or ring the doorbell. But I didn’t have to do either when you opened the door for me.


  “Hi, Daddy…” I heard you say.


  Well, you certainly seemed to be taking all this quite well, I thought as I stepped around you and into the house.


  “Uh, hi,” I mumbled back, suddenly feeling strangely nervous. “Emily’s here I see.”


  “Yeah,” you tell me as you close the door behind me. “She’s in the living room.”


  “This is crazy…” I whisper to you, wrapping my arms around you and planting a big, wet kiss on your lips.


  “Uh-huh—” you mumble into my mouth then step back.


  “Is that you, Jim?” I hear Emily call out.


  “Uh, yeah,” I call back, grabbing hold of your hand and walking down the foyer.


  “There you are…” I hear Emily say as we walk into the living room.


  “Uh, yeah, uh, here I am…” I mumbled, self-consciously standing in the middle of the room holding onto your hand.


  I don’t see anything unusual about the way Emily is dressed as she sat on the couch with a drink in her hand smiling back at me. A pretty white blouse unbuttoned down to the third button, a dark maroon skirt that struck her about mid-thigh, skin-tone nylons, and four-inch high heels. Looked like she had just returned from a shopping trip to the Mall. She was leaning back against the couch with her legs crossed, her drink in one hand and a cigarette in the other hand. Emily wasn’t a smoker, but she would smoke one when she was nervous. Said it calmed her nerves. That was the only indication of nervousness on her part and if you didn’t know that she wasn’t a smoker, you would have no idea.


  “Uh, you, you’re really going through with this?” I asked her, feeling like a bumbling fool standing there waiting for Ron to arrive. It was crazy.


  “Of course I am…” she laughed, making her big tits bobble and shake under the thin blouse.


  When she did, I realized that she wasn’t wearing a bra, and looking closer, I could see the slight bulges of her big, knobby nipples tenting her blouse. Not only was she not wearing a bra, she was aroused. Was she wearing panties, I wondered? The thought of my wife of twenty four years sitting there with no panties, no bra waiting to seduce another man was bizarre. I had never even considered that she might have the hots for Ron. And now not only did she have the hots for him, she was going to fuck him. Fuck him right in front of me. And Marie—


  Un-fucking believable!


  “I’d been trying to think of a way to make this happen for quite a while,” she smiled. “And then you drop the opportunity right in my lap. Thank you…”


  She didn’t have to rub it in, I irately thought. But I guess it was all my fault. If I hadn’t gone after you, then none of this would be happening. But, now that I had you, it didn’t sting quite as bad.


  Well, that’s not all true because I was still a little jealous of Emily, but it was all my doing as I stood beside you watching Emily sitting there, smiling back at us as she slowly bobbed her foot up and down. There was something almost hypnotic about it, listening to the soft pat of the insole of her high heel pattering up against the bottom of her stockinged foot.


  “Well, I guess we’ll, uh, go, go hide—” I uneasily mumbled. “Uh, when do you want us to come out?”


  “Let’s see,” Emily teased. “I’ll say ‘Jim, come out’ when I’m ready. How’s that?” she laughed, taking another drag off her cigarette and blowing a cloud of smoke at me.


  “Okay,” I mumbled, squeezing your hand, needing your reassurance that it was okay. You squeezed back.


  “You’d better be hiding,” Emily reminded me, glancing down at her wrist watch. “It’s almost time for him to show up.”


  “Uh, yeah…” I grumbled, feeling you tug on my hand.


  “Come on, Daddy…I have just the spot,” I hear you tell me as you pull me back toward the door. You don’t seem the least bit concerned that your husband is going to fuck your mother, which strikes me as odd. But I was the one who had gotten us into this mess.


  Stumbling oafishly, I caught my balance and followed you across the room and out into the hallway leading into the back of the house.


  “We can watch from here,” you whisper, closing the door to within an inch or two of the doorframe. Then, as I lean in to look out the crack, you nuzzle my cheek and give my ear a little nibble.


  “Isn’t this exciting, Daddy?” you quietly giggle, wrapping your arm around my waist and gently rubbing yourself against my leg.


  “Uh, yeah, exciting…” I mumble watching Emily sitting on the couch, puffing on her cigarette and slowly bobbing her foot up and down while we all waited for Ron.


  There was something surreal, bizarre, almost dreamlike about it all. It was almost like watching some cheap porn flick. But the three of us were playing the parts of the actors in the flick. Like I knew what was going to happen, but I didn’t know just exactly how things were going to play out to get there. I knew that Emily was going to get fucked. And I knew that Ron was going to do the fucking. I just didn’t know what would transpire between point A and point B. Like walking across quicksand, knowing you were going to sink, just not when—


  Then I felt your hand brush against the crotch of my pants and heard the silky rasp of my zipper being unzipped. When my fly was open, I could feel your fingers digging down into the opening of my shorts. I don’t know why I’d worn shorts in the first place. I knew what was going to happen today and they were just an inconvenience, but that was neither here nor there for the moment as I felt you finally drag my half-hard cock out through the front of my pants.


  It was hard, pardon the pun, to stay focused on what was happening out in the living room as I felt you fumbling with my cock, squeezing it, shucking your hands up and down it. But as you did, I saw Emily smile over at the crack in the door and slowly lift her leg off the other one. Then sitting with both of her high heels sitting on the floor, she deliberately spread her long legs apart and gave her short skirt a tug. And there it was for all the world to see. It was just as I had supposed. She wasn’t wearing panties and even from where I stood across the room, I could see the afternoon sunlight softly glinting off her wet, primed pussy. She was definitely ready for Ron.


  It made me wonder just how long she had been pining to get in his pants. Marie had met Ron her freshman year in college five years ago. So, if Emily had had the hots for him all this time, why hadn’t she done something to satisfy those urges? Maybe she had a modicum of restraint that I didn’t possess. I had let my corrupt needs override any sense of self-control I might have had. But as sick and twisted as it was, it was worth it, I told myself as suddenly I felt my cock enveloped in the moist warmth of your mouth. Fuck—


  Then I saw Emily grin, pull her skirt back down to conceal the glistening pink folds of flesh, kick her leg up and cross it over her other one again as if nothing had happened. As I stood listening to the soft slurp of your lips sliding up and down my cock, I thought I heard the front door open and close.


  “He’s here—” I whispered, stepping back and pulling my spit-lathered cock back out of your greedy mouth.


  “Honey—I’m home—” I heard Ron call out as you pushed back up onto your high heels beside me.


  ““I’m in the living room, Dear—” I heard Emily answer him as she stubbed her cigarette out in the ashtray.


  Silence—


  Then I saw Ron’s head peek around the door. “Uh, Mrs., uh, Emily? Uh, where’s Marie?” I heard him stammer as he guardedly stepped into the living room pulling his suitcase along behind him.


  “Oh, she and Jim are watching a play…” Judith told him, smiling and slowly bobbing her long leg up and down as she took a sip on her drink. “I told Marie that I would take care of you for her until she got back home…”


  “Uh, oh, I, I see…” Ron mumbled, but I could see that he definitely didn’t see because he was too busy checking out the vast expanse of pale, creamy, nyloned thigh that Emily was showing off with her legs crossed like they were.


  “Did you have a good flight?” Emily asked him, reaching over and shaking out another cigarette as she continued to Bob her foot up and down.


  “Uh, fine, just fine…” Ron mumbled.


  “Cigarette?” Emily asked him.


  “Uh, I don’t smoke…didn’t know you did,” he told her standing, watching her, nervously holding onto the handle of his luggage.


  “Occasionally…” Emily smiled, lighting her cigarette and blowing a little cloud of smoke in his direction.


  The up and down movement of Emily’s high-heeled foot was growing more pronounced, quicker and as it did, I could see the hem of her skirt inching higher, revealing more and more pale, creamy thigh, which hadn’t escaped Ron’s notice either.


  “So…” Emily smiled, tapping the cigarette on the ashtray and smiling up at Ron, “I told Marie that I would take care of you when you got home…” Emily purred, resting her hand on her leg, slowly drumming the tips of her fingers. “Is there anything you want?”


  “Uh, no, uh, I guess not…I had a sandwich on the flight,” he told her.


  “You’re sure…there’s not something you want?” Emily smiled, slowly lifting her leg, swinging it off the other leg, spreading them just enough to give Ron a brief, but telling flash of the bare, pink flesh between them.


  Looking up at Ron’s face, I saw that Emily’s little display hadn’t gone unnoticed as Ron’s cheeks now had a nice, rosy glow to them.


  “Uh, like, like what?” Ron stumbled.


  “Oh, I don’t know…anything come to your mind?” Emily smiled, spreading her legs apart a little wider and slowly running her hand down her thigh.


  It was obvious that Ron was nervous as he took a quick, suspicious glance around the room. Leaning back so he wouldn’t see us, we waited a few seconds before we peeked around the edge of the door again.


  Now I saw Ron’s suitcase standing out in the middle of the room all alone as Ron was sitting on the couch beside Emily. He had one arm snaked around behind her neck and his hand was resting on her nyloned thigh, just below the hem of Emily’s short skirt.


  “I can imagine how lonely you were on your trip. All alone in your room at night without anyone to keep you company…” I heard Emily purr as she laid her hand on Ron’s leg, about half way between his knee and crotch.


  “You’d better believe it…” Ron grinned, letting his hand slide down off her shoulder, ease up under her big tit and give it a gentle squeeze.


  I saw that Emily wasn’t fooling around as she lifted her hand up to his belt and quickly threaded it through its buckle.


  “I’ve always wondered what this would look like,” she whispered, fishing the tab of his zipper out of his fly. As she did, I saw Ron’s hand was slowly creeping up under her skirt, heading for the Promised Land.


  “Why didn’t you tell me…I would have shown you,” Ron told her giving her tit another squeeze while she eased his zipper down its track.


  “I didn’t know how you would take it,” Emily told him, spreading his fly open and digging her fingers down into the opening of his shorts. “Oh, my…” she murmured, spreading her legs wider apart as Ron had apparently touched home up between Emily’s outstretched legs.


  “What changed your mind?” Ron asked, pushing his hand further up under Emily’s skirt.


  “Things changed…” Emily whispered, struggling to pull Ron’s stiff cock back out through the opening.


  “What kind of things?” Ron asked, wriggling his hips to help Emily get his cock out.


  “You’ll see,” Emily chuckled, finally jerking Ron’s cock out into the open. “Oh, my…” she praised looking down at Ron’s stiff, jutting prick in obvious appreciation. Yes, Ron’s cock was every bit as big as mine…maybe bigger, I told myself as I stared down at the evil thing jutting up out through the opening in his shorts as my wife held in her hand .


  “You’re not disappointed?” Ron smirked, uncurling his hand from around Emily’s blouse-shrouded breast and reaching to the buttons running down the front of her blouse that were nestled down in the cleavage between her big tits.


  “Heavens no…why should I be?” Emily smiled, slowly working her fisted hand up the shaft of her son-in-law’s oversized organ. “Marie is a lucky woman…”


  What a crazy site. My wife of twenty-plus years sitting on the couch with her legs spread and her hand wrapped around Ron’s big, stiff peter while he had one hand shoved up under her skirt, his other hand busily unbuttoning the buttons running down the front of Emily’s blouse. I was feeling emotions I’d never felt before. Jealousy, envy, lust, excitement, disappointment were just a few. It set me back to know that my son-in-law had little care for me. Emily was my wife. His mother-in-law. Marie’s mother. But that certainly didn’t slow him down.


  And then there was you, standing behind me, your arms around my waist, your hands fondling my own erection, your big tits crushed against my back as you ground your pelvis against my ass and nibbled on my ear.


  “You want to fuck me, Daddy?” I heard you breathe into my ear in a voice so husky and throaty it gave me goose bumps.


  Fuck, yes, I wanted to fuck you, but that wasn’t part of the plan. Forgetting Emily and Ron for the moment, I spun around in your arms. Maybe we couldn’t fuck, but we could get ready to, I told myself, pushing your arms away and frantically unbuttoning your blouse. My fingers felt like tree stumps as I fumbled with the buttons and felt your fingers on my pants, unbuckling them, unbuttoning them, unzipping them. Years later, it seemed, I got your blouse unbuttoned and pushed back over your shoulders as our lips met in a bruising, crushing kiss. I don’t think I’d ever seen you so hot, so aroused as I shoved your skirt down off your hips and let it go sliding to the floor.


  My pants were around my ankles and you had already jerked my tee off over my head. It was difficult to step out of my pants without making a noise, but finally we were both naked as we stood grinning and looking at each other. I felt like a little boy doing something I knew was wrong, but not caring because I knew how much fun it was going to be. It was almost like going skinny dipping but only a hundred times more exciting, exhilarating, dangerous.


  Spinning back around to look out at Emily and Ron, I felt your naked, bare skin press up against my back. You were so soft and warm all over except for the two hard knots digging into my back where your big tits pressed against it. Your nipples were so hard and swollen, they felt like two big walnuts digging into my skin.


  Peeking back out through the crack, I felt a shiver of jealousy ripple through my brain.


  Emily was now leaning down over Ron’s belly and had swallowed at least half of Ron’s big, thick cock. She was blowing him. Blowing Ron. Blowing her son-in-law right in front of me. And she was really going at it, too. I could hear her lips slurping on the vile thing all the way across the room as her head bobbed up and down above it.


  While we had been busy undressing, Ron had gotten Emily’s blouse off and now her big, naked tits were rolling, heaving as she jerked her head up and down, impaling her mouth on Ron’s business while I watched on in an impotent ire.


  Was she going to blow him? Make him come. Make him come in her mouth? Blow him right in front of us? That would be just as bad as fucking him, I fumed. Worse in some ways. Ron had given up on his groping up under her blouse and was now leaning back against the couch, one hand lying on the couch, the other curled around the back of Emily’s head, pushing her down on him, trying to get even more of his cock up inside her slurping, sucking mouth. I could see the muscles in his legs tightening, contracting as he curled his hips up off the couch, pushing up into Emily’s mouth.


  I felt disgusted watching Emily working on Ron’s cock the way she was. It seemed rather obvious that she was enjoying it, too. Maybe not as much as he was, but the way she was going at him left little doubt that is wasn’t a chore for her.


  “Uh-uh, Mrs., Emily, Honey, better slow down—” I heard Ron pant. I could see that he was about to blow. The way his muscles were twitching, straining, I knew that an eruption was imminent if Emily didn’t stop.


  Emily’s head slowly stopped bobbing as she lifted it and let Ron’s spit-lathered cock slip out from between her full, red lips. As she did, I heard the loud, wet slap of flesh striking flesh as his fully-charged penis slapped up against his belly.


  “You didn’t want to finish in my mouth?” I heard Emily complain, sitting back up. As she did, I saw her big, saggy tits roll and sag back down onto her chest.


  “Yeah, but I thought you’d like for me to reciprocate a little first…” he smiled, running his hand down, pushing Emily’s skirt back up around her waist and cupping her bald, shaven mons. “Then we can decide where we want to spend it. Down here,” he told her, gently probing the soft, pink folds with his stubby middle finger, “or maybe here,” he mumbled, leaning over and giving Emily a probing, open-mouthed kiss on her lips.


  As they kissed, I saw Emily curl her hand around the back of his head and hold his lips against hers while they fervently kissed.


  I was confused by Emily’s actions. Was she really this hot for Ron? Or was she just trying to get under my skin for starting all this? She knew that I was watching, so maybe she was just putting on an act to make me jealous. If that was the case, she was succeeding.


  “This is crazy…hot,” I heard you whisper as you jerked your hands up and down my cock faster. “I wish they would hurry up and fuck, I’m horny…”


  “Me, too—” I whispered back, turning to the side, finding your lips with mine. Then I snaked my arms back around my hips, dug my fingers in, grabbing two handfuls of firm, tight ass and pulled you against me.


  When we finally broke the kiss and I looked back out through the crack, I saw that in the short time we kissed, Ron had managed to roll off the couch and was now on his knees crawling up between Emily’s splayed-out legs.


  “You like bald ones?” I heard Emily ask him, rolling her hips as he leaned down her.


  “Love ‘em…” Ron chuckled.


  “Just like Marie’s huh?” Emily teased, running her fingers through Ron’s hair as he leaned lower.


  But then he stopped and looked up at Emily.


  “Uh, how, how would you know that?” he wanted to know.


  Uh-oh, I think Emily just spilled the beans, I told myself. How would Emily know that Marie shaved her pussy, too? Unless she’d seen it!


  “We girls don’t keep secrets,” Emily laughed, cupping the back of Ron’s head in the palm of her hand and guiding him back down to the juicy, wet folds between her legs.


  Then I heard a loud, vulgar slurping sound as Ron apparently began dining on the succulent repast spread out before him.


  “Ummmmmmmm…” I heard Emily murmur as her head pressed back against the couch and her eyes fluttered shut. As I jealously watched, I could hear the soft slurping sounds Ron was making as he feasted on my wife’s juicy succulence. Once again I felt the disgust rising in my belly as I watched my son-in-law eating out my wife’s pussy not more than twenty feet from where I stood. It was insane.


  “Yessss-there—” I heard Emily hiss as both of her hands lifted to the back of Ron’s head, her fingers extending, pushing, and steering Ron’s lashing tongue to her sweet spot.


  Then I feel you sliding down my back, your hands on my hips, turning me to face you while I try to keep my eye pressed against the crack. Suddenly my manhood is engulfed in your warm, sucking mouth. How could it get any crazier? My wife sitting out in the middle of the living room getting her pussy mugged by her son-in-law while the boy’s wife, my daughter is on her knees in front of me blowing me? Ridiculous!


  Then I watch Emily lift her long legs up and drape them across Ron’s back, crossing them at the ankles as she trapped his head between her fleshy thighs. The slurping sounds are growing louder and louder as I see a frown forming on Emily’s brow. I knew that frown. It was the precursor to an Emily orgasm. I’d seen it thousands of times. She was going to come! She was going to have a fucking orgasm. Right in front of me…and you, but you wouldn’t see it because you were too busy trying to make me do the same thing.


  Now Emily’s muscles were tightening, straining, her fingers had turned into talons, her long, sharp fingernails digging down into Ron’s scalp.


  Suddenly, Emily’s ass began to buck up and down on the couch and I could see the muscles in her legs were hard and tensed as the round heels of her stilettos dug down into Ron’s back. Her eyes were clenched so tight, the crow’s feet at their corners were etched deep. Her face was flushed and she was making soft cooing sounds but most of them were covered up by the lewd, loud slurping sounds Ron was making as he ravaged her cunt and clit.


  Then, all at once, she collapsed back down on the couch, her arms falling down beside her hips, her big tits quivering and jiggling in rhythm with her rushed breathing,


  “Fuck-that was intense—” I heard her whisper as she slowly lifted her legs, one at a time and set her high heels back on the floor outside Ron’s knees.


  As I watched, she sat up and shoved a big saggy tit against Ron’s juice slathered lips. Wrapping her arms around his neck, she pulled his face down in between her tits, rolling her shoulders and making them bump against his cheeks as she looked over at where I stood watching and winked.


  I was still torn between jealousy and the thrill of watching, but Emily seemed intent on flaunting it. Was she trying to make me mad?


  After a few moments of this, she leaned back, pulling her tits back away from Ron.


  “Stand up…” she told him.


  Grinning like a drunken oaf, Ron grabbed hold of the couch and quickly pushed up onto his feet in front of Emily.


  “Has he calmed down enough for me to play with him again,” Emily mischievously smiled, slowly licking her lips as she stretched out the waistband of his short and shoved his cock back through the opening in the front of them.


  “Yeah, I guess so,” Ron smirked running his fingers through Emily’s.


  “I wouldn’t want him to throw up or anything,” Emily teased him, shoving his pants down his legs as his big cock stuck out, pointing at her face, bouncing up and down while she struggled with his pants.


  “I’ll let you know…” Ron chuckled.


  I could feel my own juices begin to simmer as you worked your mouth up and down my cock. Putting my hands on your shoulders, I backed my charged cock out of your mouth. Then I shoved my hands under your armpits and roughly pulled you up to your feet.


  Turning you around until you were facing the crack, I nestled up behind you, wrapping my arms around you and cradling your big, soft tits in my hands. Squeezing and kneading them, I slowly worked my stiff peter up and down in the crack of your ass as I watched Emily lean forward and quickly suck Ron’s cock back into her mouth. I couldn’t see Emily’s face as Ron was standing in front of her hiding it, but I could hear her sucking on him. Then I saw her hands curl around his hips, grasping him, controlling the movement of his hips as he slowly rocked back and forth while he fucked her face.


  Come on, I fussed to myself. Quit stalling and fuck him. I was getting tired of standing there in the hallway watching them carrying on. If she didn’t do something pretty soon, I was going to push you down right here in the hallway and fuck you. They could just step over us if they wanted to get to the bedroom.


  Maybe it was telepathy, or sensory perception or something, but just then I heard Emily’s voice.


  “Why don’t we go back to the bedroom and get to know each other a little better…”


  “Sure…whatever you say,” Ron agreed, stepping back and reaching down to help pull her up onto her high heels.


  That was our cue as I grabbed up all of our discarded clothes and we went tiptoeing down the hallway. Being as quiet as we could, we slipped into the guest room next door to your bedroom.


  Our lips met while we breathlessly waited and a few seconds later we heard their muffled voices through the door as they came down the hallway. Breaking the kiss, I slowly kissed down your chin, onto your slender neck as I eased down, pausing to pay tribute to your stiff, springy nipples. Edging down onto my knees, I buried my face in between your legs as I felt them part and my tongue found the hard, swollen tip of your clitoris. Forcing back the fleshy hood with the tip of my tongue, I lovingly sucked and licked you, feeling your fingers curl down into my hair and press me against you.


  God, I loved your hot, sweet cunt. I loved the way it looked; the way it tasted; the way it smelled; but most of all the way it felt when it was wrapped around my cock. Why were we doing this? Why had I let Emily talk us into this? Well, she didn’t exactly ask me. She told us what she was going to do. We didn’t have any choice but to go along with her sick, little game.


  “Uh, Daddy, we’d better go…” I heard you whisper, pushing me back away from your sweet, little pussy.


  “Don’t you like me to eat you?” I mumble, taking hold of your hands and pulling myself back up to my feet in front of you.


  “Yes…but, I want to see…” she smiled.


  I couldn’t blame her. So did I.


  “Well, let’s go see…” I muttered, slowly twisting the doorknob and pulling the door open. Peeking out around the doorframe, I saw that they were gone and Emily had considerately left the door to your bedroom ajar. I was still a little uneasy about what we were going to see when we looked into the bedroom.


  Emily was still my wife and watching her getting fucked by another man, well, there was always the risk that Ron was a better lover than I was. That special bond that we had built between us over all these years was about to be tested. What was life going to be like after this? What would happen when it was all out in the open? Yeah, I was a little scared, on several levels.


  “Come on, Daddy…” I hear you whisper as I felt myself being pulled down the hallway toward the door to your bedroom. I can feel your excitement, your exhilaration, your curiosity. But I don’t feel the same. I am almost dreading it. Ron is twenty years younger than me. In better shape too. I’m beginning to wonder just what you saw in me anyway. I’m afraid Ron might outperform me and take both of you away from me…


  I don’t know what I was expecting to see, but what I saw was still a shock to my system. Emily and Ron were already in bed. Emily was on her back, legs splayed out to the sides, knees bent and Ron was up between them. The foot of the bed was facing the door and I could see the gorged, swollen lips of Emily’s wet, pink pussy were spread and ready for the evil, bloated monster descending down upon it from above. Ron’s cock looked like it was a foot long as Emily’s fingers were guiding it down to the wetly-glistening, slippery slit between the lips. His big balls were dangling down, almost obscuring the tragedy that was about to transpire as his muscular ass dipped lower and lower.


  Emily’s ankles were lying across the backs of Ron’s calves, hooked around his thighs. She was still wearing her stiletto heels and I could see the muscles in her legs were tightening, hooking him, pulling him down to the drooling pit between them. The mushroom-tipped head of Ron’s peter looked a big as a plum as it finally touched down. Then I saw Emily pushing on it, slowly working it up and down to coat it with the slippery secretions flowing from her over-ripened sex.


  It was surreal. I felt another jolt of jealousy fire off inside my head. He was going to do it. Ron was going to fuck Emily. Fuck my wife!


  But wait. That was only fair…wasn’t it? I had fucked his wife, hadn’t I? I had fucked Marie. His wife. My daughter!


  Then to my bewilderment, I watched the evil, barbed head begin to disappear down into Emily’s wet, pink cunt.


  “Yeah, Baby, all of it—” Emily whispered loud enough for us to hear as the muscles in her legs flexed, her heels tightening around his thighs and pulling him down into the hot, sucking hole between them.


  I couldn’t believe it. Ron was fucking Emily! My head was spinning. It couldn’t be happening. Ron was my son-in-law. Emily was my wife. They were fucking—Right there—Right there on the bed in front of me—


  “So fucking hot—” I heard you breathe into my ear as your hand curled around my cock and gave it a rough squeeze. Then I felt your hand on mine, dragging it over between your legs. Over to the wet, salivating softness between them. “Feel how hot I am, Daddy—” you whisper, shoving my fingers down into the weeping wetness.


  Then I heard Ron grunt and I saw the muscles in his ass squeeze tighter as he drove into Emily all the way up to his big, dangling balls that wetly slapped up against Emily’s ass.


  “Yeah, Baby—” Emily squealed, hooking his thighs and pulling him in deeper. “So fucking big—”


  I couldn’t think straight any longer. I was confused and baffled. I was just as big as he was. So why was Emily extoling the size of his penis? I was going mad! This couldn’t be happening!


  Now I was getting angry. She was just trying to make me mad. I’d had enough. Grabbing hold of you by the waist, I gently, but forcefully pushed you down onto the floor right in front of the door. Then I shoved your legs apart and crawled up between them. I saw you look over at the bed, then shove your hands down between your legs and find my jutting maleness.


  “Put it in me, Daddy,” I heard you whisper as you shove my cock down to your wet. slippery cunt.


  Roughly probing the slippery wetness, I slide into you. The instant I’m inside, I grunt and lunge at you driving myself into you all the way up to my balls. God, I loved your hot, sweet cunt. I loved the way it looked; the way it tasted; the way it smelled; but most of all the way it felt when it was wrapped around my cock. Like right now—


  Then I was off. I didn’t care about Emily and Ron anymore. I had you. My Baby. My sweet little girl. Emily could go fuck herself. And that’s just what she was doing, I crazily thought as I began to mindlessly fuck you.


  “JIM—COME OUT—” I hear Emily squeal from somewhere, but I don’t care.


  “Fuck me, Daddy, fuck me—” I hear you blather out, your arms and legs enveloping me, consuming me, moving with me as I drive into you with a passion I had never known. Only one thing matters now. You! You and me!


  Suddenly, I couldn’t control it as I felt my loins erupt in a conflagration of pleasure and joy. I was coming and I could feel you imploding down around me. Coming with me. WE were coming…


  ~~~


  Well, that didn’t go exactly like we’d planned it, I woozily thought as I slowly regained control of my senses.


  “Wow-Daddy—” I heard you whisper as I felt myself wilting down inside you. It had been the craziest, most amazing, most incredulous orgasm I’d ever had. I didn’t have any legs as they’d melted during the eruption. Melted and poured out into you like the rest of my insides. I was an empty shell. I couldn’t move as I suddenly came slithering out of you with a vulgar, wet slurp.


  Hours later, it seemed, I was finally able to look over at the bed. Emily was sitting there on the edge of the bed smiling at me. Her legs were spread and I could see a trickle of creamy white goo seeping out of her big, juicy cunt. From the floor all I could see of Ron were his feet as he apparently lay on his back behind Emily.


  “Well, that didn’t turn out the way I had it planned,” I heard Emily tell me as I somehow found the strength to push up off you and roll over onto my back.


  Then I saw you push up onto your elbows beside me.


  “How was he, Mom?” you asked.


  “He was fine, Darling,” Emily grinned, then looked back over at me. “But I think I’ll keep old Jim, if you don’t mind sharing him,” she laughed, making her big, saggy tits jiggle and dance.


  “Hey, don’t forget about me—” I heard Ron complain as he rolled over onto his side behind Emily, reached around her and grabbed a handful of tit.


  “We haven’t…” Emily giggled, pushing him down on his back, swooping down on his limp dick and sucking it inside her mouth in one swift gulp…


  


  The End
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