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  Andria’s Dream


  Chapter One


  Andria stood naked in front of the mirror studying herself. 5′4″, green eyes, dark brown hair down to her chin with big, droopy breasts. One of her friends had told her she had a “phenomenal ghetto booty.” Maybe I do need to lose a pound or two, she told herself reaching around behind and grabbing two handfuls of ass-flesh and giving it a rough squeeze. But, Arnie did so love her big ass and her big tits. What would he do if she lost some weight?


  “Andria, are you going to stay in there all day?” she heard her father ask through the bathroom door.


  Startled, Andria jumped, her arms instinctively covering her large, dangling breasts. It was strangely disquieting to know that her father was standing just outside the door, only a few feet away as she stood nakedly studying her body.


  “I’ll be right out, Dad,” Andria replied, cupping her breasts and giving her nipples a tweak. I wonder what dad would do if I just came walking out of the bathroom just like I am. Bet he’d have a frigging heart attack. I wonder if he’s been getting any since mom ran off and left him? Poor daddy.


  Wrapping a towel around herself, Andria pushed the door open and padded out into the hallway.


  “It’s about time,” she heard her father, Jack mutter as he stood looking at her. As he did, Andria couldn’t help but notice his eyes stray across the swell of her big breasts as they jutted out against the towel. “Your supper’s getting cold.”


  “Thank you, Daddy…” she murmured, turning and starting down the hallway toward her room. Feeling her father’s eyes on her ass, Andria swung her hips from side to side with a little more animation than was really necessary. What’s gotten into you, bitch, she asked herself? That’s your father you’re flaunting yourself in front of. I can’t help it, I’m just horny. I’ve got a date with Arnie and we all know where that’s going to end. That was one thing you could depend on. Arnie was always horny. Just like me, she laughed to herself.


  Hurrying so she wouldn’t make her father any angrier than he already was, Andria quickly dressed and went scurrying into the kitchen.


  “You have a date tonight?” Jack asked when he saw how she was dressed as he sat at the kitchen table with a bottle of bourbon sitting in front of him and a glass in his hand.


  “Yes. Arnie’s coming by to pick me up in a little bit,” Andria told him, sitting down at her place. “Don’t drink too much, Daddy,” she complained as she picked up her fork and started eating the meal her father had prepared for her.


  “I won’t,” he told her. “But what difference would it make anyway. There’s nobody around to see,” he said with a forlorn look on his craggy face.


  “Why don’t you go out on a date, too, Dad?” Andria asked him as she picked at her food. “I’m sure that there are plenty of women who’d love to go out with you.”


  “Yeah, so they can get a free meal ticket,” he complained.


  “No, Daddy. Not all women are like mom was. I’m sure that you could find the right one, if you would just look,” Andria said only to be interrupted by a blaring car horn coming from out in front of the house.


  “Damn it, Andria. You tell that boy if he wants to go out with you in the future, he’ll come to the door and knock like any civil date would do,” Jack snorted, tilting his head back and knocking down another shot of whiskey. “And don’t stay out too late,” he added.


  “Okay, Daddy,” Andria said, dabbing at her lips with a napkin before pushing her plate back and standing up.


  Picking up her purse, Andria went hurrying out to the car where Arnie sat impatiently waiting for her.


  “What took you so long?” Arnie asked as Andria slid up next to him.


  “I was eating supper,” she said, laying her hand on his leg. “And by the way, my father says that if you want to date me, you’ll have to come up to the house instead of honking your horn.”


  “What for?” Arnie asked, shifting into gear and pulling out onto the street.


  “It’s just impolite to honk,” Andria softly laughed, moving her hand higher and brushing her fingers across the bulge sticking out in the front of Arnie’s jeans.


  “Oh, really,” he snickered, holding onto the steering wheel with one hand as he reached over and groped one of Andria’s big tits with his other hand.


  “Really,” she giggled, pinching the tab of his zipper and slowly pulling it down as he drove along.


  “You really want to go to the movie? Or would you rather go out and check out the scenery at the lake,” Arnie grinned as he put both hands back on the wheel.


  “What do you think?” Andria laughed, digging her hand down inside his jeans and dragging out his cock that was already in the final stages of rigor mortis.


  “I think the lake,” he laughed as Andria leaned down over his cock and slowly sucked it inside her mouth.


  “Damn, Andria, what’s gotten into you, girl?” Arnie muttered as she began to suck and pull on his cock with her impatient lips.


  “You, I hope,” Andria laughed, pulling her lips off his cock, sitting up and leaning back against the seat.


  “I’ve never seen you this hot before,” Arnie grinned, turning off the road onto a path leading down toward the lake that lay glistening in the moonlight.


  “I don’t know what it is, but I don’t think I’ve ever been this hot before,” Andria told him roughly clutching at his cock and twisting her fist up and down it.


  The itch down between Andria’s legs was driving her crazy as the car bumped along the path.


  “I can’t wait to have this thing shoved up inside my hot, little cunt,” she whispered into Arnie’s ear as she nibbled and nipped at it with her teeth.


  “Me either,” Arnie grunted, slamming on the brakes and bringing the car to a shuddering stop under a big oak tree.


  Shutting off the car, Arnie turned and pulled Andria into his arms. Squeezing her tight, he found her lips with his as he shoved his hand up under her short skirt. As their tongues twisted and warred inside Andria’s mouth, she felt Arnie’s fingers find the leg hole of her panties and slip inside it. Then his fingers found her weeping wetness


  Letting out a soft murmur, Andria spread her legs wider apart as she felt Arnie slowly ease his fingers down inside her achingly-empty cunt.


  “You’re so damned sexy…” Arnie groaned as he began to work his fingers in and out of the hot, sticky hole between Andria’s legs in cadence with her hand as she roughly stroked it up and down his cock.


  “Let’s fuck,” Andria panted, jerking her hand off his cock and pushing open her door.


  “Yeah—” Arnie snorted, shoving his door open and staggering out into the humid night air.


  With his cock angrily slashing the air in front of him as it stuck out through his unzipped fly, Arnie staggered around to the back of the car and jerked open the trunk. As Andria stood by the car watching him, she was busily unbuttoning her blouse.


  Pulling out the folded blanket he kept in the trunk for just such emergencies, Arnie quickly shook it out and spread it down on the grass. Then his hands flew down to his pants and jerked them open. Shoving them down his legs, he hobbled around on one foot until he finally got them off. Looking over at Andria, he saw that she had her blouse off and was reaching behind her to unsnap her brassiere. Pausing for a moment to watch, he saw her big bra suddenly go flying down her arms as Andria’s giant breasts sprang out into the open.


  In the bright moonlight, Arnie could see that her big, bloated nipples were already jutting out swollen and hard.


  “Damn, Andria, I love your big, fucking tits. They’re fucking gorgeous,” he muttered, stepping over and burying his face down between them as he clutched hold and shoved them against his bristly cheeks.


  Thrusting her chest out at him, Andria felt his fingers find her big, tingling nipples. Tweaking and plucking her nipples, Arnie pulled them out away from her breasts as he licked his tongue up and down in the deep cleavage between her breasts.


  Finally letting go of one of her nipples, he quickly licked his way over to it and sucked it into his mouth. As he feasted on the sensitive nub, Andria dropped her hand down and found his jutting cock. Wrapping her hand around the rock-hard column of meat, she squeezed and jerked on it, twisting her fisted hand up and down it.


  “I need this so bad, Arnie. Please fuck me with it,” Andria begged as she put her hands on his chest and shoved him backwards. Dropping down onto the blanket, she rolled over onto her back and lay looking up at Arnie.


  “Fuck me, Arnie—Fuck me—” Andria groveled, reaching down and jerking her skirt up around her waist to reveal her skimpy, black panties.


  Arnie quickly dropped to his knees beside her legs as he reached up and dug his fingers down under the waistband of the tiny panties. Clawing at them, he pulled them down her legs and off over her high heels. Tossing them down on the blanket beside her, he reached down and roughly shoved her legs apart. Then with a lecherous grin, he crawled up between her outstretched legs and leaned down over her. Grabbing for his jutting cock, Andria grasped hold of it and shoved it down, aiming its big, pointy head down at the drooling gash between her legs.


  Positioning the tapered tip of his cockhead on the juice-slathered opening of her cunt, she reached up with her other hand and dug her long, sharp fingernails into Arnie’s clenched ass.


  “Fuck me—” she snarled, as she dug her talons into Arnie’s ass and felt it lurch forward to drive his cock down into her hungry emptiness.


  “Yesssssss—” she hissed, jerking her hand away from his cock and thrusting up at him to take every last bit of his six-inch cock down inside her cunt. With a grunt, Andria kicked her legs up in the air and wrapped them around Arnie’s waist. Squeezing her thighs around him, she locked her ankles and drove her heels into his lurching, bounding ass as he pumped into her with a vengeance.


  “Oh, God, yes, yes, yes,” Andria groaned out as she clutched and milked at Arnie’s pistoning cock with her cunt.


  “Oh, God, Fuck-fuck-fuck—” Arnie suddenly gasped as he lunged forward and drove his cock down into her cunt as deep as it would go.


  “No—no—not yet—I’m not through—I didn’t finish—” Andria cried out, but it was too late as she felt Arnie’s cock jerk and spurt out a thick, gooey gush of cum into her pussy.


  “Sorry-sorry-sorry—” Arnie wept as he continued to thrust into her while his cock bucked and jumped and pumped more and more creamy cum into her.


  She knew that it was over for her. After Arnie came he would lose interest in doing anything else.


  “Damn you, Arnie Scofield, I didn’t finish,” Andria fussed when Arnie’s cock finally stopped firing off down inside her pussy. “I wanted to come too…”


  “I’m sorry, I couldn’t hold it back…” Arnie guiltily mumbled.


  “Get off me,” Andria angrily snorted pushing at his chest with her clenched fist. “And take me home—”


  “No reason to get mad,” Arnie sulked, backing his softening peter back out of Andria’s cum-filled cunt. Reaching over to her panties, Andria bent one leg and slipped the toe of her high-heeled shoe through the leg hole and did the same with the other. She could feel Arnie’s thick, gelatinous semen slowly seeping out of her pussy as she quickly pulled her panties up her legs. The panties staunched the flow of cum as she pushed up onto her butt and stood up.


  “I’ll make it up to you next time,” Arnie mumbled pushing up to stand beside her. Then he reached over to try and give her a hug.


  “If there is a next time.” Andria angrily snarled shoving his hands aside. Picking up her blouse, she quickly pulled it on and began buttoning it. She didn’t even take the time to put her brassiere back on, deferring to shove it down inside her purse instead.


  The air inside the car was icily cold on the drive home and not a single word was exchanged.


  “I’m sorry-” Arnie told her for the last time as she shoved her car door open and stepped out in front of her house.


  “Bye—” she snorted, using all her strength to slam his car door shut. Then, in a huff, she stomped around the back of his car and went clacking up the walk toward the house. She heard Arnie gun his car and she turned and watched him drive off up the street.


  She was pissed. She’d been looking forward to an orgasm all day long, and now here she was high and dry with a pussy full of cum and nothing else to show for it.


  Unlocking the front door, Andria pushed it open and saw the dim glow of the television in the living room. Dad must be watching TV she told herself dropping her keys in her purse and setting it on the table by the door.


  Clacking out into the living room, she saw her father turn and look over at her with a perplexed look on his whiskered face.


  “You’re home early…” he said as Andria saw his eyes drop down to her big tits that were freely jiggling and bobbling down inside her blouse. As he did, she saw his eyebrows suspiciously arch up. “Something wrong?” he asked her as he stabbed the mute button on the remote.


  “It’s a long story,” Andria mumbled seeing that there was a bottle of whiskey sitting on the coffee table in front of her father.


  “I’ve got all night…” he smiled as he continued to suspiciously eye Andria’s tits.


  “Care if I have a drink?” Andria asked, stepping over to the bar and fetching herself a glass.


  “Uh, no, go ahead,” he said, reaching out and moving the bottle down the table to where she usually sat on the couch.


  “Thanks,” Andria told him, plopping down on the couch and pouring herself a drink. She wished that she had taken the time to put her bra back on, she told herself as she felt her big tits heavily tugging at her chest with every tiny movement she made. Quickly raising the glass to her lips, she tossed down her first drink and poured herself another one.


  “That bad?” she heard her father ask as she felt the warm glow of the alcohol begin to spread out from her stomach.


  “Let’s just say disappointing…” Andria murmured, taking another sip on her drink.


  “Does it have anything to do with your missing bra?” he asked dropping his eyes back down to her frolicking breasts.


  “Daddy—” Andria yelped, nearly choking on her drink as she turned and looked at him with a shocked look on her face.


  “Well, you left here with one on…and it’s kind of obvious that you don’t have one on now,” he told her as he continued to eye her breasts. “You’re too big a woman for that to go unnoticed.”


  Andria was stunned. This was so unlike her father. How much had he had to drink?


  “Do I need to have a heart to heart with this boyfriend of yours?” Jack went on.


  “No, no, Daddy. You don’t need to say a thing to him. I’ll take care of him myself,” Andria mumbled, taking another sip on her drink.


  “So it did involve him,” he accused.


  “Yes, Daddy. But it’s nothing I can’t handle myself. So, please, can’t we talk about something else,” Andria complained. The way he was going on about my missing brassiere, what would he do if he saw my panties, Andria wondered?


  “What would you like to talk about, Andria?” he asked her, reaching over and topping off his drink and refreshing hers at the same time.


  “You—” Andria declared. “I don’t like for you to sit home alone all the time. You need to go out and have some fun.”


  “What for? So some woman can walk all over me again?” he sneered. “No thanks.”


  “Daddy, I’m a woman, too. And I could never do anything like mom did to you to any man,” Andria told him.


  “I know that you’re a woman, Andria. I see more and more evidence of that every day, but you’re special, Honey. You’re not like your mom,” he said smiling as he reached over and put his hand on her thigh just above the hem of her short skirt. “But how many women are there out there that are as special as you?”


  This was something new between them. A curious, new sense of intimacy that she’d never felt toward him. It was almost as if her were reaching out to her for companionship. A companionship they both seemed to crave.


  “I bet there are plenty,” Andria softly said, letting her sadness creep into her voice.


  Then she felt her father’s hand lift up off her thigh and felt the back of his hand brush across one of her throbbing, sensitive nipples as he slipped her arm around behind the back of her neck. Was that an accident, she frantically wondered? Or had it been on purpose? What was happening, she asked herself as her father gently pulled her against him.


  “Don’t worry about me, Princess,” Jack told her giving her a gentle hug. “I’m a big boy. I can take care of myself…”


  “Oh, Daddy, I know you can,” Andria sniffed. “But I just want for you to be happy.”


  “Now don’t go and get all misty-eyed on me,” Jack told her as they sat looking into each other’s eyes. Andria couldn’t explain it, but something mystical happened in that brief moment. Something that would change her world and the world around her. It was if time stopped and everything began to move in super-slow motion. Their faces were only six inches apart and they began to slowly move toward each other. Closer and closer they came, but it seemed to take hours to cross that short distance.


  As her father’s face drew closer, Andria could smell the faint fragrance of his after-shave lotion. She could make out every stubbled whisker on his cheeks. Then their lips touched. Andria’s eyes fluttered shut, sparks flew as her lips parted ever so slightly and a roaring jet engine went screaming through her head. They were kissing! Her father was kissing her!


  Andria couldn’t breathe. She couldn’t think. Her whole world was centered on the tiny space where their lips touched as she felt the tip of her father’s tongue slowly ease in between her parted lips. It was the most sensuous, mind-boggling kiss she’d ever experienced.


  Then as her father’s tongue tentatively explored her mouth she responded with her own tongue. More sparks flew inside her mouth as their tongues touched and began to weave in a sinuous, twisting dance. As they kissed, Andria suddenly felt her father’s hand on her thigh for a second time, but this time it was lower. Just below the hem of her short skirt.


  Breathlessly waiting as they kissed, Andria felt her father’s thick fingers fumble with the edge of her skirt and slowly ease down under it. Oh, my God, he’s going to touch me, Andria’s reeling brain railed at her. He was going to touch her…down there. Her heart was in her throat and she couldn’t stop the instinctive movement of her legs as they slowly parted to open the way for him.


  This can’t be happening, she shakily thought as she felt her father’s fingers crawling higher and higher up over the soft, sensitive skin of her inner thigh.


  She couldn’t help herself as she felt her own hand drop down onto his thigh. What was making all this happen? Was it the booze? The unrequited arousal? Her feelings for her father? Something was making it happen and she was powerless to stop it as her hand, almost on its own volition crept closer and closer to the bulge jutting out against her father’s pants.


  They were both helplessly entangled in the web of raw emotions and feelings swirling around inside their fevered brains as the crept closer and closer to their catastrophic doom.


  Then Andria’s trembling fingers brushed across her father’s hard, jutting erection. He has a hard on, Andria’s hysterical brain screamed at her. An erection! Her father! It was mind-numbing knowing that he had an erection and she was the cause of it. He was hard…for her!


  She wanted to touch it. Feel it. Hold it in her hand. Feel it moving inside her. But she was afraid.


  Just then she felt her father’s stubby fingers brush up against her panty-covered pussy. Her heart stopped beating, she couldn’t breathe, her brain ceased functioning as she felt her father’s fingers tentatively exploring the damp crotch of her panties. Could he feel Arnie’s cum, she frantically wondered? Or did he think it was just her juices that were making her so wet and slippery? Then his fingers slipped down under the stretchy leg hole of her panties.


  Holding her breath, Andria breathlessly waited for his touch. Then their lips parted and Andria’s eyes fluttered open as she stared deep into her father’s questioning eyes.


  “Daddy?” Andria whispered.


  “Andria…” Jack whispered back. “I want you so much…”


  “Yes…” Andria whispered back knowing that what they were about to do was so, so wrong. But she couldn’t help herself. She wanted him, too. Wanted him enough to risk spending eternity in hell. She was the fruit of her mother’s loins and she felt somehow responsible for the pain and suffering her mother had caused her father. She wanted to show him that all women weren’t evil and mean-spirited like her mother. And she would gladly give up her body to show him…


  Then his fingers touched her. Her eyes fluttered shut again and her head leaned back against the couch as he gently probed the weeping softness between her legs. Her legs, still spread apart were quivering with the effort of fighting against the restriction of her tight skirt as she tried to spread them even wider.


  She felt the couch shudder as her father eased his fingers back out of her panties and pushed off the couch. Opening her eyes, she watched him as he knelt down in front of her. In some sick, twisted gesture of the depravity they were about to enter into, it seemed as if her were kneeling before her to ask for her hand in marriage. Warped, perverse incestuous wedlock!


  In a numbed trance, Andria stared down at her father as he gently pushed her legs together. Then his hands slowly moved up to the hem of her short skirt. Clutching the skirt in his hands, he began to push it higher up her legs. But he could only push it a short distance because it was trapped under Andria’s plump butt as she sat looking down in a daze.


  Why couldn’t he push it higher her benumbed mind wondered as she saw him struggling to push it higher? Then it came to her. Her skirt was trapped under her fat ass. Reaching down, she pushed up off her hands, raising her butt off the couch and freeing her skirt. As she did, Jack quickly pushed the skirt up around her waist to bare her skimpy, little panties. Bashfully looking at them, Andria could feel her cheeks warming as she saw that it was easy to see that their crotch was cum-stained.


  She thought she detected a slight frown as her father studied the cum-fouled crotch for a few seconds and then looked up into her eyes.


  “I’m sorry…but I didn’t know…” she said in a soft, trembling voice.


  “No, don’t be sorry,” he whispered back, reaching up and easing his fingers under the elastic waistband of her cum-smeared panties.


  Reaching down again, Andria pushed her butt up off the couch to free her panties as her father began to pull them down over her hips.


  The crotch stickily clung to her pussy as her father slowly pulled the panties down her trembling legs. As the cum-drenched crotch finally pulled away from her pussy, he stopped for a moment to stare down at it. Then, resuming, he quickly pulled her panties down over her knees, her calves and down off over her high heeled pumps.


  Dropping her panties on the couch beside her hip, Jack eased his hand between her knees and slowly pushed them apart. Gazing down at her pussy, Andria watched her cum-slathered cunt lazily unfurl itself as her legs spread wider and wider apart. Then, to her dismay, she saw a little, cream-colored trickle of cum slowly ease out of her pussy and felt it slowly run down into the crack of her ass.


  “I’m sorry, Daddy…” she softly murmured, trying to hold back the tears that were threatening to go running down her cheeks.


  “It’s all right, Andria…I don’t care…” he whispered back, slowly, lovingly running his hand up the soft, smooth skin of her inner thighs. Holding her breath again, Andria watched and waited for the touch of his fingers again.


  “Oh, Daddyyyyyyy…” she softly rasped as his stubby fingers brushed across the gorged, cream-covered lips of her pussy. Andria was confused, aroused, embarrassed by it all as her father lovingly fingered the puffy lips for a few seconds and then slowly eased a thick, stubby finger down into the clinging warmth of her cunt.


  “Daddy…” Andria groaned out, clutching her pussy down on his finger as he pushed a second finger into her and began slowly working them in and out of her clinging tightness.


  Then she watched on with disbelief as her father slowly lowered his face down between her legs. What was he doing, she frantically asked herself? He wasn’t going to eat her was he? Eat her cum-slathered cunt? Pushing his fingers into her, he held them still as he flicked out his tongue and slowly licked it up over her gorged pussy-lips to lick away the creamy residue covering them. He was doing it! He was eating her even though she was still oozing out Arnie’s cream pie. Un-fucking believable. Arnie would certainly never do anything like that!


  The sweet aroma of her overheated sex filled the air around them as Jack kissed up her pussy lips slowly moving up toward her tingling, throbbing clit.


  “You smell so hot,” he groaned, pausing for a moment as he began to lazily work his fingers in and out of her hot, sticky cunt.


  “I am, Daddy…for you,” Andria murmured, reaching down and running her fingers through his graying temples as he returned to the exploration of her pussy with his tongue.


  “Uh-huh,” he snorted out into her pussy as he ran his tongue through the soft, fleshy folds of flesh bordering the oozing gash between her legs. Clasping her father’s head between her hands, Andria guided his licking, lapping tongue up to the hyper-sensitive nub jutting up out of its fleshy sheath.


  “Oh, God—” Andria gasped as she felt her father’s rough tongue rasp across the little kernel of nerve endings.


  Then, as she held his face pressed down into her pubis with her hands, she began to hump her clit against his insistent tongue. Her clit was so swollen, so raw, so achingly-sensitive, it felt like it was as big as a grape. A big red grape.


  “Oh yes, Daddy, yes, yes, yes,” Andria moaned out as her father’s tongue raked back and forth across her aching, throbbing clit.


  Jack couldn’t believe it. He was eating out Andria’s beautiful, little cunt. His daughter’s fragile, vulnerable femininity. He was eating her cunt and licking her clit. How fucking low could he stoop? How could he have let it come to this? He’d had a little too much to drink. And the alcohol had loosened his conscience, but still, he should have had enough common decency not to travel down this road. But it had been over a year since he had been with a woman. The temptation was just too much, even if the woman in this case happened to be his own daughter.


  It wasn’t like he was raping her or anything. She was just as complicit in the affair as he was. He hadn’t forced her to do anything she didn’t want to do. But still he knew that it was wrong. So, so wrong!


  He’d almost forgotten how much he loved the taste of cunt. It was sweat, pussy, and sex all combined together to form a sweet, delicious elixir of fragrances and tastes. The elixir of love, he thought as he savored the delicious juices and raped her clit with his slashing tongue.


  “Oh, Daddy, Daddy—“Andria moaned out, humping her cunt up against his lashing tongue.


  “Ummm-huh,” jack groaned out onto her clit, raking his tongue back and forth across it faster and faster.


  Andria suddenly had an almost overpowering urge to show her breasts to her father. Frantically clawing and plucking at the buttons running down the front of her blouse, she could feel herself slipping ever closer to the orgasm that Arnie hadn’t been able to give her earlier. It hadn’t gone away and had instead lain festering down inside her aching pussy. And now her father was bringing it back to life.


  At last the final button popped through its buttonhole and Andria grabbed the edges of the opening and jerked it open. As she did, her heavy, drooping breasts floundered out into the open. Watching her father devouring her pussy, she saw his eyebrows arch upward as he gawked at her quivering, jiggling breasts.


  “Daddy—Daddy—I—I’m—oh, God—” Andria groaned, humping harder and shoving her father’s face down into her salivating snatch.


  Jack could feel all her muscles tightening, straining as she slipped closer and closer to her finish.


  “OH—Daddy—Daddy—cominggggg—“Andria gasped, slapping her thighs against his stubbled cheeks and imprisoning his face between them as her whole body began to convulse and tremble.


  She was coming. His baby was coming in his mouth, Jack deliriously thought. She was coming and pouring out juice like a broken water main, painting his cheeks and chin with her sweet, sticky wetness. He loved it. He couldn’t get enough of it. Her whole body was trembling and quivering as she grunted and groaned, straining her way through her orgasm while he kept his lips locked around her clit.


  She came and came and came as he licked and licked and licked. At last, he felt her go limp, her arms dropping down beside onto the couch beside her hips.


  “Oh, God, Daddy…” Andria whimpered as she stared down at him with a dazed, groggy look in her glazed-over eyes. “That—that was the best one…ever,” she mewed out.




  Chapter Two


  Andria tried to lift her arms, but she didn’t have the strength. She was totally drained. She had no feeling below her waist and couldn’t move her legs as she watched her father slowly lift his juice-smeared face up out from between her legs.


  “Better than with Arnie?” he asked her, reaching up and grasping two handfuls of soft, quivering tit-flesh in his hands.


  “Oh, God yes, yes, yes,” Andria hissed letting her father clutch and paw her big breasts.


  “I’m glad,” Jack smiled, finding her big, puffy nipples with his fingers and thumbs as he gently tweaked and plucked at them. “You have beautiful breasts, Andria…”


  “They’re not too saggy?” she timidly asked, looking down at her father’s muscular hands lovingly fondling and caressing the quivering giants.


  “Oh, no, Dear. Most men love saggy breasts…and I’m one of them,” he said.


  “Daddy, uh, did you ever do that to Mother?” Andria asked him as he stood on his knees between her legs pawing and fondling her breasts.


  “Don’t ruin this…” he angrily warned her as he dropped his hands off her breasts and down onto her knees. “I don’t want to talk about her. There’s nothing to be gained by it. If we need to talk about anything, it’s us we need to talk about.”


  Pushing up onto his feet, he turned and dropped down onto his butt beside her.


  “What about us, Daddy?” Andria softly asked, looking down at the big bulge sticking out against the front of his pants. He was still just as hard as he had been before he ate her out. He must like eating pussy.


  “You know that what we’re doing is wrong, don’t you?” he asked her, noting that she was staring down at his hard-on.


  “Is it really, Daddy?” she asked him, finally able to lift her hand and rest it on his thigh.


  “It’s incest, Andria. We could even go to jail if someone ever found out,” he mumbled, watching Andria inch her fingers up his thigh.


  “Who’ll find out, Daddy? I would never tell anyone…” she softly whispered, gently rubbing the backs of her fingers up and down his pants-shrouded penis.


  “We’ll have to be very careful,” Jack mumbled watching his daughter rubbing his aching cock through his pants.


  “I will be…” Andria whispered, leaning over and whispering in his ear. “Let me see it, Daddy…”


  “Are you sure about this, Andria. I don’t want you to do anything you don’t want to do,” he mumbled, looking into her eyes, seemingly searching for the answer there.


  “Yes, Daddy, I’m sure,” she told him, as Jack felt the pressure of her fingers growing stronger.


  Jack slowly dropped his hands down to his belt. Threading the belt through its buckle, he uncovered the button in the center of his waistband. Plucking at the button, he saw that Andria was intently staring down at his fly.


  “How long is it, Daddy?” Andria quietly asked as Jack eased the zipper down its track.


  “I, uh, I don’t know, I haven’t measured it in years,” he told her as he spread his pants open, pushed up off his feet to lift his ass up off the couch.


  “It looks really big, Daddy,” Andria cooed as she stared down at the big lump hiding under his shorts while Jack pushed his pants down around his knees. “How long was it the last time you measured it?”


  “Uh, eight, eight inches,” Jack told her blushing as both of them stared down at his hidden cock.


  “Wow, that’s big. Arnie’s is only six inches long,” Andria told him.


  “I could’ve gone without knowing that vital bit of information,” Jack fussed.


  “I’m sorry,” Andria murmured, watching her father ease his thumbs down under the stretchy waistband of his shorts. Then pushing up on his feet again to lift his ass off the couch, Jack began to ease his shorts down off his jutting cock. As he did, the tapered tip of his cockhead snagged on the waistband preventing it from moving down. Lifting his shorts up to free it, Jack continued to pull them down to reveal more and more of the oversized organ.


  Andria’s chin dropped and her eyebrows arched up as she gaped at the monstrous cock lying against her father’s belly softly twitching in time with his heartbeat.


  “Daddy—it’s—it’s so big—” Andria gasped. She’d seen pictures and porn videos of cock the size of her father’s but she had never seen one up close and personal. Not only was her father’s cock at least two inches longer than Arnie’s, it was thicker. Much thicker, she fearfully thought. Maybe this was a mistake after all, she worriedly told herself as she apprehensively studied the big, blue-veined monster. She’d never seen a cock so beautiful and scary at the same time.


  “Too big?” Jack whispered, reaching down to it and wrapping his hand around it. As he held it in his hand, it seemed somehow less intimidating, but it was still a weapon not to be taken lightly.


  “I don’t know,” Andria mumbled, staring down at his cock.


  Andria felt lightheaded. It was such a strange, bizarre feeling. His cock! Her father’s cock!


  Slowly slipping down off the couch and onto her knees, Andria shuffled over in front of her father. Digging her fingers down under his pants and shorts, she roughly shoved them down around his ankles and then off over his feet. As Jack sat looking down at her with a dazed look in his eyes, she forcefully pushed his stout, muscular legs apart and moved up between them.


  There they were, she told herself, reaching out and gently cupping her father’s big, dangling balls in the palm of her hand as they hung down between his legs in their fleshy sac. His balls! His testicles! The producers of the same rich semen that had carried the potent, virile sperm that had created her. This is where I came from, she giddily thought as she lovingly cupped and fondled the big egg-sized spheres. It was almost a religious moment. Almost like being born again, she dizzily thought as she held her father’s big, heavy balls cupped in the palm of her hand.


  Tilting her chin up, she leaned in between his hairy legs and gave them both a soft, lingering kiss. Then opening her mouth, she closed her lips down around one of the big orbs and slowly sucked it into her mouth.


  She heard a soft groan escape from her father’s lips as she rolled his ball around in her mouth and gently sucked on it for several long moments. She could feel her father’s fingers in her hair softly pulling as she let his ball slip out from between her lips. The soft, but insistent tugging was pulling her out from between his legs and guiding her lips up toward his jutting cock. Standing on her knees, her face was now only an inch or so from the big, purple head of the blue-veined creature. As she stared at it, she saw a glistening drop of goo seep out of the slit in the tip of the big, plum-sized head. Mesmerized by the drop, she watched it trickle down the rounded underside of the head and then, trailing a long strand behind it, it slowly dripped down onto the floor between her knees.


  Easing her little, pink tongue out, she slowly twirled it around the swollen head of her father’s cock to lick away the glimmering goo that covered it. Jack let out a groan as he felt her tongue on the tip of his cock. Andria opened her mouth wider and then eased her mouth onto the head of his cock, not stopping until it pushed against the back of her throat. Then she closed her mouth around his cock and began to gently suck. Jack could feel her tongue swirling round and round his cock. Then Andria slowly slid her mouth back up the spit-covered shaft of his cock, stopping only when her lips closed as the head of his cock slid from her mouth.


  “Does that feel good, Daddy?” Andria asked looking up into his eyes with a sweet, innocent look in her big, green eyes.


  “God, yes…” Jack gasped, cupping the back of her head in the palm of his hand and trying to pull her mouth back onto his jutting cock.


  “Do you want me to do it some more, Daddy,” she grunted out, straining back against his insistent hand.


  “Yes…” Jack hissed, still trying to get her mouth back around his twitching cock.


  “Do you want to come in my mouth, Daddy?” Andria whispered, relaxing her neck muscles and letting him push her lips against the head of his cock.


  “Oh, God, Andria—Yes—Yes—Yes—” Jack choked out.


  Andria could see that her father’s legs were trembling as she opened her mouth and slipped it back onto his cock. Letting go of the back of her head, Jack gently grasped hold of the sides of her head. Holding her head between his hands, Jack began to work his hips back and forth, sliding his cock in and out between his daughter’s full, red lips as she sucked. She had one hand fisted around his cock, roughly working it up and down it while she held his big balls cupped in her other hand. He could feel her gently rolling his balls around in her hand while she sucked. It was almost as if she was trying to coax out his load of hot, frothy cum with her fingers.


  The passion, the emotions were almost overwhelming and Jack felt himself quickly approaching orgasm.


  Adriana could feel his cock swelling as his balls began to scrunch up around the base of his prick. He was going to come, she giddily told herself. He was going to come in her mouth. Her father was going to come in her mouth! Then she heard him give out a snorting grunt as his cock jerked and jets of hot, thick cum began to spurt out into her mouth and onto her tongue. Gripping his cock even tighter, Andria pumped her fist up and down it, sucking and swallowing down the creamy load of her father’s cum.


  At last it was empty and she felt it softening in her hand. Softly sucking, Andria slowly eased her head back and let her father’s spit-covered penis limply flop out of her mouth. Then, looking up into his tear-rimmed eyes, she slowly, suggestively licked her tongue around her lips to lick away any stray drops of cum that might have escaped around the shaft of his cock.


  The shaking of his legs was worse and all of a sudden his knees buckled and he dropped to his knees in front of her.


  “God, Andria…” he groaned, reaching out and clasping hold of her head between his hands. Pulling her to him, he crushed his lips against hers and thrust his tongue deep inside her cum-slathered mouth. Andria couldn’t ever remember being kissed with such vehement passion. The sheer fury of the kiss was making her light-headed. She felt like she was going to pass out as she wrapped her arms around her father and hugged him tightly.


  The kiss seemed to last forever, but finally they had to break for air. They were both still breathing hard, struggling to catch their breath as they stood on their knees staring into each other’s eyes.


  “Andria, I love you so much…” Jack told her, his voice trembling with emotion.


  “Daddy…” Andria wept, thrusting her breasts against her father’s hairy chest as her lips found his again.


  The kiss this time was shorter, more restrained. Leaning back, Andria grasped hold of her father’s shoulders and pulled herself up onto her high-heeled pumps. Standing looking down at her father, she reached down to her skirt. Finding the button on its waistband, she pushed it through its opening. Spreading her skirt open, she unzipped it and let it go sliding down her legs.


  Stepping out of her skirt, Andria extended her arms out toward her father offering her hands to him. He grasped hold of her hands and she helped him to his feet.


  “Come…” she softly murmured as she led him across the living room toward the back of the house where his bedroom was.


  As they walked along, he cupped one of her quivering ass cheeks and gave it a loving squeeze.


  Andria knew that she should feel some guilt or something, but she didn’t. Well, they hadn’t taken the final step had they? Was oral really incest, she wondered? It was all so confusing. She knew that she shouldn’t feel the way she felt toward her father, but she did. And there wasn’t a thing she could do about it!


  She almost felt more like his wife than his daughter! Maybe it was just her way of paying for the sins of her mother? She loved her father so much and was tired of him being so sad and unhappy all the time. She was going to change all that. She was going to make him happy again, no matter what it took.


  “Can I move into your bedroom with you, Daddy?” Andria asked him as they stepped into his room.


  “Do you want to?” Jack asked, stopping and turning her to face him.


  “Yes,” she timidly answered him. “I want you to be happy again, Daddy. Like you were once a long time ago.” She said leaning into him and giving him a soft, loving kiss on the lips.


  “Just being around you makes me happy, Princess. But if you want to move into my room, I would love to have you.”


  “Oh, Daddy, this is going to be so wonderful. You’ll see, I’m going to make you the happiest man in the whole world,” she murmured, taking hold of his hand and pulling him toward his unmade bed.


  Jack was surprised at his own thoughts. He knew he should feel like a monster for what he was about to do to his dear, sweet daughter, Andria. What father wouldn’t? But he didn’t. In fact, he almost felt the opposite. Who could really blame him? He’d been so lonely for so long and now this. Now he was being seduced by a beautiful, young woman less than half his age, albeit that woman was his daughter. Could they both handle the emotional baggage that came along with their incestuous wedlock…or would it destroy them? He didn’t know, but at fifty-five he was tired of being alone. And why was it all so different. Andria had lived alone with him for twenty-one years. The only thing different now was the fact they were going to share his bedroom. And his bed!


  He had thought only hicks from the backwoods did the incest thing, but now he found himself to be a glaring contradiction to that theory. Admiring his daughter’s big, beautiful butt, he watched her crawl up on his bed. Sharing his bed with Andria had been something he had never considered before, but now, now it seemed almost natural.


  Leaning over her, he gently shoved her down onto the bed. Wrapping his hand around a big, pink melon, he began to rub and mash on it as she gurgled her approval. Tweaking the big, rubbery nipple to hardness, he bent down and lovingly teased it with his lips and tongue.


  “Oh, Daddy,” she sighed, as he sucked it in between his lips flicking his tongue back and forth across it.


  He was still reeling from the suddenness of their illicit affection. He had never imagined that he would be this intimate with his own daughter. It was enough to bring tears to his old eyes as he nuzzled the softness of her full, heavy breast.


  But even as he feasted upon the delicacy of her swollen nipple, he felt her soft, hot little hand stroking him back to hardness. Luxuriating in the warm glow of their new bond, he soon found himself hard and ready again.


  “It’s big and hard again,” she crooned, as he tormented her nipple with his lips and tongue.


  “I know,” he groaned out around the turgid nub.


  Turning over, Jack pulled her into his arms and held onto her tightly. With their bodies locked together in a lover’s embrace, he pressed his lips against her soft pouting lips. He kissed her softly, tenderly for several moments before he felt her hot, little tongue ease out between her lips. Opening his mouth slightly, he caught her tongue between his lips and slowly sucked it into his mouth. Tickling the tip of her tongue with his, he sucked more and more of her soft, wriggling tongue into his mouth as their mouths gaped open wider and wider. Suddenly their tongues began to spar and fight, wrapping about each other like snakes doing in a sinuous courting dance.


  As the kiss grew more and more passionate, Andria continued to clutch and grope at her father’s penis. The moment couldn’t be too far off she told herself. The moment of her final surrender to her father. The moment of her defilement by the hard, ripeness that lay impatiently throbbing in the palm of her hand. Its recuperative powers were amazing, she thought to herself as she lovingly fingered it.


  Feeling his readiness, she wasn’t surprised when he finally broke their kiss and struggled up onto his hands and knees. Looking up at him she saw his cock jutting out of his hairy groin, evil and threatening, poised just above her furry mound.


  Reaching down to it, she grasped the hot, heavy column of meat and led it down toward her wet, waiting womanhood that was dripping wet in anticipation. This was it, she deliriously thought. There was no turning back now. He, her father was going to fuck her!


  As she watched, he slowly dipped his hips and eased his bloated cock-head down into the hot, juice-slickened slit between her outstretched legs. She was so hot and ready for him, his cock slid down into her cunt like a hot knife slicing through butter.


  “Oh, God, Daddy,” Andria gasped out as her tight, wet pussy collapsed down around the invading monster.


  It felt wonderful to have his hot, heavy manhood penetrate her emptiness as he lovingly slid his whole cock into her with one quick thrust. It was done, she frantically thought. All the anticipation, all the worry was over. She was now his to do with as he saw fit. And she would willingly give him anything he wanted. Without reservation…


  With love pouring from his eyes, Jack slowly began to rock his hips back and forth, sending his cock plowing in and out of his daughter’s hot, clutching cunt. It felt awesome. He had never felt the power that was surging through his body as he fucked his beautiful daughter. She was his now and no other man could ever touch her. He wouldn’t allow that.


  It was so different with him, she ecstatically thought, as he lovingly sawed his cock in and out of her slippery chute. With Arnie it had been fucking, but this, this was truly was making love.


  As they made love, she could feel the strength of his thrusts growing. Although he was still fucking her with slow deliberation, he was doing it with more force, driving his cock as deep inside her hot oven as he could before withdrawing it and shoving it inside her again, and again, and again. In and out, in and out, in and out it went. She couldn’t get over the wonderful feeling of having her cunt wrapped around her father’s beautiful cock as he lovingly fucked her with it.


  Both of them were oblivious to the time and a half hour slipped by without their notice as his hips slowly drove his cock into her hungry cunt. Then, almost imperceptibly, Andria felt the pace begin to quicken. Delighting in the feel of his monstrous penis stroking her toward yet another orgasm, she lifted her legs off the bed and wrapped them around her father’s thick waist. Now as he fucked her, she could feel his big, round butt bump up against the backs of her high heels every time he drew back.


  Giddy with happiness, she slipped her hands down to where her father’s cock was sliding in and out of her slippery cunt. She explored the sticky wetness of their union with her fingers and found that they were both covered with her juices. Then her fingers rubbed against his thick, wet cock as it slid out of her, spreading her wet stickiness all over everything. She could even hear the wet slap of his balls as they spanked her upturned butt.


  Time ceased to exist as their incestuous coupling continued. Ever so slowly though, Andria could feel the tempo increasing as he fucked her faster and faster until he was driving his cock into her cunt with a vengeance.


  Brutally assaulting his daughter’s tender, little cunt with his battering ram of a cock, he fucked her harder and harder. Harder and harder, faster and faster, in and out, in and out went his cock as she dug her heels into his butt urging him on.


  Andria could feel it now. Another orgasm was blossoming down inside her battered cunt. Grunting and straining, she fought to grasp it and let it consume her with its delightful ecstasy.


  Suddenly, without any more warning, it burst upon her, filling her with pleasure and joy.


  As her body was wracked with the rapture of the moment, her tight, hot pussy clamped around her father’s pistoning cock. But the power of his thrusts couldn’t be overcome and he didn’t slow his attack on her in the least. Her reeling mind flew higher and higher, reaching for the crest of her climax while her body remained behind.


  Andria couldn’t believe her father’s virility and stamina. She had lost track of time, but he wasn’t ready to fill her with his love seed yet, she thought as his cock continued to hammer in and out of her spasming cunt. But that was okay. She didn’t care because she was floating high above the earth, high on the opium of pleasure.


  Her body writhed and shook as she beat her fists beat against the bed. Her legs tensed and strained, shoving her cunt up into her father’s thrusting cock as he continued to pound it into her.


  Even above the swirling exultation of the orgasm swirling around inside her head, she could hear obscene slap of her father’s belly crashing against hers as he mercilessly drove his cock into her.


  The contractions of her orgasm grew fainter and fainter until they were replaced by the pleasure of her father’s cock rubbing back and forth against her clitoris.


  Slowly regaining her senses, she could already feel another orgasm gathering inside her cunt. Maybe he had fucked her so long, he had broken something down there, she groaned to herself. It seemed like they had been fucking for hours and hours.


  Wrapping her legs around her father’s waist again, she raked her hot, steaming cunt back and forth feverishly as she fought to reach the next mind-boggling orgasm.


  “Fuck me hard, Daddy. Make me come again,” she cried, her hands clasping his bounding butt, pushing and pulling his hips back and forth frantically as she dug her heels into his bounding ass, urging him on like a jockey straining for the finish line.


  Jack had fucked so long, he had almost reached the limit of his physical stamina. Still she begged for more as his belly shook like half-hardened jelly every time he drove his cock into the insatiable gulch between his daughter’s legs.


  “Harder, Daddy, harder—“Andria wept, begging him for more.


  Drawing on his last available store of energy, Jack made one final rush toward the finish line.


  “Oh, God, oh, God, you did it—” Andria screamed as another orgasm consumed her.


  Her body was a quivering mass of twitching, straining muscle and overloaded nerves as she shook and convulsed below him.


  Holding her pinned to the bed with his brick hard cock, Jack rested as she writhed and squirmed below him.


  Andria had no control over her hands as they crawled all over her father’s body, clawing and scratching at him frantically. Her legs rose and fell erratically, sliding up and down her father’s body, rubbing against him from his knees all the way up to his arms as she growled and panted like a cat in heat.


  Sweat poured out of her pores as she was thrown about on the waves of another gigantic climax. Battling to stay atop the waves and not be drowned in the pure joy of it all, she cried out for her father to save her.


  Then suddenly, like a wave washing on the shore, the climax ended and she felt herself go limp as her arms and legs lifelessly dropped to the bed.


  Revived by the momentary cessation of motion, Jack slowly eased his cock back down the channel of her numb pussy. Sliding it back down the drenched chute, he stopped when only his big, round dick-head remained inside the seething entrance of her cunt.


  Then with all his might, he hunched his cock into her, driving it all the way to the hilt in one mighty lunge.


  “Unnnnnhhhhhhhhhh,” she grunted as his cock ripped into her softness.


  Again, he slowly withdrew his cock and sent it rocketing back into her.


  She couldn’t believe the savagery of his assault.


  Pulling his hips back as far as he dared to, Jack sent his hardness knifing back deep inside the mushy core of her softness, impaling her all the way to the hilt. Gently easing it back each time, he repeated the attack over and over again, each time a little more violently.


  Andria gloried in the feel of her father’s giant organ raping her vulnerable softness. Each titanic blow drove her nearer to the edge of yet another orgasmic cataclysm.


  Wasn’t he ever going to come, she deliriously wondered? Was there something wrong with her that she couldn’t make him come? Or was there something wrong with him? But he had been able to come in her mouth, hadn’t he?


  The force of their bodies smashing together sounded like a mallet hitting a piece of meat as they fucked. Again and again, he speared her all the way to the hilt. At last, he pulled back and held himself back for the longest time, as if preparing for the final assault. Suddenly, he ripped his steel hard cock into her so hard he lifted her hips up off the bed.


  “Oh, God, oh, God, so hot, hot, hot,” she screamed, as she felt her father’s prick finally erupt inside her, drenching her cunt with his overheated jism


  She could feel his cock bulge out and then spurt inside her, over and over again, as the mighty engine spewed gusher after gusher of creamy cum out into her overflowing cunt.


  Jack could feel his daughter’s tight, hot cunt lock down on him, squeezing and milking him for all it was worth as she rocked off into yet another orgasm. But all he could think of was his own spurting cock. He was no longer a man. His was a giant penis spewing out its hot, toxic load into his daughter’s gluttonous cunt.


  He could feel his balls clench each time before they sent another load of frothy semen blasting down the long fleshy tube running along the bottom of his cock. He could feel the stream of hot jism ripping along the barrel and bursting out through the tiny slit in the center of his cock-head, pouring out and quickly filling her tight little cunt with his potent seed. Within seconds, he had pumped her full of cum as it began to gush around the shaft of his cock and drip down onto the bed between her lovely legs making a large, gooey pool of cum.


  All of her muscles were spasming and twitching as he slipped his dick back out a little and drove it back into her with such force, little shock waves coursed through her tensed muscles. The instant his cock reached its limit, it shot another hot load of creamy cum into her overheated socket.


  Again he pulled back and sent his cock ripping back into her to deposit another rich load of semen into her fertile garden. Again and again, he withdrew and drove his cock back into her again until their groins were smeared with the overflow. Both of them were coated with the cream of love that had been created with the overflow of his rich creamy cum mixed with her fragrant, syrupy juices.


  Lastly, he thrust himself into her one final time. His cock bucked and sent out one last gigantic gusher of cum into her battered cunt. Finished and drained, he felt his daughter’s whole body relax. Dropping down, exhausted and too tired to move, he just lay there as he felt his cock shrivel back down her cum-filled channel of love.


  “I’ve never, whew, I’ve never had it feel that, uhhhh, never had it feel that good,” he finally wheezed, lifting his leg over hers and pulling his limp, lifeless cock out of her.


  Groaning, he rolled over beside her.


  “Five times, five times,” she murmured, “Can you believe it, five times. We’ll never be able to top that. It was awesome. I don’t care if I do go to hell for it, at least I had a sampling of what heaven must be like.”


  “How can anything that makes two people feel so good, be so wrong?” he asked out loud.


  “I don’t understand it either,” she crooned, running her hand down to her sticky pubis.


  “Oh, my goodness, I’m all sticky and gooey. It felt like you came for a whole hour. You sure filled me up… and then some.”


  “I don’t think I have a single sperm left in my balls,” he grinned lovingly at her, “Your lovely little puss sucked them all out, every last one.”


  “I hope so,” Andria whispered, rolling over and giving him a soft, lingering kiss on the lips…


  The End
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