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One: Priscilla

“Let’s get this over with…” I mutter petulantly to myself.

Parking my car next to grandpa’s old pickup truck, I grab the plate of cookies and straighten my dress before walking up the path to knock on his door.

There are about a dozen things I would rather do with my Saturday afternoon, but mom insisted that I come spend some time with grandpa since Grams has been gone for a whole week already. She’s away on a 6-week cruise with her sister and mom doesn’t want grandpa to be too lonely. Still, I don’t know why that means I have to be the one to come visit him. Just because I’m home from my freshman year of college for winter break doesn’t mean that I have nothing to do.

The old man opens the door with a smile, immediately pulling the door wide to invite me inside though he stands close enough that I still have to brush against his body to fit through the small passageway.

“Pussy! Hello darling, it’s good to see you.” His misuse of my actual nickname, Prissy, has always grated on me. He only does it when nobody else is around to hear. “You brought me a sweet treat, I see.”

“Hi Grandpa.” I hold the plate of cookies toward him as I glance around his house somewhat awkwardly. I don’t see any of the familiar pictures of Grams on the walls or the mantle and I wonder why he’s rearranging the house while she’s gone. I can feel his eyes roaming my body and I’m starting to regret wearing such a revealing dress.

When my gaze comes back to him, he’s openly staring at my breasts with an obvious look of desire. He’s always been a bit pervy, but this is forward even for him. I mean, since my mom was adopted as a baby, I’m not blood-related to this man. Technically, he’s not my real grandfather. But still, it feels inappropriate for him to look at me this way.

As he watches me, I sense a subtle shift in the atmosphere of the home and small alarm bells start to go off in my head. I try to ignore them as his eyes shift to my face and he smiles, stepping closer to me again and taking ahold of my upper arm to turn me toward his kitchen.

“Let’s go put those cookies down so you can get more… comfortable.” His hand on my arm grips me tightly and I am suddenly aware that, while he’s much older than me, he’s still a lithe and powerful man much bigger and stronger than me. And some deep hidden part of me realizes that my body recognizes how attractive this older man is. And how I shouldn’t be thinking that…

My perceptions of him alter a bit and I move forward in an effort to put some space between us. It’s a vain attempt because, though he releases my arm, I can still feel his presence close behind me as I walk further into the house.

Stepping through the doorway into his kitchen, I move to put the cookies on the kitchen island. When I turn around, grandpa’s looming presence pins me there against the counter. His body suddenly presses hard against mine and I feel the unmistakable bulge of an objectively impressive erection.

“Grandpa! What are you doing!?” My voice is flustered and heat rises to my face as I realize the extent of which my body is responding to him.

A hot and completely inappropriate flush of arousal floods through my body. My brain backfires and desire pounds through me when he abruptly reaches down to lift me by my thighs, setting me on the counter as he pushes forward into the newly vacated space. His lips brush my ear, sending a violent shiver through me as he speaks in a tightly controlled tone.

“I’m taking what’s mine, Pussy.”


Two: Jonathan

This little slut, my adoptive granddaughter, has been parading her nubile body in front of me for years. It’s a miracle I’ve managed to contain my urges until she reached eighteen.

I didn’t plan this, today. I had no idea she was going to show up here today. But when my wife left on vacation and my daughter, Janet, Pussy’s mother, told me that she was coming home for Christmas break, I knew this might afford me a good opportunity. So I pressed Janet to urge her to come for a visit.

When I’d seen her step out of her car wearing that slinky, dark red dress and carrying a plate of cookies, I knew the day had come. I just needed to get her inside. Now, I’ve got her right where I want her, and the slut is practically panting with want already.

Present dominance and they always submit.

“Grandpa?” Her voice is shaky and unsure, and it turns me on even more.

“Be quiet, Pussy.” Unlike hers, my voice comes out strong and commanding. It settles her and I kiss her ear as my hands move from her thighs up her flanks and to her breasts. I drag my thumbs across her peaked nipples, overtop the thin fabric. “I love that you wore this dress for me, baby girl. But I think it’s in my way…”

The dress is tight, hugging her delicious curves, and strapless. I lean back enough to look down at her and both of our eyes watch as I tug the dress down in a couple short jerks. Her perfect, perky tits pop free and she gives a soft whimpering sound. My mouth waters at the sight.

“Grandpa, this is… wrong.”

I bend down and take a nipple into my mouth, flicking my tongue across it and then sucking hard. She squirms and moans, resisting the signals her body is sending to her brain as I palm her other breast. She gasps when I pinch the erect nipple, and moans again when I twist it gently.

“We’re not related by blood. There’s nothing wrong with what we’re doing here. How could it be wrong if it feels so good? It does feel good, doesn’t it, Pussy?”

“Y-yes… but…”

“Then be quiet and just feel what your body is feeling. I’ll take care of you.” I drop a hand back to her thigh, shifting my hips forward and bumping the insides of her knees, shuffling her legs open wider. I pull her dress up and a wave of the hot scent of her arousal hits me. My cock is painfully tight already, eager, but I want her to enjoy herself first.

Dropping to my knees in front of her, I quickly pull off her pretty sandals and trail my hands back up her legs. She finally stops resisting as I use both hands to spread her legs wide open in front of me with her dress bunched up around her hips. I glance up at her with a sly grin.

“You wore a thong for me, Pussy? Oh, what a dirty girl…”


Three: Priscilla

The gleam in his eye is wicked as he drags his gaze back down the length of my body. I know the gusset of my panties is soaked and shame burns through me.

Grandpa leans forward and, to my utter embarrassment, he sticks his face right up in my pussy and sniffs. His stiff, grizzled beard tickles my thighs and my wretched cunt spasms in betrayal. I can’t stop the whimper that slips out.

“Put your feet on my shoulders.” His tone brooks no argument, and I instantly obey, leaning back to keep my balance.

“Good girl.”

His hands slide up my legs and take ahold of the lacy straps of my thong. God help me, without meaning to, I lift my hips so that he can remove it. I think he slips it into the pocket of his jeans.

“Fuck, Pussy, you’re gorgeous. This bare dripping pussy….” He trails off as he bends forward and sniffs me again, blowing out his heated breath across my sensitive skin. An awkward blush of pride sweeps through me but then all thoughts scatter from my mind when his tongue contacts my cunt.

He pulls my lower lips wide apart, spreading my petals, and he licks invasively from my asshole, dipping deep into my slit, and continuing up to my clitoris.

It feels filthy… and fucking divine.

“Uhhahh!” My elbows give out and I fall back flat on my back on the kitchen island. My feet slip off his shoulders until the backs of my knees rest where the soles of my feet had been.

Grandpa presses forward, invading and unyielding, his mouth sucks my clit in deep and my hips buck up to grind my core against his face.

Nobody has ever done this to me before. Fuck, it feels amazing. Tommy Jepson fingered me before high school graduation but that’s the extent of my sexual knowledge. He didn’t even make me come.

I never knew that a man’s mouth on my pussy would feel so… so fucking good.

I hear a whimpering, wanton sound and realize that it’s coming from my own throat as I start to thrash around. I can barely stand the sensations coursing through me. Grandpa wraps his arms around my legs and his strong muscles hold me down, completely and utterly immobile and at his mercy.

Suddenly, my left leg is freed and I feel his long index finger push up inside my wet channel. When he makes a beckoning motion inside me, and his tongue flicks across my clit in a primal command, I fucking come undone.


Four: Jonathan

I’m very pleasantly surprised at her tight pussy. As she explodes in orgasm on my face, I ride it out, moving with her even as she writhes at the overstimulation. When she cries out harshly, pushing at the top of my head, I finally give in and pull back from her sweet honey hole.

Moving immediately up her body, I shift her legs to wrap around my waist and drag my tongue up between her breasts, up her throat, and land at her mouth. Pushing inside, she opens for me and I know she’s tasting her own pussy, likely for the first time.

Her cunt juices coat my beard and I smear them all around her mouth before lifting up and dragging her bottom lip through my teeth.

“Oh, Pussy. That was fucking glorious.” She whimpers, coming back to herself and I can’t help but grab a heaving breast. “Tell me, baby girl- are you a virgin? Your pussy has me thinking so.”

Her clear blue eyes open and settle on me. She studies me a moment and then nods shyly.

“Well, not for long, darling.” She gasps but doesn’t fight me as I stand up and spin her on the counter, turning her sideways so that I can lift her tiny frame into my arms.

Without further preamble, I carry her to my bedroom where I set her on her feet and immediately grip the bottom of her dress and pull it up over her head, stripping her completely naked in the span of a few seconds. She instinctually covers her breasts with her arms.

“Don’t. Do. That.”

Her arms drop to her sides obediently and, after a moment, I reward her with a smile. My shirt joins her dress on the floor and I move slowly toward her, pressing her backward with my intrusion into her personal space.

When the backs of her legs hit my bed, I settle my hands on her shoulders and push her downward. There, she looks up at me, her lips parted as she pants with forbidden desire. “Have you ever sucked cock, baby girl?”

I unbutton my jeans and push them, and my boxers, down past my hips. My big dick springs free, bouncing into position and jutting toward her. As I kick my pants away, her eyes do not leave my rod. She’s shaking slightly and I have to finally grab her chin and tilt her face up to look at me.

“I asked you a question. Have. You. Ever. Sucked. Cock?”

“N-no.”

“No, Sir.” I instruct quietly.

“No, Sir.” She repeats from her pale lips.

“Good girl, Pussy.” I step a little closer again, still holding her jaw and placing my cock right in front of her mouth, pressed lightly to her lips. “Now, open that pretty mouth of yours and suck my big fat cock, little girl.”


Five: Jonathan

I groan as I watch the tip of my cock disappear between her lips. I know I’m leaking pre-cum.

She gives it a good solid effort. Her mouth feels fucking fantastic but she’s awkward and uncoordinated. After a particularly deep thrust which causes her to gag harshly, I finally take pity on my little virgin and I withdraw my cock from her puffy mouth.

“That was a good first try, Puss. Don’t worry, we’ll practice lots more in the future. I’ll teach you how to really please me.”

A tear slides down her cheek but I brush it away and tilt her head up to kiss her sweet lips.

“Now, scoot up on the bed and lay back. I’m going to pop that sweet cherry you’ve been saving for your granddaddy.”

She does as she’s told, scooting back on the bed and laying down with her knees bent and pressed together. I follow her, instantly placing my hands on her knees and spreading her legs wide open.

“When we’re alone, Pussy. You don’t ever hide your body from me. Do you understand me?” My voice comes out more harsh than I intended, but I’m going feral for this girl and I want her submissive and compliant.

Her eyes go wide at the menace in my tone and she nods.

To make my point, I sit back on my knees and take my time looking over every glorious inch of her young, blossoming body. Her sweet cunt is dripping and swollen with need.

She’s perfect, innocent and unspoiled, but old enough that she’s shaved her sweet cunt bare for me.

I can’t wait to fill that pussy with my seed. I want her pregnant with my baby and I relish the thought of keeping that secret from everybody else. I’ll make it happen and I’ll enjoy every second of the deed to get her bred and heavy with child.


Six: Priscilla

I wonder what he’s thinking as he’s sitting there, looming over me at the foot of his bed with his huge, fat cock bouncing and dripping pre-cum. He may be in his sixties, but I have to admit that he’s fit and fine, looking every bit twenty years younger.

I’m not sure what to do so I just lay there waiting for further instruction or some action on his part. His eyes roam my body repeatedly and it’s all I can do to keep from closing my legs and folding my arms across my breasts. I manage through sheer force of will.

I’m shocked by the innate pull to please him. But his cock is so huge, I’m terrified of it. Can that possibly fit inside me?

Finally, I can’t take the tension anymore.

“Sir?”

He blinks as if coming out of deep thought.

“Yes, Pussy?”

“What … are you doing?” I fear making him angry, but this is getting a little awkward.

He leans forward, rubbing his strong hands along my thighs as he hovers over me. His touch sends sparks dancing across my sensitive flesh.

Slowly, he crawls up the bed, above me. The size of him frightens me. I should have kept my mouth shut but it’s too late now. His mouth is an inch from mine, his chest hairs tickle my breasts and his hips settle on top of me with his erect cock pressing against my clit. He rubs the length of himself through my juices and I arch into him with a moan.

I feel the breath from his words and they send a shiver through me.

“I was thinking about how you will look, fat and pregnant with my baby in your womb.”

I can’t breathe. I lay beneath him, frozen in shock.

His next movement is silent, his hips shifting, and I feel the head of his huge cock line up at my virgin opening. He doesn’t warn me. He just presses into me slowly, stretching me, until his cock reaches that internal barrier and an ache settles in me as, fuck me, I want him to ram through it and claim me.

“Do it, Grandpa. Sir.” I can’t believe the filthy words coming out of my mouth. “Fuck me. Fuck your slut granddaughter. Fill my tight, virgin cunt with your cum.”

He rams ruthlessly into me, breaking through the barrier and covering my mouth with his hand as I scream in pain. Blackness swirls in my vision and my muscles go rigid.

He’s so big and it hurts so fucking much. Tears stream down my face and I can’t breathe through the pain with his hand over my mouth. He thrusts again hard, savagely rutting into me. My body starts to instinctually fight him but then he stops, going still with a strangled moan of his own.

“Pussy,” he’s gasping, struggling hard to contain himself. I can see his need to pound into me harder and harder, over and over again, but he waits and I fall in love with him for it.

“Oh glorious, Priscilla. You’re so perfect. And your cunt is like heaven on earth. I’ve waited for you for so long.”

As he praises me, my body begins to recover and adjust to his size inside me, his weight on top of me. He showers my face with kisses and begins to move his hips, slowly at first, drawing his length out and then pushing back in. It hurts at first and I remain frozen beneath him, afraid to move as I know that if I do my body will take over and I’ll try to flee from him, from the pain as he breaks me in.

But gradually, ever so slowly, my hot arousal takes control again and I forget about the pain as my adoptive grandpa fucks me.

“Good girl. There’s my good girl. You like that don’t you? You want more, don’t you? You like your granddaddy’s big cock buried in your pussy?”


Seven: Jonathan

She nods, overcome with emotion and, I think, sensation as I fuck her as gently as I can possibly manage.

I want to ravage her cunt but I’m desperate to behave and make her want more. I see the almost imperceptible nod, answering my questions.

In one smooth motion, I roll, shifting her with me until I’m on my back and she’s sitting astride my lap impaled by my cock.

I can’t help myself, I have to look down and see where my cock is sliding in and out of her. And it is, as she’s now using her own strength to lift herself up off of me. But she’s not fleeing, she’s riding me like a proud little slut.

She looks down too, to see where our bodies are joined. We both see the blood, proof of her prior innocence, and it nearly takes my breath away with excitement. My hands clamp down on her waist, helping to lift her up and then pull her hard down onto me again. She grunts and my balls tighten.

“Fuck, yes. Fuck, you’re so perfect. You’re so perfect. And mine. You are mine, Pussy. Say it.” The words come out almost angrily, more of a growl than I intended but I can barely control myself. Her eyes go wide, and she nods. I buck my hips up, driving up into her as I pull her down again. “SAY IT!”

“Yes! Yes Sir, Granddaddy, Sir. I’m yours. I’m yours!”

“Fucking right you are.” I reach up and pinch and twist one nipple while reaching to where our bodies are joined with my other hand and I flick my fingers across her clit. She whimpers, whines, and then bucks her clitoris against my hand.

“Oh god. Oh fuck, oh god that feels good. Oh. Oh!”

She shatters and cries out in a powerful, sudden orgasm that has her pussy clamping down painfully on my cock, so painfully it feels like she’s going to snap the fucker off. I roar and thrust my hips upward, driving into her hard several times then pausing with a groan. My balls twitch, my length swells and thickens to pulse and spray my seed deep into her hot, juicy snatch.

“Fucking yes, Pussy. You’re taking my cum, milking me so good. Take it, girl. You’ll take everything I give you every fucking time that I want to give it to you.”

I grip her hips in a punishing grip that I know will bruise her tender skin. I love knowing that I’m marking her, painting her pretty insides and leaving my marks on her skin. She impresses me, rolling and grinding on me a few more times before finally collapsing down onto my chest. She snuggles into me and I wrap my arms around her to hold her close even as my cock twitches and pumps once more into her tight pussy.


Five Months Later: Jonathan

My eyes land possessively on my granddaughter’s lithe form. She’s such a petite girl, you almost can’t notice yet the thickening of her waistline, the subtle proof of my seed taking root in her warm, receptive belly.

She wanted to finish the school year, and I decided to let her go ahead and have that victory. Her mother is beginning to suspect her pregnancy, I think, but she’s yet to announce it and I know Janet won’t say anything until it’s blatantly obvious.

At the family barbeque hosted by her mother, I know she’s planning to announce that she’s not going back to school next year.

She’s going to ‘surprise me’ by asking if she can stay in my spare room, of course, thereby, giving ready access to her Granddaddy’s cock at a moment’s notice. My relationship with her grandmother is stale, one of mere convenience now, and she’s gone more often than not on one adventure or another.

I see Pussy slip up the stairs toward her bedroom, casting a sly look over her shoulder at me. My blood heats up, responding to her siren’s call.

I’m able to slip away a moment later to follow her and less than sixty seconds after that I’ve got her bent over the bathroom counter as I fuck her from behind and her tight pussy clutches at my cock needily.

“Good girl, Pussy. Oh fuck, that’s a good little slutty slut. Your cunt feels so good.” I run my hands over her waistline and around to caress her growing belly. She bucks back against me, driving my cock harder into her, moaning ‘please, please, please Sir’ over and over again.

“Yeah, you need my cum in this tight pussy, don’t you? You want your granddaddy to fill this greedy little hole?”

She opens her mouth to answer and, instead, I shove her panties into her mouth and clamp my hand there to keep her quiet, though I wish I could listen to that slutty mouth all night long. Soon enough. Soon enough I will. Soon enough I’ll be filling this sweet snatch all night, every night.

With that thought, and the coaxing of her hot, slick channel, I explode inside her sweet little pussy, imagining the baby covered in my hot, thick ropes of cum.

I hope it likes it because there’s a lot more where that came from.

I groan, gripping the base of my cock and milking every last drop into her hot, wrecked puss.

“Fuck, Pussy. Good girl.” I see stars and stumble back a step, pulling my pants back up.

Fucking hell. She’s perfect.

Putting this baby into my granddaughter’s belly… it’s been even better than I ever imagined. But I’m an impatient motherfucker, I guess, because I just can’t wait to do it again.

THE END

***
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