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One: Missy

“Mom! Why can’t I just come home with you?! I don’t want to stay here all weekend with just grandpa. There’ll be nothing to do!” Even I hear the over-the-top whiny, bratty tone in my voice, but I don’t care.

She made me come with her, driving hours from home, to spend the weekend with grandpa. I think she wanted me along so that she wouldn’t be bored. But now she’s been called home early for a work emergency and she won’t even let me escape with her.

“No, Missy!” Her exasperation comes through in equal measure to my pout. “Stay here with your grandfather! He’ll spoil you all weekend! Do some puzzles with him and I’m sure he’d be happy to take you out to a fancy dinner. You brought that pretty dress, right?”

“Ugh, yes mom. We were supposed to go out together.”

Just then, Grandpa walks into the kitchen to join us.

“What’s going on in here ladies?” My mom puts on her fake-sad face and turns to him. His face shows immediately that he knows she’s leaving. The disappointment in his eyes plants the tiny seed of pity in my mind and I know right then that I’m going to get stuck here with the old man all weekend.

“I’m sorry, dad. I just got a call, and I have to head back home immediately. Work emergency.”

“What? Oh no! But you just got here!”

“I know, I’m so sorry.” She picks up her purse and is already backing away from the two of us, toward the front door. “Missy is going to stay with you though! You can bring her home on Sunday or I’ll come get her. She brought a nice dress so why don’t you take her out to a fancy dinner? It’ll be a fun opportunity for the two of you to bond. Okay, gotta go, love you, byeeee!”

And just like that, she’s gone. The front door slams closed and I turn at the kitchen sink and watch her literally run to her car and climb in. She waves out the front window before pulling out of the driveway.

I turn back and face my grandpa, pasting a fake smile on my face.

“Well, Gramps. I guess it’s just you and me tonight.”

A brief, strange look crosses his face, making me just a little uncomfortable. But then he puts on a charming smile.

“Well, Missy. How do you feel about going to dinner tonight?” He looks so eager; I can’t turn him down.

“Ok. Sure.” I resign myself to my fate. Maybe I can find a hottie and ditch grandpa. The thought perks me up a bit. “Alright, well, just give me a little while to shower and get ready.”

“Sure thing, Peach. I’ll need some time to primp, too.” He gives me an old man wink and I stifle a groan.


Two: Smith

Looking deeply into my own eyes in the mirror, I breathe out a shaky breath. Am I really contemplating this? I’ve nurtured this unnatural attraction to my step-granddaughter for years. It’s one of the reasons that I actually have kept myself away and have been careful never to put myself into a situation where I’ll be left alone with her.

We’re not related by blood, but even a horny old man like me understands that the fantasies running wild through my head are pretty damn taboo.

I’ve tried to keep her at arm’s length, but now she’s been thrust into my lap by her own mother. And she’s just recently turned eighteen. Fuck, I’m losing this battle. I already know it. I might as well surrender to the inevitable, to the darkness inside myself.

I clear my throat as I hear her call for me from the hallway.

“Gramps? Are you ready?”

I check myself in the mirror. I dressed up in a full suit and tie and I’m impressed with myself. I may be an old man, but I’m still fit and strong. Good thing, too, as I have no idea how much she’ll fight what I have planned.

“Yes, coming!”

When I step into the hallway from my room, I take in the sight of her and the breath leaves my lungs in a whoosh. She’s fucking gorgeous in a dark crystal blue cocktail dress and black high heels. The dress clings to every nuanced curve of her nubile body. My mouth drops open.

“Wow, Peaches. You’re all grown up!”

Her breasts are high and perky. The curvature of her hips makes my mouth water. She twirls to show off her dress and I think I see a gleam in her eye. Is she fucking taunting me? Oh my god, that ass. I imagine pressing my dick between those cheeks.

All my blood flows south and I shift to hide my growing erection. I almost don’t even get her out the door to go to dinner, but I temper my urges and manage to get my boner under control before opening the car door for her.


Three: Missy

Dinner isn’t awful. Grandpa slips the old man waiter a fifty-dollar bill and the man allows him to order glass of wine after glass of wine for me- though he sticks to one for himself since he’s the driver. I suspect the waiter knows I’m underage, but the man doesn’t bat an eye as he serves our meal.

I’ve been buzzed before, but this is beyond anything I’ve ever experienced. Suddenly, I’m not so upset to be alone with my step-grandpa. And, for some reason, my brain keeps throwing that distinction out there. Like it’s important to note that he’s not really my blood-related grandfather.

We’re laughing and having a great time, and I hardly notice that his free hand, the one not holding the steering wheel, keeps landing on my thigh and even pushing the hem of my dress up to rub his thumb over my sensitive flesh.

Back at his place, he parks and comes around to open my door for me. When he offers me his hand to get up out of the car, I take it gladly and he pulls me up to my feet. His strong arm snakes around my side and he pulls me tight against him as he helps me, staggering, into his house.

The world is fuzzy and funny and, inside, grandpa props me against a wall as he drops to the floor in front of me.

“Hold yourself up, Peach. I’m going to get these shoes off you.”

“Ok, Gramps!” I recognize that my words are slurred, and I nearly fall as he lifts one foot at a time to pull off my heels. He kicks off his own shoes, too, and strips his suit jacket, tie, and dress shirt off so he’s just wearing his undershirt and slacks.

By that time, I’m starting to slump to one side, but he catches me as the world rushes to come up to meet my face. I find myself suddenly in his arms. They feel so strong and it seems he’s holding my full weight quite easily. For some reason, that’s hilarious, and I start giggling uncontrollably.

He’s carrying me somewhere and I smell the strong scent of him- Grandpa, The Man.

Hmm, interesting that my drunken brain recognizes him as a man more than as Grandpa.

Suddenly I’m on my feet again and he turns me away from him. Is he kissing my neck? Yes. And now down the line of my shoulder. Something tingly happens at my pussy and I gasp. The world spins and I hear a strange, soft sound. It’s the sound of the zipper of my dress pulling down.


Four: Smith

She’s drunk and it tugs at my heartstrings. It’s also perfectly according to plan because I know the alcohol will ease her inhibitions. She leans back against me as I unzip her dress. Her head lolls forward briefly, actually making it quite easy to pull the top strap of her halter top dress over her head. From there, it’s easy to shimmy the dress down her body, revealing the goddess that she is.

A strangled moan jumps out of my throat when I catch sight of her matching lace bra and panties. She’s dressed up so nice for me.

I can’t help myself, my hands cover her breasts, squeezing their firm roundness. She gasps in shock as her mind slowly comes to understand what she’s feeling. She slaps half-heartedly at me.

“Gramps, we shouldn’t. What are you doing? We can’t do this. Even if you are hot.”

I pull her back against my front and fondle her breasts, pulling the lacy fabric away so that I can access those tight peaks. When I twist them both with my thumbs and forefingers, she lets out a simply pornographic moan of desire.

“Good girl. Don’t fight it, Peaches. There’s something special between us, I know it. I’ve felt it for years.” She blinks at me, dazed, and I take the chance to undo her bra. It falls to the ground and her perky, pink nipples provoke me to lecherous action.

In a burst of activity, I yank my undershirt up and off over my head and quickly unbuckle my belt and open my slacks, shoving them down my legs. Now there’s nothing but air, and her thong, between us.

She turns to face me and starts laughing. She’s giggling uncontrollably again, this time seemingly at my cock. I tilt my head, thinking that I should take offense, by I don’t. I simply want to fuck her senseless.

I move forward into her space and she instinctually moves backward, bumping into my bed. She gives a little yelp as she loses balance and sits.

I didn’t plan this but she’s right there, face so close to my thick, eager, and twitching cock. I slip my fingers into her hair, caressing her and she tilts her face as she moans at my touch.

“You’re such a fucking dream girl, Peach. Are you gonna be a good little slut for your grandpa?” She gasps at the foul words coming from my mouth, but that act leaves her lips parted and I quickly pull her forward without warning. She opens wider for me and I shove my cock down her throat.


Five: Missy

I realize that I have a cock in my mouth. My head is fuzzy and I think for a moment that I must be with Josh, my boyfriend, giving him a blowjob. We’ve done this before, even if we’ve never gone further. I like giving him blowjobs. I try to focus through the haze in my brain to suck him properly. He groans in ecstasy as I redouble my efforts.

Strangely though, I suddenly realize that the cock I’m sucking is uncut. That definitely doesn’t match the description of Josh’s cock. Plus, with a jolt, I remember Josh broke up with me. Who the fuck’s dick am I sucking?

“Oh Peaches, fuck yeah baby girl. You’re sucking my cock so good. Oh, I had no idea you were such a desperate little slut.”

Peaches? Oh shit.

Cold shock flares through my body and I try to pull back off the dick in my throat.

Catching him by surprise, I jolt backward out of his grasp. But I’m still half-drunk and uncoordinated. And confused about my body’s reaction to this situation. My pussy is throbbing with desire. Desire for my grandfather. ‘Step-Grandpa.’ the horny little slut that’s taken over my brain says.

My reflexes are slow but I scoot back a few feet on the bed, trying to gain a little space to clear my thoughts.

He doesn’t like that. Reaching out, he grabs me by the ankle, pulling me roughly down the bed toward him and I sprawl out, unable to catch myself. His right hand shifts up my thigh, holding me so tightly it hurts. I watch in slow motion as his left hand slips toward the apex of my thighs.

“I can smell your arousal, Peaches. Fuck, your cunt smells so sweet. You want this cock, don’t you?” As his hand twists into the lacy fabric of my thong and he rips it off my body, my eyes catch on this sight of his huge cock straining toward me.

I can still see the wetness coating it, saliva from my mouth as I just sucked him. I sober up, realizing that I want to feel that monster dick inside me again, in my pussy.

“Yes. Yes, I want your big, fat cock.” Grandpa’s pleased expression coats me in warmth as he climbs on top of me.


Six: Smith

She’s not fighting me. I can’t believe she’s not fighting me.

Her sweet mouth had been so eager for my cock for a brief moment of glory. She’s given me a taste of what this could be.

“Good girl, Peaches,” I lick her breast, bringing her attention to focus on me, while simultaneously bucking my hips to slide my aching-hard cock through the juices of her cunt. And fuck, she is wet and hot for me. Her body is responding so beautifully.

I suck a nipple into my mouth while pinching and twisting the other. I’m rewarded with a breathy moan and she arches her back to press into me.

“Good girl. Feel it, Missy, take the pleasure.” She whimpers softly, and the sound goes straight to my dick.

I grind against her clit, rubbing against her over and over again as I suck hard enough on her breast to leave a mark. She doesn’t make me wait long. Her body doesn’t even try to resist the sensations coursing through her.

Suddenly, surprising both of us, she screams in pleasure and explodes in a violent orgasm as I drag my cock through her folds and along her clit in a punishing rhythm.

I can’t hold back then and, as she cries out, shuddering, I shift my hips and plunge myself balls-deep into her hot, wet cunt while she’s still pulsing in climax.

“Oh god, Peach. Oh fuuucckkk yes baby girl. Fucking yes. That’s my good girl. So hot for your grandpa’s cock. You’re going to take everything that I give you, aren’t you, you little cum slut? Fuck yes. Get ready to take. my. seed.”

Her voice is so quiet, hesitant, and I barely hear her words over the blood rushing in my ears and the sound of skin slapping against skin as I bottom out in her perfect cunt.

She seems unsure, but her body knows what it wants. Her next words rock my world.

“Oh fuck. Fuck. Yes. Please. Please, fuck me harder Grandpa. Fuck your granddaughter real good. Make me your perfect little sex toy. I need your cock and I need your cum!”

“FUCKINGFUCKFUCKPEACHES!” My vision blacks out for a moment as I nearly succumb to the carnal pleasure barreling through me. I explode, pumping my cum deep into her warm, welcoming cunt.

She moans, bucking her hips up against me. She grunts and her body tenses. And then her pussy clamps down on my cock, convulsing and squeezing the full length of it buried inside her as she comes again. Hard.

Her cunt squeezes my dick so tight I think it might snap off.


Four Months Later: Missy

I sit up tall and unashamed, riding my granddaddy’s cock like a horny pregnant girl. And I am. I’m a horny pregnant girl.

My baby belly is blossoming and I’m in that glowing period where I’m pumped full of feel-good hormones and I want to fuck everything that moves, but I’m also not yet so big that life feels uncomfortable. I’m horny and I feel so good about everything all the time.

My granddaddy understands my need for constant sex and he’s happy to oblige. He’s asked me to move in with him and I know it’s because he doesn’t want me to be tempted by anybody else. Sometimes the urges come on me so fast I have to just rip my clothes off and jump his dick.

Sure, he’s much older, but his cock is huge and gets rock hard for me. And he’s strong and experienced and knows how to please me. The things he does to my body...

Being with him is like being a kid in a candy store… or perhaps a slut at a sex club? I don’t know. I don’t fucking care as long as he keeps fucking me senseless.

“Yes, Peaches. Fuck girl, take this cock like the hungry little slut that you are. That’s my good girl. That’s my good, dirty girl!”

His hands caress my belly and then reach up further to grope my breasts heavily. They’re fuller than they’ve ever been before, heavy and sensitive. When he pinches my nipples sharply and thrusts hard up into me in a frenzied rhythm, the mixture of pain and pleasure shocks me and I tumble over the edge into my orgasm.

“Yes, grandpa! YES GRANDPA! Oh god you fuck me so good!” My body goes rigid and I convulse atop him.

“Peaches!” Grandpa roars as he joins me in climax and I go still so that I can feel his big, fat cock pumping me full of his cum.

Before the pulsing even finishes, granddaddy executes a roll, maneuvering me onto my back on the bed and he extracts his cock from my pussy as he’s still spraying his white cream. When he grips the base of his cock and jerks himself roughly, his last violent burst sprays all the way up onto my breasts.

“Oh grandpa, you’re such a filthy old man!” My words are light and teasing. I love being covered in his cum.

“Oh, sorry love. Don’t you like that?” He leans forward and starts nuzzling his face between my tits, smearing cum into his beard and all over me. I giggle.

“Well, I’ll have to clean up the mess I made then.”

He proceeds to lick all of his cum off my naked, pregnant body, starting at my throat and tits and moving downward until, with a gleeful twinkle in his eye, he dips to my cunt and licks me clean as a whistle before going to town on my swollen, aching pussy to give me another earth-shattering pregnancy orgasm.

***

Thank you for reading.
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