

CLAIMED AND BRED BY MY (STEP)GRANDPA

#3 CAROLINA

A TABOO EROTICA SHORT

Alotta N. Cest

Join my email list to stay connected.

FIND MORE TABOO STORIES BY ALOTTA N. CEST HERE.

CONTENT WARNING:
This story is fiction and features a sexy, spicy, and taboo tale. No characters in this story are related and this story features NO incest. Inside, you’ll find an erotic romance featuring a sweet young woman and a sexy older man. All characters are adults and all acts are consensual.
This story is intended for mature audiences only! Ages 18 and older.


One: Carolina

“Trick or Treat, Grandpa!”

My breath steams in the frigid air as I stand on my step-grandpa’s doorstep shivering in my Little Red Riding Hood costume. I should have dressed warmer but I didn’t want to go off-brand so I’d told myself I could suffer through. Bouncing on my feet to warm up, I know my breasts are jiggling but I don’t care. Between the big red cloak that I’m wearing and my thick blonde locks, I think I’m sufficiently covered. 

“Coconut! Hello, darlin’, please come in.” Grandpa greets me with the nickname only he uses for me as his smile widens and his eyes sweep down my body to take in as much of my outfit as he can see. “You look like you’re freezing. And no wonder, you’re barely wearing anything.”

“Grandpa! I’m Little Red Riding Hood! Can’t you tell?” I give a mock pouty face and he nods and smiles again.

Without further conversation, he ushers me through the door. This is exactly why I’d told all my friends to continue on without me. I knew grandpa wouldn’t let me simply collect some candy and leave. Besides, I secretly hoped he would bring me in out of the cold for a bit.

Even though I’ve just recently turned 18, my friends and I decided to use the Halloween excuse to dress real slutty and go out. My belly feels warm from the vodka we’ve all been sipping as we’ve trekked from house to house among the groups of little kids and parents. I’m definitely more than a little buzzed but I think I can hide it from gramps.

“Let me turn off the porch light so we’re not interrupted. You’re the only trick-or-treater getting my attention while you’re here.” He flips a light switch on the wall as he closes the door. I don’t even notice when he throws the deadbolt, as well, to lock the front door.

Grandpa slips his hand beneath my cloak and lays it firmly on my lower back, pushing me along deeper into the house. Is it just me or is he standing really close? His hand, on my bare lower back, moves in small, caressing circles. It feels intimate and vaguely inappropriate but I tell myself I’m imagining things as a fuzzy feeling envelopes my brain while the warmth of grandpa’s home seeps into my body.

“Wait here, Coconut, and I’ll get you some hot chocolate.”

“Ok.”


Two: Bill

The little minx has been drinking! And apparently thinks she can hide it from her grandfather. But I can smell it on her breath, and I’m quick to recognize the opportunity at my fingertips. I’ve got her alone and, by the looks of her outfit, she’s looking for some action tonight. I may be in my early 60s but I’m confident I can control this situation and stake my claim.

While the milk warms on the stove, I make small talk through the doorway into the living room. Mixing her a cup of peppermint hot cocoa, I top it all with a healthy dollop of whipped cream and carry the mug back into the living room.

I find her sitting on the couch, slumped with her eyes closed, but when she hears me come into the room she quickly jumps to her feet to try to hide her inebriated state.

“Here you go, Coconut. Peppermint hot cocoa. Warming up?” She’s no longer shivering and, without waiting for a response, I reach out and pull on the string tying the velvety red cape of her costume closed at her pretty throat. “Here, let me take this off for you. I want to see the rest of your outfit.”

She gives a little yelp and her cheeks blush crimson.

It’s immediately obvious why…

This isn’t a little girl’s Halloween costume.

“My, oh my…” There’s a deep quality to my voice that wasn’t there before, but it’s far from disapproval.

This is an adult’s slutty costume. And we both know it. To cover for her embarrassment, she takes a couple big gulps of her hot cocoa as I circle around her taking it all in. I don’t bother to hide the hunger in my eyes or my obviously growing erection.

Creamy skin nearly pops out of her push-up white maiden’s corset that swoops low enough to almost expose her nipples and extends a scant couple of inches below her breasts, leaving her belly button on display, adorned with a flashy studded piercing.

Her flat belly doesn’t detract from her luscious curves and my cock twitches and swells in my pants. The black booty shorts look like they’ve been painted on and reveal her thick, muscular thighs. I imagine the beauty of her cunt between them and take a deep, steadying breath.

“Patience…” I mutter quietly to myself.


Three: Carolina

Somehow, I’m suddenly aware that I’m much more buzzed than I thought. I guess I shouldn’t have taken that last big swig off the vodka bottle before parting ways with my friends. My vision is even a bit blurry. It makes me feel good knowing that I’m safely in the care of my grandpa.

The room sways and I have to reach out and grab ahold of his arm to steady myself.

“Whoa,” my voice is quiet, my brain quickly trying to formulate some excuse so that grandpa doesn’t know I’ve been drinking. My eyes focus in on his crotch- I can’t help it- because I see that he’s got a massive boner. It steals all my attention and makes me blush furiously. Through my confusion, I feel my body responding to the firm strength of his muscles as he takes control of the situation.

“You ok, Coconut?” His strong hands grip me around the ribcage, helping to ground me in place and I nod, still trying to act normal. Still trying to act sober and like my grandpa isn’t, quite obviously, aroused. “Here, let’s get you more comfortable.”

My mind tries to rationalize the situation. I mean, he is a man first and foremost, right? I should just take it as a compliment that I look good in my costume. 

He’s still speaking but I can’t quite focus on his words. I do recognize the soothing tone and his comforting touch. The world starts spinning and I give a startled squeak, thinking that I’m falling, but then I realize that I’m in his arms. Grandpa’s still strong enough to pick me up and carry me? I start laughing at the absurdity of the situation as he carries me further into the house.


Four: Bill

She’s giggly and clearly in that ‘feel good’ state, definitely aware enough that her body is responding to my caresses. Now’s my chance.

I carry her to my bedroom and lay her on her back on my bed.

“Grandpa? What are we doing?” She’s blinking and turning her head side to side, clearly confused and uncertain. I run my hand down her cheek and murmur reassurances.

“Quiet, baby girl. I won’t hurt you. You’re safe. Just rest now for a few minutes.”

The fingers of my right hand continue down her pretty throat and I can see her pulse there. My other hand comes up to join and I hook both of my index fingers into the fabric of her corset on both sides just outside of her nipples.

I pull the flowy fabric down.

Fuck, yes.

When those perfect, tight buds pop free, my mouth fills with saliva. I want to face plant into her tits but I hold back, settling for stripping my shirt off over my head instead.

When I look at her next, her eyes are closed. I unzip my pants and, unable to resist, I reach into my boxers and stroke my giant, veined cock for a moment as I just relish the thought of fucking her. I’ve never been so hard in my life.

The rough skin of my palm is nearly enough to end me.

I stop, positioning my cock pointed up and barely contained by the waistband of my boxers with my pants still around my hips.

I climb onto the foot of the bed and she whimpers a little, disturbed by the motion. Reaching up, without warning, I quickly unbutton her skintight black shorts. Gently but forcefully, I work them off over her hips and pull them all the way down, pulling her panties off with them.

She gasps.

“What are you doing? This is wrong, grandpa!” Her eyes are open now, huge, and staring openly at the weeping head of my cock. She doesn’t even realize the desperate want displayed there for me.

“Shh, baby. There’s nothing wrong with this. We’re just two consenting adults, acting on our mutual desires. I’m your step-grandfather. There’s no reason for us not to be together.” I move up her body, still murmuring softly to her. “Shush baby girl. Everything is okay. You’re being such a good girl for me. I can see how much you want this.”

With my hands on her knees, I spread her legs open and take my first full view of her fucking gorgeous pussy. Her soft curls match the bright blonde hair on her head. And, fuck, she’s wet! She’s damn near dripping her arousal down onto my sheets.

I glance up and see her bright eyes watching me, her cheeks flaming.

“Oh, my good girl. My good Little Red Riding Hood…. You’re all wet for me. Your pussy is feeling needy, isn’t it baby? You want this so bad, don’t you? It’s really a good thing we’re not blood-related, little Coconut, because I’m going to do dirty, dirty things to you.”

She gasps at that, and tries to press her knees back together out of shyness, but I hold them open for my eyes to feast on her soft, sopping cunt. So ready for me to devour her.

When I can finally tear my eyes away from her pussy, I drag my gaze up her body to her tits and then all the way up to her pretty face. Her eyes are wide and staring at me with her mouth open in shock.


Five: Carolina

My mind is struggling to make any sense of what’s happening. But, beneath all the confusion, I am fully, painfully, aware of the desire coursing through my veins.

“Easy, Coconut. Just breathe. Everything is okay. Lie back and I’ll make sure you enjoy yourself.”

My brain glitches out as I watch him lean lower over my body, his mouth dropping to my navel and then dipping between my thighs.

“Oh my god, grandpa!” His big, strong hands hold my knees open and my hips buck up wildly as sensations explode through me when his mouth lands directly on my clit. “Oh fuck! Oh fuck, yes!”

He tastes me, flattening his tongue and licking obscenely from my pussy up and over my clit. I see stars. I think I’m mumbling, falling over my words.

My world is pleasure. Sparks are flying through my veins. And the whole time, his eyes haven’t left mine.

His hands slide up from my knees to my hips, pinning me to the bed. Each time his mouth leaves my body, to blow across my sensitive flesh, to whisper filthy words to me, my pelvis rocks upward, trying to maintain the contact.

“Good girl, Coconut. That’s it. You like that, don’t you?”

He gently bites down on my clit and my head slams down onto the pillows as my back arches and I moan for him.

“Yeah. You’re such a good little slut for me. Showing up here in this fucking costume. You wanted this, didn’t you? You need this. Such a desperate, needy little whore for your grandpa.”

His hand moves down and I feel the tip of one finger just teasing at my entrance.

“Please. Please, yes. I need more.”

A wanton, desperate whimper claws its way out of my throat when that finger leaves me.

“Tell me, precious. Are you a virgin? Has this sloppy, swollen pussy ever taken a cock before?”

I’m delirious with need, barely able to register his question until he pinches down hard on my clit. That focuses my mind instantly.

“I asked you a question, baby girl.” His eyes bore into mine.

I have to wet my lips. As I look down the length of my body at him, my pelvis still rocks, seeking that beautiful friction that I so desperately need.

“I’m- I’m a virgin.”

He makes a pleased sound and then his hands are gone as he raises himself to his knees so that he can shove his pants down his hips.


Six: Bill

My cock, finally free, strains forward. I want so badly to take, take, take. Just plunge this big fat dick into her tight little cunt until she screams. But I told her I’d make sure she enjoys it.

Patience.

Her tits are there, beaded and flushed. I lean down and take my time tasting them, suckling each in turn as she writhes beneath me, panting and whining.

“Fuck, those noises, Coconut. You’re driving me wild. I don’t know how much longer I can wait…”

“Then don’t. Please, please fuck me.”

I look down to where my cock is lying rigid along her thigh and I grip it, stroking from root to tip once before I drag the tip through her pubes. I line up with her fucking drenched pussy, nearly driving in just then, but I guide the tip higher to slide across her engorged clitoris. Her entire body twitches and spasms.

She cries out, a strangled sound of pleasure and lust.

“There’s my girl. Oh fuck, Coconut, you’re so wet for me. You want grandpa’s cock real bad, don’t you?” I push forward, driving pressure against her clit and she bucks against me with a little cry. “Yeah. You fucking need it.”

“Yes, please!”

“Tell me. Tell me what you need.”

“You. I need you. I need my grandpa to fuck me. Fuck me and take my virginity. Please, grandpa. Please!”

In one quick movement, I shift my hips and drive hard into her. I thrust deep, breaking through her internal barrier without pause. I bury myself to the hilt and she screams and thrashes beneath me. I have to shift my right hand up to her throat to hold her down as her body fights me briefly, fights the pain.

“FUCK!” she screams as my hips stutter and the pleasure envelopes me.

I resist the indescribable urge to rut into her.

I pause, waiting, allowing her a moment to adjust.

When her locked muscles start to ease, I gently flex my hips, beginning to move, pushing in and pulling out a few inches at a time.

I feel the ragged breath that tears out of her throat beneath my hand.

With supreme self-control, I withdraw, angling again so that my cock tilts upward and I push it through her folds, dragging the head and full length of it across her needy clit. When I look down, I see the blood, the evidence of her lost virginity.

I release her throat and drop my mouth to suckle her breasts again as I praise her softly. Using my cock, I rub her clit, working her back up until she moans for me.


Seven: Carolina

I surrender to the pleasure that is building again as he presses his cock against my clit. I whimper. The pleasure chases the pain away and I can’t hold back the pornographic moans that slip from my throat. I grind against him and the tension starts to build deep in my belly.

“Oh fuck. Fuck, yes. Oh god that feels good.”

He kisses my neck and I feel my empty pussy clench, wanting to be filled again.

“There’s my girl. There’s my girl! I’m gonna fuck you again. And I want you to come on my cock, pretty girl.”

I crave the approval now in his voice. I nod frantically.

“Please. Yes.”

Whispering praises, he shifts and slowly but unrelentingly drills his enormous cock into my core again, burying himself to the hilt. This time, the intrusion sends another shockwave of pleasure through me.

As he pistons his hips, dropping nibbles all down my neck, that tight spring coils tighter and tighter at my center until I sense that I’m hovering at the edge of a high precipice.

That’s when he pinches my left nipple and twists hard.

My swirling vision goes dark and I scream again, in pleasure this time, as I splinter into an earth-shattering orgasm.

“Ohfuckohfuckohfuccckkk!”

My body goes rigid, convulsing as I wrap my legs around his hips and pull him deeper into me.

He thrusts hard and then pulls back. Over and over, my granddaddy fucks my tight pussy. In and out. In and out.

And, fuck my life, I love it.

I lose myself in the feel of his huge cock claiming me.

“Ohhhhhhh Coconut. That’s a good girl. Take your granddaddy’s cum, sweet thing. You ready for it? You ready for your granddaddy’s thick, hot cum in your fucking pussy? Maybe you’ll grow a baby in there for me?”

“Yes, please. More. Harder. Harder! Fill me up.” My pussy clenches around him in a tight spasm and he gives a low, primal groan, thrusting harder and harder until he strains and goes completely stiff, uttering a deep groan of release.

I purr in satisfaction, feeling his thick cock, buried deep in my pussy, twitch and start pumping his hot seed into my fertile cunt.


Nine Months Later: Carolina

Smiling, I pull my beautiful Little Red Riding Hood outfit from the closet, deciding to put it on and give granddaddy a show. He loves when I wear a nice pretty dress that shows off my huge baby belly. Of course, at eight months pregnant, there’s nothing I can really do to even hide it these days.

It takes some effort to get myself into the dress but, fixing my pretty blonde hair in the mirror, it’s definitely worth the effect.

“Grandpa is gonna love this…” I whisper to our baby, stroking my belly.

With a spin and a twirl, I look at myself in the mirror. When I’m satisfied, I step out into the hallway. I can see him sitting in his recliner. Immediately, he sees me in the shadowed hallway and he turns off the television as he gets to his feet.

“Coconut!” His voice is a mix between tender affection and a command to go to him.

I step into the living room, my dress coming into full view. Smiling, he steps toward me and my eyes are drawn to his immediate, impressive erection. “Oh, baby girl. Look at you… you’re glowing.”

He drags his gaze up and down my body from my face, snagging on my full breasts which are nearly popping out the top of the dress, and further down to my giant belly. He licks his lips with a look of obvious desire on his face, stepping up to me and sliding his hand around to the back of my neck. He pulls me to him and kisses me. I close my eyes and open my mouth to him, kissing him back.

His other hand slides down until he grips my ass, pinching me. I yelp a little, flinching forward and laughing.

“Granddaddy!”

“I need you. I need your sexy cunt wrapped around my cock. Please. Now Coconut.” He twines his fingers through mine and leads me to the couch.

There, he leans me forward over the arm of the sofa. When I bend forward, my boobs pop out of the dress. I hear the soft sigh of a zipper opening and he lifts my dress until my ass is on display.

“Not even wearing panties.” He gives a tsk tsk, but I can hear the approval in his voice. “Such a pretty little slut. Spread your legs for me. I just know you’re already aching for my cock.”

“Yes, Sir.” I shift my body so that my hips will take the brunt of his thrusting, protecting my belly. Obediently, I spread my legs in invitation.

I feel the head of his cock line up at my hot, wet pussy. Without further ado, he slams himself home to fill me with another coveted load of his hot man milk.

THE END

***
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