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Criminals Part 1


Description:

Shana got accepted into the art school of her dreams. But when she doesn’t get approved for the scholarship she applied for, Creed is ready to do whatever it takes to get her the cold, hard cash she needs. And Shana feels compelled to give him her innocent body as a way of showing her gratitude.


“Baby, I’m telling you not to worry about it. I’ve got a solution right here.”

Daddy tapped his hip where he kept his gun. I had no idea what he meant, but I was sure he’d do whatever it took to get me the money I needed to go to school. And I think that’s what made me so nervous.

“Daddy, don’t do anything rash. It’s not that big a deal.”

The man I’d come to know as “Daddy” over the years gave me a bold stare. “Not that big a deal? Shana, you told me you’ve wanted to go to this art school ever since you were a little girl. Don’t tell me it’s not a big deal.”

I sighed and fell on the couch, feeling defeated. He was right. I’d always had a passion for design, and this school could teach me everything I needed to know by the best professors around. But with it being a private, expensive institution, the only way I could afford it was to get a grant or scholarship.

But both of those fell through, and now I had no idea how I would pay for it.

“Baby,” Creed said, sitting next to me and placing a reassuring hand on my leg. “Don’t worry about it. I’ll take care of it.”

I looked into his deep green eyes and his tousled brown hair and knew he meant it. He’d been taking care of me since I was an adolescent, and if it hadn’t been for him, I’d have starved on the streets.

Creed was twenty-five years older than me, making him a sexy, wise 43-year-old man. I turned 18 six months ago, and even though he wasn’t my flesh and blood father, I called him “Daddy” because, well, he just felt like one to me.

“I know you want the best for me, and I appreciate it, but I can’t let you get yourself in debt over my education.”

“Sugar,” he answered, cupping my face. “It’s none of your concern how I help my little girl. You know I’m a fixer, a problem solver. Just know that this school isn’t out of reach. I’ll have you the money you need by the end of the week.”

He kissed me on the cheek, sending butterflies through my tummy. I always loved his kisses, the way his soft lips felt on my cheeks, and the way the scruff of his five o’clock shadow rubbed my flesh.

“Well, unless you plan on robbing a bank, I don’t see how you can come up with over a hundred grand in one week.”

He cocked his head at me and smirked slightly. “Like I said, don’t worry, babygirl.”

I watched him walk off, feeling a little better about things. Maybe he did have a solid plan to help me out. If he did, I would be forever indebted to him.

That night, I thought about what I could do to repay him for this generous gift. Since Creed wasn’t family, he had no obligation to do all the many things he’d done for me over the last few years. But yet he had. I wanted to do something nice. As big a gesture as I could come up with. Something that wouldn’t cost me a lot of money. That night, while talking with my best friend Karla, I ran over some ideas with her.

“I could cook him a nice meal,” I said.

“Mm, that’s a little …”

“Weak?” I said, finishing her sentence. “Yeah, I agree.”

“I mean, I wasn’t going to say it,” she laughed.

“I could cook him a nice meal and take him to see that movie he’s been talking about.”

“That sounds like fun. I’m sure he’d appreciate anything you do, Shana. He’s a pretty awesome guy.”

I thought about it for a moment, but it still didn’t jibe with me. “No, that seems like too much of a date. You know he’s been seeing that wild biker chick Barb, and she always struck me as the jealous type. She might thing I’m encroaching on her turf.”

“She’s such a psycho controlling bitch,” Karla said. “I can’t stand her. What does she think? You’re gonna give him a handy in the movie theater? Or let him take you home and fuck your brains out? You’re like the daughter Creed never had. Hell, I wish he was my daddy.”

For some reason, when she joked about giving Creed a handjob, my nipples pricked into hard little points. I had to admit, that sounded pretty hot. Because despite the fact that Creed was like a daddy to me, he was still smoking hot, had a great body, was fiercely protective, gave incredible bear hugs, and yeah. I found myself getting wet for him from time to time over the last few months.

And thinking about him taking me home to fuck my brains out? Well, fuck. That made heat ripple through my insides.

“Yeah, I know, right? If she only knew I was a virgin she’d rethink that whole jealousy part.”

Karla clicked her tongue, then rolled right into her sexy pre-orgasm voice as she imitated something I might say. “Mmm … Daddy. Since you’re paying for my school, it’s only fair I let you pop my cherryyyyy.” Karla giggled, and I echoed her laughter.

But on the inside, I was going up in flames.

Holy shit, letting him pop my cherry was actually a brilliant idea, in theory of course. He would have my head examined if I approached him with such an idea.

Wouldn’t he?

“Well, I better get to sleep. Let me know if you have any other brilliant plans for paying him back.”

“Hell,” Karla said. “Send him my way. I’ll treat him right all night long.”

“Girl,” I argued, feeling a wave of jealousy wash over me. “That’s my daddy you’re talking about.”

“I know, I know. I’m joking. Okay, good night, luv. Talk to you tomorrow.”

Karla blew a few kisses over the phone, and I hung up. I don’t know what had gotten into me, why the thought of my best friend fucking Creed made me feel insecure, but obviously I was having some weird feelings.

I needed to get a grip. After all, he was 43. I was 18. And he was my daddy.

That was just … wrong.

********

The next day, Creed and Barb were at the house when I got home from my part-time job. I could hear Barb woo-hooing all the way down the hall, and all I could do was groan as I passed the master bedroom. But then I heard Barb say something that pricked my ears.

“You can’t tell her, babe. She’s so uptight, she’ll lose her shit.”

“Don’t talk like that about my babygirl, Barb. She’s not uptight. She’s a good girl. And I won’t tell her because she doesn’t need to get caught up in the shit I do for her.”

“Well, she’s a damn lucky girl to have someone like you. And, I’m lucky as shit to have you too, as well as all this cash.”

Barb laughed as I stood outside the door, trying to figure out what in the hell they were talking about.

“Barb, I can’t give you but a couple grand. We talked about this. Shana needs the money for school.”

I heard a hmmph, and the squeak of Creed’s bed, like someone had just fallen on it. “Not fair, babe. Not fair at all, especially since I drove the getaway car.”

“Which is why I’m paying you a couple grand.”

The getaway car? What the …

“Well, I don’t help just anyone rob a bank. I’m beginning to really not like Shana. It’s like I’m always in competition with her.”

I gasped, then immediately threw a hand over my mouth.

Christ.

Creed had … robbed a bank?

For me?

He must have taken what I said yesterday seriously. I was just joking about robbing a bank.

My heart raced, and I got tingles. Like, all over. Part of me was terrified that any minute the SWAT team would show up to have him arrested.

But the other part? God, I couldn’t believe it, but the other part of me was incredibly turned on, despite what Barb the Jealous Bitch had just said about me.

“I didn’t ask you to drive the getaway car. You offered. And I told you that every penny I got was going towards my daughter’s education. So don’t act like this is some great shock to you.”

“Shana is not your daughter. She’s just some young slut you let live with you, that clearly you want to fuck. So whatever. Me and my two grand are out of here. I don’t need this bullshit.”

I darted inside my room right before Barb yanked the bedroom door open and stormed off. I could hear her boots clomping on the hardwood floors, then the sound of her slamming the front door closed as she left.

I sat on my bed, a million thoughts running through my mind. What Creed had done, just for me, risking his freedom for my education, my happiness; his girlfriend getting jealous and accusing me, a virgin of all things, of being a slut he just wanted to fuck.

And how my heart was hammering inside my chest, my pussy aching and throbbing at everything I’d just heard.

Creed knocked on my door, and I mumbled for him to come in, still in shock.

“Hey babydoll. You’re home early. I got a surprise for you.”

I looked up at him, at his smile, blown away at how pleased he was with himself. I wanted to be happy, to celebrate. But there was no way I could let him keep the money, to put me through school with ill-gotten gains.

“You …robbed a bank, Daddy?”

The smile faded from his lips. “You heard.”

“Kinda hard not to.”

He sighed, in a manly sort of way. “Fucking Barb and her big mouth. I didn’t want you to find out, sweetheart.”

He came and sat down next to me, wrapping an arm around my shoulder. “My sweet babygirl. Never let it be said I wouldn’t do anything for you, or that I don’t want the best for you.”

“I know you do, Daddy. That’s why I love you so much. But we can’t keep the money.”

Creed gave me a hard look, lifting an eyebrow as if disappointed.

“Can we?” I added.

“We have to. I can’t exactly take it back and say I changed my mind.”

He had a point. Although, there were other things he could do with the money that would alleviate my guilt about this. “You could donate it to charity anonymously.”

He stood up and ran both hands through his hair, his face turning red as he spoke. “You think I risked everything robbing a bank, just to turn around and donate it to charity? Hell. No. If I have to hypnotize you into forgetting where I got this money I will. You’re using it for school, and that’s final, Shana.”

He spun on his heels and walked out of my room, and I just sat there dumbfounded. He had a point. He had risked it all. I should be thanking him, not getting up in his grill, shaming him for being the best daddy in the world.

I heard his bedroom door close, so I walked across the hall, pushing it open right away. He stood at the window, arms above the sash, looking outside. It was then I realized just how much he meant to me, and I to him.

“I’m sorry, Daddy.” I walked to him and wrapped my arms around his waist. “What you did for me … it means so much.”

He turned around and pulled me into a tight bear hug, pressing his hand to my hair. “I want you to have the best, babygirl. More than I had.”

“I know, Daddy. That’s why instead of asking you to donate it to charity, I want to show my appreciation for what you did. I want to give you something, as a way of saying ‘thank you’.”

I felt a bump against my lower belly, something hard pressing against me. Heat stirred in my core as Daddy’s hands ran down to the small of my back. Oh Christ, my pussy throbbed, ached.

“You don’t have to do that, princess,” he said, his voice sounding gruff.

“I … I want to,” I purred, pressing my body against his, feeling the desire grow stronger. “Don’t you want me?”

With my ear against his chest, I could hear a faint rumble. My nipples tingled as I grew more aroused.

“Baby. You know I want you. Fuck.”

He cupped my ass, and I looked up at him, at that face that I’d fallen in love with but couldn’t admit until now. “Then show me how much you want me, Daddy. And I’ll show you how grateful I am for what you’ve done.”

His hands moved to my face, and his lips pressed to mine. Our tongues explored one another with hunger, and I found myself grinding against him, wanting to feel his erection twitch, wanting to make him more turned on.

He groaned in my mouth and grabbed my ass again, thrusting against me and making me drench my panties.

“Damn, babygirl. You’re making me stiff as a fucking board.”

I bit my lip and stepped back, tugging at his belt. He watched me with a narrow stare, pulling his shirt up and over his head. Once the belt was undone, he ripped his jeans open and let them fall to the floor.

“I want to taste you, Daddy. I need you in my mouth.”

“Then get on your knees, baby,” he ordered. “Because I’m about to give you what you need.”

I knelt before him, and he kicked his jeans aside. Standing before me in nothing but tight boxer briefs, he was visibly well endowed, his cock straining against the cotton. A wet spot could be seen at the very tip top, and it made me ache for him even more.

His fingers threaded my strawberry blonde hair, and he tightened his grip, steadying my head. “Pull them down, and take me in your mouth, babygirl. Daddy needs to feel those lips.”

I licked my lips as I peeled the elastic downward. His cock sprung forth, looking angry it was so hard. He guided my head close to him, and I wrapped my fingers around the base of his shaft and stroked softly a few times.

“God,” he groaned. “Your touch…”

I flicked my gaze up at him, aroused at the way he was looking at me. I could feel the veins along his length, the heat and the pulse making my pussy clench and tingle.

“Thank you for robbing a bank for me, Daddy.”

He growled as I flicked my tongue along the tip of his crown, tasting his desire for me. “Princess, if you haven’t figured it out by now, I would kill for you.”

Excitement rushed through me. Why was I so turned on by his threat of violence? God, I don’t know, but I couldn’t wait to make him feel as good as I felt in that moment.

I pressed my lips to his crown and sucked him good, just the tip. He twitched against my lips, and I moaned, moving one hand to cup his balls.

“Ah, shit,” he whispered.

I took him deeper inside of my mouth and fondled his sac, moving up and down his length, sucking as I bobbed my head. He still had a good grip on my hair, but he ended up fisting most of it in one hand and using the other to softly cup my chin.

He worked his hips back and forth, pushing himself deeper in my mouth. I moved my tongue all over him, flicking and swirling every single inch. He responded by growing harder, and I noticed his balls rising, getting hotter, harder.

“Mmmm,” I moaned, saliva spilling from my lower lip.

“Oh baby… you’re so fucking good at this. I need to cum in your mouth, fill that belly up with my seed.”

I pulled away from him, a loud popping sound as he was released from the warm, wet confines of my mouth. “Do it, Daddy. I want to drink down every drop you give me.”

“Jesus,” he groaned as I sucked him back inside my mouth. “Get ready, my little princess. I got myself all pumped up robbing that bank, and now you’re going to find out just how much cum I’ve been saving up for you.”

He tightened his fingers in my hair, burning my scalp as his cock grew so hard it was almost like sucking a flesh-covered steel pipe.

And then, his warm seed spurted on my tongue as he released a long growl. His cock pulsed and throbbed with each burst, making my need grow by the second. I swallowed it all, listening to him moan his approval.

“Mm, what a good girl you are. Show me this last little bit. Let me see it before you swallow it.”

With that, another glob of cum pulsed out, and I held it there, opening my mouth and letting him see the puddle of his seed on the tip of my tongue.

“Fuck. Good girl. Now swallow.”

He pushed my jaw shut, and I smiled as he slid down my throat.

He shook his head then tossed a look over his shoulder. “Get up here, babygirl. Daddy’s got some exploring to do.”

I stood up and he got me undressed, his eyes moving back and forth between my body and my eyes. I was dizzy, I wanted him so much.

His hands cupped my breasts, his fingers dragging over my nipples and making them hard. He leaned down and kissed each one, flicking his tongue back and forth over the sensitive flesh.

“Oh Daddy,” I moaned.

He pulled my slacks down over my hips, and I fell back on the bed so he could pull them off my feet.

Daddy wasted no time diving his face between my legs, pushing my ass up and holding it there as he swirled his tongue around my slit. My juices dripped out, and he just lapped it up, quickly moving the tip of his tongue to my clit and flicking rapidly.

“Oh fuck, Daddy.” My head fell back, and I lay there, enjoying his warm breath rolling over my pussy as he ate me out.

He moaned as he licked me, which was such a turn on. I rocked my hips, and when he inserted a finger inside my pussy, I came undone, bucking wildly as I orgasmed.

He pushed a second finger inside as my body rocked, curling his digits downward and massaging the floor of my vagina as he began suckling my clit, his moans becoming louder.

I couldn’t help but toss my feet on his shoulders as my thighs trembled. He brought me to orgasm once again, sucking on my bean and finger-fucking me roughly. He must not have known I was a virgin, but my pussy was no stranger to penetration. I’d fucked myself good and hard with my fingers in the past, but I couldn’t get the angle that Daddy was getting. Or the force.

And holy shit did it feel good.

“Turn over, baby. Daddy wants to lick that ass.”

“Oh!” I cried out as he went to the trouble of actually flipping me over himself, as if I were just a doll.

He then lifted my ass up in the air and started licking me from behind. I felt his tongue move over my slit, then up to my forbidden entrance. He flicked and nibbled, making me shudder in ecstasy all over.

“Mm, you’re so fucking tasty, sweet pea.”

“Daddy. You feel so good to me,” I purred, feeling his hands grip the sides of my hips.

He brought me to orgasm again, probing my pussy with several fingers while licking my quivering asshole. It was so incredible, so intense, I never knew I could cum like this.

After my body stopped shaking, he laid down next to me and pulled me on top of him, grabbing my ass as I kissed him. He tasted sweet and tangy, and I was just humming all over from the experience.

I could feel him start to guide his cock to my entrance. He was looking me in the eyes, I guess wanting to see my facial expression as he entered me, so I felt I should tell him I was a virgin. He deserved to know.

“You’re my first, Daddy. I’ve never fucked anyone before.”

Lust flared across his face. “Are you serious?”

I nodded, then leaned down and planted soft kisses on his neck as I rubbed my pussy on him.

“Your first time should be special, baby. Daddy wants to do this right.”

I smiled broadly. “That’s one of the many things I love about you, Daddy.”

“I love so many things about you, babygirl. So many things.”

We lay there kissing for what seemed like an eternity. My lips became chapped, but I didn’t care.

We had fun playing with each other half the night, taking turns bringing each other to orgasm with our mouths and hands. Then the rest of the night, we finally slept. It was amazing, just feeling my daddy hold me all night long.

It was the next morning, when Daddy and I had just finished eating our breakfast, that he got the call. I was putting the dishes in the dishwasher, thinking about how good it would feel to get a cashier’s check for my first year’s tuition.

“What the hell do you want, Barb?” Daddy said, answering his phone with so much attitude it made me laugh.

I looked over at him, and he just shook his head, which made me laugh even harder.

But then, this look of horror washed over his face, and I knew something was wrong.

“You fucking bitch. You’re joking right?”

His eyes grew wide as I tossed the sponge in the sink.

What is it? I mouthed.

He ended the call and lowered the phone to his side. “Fucking bitch. She called the cops. She said … they’ll probably be here any minute.”

I felt the blood draining from my face. This couldn’t be happening. I couldn’t lose my daddy. It would kill me.

“What the hell are we gonna do, Daddy.”

“We’re gonna take off, go into hiding,” he said, lifting his keys off the table. “Grab your purse, babygirl. We won’t be coming back here for a while.”


Daddy Steals a Car for Me




Criminals Part 2


“I can’t fucking believe this.”

Creed futilely tried turning the engine over for the tenth time. His car wouldn’t start, for whatever reason. We were royally screwed.

“What are we gonna do, Daddy? The cops are gonna be here any minute.” I had already called Karla to let her know we were on the way to her house, telling her I would explain everything once we got there. I could have called her back and asked her to come get us, but there was no time.

“Shit,” he whispered, fisting his hair in frustration. “I don’t know, Shana. I think we’re going to have to head out on foot. Maybe walk up to that gas station on the—”

He looked at me with raised brows, and I knew right away what was on his mind.

“Are you thinking what I’m thinking?” I asked.

“The dealership across the street?”

I nodded. “It’s risky, though. You know they have cameras everywhere.”

“Don’t matter. Grab the ski masks from the hall closet, and I’ll get my tools.”

We had to run back inside the house for several minutes, which made me so nervous. But Creed got what he needed, carrying a canvas tote down the hall as I waited on him with the ski masks.

He pressed his hands to my face and kissed me, slithering his tongue in my mouth quickly and making me melt on the spot. “There’s no time for this, Daddy. We’ve got to go.”

“I know, sweetheart. I just love you so damn much. Why don’t you stay here, tell the cops I took off? I don’t want you to get dragged into this drama.”

I grabbed his shirt, adrenaline rushing through my veins at the thought of him leaving me behind. “Hell no. Not gonna happen. We’re in this together now.”

I tugged him by the shirt, practically dragging him behind me as he let out a somber chuckle. “Okay, okay, baby. There’s no need to be forceful. You can come.”

Daddy stuffed the stolen cash that was in the back seat of his car in the same bag with his tools. Good thing he thought of it because I would have totally forgotten it was back there.

After cutting through the backyard and weaving between a few houses, we finally made it to the main street. We waited until the car dealership was in view before pulling on our ski masks. Thankfully, it was early Sunday morning and not a lot of traffic was around. Plus, this was a used car lot, and they weren’t open on Sundays. So no one would pester us the second we walked in.

I followed Creed to one of the cars close to the entrance. “Go over there and lay low, baby.”

I stooped down by the passenger side to hopefully stay out of the cameras’ view as much as possible, scratching my face that was itching from the mask. It took him about two minutes to open the doors, and my heart was beating like a jackhammer the whole time.

“I fucking hope this works,” he grumbled, inserting a drill into the keyhole.

“You and me both.”

To me, it looked like he was dismantling the entire steering column, but within a few minutes, I heard the engine start with a purr. Creed burst into laughter, and I echoed him, gripping the handle above me as he sped out of the lot. I pulled off my ski mask once we were on the road, and Creed did the same.

“You did it, Daddy!” I leaned over and kissed him on the cheek, adrenaline once again making me high. “Holy shit. I can’t believe you just stole a car. We just stole a car together.”

“I stole a car. Far as I’m concerned, babydoll, you’re an innocent bystander.”

He put his hand on my thigh, pressing his fingers into my flesh, making me so hot for him. “Damn, Daddy. I want to fuck you so badly right now.”

He turned those gorgeous green eyes in my direction, and darted his gaze at my cleavage spilling out of the tight little tank top I had slept in. Yeah, we hadn’t even bothered to change clothes before leaving the house.

“You could give me a little road head in this stolen vehicle,” he said, groping my breast and pinching the nipple.

I hissed and lifted the lower half of my top, allowing my cherry tipped boobs to be on full display.

“Aw, fuck,” he said, giving me a few glances as he undid his jeans and tugged his zipper down. “You know those tits make me hard as fuck, princess.”

“Well, showing them to you while you take your cock out makes me wet as fuck, Daddy.”

He growled softly as his erection sprang forth. He fisted it and got it a little harder as I turned to face him, toying with my nipples as he tried to focus on driving and watching me. It was dangerous, but thankfully traffic wasn’t bad. And we had at least a fifteen-minute drive to Karla’s house.

“Damn, what you do to me …” he breathed, squeezing the base of his shaft and forcing a clear drop of precum to seep out of the slit.

I could almost taste him. I purred as I got into position on my knees. Creed tossed his arm aside and gripped my hair as I leaned down and took his cock past my lips.

“Fuuuuuuck,” he groaned. “Oh baby … your mouth…”

I started sucking the head while tightly squeezing the root with my fingers. I licked all around his crown, feeling my pussy throb from the sudden need. I don’t know why or how I was so turned on in the midst of this crisis. All I knew was that this criminal activity of ours was making me want the man I called daddy so much.

And why shouldn’t I? He wasn’t my real dad, and we weren’t related at all. He was just a man who had been taking care of me for a few years. I was eighteen now, a legal adult. My body had matured, and I had blossomed into a woman under his watch. And the love we had for each other had also blossomed, but into one of intense lust and desire.

I couldn’t imagine my life without him, and I was willing to do whatever it took to be a part of his life. Even if I had to commit crimes with him.

“Deeper, baby. Deeper…” Daddy pleaded, pushing on the back of my head.

My lips slid down the length of his shaft until they touched my fingers that were gripping him. His crown rubbed along my tonsils, and he tugged my hair slightly before cumming. Every twitch of his cock brought another burst of seed, and I used my tongue to massage every drop out.

“Fuck … you’re my good girl,” he said, blowing out a breath as he pulled me off of him.

I sat up and wiped my mouth with the back of my hand as I put my seatbelt on. “Did stealing that car turn you on as much as it did me?”

“Sweet pea, you could be taking a nap and it would turn me on. Seriously.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. I could identify with it because just looking at him turned me on these days.

We got to Karla’s a few minutes later, and Daddy was smart enough to park the car in front of a house several doors down. I thought it was overkill but better safe than sorry.

Thankfully, Karla’s parents were at church so we could talk freely. She poured us both a cup of coffee and we sat around the kitchen table as I explained what had happened, listening quietly, until her gaze slowly moved to Creed.

“You actually stole money from a bank? For Shana’s education?”

He leaned back in his chair and crossed his arms. “You’re goddamn right I did. And I’d do it again, too.”

“Damn, that’s … hot as fuck.”

I burst into laughter. “That’s my daddy. I just hope I haven’t totally fucked it all up by, you know, committing the crime of grand theft auto.”

“You haven’t, babydoll. That’s a motherfucking promise.” He took my hand in his and brought it to his lips, kissing each one of my knuckles right there in front of Karla. Her jaw slowly dropped as her eyes moved back and forth between us.

I pulled my hand away because I didn’t want her to know what was going on just yet. “Daddy, you’re being so dramatic. Now, we should probably come up with a game plan, huh?”

“I know, I know,” he replied, rubbing his temples. “I was thinking, I’ve got this buddy with connections. I think he can help me out with a new name, a new identity, so to speak. And we can find a nice little secluded place to live in Freemon.”

Freemon. The city where the art school was, two hundred miles away.

My insides twisted. This had suddenly become a huge deal. We were in deep waters. I just hoped our life raft didn’t sink. “What about work, Daddy? How will you find a job?”

He shrugged as Karla took a sip of coffee, quietly listening. “I’ll find something. I’m resourceful. Besides, if I get us a place there, you won’t have to pay for on-campus housing. That will save us a bundle. Hell, I’ve got enough to pay our bills for at least a year, and then some. We’ll be fine.”

He stood up and walked to the coffee pot for a refill.

“Sounds like he’s got it all worked out. But fuck, I’m gonna miss you, girl. Miss both of you.”

“I’m going to miss you, too. I wish you could come with us.”

Before, I wasn’t so sad about leaving for college, but that was only because I knew I could come home for weekend visits and holidays. Now, Daddy and I would have to lay low. I wasn’t sure if I’d ever be able to show my face around here again.

“Well, shit,” Karla said. “Maybe I will join you too. Why the hell not?”

Daddy seemed to perk up about as much as I did. “What do you think, Daddy? Can you handle having two women on your hands?”

“Pfft,” he chuckled. “You two are easy. Of course I can handle you.”

Karla lifted her brows and twisted her face at me. “Did he just call us easy?” she asked, tossing a thumb over her shoulder.

“I think he did.”

“I say we prove him wrong.”

“Let’s do it, then.” I bit my lip and Daddy winked at me, stirring up my insides once again. Knowing I was in a partnership with my best friend to give him a hard time made this experience way better. “So, what are you going to tell your parents?”

“I’ll tell them … you’re going to school and I’m going with you. What the hell, I’m eighteen now, and you only live once, right? I’m not letting my best friend disappear on me.”

I glanced in the kitchen and Daddy was leaning against the counter, keeping his eyes on us, a serious look on his face. I was picking up on a vibe. He was quietly turned on, knowing Karla and I were about to become his responsibility. I’d be willing to bet he was getting a little stiff. And surprisingly, I wasn’t jealous. Not this time. In fact, I decided to actively encourage Karla to flirt with him, make him that much harder when he did finally strip me of my virginity once and for all and fuck my brains out.

“You better go pack a bag, girl. We’ll hit the road in the next hour so we can get there before dark. And don’t worry. We’ll come back here next weekend. Shana and I still need to get a few things from the house.”

“Yes, sir.” Karla jumped from the table, and I went over to Daddy to give him a hug. I don’t think he ever felt as good as he did in that moment.

“Will it be safe to come back here, Daddy? Because I do have a few things I don’t want to leave behind. Like my books, and my laptop.”

“Yeah, sugar. I’ll have my buddy go ahead of time and pack some things up. I got a few things I need to get, too.”

I was somewhat relieved, but still nervous that we weren’t out of the woods just yet.

********

We used the registration plate from Karla’s truck and put it on the stolen car, then washed the sticker prices off the windows before leaving, hoping her parents wouldn’t notice before we could get back next weekend that her plates were gone. If they did, they would report them stolen, which would complicate things even more than they already were.

Karla and I also looked up homes for rent on the way to Freemon, and we found three. Daddy said to bookmark them and he would give the owners a call as soon as he had his new identification. Until then, we would stay in a hotel using some of the cash and hope the cops wouldn’t find us.

Karla didn’t have the nerve to tell her parents she was actually leaving, so she just told them Creed and I were moving and she was spending the week helping us out. I thought it was alright. When it all shook out, she would probably end up going back home. And I couldn’t blame her there.

Daddy got one room, which surprised me. I thought he would get one for himself and one for me and Karla, but nope. He surprised me once again. We just kind of looked at each other, Karla licking her lips and smiling. I was pretty sure I knew what she was thinking. I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t thinking it either.

“So, Creed. Which bed should we sleep in?” Karla asked, lying down on one of the queens and stretching her arms above her head.

“Um…” he answered, shifting his gaze to me as he pulled some clothes out of his duffel bag. “Pick a bed, darlin’. Any bed.”

Heat bloomed between my legs. I went and laid down next to her, scooching really close and crossing my hands behind my head. “This bed feels pretty good, and it looks like there’s plenty of room for a third warm body.” I patted the mattress next to me, fantasizing about the three of us sleeping together, Daddy beside me, Karla on the other side of him. But also slightly regretting the fact that I hadn’t told Karla that Creed and I were a thing. I didn’t want her to think she could have him all to herself.

Karla rolled on her side and tossed an arm over my belly. “Ohh yeah, I’d have to agree there. Plenty of room for three in this bed. And you did say you could handle us both, that we were—what was the word, Shana? Easy?”

“That was the word,” I agreed, the desire getting stronger, tugging at my tummy.

He leaned against the dresser and crossed his ankles together. The growing bulge in his jeans was unmistakable. “You girls sure are making it hard for me to be a gentleman.”

“I don’t think anyone in this room wants you to be a gentleman, Daddy.”

“I echo that sentiment,” Karla purred.

“Well, in that case, make room for Daddy,” he said, strolling toward the bed as he pulled off his shirt. Excitement erupted inside of me as he slid onto the bed, knee first, making his way between me and my best friend.

“Gladly,” Karla said.

Nervous flutters swarmed through me, wondering where Daddy would choose to go. Sharp little pangs of jealousy hit me as I feared he would land on Karla’s side of the bed first, but luckily for me—and for him—he placed his fists on the mattress next to me and leaned down, a lust-filled smile pulling his lips apart as he kissed me.

I could feel Karla moving on the bed, and Daddy’s moans of pleasure, which I wasn’t sure if they were from our kiss or her touch. And the mystery drove me wild, making my kiss with him even more forceful.

He tugged at the bottom of my shirt, ultimately sitting up so I could pull it all the way off. Karla got up on her knees and ran her hands seductively up the front of Daddy’s chest. He placed his hands on her wrists and pulled them over his shoulders, and I got to watch the two of them kiss.

What should have made me angry with jealousy, didn’t. It was so erotic, watching his hands wander to her ass, cupping her cheeks as their tongues lustfully explored each other.

Once my shirt was off, I undid my bra and tossed it aside, then started rubbing Daddy’s cock through his jeans as he and Karla kissed. He groaned as his cock twitched, so I unzipped his pants and fished around for it, feeling my pussy grow hotter and wetter by the second.

“Mm, let me help you with that,” Karla said after I accidentally bumped into her.

“Fuck, you two girls are so fucking sexy,” Daddy said, fisting our hair and giving a firm but gentle pull, forcing our eyes up at him.

“You’re sexy too, Daddy. But, I think I proved that last night, just how sexy I think you are.”

“Yes, you did, my babygirl.”

I could feel Karla’s stare move in my direction. “I knew something happened between you two.”

I smiled and looked up at Daddy again. “Yep. And this man is the best thing that ever happened to me.”

“Well, do you mind if I have a sample?” she asked, rubbing his hard dick through the denim.

Daddy moaned and looked at me, as if waiting for my approval. “Long as I can watch and join in. And I think my daddy here agrees, don’t you?” I asked, joining Karla in rubbing his erection.

“Oh, fuck yes.”

We both laughed softly, then popped open his jeans, forcing his cock to spring forward. Daddy reached down and fondled my exposed tits as I took him in my mouth first, sucking on the tip like I had done as he drove the stolen car.

“Aw, shit, baby.”

Karla stirred next to me, pulling off her top. I angled my gaze at her and noticed that Daddy moved his other hand to her ample chest, teasing her nipples as he groaned. Karla got up on her knees again and I could hear their sloppy kiss as I sucked Daddy’s dick.

I pumped my fist up and down his length as I moved my lips and worked my tongue along his frenulum, swiping away the salty-sweet precum that pulsed out every few seconds. God, I was already growing addicted to giving him a blowjob. I loved the way it responded to everything I did. And knowing that my friend was keeping him aroused by making out with him while he enjoyed her body against his made my flesh sear with lust.

“Christ, babydoll, you’re going to make me cum so hard if you keep that up. I think it’s time I took part in a little oral pleasure myself.”

“If you insist,” I said, lying back and working my jeans down over my hips.

He hopped off the bed and got undressed as Karla and I did the same. And surprisingly, she snuggled up next to me, her naked flesh warm and electrifying.

“You wanna make out or something?” she asked, running her hand over my exposed hip.

All of my inhibitions went out the window, and what was once my best friend was now my best friend and lover, ready to let my daddy bring us both a little pleasure.

“Sounds like the perfect way to pass the time,” I answered, cupping her breast and feeling how soft it was, how sexy and full.

She smiled softly and brought her lips to mine, and I could hear Daddy making noises in the background, saying he couldn’t wait to eat us out.

Karla and I naturally ended up on our sides, facing each other as our tongues hungrily explored one another’s mouth, darting in and out. I tossed a leg over her hip and felt her lift her leg up, her hairless mound sensually touching mine.

“Oh, hell yes, this right here is perfect,” Daddy said, settling between our legs. “I can lick you both at the same time.”

Her fingers lightly pinched my hard little bud as her breathing increased, and when I felt Daddy’s tongue on my pussy I gave a good, hard thrust.

“Oh gahhhhhd,” Karla groaned, rolling her hips and causing her pussy to rub against mine.

She and I both rolled into uncontrollable moaning, groping each other’s breasts and kissing like two oversexed girls as Daddy licked our pussies. Fuck, I could feel his tongue brushing my clit, his scruff scratching my inner thighs for a few seconds before stopping to lick Karla’s pussy. Then he would come back and quickly flick his tongue back and forth over my swollen bundle of nerves, making me tingle and shudder.

“Oh fuck, I … I think I’m gonna cum,” Karla purred.

Knowing that she was about to orgasm as a direct result of my daddy’s efforts made my walls throb and clench. He teased me with a lick and a soft bite, making me huff as Karla moved her mouth to my neck.

I could hear her groans as she came, her soft, bare pussy rubbing against mine and stimulating my clit as Daddy licked her all the way through her orgasm, being the attentive man that he was. Her body rocked and shook, and she dug her nails into my back, making my lust surge.

When she quieted a little several minutes later, Daddy resumed licking my pussy, his tongue like a drilling machine as he probed my virgin entrance, then came out and swirled all over my swollen bean.

It felt so good I couldn’t help but cum so hard, liquid pulsing from my pussy in hard bursts as these intense contractions swept over me. My moans rolled to the back of Karla’s throat as we made out all the way through my orgasm.

When I was finished cumming, Daddy stood at the end of the bed and ordered me to suck his cock while lying on my belly. He spread his legs really wide to lower his body and make it easier for me to reach his full length.

“Karla, put that sexy of mouth of yours to good use and lick my daughter’s ass.”

While fisting my hair tightly, Daddy shoved his dick in my mouth, forcing himself to the back of my throat as Karla’s hands spread my cheeks apart.

“Gotta admit, I’ve always wanted to eat you out, Shana.”

I purred as her tongue slathered all over my puckered rose, moving down to my slit, and then my clit as I sucked Daddy’s cock. His groans grew more heated, and his cock turned to steel. I could tell he was about to cum, so he grunted and tugged me off of his length, gripping the base of his shaft with a tight squeeze as he took a few deep breaths.

“I’m going to need to cum, soon, babygirl. You know which hole I want.”

I dragged my tongue over his balls, arching my back as Karla continued to lick me. I wanted Daddy to fuck me, but I did want to save my cherry for when we were alone.

“I think you should fuck my best friend’s ass while she eats me out.”

He groaned and softly slapped the side of my face with his cock. “Fuck, princess. That turns me on so fucking much.”

“It turns me on too, Daddy.”

“You going to offer up that sweet ass for me to fuck, Karla?”

“Oh god yessss,” she said, scooting across the bed with lightning speed.

I pushed up on all fours then laid down, lust-fueled flutters running all through me as I spread my legs for my best friend.

Daddy kept his eyes on me as Karla stuck her ass in the air, burying her face in my pussy as he gripped her hips. He then dunked inside her pussy once, forcing the air from her lungs as she licked my clit. My legs started quaking right away as I watched him slide out of her, then poke at her asshole.

A little squeak escaped her lips, but I knew for a fact that Karla had performed anal sex on herself with her massive dildo. It was one of her favorite ways to cum. So Daddy’s thick cock would be a welcome intrusion.

In fact, she actually arched her back into his entry, right about the time that her tongue went wild on my clit.

I rolled my hips, keeping my eyes locked on Daddy as his fingers dug into the flesh of her ass, forcing the skin underneath to turn ghostly white.

“Uh yuh,” she muttered as he began thrusting.

His face morphed into one of sheer ecstasy as he picked up the pace, drilling in and out of her so hard and fast her hair swooshed over my legs.

I sat up on my elbows, gyrating my hips up and down as I got closer to cumming for a second time.

“Uh! Uh! Uh! Uh!” Karla sounded as Daddy ass-fucked her, his mouth twisting up as he got ready to erupt.

“Cum in her ass, Daddy,” I mewed, egging him on.

“Oh fuck,” he grunted, slamming into her even harder.

The way her ass rippled, coupled with the way he was watching her, sent me over the edge. That faucet inside of me erupted, and I ended up cumming so hard my head fell back, almost giving me whiplash.

I lifted it right away though, my nipples tingling and hardening into hard little rocks as I had the pleasure of seeing my daddy’s face morph as he came.

“Ahhhhhhh,” he groaned, giving one hard thrust and burying himself balls deep inside of my best friend’s asshole.

“Shhhhhit,” Karla murmured. I could see her rocking her pelvis, and I figured she was cumming too.

But she didn’t stop licking my dripping pussy for one second. I was impressed.

Daddy’s chest rose and fell for several minutes before he stepped away from Karla. “Fucking hell, that was …”

“Amazing,” Karla said, finishing his sentence.

I fell back on the bed, experiencing a mixture of feelings about what had just happened. I think I needed some time with Daddy, just to feel a little reassured that he didn’t like her better than me.

“Amazing is one word for it,” Daddy said.

“Well, I need to jump in the shower, if you’ll excuse me.” Karla bowed down and gave me a quick peck on the lips. I kissed her back, tasting my juices before she smiled at me and disappeared inside the bathroom.

Daddy immediately laid down next to me and pulled me into one of his irresistible bear hugs. “Baby, it was amazing, but I can’t wait to fuck your pussy. Just you and me.”

I swear, it’s like he could read my mind sometimes. “That’s what I want too.”

He tossed a look over his shoulder, toward the bathroom. “Now, if only I could get it up right now, but your friend’s ass drained my balls.”

We both laughed, and I wrapped my arms around his shoulders. “We’ll have time later. I’m sure of it.”

“Oh, I’m sure of it too, princess. No doubt in my mind.” He kissed me. Just a sweet but hungry kiss that sent shivers down my entire body.

By the time Karla came out of the bathroom, she was soaking wet and holding her phone. I hadn’t even heard it ring but she was talking when she came out, using her defensive voice.

“All right…” She looked at me and rolled her eyes. “I said all right, Mom. I’ll let them know. And I’ll be home tomorrow.”

After letting out an exhaustive breath, she sat on the edge of the bed.

“What is it?” I asked, not sure if I wanted to know what had gotten her so upset. Worst case scenario, the cops were looking for us, asking around. Daddy tucked his hands behind his head, cool as a cucumber.

“It was my mom. She said Barb showed up at the house, demanding to know where you two were.”

My jaw dropped. Also, I was pretty relieved that’s all it was.

“What did she tell her?” Daddy asked.

If Karla’s mom had told her where we were, we were royally fucked. We’d have to take off again, and I could forget about going to this art school. Well, I could forget about having my daddy here with me.

What the hell were we going to do now?


Daddy Gets in a Bar Fight for Me




Criminals Part 3


Things have been a little nuts over the past few weeks, but I think the dust is beginning to settle. Especially after all the excitement from Barb the Bitch showing up at Karla’s house, which thank goodness her mother never told the hateful woman where we were.

But that whole sequence of events did lead to Karla returning home, promising to visit us regularly. I think she knew that uprooting her life and sacrificing her college career wouldn’t be the best choice. I couldn’t disagree.

But the really good news is that Barb never actually called the cops. She was just fucking with Creed to piss him off. Every single day we watch the news, and they have no leads on who robbed the bank. Also, we took the car back home last weekend, leaving it at a gas station near the dealership before finding a different place to buy a new vehicle. We then rented a moving truck and got all of our things out of the house we were renting. Daddy had to pay a penalty for breaking the lease, but he said it was no big deal.

And now, for the last five days, we’ve been working on getting settled in a new house in Freemon, and I’ve been trying to mentally prepare myself for art school which starts in a few months. I still feel guilty for using the money Daddy stole, but I also feel like it’s out of my hands. If I refuse to use it, that means he stole it for nothing. Dumb reasoning, I know. But damn. Don’t the banks have enough money as it is?

I’ve also been waiting anxiously on the arrival of our new bed. Daddy ordered this magnificent four-poster, hand-carved, king-sized bed online, along with a top-of-the-line mattress. And I know it sounds dumb, but I’ve been waiting on this sucker to arrive so Daddy could take my innocence on it.

Well, low and behold if that bed didn’t come today while I was at an orientation session on campus. When I got back home, Daddy was putting it together, his big strong muscles gleaning with sweat as he slid the box springs inside the frame. The pillow-top mattress was leaning against the far wall.

“Oh my god … Daddy…” I said, dropping my purse on the floor as I approached him.

“Surprise! The bed came,” he said, beaming brightly with a huge smile.

“It’s so much more beautiful in person.” I ran my hands over the wood, tracing my fingers over the divots and swirls that had been carved into the surface.

Daddy did the same thing, touching my fingers in a sensual gesture. “I think so too. And I already have the sheets ready to go. They’re in the dryer, if you want to get them.”

His stare pierced me, and I knew what he had in mind. He was ready to fuck me. Right here, right now.

“I’ll be right back,” I said, trying to quell the nervous flutters.

I gathered the sheets, still warm from the tumbling dryer, and carried them to the bedroom. Daddy had the mattress all set up, still shoving it with his knees to get it perfectly aligned.

“I thought we might go out and have some dinner, maybe a little dancing. What do you say, babygirl?”

“Dancing?” I tossed the sheets on the mattress. “I didn’t know you were the dancing type.”

“I used to go out all the time with Barb. But she never really liked it. She would only dance if I loosened her up with a few drinks.”

“Daddy, I’ll dance with you. Anywhere, anytime.”

I ran my hands up his sweaty shirt, and he pressed his lips to mine, giving me a kiss that I felt all the way to my toes.

“Thank you, baby. Let me get showered and see if I can find a place where we can cut loose.”

“I can help, if you want.”

I swatted him on the butt as he walked to the master bathroom, and he just chuckled. After putting the sheets on the bed, I got online to see if I could find a restaurant that had live music and a dance floor, ultimately finding one that looked more like a bar than a restaurant. You had to be eighteen to get in, so I met their criteria as far as that went. And they also had a local band playing there tonight with cheap wings and half off draft beer. Daddy was going to love it.

********

“Babygirl, I think you found my new favorite hangout.”

I couldn’t help but smile as Daddy sucked the hot sauce from his fingers. I was finishing up my French fries and sandwich and sneaking another sip of his beer. Hey, I was only trying to loosen my nerves. I knew what was on the menu for dessert, and even though I shouldn’t have been nervous, I was. How could I not be nervous about giving this man my virginity? A man who, for all intents and purposes, acted like a real father to me when he wasn’t my real father at all. I owed him everything for taking me in when I had nowhere else to go. Not that I felt like I owed him my virginity. I just, wanted to give it to him.

And I knew he wanted it.

“Well, I’m going to go to the restroom. When I get back, I’m taking you out on the dance floor.”

“I’ll be waiting with bells on,” I answered.

While he was gone, I turned my attention to the band. They were pretty good, but I wasn’t a huge fan of grunge. At least it wasn’t too crowded for a Thursday night. I noticed a few couples on the dance floor and figured that once I got out there and moved around a bit I wouldn’t be so nervous about tonight.

“How about a dance, sweet thing?” A man’s voice startled me, and as I turned to look over my shoulder, he brushed some of my hair to the side.

“Um, no thanks,” I told him, jerking away from him.

He was tall and scrawny, and had this long, frizzy beard that he stroked in a creepy kind of way.

“Come on,” he said, angling to look down the front of my shirt. “Just one dance won’t kill ya.”

I looked toward the hall where the bathrooms were, hoping Daddy would come out. “Didn’t say it would kill me. I just don’t want to. Besides, I’m here with someone, so…”

He pulled the chair that Creed had been sitting in next to me and sat down, basically injecting himself into my personal space, reeking of liquor and sweat. “Well, he don’t appear to be here right now, and I got a thing for hot young redheads like yourself. So what say we keep this nice and easy and you accompany me to the dance floor so I can see how you fuck.”

My jaw dropped, and I stood up immediately, intending to make a beeline for the only available stool at the bar.

But this creep had other ideas.

He literally grabbed me by the arm, and when I looked his way, all I could see was this weird, psychopathic smile on his face.

“Dude. Let me go before I scream.”

He smiled even wider. “Do it. I love to hear a girl scream.”

“She said let her go, you piece of shit.”

Daddy. Thank god.

The man’s eyes widened as Daddy jerked him back so hard he nearly tumbled to his ass. Several people spun their heads in our direction as the creeper brushed his hands and huffed out his chest.

“Are you okay, baby?”

I nodded, still feeling shook. “Yeah, just weirded out.”

“Look, you fucking faggot,” the creeper said, pushing Daddy’s shoulder with his pointer. “Nobody asked you to intervene on this slut’s behalf.”

I threw a hand over my mouth, and Creed simply chuckled as a small crowd gathered. My palms grew sweaty, and my pulse quickened. This could get ugly really fast, and I had no idea if this crazy man had a weapon of any kind.

I tugged at Daddy’s shirt. “Let’s just get out of here, he’s not worth it,” I told him, really just wanting to leave at this point.

Daddy glanced at me, very briefly, and then he balled his fist up tight. “I got this.”

“Well,” said the stranger, spreading his arms out. “What you got, punk?”

And with that, Daddy swung his fist so hard and fast, it caught the jackass right on the side of the face. His eyes crossed, and he fell backwards, landing on an empty chair and falling to the floor, completely and totally unconscious.

“That’s what I got, punk,” Daddy said before spitting on him.

Several people started clapping, and honestly I wanted to join in. But mostly I was so turned on I couldn’t think straight.

“Now we can go, sweetheart,” Daddy said, pulling me to his side and leading me to the exit.

I clung to him as we scurried out, knowing we would probably never be able to show our faces there again. Not that I wanted to.

“Daddy, that was incredible,” I said as we walked across the parking lot.

“It felt pretty incredible.” He shook his fist, then looked over his shoulder to be sure no one was following us.

“Are you okay?” I picked up his hand as we got to the car and noticed his knuckles were a little red.

“Yeah, it’s fine. It’ll be sore for a few days but it was worth it.”

I smiled and gripped his shirt, pulling him to me for a kiss.

He groaned and cupped my ass, right there in the moonlight, and damn if I didn’t want to jump his bones right then.

My heart started beating like crazy, and when he broke the kiss, I was seeing stars.

“Baby, let’s hustle home. I got a few things I need to do to you.”

I bit my lip and smiled. “I got a few things I want to do to you myself.”

“Mm, you damn well better.”

The moment we got home, I jumped in the shower. It sounds weird, but I couldn’t stop thinking about that nasty weirdo putting his hand on my arm. Just the thought of it made me shudder.

I hadn’t been standing under the stream of water for more than a couple of minutes when Daddy joined me, his cock half hard, half flaccid.

“You need some assistance,” he said, picking up the washcloth and spinning a bar of soap inside of it.

“Assistance from you is always appreciated.” I turned around and angled my hair under the stream of water, getting it drenched as Daddy lifted the washcloth to my chest.

He pointed those gorgeous green eyes at mine as he gently kneaded my breasts with the cloth, running up to my neck, then down to my tummy. He smoothed it over my arms, even lifting them up to get at my armpits before spinning me back around.

I leaned my hands against the tile as he washed my back, finally setting the washcloth aside to squirt some shampoo in his hands.

“That feels so good, Daddy,” I purred as his hands massaged my scalp.

“It should be clear by now that I love making you feel good, princess.” His arm wrapped around my waist, and his other hand cupped my pussy. “And tonight, Daddy wants to make you feel extra good.”

I huffed as he teased my clit, and as I leaned my shampoo-soaked head against his chest, I reached behind me and stroked his erection, feeling it bounce in my grip. “You’re off to a good start.”

He kissed my neck, leaving a trail of kisses all the way down my shoulder. I had to turn around and rinse out the shampoo because it was trailing down my face. Once that was done, I got another look at his cock, straining in the air as it nodded at me.

Some combination of the steam and the hot water and the absolute in-the-moment lust made me drop to my knees. I felt the water pelt my back as I gripped the base of Daddy’s cock.

“Oh baby…” he groaned, grabbing onto my wet hair.

I took him in my mouth slowly at first, savoring the sounds he was making, the texture of his steely flesh against my lips and the roof of my mouth. I let my tongue move in smooth undulations along the underside of his shaft, and he gripped my hair tighter.

“That’s so good, baby. So good…”

I quickened my pace, bobbing my head a little faster, getting into the rhythm of it all. The faster I sucked, the hotter my flesh felt, and I kept going until the water that was hitting me started to feel cool.

I cupped Daddy’s balls and fondled them in my fingers, and he released a long groan.

“Princess, I need to take you to bed before I burst.”

He attempted to pull me off of him, but I was relentless in my pursuit. I knew he was about to cum, and I wanted us to enjoy a night of pleasure without worrying about … holding back.

So I sort of shook my head and grunted, then gripped his hips and sank my lips to the base of his cock. Right away, he moaned above me as warm, thick fluid erupted from his slit, sliding down my throat in short bursts that made my pussy throb. Making Daddy cum turned me on more than anything he did to me. It was that deep-seated need to serve, to please, that made my motor hum.

“Fuck!” he clipped out, already starting to go soft in my mouth as I gulped down the last of his cum.

I smiled up at him, running my hands up his lower abs. “Don’t worry about it. We have all night, Daddy.”

He chuckled and leaned down to turn off the stream of water. “I know, babygirl. I might need a little time to recover after that one.”

I stood up as Daddy grabbed us a few towels, wrapping the big, fluffy one around my body. “Well, we can watch a movie in our new bed while I tease you.”

“As usual, you’ve come up with the perfect plan, darlin’.”

I smiled and picked up the hair dryer, blowing it through my hair as Daddy slapped me on the butt before walking out. “Take your time in here.”

I looked his way, and he just winked at me. I wasn’t sure if he wanted me to stall for a particular reason or if he just wanted me to feel relaxed. But by the time I was finished and walked into the master bedroom, I saw that he had been busy lighting candles. In fact, he was lighting one as I stood in the doorway. There must have been a dozen of them, all different colors and shapes casting glimmers of light along the walls.

It literally stole my breath.

“Daddy, oh my god.”

He tossed the lighter aside and let his towel drop before pulling down the covers on our new bed. “You like?”

“I’d have to be blind not to.”

He crawled under the sheets and tapped the bed. “Come. Lie next to me.”

I pulled my towel off and set it over the back of one of our chairs before sliding next to him. He turned the television on, but it wasn’t a movie he ended up selecting. He chose one of those radio stations that played a blend of hits.

I lay back on the pillows as he moved his hand to my waist, tracing his fingers over my flesh. He leaned down and took my nipple in his mouth while cupping my breast, sucking and softly biting, forcing me to run my fingers through his hair.

My flesh heated, and I splayed my legs open in an invitation for him. Taking the bait, Daddy moved his fingers there, teasing my labia with gentle strokes that made me tingle all over.

“Daddy…” I purred, slowly rocking my hips up and down as he flicked my nipple.

His breath hit my chest as the tip of his finger brushed over my clit, and I huffed and bucked my hips. Without wasting a minute, Daddy left a trail of kisses down my front as he made his way to my pussy.

Sliding a finger inside of me, Daddy began lapping at my bundle of nerves, pumping that finger in and out and really getting coated in my slick juices. I arched my back to him and grinded my hips in a circle as he became more aggressive with his finger-fucking.

I could feel my walls grow tighter as his attention, his movements, his tongue all worked to bring me to the edge of ecstasy.

“Oh Daddy,” I grunted, fisting his hair between my fingers.

He groaned and pushed a second digit inside of me, rotating his hand to massage the floor of my vagina.

I lost it then, cumming so hard I saw stars.

“Fuck yesss!” I cried out, slamming my thighs against his head so hard he actually grunted.

Daddy sucked my pearl past his lips until I started trembling all over. He then mounted me, lowering his body to mine and poking his cock at my entrance.

“See how quickly you made me hard again, babygirl?”

“It’s because we love each other so much,” I told him, feeling breathless.

I locked my legs behind him as his lips met mine, kissing me with a hunger I’d never felt from him before.

“Baby, I need you,” he said, moving his mouth to my ear as I squirmed beneath him.

“I need you too, Daddy.”

Giving one good push, he was inside of me, and our bodies began to rock synchronously. I dug my nails in his back and let him take me, feeling completely loved and fulfilled for the first time ever.

I let my hands glide up and down his back, cupping his ass and thrusting in time with him. The way his cock felt moving in and out of me was pure bliss.

I ended up cumming several more times before he finally came, filling me up with his seed as he made these animalistic growls in my ear.

“Baby … oh fuck…” he groaned, thrusting deep and hard one last time.

“Fill me up, Daddy,” I purred.

With both hands pressed to the top of my head, he spurted several more times. I could feel his cock twitching inside of me, almost as if it was struggling to stay hard.

We lay there for a while, holding each other until Daddy got hard again. And we fucked several more times, breaking in our new bed the way it should be broken in.

It must have been the middle of the night when Daddy asked me if I was hungry.

“Did you work up an appetite?” I asked, snuggling as close to him as I could.

“You didn’t?”

My stomach growled, and we both laughed. “I guess that answers that.”

We got up and made sandwiches and took them back to bed to eat them.

“One of the many things I love about you, Daddy, is that you let me eat in bed.”

“Babygirl, I’d probably let you do whatever you want. So long as you keep loving me.” He planted a soft kiss on my nose, and I smiled.

“I’ll keep on loving you for the rest of my life,” I answered.

It’s probably not the best thing to be proud of, but Daddy and I never did get busted for our crimes. And I started college that fall, the happiest girl in the world.


~The End~

Thank you for reading! Please be sure to follow Daisy Luke in order to receive notifications on new releases.

********

[image: A picture containing woman, person, indoor  Description automatically generated]

Excerpt from Daddy Makes Me Ride in the Back Seat with Him (Family Outing Part 1)

Her body tingles as she realizes her daddy is getting stiff just looking at her. She wonders if she should sit up, tell him that her neck hurts. Or something.

But then his hand moves slowly up her belly, his fingers softly stroking her as he gets closer to her breasts.

Rosie’s heart drums like crazy, and heat moves over her flesh as she struggles with how to react to this new feeling.

“Oh yeah,” Phil says, tickling the underside of her breast. “I think I’ll be able to distract you so that being carsick won’t even cross your pretty little mind, princess.”

Rosie bites her lip as his thumb rubs her nipple. It sends pulses of electricity down to her pussy. Her panties, already drenched, feel hot once again.

“Uh, Daddy,” she whispers.

“Yes, babydoll?”

“Are … are you…?” Rosie doesn’t finish the question because she’s not quite sure what the question is. She just knows that the older man in her life is touching her in places that he probably shouldn’t.

But it’s making her little pussy throb.

********
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