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I looked out of the window at the snow falling like some fluffy little pillows, accumulating on the window ledge.  My first Christmas without mom, and I was feeling rather lonely.  She had died suddenly of an aneurysm, last summer, and now it was just me and dad.  I say dad because he is the only dad I have ever known, even though he is my stepdad.  Mom and he had married several years ago and he assumed the role of my father.

I was really depressed when my eighteenth birthday rolled around and mom was not there to celebrate it with me.  Then came Thanksgiving, and if it weren't for our trip to see my grandparents, I don't know how I would have gotten through the holiday.  Now here we were facing yet another family holiday, and I was feeling the emptiness yet again.  I just wanted to feel normal, to feel loved and wanted.  Not that dad didn't love or want me, but he had become distant with mom's passing.  I felt alone most of the time.

I got up from my chair and went to take a shower and get ready for bed.  Dad was working late, so I didn't bother closing the bathroom door.  I turned on the shower and got undressed, then looked at myself in the mirror.  In my mind, I was an attractive and sexy young woman.  Blonde hair, blue eyes, and a rather toned body.  I lifted my tits with my hands, noting how round and firm they were.  My pussy was as bare as a baby's bottom.  I didn't like having pubic hair, so when it had started growing in, I started shaving myself clean.

I took my shower and shut off the water, grabbed my towel and started drying off.  I had just put the towel on the rack and turned to get my robe.  As I did, I saw dad standing there in the hallway looking right at my naked body.  I froze in place not knowing what to do and being shocked by his presence.  I recovered and closed the door, feeling my heart racing.  I put my robe on and stood there with my hands on the counter for a moment replaying what had just happened.

It was in that moment that something stirred inside of me.  I felt it in my stomach, along with a slight tingle between my legs.  Why was I feeling this?  For some reason, dad looking at me had turned me on.  I knew what the tingles meant, and I couldn't figure out why this had caused the tingles.  I shook it off and went to my room, ready for sleep.  As I lay there trying to go to sleep, I kept replaying him looking at me.

I started to imagine what would have happened had I not closed the door.  My mind played out a scene that seemed surreal to me.  He walked over to me and pulled me to him, kissing me deeply, his hands roaming all over my bare flesh.  I could feel a bulge in his pants as he pressed his body close to mine.  He kissed my neck and shoulders as his hands slid down to my breasts, caressing me.

As my mind wandered, I began to play with myself.  My hands playing out the scene in my mind.  My hands became his hands as I rubbed my nipples, moaning lightly.  I squeezed my knees together to put pressure on my clit as I squeezed and twisted my nipples.  One hand slid down between my legs and cupped my pussy as I let out a soft sigh.  I imagined his fingers going to my hole for lubrication, then sliding up and down my slit.

I moaned a bit louder as I inserted two fingers inside of my pussy, imagining his cock doing the job.  My other hand moved down to my clit, and I started rubbing it quickly as I fucked myself with my fingers.  My mind was playing out the scene of his body on top of mine as he fucked me with his large rod, penetrating me deep with each thrust.  I could almost smell his scent as I edged closer and closer to my climax.

I arched my back and spread my legs wide to get my fingers as deep inside myself as I could.  I held my breath as my passion reached the breaking point, and my body exploded into an orgasm.  I felt as if my muscles were locked in place as wave after wave of pure ecstasy swept over my body.  I think that was the most intense orgasm I had ever had!  I licked my juices from my fingers and settled back in for sleep.

Why did the thought of dad fucking me turn me on so much?  How had I gone from seeing him as a father to a sex object that quickly?  All I knew was I wanted him, I wanted to feel him and taste him in the worst way.  I wanted, no needed him inside of me.  Maybe this was a sign from mom that we needed each other, and we needed to be together.  Maybe this was her way of showing me how to overcome my grief and be able to please daddy.  Maybe this was what was supposed to heal the both of us.

# # # #

When I awoke the next day, I made up my mind that I was going to have him.  Not just for sex, but to show him I loved him and to hopefully have him love me back.  I needed to get his interest in me, not as a daughter, but as a woman.  I needed him to want me, to desire me and to take me.  I searched through my dresser for something sort of sexy to wear for pajamas and came up with a black, silky nightshirt that barely covered my ass.  It had thin spaghetti straps and a low neckline, perfect for giving him a shot of my tits.

I put the shirt on and looked in the mirror.  Yeah, this was a very sexy look.  I could see my nipples protruding out leaving a nice profile in the silky material.  The front hem came maybe a foot below my pussy, showing my long legs that led to my sweet, pink lips.  Satisfied I was now appetizing enough, I headed downstairs to get some coffee and breakfast.

Dad was sitting at the bar, reading the paper when I waltzed in and grabbed a cup from the cupboard.  Reaching into the cupboard made my shirt rise up just to the bottom of my ass cheeks.  I turned around to pour some coffee and saw him looking at me, even though he diverted his eyes.  I stood in front of him, letting my chest stick out and started talking to him.

"So, what are we doing for Christmas?" I asked.  "You haven't asked for anything yet."

"I don't know," he replied.  "I guess I'm just not in the holiday spirit."

"Maybe we should sit down tonight and watch some Christmas movies," I said.  "Might help us get more festive."

"Maybe," he replied.

I could see him stealing looks at my nipples which only caused them to get harder.  I could feel my juices starting to flow as I stood there knowing I was turning him on.

"I need some toast," I said as I put down my coffee cup.

I went to the fridge and bent over to get the bread, exposing my bare ass to him.  Surely that would get him going.  I stood up and turned around to walk to the toaster.  As I did, I looked at his crotch and saw his cock starting to get bigger, showing his outline through his shorts.  I knew he wore no underwear under his morning shorts, so it didn't take much to see the outline of his dick.  I smiled and put the bread in the toaster, standing with my back to him so he could gaze at my body without fear of me seeing him.

I ate my toast and put my coffee cup in the sink, then walked towards the stairs, announcing I was going to get dressed.  As I got next to him, I stopped and made like I had stepped on something, and bent over to rub the bottom of my foot.  Doing so meant my tits were fully exposed to him as the front of my shirt draped down.  I stood up and looked over at him just as he shifted his eyes away from me.  I wanted so much to just walk over and drop to my knees, sucking his cock into my mouth right then and there.  But I wasn't quite sure he was ready for that yet.

All day long, my thoughts kept drifting to him and all the nasty things I wanted to do to him, and I wanted him to do to me.  My pussy was soaked by the time I got home, and my nipples were aching from being hard all day long.  I made us both dinner, then poured some wine for him.  I awaited his arrival from work with a solid plan in place for this evening.  When he walked through the door, I went over to him and gave him a hug and a kiss on the cheek.

"I'm sorry I have been so distant over the last few months," I told him.  "I love you and I don't want us to be distant like that anymore."

"Thank you, baby," he replied.  "That means a lot to me."

He hugged me tightly, then released me as he walked into the kitchen.

"You made this?" he asked as he looked at the spread on the table.

"Yes, I hope you like it," I replied.

He sat at the table as I poured him a glass of chilled wine, then took my seat next to him.  He smiled at me and put his hand on my shoulder, squeezing it slightly to show his appreciation.  I had fixed Chicken Alfredo with broccoli and steamed rice.  He sampled all of it and complimented me on the good food.  

"So, how was your day?" I asked.

"It was ok," he replied.  "Not real busy, just steady.  And yours?"

"Pretty busy," I lied.  "But things will slow down once the end of the year hits."

"Yes, it will," he said.

We finished dinner, and I cleaned up the kitchen while he sat in the chair sipping his wine.  I was hoping the wine would loosen him up and make him more receptive to my advances, but I wasn't sure it was going to work.  He was a hard man to read sometimes.  I finished up what I was doing, then walked to his side, putting my hand on his shoulder.

"So, are we on for some movies tonight?" I asked.

"I suppose," he replied.  "I got a couple things to get wrapped up for work, then we can watch some."

"Awesome," I replied.

# # # #

We had turned our basement into a family room, which was where we watched our TV and movies.  I went down and looked through our collection, and settled on a romantic video to hopefully set the tone for the evening.  Maybe watching one of those would make it easier for me to seduce him.  Well, that and the wine!  With the movie selection finished, I went to my room and got into some comfortable clothes.  I put on a t-shirt with no bra and some shorts with no panties.  I was going to make him as horny as I could!

He finished his work and changed his clothes, which normally consisted of sweatpants and a t-shirt.  We went downstairs and he sat on the end of the couch as I got the video started.  I returned to the couch, then stood in front of him.

"Is it ok if I sit beside you?" I asked with my puppy dog eyes.

"Sure," he said lifting his arm to the back of the couch.

I sat next to him and snuggled against his side as his arm draped over my shoulder.  He felt so good sitting next to me with the warmth and strength of his body touching mine.  We watched the movie, but my mind was on him more than the video.  I moved my hand to his thigh and felt his hand squeeze my shoulder.  My heart was racing as I tried to control my irregular breathing.  I was so horny and nervous at the same time as I sat there so close to my prize.  I just had to make a move, or my heart was going to burst from my chest.

I moved my hand closer to his crotch slowly as I tried to gauge if he was going to be receptive or not.  He didn't move or stop me, so I continued moving closer to his member.  Just as my hand reached my prize, he put his hand on mine and stopped my progress.

"What are you doing?" he asked without even looking at me.

My heart was racing so fast at this point and I struggled for the right words.  I let go of the first thing that came to my mind as a response.

"I want to love you and take away your pain," I replied.  "I want you to love me."

He turned his head to look me in the eyes as I looked up at him almost pleading.  He lifted his hand and put it on my cheek.

"I have always loved you," he said.

He leaned in and kissed me gently at first, then more deeply as my hand slid to its prize.  This was really going to happen!  I reached behind his waistband and slid my hand down his sweatpants, finding his semi-hard dick.  I took it in my hands and started stroking it until it was erect.  His hand traveled slowly down my body, coming to rest on my tits.  I moaned softly as he raised my shirt and started to rub my nipples.  I needed him to squeeze them, to release the tension that had built up in them all day.

I whimpered as his fingers grabbed my nipples and started to squeeze and twist them.  I pressed my thighs together, putting pressure on my now sensitive clit.  I pulled his waistband down and released his big rod, admiring its size.  It was long and fat, bigger than any other I had touched.  Wanting to please him, I dropped down and sucked his cock into my mouth, sliding up and down his shaft while licking the underside with my tongue.

He moaned and slid his hand down to my ass, rubbing my cheeks with his firm hands.  As I sucked his member, his hand went around my waist and slid between my legs as I parted them for him.  I jumped slightly as his hand cupped my pussy, putting pressure on my outer lips.  He parted my folds, then slid first one finger, then two inside of me, pushing and pulling them from me.  I stroked his cock fast as I slid my mouth up and down him, wanting to please him and taste him.  I had sucked his pre-cum from the head and wanted more.

But he had other ideas.  He lifted me from his dick, then pulled my shirt off my body, revealing my firm and supple tits.  His mouth worked on my nipples as he nibbled and sucked on them, causing me to moan loudly.  My hands were on the back of his head as I pressed him into my chest, not wanting the feeling to end.  He pushed me back, then pulled my shorts off as he looked at my glistening, pink flesh between my legs.  I knew my pussy was swollen, and I felt the juices sliding down to my asshole.

He kissed me again, then worked his tongue down my body, causing tingles and shudders to go through my body.  I was so fucking horny and I longed to feel his hot, wet tongue on my slit.  He teased me by licking my inner thighs, then licking my outer lips.  I tried to pull his mouth to me, but he wasn't ready to give me that pleasure yet.  I gasped when his tongue hit my anus, having never felt that sensation before.

His tongue slid slowly up my slit, then flicked my clit before working his way back down to my hole.  He slid his tongue inside of me and wiggled it as he lapped up my juices.  I had started to play with my own nipples as his tongue slid back up my slit and started to lick my nub.  I had my legs spread wide as I gave him complete access to my pussy. I felt the familiar pressure building inside of me as I approached my orgasm.

I screamed as my body gave in to his tongue lashing and exploded into an intense orgasm.

"Oh fuck!" I screamed.  "I'm cumming, daddy, you're making me cum!"

As my body convulsed, I grabbed the cushions and clenched them in my fists, my body alive with ecstasy.  My mind was blank with the exception of the pure pleasure I was experiencing.  Just as my orgasm subsided, daddy slid back up on top of me and guided his fat cock inside of me.  My pussy stretched to accommodate him and I moaned loudly as he slid deep inside of me.  His rod filled me completely, and he started to pump it in and out of me.  He started slowly, teasing me, then increased his speed until he was pounding me hard.

"Fuck me, daddy, fuck me hard!" I screamed.  "Oh, god yes!  Oh shit, fuck yeah, daddy"

My panting was keeping time with each deep thrust of his member.  I clung to his arms as I started to feel another orgasm approaching.

"Fuck, you're going to make me cum again!" I wailed.  "Oh my god, shit, shit, shit, oh fuck yeah!"

My orgasm hit me again as I convulsed and my pussy pulsed against his fat cock.

"I'm cumming, daddy, oh god, you're making me cum again!" I screamed.

When my second orgasm subsided, I started begging him to cum.

"I want you to cum, daddy," I shouted.  "Cum inside of me, I want to feel your cum in me."

He pumped harder and pushed my legs almost to the cushion as he went so deep, I thought he was going to split me in half.

"Oh, god, daddy," I wailed.  "Let me feel your hot cum inside of me, please fill me with your seed."

He gave one last deep thrust, then his cock began to pulse inside of me as he shot his cum deep into my pussy.  I wrapped my legs around his waist and held him deep inside of me as load after load of his spunk shot inside of me.  He collapsed onto me as I kept holding him tightly to me.  I didn't want him to move, I wanted his cock inside of me forever.  Even though he was limp, I was enjoying the feeling of him inside of me.  He raised up and kissed me before getting off me and sitting back against the couch.

I moved over and hugged him as I rested my head on his muscular chest.  We sat there holding each other for quite a while before either one of us said a word.

"So, where do we go from here?" he asked me.

"I want you to give me a baby," I said to him.  "I want us to be together forever."

He shifted up and looked down at me in disbelief.

"A baby?" he asked.  "You're only eighteen.  You sure you want that responsibility at such a young age?  Are you sure you want to be with someone seventeen years older than you?"

"Yes, I do," I replied.  "I can think of no one better to give me a child and help me raise it."

"I'll have to think about it, and I suggest you do the same," he replied.  "It's one thing for us to have a fling, but a whole other animal to commit to each other for the rest of our lives after one romp in the hay."

I agreed to think about it, but I wanted him to promise me we would continue to have sex.

"I will give you sex anytime you want it," he said.

That night I slept with him in his bed.  I loved the feel of his warm body pressed against mine with his strong arm wrapped around me.  For me, this was what I wanted.  I knew deep in my soul that he was the one who could make me whole and give me the life I wanted.  I was certain mom would be happy for me and for him.  I drifted off to sleep as I dreamt of our life together.

# # # #

A couple days later, I had decided to surprise him when he came home from work.  I had stripped down naked and had put on an apron.  I was in the kitchen with a beer ready for him when he came home.  He walked through the door and saw me standing there holding his beer.  Smiling, he walked up to me and put his hand behind my head, pulling me close and kissing me deeply.

"Take me here and now," I said in his ear.

He took the beer and set it on the table, then untied the apron from my neck.  The top fell down around my waist as he licked and kissed my neck, working his way down to my tits.  His hand was between my legs with his fingers sliding up and down my slit.  He moved back up and kissed me, licking my ear once again.

"I do want to have your baby," I whispered into his ear.  "I want all of you, now and forever."

He hugged me tightly, then turned me around and pushed me over the counter, spreading my legs.  I felt his fingers rubbing my anus, then felt the pressure of his fat cock pushing himself inside of me.  I moaned as he slid slowly in and out of my ass, going deeper with each thrust.  With his cock deep inside of my ass, he started to fuck me harder and harder.  My nipples were sliding across the counter, sending tingles down to my toes.  My hands were grasping at air as he filled my ass.  In one sudden move, he removed his dick from my ass, then slid it deep into my pussy.

I squealed with pleasure as he started fucking me from behind.  My knees were getting weak as he pounded me hard, my orgasm starting to build.  I placed my hands palm down firmly on the counter as I exploded into my orgasm, my pussy pulsing on his cock.

"Fuck me, daddy, fuck me hard!” I screamed.  "God, I love your cock!  More, more, more!"

He grabbed onto my hair and pulled my head back as he rammed his dick into me as hard as he could.

"Cum inside of me," I begged.  "Please fill me with your hot cum.  Please, daddy, fill me."

He stiffened and slid into me deep one last time before exhaling loudly as he came inside of me.  I reached behind me and pulled him to me, his stomach pressed against my ass.

"God that feels so good," I said.  "Yeah, daddy, fill me.  Oh god, I want your cum."

As his dick went limp, he removed it from inside of me, then stepped back.  I turned around and dropped to my knees, sucking his half limp rod into my mouth.  I sucked his shaft clean of our juices and swallowed the cum that was left.  I stood up and kissed him, then hugged him tightly.

"I love you, daddy," I said softly.

"I love you too, princess," he replied.  "I will give you what you want."

I was so happy and ready to start our new life together.  We had sex quite frequently, and he even accused me of trying to kill him with orgasms.  He loved it when we role played, and I was his little girl.  He spanked me and treated me like I was a dirty girl, which I loved.  After several months of fucking, I finally became pregnant.  I gave him the news with another kitchen romp after work.

"When are you due?" he asked.

"November ninth," I told him.

He looked at me with wide eyes.  Yes, November ninth was my mother’s birthday.  We were both happy and hoped the date was accurate.  If the baby was born on that day, we would always have a reminder of mom.  Our life together was not without its rough patches, but we managed to work through them.  Being pregnant and having sex was so erotic.  Daddy seemed to enjoy it almost as much as I did.  Then there was the lactating that happened and that was another bonus for me.

For some reason, when he fucked me my nipples leaked badly.  One night daddy started to suck the milk from them and that new sensation drove me wild!  The more he fucked me and sucked my tits, the more milk I produced.  It got so bad that I had to milk myself during the day just to keep from oozing milk through my clothes!

Once the baby was born, I would lay on the bed while daddy fucked me and drank from one tit as the baby drank from the other.  Having suction on both tits at the same time is something every woman should experience.  Now that my milk has dried up and the baby is eating solid food, we have actually started considering a second one.  We both want to experience those sensations and pleasures yet again.  Time will tell if it happens, but I would love to go through it again!

# # # #
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