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Description:

Creed proves that he’s willing to do whatever it takes to keep his babygirl safe from creeps. And Shana finally gives him what he’s been waiting for: her innocence.


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.
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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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