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Description

19-year-old Sophie has plans for the man who’s getting out from behind bars. She’s been saving herself for this moment, and she’s going to savor every second of it.


********

“I’ve thought about you a lot, babygirl. About how you would feel, and taste. I had no idea you wanted me too.” Mark slammed the car in park and shut off the engine. He then pushed the button, releasing my seat belt before gliding his hand up my leg again.

“I’ve wanted you for a long time.”

“But you’re off limits. My daughter cannot know about this.”

I smirked. “She already knows I want you. And she’s cool with it.”

He shook his head, then hooked a finger under my halter top. “You got some nice titties. I can tell. But I want to see them, so get this all shit off.”

With a smile, I lifted the halter top. My nipples tightened the instant I was exposed, my heated desire fueled by his attention.

“Fuck. I knew it.” He was staring at them, but when he lightly brushed them with his thumb, I felt my pussy clench hard and tight. I was so ready for him to fuck me.

********


I slid into my tight little thongs, then stepped into the cutoff jean shorts. After tugging the halter top over my head, I did a slow spin to take in my reflection. I wasn’t as busty as my best friend Olive, but I had some hips that were grabworthy. Besides, I was pretty sure Mark didn’t care about double-D’s. He’d take me just the way I was.

Mark was Olive’s daddy, and he was getting out of jail today. Three years ago, when I was just a naive 16-year-old, he had gotten into a fight with this guy and damn near killed him.

We had been at the fair all day, Mark and Olive making me feel like a part of the family like they always did. I had wandered off to the exotic flower exhibit right next to where they were playing games, bending over to smell the blooms on one of the succulents, when this jerk comes out of nowhere and grabs my ass then says “yeah baby I got something for that right here.”

I spun around and slapped him straight across his face good and hard. And that’s when the dickhead grabbed me by the arm and told me I was a slut who was just asking for it, and that he ought to take me to his trailer and teach me a lesson.

I screamed at him that I wasn’t a slut, I was a virgin! But he wasn’t listening to me nor did he care.

No one was around. I was terrified for a split second. But then Mark seemed to appear from nowhere, punching the guy’s lights out and giving him a head injury that sent him to the hospital.

I pressed charges against the psychopathic rapist wannabe, and he was prosecuted, fortunately. But Mark? He had been on probation for one too many bar fights as it was, so he ended up having to serve out the rest of his sentence. The judge didn’t even care that he was my knight in shining armor.

I’ve felt guilty about it ever since. Not just because his saving my ass landed him back in jail. But also because I’m in love with him.

Yeah. I’m 19 years old, and I’m in love with my best friend’s daddy. And I’m ready to give him my cherry.

I’ve thought about it a lot, about how it will feel to finally be in his arms, how much he will appreciate me saving myself for him. How hard his cock will be when I wrap my small fingers around his girth.

Hey, just because I’m a virgin doesn’t mean I don’t know what to expect. Olive has told me all her filthy bedroom stories, and I’ve seen enough porn to know how things work. I don’t expect our lovemaking to be like a porn scene, though. I just want to feel his body on mine, his manhood inside of me.

That will be enough to set my world on fire, and I hope it will be enough to set his world on fire too.

I’ve told Olive what I have planned. She, of course, thinks I’m a teensy bit nuts because she’s seen the kind of women he dated before going to the big house, and they tended to be a little rough around the edges, but she’s given me her blessing.

“Hey, how cool would it be if we became stepsisters?” she beamed.

I had to explain that if I married her daddy, I would be her stepmother, but she just laughed it off.

Anyway, I don’t know that I’ll marry Mark. I don’t even know if he wants to fuck me yet. But I’m pretty sure he does. Fingers crossed!

********

I pulled in front of the jailhouse and turned the engine off. After pulling down the visor mirror and making sure my lipgloss was still fresh, I couldn’t help but notice that in the outdoor light, you could see the outline of my areolas through the thin, white fabric of the halter top. Oh well, I counted that as a plus.

I nervously passed the time for fifteen or twenty minutes. Mark was under the impression that his daughter would be picking him up, but I went in her place so she could organize a small welcome home party.

When he walked through the double doors, the sun hit his face, and he lifted a hand to shield his eyes.

I stepped out of Olive’s beat-up truck, leaning on the hood and waving to get his attention. He nodded in recognition and walked my way, but he must have initially thought I was Olive because when he was close enough to see my face, he slowed down, moved his gaze over my small frame, and slowly shook his head.

“Hi, Mark. Your carriage awaits.” I fanned my arms out, and he lifted a brow.

“Sophie? Damn, girl.”

“What?” I asked, smiling.

He looked off in the distance and pulled in a long breath, running a hand through his dark hair. “You know I can see your titties through that shirt. If you can call it a shirt.”

Electricity shot through me. “Oh. Sorry.”

I wasn’t sorry, but I think he knew that.

“Right,” he chuckled. “Where’s my daughter at?”

My heart sank. “She’s, uh, getting the house cleaned up for you, I think.”

He nodded and swept his gaze over me, this time, paying particular attention to my chest. Just the act of his eyes landing there made my nipples grow hard, and I could feel them clawing at the material, like they just couldn’t wait to feel his hands, his lips.

“She gave you the keys to my truck?”

Okay, technically it was Olive’s truck, but I guess he had bought it for her three years ago. “Um, yes.” I sheepishly passed them his way and he took them from my hand.

“Thanks, darlin’. Hop in. I’ll take you home.”

Home?

I got in on the passenger side, wishing I had picked him up in my own car. I had planned to take him to this private, secluded place near the quarry where everyone went to fuck privately, mostly at night. But now? Well, now I was at his mercy.

Fuck.

I eyed him from the passenger seat. His dark brown hair had gotten longer, but his rugged face and strong hands still looked the same. He even had a little stubble going on that was actually really sexy.

“So, how have things been with you?” he asked.

“Pretty good, I guess. Finished high school, got a job at that convenience store on Route 8.”

He nodded as he pulled onto the highway. “Olive says you’re still living at home with your mama?”

I wasn’t sure what he was getting at. Maybe he wanted to be sure I hadn’t moved. “Well, yeah, but we can go somewhere else, if you like.”

I tried scooting closer to him, but the seatbelt stopped me. Mark flicked his gaze my way, letting his eyes trail up my porcelain legs. “Where in the world would we go, Sophie?”

“I don’t know. I thought you might want to … get something to eat?”

Damn. Why did I say that? Olive was making a full spread of finger sandwiches, hot dogs, and chips and dip for his welcome home party.

Mark gave me another weird look, letting his eyes settle at my chest. “You aren’t exactly dressed for a restaurant, girl.”

I slid my hands down my legs, feeling how sweaty the palms were. “I guess you’re right.”

“I mean, damn. Didn’t you learn your lesson three years ago? That’s all I need, is to walk into some local joint with you on my arms and have to punch another fucker out for even looking at you.”

“You’d walk into a restaurant with me on your arms?”

And punch them out for looking at me? I thought.

He shifted in his seat. “Shit, I’d about have to, wouldn’t I? With you looking like that, I’d have to shield you from the eyes of perverts.”

My pussy grew hot and wet. “I … I didn’t know you felt that way, Mark. I only dressed this way for you, ya know. Not for any perverts, or anything like that.”

“Shit,” he muttered, tugging his jeans away from his crotch. I noticed the tent forming there, bulging right at the zipper. “I’m forbidden from laying a hand on you.”

“By who?” I practically shrieked.

“By me, that’s who!” he snapped, twisting his head my way and pointing his eyes at my tits that were now prickling under the halter top.

“Why on this green earth would you forbid your own self from laying a hand on me, when I’ve been saving myself for you all this time? I owe you for doing all that time for me.”

I heard the groan climb up his throat as his cock twitched under his jeans. Yeah, I was still staring at it. My little pussy was twitching too. And my clit.

“You don’t owe me nothin’ for just acting like a man and protecting his loved ones. Besides. If I take you, I’m probably gonna hurt you. I’m not exactly small, princess, and I tend to be a little rough. And, well, you’re just a tiny little thing.”

Everything he just said made me want to melt into a puddle. Oh my god. I couldn’t resist. I reached over and put my hand on his leg and squeezed his big, hard muscle. “That’s a very Daddyish thing to say. Not wanting to hurt me and all.”

“Daddyish?” he curled his gaze in my direction.

I bit my lip and nodded, then twisted in the seat to face him, spreading my legs a little and feeling the crotch of my jean shorts cut up my drenched slit.

“Maybe I can handle a rough Daddy.”

Another grumble, or was it a growl? “Damn, girl. You’re making it hard for me to say no. And I just got out of jail after knocking out a man for wanting to do what I want to do to you right now.”

I let my hand travel up his leg and felt the heat flowing out from his stiff erection. “Well, the key difference is I’m asking you to fuck me. In fact, I’m begging for it.”

“Fuck, Sophie. You’re making my cock take over any rational thought that’s left in my brain.”

“Good,” I answered, right as he took the exit off the highway.

My heartrate increased, and my pussy began to hum. This was the exit for the quarry. “Are you taking me somewhere we can be alone, Daddy?”

“You’re damn right I am. Where no one can interrupt us, and you can scream as loud as you want and no one will hear.”

I had chills when he said that. It excited me to know Mark was going to fuck me good enough to make me scream. I wasn’t scared at all.

I knew it would hurt, but Olive said it only hurt for a second. Then it was like immense pleasure.

Mark let his right hand fall off the steering wheel and touched my leg, running his rough fingers up my thigh.

“Call me Daddy again.”

I spread my legs and felt the tip of his finger brush my pussy through the jean shorts. “Mmm, Daddy. I can’t wait for you to feel how wet my pussy is for you.”

“Fuckin’ A, girl.”

He lightly slapped my thigh, making me jump, then gripped his crotch. I thought he was about to remove himself from his pants, and I got overly excited, feeling my mouth water.

But then he turned down a bumpy dirt road.

“You like it when I call you that, don’t you?”

“What the fuck do you think?” he gritted out, tugging my hand to his stiffy that bumped hard at my touch.

I gasped, amazed at how hard and big his cock felt through the thick denim. Jesus, he was big.

“I think you should show it to me.”

“Oh, I’m going to show it to you, baby. I’m going to do a hell of a lot more than that.”

He flew down the bumpy road, kicking rocks out from under the tires and bouncing me all over the place. I started giggling.

But then when he pulled in between two tall pine trees right at the edge of the overlook, I got quiet.

“I’ve thought about you a lot, babygirl. About how you would feel, and taste. I had no idea you wanted me too.” Mark slammed the car in park and shut off the engine. He then pushed the button, releasing my seat belt before gliding his hand up my leg again.

“I’ve wanted you for a long time.”

“But you’re off limits. My daughter cannot know about this.”

I smirked. “She already knows I want you. And she’s cool with it.”

He shook his head, then hooked a finger under my halter top. “You got some nice titties. I can tell. But I want to see them, so get this all shit off.”

With a smile, I lifted the halter top. My nipples tightened the instant I was exposed, my heated desire fueled by his attention.

“Fuck. I knew it.” He was staring at them, but when he lightly brushed them with his thumb, I felt my pussy clench hard and tight. I was so ready for him to fuck me.

“Get them shorts off too.”

I pushed up with my feet and unbuttoned the denim, wiggling them down my hips and leaving the thongs on. I sat back down, the warm leather sticking to the backs of my thighs.

“Mm-mm-mmm,” he groaned.

“It’s all yours, Daddy. Any time you want it.”

Blowing out a hard breath, Mark reached down and popped the lever, sliding the bench seat all the way back and allowing more room between him and the steering wheel.

“I want it now, so get over here and sit in Daddy’s lap.”

With my heart hammering in my chest, I climbed in his lap. Mark pressed his lips to mine and kissed me hungrily. His tongue was ferocious as he darted it around my mouth, his big, rough hands cupping my ass.

He then reached up and cupped my tiny A-cup boobs before moving his lips there. His tongue darted all around my hard little nipples, and I found myself undulating my hips as his hard-as-steel erection thumped against my hot cunt.

“Damn it, babygirl. Your tits are perfect.”

“I’m glad you like them, Daddy.”

His voice growled, and he went back to sucking my tits, flicking the nipples, tugging them past his lips, sucking and nibbling them. Jesus, it was like he had a boob fetish. He must have spent ten minutes getting me all worked up.

My pussy was on fire, and I think I must have leaked onto his jeans, because when he slid me off his lap and laid me down in the seat, I saw a wet spot right where I had been grinding.

“I’m about to lick that sweet, innocent pussy a’yours, baby. Because I want you nice and throbby when I fuck you here in a minute.”

I huffed and nodded as he peeled the crotch of my drenched thongs aside, moaning when he saw that I had shaved my pussy.

“Good god, I’m a lucky man,” he murmured.

Mark didn’t waste a second sliding his tongue over my slick folds. He teased me for a moment, moving in slow circles, getting closer and closer to my clit.

So when he finally did lick my hard little nub, I nearly hit the roof of the truck.

“Oh, Daddy!” I cried out.

My thighs clamped around his head, but he didn’t seem to mind. He just kept groaning and licking me, flicking my bean like a fucking professional. Okay, maybe this was going to be like a porn flick. I knew I sure as shit felt like a porn star right now, despite the ironic fact that I was a virgin.

I drove my pelvis up and down as Mark’s fingers found my nipples and gave them a hard pinch, causing me to hiss.

I fisted his hair as my breathing became ragged, and when he brushed his palms over my nipples and sucked my clit past his lips, I turned into a quivering mess.

“Fuck, Daddy. I’m cumming. Oh god, I’m cumming!”

He growled into my little pussy as I thrust up and down, my clit bouncing over and over as he suckled on my tender bump. My legs trembled, and my heart pounded, and I was grinning ear to ear at the blissful shockwaves pulsing through my body.

“Alright, that’s about as fucking sweet as I get, babygirl. Now it’s time for you to service your Daddy and let him stretch all your tight little holes.”

With that, he sat up and opened the car door, jumping outside. I slid across the seat on my hands and knees, watching him get undressed. It was a good thing we were alone out here, except of course for the birds and the bees.

When his jeans hit the dirt, he kicked them aside with his brown boots still on and pulled down his boxers.

My mouth fell open when I saw how big he was. It reminded me of the extra-large zucchinis my mama used to grow. It was definitely big enough to make me suddenly nervous.

“Plant that bottom of yours over here and let’s see how much of me you can handle.”

I got out of the truck and sat down on the little bit of space that was at the step-up entrance. Mark held his cock in one hand and gripped the back of my head with the other. His slit was dripping clear fluid, pulsing out in thin droplets.

“Um, Daddy? How am I supposed to…?” I looked up at him, but he didn’t seem too sympathetic to my concern.

“Open up, and Daddy will do all the rest.”

I parted my lips, and that’s when he slid his cock inside my mouth. My body tingled as I tasted his delicious precum. It smeared all over the roof of my mouth as he grunted how good I felt.

The head hit the back of my throat, and I thought my jaw would dislocate from trying to accommodate his length.

“Good god, babygirl. Your mouth is like a tight little pussy, all on its own.”

I tried to grunt, but I couldn’t. He pumped his thick cock in and out of my mouth as I held onto his hips. I was getting needy again, my virgin walls throbbing and aching to be penetrated.

I swirled my tongue along the underside of his veiny shaft, letting my eyes close as I got into giving him pleasure. When he went far back enough to make me cough, he pulled out and lifted me off the floor of the truck, then carried me around the truck, lowering the back door that led to the bed.

“Daddy, I thought you were gonna cum.”

“Oh, I will, but I’m saving it for that fertile pussy a’yours.”

My core ignited. Oh hell, I would love to have Mark’s baby.

He gently pushed me face-down in the bed of the truck, and I threw my arms on the hot surface as he peeled down my thongs. “And you should know,” he added, forcing my legs apart, “that I don’t use protection. I like it ohhhhh natural. If you get knocked up, well, that will just give me a pregnant belly to look at and a pregnant pussy to fuck.”

“Yes, Daddy. Whatever you want,” I groaned, feeling my juices leak down my thigh as he speared my pussy with his thick meat.

“Good. As long as we understand one another.”

I arched my back and moaned as his dick spread me open, feeling a slight burn. But then he forced out a grunt and pushed hard, popping right through my fertile walls.

“Oh!”

“That’s a girl. Daddy got that cherry. You said you wanted it rough, right?”

“Yes, Daddy, please…” I squeaked.

“Hold on, then, little one.”

One hand tugged my hair, and the other held my hip as he drove into me. Daddy rammed his cock in and out of me so hard I could feel him hit my cervix. His balls slapped my wet pussy lips, liquid pulsing out of me and dribbling down my legs. My hair stung as he pulled it every few seconds.

He was not quiet as he took me either, every few seconds giving me a hard spanking that burned my little bottom, but also brought me closer and closer to cumming.

“Fuck, baby, you’re so tight,” he gritted out, pushing so hard I lost it.

I moaned and cried real tears as I came again, my tight walls clamping down around his huge member over and over.

He suddenly slammed into me and shot his load, roaring into the quarry as he unleashed a bucket-sized amount of cum. I could feel it, the heat of his man-seed coating my walls before being forced out with each hard thrust.

When he stopped, I twisted my head and looked over my shoulder, and he gripped my hair again, tighter this time to remind me who I belonged to, before nudging his cock at my asshole.

“Daddy…” I gasped.

“This hole is mine, princess. And you’re gonna love it.”

I gritted my teeth as he pushed his way in, burning like hell but thankfully nice and lubed from both our cum. When Daddy’s thick meat was all the way in my forbidden rose, I found the pain melt away and turn into pleasure.

The length of his member rubbed my tender tissue in a way I never would have imagined. And when he moved at a hard pace and his heavy balls lightly tapped my swollen clit, I was tossed over the edge again, cumming around his dick inside my asshole.

“Fuck, baby. You cumming on Daddy’s dick?”

“Uh-huh,” I grunted.

“Well … shit. I am too,” he said, emptying himself into my bowels.

Daddy thrust hard and fast a few more times, growling like a wild animal as he came tugging on my hair.

When he was done, he slipped out of my bottom and picked me up, carrying me back to the passenger seat. My whole body felt beat up, and I loved it. His cum dribbled out of my pussy and bottom, and onto the leather seat.

He kissed me on the forehead and smiled at me. “You were a good girl for Daddy. Hell of a way to get out of jail.”

I told him I’d be his good girl anytime he wanted.

But I think he already knew that.


~The End~

Thank you for reading! Please stay tuned for more naughty stories by Daisy Luke.
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