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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.

**This is part 1 of a 3-book series with cliffhangers.


“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.”


TO BE CONTINUED

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

********
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Excerpt from Daddy Makes Me Ride in the Back Seat with Him:

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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