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Description:

Beth has done something …unforgivable in Kirk’s eyes. He takes her to church so the priest can lecture her on acting like a lady.


********

My pussy clenched at his words, and my lips parted. I should have been mortified at what he just said, but instead, I was deliriously turned on. Not just at his frankness but also his ability to be inside my head, to understand.

“Yes, Father. It’s incredibly frustrating. I … I think about it a lot.”

He raised a brow. “It? As in, sex?”

I licked my lips, feeling the first little pulse of desire seep from my gash. “Yes. That.”

He stared at me for several long moments, and then he let his gaze sort of travel over my body. It was intense. Palpable. “You need an outlet, my child. A safe one. I believe I can help with that.”

********


“I’m sorry. It … it won’t happen again,” I said, pulling the couch blanket around my exposed flesh.

“Really. That’s what you said the last time.” Kirk barked.

I had just been caught masturbating in the living room while watching some exceptionally kinky porn on the television. Kirk had come home early (ok, by five minutes, but still) and walked in, totally busting me with my legs spread wide and my finger furiously rubbing one out.

“I know. I mean it this time. I’ll … take care of my needs in my own room.”

I stood up and flipped off the TV, putting an end to the soft moans and heated groans that were spilling from the speakers. God, how I wanted to experience that. I was nineteen years of age and still a virgin. My body was dying slowly from unmet needs.

I barged off, feeling my face heat from slight embarrassment, and yeah, a little anger too. I didn’t know why Kirk had to be such a jerk about all this. You’d think a grown man would understand the need to rub one out. But the first time Kirk caught me rubbing my wet little pussy late one night when I thought he was asleep, he told me I should be doing it in private.

Um, hello. This is my house, too. I even give him a little money for rent, now that I work full-time. I should be able to masturbate wherever I want if he’s not around.

Kirk really pissed me off sometimes. He was my mom’s boyfriend before she died a few years ago. They never married, but he had promised my mom he’d take care of me if anything happened to her.

I was heartbroken when she passed, but relieved that her boyfriend was willing to help me out, give me a place to stay.

But then, around my eighteenth birthday, he sort of changed, telling me I needed to live by his rules if I wanted to remain under his roof, one of those rules being calling him “daddy.”

I try not to address him at all because he’s not my dad. And calling him that just seems … weird. He also gives me a curfew and basically tells me I need to do what he says. Sometimes, honestly, I hate him. I can’t wait to move out. As soon as I have enough money saved I’m out the fucking door.

I chill out in my room, the mood totally killed. And a while later, I come out to find something to make for dinner. Kirk is on the phone in the living room, and I can hear his voice as I open the fridge door.

“Yes, Father. But things have gotten worse, to say the least. I can’t even describe the visceral reaction I had at what I saw today. Can you see us this evening?”

My ears prick. Why is he talking to Father Antonio? And who is this us?

“Oh, that’s perfect. We’ll be there shortly.”

In a total state of denial, I pull some chicken from the fridge, hoping that Kirk is referring to someone other than me that he plans to take to church. He makes me go every Sunday, but I draw the line at anything beyond that.

“Beth? Stop what you’re doing and get your jacket. We’re running a few errands.”

“What? Why?” I ask, still holding the meat.

Kirk walks over, takes them from my hands, and slides them back where I got them. “We’re having a little consultation with Father Antonio. I want him to help us solve this little dilemma, teach you how to be a lady.”

“What dilemma?” I practically screech at him. “I told you it wouldn’t happen again. Can’t we just move past this already?”

Kirk very calmly placed his hands on my arms. “Beth. The damage is done and now we need to fix it. This isn’t up for negotiations. My house, my rules. Now let’s get going.”

I gritted my teeth because I knew I couldn’t argue with him. And what was all this “the damage is done” crap? Oh well, might as well just get this over with. I barged to the coat closet and grunted some obscenities under my breath, and we left the house right away.

By the time we got to the church, Father Antonio was waiting for us at the rectory right behind the church. I had never been inside here, but right away I noticed how dark it was, and how cozy.

Father Antonio shook hands with Kirk and gave me a look with a somewhat hard gaze. It bothered me especially because I’d always found my priest to be an extremely attractive man and actually had a teeny tiny crush on him. He was in his thirties and had tanned skin and broad shoulders. His face was rugged and masculine.

“Good evening, Beth. Please, come in and have a seat.”

He took my jacket and placed it on the coat rack by the door. I was so embarrassed by all of this. I didn’t even want to be here. But I did my best to make myself comfy on his couch as he sat in the chair across from me. Kirk sat next to me, and I just wanted to fold in on myself.

Father Antonio clasped his hands in his lap and crossed his legs, focusing his attention on me. “So, your dad tells me that you’re having trouble keeping your hands away from unholy places.”

“You mean he caught me masturbating.” I would not let myself feel embarrassed about something that everyone does, even if it is considered a sin.

Father Antonio gave a quick nod.

“Well, yeah. It’s a pretty normal thing to do. I don’t see what the big deal is. Like both of you haven’t done it.”

Father looked at Kirk, and Kirk shifted in place on the sofa.

“Beth, we’re not here to discuss our proclivities behind closed doors. You openly displayed yourself in a common area, forcing your dad to bear witness to your body as you gave yourself pleasure. It’s really more about the fact that you disobeyed a simple request that he gave, to take care of your needs privately.”

I tried not to roll my eyes. “Yes, I know, Father. And I apologized and promised not to let it happen again.”

“You made that promise once before and broke it.” Jeez. Kirk was beginning to sound like a broken record.

Father Antonio pulled in a deep breath and rubbed his chin as if deep in thought. “Your dad makes a valid point. And it makes me wonder if these acts are intentional.”

I pulled a face. “Intentional? Uhm, yes. I am intentionally touching myself.”

Father shook his head. “No. what I mean is that you are intentionally masturbating in the living room in the hopes that your dad will catch you. Perhaps you secretly … desire him.”

Okay, my mouth dropped open so hard it almost hurt. “Secretly desire? Is this some kind of joke? If so, I’m out of here.”

I started to stand up, but Kirk put a hand on my leg. “You’re not going anywhere until we get this resolved.”

I shot him an evil look because I thought this was just getting downright ridiculous.

“Kirk, why don’t you step outside, let me and Beth have a moment of privacy.”

“Sure, all right,” Kirk said, jumping up quickly. I had the feeling he didn’t really want to hear what Father Antonio had to say anyway.

Once the door was closed, I had to admit I felt a little more relaxed. I fiddled with a loose string on my jeans as my priest lightly tapped the armrest of his chair.

“Beth, I want to explain this in a way that may help you understand. You see, this situation has put your dad in a somewhat uncomfortable position. But it’s not your fault.” I looked into his eyes as he continued, feeling like maybe he would understand me and not be so critical. “Men tend to react when they see a naked woman. Add to that the act of spread legs, putting yourself in a willing, submissive position, and he’s going to react further.”

I narrowed my brow, not really sure if I was understanding him correctly. “Are you telling me that he got … that he…” I couldn’t finish the sentence. It was too weird. This was my mother’s boyfriend. He should not be getting turned on by me.

“Yes,” Father Antonio said, shifting in place. “Your dad got an erection.”

My face heated. “Oh.”

“Right. So, surely you can see that taking care of your needs in private is the best for everyone.”

I nodded, feeling a slight stirring in my core at the thought of Kirk getting hard at the sight of my body. “Yeah, I get it. I didn’t know.”

“Good. You’re a good girl, and I feel confident that you and your boyfriend are practicing abstinence. But, I’m sure that heavy kissing and petting can lead to some rather intense frustration. Perhaps you should always make sure that you two are supervised in order to prevent the temptation to explore such behavior.”

Hearing him call me a good girl made my insides ignite and my pulse quicken. “I don’t have a boyfriend, Father. I’m actually a virgin. I’ve kissed, but that’s it. Never done any heavy kissing or petting, or anything like that.”

This look washed over Father’s face, and he cleared his throat as he shifted in place once more. “You’ve never indulged in desires of the flesh with another boy? Never had sexual intercourse?”

I shook my head.

“That’s wonderful, Beth. I’m proud of you for guarding your virginity.”

“Thank you,” I said, offering a wide smile. Finally, something good was coming out of this visit. Or so it seemed.

He rubbed his chin again, and I thought he was going to say I could leave. But he wasn’t quite done with me it seemed.

“You know, I’m still not quite sure that you didn’t subconsciously want to be seen like that. Maybe you don’t necessarily have a crush on your dad, but, at your age, you probably have tremendous urges that race through your veins, leave your panties wet, your body…aching for release.”

My pussy clenched at his words, and my lips parted. I should have been mortified at what he just said, but instead, I was deliriously turned on. Not just at his frankness but also his ability to be inside my head, to understand.

“Yes, Father. It’s incredibly frustrating. I … I think about it a lot.”

He raised a brow. “It? As in, sex?”

I licked my lips, feeling the first little pulse of desire seep from my gash. “Yes. That.”

He stared at me for several long moments, and then he let his gaze sort of travel over my body. It was intense. Palpable. “You need an outlet, my child. A safe one. I believe I can help with that.”

My insides did a bunch of flip-flops, wondering what in the world he was suggesting. “What do you propose?”

He didn’t answer me, just simply stood up and walked my way, extending me a hand. “Come with me, and I’ll show you.”

I gave him my hand and he helped me up. I followed him down the hallway of the rectory, tossing a quick look over my shoulder, wondering if we should let Kirk know what was going on.

But hell, even I didn’t know what was going on. I found out mighty damn fast, though, when he led me inside his bedroom, and I couldn’t help but stare at his magnificent king-sized bed.

“I want you to give me something, Beth.”

“Anything.” I said, gulping.

“An offering.” He walked close to me and brushed my cheek with the back of his hand. “Of your delicious, innocent body. Let me see how you touch yourself, give you the audience you crave.”

Oh god, how my pussy throbbed when he said that. And his touch made all this heat rush through my core, spilling into my veins and running through my body like a wildfire. I should have told him no. He was my priest for crying out loud. But the thought of showing him my body, well, it made me consumed with lust. Maybe he was right. Maybe I did secretly long for Kirk to see me.

Father didn’t wait for an answer. His hands gripped the bottom of my sweater, and he pulled it up, baring my chest. My heart pounded and my breathing increased as he walked behind me and unclasped my bra before letting his hands glide up my shoulders, forcing my nipples to pucker. His touch was so intoxicating.

He walked to the chair that was across from the bed and sat down. “Please, Beth, finish getting undressed. Let your hands explore.”

I bit my lip as I opened my jeans and stepped out of them, kicking my shoes aside. I stood there in a pair of white satin panties, the little pink bow at the top feeling like an odd reflection of my innocence. Heat crept over my flesh, the small buds atop my breasts curling into painful points as Father Antonio watched me with a hand over his crotch.

“Take the panties off. Let me see that beautiful, innocent mound of yours.”

My heart skipped a few beats as I hooked my thumbs inside of them and pulled them down, the crotch sticking to my lips from how much had leaked out.

Father’s eyes grew wide when he looked between my legs. I was sure he expected to see a full bush, but I shaved my bikini line nice and slim, leaving nothing more than a narrow track of dark hair directly over my slit.

“Mmm,” he moaned, licking his lips. “Beautiful. It’s no wonder you touch yourself with such a pretty little pussy. I’d have a hard time resisting myself.”

Lust shot through me, and my walls clenched again. More juices seeped from me, this time with nothing to catch them. I sat down on the edge of the bed, feeling as though I just wanted him to come and take me.

“Part your legs, Beth. Slip a finger inside and then show me.”

I did as he asked, moving my knees apart and pushing a middle finger into my swollen folds, slick with hot desire. When I pulled it out, a long string came with it, indicating the level of lust I was experiencing.

“My goodness,” he whispered, gripping his crotch with a tight fist. “Touch your clit. Circle it nice and slowly.”

I looked down and spread my lips apart, giving him a full shot of my swollen goodies, then began making circles over my bundle of nerves. I huffed at the intense pleasure of it all, even more thrilled to know that he was probably getting aroused at the sight of me, of what I was doing to my own body.

I got lost in the sensations, wondering if I’d always been a little exhibitionist. All those times Kirk walked in on me I was more irritated that he got angry. Maybe I wanted him to get hard and fuck the shit out of me.

Oh god, just the thought of it nearly sent me over the edge. My thighs began to tremble, I was about ready to cum. When all of a sudden, movement startled me, and I opened my eyes, only to see Kirk standing before me with his cock out, hard as steel and bobbing softly.

My eyes drifted upward, and his gaze was pointed at my face. “Fuck. I always knew this was what you wanted. Take Daddy’s cock in your mouth, baby.”

My body hummed with lust as I parted my lips, and Father Antonio made his way over, just as I wrapped my lips around Daddy’s crown. I was heady with lust, knowing it was absolutely insane to be doing this, and yet not really caring. Just wanting to lose myself completely in this desire.

I tugged Daddy all the way in my mouth, feeling his slick fluids leaking out. He groaned and fisted my hair, then began thrusting his hips, moving his turgid cock in and out of my mouth.

I could sense Father moving between my legs, felt his hands on my thighs, pushing me wider as his mouth pressed against my pussy and planted several soft kisses. His tongue probed my opening, very softly but enough to make me tremble, then came back out and started circling my clit.

My pulse raced as the room filled with our moans of pleasure.

“Mm, baby, you suck Daddy’s dick so good.” He fisted my hair tighter as I swirled my tongue over his length, sucking and tasting him.

His cock throbbed and he pushed himself deeper in my mouth as Father flicked my hard little clit. I purred and moaned, rocking my hips up and down as I approached orgasm.

And then when he probed my slick pussy with one finger and sucked my clit past his lips, I toppled over the edge, my body shaking violently as my daddy erupted inside my mouth.

Hot cum shot to the back of my throat as I came on Father Antonio’s tongue, feeling like a beautiful little slut for these two men. I swallowed every bit of it down, too. Wanting more.

Well, I was about to get more.

Kirk tugged my hair, pulling me off of him. He angled my head in his direction. “Let Daddy have what he wants, little girl.”

My nipples grew hard as Father Antonio blurted out my truth. “She’s innocent, Kirk. Go easy on that delicate pussy while I have a go at her mouth.”

Tingles rippled through me as Daddy stood me up and laid me on my back along the width of the bed so that my head was hanging off the edge. I had no idea why he did this until I saw Father approach from above, his manhood proudly pointed upward.

He gently held the back of my head as his cock probed my lips, and I released a groan as I began sucking him.

Daddy moved swiftly between my legs, pointing his cock at my entrance. I willingly spread my legs for him, dying to feel him enter me, take me, bring me to climax once again.

“Oh fuck, baby. You’re so tight.”

I groaned as he plunged all the way in, hooking my ankles behind his back as he began to thrust in and out of my aching pussy.

Father Antonio moved his hips back and forth, fucking my mouth as he leaned forward on the bed and planted his fists to the mattress on either side of me.

Being taken at both ends was pure heaven.

I tightened my lips around Father’s girth as his thrusts became more urgent. He growled and grew harder as Daddy pummeled me. My body was rocking back and forth as he claimed my innocence.

“Shit. You’re going to make Daddy cum again, baby. Looking at you like this, being used like a toy…”

I thrust upward against him, my walls growing tighter. And right as Father burst his seed down my throat, I was catapulted off the edge of that cliff, cumming around my daddy’s dick with a vengeance.

“Fuuuuckk…” Daddy growled, holding my hips as he impaled me one last time and came all inside me.

I was their little slut, drinking my priest’s cum and taking Daddy’s seed in my belly like a good girl.

My walls clenched over and over as Daddy sprayed my insides, and I felt the tears streaming down my face as I choked on Father Antonio’s cum.

After that, Daddy and Father switched places, and Daddy made me clean his cock as I was taken by my priest. Daddy didn’t cum again, but he softly stroked my face and held my tired head up while Father deposited his seed in my belly.

I was filled up completely, and as he pulled out of me, I felt the copious amounts of cum seeping from my slit and onto the bed below.

And when they were done, they laid on either side of me, holding me tight as I floated on that cloud.

Daddy stroked my hair as Father ran his fingers over my back. “Did you plan this the whole time?” I asked him.

He smiled coyly and pressed his lips to mine. “That shall forever remain a mystery, baby.”

I was okay with that.


~The End~

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

********
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Excerpt from Daddy Makes Me Visit Him in Jail:

Carly’s insides tightened, and her pussy swelled again. To feel her daddy’s touch was so incredible for her. She almost couldn’t breathe.

“Daddy…” she whispered.

“Yes, baby …?” He softly pinched her nipple, and that’s when Carly felt movement along her thigh. Like a little bump underneath her daddy’s orange jumpsuit.

“Aren’t you gonna get in trouble?” she asked, tossing a nervous glance over her shoulder, noticing the guard was standing a little closer to them.

“Vinnie doesn’t care what we do, baby. Just … relax.”

With that, Jack lifted the bottom of her camisole over her large breasts, and Carly pulled in a rushed breath. He leaned forward and softly flicked her nipple before planting several kisses on the sensitive flesh.

Carly’s eyes closed, and she shuddered, feeling her daddy’s cock stir under the bright orange material.

********
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