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Chapter One

Caught

◆◆◆

Mom always said Harry was the most beautiful man she ever met. By both of their accounts, they fell in love on sight.

On that crucial day, he’d been cashing up at the kid’s bumper cars, saw me aged three, looking distraught because I’d missed out, and couldn’t resist re-opening his ride solely for my entertainment.

That’s when I fell in love with my stepdad, too, not romantically but because he was so kind, confident, and comfortable.

Mom married Harry a year later when he turned nineteen, after which he became the only father I knew, attending every school play, picking me up and dusting me off when I fell, and being my patient taxi driver when needed.

When Mom left home, I was eighteen and brokenhearted. A love that could have lasted forever was lost because of her infidelity at a friend’s bachelorette party.

For a while, I tried to make both parents happy, visiting each one in turn, but eventually, I was pulled toward the home I grew up in and the man who raised me.

Harry provided stability, whereas Mom had different men a few times a year, each a loser. I moved into my old room, and both of us rekindled a friendship that was only slightly jaded.

The weekend had arrived, and I lay on my bed around mid-morning, messaging and video-calling friends. Harry stomped past my bedroom, so I poked my head out and saw him heading for the attic door.

“Are you having a clearout, Dad?”

“Yep. It’s near time, I guess.”

“Are you moving on to someone else then?”

I grinned, more hopeful than humorous. My dad was still young, gorgeous, fit, wealthy but miserable.

“There is no chance of that, Chloe. It’s been a year; Caroline won’t be returning any time ever, so I need to get rid of the memories.”

“But why would you throw out your bed, expensive sheets, and the duvet?”

“Many good memories turn bad when a relationship ends, Chloe. I’m sorry to say it, and I don’t want to rake over the past, but those bad memories haunt me and hold me back.”

“Make new memories with me.”

I meant it as a general statement, but the awkward look Dad gave me seemed justified when I replayed what I’d said. My stepfather had been my first-ever crush, something Mom explained was understandable given Harry wasn’t my biological father.

I stood in the hallway, eyeballing my dad, with neither of us having any place to run.

“Awkward. Sorry, Dad.”

“I know what you meant, honey.”

We both laughed it off this time, but I felt sure that in the past, Mom must have noticed layers of my arousal nestling in my gusset when she laundered. With only my father at home, she must have wondered.

After my eighteenth birthday, when my stepfather stripped to his waist, his ripped, muscular body became my eye candy. I frequently watched him in the yard from my bedroom window, and a finger soon found its way into my panties, filling them with creamy love after I concluded a body-shuddering clitoris rub.

I joined Dad for lunch and saw an envelope on the wooden kitchen bar he had built. It looked official with a printed address and return postage paid envelope half folded laying beside it. I guessed it was confirmation of their divorce.

“It’s your birthday this weekend, Dad. Shall we go out?”

“I’d rather stay at home, sweetheart. I don’t feel like partying much.”

“We always celebrated by going out.”

“We? That is just you and me these days, honey.”

“Better for it if you ask me, Dad.”

“What do you mean?”

“Caroline is gone. Her new guy is an asshole, and I guarantee she’ll be back. Women have mid-life crises, too.”

“You’re calling her Caroline now?”

“She doesn’t behave like a mother, much less a wife. Is there any way you’d take her back?”

“I couldn’t do it, honey. There is no way back into my heart for your mother. That place is exclusively yours now.”

After lunch, I went upstairs to help my Dad rifle through the attic, clearing out memories he no longer needed or wanted. The more gaudy rubbish we got rid of, the happier he became until Harry was positive and almost gleeful by the end of the day.

I dusted off my hands, feeling pleased that the attic was almost empty and clean.

“You go and start dinner, Dad. I’ll finish up here.”

“Are you sure, Chloe?”

“I’m positive. There are only two holdalls and a couple of plastic bags left… it’s easy.”

He grinned and looked around the attic space, nodding happily. Dad shrugged off a load and lost about ten years of anxiety-induced aging. At thirty-four years old, he was still young, an absolutely gorgeous man who owned a string of amusement arcades around the State. He had plenty of money behind him.

I checked out his ass when he bent over to pick up a dropped set of keys. Dad spun around more quickly than I had anticipated when he stood up.

“Why are you staring at me like that, Chloe?”

“Like what, Dad?”

“Weird… I felt like a mouse being hunted by an eagle. Ah, sorry, ignore me… maybe I misunderstood. I’ll see you downstairs.”

As he turned away, a tiny bead of my shame leaked through the damp, skimpy panties I wore under a knee-length summer dress. I felt hot, confused, sleazy, and very aroused, remembering those heady summer days when I fingered my pussy, thinking about my stepfather’s cock.

I have time to polish my vibrator before dinner.

I carelessly lifted a plastic bag dangling from a coat hook in the wall, stretching and breaking it. The contents spilled onto the floor, and I stepped back, stunned and horrified.

Glossy top-shelf magazines lay everywhere at my feet.

Fucking my stepdaughter.

Sugar Babes.

It’s Okay, She’s My Step-Daughter

Filling Up My Little Girl

There were more… plenty more, and my eyes bulged as my panties lost the will to hold back rivulets of my shame zig-zagging down my legs.

Oh fuck!

Oh, fuckety fuck!

My heart pounded like a newborn kitten, and my eyes blurred as I stared at the old, page-curled magazines.

I sat down and crossed my legs, leafing through a few magazines and ensuring their cover pages were accurate. In every case, older men, many alleged to be stepfathers, either buried their cocks in younger women’s back passages, their tight pussy’s, or slutty open mouths.

There were cum shots where girls wore pearl necklaces that their dads had ejaculated over a stepdaughter’s face and neck, with creampies oozing out of one hole or the other.

The girls smiled lasciviously and with surprising zeal as though their Dad fucking them was a dream come true.

I read the text accompanying a multi-page spread describing a young girl’s love for her father in pictorial and narrative detail. When each girl turned eighteen, or her Mom left the home for whatever reason, it wasn’t long before Daddy filled his girl right up with plenty of baby making seed.

A page full of naked pregnant women in their early twenties proudly hugged their bellies on a page titled ‘Daddy Did This.’

I felt an orgasm tickling deep inside my pussy as my labia swelled and quivered. My arousal became so intense I gathered four of the most tawdry magazines, rolled them, and slipped the tawdry vagina vault trove into my shoulder bag, stuffing the remainder into a holdall that still had space.

I desperately needed to masturbate, but there wasn’t time, so I ran to my room, slipped off my soiled panties, discarded them, and reached into a drawer for a fresh pair, freezing when I heard a voice.

“What’s keeping you, Chloe?”

“Umm… oh, sorry, Dad. It took me longer than I expected.”

“Come on now… dinner is ready.”

He walked into my room, grabbed my shoulder bag, and reached out a hand. I instinctively took it, following my stepfather downstairs, wearing no panties while dripping wet, in a semi-aroused state.

I hope he hasn’t served dinner at the kitchen bar.

Oh fuck… he has.

My upper thighs felt sticky when I cocked my leg, mounting a wooden kitchen stool Dad held for me. I leaked pussy juice like a rampant teenager enjoying her first boyband concert.

A Ratattouile Dad had spent hours preparing smelled delicious and the dish almost distracted me from my intense arousal.

This can’t be right.

Harry is my father.

He’s married to my mother.

Well, no, he probably isn’t as of this morning.

And he isn’t my biological Dad.

I stared blankly at Harry, forking food slowly into my mouth while grinding my thighs together, releasing as much sexual tension as I could without revealing the blissful trembling going on deep inside my reproductive organs.

All the while that I stared at him, images of my father being semi-naked floated in and out of focus, and my throbbing fuck hole dripped slowly into thin cotton dress fabric, staining the wood below.

“Why do you keep frowning, Chloe?”

“Sorry, Dad, I was just thinking about something.”

His nostrils twitched slightly, and Harry sniffed deeply. I knew he’d caught my tawdry scent, and his eyes darted in my direction because Dad knew it wasn’t his baked eggplant. He eagerly dug a fork into his food as though trying to distract himself and caught me again when his nostrils twitched, then flared much wider as powerful, primal emotions caught hold of his psyche.

I frowned again, bowing in shame while my Dad sniffed the air.

“Your cheeks are red and pupils dilated. Have you been smoking weed in the attic, sweetheart?”

“No, it’s not weed that you can smell Dad.”

“It smells so familiar.”

He shook his head and returned to eating. I shivered, almost out of control, trying desperately to organize my thoughts, which had run rampant, abandoning all decency.

“Did you sign the divorce papers this morning, Dad?”

“Yes, Caroline and I are all official now. There is nothing between us except you.”

“I’m not between you.”

“Well… sorry, but you know what I mean.”

“Yes, I guess so.”

“I prepared dinner as a special treat and thought we might go out on my birthday after all.”

“Dinner tastes great, and a birthday party is just what we need.”

I fell silent, mulling over a million questions I would ordinarily want to ask a guy I’d chosen to date. Dad kept glancing at me, looking worried about my demeanor.

“Is there something on your mind, Chloe?”

“Are you moving on, Dad? Thirty-four is too young to give up on love.”

“You keep going back to that same drumbeat, Chloe.”

“Life is short.”

“I’m in no rush. I enjoy living here with you.”

Dad leaned back and looked a little cagey. He sighed, breathed in deeply, and paused for thought. My senses were elevated, and my essential, primal feminine alter-ego was on the prowl, hunting for something that would fill my pussy.

My vibrator seemed a world away, but it, or a candle, perhaps a cucumber, and my stepdad’s cock were all I could think about.

The dirty magazines that suggested my father was sexually interested in me nagged at my soul.

He stared at me with a grave face, probably judging whether truth should or could be said to a precious daughter he loved dearly. When Dad cleared away our plates, stacking the dishwasher before pouring another glass of wine, I saw his stiff cock tenting the blue jeans he wore.

Oh fuck.

When he glanced at me, sipping his wine, I imagined Dad fingering my sticky slit, then kneeling to lick my drenched, creamy pussy before I sucked his cock.

I gulped, pulled on my bottom lip, then frowned and winced at my obvious sexually available signs, and he noticed, shaking his head in confusion.

“You’re frowning again, honey. It’s as though you are bottling up some tension. What’s up, Chloe? Please spill the beans.”

“Oh fuck, Dad! I can’t!”

“Why not?”

“I just can’t.”

“Have you got your period? I’m usually tuned in to that, and I thought you finished a week ago?”

“Fucking hell, Dad… no, it’s not my period, and anyways, why the fuck are you tracking my menstrual cycle?”

“Because I care about you, darling. Your period is important.”

“I can’t believe we’re talking about this.”

My face looked a contorted mess when I saw its reflection in a stainless steel Wolf fridge. I emptied my wine glass in one slug, offering it to my Dad for a refill.

“You’re ovulating then?”

“Jesus fucking Christ, Dad… you aren’t meant to know these things about me.”

“You are, though, right?”

“Yes!”

I’m a fucking horny mess.

“I’ll fetch dessert.”

Oh god, not more cream.

Harry looked slightly sad, and that surprised me. No boyfriend ever concerned themselves with my menstrual cycle, and here I was mocking the only man I knew for sure actually cared about me for honorable reasons.

Maybe dishonorable ones, too.

I fucking hope so.

“Sorry, Dad.”

“It’s no big deal. We live in the same house. It would be weird if I didn’t care.”

“None of my friend’s fathers know when their daughters are having their period.”

And that includes the ones sleeping with their dads.

“Tiramisu Chloe?”

“A lover’s dessert?”

“Only because I know you enjoy it.”

“I do, and I love you too, Dad.”

The luxuriant cream and coffee dessert did me no favors in the arousal department. Still, I did turn sideways onto the stool, crossing my legs, squeezing both thighs tightly together, hoping to clench my swollen clitoris and calm her down.

My shoulder bag slipped off the stool, dropped onto the floor, fell on its side, and spilled the contents.

We both looked down, then glanced up at each other, and I felt mortified.

“Oh fuck, Dad.”

Dad saw his old pornography magazines and choked with a terrified look rippling across his face with fiery shame burning bright red in his eyes and speckled scarlet on both cheeks.

“Chloe. I’m so sorry.”

I stared at the porn magazines, with butterflies fluttering madly deep inside as crazy, disgraceful hormones caught hold of my pussy and everything connected to her. I warmed up, almost boiled like I was skewered on a spit roast, another image that didn’t help calm my arousal.

Dad dove down to his knees, scrabbling wildly to collect and hide his old magazines.

“Stop, Dad, please.”

A razor-sharp clarity cut through the hedonistic fog, confusing my brain, and in that moment, I knew what to do and say.

“You don’t need those magazines anymore, Daddy.”

“Oh god… I’m so fucking ashamed of myse-.”

Dad didn’t finish his sentence because I had spread my legs wide when he stared up. The overwhelming aroma from my sticky, finger-licking wet pussy was powerful. I caught my lewd whiff seconds after Harry’s nostrils flared and saw the devastating effect on his willpower.

“You’re mesmerized by my pussy, Dad.”

He licked his lips and murmured something unintelligible, never averting his eyes from my throbbing cunt.

“I wondered what your pussy looked like, Chloe.”

“I have her waxed every two weeks; the last time was yesterday.”

“Why are you telling me this?”

“Because I want to feed her to you instead of you eating more Tiramisu. I also want to give you a reason to burn your porn collection so that we can make new memories.”

“Oh fuck, I can’t believe this is happening, daughter.”

“You calling me that makes my feeding you a drenched creamy pussy so much more enjoyable because it’s extra naughty.”

He shuffled across the wooden floor to me on his knees, sniffing until his trembling lips were inches from mine. I stared down and used the fingers of one hand to splay my sticky labia wide apart while cupping the back of my father’s head and guiding him between my legs.

“I have an all-you-can buffet only for nice Daddy’s.”

“Is it a one-off special?”

“Nope, it’s for life. Every day and forever hereafter. You can eat this buffet as frequently as you wish.”

“I know your cycle.”

“You are the first man who cared enough to do that, Dad.”

His head bowed, and my stepfather slid his palms underneath my sticky ass cheeks, lifting and gripping tightly before pouring me into his mouth like a fine wine. He slurped my engorged labia, sliding his tongue up the pink creamy furrow as though licking his bowl after the Tiramisu was long gone.

I gently held onto his head with both hands, squeezing my ass cheeks forward so my step-father could fully access his free buffet. His lips clenched tightly, and he rolled the meaty petals in thick saliva until my body tingled so hard that a tiny orgasm followed. 

I screamed, he moaned, and I ascended to cum mountain, where a thin tip of my father’s tongue plowed deep inside my slit while I lurched through one climactic wave after another.

“Please fuck me, Dad.”

He gripped the base of my rock-hard pink pearl between tightly clenched lips and sucked, raising her proudly until my entire body rocked to the tune of that one tiny nub.

I felt a finger gently probe inside my tight fuck hole as my stepdad began fucking me. I placed both palms on top of his head, rocking gently back and forth, riding his mouth with my sordid pussy as best I could, grinding from one orgasm to the next.

I tapped his head gently to garner attention.

“Please, Dad, I need your cock.”

He stood up, and I saw the youthful man my mother had fallen in love with. I felt nervous and needed his validation and affirmation.

“I love you, Dad… is that okay?”

“It’s so much more than okay.”

Driven by powerful emotions, I screwed up my face into a decadent mess, with my soul caught somewhere between love, lust, and the shame of my slutty behavior. Harry’s kiss solved everything because, finally, I was filled with an earth-shattering eruption and heart-lifting moment every girl seeks from a lover’s lips.

Dad’s tongue danced gently with mine while he struggled to tear off his clothes. When I reached down, he kissed me like I was his Princess, and I gripped his solid cock around its thick base, enjoying its more than-average length and enormous girth.

“That’s a thick cock, Daddy.”

“I’ll go carefully inside you, honey.”

“Oh, please don’t. I’ll enjoy this immensely, no matter how hard you fuck me. It’s been a while.”

“It’s been over a year for me.”

I shook my head, ridding myself of an image of Dad fucking my mother.

When my father’s smooth, swollen glans slid up and down my creamy slit, I leaked all over the head that I’d imagined defiling me all through our main course.

I wrapped my arms around my stepfather’s neck and spurred both heels into his solid ass cheeks, enjoying that moment when he chose to make me his.

His cock parted my swollen labia, and my stepdad stared loving into my eyes while he pressed gently against my trembling fuck hole.

“Are you ready, daughter?”

“I am ready for this cock, Daddy.”

Harry slid his cock deep inside my pussy, stretching my sphincter seal wide before etching the shape of his thick veiny shaft into the soft tissue walls of my pussy. I groaned noisily, driven by ecstasy, more satisfied than at any time in my life, feeling fuller than a department store on Christmas Eve.

Dad gripped my ass cheeks with clawing, powerful fingers, splaying them wide open while eyeballing me. The love in his eyes melted my heart, and the circumference of his thick, steel-solid cock stretched me wide open, extending the orgasm he’d elicited through a steadfast, accomplished tongue.

As he pounded my fuck hole, I fell deeper in love with my stepdad, swirling my hair from side to side as I smiled like the cat that got the cream. I squeezed his cock tightly, milking it hard until he came deep inside me, and a warm ocean of seed filled me.

“That’s it, Daddy. Fill your little girl right up.”

“Oh god, your pussy is so tight.”

“Just like in the magazine’s Dad. Fuck my slutty hole.”

While my stepdad desperately humped my pussy, screaming and struggling, with every sinew and muscle tensed, I leaned in as though enjoying the eye of his storm. I kissed my father and licked his neck, tracing a loving line to his earlobe where I whispered.

“And she’s all yours. As am I forever, Daddy.”

When he decanted the last drop of hot seed deep inside my trembling hole, my Dad’s cum face was overshadowed by the love of a man who knew me in every sense.

I pulled his head, cupping his chin, kissing my father deeply while his cock twitched and jerked, emptying every drop of semen deep inside my wanton pussy.

He carried me upstairs as he had so many times before when I’d fallen asleep in front of the TV. This time was different because never before had my Dad’s cum flowed liberally from my well fucked hole, splattering the wooden floorboards below.

“My room for tonight, please, Dad. We can shop for a new bed for our master suite tomorrow.”

“Are you serious about this, Chloe?”

“You are mine now, Dad.”


Chapter Two

Revealed

◆◆◆

My stepdad gently laid me on my childhood bed, and I recalled exactly this scene, playing over hundreds of nights. This time, the outcome would be different.

When I woke in the morning and rolled over, Harry stared into my eyes with all the love in the world radiating to my heart.

“I’ve always loved you, Chloe.”

“I know that, Dad. The thing is, I’ve had a romantic crush on you for as long as I can remember. My feelings are a little different from you loving me as a daughter.”

“What do you mean, Chloe?”

“I mean… you only developed romantic feelings toward me recently.”

A ripple of fear flickered in his expression, and my Dad panicked, breathing heavily until he was almost hyperventilating. I felt surprisingly calm because while we had fucked so many times through the night and my Dad took me in many different positions, I expected this conversation because it was a natural next step.

“Jesus Christ.”

“What is it, Dad? What’s wrong?”

He rolled onto his back in my childhood bed, poking a leg out of the duvet, staring at the ceiling where, when I was much younger, he had painted silver stars, some shooting across a dark night sky.

I studied him carefully and noticed my stepfather’s bottom lip trembling and saw that he was afraid. When he covered his face with both hands, moaning desperately, I pulled them away and rolled on top of Harry, pressing my sore, swollen pussy lips against his semi-hard cock, massaging and smothering it.

“You can stop feeling love for me as a daughter right away, Dad. We’ve done nothing wrong. Falling in love on the wrong side of eighteen means nothing if we had no sexual contact.”

“Are you certain of that, Chloe? Did I eve-.”

“Whoa… no, you fucking didn’t. You never laid an inappropriate finger on me, Dad, so stop this shit right now.”

I sat upright and threw my hands up, hoping my pert breasts and solid nipples would distract him while still expressing my ire. When his expression relaxed somewhat, I spread my knees wider apart to cover more of his thick, stiff shaft between my draping, wet pussy lips.

The more he relaxed, the more I rewarded him, rocking gently back and forth as though riding him, using the underside of his cock and a bloated urethra to start my journey toward an orgasm.

“Okay, honey. I’m calm now. Sorry about that, Chloe.”

“Good. I’m glad we got that straightened out.”

I surprised myself with how angry I felt that such a wonderful man would question his morality when it came to how he loved me. Taboo or not, my love for him had exploded into a burning desire, more so when the first rope of my stepdad’s hot seed painted my cervix and coated the inside of my pussy, making me his.

“We have an age gap of sixteen years, and we’ve been together for a long time, but I wouldn’t have it any other way, Dad.”

“Many will disapprove of our relationship. I raised you, and that’s something we can never change.”

“You’re not my stepdad anymore, Harry. That relationship between us ended yesterday when you signed divorce papers. You and Mom are unhitched, and so are we as far as Dad and Daughter relationships go because you never legally adopted me.”

“I never considered that.”

“We’re legal.”

“But I raised you, honey. That makes it feel like the same thing.”

“Yep, and to be honest… I like that about us because you are my ultimate safe space. I have no hangups about fucking you, Dad. You’re only thirty-four, so having me on your arm won’t seem so unusual.”

“It will not go down well with your mother and, well… the whole family.”

I ground my clitoris into his swollen, circumcised cock head, enjoying the pressure release. When my tawdry expression became obvious, I decided it was time to tell my father the truth.

“She didn’t only cheat with one guy, Dad.”

“What do you mean?”

“Mom got gang-banged by eight guys at that bachelorette party while she licked the bride’s pussy. If she disapproves of us, that shit goes public as well.”

“Fucking… sweet Jesus, what a total slut.”

“Yeah… but she isn’t your wife any longer, and it’s time to move on.”

Harry mulled it over, squinting and scowling in anger, undoubtedly imagining his ex-wife being gang fucked. He shook his head, then shrugged and smiled at me, looking down at my ever-moistening pussy that lubricated his cock.

“Are you comfortable with this, Chloe? Us, I mean.”

“The taboo of you having raised me and the fact that you are now fucking me, you mean?”

“Yes.”

“This thing between us can be more than sex if we love each other, Harry. Mom did us both a favor.”

I gently bowed down until my face almost touched his. When my former stepdad kissed me, my world lit up like it was fireworks on the eve of the final day in nineteen-ninety-nine.

I’d always felt secure in his arms or anywhere in Dad’s presence, and now, with his cock rubbing the gates of my heavenly hole, I felt no different.

I licked his tongue and enjoyed a tiny, cute, man-like throaty rasp, sparking his cock to action. When my Dad’s shaft got fully stiff, I slid my red raw, throbbing pussy lips along a quivering urethra, pausing around his ribbed circumcised ridge, encircling the smooth glans and squeezing down harder.

I ground my pleasure out, using my Daddy’s sharp ridge to help get me off while my engorged clitoris rasped deep in his wiry pubes.

“I hope yours is the last cock to ever fuck me, Daddy.”

“What do you mean, Chloe?”

“I want a relationship, not just the chance for us to be secret fuck buddies.”

“Do you mean-.”

“Boyfriend and girlfriend… yes, please.”

“Are you sure about this, Chloe?”

I popped my ass up, letting Dad’s cock rise until it stood proudly upright before I smothered the smooth-cut purplish head that had already spent most of the night buried deep inside me, spitting baby-making seed and filling me up.

“I’m already full of your seed, Dad, and that feels good. I don’t think there is any going back for me now. The question is, do you want me the same way?”

His face screwed up as overwhelming emotions swept my stepfather away. Micro muscles in his cheeks and across his forehead rippled involuntarily, and the tiny dimples at the corner of his smile were more pronounced and flickered with love.

“Of course, I want you, Chloe. I’ve loved you for a very long time.”

I felt lifted because Harry’s honest expression and his decency as a man would always steadfastly protect me. Even now, as lovers, we still had a lifetime of hard wiring as Daddy and Daughter to preserve our relationship.

“One more fill up deep inside me, please, Dad, and then we’re going shopping for new furniture, including a bed and bedding.”

“What about your bedroom?”

“I want it kept this way for our kids to enjoy as I did.”

“Our kids?”

“Damn right.”

I slid my aching pussy down my father’s veiny cock, enjoying the sharp ridge of his cut glans as it stretched my sphincter and the moist velvet tight sheath behind it. I gazed lovingly down at him, totally confident in the man who raised me and who would now become my lover and life partner.

“I want this, Daddy. I want you for myself.”

“You have me, baby. You always did.”

He raised both knees, and I placed my palms on top, using the platform and leverage to slide my pussy up and down his cock, while my father kneaded my breasts. I swung my head in a lolloping circle, moaning passionately, swaying long hair across his face before whipping it back.

I pressed my hands on his firm chest and rode my stepdad’s cock hard and fast, bottoming out with a glans-crushing squeeze against my cervix that furrowed my brow while exploding his smile.

“I’ll need a lot of cock daily, Daddy.”

“You’re eighteen, baby. All girls your age need a regular fucking. Your hormones are running rampant.”

“Oh god… fuck… can you fuck me often, Dad?”

“Anytime, baby.”

‘Really? Anytime?”

“Even during your period if you want it.”

“My friends say period sex helps with cramps and their mood swings. I’ve never been fucked during my period, so yes, I’d love to.”

I leaned slightly forward and stared down into my crotch, enjoying seeing my tight sphincter drag up and down Dad’s gnarly shaft. My pink flange-like seal squeezed his cock tightly as though sucking it as I slid upwards, crushing hard against his unrelenting rigidity.

I saw my pussy letting go reluctantly, sliding slowly upwards while slathering my Dad with creamy pussy juices that whipped as I rode and lathered him.

When I slid back down his cock, my temples tingled, and my entire body trembled as powerful hormones flooded me. Both my knees were spread as wide apart as possible, and I squeezed them further with my palms, making sure Dad had a great view of my cunt with his cock impaled deep inside it.

My stomach and pelvic floor muscles crushed my Daddy’s cock while the creamy lubricant seeping from my wanton, trembling cunt eased into his pubic bush, matting tiny black whorls that were soon soaked.

When Harry came inside me, the hot splashes of his semen made my eyes bulge and my heart throb. He was filling his little girl up with primal baby-making seed, and I saw in his face the love and taboo of that moment as his cock jerked uncontrollably, pressing its upper side hard against my pussy walls with every twitch.

When my orgasm exploded like a tsunami of emotions, I dug my fingernails into my stepfather’s chest, raking his solid muscles, drawing red welts across each pectoral while tearing the thick hairy rug coating them.

I stared at the stars above, remembering all the times I had rubbed one out in this bed, under that sky. It wasn’t a conversation for now, but when I glanced down and saw all the love in the world etched on my Dad’s expression, I knew that a new day had dawned for me.

After cuddling in a warm afterglow, we showered separately, but I vowed to have Dad fill my slit while we lazed under a warm monsoon before the weekend was out.

To go out shopping together, I dressed appropriately for my age, wearing a short, mid-thigh length dress with brown fuck me boots up to my knees. I felt slutty, wanton and was desperate to fuck my father as much as possible. My full feminine sexuality was activated, and I’d become my Dad’s cock whore.                               

Dad wore his signature button-up denim 501s with cowboy boots and a figure-hugging t-shirt with a thick, blue puffer jacket over the top. When I met him in the hallway, he smiled, looking awkward, so I stepped into his arms and kissed him deeply, shimmering from head to foot while his tongue tangled gently, almost spiritually, with mine.

I rubbed his cock, squeezing, making Dad hard. He grinned mischievously, and his face relaxed, letting me know his tension was lifted.

“We could have showered together, Dad.”

“I thought you might want privacy. I recalled bathing you as a child and felt a bit awkward.”

“Will you bathe me tonight then, Daddy? Let’s get rid of that discomfort once and for all.”

“I’d love to.”

We shopped for a complete house full of new furniture, spending a fraction of the fortune Dad had saved for years. Our new bed was king-size, and we romped on it at the store, kissing passionately and noisily while the owner dealt with other customers.

“You need new clothes, Dad.”

“I don’t.”

“You can’t always dress as a cowboy or hiker and are still young. Come on… we’re going to Todd Snyder. There is a lovely coat I think would look great on you.”

When he saw the wool, officer-style, double-breasted topcoat, Dad fell in love with it and had the labels taken off, wearing it immediately. The horn buttons were gorgeous, and I felt pleased when he didn’t flinch at the price tag that parted him from more than one thousand bucks.

I pinned him inside a changing room with a dozen pairs of pants, shirts, and sweaters to try on. He got flustered, and since he only wore underwear, I sunk to my knees, yanking down his elasticated waist.

“You can’t suck my cock in here.”

“Jemma brings her Dad in here all the time.”

“Gordon isn’t Jemma’s stepfather, sweetie.”

I nodded and peeled Dad’s boxer briefs down to his ankles, enjoying how the wrinkles in his circumcised cock unruffled as a lovely erection grew and he swelled. I’d sucked a couple of cocks but none with my father’s girth or length, so I was eager to take him, yet filled with trepidation.

I licked the smooth circumcised head of his cock, enjoying how vigorously Harry trembled, reaching up onto his tiptoes and whimpering. When his palms cupped my head, and Dad gently thrust his hips forward, I knew he would force-feed his cock down my throat carefully.

I sucked hard on his glans, using the ridge around its circumference to form a seal with my tightly clenched lips. I felt sticky nectar hit my tongue, oozing from the tiny slit in my stepdad’s bulging cock head. A salty, musky explosion soon followed, and I enjoyed the tangy hit spreading fast across my taste buds until my tongue, soft tissue mouth walls, and mildly gagging throat burned.

I coughed his precum off my tonsils and swallowed that before bobbing my head up and down, keeping pressure on my stepfather’s shaft with my lips while curling a deft tongue around the underside, flicking his banjo string. I squeezed his balls gently, enjoying the hedonistic feel of my giving Dad a blowjob.

His pre-cum flowed over my tongue and down my throat like honey from the back of a spoon, slightly choking me, more so when my Daddy crammed his glans into my windpipe.

I choked and retched. Dad quickly withdrew his cock, and I breathed deeply, staring lovingly at his concerned face.

“Let’s try again, Dad. Nobody ever fucked my throat before, but I’ll find a way to take it all.”

“Good girl.”

Those two words activated my determination and deep love for Harry. I ignored the long drool of saliva dripping off my chin and the growing sticky mess on my cheeks. When I took Harry’s cock in my mouth this time, I pushed my head down hard, sliding my lips along his solid, veiny shaft.

When his cock slid deep inside my throat, I panicked but held my nerve, pushing my face harder onto it, even as my gag response activated, helping to wank him off by clenching and milking.

When my dad shot his hot load down my throat, I managed to swallow some, but most spat out through my nose. I wanked his cock hard with one hand in short, sharp jerks, taking a rope of hot cum across my cheeks while I cleared my throat and nose, swallowing hard.

I debased myself and loved every second of doing that. Daddy’s cock thrashed and jerked around in my fist, spitting more cum than I managed to take inside my wide-open mouth as I wanked him.

When he slumped backward, I saw in the mirror that my face was a sleazy, cum splattered mess. I stared at my stepfather, winked, and blew cum bubbles using the salty semen coating my tongue and lips until I giggled so much that I couldn’t do it any longer.

I cleaned his cock, then used an index finger to wipe Harry’s thick, delicious semen off my face before licking each digit clean, swallowing every drop while he watched excitedly.

I finished the cleaning job with tissues, but a slight powdery residue from my father’s semen felt ever present on my cheeks for the remainder of the day. An intense, salty flavor in the back of my throat was delicious, and I enjoyed its constant reminder of my sluttiness.

When we returned home, exhausted, we flopped onto my childhood bed and slept for hours in each other’s arms.

I woke later, feeling my legs being prised wide open. I had no panties on, and Dad wasn’t in bed, so I panicked and raised myself onto both elbows.

When I looked down between my legs, my father kneeled and stared back, looking hungry.

“May I, Chloe?”

“Of course, Daddy. I loved your tongue yesterday… you’ll be the only man who ever has licked me out.”
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