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Description

19-year-old Kara knows she’s supposed to leave Samuel alone while he’s working the farm. But she just wants to take a quick ride on his tractor. While he’s in it.


********

“Sit still, girl,” he said.

I giggled, loving the fact that I was getting him worked up. I’d have him ripping off my dress in no time. “I’m trying, Samuel. It’s just so … bumpy.”

With that, I grinded my wet pussy on his big dick through his pants, and he tightened his grip on my legs, digging his fingers into my flesh.

“Fuck,” he whispered, his meat twitching angrily to get out. I could feel it now. It was impossible to miss.

********


Daddy gave me explicit instructions when he left today. “Leave Samuel alone, Kara. Let him work.”

I was notorious for always wandering out to the fields to talk to him, mostly to look at his big, bulging muscles and shiny dark skin, all covered in sweat from the day’s work. He would get distracted, talk to me, and then Daddy would come out and yell at me to get my fanny back in the house.

As for me? Well, I’d leave with this tingling between my legs, a swelling that could not be quelled by simply walking away.

Oh no.

I’d have to go to my bedroom and slide a hand up my dress and play with myself until I was brought to a trembling mess.

I’d never stuck my fingers inside, or anything for that matter. I was saving myself for the right man.

And by ‘right man,’ I mean Samuel, the sexiest 30-year-old man I’ve ever known. And now that I’m nineteen years old, I think it’s about time to get rid of my virginity.

Samuel was starting to get frustrated with me, I could tell. Because the last few times I went out there, he tried ignoring me, ultimately warning me to stay away lest he get in trouble, maybe even fired.

But today, we were alone. Daddy was in town taking care of business, and I had big hopes of getting some big black meat up inside of me.

As soon as the dust had settled outside from Daddy’s departure, I put on my prettiest dress from several years ago, so it was a little small. I even cut out the extra layer of material that served as a built-in bra. As a result, you could see right through the light pink fabric.

Over the last year, I’d really bloomed, my body placing some padding on my hips and in my boobs. I don’t think Samuel will be able to resist my advances when he sees the swell of my bosom pushing out from the tops and sides of the dress, and my nipples waving at him through the thin material.

I pulled my hair up into a ponytail and brushed a little rouge on my cheeks, making sure to glide on a thin layer of bright pink lipgloss. I knew Samuel liked the “innocent” look. And I knew this because just yesterday, I caught him in the barn, looking over a girlie magazine while stroking his cock.

I couldn’t actually see his black dick, unfortunately. I was lying in the hay loft and peeking down through the cracks in the floorboard and saw the “hot young coeds” title at the top of the page, followed by half naked photos of chicks in ponytails with their cute “girl next door” smiles.

Daddy had come outside, hollering for me, and Samuel had jumped up and shoved the magazine down in his back pocket, out of sight.

I haven’t been able to stop thinking about that. And now, I’m going to give Samuel a young, innocent body to do with what he wants.

I walked outside and saw him working in the field, his dark skin looking like it held a sheen of sweat that should be smeared all over my tender, innocent body.

He saw me approaching and shook his head, climbing up on the tractor.

“You’re not gonna leave without saying ‘hi,’ are ya?” I asked, holding my hand up to shield the sun.

“Girl, you’re gonna get me in a world a’shit if you don’t leave me alone.”

I climbed up onto the step and leaned forward, gripping Samuel’s shoulder for support. His eyes glided down to my chest, where my nipples were already prickling under my dress.

“Yeah, well, Daddy isn’t here today. He’s gone into town. So it won’t kill you to give me a ride on your tractor.”

Samuel glanced in the direction of the house, then back to me, tightening his grip on the steering wheel. “It ain’t my tractor. It’s your daddy’s. And if he found out I let you up here while he wasn’t home, he’d toss me outta here so fast…”

“How would he find out, ‘less you tell him?” I slid my hand up to Samuel’s neck, rubbing it softly. He was so tense. His dark brown eyes prodded my tits again, drifting back and forth to the sides of my boobies that were hanging out. I started to get that swelling between my legs.

“Shit, girl, I don’t know. One of the neighbors might see.”

I giggled. “Samuel, you know good and well we don’t have any neighbors for miles. Now move those arms and let me have a quick ride.”

Samuel licked his lips and squirmed in the seat of the tractor, sweat beading down his temples.

I could tell he was torn. He wanted to give me a ride, wanted to feel my bottom plop down on his big, hard, muscular legs. But he wasn’t quite sure it was worth the risk.

Well, he just needed a push was all.

“Come on, Samuel. Just give me a ride back to the house, and I promise I won’t bother you for the rest of the day. Or any other day, ever again. It’s so hot out here. I’m liable to pass out if I have to walk aaaalll the way back in this heat.”

I wiped my forehead with the back of my hand and took another step up, urging him on.

“Please, Samuel?” I ran my finger down his big arm, and he finally let out a heavy sigh.

“Fine, then. Hop up here, and I’m taking you straight back to the house. No more of these little games of yours, Kara.”

I smiled and nodded. “I promise. Thank you.”

He tapped his left leg. “Just … sit right here, and lean to the side so I can see where the hell I’m going.”

He dropped his arms from the wheel and I completely ignored what he said, tossing a leg over his lap and lifting the bottom of my dress above my bare little ass before setting it right over his crotch.

I heard his chest rumble as I wiggled to get comfortable. “You can let me steer, Samuel. I can see where we’re going.”

Samuel started to argue with me but then I felt his cock bump under his pants. It made me so wet, and since I wasn’t wearing any undies, my wet pussy was about to soak his jeans.

“Damn, Kara. You sure you know what you’re doing?” he asked, tugging on the gear shift and pressing the clutch.

“Of course, I do,” I answered, tossing a look over my shoulder. “In fact, I’m about to show you that I know exactly what I’m doing.”

I rolled my hips as the tractor lunged forward, and Samuel growled audibly this time, gripping the sides of my legs with a tight grip.

“Sit still, girl,” he said.

I giggled, loving the fact that I was getting him worked up. I’d have him ripping off my dress in no time. “I’m trying, Samuel. It’s just so … bumpy.”

With that, I grinded my wet pussy on his big dick through his pants, and he tightened his grip on my legs, digging his fingers into my flesh.

“Fuck,” he whispered, his meat twitching angrily to get out. I could feel it now. It was impossible to miss.

He was probably dying to tug his cock out and let me sit on it. As a matter of fact, I was fairly certain that if I inched forward just a little, he might be tempted to take it out and give it a jerk.

I held onto the wheel and scooted forward slightly, then reached around and tugged my dress up higher so that Samuel could see my ass. Giving him a full view of my round bottom might give him the eye candy he needed.

“You know,” I said, giving the wheel a slight turn, “we could take the scenic route, and you could … relieve yourself, if you needed to.”

“What’re you talking about, girl?”

“Let’s just say, I’m having fun sitting in your lap, and I sure can’t see what you’re doing back there.”

I heard him let out a string of curse words. “So help me jesus, Kara, if your daddy finds out about this…”

He was already tugging down his zipper before he finished talking, and I couldn’t help but smile. We rolled over the freshly plowed field, the sun beating down on us and my little virgin pussy getting wetter and more swollen by the second.

“Go over there, where the grass is taller,” he grunted, shifting his weight to the side as he pulled his cock out.

Obviously, I couldn’t see what he was doing. I could only draw conclusions. But as I cut the wheels to the right, I arched my back and glanced over my shoulder once again, only to see his right arm moving slightly in what I had to guess was a jerk-off motion.

I pulled the bottom of my dress around to the front of me and arched my back some more. Samuel muttered another “fuck” as I heard the palm of his hand whispering over the length of his cock.

“Do you like looking at my ass, Samuel?”

“What the fuck do you think, girl?”

My pussy clenched at his words, and as we came to a stop, I realized I had a string of my own juices hanging from between my legs. Fuck, I just wanted to get fucked.

“I think that—”

“I’ll tell you what I think,” he said, lifting me straight up off his lap as the tractor engine died. “I think you need to learn what happens when you tease a man like myself.”

Samuel inched me over the length of his cock, and I gasped. His thick meat poked right through my tight membrane, making me cry out in pain.

“Was that your sweet little cherry I felt?” he grunted.

“Yes,” I sighed. “I—I want you to have it.”

“Oh, I got it. It’s mine.”

Samuel held my hips as he thrust deep inside of me, driving his thick meat right through my slickness. He bounced my body up and down, forcing my tits to jiggle violently.

I held onto the steering wheel as he rammed me good and hard, forcing my tight pussy to quiver uncontrollably.

“Oh yes,” I cried. “Fuck my tight little pussy, Samuel. I love your big black cock.”

His voice growled, low at first, then steadily louder as he bounced me harder and faster. He then stood up, forcing me to bend forward and fall over the steering wheel.

“I’m gonna spray your pussy with my seed, too,” he clipped out, hammering away at my quivering cunt. “And if you get pregnant, you’ll have to explain to your daddy why you had my baby.”

Oh god, I was so close to cumming. The way he was talking to me was getting me so turned on. If I got pregnant, my daddy would kill me.

But the thought of my belly growing big from Samuel’s big black cock erupting inside of me ignited a fire I couldn’t deny.

“Fuck yes, make me pregnant with your baby, Samuel. Fuck my little pussy every day until I get knocked up.”

He gripped my hips and slammed into me good with that one. Good enough that I came, my tight walls clamping around his wide girth and tugging the cum right from his ball sac.

“God dammmmmm,” he groaned, his hot seed spraying my walls with a vengeance.

I felt my vaginal contractions slow down, but not before Samuel managed to slide his thick meat out of my pussy and up to my rear end.

I gasped. “What—what are you doing?”

“I’m taking this, too. Looks good enough to eat, but I’ma fuck it.”

With literally no warning, Samuel pushed inside my tight little rose, making me bite down on the wheel to keep from screaming.

“Fuck, your ass is tight,” he grunted, pushing so far in I thought my asshole would rip in two.

The burn was immense, but as his balls lightly brushed against my labia, I noticed the pressure was like pure heaven.

The sense of being violated but also forced to endure the pleasure of his domination made it better than vaginal sex. Samuel was kind enough to move at a gentler pace while claiming my forbidden entrance, but I quickly found that I wanted him to be … rougher.

As if reading my mind, Samuel got a better grip on my waist and started plowing into me with the fury of a wild animal. Feeling his cock glide in and out of my tight ring of muscles made my walls clench with need.

I was about to cum again. And he hadn’t so much as laid a hand on my clit.

I never knew sex would feel this good. But Samuel knew what the hell he was doing, for sure.

“I’m about to empty myself in your bowels, girl. Is that what you wanted? To become a cum dumpster for your daddy’s farmhand?”

“Yes, oh yes!” I cried out, my little bottom quivering over and over as I came hard.

Samuel must have felt me because he came again right after me, groaning and moaning like a wild beast. I could actually feel the twitch of his cock with each burst of his seed.

When he slipped from my bottom, he jumped down off the tractor and curled a finger at me. “Come on. Let’s go to the barn and get washed off.”

Without a word, I hopped down and followed Samuel to the barn where I had seen him looking at the girlie magazine. I didn’t question why he wanted to go there and wash off, but I was happy with the mystery.

I liked a man who knew how to take control like this.

On the way there, I could feel his cum dripping from both holes, sliding down the inside of my thighs and down to my ankles. I touched it with my fingers and brought it to my lips, tasting his yummy seed.

Once at the barn, he brought the hose around from outside and tugged my dress over my head before getting undressed himself.

I marveled at his size, his flaccid black cock a good seven or eight inches in length as it hung down between his legs.

He sprayed water on his hand to check the temp. The water coming from the hose out here was usually pretty warm in the heat of the summer. He then aimed the sprayer head at his cock and rinsed thoroughly.

“Why are you washing it? You don’t like me on you?” I asked.

“I love having your pussy juice on me. But if I’ma put it in your mouth, it needs to be clean.” 

My nipples pricked at his words, and I proceeded to watch him finish, lifting his long manhood to wash his heavy balls.

He kept his eyes pointed at my chest as my breathing became heavy and my pulse quickened.

“Now it’s your turn to get clean,” he said, walking my way. “Spread your legs.”

I did as he asked, bending at the knees a little as he aimed the sprayer at my pussy.

He squeezed the handle and the force of the water hitting my clit was too much. I hissed and threw my hands up on Samuel’s broad shoulders, still shiny with sweat from working outside and fucking me good and hard in the field.

Samuel watched the look on my face as he cupped my pussy and slid several fingers inside of me, curling the tips of them up and fingering me real good.

“Oh… fuck,” I whimpered, my legs beginning to tremble from my impending third orgasm.

I dug my nails into the ebony flesh of his chest as he groaned his approval.

He moved the sprayer back and forth over my hard little bump and pumped his fingers in and out of my tunnel until I could no longer hold back.

“That’s it. Cum on my hand so I can choke you with my cock.”

“Ooooohhh!” I purred.

My body thrashed as I came, violent and intense waves crashing into me and leaving me breathless.

Samuel dropped the hose and pushed me to my knees. I greedily opened my mouth and took his already hard cock past my lips, feeling the pulse of his blood running through his spongy veins.

My nipples turned hard, tingling as he fisted my hair and began to fuck my mouth. The head of his thick cock rubbed along my tonsils, and he growled about what a cockwhore I was.

“I’ma fuck all your holes like this every day, even if your daddy is around. Hell, it’s worth getting fired to get all three of your willing holes,” he grunted.

Saliva slung from my lips as he pounded my face, holding my head steady with an iron grip. I barely managed to swirl my tongue over his steely length when I felt the first burst of fluid pump out.

“Fuck!” he yelled, his voice echoing around the barn.

His earthy jizz coated my tongue and slid down my throat like warm honey. And I swallowed down every drop. He twitched several times, then finally went soft and fell from my lips.

I looked up at him and smiled. “Maybe I can talk Daddy into letting you move into the house, full time.”

I loved the thought of having Samuel with us, all the time.

“If you do, I’ll sneak into your room every night and fuck you silly. Best be prepared for what you wish for, girl.”

Oh, I was prepared all right. It would be a dream come true.


~The End~

Thank you for reading! Please stay tuned for more naughty stories by Daisy Luke.
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Excerpt from Daddy’s Friends:

********

Matt tugged her shorts roughly to the side as Angel spread her legs wider. Her heart hammered in her chest as he dipped inside her entrance to the first knuckle. She decided now would be a good time to start feeling her way to the men, so she put her hands on their legs and dug her fingers into their hard muscles.

“Is this what you want, babygirl? For me and John to make you cum?”

“Yes, oh yes, please,” she begged, feeling her heart hammer like crazy inside her chest.

Both men growled and Angel closed her eyes while Matt circled her clit and John probed her tiny little entrance. She was slick with her own sweet nectar, and her walls felt like they had become so swollen with need.

Her heavy breasts heaved as she panted, and without thinking, she lifted her shirt so that the men could see her huge jugs.

“Oh fuck,” John muttered. “I’ve wanted to see those spectacular things for a while now.”

“Well,” Angel said, squeezing his thigh. “Now you can see them and touch them.”

********
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