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Daddy’s Big Black Boss

Description

Tabitha spends the day at her dad’s office as an intern. When she shows up dressed a little on the unprofessional side, she gets an immediate reaction from his boss.


********

“Why don’t we just cut to the chase here. Admit that you dressed that way … to catch someone’s attention.”

“Perhaps I did.”

He raised an eyebrow and looked at my chest again, sending hot pulses of energy to my pussy.

“Well, let me say, whether you wanted it or not, you definitely got my attention.”

A wave of heat swept over me, and I squirmed slightly in my chair.

“Have you ever been with a black man, Tabitha?”

I drew in a deep breath, feeling dizzy with lust. Was this actually happening? “No. I’ve … never been with anyone, Rig.”

He ran his fingers over his mouth and trailed his eyes over my legs again before standing up. When he did, I couldn’t help but notice the monstrous bulge in his pants. I clenched the arms of the chair, wondering if I was seeing things.

“If you really want your first day as an intern to be successful, you need to learn the first rule around here. Rig Scott gets what he wants.”

********


I could see the look Daddy was giving me from a mile away. I had just gotten to his office, and he saw me coming down the hallway in my short, tight miniskirt, three-inch heels, and light blue sheer blouse that just happened to show my cleavage since I forwent the bra today.

“Tabitha.” He shook his head. “Mr. Scott will not appreciate the way you’re dressed. You should go home and change.”

“Daddy, I’m an intern for the day. As in a volunteer. Mr. Scott should appreciate the fact that I’m here to help, not be concerned with what I’m wearing.”

“You’re here as an intern. To learn. Not help, sweetheart. And the way you’re dressed…” Daddy dragged his gaze over my body, a look of shame on his face. “There’s not a man alive who will be able to concentrate with you dressed like this.”

I shrugged. “You’re practically slut shaming. It’s not my responsibility to make sure men in this office can concentrate for Christ’s sake. Now, where is this boss of yours.”

“Oh boy. You really don’t know what you’re doing.” Daddy pinched the bridge of his nose.

I knew exactly what I was doing.

I’d heard my dad talking about his new boss Mr. Scott, about how wealthy he was, how aggressively he went after accounts, and that he ran a tight ship. I had something tight for him, all right.

My virgin pussy.

You see, that’s where the real irony was. That I was being made to feel ashamed for how I was dressed when I had never even been with a man at all. Besides, I was 19 years old and fully capable of picking out my own wardrobe.

I had also never met Mr. Scott, but I could tell the type of man he was. The kind I wanted to be with.

“Tabitha, wait here in my office. I’m going to get some coffee, then see if I can find him. I’m going to have to give him a heads-up.”

Daddy walked out and I just rolled my eyes. He was being so melodramatic it wasn’t even funny. I strolled to his desk, looking past the family pictures to the spreadsheets he’d printed out. He worked as an accountant for this marketing firm, and since I was taking accounting classes at the local community college, and one of my classes required a short internship, Daddy said I could tag along with him for the day, maybe even a whole week if things worked out.

I jumped on it, knowing I might learn a thing or two but also realizing it would be a good opportunity to run into his boss.

I sat down in the chair across from his desk, realizing it had been years since I’d visited him at work. On the wall were a number of plaques, awards, and what looked to be a picture from this year’s company picnic. Mom and I hadn’t gone because we were both sick with a cold at the same time.

I walked over to the photo and scanned the faces, wondering which one of them was Mr. Scott. Most of them were familiar, co-workers of his I’d met years ago. People rarely left the company.

But there was one face that was new. An extremely dark and handsome face. Damn, was this Daddy’s new boss?

“Can I help you, miss?”

“Hmm?” I spun around, only to be standing face-to-face with the same face I’d just seen in the photo.

Dear God. He was even sexier in person, being that he was huge, black, and carried a strong frame and commanding presence. His eyes moved over me in one long, slow stroke.

“I’m Tabitha. Darren’s daughter. I’m interning for the day.”

He leaned against the doorframe and lifted a brow, looking me over once again but this time much faster. “You’re his daughter.” He said it like a statement, not a question.

“Yes, sir. And you are…?” I stepped forward, feeling the cool air ruffle through my silky blouse, parting it slightly and allowing my breasts to be a little more exposed. My nipples hardened at the exposure.

“I’m Mr. Scott, the company president. Your father told me he was bringing an intern for the day. I don’t recall him saying it was his daughter. Where is he now?”

I rested a hand on Daddy’s desk, feeling flutters run through my tummy. “He … went to look for you, actually.”

Mr. Scott nodded slowly, running a hand over his chin as he licked me with his gaze. Damn. I wanted him to lick me with his tongue instead. “Why don’t you come with me? I’ll get you familiar with the office procedures.”

Oh fuck yes.

I followed him out of Daddy’s office, and he met us coming down the hall. His face paled, but I just smiled brightly at him.

“Darren, I’m taking your daughter to my office to go over a few things. Why don’t you contact the team and let them know to be in the conference room in one hour for a meeting.”

“Uh, yes. Sure. I—I can do that,” Daddy answered, his eyes shooting back and forth between the two of us.

God. He was so nervous I felt sorry for him. He needed to relax.

“See you soon, Daddy.” I leaned over and kissed him on the cheek to show Mr. Scott that we were a tight family. Bosses liked that sort of thing, didn’t they?

Right before walking into Mr. Scott’s office, he placed a hand on my lower back, guiding me in first and closing the door. It sounded like he turned a lock, but I wasn’t sure. I was suddenly so nervous that I was acutely aware of the pounding in my ears.

“Have a seat.”

“Thanks.” His chair was much plusher than Daddy’s. I sat down and crossed my legs, noticing the bossman eyeing me below the waist.

He sat behind his desk and leaned back, running a hand over the top of his dark, shaved head. “Tell me about yourself, Tabitha.”

What a loaded statement. Where do I start?

“What would you like to know, Mr. Scott?”

I wanted to impress him right out of the gate. I was bound and determined to get a date out of this. And yes, I had noticed that he wasn’t wearing a wedding band.

“Please, call me Rig, and I’d like to know whatever you’d like to share.”

“Rig? As in… Big Rig?” I asked with a flirtatious smile.

His deadpan expression intimidated me. I expected him to explain that Rig was short for his real name, but he simply answered in the affirmative. “Yes. That’s exactly right. Now tell me. Why are you interested in interning here?”

He just got right to the point. Now I understood what Daddy meant when he said he ran a tight ship. I ran my hands nervously down my legs, wiping the sweat from my palms.

“Well, I’m an accounting major, and Daddy really likes working here. I thought it would be a great place to learn. He also speaks very highly of you.”

That got me half a smile. He rubbed his chin and nodded as if to say thank you, then pointed his gaze at my chest. My nipples puckered once again, and tingles shot between my legs.

“It seems your father neglected to let you know we have a dress code here.”

My cheeks grew hot. I’m sure I was blushing. The last thing I wanted to do was get my daddy in trouble. “He did tell me about the dress code. I chose to wear this anyway.”

“Is that so?” Another glance at my chest.

“Yes, sir.”

I was trying like hell to speak with confidence. But at the same time, I was shrinking in my chair, feeling smaller and smaller by the second. Maybe this was a mistake…

“Tell me, Tabitha, why you would choose to wear something so revealing to a professional workplace?”

Okay, now I was getting irritated. It was the tone of his voice, more condescending than my daddy’s, that was pissing me off.

I smiled politely and stood up. “You know, I appreciate your time, but I believe this has been a mistake. I’ll see myself out.”

He waited until I was all the way to the door, twisting the knob and discovering that it was locked, before stopping me.

“Come back here, Tabitha. I’m not finished with you.”

His words jarred me. But, they also made my core tighten, and my pussy grew instantly … anticipatory.

I turned slowly, and when I did, I noticed that he had swiveled his chair in my direction. He curled a finger at me, giving me a sterner look than my own daddy gave me.

I walked in his direction, feeling nervous jitters. How had I gone from feeling sexy and confident and wanting this man, to shaking like a leaf?

After sitting back down in the soft chair, Rig licked his lips and bore his gaze into me, still looking as serious as ever.

“Why don’t we just cut to the chase here. Admit that you dressed that way … to catch someone’s attention.”

“Perhaps I did.”

He raised an eyebrow and looked at my chest again, sending hot pulses of energy to my pussy.

“Well, let me say, whether you wanted it or not, you definitely got my attention.”

A wave of heat swept over me, and I squirmed slightly in my chair.

“Have you ever been with a black man, Tabitha?”

I drew in a deep breath, feeling dizzy with lust. Was this actually happening? “No. I’ve … never been with anyone, Rig.”

He ran his fingers over his mouth and trailed his eyes over my legs again before standing up. When he did, I couldn’t help but notice the monstrous bulge in his pants. I clenched the arms of the chair, wondering if I was seeing things.

“If you really want your first day as an intern to be successful, you need to learn the first rule around here. Rig Scott gets what he wants.”

He stood in front of me and pulled off his tie, then began unbuttoning his white button-down shirt, revealing chiseled abs and cocoa skin. My heart raced, my pulse hammered, and my pussy grew wetter.

“What is it you want, sir?” I asked, playfully biting my lip.

“I want you to take that shirt off, for starters. Let me see those tits of yours.”

I unbuttoned my blouse and spread the material apart, showing him my pale breasts and feeling my nipples curl into points. I got a rush at exposing myself and watching his dark eyes flicker. And when the bulge in his pants twitched, it made my pussy throb.

“Damn. Your nipples look like pretty little cherries just waiting to be licked.”

I smiled. “Thank you.”

“But, since you’re a virgin, you may have a little bit of trouble taking all of me in.” He undid his pants and let them fall to the floor. He stood in front of me in nothing but snug boxer-briefs. I could see the outline of his huge shaft. It looked like it was the size of my forearm.

Jesus.

“I can try. You’re the boss, after all. It’s my job to serve you.”

He smiled down at me as he slid his briefs down, forcing his cock to bounce as it was freed from its prison.

“Oh, you’re not going to just try. You’re going to take all of my dark meat in all of your pretty little holes. Starting with that mouth of yours. Now get on the floor and suck me dry like a good little slutty intern.” He gripped the top of my hair and pulled me out of the chair, forcing me to my knees faster than a Saturday night hooker.

“This is what you wanted, isn’t it? To be used properly by your daddy’s mean black boss?”

“Yes,” I huffed, feeling the cream pulse from my pussy.

“Then lift up that skirt of yours so I can watch your little ass shake as I fuck your mouth.”

Hornier than I’ve ever been in my life, I shimmed the tight fabric up over my hips and to my waist. I wasn’t wearing any panties, but I’m sure Rig probably suspected that.

“Mmm, that’s a good girl. Fuck. I can’t wait to slide my dick between those creamy globes later. But for now, open up your mouth and let me in.”

More fluids slid out of my tunnel, creeping down the inside of my thigh as I gripped the base of his thick black shaft. I felt his pulse through his spongy veins, and saw a droplet of clear precum pulse from the slit of his crown.

I parted my lips and stuck out my tongue before dragging it over the thick salty fluid, enjoying his moans of pleasure. The head was so thick, though, I didn’t know how I was going to fit all of it inside my mouth.

“Stretch that jaw wide, baby. Big Rig is going in.”

I opened as wide as I could, and it was enough to fit the head in. I started sucking right away, and he forcefully bobbed my head back and forth, pushing me further and further down his length with each pump.

His heavy black balls swung like a pendulum as he rotated his hips. I swirled my tongue all over the underside of his thick meat, hearing him growl above me. My pussy was dripping at this point, being used for his sexual pleasure so roughly.

Rig got about a third of his cock in my mouth. My jaw was aching and my eyes tearing out of control. I felt more precum seep out when he tightened his grip on my hair so much that it caused my scalp to sting.

“Fuck. Hold it right there, and suck as hard as you can, baby.”

I sucked with all my might, my vaginal walls growing tight and my labia feeling so swollen. Suddenly, his cock turned into a rod of steel and twitched several times before spitting out a hard jet of cum.

I groaned and swallowed as much as I could. But there was so much, it ended up pooling out of the corners of my mouth and dribbling down my chin.

“Fuuuuuck,” he gritted out, his voice deep and rumbly.

Rig held himself steady inside my mouth, shooting out several more ropes of cum that I managed to swallow. Then, he ejected himself, giving his long black meat several strokes as he admired me from above.

As I caught my breath, he lifted me off the floor then laid me on my back, across the top of his desk with my ass barely hanging off the edge. He ripped off his shirt, allowing me to admire the rest of his huge, dark frame, his muscles and smooth chest.

“I gotta get that sweet virgin pussy primed for this big cock. I sure as hell don’t want to split you in two.”

Fuck. My pussy was aching for his extra-large cock. I needed to be pounded, to be allowed to cum. My whole body was trembling from the need to be fucked and dominated.

Rig pushed my legs open and wedged his body between them, his cock bumping into my freshly shaved mound. His strong hands cupped my breasts before he leaned down and flicked his tongue over my nipples, sending red hot flames of passion through my core.

“Oh yessss,” I hissed, bucking my hips slightly.

He then cupped my pussy, letting his fingers barely explore my creamy slit, just enough to get them coated in my juices. I huffed and bucked my hips again, and he made his way down there, snaking his tongue deep in my slit, then coming out to flick my clit.

“Oh fuck. Right there,” I purred.

He growled as he licked me, sneaking a finger down to my forbidden entrance and sliding it in. I nearly came off the desk, but he pushed me down with his left hand, forcing me to stay put.

It burned a little, and felt strange, but as he wiggled his tongue back and forth over my quivering bundle of nerves, I quickly grew to love it. I lifted my head and watched Rig licking my pussy and pumping his hand near my ass, undulating my pelvis as I got closer to cumming.

“Ooooooooh…that’s so good. Finger my little asshole,” I begged.

He pushed a second finger inside, and the pressure was so intense it sent me tumbling over the edge. My thighs shook and my body jerked as I came, hot cream streaming from my virgin hole as Rig sucked my clit past his lips.

I could feel his tongue working my bouncing pearl, and I nearly shrieked from the pleasure. My breathing was ragged, and I clutched some papers on his desk as my orgasm subsided.

Rig stood up, his full lips glistening with my juices, and settled his cock between my legs, holding the base as his crown nudged at my entrance.

“Fuck. I can already tell how tight you are.”

I bit my lip and dug my nails into his lower abs as he pushed inside of me, spearing my opening and stretching me wider and wider.

“Tight enough to make you cum hard and fast,” I teased.

“Don’t tempt me,” he growled, pushing himself all the way in.

I gasped at the sudden intrusion. The pressure was immense, but I could feel him hitting my cervix and rubbing along my G-spot.

His hands tightly gripped my tits as he began pounding me. He growled and pinched my nipples, thrusting harder, deeper, faster.

My eyes fluttered closed as my body slid around on his desk while he fucked me roughly. My pussy grew tighter, and my toes curled as I came again, right before him. My slick walls contracted hard around his girth, and I could feel his cum leaking from my gash with each thrust.

“Fuck!” he yelled. “Pussy so good, I don’t care if I get you pregnant.”

A thrill shot through me, and I came again, this time as he pinched my nipples hard.

He slipped out of my pussy and down to my tight little asshole, then gripped my thighs and forced my legs wide apart as he entered my rose in one slow but steady push.

I mewed, shocked that it didn’t hurt worse than it did. It hurt but only for a second. And then the pain gave way to the most wonderful feeling of fullness.

“Oh god… your tight ass is gonna make me cum again,” he groaned.

“Fuck, me too…” I moaned.

His thrusts were urgent but steady, and when he got a rhythm going and gently pinched my clit between his fingers, I orgasmed once again, this time feeling my tight ring squeeze his thick black shaft repeatedly like a fist.

“Ooooh, yeah, I’m cumming…” I said, feeling my nipples harden into points.

His voice growled low but loud as he shot his seed in my bowels, hot sticky liquid dribbling out of my ass and pussy now.

I felt totally used for all the right reasons.

Rig gave several more hard thrusts, causing his balls to slap into my fleshy globes. And when he finally went soft and slipped out of my bottom, I secretly hoped he wasn’t done with me.

“Damn, baby.” He leaned down and planted a kiss on each breast. “We need to make ourselves presentable for this meeting. But after that, I’m going to be ready for round two.”

“Mmm,” I smiled. “I was hoping you’d say that.”

This internship was the best decision I’d ever made.


Milked and Plugged

Description

Don’s friend’s younger sister has a problem. And he is the only one around with the right attitude and equipment to help her with the creamy problem.


********

“Is that what I think it is?”

She sniffed and rubbed her nose. “Yeah, it’s milk. And I need it out.”

My cock twitched as it grew stiffer. I didn’t know how or why Carrie’s tits were making milk. I just knew that I wanted to remove it with my hungry mouth.

“You need me to, uh, pump your breasts?” I asked.

She nodded shyly as I continued to stare at her mounds of beauty. “You have the right equipment. That’s why I came here. Will you please help me?” she asked, stepping close and taking me by the hands.

********


I figured today would be like any other Sunday on the ranch. The start of the week was always slow, and everyone had the day off.

I’d given up dairy farming and gotten into the sunflower business last year. It was more lucrative in today’s health-conscious society. Everyone was cutting out milk and cheese, and many farms were going under. Me? I decided to keep up with the latest trends and demands, find a way to make a profit.

I still had my milking equipment, though, and I was in the process of shifting things around and preparing it for storage. That’s when Carrie showed up, wearing tight white jean shorts and a tank top, uncertainty in her eyes that made me stop what I was doing on a dime.

“Don? I … I need your help.”

“What’s wrong, Carrie? Did something happen to Darren?”

Darren was her older brother, my best friend.

She shook her head. “No. He’s fine. It’s … me.”

I pushed the machinery aside and walked her way, feeling my cock grow stiff from just being in her presence. With long hair, curvy hips, and a nice set of tits that, oddly, looked suddenly huge, she’d been making me hard for some time now.

Carrie had just turned nineteen a few months ago. But I was ten years older than her, so I never bothered to ask her out. Plus, as my best friend’s kid sister, she was off limits to me.

But now, here she was, all alone at my ranch and asking for my help. And damn, had she had a boob job since I last saw her?

“What’s going on?”

She pursed her lips and clasped her hands in front of her. “It’s so embarrassing, I don’t know…”

Damn, she was really struggling with this. I could see that she was struggling. The front of her shirt was wet, like she had been crying the whole way here.

“You can trust me, sweetheart. I’m like family.”

Carrie licked her lips and looked down. “Promise you won’t tell anyone?”

“Pinky promise.” I lifted my pinky and waved it in the air, desperate to know what was going on.

She sniffed and grabbed the bottom of her shirt. My heart raced as I watched her lift it up, exposing her fucking magnificent jugs. They were indeed huge. As in, engorged like water balloons. Her nipples appeared dwarfed, but they were still hard and pink.

Blood rushed through my ten-inch cock—yes, I was quite big—and I held back a groan, mentally scratching my head to figure out what the problem was.

“What, uhh,” I said, clearing my throat and trying not to sound like an idiot. “What am I looking at here?”

Her mouth fell open. “You can’t tell? I’m leaking.”

I wrinkled my brow and looked closer. Sure enough, there on the tip of her delicious hard little nipple was a drop of white fluid.

“Is that what I think it is?”

She sniffed and rubbed her nose. “Yeah, it’s milk. And I need it out.”

My cock twitched as it grew stiffer. I didn’t know how or why Carrie’s tits were making milk. I just knew that I wanted to remove it with my hungry mouth.

“You need me to, uh, pump your breasts?” I asked.

She nodded shyly as I continued to stare at her mounds of beauty. “You have the right equipment. That’s why I came here. Will you please help me?” she asked, stepping close and taking me by the hands.

Carrie looked at me with pleading eyes and pouty lips. I tried to maintain eye contact with her but fuck. Droplets of milk began to trickle out of both nipples and stream down the underswell of her tits, and it was driving me nuts. My balls grew heavier by the second.

“I’d love to help, sweetheart. But it would take me hours to get one of these things put back together.”

“I don’t have that long,” she begged, jutting her milky tits forward so hard that a stream of white quickly spurted out and sprayed my shirt.

God. I was doomed.

“I need an immediate solution,” she continued. “Can’t you do it by hand or something?”

Well, fuck. Miracles did exist.

Precum leaked from my dick but I tried not to get too hopeful. Then again…

If Carrie was as desperate as she claimed, I could probably tell her my hands were out of commission, and that I would have to use my…

“To be honest, I’ve never been very good at hand pumping the cows. I’m all thumbs, really. If you need immediate relief, I can offer an alternate, non-traditional solution. If you’re open-minded, that is.”

“My mind is wide open, Don. Just … please help me. They hurt so much.”

Damn, my mouth was already watering. “Yeah, sure, sweetie. Come on, follow me.”

I led Carrie into the barn’s office where my desk was. I also had a rather comfortable couch where the ranch hands used to hang out and rest on their lunch hour.

And now, it would be used for me to nurse my best friend’s kid sister.

I sat on the sofa and tapped the top of my legs. Carrie bit her lip, then tugged her shirt completely over her head before tossing it aside.

“What exactly are you going to do?” she asked, straddling my lap a little more eagerly than I expected.”

Oh, I think she knew what I was going to do. I swallowed hard as her tits were thrust in my face.

“You’ll see. The important part is that you’ll be feeling much better.”

I wrapped my large hands around her pillowy mounds, feeling how warm they were to the touch. Beads of white liquid trickled out as I pulled her nipple to my mouth and started sucking.

Carrie sucked in a rush of breath and arched her back. “Ooooh, Don. You’ve got the right idea,” she purred.

I wanted to tell her that her idea of coming here for my help was the right idea, but my mouth was full and my lips were busy.

Fuck, her milk was so sweet, so delicious. Her cream filled my mouth with each hard suck, spraying from her tits in a hard stream that tickled the roof of my mouth.

I found myself so aroused, kneading her other breast and forcing the milk to spill around my fingers. My cock grew stiffer, straining at the zipper to be released from my jeans.

“Mmm, yessss, I’m feeling better already,” Carrie sighed.

Shit, I was too. Except for my dick that was throbbing angrily.

I tugged on her nipple, using every part of my mouth to empty her teat as her other one was no doubt eagerly waiting for the same treatment.

I flicked her hard little nipple with my tongue, feeling the tissue grow hard as she hissed.

I suckled it again, pulling out more sweet liquid.

Then I massaged her bud by pressing it to the roof of my mouth with my tongue until her breast had significantly shrunk in size.

I popped my lips off her nipple and looked up at her before fisting her long hair and pulling her to me for a kiss. I forced my tongue past her lips and kissed her hungrily, listening to her soft moans of pleasure for several long moments.

Fuck, my dream had come true.

“Do you like the way I taste?” she asked, sensually turning her other breast in my direction.

“Oh fuck yes. Baby, I could drink your milk all day.”

She giggled, but it came to an abrupt halt as I latched onto her other full breast and nursed, this time a little more slowly, taking my time and enjoying the way her tits felt in my hands as I groped them like a perverted older man.

I noticed then that Carrie started inching forward on my lap, forcing my cock to seep out even more precum than before. As her tasty milk flowed down my throat, her pussy slid closer to my erection, forcing a groan from my throat.

I couldn’t resist. I wanted—no, needed—to feel her sweet pussy. With my hands and my cock.

I inched my fingers to her crotch and rubbed them teasingly over the seam, noticing right away the heat and the dampness there. Carrie purred and thrust her hips forward, making my cock bounce.

As I sucked her tit dry, I allowed my fingers to slide inside of her shorts and was met with her slick fluids right away.

My dick twitched angrily, and I immediately started unbuttoning her shorts. But before I could get very far, Carrie stood up and finished for me, tugging down the zipper, then turning around and sliding them down her hips, giving me a view of her sexy round ass.

“Damn, sweetheart. You are so, so sexy.” I grabbed my crotch, feeling my erection become hard as steel.

“You like my ass, do you?” she asked, spreading her cheeks wide and giving me a sinful view of her tight but puckered rose.

“Holy fuck,” I answered, unzipping my own pants to release my monster. “Are you asking me to stick something in that tight hole? Because I have just the thing.”

She straightened up and turned around, tossed her hands on her hips. Her nipples were a dark red from having been sucked, and her sweet little pussy was one puffy bald gash, as if she had just shaved right before coming here.

Good lord. How did I get so lucky?

“Is the thing you want to stick in my hole long and hard and filled with its own cream?”

“Oh, I have that, too. But I think you need to get warmed up first so I don’t split you in two.”

I stood and walked to my desk, opening a drawer and removing one of the butt plugs. I had put them in here just a few months ago for a project that had nothing to do with asses but they were much cheaper than what the original project called for.

And now, well, one of them was about to be used for something much more fun.

I tore open the plastic and walked to Carrie who was already on my couch on her hands and knees, ass up and back arched. I, of course, was looking at her from the side, her large breasts hanging low and swaying slightly.

“Jesus…” I muttered.

She giggled and wiggled her hips back and forth to tease me. I stepped out of my clothes and watched as Carrie’s eyes grew wide and her mouth dropped open. She was visibly shocked at my size.

“Don’t look so scared. You know you’re aching to be filled.”

“Yeah, but … I’m a virgin. And that thing is…”

I growled at her admission, gripping the side of her hips as I got on the couch behind her, one foot on the cushion and one foot on the floor. “You’re a virgin, and you want me to fuck your ass? You know I’m taking your pussy, too, right?”

“Oh, I was hoping you would,” she said, lowering her head to the cushion and forcing her ass up higher.

I felt a rumbling in my chest as I spread her cheeks, baring her quivering asshole to me. The horny beast in me wanted to plow right into it. My balls were aching to feel her tight little sphincter gripping my huge girth.

But I was a patient man.

I spat on the butt plug and slid it slowly into her forbidden hole as she moaned and egged me on by whispering “yes” repeatedly.

Once the plug was in, I slid my finger in the loop and gave it a gentle tug, which made Carrie arch her back even further.

I cupped her pussy and felt her slicky wetness. She purred and undulated her hips in slow circles that made my cock bounce.

I probed her cunt with my finger, feeling her warm, wet walls squeeze me tightly.

“Jesus,” I whispered, pumping that finger in and out very slowly, listening to her soft moans.

Her juices flowed out around my index finger, making me leak an inordinate amount of precum from the tip of my slit, so I twisted my hand and pushed a second finger in, allowing my ring finger to softly brush her clitoris on the way.

At that point, her ass swayed in my direction, and her pussy began to contract around my fingers.

“Oh fuck! I’m cumming!” she squealed.

More of her slick juices coated my fingers, sliding down the palm of my hand as she had an orgasm. I used my other hand to flick her clit as she writhed on the sofa, hips bucking and thighs trembling.

Christ, my cock was so hard and my balls so heavy, it was like cock-and-ball torture watching her cum like this, so fucking sexy and free.

I couldn’t wait another second.

While she was mid-contraction around my fingers, I slid my cock inside of her pussy, letting it fully engulf my length.

“Oh gaaaaahhhd,” she moaned, backing her ass up and forcing her tight cunt all the way down to the root of my dick.

“Carrie, you’re so tight … fuuuuuck,” I groaned, gripping her hips tightly as her pussy clenched my cock.

“Fuck me hard, Don. Make me cum again…”

I held her tightly and rammed her good, watching her hair fly this way and that as I pumped her hard and fast with all ten inches of my shaft. Carrie’s fingers gripped a pillow close to her head, and I felt her cum again.

My balls shot a hard jet of cum up and out of my cock, making my blood run icy hot for several seconds as I forced my seed in her sweet pussy. And yet it still wasn’t enough to make me quit.

With her pussy still contracting, I slipped a finger in the loop of the plug and gently tugged it several times, hoping to intensify her orgasm. It seemed to work, at least based on the way her rose quivered uncontrollably.

“Yesssss,” she purred, confirming my suspicions.

I withdrew my cock from the confines of her warm, tight tunnel and pulled the plug out completely. As her asshole winked at me, I slid my cock inside, forcing a deep, throaty groan to escape both of our mouths.

“Oh Don… fuck my ass like you own me…”

With a growl and tight grip on her waist, I began fucking her, moving slow at first then picking up my pace after several minutes.

I had never known heaven until I fucked my best friend’s sister in the asshole.

I used her good, plowing her tender rose like I owned every inch of her. It wasn’t long before I came again, spraying her bowels with my hot seed.

And I was still hard.

“My … my tits are leaking again, Don. You need to—"

“I know what I need to do,” I said, walking toward the milking machine.

I got it set up in record time while Carrie waited on the couch, holding her breasts with her hands. I glanced at her a few times, noticing light rivers of milk seeping through her fingers.

Once the machine was ready to go, I wheeled it to the couch and switched it on before placing the suctioning teat cups on her breasts. As I centered them over her nipples, they were instantly pulled into the grip of the machine, her buds elongating into long, red tube-like structures.

I watched her as I cleaned my cock with a spare washcloth and warm water, getting hard as a rock again at her beautiful sight.

“Oh god,” she purred, writhing on the couch and moving her hands between her legs.

“That’s my job,” I told her, settling between her legs and lifting them high in the air.

Carrie’s eyes rolled back in her head as I pushed my cock inside her pussy. It was such a turn on watching her tits get tortured by the machine. I’d placed my hand over it a time or two to test the strength of the suctioning power, and it was fierce.

Milk sprayed the tubing and shot down into the glass holding tank as Carrie visibly went to a blissful place. Her breasts bounced softly with the hum of the motor, and I fucked her as hard as I could without knocking her off the couch.

When she came, milk spurted from her nipples in harder pulses that intensified my orgasm, just from the sight of it alone.

I held her hips steady as my cock twitched, shooting a hard jet of seed inside her belly.

“Fuck, Carrie, I hope you’re on birth control,” I said, more as a silent wish but honestly not really caring all that much.

“I’m not!” she squealed, running her hands up and down her belly.

Shit. Whatever. It was worth the risk.

Carrie and I spent the rest of the day together, and I ended up moving her in with me so we could be together whenever we wanted. She regularly asked to be plugged while I nursed her, and she would straddle my lap and ride my cock while I emptied her gorgeous jugs.

I guess you could say … we had the perfect life on the ranch.


Daddy Shakes His Fist

Description

Steve is known for his quick temper. But Monica helps him discover a much more constructive outlet for his mood than just “shaking” his fist.

**This book contains scenes of consensual bondage and fisting. If these themes do not appeal to you, please do not read this book.


********

“You know I’m going to destroy this tender little body of yours. You’ll never want another.”

“I’ll never want another anyway, Daddy. You’re the only one I want.”

He pulled in a deep breath and groaned softly as his hand traveled down my belly and paused at my pussy.

I hissed as he parted my lips and teased my entrance with one finger. After lifting his fist off the bed, he gripped my throat softly and brushed his fingers over my clit, watching my face for a reaction.

“Oh, Daddy,” I purred, spreading my legs and writhing on the bed.

********


I woke up to a swollen pussy this morning, and I almost had a hands-free orgasm because of it. I was thinking about Steve. Really, he was all I could think about these days. I was madly in love with him, and I was determined to make him aware of my feelings.

Let me tell you about this man I adored.

Steve was my mom’s good friend, but he had a bad temper. At work, behind the wheel, wherever he went, he got pissed.

Recently, it had gotten so bad that he almost ran someone off the road when they cut him off. So, as a result, he decided to voluntarily but temporarily turn over his keys to my mom so he could attend anger management classes and be cured of his outbursts.

But I had another cure for him.

He was nearing forty, and I was a fresh, innocent 19-year old who had been crushing on him for several years. Well, I decided that since Steve was single, he might be having temper flare-ups from not getting laid.

What better cure for a fast temper than offering my sweet, “never been touched” pussy?

Steve was also a successful businessman, and he was able to work from home. But since he wasn’t driving for the next thirty days, he relied on cabs and other transportation services to take him to the store or wherever.

Well, today I decided I would stop over and see if I could save him a few bucks on the cab and take him where he needed to go. I knew that at some point during the day, he would lose his cool over something. And I’d be there to intercept the damage, so to speak.

I dressed as sexy and revealing as I could without going over the top, then sent him a text to let him know I was on the way.

When I got there, he answered the door while on the phone, his voice heated and his face a dark shade of angry red. His snug tshirt, faded jeans, and bare feet made him look much more relaxed than he was because Steve was obviously irritated as hell, barking at the other person that he gave explicit instructions to increase the budget on some account and that he would not tolerate the ineptitude of this person any longer.

He stepped aside mid-yelling and waved me in, then proceeded to ream this person out for another five minutes.

While I felt sorry for the recipient, I was also getting extremely turned on. Like, the more he yelled, and the harsher his tone, the more my pussy grew wet and throbbed uncontrollably.

Uh-oh. I think Steve was on the verge of losing his temper. My timing could not have been more perfect.

“Do you really expect me to believe that your attitude right now is not indicative of total and complete insubordination?”

Fuck. There go my nipples, getting hard as pebbles. I sat on his couch, crossing my legs to contain the heat. He looked my way, the phone pressed to his ear as he dragged his gaze over my bare legs, then to my chest. I felt my nipples prick even harder under the material, hoping he could see.

“I don’t have time for this. Fix the problem and then email a copy of the changes by five this afternoon.”

He hung up and tossed the phone aside, clenching his fists tightly.

“Steve? Everything all right?”

He bore his gaze into me, and I could practically see the steam coming from his ears. “I can’t find anyone worth their salt these days. Do you know what a challenge it’s been just to get one of my employees to follow simple directions?”

I swung my leg back and forth, catching his eye. “I have no idea the challenges you face by running a business. Must be frustrating as hell.”

He slowly nodded his head, then ran his hands through his dark, curly strands, pacing the floor. “It is beyond frustrating, Monica.”

I watched his movements, sensing the tension and anger rolling off him in waves, feeling my pussy ache, and my nipples tingle.

“Sounds like you need a little help. Maybe an emergency anger management class.” I laughed softly, hoping he wouldn’t take me seriously and tell me to actually take him to a meeting.

He just blew out a hard breath. “Fuck. I need something. That’s for damn sure.”

“You definitely need an outlet,” I said, feeling those butterflies swarm in my stomach as I got nearer to executing my plan.

“You’re god damn right I do. I need something to punch.” He looked my way and clasped his hands over a fist. “I wish I still had my punching bag from my boxing days…”

My pussy tightened, and I bit my lip before standing up and hooking my thumbs inside the waist of my shorts. “Maybe I can help?”

Steve dragged his gaze over my body again, and his jaw tightened. “Not sure how. I know you came over here to run me on some errands, but I should probably hit the gym. I’m not really in the mood for anything short of … getting rough. Whatever it takes to keep me from putting a fist through a wall.”

“I know,” I said, peeling my shorts down my long tan legs. “That’s where I come in.”

Steve’s eyes grew large as he stared at my bare little pussy. I tugged my shirt off and threw it aside, leaving me completely naked except for my plain white sneakers. My small boobs weren’t my favorite attraction, but my extra-large nipples made up for that.

“Jesus fuck…” he muttered.

“I have somewhere special you can put that fist. I’ll be your good little girl and cum hard while you do it, too.”

He licked his lips as I kicked one leg up on the sofa and softly brushed my fingers over my labia. My buds tingled and tightened as he gripped the crotch of his jeans, rubbing what appeared to be an erection forming underneath the zipper.

“You know I’ve been eyeing that ass for a while.”

“Mm-hmm. And I’ve been eyeing you as well. You know how hot your temper makes me?” I slipped a finger inside my folds, nearly cumming from the slight contact with my clit. “Every time you get mad, I just want you to take all those frustrations out on me.”

“Well, fuck.” He licked his lips and stared at my pussy while I teased my clit, forcing my nipples to remain hard and tight. “Can’t say I haven’t thought of it either. You’re gonna be Daddy’s good little girl while I fist your pussy?”

Heat shot through my core. God, how many times had I role-played that fantasy in my head, thinking of Steve in taboo ways? “Yes, Daddy. I’ll be your good little girl while you do whatever you want.”

He growled softly. “Good. Then get your little ass in my room and lie down on the bed.”

I smiled and pranced across the floor, watching Steve out of the corner of my eye. His hand slapped my ass good and hard as I passed him, making me jump.

I’d been in his bedroom once, just this summer when I was house sitting for him. I never told him, but I’d taken a nap in his bed, and it did not go unnoticed that he had restraints dangling on both the footboard and headboard.

He was kinky and rough, and just what I wanted.

I laid down on his soft, warm bed, going crazy as I smelled his manly scent everywhere. What I wouldn’t give to be able to sleep here every night. I wanted to belong to Steve, to be his property. I wanted to call him Daddy all the time.

When he walked in the bedroom, he approached me slowly, letting his eyes lick me all over. I could practically feel his stare on my bare, virgin flesh.

He leaned over me, resting a fist on the mattress. He used his other hand to caress my body, starting with my breasts. He cupped them softly, studying them with lust in his dark, angry eyes.

His fingers pinched my nipples, so hard I whimpered and bit my lip. When I looked down, I could see they had turned the same angry shade of red as his face had been when I showed up here.

“You know I’m going to destroy this tender little body of yours. You’ll never want another.”

“I’ll never want another anyway, Daddy. You’re the only one I want.”

He pulled in a deep breath and groaned softly as his hand traveled down my belly and paused at my pussy.

I hissed as he parted my lips and teased my entrance with one finger. After lifting his fist off the bed, he gripped my throat softly and brushed his fingers over my clit, watching my face for a reaction.

“Oh, Daddy,” I purred, spreading my legs and writhing on the bed.

“Fuck. You’re so wet. My fist is going to glide right in that tight little hole of yours.”

“Mmmm,” I groaned, thrusting my hips up in an attempt to grind my pussy on his hand.

“You saved yourself for me, didn’t you?”

“Yes, Daddy.” I nodded, loving the way his fingers felt around my throat.

“Good girl. I’m going to tie you up so you can squirm all you like.”

My blood was like molten lava as it coursed through my veins, knowing Steve was going to have his way with me. I hadn’t masturbated in weeks, wanting to save all my orgasms for him from now on.

This was going to be … explosive.

Good thing I had been heavily involved in gymnastics my whole life and was extremely limber. He bound my right ankle to my right wrist and vice-versa, then pulled all four of my limbs up high in the air before securing them to the headboard. I was wide open for him, my body and mind happy and my core aching for him to use me as he wanted, to fill me up.

“Take a few deep breaths while Daddy gets you nice and relaxed,” he said, his voice gruff.

I did as he asked as he sat in front of me, still fully clothed. He ran his hands down the inside of my thighs, lightly teasing my pussy lips.

I trembled as he inserted a finger, then two, making me squirm and slowly roll my hips in a circle.

“Oh Daddy. That … that feels so good.”

“Fuck, baby. You look so good to me. You really love making me happy, don’t you?”

I bit my lip and nodded.

“Mm, those tits are so pretty. I think they need to be spanked. You’d like that, wouldn’t you, baby? For Daddy to spank your tits?” Steve groped one of my breasts and pinched the nipple as he pushed several fingers deep inside of my cunt. He then slapped the side of my breast hard enough to make it sting.

I moaned and thrust my hips upward. “Yes, please. Please spank my tits, Daddy.”

That’s when he started finger-fucking me slowly while massaging my nipples between his fingers, and I had never felt anything so erotic in all my life.

“Nnnn,” I moaned, feeling my core tighten as the floodgates started to loosen.

“Don’t you cum yet,” he gritted out, pulling his fingers out and slapping my breast again. “Not until Daddy’s big bad fist is in there.”

“Yes, sir,” I huffed. “I—I won’t.”

Fuck, I didn’t want him to stop fingering me, but it was good that he did because I was on the verge of exploding.

He proceeded to insert his fingers once again, moving them in and out while rotating his hand back and forth. I took deep breaths, loving the way his hand felt taking over me while focusing on not cumming.

His other hand remained on my upper half, toying with my tingling, hard buds and drifting down to my belly. I could hear his groans, feel him stretching my walls further and further with each passing minute.

My pussy was so juicy, fluids dripping down the crack of my ass, when I felt a tremendous pressure against my walls.

“Good girl, baby. Daddy’s almost there.”

I moaned and purred, undulating my pelvis as the pressure intensified and morphed into a burn.

“Oh Daddy…” I groaned, lifting my head off the pillow and looking down.

All I could see was his forearm, and when he leaned down and brushed his tongue over the swell of my clit, I nearly came as the burn dissipated and he entered me all the way.

I let out a long exhale and watched as he pumped his arm back and forth. It was almost surreal, to know that his whole fist was inside of my pussy. And fuck did it feel good.

My fingers found the rope that was keeping my arms and legs suspended in the air, and I gripped it tightly as Steve rotated his fist.

“Fuck, you look so sexy, baby. Give me that orgasm now.”

With a soft brush, his fingers passed over my clit as his knuckles worked my G-spot. God, I felt so full, and so fulfilled.

My nipples tightened and I bucked my hips as I gave him what he wanted, cumming hard around his fist. My walls contracted forcefully, gripping him tightly as he growled how good my cunt felt.

My ass and thighs quaked as I cried out uncontrollably, my body fully possessed by the man I had wanted to possess me for so long. Heat rippled throughout my core, feeling pleasure take hold of every cell in my body.

“Mmm, this is my pussy now. And Daddy’s dick is so hard, baby. Whatever should we do about that?”

I struggled to catch my breath as my heart pounded, a big smile on my face. “Whatever you want to do, Daddy. My body is yours, all of my holes for your pleasure.”

“That’s what Daddy likes to hear.” He growled again, and I loved this new energy between us. I really wanted to make this last, to stay tied up like this forever so he could use me whenever he wanted. But I knew that was silly.

If only there were some kind of compromise.

It felt as though a part of him were leaving as he pulled his fist out of me. Fluids leaked out, and he smeared his hand up and down my thighs, leaving a sticky trail of my own desire, evidence of what he had done to me.

I never wanted to bathe that leg again.

Steve untied the ropes and slowly lowered my arms and legs as the blood quickly rushed back to them.

He laid on top of me, and his lips sealed my mouth before he kissed me much more tenderly than I would have expected. I think I helped melt all the anger away.

Our tongues danced as we kissed, and his cock was hard as steel under his jeans, poking at my bare pussy.

I kicked my legs up and hooked them behind his waist, rubbing my wet and swollen folds against his erection as my nails dug into his backside through the denim. His groans into the back of my throat made me weak.

“You’ve made me harder than any woman ever has, baby.”

He pushed up on his arms as I lay there grinning like a fool, and he grinned back as he got undressed. His body was perfection—rippled abs, hairy chest, hairy legs, and a cock that was making me throb.

Gripping my ankles and tugging me down the bed, Steve pulled me to a sitting position and pulled my hair into a makeshift ponytail with his hands.

“I want you on your knees, hands behind your back.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

Down I went as he kept a tight grip on my hair. His cock bounced freely in front of my face, and it was the first time that the sight of a cock had ever turned me on. I’d never seen one in person, only in pictures, but Steve’s was perfect.

The bulbous head was dark red, and I found my mouth watering as a clear drop of fluid appeared at the bottom of his slit.

“Open your mouth.”

I parted my lips and in he went, entering my mouth fast as he moaned above me. I used my tongue to pleasure him, whipping it around the head and along the underside as he pumped his hips back and forth.

Tightening his grip on my hair, I felt him gaining more control over me. My nipples hardened as his cock throbbed and twitched, growing longer inside of my mouth.

“Fuuuuuck,” he growled, increasing the pace with which he was fucking my mouth.

I became more and more aroused as he did, heat pulsing through my veins as he deep-throated me. A strong gag made me nearly fold in on myself, but Steve kept at it, telling me what a good girl I was being for Daddy.

“Your sweet mouth feels so good, my angel. Daddy’s gonna give you a little taste of what you do to him.”

“Aaaaahhhh,” he sounded above me, finally getting the release I knew he needed.

I moaned as his hot cum pulsed out, swirling my tongue over his crown, then all the way down to his balls when he went all the way in. His length seemed to twitch hard several times as he shot out several more jets of seed.

I hungrily gulped it all down, thinking that this was one way I could keep a part of him with me forever.

He guided my head back and forth as he emptied his balls, then pulled me off of him when there was nothing left.

“You did a good job keeping me from losing my temper,” he said, helping me up off the floor.

I nearly melted into a puddle as he kissed me on the cheeks. I could still taste him in the back of my throat, and I ran my hands up his chest, feeling his strong muscles.

“I’m here for you always, Daddy.”

He growled and lifted me off the floor before lying me back down on the bed. “How would you like it to be a full-time position?”

His hands softly caressed my throat, and I knew that I would ache to always feel something there.

“If that’s what you want. You do lose your temper a lot,” I giggled.

His lips turned up in a smile, and he planted a few kisses on my chest. “I’ll put a collar on your neck and treat you like my property.”

Excitement rushed through me. “Promise?”

He chuckled before kissing me, and I knew I was home.


Daddy Dumbs Me Down

Description:

19-year-old Ashley is always stressed and overthinking, and her libido is in the dumper. Fortunately, her sexy older friend is a therapist who dabbles in hypnosis, and he’s willing to fix her right up, wiping those pesky thoughts right out of her brain until she’s a dripping mess.


********

Daddy pulls in a deep breath and leans back in his chair as he watches me take off my shirt and bra. Cool air hits my boobies and my nipples get so hard they almost hurt. And when he looks at them and licks his lips, I imagine him sucking on them the way I want to suck his cock right now.

“Don’t forget the rest of your outfit,” he says, drawing his finger in a circle around the lower half of my horny body.

“Oh, I won’t, Daddy. I might forget everything else, but I won’t forget that!”

He smiles that handsome Daddy smile as I hook my thumbs inside the waist of my skirt and slide it down. My heels are already off. Weird. Don’t remember doing that but who cares?!

“And you also won’t forget that Daddy wants to see that wet little pussy of yours, right, babygirl?”

“Oooh, yes, my wet little pussy. Coming right up.”

********


I graduated at the top of my high-school class last year as an eager 18-year-old with a bright future, and I had all these hopes and dreams of becoming someone.

But now one year later I’m employed full-time as an office assistant, my thoughts are all over the place, I’m constantly stressed, and I just wish I hadn’t put off college just to take a “break.”

Oh, also, I’m never in the mood.

Not that I have anyone to be in the mood with or even give my virginity to. But hell, I don’t even want to masturbate anymore. It’s like I’m dead inside.

Well, dead, except for my overactive brain. I’m tired of thinking, of being stressed out. I just want to turn it all off and just be.

That’s why I decided to touch base with one of our family friends, Dr. Scott Nadell. He’s my dad’s best friend, and a therapist, and he’s dealt with a lot of issues over the years, helping some of his patients deal with extreme cases of grief and even drug addiction. I know he’ll be able to help me.

It’s Saturday, and I’ve just left the office, but I call him regardless, just to see if he can squeeze me in sometime soon. After explaining my situation, he sounds a little overly concerned, saying that I should come in this afternoon.

“Stress isn’t something to take lightly, Ashley. Come to the house, and I’ll give you a complementary evaluation.”

“Dr. Scott, you are the best. Thank you so much.”

He chuckles over the phone. “I look forward to seeing you, sweetheart.”

I smile and hang up, then head directly to his house—a two-story country cottage that I’ve spent countless days and nights at. He used to have these dinner parties, and my parents would stay a little too late and drink a little bit too much, and we’d end up sleeping there. I used to have this intense crush on Dr. Scott, and I might have had a fantasy or two about him fucking me. Fantasies that should resurface if I ever get my libido back.

Anyways, my parents are divorced now, and my dad moved three states away, so I hardly ever see Dr. Scott anymore. I’ve also never been over here alone. As a result, I’m a little anxious.

He welcomes me inside, and right away I notice his eyes roaming me up and down. I’m dressed in a tight pencil skirt, heels, and a light sleeveless blouse. He seems to be relaxed in a pair of denim jeans and a plain tshirt. He probably wonders why I’m so dressed up.

“Sorry, I just got out of work.”

“You look beautiful, Ashley. More stunning than I remember.”

His compliment seems so genuine that I suddenly no longer feel like his best friend’s kid but a real woman. With stark brown eyes, salt and pepper hair, and a healthy build, he looks pretty good, too. Especially since he must be nearing fifty years old by now. But it seems weird to tell him he looks good too. He might take it as a flirt.

“Thank you.” I blush, and he smiles, leading me down the hallway and into his home office.

“Tell me what’s been going on with you lately.” He sits behind his desk and I get comfortable on the plush, soft couch in front of him, crossing my legs and trying to relax. It’s harder than I thought it would be.

“After graduation, I wanted to take some time off before going to college, so I ended up accepting this job at an office supply company, handling their accounts. At first it was great, but there’s a lot of office politics that are really creating a toxic environment, and all I can think about is how to improve the company, the numbers, their bottom line. Also, Mom is talking about selling the house. And I’m having trouble sleeping, and every time I think about going on a date I just want to hurl, and I can’t eat because I get stressed out and feel sick to my stomach. And I lie in bed at night wondering if the company I work for will survive what looks to be its imminent financial demise.” I take a deep breath and let out a long exhale, already feeling a little bit lighter.

Dr. Scott raises his eyebrow and looks at me with sympathy. “Well, it seems like your brain is going a mile a minute.”

“That sums it up, pretty much.”

He clasps his hands and looks pensively at them. “You always were smart, a real … overthinker, if you will.”

“Yeah, overthinking is my specialty. Can you help?” I ask, feeling hope with a dash of skepticism.

His lips turn up in a curl. “Oh yes, I can definitely help. In fact, I’m going to take care of you today.”

I let out a sigh of relief. Dr. Scott had always been booked out months in advance. The fact that he was willing to give me a session today meant the world to me.

“You don’t know how much this means to me. And if you feel like I need medication in addition to talk therapy, I’m fine with that.”

“Oh, we won’t be doing either one of those.”

I sit quietly for a moment, somewhat stunned. “What will we be doing then?”

“Ashley, I’ve had some tremendous success with hypnotherapy, and I believe you’d be an excellent candidate.”

“Hypnotherapy?” I tried not to laugh. Not that it was funny.

“Yes. It’s really quite amazing. It relaxes yet focuses the brain, putting you in a highly suggestible state of mind. A trance that will allow me to … sculpt your thoughts, if you will.”

Sculpt my thoughts? It sounds strange. I have always thought of hypnosis as something that tricks people into doing stupid things, like barking like a dog or getting undressed in front of complete strangers. No thanks.

“I, uh, I don’t think I can be hypnotized, Dr. Scott.”

“You’d be surprised. The more intelligent you are, the more likely you are to succumb to hypnotic suggestions. I think you’d actually be quite easy to hypnotize. And the good thing is that once your session is complete, you won’t have a care in the world.”

I run my hands down the top of my skirt, noticing Dr. Scott eyeing my bare legs.

“I’m perfectly happy to give you a free session today, and if you like the results, I’ll put you on the schedule for weekly sessions. You’ll get the friends and family discount.”

With a sly wink, he lets me know that he really wants to help. And I guess it would be rather dumb to turn it down.

I finally shrug. “It’s worth a shot. Let’s do this.”

********

I’m lying on the couch when I “come back,” my arms and legs are soooo heavy, but the rest of my body is relaxed. I take in a few deep breaths, feeling a smile form on my face. I’m warm all over, tingles from head to toe.

It also feels like there are little fingers tickling my lower belly when I realize it’s nothing more than happiness. I start to giggle when I hear his voice.

“Okay, that’s it. You can open your eyes now.”

His voice sounds the way syrup feels sliding down my throat. I better do what he asks or else I’ll get a spanking!

I let my eyes softly flutter open and push myself up on the couch. I don’t think I’ve ever felt more at peace. And when I see the same smile on his face, I can’t help but beam brightly.

“Hi, Daddy.”

I have no idea where that comes from. He’s not my daddy. I’ve always called him … what have I always called him? I’m drawing a blank. He’s a friend, a doctor, and he’s helping me.

Suddenly, my pussy is hot and tingling. God, I’m like totally horny as hell.

“Hello, babygirl. How do you feel?”

“Like Daddy’s little slut. Just like you said I would.”

Wait, what?

“Mm-hmm, that’s good.”

Fuck. I do feel like a slut. I don’t remember Daddy telling me I would feel that way but whateves!

“You told me something else,” I say, shaking a finger in the air and letting my gaze travel to the ceiling. “Something I’m s’posed to do, like, when I wake up.”

“You’re right,” he says, tilting his head slightly to the right. “Give it a moment, it will come to you.”

I giggle again, even though there’s nothing funny about my pussy being on fire. I wanna dance, get these damn clothes off. It’s so stuffy in here. Mostly I just wanna show my daddy how cute I look in my birthday suit.

I scratch my head, thinking, but not really thinking because duh! I can’t do that anymore. Daddy strictly forbids it.

But I do know what feels right, and that’s standing up and getting naked as a jaybird.

“I think I got this,” I tell him, standing up and unbuttoning my blouse.

Daddy pulls in a deep breath and leans back in his chair as he watches me take off my shirt and bra. Cool air hits my boobies and my nipples get so hard they almost hurt. And when he looks at them and licks his lips, I imagine him sucking on them the way I want to suck his cock right now.

“Don’t forget the rest of your outfit,” he says, drawing his finger in a circle around the lower half of my horny body.

“Oh, I won’t, Daddy. I might forget everything else, but I won’t forget that!”

He smiles that handsome Daddy smile as I hook my thumbs inside the waist of my skirt and slide it down. My heels are already off. Weird. Don’t remember doing that but who cares?!

“And you also won’t forget that Daddy wants to see that wet little pussy of yours, right, babygirl?”

“Oooh, yes, my wet little pussy. Coming right up.”

Once the skirt hits the floor, I’m in nothing but a pair of panties. Well, crap. I thought I was in panties. Those are gone too. Oh, that’s right. I took them off while I was sleeping. There they are on the floor, already collecting dust. I wouldn’t ever need those stupid things again. Hey, I wonder if my daddy is an ass man?

“What do you think of this?” I ask, turning around and folding myself in half as I lower my hands to the sofa cushions, baring my creamy round globes to him.

I hear him growl softly, and it makes me just want to shake my money maker. So that’s what I do. It’s all about making Daddy happy and growly.

And hearing him growl makes me so juicy. I feel the thick warmth of my desire sliding down the inside of my thighs.

“Fuck, babygirl. Daddy loves your ass. I’m going to play with it in a minute.”

I turn around, giggling again, and see that he’s gotten out of his chair and is walking my way.

He unzips his pants as his gaze moves up and down my hot body, then pauses in front of me. “But for right now, where does that mouth belong?”

“Around Daddy’s thick meat,” I say.

Hot bolts of lightning shoot through me as I drop to my knees. I reach inside his zipper and feel his erection. Fuck, he’s so hard, and all for me.

At nineteen years of age, I have never ever sucked a dick before. But I know I will suck Daddy like there’s no tomorrow.

I feel how thick his cock is as I pull it out. It throbs in my grip, and it makes my pussy throb too.

“That’s my good girl,” he groans, fisting the hair on top of my head. “Daddy wants you to have fun with his dick, do all those slutty things that you told me you wanted to do.”

I look up at him as I stroke his length, feeling my juices leak to the floor. “I want to be your slut, Daddy. Just you wait…”

I drag my tongue over my lips, then teasingly lick his crown, lapping away the clear drop of fluid that’s peeking from the tip.

His cock twitches, and he growls.

I then suck him past my lips, treating his hot rod like it’s my favorite flavor of lollipops: green apple. Mmm, but Daddy tastes so much better than green apple.

I move my head up and down, coating his length with my spit, my lips, my tongue, and all while listening to him make all these noises. I love making Daddy feel good.

It makes my little clit hum.

“Fuck, babygirl. You really are hungry for Daddy’s dick, aren’t you?”

I grunt a “yeah” as best I can, and he gives a hard thrust, shoving his cock to the way back of my throat. It makes my pussy clench, my walls swell.

Oh god, I’m close to cumming.

Finally.

I reach inside his pants and fondle his balls. They feel like so much fun, and I bet they’re tasty too. So I suck his throbbing member into my mouth and keep on sucking like there’s no tomorrow while I unbutton his pants.

My slutty self wants those balls of his in my mouth.

I hear his breathing become heavier as his pants hit the floor, and while I stroke his hard length, I widen my jaw and bring his scrotum into my hot little mouth, sucking softly on his heavy round sacs.

“Christ, baby…” he groans, tightening his grip in my hair.

I smile inside as I lick every inch of his balls and meat, tracing the tip of my tongue over his thick veins. And when I wrap my lips around his crown once more, his hot seed shoots out. Daddy places his hand on the back of my head and forces himself all the way in my mouth, and all I can do is struggle to swallow his enormous load.

I moan as he groans, feeling my own body give in to the desire. I cum, my nipples pricking and my pussy quivering. I can’t believe I’ve had an orgasm, just from sucking Daddy’s dick. Yet here I am. My hips move in small circles as my breaths come out raspy, little sighs of pleasure escaping me every few seconds.

“Are you cumming, you little dumb slut?”

I nod, and that just encourages him even more. Several more pulses of thick cum spurt out, and I can almost feel my IQ dropping with each swallow.

Gripping the base of his shaft, Daddy ejects himself from my lips. “You’ve made me proud, babygirl. I’ve done a good job of emptying that pretty little brain of yours. From here on out, your only thoughts will be to serve me.”

I lick my lips and stand up. “Yes, Daddy.”

“Would you like a special treat for becoming Daddy’s little slutty airhead?”

I bite my lip and nod eagerly.

“Good. Why don’t we celebrate with a little sixty-nine.”

“Sixty-nine what, Daddy?”

Daddy chuckles and lies down on the couch, his cock stiff as it points to the ceiling. “You wrap those magical lips around my meat while straddling my face. Daddy wants to look up and see that amazing ass of yours while you cum again.”

“Ooooh…” I squeal, getting into position right away.

I feel Daddy’s hands go over my ass as I sink my lips all the way down his length. He’s still hard, and I can taste a little bit of salty precum that makes me moan uncontrollably.

Daddy growls as his tongue slides into my folds, and I can’t help but purr as I begin sucking his erection.

“Ah, fuck,” he groans, sliding a finger inside my warm wet snatch.

God, this feels so good, but I wonder why they call it sixty-nine? Nope! I can’t think or wonder. That’s not allowed.

I’m just Daddy’s little dumb slut, a portal for his hard cock. And right now I’m lucky to have his tongue sliding around my wet pussy.

I wiggle my hips, wanting his finger to go in further, but he pulls it out and slips it inside my tight little butthole. I moan and arch my back, which just causes him to make even more noises as his erection twitches in my mouth.

“Damn, babygirl. You’re gushing on my face…”

I huff through my nose as he lifts his hips off the couch, pumping his rod in and out of my mouth. His tongue slithers back and forth over my clit as he fingerbangs my ass, making me cum on the spot.

I let out my own version of a growl as my legs tremble and my ass quakes violently. My body is experiencing so many new things. And the fact that Daddy’s cock turns to steel just because I’ve had an orgasm is so fucking hot.

He cums in my mouth again as he tugs my hard little pearl past his lips and sticks his finger all the way in my tight sphincter, giving it a slow twist that makes my ass now erupt into a hard orgasm.

Hot ropes of cum shoot to my throat as both of us cum at the same time, our bodies a writhing mess on the couch. My nipples tingle as flutters ripple through me. I wish I could cum like this every day.

Duh! I probably will.

“Daddy needs that pussy now, babygirl. Ride me reverse cowgirl. That’s like a cowgirl, only—”

“I know what that means,” I giggle, sliding down his body and straddling his dick, ass facing him.

“Oh yeah,” he grits out, slapping my ass good and hard as my tight pussy engulfs his crown. “Let Daddy see that slutty little ass shake.”

Heat runs through my veins, hearing him talk dirty to me. His strong hands grip my waist, and he pulls me all the way down over his length, ripping my cherry in one push.

I gasp and fall forward, but the pain quickly disappears. And as Daddy holds my waist, I grind my pussy up and down his length, feeling the flesh of my ass ripple as I ride him like he wants.

“Am I riding your horse good, Daddy?”

“Oh fuck yes, baby. You’re riding Daddy so good, and your pussy … jesus, it’s so fucking tight.”

“Cause it’s never been fucked, Daddy!” I say, pushing up on my hands and bouncing up and down as hard as I can.

He growls, and I end up rolling my hips in a circle, feeling his cock hit my magical pussy spot like his dick was custom made for my cunt.

“Mmm, can I cum on your dick, Daddy?”

“Yes, and do it now,” he chokes out, tightening his grip around my waist.

My nails go into the flesh of his legs, and I whip my ass round and round as I grind away, seeing stars shoot into my periphery as I cum so hard my entire body jerks.

“Fuck,” Daddy says, cumming inside of me so hard it actually spurts out on the sofa below us. “Your pussy is squeezing me dry, punkin.”

“Uh-huh,” I purr, feeling the contractions as they grip him hard, massaging his length in undulations that leave me spent.

I feel weak all over after that last orgasm, but I still don’t have a thought in the world.

Daddy pulls me into his arms and promises to take care of me every day if it’s what I want.

“You are happy, now that your brain is empty, right, babygirl?”

I nod. “Yup. Happy, horny, and dumb, just like you like it.”

I can’t remember why I’m feeling so dumb and horny, but I know it’s what I’ve always wanted.


Daddy’s Friend is Too Old!

(but I don’t care)

Description:

Shelby’s daddy is out of town. But that doesn’t stop him from asking her to keep his older friend Ron company for the night when Ron’s date stands him up.


********

I parted my lips and engulfed the whole thing, wrapping my lips tightly and seductively around the spoon as I scooped off the frozen treat, Ron watching me the whole time with a serious look in his eye.

I moaned softly and rolled my eyes like I was in heaven. “Yummy.”

“I’d say so. I really like a girl who deep throats her dessert.”

I giggled again, but my pussy also tightened as it grew swollen. Ron had this sly grin on his face, then reached over to wipe something off my lips.

“You left a little chocolate here.”

I turned my head slightly and took his finger in my mouth the moment he moved across my lips. His eyes grew wide as he stared at my mouth.

I sucked on his finger, tasting a little bit of chocolate and a whole lot of Ron. It was in that instant that my pussy leaked into my panties, and I was pretty sure the crotch of my jeans was wet.

“Jesus Christ, Shelby. What else can you do with that mouth?”

********


“You want me to what?”

“Go hang out with Ron tonight, sweetie? His date stood him up, and he was really looking forward to meeting her.”

My stomach coiled. I honestly couldn’t believe my ears.

“You realize how disturbing that is, Daddy? That you actually want me to replace your best friend’s date? A man who’s almost sixty? I’m nineteen! Like, young enough to be his granddaughter.”

“Sweetheart, please. He’s broken hearted.”

“Yeah, well, we’ve all been there. I don’t think sending your daughter to replace his date is appropriate at all.”

I heard my daddy grumble something over the phone. Normally he and Ron would be out tonight having drinks at the local sports bar, but Daddy was out of town on business.

“Shelby, you’re not replacing his date. You’re just doing your old man a favor and keeping him company. It’s hard for him to meet women he connects with since he’s on the road all the time. And this woman was all he’d been talking about for weeks. This was supposed to be their second date, and she blew him off in a text message. You of all people should know how rough that is.”

He was right. My last boyfriend broke up with me through a social media messaging app. Thank goodness I hadn’t given him my virginity, or I’d have been really hurt.

Daddy continued. “He’s down in the dumps, and I just thought that since you’re so much fun to be around, your youthful energy might cheer him up.”

Well, great. Now I felt like a big asshole.

“Fine,” I said, letting out a dramatic sigh. “Where is he?”

“At that Mexican place on Main. I’ll call him now and let him know you’re on the way.”

“All right.” I glanced in the mirror, wondering if I even looked decent enough to be seen in public. Today was my day off and I’d been lounging around most of the day. “I’ll be there in half an hour.”

“Thank you, Shelby. I owe you big time.”

I muttered a “no problem” and hung up the phone, then walked to my closet to throw on some jeans and a sweater. After sorting through my favorite pairs, I picked some that were ultra-tight, then immediately had second thoughts. I should probably dress more, I don’t know, matronly. I didn’t want to give Ron the impression that I was trying to impress him.

Then again, I wanted to look nice. Nothing wrong with that, am I right? After all, I just might bump into someone hot who’s also my age. And if I’m dressed in baggy mom jeans or some shit, I won’t be impressing anybody.

I ended up putting on a sweater that was equally tight, then pulled my hair up into a bun before heading out the door.

I got to the restaurant in fifteen minutes, wondering if I would even recognize Ron. He and my daddy were best friends because they both worked as salesmen for the same company. But Ron’s house was much bigger and nicer than ours, so my daddy usually hung out over there with him.

Anyways, it had been several years since I’d even seen him, and he was a little on the chunky side with a goatee and shaggy hair. Daddy had bragged on him a few months ago, about how much weight he had lost, and that he looked like a new man. I hoped I could spot him without too much trouble.

When I walked in, the hostess smiled and greeted me. “Dinner for one?”

“I’m actually meeting someone.”

Just then, I happened to glance behind her and catch a man waving at me. I started walking in his direction, thinking that he slightly resembled Ron. But the goatee was gone, and his hair was neatly trimmed. And when he stood up and flashed me a warm smile, I recognized him right away.

Now I could see why Daddy had been bragging on him so much. Ron was a long, tall, meaty mass of hotness. He had lost weight all right. And replaced every ounce of fat with thick muscles. God, he must hit the gym every day. I took him in from head to toe, and he did the same, making my body hum.

“Shelby, you look as beautiful as I remember.”

I could feel my face blushing, which was strange. I never blushed.

“Ron, you look … amazing.”

He chuckled and pulled my chair out for me. “It took a while, but I finally shed all those unwanted pounds.”

He sat down and passed me a menu. “Well, you did a damn fine job.”

“Thank you,” he said, his deep blue eyes sparkling in a very manly way as he smiled at me again.

Fuck. How had I never known there was such an attractive man underneath all those “unwanted pounds” as he had put it? It made me feel so shallow for not looking beneath the surface.

Then again, there is something extremely sexy about a man who takes pride in his appearance and works hard to make himself look nice, and to care enough about his health to lose weight.

And, I had to admit, Ron didn’t seem so down in the dumps. Not with the way he lit up when he saw me.

“So, your dad told me that your friends cancelled their plans on you tonight and you offered to come here. I hope that’s true, that he didn’t send you here to babysit me.”

I tensed up, sensing that Daddy had lied to placate Ron. But I wasn’t about to rat him out.

“Yeah,” I rolled my eyes. “We were supposed to all go out for dinner and drinks, but one of them got sick so everyone bailed.”

“Well, that sucks. But their loss is my gain.”

I started to giggle, but when I looked at Ron, he wasn’t even remotely cracking a smile. In fact, I saw something else in his eyes. Something that quickly changed the tone.

“I heard your date did the same. Guess some people don’t appreciate when they have a good thing.”

Ron took a sip of his water, keeping his eyes on me. That was the first time my pussy grew hot and wet.

“That’s awfully sweet of you to say. I was good to her, was actually planning to sweep her away for a weekend cruise. But, I suppose there might be another lady out there who would love to go on a cruise with me.”

Okay, now my pussy was clenching. It wasn’t just what he said, it was the way he said it, and the way he was looking at me, the way his eyes floated to my breasts that were sharply outlined by my tight sweater. I could feel my nipples grow hard, and Ron licked his lips as he stared at them.

“I’m one hundred percent certain there is someone who would love that.” I started to raise my hand but thought better of it. Crazy how I’d done such a quick turnaround from when my daddy called me half an hour ago.

He offered me a quick wink, barely noticeable, then tapped the menu with his finger. “Please, get whatever you want.”

“Thanks. This is one of my favorite restaurants.”

“Good. It’s one of mine as well.”

Ron and I chatted throughout dinner. He made me feel so at ease, not like his best friend’s daughter at all. I felt like … his date.

“Did you save room for dessert?”

“I always save room for dessert.”

He laughed softly and ordered one of every dessert item they had on the menu. Granted, there were only four items, but still. I nearly fell out of my chair when the waitress walked away.

“I don’t know if I can eat all that,” I said, leaning back and putting a hand on my tummy.

Ron raised a brow. “I’ve seen you put away the sweets before. I know you have room in that cute little tummy of yours.”

I giggled, recalling a cookout my daddy had when I was younger. Afterwards, I had eaten about half a dozen ice cream sandwiches.

“If you’re referring to the ice cream sandwich incident, I was sick as a dog after that. There was nothing cute about that.”

“I beg to differ, Shelby.” He pointed his gaze to my chest. “Almost everything about you is adorable. Of course now, I’d have to add sexy to that list.”

My body heated, and I bit my lower lip, not sure of how to respond. My cheeks grew warm and flushed redder with every passing second.

“Sorry, didn’t mean to embarrass you.”

“No, you didn’t,” I quickly argued. “I just … wasn’t expecting to … you know … I didn’t think that things would go like this.”

My heart was beating at warp speed. God, I was crazy attracted to Ron. But he was so much older than me. I should care but I didn’t at this point. Fuck it.

“Well, are you at least enjoying yourself?”

There went his eyes, gleaming like they knew something I didn’t. “More than I have in a long time.”

His lips turned up in a smile, and the waitress showed back up with the desserts. Ron dug into the fried ice cream, making sure to get a huge glob of whipped cream and chocolate syrup, then passed the spoon across the table for me. And yeah, I noticed how thick his hands and fingers were.

I parted my lips and engulfed the whole thing, wrapping my lips tightly and seductively around the spoon as I scooped off the frozen treat, Ron watching me the whole time with a serious look in his eye.

I moaned softly and rolled my eyes like I was in heaven. “Yummy.”

“I’d say so. I really like a girl who deep throats her dessert.”

I giggled again, but my pussy also tightened as it grew swollen. Ron had this sly grin on his face, then reached over to wipe something off my lips.

“You left a little chocolate here.”

I turned my head slightly and took his finger in my mouth the moment he moved across my lips. His eyes grew wide as he stared at my mouth.

I sucked on his finger, tasting a little bit of chocolate and a whole lot of Ron. It was in that instant that my pussy leaked into my panties, and I was pretty sure the crotch of my jeans was wet.

“Jesus Christ, Shelby. What else can you do with that mouth?”

I wiggled my eyebrows and pulled the bowl my way to finish the ice cream. “Wouldn’t you like to know.”

“Yes, I would. And I think you’d like to show me.”

I smiled flirtatiously. “Maybe I would.”

“Maybe?” Ron chuckled and ran a hand through his clean-cut, salt-and-pepper hair. “Darlin, the sexual tension between us is so thick, you couldn’t cut it with the sharpest blade on the planet.” He leaned forward, and I got butterflies. “And if I’m being honest, there are a few things I’d like to show you. Make that body of yours forget any boy you’ve ever been with.”

“Oh,” I whispered, so turned on by his words that my clit actually throbbed, hard. I didn’t correct him by telling him I’d never been with anyone. I didn’t want to kill the mood. Plus, I rather liked the thought of him assuming I knew what I was doing.

We finished maybe half of the dessert before Ron waved down the waitress to pay our bill. I was so nervous but also extremely aroused. My body was on fire and I knew that I was about to give my virginity to my daddy’s older friend.

I couldn’t think of a better person, really. Ron was practically like family to me. I knew he’d never let anyone hurt me. And with his age and experience, I was fairly certain that he would know how to treat my aching, virgin body. So many of my friends complained about their boyfriends rushing, or not knowing how or where to touch them. But one of my friends had dated an older guy, and all she talked about was how good he was in bed, how attentive.

I expected no less from Ron.

He walked me to my car and stood close to me as I unlocked the door. “Is it presumptuous for me to assume you’d like to come to my house?”

“No. Not at all.”

“Good. You can follow me.”

I remembered where Ron’s house was, but I stayed close behind him the whole way. He was a gentleman, too, rushing to my car and opening the door the moment I pulled in his driveway.

I was checking him out as we walked inside the house, noticing how nice an ass he had, and how long and thick his legs were. My mind naturally “went” there, thinking if that part of him was thick, just like his hands, his dick probably was. Doesn’t take a rocket scientist to figure that shit out.

He led me inside and asked me if I wanted something to drink, and I figured a glass of ice water couldn’t hurt. It felt as though the blood coursing through my veins was on fire.

Ron dropped some ice in a glass right as my phone vibrated. I didn’t want to check it, but I was thinking it might be Daddy. Sure enough, it was him, messaging me to see if I’d had a decent time with Ron.

“Daddy checking in?” he asked, handing me the glass.

I glanced up at him, taking the water and setting it aside. “Thanks. And yes. He wants to know if we had fun. What should I tell him?”

Ron slid the phone from my fingers and set it on the counter. “You let me worry about Daddy. Right now, all you need to worry about is giving me access to that perfect body of yours.”

Sparks of electricity danced along my flesh, puckering it up as tight as my nipples. Ron pressed his body to mine and gripped the back of my head before planting a soft but possessive kiss on my lips, parting my mouth with his warm, hungry tongue.

I couldn’t help but moan as his free hand glided down my back, cupped my ass, and pulled me close to him. His erection was prominent, and it made my insides quiver with need.

But then I got to thinking about how he was probably used to women who were more experienced, and I worried about not being “woman” enough for him. So I gently pushed him away.

“What is it, darlin?” He asked with a look of concern.

“I just …” I took in a deep breath, and he brushed some hair from my face. “I haven’t ever done this. I’m still a virgin.”

I thought I heard a sound ripple up his throat. He pulled me close to him, cupping my ass again. “If that’s supposed to deter me from wanting you, it doesn’t. Hell, Shelby, it only makes me need you that much more. Can’t you feel my rock-hard cock?”

It twitched inside his pants, against the small of my belly, making my pussy throb. “It’s kinda hard not to notice it.”

“I’m going to make you feel so good, baby,” he growled, pressing his erection into me. “That’s the beauty in being with an older man such as myself. I’m not in any hurry when it comes to pleasing my lady. And, I promise it won’t hurt. Let me show you how gentle your daddy’s older friend can be.”

Feeling reassured, I let a moan escape my lips as Ron kissed me again. I damn near melted into a puddle as he put some space between us and got busy undoing my snug jeans, popping the button loose and unzipping the zipper.

He slipped his hand down the front, and I instinctively parted my legs to give him access to my wet pussy.

Ron breathed into my mouth, groaning as he discovered my soaked panties. I felt his fingers teasing my clit through the thin silky material and I thrust my pelvis in his direction, heat sizzling across my skin.

“Mmm, what a wet little pussy,” he moaned, taking a brief reprieve from kissing me to lift my sweater and expose my chest. He pulled his hands from my pants and softly dragged a finger over my lower lip, leaving behind a trail of my desire, then pressed his lips to mine to taste me. More sounds came up his throat, mingling with mine when his fingers went down the front of my pants again.

“Fuck, you taste like honey, baby.”

I smiled, and he turned his attention to my bra, popping the snap in the front and forcing my breasts to spill out. He placed his lips right over my nipple as his hand now pushed inside of my panties and into my wet, swollen folds.

I fell back against the counter, legs spread and trembling as Ron sucked my hard buds and diddled my clit.

I watched his tongue flit back and forth over the sensitive bumps as his finger, slick with my thick juices, glided over my erect bundle of nerves. I was so used to controlling my own orgasms that handing over that power to another man was strange but oh-so erotic and so much better than doing it myself.

“I feel your little clit getting hard,” Ron said, groping my tit in his large hand. “I’d love to feel it bouncing on my finger.”

He planted a few kisses along my mounds, then softly sank his teeth around my areola while flicking my bean. I felt that familiar burn, the one I get right before cumming, and I when it swept over me it did so hard and fast.

I tightened my fingers in Ron’s hair and came, bucking my hips as he swirled his finger in slow circles and dragged his tongue over my breasts.

Fuck, it was so intense, I wanted to do it again.

“Damn it, baby. I need to get you undressed so I can plop your little fanny right up here on this counter and get myself something to eat,” Ron said.

Eat? He wanted to eat at a time like this? I wondered how he could even think about food, when he suddenly tugged off my sweater and pulled my pants down to my ankles.

He then lifted me up and set me on the counter, the cool formica biting my rear end. I smiled as he slid off my heels and set them on the floor, then pulled my jeans completely off.

“I like a woman in heels,” he said, slipping them back on my feet.

“I’ll have to remember that,” I replied, watching him drag a chair my way.

“Oh yeah, and I especially like the way they feel digging into my shoulders.”

I parted my lips and pulled in a breath as he sat in the chair and lifted my legs, resting the bottom of my shoes on his shoulders.

Oh, he wanted something to “eat.”

God, I was dumb.

Ron cupped my ass and pulled me to the edge of the counter before burying his face between my legs. His warm wet tongue parted my folds as his hands reached up to fondle my tits.

I was in heaven as he drank from my honey pot, his moans of pleasure no match for mine as he brought me to ecstasy. I rolled my hips in soft circles as he nibbled my pearl, twisted my nipples, then flicked the sensitive tissue with the tip of his tongue while kneading my breasts.

It didn’t take long for me to cum again, this time holding his head steady as my upper body thrashed. Even after the last few shudders had subsided, and I was huffing to catch my breath, Ron kept licking away, forcing me to the edge of my third orgasm before stopping and leaving me hanging.

He pushed the chair back as I sat there breathless, watching him get undressed. His body was amazing, with salt and pepper chest hair to match that on his head and washboard abs. Anyone who said older men didn’t have it going on had obviously never been with my daddy’s best friend.

When he was in nothing but his underwear, I could see the outline of his cock, and it looked bigger than I expected. I felt the fear wash over me once again as he tugged them down, allowing his erection to spring forth, long and hard and throbbing.

Ron walked to me and stood between my legs, grabbing my hand and pulling it to his thick meat. “I’m gonna let you guide it in, baby. Move at your own pace.”

I couldn’t help but smile as I felt how hard he was. My wet and swollen virgin pussy was throbbing in sync with his cock, and when I moved my hand up and down, I felt it bounce a few times in my grip.

Ron pulled me in for a kiss, his tongue doing things to my mouth that made my juices leak out even more. I slid my fanny forward and angled his cock to the entrance of my pussy, enjoying the soft little growls that came from his mouth as I bucked my hips a little.

Fuck, it felt so good to have something that hard and thick go inside of me, so I moved my tight fist down to the root of his cock and slid my pussy over it a little more. I got into a rhythm of fucking just the head of his cock, both of us deliriously horny as he went in a little deeper each time.

I’d never used a dildo, but I had fingered myself a few times, so I knew my hymen was no longer there. So there wasn’t any pain. And as wet as I was, he was slipping and sliding in and out of my hot tunnel with ease now.

The pressure of him stretching me was so strong yet so good, I just wanted to feel him jack-hammering my cunt. So, I stuck it halfway in and wrapped my arms around his neck.

“You do the rest,” I purred, slowly inching down his thick erection.

He growled and grabbed my ass before sliding me off the counter and sinking balls deep inside of me. Heat erupted through my core as he went all the way in.

I hooked my ankles behind his back as our bodies became a tangled mess. And then Ron sank his teeth into my neck as he held my hips and pounded his dick into me.

With my tits pressed against his hairy chest and holding onto him as tightly as I could, Ron fucked my pussy good and hard, standing there in the kitchen. His balls slapped the underside of my pussy as I came again, my walls clenching around his manhood, shivering from head to toe from the sheer bliss of it all.

“Holy fuck, baby. I can’t hold back inside this sweet pussy of yours.”

“Cum inside of me, then. Give it to me until I’m dripping,” I cried out.

With one hand on the back of my head and the other sealed over the crack of my ass, he roared as he came, his orgasm so strong I felt the warmth of his cum slipping out of me, felt the violent twitch of his steely girth with each burst of seed.

It seemed to go on forever, but the next thing I knew, Ron was lying me on the couch and covering my body with kisses as his cum spilled out of me.

“Mmm, this sweet little body of yours … I’m gonna make you my wife, baby. Bring you orgasms like that every night.”

“You better ask Daddy’s permission,” I said with a smile. “He’s old-fashioned like that.”

“I’ll make sure your daddy gives us his blessing. Don’t you worry about a thing.”

Ron got on top of me and kissed the inside of my neck. Damn, I was one lucky girl.


~The End~

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