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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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Excerpt from Daddy Dumbs Me Down:

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.”

********
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