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Stuck on a Bus with Daddy

19-year-old Annie is on a long road trip with Will, the only man she’s ever trusted. When night falls, they huddle beneath a blanket, and things take an… unexpected turn.


I stared out the window, at the snow on the ground that glistened in the moonlight, thankful that we were heading somewhere warm and sunny. This winter had been brutal, and Will was taking us on an extended vacation in Florida so we could spend some time with his family.

We were going to fly, but I’m terrified of planes. I know, it’s ridiculous that a nineteen year old like myself should be afraid to fly, but I couldn’t help it.

To top it off, this morning, when we were getting ready to leave, Will’s car broke down. We had it towed to the mechanic’s, then bought bus tickets because Will has a family reunion tomorrow, and he didn’t want to miss it.

Will isn’t my family, but he’s pretty much like a father figure to me. You see, I grew up being shuttled from foster home to foster home because my parents died when I was little. And Will’s daughter and I used to be best friends, but she got mixed up in drugs and has basically dissed every one she used to know, family included.

He’s so big and strong, and incredibly sexy. Like, I really can’t figure out why he’s still single. I guess it’s a good thing for me, though, because last year, when I turned eighteen, I officially became an adult. I did not want to stay with the family I’d been living with for the last six months, and Will asked me to move in with him, saying that he would take care of me.

I was blown away by his generosity, and of course I took him up on the offer.

Every now and then I catch myself calling him “daddy” and the first time it happened, I was so embarrassed. He simply smiled and said I could call him that if I wanted, even though he wasn’t my daddy.

“Are you nervous about meeting the rest of my family?” Will asked.

“Not really. Especially if they’re as nice as you.”

I smiled at Will, and his eyes floated to my lips. He had been doing that a lot lately. I also noticed that I was looking at him a little differently, and these ripples of nervous pleasure floated through my belly and shot down between my legs when I noticed him looking at me differently.

I wasn’t sure what it all meant. I mean, I was nineteen and Will was forty-three. Granted, he looked young for his age, but still, he probably wanted someone his own age. Not some young thing who had never been with a man.

“You’re nice too, Annie,” he said, resting his hand on my leg. “And I’m sure they’re going to love you.”

I sat there, frozen. Heat rushed through my core, and my nipples hardened. Okay, Will had touched me hundreds of times. But never had it felt like this.

And never had my body responded like this.

I felt a familiar throb in that place where I was suddenly desperate to touch myself.

“I … I hope so,” I stammered.

Will pulled his hand away and stretched. Most of the passengers around us were drifting to sleep. The inside of the bus was now dimly lit, and I started to get a little sleepy myself. It was almost eleven o’clock, and we were expected to reach Florida around six in the morning. I should probably try to get some shuteye.

“Think you’re going to get any sleep?” Will asked, leaning over and shoulder bumping me.

“I was just thinking I should try. I’m pretty tired.”

He tapped his arm. “Feel free to lean on me if you want. I’ll probably pass out myself.”

My flesh grew hot and I smiled, nodding my head. “Yeah, I just may do that. Right now, though, I’m going to cover up with a blanket.”

Since Will was in the aisle seat, he jumped up and reached inside the overhead compartment. “I’ll get it for you.”

“Thank you.”

Within a few seconds, he pulled down my extra-large fuzzy blanket that he had given me for Christmas last year. He also handed me a travel pillow, pushing one underneath his head. We both adjusted our seats back just a few inches and when I spread my blanket out, some of it covered one of Will’s legs.

He glanced down and I fluffed it out again. “We can share if you want.”

“You sure?” Will licked his lips. “I can tuck you in, if you’d rather.”

I laughed softly, remembering the time last year when I was sick and running a fever. He had fetched this very blanket and covered me as I lay on the couch, tucking the corners in all around me.

“No, it’s fine. Here, take some.”

I got settled in my chair as he pulled the other half of the blanket over his legs. “Thank you, sweetheart. Good night,” he whispered.

“Good night,” I whispered back.

I closed my eyes and drifted to sleep, thinking about how lucky I was to have such an amazing man in my life.

A short while later, I awoke as the bus hit some rough patches in the road. My head had rolled to the side, and my leg had fallen over to where it was leaning against Will’s leg. A warm spot bloomed on my inner thigh.

And that’s when I realized it was Will’s hand.

I didn’t move, but my eyes grew wide. I slowly and cautiously moved my gaze in his direction to see if he was awake. But his eyes were closed and his face, relaxed. Um, okay. This was awkward.

I tried to gently lift his hand and move it over to his side, but then he sniffed and squeezed, digging his fingers into my flesh as if he were hanging on for dear life. I gave up and went back to sleep, the soft hum that filled the bus becoming a relaxing sound.

I woke up a while later again in the middle of a dream. A real kinky dream as a matter of fact. I was in a library reading an oversized book of pornographic images. I was extremely aroused, to say the least, so I used the corner of the book to rub against my pussy.

It was so real that I could still feel that sensation when I awoke. And it didn’t take long to figure out why.

Will’s hand had traveled further down my leg, and he was rubbing my labia with one of his fingers.

I held my breath for a moment, wondering if I were still dreaming. If I was, it was awfully real.

I was afraid to look to my right, for fear that Will would see me looking at him. So I just glanced around in front of me. Everyone was asleep. It was the middle of the night, and here I was, being touched by the only man in my life I cared about and trusted.

I closed my eyes again, and that’s when Will began to apply pressure to the seam of my jeans, rubbing right where my clit was. I huffed and rolled my hips upward, and Will made a throaty sound.

He leaned over, until his shoulder brushed against mine, and whispered, “Daddy wants to feel your pussy, baby.”

Oh god. Was this really happening?

My nipples pricked into hard points underneath my long-sleeved shirt, and my walls throbbed hard. I could feel my pussy getting so swollen, and it was like every unwritten rule about not getting involved with your best friend’s dad was tossed out the window.

“Wh—what do I do, Daddy? How?”

It’s not like I could take my clothes off or anything.

“Like this, sweetheart.”

I watched the blanket move as his hand traveled to my button. I sucked in my gut as he popped it loose, then somehow managed to tug down the zipper.

My face grew hot, my cheeks no doubt burning a bright red. It’s not like anyone could even see, or even know, what we were doing. So I don’t know why I was blushing.

Maybe I wasn’t actually blushing.

Maybe I was just that … turned on.

He pressed his lips to my ear. “Do you want Daddy to play with your pussy, baby? Make this trip a whole lot more fun.”

I huffed as he started to slide his hand down my jeans, nodding my head and muttering a “yes.” I was a little concerned that someone might hear what he was saying, but he was barely audible for me due to all the road noise from this huge bus.

“Mmm, that’s good… makes me happy…”

I tugged the blanket higher, tucking it under my chin so that I was completely covered, everything but my face, basically. I then gripped the sides of my jeans and pulled them down just enough so that Daddy could get at my horny little snatch a little easier.

He let out a soft noise as his fingers slid between my folds, and my heart began hammering inside my chest, making me almost dizzy.

“Just relax,” Daddy whispered. “All you have to do is sit there, baby. Daddy will make you feel so good.”

I whimpered as his fingers went deeper, forcing my pussy to clench. I must have been drenched, and as he inserted his finger partway inside my opening, I had to bite my lip to keep quiet.

He pulled it out almost right away and began circling my clit. I clenched my ass cheeks, rolling my hips up and down in short bursts. It felt as though electric pulses were dancing along my skin as he played with me.

“Oh Daddy,” I whispered, coming closer and closer to reaching orgasm.

He really knew what to do, too, like he knew just how to touch me. Which was pretty amazing considering the fact that he didn’t have a whole lot of room to work with.

That’s probably what was making this so hot, the fact that we had to keep quiet, hide our noises and the way he was touching me.

Daddy must have fingered my pussy for the better part of ten minutes, bringing me to the edge only to stop and leave me shuddering. At one point, he used his other hand to reach over and lightly grope my breasts still hidden under the blanket, allowing his fingers to softly pinch my nipples.

I was practically panting by the time he let me cum, finally.

I had stuck my hand under my shirt and fondled my own nipples, tweaking them and twisting them while Daddy wiggled the tip of his finger right over my swollen bundle of nerves.

I clamped my teeth over my bottom lip as I came, throwing a hand to Daddy’s thigh and squeezing it tightly. My pussy contracted hard, over and over, as I held back the whimper. Daddy leaned over and growled softly in my ear.

“Fuck, baby, you’ve made me hard as a fucking rock.” With that, he gripped my wrist and tugged it to his crotch, forcing me to feel his erection. Not that I minded at all.

I was still cumming, my pulse thrumming in my neck, and thick, copious amounts of my desire dribbling out of me when I felt his cock through his jeans.

“You wanna make Daddy feel good, too, baby doll?”

I nodded enthusiastically, curious about how we would manage that. But Daddy didn’t seem concerned at all.

He undid his pants, and with the blanket still covering both of us and obscuring any sort of activity, I felt his manhood pop out. I had to get my arm in the right position to be able to grip him with my right hand, and he had to pull the blanket up to his chest in order to hide that.

But the moment I felt how hard and hot his steely cock was, I damn near forgot where we were or what my name was.

“Ooooh, yeah,” he whispered, wrapping his fingers around mine as they encompassed his girth.

I had never stroked a cock before, so I had no comparison in my head. But from what I could tell, Daddy was thick.

His length throbbed and it was so erotic that it made my walls ache to be penetrated. I just wished we could go somewhere and I could feel his thickness sliding into me.

I moved my fist up and down, and Daddy sort of held the blanket up so you couldn’t see any movement, just to be on the safe side.

I felt cream ooze from my warm cunt as I used my fingers to feel every inch of him. The veins that lined his flesh, the skin pulled taut from him being at maximum hardness, the sticky fluid that pulsed from his slit every time I brushed my thumb over the tip.

I listened to his breathing, noticing the way he blew out these soft little breaths. His length throbbed and twitched as I began pumping my small fingers up and down.

I loved making my daddy feel good like this. Now, I just wish I could taste him, and let him fuck me. But for now, I was content to live in the moment.

“Baby…” he whispered.

I tightened my grip around his girth, using his own precum as a jelly-like lubricant bringing him to climax. My own cunt clenched in anticipation of his imminent release.

I felt him turn to steel, felt a hard twitch, and right at that moment, he moved my hand up to catch his hot cum as it pulsed out, landing in my palm. Fuck, it was so sexy. I squeezed his shaft and quickened my pace, hearing him let out a throaty breath as the slick sounds of my hand jerking off his cum-covered cock sounded from under the blanket.

Thank fuck everyone around us was asleep and we had this giant blanket hiding what we were up to, because if not for that, I think I would have jumped up and straddled his cock right then and there.

“God, that was good,” Daddy said under his breath.

I couldn’t help but smile. “I enjoyed it equally, Daddy.”

What a sticky mess my hand was now. But it wouldn’t be sticky for long. Feeling very naughty, I brought my hand out from under the blanket and licked all of his cum away, savoring the earthy and salty flavor.

“I can see that you enjoyed it. And you’re still enjoying it,” he smiled.

I giggled, and he moved his hand to my pussy again, this time sinking several fingers inside, going all the way to my innermost depths.

I drew in a rushed breath as he instantly found my g-spot and began massaging it, moving his fingers in and out slowly to drag out the pleasure. My eyes fluttered closed and my head hit the headrest behind me as Daddy used the meaty flesh of his palm to stimulate my clit while finger-fucking me.

I huffed as he inserted a third finger, making it feel like he was stretching me to the hilt. And right as he found my g-spot again, the pleasure shot all the way to my toes. I chewed on the inside of my cheeks because I wanted to scream out loud.

“Cum on my fingers,” Daddy muttered in my ear. “Let me feel how tight your walls are gonna grip me when I fuck you tomorrow.”

Okay, that did it. I grunted as I came, bright colors blinding my field of vision in the most intense orgasm of my life.

Daddy continued to finger me, keeping me on the edge as another orgasm overtook me several minutes later. I had never been good at giving myself multiple Os, but here was Daddy doing it like it was an Olympic sport or something and he was going for the gold medal.

“Such a good girl… Daddy can’t wait to claim that pussy.”

He smiled as he pulled his hand from my pants and licked his fingers clean. Watching him turned me on all over again.

“Oh yeah,” he said, “I’m gonna use my mouth on you, too.”

“I would expect nothing less,” I said, grinning ear to ear.

We spent the rest of the trip snuggled under the blanket. And getting to Florida couldn’t come fast enough.


Daddy Makes Me Visit Him in Jail

Carly gets word that the older man in her life demands she visit him in jail. But when she arrives, she discovers Jack wants to do much more than just play “catch up.” And the prison guard wants a shot at the action as well.


Carly was brushing her hair when her twin sister barged in.

“Girl, you need to get on down to the jailhouse. Jack says you haven’t visited him yet.”

“I’ve been a little busy. Is he upset with me?” Carly asked, hoping she hadn’t disappointed him.

“Well, I wouldn’t say he’s exactly thrilled. He’s our daddy, and he’s been locked up behind bars for six months with another six to go. You ought to go and say hi, show your support. I just hung up with him, and he said he wants you there at four o’clock today, sharp.”

Carly nodded before Nancy left the room, and when she glanced at the time, she saw that it was already two o’clock.

Jack wasn’t technically Carly and Nancy’s daddy; he was their older friend. They had met him last year, right after turning eighteen. At the time, the twins were looking for a place to rent, and Jack had let them both move into his basement apartment, promising to take care of them as long as they called him “daddy” and took care of his manly needs.

Carly was still a virgin, though. So, Jack hadn’t taken her to bed just yet. He seemed to be relatively satisfied with Nancy. And he treated them both wonderfully. But then he got arrested for embezzlement at his firm and was sentenced to three years in jail. Carly had wanted to visit him, but she had been really busy with her part-time job. Plus, she just assumed he only wanted to see Nancy, since they were the ones who were lovers.

Carly sorted through her closet, trying to find something that would be fitting for a jailhouse visit. She had extremely large breasts, which she worried might stir up a bit of arousal in the other inmates, if they even saw her. So she pulled on a sheer camisole without a bra, then covered that with an oversized sweatshirt. After picking a cute pair of leggings and stepping into a pair of sneakers, she dabbled on some makeup then twisted her hair into two ponytails on the sides of her head.

As she got in her car, she caught her reflection in the rear-view mirror and thought she looked pretty and cute. And then she found herself wondering why she had made herself up like this. Could it be that she actually wanted to impress Jack?

Before his arrest earlier in the year, Carly had turned 19, and that was when her sex drive really surged. While she had never fantasized about Jack specifically, she would often wake up touching herself, rubbing her little bundle of nerves with the softest touch from her index finger.

But she would always stop before cumming. Carly wanted her first orgasm to be with another man, and she wanted him to be the one to induce that blissful reaction. But who would that man be? She was on the shy side, and didn’t really go out all that much, unless she was with Nancy.

How was she ever going to meet a man worthy of her virginity?

Carly arrived at the jail, and, after going through a few bureaucracies, was led to a visiting room. Once inside, the heat slammed into her. She also thought it looked awfully vacant and sterile. With a rectangular table and two simple chairs, she wondered if this was where they would have to stay for the entire two hours that they had together.

“He’ll be in here shortly, miss. Just make yourself comfortable.”

“Thank you,” Carly answered, walking to the window across the room and looking out at the courtyard below. She wondered if it would be possible for them to spend some time outdoors, enjoy the crisp, cool air and plentiful sunshine.

And that made her feel sad for the life that he must be leading here, to be stuck inside these depressing four walls and unable to roam free. Granted, he was guilty of the crime he committed, but it didn’t stop her from caring about the man she had grown to think of as a daddy.

“Hey, baby.”

His voice surprised her. She didn’t even hear the door open. When she spun around, she saw him standing there in an orange jumpsuit. She was used to seeing him in business suits, so it took her by surprise.

“Daddy? Hi.” Carly clasped her hands behind her back and slowly approached him, fanning her sweater to help cool her down.

Jack walked in her direction as the guard behind him shut the door. “I see Nancy gave you my message.”

She smiled shyly, feeling guilty. “Yes, she did. I’m sorry I haven’t come to visit. I … I just didn’t think you really wanted me to.”

He narrowed his brow for a moment, then nodded to the table. “Let’s have a seat, catch up a bit.”

Carly sat at the table, directly across from him, letting her gaze travel over his face. He looked tired, rugged. Like life in the big house was wearing him out. But underneath that she could still see the handsome man who she was living with just six months ago, who always made sure she had everything she needed.

His eyes searched her face. “Why in the world would you think I wouldn’t want you to come to visit me, baby?”

“I don’t know. You and Nancy…” Suddenly, Carly felt a burn in her throat, and she bit her lip to fight back the tears.

Where in the world were those coming from?

Her daddy leaned forward, took her hand in his. “Me and Nancy what?”

After the sting of the bite wore off, she cleared her throat and felt a little better. “You and Nancy have been visiting. I just assumed she’d catch you up on what’s been going on in my life.”

He started tracing soft patterns over the top of her hand. “Sweetheart, Nancy has kept me apprised of what’s been going on with you. That doesn’t mean I don’t want to see you. In the flesh.”

She smiled, feeling her cheeks bloom, mostly from embarrassment. But also because it was just so damn hot. She fanned her face.

“Can we go outside or something, Daddy? It’s hot as blazes in here.”

Jack gave the guard a sideways glance, and Carly thought she caught her daddy nod quickly.

“Unfortunately, I’m not allowed to go outside on Mondays, baby. Why don’t you take that oversized sweatshirt off, and I’ll ask Vinnie to turn the heat down.”

“Um…” Carly didn’t want to take off her sweatshirt. Not with the thin little see-through camisole she was wearing.

“Vinnie, turn the thermostat down, would you?”

“You got it, boss,” Vinnie said.

Carly thought it odd that the guard was calling Jack, the prisoner, “boss.” Not only that, after twisting the knob on the wall, he locked the door—the single entry-point to this room.

“Go ahead, baby. It’s just the two of us.”

With sweat dripping down her back, and a feeling of faintness threatening to take hold, Carly felt as though she didn’t have a choice.

“Okay, but don’t look, Daddy. I’m not wearing much under here.”

“Mmm, I won’t look. Promise.”

Carly tugged the thick, heavy material over her head and set it on the table, and she immediately cooled down. It was so sudden, that it made her nipples grow hard, clawing at the satiny material of the camisole.

And of course, she watched as Jack’s eyes dropped right to her chest. “Great god in heaven.”

“Daddy!” she said, horrified as she crossed her arms over her chest. “You said you wouldn’t look.”

He licked his lips eagerly. “I said I wouldn’t look. But baby, I didn’t know you had such spectacular tits.”

Well, that made Carly’s pussy swell with need. She was speechless. Almost.

“I … I do?”

Her daddy blew out a hard breath through his lips and pointed his gaze at her chest once again. “Yes, baby. In fact, I’m glad that this little situation has … arisen. It leads me to the main reason I brought you here.”

Carly’s heart began to beat a little faster, feeling the lust-filled tension suddenly bloom between them.

“Why is that, Daddy?”

“Come on over here and sit in my lap, and I’ll show you.”

Carly swallowed down her nervousness as she glanced at Vinnie the guard. He was watching them, slowly pacing the floor.

“Is it allowed?”

“Of course, it’s allowed. I wouldn’t ask if it weren’t.” Jack pushed his chair out several feet and tapped the tops of his legs. “Come on over, baby. Daddy’s missed you, and he wants a hug from his good girl.”

With sweat-covered palms, Carly walked to him and sat in his lap, wrapping an arm around his neck. She’d hugged her daddy many times but never displayed this sort of closeness with him. Her body hummed softly, seductively, in a way that made her feel warm all over.

Jack put a hand on top of her legs and smoothed it up and down. “I’ve always been fond of you. But I know you’ve never been with a man, have you?”

Carly bit her lip and shook her head, feeling her nipples start to tingle. “No, Daddy. I’ve never been with a man. I’ve kept myself pure. I … don’t know that I’ll ever meet someone who will want me.”

“Why would you think that, baby?” he asked, sliding his hand further up her leg and coming dangerously close to her heated pussy.

Carly searched deep to find the words she was trying to say, but it was getting more and more difficult with her daddy’s hand climbing up her thigh. “I’m just too shy to even meet anyone. I don’t know…”

He squeezed her thigh, then started moving up her arm. “You know how beautiful you are, right?”

Carly looked into his eyes. “You think so?” She always thought she was average.

“Jesus Christ, honey. Yes.”

Carly smiled, feeling that warmth flood her again.

He made his way up to her shoulder and traced his finger along her chest before dragging it lazily over her nipple.

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

“Daddy…” she whispered.

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

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

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

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

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

“Mm, Daddy is going to show you just how beautiful you are to me, you know that?”

Licking her lips nervously, Carly didn’t answer. Jack pressed a hand to the back of her head and pulled her in for a soft, wet kiss, letting his tongue probe her mouth. She opened up for him, taking his tongue and giving him hers.

After several minutes of kissing, he stood them up and pulled her camisole all the way off. She instinctively covered herself, but her daddy pulled her arms gently down.

“No, baby. You will not be ashamed of that gorgeous body of yours. Now, show Daddy just how sexy you are by taking off your pants, too.”

Feeling as if she were in a trance, Carly slid the leggings down and used her toes to pull off her sneakers. Now that she was completely bared before him, Carly felt a freedom she had never known. A fire blazed through her skin as Jack cupped her pussy and softly probed her folds.

“Mm, so wet. Daddy wants a taste.” Using a foot, Jack dragged the chair closer to him and sat down before running his hands over the curve of her hips.

Carly bit her lip, enjoying the sensation of his touch and how it ignited more lust underneath her flesh. He reached forward and touched her again, this time getting his fingers wet and gently circling her clitoris.

Carly bucked her hips slightly, fighting a sudden and intense urge to cum. She cupped her breasts and started panting as he teased her bundle of nerves.

Just then, Carly felt Vinnie’s hands on her shoulders, his body heat behind her. She should have been unnerved, but instead, she felt safe because her daddy was right here. He wouldn’t let anyone hurt her. Even in prison.

“Hold her up for me,” her daddy said. “Spread those legs nice and wide.”

“You got it boss.”

Carly gasped as Vinnie picked her up, placing his big meaty hands on the insides of her thighs and spreading them, forcing her legs to part and expose her tender flower. She leaned against the guard’s chest as her daddy burrowed his face between her legs and darted his tongue into her heated pussy.

Her hands fisted his hair as he licked and nibbled, making her tremble from head to toe. “Oh god…oh Daddy…” she moaned, feeling her thighs quiver uncontrollably.

“Cum for me, baby. Let me feel how much you need me.”

Huffing and panting, Carly moved her hips up and down as Vinnie tightened his grip on her legs. Jack used his fingers to spread apart her lips, forcing her clit to pop out. He wiggled his tongue over the sensitive surface, pushing Carly into a violent, earth-shattering orgasm that rocked her entire body.

She squealed, then bit her lip to keep silent, worried someone would hear.

“Make all the noise you want, sweetheart. Nobody’s coming in here.” Her daddy took only a brief pause from eating her out to encourage her verbal outburst.

With a smile, she pushed his head away when he went back at it, feeling as though it was too much. Vinnie set her back down on her feet, and her daddy stood up right away, pulling her into his arms as her legs quaked.

“I hope you like giving as much as you enjoyed receiving, princess.”

Carly’s face turned red as she thought about sucking her daddy’s cock. Giving blowjobs was something she fantasized about, never realizing she would have the privilege of committing such a sinful act right here in prison, and on the man she called “daddy.”

“I’m sure I will, Daddy.”

Jack tossed her leggings on the floor, then instructed Carly to kneel on the fabric. He tugged down a zipper on his orange jumpsuit as she waited patiently to see his manhood. When she first saw it, her mouth watered, saliva pooling in her mouth as he angled it at her lips.

“Kiss my cock, baby. And then suck it past your lips and devour it.”

Carly looked up at her daddy, feeling nervous but also inflamed with lust. A quick sideways glance at Vinnie showed he was also tugging his zipper down, and her heart began to race.

She parted her lips and gripped the base of his shaft, feeling the heated pulse beneath her fingers. Clear fluid oozed from the small opening, and she pressed her lips over the center of it, feeling it coat her lips.

“Good god,” her daddy muttered.

Carly licked away the fluid, falling in love with the salty taste. And the way her daddy grabbed onto her ponytails only made her flesh grow hotter. The need to suck was suddenly … unbearable.

Carly wrapped her hot lips around his engorged cock and pushed herself all the way down, with a little help from her daddy of course. She could hear the growls erupting from his throat as he guided her head back and forth, gripping her ponytails like a handlebar to control her movements.

She loved the way he twitched against the roof of her mouth, responding to her tongue as it slathered over the veiny length of his manhood. Her pussy grew wetter, throbbing as she fantasized about his cock driving in and out of her cunt.

Carly sucked in her lips and began to moan, when she felt something slick brushing against her cheek. Her daddy pulled her off of his cock and turned her head to the side. And there, just inches away from her lips was Vinnie’s cock, just as thick and throbbing as Jack’s.

The guard pressed his hand to the top of her head and pushed himself past her lips. She grunted as he went all the way to the back of her throat, thrusting his hips like a wild animal as he fucked her mouth.

Carly gagged and choked, when she was finally offered a brief reprieve, being pulled back onto her daddy’s dick. She sucked and licked as he became rougher with her, holding her hair and grinding his pelvis, rubbing the head of his shaft against her tonsils.

“Fuck, baby. I hope you’re thirsty.”

She felt a hard pulse, then warm fluid gushed in her mouth before sliding down her throat. She coughed slightly, right before her daddy pulled out and shot a little more cum on her tongue.

Carly’s pussy grew hotter, wetter, and clenched at the way she was being manhandled. She slid her tongue over his length, swirling his seed around the inside of her mouth as he continued to pump in and out.

She was then passed back to Vinnie’s cock, her breathing ragged as she sucked him into her mouth and bobbed her head. Vinnie grunted and groaned as she worked his length over, and when he came, she felt her own juices dripping out of her like a faucet.

“For being such an innocent thing, you sure are good at sucking,” Vinnie said.

“She’s a good girl because she loves her daddy, don’t you, baby?” Jack held her chin as Vinnie pumped the last bit of seed in her mouth, and Carly nodded in affirmation as she gulped down the thick, hot fluid.

Her lips were raw and puffy as the men paused, but when she opened her eyes, she saw that they were both still rock hard, their cocks still pointed at the ceiling of the prison, red and slick with saliva.

Jack lifted Carly off the floor and spun her around, pushing her gently over the table. Her nipples pricked at the cold surface, and she gripped the edge of the table, pulling in a quick breath as her daddy’s cock slid between her legs.

“Guess I should have warned you it would take more than a prison sentence to keep my rigid cock out of your pussy, sweet baby. But … better late than never.”

Carly trembled, her hot desire trickling down the insides of her legs as her daddy pushed inside of her with one thrust, filling and stretching her to the hilt.

Her head fell to the table as he gripped her hips and began working his way in and out of her. Carly bit her lip as he moved behind her, his thick girth sliding through her slick, tight walls. She could feel how swollen she was, how wet and receptive her aching pussy was to him.

Her walls tightened as he wrapped his fingers around her ponytails and tugged, thrusting deeper and deeper with each push. Her mind went into a state of bliss as he pummeled her harder, faster, sending her toppling into an orgasm that made her scream.

“Oh Daddy!” Her fingers tightened around the edge of the table as he pulsed his seed inside of her, grinding in harsh movements that intensified her orgasm.

“Fuck, baby. I can’t believe how much cum you’re milking from me…”

Carly’s heart pounded as her body shook and trembled. Warm fluid dribbled from her pussy as her daddy released his grip on her ponytails and slid out of her before walking to the other side of the table and holding his cock to her lips.

“Clean me up, princess, while Vinnie has a turn.”

Carly’s insides tightened as Vinnie slid inside of her, feeling as though she were about to cum again.

She parted her lips to blow out a breath, and her daddy inserted himself inside of her mouth, forcing her to taste the tangy blend of their desire. She sucked her daddy’s cock while Vinnie gripped her waist and fucked her from behind.

Carly was floating on a cloud when she crested that ridge again, Vinnie’s cock pounding the cum right out of her. She felt her walls clamp around his member, grunting and moaning as both men growled their arousal.

Lust filled the room as her daddy spurted in her mouth a final time, right as Vinnie’s seed coated her walls, his cock twitching and throbbing in time with her fading orgasm.

Carly knew how reckless it was, having two different men fill her up without protection. But she couldn’t deny the way it made her feel. Her body was on fire, and she wanted to feel it again and again.

Jack pulled her into his lap for several minutes, smearing her pussy juices all over his orange suit. She liked the thought of the other prisoners smelling her sex on him.

“You’re going to come back for weekly visits, right, baby?”

She smiled and rested her head on his shoulder. “Yes, Daddy. Whatever you want.”


Daddy Takes Me to Church

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Father Antonio gave a quick nod.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My face heated. “Oh.”

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

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

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

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

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

I shook my head.

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

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

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

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

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

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

He raised a brow. “It? As in, sex?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Anything.” I said, gulping.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Well, I was about to get more.

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh fuck, baby. You’re so tight.”

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

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

Being taken at both ends was pure heaven.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I was okay with that.


Daddy Gets Jealous

Justin does not approve of Rita’s new boyfriend. And when Justin catches him getting a little “grabby” with the girl he lives with, he sees red and lays claim to what’s his.


Rita is about to go out on a date, and I’m not happy about it. She’s been seeing this guy for a few weeks and I can tell he just wants in her pants. Yeah, a man knows these things. We can smell that shit from a mile away.

I shouldn’t feel this way because Rita isn’t even my daughter, but I fucking care about her just the same. She’s my daughter Jessie’s best friend, and she lost her parents last year, right after her eighteenth birthday, leaving her without a home or family to take her in. Naturally, I welcomed her here with open arms.

I’ve always been rather fond of her. She and Jessie get along like two peas in a pod. They even like to call each other “sister.” I do my best to take care of her like a good daddy should. And I think she appreciates me. We always do things as a family, from eating meals to movie night every weekend. And over the past few months, she’s even begun to call me “daddy.”

But this new guy she’s seeing, Doug, he’s been picking her up every night around dinner time, honking his fucking horn for her to come outside. And then she returns hungry three hours later and eats leftovers from the fridge. As in, the joker couldn’t even treat her to a meal.

I don’t know what they’re doing, but I have some pretty good ideas. And the way I see it, in about a week, he’ll have moved on to someone else. I know I need to put a stop to this. That’s why the moment I get home from work, I’m going to have a talk with her.

But by the time I get there, I see Doug’s car in the driveway. Jessie is working until midnight, so right away my blood pressure spikes a hundred points because all I can imagine is them going at it on the couch or something. I doubt that Rita would let him get too carried away because she knows what time to expect me home during the week, but that doesn’t stop me from being extra quiet as I enter the house.

The moment I step foot inside, I can hear her giggling, and it just makes my pulse race. He’s trying to “joke” his way into her pants.

I softly pad across the foyer, keeping my ears pricked and my breathing steady. And suddenly, the laughter turns to a gasp.

“No, Doug. I told you I wasn’t ready for that. I’m saving myself for marriage.”

“Come on, Rita. We’ve been making out all week. My dick needs some fucking attention.”

My fists clench and I grit my teeth.

Holy fuck. Rita is a virgin?

Fuck.

“Well, I haven’t really known you long enough to do that yet. Maybe in a few months…” Her voice sounds a little whiny, and I know it’s about time for me to step in.

But I’m going to give this motherfucker a chance to redeem himself and act like a true gentleman.

“Babe. I’m going to be the same person in two months as I am right now. Seems dumb to wait.”

I hold back the growl that’s climbing up my throat as I approach the entrance to the living room.

“Well. I said I’m not ready.”

I peek into the room and I see Doug sitting next to Rita on the couch, hands in her lap as she picks at her fingers. Damn, she is dressed sexy as fuck in a cute little miniskirt and halter top. No wonder this little prick is getting hard. Not that it’s right to ignore her “no.”

Just then, he places his hand on her leg and slides it up her thigh, making me see red. “Well, I am ready.”

“Okay, that’s it,” I snap, barging into the room with my fists at my side.

Doug jumps in place, and Rita’s mouth drops open. “Daddy!”

“Yeah, that’s right. Daddy’s here,” I say, grabbing Doug by the arm and jerking him up off the couch.

“Dude! What the fuck?!”

“Get your ass out of my house, you hard-of-hearing little punkass. And don’t even think about talking to my babygirl again.” I sling him toward the door, noticing his look of anger and horror all blended together as he pulls the front door open and practically trips on his own two feet.

“Fine. Jesus Christ, you don’t have to worry about that, you buncha psychos.”

I slam the door shut, feeling my heart pound in my chest. Damn, the last time I felt this way was when I caught Jessie’s mother cheating on me. Am I’m reacting like an overprotective daddy or a jealous lover here?

I walk into the living room to check on Rita, and she’s standing there with this look of shock on her face that makes me feel guilty.

“Are you okay?”

She nods slowly, mouth still hanging open. She then presses down the front of her skirt as I take in her body, her long legs, creamy skin, cute little belly exposed and breasts pushing through the scrunched fabric of the halter top.

“You … called me your babygirl.”

My dick twitches. Whoops. Didn’t think about that one before I said it. “Yeah, I did.”

She licks her lips. “Is that, like, a daughter thing or…”

“You know I think of you like a daughter, sweetheart. Have ever since you moved in with us.”

She bites her lip and comes to me, pressing her body to mine in a warm hug. I hug her in return, running my hands up her back and holding her tight as she clings to me. “Oh Daddy. Thank you for saving me…”

I don’t say a word. I just enjoy the feel of her body against mine, and the love she has for me spilling forth, and it makes me feel so good.

But, unfortunately, my dick has other interpretations. In that I am getting rock hard. My cock twitches inside my pants, and I pray like hell that Rita doesn’t feel it. But the longer we stand here hugging the harder I’m going to get.

“Babygirl, I should go change and get dinner started,” I tell her, pulling away from the hug.

“One more minute,” Rita says, holding me tighter. “I just need you to hold me.”

“Ok,” I answer.

Fuck. I can feel myself getting harder as my hands hold her tender, innocent body. I’m having thoughts I shouldn’t have, about how soft the skin is on her lower back, about how badly I want to grab her ass and thrust balls deep.

Shit. I’m going to spurt in my pants if this hug continues much longer.

“Did he scare you that much?” I ask, trying to distract my own thoughts.

Rita shakes her head. “No, it’s just … I can’t believe he turned out to be such a jerk. I thought he really liked me.”

I stifle the growl that’s climbing up my throat right now as my fingers press into her back, and when my dick twitches again this time, I can feel the little pulse of precum sneak out the tip.

Rita feels it this time. She must because she responds in turn, pushing her cute little belly up against me and purring softly.

I turn my face, sniff her hair, getting stiffer and stiffer. “Well, you’re saving yourself for marriage, baby. That’s admirable, and I’m so proud of you for that.”

Rita presses against me harder, her softness against my erection. “I didn’t really mean that, though. I just told him that.”

“You did? Baby, why?”

More precum oozes from my slit as her arms tighten around my waist. “So he’d leave me alone Daddy. I’m really saving myself for the right man. The man of my dreams who loves me, protects me fiercely.” She looks up at me, those baby blues pulling the air from my lungs. “The man who takes care of me every single day.”

Rita licks her lips and now I can’t help but to let the growl slip out. “Babygirl…” I grumble, finding my fingers entangled in her hair as my dick pulses and throbs.

Her cheeks bloom and she stares at my mouth, and fuck if I can’t help but to let my lips crash against hers. I hear her let out this little mew, but the moment my tongue probes her mouth, she melts in my embrace, letting her tongue do the same.

I feel her breasts pushing into my chest, and acting on total animal instinct, I let my hands wander down to cup her ass. She purrs, kissing me harder and writhing against me, making my cock harder by the fucking second.

I groan to the back of her throat, and she moans in kind, forcing my erection right into the painful stage.

My balls are heavy, my insides aching, needing to be inside of her, fill her up with my seed.

I grab her ass and grind against her, and she runs her hands up my chest. “Oh Daddy … I’m so wet for you.”

I pick her up and she throws her legs around my waist. “Babygirl, I’m about to discover just how wet you are. And fucking hell, I’ll try to be as gentle as I can.”

She purrs and wraps her arms around my neck as I carry her down the hall to my bedroom. “You don’t have to be gentle, Daddy. I can take it.”

I growl and toss her on the bed, making her giggle excitedly. Her skirt flies up, but I grab ahold of it and tug it down her hips, pointing my gaze at her cute pink panties.

Fuck. My cock throbs as the blood engorges it. “Spread your legs, princess. Daddy wants to see how wet you are before I have a taste.”

With a sexy grin, Rita pushes up on her elbows, slowly unfolding her knees and letting me have a peek at what I want. I quickly glance at her chest, noticing her hard nipples pointing through the fabric. Mm, I can’t wait to get my lips on those.

But right now my attention is drawn to that dark wet spot spreading across the crotch of her panties, over her slit, making my balls heavier than they’ve ever been.

“Babygirl, you’re that wet because of me?”

I don’t even want to think that Doug the dickhead started that wet spot by a make-out session before I got home.

And Rita confirms this, nodding her head as she drags her fingers deliciously over that wet spot, softly masturbating herself through her panties.

Fucking hell. I can’t take this. I yank those panties off and press my face in her cunt, taking in her scent. She’s running her delicate fingers through my hair as I push her thighs open wider, spreading her even more.

“Oh yeah…” she moans, making me burn with need.

I push a finger in her slick, tight pussy, pushing all the way in. Rita arches her back and sucks in a rush of air as I begin to massage her walls, flick her clit with my tongue, bringing her to the edge of orgasm in mere seconds.

She thrusts her hips upward in one swift move, and I suck her clit in my mouth, feeling it bounce on my tongue as I bring her pleasure.

“Oh god … Daddy!” she shrieks, igniting my lust for her to dangerous levels.

I pump my finger in and out, growling as I suckle her bundle of nerves, feeling her walls clamp around my digit in delicious undulations that make me need her more than I’ve ever needed anything in my life.

She rolls her hips wildly, obviously enjoying the way I’m bringing her pleasure. My cock is straining inside my pants, and I can’t wait to be inside of her.

I stand up and rip my clothes off as fast as I can, keeping my eyes on Rita’s perfect little body. She tugs the halter top up and touches her nipples, making me growl with need.

“Baby, the way you touch yourself drives me wild.”

She giggles and I climb on top of her, letting my mouth have a quick sample of her tits. I grip them in the palms of my hands and press them together, forcing the nipples inches apart, and I drag my tongue lazily around them.

Rita hooks her legs behind my back and moans, fisting my hair as her breaths come out harsh and ragged.

“Fuck, Daddy. This is all I’ve thought about for months, you taking me like this.”

My dick twitches again, more of my hot precum leaking out. Her nipples feel hard against my tongue, and as I playfully bite them she arches her back, like she wants more.

And damn do I want to give her so much more. My entire body is trembling to be inside of her, pound her furiously, and leave my seed in her belly.

But I don’t want to be too rough her first time, so I force the beast down, for now, planting soft kisses along her breasts, feeling her flesh prickle into goose bumps as I taste her. And the longer I kiss her, the harder I become.

Rita begins grinding her hips up and down, moving them in slow circles, and it’s making my balls so heavy they feel like they’re about to rupture. So I move back up her body, until I feel my cock point at her opening.

Rita lets out a soft exhale, right at my neck, and digs her nails into my back as I slide in.

“Oh Daddy,” she breathes, tilting her hips up to meet me.

I growl and press my hands to the top of her head, giving one firm thrust that sinks me all the way in.

Her pussy is so wet, and so tight, it grips me as I slide in. Fuck, I have to hold steady for a moment so I don’t cum right away.

“Mmm, baby…”

Her fingers press harder into my flesh, and it ignites a fire inside of me.

“Fuck me hard, Daddy. Make me cum,” she whines.

And just like that, a switch gets flipped and I quicken my movements, thrusting deeper, harder, faster.

Rita whimpers, but she’s thrusting with me, the urgent need between us reaching a critical point. I reach behind me and grab her arms, pinning them above her head as I drive in and out, my balls hitting her ass, sweat covering my body as my heart pounds.

Her face morphs, twists into pleasure as I feel her walls contract around my girth, and she cries out when she cums, milking my cock like only she can.

My cum shoots out with force, emptying me completely as I groan uncontrollably. Rita grinds against me still, and I feel her cunt contracting over and over as a few more drops spurt into her belly.

“Daddy,” she gasps, wiggling her fingers.

I release her wrists and she throws her arms around my body, hugging me tightly as I slide from her pussy.

“That was … amazing,” she whispers.

I pull her into a spoon. “Just give me a few minutes and it will be amazing again.”

She runs a finger up my arm and wiggles her bottom against me. “What if I want it in my tight little ass?”

Those words make the blood rush through me, making me instantly hard.

“Careful, babygirl. You just might get what you wish for.”

“That’s what I’m hoping for.”

With that, Rita flips over and grabs my sticky cock that’s half hard already, tugging it in her palm, stroking its length and getting me stiff on a dime.

“I think I should clean it first, no?”

“Oh jesus,” I grumble.

She flashes me a naughty smile and repositions herself so that her ass is sticking up in the air. Her mouth seals around the head of my shaft and she sucks softly, letting her warm soft tongue bring me to fully erect in mere seconds.

My voice hums as I stroke the flesh of her ass, pushing my fingers inside of her pussy and coating them in her cream, my cum, before pulling them out and toying with her puckered rose.

She whimpers as she starts to suck me harder, moving down the length of my cock as she completely cleans her juices from my dick.

I thrust upward several times, feeling her tonsils brush the tip of my dick as I stick my pointer inside her bottom, the muscles gripping me with such force that it makes me hard as steel.

“Fuck, baby. I need to pound that ass. Stay right there.”

She sucks in a quick gasp as I tug her head up. My cock bounces as I stand up and move to the edge of the bed, getting behind her and pulling her ass to me. My hands tightly grip her hips as I plunge inside of her pussy to get it nice and slick again.

Her pretty little rose puckers hungrily as I pull out of her pussy, pointing my helmeted head to her forbidden hole.

“Oh god, yessss,” she purrs as I apply gentle but steady pressure.

“You’ve dreamed about this, too, haven’t you? Daddy fucking your pretty little ass?”

“Uh-huh,” she whimpers, letting her head drop to the bed below. “And fucking me hard…”

I don’t need any further encouragement. I thrust deep, feeling a slight pop as my head eases in. Rita lets out a little noise of pain that makes me pause for a moment.

But then she arches her back, and I watch her sphincter quiver. She pushes back against me, forcing her tight hole to the root of my cock.

I growl and steady her hips once more before I start grinding. I can’t believe how hard I am. It’s been so long since I’ve cum twice in one day, but my sweet little Rita has one hell of an effect on me.

I fuck her good, picking up the pace steadily as I go. Her asshole feels so good, squeezing my girth with such force I know I won’t last long. My balls feel heavy again, almost as if they are filling up more and more with each thrust.

And with each passing second, it’s getting harder and harder to hold back.

The way her ass swells, the curve of her hips, her ass as an offering to me, the rippling of her flesh, it all sends me over the edge, and I cum again, groaning as I spurt inside of her bowels.

“Yes, Daddy, give me your cum,” Rita whimpers.

I squeeze the soft flesh of her hips as I empty myself, thrusting harder with each burst, until I have nothing left to give.

“Baby…” I moan, feeling a warmth spread through my chest.

I don’t want to stop fucking her, but I have no choice. I watch as my cum drizzles out of her opening and all too soon, my cock slides out.

Rita and I spend the next few hours in bed, just enjoying one another’s presence.

“Are you going to fuck me like this again?” she asks, running her hands down my chest.

“Every chance I get, babygirl.”


Daddy’s Online Kitten

Janet has stumbled upon a dirty dating app that the older man in her life is using, along with some explicit messages. And she wants in on the fun, even if she has to go undercover to get his attention.


I have a bit of a compulsive nature. Always have. If I see something I want, I take it. If I smell something delicious, I eat it.

And if I come across something that turns me on, I masturbate to it.

Like for instance all of Aaron’s filthy messages on his dating app.

His username is “HardDaddy”, which I know should make my stomach roil, but goddamn it if it doesn’t just make me drenched. He must have a dozen online chicks he’s banging and the things he says to them gets me so fucking hot. Every time he leaves the house I log into his desktop app and read them while I softly stroke my clit, forcing my pussy to leak uncontrollably.

I’ve been living with Aaron for about three months now. He’s my next-door neighbor, but my mom is in the military overseas until the end of the year, and she didn’t want me staying at the house alone, even though I am nineteen. She still worries about me.

Aaron is in his mid-40’s, tall and husky with dark hair and just a few grays. I’ve never really thought of him in a sexual way until a month ago when his phone dinged while he was showering and I got curious.

And the message that this woman had sent was obviously in response to one he had just sent, and it made me burn with lust. I couldn’t help myself. I had to peek. I had to see what he had just said to this woman.

He had said a lot, let me tell you, and she wasn’t the only one.

Baby, you may think you know what you’re going to do to me in bed, but trust me when I say you’re going to spend a majority of the time with your arms pinned above your head.

Not before I spank that ass then lick your pussy from ass to clit and make you cum a thousand different ways.

I’ll tie you up and spank your little bottom until you’re begging for mercy. And then we’ll see if you’ll be able to handle all nine of these inches I plan to give you.

Fuck. Your ass is amazing. I think I might cum to it when I get home.

By the time I was finished reading most of the filthy messages he had sent, I was on fire, dripping wet, and throbbing to cum. I took a few minutes to scroll through his pictures, which just sent me over the edge. He had a ton of sexy chest shots, and some pics of him lying in bed with his hand covering his cock so you couldn’t see anything. It was all very artistic, tasteful I guess. I had slipped my hand down my panties and came so hard and fast I nearly passed out.

Masturbating took the edge off to some extent, but I still needed more. I was hooked. And I was dying to be one of his little online babes.

So what did I do?

I created a profile on the app yesterday, choosing the username “WetKitten,” took a few sexy selfies, and started following him right away. Before I fell asleep last night, I scrolled through all of his photos and liked every single one of them, hoping that would catch his attention.

My avi was a picture of my ass in a pair of boy shorts because I knew he had a thing for asses. And mine was pretty hot, if I do say so myself. And by the time I got home from work that afternoon, I saw that he had followed me back.

My heart skipped a few beats, but then I felt this wave of disappointment because he hadn’t yet messaged me. Fuck. What did it take to get his dick’s attention? I didn’t want to be the first to contact him. That just felt too assertive.

And I was not assertive.

I wanted to be chased.

All throughout dinner that night I kept glancing his way, looking at him in a completely different light, wondering what he would do if he knew I was the one he’d followed back.

We made light conversation, discussed our workday, and all I could think about was peeling up his hand in that one picture he’d posted and looking at his glorious cock.

“Got any plans for tonight, Janet?” he asked as I was washing dishes.

“Not really. I was thinking of watching a movie in my room. You want to do something?”

“I’d love to, but I had a client call me not long ago and ask if I could finish up this project for him. So I’ll be stuck in my office for the better part of the evening.”

My insides sank. If he was working all night, then he wouldn’t be on the app.

“Well that sucks. But you gotta do what you gotta do.”

“Yep, true. Hey, thanks for cleaning,” he said, rubbing my shoulder and sending tingles dancing along my flesh. “Guess I’ll say goodnight now in case I don’t see you.”

“Yeah, goodnight.” I watched him walk off, thinking that if he was working, this would give me ample opportunity to get some really good selfies. Ones that would be sure to catch his attention.

I took a shower and shaved extra close, deciding to remove that little strip of hair I’d left over my slit and make myself bare and smooth. I don’t know why this turned me on but it did.

Once I was in my room, I slipped into a pair of hot pink thongs and a matching lacy bra and snapped a few pictures, showing just enough that you could see the upper swell of my ass and where the piece of fabric slid into my crack. Enough to tease but not show everything.

And then I posted the picture to my profile.

I immediately received an alert that someone had messaged me, but I ignored it because it wasn’t Aaron.

I took a few more selfies of my cleavage, and right as I uploaded them, I saw a new pic of Aaron in my feed. He was gripping his jeans, right at the crotch, and you could see the faintest outline of his erect cock.

My pussy twitched, and I gasped for air. Oh god, what I wouldn’t give to see it, taste it. I gave it a like right away, almost on impulse, feeling so good about the fact that I was the first to like his picture.

And then I thought, hey, wait a minute. He’s supposed to be working. What is he doing uploading pictures?

I barely had the thought when a notification appeared.

HardDaddy liked 3 of your pictures.

I bit my lip, heat building between my legs. And then a message appeared.

HardDaddy: Hello, kitten.

My heart drummed like mad.

Me: Hi there :)

I sprawled out on my bed, holding the phone up and waiting on his reply.

HardDaddy: Thanks for all the love yesterday with the likes. Your pics are sexy, btw.

Me: thank you.

HardDaddy: Kind of makes me want to see more.

My pussy clenched.

Me: I’d love to show you more. What would you like to see? And what should I call you?

I waited a few minutes for his reply, slowly stroking my lips through the thong.

HardDaddy: I’d love to see the rest of that magnificent ass. And you can call me Daddy.

Oh god. I was already so wet, and so nervous. Was this why he said he was working late? To sext women on his app?

Fuck, I didn’t care. He was talking to me, and that’s what I wanted. But I couldn’t help but feel a twinge of jealousy at the thought of him sexting someone else at the same time as me.

No, I couldn’t think like that. I was here to have fun. Not get in over my head. Just have a nice directed orgasm or two with Daddy. I mean Aaron.

No, Daddy. I liked that.

I stood up and held my phone just below my ass, making sure I got every single curve in the frame. It took a few tries, but I captured one that really gave me a nice bubbled look, and sent it right away.

HardDaddy: Mmm, kitten. Your ass if perfection. Do you like to have it spanked?

My nipples pricked as I composed my response.

Me: I’ve never had a spanking before. But the thought of it makes me wet.

HardDaddy: You mean to tell me no one has ever brought their hand down on that beautiful thing? What a shame. Tell me if you’d like to feel this gripping your hips, your cheeks, and delivering a series of swats until your ass is red and your pussy is dripping.

Heat rolled through me when I read his message, and then he sent a picture of his hand, which I’d already seen. But the combination of seeing it on my phone after having read his message made me soak my panties.

Me: Oh fuck. My pussy is already dripping. What if I want to suck your fingers before you spank me, Daddy?

HardDaddy: Kitten, you are making me very hard right now. If you sucked my fingers, it would only lead to you sucking something else much larger.

Me: Mmm, fuck…

God, I didn’t know what to say to that. I was going to need to touch myself soon.

HardDaddy: show me how wet you are, kitten. Are you wearing underwear right now?

Me: yes…a pink thong.

HardDaddy: good. Spread those legs of yours nice and wide. Take a picture and let me see if you are soaked through. I want to know, if I were there right now, and I were to peel that cute pink thong aside, would I glide in with ease in one single thrust…?

My eyes fluttered closed at the thought of him fucking me. I spread my legs, feeling the lust bloom in my belly, and held the phone as steady as possible as I took the picture. I looked at the screen and my mouth dropped open, amazed at how large the wet spot was, dark and long and glistening from the way the light was hitting it.

I sent it right away, pleased with how sexy I looked. I smiled, heat radiating from my core as I waited on his reply while I stared at the photo, my eyes dancing around the frame.

And noticing that in the lower section of the picture, right below my pussy, was a portion of my quilt that was visible, if he were to zoom in on it. This was bad because the quilt itself had a distinct pattern of shapes that had been hand-sewn by my grandmother. Aaron had said on a number of occasions how cool it looked.

And you could see it in the fucking picture I’d just sent!

Don’t panic… don’t panic… don’t panic….

Maybe he won’t notice, I told myself repeatedly while lying there with my pulse racing.

When my phone vibrated, I anxiously read his replies.

HardDaddy: Fuck, kitten, do you know what this picture does to me? To see you spread and open, drenched with lust for me? My cock is rock hard right now…

…it’s leaking so much precum, I’m just sitting here swirling it all over the head…

… and instead of wanting to plunge balls deep, all I can think about …

… is peeling that drenched silky fabric aside and gliding my tongue over your slit, all the way to your clit, until you are trembling and panting.

My hand was down the front of my thong, brushing my clit as I read his series of messages. Just reading his words nearly sent me over the edge. My entire body was thumping, humming.

Me: Mmmm…I want it Daddy…

It was kind of hard to type and masturbate but by god I was committed. I slid my hand down my thong again and resumed flicking my bean.

HardDaddy: me too, kitten. I want you so badly….

… enough that I just might walk into your bedroom right now and show you how much I want that sweet ass and pussy of yours.

I sucked in a rush of air.

I threw the phone down, panic gripping me by the throat. I stared at my bedroom door, wondering if he was being serious or if he was just role playing.

He had never sent messages like this to anyone else, though, threatening to come into their bedroom.

Oh god…

It seemed like an eternity went by, but sure enough, I heard the twist of my doorknob right before he opened the door.

His hard eyes pierced right through me as he stared me down. I sat back on the bed, tucking my legs underneath me as my heart raced.

“Good god, kitten,” he said, walking in my room and dragging his gaze up and down my body.

I gulped hard. Hearing him call me “kitten” in person made me swell with need. I bit my lip as he got closer, unable to avoid noticing the large bulge between his legs.

Nine inches…

“Daddy, I … I’m …”

“You’re what?” he said, standing above my bed and undoing his pants. “Going to get properly fucked for your behavior?”

My nipples pricked as his pants swooshed to the floor.

“I was going to say I’m sorry.”

His smile made me melt. “No need to apologize, kitten. I’m glad you slipped up and sent that photo of your wet pussy with part of the blanket showing. Because now I can give you what I’ve been craving to give you for three months.”

I took a few deep breaths, trying to stay calm.

“On your hands and knees, kitten. Show me that amazing ass of yours that’s got me rock hard.”

I did as he asked, feeling his hands glide over my flesh, forcing my skin to pucker into goosebumps.

“Mmm, fuck.” He squeezed my globes, then gave me a few good swats that stung just a little.

I whimpered, but he just growled.

“Your ass is definitely spankable, kitten. Lower your head and bite a pillow while I get you nice and red.”

I pulled the pillow closer and sank my face in it, pulling the cotton between my teeth as he brought his hand down on my flesh, starting out soft, but slowly segueing into harsher slaps. He alternated sides, and within a few minutes I could feel the heat radiating from my skin.

Allowing his hands to roam up to my lower back, then down the swell of my curves and to my thighs, then teasingly over my slit, Daddy was driving me wild with lust.

“Fuck, kitten. I think that’s enough for now. Your ass has a nice glow. Does it feel good?”

“Mm-hmm,” I said, dropping the corner of the pillow from my mouth. “And now I want you to fuck me…”

His voice was throaty as he answered. “I will in a moment, kitten. But I need to taste you first.”

I turned around to face him, watching as he tugged off his shirt, showing his sexy chest and abs that I’d been drooling over on the app. Fuck. I couldn’t believe I was about to have this man between my legs.

My pussy creamed as he knelt on the bed and pulled my legs out from underneath me. “Take that bra off, little one. Daddy wants a reason to leak more precum.”

Smiling, I reached behind me and undid the clasp, glancing at his cock and noticing a small wet spot at the head. He really was big. Enough that I was a little scared.

When the bra came down, he gripped me by the hips and pulled me gently down the bed. I fell backwards, letting my arms fall above my head as he stared hungrily at my breasts.

“Tell me what you want Daddy to do, kitten. I want to hear some filth come out of that sweet mouth of yours.” His large hands glided up my thighs as he asked, forcing my walls to ache.

“I want you to lick my pussy, Daddy.”

It felt good to say it, to feel that ache and know I was about to have a release.

His lips curled into a smile as he pushed my thighs wider and peeled the crotch of my thong aside. He dragged his fingers over my swollen lips, teasing my opening with a painful sort of pleasure.

“Oh Daddy…” I purred.

“Yes, kitten. I know you want my mouth.” He dipped inside then came out, his fingers slick as he dragged them over my clit.

“Please…” I begged, thrusting my hips up and rolling softly, needing him to continue.

He chuckled softly, but deeply, and lowered his head, pressing his nose to my pussy and pulling in my scent. I grabbed the top of his head wanting to push it down, but somehow resisted the urge.

Daddy angled his head up at me and circled his finger over my clit, making me breathless. “You’re a naughty kitten, setting up a secret profile just to tease me. And now, you’re going to get exactly what you want before I take what I need.”

“Yes,” I huffed, giving another thrust of the hips.

And with that, he slid his hands under my thighs and pushed them off the bed, then used his tongue to probe my dripping pussy, lapping away at my leaking juices as I lay there in torment.

He dragged his tongue all the way up, then flicked my clit with incredible skill. I’d only been eaten out once, but the jerk had no idea what he was doing and stopped before I was finished.

I knew Daddy wouldn’t do me like that.

Using his fingers, he spread my lips apart, and I widened my legs as I grinded my hips up and down. I could feel his breath hitting me, and his soft growls as I fisted his hair. I moaned as my bundle of nerves swelled, then I toppled over the edge, cumming in a matter of seconds.

“Oh, Daddy. Fuck!”

He growled, tugging my clit past his lips and flicking furiously. It was so intense it felt like a burn, and it made me cum again lightning fast.

But this time he pushed several fingers inside of me and pumped them in and out slowly, making me experience a new kind of orgasm. Fuck, it was so good, I grabbed his hair and pulled, eliciting an animal like sound from deep in his throat.

My legs were trembling, my body shaking by the time I was done cumming. Daddy got up on his knees and pulled the top of his boxer briefs down, forcing his long hard cock to bob up and down.

“I need your lips now, kitten. I need to fill you up everywhere I can.”

My breath caught in my throat at the enormity of it. But damn if my mouth wasn’t watering too.

I got on my hands and knees in front of him, and he tugged my hair up and fisted it into a makeshift ponytail.

He then gripped the base of his shaft and forced his cock inside my mouth. I took him in hungrily, tasting his delicious salty precum. I swirled my tongue over the length of him, listening to his groans as I began to bob my head.

Daddy maintained control over me as I sucked him, pushing and pulling on my hair and forcing himself to the back of my throat deeper and deeper. I could only get about halfway down, but that didn’t seem to minimize his enjoyment. My breasts hung down, swaying from side to side, making me feel sexier.

Daddy used his free hand to toy with my nipples, pinching them and causing them to pucker. My fluids gushed in response, and my walls grew swollen once again.

He moaned softly, and then he turned to steel right before spurting inside of my mouth, all the way to the back of my throat.

“Holy fuck,” his voice rumbled above me. “You make me cum so hard, kitten.”

I swallowed it all, gagging a few times. But I was still proud of myself for not spilling a single drop. I was going to keep sucking, too, but Daddy had other intentions, tugging me off his still engorged shaft.

“Get up here, kitten. Daddy needs to kiss that cum-filled mouth.”

My walls clenched. I got up on my knees and wrapped my arms around his neck as he pressed his lips to mine, immediately exploring my mouth with his tongue. His hands groped my ass and he groaned to the back of my throat. I pressed my tits to his chest and then I felt his cock bounce against my belly.

“Kitten,” he grumbled, letting his hands glide up to my hair and tangling it around his fingers.

“Daddy,” I purred.

“Show me that ass again. I fucking need it.”

With a sexy smirk, I spun around and dropped to my hands, forcing my ass in his direction.

“Is this the ass you wanted?”

“Yes, kitten. This is the one.”

Shivers ran up and down my body as one hand gripped the side of my hip. He then peeled my thong all the way down to my knees, then off one leg at a time. I felt his cock probe my entrance, forcing all the air from my lungs as he pushed in deep.

And when the other hand gripped me, I arched my back to him, offering more of myself.

“Oh jesus…you feel so good, kitten. Your wet, tight pussy…”

He fucked me hard and fast, and it was so good I could feel it all the way to my toes. His cock driving in and out, hitting all the right places in my pussy, sent me tumbling over the edge yet again.

“Daddy! I’m cumming!”

“Mmm, I can feel you, kitten. Your walls milking my dick…”

His balls slapped against my clit at just the right time, sending me shivering right into my next cum. I clenched around his thick girth as his cock rammed into my innermost depths, igniting a part of my brain that made me feel so primal, so used. So fucking good.

He made a noise, grunted, then slammed into me good and hard as the warmth of his seed filled me to the hilt. Tingles spread across my body as he claimed me by cumming inside of me.

I could feel his fingers digging into my flesh as he gave his final thrusts, his voice a steady rumble.

I fisted the sheets, breathless and heady as he slipped from my pussy.

“Kitten…”

“Mm, yes, Daddy?” I asked, falling onto my back.

He laid on top of me, and I hooked my legs behind his waist. “I want you to call me Daddy all the time. Be my kitten all the time. I promise I’ll take care of you.”

I smiled and nuzzled his neck. “Sounds like the perfect plan, Daddy.”


Daddy’s Big Black Boss

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.


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

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.


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

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.


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

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.


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)

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.


“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.


Daddy’s Friends

Sweet, innocent 18-year-old Angel has wanted her daddy’s best friends for a while now. When her daddy leaves town for the night, Angel concocts the perfect plan to get Matt and John over so she can have them all to herself and give them both a special gift she knows they won’t refuse.


Angel stared at the pictures of Matt and John on the mantel, wishing her stepdaddy would hurry up and leave town already! She had big plans to give her virginity to his two best friends, and she was becoming increasingly frustrated as well as growing steadily tired with having to wait.

She wasn’t a slut or anything like that. In fact, she was eighteen years old and still a virgin. And with her long blond hair, bouncy butt, and double-D boobs, it’s not like guys hadn’t tried to get in her pants before. But she was holding out and was pretty sure that Matt and John wanted her untouched body as much as she wanted their hard ones.

Matt and John had been a part of her life for as long as she could remember. They went to college with her stepdaddy, making them nearly forty years old. And she’d been nuts about them since meeting them all those years ago. When Angel turned eighteen last month, she noticed them looking at her differently too.

Matt had a few too many beers one night and tried to get her to sit in his lap for “just a second while your daddy is in the bathroom.”

Those had been his words, and lord how she’d wanted to plant her little ass right on his thick, muscular leg and grind her horny body on his cock.

But she also loved the way he’d groaned when she lifted her skirt and flashed her panties, saying she couldn’t because she had to go pee. In that respect, Angel supposed she was a tease. She’d cum so hard that night, masturbating to thoughts of Matt jerking off.

And John wasn’t far behind, “accidentally” brushing his arm across her huge boobs at a cookout last week, making sure he looked at her chest to see if those nipples of hers had gotten hard through her tight tank top, which they had.

Visually, they were perfect. Matt had mussy black hair, dark skin, and chiseled abs that made Angel quiver with need every time he came over. And John, don’t even get her started on this blue-eyed, brown-haired stud machine.

But it wasn’t just their looks. They had great personalities too. Both of them were super protective. They even offered to kick this guy’s butt who tried to get all handsy with her at the senior prom. And, when they found out her stepdaddy was leaving town for an overnight work convention, they made Angel promise to call if she needed anything.

Angel was about to need them really bad, just as soon as her daddy left and it got nice and dark outside.

“Sweetheart? I’m about to head out. You have everything you need?”

Finally.

“Yes, Daddy. The emergency cash is under the mattress, and the spare keys are in the basket. There are leftovers for dinner, and I’m meeting Heather for breakfast. After that we’ll probably go shopping and hang out until you get back home.”

Heather was Angel’s best friend, but she didn’t have plans to have breakfast with her at all because she planned to be cooking breakfast for her two men.

Angel’s daddy gave her a weary look. “You know I’m going to worry about you, Angel.”

She stood up on her tip toes and gave him a kiss on the cheek. “I’m eighteen, and this isn’t my first time sleeping alone, Daddy. I’ll be fine.”

He shook a stern finger at her. “You be sure to call Matt or John if you need anything. They’re on standby, and they will be here in a flash if you call.”

Her little pussy tingled. “Oh, I know, Daddy. I’ll call them if I need anything. Don’t you worry.”

If she needs her pussy licked, or her ass pounded. Whatever. She would call them.

He smiled and seemed to relax a little. “All right, punkin.’ I’ll call when I get to the hotel.”

“Um, okay. If I don’t answer, it’s probably because I’m in the shower. Just text me and I’ll text back.”

“Okay. Be good.” He gave his stepdaughter a quick hug and finally left.

And she darted to the bathroom to prepare herself. Angel couldn’t wait for Matt and John to cover her body in kisses and enjoy her satiny smooth, hairless skin.

********

Several hours later, it was almost dark. Daddy had called to let her know he’d gotten there safe and sound, and Angel fibbed and told him she was going to bed early so he wouldn’t try to call again. He blew kisses over the phone which Angel thought was sweet.

Dressed in her sleepwear from several years ago—before she had bloomed into a woman—Angel admired the way she looked in the mirror. A sheer top with pictures of kittens hugged her upper body, forcing her large breasts to be accentuated. Angel could even see the dark outline of her areolas. Her shorts were equally tight, forcing the bottoms of her cheeks to hang from the lower part.

She then went outside and pushed the trash can over before heading back in and waiting for it to get just a little bit darker.

At 9:05, Angel decided it was late enough. So she grabbed her phone and called Matt first.

“Hey there, babygirl. What’s going on? You okay?”

She took a deep breath. “I hope so. But I heard a noise outside a while ago. I didn’t think anything of it at first. But, then I heard it again, like a loud crashing sound—”

“I’ll be right over. Sit tight.”

“Thank you, Matt,” She breathed into the phone with a big ol’ smile.

Angel then waited about five minutes before calling John and telling him the same thing. “Matt should have been here by now. Can you come over? I’m really scared.”

“Oh babydoll, don’t you worry about a thing. I’m on my way.”

Angel worried that John’s feeling would be hurt that she didn’t call him first, but he didn’t seem to be bothered by it. She loved them both equally, but she couldn’t tell them that just yet.

When Matt showed up five minutes later, Angel opened the door and noticed his eyes flick over her chest. She gave him this brief moment to savor how sexy she looked before throwing her body against his and pressing her ample chest tightly against his hard muscles. “Oh Matt, I’m so glad you’re here.”

He cupped her face softly. “You wait here while I look around outside.”

Angel nodded and sat on the couch while Matt walked through the French doors that led to the back yard. She heard him replacing the lid of the metal trash can before coming back inside moments later.

He stood at the sink and washed his hands as Angel quietly approached.

“Well? Did you see anything?”

He pulled a face. “The trash can was knocked over. Could have been a stray animal, but just to be safe, I think you should come home with me.”

Angel didn’t want to leave. She wanted her first time to take place in her plush bed so that every night, when she went to sleep, she would remember Matt and John taking turns fucking her.

“Why don’t you just stay here with me instead? John is coming over, too. And … and … if the jerk shows back up, you two can kick his ass.”

Matt chuckled and rubbed his forehead. “I suppose that would be fine. Just curious, though, why is John coming over?”

“Well…” Angel leaned back against the table and pushed out her chest. Matt’s eyes immediately went there, and her pussy clenched, watching him lick his lips. “I called him after I called you. I was worried that it would take you too long to get here.”

He stepped closer to her. “It didn’t take me that long.”

Angel bit her lip, feeling like she was caught between a rock and a hard place. The wrong kind of hard place. What if Matt knew what she was trying to pull? “I guess I was just really extra scared, Matt.”

Pulling a guilt-ridden face, Matt came over and brought her in for a hug, running his big, strong hands down her back. “It’s okay, babygirl. I’m sorry you were so scared.”

He stood there caressing her, and Angel inched her hips closer to his, wondering if he was getting hard. His fingertips glided softly up and down her spine, coming dangerously close to the swell of her bottom.

Just then, a knock at the door startled them.

“That must be John. I’ll get it.”

Angel loved that he took charge like this, not even letting her answer the door to her own home.

When John came inside, he shook hands with Matt, then quickly shifted his attention to Angel.

“I got here as quickly as I could. Is everything alright?”

“Seems to be,” Matt answered. “Her trash can was knocked over, but I didn’t see anyone out there. But we’ve decided that I should stay here to keep an eye on things.”

John nodded and flicked his gaze in Angel’s direction. She swiftly moved to him and took him by the hands. “I want you to stay, too, John. It’ll be just like a big slumber party.”

John and Matt both let out a nervous laugh, and Angel was fairly certain they gave each other a look.

“Are you sure you need us both?”

Worried that he would back out or feel like a third wheel, Angel pressed her soft body to his. She heard a low rumble come up his throat that made her flesh heat.

“Of course I need you both. What if I hear something, but Matt is asleep? Or … what if you go outside and have to punch the intruder? I’ll need someone to stand guard and call the cops, right? I think it would be best if my two favorite, strongest men in the world are right here with me aallll night.”

“Favorite men?” Matt asked, brushing some of her hair aside.

Angel batted her eyes, feeling her cheeks blush. “Yes, my favorite men in the whole world. Aside from Daddy, of course.”

“Well, I guess it’s settled then,” John said, offering a shrug. “We’ll stay here with you and keep our babydoll safe.”

Angel jumped up and down, feeling her heavy jugs bounce and wiggle as John and Matt watched with hungry gazes. Finally, she had these two all to herself.

“Oh, but don’t tell Daddy. He’ll just worry and come straight home. And I don’t want to ruin his business trip.”

Now Matt and John definitely gave one another a look. But it just made Angel that much more excited.

Now it was time to move on to the next phase.

********

“I just know I’m not going to be able to sleep. We should eat some popcorn and watch a movie.” Angel opened the door to her fridge and bent over to retrieve the butter, showing off her round bottom and exposed cheeks to Matt and John.

She heard one of them whisper “fuck” and smiled to herself.

“I’ll pop the corn if you melt the butter, babygirl,” Matt said.

“And I’ll get the drinks.”

Angel got the butter melted and set it on the counter next to the stove where John was heating up the oil. “I’ll just be in the living room picking a movie.”

She grabbed a handful of napkins on the way and got comfy on the couch, listening to Matt and John chat in the kitchen. Their voices were awful low, she thought, and Angel wondered if they were talking about her.

After selecting a sweet romance to watch, the men joined her on the couch, Matt on her right and John on her left. But they seemed so far away.

“Come closer, you two. You’re supposed to be protecting me,” Angel sighed, hugging the tub of popcorn close as she took a few bites.

They both moved in, Matt clearing his throat and John squirming a little.

Angel took a few bites of popcorn, feeling waves of nervousness and doubt ripple through her. She wasn’t sure how she was supposed to seduce two grown men, but she sure didn’t think it would be this difficult. In her fantasy, both men, by this point, had been pawing at her tender, horny, virgin body. But so far, they were acting like priests, and she was having none of it!

She set the popcorn on the table and decided to take the bull—or the bulls, as it were—by the horns. Reaching behind her for the quilted blanket, Angel pulled it down and fluffed it around her, then spread her legs wide, tossing one each to Matt and John’s lap.

“There. This is much better,” she said, squirming her bottom down into the cushion.

Matt turned to look at her. “Are you cold, babygirl?”

“A little. I need some body heat.” She reached under the blanket and pulled Matt’s hand to her soft thigh. And he pulled in a breath and softly squeezed her tender flesh, making her tingle with excitement.

“You can put your hand on my leg, too, John. The more hands I have on me, the warmer I’ll stay.”

He swallowed hard as he looked over at Matt, but Angel knew she had won when she felt his fingers dance along her flesh. It caused her nipples to prick against her tight shirt. “I didn’t know you were chilly, babydoll. I’m happy to help Matt keep you warm.”

Angel smiled and leaned up to kiss him on the cheek, then turned to Matt and did the same. She heard John growl again, this time a little louder.

Angel tried focusing on the movie, but it was really hard with the two men she was so horny for touching her thigh at the same time.

And that’s when she felt John’s fingers move up her leg. Her body went hot all over as he squeezed and stroked her aching flesh.

Matt quickly joined in, sneaking his pinky all the way up to the lower swell of her pussy lips. He released a soft moan, and Angel couldn’t help thrusting her hips upward.

Suddenly, she was overcome with heat and wanted to move the blanket, but she was afraid that they might stop if she did.

When she felt John’s fingers dip inside the leg of her shorts, she purred.

Her pussy was soaked and throbbing, and she was desperate to feel their fingers probe her tight entrance.

As if reading her mind, both the men’s fingers slipped inside her shorts, and she knew that they must have been able to feel each other at that point. But they sure didn’t seem anxious to acknowledge that.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He leaned down and tugged her nipple past his lips, and Matt did the same. Their tongues flicked over the sensitive tissue as Matt quickened his movements over her hard little pearl.

With one thrust of her hips, she came, stars exploding in her field of vision as her two lovers suckled her mounds.

“Now look what you’ve done, babygirl,” Matt said, pulling Angel’s hand to the crotch of his jeans.

She felt his hard erection, heat circling her fingers as she teased him by rubbing him nice and hard. “Mm, I love you both so much. Please, I want you to have my virginity. Tonight.”

“Well fuck,” John said. “I think it’s time we show our little babydoll just how much we love her too. What do you say, Matt?”

“Couldn’t have said it better myself.”

Matt and John lead the way down the hall and went straight to Angel’s bedroom. They sat on the bed next to each other and pulled her between them. John slid her shorts down her waist and then Matt tugged up her shirt so she could pull it over her head.

John then stood up and kissed Angel, his tongue hungry as it danced in her mouth. Meanwhile, Matt’s hands groped her heavy breasts, lightly teasing her nipples with soft pinches here and there.

John stepped aside to get undressed and Matt took the opportunity to kiss Angel then, moaning into her throat when she started undoing his pants.

She smiled as they hit the floor, and before she knew it, John was on his knees, stroking his thick meaty cock with one hand and curling his finger at her with the other.

Matt laid down next to him, his hard erection throbbing as it bobbed in the air and pointed to the ceiling.

“Come sit on my face, babygirl. Let me taste that sweet cunt of yours.”

Angel giggled, her pussy dripping with desire as she crawled along the bed. She eagerly mounted Matt’s face and felt his tongue tease her labia as she turned her attention to John who was right there next to her.

“Be a good little doll and suck my cock, sweetheart.”

Angel looked into his warm blue eyes before smiling and bending forward. She gasped as Matt’s tongue flicked her hard clit.

She wrapped her lips around John’s throbbing shaft and started sucking. His salty pre-cum swirled around her tongue, and she found herself moaning at the deliciousness of it.

Angel bobbed her head as John gripped her hair with a fist, and as Matt groped her large bottom, she bucked her hips, cumming again with incredible force as she sucked John’s cock.

Being innocent, and worried that she wasn’t doing a good job, she paused and looked up at John once the shudders of her orgasm had dissipated. “Am I doing good?”

“Yes, babydoll. You’re perfect.”

With a smile, she went back to sucking, slathering his thick erection with her tongue so much that her saliva began to drip down.

Matt continued to lick her hot little pussy, bringing her another earth-shattering orgasm as John’s manhood turned to steel.

“Oh fuck!” he growled.

Hot seed burst into her mouth, the length of his shaft throbbing with each pulse of cum. He pushed in as deep as he could, making Angel choke and cough.

Her entire body was alive with lust, and as John and Matt got off the bed, she laid down and spread her legs. “Now for what I’ve been waiting for. Both of you to penetrate me and take my virginity.”

Matt caressed her leg. “We can’t both take your virginity, babygirl. So which one of us gets it?”

With an innocent smile, Angel flipped back over, onto her hands and knees, displaying her rear end to them both.

She heard them growl, then hands moved across the soft flesh of her ass. “I have two holes. And neither one of them have ever been touched. Except for what you two did on the couch. One of you gets my ass and the other my tight pussy.”

Angel wasn’t concerned with the logistics of how they would fuck her at once, nor did she have strong feelings about who got her tight rose and who got her cherry. She just wanted them both inside of her.

At once.

“Are you sure, babydoll? You want us both? At the same time?”

“Yes. Please, do it now. Make me yours.”

Angel could feel a long string of fluid dribbling from her needy snatch. Her insides were aching to be fucked. She needed it like she needed air.

“Whatever you want, babygirl.”

She closed her eyes and felt the head of one cock gently nudge at the opening to her pussy. Her walls tightened, and her nipples puckered at the delightful sensation. Pressure intensified, and as hands tightly gripped her hips, there was a quick thrust that popped her little cherry in one push.

Heavy breathing and grunting filled the air as a blissful feeling rushed through her tender body. But then, right after one of them kicked a leg up on the bed, she felt his cock teasing her tight rose.

The sensation was odd, and her heart began to race as she feared it would hurt. But after warm spit landed on her quivering sphincter, his large erection speared her tight little ass. Angel groaned loudly as two cocks stuffed her tiny holes.

They both began drilling in and out of her, the sounds of moaning and growling filling the room.

Her body rocked back and forth as they fucked her hard, her heavy breasts swaying and her nipples brushing the soft pink comforter. An orgasm built inside of her, growing like a big ball that felt like it would explode.

“Oh fuck, her ass feels so good,” John grunted.

“Yeah? Her tight little pussy here is about to empty my balls,” Matt echoed.

She fisted the sheets as her walls grew tighter.

“Oh yeahhhh,” she moaned. “I’m gonna cum…”

John spanked her round bottom and forced his cock in her so deep she could almost feel it in her throat. And when Matt did the same, drilling her with so much force she felt his balls slapping her labia, she came.

Angel’s ass quivered uncontrollably, and she thinks it milked the cum from John’s balls because seconds later, he grunted and his thick meat turned to steel in her dirty hole. Hot fluid shot inside her bowels, spilling from her like a river soon thereafter.

Just then, Matt released a loud grunt as his manhood twitched inside her pussy. The seed of both men spilled from her swollen entrances, drizzling down to the bed as they slipped from the warmth of her holes.

They both laid down next to her, nuzzling against her soft curves.

“Now be honest,” Matt said. “Did you really hear a noise outside tonight?”

Angel giggled. “No, but be honest. Do you care that I lied?”

Both men burst into laughter. And the laughter quickly morphed into them fondling her breasts and getting hard once again.

Angel was happy for the first time in her life, being taken by the two men she adored: her daddy’s best friends.

And she knew this was just the beginning of a very special arrangement.


Daddy Gets Out of Jail

19-year-old Sophie has plans for the man who’s getting out from behind bars. She’s been saving herself for this moment, and she’s going to savor every second of it.


I slid into my tight little thongs, then stepped into the cutoff jean shorts. After tugging the halter top over my head, I did a slow spin to take in my reflection. I wasn’t as busty as my best friend Olive, but I had some hips that were grabworthy. Besides, I was pretty sure Mark didn’t care about double-D’s. He’d take me just the way I was.

Mark was Olive’s daddy, and he was getting out of jail today. Three years ago, when I was just a naive 16-year-old, he had gotten into a fight with this guy and damn near killed him.

We had been at the fair all day, Mark and Olive making me feel like a part of the family like they always did. I had wandered off to the exotic flower exhibit right next to where they were playing games, bending over to smell the blooms on one of the succulents, when this jerk comes out of nowhere and grabs my ass then says “yeah baby I got something for that right here.”

I spun around and slapped him straight across his face good and hard. And that’s when the dickhead grabbed me by the arm and told me I was a slut who was just asking for it, and that he ought to take me to his trailer and teach me a lesson.

I screamed at him that I wasn’t a slut, I was a virgin! But he wasn’t listening to me nor did he care.

No one was around. I was terrified for a split second. But then Mark seemed to appear from nowhere, punching the guy’s lights out and giving him a head injury that sent him to the hospital.

I pressed charges against the psychopathic rapist wannabe, and he was prosecuted, fortunately. But Mark? He had been on probation for one too many bar fights as it was, so he ended up having to serve out the rest of his sentence. The judge didn’t even care that he was my knight in shining armor.

I’ve felt guilty about it ever since. Not just because his saving my ass landed him back in jail. But also because I’m in love with him.

Yeah. I’m 19 years old, and I’m in love with my best friend’s daddy. And I’m ready to give him my cherry.

I’ve thought about it a lot, about how it will feel to finally be in his arms, how much he will appreciate me saving myself for him. How hard his cock will be when I wrap my small fingers around his girth.

Hey, just because I’m a virgin doesn’t mean I don’t know what to expect. Olive has told me all her filthy bedroom stories, and I’ve seen enough porn to know how things work. I don’t expect our lovemaking to be like a porn scene, though. I just want to feel his body on mine, his manhood inside of me.

That will be enough to set my world on fire, and I hope it will be enough to set his world on fire too.

I’ve told Olive what I have planned. She, of course, thinks I’m a teensy bit nuts because she’s seen the kind of women he dated before going to the big house, and they tended to be a little rough around the edges, but she’s given me her blessing.

“Hey, how cool would it be if we became stepsisters?” she beamed.

I had to explain that if I married her daddy, I would be her stepmother, but she just laughed it off.

Anyway, I don’t know that I’ll marry Mark. I don’t even know if he wants to fuck me yet. But I’m pretty sure he does. Fingers crossed!

********

I pulled in front of the jailhouse and turned the engine off. After pulling down the visor mirror and making sure my lipgloss was still fresh, I couldn’t help but notice that in the outdoor light, you could see the outline of my areolas through the thin, white fabric of the halter top. Oh well, I counted that as a plus.

I nervously passed the time for fifteen or twenty minutes. Mark was under the impression that his daughter would be picking him up, but I went in her place so she could organize a small welcome home party.

When he walked through the double doors, the sun hit his face, and he lifted a hand to shield his eyes.

I stepped out of Olive’s beat-up truck, leaning on the hood and waving to get his attention. He nodded in recognition and walked my way, but he must have initially thought I was Olive because when he was close enough to see my face, he slowed down, moved his gaze over my small frame, and slowly shook his head.

“Hi, Mark. Your carriage awaits.” I fanned my arms out, and he lifted a brow.

“Sophie? Damn, girl.”

“What?” I asked, smiling.

He looked off in the distance and pulled in a long breath, running a hand through his dark hair. “You know I can see your titties through that shirt. If you can call it a shirt.”

Electricity shot through me. “Oh. Sorry.”

I wasn’t sorry, but I think he knew that.

“Right,” he chuckled. “Where’s my daughter at?”

My heart sank. “She’s, uh, getting the house cleaned up for you, I think.”

He nodded and swept his gaze over me, this time, paying particular attention to my chest. Just the act of his eyes landing there made my nipples grow hard, and I could feel them clawing at the material, like they just couldn’t wait to feel his hands, his lips.

“She gave you the keys to my truck?”

Okay, technically it was Olive’s truck, but I guess he had bought it for her three years ago. “Um, yes.” I sheepishly passed them his way and he took them from my hand.

“Thanks, darlin’. Hop in. I’ll take you home.”

Home?

I got in on the passenger side, wishing I had picked him up in my own car. I had planned to take him to this private, secluded place near the quarry where everyone went to fuck privately, mostly at night. But now? Well, now I was at his mercy.

Fuck.

I eyed him from the passenger seat. His dark brown hair had gotten longer, but his rugged face and strong hands still looked the same. He even had a little stubble going on that was actually really sexy.

“So, how have things been with you?” he asked.

“Pretty good, I guess. Finished high school, got a job at that convenience store on Route 8.”

He nodded as he pulled onto the highway. “Olive says you’re still living at home with your mama?”

I wasn’t sure what he was getting at. Maybe he wanted to be sure I hadn’t moved. “Well, yeah, but we can go somewhere else, if you like.”

I tried scooting closer to him, but the seatbelt stopped me. Mark flicked his gaze my way, letting his eyes trail up my porcelain legs. “Where in the world would we go, Sophie?”

“I don’t know. I thought you might want to … get something to eat?”

Damn. Why did I say that? Olive was making a full spread of finger sandwiches, hot dogs, and chips and dip for his welcome home party.

Mark gave me another weird look, letting his eyes settle at my chest. “You aren’t exactly dressed for a restaurant, girl.”

I slid my hands down my legs, feeling how sweaty the palms were. “I guess you’re right.”

“I mean, damn. Didn’t you learn your lesson three years ago? That’s all I need, is to walk into some local joint with you on my arms and have to punch another fucker out for even looking at you.”

“You’d walk into a restaurant with me on your arms?”

And punch them out for looking at me? I thought.

He shifted in his seat. “Shit, I’d about have to, wouldn’t I? With you looking like that, I’d have to shield you from the eyes of perverts.”

My pussy grew hot and wet. “I … I didn’t know you felt that way, Mark. I only dressed this way for you, ya know. Not for any perverts, or anything like that.”

“Shit,” he muttered, tugging his jeans away from his crotch. I noticed the tent forming there, bulging right at the zipper. “I’m forbidden from laying a hand on you.”

“By who?” I practically shrieked.

“By me, that’s who!” he snapped, twisting his head my way and pointing his eyes at my tits that were now prickling under the halter top.

“Why on this green earth would you forbid your own self from laying a hand on me, when I’ve been saving myself for you all this time? I owe you for doing all that time for me.”

I heard the groan climb up his throat as his cock twitched under his jeans. Yeah, I was still staring at it. My little pussy was twitching too. And my clit.

“You don’t owe me nothin’ for just acting like a man and protecting his loved ones. Besides. If I take you, I’m probably gonna hurt you. I’m not exactly small, princess, and I tend to be a little rough. And, well, you’re just a tiny little thing.”

Everything he just said made me want to melt into a puddle. Oh my god. I couldn’t resist. I reached over and put my hand on his leg and squeezed his big, hard muscle. “That’s a very Daddyish thing to say. Not wanting to hurt me and all.”

“Daddyish?” he curled his gaze in my direction.

I bit my lip and nodded, then twisted in the seat to face him, spreading my legs a little and feeling the crotch of my jean shorts cut up my drenched slit.

“Maybe I can handle a rough Daddy.”

Another grumble, or was it a growl? “Damn, girl. You’re making it hard for me to say no. And I just got out of jail after knocking out a man for wanting to do what I want to do to you right now.”

I let my hand travel up his leg and felt the heat flowing out from his stiff erection. “Well, the key difference is I’m asking you to fuck me. In fact, I’m begging for it.”

“Fuck, Sophie. You’re making my cock take over any rational thought that’s left in my brain.”

“Good,” I answered, right as he took the exit off the highway.

My heartrate increased, and my pussy began to hum. This was the exit for the quarry. “Are you taking me somewhere we can be alone, Daddy?”

“You’re damn right I am. Where no one can interrupt us, and you can scream as loud as you want and no one will hear.”

I had chills when he said that. It excited me to know Mark was going to fuck me good enough to make me scream. I wasn’t scared at all.

I knew it would hurt, but Olive said it only hurt for a second. Then it was like immense pleasure.

Mark let his right hand fall off the steering wheel and touched my leg, running his rough fingers up my thigh.

“Call me Daddy again.”

I spread my legs and felt the tip of his finger brush my pussy through the jean shorts. “Mmm, Daddy. I can’t wait for you to feel how wet my pussy is for you.”

“Fuckin’ A, girl.”

He lightly slapped my thigh, making me jump, then gripped his crotch. I thought he was about to remove himself from his pants, and I got overly excited, feeling my mouth water.

But then he turned down a bumpy dirt road.

“You like it when I call you that, don’t you?”

“What the fuck do you think?” he gritted out, tugging my hand to his stiffy that bumped hard at my touch.

I gasped, amazed at how hard and big his cock felt through the thick denim. Jesus, he was big.

“I think you should show it to me.”

“Oh, I’m going to show it to you, baby. I’m going to do a hell of a lot more than that.”

He flew down the bumpy road, kicking rocks out from under the tires and bouncing me all over the place. I started giggling.

But then when he pulled in between two tall pine trees right at the edge of the overlook, I got quiet.

“I’ve thought about you a lot, babygirl. About how you would feel, and taste. I had no idea you wanted me too.” Mark slammed the car in park and shut off the engine. He then pushed the button, releasing my seat belt before gliding his hand up my leg again.

“I’ve wanted you for a long time.”

“But you’re off limits. My daughter cannot know about this.”

I smirked. “She already knows I want you. And she’s cool with it.”

He shook his head, then hooked a finger under my halter top. “You got some nice titties. I can tell. But I want to see them, so get this all shit off.”

With a smile, I lifted the halter top. My nipples tightened the instant I was exposed, my heated desire fueled by his attention.

“Fuck. I knew it.” He was staring at them, but when he lightly brushed them with his thumb, I felt my pussy clench hard and tight. I was so ready for him to fuck me.

“Get them shorts off too.”

I pushed up with my feet and unbuttoned the denim, wiggling them down my hips and leaving the thongs on. I sat back down, the warm leather sticking to the backs of my thighs.

“Mm-mm-mmm,” he groaned.

“It’s all yours, Daddy. Any time you want it.”

Blowing out a hard breath, Mark reached down and popped the lever, sliding the bench seat all the way back and allowing more room between him and the steering wheel.

“I want it now, so get over here and sit in Daddy’s lap.”

With my heart hammering in my chest, I climbed in his lap. Mark pressed his lips to mine and kissed me hungrily. His tongue was ferocious as he darted it around my mouth, his big, rough hands cupping my ass.

He then reached up and cupped my tiny A-cup boobs before moving his lips there. His tongue darted all around my hard little nipples, and I found myself undulating my hips as his hard-as-steel erection thumped against my hot cunt.

“Damn it, babygirl. Your tits are perfect.”

“I’m glad you like them, Daddy.”

His voice growled, and he went back to sucking my tits, flicking the nipples, tugging them past his lips, sucking and nibbling them. Jesus, it was like he had a boob fetish. He must have spent ten minutes getting me all worked up.

My pussy was on fire, and I think I must have leaked onto his jeans, because when he slid me off his lap and laid me down in the seat, I saw a wet spot right where I had been grinding.

“I’m about to lick that sweet, innocent pussy a’yours, baby. Because I want you nice and throbby when I fuck you here in a minute.”

I huffed and nodded as he peeled the crotch of my drenched thongs aside, moaning when he saw that I had shaved my pussy.

“Good god, I’m a lucky man,” he murmured.

Mark didn’t waste a second sliding his tongue over my slick folds. He teased me for a moment, moving in slow circles, getting closer and closer to my clit.

So when he finally did lick my hard little nub, I nearly hit the roof of the truck.

“Oh, Daddy!” I cried out.

My thighs clamped around his head, but he didn’t seem to mind. He just kept groaning and licking me, flicking my bean like a fucking professional. Okay, maybe this was going to be like a porn flick. I knew I sure as shit felt like a porn star right now, despite the ironic fact that I was a virgin.

I drove my pelvis up and down as Mark’s fingers found my nipples and gave them a hard pinch, causing me to hiss.

I fisted his hair as my breathing became ragged, and when he brushed his palms over my nipples and sucked my clit past his lips, I turned into a quivering mess.

“Fuck, Daddy. I’m cumming. Oh god, I’m cumming!”

He growled into my little pussy as I thrust up and down, my clit bouncing over and over as he suckled on my tender bump. My legs trembled, and my heart pounded, and I was grinning ear to ear at the blissful shockwaves pulsing through my body.

“Alright, that’s about as fucking sweet as I get, babygirl. Now it’s time for you to service your Daddy and let him stretch all your tight little holes.”

With that, he sat up and opened the car door, jumping outside. I slid across the seat on my hands and knees, watching him get undressed. It was a good thing we were alone out here, except of course for the birds and the bees.

When his jeans hit the dirt, he kicked them aside with his brown boots still on and pulled down his boxers.

My mouth fell open when I saw how big he was. It reminded me of the extra-large zucchinis my mama used to grow. It was definitely big enough to make me suddenly nervous.

“Plant that bottom of yours over here and let’s see how much of me you can handle.”

I got out of the truck and sat down on the little bit of space that was at the step-up entrance. Mark held his cock in one hand and gripped the back of my head with the other. His slit was dripping clear fluid, pulsing out in thin droplets.

“Um, Daddy? How am I supposed to…?” I looked up at him, but he didn’t seem too sympathetic to my concern.

“Open up, and Daddy will do all the rest.”

I parted my lips, and that’s when he slid his cock inside my mouth. My body tingled as I tasted his delicious precum. It smeared all over the roof of my mouth as he grunted how good I felt.

The head hit the back of my throat, and I thought my jaw would dislocate from trying to accommodate his length.

“Good god, babygirl. Your mouth is like a tight little pussy, all on its own.”

I tried to grunt, but I couldn’t. He pumped his thick cock in and out of my mouth as I held onto his hips. I was getting needy again, my virgin walls throbbing and aching to be penetrated.

I swirled my tongue along the underside of his veiny shaft, letting my eyes close as I got into giving him pleasure. When he went far back enough to make me cough, he pulled out and lifted me off the floor of the truck, then carried me around the truck, lowering the back door that led to the bed.

“Daddy, I thought you were gonna cum.”

“Oh, I will, but I’m saving it for that fertile pussy a’yours.”

My core ignited. Oh hell, I would love to have Mark’s baby.

He gently pushed me face-down in the bed of the truck, and I threw my arms on the hot surface as he peeled down my thongs. “And you should know,” he added, forcing my legs apart, “that I don’t use protection. I like it ohhhhh natural. If you get knocked up, well, that will just give me a pregnant belly to look at and a pregnant pussy to fuck.”

“Yes, Daddy. Whatever you want,” I groaned, feeling my juices leak down my thigh as he speared my pussy with his thick meat.

“Good. As long as we understand one another.”

I arched my back and moaned as his dick spread me open, feeling a slight burn. But then he forced out a grunt and pushed hard, popping right through my fertile walls.

“Oh!”

“That’s a girl. Daddy got that cherry. You said you wanted it rough, right?”

“Yes, Daddy, please…” I squeaked.

“Hold on, then, little one.”

One hand tugged my hair, and the other held my hip as he drove into me. Daddy rammed his cock in and out of me so hard I could feel him hit my cervix. His balls slapped my wet pussy lips, liquid pulsing out of me and dribbling down my legs. My hair stung as he pulled it every few seconds.

He was not quiet as he took me either, every few seconds giving me a hard spanking that burned my little bottom, but also brought me closer and closer to cumming.

“Fuck, baby, you’re so tight,” he gritted out, pushing so hard I lost it.

I moaned and cried real tears as I came again, my tight walls clamping down around his huge member over and over.

He suddenly slammed into me and shot his load, roaring into the quarry as he unleashed a bucket-sized amount of cum. I could feel it, the heat of his man-seed coating my walls before being forced out with each hard thrust.

When he stopped, I twisted my head and looked over my shoulder, and he gripped my hair again, tighter this time to remind me who I belonged to, before nudging his cock at my asshole.

“Daddy…” I gasped.

“This hole is mine, princess. And you’re gonna love it.”

I gritted my teeth as he pushed his way in, burning like hell but thankfully nice and lubed from both our cum. When Daddy’s thick meat was all the way in my forbidden rose, I found the pain melt away and turn into pleasure.

The length of his member rubbed my tender tissue in a way I never would have imagined. And when he moved at a hard pace and his heavy balls lightly tapped my swollen clit, I was tossed over the edge again, cumming around his dick inside my asshole.

“Fuck, baby. You cumming on Daddy’s dick?”

“Uh-huh,” I grunted.

“Well … shit. I am too,” he said, emptying himself into my bowels.

Daddy thrust hard and fast a few more times, growling like a wild animal as he came tugging on my hair.

When he was done, he slipped out of my bottom and picked me up, carrying me back to the passenger seat. My whole body felt beat up, and I loved it. His cum dribbled out of my pussy and bottom, and onto the leather seat.

He kissed me on the forehead and smiled at me. “You were a good girl for Daddy. Hell of a way to get out of jail.”

I told him I’d be his good girl anytime he wanted.

But I think he already knew that.


Granddaddy Next Door

18-year-old Betty is stuck with her dad and new stepmom all summer. But instead of being allowed to spend her leisurely days sunning by the pool, she has to help care for the aging man next door. Betty is shocked when the hot older neighbor invites her inside and shows her just what he needs her to do.


Betty’s heart sank as her dad pulled into the driveway of his new home. He had just moved here after remarrying, and it was a good three hours from her home near the coast. She would have to spend all summer away from her mom and friends, and try to get along with her new stepmother, Roberta, who she already wasn’t fond of.

“So where is the pool, Daddy?”

“Hmm?” he asked, casting a sideways glance in her direction.

“The pool? You know, where you swim? Don’t you guys have one in the neighborhood?”

He winced. “Yeah, but … I think Roberta has other plans for you this summer.”

She rolled her eyes. This could not be good. “Like?”

“Oh, I don’t know. She mentioned teaching you how to cook and garden and crochet, and I believe she wants you to help out with Tony.”

“Tony? Who is that?”

“He’s the nice man next door. You’ll meet him soon.”

“Great,” Betty mumbled, rolling her eyes. So that’s why they invited her to spend two months up here. They were looking for a slave.

Her daddy carried her luggage inside, and right away Betty could smell dinner cooking. Roberta walked to her and gave her a half hug, patronizingly tapping her on the shoulder. “Glad you could make it.”

“Thanks, Roberta. It’s good to see you again,” Betty said, her voice sounding lifeless.

“Be a dear and wash up. You’re just in time to make the salad.”

Betty watched her daddy walk off and followed Roberta into the kitchen before she even got a tour of their new two-story home. It hurt her feelings, but she didn’t want to make waves her first day here. Besides, if she was going to spend two months here, she should at least make an effort to get along with her new stepmom.

That night at dinner, Roberta asked Betty how her high school graduation went, and she bit her tongue. The happy couple had been on vacation when Betty received her diploma. “It was just your basic graduation. Nothing fancy.”

“I’m really sorry we couldn’t be there. But Hawaii was to die for.”

“I’m sure it was.”

Betty looked at her daddy, but he just hung his head in shame. How could he be so weak? Betty hated thinking these thoughts about her own father, but he just seemed to crumble around Roberta and she didn’t know why. The woman was pretty, but why would you blow off your only child’s graduation to honeymoon? They could have gotten married a week later. Or earlier.

“Listen, Betty. Tony Ferrera, the elderly gentleman next door, has asked me to help him out with some odds and ends at his place. He has an entire list of things that need to get done, and I just simply don’t have time. I told him you would be by tomorrow morning to see what you can do. Then, tomorrow night, I’ll teach you how to make Coq au vin. How does that sound?”

Betty wanted to pick up a spoonful of garlic mashed potatoes and sling them at Roberta’s face, but she resisted the urge. “That’s fine. I mean, what kind of person would I be if I said no, right?”

Roberta actually gave Betty a dirty look, and that made Betty chuckle. Pushing her buttons was so easy.

After doing the dishes, Betty went to her bedroom and got settled, unpacking her clothes and stacking all her favorite books on the bedside table. She flipped on the lamp and got undressed, letting her bra fall to the floor. Her petite breasts pricked in the cool air, forcing her nipples to pucker into hard points.

She opened her bottle of cotton candy scented lotion and rubbed some on her chest, then down her flat belly before squirting more to put on her hips. She was slathering the creamy stuff all over her round, full bottom when she happened to glance out the window and see that a rather large man was watching her.

Betty gasped and started to cover her breasts, until she noticed how attractive he was. In blue jeans and a tight shirt that accentuated his bulging muscles and thick frame, he had grayish hair and a full beard, and was holding a toolbox. Betty bit her lip and moved to the window, curious to see more, when all of a sudden, he turned away and walked into the house.

The house where this elderly gentleman Tony supposedly lived.

Whoever she saw must have been his son, or maybe a friend, because he didn’t look elderly at all. Older, sure. But not like a senior citizen who needed help. Well, she supposed she would find out soon enough.

********

The next morning, Betty begrudgingly made her way next door, expecting to be greeted by a grumpy old man demanding she cook and clean for him, take him to doctor’s appointments, and help him bathe. She shuddered at the thought.

But she also looked forward to the possibility of meeting the man she saw outside her window last night. The one who had made her breasts tingle with delight. The one whom she’d thought about when she fingered herself to sleep while her daddy and stepmother slept in the room down the hall. Maybe he would show himself again this summer.

Betty rang the doorbell and nervously slid her hands into the back pockets of her shorts. When the door opened, her heart thumped extra hard. It was the same man from last night, his silver hair mussy and his dark arms covered in tattoos. Dozens of little crow’s feet swept out from his rich brown eyes.

“Hi. I’m Betty from next door. Is Mr. Ferrera here?”

The man swept his gaze over her petite frame and round curves. He licked his lips. “Hi, Betty from next door. Yes, Mr. Ferrera is here.”

“Oh. May I speak with him? My stepmother Roberta told me he needed some help with a few things.”

The man lifted a brow. “Roberta is your stepmother? And she sent you?”

Betty nodded and the man pinched the bridge of his nose.

“Is … something wrong, sir?”

She felt like a fool, and she didn’t want to feel like a fool in front of this gorgeous, older hunk of a man.

“Sorry, no. Please, come in.”

Betty stepped inside the home, half expecting to find Tony waiting for her in a wheelchair, or a walker.

“If Mr. Ferrera is busy, I can come back later.”

“Oh,” the man said, chuckling and rubbing his beard as he eyed her over once again, sending heat pumping through her little pussy. “I’m definitely busy, but you don’t have to come back.”

Betty stared dumbly at the man for a moment. “You’re the elderly man next door?”

As soon as those words left her lips, she gasped and threw a hand over her mouth. Mr. Ferrera laughed, this time louder than before.

“Is that how that woman described me?”

Betty bit the inside of her lip. “Sorry. Maybe she just said older. I can’t remember.”

“It’s fine, sweetheart. I believe there’s been a … delightful misunderstanding.”

“Oh, really?”

“Yes, really. I told your stepmother that I planned to hire someone to remodel my home. She offered to help me, and by ‘offered to help,’ I mean that she made some rather … adulterous advances towards me, which I promptly rejected.”

Betty was befuddled. Her stepmother had tried to cheat on her dad? What a—

“I don’t mean to sound crass,” Mr. Ferrera continued, “but I expected some sort of backlash. However, I sure as hell didn’t expect her to send someone as adorable and delicious as you to test my will power.”

Betty felt her nipples prick as desire fluttered through her, a combination of disgust with Roberta and arousal from his compliment causing her mixed feelings. She would need to have a talk with her daddy, obviously.

But, in the meantime, Betty smiled demurely and clasped her hands behind her back. “I honestly don’t know what to say, Mr. Ferrera. Um, thank you?”

His lips pulled into a smile as he lazily dragged his gaze over Betty’s extremely horny body. “No need to thank me for speaking the truth.”

Betty gulped, heat surging through her core. “Well, what shall I tell Roberta? That you don’t need my help after all?”

He stepped closer to Betty and rubbed his beard in thought. “Tell you what, sweetheart. Don’t tell her a thing. Be back here at eight o’clock tonight, and I’ll have something for you to do. A joint project, so to speak.”

“Oh? For your remodeling project?” Relief flooded her. Betty was so glad that Mr. Ferrera was going to put her to work after all. She suddenly looked forward to spending time with him this summer. She already planned to dress sexy as can be to drive him as crazy as he was driving her right now.

Mr. Ferrera bobbed his head. “Mmm, let’s just say it involves a little payback for your stepmother. We’re going to teach her a lesson on what happens when you try to manipulate people.”

Betty giggled. “That sounds like fun. I look forward to it. See you at eight, Mr. Ferrera.” She turned to leave, pulling the front door open.

“See you then. And Betty?”

“Yes?”

“Mr. Ferrera is so formal. Why don’t you just call me Granddaddy.”

Betty’s virgin pussy twitched. Something about the sophistication and experience of an older man made her sopping wet with need. She licked her lips and laughed softly, nervously.

“Yeah, sure. Granddaddy.”

As she walked away, she thought she heard Mr. Ferrera growl, but she wasn’t sure. All she knew was that her heart was pounding and her clit was throbbing, and she couldn’t wait to see what Mr…—what Granddaddy had in store as payback for her traitorous stepmother.

********

After Betty helped Her Majesty clean up from dinner that she sort of taught her how to make, Betty announced that she was going next door to help Mr. Ferrera.

“Didn’t you help him this morning?”

“He asked me to come back at eight. So, I’m going over there to see what he needs.”

Roberta had the audacity to roll her eyes, and Betty held back a smirk as she walked out the door. Betty was sure she was jealous, and that Granddaddy had been right. Roberta had probably sent her over there as a test, to see if he would make the moves on the cute 18-year-old.

Mr. Ferrera opened the door before she had a chance to knock, and Betty was taken aback at how sexy Granddaddy looked.

He was decked out in jeans and was wearing a tight-fitting black t-shirt that clung to his chest and accentuated his muscles. Betty sank her teeth into her lower lip as he pointed his gaze to her chest.

She had chosen to wear a spaghetti strap top that clung to her upper body as well, and heavily showed off her large breasts and quickly hardening nipples.

“Damn, girl. Come on inside.”

Betty thanked him as she walked in, and he closed the front door and locked it.

“Your stepmother told me you were eighteen. Please tell me she wasn’t lying about that.”

“She wasn’t. Why? Do I have to be eighteen to do something, Granddaddy?”

He lifted his brows then chuckled, shaking his head. “Come on in here and make yourself comfortable while I check on a few things.”

Betty followed him into the living room before he disappeared down the hallway, feeling slightly nervous. She looked at the pictures on his bookshelf, noticing he appeared to have a big family. He also had an impressive collection of books, one of which was on the Kama Sutra.

Betty wasn’t sure what it was all about, but based on the cover, it looked a little … adult in nature. She flipped through the pages, looking at the pictures, getting immensely turned on at all the graphic sexual positions.

She wasn’t sure how long she stared at the book, but when she heard Granddaddy’s voice low and rumbly approach from behind, her pulse raced.

“One of my favorite books right there,” he said, stopping just close enough that Betty could feel his body heat, smell the faint scent of his testosterone.

“It …it looks pretty cool.”

Cool? Betty felt like a total dork.

Granddaddy chuckled. “It is cool, especially trying out all the different positions.”

Betty’s pussy clenched. “So, which one is your favorite?”

There she went again, speaking without thinking. Granddaddy’s voice rumbled again, like a low growl, and he let out a long exhale. “We can discuss that another time, sweetheart. Right now, we have a little task to complete.”

He wrapped his arm around her waist and guided her out of the room. Betty got tingles at his touch and found herself thinking about doing naughty things to him, with him.

Things that were in that book.

He led her into his master bedroom, where a large, king-sized four-poster bed rested against the wall, the black suede comforter looking so comfy she just wanted to fall on top of it. “What are we doing in here?”

He flipped on a lamp next to the window, and she swallowed down her nervousness as he took her to look out the glass. There, next door in her daddy’s back yard, stood Roberta, spraying the flowers with the long garden hose. The sun was setting in the distance, and Granddaddy came up behind her again, this time wrapping his strong fingers around her upper arms and sending erotic shivers down her back.

“Your stepmother is outside at this time every night, watering those damn daisies. And every night, she wears these skimpy shorts and bends over to pull up weeds, making sure I’m standing right here watching her ass hanging out.”

Betty was shocked to hear that her father had been so duped by this woman he’d just vowed to spend the rest of his life with. But then … what did that say about Granddaddy? If he stood here and watched her every night, egging her on?

“And she sees you watching her?”

“Oh, I don’t really watch her. Only reason I’m standing here is because, well, just wait a sec.”

Betty stood still, and seconds later, she saw the bright colors light up the sky, followed by multiple booms that echoed through the distance.

“Fireworks,” she said excitedly, leaning against the frame of the window.

“Yep. Every night around this time they start setting them off. I don’t know who does it. Must be expensive, but after the fourth, they’ll probably stop.”

Betty watched the display, completely enraptured with all the beautiful colors, when she realized that she still didn’t know what this whole revenge plot was on his part.

“So how are we going to get payback for my stepmom, Granddaddy?”

That’s when his hands began to wander, down her arms and all the way to her fingers. Betty pulled in a deep breath as he clasped his big, rough hands in hers.

“We’re going to give her a show of our own.”

With no warning, his fingers trailed back up her arms, then moved to her chest. He lightly teased her nipples, forcing them to pucker under the cotton fabric of her shirt.

Betty felt her insides turn to mush as she whispered, “Oh Granddaddy…”

He growled in her ear as ribbons of pleasure rolled through her. “You want your slutty stepmom to see who’s getting the action around here, don’t you?”

An evil thrill shot through Betty, and she knew that letting her stupid stepmom Roberta watch her be seduced and fucked by the man she had tried to seduce would really piss her off. But, there was just one thing.

“Yes,” she sighed. “But, I’m a virgin, Granddaddy. And, I don’t really know what I’m doing.”

The older man pinched Betty’s nipples, his voice needy as he growled against her neck. “You mean, I’m going to get first tap at that sweet pussy?”

Betty’s skin ignited as his lips pressed against her flesh. “Yes, you can have my virginity, Granddaddy.”

He let out another audible sound that made Betty tremble with lust, and his hand wandered down the front of her shorts. She hissed and sucked in a breath as he found her swollen lips and teased her pearl for a few brief seconds.

“Fuck, sweetheart. Granddaddy needs you naked if this is going to work.”

He lifted Betty’s shirt and pulled it over her head, forcing her round bosom to spill forth. Betty was dizzy with need, but her dumb stepmother hadn’t even looked up at them yet.

With her shorts still on, Granddaddy began dragging his tongue all up and down her neck while seductively toying with her nipples, lightly pinching them and brushing the palms of his hands over the hardening buds.

“Oh, Granddaddy,” she purred, feeling her pussy grow hotter, wetter.

“Mmm, that’s it, you slut. Look up here and see what I’m doing to your stepdaughter,” he growled, flicking Betty’s nipples with his pointer.

Just then, Roberta pulled her phone out of her pocket, shut off the garden hose, and went back inside without so much as a glance in their direction.

“Damn it,” Betty whispered, her pussy aching to be touched.

Now, there was no need to continue with the show.

But Granddaddy didn’t stop. He just let out a groan and unbuttoned Betty’s shorts before peeling them down her hips.

“She’s gone. You … still want to fuck me, Granddaddy?” she asked, tossing a look over her shoulder.

“Of course, I do. That skank isn’t the only reason I wanted you, little girl. You’re beautiful, sexy, and all Granddaddy wants to do is pop that cherry and make you cum.”

With a whimper, Betty fell back against the older man as he cupped her pussy from behind. His thick fingers probed her tight entrance, slick with her desire, stopping right at her membrane of innocence.

Her legs trembled as he came back out and circled her clit with skill while keeping his other hand cupped at her breast.

“Damn, girl. What a wet little pussy you have. You like it when Granddaddy touches you like this?”

“Yes,” she purred, throwing her hands up to the glass for balance.

“Good. Because I plan to touch you like this aaaalll summer.”

With incredible precision, Granddaddy swirled and swirled her swollen bundle of nerves, every few seconds dipping into her tunnel for more lubricating fluids. She was dripping uncontrollably, her body a trembling mess of pre-orgasm shivers.

“I’m—I’m gonna cum, Granddaddy,” she murmured, feeling the waves crash into her.

“Good girl. Cum on Granddaddy’s finger, sweetheart.”

He flicked her little bean quicker now while teasing her nipple with his other hand. When Betty came, she cried out in pleasure, thrusting her hips back and forth and wobbling at the knees.

Betty heard the zipper, the sound of Granddaddy’s jeans falling to the floor making her heart race. He lifted her up and carried her to the bed like she weighed no more than a rag doll.

Her hands fell forward, and her little bottom stuck up behind her as Granddaddy gingerly pushed her feet apart.

“I’m about to sink balls deep, sweetheart, make that pussy mine.”

“Oh-okay,” Betty gasped as his thick member slid into her tight opening, stretching her with his manhood.

“Take a deep breath, darlin’,” he said, grabbing onto her long hair and fisting tightly.

Betty groaned as Granddaddy pushed all the way in, popping her innocence in a quick maneuver that she barely registered.

He pumped furiously, pounding her with his cock and forcing her toes to dig into the carpet. Her body was racked with the roughness of his passion, his big member massaging her walls with each thrust and rubbing her G-spot just right.

With a tighter grip on her hair, he forced himself all the way in to the root and undulated his hips, making his balls rub softly against her pussy lips and clit.

She could feel the head of his shaft grinding against her cervix, and it sent her cascading off the edge, her body convulsing as she came.

Betty gripped the comforter for dear life as her vaginal walls clamped down around his thick meat. And when she felt him turn to steel, his warm cum wasn’t far behind, spraying her walls and dumping his seed in her belly.

Betty immediately became concerned with getting pregnant, but before she could panic, Granddaddy picked her up and spun her around before urging her to the floor, on her knees. Betty dropped obediently as Granddaddy forced himself past her lips and into her mouth.

“When Granddaddy takes a girl’s innocence, he does so roughly, little one. Sorry about that.”

Betty’s back fell against the bed as he fucked her mouth forcefully. She could taste herself on him, tangy and a little sweet, and while the head of his cock kept brushing against her tonsils, making her gag slightly, she loved his dominance.

Her pussy throbbed once again, his and her fluids flowing out from her and dripping to the floor below. The faster Granddaddy thrust inside of her mouth, the more she got into it, ultimately reaching up and gripping the base of his shaft in an attempt to feel him, stroke him, squeeze his erection.

His voice growled once again, and as she slathered her tongue over his veiny length, hot fluid shot from the slit at the tip, filling her mouth up with his earthy cream.

Fisting her hair tightly, Granddaddy roared like a beast as he spurted load after load.

Betty coughed several times, but she managed to swallow every bit of his cum, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand as he slipped from her lips.

Granddaddy helped her off the floor and laid her down on top of his bed, the comforter fluffing out around her as he lay next to her.

“Sweetheart, you’re going to be spending a lot of time over here this summer.”

“Yeah,” Betty sighed, nuzzling next to him. “I guess it’s a good thing Roberta didn’t see us. Otherwise, I’d probably be banned from ever coming here again.”

Granddaddy chuckled and kissed the top of her head. “You got that right. I’m going to talk with her tomorrow and let her know she shouldn’t expect you home all that much.”

“Sounds good to me,” Betty giggled, happy as could be.


Daddy’s Big Black Farmhand

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


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

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

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

Oh no.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Well, he just needed a push was all.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sit still, girl,” he said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What’re you talking about, girl?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What the fuck do you think, girl?”

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

“I think that—”

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

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

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

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

“Oh, I got it. It’s mine.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I gasped. “What—what are you doing?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ooooohhh!” I purred.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Daddy’s Secret Photo Stash

Ella stumbles upon the older man’s photos and is shocked and speechless when she learns just what he’s taken an interest in photographing.


Ella was hanging out with her best friend Tammy when her friend got called into work.

“I’ll only have to stay a few hours,” Tammy said. “Don’t go anywhere, and when I get back, we’ll go out for Mexican.”

“That sounds awesome. I’ll just hang out in your room. Are your parents coming home?”

Ella secretly hoped they wouldn’t be. Tammy’s dad, Mr. Kline, was an extremely attractive attorney, and he was also so unbelievably sexy that it intimidated Ella. Her mother hardly spoke to her. Ella was convinced Mrs. Kline didn’t like her at all.

Fortunately, Tammy’s mother was hardly ever home. Tammy had told Ella that her parents were on the verge of getting divorced because her mom had cheated. One night during a particularly vocal argument several months ago, Mr. Kline had told his wife he would never touch her again.

“Well, I’m pretty sure Mom is staying at her boyfriend’s tonight,” Tammy sighed. “And Daddy won’t be home until around six. But I should be back by then.”

“Okay. I’ll just be in here, chilling in your room,” Ella said, blowing her friend a kiss as she pulled her door shut.

“See ya!”

Ella read for a while after her friend left, but then she got bored and restless. When she suddenly remembered that she and Tammy had gone shopping last weekend, and that Tammy had bought a surplus of new bras, Ella decided she wanted to try them on for fun.

Ella had been blessed with a nice size chest where Tammy was a little smaller. But the one bra that Ella was interested in was shaped such that it hugged Ella’s chest just right, pressing her breasts together and giving her an ample cleavage that turned her on when she looked at her reflection in the mirror.

Ella was only 19 years old, but she had never had sex before. She’d gone on dates and indulged in wandering hands, but no one had ever turned her on enough to make her want to give up her innocence.

And now, looking in the mirror at how sexy she was, Ella was glad she had saved that part of herself. Her first time should be intense, with a man she trusts, who she shares some chemistry and passion with.

She slipped out of her jeans and looked at her curvaceous child-bearing hips that were accentuated by her lacy pink thongs, knowing any man would be lucky to have her. Ella was confident that day would come soon.

Falling into Tammy’s bed, Ella reached for the remote control to turn on the television, but the remote was nowhere in sight. After doing a quick search and still not finding it, she sent Tammy a quick message to ask where it was.

Tammy responded moments later.

Daddy probably took it in his office to replace the batteries. Check his desk. Just be really careful not to move anything.

Ella strolled down the hall and into Mr. Kline’s office. She remembered that his office had always been off limits. Once, when Tammy and Ella were much younger, Tammy had gone in there during a game of hide-and-seek, and her dad had told Tammy if she ever stepped foot in there again she’d be given a spanking.

Ella had overheard and asked what that was all about, but Tammy just said that he kept all his important paperwork in there and didn’t want to lose anything. Ella drew the conclusion that Mr. Kline was a strict disciplinarian with control issues, which just made him that much sexier to her.

She got to his office and noticed it looked much neater than the last time she had peeked in here. Several stacks of papers sat at each end of the desk and his computer was front and center.

Ella quickly glanced around and saw the remote control resting right behind the mouse. She picked it up and opened the battery compartment, only to discover that it was empty.

“Shit,” she muttered, making a face.

Mr. Kline must have some batteries in here somewhere, she thought to herself. She opened the top drawer, but it was full of pens and pencils, a stapler, and some paperclips.

The next drawer contained a stack of magazines, and she started to close it.

But then, she saw just what kind of magazines they were: dirty magazines with half-naked women on the covers.

Ella felt a stirring deep within her core, knowing that her best friend’s daddy had such a dirty mind. Then again, he had probably gone a long time without the touch of a woman if he was icing his wife out.

The cover of the second magazine featured a photo of a woman bent over the back of a chair, her bare ass looking as though it were begging to be spanked. Ella wouldn’t mind being dominated like that. Strong, alpha males had always made her a little hot.

She tossed the magazine on the top of the desk and opened it up, flipping through the pages at all the nude women. Her pussy began to throb, not because she was attracted to the models themselves, but because she envisioned Mr. Kline sitting at his desk and getting hard while looking at the same photos.

Ella really wished she wasn’t so attracted to such an older man who was essentially off limits, but the more she thought about it, she couldn’t help picturing Tammy’s Daddy stroking himself, and cumming all over his hand.

These visions made Ella wet, her labia swelling and throbbing. She slipped a few fingers inside the crotch of her thongs and discovered her folds were slick and aching for a release. The tip of her index finger lightly brushed her clitoris, and she bit her lip as she softly swirled her aching bundle of nerves.

She turned several more pages and stopped when she found a small stack of photographs.

Photographs of a familiar face.

And a familiar event from just three months ago.

Ella’s mouth fell open in shock as she studied the picture of herself in a bikini, relaxing in a chaise lounge outside. And, she recalled the day very clearly. She and Tammy just so happened to share the same birthday, and they had decided to throw a joint 19th birthday party in Tammy’s backyard by the pool.

Several of their closest friends had come, and Ella remembers Mr. Kline manning the hotdogs at the grill, frequently eyeing Ella.

It never occurred to her that he was flirting. After all, he was 42 and old enough to be her daddy. What would he want with some inexperienced girl?

But as she continued to sort through the photos, it became crystal clear that he was, or at least had been on that day, secretly obsessed with her.

The second picture zoomed in on Ella’s breasts, and the third showed her getting out of the pool and bending over to retrieve some goggles. Her bikini bottoms were riding up the crack of her ass, and the pool water glistened on her skin. Hell, it was a hot picture.

And looking at all these photographs was making her so horny.

Obviously, Mr. Kline had a thing for Ella, but all he could do about it was take sexy pictures of her and offer admiration from a distance.

Ella knew that most women would probably be creeped out, but she was so flattered it actually made her blush. Her skin grew hot and these little flutters in her belly went right between her legs.

“What are you doing?”

A manly voice caught Ella off guard, and she spun around, gasping as she realized she was busted.

“Mr. Kline. I … I didn’t hear you come in.”

His gaze swept over her body as he stood in the doorway with a heated look on his face. He was wearing a business suit, which was standard for his line of work as an attorney. But it intimidated Ella once again.

Intimidated her and made her quiver with desire.

It was then she realized just what she was wearing.

“Can I help you find something?”

Ella reached behind her and attempted to shove the magazine and the pictures to the back of the desk, out of the way. But she also knew it was a lost cause. He would see that she had rummaged through his drawers.

Things were about to get really, really awkward.

“I, um, came in here to get Tammy’s remote control. She said it was probably in your office.”

“And where is my daughter?”

Ella gulped. “She got called into work for a few hours.”

Mr. Kline lifted a brow and crossed his arms before leaning against the wall. “Is that right?”

Ella nodded and somehow managed to flip the magazine closed behind her.

“What’s that you got there?” he asked, pointing his gaze behind her.

“Oh, it’s nothing.” Ella laughed nervously.

But then he started walking her way, and she knew she was about to be in trouble.

The wrong kind of trouble.

Ella leaned back as Mr. Kline peered around her. He lifted the photographs and sorted through them as Ella felt the blood drain from her face. Here she was, half-naked, in the wrong place at the wrong time.

He then flicked his gaze in Ella’s direction. “I don’t allow anyone inside my office without my permission. As Tammy’s best friend, you know this, right?”

“Yes, Mr. Kline. I—I’m aware. Like I said—”

“And what is this you’re wearing,” he interrupted, sliding a finger along the underwire of her bra.

Ella’s flesh tingled, and her insides grew hotter. “I was just … trying on clothes.”

Mr. Kline clicked his tongue and ran his eyes over her horny body. “What a shame you didn’t actually find any clothes to try on. And now, here you are, embarrassed as you’ve been caught breaking one of my rules.”

“It won’t happen again, Mr. Kline. I promise.”

His lips turned up in a smile as he tossed the pictures aside. “I’ll make sure it won’t.”

Ella’s eyes widened in fear, worried that he was about to ban her from the house. “H—how?”

“Turn around, and I’ll show you.”

Ella’s pulse quickened as she turned her back to her friend’s daddy.

“Take three steps back,” he said.

With her nerves tingling, she did as he asked, tossing a look over her shoulder.

“Now, bend over and put your hands on the desk.”

Fear and shame cascaded through her insides as she folded herself over and gripped the edge of his dark wooden desk. She didn’t have to ask. Ella knew what was coming.

“What did Daddy tell you about going in his office without permission?”

Her cunt clenched, despite the fact that she was shocked he was referring to himself as “Daddy,” Ella took a moment to answer. “You said to stay out.”

“And did you follow that rule, young lady?” His hand softly swept over the swell of her rear end.

“No,” Ella whimpered.

“No, what?”

“No … Daddy. I didn’t follow that rule.” Ella noticed her pussy getting wetter, and she throbbed extra hard when she called him the “d” word.

A growl crept up his throat. “That’s right. You didn’t. And for that reason, Daddy must spank you. One time for each rule you broke.”

His hand came down hard on her bottom, and Ella yipped as she jumped up on her toes.

“That’s for coming into my office.”

Another smack, and the sting was enough to make her cry out. “And that’s for looking in my drawer.”

Ella bit her lip as he delivered a rapid series of swats to her ass, feeling her flesh jiggle like pudding with each one. He rattled off the offenses, including removing the magazines from his drawer and one spanking for each picture she looked at.

While he set her ass on fire, her nipples puckered and her pussy tingled.

Ella loved finding the secret pictures.

She loved getting caught.

And she especially loved being spanked by the man of the house who was now making her call him Daddy.

All along, she’d wanted a dominant man to take charge of her and her curvaceous, virgin body.

She enjoyed the thrill of the punishment, the way his hands roughly gripped her fleshy ass when he was finished spanking her, so much so that she began to moan and roll her hips in a sexual display that would leave no confusion about what she truly wanted from her daddy.

“I rather figured you’d get horny if I spanked that hot little ass. You’re wet, aren’t you?” he asked, his voice sounding gruff.

“Yes, Daddy. My pussy is so wet,” she purred.

Another growl erupted from him as he violently tugged down her thongs to fully expose her bottom.

“Let me see…”

His large fingers teased her pussy lips, swollen as they protruded from between her thighs. Ella moaned again and arched her back.

Daddy used one finger to probe her delicate folds, and Ella knew what he would discover as she could feel her own juices dribbling down the insides of her legs.

“Fuck. You’re wetter than I thought.”

She heard him undo his zipper, followed by the telltale sound of belted pants hitting the floor. Ella looked over her shoulder once again to find him stroking his length, one hand tightening around her waist.

“Are you going to pop my cherry, Daddy?”

“Yes. Roughly.”

Ella’s nails scratched the wooden surface as his cock probed her entrance. A sharp pain shot through her as he sank all the way in. Her head fell down and she took a deep breath as he began to thrust in and out, grinding his thick meat inside of her tight hole that she had saved for this man, this moment.

Heat spread through her core as he gripped her waist and slammed into her, groaning his need repeatedly as he fucked her.

Ella quickly felt the pain diminish, replaced with blissful pleasure that was causing her walls to grow tighter.

“You’ve wanted me to fuck you like this, haven’t you?” he gritted out.

“Yes, Daddy. Oh yessss,’ she hissed as her little pussy clamped down around his girth.

“You know I’ve been watching you for a while…wanting to bury my cock in this sweet cunt of yours.”

He thrust even harder, and his balls forcefully slapped against her lips. Ella had only ever cum from clitoral stimulation, but she was about to erupt. The way her daddy was taking what he wanted, being rough and pounding her, the head of his cock rubbing along her G-spot….it all sent her over the edge.

She came so hard she squirted fluid all over his cock. She felt it spurt out, heard the slickness as he continued to fuck her anyway.

“Mmm…Daddy knows how to pound his girl, make her squirt.”

“Yes, Daddy! Don’t stop! Right … right there!” Ella cried out.

Mr. Kline hit it even harder at hearing her cries of pleasure. He growled loudly and tugged on Ella’s hair, finally grinding his cock as deep inside of her as he could.

“Take my cum, every bit of it. And don’t let it drip out.”

Ella was just starting to catch her breath from her intense orgasm when he wrapped his big arms around her waist and turned her around, ordering her to her knees.

“Time to clean off Daddy’s cock, babygirl. And you keep that pussy clamped shut. If I find one drop of cum on the floor, you’re getting another spanking on that pussy of yours.”

“Yes, Daddy.” Ella’s body ignited with lust at his words. She squatted down, keeping her pussy hovering above the floor a few inches, and tossed her hands on his hips as he gripped the sides of her head.

She studied his cock for a few seconds, coated with a sheen from both of their cum. It bobbed in the air, and she licked her lips as he thrust his thick manhood in her direction. Parting her lips and eager to take him in, Ella managed to engulf more than half his length at once.

“That’s a good girl. But I need it deeper, baby.”

He pushed himself further in. Tears scorched her eyes as he pumped in and out. Ella used her tongue as she sucked his hot, throbbing length, trying desperately to keep his and her juices locked inside her vaginal walls.

But then, as he got rougher, forcing his cock to the back of her throat, Ella thought about his hand slapping her pussy, and she got excited.

She relaxed her pussy just enough to let one little drop fall from her freshly plowed and swollen pussy, smiling as he growled and spurted his seed to the back of her throat.

His length twitched several times and he grunted. Ella swallowed down every bit of warm seed that erupted from his slit.

“Fuck, that was good. Now stand up and let’s see how you did.”

Mr. Kline ran a hand over the carpet where she had been and pulled a face when he discovered the single drop of cum.

“One drop? You did that on purpose. But a promise is a promise.”

“I didn’t do it on purpose, Daddy. I swear.”

But Ella was smiling inside.

Her daddy took her to his bed and removed her bra, ordering her to lie down on her back. He then gripped her by the ankles and pushed them apart spread-eagle style before running his fingers over her pussy lips, slow and teasing.

Ella purred and closed her eyes, feeling her nipples prick at his touch.

“This is going to hurt me just as much as it hurts you,” he said.

Ella bit her lip right before the swats began. He slapped her pussy lips hard and fast, the sound magnified by her wet juices that were now dribbling uncontrollably. Her nipples grew harder as he made contact with her clit, and the sting was just enough to make her explode in another orgasm that shook her body from head to toe.

“Daddy! I’m cumming!” she shrieked, shocked that a spanking on her pussy could make her cum so hard.

“That’s because you’re Daddy’s little spanking slut,” he growled.

All of her cum, and what was left of his, oozed out with each vaginal contraction. She could feel it dribbling down her ass, and it made her orgasm that much more intense.

Daddy probed her pussy with several fingers, pumping in and out and making her undulate her hips in time with him.

“And now it’s time for Daddy to clean up his little girl.”

He then leaned down and gently swirled his tongue over her clit as he finger-fucked her, making her cum yet again. He used one hand to reach up and fondle her breasts, teasing her nipples as she bucked her hips and moaned in pleasure.

After she had cum several more times, he mounted her and fucked her again, this time covering her body with his and exploring her mouth with his tongue.

Ella hooked her legs around his waist and hugged him tightly until he emptied inside of her for the last time that afternoon.

Later, as they lay in bed, Ella said, “You know I’m spending the night, don’t you, Daddy?”

“Good,” he growled in her ear. “You have strict orders to sneak in my room tonight once Tammy falls asleep.”

“Yes, sir,” she giggled.

She felt closer to him. Loved and possessed.

The way she had always longed to feel, but just never knew it.


Daddy Shows Me How to Please

Stella has a date with the man of her dreams. But she has no idea how to please a man. That’s okay, though. Vince is ready to show her everything she needs to know.


I read Scott’s message a hundred times, shaking and sweating with nervousness.

Can’t wait to see you, sexy. Make sure you bring that appetite of yours.

The message itself is followed with a horned devil emoji, which means he wants me to come hungry and not just for food. I’ve been crushing on Scott for several years now, and he finally asked me out.

Damn, I’m a mess. Here I am, nineteen years old, and I’ve never been with a man. Beyond kissing and light fondling, I have no clue how to please a man.

I do, however, own a dildo, and this large vibrating object has been very loyal to me. So, I have about twenty-four hours to practice my oral skills on a cock-shaped silicone thing that I’ve only ever used to please myself.

Okay, I’ve totally got this. I’ll just give it a good wash and watch a few videos of girls sucking cocks, and just … mimic what they do. Should be fairly easy, right?

I head to the bathroom, thinking about what I will wear tomorrow. I want to look sexy but classy. Reveal just enough to really drive Scott wild without saying “I’m easy.”

I think I know the perfect dress—a short fire-engine red little number that I got last summer when I went shopping for a date that never happened.

Once I get back to my room, I try it on to make sure it still fits. My breasts spill out of the top, and it hugs my hips perfectly, showing off every single curve. I tug down my panties and toss them aside, considering the possibility of leaving them off altogether tomorrow night, when suddenly a knock at the door startles me.

“Stella, you in there?”

I open the door a few inches, peeking through the small crack at Vince. He’s leaning against the wall, his big muscles popping through the sleeves of his black t-shirt. “Yeah, I’m here. What’s up?”

“Just letting you know I’m home from work a little early. Thought you might want to go out and grab a bite to eat.”

“Oh, sure. Um, let me just change clothes, and I’ll be ready.”

“No worries. I’m going to do a quick workout then shower. Just holler when you’re ready.”

I smile and nod, and his brown eyes sparkle before he turns and walks away.

I don’t know why I didn’t open the door all the way for him, but maybe I’m trying to be discrete. Vince was my high school gym teacher, and he gently encouraged me to move in with him after I graduated last year. My parents are always strung out on drugs, and I needed a stable, sober home life.

I don’t know what I would do if it weren’t for Vince. He’s super attractive and takes good care of me. I work full-time at a coffee shop but he doesn’t let me pay him any rent whatsoever, and he feeds me too. He’s kind of like the dad I never had.

I hear the sound of his weights clanging downstairs and go back to admiring my reflection in the mirror. I already feel sexy, my long legs looking extra creamy and smooth today. If nothing else, I’ll be a nice piece of eye candy for Scott, even if I don’t know what the hell I’m doing in bed.

I make my way across the room and settle on top of my comforter, then open up my laptop. After doing a quick search for blowjob porn, I grab my dildo and lie down on my stomach.

I find a video that looks pretty hot. It’s a college coed with ponytails, working a thick piece of meat in and out of her mouth. The guy she’s blowing reaches down and holds her hair up as she looks up at him and smiles sexily.

I feel a stirring in my core, and my pussy starts to swell with need. I pick up the dildo and press it to my lips, watching what the girl on the screen does and working to mimic her actions. She’s sucking on the tip, then every now and then swirls her tongue all over the rim of his crown. He’s obviously enjoying himself, making these grunting sounds every few seconds.

I do as she does, hollowing my cheeks as I suck on the dildo. I push the base of it against the mattress and bob my head up and down, getting hotter and hotter by the second. My pussy is drenched by now, so I roll over on my back and slide the bottom of my dress up. I then spread open the material that covers my breasts, causing them to spill out.

I twist the knob of the dildo and it immediately begins to vibrate, and I am so thankful I invested the extra money in getting a toy that could satisfy me in multiple ways. I insert it part of the way, and grind my hips upward, feeling as though a few deep strokes could make me cum so hard right now.

But I don’t want to cum yet. I want to save my next orgasm for Scott—the man I will be happy to give my virginity to.

I bring the dildo back up to my lips and suck off my juices, surprised at how sweet I taste today. The smooth vibrations tickle my lips, but I like the way it feels. I hungrily tug the large piece of silicone as far past my lips as I can, feeling my body hum with need.

God. If I enjoy sucking a dildo this much, I can only imagine how much fun the real thing will be.

I am really working it, when I hear the twist of my doorknob, followed by Vince’s deep voice. “Stella? I forgot to ask if you—”

I gasp and lift my head, looking straight at the older man I live with. My legs splayed open and my bare pussy exposed for him to see.

His jaw drops, as does his gaze, right to where it counts.

I pull down my dress and sit up, feeling my cheeks grow hot as the soft moans spill from the laptop’s small speakers.

“Oh … damn. I’m sorry,” he says, licking his lips and stepping inside my room.

“What do you want?” I ask, completely forgetting that my tits are hanging out of the top of my dress.

“Shit. I … forgot.” I see his pants begin to tent, a large bulge beginning to form.

“Well, I’m kind of in the middle of something here, if you don’t mind.”

Jesus. I knew that Vince had been staring at me a little harder than usual lately, but now his eyes are literally stuck on my entire body.

Vince quickly shakes his head, then runs a hand over the dark hair that frames his face. “Sorry. I can leave, come back later. But …I sure as fuck don’t want to.”

I raise a brow, lust shooting through my body like hot razors. “Come again?”

“A girl as sexy as you shouldn’t have to take care of business alone, Stella. Let me help you with that.”

His brown eyes dart around my breasts, and I feel my nipples prick. “I’m not trying to do anything, other than learn how to suck dick.”

Fuck. I don’t know why I say that out loud but there it is, right there on the table now for the both of us to deal with.

“You don’t know how to suck a man’s dick, sweetheart? Are you serious?”

He steps closer to me, and I see a twitch in his pants, right below the zipper. He rubs his palms together, and I feel more heat bloom between my legs.

I nod, biting my lip, feeling the need grow in my belly. “I’m a virgin. I’ve never done much of anything. And … and I have a date with Scott tomorrow night.”

His stare is hard now, insistent as he examines my face. His hand moves to that fast-growing bulge and he shifts it to the side. “Fuck, Stella. I’ve taken good care of you this year. Like a good daddy should. Let me help you get ready for this date, teach you everything you need to know.”

Lust tears through my core, the sudden need for Vince—who’s now referring to himself as my daddy—to teach me “everything I need to know” all consuming.

I look at the dildo as it still hums softly in my hands, and I twist it off. “So, you’ll show me how to give a proper blowjob? Because I’ve never given one before. I don’t want to let Scott down.”

He unzips his pants and reaches in for his cock, a low growl climbing up his throat. “You won’t let him down, sweet baby. Let me show you how to give good head, and you’ll see just how fucking talented I know you are.”

I lick my lips as his cock is bared to me, the head a deep red as he squeezes the base. I get on my hands and knees and move to the edge of the bed, and he places a hand on the back of my head, gripping my long hair tightly and angling my gaze up to meet his hungry stare.

“Start with a little tease. Use that tongue and show Daddy what you got, baby.”

My pussy drips and throbs. I move my gaze back to his cock as he holds it for me, and the moment I flick my tongue over the head, it bobs quickly, making me smile.

So I lick it again, this time swirling my tongue around the rim, just like I was doing to my dildo moments ago. But this is so much better than the dildo.

Daddy holds my hair up, and I can’t help but admire his thick fingers wrapped around the base of his shaft, squeezing so tightly that clear precum dribbles from the hole. I flick it with my tongue, and he grunts.

“Fuck. That’s a good girl. Make me hard as steel, baby.”

The heat from wanting to please him fills me up. I use my tongue like a cat bathing her mate, licking and flicking and swirling all around the crown. I tilt my head to the side and move it along the underside, feeling the entirety of his length twitch.

I then take his cock in my fingers, grasping just below the head and tugging him past my lips, sucking softly enough to pull out a few more drops of precum.

“Jesus Christ, angel. Oh fuck….”

He gives a little thrust, and I bob my head as his hand in my hair tightens.

“You’re making Daddy feel very rough sucking on my head like that. I wonder if Scott will want to deep-throat you tomorrow.”

I moan and purr, swirling my tongue over his frenulum as I continue to suck “just the tip” of his cock.

Daddy growls again. “Damnit, I’m about to cum, you little cock tease. Obviously I don’t need to teach you a thing. You make me want to spurt on a dime.”

I peer up at him and smile as best I can, and the lust brewing in his eyes makes my pussy drip down the insides of my thighs.

He makes a weird sound then pushes me all the way down his shaft. My nose touches the tuft of hair on his lower belly, and he grunts, cumming in my mouth the moment his cock brushes my tonsils. It’s warm and earthy and delicious.

“Fuuuuuuuck,” he groans, holding my head down as I struggle to swallow every drop.

But even though I’m on the verge of choking I can’t help but love the way his cock twitches inside my mouth with each burst of his seed. I gulp it down, feeling proud of what I’ve accomplished.

I feel him going slightly soft, and when I look up at him, he’s tugging off his shirt, stepping out of his pants and kicking them aside.

He then pulls me to him, forcing my arms around his neck and feeling my breasts squish against his hard chest.

“You give the best head, baby,” he says, pulling me in for a kiss.

My body tingles as his lips meet mine, and when his tongue probes my mouth, the both of us release a moan. As he kisses me, his hand works up the bottom of my dress, lifting it above my hips. He cups my ass and pulls me closer, sort of lifting me up and allowing my legs to drape around his muscular waist.

“Grind on me, baby. Give your daddy a good cum so I can get hard and fuck you.”

“Mmm, yes, Daddy.” My clit pulses, and I feel a little trickle of fluids seeping out of me.

As his strong hands remain cupped on my round globes, I begin to roll my hips, feeling my clit rub against his lower tummy. I hold onto him, burying my face in his neck as I listen to his heated growls.

“Fuck. I can feel you dripping on me, baby. You’re making Daddy get awfully hard again, awfully fast. Is that what you’re trying to do? Make me crazy with lust for you?”

I huff and nod, rubbing my wet little pussy against him and getting closer and closer to cumming.

“Well it’s working. I need to bury my cock inside of you before I burst again. Do you feel my dick bumping against your ass?”

As soon as he says it, I feel his cock bump against my puckered rose several times.

“Yes, Daddy. I feel it,” I answer, grinding harder and harder, my clit becoming more and more swollen.

He growls, and the next thing I know, I can feel him insert a finger part of the way in my forbidden hole.

“You’d better hurry up and cum for me then. Otherwise I might have to fuck you in your tiny little ass while you grind your wet pussy on me.”

I huff again, this time on the verge of exploding. And when he pushes a little deeper, I grunt and let this intense orgasm wash over me, fluids gushing out of me and covering his cock.

“Oh Christ… ” he moans, holding me with a steady grip and working his finger in and out of my tight bottom.

“Oh Daddy,” I purr, breathless and dizzy.

The tight band of muscles that he’s fingering right now clenches over and over as my pussy does the same. I rotate my hips, anxious to feel him enter me, wherever he wants.

But right now I’m soaring on this cloud as my orgasm seems to stretch into one of the longest ones I’ve ever had.

“Fuck. I’m about to pop, baby.”

I know he must be because at this point I can feel his dick probing my slit, eager to enter my innocent pussy.

“Take what you want, Daddy. Fuck me good.”

With a low growl, he lies me down on my back then pushes my legs apart before moving his face to my pussy. He gives me a few long languid licks, reaching up to fondle my breasts.

“Oh fuck,” I say, lifting my head off the bed and looking down at him.

I can see his tongue flick my clit as his fingers pinch both of my nipples, forcing them to prick into hard red buds that point to the ceiling.

With an evil smile, he moves his sexy tongue side to side and makes me cum again in sheer seconds.

“Oh gaaahhhhd!” I scream, my pussy gushing a river of fluids as my clit bounces fiercely.

I huff and let my head fall back as Daddy mounts me, keeping my legs nice and spread so his cock can slide in with ease.

“You know as soon as I fuck it, it’s mine, right, sweet baby?”

I bite my lip and clasp my hands behind his neck. “Yes, Daddy.”

“You’re not going out with Scott tomorrow. Tough shit for him but you belong to me, now.”

I groan as he sinks all the way in, his balls slamming the fleshy lower part of my bottom. I throw my legs around him, hooking my ankles as he fucks me good and hard.

Our hungry moans fill my bedroom as he drives in and out, bringing me to the brink of orgasm once again.

“I … I’m gonna cum again, Daddy. Fuck.”

Daddy bites my neck, making me cry out in pleasure. “Do it, baby. Cum on my cock, milk me dry again.”

I raise my hips and meet his thrusts with my own, feeling that ball grow bigger and bigger in my tummy. My clit feels like it’s about to pop, but the heat that spreads through my core takes over and I cum again, each wave of my orgasm making me feel as though I will drown.

“Fucking hell… I’m going to fill your belly with my seed, baby. Get ready.”

Daddy grinds his cock inside of me so deep it almost hurts. But the little bit of pain seems to add fuel to this fire that’s burning between us.

Daddy’s voice is a low rumble as he spills his seed in my belly, his cock a bar of steel that shoots load after load, so much that it starts to spill from my gash before he’s even finished. The whole experience makes me feel a warmth in my chest that I hope I never lose.

“Damn it, baby. I never knew how much I needed you,” he whispers in my ear.

“I need you too, Daddy.”

We lie there for a while, grinding against one another, breathless and raw as neither one of us seems to want to move.

“I think we can both agree you certainly know how to please a man. And we can both agree I’ll be the only man you ever need to please.” He plants a soft kiss on my nose.

“And I’ve never been so happy about anything in my life.”

And that’s the truth.


My Two Rough Daddies

Joanne loves the two men she lives with. They’ve always been loving and gentle. Until they catch her at a topless beach. And then all bets are off.


Today is the day.

The day I let it all hang out.

I’m meeting my friend Sally at the beach—more specifically a topless beach I’ve been dying to go to ever since I turned eighteen last year. I have nice tits, or so I’ve been told by Sally. Not like any guys have ever seen them. But that’s okay. I’m proud of my virginity.

Anyway, I’m not going for the sole purpose of showing off my tits or anything stupid like that. I just need to feel … liberated. Free. And life is too short to feel anything other than that. And okay, maybe I do need to be stared and smiled at a little.

I grab my beach bag and head out, stopping to say goodbye to Nick and Paul. They’re the two men I live with. As old college buddies and best friends, they don’t want to have to deal with cooking and cleaning, so I do that for them and in exchange they let me live here for free and feed me. It’s a live-in job you really can’t beat.

When I walk through the kitchen, they’re both at the breakfast table sipping their coffee and scarfing down some eggs and sausage.

“I’m heading out for the day. You two fellas behave.”

I flash them a quick wave and start to open the door when Nick stops me. “Excuse me, princess. Aren’t you forgetting something?”

“Hmm…I don’t know. Am I?”

Nick taps the side of his cheek. “A kiss for your daddy?”

“Oh, right,” I answer, giggling. It’s so cute that they make me call them daddy. I guess I don’t mind it since they do take good care of me.

I walk to Nick and press my lips to his cheek, feeling his morning scruff rub against me.

“Don’t forget about your other daddy, sweetheart,” Paul says, lifting a brow at me and smiling coyly.

“How could I ever forget about you?” I walk his way and kiss his cheek. Paul and Nick both have dark hair and strong rugged features. But Paul keeps a short goatee whereas Nick likes to have the constant stubble thing going on.

I find both of them sexy and often wonder why they aren’t married.

“You going to the beach?” Nick asks.

“Yes, and don’t worry. I’ll be home in time to cook dinner.”

“Have fun and be safe,” Paul says. “And don’t forget the sunscreen.”

“I never do,” I answer with a smile and a wink.

“We’re going to the beach, too. Maybe we’ll see you there.”

“Uh, yeah. Maybe. See ya!”

More like maybe not, I think as I leave the house. Well, they don’t need to know what beach I’m going to. It’s best if they stay in the dark.

I love my two sweet daddies. I sometimes wish I had a daddy like them in real life. Then again, I don’t know why I think like that. Obviously, I have them, even though they aren’t my flesh and blood. I know they would never let any harm come my way.

I stop at the store on the way and pick up a few snacks and drinks to put in my small cooler, and I get to the beach before Sally does. But by the time I arrive, she’s messaged me, claiming she got stuck at work and won’t be able to make it until later. I tell her it’s fine, that I’m happy to wait.

Besides, I’m here early enough that I’ve beaten the crowd, which makes me comfortable enough to slip off my bikini top and let the sun’s rays do their thing.

I untie the strings and pull it over my head, setting it inside my bag. I then slather my body with sunscreen, then top it with some tanning oil because what’s the point of lying out nude if you don’t want to tan your tits?

I slide on my sunglasses, stream some soft music from my phone, and lie back for some much needed R&R. It’s so relaxing that I end up drifting to sleep, listening to the sound of the ocean waves and the seagulls flying above. When I wake up about half an hour later, I can see that more adults have arrived, mostly couples, but there are a couple of women sunning on a towel near me, sitting up on their elbows and eyeing two men who are approaching in the distance.

They appear to be a little older than me, maybe in their thirties, and they both have perfect bodies, perfect tits, glittery tanned skin and shiny hair. Fuck. I wished I looked that good. I mean, I’m working on my tan but it’s not quite there. And I have a few more curves than these girls.

And naturally, the men are walking in their direction, not mine.

Oh well. In an hour or so, this beach will be hopping with single guys, and hopefully Sally will be here by then to help me catch one.

I stare at the two women with envy as the men get closer, thinking that they look an awful lot like Nick and Paul. The guy on the right has a goatee and the other … is built just like Nick. And just as I see the smiles appear on their faces when they get close to the sunbathing sluts, it becomes clear as day that they look like my daddies …

… because they are my daddies!

Oh shit.

My jaw drops as I stare at them talking to the two women, trying like hell to come up with an exit plan. If they see me here I will be so embarrassed. Jesus, they might even fire me.

I scramble around, reaching inside my bag for my bikini top so I can at least cover up if they do happen to look my way. But in my efforts to hide myself, I am noticed. Paul’s head pops up from the women and he looks right at me.

Heat floods my face as the smile fades from his lips, and I know it’s too late. I force a smile and wave in his direction. He nudges Nick, motions in my direction, and Nick bores his gaze into me.

Fuck.

And just like that, they are excusing themselves and marching in my direction.

Paul starts. “What in the world are you doing here, Joanne?”

“Yes. I’d like an explanation please,” Nick echoes.

Surprised that they seem upset, I try once again to pull my bikini top out of my bag but it’s caught on something and won’t budge.

“I’m just hanging out, like everyone else.”

Paul’s eyes are moving back and forth between my chest and my face. Like he can’t decide where he’s supposed to be looking. “You said you were going to the beach. Not a topless beach.”

“So? I’m an adult. I’m allowed to be here,” I grit out, yanking my bikini top so hard that it rips in two.

“Just because you’re allowed to be here doesn’t mean you should be here.” Nick argues. “Do you know the kind of creeps that hang out here, just waiting to pounce on some unsuspecting gorgeous thing like yourself?”

Torn between being angry and feeling flattered, I cross my arms to cover my bare breasts. “Thanks, I think. But this beach seems pretty docile to me. Besides, you two are here, and you’re not creeps.”

They give each other a look as I struggle to understand their frustration with me. God, you’d think they were my daddies in real life as protective as they’re acting.

“Your naivete is endearing, Joanne,” Paul says. “But don’t think for one minute that we’re letting you stay here.”

And with that, he squats down, picks me up, tosses me over his shoulder, and starts marching towards the steps leading to the parking lot.

“Oh my god. Are you serious right now?” I grunt as I struggle to straighten my back and get out of his grip.

“Yes, I’m very serious,” Paul answers in a steady voice.

Nick is picking up my things, shaking the sound out of the towel, and is closely behind us as Paul puts his hand on the back of my thigh. My skin tingles with electricity at the intimate touch.

“This is ridiculous,” I argue. “You’re not the boss of me—”

When I realize the error of my statement, I backtrack. “I mean, you are the boss of me, but not when I’m off-duty.”

Paul chuckles and swats my bottom good, and I yelp as Nick lets out a laugh.

“I think she may have forgotten that little contract she signed when she started working for us, Paul.”

“What about it?” I say, feeling steam come from my ears but also feeling throbby and tingly between the legs at the little spank I just got.

“You don’t remember, sweetheart? You agreed to be on duty twenty-four seven, at our beck and call for whatever we may need.”

Well, crap. I sort of remember that but I didn’t think they’d take it to extremes. “This feels like a trick.”

We get to the car and Paul puts me in the back seat as Nick slides in next to me from the other side. His eyes float to my chest, and I realize that I like this sudden attention.

“It’s no trick,” Nick says. “We’re just making sure you know that we basically get to tell you what to do.”

“That’s right,” Paul says, starting the car. “We are the boss of you, and we’re going to take you home and punish you so that you don’t forget it.”

I pull in a quick breath, wondering why they would punish me for something so seemingly ridiculous.

And then my pussy throbs painfully as I imagine all the ways I would love to be punished by them.

But I’m sure they’ll probably just send me to my room, give me some extra chores to do. Really do their best to make me feel guilty for going to a topless beach. Just like a couple of real-life daddies would do.

Maybe they’re right, I think to myself as we head home. Maybe I should be a little more modest. I instinctively cover my chest right before peeking up at the rearview mirror and catching Paul watching me, his gorgeous eyes filled with lust.

“You know,” Nick says, putting his hand over my leg. “If you wanted to show off those beautiful breasts of yours, you should have just come to us. It’s a hell of a lot safer than going to some topless beach alone.”

I can’t believe what he’s saying. But I’d be lying if I said it didn’t turn me the fuck on. “Daddy, I didn’t go to the beach to show off my boobs.”

He strokes the top of my knee, making my flesh hot. “Then why did you go, princess?”

I let out a sigh. “I was just trying to boost my confidence. I’ve … never even been with a man, and I’ve always wondered if it was because I wasn’t sexy enough.”

His eyes grow wide. “You’re kidding, right? Baby, you’re beautiful. Stunning. Fuck. You’re giving me a fucking hard-on right now.”

Desire seeps from my pussy and into the crotch of my bikini and I feel my nipples pucker under my arms.

“I … I am?”

Oh god, what is happening right now?

Paul keeps looking at us in the rearview, and all I’m thinking is he’s probably getting pissed at the way his best friend is talking to me.

“Fuck. Yes.”

He pulls one of my arms down and leads my hand to the crotch of his shorts. Jesus, he’s not joking. It’s hard as steel. I give it a squeeze and it bumps underneath my fingers. And I find myself biting my lip, wondering what it would feel like in my hands…

“You want it, don’t you, princess?”

I huff and nod. And he gently pushes my hand away. “You’ll get it then. But not before we get you home and properly stripped for our consumption.”

We?

My body hums with the anticipation, and when I look up at Paul, at his eyes staring at me in the mirror, I realize … he wants me too.

Both of my daddies do.

My pussy lips swell with need, and my belly aches the last few minutes it takes us to get home. As soon as we pull into the garage, Nick strokes my face softly.

“Go to your bedroom, sweetheart. And wait for your daddies to come to you.”

My breath hitches in my throat as I nod, and I almost trip getting out of the car. It feels weird walking into the house without a top on. My breasts sway from side to side the whole way to my bedroom, and my nipples curl into hard little points.

I sit on the edge of my high bed, my feet dangling down and swinging back and forth, and I get another rush of excitement when I hear the garage door closing. It takes them about ten minutes to get to my bedroom, and by the time they do I’m a nervous ball of energy.

Nick walks right up to me and pulls me to a standing position. His hands cup my breasts, sending shivers of heated lust through my veins.

“Sweetheart, we both need you. In ways you can’t imagine.”

I swallow hard, my heart pounding in my throat. “I … I didn’t know, Daddy.”

Behind him, I can see my other daddy Paul getting undressed, and all of this becomes suddenly real.

Nick pulls my shorts down over my hips, and they fall to the floor, leaving me in nothing but my bikini bottoms and flip-flops. His lips move to mine, and his kiss is demanding, hungry, dominating.

I feel another set of hands on me, coming from behind, and the lust consumes me. I’m being sandwiched between my two daddies, but with Paul, I can feel his erection stabbing me in the back, and it makes my pussy ache.

Nick moves his lips down to my breasts and sucks my nipples into his mouth, taking a turn with each one and languidly licking them until I’m a quivering ball of mess. Paul’s hands glide down the curve of my hips, and he starts kissing my neck, his goatee whiskers tickling my flesh.

I feel like I’m about to lose control in the best possible way.

“Oh Daddy,” I moan, running my fingers through Nick’s hair as Paul’s tongue moves over my neck.

With trembling legs, I feel as though I’m growing weak all over. But I’m not on my feet for long.

Nick leads me to the bed and folds me over, and I’m achingly aware of how handy my high bed is about to become.

“Spread those legs, babygirl. Daddy needs to claim what’s his.” Paul pushes my feet apart on the carpet as his cock presses to my opening.

I fist the comforter as Nick undresses quickly and gets on the bed, spreading his legs on either side of me and offering his hard cock to my face.

“Baby, I know you want this cock, and I want to give it to you. Have for a long while now.” His hands move to the back of my head as I feel Paul move inside my tight pussy, spreading me wide with his thick girth.

“Oh god…” I groan, the pressure nearly excruciating as my daddy pushes against my hymen.

“Take it like a good girl, sweetheart. I know you can,” his deep voice growls.

And in one hard push, Daddy Paul is inside of me, forcing all the air from my lungs as Daddy Nick’s dick enters my mouth.

Paul’s thrusts are rough and forceful. His hips slam into my ass over and over causing my head to bob involuntarily over Nick’s cock. The first few moments are overwhelming, but then we all fall into a rhythm, Paul ramming me from behind and Nick grinding his hips violently, forcing his cock to the back of my throat.

It feels like I’ve lost control. But then I realize I haven’t lost it as much as surrendered it. And the surrender, the handing over of that power, is sheer bliss.

The saltiness of Nick’s precum smearing around my mouth, and my walls tightening around Paul as an orgasm threatens to grip me from head to toe makes me shudder uncontrollably. I don’t even try to hold back, not that I could if I wanted to.

That ball of tension ruptures, and I cum hard, my muscles tightly gripping my daddy’s cock.

“Fuck, baby. Your pussy feels better than I imagined.”

He plows into me harder, his hands pressing into my waist and gripping me firmly as he drills in and out. Meanwhile, my other daddy’s dick turns to steel inside of my mouth, and saliva is flying everywhere as he fucks my face.

I dig my nails into his thighs as he empties in my mouth, white hot cum spraying my tonsils and making me gag as I try to gulp it all down.

“Sorry there’s so much cum, princess,” Nick grunts, tightening his grip in my hair and spurting more of his seed in my mouth. “But seeing those tits of yours on the beach filled your daddy’s balls up so much.”

I cough as one more burst of fluid pulses from his slit, and it’s then I hear Daddy Paul’s hungry growls as he dumps a load of his seed in my belly, the contractions of my fading orgasm milking every little drop he has.

I feel spent, used, and my legs are shaking a little. But then my daddies change positions, and the next thing I know, Paul is forcing his cock past my lips, making me taste my own tangy desire mixed with his earthy cum.

“You’ve got a very special hole here, princess, and this daddy needs to fill it STAT,” Nick says, pushing his cock to my tight little asshole.

I groan, the vibrations of my voice moving through my lips as I suck Paul’s ragingly hard dick. He’s rougher than Nick was, pulling my hair up into a ponytail until my scalp is tingling.

I can hardly breathe as he fucks my mouth hard and fast, but I pull in little rushes of air here and there. And the second I feel Nick pop my ass cherry, I whimper, the pain sharp but heavenly.

And I know I’m instantly hooked on anal.

I grip the comforter, pain and pleasure working the endorphins through my veins as I’m taken roughly at both ends. Daddy Nick slips his hands between my chest and the mattress, getting a grip on my breasts and pinching my nipples so hard I whimper again.

But it sends little daggers of electricity right between my legs. And the next thing I know, I’m cumming, my tight ring of muscles squeezing his shaft over and over.

“Christ, Joanne. You’re trying to make me cum in your ass, aren’t you?”

“She’s about to get it in both holes,” Paul grunts, his cock turning into a solid rod of steel.

My body shakes uncontrollably as I have an orgasm, and my daddies both spurt inside of me, filling me up at both ends. I gulp and gag, shiver and tremble, overcome with the love and lust shared between us.

I can feel Nick’s cock spray my walls, his seed spurting out and dripping down my thighs with each violent thrust. His balls slap my pussy lips as I suck Paul’s meat, swirling my tongue over the length as his pace slows down.

Their voices growl around me, making me feel used and safe and protected.

The way I’ve always wanted to feel.

Once they’ve both finished cumming, they tuck me in bed, and before doing anything else they bring me a bowl of ice cream with chocolate syrup and caramel, as well as three spoons. And we lie in bed sharing it like three lovebirds.

“You two are the best daddies in the world,” I tell them.

With one hand on each of my thighs, they bring back to life the lust inside of me.

“We’ll always be here for you, babygirl,” Paul says.

“As long as you’ll have us,” my other daddy echoes.

I could definitely live like this forever. Maybe I will.


Daddy Makes Me Share My Milk

When Cathy’s breasts start making milk, Jake makes her share it with the guys.


I stare at my breasts in the mirror, not sure if I believe what I’m seeing. They have doubled in size overnight, and they feel full, heavy.

My best friend Allison just went through this a few days ago. We had just returned from a ski trip where we had mingled with an older crowd, had drinks and food, and danced all night.

It was a lot of fun. But the next day, her tits started growing. And the following afternoon, just yesterday, she was making milk.

And now here I am, going through the same thing.

I send her a quick message, letting her know what’s going on. And she replies right away.

OMG, just go with it. I’m having so much fun.

My eyes widen as I type out my reply. What are you talking about?

Just trust me…I gotta run. We’ll catch up later and I’ll explain everything.

Her message seems cryptic, but I know that her schedule is hectic today. We’re both 19-year-old college students, but her class load is heavier than mine this semester.

I toss my phone aside and take a hot shower, hoping Allison can explain what is going on. I’m starting to think we were exposed to something weird on our ski trip, and that’s what’s causing all of this.

After my shower, I tug on a plain white t-shirt which ends up being way too tight. Then I head to my mom’s closet to look for one of Jake’s hooded sweatshirts so I can hide my Double-D boobs. I can’t deal with the litany of questions I’ll get from my classmates if they notice my suddenly grotesquely huge upper area. Jake, who’s technically my mom’s live-in boyfriend, has always been nice to me and I’m sure he wouldn’t mind sharing a sweatshirt.

“What’cha up to, babygirl?” he asks, right as I’m rummaging through their clothes. “You need to borrow one of your mom’s sweaters?”

With my upper body halfway inside the closet, he can’t see me, fortunately. But crap, I need to cover up, quickly.

“Uh…” I answer, pulling one of his Notre Dame sweatshirts off the hanger and pulling it to my chest. “Do you mind if I borrow this? It’s sports appreciation day on campus.”

“Of course not. You don’t even have to ask, sweetie.”

I smile, and he winks at me.

“Thanks. I’ll return it in good shape.” I walk past him, noticing his eyes following me. Fuck, I hope he doesn’t notice. I feel a sudden wave of heat wash over me, wondering where that is coming from.

“Are you wearing a different perfume?” he asks.

I spin around, clutching his sweatshirt.

“No. I’m not wearing any perfume.”

His brows wrinkle, and he moves his gaze over me. “That’s odd. I could have sworn I caught a whiff of something sweet.”

I’ve no clue what he’s talking about, so I just shrug and walk off, then head to campus for my morning classes.

All throughout the lecture, my breasts are aching, tingling, and growing warmer. I find myself wanting to squeeze them all the time. I also notice my hot older professor staring at me oddly. Like he knows something. Or more like … he wants to know.

Damn. I think he’s hot for me. I’m picking up on this weird vibe all of a sudden. Like he’s really hungry and I’m a piece of meat he wants to eat one bite at a time. And I wouldn’t mind that one bit.

Professor Lundy is pretty sexy, I’ll give him that. He’s older, in his forties, and has short wavy hair sprinkled with grays. My pussy clenches every time he looks my way, which is a lot. And I suddenly become increasingly curious about what he’s like in bed.

Is he rough or gentle?

Does he like to have some sweet pussy dropped on his face, and would his hands cup my ass, or would he be too busy fingering my tight wet pussy?

Jesus, where are all these dirty thoughts coming from?

I don’t typically have fantasies about older men and my sex drive has never been much to speak of. But suddenly I am on fire for some cock.

My nipples tighten and stay that way the remainder of class, and once Professor Lundy dismisses us, I feel him watching me until I’m out of sight. A cold sensation forms on the tips of my buds, and I go straight to the bathroom to find out what that’s all about.

The moment I lift my sweatshirt, I can see the dark stains on my t-shirt, forming around my areolas.

“Oh my god…” I whisper in shock, realizing that my tits are going through the same thing as Allison’s were.

I’m making milk.

I lift my t-shirt to get a better look, and the moment the fabric is peeled from my chest, small white droplets of fluid appear on the surface of my nipples before dribbling down the lower swell of my engorged breasts.

I wipe it away with a finger and slip it inside my mouth, noticing right away how sweet my milk is. It tastes like heaven, and I want more.

I pinch my nipples, forcing a stream to spray all the way to the door of the stall. Shockingly enough, my tits are big enough that I can lift them to my mouth.

So that’s just what I do.

I start with my left tit and pull the nipple past my lips, sucking softly as a warm stream of milk spurts from my heavy jugs, filling my mouth with creamy nectar. I moan at the way my entire body is tingling, the sensation shooting down between my legs and making me swell with need.

My clit aches to be touched, so I slip my hand down the front of my thick leggings and past the waist of my panties, all the way inside my slick folds with the intention of circling my hot little bundle of nerves. But the moment my fingers dive into my pussy, I cum so hard my upper body spasms uncontrollably, and I release a few light whimpers of pleasure, holding back the grunts and groans that are struggling to climb up my throat.

Frustrated that I have to be quiet due to the fact that I’m in a public restroom, I decide to say fuck it and head home. Today I don’t need anything on my calendar other than all day masturbating. I’ve never been so on fire in my whole life, and I think if I fuck myself silly all day, maybe I can get these sudden urges out of my system.

And then, maybe Allison and I can figure out what the hell is going on with our bodies.

By the time I make it home, I’m surprised to see several extra cars in the driveway. And it looks like Jake is home, too. Weird. He normally works late on Wednesdays. By the time I make it inside I can hear their voices coming from the den. Music is playing, laughter can be heard. It must be a last-minute party. Since my mom is out of town, it doesn’t surprise me that Jake would have some of his buddies over.

God, I must be pathetic because all I can think about is listening to them carry on, take in the scent of their testosterone, and masturbate to thoughts of them putting their hands on my aching flesh.

Good grief, I don’t know what Allison and I got dosed with, but it must have been heavy stuff. And speaking of heavy, my tits are just that. They need to be emptied. I can’t wait to wrap my lips around my puckered nips and suck my delicious milk while I fuck one of my dildos.

Damn it, I don’t even want to wait until I get upstairs to my bedroom. I’m going to rub one out right here while I listen to the deep thunder of the men’s voices. I rip off my sweatshirt and toss it on the counter, leaving on my milk-soaked shirt underneath.

I lean against the counter and softly brush a fingertip over my nipple as I slide my hand down my leggings. By the time I barely brush over my clit, I’m cumming, my legs shuddering and trembling as I whimper softly to the sounds of deep laughter.

God, I’m a mess. I’m about ready to peel off my pants, but instead I remove my hand from my crotch and take a few deep breaths, realizing I need to get my little ass upstairs where I have some privacy. And that’s when I hear footsteps into the kitchen.

“Cathy? You’re home early.”

“Yeah, you too,” I say, turning to face him.

His eyes pop as they stare at my chest. “Jesus. What the hell?”

I look down, horrified to see that the stains have taken over the entirety of my chest and are forming a trail down to my belly. My tits are the biggest they’ve ever been, and so full of milk.

“Oh, um. I seem to be … lactating.”

He licks his lips, staring like a deer in the headlights. “When did this happen?”

“A few days ago. And it’s really quite embarrassing. So, if you’ll excuse me, I should get upstairs and relieve the pressure, if you know what I mean.”

I start to walk past him, and he takes hold of my arm and leans close to me. “My god, you look amazing. I knew there was something different about you this morning.”

I swallow hard, feeling like I should be walking, no running, away. “Yeah, well, like I said, I need to go upstairs.”

“Cathy. There’s no need to go upstairs for that. Five of my closest friends are here. And we’d be happy to help you relieve the pressure.”

“Uh, I don’t know,” I say, feeling my pussy throb at the prospect. “That’s … a little weird, don’t you think?”

Can I let these men at my creamy mounds? It seems crazy. Really hot, but crazy. Besides, who would want to nurse me?

“It’s not weird at all. I’ve always been like a Daddy to you. And you’ve always loved me just like a good daughter would. Now my cock is as hard as a rock, and it’s time for you to share that love.”

He pulls me into the den, not even giving me an opportunity to protest. And I have to say, I’m nervous but really turned on.

The moment I step foot in there, all five of the men look my way. Most of them appear to be in their forties, but there are two that are older.

Christ.

My tits are leaking uncontrollably.

“Gentlemen, this is Cathy. And she’s got a little problem we need to help her with.”

He pulls my shirt up and I obediently lift my arms to willingly let him. My tits feel huge, tight, and cold as milk spills forth like a leaky faucet.

“Holy hell. You weren’t kidding, Jake. She’s a fucking knockout,” one of his buddies says, stroking his chin.

“Jesus, those tits…” another one says, rubbing his cock through his pants as he stares at me with wide eyes.

Jake pulls my leggings down my hips, and my heart beats faster and faster as I hold onto his shoulder and step out of them, making myself utterly naked except for a single pair of drenched panties in a roomful of six men.

My cunt throbs, and my nipples are pricked tight as they make their way to me.

Hands cover my body as Jake stands behind me and peels my panties off. He then holds my arms slightly back, forcing my monstrous breasts to be thrust forward. He leans to my ear, and I feel his breath on my skin.

“Let these gentlemen have a taste, babygirl. Daddy will reward you with the pussy licking of your life afterwards.”

I shudder as a line forms. Two of his friends take their cocks out and stroke them before leaning forward and tugging my nipples in their mouths.

“Ohhhhh,” I moan, my cunt swelling and my heavy breasts tingling.

Behind me, my daddy is kissing my shoulders, my neck, making me feel warm and fuzzy all over.

The men who are eagerly sucking my milk are groaning as they stroke themselves, and my clit starts to throb. I can feel the cream leaving my breasts, a pressure that spreads right down between my legs.

“Ah fuck,” one of the men says. “I’m gonna cum.”

His movements are harsh as he jerks, and my legs start to quake as the heat between my legs becomes unbearable. I feel close myself, Daddy behind me holding my arms tight in a form of bondage that is making me heady with need.

Warm, thick fluid hits my hips, from both sides, as the men cum while sucking my tits, their groans loud and throaty.

“Fuck. Hurry up,” one of the men in line says.

By now, the other three have stripped off their pants, and when the next ones in line step up, they both fondle my tits for several long minutes, rolling their thumbs over the tips of my dark buds.

I’m a trembling mess as they grope my tits, bringing their mouths to my leaking buds and swirling their tongues over my aching peaks. White beads form, one after another, and they merely disappear with each lap of their tongues.

“Oh god,” I purr. “Please, suck them until I’m empty. I’m begging you…”

With wicked smiles, they latch on, pulling my nipples past their lips with such force that it almost hurts. I can feel the pressure draining as they suckle hard, their cocks pointed up, hard and angry.

Daddy releases my arms, and I instinctively reach for the two rods of meat that are right there, feeling the men’s heavy breath on my chest as I stroke them with tight fingers.

Daddy then reaches between my legs, his fingers parting my folds. “Open up, babygirl.”

I spread my thighs, and the second his fingers slip inside of me, I topple over, cumming so hard I cry out in pleasure.

Smearing the precum around the men’s cocks with my thumbs, then going back to jerking them off proves effective. They both cum at once, soaking my hips and thighs with more cum than I’ve ever seen in my life.

There’s only one man left to nurse my creamy mounds, and he lies down on the couch, curling a finger at me.

“Get on top, and bring those beautiful tits this way.”

I straddle him, lowering my chest to his face, and he doesn’t waste a second licking and swirling and flicking my nipples as milk drips on his chin.

“This looks like the perfect way to fuck your ass, babygirl.”

I huff as I feel hands on my cheeks, and the man I’m straddling slides his thick meat inside of my pussy, forcing me into yet another orgasm with no warning.

I hear Daddy spit, then the way it hits my forbidden rose makes me shudder with need.

With lips suckling my tit, and a cock buried deep inside of my cunt, I turn to look over my shoulder, my flesh burning with lust. “Oh yes, Daddy,” I beg him. “Fuck my tight little ass.”

He growls as his dark eyes meet mine, and when he pushes the head of his shaft into my tight entrance, I feel another quake starting to rattle my bones.

“I’m gonna take it, babygirl. This ass is mine.”

And in one thrust, he’s inside of me, the pressure enormous as I’m fucked in both holes. My mouth falls open as my body is reamed mercilessly. Hungry lips feed on my milk as hands fist my breasts and the globes of my ass.

My eyes flutter shut, but then I feel someone grab my hair and turn my head. When I open my eyes, I see a row of cocks—the other four men waiting to be sucked.

They have their way with my mouth, one at a time, forcing their thick, throbbing rods into my mouth as I’m banged relentlessly from behind.

My body feels like a punching bag, but in the best possible way. Being surrounded by so much testosterone, having one orgasm after another as multiple cocks work their way in and out of all my holes.

Daddy cums in my ass, tightening his grip on my hips and groaning loudly, but he doesn’t stop pummeling me. My tight ring of muscles is getting sore, but I still can’t stop having orgasms.

Lips moving from breast to breast, pulling out all of my milk as someone’s cum is shot to the back of my throat rockets me from head to toe. I cum so hard that I feel my juices spray out and down the cock that’s grinding my pussy.

More cum from another cock and my belly is full, my body spent.

I don’t know how much longer it all goes on, but I’m floating on a cloud when everyone seems to have their fill, getting dressed and then dispersing. They all pour a few drinks as Daddy carries me upstairs to the bathroom.

He washes me gently and lovingly, using soap and a washcloth and my favorite bubbles.

Then he takes me to my bedroom and gets completely undressed before climbing on top of me, pressing my tits together, and dragging his tongue in agonizingly slow circles over the flesh.

He squeezes them together, forcing the white fluid to dribble out, then he latches on and sucks both sides tenderly, sending rivulets of white-hot pleasure to my pussy.

It hasn’t been that long since I was used like a toy, but I’m so ready for more.

Daddy makes his way down my body, stopping between my legs and pushing my thighs apart.

“Baby, I’ve been dying to taste your sweet honey.”

I bite my lip and smile sweetly, then fist his hair as he moves his lips to my clit, planting soft kisses that make me tremble.

And once his tongue shoots out, I can feel my clit start to bounce wildly as I cum. He moans uncontrollably, moving his head from side to side as he brings several fingers to my entrance.

Daddy finger-fucks me, slowly at first then building up to rougher movements. I clamp my thighs over his ears and have a screaming orgasm that elicits a growl from his throat.

I cum over and over that way, until I push his head away, exhausted and drained of all thoughts.

And that’s when he gets on top of me again, slipping his thick meat inside of me and holding on to the top of my head while he pounds me senseless.

I hook my ankles behind him and enjoy the ride, noticing that my breast milk is leaking out and smearing all along his chest. It’s all so erotic, fluids pulsing out of us in ways we can’t control, our bodies a leaking fountain of lust.

Daddy fucks me to exhaustion, and then we spend the evening in bed, sore from head to toe.

“Whatever you did to get those milky mounds, babygirl, keep doing it.”

I smile and wiggle my ass against him. “I’ll do my best.”

I have no idea how long the effects of this will last. But I’m going to “milk” every minute of it.


Daddy Calls the Cops

Steffy just wants that cute little sundress in the window, but she’s flat broke. No one will notice if she just quickly tucks it in her shoulder bag, least of all Frank. He never notices anything.


Today has been a royal pain in the ass. I got caught cheating on a test at school, I forgot to bring my lunch and all I had was half a granola bar I found in the bottom of my bookbag, and I found out that Darren—the all-time love of my life—is taking slutty Lorraine to the prom.

Fuck.

I’m so mad I could spit nails.

By the time Frank shows up at the end of the school day, I’m ready to punch something.

Frank is my foster parent. He’s been raising me on his own since my parents died when I was little. He kept saying he would adopt me but that never happened. I think he just wanted to keep getting that stipend from the government.

Anyway, he is good to me, I guess. I’m nineteen years old now, and he lets me continue to live with him. He feeds me and allows me to have a pretty cool social life. But he isn’t really involved in what I do. Like, he never even asks if I’ve done my homework, or checks to see that I’ve arrived home by curfew. Sometimes I wish he cared more.

And sometimes I get the urge to do something bad, just to catch his attention, see what he would do.

He pulls up in his pickup truck, covered in oil and grease from his mechanic’s job. His beard looks nice and clean, and his blue eyes are sparkling brightly as I hop in the truck.

“Hi, Daddy,” I say, letting out a sigh.

“Hi there, girlie.”

And that’s it. He doesn’t even ask me how my day went. He does, however, drag his eyes up my long, creamy legs. I’ve noticed him doing that a lot lately.

“Do you mind stopping at that hot dog stand on Main Street? I left my lunch at home and didn’t have any cash on me.”

He raises an eyebrow, tapping his thumb on the wheel as he drives off. “I reckon I could.”

“Thank you, I’m starving.”

Already I can feel the tension melting away, knowing I’m about to be fed. I get so cranky when I’m hungry.

“So, how was your workday? Get any new cars to work on?”

“Nah, just finishing up what I already have.”

I nod slowly, waiting for him to ask me something. Anything.

“So, what would you like to do for dinner? I can cook up some steaks for us? Or make that Mexican dish you like so much.”

He glances my way again, pointing his eyes at my legs. “Sure, sugar. Whatever you want.”

God. I’m starting to think I’m going to need to spread my legs just to gain his attention, or at least some interest in me.

Whatever. I’m too hungry to think about this. “Guess I’ll do steaks then.”

He pulls up to the curb where the hot dog stand is and passes me a ten-dollar bill.

“You want anything, Daddy?”

“No, sugar. I’m just going to make a few calls while you get some dogs.”

I hop out and make my way to the food truck, catching a glimpse of a cute little sundress in the glass display of a boutique. With spaghetti straps, white lacy cups, and blue clouds down the front, it’s one of the cutest dresses I’ve ever seen.

I toss a look over my shoulder and see that Frank is on the phone. Maybe if I just run in really quick and try it on, he won’t even notice.

So that’s just what I do. After the lady greets me, I grab a few different sizes and she unlocks a dressing room for me.

I try the larger one on first, and it fits like a glove, with the bottom of the dress hovering mid-thigh. But a quick glance at the price tag tells me I won’t be getting this dress without taking out a loan.

It’s $97, and I’m quickly reminded of why I don’t shop here. Their clothes are amazing but way overpriced.

My shoulders slump as I get dressed and start to head out, when an idea pops in my head.

No one will notice if I just tuck this thing inside my shoulder bag. I glance around the dressing room and don’t see any cameras, so I fold the dress as small as I can and push it to the bottom of my bag.

I then leave the dressing room, making a fast beeline for the rack where I hang up the smaller dress and leave the store. I turn and give the sales lady a quick wave.

“Thanks for your help. I’ll be back next week for the dress!”

She parts her lips to say something, but I don’t give her a chance. I just want to get out as fast as I can. And once I make it to the food truck about thirty feet away, I feel relieved.

And excited.

I can’t wait to wear this dress to school tomorrow. I’m going to be the envy of all my friends. And maybe it will catch Darren’s eye.

I order two hot dogs with the works along with a soda, and while I’m waiting, I see the woman from the store approaching.

“Excuse me, miss?”

I look up, no doubt flashing a “deer in the headlights” look. “Yes?”

I try to act innocent as she crosses her arms harshly. “I believe you forgot something.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

She points her eyes at my bag. “You have one of my dresses in there. One you didn’t pay for.”

“Uh, no I don’t,” I argue, sounding deeply offended because I kind of am. How could she know for sure?

She narrows her gaze. “Yes. You do.”

I jut my hip to the side. “Oh yeah? Prove it.”

She clicks her tongue, reaching for the straps of my shoulder bag.

I jerk away from her, and she starts yelling at me, making a total scene and drawing everyone’s attention, including the man making my hot dogs.

“You open that bag up right now, or I’m calling the cops! You went into the changing room with two dresses and came out with one. Do you really think I don’t know my own inventory?”

Daddy Frank is on the scene right away, stepping between us as the lady is now jabbing her fingers in my direction.

“Steffy? What the hell is going on here?”

“Your daughter stole my dress, that’s what’s going on. Ask her to open her bag, see for yourself.”

God, I think this woman is going to blow a gasket, and I am too.

Frank looks at her, then looks at me. “Is this true, Steffy? Did you take something that wasn’t yours?”

Fuck. I know I’m busted. I let out a long sigh and roll my eyes, opening up my bag and tossing the dress back at her.

“Here! Call the cops. See if I care.”

She scrambles to catch it before it can hit the ground, giving both me and Frank a dirty look. “I’m not going to call the cops. But you are to never, ever set foot in my store again. Is that clear?”

Frank lets out a groan and runs his hands through his hair, clearly exasperated.

“Ma’am, I am so sorry for my daughter’s behavior. I can assure you I will deal with this at home.”

I feel so betrayed. Like Frank should have at least stuck up for me in some way, maybe by saying that I’m a good girl and I’ve never done anything like this before. Or that I’m going through a hard time because my parents died, even though it was years ago but she doesn’t need to know that.

God, it hurts.

“Your hot dogs, miss?” The man slides my food across the platform and I grab them, muttering a thank you as I head to the truck.

“Steffy. Steffy! Get back here and apologize to this woman.”

I shove half a hot dog in my mouth, spin on my heels, and make a face. “Thawwwy,” is all I can manage, and the boutique owner just rolls her eyes before disappearing back inside the store.

I sit in the truck and wait for Frank, and when he comes back, he is madder than the devil on Sunday.

“What in tarnation has gotten into you?”

I shrug, refusing to look his way as I finish eating. There is this weird warmth spreading through me though. Just knowing his eyes are on me, his attention focused on me. Asking me a question for once.

Taking an interest in me. For once.

“Christ, Steffy. I really wonder about you sometimes….”

I choke down my hot dog in one gulp and look his way as he drives down the street.

“Do you? Because you could have fooled me!” I snap.

He doesn’t acknowledge my outburst. Just tightens his fist on the wheel, silent for several long moments. “I care about you, girl. I just don’t always know how to show it.”

“Pfft.”

I catch him looking my way, but I stare straight ahead, wanting him to prove me wrong. Wanting him to do anything.

“When we get home, you go straight to your room while I think about how to deal with this. Obviously, I haven’t kept a tight enough rein on you.”

“Yeah, obviously.”

I don’t know what has gotten into me all of a sudden. It’s like I want to push all of his buttons. Pound my fists on his chest and release a lifetime of pain and heartache.

When we get home, I do as he asked, compliant in a way that surprises me. As angry and hurt as I am, I do want to see how he punishes me. I reason in my head, the harsher the punishment, the more he cares.

I change into some clean clothes—cotton shorts and a plain t-shirt—and snuggle under the covers, pulling the sheets up high and staring at the ceiling, thinking about what Frank will do.

Ground me?

Take away my allowance?

Spank me?

Oh Christ. That last one makes heat ripple throughout my body. It starts in my stomach and spreads like a fire outward, then downward.

My pussy throbs and my heart beats a little faster.

I bite my lip and roll over, filled with anguish. I’m sure the one thing I want isn’t the one thing I will get. Tears prick the corners of my eyes, and one falls down the side of my nose.

When I hear voices outside my door, my breath catches in my throat.

Who is here? Frank rarely has company. And it isn’t one of my friends because it sounds like a man’s voice.

I get out of bed and press my ear to the door. I can hear them approaching.

“She’s in here, Roy. Remember what I said.”

“You’re coming with, Frank. It’s important for a girl’s father to be … involved in these particulars.”

“Oh, no doubt.”

I hear a knock and gasp, jumping away from the door and landing on my bed. When my door opens, I see the man he’s brought here.

A man in a blue uniform, shiny badge and hefty gun at his hip.

A cop.

Oh, fuck me.

Are you kidding?

“Steffy?” Frank says, walking in behind the officer. “This is officer Roy. He’s got a few things to say in regards to what you did today.”

Officer Roy is big and tall, husky. His dark hair and equally dark eyes are intimidating as fuck. Frank stands next to him, arms crossed.

This is not what I expected, nor wanted. The struggle to not roll my eyes is real. I’m going to nip this in the bud right now.

“Let me save you the trouble. I tried to take a dress that wasn’t mine. I know it was a mistake, and I know I can do time for it. It stays on my record for life, and if I don’t get my shit together I’m going to end up in the gutter. Does that about cover it?”

I cross my legs and lean back on the bed and Officer Roy gives them a quick glance before looking at Frank.

“She always been this mouthy?”

Frank shrugs. “Little bit, yeah.”

I snort again, this time with a little snark to it.

“Girl with a mouth. Hmm,” he says, hooking his thumbs in the waist of his pants. “I’ve dealt with this before. And there’s really only one way to handle ‘em.”

I chew on the inside of my cheek, suddenly concerned Mr. Cop here will haul my ass off to jail just to teach me a lesson.

“Stand up, Steffy.”

I let out a breath and give Frank a weary glance. He just nods at me.

“It won’t happen again. I promise.”

The cop steps closer to me, bringing his hand around the front of his pants and thick leather belt. “I said, stand up. You’re not going to ignore an officer of the law, are you?”

Okay, clearly, they are taking this shit to the extreme. With a grumble of obscenities, I stand up, and Roy puts his hands on my arms, spinning me halfway around.

“Put your hands behind your back.”

My mouth drops open, and I toss a look over my shoulder. “You’re not serious.”

“I’m very serious,” he answers sternly, pressing his lips close to my neck.

And without giving me a chance to comply or resist, he grabs my arms and pulls them behind me, sliding cold metal cuffs around my wrists and clicking them in place before I can process what’s happening.

“Now you’re going to bend over for me.” The stupid cop grips me tightly around my arm and pushes me face-down on my own bed, my feet still on the floor and my ass hanging off the edge. Hair flies in my face, and I blow it away.

“Daddy!” I blurt out. “Do something!”

Frank walks over to where he can see me, and he’s rubbing his beard with a smug grin and a glint in his eye. “I am doing something, sugar. I’m gonna help this officer teach you a lesson.”

I struggle to get up, but Roy has a hand on my back, between my shoulders. “You do still want me to spank her, right?”

“Oh, hell yeah. Just like I asked.”

“Well you better get up on her bed and hold her steady while I do it. She’s a squirmer, I can already tell.”

“She’s feisty, that’s for damn sure.”

I pull in a rush of air as Frank sinks his knees into the mattress above my head. His big hands push into my shoulders, holding me down, and I can hear the sound of the belt being whipped from the officer’s pants, and I get a thrill of excitement.

“Good. I like a feisty girl. This is gonna be fun.”

It feels like my heart is pounding in my chest. I haven’t been spanked, like, ever. Other than a light one when I was little. And I barely remember that one.

The thought of Frank using his hand to deliver a few swats to my bare ass was enough to make me drenched. But this? This is downright humiliating.

So why are my panties wet?

“I think these things need to come down, wouldn’t you agree, Frank?” Roy yanks down my shorts so quickly that I gasp. My panties are next, both of them twisted up around my ankles.

“Oh, I would highly fucking agree,” Frank says.

Oh god. My body feels like it’s on fire. Hands cup my ass and squeeze, and the next thing I know, his thick leather belt is striking my ass.

I yip and jump. It stings, but it’s not unbearable.

“Turn her little ass bright red, Roy.”

“You got it, bub.”

I groan as I wriggle my fingers and tug at the handcuffs, feeling the utter loss of control, of power, and the way that my body aches with every strike of the cop’s belt. An ache to be taken after I have suffered through this belt spanking.

“Bet you’ll think twice about ever shoplifting again, won’t you, Steffy?” Frank says, pressing his mouth close to my ear.

I whimper a yes as the belt stings my ass once more.

“What was that? I didn’t hear you?”

Thwack!

“Ow!” I cry out. “Yes, Daddy. I promise I won’t ever shoplift again.”

“That’s what I thought. Now I think it’s time for you to pay your penance so I know for sure I can trust you to obey me and be a good girl.”

Frank’s zipper sounds, and I lay there panting, wetness seeping from my slit. I feel a firm grip on my hips, lifting me up off the mattress. My ass is hot, the flesh stinging. I love the way it feels.

Frank fists my hair, and forces my gaze up, where I see his cock pointed at my face. “Take it in, Steffy. I’ve been aching to show you what I really want from you. What I really need.”

I part my lips, sucking in a rush of air that leaves me heady, right before he forces his dick past my lips, smearing his precum everywhere.

Flames lick my insides, and I moan instinctively, immediately sucking him to the deepest part of my throat.

“Ah, fuck, baby,” Frank moans.

His cock is hard as steel, thick with spongy veins that pulse along my tongue. I slather my tongue up and down.

“I think I can take care of things at this end,” Roy says.

His cock probes my opening, sliding into my innermost depths and stretching me with every inch that he sinks into my swollen pussy.

I groan and arch my back as Frank tightens his fist in my hair and starts pumping his hips. His balls slap against my chin, and saliva starts pooling from my mouth, slinging everywhere.

“Goddamn she’s tight,” Roy grunts, pressing his fingers into my hips as he fucks me hard and fast.

My walls are growing tighter with each thrust, and as ashamed as I am to admit it, it turns me on beyond belief. I cum, my thighs quaking and my body a quivering mess.

And that’s when Frank pushes all the way to my tonsils, grunts loudly, and pulses out a thick stream of cum that nearly chokes me.

I gulp most of it down, but some of it dribbles from the corners of my mouth and onto the bed below. I try to slurp it up as Roy the cop slams deep and squirts a bucket of cum in my belly.

“Fuck,” he grunts.

“Christ, baby. Your mouth is like a little hole from heaven,” Frank groans, slowing his pace as the last bit of his seed spurts on the back of my tongue. “But I think it’s time I left a little something in your other hole as a reminder of who owns you.”

He and Roy switch places. And there is a blur of blue uniform as I am flipped over and onto my back, forced to lie on my cuffed hands.

“Daddy’s going to claim what’s his, be the last one to leave a mark on you, baby.”

And with that, he sinks his cock into my pussy as Frank mounts my face, his cop pants unzipped and his cock probing forward, shiny with our juices. I eagerly part my lips and suck him in, and he fucks my mouth with abandon.

I groan and grunt as Frank fucks me, and I tremble at the way my body is being used. Maybe it’s not healthy to feel this way, but I’m so fucking glad that finally, he’s paying attention to me.

The kind of attention that makes me cum so hard.

Roy empties in my mouth in less than five minutes, and I cum again as I drink him down, Frank rubbing his finger along my clit and intensifying my pleasure.

I moan repeatedly as the men growl their animalistic release into the room.

When they are finished with me, Roy rolls me onto my side and removes my cuffs. I’m smiling, my hair a mess and my body even messier as they chat for a moment outside my bedroom door.

Before the cop leaves, he pokes his head back inside my room. “Next time I come back here, I won’t be so nice,” he says, giving me a wink.

I bite my lip as he walks off, and Frank comes back to bed, lying next to me.

“How’s your ass, baby?”

“Mmm, it feels good, Daddy. Actually, it feels like it needs to be spanked a little more.”

I wiggle against him and he chuckles. “I’ll see what I can do. And the next time you act like a brat, I’m fucking that ass of yours.”

I raise a brow and look at him. “Promise?”


Daddy Makes Me Ride in the Back Seat with Him

Family Outing: Part 1

Right before a family road trip, Rosie calls shotgun. But when it comes time to get in the car, the older man in her life makes her sit in the back with him. And when his urges come out, she can’t stop him, or else they might make a scene.

This is a 3-part series where Rosie will have a turn with all three of the men in her life.


“Shotgun!” Rosie calls out, running as fast as she can to the car. She always has to sit in the back but not this time. No way.

She and her “family” are headed to the mountains for the day, and she always gets carsick winding up those twisty roads on the long climb up.

She’s been living with the Burtons for six years now, since she was thirteen years old and her parents were killed in an automobile accident.

There’s Phil, the man in charge, and Jarod, Phil’s 20-year-old foster son. And today they have a special guest: Phil’s dad, Stone, who’s doing the driving. Rosie loves all three of the men in her life, and she often wishes they were her real blood family, but she also knows that to have bonds this tight with people you’re not even related to is pretty special.

“Not so fast,” Phil says, getting to the car before Rosie. He stands in front of the passenger door and nods to his right. “You’re riding in the back with me, sweetheart.”

Rosie makes a pouty face, which she realizes is ridiculous for a nineteen-year-old. But she truly was looking forward to riding up front with her foster granddaddy, Stone. Plus, she has noticed lately that Phil has been looking at her differently. He’s tall and strong, has an incredible jawline, dark hair and brooding eyes, and a hairy chest. So he is an attractive man. But Rosie is more into Stone, who’s much older and has this whole worldly wisdom thing that really attracts Rosie and makes her hot between the legs.

“Aw, Daddy. I really wanna sit with Grandpa. I never get to chat with him.”

“Maybe on the way home. But he wants a chance to talk with Jarod about his new girlfriend.”

Rosie grunts but complies with Phil’s rules, hopping in the backseat where he joins her. At least she has her phone and earbuds. She can shut out the world and listen to music. She also brought a few peppermints to help with any nausea, so she goes ahead and pops one in her mouth.

When Stone and Jarod are in the car, Rosie pushes her earbuds in and turns on the music, keeping the volume low enough that she can hear Stone and Jarod talking.

She leans back in the seat, pressing her knees against the back of the driver’s seat. Her long legs shine in the sun peering through the glass of her window, and she’s glad she wore her tight little miniskirt. Maybe Stone will notice how sexy she really is when they stop at the top of the mountains for their picnic lunch.

And maybe sweet Rosie—who is still a virgin at the tender age of nineteen—will sit in her special way on the blanket they brought and flash her freshly shaved bald pussy to him, giving him a sneak peek of what she’d like to give him—her innocence.

Rosie’s nipples harden into points as she fantasizes about Stone, and her panties become sopping wet. She should have brought an extra pair, but she didn’t think she would get so horny so fast. Plus, she had planned on taking them off once they got to the top of the mountains so she could really enjoy the fresh cool air swirling around her creamy thighs.

Her fantasies continue to play out in her head, making her clit throb, her walls swell, and her body hum with lust.

She glances over at Phil and sees that he is looking at his phone, probably scrolling through his email or something. The important thing is that he’s not paying attention.

Rosie places her hand over her crotch and slowly, subtly starts to rub that glorious bundle of meaty flesh between her lips. She’s lucky that hers is extra-large, even when she’s not aroused. She only knows that it’s bigger than the average woman’s because she had snuck into Phil’s office and got on his computer to watch some adult clips online, and Rosie had been shocked at how petite most of the girl’s clits were.

Rosie’s large clitoris may be the reason she always cums so easily. It’s like this great big bundle of nerves that barely needs a soft brush to make Rosie quiver and quake.

Even now, as she rubs her pointer through the miniskirt and the silken material, she can feel her nipples clawing at the soft fabric of her tank top, and she can’t help but rock her hips gently up and down.

Her breathing becomes ragged, and the music filtering though her earbuds becomes muffled as an orgasm approaches. She wants to look at her grandpa’s reflection in the rearview mirror when she cums, though, so she opens her eyes, and right away, she can see that Phil is staring at her.

Hard.

She sucks in a rush of air and turns her head in his direction.

He licks his lips and glances at her hand. And she immediately pulls it back, clasping her fingers together in her lap as a wave of embarrassment washes over her.

Rosie’s cheeks bloom heat, and she turns her attention back to her grandpa, wishing like hell she hadn’t tried to rub one out right here in the back seat next to her daddy.

Phil doesn’t seem to be put off by it, though, and as he reaches over and pulls one of her earbuds out, she’s fairly certain he’s going to bring it up.

“Baby, come put your head in my lap, take a little nap with Daddy.”

Rosie chews on the inside of her lip, wondering what he’s up to. “I’m not sleepy, though.”

His eyes bore into her, and Rosie thinks she sees a flash of irritation. “I didn’t ask if you were sleepy, sweetheart. Now you be a good girl and listen to what your daddy says.”

With the press of a button, Rosie has undone her seatbelt. Her foster brother and grandpa are knee deep talking about girls and college, and all she can think about is why can’t she be up front with her grandpa, knee deep in conversation about girl things.

Rosie slides over just a bit and lays her head in her daddy’s lap, assuming this forced nap is his way of stopping her from masturbating in the car. Maybe he doesn’t want to call her attention to it. Maybe he actually is trying to spare her the embarrassment of it all.

He shimmies his hips side to side, and brushes some of her hair back. “That’s a good girl. Now you just lie here and rest.”

Rosie smiles and snuggles a little deeper into him, feeling the bulge of his crotch press against her ear. His hand softly strokes her shoulder, and it sends chills down her back.

“Are you looking forward to the mountains, baby?”

“Mm-hmm,” she nods. “Just hope I don’t get carsick back here.”

“Maybe with you lying in Daddy’s lap that won’t happen.”

“Maybe,” she answers, turning her head and smiling in his direction.

He smiles back, but moves his gaze over her sides, her hips, and all the way down to her feet.

There he goes again, checking her out. Only this time, Rosie feels movement under his jeans, right where her ear is.

Oh.

Her body tingles as she realizes her daddy is getting stiff just looking at her. She wonders if she should sit up, tell him that her neck hurts. Or something.

But then his hand moves slowly up her belly, his fingers softly stroking her as he gets closer to her breasts.

Rosie’s heart drums like crazy, and heat moves over her flesh as she struggles with how to react to this new feeling.

“Oh yeah,” Phil says, tickling the underside of her breast. “I think I’ll be able to distract you so that being carsick won’t even cross your pretty little mind, princess.”

Rosie bites her lip as his thumb rubs her nipple. It sends pulses of electricity down to her pussy. Her panties, already drenched, feel hot once again.

“Uh, Daddy,” she whispers.

“Yes, babydoll?”

“Are … are you…?” Rosie doesn’t finish the question because she’s not quite sure what the question is. She just knows that the older man in her life is touching her in places that he probably shouldn’t.

But it’s making her little pussy throb.

“Am I what?” he asks, now moving his hand up underneath her shirt and touching her, skin to skin.

Rosie grunts and moves her arm down in an attempt to stop him. Mostly because it’s turning her on so much she’s afraid she might cum right there on the spot and drench the seat.

“Are you sure about this?” she asks, her voice turning to a moan as he pushes her arm up and finds her pert little nipple, giving it a light pinch.

“Oh yes, my little angel. I am sure about this,” he answers, keeping his voice low. “Now you just lie there and let your daddy do daddy things to his little girl.”

Rosie huffs, and moves her arm willingly aside, giving Phil unfettered access to her chest. Her buds, hard and tingling, are for his enjoyment now.

His cock bumps under her head, and she can hear a sound coming from his throat as he teasingly moves back and forth between her nipples, rolling them between his fingers, softly brushing them, and rubbing them sensually.

Her brother and grandpa are blissfully unaware of the situation, still chatting away while Rosie gets felt up by her daddy.

Her body heats up all over, like molten lava is coursing through her veins as her daddy now lets his hand move down her belly, over her hips, and around to her ass.

He groans, and Rosie can feel how hot his crotch is now as he gets stiffer and stiffer. His hands cup her ass, and she arches her back, needing to cum so badly that her vision is becoming blurred.

“Mm, such a nice ass you have, princess. But Daddy first wants to feel how wet you are.”

She purrs and bites her lower lip as he grips the waist of her panties and slides them down. Rosie helps him finish the job by tugging them the rest of the way down and letting them fall to the floorboards. She also keeps her eyes on the men up front, making sure they don’t look back here and see the filthy things that are about to occur.

“Fuck, baby,” Phil whispers as he slides a hand between her creamy thighs.

Rosie moans softly, lifting her leg slightly so he can touch her swollen lips. Her walls clench as he slips a finger through her folds, and of course Phil growls softly above her, making her body ache with need.

“Roll over a little sweetie, let me at that pussy.”

He gently pulls her shoulder to the side, causing Rosie to be on her back. Phil uses his right hand to fondle her tits through her shirt while sneaking his left hand up her skirt and finding her drenched pussy.

“You know how much I’ve wanted to touch your tender places, babydoll?”

Rosie’s eyes clamp shut as he teases her outer labia, making her throb painfully. “No, Daddy. I … I didn’t know.”

“Well I have. And I know you’re innocent,” he growls, pinching her nipple so hard she can’t help but whimper.

He moves the tip of his finger over her lips, and her legs naturally part to accept him. Her breathing increases in time with her pulse, and when he pushes that same finger into her opening, she trembles.

“Mmmm,” he moans, flicking her hard nipple back and forth. “So wet…”

“Yes, Daddy,” Rosie whispers, the ache now becoming unbearable.

While cupping her breast in one hand, he slowly draws his finger out and moves it over her clit, releasing a soft growl when he discovers just how meaty her button is.

“Can’t wait to suck on that sometime, when we are alone…”

“Oh yes, Daddy. I … I want you to suck on it.”

Her thighs begin to tremor ever so slightly, and she rocks her hips upward, right as Phil grips her clit between pinched fingers.

“Fuck,” he grunts.

Rosie feels another bump under his pants, his need making him stiffer with each passing minute.

With two fingers now, he pushes inside her tunnel, getting himself thoroughly slicked up.

Rosie feels the imminent crash of the wave approaching, and as her walls swell and throb, he brings those fingers to her clit and swirls them round and round.

The heat and burn take over, and Rosie whimpers as she cums, Phil’s fingers still toying with her breasts and making her shudder.

Her body jerks softly through the orgasm, and her daddy doesn’t give her a chance to recover before he navigates further south, finding the tight entrance to her most forbidden hole. She squeaks and closes her legs, forcing Phil to clamp a hand over her mouth.

“Shush,” he commands. “And let me at your pretty little ass, baby. Daddy needs to feel how tight you will be when I finally fuck you.”

Holding back a groan, Rosie does as her daddy asks, spreading her legs open once again to give Phil unfettered access to her holes.

With fingers that are still slick from her juices, he slides into her bottom, using just one finger, and Rosie immediately feels the pressure.

She huffs and bucks her hips as he slides his hand underneath the top of her shirt to fondle her tits, flesh to flesh. Her blood is pumping hard now, and as he fingers her ass, she feels the need for another release.

Licking her lips and turning her head to the side, Rosie’s belly tightens. She loves the surrender, the way it feels to let this man who has taken care of her most basic needs now take care of her primal needs.

And given the erection that’s continually pressing into her skull, he has his own primal needs.

“Good girl, letting Daddy play with your ass,” he whispers as Jarod and Stone chuckle about something up front. “Would you like to cum?”

Rosie nods quickly and grinds her hips, and Phil uses a thumb to massage her enormous clit. She has to bite her lip to keep herself silent, to keep herself from exploding a string of expletives that describe just how horny she is right now, how animalistic she feels.

How desperately she needs to be fucked.

And letting her imagination run wild, Rosie thinks about just that, her daddy fucking her from behind, gripping her hips and losing all control. With those thoughts come yet another release, and with Phil working her bottom and her clit at once, she tumbles over the edge with such force she grips her daddy’s wrist and holds it steady as her bottom quivers and her clit bounces violently on the tip of his finger.

She can hear his ragged breathing, the sounds that he’s fighting, the roar that’s climbing up his throat. But it doesn’t stop him from fingering her little ass until she lets out a whimper and relaxes her hand on his arm.

“Daddy’s got a few needs now, babydoll,” he says to her quietly, pushing her head out of the way as he unzips his pants.

Desperate to see him, to taste him, Rosie slinks to the floor, between his legs, and watches as he removes his stiff cock. The head is bulbous and dripping clear fluid.

She quickly glances up at him, sees the rage-filled lust in his eyes, and he wastes no time pushing her head to his manhood.

Rosie parts her lips and fully takes him in her mouth, discovering the delicious saltiness of his precum. She swirls her tongue all around, feeling how hard he is, but also how smooth his flesh. His girth is wide, and his length throbs as she begins to suck.

“Fuck, babydoll. Oh jesus,” he grunts.

Fortunately, Rosie hears the radio blaring up front, so she’s fairly certain that Jarod and her granddaddy have no clue what’s happening right behind them. And frankly, she doesn’t care what would happen if they did know.

She’s too busy working her head up and down, bobbing and sucking and slathering her tongue along her daddy’s frenulum.

“You’re gonna make me explode, princess. Don’t fucking stop…”

His words only fuel the desire Rosie has for him, and she wraps her fingers around the base of his shaft and pushes her head down as far as it will go, forcing a torrent of cum to erupt from her daddy’s cock.

Phil keeps a hand on the back of her head, keeping himself deep in her throat as she swallows repeatedly, every few seconds letting out a few garbled sounds. She hears his breath escaping in small bursts, and she finds that she is fighting the urge to climb in his lap and ride his cock good.

She finally comes up for air, keeping her fingers around his root like a tight ring, and sucks softly on his head, enjoying the last few pulses of cum that spurt out as he fists her hair and growls softly.

“You are such a good girl, drinking daddy down like that.”

Rosie smiles and wipes her mouth with the back of her hand, then crawls back up to the seat next to her daddy.

Her brother is bobbing his head to the beat of a song, but her granddaddy casts a quick glance over his shoulder as Phil is busy tucking himself back in his pants, and Rosie thinks that he might have seen her moving about.

“What’s going on back there? You too are awfully quiet,” he says.

“Nothing, Pop. We’re just enjoying the ride.”

Phil gives Rosie a quick wink, and she giggles as she tugs her miniskirt down.

“I’m not done with you, baby. I aim to ruin you like a good Daddy should.”

Rosie gets a rush of excitement, wondering what ways he will defile her next. But for now, she’s content to enjoy the rest of the day, and whatever it may bring.


THE END

Thank you so much for reading. Please be sure to stay tuned for more naughty works by Daisy Luke.
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