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Chapter One

I had developed a crush for my stepdaddy when I was only fourteen.  I don’t know why exactly, but I suspect it was because he was handsome, gentle and understanding.  He stood six feet two inches tall will wavy brown hair.  His blue eyes seemed to sparkle in any light.  He worked out religiously, and as a result had a phenomenal body.  I knew he was well hung just by seeing the outline of his cock in his workout shorts.

I knew how to tease him, and he seemed to enjoy the nearly naked views I often gave him of my young, firm body.  I was five feet five inches tall, and had developed rather early.  My tits were a nice 30C and I kept my pussy clean shaven and bald at all times.  I didn’t like hair on my pussy, just like I didn’t like it under my arms or on my legs.  It was easy to prance around him with just a t-shirt and short shorts on showing off my assets.  To his credit, he never chastised me for showing my body off, nor did he ever touch me.  That is until I decided to take things a little too far.

What started out as a test to see if I could get him, ended up being the start of something wonderful.  It all began one summer night a few days after I turned eighteen.  I had been dating a guy from school, and this one particular night we had a very bad fight.  I came home crying after he had hit me, with daddy hugging and comforting me.  Brad showed up and a scene ensued with him and dad.  Daddy told him to leave, but he just mouthed off to him.  Daddy got in his face and told him one last time to leave, but Brad just took a swing at him.  That was it.  Dad nailed him right on the chin and down Brad went.

I had never seen daddy so mad and I was touched that he would defend me like that.  Brad got up and left in his car as daddy walked back into the house.

“You ok, princess?” he asked me as he hugged me again.

“Yes, daddy,” I replied.  “Thank you for protecting me.”

As I stood there with his strong arms around me, something in me changed.  I could feel my nipples beginning to swell as a tingle rippled through my body.  His touch, his scent and his looks converged on me in that one fleeting moment that made me want him.  I needed him to touch me and take me like the woman I now was.  I suppose my hug lingered a bit too long, but he didn’t seem to mind.  In fact, I swear I could feel his cock swelling as he pressed it into my stomach through my shirt.

I was hooked and was now craving him.  The question was, how was I going to get him?  Was I crazy for wanting to have this gorgeous man take me sexually, or was I living in a fantasy world?  I had to know if I even had a prayer of getting him into bed with me.  I needed to know if I would ever feel his manhood inside of me or if I would ever taste his luscious seed.

I finally let go of him and headed for my bedroom.  As I walked up the stairs I felt his eyes on me, undressing me.  Maybe I was wanting to feel that, but regardless, I was turned on now.  The fight I had with my boyfriend was over sex.  He just seemed to want to get off, and to hell with my needs.  I had confronted him about this and he didn’t like it.  He said I was a slut for wanting to get off without satisfying him. I told him we were done, and that’s when he hit me.

I got undressed and admired my own body as I looked at my reflection in the full-length mirror.

“He couldn’t possibly resist this body,” I told myself as I cupped my tits.

Just the feel of my own hands on my tits as I stood there thinking of him made me sigh as my legs got weak.  I knew I needed satisfaction, even if it was by my own hand.  I pulled the sheets back and lay down on the bed, spreading my legs wide.  I tugged and twisted my nipples until I felt a slight pain.  I had learned that the light pain actually made my pussy a lot wetter for some reason.

Sliding one hand down between my legs, I felt my juices running from my hole as I slid my fingers up and down my slit between my folds.  My finger rubbed across my now swollen clit causing me to moan.  My legs quivered as I began to rub my clit in earnest.  I needed to cum and I needed to feel something in my pussy.  Lifting my legs up to my shoulders, I used my other hand to insert two fingers inside of my pussy.  I fucked myself as I rubbed my clit, my body tingling all over.  Soon, I felt the surge of my orgasm as I lifted my ass, my fingers fucking my pussy as fast as I could.

My body gave in to my surge as I began to quake with each wave of ecstasy that passed through my body.  I was panting and trying not to moan, but it was hard to keep quiet.  I only hoped no one had heard me.  As my orgasm subsided, I took my fingers from my pussy and sucked my juices from them.  I tasted so good!  I rolled over, sexually satisfied for now and faded off to sleep, my mind dreaming of daddy.

When I got up the next morning, I heard mom leaving for work so I knew dad was still having his coffee.  Being the tease that I was, I put on a satin night shirt to show off my body to daddy.  It was a light green satin shirt with thin spaghetti straps on each shoulder.  It came maybe two inches below my pussy and hugged me like a glove, showing off my awesome figure.  I knew he would be pleased looking at what I had to offer.

I headed downstairs but did not expect to meet daddy on the landing.  An awkward meeting took place as each one of us tried to move around the other.  Seeing an opportunity, I reached out and took his strong, muscular arms into my hands.  Daddy stopped and looked me in the eyes as I stood there holding his arms.

“Thank you again for last night,” I told him.

“You’re welcome baby,” he replied.

I pulled him to me and gave him another hug as my now rock hard nipples pressed into his muscular chest.  I felt his hands wrap around my body and slide to just above my ass.  My god this was erotic!  I pulled my head back slightly and kissed his neck, afraid I was pushing the boundaries.  He pulled me close and hugged me again, one hand dipped down across my ass as he let go of me.  I was almost putty as I felt his hot hand on my ass.  Always the gentleman, and sporting a slight tent in his boxers, he turned and went upstairs to get ready for work.

In my mind, his hand on my ass proved he wanted me and that I was able to turn him on.  I smiled at myself as I got some cereal and sat down to eat.  I think I subconsciously sat in such a way as to give a view of my clean, pink little slit as his eyes went straight to my crotch when he entered the kitchen, fully dressed for work.

“Uh…um...Have a good day,” he stammered as he tried to pass off his gaze at my clean-shaven little cunt.

“You too,” I replied.

“If that boy bothers you, call me and I’ll take care of his ass,” he told me as he headed out of the house.

“I will,” I replied.

I was full of myself as I sat there remembering his look as he gazed at my pink flesh wide open for him to see.  I was getting horny again just thinking about it, but it was too close to the time for me to leave for work that I tried to bury my passion and got ready.  Today I wanted to dress sexy.  I put on a tight knit shirt and a mini skirt with white wedge sandals.  I like my wedge sandals as they helped lift my ass giving it a shapelier appearance.

I knew that when daddy saw me in this outfit he would be turned on again.  Confident, I looked myself over in the mirror one last time, then headed out for work.  My job was working the sales counter for a clothing store at the mall.  It wasn’t glamorous, but I did make enough working there to have some spending money.  I tried to be professional with my job as I helped customers find their perfect outfit.  I was never judgmental or condescending as people tried on items that made me cringe.  It was their money; my job was to get them to spend it.  It didn’t matter what they spent it on as long as they spent it.

I decided to take an early lunch since we were particularly slow that day.

“Hey, Marsha,” I hollered at my boss.

“Yes?” she replied.

“I’m going to take an early lunch of that is alright with you,” I told her.

“Sure,” she replied.

Marsha was such a great boss.  She let us do our job and didn’t hover over us like we were twelve or something.  She was rather attractive for an older lady and she really knew her fashion.  She could work up some fantastic looks for people and always seemed to know exactly what would flatter them.  I wanted to learn to do what she did, and I think she knew this.  She would answer any of my questions and never seemed bothered by them.  I guess that’s why I never looked for a better paying job.  I was happy where I was.  To me that mattered more than money.

I left the store and decided to head across the parking lot to Panera and get a soup and salad combo.  I sat near the back by the door so I could leave without having to wade through the people waiting for food.  That’s when I saw him.  Daddy was standing at the counter, his hands around the waist of some woman I had never seen before.  What was going on?  Was he having an affair?  Not wanting to be seen, I ducked out the back door and hurried back to work.

I was confused and slightly hurt just thinking about him with that woman.  I needed to know what was going on, but should I risk our relationship and confront him?  Or should I just chalk it up to me reading more into a situation than what was really there?  Either way I was not in   good position.  That is until my mind had a revelation.


Chapter Two

I came home that night sort of sullen as I tried to come to grips with what I had seen.  Mom noticed something was wrong and tried to talk to me.

“You seem down, honey, what’s wrong?” she asked.

“Oh nothing,” I lied.  “Just a bad day.”

“Well, don’t let it ruin your night, ok?” she told me.

“Sure,” I replied.  “What’s for dinner?”

“You guys are on your own tonight,” she said.  “I have yoga class, remember?”

That’s right, I had forgotten about that.  Mom had started taking yoga classes to try and lose some weight and get into shape.  She felt bad being with dad as fit as he was.

“Have fun,” I told her as she grabbed her car keys.

“Thanks,” she replied.

Mom left and headed to her yoga class.  I rummaged through the refrigerator, but didn’t see anything that appealed to me.  I heard the front door and knew dad was home.  How was I going to handle talking to him knowing what I did?

“Hey baby,” he said as he kissed my forehead on his way to the refrigerator.

“Hi,” I managed to eke out.

“What’s wrong?” he asked as he too rummaged through the fridge.  “You seem upset.”

I struggled with how I should respond, but in the end, I decided to just blurt it out since mom wasn’t there.

“I saw you today,” I said matter-of-factly.

“Oh?” he replied without even so much as a flinch.

“Yeah, I was at Panera for lunch,” I replied.

I was sort of nervous not knowing how he would respond.  He looked up from the fridge and slowly closed the door.  He had a look like the cat who had just got caught eating the canary.

“And just what did you see?” he queried me.

“Well, I…uh…I mean…I saw a woman with you,” I finally managed to reply.

“Oh, that,” he replied.  “That was Janet, my secretary.”

“Why did you have your arm around her waist?” I asked.

“I took her to lunch because her dad had just died,” he replied.  “I was just comforting her.”

Sure, and I was the king of England.  I was skeptical, but he seemed confident in what he was saying.  I decided to up the ante a bit and see what response I got.

“So, mom would be ok with knowing that?” I said confidently.

“Yeah, she knows her and she also knows about her dad,” he replied.  “Is there something you are not telling me?”

I sat there starting to think I had made a mistake.  I decided I had to lay everything on the line.  I had to push the issue and see if I had any leverage.  That’s when my idea hit me.  I could use this to my advantage and get what I wanted.  Yep, I was going to get that cock of his out of this situation!

“Well, if you are telling the truth, then I guess mom will be fine with it when I tell her,” I replied with a new confidence in my voice.

“I see,” he replied as he sat down next to me.  “And if I don’t want you to tell your mom, then what?”

My moment had arrived.  It was time to see if I could blackmail him to get what I wanted.  I crossed my fingers and just blurted it out.

“I want to have sex with you,” I heard myself say before I could stop my mouth from moving.

Shit!  I had said what I was thinking without even being subtle about it.  I almost cringed inside as I waited for his response, fearing I had crossed a serious line.

“Well, I can say that had not crossed my mind,” he replied as he folded his arms.

“If you have sex with me, I won’t tell mom,” I said.

“And if I don’t?” he asked.

“Then the game is up and I tell her everything,” I replied.

“Well, then I guess we had better do something about this, shouldn’t we?” he asked me. “What did you have in mind?  Right here and now, or do you prefer to be courted and wooed first?”

My mind hadn’t planned far enough in advance for this kind of response.  What should I say?  I searched my mind to come up with a good answer, but again my mouth outran my mind.

“I think you need to take me upstairs and fuck me before mom comes home,” I blurted out.

He sat there studying me as I tried to appear confident in what I had just said to him.  It seemed like time stood still as he sat there looking at me, deciding what to do.  He finally stood up and offered his hand to me.

“Ok, if that’s what you want, then I will give it to you,” he said.

My body lit up as I realized I was about to get my prize.  I took his hand and followed him up to my bedroom.  Once inside, he turned and began to kiss me.  I was weak in the knees as my body began to come alive in his arms, feeling his tongue flitting around inside my mouth.  I held him tight as I longed to feel his strong hands on my naked body.  He began to kiss my neck and my ear lobes, sending tingles down to my toes.

His hands slid down my back and cupped my ass as I sighed and relaxed into his arms.  He reached up and lifted my shirt from the hem, over my head revealing my lace bra.  He expertly reached behind me and in one swift move undid my bra clasp. Slipping it off my shoulders, his hands found my tits and began to caress them.  I moaned and sighed as his fingers twisted my nipples, pulling them taught with each twist.  My pussy was soaking wet as I felt sensations traveling from my tits to my pussy.  As he slid one hand down my belly towards my pussy, I reached down and unzipped his pants.

I put my hand into his pants and felt his growing cock, pulling it from its tight enclosure.  I was now stroking this large cock I had envied for so long as his fingers slid between my folds causing me to whimper.  He pulled his hand from my skirt waistband and slid it along with my panties down to the floor.  I was so horny that I wasn’t even aware of what I was saying.  I just knew I needed fucked by this cock before I lost my mind!

“Please daddy, suck my nipples,” I whispered into his ear.

He bent over and sucked one nipple into his mouth and began to suck and flick it with his tongue.  The sensations were like little pulses of energy running down to my pussy.  I could feel each flick in my cunt whenever his tongue touched the end of my nipple.

“Oh, god yes, daddy,” I moaned.

I pulled his shirt off his body, then undid his pants, pushing them to his ankles.  I just had to taste this cock.  I dropped to my knees and stroked his cock as I looked at its size.  He was much bigger than Brad, and as I looked at it I saw a small drop of pre-cum seep from the head.  I licked the tip, making sure I got the pre-cum, then slid my mouth all the way down his shaft, causing daddy to moan.

I sucked his cock in and out of my mouth, attempting to please him as he grabbed my head and guided my mouth.  I loved the feel of his rock-hard cock and his pulsing veins as his cock slid in and out of my mouth.  I licked the underside of his cock as it slid in and out.

Daddy lifted me by my arms then pushed me onto the bed, on my back.  He lifted my legs and spread them wide as his head dipped between my thighs.  I could feel his hot breath on my pussy as his face neared my slit, causing me to jump.  I felt his hot, wet tongue separate my folds as he slid it up and down my pussy, causing me to grab the sheets with my clenched fists.

His tongue darted in and out of my hole as he fucked me with his tongue.  I could feel my orgasm approaching as he settled in on my clit and licked it furiously.  My body was rocked with the strongest orgasm I have ever felt, my pussy pulsing against his finger that was now inserted inside of me.  I was hitting the sheets and grabbing my pillow as wave after wave of orgasm rushed through my now super sensitive body.

“Fuck me daddy, please fuck me.  I want your cock inside of me,” I screamed.

He lifted his head and got between my legs as I pulled at him to get him to penetrate me.  I felt the head of his cock separate my folds as it started to stretch my pussy.  I felt his fullness begin to fill me as he slid his cock all the way inside of my cunt.  He began to pump his cock in and out of my pussy as I writhed in ecstasy on the bed.  I loved the feeling of fullness as his cock slammed into me.

“God yes, fuck me daddy!  Give me all of your cock!” I squealed.

“Yes, yes, yes!  Oh, fuck yeah, fuck me harder daddy!” I screamed.

I could feel his hips slamming into my body as his stomach hit my clit with force.  The bed was bouncing so hard I thought it was going to break!  At last I felt him start to tense up as his orgasm approached.  He started to slip his cock out of my pussy right before he came, but I pulled him close to me.

“Fill me with your cum, daddy!” I yelled.  “I want to feel your cum inside of me, I want you to fill my pussy with your cum”!

In one last thrust, his cock slammed into my pussy as I felt the pulsing of his cock as he shot his load of cum into my cunt.  Oh, my god did this feel good!  This was way better than what I had fantasized about!  I absolutely loved the feel of his cock inside of my pussy as I held onto his muscular body.  I held him tight as he breathed heavily into my ear.  I was satisfied and just wanted to hug and kiss him for making me a real woman at last.

Somewhat recovered, he lifted his head and kissed me deeply before lifting his body off mine and removing his now limp cock from my drenched pussy.  I raised up and sucked his cock into my mouth wanting to get every last drop of cum his cock had inside of it.  Satisfied I had it all, I let it slip from my mouth as he bent over to pull up his pants.

“Thank you, daddy,” I said as I lay back on my elbows.

“I enjoyed fucking you immensely,” he replied.

Dressed, he bent over and kissed me once again.

“When can I have you again?” I asked.

“We’ll just have to choose our moments,” he replied as he brushed his hand across my cheek.

“I love you daddy,” I said as I stood up and hugged him one last time.

“I love you too, sweetie,” he replied.

He turned and left my room as I sat back on the edge of my bed.  I began to wonder what it would be like to have him all to myself.  I smiled and got dressed, not wanting mom to catch me like this.  Tonight, I was going to sleep like a baby!


Chapter Three

Daddy and I developed a regular sexual encounter on Tuesday evenings while mom was at yoga class.  He introduced me to a whole new level of sexual satisfaction I never even dreamed of.  We did anal, bondage and role playing where I pretended to be a little girl.  To say our sexual encounters were awesome would be an understatement.  But as we shared our evenings once per week, a problem soon developed that I had not anticipated.  I became pregnant.

“Daddy,” I said as we finished our weekly romp.

“What is it, baby?” he replied as he lifted himself off me.

“I have a big problem and I’m not sure what to do,” I told him.

“What is it?” he asked.

I paused for a second before giving him the news.  He could tell I was nervous.

“Well, I’m pregnant,” I said at last.

His eyes widened as he sat back a bit looking at me.  I could tell he was searching for the right answer or response to say to me.

“Well, I guess that’s what we get for not practicing safe sex,” he said at last.

“I’m scared,” I told him.  “What are we going to do?”

He thought for a moment before responding.

“Do you love me?” he asked.

“More than anything, you know that,” I replied.

“Well, then I guess we have no choice but to tell your mother and work out how we can be together,” he said.

“Do you mean that?” I asked hopeful.

“Yes, baby I do,” he replied.

I sat up and hugged him tightly.  This was all I had wanted for so long.  Now I was getting everything I had dreamed of.

“But what about mom?” I asked concerned.  “She is going to freak out and disown me.”

I was now into the freak out mode as I thought of her being crushed by our relationship.  What was I going to do without her?

“Leave that to me,” he said.  “I will talk to her.”

I was still worried no matter how much he tried to comfort me.  My mom was all I had.  Without her in my life I would be crushed.  I should have never asked daddy to fuck me, never.  I was feeling so much guilt now that it was almost oppressive.  A tear fell down my cheek as I thought about losing her.  Daddy brushed the tear from my cheek and pulled me close, our naked bodies in a familiar embrace.

“Don’t cry sweetie, everything is going to be just fine.  You’re not going to lose your mom, or me,” he told me.

I smiled at him as he kissed my forehead with the assurance that what he was telling me was the truth.  I trusted him and let him take the lead on handling mom.  He got dressed and left my room, promising me he would talk to mom as soon as she got home.  I sat in my room, ashamed to even come out and face anyone.  I had done this, it was me, I was responsible for everything.  How was mom going to forgive me?

My heart was pounding as I heard the kitchen door open and heard dad start talking to mom.  I never heard either one of them raise their voice as I strained to hear the conversation.  They had been talking for nearly an hour when I heard footsteps coming up the stairs.  This was it, it was all but over for me.  I sat up straight and wiped tears from my eyes as mom opened my bedroom door.  She sat down next to me and took my hands in hers.

“Dad has told me everything,” she said as she looked into my eyes.  “It’s going to be ok.”

I started sobbing and laid my head on her shoulder as she patted my back.

“I’m so sorry, mommy,” I told her.  “I was selfish and didn’t think of you or how you would feel.”

“It’s fine, sweetie, its fine,” she told me.  “In fact, it’s better than fine.  I am happy for you.”

Wait, what?  I lifted my head and looked into her eyes as she brushed away my tears.

“I have wanted a grandchild, and now I am going to get one,” she said as I stared in disbelief.  “Your father is the perfect man to give me that baby.  There is a reason I married him.  He has all the qualities one would want in a human being.”

“But what about your marriage?” I asked.  “How can you still be with him after he slept with me?  Aren’t you angry?”

“No, dear I’m not,” she replied.  “I guess I look at things a little different than most people.  If I have to share daddy with you, then so be it.  At least we will both have him here in our lives.”

I was floored!  Not only was she ok with me being pregnant, she was ok with me continuing to fuck daddy!  Nothing like having mom’s blessing to have sex!  I hugged her and thanked her for being so understanding.  Life was going to be much better now that we didn’t have to hide our sexual encounters.

Mom and I shared dad as I began to develop my baby inside of me.  Sex with daddy got more intense as my body became more and more sensitive to his touch.  All he had to do was touch my nipples and my pussy would be on fire and wanting to be filled with his cock.  I couldn’t get enough of him.

One night we were getting into bed to have sex when he touched my tits and sent me into a tailspin.  I became an animal and went right for his cock.  He was kind of surprised as I took charge and sucked his cock with passion.  I was moaning as I slid it in and out of my mouth.  I pulled his cock from my mouth and began to lick and suck his balls, sucking them one at a time into my mouth.

But I didn’t stop there, nope I moved my face lower and began to lick his asshole while I stroked his cock.  He moaned with pleasure as I stimulated him in this manner.  This was something I had never done this to him before, and he appeared to love it.  I lifted my head as I was ready for him to fuck me.

“I want to feel your cock in my ass,” I told him as I moved to on top of him.

He lubricated my ass and pressed his cock against my asshole as I sat down on it, allowing his full length to penetrate me.  It felt so good to have his cock in my ass, feeling it rub against the walls of my pussy.  I began to fuck his cock by lifting myself up and down on it, moaning as he full length slid in and out of my ass.

“Oh, yeah daddy, fuck my ass with that big cock!” I screamed.

He was now pumping my ass hard with his cock as I moaned and squealed with pleasure.  I loved feeling my ass being filled like this.

“Fuck my pussy now!” I commanded as I was ready to be filled with his cock.

He pulled his cock from my ass and slid it into my pussy as I began to move my hips, grinding his cock deep inside of me, my clit rubbing his flesh.

“Yeah, that’s it, ooh how I love our cock!” I screamed.

His body was slapping against mine as we fucked, my tits bouncing around like water laden balloons.  Just the movement of my tits bouncing like that made my pussy tingle even more.  I began to grunt as I tried to get his cock deeper inside of me.  I felt my orgasm starting as I screamed from pleasure, my pussy pulsing on the shaft of his cock.  He stiffened as his orgasm started, shooting load after load of his cum deep inside of me.

When our orgasms had subsided, I lifted myself off him and went down to clean his cock off.  I loved sucking the cum from his cock as it went limp.  I knew this pleased him and I wanted to please him as much as he pleased me.  I lay on my side, content and in love.  Daddy spooned with me for a while before going to his own bedroom and satisfying mom.


Chapter Four

As my pregnancy neared eighteen weeks, my tits began to swell as my they started to fill with milk.  My nipples would leak milk, causing my shirt to have wet spots.  I was embarrassed at first and was changing my shirt nearly every two hours!  This also brought a new sensation I had never experienced before.

My nipples were so sensitive, that just the slightest touch would send me into a sexual frenzy.  It was as if my tits and my pussy were linked with an electrical wire.  One touch on my nipple and my pussy would start to tingle.  I knew I needed a release, and dad was more than willing to provide it.

We were now having sex two and three times a day!  It was like I could not get satisfied.  We would fuck, I would recover in short order, then my tits would rub my shirt and I was horny all over again.   Most times I satisfied myself due to no one else being around.   I had bought a big, black dildo that I fucked quite frequently.

One night I was on top of dad, fucking him when my tits began to leak.  Milk was running down my tits and dad leaned up and began to lick my milk from my tits.  But he didn’t stop there.  He began to suckle my tits, which was such a turn on for me.  The more he sucked my milk, the hornier I got!  There were even a few times I had an orgasm just from his suckling.

One day when we were fucking, I pulled at my tits and shot milk right into his face.  He laughed then opened his mouth so I could shoot it right in like a milking cow.  A couple of times, I shot milk onto his cock, then helped him lick the milk from it.  That was so hot!

Being horny all the time meant daddy got fucked anytime he wanted it.  One night he made me get on the floor on all fours.  He put a bowl under my tits and began to milk me like a cow.  As he did, his fingers found my asshole and pussy as he began to fuck both holes with his fingers.  I came three times while he did this!

I was now officially a fucking machine!  There were some days I felt like a real slut, but it wouldn’t last long as my horny feelings would resurface and push those thoughts right out of my head.  Daddy titty fucked me while he squeezed milk from my jugs, coming all over my face and my tits, mixing the cum and the milk.  I would use my fingers and try to clean up as much of the mixture as I could.

I could tell daddy was starting to wear down from all of the sex, but I needed sex, I needed to be fucked daily!  What was I going to do if he wasn’t able to scratch my itch?  But worst of all was that I feared all of this would go away once the baby was born.  I knew my sex drive would go down, but I didn’t want these sensations and feelings I was having to diminish.

I ended up having a baby boy who looked just like daddy.  No one was the wiser since they all thought he was my real dad anyway.  He was the most beautiful baby I had ever seen, and he was mine.  Mom and dad gushed over him as I started to recover from childbirth.  I was finally released from the hospital and went home.

Since daddy had been milking me for so long, I was producing a lot of milk.  The baby could not drink it all, so daddy had to drink the rest.  At one point, I was feeding the baby as daddy watched.  Seeing the baby sucking my tits turned him on and he started stroking his cock.  I couldn’t fuck for six weeks, so he would masturbate while I fed the baby, then shoot his load into my mouth as I swallowed every drop.

A few times I just sucked him off while the baby sucked my tits.  As the baby got older, we had to curb the sexual interaction during feedings.  We didn’t want the baby to remember what it was we did.  I lost a little bit of the sensitivity in my nipples once my milk dried up, but not much.

Daddy still fucked me whenever I needed him and kept mom satisfied on the side.  It was the perfect arrangement that let all of us have what we wanted.  We knew at some point we would have to explain our relationship to our son, but for now we just enjoyed life and each other.

Check out my other titillating titles on amazon for even more hot erotica!

Daddy’s Princess

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B075365NLK

Daddy’s Angel

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0755958LY

Daddy’s Brat

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07575N3Q3

Daddy’s Present

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0752S8Z19


I hope you enjoyed this story.  If you did, please consider leaving me a review on amazon.  Reviews are the only way indie authors can compete with the big publishing houses.  Thanks for taking the time to read my work.

-Marissa

To see my list of books, please go to my author page at:

amazon.com/author/marissascott
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