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Daddy’s Friends

Description

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.


********

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.”

********


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.


~The End~


Daddy Gets Out of Jail

Description

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’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.

********


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

Description

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.


********

“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…”

********


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

Description

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


********

“Sit still, girl,” he said.

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

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

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

********


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

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

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

Oh no.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Well, he just needed a push was all.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sit still, girl,” he said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What’re you talking about, girl?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What the fuck do you think, girl?”

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

“I think that—”

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

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

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

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

“Oh, I got it. It’s mine.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I gasped. “What—what are you doing?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ooooohhh!” I purred.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Daddy’s Secret Photo Stash

Description

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.


********

“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.”

********


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.


~The End~

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