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Daddy Shows Me How to Please

Stella has a date with the man of her dreams. But she has no idea how to please a man. That’s okay, though. Vince is ready to show her everything she needs to know.


I read Scott’s message a hundred times, shaking and sweating with nervousness.

Can’t wait to see you, sexy. Make sure you bring that appetite of yours.

The message itself is followed with a horned devil emoji, which means he wants me to come hungry and not just for food. I’ve been crushing on Scott for several years now, and he finally asked me out.

Damn, I’m a mess. Here I am, nineteen years old, and I’ve never been with a man. Beyond kissing and light fondling, I have no clue how to please a man.

I do, however, own a dildo, and this large vibrating object has been very loyal to me. So, I have about twenty-four hours to practice my oral skills on a cock-shaped silicone thing that I’ve only ever used to please myself.

Okay, I’ve totally got this. I’ll just give it a good wash and watch a few videos of girls sucking cocks, and just … mimic what they do. Should be fairly easy, right?

I head to the bathroom, thinking about what I will wear tomorrow. I want to look sexy but classy. Reveal just enough to really drive Scott wild without saying “I’m easy.”

I think I know the perfect dress—a short fire-engine red little number that I got last summer when I went shopping for a date that never happened.

Once I get back to my room, I try it on to make sure it still fits. My breasts spill out of the top, and it hugs my hips perfectly, showing off every single curve. I tug down my panties and toss them aside, considering the possibility of leaving them off altogether tomorrow night, when suddenly a knock at the door startles me.

“Stella, you in there?”

I open the door a few inches, peeking through the small crack at Vince. He’s leaning against the wall, his big muscles popping through the sleeves of his black t-shirt. “Yeah, I’m here. What’s up?”

“Just letting you know I’m home from work a little early. Thought you might want to go out and grab a bite to eat.”

“Oh, sure. Um, let me just change clothes, and I’ll be ready.”

“No worries. I’m going to do a quick workout then shower. Just holler when you’re ready.”

I smile and nod, and his brown eyes sparkle before he turns and walks away.

I don’t know why I didn’t open the door all the way for him, but maybe I’m trying to be discrete. Vince was my high school gym teacher, and he gently encouraged me to move in with him after I graduated last year. My parents are always strung out on drugs, and I needed a stable, sober home life.

I don’t know what I would do if it weren’t for Vince. He’s super attractive and takes good care of me. I work full-time at a coffee shop but he doesn’t let me pay him any rent whatsoever, and he feeds me too. He’s kind of like the dad I never had.

I hear the sound of his weights clanging downstairs and go back to admiring my reflection in the mirror. I already feel sexy, my long legs looking extra creamy and smooth today. If nothing else, I’ll be a nice piece of eye candy for Scott, even if I don’t know what the hell I’m doing in bed.

I make my way across the room and settle on top of my comforter, then open up my laptop. After doing a quick search for blowjob porn, I grab my dildo and lie down on my stomach.

I find a video that looks pretty hot. It’s a college coed with ponytails, working a thick piece of meat in and out of her mouth. The guy she’s blowing reaches down and holds her hair up as she looks up at him and smiles sexily.

I feel a stirring in my core, and my pussy starts to swell with need. I pick up the dildo and press it to my lips, watching what the girl on the screen does and working to mimic her actions. She’s sucking on the tip, then every now and then swirls her tongue all over the rim of his crown. He’s obviously enjoying himself, making these grunting sounds every few seconds.

I do as she does, hollowing my cheeks as I suck on the dildo. I push the base of it against the mattress and bob my head up and down, getting hotter and hotter by the second. My pussy is drenched by now, so I roll over on my back and slide the bottom of my dress up. I then spread open the material that covers my breasts, causing them to spill out.

I twist the knob of the dildo and it immediately begins to vibrate, and I am so thankful I invested the extra money in getting a toy that could satisfy me in multiple ways. I insert it part of the way, and grind my hips upward, feeling as though a few deep strokes could make me cum so hard right now.

But I don’t want to cum yet. I want to save my next orgasm for Scott—the man I will be happy to give my virginity to.

I bring the dildo back up to my lips and suck off my juices, surprised at how sweet I taste today. The smooth vibrations tickle my lips, but I like the way it feels. I hungrily tug the large piece of silicone as far past my lips as I can, feeling my body hum with need.

God. If I enjoy sucking a dildo this much, I can only imagine how much fun the real thing will be.

I am really working it, when I hear the twist of my doorknob, followed by Vince’s deep voice. “Stella? I forgot to ask if you—”

I gasp and lift my head, looking straight at the older man I live with. My legs splayed open and my bare pussy exposed for him to see.

His jaw drops, as does his gaze, right to where it counts.

I pull down my dress and sit up, feeling my cheeks grow hot as the soft moans spill from the laptop’s small speakers.

“Oh … damn. I’m sorry,” he says, licking his lips and stepping inside my room.

“What do you want?” I ask, completely forgetting that my tits are hanging out of the top of my dress.

“Shit. I … forgot.” I see his pants begin to tent, a large bulge beginning to form.

“Well, I’m kind of in the middle of something here, if you don’t mind.”

Jesus. I knew that Vince had been staring at me a little harder than usual lately, but now his eyes are literally stuck on my entire body.

Vince quickly shakes his head, then runs a hand over the dark hair that frames his face. “Sorry. I can leave, come back later. But …I sure as fuck don’t want to.”

I raise a brow, lust shooting through my body like hot razors. “Come again?”

“A girl as sexy as you shouldn’t have to take care of business alone, Stella. Let me help you with that.”

His brown eyes dart around my breasts, and I feel my nipples prick. “I’m not trying to do anything, other than learn how to suck dick.”

Fuck. I don’t know why I say that out loud but there it is, right there on the table now for the both of us to deal with.

“You don’t know how to suck a man’s dick, sweetheart? Are you serious?”

He steps closer to me, and I see a twitch in his pants, right below the zipper. He rubs his palms together, and I feel more heat bloom between my legs.

I nod, biting my lip, feeling the need grow in my belly. “I’m a virgin. I’ve never done much of anything. And … and I have a date with Scott tomorrow night.”

His stare is hard now, insistent as he examines my face. His hand moves to that fast-growing bulge and he shifts it to the side. “Fuck, Stella. I’ve taken good care of you this year. Like a good daddy should. Let me help you get ready for this date, teach you everything you need to know.”

Lust tears through my core, the sudden need for Vince—who’s now referring to himself as my daddy—to teach me “everything I need to know” all consuming.

I look at the dildo as it still hums softly in my hands, and I twist it off. “So, you’ll show me how to give a proper blowjob? Because I’ve never given one before. I don’t want to let Scott down.”

He unzips his pants and reaches in for his cock, a low growl climbing up his throat. “You won’t let him down, sweet baby. Let me show you how to give good head, and you’ll see just how fucking talented I know you are.”

I lick my lips as his cock is bared to me, the head a deep red as he squeezes the base. I get on my hands and knees and move to the edge of the bed, and he places a hand on the back of my head, gripping my long hair tightly and angling my gaze up to meet his hungry stare.

“Start with a little tease. Use that tongue and show Daddy what you got, baby.”

My pussy drips and throbs. I move my gaze back to his cock as he holds it for me, and the moment I flick my tongue over the head, it bobs quickly, making me smile.

So I lick it again, this time swirling my tongue around the rim, just like I was doing to my dildo moments ago. But this is so much better than the dildo.

Daddy holds my hair up, and I can’t help but admire his thick fingers wrapped around the base of his shaft, squeezing so tightly that clear precum dribbles from the hole. I flick it with my tongue, and he grunts.

“Fuck. That’s a good girl. Make me hard as steel, baby.”

The heat from wanting to please him fills me up. I use my tongue like a cat bathing her mate, licking and flicking and swirling all around the crown. I tilt my head to the side and move it along the underside, feeling the entirety of his length twitch.

I then take his cock in my fingers, grasping just below the head and tugging him past my lips, sucking softly enough to pull out a few more drops of precum.

“Jesus Christ, angel. Oh fuck….”

He gives a little thrust, and I bob my head as his hand in my hair tightens.

“You’re making Daddy feel very rough sucking on my head like that. I wonder if Scott will want to deep-throat you tomorrow.”

I moan and purr, swirling my tongue over his frenulum as I continue to suck “just the tip” of his cock.

Daddy growls again. “Damnit, I’m about to cum, you little cock tease. Obviously I don’t need to teach you a thing. You make me want to spurt on a dime.”

I peer up at him and smile as best I can, and the lust brewing in his eyes makes my pussy drip down the insides of my thighs.

He makes a weird sound then pushes me all the way down his shaft. My nose touches the tuft of hair on his lower belly, and he grunts, cumming in my mouth the moment his cock brushes my tonsils. It’s warm and earthy and delicious.

“Fuuuuuuuck,” he groans, holding my head down as I struggle to swallow every drop.

But even though I’m on the verge of choking I can’t help but love the way his cock twitches inside my mouth with each burst of his seed. I gulp it down, feeling proud of what I’ve accomplished.

I feel him going slightly soft, and when I look up at him, he’s tugging off his shirt, stepping out of his pants and kicking them aside.

He then pulls me to him, forcing my arms around his neck and feeling my breasts squish against his hard chest.

“You give the best head, baby,” he says, pulling me in for a kiss.

My body tingles as his lips meet mine, and when his tongue probes my mouth, the both of us release a moan. As he kisses me, his hand works up the bottom of my dress, lifting it above my hips. He cups my ass and pulls me closer, sort of lifting me up and allowing my legs to drape around his muscular waist.

“Grind on me, baby. Give your daddy a good cum so I can get hard and fuck you.”

“Mmm, yes, Daddy.” My clit pulses, and I feel a little trickle of fluids seeping out of me.

As his strong hands remain cupped on my round globes, I begin to roll my hips, feeling my clit rub against his lower tummy. I hold onto him, burying my face in his neck as I listen to his heated growls.

“Fuck. I can feel you dripping on me, baby. You’re making Daddy get awfully hard again, awfully fast. Is that what you’re trying to do? Make me crazy with lust for you?”

I huff and nod, rubbing my wet little pussy against him and getting closer and closer to cumming.

“Well it’s working. I need to bury my cock inside of you before I burst again. Do you feel my dick bumping against your ass?”

As soon as he says it, I feel his cock bump against my puckered rose several times.

“Yes, Daddy. I feel it,” I answer, grinding harder and harder, my clit becoming more and more swollen.

He growls, and the next thing I know, I can feel him insert a finger part of the way in my forbidden hole.

“You’d better hurry up and cum for me then. Otherwise I might have to fuck you in your tiny little ass while you grind your wet pussy on me.”

I huff again, this time on the verge of exploding. And when he pushes a little deeper, I grunt and let this intense orgasm wash over me, fluids gushing out of me and covering his cock.

“Oh Christ… ” he moans, holding me with a steady grip and working his finger in and out of my tight bottom.

“Oh Daddy,” I purr, breathless and dizzy.

The tight band of muscles that he’s fingering right now clenches over and over as my pussy does the same. I rotate my hips, anxious to feel him enter me, wherever he wants.

But right now I’m soaring on this cloud as my orgasm seems to stretch into one of the longest ones I’ve ever had.

“Fuck. I’m about to pop, baby.”

I know he must be because at this point I can feel his dick probing my slit, eager to enter my innocent pussy.

“Take what you want, Daddy. Fuck me good.”

With a low growl, he lies me down on my back then pushes my legs apart before moving his face to my pussy. He gives me a few long languid licks, reaching up to fondle my breasts.

“Oh fuck,” I say, lifting my head off the bed and looking down at him.

I can see his tongue flick my clit as his fingers pinch both of my nipples, forcing them to prick into hard red buds that point to the ceiling.

With an evil smile, he moves his sexy tongue side to side and makes me cum again in sheer seconds.

“Oh gaaahhhhd!” I scream, my pussy gushing a river of fluids as my clit bounces fiercely.

I huff and let my head fall back as Daddy mounts me, keeping my legs nice and spread so his cock can slide in with ease.

“You know as soon as I fuck it, it’s mine, right, sweet baby?”

I bite my lip and clasp my hands behind his neck. “Yes, Daddy.”

“You’re not going out with Scott tomorrow. Tough shit for him but you belong to me, now.”

I groan as he sinks all the way in, his balls slamming the fleshy lower part of my bottom. I throw my legs around him, hooking my ankles as he fucks me good and hard.

Our hungry moans fill my bedroom as he drives in and out, bringing me to the brink of orgasm once again.

“I … I’m gonna cum again, Daddy. Fuck.”

Daddy bites my neck, making me cry out in pleasure. “Do it, baby. Cum on my cock, milk me dry again.”

I raise my hips and meet his thrusts with my own, feeling that ball grow bigger and bigger in my tummy. My clit feels like it’s about to pop, but the heat that spreads through my core takes over and I cum again, each wave of my orgasm making me feel as though I will drown.

“Fucking hell… I’m going to fill your belly with my seed, baby. Get ready.”

Daddy grinds his cock inside of me so deep it almost hurts. But the little bit of pain seems to add fuel to this fire that’s burning between us.

Daddy’s voice is a low rumble as he spills his seed in my belly, his cock a bar of steel that shoots load after load, so much that it starts to spill from my gash before he’s even finished. The whole experience makes me feel a warmth in my chest that I hope I never lose.

“Damn it, baby. I never knew how much I needed you,” he whispers in my ear.

“I need you too, Daddy.”

We lie there for a while, grinding against one another, breathless and raw as neither one of us seems to want to move.

“I think we can both agree you certainly know how to please a man. And we can both agree I’ll be the only man you ever need to please.” He plants a soft kiss on my nose.

“And I’ve never been so happy about anything in my life.”

And that’s the truth.


My Two Rough Daddies

Joanne loves the two men she lives with. They’ve always been loving and gentle. Until they catch her at a topless beach. And then all bets are off.


Today is the day.

The day I let it all hang out.

I’m meeting my friend Sally at the beach—more specifically a topless beach I’ve been dying to go to ever since I turned eighteen last year. I have nice tits, or so I’ve been told by Sally. Not like any guys have ever seen them. But that’s okay. I’m proud of my virginity.

Anyway, I’m not going for the sole purpose of showing off my tits or anything stupid like that. I just need to feel … liberated. Free. And life is too short to feel anything other than that. And okay, maybe I do need to be stared and smiled at a little.

I grab my beach bag and head out, stopping to say goodbye to Nick and Paul. They’re the two men I live with. As old college buddies and best friends, they don’t want to have to deal with cooking and cleaning, so I do that for them and in exchange they let me live here for free and feed me. It’s a live-in job you really can’t beat.

When I walk through the kitchen, they’re both at the breakfast table sipping their coffee and scarfing down some eggs and sausage.

“I’m heading out for the day. You two fellas behave.”

I flash them a quick wave and start to open the door when Nick stops me. “Excuse me, princess. Aren’t you forgetting something?”

“Hmm…I don’t know. Am I?”

Nick taps the side of his cheek. “A kiss for your daddy?”

“Oh, right,” I answer, giggling. It’s so cute that they make me call them daddy. I guess I don’t mind it since they do take good care of me.

I walk to Nick and press my lips to his cheek, feeling his morning scruff rub against me.

“Don’t forget about your other daddy, sweetheart,” Paul says, lifting a brow at me and smiling coyly.

“How could I ever forget about you?” I walk his way and kiss his cheek. Paul and Nick both have dark hair and strong rugged features. But Paul keeps a short goatee whereas Nick likes to have the constant stubble thing going on.

I find both of them sexy and often wonder why they aren’t married.

“You going to the beach?” Nick asks.

“Yes, and don’t worry. I’ll be home in time to cook dinner.”

“Have fun and be safe,” Paul says. “And don’t forget the sunscreen.”

“I never do,” I answer with a smile and a wink.

“We’re going to the beach, too. Maybe we’ll see you there.”

“Uh, yeah. Maybe. See ya!”

More like maybe not, I think as I leave the house. Well, they don’t need to know what beach I’m going to. It’s best if they stay in the dark.

I love my two sweet daddies. I sometimes wish I had a daddy like them in real life. Then again, I don’t know why I think like that. Obviously, I have them, even though they aren’t my flesh and blood. I know they would never let any harm come my way.

I stop at the store on the way and pick up a few snacks and drinks to put in my small cooler, and I get to the beach before Sally does. But by the time I arrive, she’s messaged me, claiming she got stuck at work and won’t be able to make it until later. I tell her it’s fine, that I’m happy to wait.

Besides, I’m here early enough that I’ve beaten the crowd, which makes me comfortable enough to slip off my bikini top and let the sun’s rays do their thing.

I untie the strings and pull it over my head, setting it inside my bag. I then slather my body with sunscreen, then top it with some tanning oil because what’s the point of lying out nude if you don’t want to tan your tits?

I slide on my sunglasses, stream some soft music from my phone, and lie back for some much needed R&R. It’s so relaxing that I end up drifting to sleep, listening to the sound of the ocean waves and the seagulls flying above. When I wake up about half an hour later, I can see that more adults have arrived, mostly couples, but there are a couple of women sunning on a towel near me, sitting up on their elbows and eyeing two men who are approaching in the distance.

They appear to be a little older than me, maybe in their thirties, and they both have perfect bodies, perfect tits, glittery tanned skin and shiny hair. Fuck. I wished I looked that good. I mean, I’m working on my tan but it’s not quite there. And I have a few more curves than these girls.

And naturally, the men are walking in their direction, not mine.

Oh well. In an hour or so, this beach will be hopping with single guys, and hopefully Sally will be here by then to help me catch one.

I stare at the two women with envy as the men get closer, thinking that they look an awful lot like Nick and Paul. The guy on the right has a goatee and the other … is built just like Nick. And just as I see the smiles appear on their faces when they get close to the sunbathing sluts, it becomes clear as day that they look like my daddies …

… because they are my daddies!

Oh shit.

My jaw drops as I stare at them talking to the two women, trying like hell to come up with an exit plan. If they see me here I will be so embarrassed. Jesus, they might even fire me.

I scramble around, reaching inside my bag for my bikini top so I can at least cover up if they do happen to look my way. But in my efforts to hide myself, I am noticed. Paul’s head pops up from the women and he looks right at me.

Heat floods my face as the smile fades from his lips, and I know it’s too late. I force a smile and wave in his direction. He nudges Nick, motions in my direction, and Nick bores his gaze into me.

Fuck.

And just like that, they are excusing themselves and marching in my direction.

Paul starts. “What in the world are you doing here, Joanne?”

“Yes. I’d like an explanation please,” Nick echoes.

Surprised that they seem upset, I try once again to pull my bikini top out of my bag but it’s caught on something and won’t budge.

“I’m just hanging out, like everyone else.”

Paul’s eyes are moving back and forth between my chest and my face. Like he can’t decide where he’s supposed to be looking. “You said you were going to the beach. Not a topless beach.”

“So? I’m an adult. I’m allowed to be here,” I grit out, yanking my bikini top so hard that it rips in two.

“Just because you’re allowed to be here doesn’t mean you should be here.” Nick argues. “Do you know the kind of creeps that hang out here, just waiting to pounce on some unsuspecting gorgeous thing like yourself?”

Torn between being angry and feeling flattered, I cross my arms to cover my bare breasts. “Thanks, I think. But this beach seems pretty docile to me. Besides, you two are here, and you’re not creeps.”

They give each other a look as I struggle to understand their frustration with me. God, you’d think they were my daddies in real life as protective as they’re acting.

“Your naivete is endearing, Joanne,” Paul says. “But don’t think for one minute that we’re letting you stay here.”

And with that, he squats down, picks me up, tosses me over his shoulder, and starts marching towards the steps leading to the parking lot.

“Oh my god. Are you serious right now?” I grunt as I struggle to straighten my back and get out of his grip.

“Yes, I’m very serious,” Paul answers in a steady voice.

Nick is picking up my things, shaking the sound out of the towel, and is closely behind us as Paul puts his hand on the back of my thigh. My skin tingles with electricity at the intimate touch.

“This is ridiculous,” I argue. “You’re not the boss of me—”

When I realize the error of my statement, I backtrack. “I mean, you are the boss of me, but not when I’m off-duty.”

Paul chuckles and swats my bottom good, and I yelp as Nick lets out a laugh.

“I think she may have forgotten that little contract she signed when she started working for us, Paul.”

“What about it?” I say, feeling steam come from my ears but also feeling throbby and tingly between the legs at the little spank I just got.

“You don’t remember, sweetheart? You agreed to be on duty twenty-four seven, at our beck and call for whatever we may need.”

Well, crap. I sort of remember that but I didn’t think they’d take it to extremes. “This feels like a trick.”

We get to the car and Paul puts me in the back seat as Nick slides in next to me from the other side. His eyes float to my chest, and I realize that I like this sudden attention.

“It’s no trick,” Nick says. “We’re just making sure you know that we basically get to tell you what to do.”

“That’s right,” Paul says, starting the car. “We are the boss of you, and we’re going to take you home and punish you so that you don’t forget it.”

I pull in a quick breath, wondering why they would punish me for something so seemingly ridiculous.

And then my pussy throbs painfully as I imagine all the ways I would love to be punished by them.

But I’m sure they’ll probably just send me to my room, give me some extra chores to do. Really do their best to make me feel guilty for going to a topless beach. Just like a couple of real-life daddies would do.

Maybe they’re right, I think to myself as we head home. Maybe I should be a little more modest. I instinctively cover my chest right before peeking up at the rearview mirror and catching Paul watching me, his gorgeous eyes filled with lust.

“You know,” Nick says, putting his hand over my leg. “If you wanted to show off those beautiful breasts of yours, you should have just come to us. It’s a hell of a lot safer than going to some topless beach alone.”

I can’t believe what he’s saying. But I’d be lying if I said it didn’t turn me the fuck on. “Daddy, I didn’t go to the beach to show off my boobs.”

He strokes the top of my knee, making my flesh hot. “Then why did you go, princess?”

I let out a sigh. “I was just trying to boost my confidence. I’ve … never even been with a man, and I’ve always wondered if it was because I wasn’t sexy enough.”

His eyes grow wide. “You’re kidding, right? Baby, you’re beautiful. Stunning. Fuck. You’re giving me a fucking hard-on right now.”

Desire seeps from my pussy and into the crotch of my bikini and I feel my nipples pucker under my arms.

“I … I am?”

Oh god, what is happening right now?

Paul keeps looking at us in the rearview, and all I’m thinking is he’s probably getting pissed at the way his best friend is talking to me.

“Fuck. Yes.”

He pulls one of my arms down and leads my hand to the crotch of his shorts. Jesus, he’s not joking. It’s hard as steel. I give it a squeeze and it bumps underneath my fingers. And I find myself biting my lip, wondering what it would feel like in my hands…

“You want it, don’t you, princess?”

I huff and nod. And he gently pushes my hand away. “You’ll get it then. But not before we get you home and properly stripped for our consumption.”

We?

My body hums with the anticipation, and when I look up at Paul, at his eyes staring at me in the mirror, I realize … he wants me too.

Both of my daddies do.

My pussy lips swell with need, and my belly aches the last few minutes it takes us to get home. As soon as we pull into the garage, Nick strokes my face softly.

“Go to your bedroom, sweetheart. And wait for your daddies to come to you.”

My breath hitches in my throat as I nod, and I almost trip getting out of the car. It feels weird walking into the house without a top on. My breasts sway from side to side the whole way to my bedroom, and my nipples curl into hard little points.

I sit on the edge of my high bed, my feet dangling down and swinging back and forth, and I get another rush of excitement when I hear the garage door closing. It takes them about ten minutes to get to my bedroom, and by the time they do I’m a nervous ball of energy.

Nick walks right up to me and pulls me to a standing position. His hands cup my breasts, sending shivers of heated lust through my veins.

“Sweetheart, we both need you. In ways you can’t imagine.”

I swallow hard, my heart pounding in my throat. “I … I didn’t know, Daddy.”

Behind him, I can see my other daddy Paul getting undressed, and all of this becomes suddenly real.

Nick pulls my shorts down over my hips, and they fall to the floor, leaving me in nothing but my bikini bottoms and flip-flops. His lips move to mine, and his kiss is demanding, hungry, dominating.

I feel another set of hands on me, coming from behind, and the lust consumes me. I’m being sandwiched between my two daddies, but with Paul, I can feel his erection stabbing me in the back, and it makes my pussy ache.

Nick moves his lips down to my breasts and sucks my nipples into his mouth, taking a turn with each one and languidly licking them until I’m a quivering ball of mess. Paul’s hands glide down the curve of my hips, and he starts kissing my neck, his goatee whiskers tickling my flesh.

I feel like I’m about to lose control in the best possible way.

“Oh Daddy,” I moan, running my fingers through Nick’s hair as Paul’s tongue moves over my neck.

With trembling legs, I feel as though I’m growing weak all over. But I’m not on my feet for long.

Nick leads me to the bed and folds me over, and I’m achingly aware of how handy my high bed is about to become.

“Spread those legs, babygirl. Daddy needs to claim what’s his.” Paul pushes my feet apart on the carpet as his cock presses to my opening.

I fist the comforter as Nick undresses quickly and gets on the bed, spreading his legs on either side of me and offering his hard cock to my face.

“Baby, I know you want this cock, and I want to give it to you. Have for a long while now.” His hands move to the back of my head as I feel Paul move inside my tight pussy, spreading me wide with his thick girth.

“Oh god…” I groan, the pressure nearly excruciating as my daddy pushes against my hymen.

“Take it like a good girl, sweetheart. I know you can,” his deep voice growls.

And in one hard push, Daddy Paul is inside of me, forcing all the air from my lungs as Daddy Nick’s dick enters my mouth.

Paul’s thrusts are rough and forceful. His hips slam into my ass over and over causing my head to bob involuntarily over Nick’s cock. The first few moments are overwhelming, but then we all fall into a rhythm, Paul ramming me from behind and Nick grinding his hips violently, forcing his cock to the back of my throat.

It feels like I’ve lost control. But then I realize I haven’t lost it as much as surrendered it. And the surrender, the handing over of that power, is sheer bliss.

The saltiness of Nick’s precum smearing around my mouth, and my walls tightening around Paul as an orgasm threatens to grip me from head to toe makes me shudder uncontrollably. I don’t even try to hold back, not that I could if I wanted to.

That ball of tension ruptures, and I cum hard, my muscles tightly gripping my daddy’s cock.

“Fuck, baby. Your pussy feels better than I imagined.”

He plows into me harder, his hands pressing into my waist and gripping me firmly as he drills in and out. Meanwhile, my other daddy’s dick turns to steel inside of my mouth, and saliva is flying everywhere as he fucks my face.

I dig my nails into his thighs as he empties in my mouth, white hot cum spraying my tonsils and making me gag as I try to gulp it all down.

“Sorry there’s so much cum, princess,” Nick grunts, tightening his grip in my hair and spurting more of his seed in my mouth. “But seeing those tits of yours on the beach filled your daddy’s balls up so much.”

I cough as one more burst of fluid pulses from his slit, and it’s then I hear Daddy Paul’s hungry growls as he dumps a load of his seed in my belly, the contractions of my fading orgasm milking every little drop he has.

I feel spent, used, and my legs are shaking a little. But then my daddies change positions, and the next thing I know, Paul is forcing his cock past my lips, making me taste my own tangy desire mixed with his earthy cum.

“You’ve got a very special hole here, princess, and this daddy needs to fill it STAT,” Nick says, pushing his cock to my tight little asshole.

I groan, the vibrations of my voice moving through my lips as I suck Paul’s ragingly hard dick. He’s rougher than Nick was, pulling my hair up into a ponytail until my scalp is tingling.

I can hardly breathe as he fucks my mouth hard and fast, but I pull in little rushes of air here and there. And the second I feel Nick pop my ass cherry, I whimper, the pain sharp but heavenly.

And I know I’m instantly hooked on anal.

I grip the comforter, pain and pleasure working the endorphins through my veins as I’m taken roughly at both ends. Daddy Nick slips his hands between my chest and the mattress, getting a grip on my breasts and pinching my nipples so hard I whimper again.

But it sends little daggers of electricity right between my legs. And the next thing I know, I’m cumming, my tight ring of muscles squeezing his shaft over and over.

“Christ, Joanne. You’re trying to make me cum in your ass, aren’t you?”

“She’s about to get it in both holes,” Paul grunts, his cock turning into a solid rod of steel.

My body shakes uncontrollably as I have an orgasm, and my daddies both spurt inside of me, filling me up at both ends. I gulp and gag, shiver and tremble, overcome with the love and lust shared between us.

I can feel Nick’s cock spray my walls, his seed spurting out and dripping down my thighs with each violent thrust. His balls slap my pussy lips as I suck Paul’s meat, swirling my tongue over the length as his pace slows down.

Their voices growl around me, making me feel used and safe and protected.

The way I’ve always wanted to feel.

Once they’ve both finished cumming, they tuck me in bed, and before doing anything else they bring me a bowl of ice cream with chocolate syrup and caramel, as well as three spoons. And we lie in bed sharing it like three lovebirds.

“You two are the best daddies in the world,” I tell them.

With one hand on each of my thighs, they bring back to life the lust inside of me.

“We’ll always be here for you, babygirl,” Paul says.

“As long as you’ll have us,” my other daddy echoes.

I could definitely live like this forever. Maybe I will.


Daddy Makes Me Share My Milk

When Cathy’s breasts start making milk, Jake makes her share it with the guys.


I stare at my breasts in the mirror, not sure if I believe what I’m seeing. They have doubled in size overnight, and they feel full, heavy.

My best friend Allison just went through this a few days ago. We had just returned from a ski trip where we had mingled with an older crowd, had drinks and food, and danced all night.

It was a lot of fun. But the next day, her tits started growing. And the following afternoon, just yesterday, she was making milk.

And now here I am, going through the same thing.

I send her a quick message, letting her know what’s going on. And she replies right away.

OMG, just go with it. I’m having so much fun.

My eyes widen as I type out my reply. What are you talking about?

Just trust me…I gotta run. We’ll catch up later and I’ll explain everything.

Her message seems cryptic, but I know that her schedule is hectic today. We’re both 19-year-old college students, but her class load is heavier than mine this semester.

I toss my phone aside and take a hot shower, hoping Allison can explain what is going on. I’m starting to think we were exposed to something weird on our ski trip, and that’s what’s causing all of this.

After my shower, I tug on a plain white t-shirt which ends up being way too tight. Then I head to my mom’s closet to look for one of Jake’s hooded sweatshirts so I can hide my Double-D boobs. I can’t deal with the litany of questions I’ll get from my classmates if they notice my suddenly grotesquely huge upper area. Jake, who’s technically my mom’s live-in boyfriend, has always been nice to me and I’m sure he wouldn’t mind sharing a sweatshirt.

“What’cha up to, babygirl?” he asks, right as I’m rummaging through their clothes. “You need to borrow one of your mom’s sweaters?”

With my upper body halfway inside the closet, he can’t see me, fortunately. But crap, I need to cover up, quickly.

“Uh…” I answer, pulling one of his Notre Dame sweatshirts off the hanger and pulling it to my chest. “Do you mind if I borrow this? It’s sports appreciation day on campus.”

“Of course not. You don’t even have to ask, sweetie.”

I smile, and he winks at me.

“Thanks. I’ll return it in good shape.” I walk past him, noticing his eyes following me. Fuck, I hope he doesn’t notice. I feel a sudden wave of heat wash over me, wondering where that is coming from.

“Are you wearing a different perfume?” he asks.

I spin around, clutching his sweatshirt.

“No. I’m not wearing any perfume.”

His brows wrinkle, and he moves his gaze over me. “That’s odd. I could have sworn I caught a whiff of something sweet.”

I’ve no clue what he’s talking about, so I just shrug and walk off, then head to campus for my morning classes.

All throughout the lecture, my breasts are aching, tingling, and growing warmer. I find myself wanting to squeeze them all the time. I also notice my hot older professor staring at me oddly. Like he knows something. Or more like … he wants to know.

Damn. I think he’s hot for me. I’m picking up on this weird vibe all of a sudden. Like he’s really hungry and I’m a piece of meat he wants to eat one bite at a time. And I wouldn’t mind that one bit.

Professor Lundy is pretty sexy, I’ll give him that. He’s older, in his forties, and has short wavy hair sprinkled with grays. My pussy clenches every time he looks my way, which is a lot. And I suddenly become increasingly curious about what he’s like in bed.

Is he rough or gentle?

Does he like to have some sweet pussy dropped on his face, and would his hands cup my ass, or would he be too busy fingering my tight wet pussy?

Jesus, where are all these dirty thoughts coming from?

I don’t typically have fantasies about older men and my sex drive has never been much to speak of. But suddenly I am on fire for some cock.

My nipples tighten and stay that way the remainder of class, and once Professor Lundy dismisses us, I feel him watching me until I’m out of sight. A cold sensation forms on the tips of my buds, and I go straight to the bathroom to find out what that’s all about.

The moment I lift my sweatshirt, I can see the dark stains on my t-shirt, forming around my areolas.

“Oh my god…” I whisper in shock, realizing that my tits are going through the same thing as Allison’s were.

I’m making milk.

I lift my t-shirt to get a better look, and the moment the fabric is peeled from my chest, small white droplets of fluid appear on the surface of my nipples before dribbling down the lower swell of my engorged breasts.

I wipe it away with a finger and slip it inside my mouth, noticing right away how sweet my milk is. It tastes like heaven, and I want more.

I pinch my nipples, forcing a stream to spray all the way to the door of the stall. Shockingly enough, my tits are big enough that I can lift them to my mouth.

So that’s just what I do.

I start with my left tit and pull the nipple past my lips, sucking softly as a warm stream of milk spurts from my heavy jugs, filling my mouth with creamy nectar. I moan at the way my entire body is tingling, the sensation shooting down between my legs and making me swell with need.

My clit aches to be touched, so I slip my hand down the front of my thick leggings and past the waist of my panties, all the way inside my slick folds with the intention of circling my hot little bundle of nerves. But the moment my fingers dive into my pussy, I cum so hard my upper body spasms uncontrollably, and I release a few light whimpers of pleasure, holding back the grunts and groans that are struggling to climb up my throat.

Frustrated that I have to be quiet due to the fact that I’m in a public restroom, I decide to say fuck it and head home. Today I don’t need anything on my calendar other than all day masturbating. I’ve never been so on fire in my whole life, and I think if I fuck myself silly all day, maybe I can get these sudden urges out of my system.

And then, maybe Allison and I can figure out what the hell is going on with our bodies.

By the time I make it home, I’m surprised to see several extra cars in the driveway. And it looks like Jake is home, too. Weird. He normally works late on Wednesdays. By the time I make it inside I can hear their voices coming from the den. Music is playing, laughter can be heard. It must be a last-minute party. Since my mom is out of town, it doesn’t surprise me that Jake would have some of his buddies over.

God, I must be pathetic because all I can think about is listening to them carry on, take in the scent of their testosterone, and masturbate to thoughts of them putting their hands on my aching flesh.

Good grief, I don’t know what Allison and I got dosed with, but it must have been heavy stuff. And speaking of heavy, my tits are just that. They need to be emptied. I can’t wait to wrap my lips around my puckered nips and suck my delicious milk while I fuck one of my dildos.

Damn it, I don’t even want to wait until I get upstairs to my bedroom. I’m going to rub one out right here while I listen to the deep thunder of the men’s voices. I rip off my sweatshirt and toss it on the counter, leaving on my milk-soaked shirt underneath.

I lean against the counter and softly brush a fingertip over my nipple as I slide my hand down my leggings. By the time I barely brush over my clit, I’m cumming, my legs shuddering and trembling as I whimper softly to the sounds of deep laughter.

God, I’m a mess. I’m about ready to peel off my pants, but instead I remove my hand from my crotch and take a few deep breaths, realizing I need to get my little ass upstairs where I have some privacy. And that’s when I hear footsteps into the kitchen.

“Cathy? You’re home early.”

“Yeah, you too,” I say, turning to face him.

His eyes pop as they stare at my chest. “Jesus. What the hell?”

I look down, horrified to see that the stains have taken over the entirety of my chest and are forming a trail down to my belly. My tits are the biggest they’ve ever been, and so full of milk.

“Oh, um. I seem to be … lactating.”

He licks his lips, staring like a deer in the headlights. “When did this happen?”

“A few days ago. And it’s really quite embarrassing. So, if you’ll excuse me, I should get upstairs and relieve the pressure, if you know what I mean.”

I start to walk past him, and he takes hold of my arm and leans close to me. “My god, you look amazing. I knew there was something different about you this morning.”

I swallow hard, feeling like I should be walking, no running, away. “Yeah, well, like I said, I need to go upstairs.”

“Cathy. There’s no need to go upstairs for that. Five of my closest friends are here. And we’d be happy to help you relieve the pressure.”

“Uh, I don’t know,” I say, feeling my pussy throb at the prospect. “That’s … a little weird, don’t you think?”

Can I let these men at my creamy mounds? It seems crazy. Really hot, but crazy. Besides, who would want to nurse me?

“It’s not weird at all. I’ve always been like a Daddy to you. And you’ve always loved me just like a good daughter would. Now my cock is as hard as a rock, and it’s time for you to share that love.”

He pulls me into the den, not even giving me an opportunity to protest. And I have to say, I’m nervous but really turned on.

The moment I step foot in there, all five of the men look my way. Most of them appear to be in their forties, but there are two that are older.

Christ.

My tits are leaking uncontrollably.

“Gentlemen, this is Cathy. And she’s got a little problem we need to help her with.”

He pulls my shirt up and I obediently lift my arms to willingly let him. My tits feel huge, tight, and cold as milk spills forth like a leaky faucet.

“Holy hell. You weren’t kidding, Jake. She’s a fucking knockout,” one of his buddies says, stroking his chin.

“Jesus, those tits…” another one says, rubbing his cock through his pants as he stares at me with wide eyes.

Jake pulls my leggings down my hips, and my heart beats faster and faster as I hold onto his shoulder and step out of them, making myself utterly naked except for a single pair of drenched panties in a roomful of six men.

My cunt throbs, and my nipples are pricked tight as they make their way to me.

Hands cover my body as Jake stands behind me and peels my panties off. He then holds my arms slightly back, forcing my monstrous breasts to be thrust forward. He leans to my ear, and I feel his breath on my skin.

“Let these gentlemen have a taste, babygirl. Daddy will reward you with the pussy licking of your life afterwards.”

I shudder as a line forms. Two of his friends take their cocks out and stroke them before leaning forward and tugging my nipples in their mouths.

“Ohhhhh,” I moan, my cunt swelling and my heavy breasts tingling.

Behind me, my daddy is kissing my shoulders, my neck, making me feel warm and fuzzy all over.

The men who are eagerly sucking my milk are groaning as they stroke themselves, and my clit starts to throb. I can feel the cream leaving my breasts, a pressure that spreads right down between my legs.

“Ah fuck,” one of the men says. “I’m gonna cum.”

His movements are harsh as he jerks, and my legs start to quake as the heat between my legs becomes unbearable. I feel close myself, Daddy behind me holding my arms tight in a form of bondage that is making me heady with need.

Warm, thick fluid hits my hips, from both sides, as the men cum while sucking my tits, their groans loud and throaty.

“Fuck. Hurry up,” one of the men in line says.

By now, the other three have stripped off their pants, and when the next ones in line step up, they both fondle my tits for several long minutes, rolling their thumbs over the tips of my dark buds.

I’m a trembling mess as they grope my tits, bringing their mouths to my leaking buds and swirling their tongues over my aching peaks. White beads form, one after another, and they merely disappear with each lap of their tongues.

“Oh god,” I purr. “Please, suck them until I’m empty. I’m begging you…”

With wicked smiles, they latch on, pulling my nipples past their lips with such force that it almost hurts. I can feel the pressure draining as they suckle hard, their cocks pointed up, hard and angry.

Daddy releases my arms, and I instinctively reach for the two rods of meat that are right there, feeling the men’s heavy breath on my chest as I stroke them with tight fingers.

Daddy then reaches between my legs, his fingers parting my folds. “Open up, babygirl.”

I spread my thighs, and the second his fingers slip inside of me, I topple over, cumming so hard I cry out in pleasure.

Smearing the precum around the men’s cocks with my thumbs, then going back to jerking them off proves effective. They both cum at once, soaking my hips and thighs with more cum than I’ve ever seen in my life.

There’s only one man left to nurse my creamy mounds, and he lies down on the couch, curling a finger at me.

“Get on top, and bring those beautiful tits this way.”

I straddle him, lowering my chest to his face, and he doesn’t waste a second licking and swirling and flicking my nipples as milk drips on his chin.

“This looks like the perfect way to fuck your ass, babygirl.”

I huff as I feel hands on my cheeks, and the man I’m straddling slides his thick meat inside of my pussy, forcing me into yet another orgasm with no warning.

I hear Daddy spit, then the way it hits my forbidden rose makes me shudder with need.

With lips suckling my tit, and a cock buried deep inside of my cunt, I turn to look over my shoulder, my flesh burning with lust. “Oh yes, Daddy,” I beg him. “Fuck my tight little ass.”

He growls as his dark eyes meet mine, and when he pushes the head of his shaft into my tight entrance, I feel another quake starting to rattle my bones.

“I’m gonna take it, babygirl. This ass is mine.”

And in one thrust, he’s inside of me, the pressure enormous as I’m fucked in both holes. My mouth falls open as my body is reamed mercilessly. Hungry lips feed on my milk as hands fist my breasts and the globes of my ass.

My eyes flutter shut, but then I feel someone grab my hair and turn my head. When I open my eyes, I see a row of cocks—the other four men waiting to be sucked.

They have their way with my mouth, one at a time, forcing their thick, throbbing rods into my mouth as I’m banged relentlessly from behind.

My body feels like a punching bag, but in the best possible way. Being surrounded by so much testosterone, having one orgasm after another as multiple cocks work their way in and out of all my holes.

Daddy cums in my ass, tightening his grip on my hips and groaning loudly, but he doesn’t stop pummeling me. My tight ring of muscles is getting sore, but I still can’t stop having orgasms.

Lips moving from breast to breast, pulling out all of my milk as someone’s cum is shot to the back of my throat rockets me from head to toe. I cum so hard that I feel my juices spray out and down the cock that’s grinding my pussy.

More cum from another cock and my belly is full, my body spent.

I don’t know how much longer it all goes on, but I’m floating on a cloud when everyone seems to have their fill, getting dressed and then dispersing. They all pour a few drinks as Daddy carries me upstairs to the bathroom.

He washes me gently and lovingly, using soap and a washcloth and my favorite bubbles.

Then he takes me to my bedroom and gets completely undressed before climbing on top of me, pressing my tits together, and dragging his tongue in agonizingly slow circles over the flesh.

He squeezes them together, forcing the white fluid to dribble out, then he latches on and sucks both sides tenderly, sending rivulets of white-hot pleasure to my pussy.

It hasn’t been that long since I was used like a toy, but I’m so ready for more.

Daddy makes his way down my body, stopping between my legs and pushing my thighs apart.

“Baby, I’ve been dying to taste your sweet honey.”

I bite my lip and smile sweetly, then fist his hair as he moves his lips to my clit, planting soft kisses that make me tremble.

And once his tongue shoots out, I can feel my clit start to bounce wildly as I cum. He moans uncontrollably, moving his head from side to side as he brings several fingers to my entrance.

Daddy finger-fucks me, slowly at first then building up to rougher movements. I clamp my thighs over his ears and have a screaming orgasm that elicits a growl from his throat.

I cum over and over that way, until I push his head away, exhausted and drained of all thoughts.

And that’s when he gets on top of me again, slipping his thick meat inside of me and holding on to the top of my head while he pounds me senseless.

I hook my ankles behind him and enjoy the ride, noticing that my breast milk is leaking out and smearing all along his chest. It’s all so erotic, fluids pulsing out of us in ways we can’t control, our bodies a leaking fountain of lust.

Daddy fucks me to exhaustion, and then we spend the evening in bed, sore from head to toe.

“Whatever you did to get those milky mounds, babygirl, keep doing it.”

I smile and wiggle my ass against him. “I’ll do my best.”

I have no idea how long the effects of this will last. But I’m going to “milk” every minute of it.


Daddy Calls the Cops

Steffy just wants that cute little sundress in the window, but she’s flat broke. No one will notice if she just quickly tucks it in her shoulder bag, least of all Frank. He never notices anything.


Today has been a royal pain in the ass. I got caught cheating on a test at school, I forgot to bring my lunch and all I had was half a granola bar I found in the bottom of my bookbag, and I found out that Darren—the all-time love of my life—is taking slutty Lorraine to the prom.

Fuck.

I’m so mad I could spit nails.

By the time Frank shows up at the end of the school day, I’m ready to punch something.

Frank is my foster parent. He’s been raising me on his own since my parents died when I was little. He kept saying he would adopt me but that never happened. I think he just wanted to keep getting that stipend from the government.

Anyway, he is good to me, I guess. I’m nineteen years old now, and he lets me continue to live with him. He feeds me and allows me to have a pretty cool social life. But he isn’t really involved in what I do. Like, he never even asks if I’ve done my homework, or checks to see that I’ve arrived home by curfew. Sometimes I wish he cared more.

And sometimes I get the urge to do something bad, just to catch his attention, see what he would do.

He pulls up in his pickup truck, covered in oil and grease from his mechanic’s job. His beard looks nice and clean, and his blue eyes are sparkling brightly as I hop in the truck.

“Hi, Daddy,” I say, letting out a sigh.

“Hi there, girlie.”

And that’s it. He doesn’t even ask me how my day went. He does, however, drag his eyes up my long, creamy legs. I’ve noticed him doing that a lot lately.

“Do you mind stopping at that hot dog stand on Main Street? I left my lunch at home and didn’t have any cash on me.”

He raises an eyebrow, tapping his thumb on the wheel as he drives off. “I reckon I could.”

“Thank you, I’m starving.”

Already I can feel the tension melting away, knowing I’m about to be fed. I get so cranky when I’m hungry.

“So, how was your workday? Get any new cars to work on?”

“Nah, just finishing up what I already have.”

I nod slowly, waiting for him to ask me something. Anything.

“So, what would you like to do for dinner? I can cook up some steaks for us? Or make that Mexican dish you like so much.”

He glances my way again, pointing his eyes at my legs. “Sure, sugar. Whatever you want.”

God. I’m starting to think I’m going to need to spread my legs just to gain his attention, or at least some interest in me.

Whatever. I’m too hungry to think about this. “Guess I’ll do steaks then.”

He pulls up to the curb where the hot dog stand is and passes me a ten-dollar bill.

“You want anything, Daddy?”

“No, sugar. I’m just going to make a few calls while you get some dogs.”

I hop out and make my way to the food truck, catching a glimpse of a cute little sundress in the glass display of a boutique. With spaghetti straps, white lacy cups, and blue clouds down the front, it’s one of the cutest dresses I’ve ever seen.

I toss a look over my shoulder and see that Frank is on the phone. Maybe if I just run in really quick and try it on, he won’t even notice.

So that’s just what I do. After the lady greets me, I grab a few different sizes and she unlocks a dressing room for me.

I try the larger one on first, and it fits like a glove, with the bottom of the dress hovering mid-thigh. But a quick glance at the price tag tells me I won’t be getting this dress without taking out a loan.

It’s $97, and I’m quickly reminded of why I don’t shop here. Their clothes are amazing but way overpriced.

My shoulders slump as I get dressed and start to head out, when an idea pops in my head.

No one will notice if I just tuck this thing inside my shoulder bag. I glance around the dressing room and don’t see any cameras, so I fold the dress as small as I can and push it to the bottom of my bag.

I then leave the dressing room, making a fast beeline for the rack where I hang up the smaller dress and leave the store. I turn and give the sales lady a quick wave.

“Thanks for your help. I’ll be back next week for the dress!”

She parts her lips to say something, but I don’t give her a chance. I just want to get out as fast as I can. And once I make it to the food truck about thirty feet away, I feel relieved.

And excited.

I can’t wait to wear this dress to school tomorrow. I’m going to be the envy of all my friends. And maybe it will catch Darren’s eye.

I order two hot dogs with the works along with a soda, and while I’m waiting, I see the woman from the store approaching.

“Excuse me, miss?”

I look up, no doubt flashing a “deer in the headlights” look. “Yes?”

I try to act innocent as she crosses her arms harshly. “I believe you forgot something.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

She points her eyes at my bag. “You have one of my dresses in there. One you didn’t pay for.”

“Uh, no I don’t,” I argue, sounding deeply offended because I kind of am. How could she know for sure?

She narrows her gaze. “Yes. You do.”

I jut my hip to the side. “Oh yeah? Prove it.”

She clicks her tongue, reaching for the straps of my shoulder bag.

I jerk away from her, and she starts yelling at me, making a total scene and drawing everyone’s attention, including the man making my hot dogs.

“You open that bag up right now, or I’m calling the cops! You went into the changing room with two dresses and came out with one. Do you really think I don’t know my own inventory?”

Daddy Frank is on the scene right away, stepping between us as the lady is now jabbing her fingers in my direction.

“Steffy? What the hell is going on here?”

“Your daughter stole my dress, that’s what’s going on. Ask her to open her bag, see for yourself.”

God, I think this woman is going to blow a gasket, and I am too.

Frank looks at her, then looks at me. “Is this true, Steffy? Did you take something that wasn’t yours?”

Fuck. I know I’m busted. I let out a long sigh and roll my eyes, opening up my bag and tossing the dress back at her.

“Here! Call the cops. See if I care.”

She scrambles to catch it before it can hit the ground, giving both me and Frank a dirty look. “I’m not going to call the cops. But you are to never, ever set foot in my store again. Is that clear?”

Frank lets out a groan and runs his hands through his hair, clearly exasperated.

“Ma’am, I am so sorry for my daughter’s behavior. I can assure you I will deal with this at home.”

I feel so betrayed. Like Frank should have at least stuck up for me in some way, maybe by saying that I’m a good girl and I’ve never done anything like this before. Or that I’m going through a hard time because my parents died, even though it was years ago but she doesn’t need to know that.

God, it hurts.

“Your hot dogs, miss?” The man slides my food across the platform and I grab them, muttering a thank you as I head to the truck.

“Steffy. Steffy! Get back here and apologize to this woman.”

I shove half a hot dog in my mouth, spin on my heels, and make a face. “Thawwwy,” is all I can manage, and the boutique owner just rolls her eyes before disappearing back inside the store.

I sit in the truck and wait for Frank, and when he comes back, he is madder than the devil on Sunday.

“What in tarnation has gotten into you?”

I shrug, refusing to look his way as I finish eating. There is this weird warmth spreading through me though. Just knowing his eyes are on me, his attention focused on me. Asking me a question for once.

Taking an interest in me. For once.

“Christ, Steffy. I really wonder about you sometimes….”

I choke down my hot dog in one gulp and look his way as he drives down the street.

“Do you? Because you could have fooled me!” I snap.

He doesn’t acknowledge my outburst. Just tightens his fist on the wheel, silent for several long moments. “I care about you, girl. I just don’t always know how to show it.”

“Pfft.”

I catch him looking my way, but I stare straight ahead, wanting him to prove me wrong. Wanting him to do anything.

“When we get home, you go straight to your room while I think about how to deal with this. Obviously, I haven’t kept a tight enough rein on you.”

“Yeah, obviously.”

I don’t know what has gotten into me all of a sudden. It’s like I want to push all of his buttons. Pound my fists on his chest and release a lifetime of pain and heartache.

When we get home, I do as he asked, compliant in a way that surprises me. As angry and hurt as I am, I do want to see how he punishes me. I reason in my head, the harsher the punishment, the more he cares.

I change into some clean clothes—cotton shorts and a plain t-shirt—and snuggle under the covers, pulling the sheets up high and staring at the ceiling, thinking about what Frank will do.

Ground me?

Take away my allowance?

Spank me?

Oh Christ. That last one makes heat ripple throughout my body. It starts in my stomach and spreads like a fire outward, then downward.

My pussy throbs and my heart beats a little faster.

I bite my lip and roll over, filled with anguish. I’m sure the one thing I want isn’t the one thing I will get. Tears prick the corners of my eyes, and one falls down the side of my nose.

When I hear voices outside my door, my breath catches in my throat.

Who is here? Frank rarely has company. And it isn’t one of my friends because it sounds like a man’s voice.

I get out of bed and press my ear to the door. I can hear them approaching.

“She’s in here, Roy. Remember what I said.”

“You’re coming with, Frank. It’s important for a girl’s father to be … involved in these particulars.”

“Oh, no doubt.”

I hear a knock and gasp, jumping away from the door and landing on my bed. When my door opens, I see the man he’s brought here.

A man in a blue uniform, shiny badge and hefty gun at his hip.

A cop.

Oh, fuck me.

Are you kidding?

“Steffy?” Frank says, walking in behind the officer. “This is officer Roy. He’s got a few things to say in regards to what you did today.”

Officer Roy is big and tall, husky. His dark hair and equally dark eyes are intimidating as fuck. Frank stands next to him, arms crossed.

This is not what I expected, nor wanted. The struggle to not roll my eyes is real. I’m going to nip this in the bud right now.

“Let me save you the trouble. I tried to take a dress that wasn’t mine. I know it was a mistake, and I know I can do time for it. It stays on my record for life, and if I don’t get my shit together I’m going to end up in the gutter. Does that about cover it?”

I cross my legs and lean back on the bed and Officer Roy gives them a quick glance before looking at Frank.

“She always been this mouthy?”

Frank shrugs. “Little bit, yeah.”

I snort again, this time with a little snark to it.

“Girl with a mouth. Hmm,” he says, hooking his thumbs in the waist of his pants. “I’ve dealt with this before. And there’s really only one way to handle ‘em.”

I chew on the inside of my cheek, suddenly concerned Mr. Cop here will haul my ass off to jail just to teach me a lesson.

“Stand up, Steffy.”

I let out a breath and give Frank a weary glance. He just nods at me.

“It won’t happen again. I promise.”

The cop steps closer to me, bringing his hand around the front of his pants and thick leather belt. “I said, stand up. You’re not going to ignore an officer of the law, are you?”

Okay, clearly, they are taking this shit to the extreme. With a grumble of obscenities, I stand up, and Roy puts his hands on my arms, spinning me halfway around.

“Put your hands behind your back.”

My mouth drops open, and I toss a look over my shoulder. “You’re not serious.”

“I’m very serious,” he answers sternly, pressing his lips close to my neck.

And without giving me a chance to comply or resist, he grabs my arms and pulls them behind me, sliding cold metal cuffs around my wrists and clicking them in place before I can process what’s happening.

“Now you’re going to bend over for me.” The stupid cop grips me tightly around my arm and pushes me face-down on my own bed, my feet still on the floor and my ass hanging off the edge. Hair flies in my face, and I blow it away.

“Daddy!” I blurt out. “Do something!”

Frank walks over to where he can see me, and he’s rubbing his beard with a smug grin and a glint in his eye. “I am doing something, sugar. I’m gonna help this officer teach you a lesson.”

I struggle to get up, but Roy has a hand on my back, between my shoulders. “You do still want me to spank her, right?”

“Oh, hell yeah. Just like I asked.”

“Well you better get up on her bed and hold her steady while I do it. She’s a squirmer, I can already tell.”

“She’s feisty, that’s for damn sure.”

I pull in a rush of air as Frank sinks his knees into the mattress above my head. His big hands push into my shoulders, holding me down, and I can hear the sound of the belt being whipped from the officer’s pants, and I get a thrill of excitement.

“Good. I like a feisty girl. This is gonna be fun.”

It feels like my heart is pounding in my chest. I haven’t been spanked, like, ever. Other than a light one when I was little. And I barely remember that one.

The thought of Frank using his hand to deliver a few swats to my bare ass was enough to make me drenched. But this? This is downright humiliating.

So why are my panties wet?

“I think these things need to come down, wouldn’t you agree, Frank?” Roy yanks down my shorts so quickly that I gasp. My panties are next, both of them twisted up around my ankles.

“Oh, I would highly fucking agree,” Frank says.

Oh god. My body feels like it’s on fire. Hands cup my ass and squeeze, and the next thing I know, his thick leather belt is striking my ass.

I yip and jump. It stings, but it’s not unbearable.

“Turn her little ass bright red, Roy.”

“You got it, bub.”

I groan as I wriggle my fingers and tug at the handcuffs, feeling the utter loss of control, of power, and the way that my body aches with every strike of the cop’s belt. An ache to be taken after I have suffered through this belt spanking.

“Bet you’ll think twice about ever shoplifting again, won’t you, Steffy?” Frank says, pressing his mouth close to my ear.

I whimper a yes as the belt stings my ass once more.

“What was that? I didn’t hear you?”

Thwack!

“Ow!” I cry out. “Yes, Daddy. I promise I won’t ever shoplift again.”

“That’s what I thought. Now I think it’s time for you to pay your penance so I know for sure I can trust you to obey me and be a good girl.”

Frank’s zipper sounds, and I lay there panting, wetness seeping from my slit. I feel a firm grip on my hips, lifting me up off the mattress. My ass is hot, the flesh stinging. I love the way it feels.

Frank fists my hair, and forces my gaze up, where I see his cock pointed at my face. “Take it in, Steffy. I’ve been aching to show you what I really want from you. What I really need.”

I part my lips, sucking in a rush of air that leaves me heady, right before he forces his dick past my lips, smearing his precum everywhere.

Flames lick my insides, and I moan instinctively, immediately sucking him to the deepest part of my throat.

“Ah, fuck, baby,” Frank moans.

His cock is hard as steel, thick with spongy veins that pulse along my tongue. I slather my tongue up and down.

“I think I can take care of things at this end,” Roy says.

His cock probes my opening, sliding into my innermost depths and stretching me with every inch that he sinks into my swollen pussy.

I groan and arch my back as Frank tightens his fist in my hair and starts pumping his hips. His balls slap against my chin, and saliva starts pooling from my mouth, slinging everywhere.

“Goddamn she’s tight,” Roy grunts, pressing his fingers into my hips as he fucks me hard and fast.

My walls are growing tighter with each thrust, and as ashamed as I am to admit it, it turns me on beyond belief. I cum, my thighs quaking and my body a quivering mess.

And that’s when Frank pushes all the way to my tonsils, grunts loudly, and pulses out a thick stream of cum that nearly chokes me.

I gulp most of it down, but some of it dribbles from the corners of my mouth and onto the bed below. I try to slurp it up as Roy the cop slams deep and squirts a bucket of cum in my belly.

“Fuck,” he grunts.

“Christ, baby. Your mouth is like a little hole from heaven,” Frank groans, slowing his pace as the last bit of his seed spurts on the back of my tongue. “But I think it’s time I left a little something in your other hole as a reminder of who owns you.”

He and Roy switch places. And there is a blur of blue uniform as I am flipped over and onto my back, forced to lie on my cuffed hands.

“Daddy’s going to claim what’s his, be the last one to leave a mark on you, baby.”

And with that, he sinks his cock into my pussy as Frank mounts my face, his cop pants unzipped and his cock probing forward, shiny with our juices. I eagerly part my lips and suck him in, and he fucks my mouth with abandon.

I groan and grunt as Frank fucks me, and I tremble at the way my body is being used. Maybe it’s not healthy to feel this way, but I’m so fucking glad that finally, he’s paying attention to me.

The kind of attention that makes me cum so hard.

Roy empties in my mouth in less than five minutes, and I cum again as I drink him down, Frank rubbing his finger along my clit and intensifying my pleasure.

I moan repeatedly as the men growl their animalistic release into the room.

When they are finished with me, Roy rolls me onto my side and removes my cuffs. I’m smiling, my hair a mess and my body even messier as they chat for a moment outside my bedroom door.

Before the cop leaves, he pokes his head back inside my room. “Next time I come back here, I won’t be so nice,” he says, giving me a wink.

I bite my lip as he walks off, and Frank comes back to bed, lying next to me.

“How’s your ass, baby?”

“Mmm, it feels good, Daddy. Actually, it feels like it needs to be spanked a little more.”

I wiggle against him and he chuckles. “I’ll see what I can do. And the next time you act like a brat, I’m fucking that ass of yours.”

I raise a brow and look at him. “Promise?”


Daddy Makes Me Ride in the Back Seat with Him

Family Outing: Part 1

Right before a family road trip, Rosie calls shotgun. But when it comes time to get in the car, the older man in her life makes her sit in the back with him. And when his urges come out, she can’t stop him, or else they might make a scene.

This is a 3-part series where Rosie will have a turn with all three of the men in her life.


“Shotgun!” Rosie calls out, running as fast as she can to the car. She always has to sit in the back but not this time. No way.

She and her “family” are headed to the mountains for the day, and she always gets carsick winding up those twisty roads on the long climb up.

She’s been living with the Burtons for six years now, since she was thirteen years old and her parents were killed in an automobile accident.

There’s Phil, the man in charge, and Jarod, Phil’s 20-year-old foster son. And today they have a special guest: Phil’s dad, Stone, who’s doing the driving. Rosie loves all three of the men in her life, and she often wishes they were her real blood family, but she also knows that to have bonds this tight with people you’re not even related to is pretty special.

“Not so fast,” Phil says, getting to the car before Rosie. He stands in front of the passenger door and nods to his right. “You’re riding in the back with me, sweetheart.”

Rosie makes a pouty face, which she realizes is ridiculous for a nineteen-year-old. But she truly was looking forward to riding up front with her foster granddaddy, Stone. Plus, she has noticed lately that Phil has been looking at her differently. He’s tall and strong, has an incredible jawline, dark hair and brooding eyes, and a hairy chest. So he is an attractive man. But Rosie is more into Stone, who’s much older and has this whole worldly wisdom thing that really attracts Rosie and makes her hot between the legs.

“Aw, Daddy. I really wanna sit with Grandpa. I never get to chat with him.”

“Maybe on the way home. But he wants a chance to talk with Jarod about his new girlfriend.”

Rosie grunts but complies with Phil’s rules, hopping in the backseat where he joins her. At least she has her phone and earbuds. She can shut out the world and listen to music. She also brought a few peppermints to help with any nausea, so she goes ahead and pops one in her mouth.

When Stone and Jarod are in the car, Rosie pushes her earbuds in and turns on the music, keeping the volume low enough that she can hear Stone and Jarod talking.

She leans back in the seat, pressing her knees against the back of the driver’s seat. Her long legs shine in the sun peering through the glass of her window, and she’s glad she wore her tight little miniskirt. Maybe Stone will notice how sexy she really is when they stop at the top of the mountains for their picnic lunch.

And maybe sweet Rosie—who is still a virgin at the tender age of nineteen—will sit in her special way on the blanket they brought and flash her freshly shaved bald pussy to him, giving him a sneak peek of what she’d like to give him—her innocence.

Rosie’s nipples harden into points as she fantasizes about Stone, and her panties become sopping wet. She should have brought an extra pair, but she didn’t think she would get so horny so fast. Plus, she had planned on taking them off once they got to the top of the mountains so she could really enjoy the fresh cool air swirling around her creamy thighs.

Her fantasies continue to play out in her head, making her clit throb, her walls swell, and her body hum with lust.

She glances over at Phil and sees that he is looking at his phone, probably scrolling through his email or something. The important thing is that he’s not paying attention.

Rosie places her hand over her crotch and slowly, subtly starts to rub that glorious bundle of meaty flesh between her lips. She’s lucky that hers is extra-large, even when she’s not aroused. She only knows that it’s bigger than the average woman’s because she had snuck into Phil’s office and got on his computer to watch some adult clips online, and Rosie had been shocked at how petite most of the girl’s clits were.

Rosie’s large clitoris may be the reason she always cums so easily. It’s like this great big bundle of nerves that barely needs a soft brush to make Rosie quiver and quake.

Even now, as she rubs her pointer through the miniskirt and the silken material, she can feel her nipples clawing at the soft fabric of her tank top, and she can’t help but rock her hips gently up and down.

Her breathing becomes ragged, and the music filtering though her earbuds becomes muffled as an orgasm approaches. She wants to look at her grandpa’s reflection in the rearview mirror when she cums, though, so she opens her eyes, and right away, she can see that Phil is staring at her.

Hard.

She sucks in a rush of air and turns her head in his direction.

He licks his lips and glances at her hand. And she immediately pulls it back, clasping her fingers together in her lap as a wave of embarrassment washes over her.

Rosie’s cheeks bloom heat, and she turns her attention back to her grandpa, wishing like hell she hadn’t tried to rub one out right here in the back seat next to her daddy.

Phil doesn’t seem to be put off by it, though, and as he reaches over and pulls one of her earbuds out, she’s fairly certain he’s going to bring it up.

“Baby, come put your head in my lap, take a little nap with Daddy.”

Rosie chews on the inside of her lip, wondering what he’s up to. “I’m not sleepy, though.”

His eyes bore into her, and Rosie thinks she sees a flash of irritation. “I didn’t ask if you were sleepy, sweetheart. Now you be a good girl and listen to what your daddy says.”

With the press of a button, Rosie has undone her seatbelt. Her foster brother and grandpa are knee deep talking about girls and college, and all she can think about is why can’t she be up front with her grandpa, knee deep in conversation about girl things.

Rosie slides over just a bit and lays her head in her daddy’s lap, assuming this forced nap is his way of stopping her from masturbating in the car. Maybe he doesn’t want to call her attention to it. Maybe he actually is trying to spare her the embarrassment of it all.

He shimmies his hips side to side, and brushes some of her hair back. “That’s a good girl. Now you just lie here and rest.”

Rosie smiles and snuggles a little deeper into him, feeling the bulge of his crotch press against her ear. His hand softly strokes her shoulder, and it sends chills down her back.

“Are you looking forward to the mountains, baby?”

“Mm-hmm,” she nods. “Just hope I don’t get carsick back here.”

“Maybe with you lying in Daddy’s lap that won’t happen.”

“Maybe,” she answers, turning her head and smiling in his direction.

He smiles back, but moves his gaze over her sides, her hips, and all the way down to her feet.

There he goes again, checking her out. Only this time, Rosie feels movement under his jeans, right where her ear is.

Oh.

Her body tingles as she realizes her daddy is getting stiff just looking at her. She wonders if she should sit up, tell him that her neck hurts. Or something.

But then his hand moves slowly up her belly, his fingers softly stroking her as he gets closer to her breasts.

Rosie’s heart drums like crazy, and heat moves over her flesh as she struggles with how to react to this new feeling.

“Oh yeah,” Phil says, tickling the underside of her breast. “I think I’ll be able to distract you so that being carsick won’t even cross your pretty little mind, princess.”

Rosie bites her lip as his thumb rubs her nipple. It sends pulses of electricity down to her pussy. Her panties, already drenched, feel hot once again.

“Uh, Daddy,” she whispers.

“Yes, babydoll?”

“Are … are you…?” Rosie doesn’t finish the question because she’s not quite sure what the question is. She just knows that the older man in her life is touching her in places that he probably shouldn’t.

But it’s making her little pussy throb.

“Am I what?” he asks, now moving his hand up underneath her shirt and touching her, skin to skin.

Rosie grunts and moves her arm down in an attempt to stop him. Mostly because it’s turning her on so much she’s afraid she might cum right there on the spot and drench the seat.

“Are you sure about this?” she asks, her voice turning to a moan as he pushes her arm up and finds her pert little nipple, giving it a light pinch.

“Oh yes, my little angel. I am sure about this,” he answers, keeping his voice low. “Now you just lie there and let your daddy do daddy things to his little girl.”

Rosie huffs, and moves her arm willingly aside, giving Phil unfettered access to her chest. Her buds, hard and tingling, are for his enjoyment now.

His cock bumps under her head, and she can hear a sound coming from his throat as he teasingly moves back and forth between her nipples, rolling them between his fingers, softly brushing them, and rubbing them sensually.

Her brother and grandpa are blissfully unaware of the situation, still chatting away while Rosie gets felt up by her daddy.

Her body heats up all over, like molten lava is coursing through her veins as her daddy now lets his hand move down her belly, over her hips, and around to her ass.

He groans, and Rosie can feel how hot his crotch is now as he gets stiffer and stiffer. His hands cup her ass, and she arches her back, needing to cum so badly that her vision is becoming blurred.

“Mm, such a nice ass you have, princess. But Daddy first wants to feel how wet you are.”

She purrs and bites her lower lip as he grips the waist of her panties and slides them down. Rosie helps him finish the job by tugging them the rest of the way down and letting them fall to the floorboards. She also keeps her eyes on the men up front, making sure they don’t look back here and see the filthy things that are about to occur.

“Fuck, baby,” Phil whispers as he slides a hand between her creamy thighs.

Rosie moans softly, lifting her leg slightly so he can touch her swollen lips. Her walls clench as he slips a finger through her folds, and of course Phil growls softly above her, making her body ache with need.

“Roll over a little sweetie, let me at that pussy.”

He gently pulls her shoulder to the side, causing Rosie to be on her back. Phil uses his right hand to fondle her tits through her shirt while sneaking his left hand up her skirt and finding her drenched pussy.

“You know how much I’ve wanted to touch your tender places, babydoll?”

Rosie’s eyes clamp shut as he teases her outer labia, making her throb painfully. “No, Daddy. I … I didn’t know.”

“Well I have. And I know you’re innocent,” he growls, pinching her nipple so hard she can’t help but whimper.

He moves the tip of his finger over her lips, and her legs naturally part to accept him. Her breathing increases in time with her pulse, and when he pushes that same finger into her opening, she trembles.

“Mmmm,” he moans, flicking her hard nipple back and forth. “So wet…”

“Yes, Daddy,” Rosie whispers, the ache now becoming unbearable.

While cupping her breast in one hand, he slowly draws his finger out and moves it over her clit, releasing a soft growl when he discovers just how meaty her button is.

“Can’t wait to suck on that sometime, when we are alone…”

“Oh yes, Daddy. I … I want you to suck on it.”

Her thighs begin to tremor ever so slightly, and she rocks her hips upward, right as Phil grips her clit between pinched fingers.

“Fuck,” he grunts.

Rosie feels another bump under his pants, his need making him stiffer with each passing minute.

With two fingers now, he pushes inside her tunnel, getting himself thoroughly slicked up.

Rosie feels the imminent crash of the wave approaching, and as her walls swell and throb, he brings those fingers to her clit and swirls them round and round.

The heat and burn take over, and Rosie whimpers as she cums, Phil’s fingers still toying with her breasts and making her shudder.

Her body jerks softly through the orgasm, and her daddy doesn’t give her a chance to recover before he navigates further south, finding the tight entrance to her most forbidden hole. She squeaks and closes her legs, forcing Phil to clamp a hand over her mouth.

“Shush,” he commands. “And let me at your pretty little ass, baby. Daddy needs to feel how tight you will be when I finally fuck you.”

Holding back a groan, Rosie does as her daddy asks, spreading her legs open once again to give Phil unfettered access to her holes.

With fingers that are still slick from her juices, he slides into her bottom, using just one finger, and Rosie immediately feels the pressure.

She huffs and bucks her hips as he slides his hand underneath the top of her shirt to fondle her tits, flesh to flesh. Her blood is pumping hard now, and as he fingers her ass, she feels the need for another release.

Licking her lips and turning her head to the side, Rosie’s belly tightens. She loves the surrender, the way it feels to let this man who has taken care of her most basic needs now take care of her primal needs.

And given the erection that’s continually pressing into her skull, he has his own primal needs.

“Good girl, letting Daddy play with your ass,” he whispers as Jarod and Stone chuckle about something up front. “Would you like to cum?”

Rosie nods quickly and grinds her hips, and Phil uses a thumb to massage her enormous clit. She has to bite her lip to keep herself silent, to keep herself from exploding a string of expletives that describe just how horny she is right now, how animalistic she feels.

How desperately she needs to be fucked.

And letting her imagination run wild, Rosie thinks about just that, her daddy fucking her from behind, gripping her hips and losing all control. With those thoughts come yet another release, and with Phil working her bottom and her clit at once, she tumbles over the edge with such force she grips her daddy’s wrist and holds it steady as her bottom quivers and her clit bounces violently on the tip of his finger.

She can hear his ragged breathing, the sounds that he’s fighting, the roar that’s climbing up his throat. But it doesn’t stop him from fingering her little ass until she lets out a whimper and relaxes her hand on his arm.

“Daddy’s got a few needs now, babydoll,” he says to her quietly, pushing her head out of the way as he unzips his pants.

Desperate to see him, to taste him, Rosie slinks to the floor, between his legs, and watches as he removes his stiff cock. The head is bulbous and dripping clear fluid.

She quickly glances up at him, sees the rage-filled lust in his eyes, and he wastes no time pushing her head to his manhood.

Rosie parts her lips and fully takes him in her mouth, discovering the delicious saltiness of his precum. She swirls her tongue all around, feeling how hard he is, but also how smooth his flesh. His girth is wide, and his length throbs as she begins to suck.

“Fuck, babydoll. Oh jesus,” he grunts.

Fortunately, Rosie hears the radio blaring up front, so she’s fairly certain that Jarod and her granddaddy have no clue what’s happening right behind them. And frankly, she doesn’t care what would happen if they did know.

She’s too busy working her head up and down, bobbing and sucking and slathering her tongue along her daddy’s frenulum.

“You’re gonna make me explode, princess. Don’t fucking stop…”

His words only fuel the desire Rosie has for him, and she wraps her fingers around the base of his shaft and pushes her head down as far as it will go, forcing a torrent of cum to erupt from her daddy’s cock.

Phil keeps a hand on the back of her head, keeping himself deep in her throat as she swallows repeatedly, every few seconds letting out a few garbled sounds. She hears his breath escaping in small bursts, and she finds that she is fighting the urge to climb in his lap and ride his cock good.

She finally comes up for air, keeping her fingers around his root like a tight ring, and sucks softly on his head, enjoying the last few pulses of cum that spurt out as he fists her hair and growls softly.

“You are such a good girl, drinking daddy down like that.”

Rosie smiles and wipes her mouth with the back of her hand, then crawls back up to the seat next to her daddy.

Her brother is bobbing his head to the beat of a song, but her granddaddy casts a quick glance over his shoulder as Phil is busy tucking himself back in his pants, and Rosie thinks that he might have seen her moving about.

“What’s going on back there? You too are awfully quiet,” he says.

“Nothing, Pop. We’re just enjoying the ride.”

Phil gives Rosie a quick wink, and she giggles as she tugs her miniskirt down.

“I’m not done with you, baby. I aim to ruin you like a good Daddy should.”

Rosie gets a rush of excitement, wondering what ways he will defile her next. But for now, she’s content to enjoy the rest of the day, and whatever it may bring.


Finish reading the Family Outing series by clicking here.


Thank you so much for reading. Please be sure to stay tuned for more naughty works by Daisy Luke.
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Excerpt from Daddy Gets Out of Jail:

“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.

********

OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Daddy Shows Me How to Please


    		My Two Rough Daddies


    		Daddy Makes Me Share My Milk


    		Daddy Calls the Cops


    		Daddy Makes Me Ride in the Back Seat with Him Family Outing : Part 1


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89






OEBPS/image_rsrcRS.jpg
IDADIDYY

Gety Outt Off
JAIL

/

DAISY LUKE





OEBPS/image_rsrc7.jpg





