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Chapter One

I was thirteen when my mom married Cal.  Even though I gave him a hard time, I had a crush on him.  He was tall, muscular and very handsome.  I never knew my real dad as he had skipped out on my mom when I was very young.  Cal treated us very well, and was a kind and gentle man.  I often fantasized what it would be like to kiss him.

Last fall, my mother had a sudden aneurism and died.  I was crushed as was my step-dad.  The only real family I knew was gone.  I went back to college after the funeral and just sort of existed for the next several months.  When school let out I headed back home to my stepfather unsure of how our relationship would be with mom gone.  He picked me up at the airport and we headed for home.

We talked about school and other things not touching the subject of mom.  As silence found its way into the conversation, I finally brought the subject up.

“I miss mom,” I said.

“So do I honey, so do I,” dad replied.

“You know,” I started, “I had a crush on you when you married mom.  I didn’t want her to have you, so I guess that’s why I always gave you a hard time”.

Dad just laughed without giving a reply.

“You guys just seemed like the perfect match,” I continued.  “You always seemed so happy”.

“We were,” he replied.  “We had a lot in common, so it was easy to talk and have fun.  It’s not every day you find someone who shares that much in common with you”.

“I can see that,” I said.  “I remember you guys sitting on the back porch listening to music.  You guys never knew I saw you sometimes dancing out there.  I envied mom for her relationship with you”.

“You saw us?” he asked as he threw me a side wards glance.

“Yes,” I said with a slight blush.

“And just how much did you see?” he asked.

“Oh enough!” I laughed. 

As we turned down the street to the house I couldn’t help but look over at Carl.  He was still a handsome man and as fit as the day he married my mom.  I still wondered what it would be like to be with him.  Only now it was more than just a kiss I thought about.  We pulled into the driveway and parked the car.  Dad just sat there for a moment without saying a word.

“What’s wrong?” I asked finally.

“You look so much like your mother,” he replied.  “Almost makes me want to sit on the porch and listen to music with you”.

“So why don’t you?” I replied not thinking.

He turned to look at me and I could see the longing in his eyes.  He put his hand on my cheek and smiled.

“I might just take you up on that,” he said.

We got out of the car and went into the house.  I took my things to my room, but paused as I passed their bedroom.  I could almost hear mom asking me how school was.  I teared up a bit as memories of her flooded through my mind.  I wiped my eyes and continued to my bedroom.

Nothing had changed in my room.  It was the same as when I had gone off to college last spring.  I put my things away and headed downstairs, not sure how things were going to play out with dad.  As I rounded the staircase, I saw dad sitting at the dining room table.

“Can I talk to you for a minute?” he asked me.

“Sure, what’s up?” I replied.

“I made a promise to your mom long before she died,” he started.  “I told her if anything happened to her I would still take care of you.  Nothing has changed.  As long as you need me, I am here for you”.

“Thank you, daddy,” I said as I gave him a big hug.

Something stirred inside of me the very moment I hugged him.  I didn’t know what it was or why I was feeling it, but for some reason I felt fluttery inside.

“Are you hungry?” I asked.

“I could eat,” he said as he seemed to come to life.

“Why don’t I go get some pizza and beer,” I said.

“You can’t buy beer,” he replied.  “You’re only 19”.

“Oh, I bet I can!” I replied as if it was a challenge.

“If you manage to get beer, then I will set up the porch so we can listen to music,” he replied.

“Deal!” I said excitedly.

I grabbed the car keys and headed out the door as I called the pizza shop.  Things were looking a lot better than what I had anticipated.  I was expecting an awkward summer with mom gone.  But dad seemed to be ok and acted pretty much the same way he did before she died.  I drove to the beer store and picked up a case of Bud Light bottles, Dad’s favorite and headed to the pizza shop.

I entered the kitchen and hollered that pizza was here.

“I don’t see any beer,” he said as I set the pizza on the counter.

“Hold on,” I said as I went back outside.

I returned to the kitchen carrying the case of beer and noticed his smile.

“Well, you held up your end,” he said.  “Guess I have to hold mine up”.

With that, he headed to the back porch and fired up the stereo.  They had an iPod connected to the stereo that was loaded with music from the seventies and eighties.  I always loved that era of music, so I was glad to hear it starting to filter into the kitchen.  I put pizza on tow paper plated, grabbed a couple of beers and headed to the porch.  I gave dad his pizza and beer, then sat down beside him.  Dad took a long swig of beer and exhaled as he pulled the bottle from his lips.

“Haven’t had one since mom died,” he said.

“Why not?” I asked.

“Just too many memories of this porch,” he replied.

We sat and ate our pizza and reminisced for a while.  We shot stories back and for with a lot of remember this or remember that added in.  We laughed and consumed quite a bit of beer.  When Luther Vandross came on signing Here and Now, dad seemed to droop and stare at his beer.  I knew he needed some support, so I put my beer down, stood up and reached for his hand.

“Dance with me,” I told him.

He got up, put his beer down and started to slow dance with me.  I loved feeling his strong arms around me as we swayed to the music.  I laid my head on his shoulders as I remembered him and mom slow dancing to this song.  I couldn’t help but think how lucky she had been to find Carl.  He was one of the best men I had ever known.  I soon found myself longing for more than just a dance.  But he was my dad, I shouldn’t be feeling like this.

As the song ended, I reached up and kissed him on the cheek as I held him tight.  As I pulled back from my hug, I looked up into his eyes and saw a spark that had not been there before.  Was he feeling the same thing I was?  Or was it just a feeling of gratitude that I was taking the time to make him feel better.  I wasn’t sure, but my mind began to struggle with my body.

“You are so much like your mother,” he whispered to me.  “I almost feel like she is here with us”.

We pulled apart and sat back down.  There was an awkward silence as we both struggled for something to say.  At last I looked at my watch and told him it was getting late and I really needed to get to bed.  I got up, gave him a quick kiss and headed off to bed.  It was only when I had reached the top stairs that it dawned on me that I had just kissed him on the lips.  I hadn’t done that since I was thirteen.  Why had I done that?  Was it a subconscious act to let him know how I felt?  I shook my head and got undressed, moving between the sheets to try and get some sleep.

I chalked everything up to having too many beers and tried to get some sleep as my mind played out fantasies I knew were wrong.  I struggled with my emotions as I remembered his touch and his scent.  Why was I feeling this?  Why was I so enamored with my step-dad?  I knew I was way too young for him, but for some reason I just couldn’t let it go.  Frustrated, I argued with my own mind until my body finally gave in to sleep.


Chapter Two

I woke up the next morning and threw on a t-shirt and shorts and headed downstairs.  I knew dad was up as I could smell the scent of freshly brewed coffee wafting through the house.  

“Good morning,” I said as I poured myself a cup.

“Morning,” dad replied as he scrolled through the news on his tablet.  “Sleep well”?

“Sort of,” I replied not wanting him to know about my thoughts.

“Got any plans for today?” he asked me.

“Not really,” I replied.  “Think I am just going to be lazy today”.

“Sounds like a plan,” he replied.  “Well I’ve had enough of biased news for the day.  Think I’ll go get a shower”.

I sat down and sipped my coffee as I watched him get up and head for the stairs.  Even though he had loose shorts on, I could still see his cock moving under them.  I was instantly aware that my nipples had grown very hard as I watched him walk away.  I tried to think of something else to make them go down, but it wasn’t working.  I just couldn’t help myself.

I heard the shower stop, so I put my cup in the sink and headed upstairs to get my shower.  As I crossed the hallway to my bedroom, I could see the bathroom door was cracked a bit.  He must not have latched it all the way when he went in.  I stole a look as I walked by and saw him standing there in front of the sink shaving.  I paused as I looked his naked body over, noticing his rather large cock hanging out in the open.  I stood absolutely still as I looked at his manhood.  I was wishing I could touch it, feel it and suck it.  My hands were now rubbing my tits as I imagined how big it would be erect.  

I came back to reality and walked silently to my room so as not to be discovered.  As I closed my bedroom door, I couldn’t help but feel the stirring between my legs.  I was fucking horny!  I slid my hand down to my pussy and felt the heat and wetness that was soaking through the cotton lining of my panties.  I needed release.

I removed my clothes and lay down on the bed.  I closed my eyes and began to fantasize about dad.  I imagined his lips securely latched onto my nipples as his hands slipped between my legs, parting my lips.  I imagined his strong hands gently sliding up and down my slit as tingles shot down to my toes.  I think I moaned out load, but caught myself before it got too loud.  I lay absolutely still to make sure there were no footsteps indicating I had been discovered.  Satisfied I had not, I reached down and began to rub my clit.

My pussy was soaking wet from my fantasies as I began to feel a rise in my belly, letting me know my orgasm wasn’t far off.  I squeezed my nipple as I furiously rubbed my clit.  Soon, my body swelled up as I hit my orgasm.  My body began to quiver with each wave of ecstasy that swept over my body.  I was breathing heavily as my orgasm started to subside.  It was in that moment I knew I had to fuck Carl.  I needed to feel the cock that had once filled my mother.  But more importantly, I had come to the decision that I wanted to have his baby.  I wanted his seed inside of me.  I needed it.

I got my clothes together, put on a robe and headed to the bathroom.  I took a shower and got myself dressed as I started to put together a plan of action.  I needed to find a way to get dad to want me.  I needed him to take charge and have his way with me.  But the how was still eluding me.  He never seemed to be bothered by scantily dressed women.  I needed to find his trigger and work on it.  I finished getting dressed and headed downstairs.

I had purposely dressed with very sexy clothing.  He needed to see what he was doing to me and my body.  I hoped it would be enough to get his interest.  I had on a white t-shirt that was cut short.  It just barely covered my tits.  My shorts were spandex and very short.  If I spread my legs a bit and bent over, he would be able to see the clear outline of my pussy.  I put my hair in a ponytail and bounded down the stairs ready to put my plan into action.

Dad was in the garage working on the mower when I found him.

“Need any help?” I asked as I stood there with my arms behind my back and my tits pushed forward.

He never even looked up.

“Sure, can you hand me the Philips screwdriver?” he asked me.

I reached into the toolbox and grabbed the screwdriver, then handed it to him.

“Thanks,” he said.

“I was thinking,” I said as I watched him work.  “We should grab a movie from RedBox later and then have some wine on the porch.

“Did college get you into drinking or something?” he shot back.

“I’m old enough, dad,” I replied.  “Besides, I’m doing it here, not in a bar or something”.

“Thank god for that,” he replied as he stood up.

I could tell by the look in his eyes that he had noticed my attire.  He didn’t say anything, he just looked me over and went back to work.

“I suppose we could do that,” he said after a short pause.

“Cool,” I replied.

I went back into the house as he got the mower running.  I watched him as he mowed the lawn and trimmed the sidewalk.  I wanted to taste his sweat as it rolled down his tan, muscular chest.  He was turning me on something fierce.  I had to resist self-gratification if I was going to get my plan to work.  I knew if I was horny that I would be a lot more forward than I would be otherwise.

When dad finished mowing and trimming, he came back into the house and grabbed a tall glass of water.  I felt my nipples harden as I watched him from the living room.  My pussy was needing something in it, and he was going to provide it.  He just didn’t know it yet.  I had myself positioned on the couch to give him the best view I could.  I was half laying down with my legs spread open.  He would be able to see part of my tits and a nice outline of my pussy.

“I need to rinse off,” he said as he stood in the doorway looking at me. 

His look lingered longer than normal as I knew he was studying my body.  This only served to make me even hornier than I already was.  I wondered if a wet spot was showing through my shorts.  He finally turned and headed upstairs.  I wanted to follow shortly after I heard the shower turn on to see if he had left the door open again, but decided against it.  I was already so fucking horny I could hardly stand it.  The shower stopped and shortly after I heard him walk to the bedroom.

I imagined his naked body walking around up there as he rummaged through his dresser looking for something to wear.  I could just imagine his large cock swinging back and forth as he walked.  God was I horny!  I needed some cock!  Dad walked down the stairs and stopped in the doorway looking at me again.

“You going to the store like that?” he asked.

“Sure, why not?” I replied.

“Suit yourself,” he said.

We got into the car and drove to the redbox.

“What do you want to see?” I asked him.

“I don’t even know what’s out there.  Just pick something,” he said.

I got out of the car and walked to the RedBox machine and flipped through the movies.  I finally settled on a romantic comedy hoping it would get him in the mood and be more receptive to my advances.  I grabbed the movie and turned around to get into the car.  I saw him avert his look from me to something else, but I know he was studying my body.  I knew what he wanted.  Now I just needed to give him the opportunity.


Chapter Three

As we settled in for the evening, I put the movie in and decided to get close to him.

“Can I sit next to you like old times?” I asked.

“Sure,” he said as he patted the cushion beside him.  

I sat next to him as he put his arm behind me.  I had spent many a night sitting with him like this watching old movies on TV. I felt safe and secure sitting there with him.  I could smell his scent as I laid my head on his shoulder like I had done some many times before.

I don’t remember much about the movie.  I was more concerned with him.  By now my nipples were poking through my shirt so proudly that I thought they were going to tear my shirt!  My pussy was soaked and I was having a hard time keeping my breath steady.  He seemed indifferent as I sat there in self-torture.  Surely he was onto my plan and knew just how badly I wanted him.  How could he not?  Or maybe he was playing hard to get and wanted me to make the first move.  What if I made a move and it upset him?  Would he kick me out and never want to see me again?

It was torture sitting there for ninety minutes.  I watched the clock waiting for the movie to end so we could go out onto the porch.  That was where I was going to make my move.  I had the wine chilled and the glasses ready, just like mom would have done.  I was hoping he would see me like he did mom.  A sexy, confident woman that needed him.

Finally, the movie ended.   I stretched like I had really enjoyed it and sat up straight.

“I don’t know about you,” I started, “But I could go for some wine and music right now”.

“I’m game,” he responded.

I got up and grabbed his hand, leading him to the porch.  I turned on the music and poured him a glass of wine before sitting down in my chair.

“So, tell me,” he started, “What is it you have planned for tonight”?

Shit!  He was onto me!

“What do you mean?” I asked as innocently as I could.

“You know what I mean,” he replied.  “You have done everything except strip down naked today”.

“I’m sorry, but I just can’t help it,” I said looking down into my wine glass.  “You are a very sexy man and I was always jealous of you and mom.  I guess I want was she had”.

I looked up and made eye contact with him as he seemed to peer into my soul.  He just sat there looking at me not uttering a word.

“Say something, please,” I said.

“I have raised you since you were thirteen,” he started.  “I have always considered you my daughter since I have no children.  Up until this very moment, that was all you were to me.  My daughter.  But now I see you as a young, confident woman.  You don’t need an old guy like me.  You need a young man to spend your life with”.

“You’re wrong,” I said as I felt tears well up in my eyes.  “I need you, just like mom did.  I need your guidance, your strength and most of all, I need your baby”.

I couldn’t believe I just spit that out.  I put my hand to my mouth as quickly as it came out, expecting him to be shocked and appalled.  

“Have you really thought his through?” he asked.  You do realize how old I am and the age difference between us”?

“I don’t care,” I replied.  “All I know is I love you, and as more than just a dad”.

He turned and looked out of the window on the porch as if he was searching for something.  We had already downed an entire bottle of wine and the music was still playing in the background as if to mock us for sitting there.  A slow song came on and I asked him for a dance.

“Please dance with me,” I asked as I stood in front of him with my arms outstretched.

He put his wine glass down and stood up, pulling me close.  I could feel his heartbeat as I laid my head on his shoulder, our bodies swaying to the beat.  His strong hands were caressing my back as we both tried to breath normally.  Summoning all of the courage I could, I pulled my head back and pulled his lips to mine, engaging in a delicate kiss.

I could feel his cock on my belly as we stood there kissing.  It was an innocent kiss at first, very soft.  But it soon gave way to a passionate kiss, our tongues darting in and around each other’s mouth as if we were searching for something.  I could hardly contain myself as we swayed back and forth, our lips locked together.

He pulled his lips from mine and began to kiss my ear and neck.  It was all I could do to stand there as my body shuddered and tingled form his touch.  I felt his hand move down to my ass as he cupped my cheeks and squeezed them.  I put my hands under his shirt and began to move them all over his body.  I could feel the heat from his passion as we continued to explore each other.

I knew he wanted me as much as I wanted him.  I pulled his shirt off and began to kiss his chest.  My hands fumbled with his shorts as I tried to get them undone.  I finally managed to get them unzipped as they dropped to the floor along with his underwear.  I reached down and grabbed onto his huge cock, my hand feeling his thickness.  I sighed as I touched it and began to stroke him into hardness.   

His hands removed my shirt, revealing my naked tits.  He caressed them with his hands before moving his tongue and lips down to suck and bite my nipples.  Oh god!  He was making every part of my being tingle and surge with ecstasy as he expertly guided his hands and tongue.  He pushed my shorts down and spread my legs with his hand.  I eagerly awaited his hand on my pussy, but instead he teased me by sliding his hands up and down my inner thigh, stopping just short of my pussy.  He was driving me crazy!

I couldn’t take it.  I needed to suck his cock, I needed to feel it in my mouth.  I pushed him back into the chair and dropped to my knees.  His rigid cock was right there in front of me as I looked it over, stroking it.  Carl was leaning back in the chair awaiting the inevitable.  I could see his precum beading up on the end of his cock.  I licked it off as he sighed, then plunged his cock into my mouth.

Oh, how I loved the feel of his rock-hard cock in my mouth!  I hungrily sucked his cock, letting him know how much I needed him.  He reached down and played with my tits and occasionally squeezed my nipples causing me to moan.  I needed to feel this cock inside of me.

I stood up and straddled him, guiding his cock into my pussy.  I had to go slow, allowing my pussy to stretch as his huge cock slid inside of me.  Once it was all the way in, I began to bounce up and down on him as he played with my tits.  I loved how deep his cock went inside of me.  I never imagined it would feel this good!  I couldn’t get enough of him and tried as hard as I could to get his cock as deep inside of me as I could.

He lifted me off his cock, stood up then pushed me into the chair.  He moved my legs off to the side of the chair, spreading my pink, clean shaven pussy wide.  He dropped his head and began to trace my pussy with his tongue.  Oh, how I wanted that tongue inside of me!  I tried to move my pussy into the line of his licks, but he always moved just before it got me.  He was driving me crazy!

At last, I felt the heat of his breath as he plunged his hot, wet tongue into my pussy. I shuddered as it sent tingles down through the ends of my toes!  My body was on fire as I squirmed form his touch and his tongue.  At last he moved his tongue to my clit, which caused me to jump.  My clit was so sensitive, he could have probably breathed on it heavily for a few moments and I would have cum.

A few licks were all it took.  My body tensed up as I raised my hips approaching my orgasm.  My pussy convulsed as wave after wave of orgasmic pleasure swept over my body.  I was thrashing around in the chair as he sucked my clit into his mouth and began to suck it.  I sucked my breath in quickly and held it as he tortured me with his sucking.  Finally, I could take no more.  I pushed his head away and pulled him to my face, kissing him.  I could taste my own pussy on him as we probed each other’s mouths.

He then slid his cock into my now soaking wet pussy and began to pump me hard.  He put my legs over his shoulders, widening me as far as he could.  I don’t think my pussy had ever been that wide of fucked that deep before.

“Oh god, daddy,” I yelled.  “Fuck my pussy hard!  I want ALL of our cock”!

He was now slamming my ass with his hips as his balls slapped my ass with each thrust as his cock bottomed out into me.  I felt like he was going to split me wide open, but I wanted it!

“More daddy, more!” I cried.  “I want your cum to full my pussy”!

I felt him start to tense up as his orgasm approached.  All of a sudden I felt his cock start to pule and knew he was shooting his seed deep inside of me.  I pulled him close and wrapped my legs around him to ensure he was shooting as deep into me as he could.  Soon his body stopped convulsing as his cock became limp.  I pushed him off me and dropped to the floor.  I took his limo cock into my mouth and sucked our mixed juices from him.

I stood up and put my arms around him, pulling him close.  I could feel the heat from his body against mine as we stood there hugging in silence.

“I love you so much, daddy,” I whispered into his ear.

“And I love you, baby,” he replied softly.

He picked me up into his arms and carried me to his bedroom.  He laid down beside me and pulled me close.  I knew we were going to be alright from that moment on.  I fell asleep in the comfort of those big, strong arms, not worrying about what tomorrow might bring.  Right now, this was all I wanted, and I was content.


Chapter Four

Our love affair continued as we tried to get pregnant.  He had always wanted a child, and I wanted one from him.  We fucked and sucked almost every night, and I sometimes wonder how he was able to keep up with me.  I was glad he did as I enjoyed getting fucked by his large cock.  I just couldn’t imagine spending my life with anyone else.

A few weeks later I greeted dad as he came in from work.  I had wonderful news I wanted to share with him.

“Guess what, daddy?” I asked as I kissed him.

“What?” he replied.

“We are pregnant!” I exclaimed.

“That’s awesome!” he replied.

We knew that once this happened, we would have to move.  The talk that would surely start would create a bad environment to raise a child in.  We decided to move to San Diego, so we put the house up for sale and headed down the road.  Once in San Diego, we settled in a El Cajon and set up house in anticipation of the baby.  I found Carl had a fetish that, at first seemed strange to me.  

You see, he loved sucking milk from my tits.  I started lactating at about nineteen weeks, and Carl began to suck my milk almost immediately.  It was a real turn on seeing him satisfy himself as he sucked my jugs dry.  I was producing so much milk that he had to come home for lunch and suck my tits.

Of course, the bonus of being pregnant was that I had no periods for nine months.  That meant we could fuck as often as we wanted.  Once he had me spray my milk all over his cock, then had me lick it up.  Sucking my milk form his cock just got my juices flowing.  I could feel pussy juice running down between my legs as I sucked his cock.

When the baby came, the two of them shared my tits.  It was awesome watching the two of them suck the milk from my tits.  It was a sad day when the milk stopped flowing.  We talked about having another baby, but ultimately decided against it due to his age.

But even now I still call him daddy when we fuck.  I know it turns him on, and I don’t mind playing the part of the sex fiend daughter.  It’s quite the turn on!
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