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Stuck on a Bus with Daddy

Description:

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


********

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

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

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

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

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

********


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And never had my body responded like this.

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

“I … I hope so,” I stammered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Thank you.”

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

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

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

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

“No, it’s fine. Here, take some.”

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

“Good night,” I whispered back.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh god. Was this really happening?

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

“Wh—what do I do, Daddy? How?”

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

“Like this, sweetheart.”

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

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

Maybe I wasn’t actually blushing.

Maybe I was just that … turned on.

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

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

“Mmm, that’s good… makes me happy…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Baby…” he whispered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Daddy Makes Me Visit Him in Jail

Description:

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


********

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

“Daddy…” she whispered.

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

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

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

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

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

********


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hey, baby.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Where in the world were those coming from?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You got it, boss,” Vinnie said.

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

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

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

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

“Mmm, I won’t look. Promise.”

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

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

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

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

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

“I … I do?”

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

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

“Why is that, Daddy?”

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

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

“Is it allowed?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Jesus Christ, honey. Yes.”

Carly smiled, feeling that warmth flood her again.

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

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

“Daddy…” she whispered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You got it boss.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m sure I will, Daddy.”

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

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

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

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

“Good god,” her daddy muttered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fuck, baby. I hope you’re thirsty.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Daddy Takes Me to Church

Description:

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


********

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

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

He raised a brow. “It? As in, sex?”

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

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

********


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Father Antonio gave a quick nod.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My face heated. “Oh.”

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

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

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

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

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

I shook my head.

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

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

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

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

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

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

He raised a brow. “It? As in, sex?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Anything.” I said, gulping.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Well, I was about to get more.

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh fuck, baby. You’re so tight.”

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

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

Being taken at both ends was pure heaven.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I was okay with that.


Daddy Gets Jealous

Description:

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


********

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

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

“You did? Baby, why?”

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

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

********


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My fists clench and I grit my teeth.

Holy fuck. Rita is a virgin?

Fuck.

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

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

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

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

“Well. I said I’m not ready.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Dude! What the fuck?!”

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

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

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

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

“Are you okay?”

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

“You … called me your babygirl.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ok,” I answer.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You did? Baby, why?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Mmm, baby…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Daddy,” she gasps, wiggling her fingers.

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

“That was … amazing,” she whispers.

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

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

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

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

“That’s what I’m hoping for.”

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

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

“Oh jesus,” I grumble.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Every chance I get, babygirl.”


Daddy’s Online Kitten

Description:

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


********

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

Me: yes…a pink thong.

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

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

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

********


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

So what did I do?

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

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

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

And I was not assertive.

I wanted to be chased.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And then I posted the picture to my profile.

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

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

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

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

I barely had the thought when a notification appeared.

HardDaddy liked 3 of your pictures.

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

HardDaddy: Hello, kitten.

My heart drummed like mad.

Me: Hi there :)

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

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

Me: thank you.

HardDaddy: Kind of makes me want to see more.

My pussy clenched.

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

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

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

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

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

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

No, Daddy. I liked that.

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

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

My nipples pricked as I composed my response.

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

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

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

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

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

Me: Mmm, fuck…

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

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

Me: yes…a pink thong.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

When my phone vibrated, I anxiously read his replies.

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

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

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

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

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

Me: Mmmm…I want it Daddy…

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

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

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

I sucked in a rush of air.

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

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

Oh god…

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

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

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

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

Nine inches…

“Daddy, I … I’m …”

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

My nipples pricked as his pants swooshed to the floor.

“I was going to say I’m sorry.”

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

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

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

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

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

I whimpered, but he just growled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I want you to lick my pussy, Daddy.”

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

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

“Oh Daddy…” I purred.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I knew Daddy wouldn’t do me like that.

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

“Oh, Daddy. Fuck!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Daddy,” I purred.

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

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

“Is this the ass you wanted?”

“Yes, kitten. This is the one.”

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

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

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

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

“Daddy! I’m cumming!”

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

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

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

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

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

“Kitten…”

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

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

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


~The End~

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

********

[image: A person posing for the camera  Description automatically generated]

Want 5 more dirty stories of taboo lust and adventure?

Daddy’s Dirty Five on Amazon.
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