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 Daddy Punishes Me Hard 
 
    My bindings are so restrictive, the room so confined and dark, you'd think I'd feel at least a smidge of claustrophobia, or that I'd feel the fear of being in an unknown situation with unknown consequences. 
 
    But all I can focus on is the wet spot between my thighs as I kneel close to the ground in my stepfather's closet. My butt sits on my feet, but I can still shift my legs. I've been slowly grinding my pussy, rubbing my folds between my antsy thighs for the past hour in his closet. 
 
    I mean, I notice everything around me, not just the wetness, but I have a feeling that all of it just contributes to my building arousal. 
 
    There's the darkness, this foreboding factor that constantly reminds me of what's to come, punctuated by the light coming from under the folding door. I can even see daddy's movement outside on occasion, his shadow crossing the beam, sending a shiver down my spine as I anticipate his opening the door. 
 
    There's the smell of daddy's cologne, an aroma of musky dominance, of daddy's temper and controlling hand. 
 
    There's the rope over my wrists, tying them together behind my back, wrapping snugly and comfortably. It's like an embrace holding me still but not harming me. It's weird to think, but it makes me feel protected and safe. 
 
    There's the fact that I'm still in my blue satin tank top and panties, having been dragged out of bed early in the morning, woken by daddy's fury. I feel especially vulnerable in my clothes, my bare skin pressing against the soft carpet on the floor as I rest. 
 
    For an hour. The anticipation is killing me, driving my body to beg for release, from my punishment and all this sexual frustration building up. 
 
    It's never been like this; then again, daddy's never gone this far in punishing me before. 
 
    I've always been a headstrong girl, rebellious at every phase in my life, getting into trouble in school and recently with the police.  
 
    It's crazy I'm old enough to smoke but not to drink! It's kind of fucked up really. I try to keep it on the down low with my friends, but it's hard to stop a bunch of girls from getting a little wild. I don't get why everyone's gotta jump down my throat about partying and living the good life. 
 
    Every time my mother goes out on her lengthy 'business' trips, she puts my stepfather in charge, telling him he's free to take the steps necessary to rein me in.  
 
    I think my mom is glad she gets to escape every so often, taking her business trips as if they were vacations from me. I guess that causes me to rebel all the harder, knowing I'm not really wanted by her. Truth be honest, I guess I make it harder on my stepdad more than I have to. 
 
    He's always been stern and demanding, but his punishments have been simple and swift. He started out making me do chores around the house; he put restrictions on when I can go out; he's taken away my phone and laptop every so often. But those are just things and words, and they didn't do much to stop me. 
 
    Then he started taking matters into his own hands, literally. When he caught me drinking for the first time after forbidding it, he pulled me by the arm, sat down on his bed, draped me over his knee, and spanked me with his hand.  
 
    Honest to God! He spanked me! Later that same day, I taunted him for being such a crude pig, hitting a girl like that, and he responded by pulling my pants down right then and there in the kitchen and bare ass spanking me. Full-on flesh to flesh. 
 
    Something inside me after that lit up. The moment his hand struck me, I felt this chill in my body, this shock of joy and pain. I couldn't put my finger on it, but being in such a submissive position made me crave his touch. Something I never gave a shit about before that.  
 
    I itched for it like a spanking was the only thing that could scratch it. 
 
    So, what do you think happens when a bratty kid wants something more than anything? 
 
    I started provoking him. First, it was like once or twice every so often when mom would leave. Then it started becoming every day she was gone. 
 
    But he only spanked me rarely. He still tried all the boring shit like chores and restrictions on what I was allowed to do with my time. 
 
    I started provoking him harder. I wasn't content on doing shitty things: I was shitty toward him, disrespecting him whenever I could, at home or in public. His anger would boil up then, and he'd have no choice but to discipline me as soon as he could. 
 
    The spankings started in earnest. He beat my ass on a number of occasions, hitting me with all the anger he could muster.  
 
    And I loved every second of it: the madder he was, the better it felt. 
 
    This time, though, plunked down in his closet in my underwear, my arms tied together, forced to kneel on the soft but eventually abrasive carpet, is something new altogether. 
 
    How did I finally drive him crazy enough to do it? 
 
    Drinking and taunting. 
 
    I came home late last night plastered, having driven home drunk and out of my mind. It's a little foggy, but an hour in the closet is clearing things up for me and quickly wiping me from my inebriated state.  
 
    I remember that he was sleeping, and I stormed into the room, waking him up. Drunk, I started taunting him, saying something along the lines of him being a lousy father, that no self-respecting girl could ever take him seriously. I said that just the fact that I was ballsy enough to challenge him in the middle of the night, weaving from alcohol, showed how little I feared him.  
 
    I laid into him mercilessly. 
 
    Little did he know, I was aching for his hand on my ass, my pussy drenched in all the imaginings of him I'd been conjuring as I was drinking with my friends. The only reason I didn't pass out at my friend's house is that was so horny I raced home in order to confront my stepfather. 
 
    He acted just as I expected, yanking my panties down and spanking me right there. 
 
    The reason I'm in the closet? Because my plan went a little too well. 
 
    After maybe a good smack or two, I started to let out satisfied moans, chanting “Yeah, daddy” as he doled out his discipline. It didn't take him long to realize that I was getting incredibly turned on by it. He pushed me off his knees and sent me to my room. 
 
    It was the first time I'd given any reason to suspect my intentions, having played as coy as possible. He really thought I was just being an unruly bitch that needed to be punished. 
 
    But I had shown my hand in a night of drunken lust. I went to bed absolutely devastated, sure I had fucked up everything, destroying future punishments to vent my sexual desires forever. 
 
    I was definitely surprised when daddy returned the storm I'd brought to his room last night by storming into mine this morning. He wrapped the rope around my arms against my wishes, shoving me into the closet, demanding I stay on my knees and think about what I'd done to deserve all this. 
 
    I thought I'd ruined everything, only to find that I was about to be treated to his harshest punishment yet. 
 
    I don't know if he intended to punish me for getting turned on by his spankings by trapping me in the closet, but it's having the opposite effect. I thought I just wanted his hand on my ass, but all this... restriction? It's turning me on just as much, the anticipation and nervous energy cycling through me like a lustful demon, consuming whatever decency and innocence I once thought I had.  
 
    I'm a freak on the inside, I just realize. 
 
    A freak who wants to be punished. 
 
    Daddy's shadow passes by the light under the door, repeating his movements every few seconds. He must be pacing. He's probably thinking about what he's going to do to me. 
 
    How do you punish a girl who gets turned on by your punishments? 
 
    I wouldn't want to be in his predicament, that's for sure. I can't think of what he could do to get me to stop being such a dirty slut. 
 
    But it might just be that he isn't interested in stopping me at all. 
 
    The folding door swings open, letting a burst of bedroom light flood into my vision, blinding me. I had no idea that being in the closet like that for so long would actually cause my eyes to flinch in pain. I spend a few moments regaining my sight, blinking away the sharp stabs of incandescence. 
 
    My stepdad waits for me to see him clearly, to see the menace in his eyes and posture. His dark stubble and hulking body are even more intimidating from my lower position looking up at him. His arms crossed, his biceps tense and bulging, his tall frame a stretch for my neck, I feel myself shrink every so slightly. 
 
    “I had no idea I spent the last few years raising a girl like you. I'm shocked,” he says, his voice giving away a hint of anger and disappointment. 
 
    I lower my eyes to the floor as a rush of shame overcomes me. I just realized I'm a freak. It just happened. I hadn't even had time to judge it yet. It's fact, that's all. But my stepdad's judgment makes it all real, out loud, for the whole world to know. In this case, the humiliation doesn't feel that good. 
 
    “I'm sorry, daddy,” I say, not wanting to drag him any further into my sick perversion. 
 
    “You like that word, don't you? You couldn't stop from saying it last night as I spanked you.” 
 
    This time I blush. The goosebumps come to life and run up my body. I can't respond, my words difficult, but mainly because I don't want daddy to hear my voice crack or see the flush of excitement in my face and body. 
 
    “Is that what you want from me? To be spanked? Is that why you've been such a horrible girl?” 
 
    I nod. I feel a bit of release now that I can admit it. I did feel shitty a lot of the time that in order to delve into my desires, I had to be a nuisance and plague my stepfather's life. I wasn't just acting out: I was driving him mad.  
 
    “I never really wanted to hurt you,” I say, looking up at him. I shake my head, “I didn't mean any of the mean crap I said. I was just...” I swallow. The thought of saying my desires is something that causes my throat to seize up. 
 
    “You what?” he asks, bending down toward me. The smell of his closet comes spilling back into me as his face comes close to mine. “What were you doing?” 
 
    The fear in my eyes is probably readily visible as I can feel my eyelids shaking. How can I possibly admit it.  
 
    “I was... was...” I try, but the words are impossible to form. 
 
    Daddy smiles, “You were being a slut, weren't you?” 
 
    My face flames up as I hold my breath. Daddy! That's so rude! Ugh, it hurts so much to see his eyes so close to mine, piercing into my hidden urges, revealing my darkest thoughts. 
 
    “Yes, yes, I was being a slut,” I admit, wanting to punish myself for being so nasty to him. “I'm sorry. I'm a freak.” 
 
    He laughs, standing up again. “I'd rather you be a freak than the horrible woman I thought you were becoming. I'm relieved, actually.” 
 
    I look up at him, wonderment crashing into me. “Really?” 
 
    He nods. “Horrible people are a dime a dozen. Shitty to deal with, living petty little lives where they'll never amount to anything. I feared that for you more than anything. I want you to be happy.” 
 
    I smile, the sudden turn in daddy's demeanor a welcoming respite from the criticizing of my filthy behavior. 
 
    “Besides, freaks can be trained.” 
 
    I furrow my brow, instantly confused. “Trained?” 
 
    Daddy's hands fall to the waistband of his jeans. He pulls the strap from his belt, unlatching it and freeing it. He unbuttons his pants, letting them slide down his legs. 
 
    “Daddy? What are you—“ 
 
    His thumbs hook his boxers, dropping them after his pants. 
 
    My eyes go wide. 
 
    Daddy's cock is free from his clothes, thick and flaccid, hanging loosely as if it were the most normal thing in the world. 
 
    I gasp as daddy takes his cock in his hand, giving it a few light strokes as he talks. “My little girl's a freak? So what. She gets turned on by daddy punishing her?” He shrugs. 
 
    His cock starts to grow in his grip, expanding as his hand continues to caress it. 
 
    “Then daddy's going to punish her until she gets her fill.” 
 
    My mouth sits ajar, shock causing my jaw to hang open. 
 
    “Yeah, there you go babycakes. Open that mouth for daddy and come get your punishment.” 
 
    Daddy steps in close to me, his cock mere inches from my mouth. I look down at it, the head bobbing as daddy flexes, taunting me, kind of like when I taunted daddy every day for so long. 
 
    And just like the urge daddy probably felt to swat my bottom in an attempt to correct my behavior, I feel an urge to take his fat cock in my mouth. 
 
    Almost unconsciously, I lean forward, my mouth opening slowly as I ready myself for him. 
 
    But just as I get close enough to feel his heat against my face, daddy takes a step back from me, lengthening the distance between us. 
 
    I look up at him, and he says, “Come and get it. It's not going to be that easy. I saw how hard you worked for those spankings; lets see how hard you work to taste this dick.” 
 
    I swallow, the craving to taste him spurred on by the building wetness between my legs. My soaking pussy has been heating up since late last night, and there's not a cell in my body that can resist the intense temptation inside me. 
 
    I stand taller on my knees. The first swing of my knees forward is painful: having been stationary for an hour, my muscles cry out as I engage them mindlessly. But the strain my knees had digging into the carpet is immediately relieved at the same time, giving me the fortitude to pursue my retreating daddy. 
 
    Each time I waddle closer to him, he lets me get within an inch of his semi-erect cock before withdrawing further back. I want to bring my hands up and stop him, pull him in, suck him as my mouth waters, but my hands barely move against the rope. 
 
    The inability to will my hands to tackle daddy is disheartening but wholly erotic. I continue to pull against the binding, allowing myself to experience the constraint contain my desire indefinitely. It forces my knees to move faster, catching up to daddy as he falls to sit on the bed. Upon his butt landing on the mattress, I lean my head forward, pushing his cock down my throat. 
 
    I'm so hungry for him that I don't even wait for him to get situated. He's still adjusting himself on the bed as I begin to suck his cock, clamping my lips around him as I pull up on his foreskin. 
 
    It's like I'm stretching daddy out with my mouth, pulling up on his cock, feeling it get harder with each tug of my mouth. It takes only a dozen tugs and half a dozen groans from daddy before his dick comes to full attention, his thickness transferring well to his hardened rod, spreading my mouth open as I make room for daddy. 
 
    I stick my tongue out as I bounce my head up and down his cock, licking his shaft as I take him in. I pull my arms against the restraints, the tug of rope making my stomach quiver. I stick my ass out in reply, as if propositioning someone behind me to fuck me mercilessly. 
 
    Daddy sees that and leans forward to smack my ass. The sting is like heaven, enhanced by the rod filling my mouth. I moan against his cock, the vibration of my lips making daddy squirm. 
 
    “Ooooo, I don't want to come yet,” he says, “I haven't even punished you yet.” 
 
    I shudder, excitement welling inside me. “Punish?” 
 
    He stands, his cock escaping the reach of my lust.  
 
    He circles around me, putting his hands under my butt. His warmth on my fleshy ass reminds me of his spankings and the excitement inside me feels like it's about to explode in gleeful hysteria.  
 
    “Stand” is all he says. 
 
    I pick one knee up, my lack of balance from my lack of arms making it difficult to gain my balance. When I push up, my weak legs nearly give way, and I would have fallen over if not for daddy's support under my butt helping me to my feet. 
 
    Once I'm up, daddy gently pushes my back down—resistance impossible without the control of my arms—easily bending me over and forcing my chest to the mattress. 
 
    He grabs my blue satin panties, pulling them down leisurely, a marked contrast from his usually furious yank. He shimmies them down, and just before they leave my butt, I feel them cling to my pussy, pulling strands of juice down with them, my pussy soaked completely. 
 
    Or so I thought I couldn't get any wetter. 
 
    Daddy removes them and orders me to spread my legs. I do, standing with a wide stance, my ass in the air and my chest against the mattress. Daddy reaches for something on the bed that I hadn't noticed before. When he picks it up, butterflies in my stomach scatter trying to get the hell out of Denmark. 
 
    A silver paddle with 6 holes poking through sits firmly in his hand. 
 
    Holy shit! How was I so lost in thought that I didn't see that lying right next to him?! 
 
    “What's that for?” I ask, innocently. 
 
    “This?” he laughs, spinning the paddle in his hand, “It's for you.” 
 
    I gulp, and I swear I can feel a spasm in my buttocks. 
 
    “You think daddy's hand feels good. Wait until you get a taste of this.” 
 
    When he disappears behind me, I brace for impact. 
 
    His hand lands on my butt, patting it. I jump like I'd just seen the murderer in a movie pop out from the shadows. 
 
    Daddy laughs again, enjoying my nervousness. “Calm down, babygirl. I'm just getting you ready for the plug.” 
 
    “Plug? 
 
    “Oh, this is daddy's special.” From the corner of my vision, I can see a tapered, pink butt plug flopping around as daddy waves it at me. 
 
    “Oh...” I say, stuck in fascination at what he's doing. The plug is as thick as daddy's cock, long and tapering until it gets to a bulge that immediately shrinks back down to the size of the tip, ending with a flange at the end. 
 
     “This spanking is going to feel nice and tight for you.” His hand glides through my ass crack, leaving behind a slimy residue. I squirm, the icky goo warm and inviting in a place not meant to be inviting. 
 
    The plug glides through my crack, swiping through the goo and collecting it on its tip. When daddy's got enough, the tip finds my asshole. I flinch and pull forward, pressing against the side of the bed. 
 
    But daddy follows right after, keeping me pinned against the bed in an effort to prevent further escape. “Hey, hey, babygirl,” he warns, “be a good girl and take your punishment.” 
 
    Unable to move forward this time, daddy pushes the dildo up my ass. I groan as the molded silicon enters me, spreading open a hole that I didn't know could spread so wide. Slowly, daddy pushes the lubed object in, the tapered plug getting wider the farther he gets inside. 
 
    When it gets to the widest part, I hold my breath, straining as daddy violates my naughty hole. I'm about to cry out when the dildo punches all the way in. It gets sucked in and my ass engulfs it, my anus circling around the small point connecting the bulge and the flange. The large bulb is inside me completely, keeping the dildo from being pushed out. 
 
    The only way it's coming out is when daddy pulls it out! 
 
    “Here we go, babycakes. A naughty slut like you deserves a real punishment.” 
 
    So focused on the tense fullness in my ass, I'm caught off guard as daddy brings the paddle against my ass. 
 
    I jolt, the impact of the strike driving me into the bed. A wave of pleasure bursts through me, an overwhelming combination feeding me. The sting of the paddle burns my ass far more than any hand could possibly. The blaze is intense, but a secondary pain is also introduced: the movement of the plug inside my ass.  
 
    The plug doesn't move forward, but it feels like it drives deep into me. It then ricochets off my anal walls, bouncing inside me before settling down again.  
 
    The weapon attacks me outside and in, keeping my mind confused, unable to concentrate on a single sensation. 
 
    No clarity is gained before daddy brings the paddle against me again, stinging and fucking my ass with it. I twitch and moan, the plug doing its punishment inside me. I plant my feet hard onto the floor, keeping my legs spread as daddy spanks the dildo into me. 
 
    “Yes, daddy,” I moan. 
 
    I was wet for nearly the entire night and day, only to find that it was an immature form of arousal. Only a few strikes into my punishment, I can feel my pussy dripping with enthusiasm, spilling down my leg. 
 
    The next smack sends juice shooting from my cunt. Not dripping; flying from me with force, as if it were ejected from me. The next spank does the same thing, my pussy covered, my legs soaked. 
 
    I curve my back, lifting my ass for daddy's next swing. He comes down hard on me and I can feel the buildup inside me. 
 
    “Oh fuck, daddy. It feels so good!” 
 
    “You little slut.” 
 
    “Keep going, daddy, keep spanking me.” 
 
    His next hit makes my pussy quiver, the pain transforming into pure pleasure.  
 
    I moan so loud that daddy's reaction is instantaneous: his next swing comes down in a split second, followed by another a split second after that. 
 
    “Oh shit,” I growl, as daddy lays into me. He feeds my moans by smacking me faster and faster, furiously striking me, my pussy pulsing with every hit. 
 
    “Oh God, oh god, oh god!” I repeat over and over as daddy's paddle connects with my words. 
 
    “Fuck!” I shout, my backing arching as I seize up. My body freezes in that position as daddy continues to wail on me, no longer provoking a reaction from me. Instead, the buildup inside me wells up and up and up as I hold it in my stomach. 
 
    His smacks only add to it as an orgasm finally explodes from me, my back giving way and curving in and out, the pulses from my pussy causing my muscles to spasm uncontrollably. My pussy vibrates as daddy's discipline hand doesn't let up; my ass seizes around the plug, squeezing and contracting as the silicon shifts inside me. 
 
    I moan out, screaming at the top of my lungs as my orgasm wrecks my body. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” daddy says, dropping the paddle from his hand, “I need to feel this. I need to. I can't wait anymore.” 
 
    My body shakes as daddy presses up behind me. He grabs my hips and rams his cock into me, gliding so easily that his body falls into me, meeting no resistance whatsoever. 
 
    My orgasm dissipates but immediately starts flaring right back up as daddy's huge cock fucks me from behind. He slides into me, and each time he does, his dick presses against the dildo through my vaginal wall, shifting it up just as his pelvis slams into me, pushing the flange deeper in. 
 
    It's like I'm getting double penetrated! 
 
    Daddy's hands squeeze the flesh of my hips as he plows hard into me. He then grabs the bundle of rope holding my arms and latches onto it, picking me up off the bed as he pulls it back towards him. 
 
    I can't get any words out, so fucking exhausted that all I can do is focus on breathing. 
 
    Suspended just a few inches off the bed, held aloft by daddy pulling my tied arms up, daddy fucks the shit out of me, his cock pounding with lustful abandon. 
 
    My thighs pressed firmly against the bed, my ass bucks back into daddy, feeding his cock into me deeper and faster. He reaches down with his free hand and pushes hard on the dildo, keeping it shoved firmly up my tight ass. 
 
    “Yes, yes, yes, you little slut. Come on. Come on. Come for me again. Come on daddy's dick.” 
 
    With daddy's words degrading me, my arms suspended, my ass filled, and his cock having its way with me, I'm given no choice but to come for a second time, my body spasming the same way as before. 
 
    I moan, “Ooooooohhhhh, daddy!” 
 
    My back shakes again, bouncing up and down as my muscles contract around daddy and the dildo. 
 
    Squeezing and sucking, pulling and massaging, my cunt draws daddy's cock deep inside. 
 
    Daddy groans, holding his cock inside me as my body works him over. I shudder as I feel daddy's own body give way. 
 
    He moans, and a few seconds later, his cock starts to pulse. 
 
    One. Two. Three. 
 
    The third pulse fires a wad of jizz into my pussy, and each subsequent pulse fires more cum than I can measure, filling my pussy up with hot semen. My orgasm drags his seed deeper inside me, warming me up as my body tries to get me pregnant. 
 
    Daddy twitches behind me, his cock pouring what's left of his balls into my cunt, making sure it deposits every last drop it can. 
 
    When daddy pulls out, I feel a great sense of relief from the overwhelmingly full sensation that's consumed me for the past 10 minutes or so. 
 
    A break would be sorely needed. 
 
    But instead of pulling the plug out, daddy helps me to my feet, guiding me back to the closet. 
 
    “What are you doing, daddy?” I ask, concerned that something is happening that my frazzled mind can't comprehend. 
 
    “Your punishment isn't over, babycakes.” 
 
    “What?” I ask, before being shoved back down to my knees in the closet. 
 
    “You're going to think about what just happened,” he says, his voice both stern and mocking at the same time. “And then in an hour, daddy's going to be ready to continue.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    Daddy smirks, his word trailing as he closes the door in the middle of them. “How else do freaks get treated?” 
 
    I swallow, my mouth dry as my knees become accustomed to the carpet again. 
 
    How am I going to last another hour? 
 
    But as I think that, I flex my anus, realizing the plug is still inside me, pressed immovably into the soles of my upturned feet. I notice the gushing juices from my panties-less cunt, and the warm semen dripping down my thighs as they squeeze together. I smell daddy's cologne as my eyes start to adjust to the darkness all over again. 
 
    This isn't so bad. Not one bit. 
 
    I clench on the dildo, feeling it brush against my walls. Another small trickle of cum emerges. 
 
    Oh, this is just the type of punishment a freak like me deserves. 
 
    -   -   - 
 
   


  
 

 Daddy, Don't I Look Just Like Her? 
 
    I knock on his door, the thuds hollow as they reverberate throughout the empty condo. 
 
    I feel devious and conspiratorial, like a spy in the movies. I think the large jacket I borrowed from my mother is the culprit in that, especially since I'm using it to cover the lingerie I'm wearing. 
 
    Yes, lingerie under my huge coat. Like I said, in the movies. It seems like a cool thing to do. I have to shake my nose a little to erase the smirk on my face. 
 
    I'm doing something wrong, kind of. I think a lot of people would see it as betraying my mother, but with how she lives her life and how she treats people, I don't think anyone could possibly betray her and not be at least partially justified. 
 
    I'm not making excuses, I swear! Just take my stepdad, for instance: right now he's holed up in a condo he just bought and started renovating. He and my mom are in the process of divorcing.  
 
    You think, well, he's in a shitty, barren condo because he did something wrong to her, right? 
 
    Nope. She screwed him over royally. That woman is addicted to every vice I can think of, from smoking to drinking to gambling to stealing to cheating to being an all-around horrible bitch. When she wasn't crushing my stepdad's dignity, she was spending every last cent he ever made. She literally emptied his savings he had before he met her. 
 
    When I say my mother is a virus, I mean it. 
 
    And my poor ol' stepdad is a saint, giving that woman so many chances that it's criminal. Even when she did all this shit to him, he was still the one to move out and basically give her everything: the house, a car, and future promises of alimony. 
 
    He still loves her, I know it, but I think after all the years, he's finally hit the point where he knows he has to let her go. And it pains him deeply. 
 
    That's the only thing that's making me nervous at the moment. When he answers that door, when I see this run-down condo, I'm hoping the look on his face doesn't immediately break my heart. 
 
    I'm hoping that when he sees me, it puts a smile on his face. At least, I hope when I offer him my body, he forgets all about that nasty woman.  
 
    Because he deserves it. The man took care of me for the last 5 years of my life; through all the shit my mother's done to him, he's always taken care of me like his own daughter. I'm just glad I'm 20 now, old enough to repay him for everything he's done. Without him, I think I'd have given up a long time ago—I'd say about the moment my mother gave up on me. 
 
    I hear his footsteps approaching the door. The locks come undone and the door opens cautiously. 
 
    He's disheveled, his hair a mess and face unshaven. His face isn't twisted in sadness, but he looks like he hasn't slept in a while. Oddly, though, he smells like he just got out of the shower, shampoo and body wash spilling through the door. How the hell does someone take a shower and somehow not look cleaner? 
 
    “Hey, daddy,” I whisper, clearing my throat as a bout of sudden nervousness catches in my throat. Maybe I am more nervous than I thought. 
 
    His brow pinches together, confusion evident as his voice pitches. “Hey, Mindy. What are you doing here?” 
 
    “I came to see you.” 
 
    “Oh,” he says, unsure of what to say, “I thought you'd be with your mother.” 
 
    I roll my eyes, wanting him to know that I'm on his side and don't approve of her. I shake my head. “No, I don't want to be around her at all. I haven't spoken to her in a week.” 
 
    His head drops slightly, a disapproving tone crawling into his voice. “You really should, Mindy. You know she's in a hard place right now and could use your support.” 
 
    See? Told you. Saint. Even when the woman shatters his world, he's still looking out for her. I definitely don't have the heart to tell him that my mother hasn't mentioned him once, hasn't cried, hasn't even emoted beyond anger at having to go out and buy her own cigarettes for once. 
 
    “No, daddy. She's fine. I wanted to come and visit you. I think you could probably use my company more.” 
 
    He smiles, “Well, yeah,” he says, stepping to the side, “come in. I'm surprised you even wanted to see me.” 
 
    “I definitely want to see you,” I respond, shuffling into the condo with my coat sealed shut, “It's tough without you there.” 
 
    He closes the door behind me. “It's hard now, but it'll get better.” 
 
    “Oh, daddy,” I say, canvassing the living room of the condo in mid-renovation.  
 
    Better for whom? 
 
    Certainly not me, stuck with my awful mother. It doesn't look like it is for him either. The small condo is absolutely barren, like I remember it when he first bought it. He didn't have time to do anything with it—other than start painting—before he'd had enough of my mom. Half of one wall is painted, the roller and bucket in the corner where part of the carpeting had been ripped up. I guess he's somewhat lucky that he didn't get too far in tearing the place apart. At least it's functional at the moment. 
 
    “Daddy, you don't even have a bed in here!” I gasp. He's been sleeping on the floor, a blanket and pillow pushed up against the corner. His living condition is worse than I imagined, and a tinge of worry washes over me when I realize there's no where to lay down for us. 
 
    “Uhh...” he mumbles. 
 
    “You've had some time to go out and get some stuff.” It's been a week since he'd left, so I thought he'd have something of comfort here. The only piece of furniture he has in the entire condo is a tall wooden stool. And the only reason he has it is that he used it during renovation as a stand for his paint canisters, rollers, and brushes. Now he's probably using it as his only place to sit and eat breakfast in the morning. 
 
    “I just...” he hesitates, “haven't been in the mood to go out shopping.” 
 
    Ugh. My heart sinks, the weight of sadness pulling me down. I was hoping I wouldn't feel like this, since I want this to be special for my stepdad. I want him to get past that woman and start his life over.  
 
    With me. 
 
    I can't let him be eaten up by that banshee. It's just not fair to a great man like him. 
 
    That's why I'm here. I mean, I've always had a small crush on my stepfather, but I never thought too much about it because he was with my mom. But now, now that he's free from her, it's not even that I want to act on my attraction to him. I want to make him happy, like he tried so hard to do when he was living with us.  
 
    I don't want him to remember our time together as something that nearly destroyed his life. I can't let that happen: he's too important to me. I'll give him everything of me so that he can walk away from this whole shitty situation without fear or remorse. 
 
    I don't know if he sees me that way. I don't know what he'll think. But I do know something: he loves—or loved—my mother, and I'm almost a replica of her. Well, a replica of what she used to be. She was once a gorgeous woman, when she and my stepfather met, but the ravages of so much debauchery and excess turned her into a fat and ugly woman. Her skin became dull and saggy, wrinkled and dry. The transformation was startling to say the least. 
 
    I, though, look exactly as she did when she was young. A thin brunette with amazing curves from top to bottom. Dark and exotic is how we've both been described. The only change I had to implement to make the comparison between us uncanny was to curl my hair, forcing waves into normally straight hair. I gotta say, I like it a lot; it makes me feel incredibly adult and sexy. 
 
    I'm just hoping it's enough to convince him. To say 'See? You don't have to give up. You can have me, instead, and relive your life like you were younger.” If his love for my mother was based at all on her looks, then he's going to have a hard time resisting me. 
 
    “I don't really have much to eat,” he says, “but we can certainly go out and get a bite.” 
 
    “Maybe later, daddy,” I reply. I grab the stool, resigned to the knowledge that it's all I have to work with. I set it down in the middle of the room. “We can always eat afterwards.” 
 
    “After what?” 
 
    I sit down on the stool, having to climb the two sets of support bars holding the legs together in order to ascend the tall seat. I swing the coat around so that I can sit comfortably without trapping it beneath me. 
 
    I begin to unbutton my coat, my fingers slow and trembling, my heart speeding up as I feel my lips go dry. Oh God, I'm way more than a little nervous! I don't know why I didn't think I would be: I've never done anything even close to this before. I'm about to undress in front of a man, my stepfather of all people! 
 
    I stop myself and take a deep breath, steadying my hands and releasing the tension inside me. I go on, closing my eyes and focusing on my movements. The bottom button comes undone and I let the overly large jacket fall from my slender frame. It crumples on the floor around the stool with the whoosh of soft, folding fabric. 
 
    My daddy's eyes go wide, his mouth hanging loose as the scene takes over his mind.  
 
    I'll admit, I was decidedly sneaky when I chose this lingerie. I helped the image of my mother along by using an old bra and panties that she had stashed away from her thinner days. The panties are a basic black, but the bra is black with white lace trimming, circling my breasts to meet in the middle with a small pink bow. It's purely decorative, but I sure as hell would have loved if the simplest pull on it could cause the whole thing to come undone. 
 
    There's one last thing that makes the image all the more striking. The only difference between my mother and me is breast size: the bra squeezes my tits together, barely containing them in the small cups. My tits look heavy and amazing, luscious in roundness and plump with flesh. If anything, I look way better than she ever did. 
 
    “Mindy... what are you doing?” daddy murmurs, so shocked that he can barely get the words out. 
 
    I swat the butterflies in my stomach and remember my mission. Daddy deserves to be happy. 
 
    I fold my leg over the other, tightening them as I curve my hips. I pull on a strand of my hair, lightly playing with it in my fingers. “Don't I look a lot like mom did?” 
 
    I look at daddy. His eyes tell me everything as they search me up and down, finding their way to my tits and having a hard time escaping their pull. He swallows, his mouth probably drier than mine. 
 
    He clears his throat but doesn't say anything, clearly stunned by my reveal. 
 
    “You don't have to be nervous,” I say to myself as much as him. “I just wanted to show you how I looked in mom's old lingerie. Do you like it?” 
 
    I subtly push my arms together, causing my compressed tits to strain against my restrictive top. 
 
    He nods and speaks absentmindedly, “Yeah, you do.” 
 
    I beckon him over with the wave of a finger. “Come here, daddy.” 
 
    He takes a step forward, moving closer but somehow keeping his distance. “Babygirl,” daddy says, finally breaking the formality he'd been showing me ever since leaving my mom, as if we weren't family anymore, “I didn't think you felt like this.” He shakes his head, unconvincingly, “I don't think we should do this.” 
 
    “I didn't feel like this, not until mom treated you like complete shit.” 
 
    “She didn't—“ he starts, but stops himself when he knows that he'd be lying if he went on. 
 
    “My mom does some messed up shit, and I think she really tried to ruin your life, whether she'll admit it or not. She just doesn't care. All she cares about is herself.” 
 
    His brow twitches as his frustration comes bare. He knows it's true, but it still bothers the hell out of him. 
 
    “I think—“ I start, having my own difficulties with words. “You're the best man I've ever met in my life. You care so much... about everything... about me. More than anyone else in the world could possibly.” I reach for his hand, taking it in mine as I caress his fingers. His hand closes around mine as he listens. “I feel like I have to make up for every horrible thing my mother's done to you.” 
 
    He shakes his head, “No, you don't. Not at all. You're not responsible for your mother's sins.” 
 
    I nod. “I know. Maybe not responsible, but I think a good man like you has earned a good life. You shouldn't have had to waste your youth chasing someone who never appreciated you.” 
 
    He chuckles, “I had you, babygirl. It wasn't all wasted.” 
 
    I feel a tear welling in my eye, and I quickly reach up to stymie its fall. “That feels so good to hear,” I blurt out, emotion choking my voice, “I thought you were going to hate us, to hate me, for... you know.” 
 
    “No,” he says, his hand rising to embrace my cheek, “not at all. I loved being a father to you.” 
 
    My hand goes to his, keeping his hand pressed against my face, hoping he never leaves. The thought of this man not being there for me is utterly agonizing. I'll do whatever it takes for him to stay with me forever. “I want more than that, daddy. I want you to start over. To have the life you always wanted.” 
 
    He doesn't wait for any more words. He leans in and his mouth lands on mine, his lips soft and forgiving. I shudder, a surge of relief flowing through me. His kiss is gentle, his hand caressing my cheek as he minds me like a fragile china doll. 
 
    “Daddy,” I say, “you don't have to be gentle with me. I'm a woman, not a little girl.”  
 
    “You're my little girl,” he says. 
 
    I shiver, the sensation of fatherly protection washing over me. I thought he was gone from me. That's what I feared more than anything. But he's not ready to let me go yet, and I'm going to make sure he never wants to. 
 
    I reach down and cup his groin, fondling his package. My touch immediately brings it to life, his hardness bulging as my fingers rub against his pants. Daddy's hips buck at my sudden groping, and he kisses me again, his tongue entering my mouth as I taste his lips. 
 
    His hand falls on my bare stomach, and the heat of his touch causes my legs to unfold and spread open, almost as if on command. 
 
    It was unconscious, but daddy takes it as a signal, his hand dropping down and his fingertips brushing over the fabric of my panties. 
 
    I bite my lip as his contact grazes my clit, his fingers diving between my lower lips, pressing the fabric into my ever moistening slit. 
 
    “Oooooohhhhh,” I moan, daddy's hand moving up and down, lightly passing over my pussy. 
 
    For some reason, I was so focused on paying my stepfather back for everything he's ever done for me that I missed how my body would react. I always saw him as handsome, but that was in the back of my mind as I contemplated making amends with him. 
 
    Now, though, as he moves over my body with vigor, I watch his eyes staring deeply into mine, studying me as I flinch at his every motion. His square jaw is manly, his eyes curved for the bedroom, his hair messy in an attitude of defiance. All of a sudden, my daddy seems like the sexiest man alive. The idea that this wouldn't happen as a man takes control over me is just another aspect of my own naivete. 
 
    An unconquerable lust starts to burn inside me, my desire piqued for more than just requital. I don't just want him to be happy; I want to be happy with him. I don't just want to be his family; I want to start his family. 
 
    I reach back and take apart my bra, letting my tits fall free as they breathe from their tight confinement. Round and tight, the perky mounds pay homage to my youth. An older man would have no choice but to appreciate them for their aesthetic appeal. Daddy is not one to shirk his manly duties. 
 
    “Wow,” daddy says, “I had no idea how unbelievable your tits were. I mean... these nipples”—they surrender between his twisting fingers, eliciting a grunt from me—“they're fucking amazing, so compact and pink.” 
 
    “You like them small?” I moan, just wanting to hear him talk more about me. 
 
    “Oooohhhh, yeah. They fit in my mouth perfectly.” He takes a petite nipple in his mouth, sucking on it as his tongue flicks the nub hard, bringing my flesh out and causing my stomach to seize in pleasure. He dials the other nipple with his thumb as his teeth close around the erect nub, scraping the tissue gently, shaking his head as if tearing into a piece of meat. He grunts, vocally hungry for my body. 
 
    His hand circles my large breast, squeezing hard, molding the flesh between his fingertips. 
 
    Then daddy gets rough, stepping to the side of me, grabbing my long hair by the wad and pulling my head back. I let out a giggle, gripping the sides of the seat, the fright at nearly falling from the chair springs my nerves on me, forcing almost inappropriate laughter. But the fear is unfounded as daddy holds me up by the hair as I lean precariously backwards on the stool. 
 
    He bends down and sticks his tongue in my mouth, aggressively kissing me as I hang from the stool. The strange positioning in the nude, my tits out, safe in midair only by daddy's strength and whim, produces a startling sensation throughout my body, culminating in the moistening of my cunt. 
 
    I can't reach for daddy with the feeling as if I might fall looming over me, so I keep my hands securely attached to the top of the stool. Daddy's free hand, meanwhile, circles my neck, before making its way down my body. It crosses between my tits, his wrist grazing my nipple, and slithers down my stomach. His fingers press into my stomach before finding their way under the band of my panties. 
 
    He touches my slit and I immediately squirm, trembling, requiring me to concentrate on balancing myself so that I don't tip over. 
 
    “Take your panties off, babygirl,” he commands. 
 
    I hesitate, but eventually let go of the seat to snatch at my panties. I have to twist in the seat to get them out from under my butt, made all the harder by daddy not relenting in the slightest in fingering my cunt. He splits my lips as my panties pull away from my soaked pussy, his finger entering me rapidly, fucking me with them as I struggle to pull my panties past my thighs. 
 
    This dangerous balancing act while trying to satisfy my daddy's urges provokes a lot of fear from me, but instead of dampening my arousal, it turns me on incredibly. I'm forced to let go of the seat and lie in daddy's hard grip of my hair, fidgeting as daddy fingers me, his mouth falling to mine and breaking my focus with a penetrating tongue. 
 
    Getting my panties over my knees feels like the hardest workout I've had in years! 
 
    When I finally do, I kick my legs back and forth, pushing the panties off with my feet. Clear of the bondage to my legs, I spread them open, letting daddy insert his fingers in deeply, two and three at a time. 
 
    “Oh fuck!” I groan, the sloshes of juice as daddy's fingers slam into me a provocative treat to my ears. 
 
    I can feel my lower back growing tight as I clench my muscles, trying my hardest to support myself as I lean too far back on the stool. I grow so tired that my back finally gives out, collapsing into daddy's hand behind my head. 
 
    In a state of near relaxation, I'm disappointed when daddy lifts me to my seated position. As tiring as it was, the constant sensation in the verge of falling was making me incredibly wet! 
 
    Daddy pulls around in front of me. “Take my cock out, baby.” 
 
    I move to step down from the chair, but daddy stops me. “No, stay there.” 
 
    Luckily, daddy's tall enough where his crotch reaches the seat, so I only have to lower my hands to reach his hardening cock. And hard it is! I can feel it clearly through his pants, its outline straining against the fabric. I've never felt such an anticipation before. No matter how many Christmases I might have in my life, I don't think opening presents will ever feel as satisfying as pulling daddy's cock out and seeing it for the first time. 
 
    When I free him from his pants, I pull his boxers down and he lets them fall to his feet.  
 
    His cock is throbbing! Thick and curving upward, as if it couldn't get any harder even if it wanted to, it seems to pulse with his heartbeat. 
 
    “Oh my God!” I exclaim. I grasp his shaft and feel a rush of adrenaline hit me. This thing is going inside me?! How can something this hard fit in there? I pull on the skin, the loose tug bringing his cock toward me. 
 
    “You like daddy's dick, babygirl?” 
 
    I nod. “Yeah, daddy. I wasn't expecting this at all.” 
 
    “Stroke it.” 
 
    I push with my wrist, drawing daddy tight, his head bulging out of his foreskin. He groans, that tight feeling making him lick his lips. I drag his skin back until my fist touches his balls. It's a weird feeling of something so soft mingling with something so hard. I test the comparison, cupping and massaging daddy's balls with one hand while beating his cock with the other. Almost rhythmic, I caress with one hand and yank with the other, caress again and propel his cock back. Caress, yank, caress, push, caress, slide, caress, lick my lips... 
 
    What would it be like in my mouth? 
 
    But daddy stops me from finding out, removing my hands from his cock. “I want to fuck that sweet pussy, babygirl.” 
 
    “Really, daddy?” I ask, nervous apprehension jumbling my thoughts. I look around, “Where should we lay down?” 
 
    “You don't need to lay down to get fucked, little lady.” 
 
    I blush, heat flushing my face as daddy treats me like a naive child. 
 
    “What do you want to do, daddy?” 
 
    Daddy moves around behind me. “Scoot back a little.” 
 
    I wobble backwards, moving one butt cheek at a time. When my ass is just a little off the edge, daddy stops me. He guides me, tucking one leg up and swinging it to the side of the circular stool, placing my foot on the bar support between the stool legs. He does the same with the other leg on the other side. I now look like I'm squatting on the stool. I place my hands on the front of the stool to balance myself as daddy bends me forward slightly. 
 
    Grabbing the sides of my hips, daddy perfects my position, sliding me back a little more and pushing my back down so that my ass comes up a little. I brace myself, knowing daddy's getting ready to fuck me. 
 
    Daddy's head then presses against my slit, his sudden hardness against my soft flower causing me to twitch. 
 
    “Relax, babygirl,” he says, placing his hand on my lower back to calm me, “it's going to feel tight, but daddy's going to take it nice and slow for you.” 
 
    I breathe a sigh of relief, but then I realize something: I don't deserve 'nice and slow'. I came here to be punished for what my mother did to him. Daddy deserves to feel good, not me. 
 
    Although, thinking about it, that might just be the influx of pleasure I felt when hanging dangerously from the edge of my seat. 
 
    I want that edge of danger. Being punished might be a lot easier than I thought. 
 
    “No, daddy,” I reply as his cock slides through my slit, lubing him for entry, “I want you to fuck me like you hate me.” A great deal of remorse flushes through my body, still stuck on the feeling that I deserve punishment for letting this all happen. “If she were here, right now, right in front of you, I'd want you to fuck me like you'd fuck her.” 
 
    I can hear the concern and worry in his voice. “I wouldn't hurt your mom. I'd never do that.” 
 
    I look back at him, showing him through my eyes how much I care about him. “I know, daddy. That's why I love you.” 
 
    He smiles, his kindness and warmth so fucking contagious. 
 
    But I show him my stern face, the one I use when I want him to take me seriously. “But I also know she fucked you over. I know that if you had the chance, you'd fuck the shit out of her to make her pay for all the horrible things she's done.” 
 
    His brow furrows as he thinks about it. “Are you sure?” 
 
    I nod, turning back away from him. “Please, daddy, it's all I want,” I whimper. I turn my ass up a little, gesturing to him how much I want his cock inside me. 
 
    There's a pause, but it quickly gives way to daddy's hard grip on my ass, clutching me like he wants to dig a hole in me. The tip of his cock presses against my opening, lazily spreading me open. 
 
    I think for a second that he's not going to do it. 
 
    But I'm dead wrong. 
 
    Daddy shoves his cock into me from behind, his huge member breaking my virgin cunt in the roughest way imaginable. 
 
    I scream out, the rush of pain in my tight hole forcing the air from my chest, as if daddy fucked it straight out of me. 
 
    He holds his cock inside me, his hand coming up and grasping at my hair. Pulling my head back, daddy says, “So you want to fucked like a slut, huh?” 
 
    I nod, still not able to speak after the escape of air. 
 
    Daddy takes one long, slow stroke, nearly pulling out of me before sending his cock all the way back in. I groan, the pain already less as my lubricant coats daddy's cock and makes his trust a lot smoother. It's like he's testing me out, getting a feel for what I'm willing to take. 
 
    But I don't say a damn word, only waiting to see what daddy's going to do next. 
 
    He pushes his cock up to the hilt, making me feel every inch of him splitting me open. “Tell me how much you want this dick.” 
 
    I swallow, preparing my words. “I want your dick inside me.” 
 
    He pulls back, slamming it back into me, shaking me in my seat as he grasps my hair and keeps me from spilling over. 
 
    I moan, my voice broken by the need to breathe, “Shit! Oh, shit!” 
 
    “You want it hard, don't you, bitch?” 
 
    I nod, restricted by daddy's hand on my head. Daddy's talking to me like he's actually fucking me out of hate.  
 
    I love it! I love it so goddamn much! He's never said a harsh word to me the entire time he's known me, and the simplest utterance of slut and bitch makes my pussy quiver against his cock. 
 
    “Fuck me as hard as you want. I'm your slut. You're my daddy. I deserve your hard cock.” 
 
    “That's fucking right you do. Give me your arms.” 
 
    I bring my arms behind my back. Daddy grabs them and bends them at a 90 degree angle, locking them together with one large hand, keeping them pinned behind me. 
 
    And with that, there are no more words. Daddy drives his cock into me, his thickness widening me until all I can feel is pure pleasure, his cock pressing and dragging against my walls. It's made stronger by my body clenching onto the stool, which causes my pussy to squeeze around his cock, hugging it hard as he blasts it into me, fucking my virginity out of me like it disgusts him. 
 
    “Oh, daddy,” I moan, my voice bouncing around as I bounce off daddy's cock, “Oh, fuck... fuck!” 
 
    “Take it, you slut. Take my big dick.” 
 
    “Yes, daddy. Fuck me, fuck me. I'm your baby. I'm your woman now.” 
 
    Daddy lets go of my hair and arms, reaching around me and grabbing my huge tits. He seizes on them, crushing them in his grip as he uses them as leverage. He pulls his arms together so that they trap mine against the side of my body. I feebly hold them up at the elbows as daddy fucks me as fast and as hard as he can manage, his strong hips busting into me, his cock trying its hardest to rip me apart. 
 
    My moaning is uncontrollable, giving no respite by his pounding cock. Every time I think my pleasure might subside, daddy's cock feeds me another dose of it, forcing it deep into my cunt. It's like every thrust sends an invisible wave into me, crashing against my cervix, vibrating with the force of his hatred for my mother. 
 
    I'm the vessel for that hatred. 
 
    The thing daddy gets to pulverize in order to make everything right again. 
 
    I'm the receptacle for all his happiness. 
 
    And, as it turns out, all his seed. 
 
    His final strokes release the waves needed to topple my body, releasing those waves to bounce around inside me, spasming muscles and convulsing my pussy. I twitch and let out all my excitement, screaming out daddy's name over and over, my words and his cock an acknowledgment of his control over me. 
 
    Daddy's last stroke flies into me. He lets go of my tits and circles his arms around me, clasping them together as he braces us both against his orgasm. 
 
    His body seizes up, only to spasm just like my own. Daddy holds me to the seat as his cock unloads into me, his warm splooge filling my cunt up. My orgasming pussy drinks him up, swallowing and absorbing as much of his cum as possible, cycling it further into me in hopes that daddy becomes my baby's daddy. 
 
    He holds me still as our ragged breaths sync up, our lungs calming down as our bodies melt into each other. 
 
    “You feel okay, babygirl?” 
 
    I nod. “Yes, daddy. I loved it. Thank you.” 
 
    He laughs, “No need to thank me.” 
 
    My face burns. 
 
    He looks around the room. “I feel kind of bad for not having a bed here.” 
 
    I giggle, and daddy says, “Well, why don't you wait here and relax, and I'll go buy something to lay on.” 
 
    I shake my head, “No, daddy. Just stay here with me for a while.” 
 
    He nods against my back, supporting me as I rest up against him. 
 
    “And then we'll go together,” I say. “I want to pick out the bed we're going to be sleeping in together.” 
 
    “Is that what you really want? You really want to be with an old man like me?” 
 
    I turn toward him and smile. “Forever.” 
 
    -   -   - 
 
   


  
 

 Daddy Didn't Raise No Slut! 
 
    “Because you didn't raise me at all!” I scream at him. “Where do you even get off callin' yourself daddy?” 
 
    The fury in is eyes is smoldering, his jaw clenched as he keeps his anger to himself. 
 
    “You're, like, barely even older than I am. What are you, 32 or something? You ain't my daddy.” 
 
    “When you're under this roof,” he steams, his low voice menacing me behind his thick stubble, “You'll do what I say.”  
 
    “Like hell I will.” 
 
    “You will. Now go change that horrible outfit right this minute. I was going to say you're not going dressed like that to the party, but with that attitude, you're not going at all.” 
 
    I roll my eyes. The way I'm dressed? All I got on is a skirt and a long-sleeved sweater. Don't ask me why, I just like how it looks on me. What is it with him? Do I got too much leg showing for him? Is it that you can see my cleavage through the v-neck? I think I'm dressed pretty goddamn good, not a thing wrong with it. 
 
    And it just burns my biscuits that he'd call me a slut. Nothing I've ever done would give off that idea. Guys are barely even on my mind after I got out of high school. I'm tired of their immature asses anyway; I sure as hell wouldn't find anybody worth it at a graduation party. I just want to dress like this because I know I look good. 
 
    “You want to stop me from going to my graduation party?” I shake my head, resting my hands on my hips. “Can't you just fuckin' let me do what I want?” 
 
    He points his finger at me, “Watch your language!” 
 
    I look around in disbelief. “What? You're calling me a slut around here. That ain't fair one bit.” 
 
    “I don't care. My house,” he says matter-of-factly. 
 
    I give him the sass I'd been holding for him, tired of this overbearing jerk trying to run my life. “This ain't your house. We both know you're just a replacement man for my mom, in between models. She'll be over you real soon. You'll be up and out that door in—” 
 
    A stinging slap to my face demolishes my taunts.  
 
    I touch my inflamed cheek, burning as I stretch my jaw. I look over at my stepfather, blown away that he would actually hit me. 
 
    The rush of blood to my face is met with a strange tumble through my stomach, like the ricochet of energy transferred from top to bottom. 
 
    The remorse hits him quickly. “I'm sorry,” he says, shaking his head, “I didn't mean to do that.” 
 
    But I'm not taking his shit anymore. “Whatever, asshole. I bet you get off on hittin' girls.” 
 
    He exhales deeply, his frustration more tiring than aggravating. “Just go to your room.” 
 
    I huff, pissed that he'd push things so far. I was saying some shit, but you don't hit people for that. My face is red from both contact and anger. 
 
    I storm out of the kitchen and head into my room, slamming the door as hard as possible. 
 
    Growling under my breath, I pace around the room, muttering curses and squeezing my fists, so upset I feel like I'm about to kick the door in. But my flash of anger comes and goes as my thoughts circle around him. 
 
    I can hear my words coming out, my bitter rebuke against the man, only to be met by his open-handed slap. The words; the sound of his swing; the sting of my face; the rush of blood throughout my body. 
 
    It's upsetting me even more how quickly his strike shut me up. I was in control, only to immediately be slapped into reality. I feel weak, like you only feel when your show of strength comes out as a joke. 
 
    Then I think of something, something so weird and counterintuitive that I have no idea where it came from. All I can think about is the fuel it'll become when I shove it in his face.  
 
    This'll make him so goddamn angry! 
 
    Why do I want to make him angry after what he just did? Who knows, but something inside me wants to get under his skin so far that he couldn't dig me out if he tried. 
 
    I rush to my closet, pulling off my sweater and skirt.  
 
    He thinks that's too scandalous? A little leg action and some cleavage? Wait until he sees me next! 
 
    I take off my bra, letting my large breasts free as I make room for my new tight flannel shirt. The v-neck on this shirt is so crazy—way more than the sweater—and the shirt so small that after I bought it, I stashed it away too afraid to wear it. 
 
    But not anymore. He thinks I'm a slut? I'll show him how a slut dresses! 
 
    My mind is racing, anger clouding my vision. I'm not just putting clothes on: I'm chucking stuff across the room, intent on making a huge mess, furious that it's taking me so long to lash out against him and show him how much I hate him. 
 
    I throw the shirt overhead, compressing my tits against my chest as I work the shirt down my body. It comes no more than a few inches above my belly button, revealing a major case of midriff. So much cleavage is showing that I don't even need to unbutton anymore. God, I look fucking good! 
 
    Panties come off, replaced by a g-string that slides into my ass crack, another article of clothing I bought but have been too afraid to wear. If he only knew how much I try not to be a slut, he'd looked so stupid right now. That'd shut his face up. 
 
    Unfortunately, I can't seem to find anything revealing enough to wear on my legs. My skirts are nice, but he scoffed at a skirt already. I need to push it so hard that he'll wish I was wearing a skirt instead. 
 
    I grab an old pair of jeans and bring scissors to the legs, cutting off most of the fabric below the butt, letting the legs fall to the floor and kicking them out of the way.  
 
    I try them on. I shake my head. Nope, more.  
 
    I take them off and cut them even more, trying them on but still not satisfied.  
 
    Finally, I cut up and around, going straight through the pockets and coming down again, creating a nice round cut. The insides of the pockets are visible, so I cut them out as well, grabbing what's left and ripping it out with sheer fury, tearing holes in the jeans as I remove them completely. 
 
    When I slide the 'shorts' back on, the curvature of my ass hangs out perfectly, giving the world its first view of slutty me. 
 
    I take a deep breath, composing myself so that I don't come off as desperately trying to piss him off. I want him to think it's so fucking normal for me that he'll doubt everything he knows. 
 
    I leave my room, finding him still in the kitchen making a sandwich. He's concentrating on his work, clearly doing his best to ignore me, not looking up and adding another confrontation between us. 
 
    But I didn't come here to pussyfoot around. He's going to see me in all my glory, and then see me walk out on his ass! 
 
    “I'm going to that party,” I say defiantly, my hands falling to my hips like always. 
 
    He shakes his head, putting the knife down as he turns toward me. 
 
    His mouth hangs open as his eyes look me up and down. The surprise on his face is added to my mental database of every time I've won an argument against him. I know it when I see it, and this argument is not going to be one he claims for himself. He just looks like too much of a dope right now. 
 
    I swallow, the pause and space between us—only a few feet—sets my heart to a new beat.  
 
    I feel incredibly powerful in my clothes, giving me back that sense of control I lost when he slapped me. But then why do I feel suddenly nervous at the same time? When his eyes examine me, a strong jolt of goosebumps covers me from head to toe. 
 
    “W-what are you wearing?” he stutters. 
 
    “Oh, this?” I respond cheekily, turning around and placing my arms on the wall, bending at the waist, giving him the show of his life as my ass sways back and forth. “You like? I'm thinking of wearing it to the party, really get all the guys riled up.” I add in derisively, “If you know what I mean.” 
 
    Even after clearing his throat, it still takes a moment for his words to come out. “Uhhh...” is all he manages. His voice comes out weak and broken.  
 
    That's all he can come up with?! It's hilarious! It's like he can't regain his composure, so utterly dumbfounded. 
 
    The taste of victory is so sweet! If I walked out of here right now, I'd be set. I can't see how he'd have the poise to chase after me in time. 
 
    But the look on his stupid face. I can't just walk away from this. I need to rub it in as hard as I can. It's all so funny to me. I've never seen him entirely wrapped up in his own head where he can't scold or chastise me. He's always such an ass that now's the time to watch him flounder like an idiot.  
 
    A wag my ass some more, fixated on taunting him so more. “Aww, what? Is daddy not able to say anything?” I use his own title against him, taunting him for his supposed superiority over me. 
 
    I look back, his throat gulping, his posture stiff. I laugh at him, taking in his embarrassment like a fine wine, savoring every last drop. 
 
    But then he takes a few steps toward me, his hand falling to his crotch, covering what I can only imagine is an erection. 
 
    “Oh my God!” I shout, spinning around. “Are you getting a hard-on, you pervert?! You're so gross!” 
 
    He doesn't respond, merely pushing toward me as if in a trance, his eyebrows furrowed, focused on me in something that resembles rage. His movements are so determined that I unconsciously back away from him, inevitably running into the kitchen wall. 
 
    I look up at him, my nerves shot as I think he's going to slap me again. Why else would he approach me in such a serious mood? 
 
    “I don't know what—“  
 
    His hands land on the wall to each side of me, trapping me between his shoulders. 
 
    I glance to each side. “—you think you're doing, but you better—“ 
 
    His mouth comes to mine, lips locking onto me in ravenous hunger. I try to talk, but it only comes out as garbled nonsense as my mouth is sealed. I put my hands on his chest in an effort to push him away, but a big man like him doesn't budge an inch, a solid wall of muscle that doesn't give way at all. 
 
    When he pulls away, I shoot in, “Wait, stop! You're my daddy! You shouldn't be—“ 
 
    “Oh?” he says, mocking me, “I'm you're daddy now, is that it? I'm pretty sure you said I wasn't old enough for that.” 
 
    “You're not, but...” I'm so startled by the situation that I can't think clearly enough to rebut him. 
 
    Instead, his hand slides behind my head, drawing me from the wall and forcing my mouth to meet his. An animal touches my lips, its tongue pressing between and separating me for its pleasure. His softness enters me, dancing with mine until I can't help but respond, my hands running up his chest and gripping onto his shoulders. 
 
    He pushes and I crash into the wall, that surge I felt when he slapped me returns, moving throughout my body and circling my stomach. This nervous energy makes me tingle, and I freeze waiting to see what he's going to do next. 
 
    “Right now,” he says, looking me up and down, his eyes falling to the opening of my tits, “I ain't your daddy. I'm all those boys you want to rile up.” He grabs my hips, picks them up off the wall, and slams my ass back against it. I oomph, the bounce stunning me. “And when boys get riled up, they get aggressive.” 
 
    I shake my head rapidly, heat rising to my face as I try to refute him. Quietly, I say, “No, no they won't.” 
 
    “When you dress like a slut, they will. They can't help it, especially when you're trying to drive them wild.” 
 
    “Well...” I swallow, “I can just stop them if that happens.” I know that's not true. I'm only a hundred and twenty-five pounds, and I've lost fights against girls a few years younger who weigh less. I'm not a fighter, but I don't want to admit that he might be right. 
 
    That wasn't the whole point of this. 
 
    I just wanted to make him mad. 
 
    And he is mad, just not how I expected. “Oh, yeah? You'll stop it? Go ahead. Let's see if you stop me.” 
 
    His hand flashes across my vision, sending my face twisting to the side. The sting sharp and blinding, and when I turn back to face him, his other hand comes around, sending my face spinning the other way. 
 
    “Ow, stop that!” 
 
    “I don't think words'll work on these boys. In fact, I think a lot of talking from you would probably just cause them to do this.” His hand flies to my throat, wrapping around and squeezing, cutting air off from my lungs. I tense up, my hand reaching for his wrist, pulling, yanking, and digging to no avail.  
 
    I'm about to pass out, a fog of blur surrounding my vision. Tightening, closing in, eyes closing, hands falling limp. A strange euphoria seems to wash over me as I start to feel a little sleepy. 
 
    Until he lets go and it all comes rushing back to me in a split second. Blood pours into my face and burns and ragged breathing struggles to regain itself. But at the time that my body comes back from the brink of collapse, that same nervous energy from before cycles through me, and it starts to well up deep in my core. 
 
    His aggression is turning me on! What the hell?! 
 
    “Jesus, stop it, you dick,” I rasp out. 
 
    “Those are some words. But what do you expect from a filthy slut. Mouth to match the pussy. But again, words won't do anything to a man messed up with lust. I mean,” he says, tsking, “look at this.” He gestures to my bountiful, teasing cleavage. “A man ain't stopping at just lookin'.” 
 
    He grabs the inside of my shirt, just between my tits, and yanks apart, easily separating the fabric and sending buttons scattering across the kitchen floor. In a single instant, my chest spills from my shirt, my tits bouncing around from the force of his pull. 
 
    “Oh my God!” I scream, reaching to cover myself up. Unfortunately, the tightness of my shirt makes it all but impossible to keep the two halves together. Letting go causes my shirt to split open, my tits dividing the fabric so that they can hang as free as their heft demands. 
 
    Which is important because he won't let me hold it closed, swatting my hands away as I try to regain my decency. 
 
    “Stop it!” 
 
    “You think a bunch of pussy-starved boys are going to 'stop it'?” 
 
    “This is no way to treat your daughter!” 
 
    “There we go again. Calling yourself my daughter, when you fought like hell to deny it before. But if you want to play that, then we're going to make it last from here on out, not just 'cause you want to avoid punishment.” 
 
    He spins me around, pushing my back until my large tits press against the wall. I push against the drywall feebly, knowing that I can't escape even if I want to. 
 
    And a growing part of me doesn't want to, no matter how much I scream obscenities and threaten him. I want to see how far he'll go, how far he'll take me. 
 
    He yanks on my hips, causing my feet to shuffle backwards toward him and my ass to stick out. He grabs my cheeks that my cut-off shorts so kindly delivered to him. He crushes them in his finger tips, pinching the fat and causing me to flinch as my daddy's hands molest me. 
 
    “Come on, now. Let's hear it.” 
 
    His hand comes off and springs back against me, slapping my bare ass inside my revealing shorts. A perfect slap to my fleshy ass that sends my hips bucking back toward the wall. But daddy continues to hold me back out from the wall so that his hand has free rein to strike me. 
 
    “Ahhhh!” I yelp. 
 
    He spanks me again, my cheeks sparking red as his strong hand whips obedience into me. 
 
    “Let's hear it. Who's your daddy?” 
 
    Shocked into confusion, even though the question is incredibly straightforward, I mutter, “Who's my—“ 
 
    He prevents my asinine question, slapping the last word out of my mouth through my ass. From different angles, he attacks my flesh, hitting me directly, from above, from below, from the side, blistering my ass from every direction. 
 
    “Come on, let's hear it, babygirl.” 
 
    His last swing almost forces the words from my mouth. “You are! You are, you are, you are!” I cry out. 
 
    “I'm what?” he asks, lifting his hand and waiting for the correct response. 
 
    “You're my daddy! And I'm you're daughter!” 
 
    “And daddy raised a good girl, right? One who listens?” 
 
    I nod rapidly but his hand strikes my burning flesh, sending a twinge of pain through me. 
 
    “Nods don't signal respect. I need to hear it,” he commands. 
 
    “Yes, I'm a good girl.” 
 
    “Daddy didn't raise no slut?” he says simply. 
 
    “No, no, daddy didn't raise no slut!” I spit out, readily complying to his questions. My ass is sore, my body shaky and unwilling to resist. 
 
    “Good,” he says, “I don't want you so desperate for attention that you're going to act out anymore. I need to set you straight so that you don't go seeking the company of boys. Isn't that what you want?” 
 
    I nod, but when I see the peripheral lift of his hand, I spurt, “Yes, yes, daddy! That's what I want!” 
 
    His hand allayed, he instead issues a command, “Take off your shorts.” 
 
    I do immediately, almost without thinking, scared that his hand might resume its assault. With my butt still off the wall and my chest holding me up, I reach down and remove my belt, unbuttoning and unzipping, swaying my hips back and forth to allow the torn jeans to fall to the floor. 
 
    “You thought of everything,” he says, his finger lifting the strand of my g-string, pulling it downward as he lifts it from my crack. When he gets far enough down, the fabric lifts from my pussy, and for the first time, I feel how wet I've gotten since daddy laid his hands on me! 
 
    I knew it. I knew I was getting aroused, but I didn't want to admit it. Now—now that the evidence is so clear—all the pain I'd been thinking about is replaced by the budding excitement I'd been housing down in my pussy. 
 
    “Something like this”—he runs the string between his finger—”this is why I look out for you. This is dangerous stuff right here.” He leans in close, his mouth next to my ear as he whispers, “That's why daddy's gotta fuck you, babygirl. Put all this sex stuff out of your mind so you don't need to think about being slutty anymore.” 
 
    Daddy lets go of the string and it snaps back into my crack, causing me to moan and giggle. All the fear and worry I'd been feeling is nothing compared to my sudden desire to be fucked. My pussy wet, my stomach tight and nervous, the insertion of his cock inside my virgin pussy will release every drop of explosive libido. I want it gone from me, and I want daddy to take it. 
 
    “Yes, daddy,” I say, “Teach me a lesson.” 
 
    He drops his pants, his cock already thick and tumid, his bulging rod an aphrodisiac all in itself. Hard and wide, the sight of his cock makes me take mental measurements, wondering if something like it would even fit in my tight hole. But seeing it only makes me eager for it all the more. 
 
    “Put your dick in me, daddy,” my dirty mind spouts. 
 
    As he pulls the string to the side and out of my crack and his cock touches my slick opening, he pauses, “I don't know. That sounds like something a slut would say.” 
 
    “Daddy!” I whine. “That's not fair. If you don't take care of me, I'm going to have to go on being a slut all the time.” I'd never do that, but I'll admit to anything, I don't even care! 
 
    “Is that right?” 
 
    “Yes, yes,” I reply, so horny and frustrated that I'm willing to beg and cry if I need to. “If daddy takes care of me, then I'll be his slut. Only his! I promise.” 
 
    He laughs, “I expect good girls to always keep their promises.” 
 
    His cock enters me from behind, spreading my moist pussy so wide that a gasp and a moan simultaneously escape my lips. A sustained moan holds me as his dick makes its way into me, opening me all the way until the hilt, his hips pressing hard into my ass as he makes sure I feel everything he feeds me. 
 
    “Oh shit, daddy,” I groan, my fingers digging into the wall as my pussy grips his meat, adjusting around the thickness I've never felt before. 
 
    My groan continues as daddy holds himself inside me, his hands meticulously closing around my waist, his fingers boring into my slim stomach as he enjoys how deep he is inside me. 
 
    “You are tight, baby. You are choking my dick in there. Maybe I was wrong, maybe you aren't a slut.” 
 
    “That's what I was saying, daddy!” 
 
    “Well, it's too late now. There's no harm in learning a lesson early.” 
 
    He pulls out as he says that, his long cock a torturous withdrawal, my pussy begging to be filled again. He reads my mind and shoves it back in, satisfying my lust with a quick thrust, fucking my tight hole into acceptance of his will. 
 
    In and out, his cock pushes my tits up the wall, mashing them as he rhythmically pounds his hips into mine. The bounce of my ass is fantastic, a reminder of daddy's power over me as he controls the tempo and the force. 
 
    I reach back, pinning my chest and face flush against the wall, grabbing my ass and spreading it open. It widens my cunt, exposing me to daddy's thrusts, and as he sees it happening, he takes it as his moment to enjoy the view. 
 
    “That pussy looks so fucking juicy, babygirl.” He slows his strokes down, watching intently at every motion his cock creates, pushing it in and taking it out, watching my pink lips dragging along his cock, hugging him so he doesn't leave. 
 
    “Oh, I could do this all day, little girl.” 
 
    “No, daddy,” I moan, “Fuck me good. Punish your little slut.” 
 
    “You're not going to be a slut anymore, so you won't be needing this.” He wraps the band of my panties in his hand, giving it an easy pull, ripping it apart in a display of manly strength. The broken fabric falls down my legs. 
 
     Daddy spins me around to face him. He stretches my nipples, pulling them out hard enough that I follow along and pop off the wall, where he snatches a kiss from me. 
 
    “I expect you to come for daddy, babygirl. You think you can do that?” 
 
    “Of course, daddy. I'm dripping wet.” 
 
    “Is that so?” 
 
    I nod sheepishly, and he places the flat of his hand under my cunt. The slightest touch gathers a pool of liquid, and I shudder from his blatant abuse of my dignity.  
 
    “You want daddy's dick inside that sweet cunt?” 
 
    I nod. 
 
    “Let's hear it.” 
 
    “Please, fuck me, daddy.” 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    Having a feeling that I know what he's looking for, I respond, “In my sweet cunt, daddy.” It's like all that shit I said to him earlier is coming back, provoking him to humiliate me. 
 
    “Good girl.” Daddy pulls off his shirt. I move up to him, the urge to press my soft tits against his hairy, taut, rippling chest. As I grab his cock and stroke his thickness, I tilt my head up to give him a kiss. But daddy dodges it, instead yanking my shirt down my arms, baring me completely.  
 
    I wait for his command. Our nudity together should put us even, but I feel far more vulnerable; my small, thin body submitting to daddy's physique. I couldn't deny him in this position, which makes his naked body powerful and mine submissive. 
 
    That vulnerability is amplified as daddy jams me against the wall, grabbing under my right knee and lifting it up to the side. My knee up above my belly button, I teeter on my other foot, the wall keeping me balanced. 
 
    My slit spread wide, daddy's insertion is smooth and fast, blasting in like my pussy is designed for him. It might just be, but the moan out of my mouth is one of shock and explosive pleasure, reigniting all the arousal and pain and humiliation daddy's put in me. My mouth remains open, eliciting multiple grunts as daddy rams his cock up and inside, fucking me furiously. 
 
    He wants me to come. 
 
    “Oh fuck.” 
 
    He wants all this pleasure inside me to release. 
 
    “Give it to me.” 
 
    He wants his little girl's cunt to explode. 
 
    “I want you to come in my pussy.” 
 
    He leans into me, his chest pressing against my tits, pinning me hard as he kisses me deep and passionately. His tongue tastes me as his close proximity slows his thrusts, forcing them deep into me, carefully letting me experience in his entire shaft. 
 
    With all the aggravation of his pounding, it's the slow lovemaking that sends me over. The long, deep, penetrating, cunt-piercing thrusts that rack my pussy, spilling the tidal wave of pleasure that daddy's been creating in his baby girl. 
 
    “Yeah, come for daddy,” he says, taking my mouth in his as I burst on his dick. 
 
    I rumble, my legs shaking in daddy's grasp, my pussy quivering, my ass ricocheting off the wall as I groan my pleasure into daddy's waiting mouth. He bites my lip, opening my mouth for him to hear all my pleasure out loud. 
 
    “Yeeeeessss, yes, yes, yes!” I moan in ecstasy. 
 
    As I start to come down, daddy picks up his speed, fucking my sensitive cunt as he prepares to come inside me. 
 
    He give me three really hard, angry thrusts as his body spasms. He groans, and his cock deep inside me shoots its load all over my vaginal walls. He coats me in daddy-seed, filling me up and using his own semen as a lube for a few additional thrusts, exhausted but desperate to get the most out of his little girl. 
 
    As he pulls out, he keeps my leg held up to the side. I squeeze my pussy, feeling the cum spill out onto my leg, a few drops falling directly to the floor. His hand plunges down, slapping my cunt a couple times, the splash of juice and cum spattering all over my legs, his hand, and the floor. I tremble, twitching at the dark perversion of daddy's probing hand. 
 
    He grabs a chair from the kitchen table, trading places with it as he sets my leg up on it. 
 
    “Now,” he says, pointing a finger at me, “Sluts need to be punished with the consequences of being a slut.”  
 
    “B-but, daddy?!” I panic. 
 
    “You're going to sit here, not moving”—he emphasizes threateningly—“until every last drop of daddy comes out of that cunt. All of it. You call me when you think you're empty.” He runs his hand down the inside of my thigh, collecting a drop of semen. He runs his finger over my lips, leaving me a tasty reminder of him. “And then I'll come feel inside you to make sure it's all gone.” 
 
    He leaves the room, and I'm stuck standing against the wall, extremely tired from my dynamic orgasm, but too fearful of retribution if I move at all. 
 
    Instead, I stay as calm as I can, counting away the seconds as cum continues to drip out of my soaking pussy. It's only a matter of time before daddy comes back and sticks his fingers back inside me. 
 
    I might just have to beg him to keep them there. Slut's only a word, anyway. 
 
    -   -   - 
 
   


  
 

 Daddy Finds Me Tied Up 
 
    I pull against the straps, enjoying the snugness on my wrists. We've never done this before, but I already feel this amazing tug in my stomach. I'm incredibly excited, the bad girl in me wants to come out and get a little nasty. 
 
    I look at my boyfriend, James, as he fastens my leg to the corner post of my bed. The look in his eye is one of burning desire. I can see his mouth mulling around, as if he's thinking about eating me up. 
 
    The whole reason we decided to do this is because I have a bad habit of wanting to stop James when he does all sorts of things to me. I don't know if it's anxiety or what, but I'm always guiding his head with my hands, or closing my legs on him, or pulling away when the sensations get too powerful. It's a big reason why I've never come before. 
 
    “Are you excited, sexy?” he asks, pulling the straps tight. 
 
    I nod. “Oh yeah. I want you so bad right now.” I do feel anxious, but it's actually being quelled by my desire. It feels like this just might work. 
 
    I'm completely spread apart, each limb tied to a corner post of the bed, trapping me to my mattress. I have only my pink panties and bra on—I even threw on my long pink heels for the kink factor—but I feel entirely naked. I can imagine his fingers touching me, and when I pull against the bindings, I don't budge a single inch. The thought that I couldn't offer even an ounce of resistance is intoxicating. 
 
    I just want his hands all over me. I just want my bra undone, my tits free for playing with, my panties removed, my soaking cunt clear as day. 
 
    But as he begins to unbutton his shirt, he stops, his head cocking to the side. His smile disappears, and he's lost as his eyes search around. 
 
    “What is it, babe?” I ask, trying to see where his eyes are focused on the wall.  
 
    I don't see anything. 
 
    He raises his hand, waving at me. “Shh, shh, shh,” he harshly whispers. 
 
    I shake my head, trying to shrug my shoulders as if they weren't bound to the bed. “What?” 
 
    “Don't you hear that?” he asks, panic ushering his words. 
 
    He hurries over to the bedroom door, cracking it open so he can peek through.  
 
    Suddenly, he leaps back, startled.  
 
    “What? What is it?” 
 
    He turns and rushes to the window. 
 
    “Where are you going?” 
 
    “It's your stepdad! He's back home!” 
 
    “So, what—wait!” 
 
    He pulls the window open, searching the ground for a clear landing spot. “Babe, I'm not sticking around. If he finds me, he'll kill me. You know your dad.” 
 
    “Well—goddamn it!—at least fucking untie me!” I shout in a hushed tone. I yank against the straps, which give way nothing at all. 
 
    For a second, James stops, considers his actions, and starts to pull his leg back in through the window. Thank God! He's coming back to release me. Damn, after this, I don't know if I can trust the son of a bitch. I can't believe he was going to just leave me here. 
 
    But then my stepdad calls out for me from across the house. “Jesse? Can you come help me?” 
 
    James freezes, his eyes wide and dilated like a frightened animal. He stares at the door, looks at me, back to the door, and then makes a run for it. “Sorry, babe,” he says, climbing out the window. 
 
    “Sorry! Sorry! You fucker!” I scream, pulling at my straps futilely. “You're so dead when I see you again!” 
 
    Glancing to the door, I realize that he left it open after checking through it. My tone changes to one of begging. “Please, James, come back. Come help me, please!” 
 
    I have no idea if he heard me, but all I'm met with is a breeze coming through the window. 
 
    He's gone. 
 
    I yank at the straps, trying my damnedest to loosen something, to break something, to give me just an extra inch of motion. But, unfortunately for once, we didn't buy the cheap stuff, and I'm unable to change anything about my situation. 
 
    Suddenly, I hear the door open as I'm fiddling with the strap strangling my right wrist. 
 
    “Hey, I was calling you, didn't you—“  
 
    When I turn to the left, I see the tall, rugged construction worker that is my stepdad blankly staring at me, fixated on that near-nudity I was so excited about before but feel incredibly self-conscious of now. 
 
    “Heeeeeyyy, daddy. What are you up to?” I ask, trying to play the sweet and innocent girl. The sweet and innocent girl who's tied up because her boyfriend wanted to fuck her especially rough. 
 
    “What the hell are you doing, Jesse?” 
 
    “Oh this?” I say, twisting my wrists in mock fashion, playing it cool. “Nothing.” 
 
    His anger is flaring. “Where's that goddamn boy?!” 
 
    “He ran off like a coward,” I spit out.  
 
    After a moment, daddy shakes his head in disappointment. “Jesus Christ, Jesse. This is the type of stuff you do while I'm out of the house?” 
 
    I twist my lips, annoyed that he's going to lecture me now. “Please, daddy, I'm not really in the mood.” 
 
    “You're not in the mood?! How 'bout me? You think this is what I want to come home to on one of my few days off? Seeing my stepdaughter dressed up and tied to the bed like a whore.” 
 
    I roll my eyes. “Oh, like you and mom don't get into it like this.” 
 
    “What me and your mother do is none of your business. But, honestly, no, we aren't doing crazy shit like this.” 
 
    I scoff, “Well, then, I feel sorry for you.” Almost. 
 
    “Oh, you think you're better than us? I'm not the one who's boyfriend ran off like a pussy and left her tied to the bed.” 
 
    Yeah, that's why I felt 'almost' sorry for him. I blush, my face turning crimson as I can't sink any further into the mattress. “Will you just help untie me, please?” The 'please' was no where as nice as it needed to be. 
 
    “Why should I?” he asks, folding his arms and approaching the side of the bed. 
 
    That same nervous fear runs through me that watching my boyfriend ditch me and leap out a window produced. “Ugh,” I sigh, frustrated, “don't do that. Don't be a prude.” 
 
    “Prude?” he laughs. “Just because your mother isn't interested in this stuff, doesn't mean I'm not.” 
 
    I shake my head. “Oh, now it's not crazy. Stop joking around and untie me.” 
 
    He looks me up and down. A shiver runs through me as his eyes examine my body. My panties and bra are nearly see through, but when I try to cover myself up from his lecherous view, it comes to no avail as my hands and legs cannot escape their resistance. 
 
    My body is open for the taking and there's nothing I can do about it. 
 
    A queasy nervous energy hits my stomach again, reminiscent of when James was tying the straps. 
 
    It makes me uncomfortable. He's my stepdad. “Will you stop, you pervert?” I weakly complain. It's only a little uncomfortable, that is. 
 
    “I don't know,” he says. 
 
    “You don't... know?” I ask, dumbfounded. 
 
    “Like I said, I'm kind of into it. It's not like your mother ever lets me have any fun.” His left hand falls to my thigh, his fingertips brushing up against me as he lazily carries them up my leg. 
 
    I shudder, the sudden soft touch sending a spark through my skin. It feels so fucking good! I must still be supercharged from earlier, and daddy's hand is ramping me up all over again. 
 
    “Daddy. What are you doing?” I plead, scared of my own reaction. I try to close my legs like a reflex, like all girls do when they start to get aroused. It's almost like a protective mechanism. 
 
    But mechanisms don't work when there are ropes involved. 
 
    “I think that if my little girl wants to play around with some kinks, get a little extreme with things, then I should be a part of that. We could both use some experimentation.” 
 
    “Daddy, that's not—ooooohhhh.” 
 
    Daddy's hand jumps to my panties, his middle finger pressing against the fabric and pushing deep into my cunt. 
 
    “That's not... what? You look pretty fucking wet to me.” 
 
    “Nooooo,” I moan out, my one word response tired in its formality of denial. 
 
    Daddy pulls the fabric aside, exposing my pussy, allowing him to get close and personal with his exploring finger. His large middle finger presses directly against my slit now, my moisture clinging to him as he slides it up and down. Shimmying it back and forth, he spreads me open, dancing it along my clit as he enjoys the view of my bare pussy. 
 
    I want to close my legs, to struggle against the pressure, to close off daddy's access to me. I want to push him away, to keep him from touching my body. It's like an urge I can't fulfill, constantly aware that this itch exists that I can't scratch. That's the anxiety talking. 
 
    His finger pushes into my cunt, the slick entrance of his digit making a sloshy, sucking sound. 
 
    “That's pussy is tight and juicy,” he groans, hungry for my body. 
 
    I moan, the intensity of him inside me crushing all resistance. 
 
    Do I only have that urge because I can't move? Would I be trying to stop him at all if I had complete freedom? Or is it because I can't resist that I want to resist? 
 
    The urge is only going to pick up from here. 
 
    Daddy's fingers of his free hand slide under my bra, lifting the wiring up and pushing the cups over my tits, letting my mounds jiggle against the drag of the fabric. A tingle flows through me at my forced nudity, amplified by daddy's lustful gaze on his little girl. 
 
    “Oh, man, I have only dreamed about tits like yours.” 
 
    My face flushes as daddy's dreams become reality. He leans over me, his mouth planting firmly on my left nipple, biting my tender flesh as he massages my supple breasts. 
 
    I groan against his lips, and daddy's finger finds a renewed interest in my pussy. As he sucks on my nipples like his tasty treat, his finger works its magic next to my repositioned panties, alternating between sliding down my slit and poking into me. 
 
    His tongue on my sensitive nipples, though, is the overriding sensation that starts to drive me up the wall. “That feels awesome, daddy, when you suck on my titties.” 
 
    He takes my other nipple between his fingers, twisting it lightly, pulling it gently as he probes my hole and tastes my flesh. I can feel that familiar sensation building up in my pussy, that quivering mess it wants to make me forming in my mind. I want to push away, but I can't 
 
    “Fuck, babygirl. Your titties taste so fucking good.” With a loud suctioning noise, he pulls on my tit with his mouth, letting it go as it strains against his force. 
 
    He stands up, dropping his pants and pulling his cock out. It takes only a few strokes to bring his half-erect cock to fully-erect. His thick member is way bigger than James's, pulsing as his body pumps blood into it so that he can pump it into his daughter. 
 
    “I want your pretty little mouth on my cock, babygirl.” 
 
    “Daddy, I don't know—we shouldn't.” 
 
    But daddy climbs atop the bed, positioning himself on his knees to the side of my head. My reluctance means nothing as daddy easily pulls my head to the side, lifting it slightly so that he can gain easy entrance. 
 
    Holding my head, he guides his cock with the other hand. 
 
    But I don't open my mouth, instead wanting to keep daddy's humongous dick out. It's the anxiety, fighting at every moment at becoming too aroused. 
 
    But daddy doesn't relent, dabbing the tip of cock on my lips, “Open up, little lady.” 
 
    When I don't, he lets go of his cock, instead using his fingers to force open my jaw. Easily. I mean, really easily. He only needs his thumb to somehow pry me open, and with his super hard cock in front of me, all it takes is a simple thrust of his hips and his cock penetrates my mouth. 
 
    Daddy groans as my warm mouth circles him, holding it there as he relishes being inside me. My mouth salivates in return, daddy's taste strong but delicious, his cock requiring the full expanse of my mouth. My jaw opens wide and my throat touches his tip, causing me to gag for a while as he continues to hold himself inside. 
 
    I struggle to regain my composure, but I do finally, my reflex adjusting to his length. Daddy just holds himself there while I proceed to salivate heavily. I can feel his dick soaking up my spit and causing some of it to dribble out onto the bed. 
 
    “Ooooo, it's daddy's lucky day,” he growls. “I'm gonna fuck you as hard as I want, babygirl.” 
 
    When he starts thrusting, he opens with aggression, his hand holding my head up by the hair as he fucks my face, his huge cock driving into my mouth. He fucks me hard, using my hole like a spare pussy, stabbing his dick into me as if he were trying to make my mouth come. 
 
    I taste drops of precum as he darts into me, specks shooting from him and landing all throughout my mouth. The salty goodness is difficult to appreciate as he pushes it deep past my tongue. 
 
    I can't compete against his explosive energy, forced to simply keep my mouth open as he feeds his dick to the back of my throat. His cock glides over my tongue, his soft foreskin dragging along as his dick aches from its overly thick arousal. 
 
    Then a loud smack shocks me, his hand slapping my breast vigorously. I groan as he beats my tits, striking them directly and askew, aiming his shots at my erect nipples, his fingertips swatting at the nubs. I want to call out 'Daddy!', but my mouth is full of his meat, and the only sound out of my mouth is a vibrant humming along his cock. 
 
    His smacks come furiously, matching the rhythm of his lunges, his cock pushing in deep just as his hand finds my breast, stinging me mercilessly.  
 
    I don't know what to focus on. The force in my mouth or the pain on my tits. Each is supercharging my cunt, dampening my pussy more and more, compelling my innards to tremble in fear and arousal. Each domineering movement turns me on! 
 
    Daddy fucks me like a dirty slut, having his way with me, however he wants it. And all I can do is take it from him like a good little girl! 
 
    He pulls out quickly, squeezing his cock in his hand. I gasp for air, strands of saliva clinging to my chin as I swallow and try my best to clean myself up with my shoulder. 
 
    “Fuck, I have to keep myself from blowing my load in you too fast.” 
 
    Daddy rounds to the other side of the bed, removing the ropes from around my feet. A relaxation warms over me as I can finally bend my legs and move them around. 
 
    “I like these heels,” he admires, running his hands over the pink stilettos. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I ask, closing my legs together. 
 
    “Daddy needs to take a break, maybe give you a little fun in the process.” 
 
    He climbs up toward me, grabbing my panties out from under me, pulling them away from my sopping cunt and tossing them to the floor. 
 
    He seizes my knees, spreading me apart as if I wasn't clutching them together. He gives one good look, licks his lips, and says, “Damn, that sloppy pussy looks good.” 
 
    “Daddy! That's gross,” I blush. 
 
    “Oh, come on, babygirl. You can't be kinky without some dirty talk. Now come to daddy.” 
 
    Daddy holds my legs to each side, dipping his face into my heated box. His first lick meets a puddle of arousal, and I moan loudly, my sensitivity boiling over. I love the feeling of a soft tongue on my cunt, and the fact that I can't move my hands to guide daddy's head makes it all the more erotic. 
 
    His tongue glides along my slit, devouring my flavor. He uses the flat to press against me, covering as much surface area as possible, sticking it out rapidly to collect and bring it all back to his mouth. The tip of his tongue flicks over my clit, caressing the bump into sharp and intense bouts of pleasure. 
 
    It's like my pussy was meant for his mouth, the overwhelming sensation too good to live without. Daddy sucks on my clit, the folds of flesh entering his mouth, drawing it in so that his tongue can welcome it home. Tiny tongue punches work me over, the stimulation building in my gut like so many times before. 
 
    So many times before where I'd stop James from pushing on, forcing him to quit so that I wouldn't have to experience whatever weird feelings it might bring. I'm so nervous about orgasms that I've always blocked them from happening, content in just the buildup. 
 
    But only because I'm so afraid. I want them to happen, I just never have the courage to let them go on by themselves. 
 
    Now, though... do I even have a choice? 
 
    “Daddy, stop...” I moan. 
 
    He ignores me. 
 
    “Daddy, it feels too good. Stop.” 
 
    But daddy keeps on eating me out, adding in even more stimulation against my complaints. 
 
    He slips his thumb into my pussy, gripping the bottom of my cunt and stroking it with his digit. 
 
    I don't understand why he chose his thumb, not until he inserts his next finger. 
 
    His forefinger slips along my pussy, feeling my slit along the edges. But it fails to enter. Instead, daddy swings it around and attacks my anus, slowly pressing his thick finger into my tight asshole. 
 
    “Daddy! No!” I cry out, incapable of moving on the bed without the use of my arms and daddy's arm pinning one of my legs to the side. 
 
    As always, the animal in daddy is in control, and he chooses not to listen to my whining. His finger advances, sliding into my ass easily while using my pussy's arousal for lubricant. When he reaches the last knuckle, I groan, the intrusion of his unwanted finger unsettling but tantalizing, causing me to squirm and clutch it at the same time. 
 
    Then daddy brings his thumb and forefinger together, pinching the vaginal wall between my pussy and anus. He begins to rub his fingers against one another, as if he were testing the softness of me from the inside! Dragging his fingers to the edge, he massages my wall, stroking it with light movements. 
 
    When his mouth falls back to suckling my clit, the discomfort of my anal penetration is lost to the pleasure of so much hitting me at once. Throw in that daddy reaches for my chest, fingering my nipple with his other hand, and the quad sensations send me into a spiral that's about to make me explode. 
 
    In between moans and ragged breaths, I say, “Daddy! I can't! Stop. I don't want to come.” 
 
    He looks up for only a second, finally responding to my pleas, “Too bad, babygirl. Daddy's not doing all this work for nothing. He wants to see that little body blow up.” 
 
    Tweaking my nipple, sucking my clit, and fingering my ass and pussy together, my body gives way to its first orgasm ever, my hands struggling to free themselves and stop this whole mess. 
 
    All I can say is I'm glad they weren't free to do anything. 
 
    My anxiety-ridden brain doesn't know a damn thing about what's good for me! 
 
    My hips quake, my ass picking up off the bed as muscles send me skyward. 
 
    “Oh, daddy, daddy!” I scream. 
 
    My pussy quivers, shaking as its energy flows throughout my body, my nipple burning with each twist of his fingers. I spasm, my stomach sucking in and holding there, as my orifices squeeze and hug daddy's fingers, begging him to stuff as much in me as he can. 
 
    I moan so loudly that I'm scared I'm going to blow a lung. The feeling is so powerful and fantastic that I might just have a brain aneurysm when all is said and done. 
 
    And I'd do it all over again anyway! I can't believe I was so scared of that amazing burst of pleasure. 
 
    As my body calms down, I collapse back to the bed.  
 
    Daddy sits up, stroking his cock to ensure its hardness. He grabs my legs, holding them vertical, using the stilettos of my shoes as a grip. With a simple motion of his hips, his cock slides into my gushing cunt. 
 
    “Oooohhhh, fuck, daddy!” I scream. “It's too sensitive!” 
 
    But daddy pays me no mind, fucking me wildly as his hands hold onto my heels. His long cock hits the back of my pussy, just as easily as it hit the back of my throat. 
 
    After a few thrusts, he says, “Don't worry, babygirl. It won't be long.” 
 
    Oh, good. He's going to come soon. 
 
    He pulls out instead, binding my legs together with a single hand. He guides his cock downward and presses the bulbous head against my tight backdoor. 
 
    “Daddy, that's not meant for that! You're too big!” 
 
    “You'll loosen up when daddy gets in there. Come on, babygirl, daddy's always wanted to fuck a kinky slut in her ass.” 
 
    “Do it with someone else, then!” 
 
    “Why?” he laughs, “When I got you right here, all tied up for me?” 
 
    His dick proceeds, splitting my ass open with his massive hard-on. 
 
    I grunt, his cock so thick that the pain is far greater than anything his finger could possibly achieve. I hold my breath, taking his dick a little at a time as my ass learns to accept him. 
 
    “Relax,” he soothes. 
 
    “You try to”—I grunt—“relax when something so big is up your butt.” 
 
    After a while of sliding in, his dick seems to skip an inch at a time, tugging on me before breaking free and jumping forward. After a good three or four skips, his cock pierces me completely, sliding the rest of the way without much of a fight. His whole length fits inside me, his girth widening my ass. I squeak as daddy shifts around on the bed, every tiny movement felt deep in my core. 
 
    He starts to pull out, but I say, “Give me a moment, just a minute.” 
 
    He pauses, allowing me to catch my breath and focus on loosening all the muscles in my body. I grip the ropes to my restraints, bracing myself for everything he's about to give me. 
 
    He pulls out leisurely, eliciting a sigh of relief from me as his cock nearly empties me. That sigh is halted as he reinserts, his cock taking its rightful place inside me.  
 
    I groan but realize that the reinsertion is a whole lot easier than the first time. Just that knowledge makes me relax even more, making the next few thrusts easier than every preceding one. 
 
    An then it isn't about easier; it's about each one becoming more pleasurable than the last. 
 
    As his cock busts into me, my ass's sensitivity skyrockets, each propulsion of thick man reinvigorating my satisfaction. Long and deep, his cock smashes into me, ramming his entire length into my dirty back entrance. 
 
    And for every stroke, my pleasure is excited, energized by the rapid beast controlling my body and fucking me in the only hole I have left. Fucking me with wild abandon, ramming his cock to his own rhythm, driving his own lust while steering my legs by my heels. 
 
    He holds my ass up by my legs, keeping me well-positioned so that he doesn't have to work too hard to feed me every inch of him.  
 
    Daddy fucks my tight ass, and all I can think about is how slutty it makes me feel. 
 
    How wet it makes my cunt. 
 
    How much it inspires my lust for this man in my life. 
 
    The feeling of his cock. Tight and thick. Deep inside. Running in and out, breaking my anal virginity. 
 
    The wholly rhythmic thrusting that constantly feeds my desire to be pulverized. My ass begs for his cock each time it's even slightly withdrawn, only satisfied when he pushes it all the way back in. 
 
    I'm his dirty little slut. Tied to the wall because I'm so fucking naughty. 
 
    I need to be controlled. I need to be fucked in order to be loved; otherwise, I'm not worth it. 
 
    That same feeling from before erupts within me, causing me to spasm and vibrate on daddy's dick. 
 
    “I'm coming again!” I cry out, wowed by my body's willingness to fall apart. 
 
    “Oh fuck! Yes, yes, yes!” daddy finally shouts. 
 
    As my body starts to rock in his grip, daddy lets go of my legs, grabbing around my waist and pulling me onto his cock, storing it deep inside. Even with my own twitching body, I can feel daddy's dick begin to throb inside me, my tight ass hugging him and making every motion from him pronounced.  
 
    He groans and out spills his manly seed. His cock pulses, firing his load deep inside my anal cavity, pumping and pumping; two, three, six, eight pumps, each one unleashing a wave of cum that warms me from the inside. All this happens while my body wrenches around him, my pussy and ass squeezing, grasping his cock and drawing his cum further in. It's probably why he fired so much into me, my ass the instigator that won't take no for an answer. 
 
    We both pulse on each other, dying down together, my body unclenching as his cock grows soft. His withdrawal is slow and torturous, popping out with a definitive plop. That sound is chased by a stream of escaping semen, bursting out as my loose ass is slow to pucker up again. I finally regain my tightness, keeping whatever is left of daddy inside me until I can push it out later. 
 
    “Oh my God!” I flush, excited and relieved it's all done, “That felt amazing.” 
 
    “You like it in your ass, babygirl?” 
 
    I nod, ashamed to say it out loud. 
 
    “Good,” he says, swatting me on the bottom. “We need some more kink in this house. It's starting to get boring around here.” 
 
    My face burns. 
 
    “Are you going to keep playing with me, daddy?” I ask, worried that he might say no. 
 
    “Who else am I going to tie up and fuck in the ass?” 
 
    I smile, and daddy picks up his pants, heading over to his bedroom to clean up. 
 
    I move my arms. Or at least, I try to, meeting only resistance. 
 
    Oh, goddamn it! 
 
    “Daddy!” I scream out. No response. 
 
    Cum gushes from my ass as I struggle to right myself against the backboard. 
 
    I blow a strand of hair out of my face in frustration. 
 
    I close my legs, feeling the rush of vulnerability start to show in my pussy. 
 
    I shake my head.  
 
    Nothing's kinkier than getting turned-on by being forgotten twice in one day. 
 
    -   -   - 
 
   


  
 

 Gift-wrapped for Daddy Santa 
 
    The poor man. 
 
    It's tough enough that my mom ran out on my stepfather and me with their accountant—an accountant, for Joy's sake!—but now his work is cutting Christmas bonuses, leaving him panicking about not being able to cover gifts for everyone. 
 
    Especially me. 
 
    How'd I find that out? The stockings were still hung with care, but how else do you explain the barren ground underneath the Christmas tree? Daddy usually sets down at least a few gifts early to tantalize me before the big day. 
 
    But I'm a grown woman. Getting gifts isn't something I've thought about for years. Sure, it's nice, but I can always buy my own stuff when it matters. It just bothers me how much it upsets daddy that he can't spoil me like he typically does. 
 
    That's why I have my own gift for him. I want to show him that Christmas isn't about the material things; it's about being with family and enjoying each other's company.  
 
    And I'm going to give daddy the best company around: My young body waiting for him under the Christmas tree! He should be with someone who makes him truly happy, not some horrible woman who runs when the going gets rough. Daddy is the type of man you stick with no matter what. 
 
    I'm not just going to wait. I woke up so early that not a creature was stirring, not even my dog Faust. I did it all to set up this whole scrumptious situation. 
 
    And I'm a spoiled little girl at that! Daddy's usually the one to wake me up in the morning, whether it's for work, for school, or for church; so you know I'm serious when I make an effort to be up at the crack of dawn. 
 
    I make sure I doll myself up just how daddy always likes me. I curl my bright blonde hair, put on some deep red lipstick and nail polish, and blush my cheeks, making my whole body a festive invite for daddy's smoldering body. 
 
    I need to do all that first because there is no way I'll be able to get it done after I finish tying myself up.  
 
    Yep, that's right! It isn't Christmas until your gifts are wrapped up in a nice little bow. I bought some glossy, bright-red ribbon, matching it to my makeup, using it as that oh so special icing on the cake. I want daddy to know that I belong to him completely, willing to do whatever he wants of me. 
 
    I head to the living room, lighting the fireplace, readying the room and myself for my gift-wrapping. The fire crackles and pops, warmth flooding the room and making me feel safe and wholesome against the frigid outside. The Christmas spirit seems to flow through me, the joy of the holidays and the comfort of the good life. Little does that spirit know, this room isn't going to be wholesome for long. 
 
    I strip naked and start with my chest, wrapping the ribbon around a few times, compressing my large bosoms, covering my nipples but leaving ample underboob. My tits are begging to be freed, and daddy's going to want to unwrap me as fast he can. 
 
    After tying the ribbon off, I circle another strand around my ass, binding my tight hips. I leave half of my ass hanging out underneath, but that's only because I can't cover it all and still walk correctly. I swoop the ribbon between my thighs a few times to cover my pussy up with the glossy paper. After I get a good enough coverage, I tuck it into the straps circling my ass. I think I might have made the first pair of ribbon panties in the world! 
 
    Now, for the pièce de résistance! I created this little ornate bow the night before, which is good I did, because it took an hour to make. It's loosely wrapped around in circles about a dozen times, forming a hollow cone, large enough to fit my arms through. There is a massive bow along the side of the cone, which should be facing upwards once I get the wrapping in place. 
 
    It's set up so that if I can... just... get both of my forearms through... the loops. There we go!  
 
    Both arms together now with the ribbon circling my forearms, it keeps my arms bound together.  
 
    If I just pull on this... loose strand... at the end of the cone... I can... close the loops and... yes! 
 
    Pulling on the strand tightens my restraints, perfectly encasing my slender arms in my own ribbon bondage, pinning them together for the sake of daddy's gift! I can't separate them, which makes a sudden flash of fear-sweat hit my skin. 
 
    Oh, boy! It makes me nervous knowing that there's no going back, that I'm basically stuck in my own wrapping until daddy finds me. 
 
    I swallow, breathing slowly, letting my nervous energy guide me as I shimmy over to the Christmas tree. I drop down to my knees, resting my arms in front of me as I face the doorway that's closest to the stairs. 
 
    When daddy turns into the living room, I'm the first thing he's going to see this Christmas morning! 
 
    What if he doesn't come down, or he's too depressed to do the normal stuff he does in the morning? 
 
    I shake my head, knowing that'll never happen. 
 
    I know he'll keep up the tradition of Santa. Even as all hell comes raining down on him, he'd never let it show, always willing to put his family and friends first. That's the type of stand-up guy he is. No matter how sad things get, daddy's always jolly ol' Saint Nick. He won't ever disappoint me. 
 
    After sitting for a good half an hour, I finally hear him getting ready upstairs. Most likely, he's changing into his Santa suit, ready to 'surprise' me with Santa coming to visit. I'm a little too old for it, but it brings daddy a lot of happiness. But daddy's going to be the one surprised today. 
 
    I can even hear the surprise as he opens my bedroom door, expecting me to be there, and the start of his pronouncement coming out, 'Merry Chr—'. But he's cut short, realizing I'm not in my bed. He closes the door and makes his way to the stairs. 
 
    Each fall of his feet on the steps makes my heart jump, knowing that in only a few seconds, daddy's going to see me bound in my sexy outfit. My mouth goes dry and my heart skips as his steps come closer and closer. I'm so nervous! But my pussy is starting to quiver, high on the anticipation of my daddy's face when he finally sees me. 
 
    “Merry Christmas!” he shouts as he reaches the bottom of the stairs. He turns the corner into the living room, dressed completely in a red Santa suit, with white fur-trimming, a large black belt with a golden buckle, and a beard as white as snow. He bellows with his hands on his imaginary belly, “Ho ho—“ 
 
    His belly stops shaking, like a bowl full of jelly, as his eyes take in the magnificent view under the tree this frosty Christmas morning. 
 
    “—hoooo, boy.”  
 
    Nothing makes a girl smile like the look of surprise she puts on her daddy's face. I laugh when I see him, in spite of myself.  
 
    “Merry Christmas, daddy,” I reply, my voice saccharine in my faux-timid innocence. There's nothing innocent in my desire for daddy! I pull my butt in slightly, letting him get a good look of my tight, bound body lithely moving on my knees. 
 
    “Babygirl, what are you doing?” His slack-jawed words come out in a hushed whisper. 
 
    “I want to celebrate with you.” 
 
    “Celebrate?” 
 
    “Yes, daddy!” I exclaim, rolling my eyes. “It's Christmas! It's the time for celebration!” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “Shh, daddy.” I lift my bound hands up to extend a finger at him, pretending to cover his lips from a distance. Lifting my arms uncovers my breasts slightly, allowing daddy a look at my ample underside, the fleshy mounds protruding from the bondage. Daddy's line of sight is clear as his focus falls to my tits, enjoying the bounty he's received for the holidays. 
 
    “I got this gift specially for you,” I say, shaking my butt. “I know Santa would never turn down a gift, knowing it'd be an insult to the person giving it.” 
 
    Daddy smiles, chuckling to himself. “Oh, is that right, little lady? That's what Santa would do?” 
 
    I nod vigorously. “Yep! He's a man of great honor.” My butt bounces up and down on my feet, showing him that youthful exuberance he loves when he doles out presents. “Now, I know Santa has a gift for daddy's little girl.” 
 
    Daddy's smile fades, “Yeah,” he mutters, rubbing his neck, “about that...” 
 
    “Eh!” I shout, not wanting to turn his emotions into something sour, “I know all about your troubles, Santa.” I wiggle my nose, “I know the North Pole has been especially cold this year, and Santa's had to be very frugal this Christmas.” 
 
    He nods, “I'm glad you understand.” 
 
    I shake my head. “That doesn't mean Santa gets off scot-free.” 
 
    He puffs out his chest, putting on his best deep Santa voice, “What can Santa do to make it up to you, little girl?” 
 
    I pick my hands up, beckoning Santa over to me. 
 
    As he approaches with wide, dramatic steps, I say, “Santa's always carrying that one special gift that he gives to the best little girl on his list.” 
 
    “I do have one little girl in mind.” 
 
    “I know it's me, Santa.” As he walks up to me, my impatience gets the better of me, the giddy aura daddy produces in me taking over. “I can't wait anymore, Santa. I want to open my gift!” 
 
    “Open your—“ His words halt as my hands latch onto his package through the thick, red wool pants.  
 
    “Oh fuck,” daddy groans, as my hands begin to massage his cock. Cupping his balls and shaft through the soft fabric sends a shudder down my spine, a warming glow that reminds me of all the comfort of the holidays. The warmth of the fire, the warmth of daddy's cock, the gentle flow of the wool in my hands. Even in something that seems so slutty, there's that sparkle of hope and love that fills me to the brim. 
 
    Move over hope and love! I need daddy to fill me in other ways. 
 
    Though my hands are tied together, I move them with deft calm, hooking my fingers through Santa's belt buckle, unlatching it easily. Pulling it apart, I shimmy Santa's pants down his legs. 
 
    The big, bulging package in his boxers drives my hunger, and I snatch his shorts, pulling them down in a flurry.  
 
    The moment of truth arrives, when, what to my wondering eyes should appear, but a monster-like cock and a moment of fear! 
 
    “Oh my God, Santa! You're so big!” Santa's girth is so wide that I can't comprehend what something so thick would feel like inside me. It becomes even scarier as it grows with each second, bouncing up and down as daddy flexes his cock. 
 
    “You know Santa has all the best gifts,” he smirks. 
 
    “But I had no idea you were hiding this from me, Santa! I feel cheated that you didn't give me this a long time ago.” 
 
    Daddy moves side to side, swinging his rock-hard cock in front of my face. “Now's your chance to make up for all those lost years, babygirl. You better love this gift with all your might.” 
 
    I nod, not wanting to let daddy down. Daddy deserves my mouth on his cock, and he sure as hell deserves a willing and wet little girl to pleasure him thoroughly. I'm not going to miss the chance to make my daddy moan in delight. 
 
    I can't spread my hands apart, so I instead guide them to daddy's balls, kneading his soft testicles between my fingers. Daddy groans, and as his head lulls back, I lean in and kiss him on the bulbous head. 
 
    “That one is for daddy.” 
 
    I kiss him again. 
 
    “That one is for Santa. And this one is for daddy Santa.” 
 
    I open my mouth and take his thick cock inside. Wrapping my lips around his soft foreskin, my mouth salivates, daddy's flavor an intoxicating drug to my tastebuds. Sweet and salty, I draw on his shaft, pulling his skin toward me and sucking the flavor down my throat. I open my mouth and pull his cock deeper inside, wrapping my lips around the far end of his shaft, engulfing his entire cock in my mouth. A difficult task, I have to focus in order not to gag, my mouth soaking his cock in a flood of saliva. 
 
    “Goddamn, baby. That's so warm.” 
 
    I massage his balls with my finger tips as I begin to go back and forth on him, eagerly swallowing daddy Santa and reluctantly retreating from him. The solid shaft in my mouth is a wonderful sensation, forcing my mouth open while being soft and gentle, enticing to my sense of touch while still suggestive of daddy Santa's virility. 
 
    Who ever would want to take a cock out of their mouth, I'll never understand them. Everything about daddy Santa's cock is so amazing as I suck on it, enjoying every inch of it, my tongue twirling around the shaft as I work on tasting his forbidden skin. 
 
    I could do it for hours, just resting my head on daddy's lap as I devour him, relishing it like a baby relishes a pacifier. 
 
    That's why it's sad when he slides his cock out of my mouth. I instinctively follow it, my tongue sticking out as I desperately try to taste it one last time. But daddy Santa is just a little too far out of my reach, and I'm denied my craving. 
 
    Gripping his cock in his hand, squeezing it as he strokes it slowly, he says, “How do I know that Santa's giving the joy of Christmas to the best little girl in town? Did you leave Santa any offerings?” 
 
    I nod and smile, the tradition not lost on me, even when I've turned it into worshiping daddy's cock. Setting up offerings to Santa has been in our family for so long, there's no way I could possibly forget it. 
 
    I lift my hands up high, motioning for daddy to pull me to my feet. He does so with a smooth, strong yank to my bindings, lifting me so quickly that my feet leave the floor for a split second. I giggle, the rush of daddy's power tingling my exposed body. 
 
    I look over toward the fireplace, and daddy Santa follows my gaze. 
 
    On the coffee table, daddy Santa finds everything his special girl has left out for him: milk, cookies, and a pair of scissors. 
 
    “I think it's daddy Santa's turn to open the gift I got him.” 
 
    Daddy Santa heads to the table, picking up a cookie and inhaling it. “And what gift is that, babygirl?” 
 
    I walk over to the couch and sit down, spreading my legs, showing him the makeshift, bright-red ribbon panties I crafted for my pussy. “Eh eh,” I say, shaking my head, “Daddy Santa needs to open it to find out.” 
 
    He picks up the scissors and comes closer, planting himself between my open legs and kneeling before me. His fingertips graze the glossy paper, which causes me to fidget. Even though it's too thick to feel anything through the paper, just the thought of daddy Santa's hand so close to my cunt makes me heat up and tingle. 
 
    His finger slides under the ribbon, lifting it gently so he can slide the scissors underneath. Two easy snips and daddy Santa as an unbroken view to my sticky cunt, glistening from my arousal. 
 
    His finger dabs my moist lips, and daddy Santa sucks in a breath of air. “Ooooh, that is slick, baby.” 
 
    I blush, my face flush with excitement. “Santa! That's embarrassing.” 
 
    But daddy Santa's hunger is insatiable, and he dives in, lifting my legs up and away from him. His mouth falls to my drowning cunt, lapping at my juices. His tongue pushes deep inside me, starving to taste the depths of daddy's daughter. Daddy Santa glides his tongue along the edges, circling around as he presses against my vaginal walls. 
 
    My cheeks are like roses, my clit like a cherry, throbbing at the greed of daddy Santa's mouth. I wait with bated breath as daddy Santa's mouth moves slowly up between my lips. 
 
    When his lips finally reach my clit, I scream out, the sensation of his touch so powerful that my hands fly to his head, wanting so badly to pull him off my delicate bump. 
 
    But daddy Santa grabs the ribbon holding my arms together and pulls it away, forcing my hands to the side as daddy Santa makes love to my button. He sucks and licks, kissing my hood and dancing around my clit, torturing it, only to drop his lips directly on it again and pull it into his mouth. 
 
    It burns and excites, my back arching at every strong vacuum of his mouth. I cry out, the sensation so powerful that I can't keep my mouth shut. 
 
    “Daddy, oh fuck. It feels so good.” I groan, my stomach seizing up as it feels the need to discharge. 
 
    But daddy Santa pulls back, taking his suction with him, instantly dampening my arousal.  “You are so turned on, aren't you, babygirl?” 
 
    I nod, words so hard to come by at a time like this. 
 
    “You need to be fucked, don't you?” 
 
    I blush, my face on fire at daddy Santa's bold words. I nod surreptitiously, ashamed of my own admission. 
 
    But daddy Santa doesn't accept that. “Let me hear it, babygirl. Santa can't make dreams come true if little girls don't let him know what they are.” 
 
    I nod, my throat croaking, “Yes, Santa.” 
 
    He looks at me, his eyes expecting more. 
 
    I bite my lip, finding my courage for the holidays. “Santa, please give me your dick for Christmas. I've been a good girl. It's all I ever wanted.” 
 
    “I think you've been nice and naughty. Before Santa gives you your final present, Santa needs to see your little titties. He's been dying to find out what you've been hiding from daddy.” 
 
    He leans forward, the scissors pressing between my breasts, severing the ribbon. My breasts burst outward the second the ribbon separates, the joyous bounce of their escape thrilling daddy Santa, causing him to laugh with glee. 
 
    “Oh boy! Those tits are amazing, little lady.” He cups them in his hands, softly caressing them. “I think Santa won out in this present exchange.” 
 
    “But I haven't gotten the best gift of all yet,” I whine. 
 
    “In a moment, babygirl,” daddy Santa says, mesmerized by my tits as he molds them. He takes a nipple in his mouth, sucking with an audible moan, taking the nub between his teeth and teasing me with a torturous yank. 
 
    “Holy shit, your body is delicious!” he exclaims, like a boy obsessed with his Christmas toys. 
 
    His tongue flips over my flesh, feverishly tasting my skin. He suckles on me, getting rougher and rougher as his libido takes over, almost roaring with delight. He tugs on my tits, forcefully consuming my naked body.  
 
    My pussy stabs at me, daddy Santa's lust leaking into me, electrifying all my nerves. It makes me horny and incredibly impatient. Desire is a word that could never describe what I want daddy Santa to do to my body right this instant! 
 
    All I can do is beg him. “Please, daddy Santa, put your dick in me. I want to get fucked hard. Fuck me with your big dick.” 
 
    He stands up, pulling my tied arms by the ribbon over my head and pinning them over the back of the couch. He lifts one leg, opening my sopping cunt for easy access.  
 
    He speaks not a word, but goes straight to work, and fills up my pussy, twitching with a jerk.  
 
    I moan as his thick meat penetrates my soaking pussy, spreading me open, his inches of girth sliding in without trouble, sped up by all the lubrication daddy Santa's forced from me. I twitch as he twitches, following the movement of his cock, unable to resist or go my own way as my tight pussy is forced to comply to his cock's motions. 
 
    “Oh fuck,” daddy Santa says, squirming and biting his lip. “You're so fucking tight. You must have been a good girl all year long.” 
 
    I moan, “Yes, daddy Santa. Just for you. I've been a good girl just for you.” 
 
    Daddy Santa pushes his hips hard against mine, making me feel his entire length at once. He holds it there, watching me as my body shudders under his long dominance. 
 
    He lets go of my bindings in order to get both of my legs up on his shoulders. Leaning forward, he pushes in deep, crumpling me against the cushions, crushing my tiny body under him. Grabbing the flesh of my arms just below where the bindings end, he pushes them back against the couch, preparing himself. 
 
    Pinned hard against the couch, daddy Santa lifts his hips once and propels them back inside, his cock so deep that I feel both intense pleasure and pain. His cock is so long that I feel him hit my cervix, poking it as if his dick is begging entrance to my womb. It craves to impregnate me, and what's a small girl like me going to do when she's all tied up and smushed under daddy Santa's strength? 
 
    Nothing, and that's exactly how she likes it. 
 
    Daddy Santa slowly spears me with his cock over and over, feeding me his whole length meticulously, making sure I experience every ounce he feeds me. His cock strains inside me, his balls slapping against my ass as his cock rams me hard. He keeps his pace consistent, torturing me with perfectly timed thrusts, giving me no respite as he tears into me. 
 
    Each jab fucks pleasure into me, forcing me to accept exactly how my arousal is going to be delivered. I can't complain, as daddy Santa's dick is so big that there's nothing holding me back from orgasming all over it, my body obeying his power. I bend and submit, and my body gives way to a menacing sensitivity that grows with each assault of daddy Santa's huge rod. 
 
    Then visions of sugar plums dance in my head. As my head swivels to follow them around, a euphoric urge grows within my pussy, building and building, expanding into an overwhelming pull on my body. Sinking me into the couch, the pull draws me deeper into the well of pleasure forming in the pit of my stomach. With a long pause, I hold that position, daddy Santa's dick fucking that pleasure zone so hard that I can't catch my breath until it's too late. 
 
    “Oooooohhhhhh, daddy. Oh, fuck me!” 
 
    From my body arises such a clatter, my muscles aching and spasming, releasing all the pent up love for daddy Santa in a sudden explosion of energy. Daddy Santa holds my arms up, letting me dangle on the cushions, sputtering as my orgasm rips through my cunt, forcing ecstatic grunts from my lips. 
 
    Daddy Santa continues to drive his long cock into my deep cavern, extending my convulsions, my pussy gushing and dragging him in as my vaginal walls close around him. They pulse on him, my orgasm swallowing daddy Santa up and enticing his balls to finish inside me. 
 
    “Your dick is so good!” 
 
    He grunts, his strokes slowing as his fingers dig into my arms, pinching my flesh as the struggle inside him comes to completion. I can feel his tension, his need to release. 
 
    “Fuck me, daddy Santa. Fill your special girl up with magical cum! I need you to come in my pussy!” 
 
    Inside of my pussy he blows like a flash, his cock pulsing as he groans. After a couple dry pulses, his cock unloads a huge blast of hot jizz far into my pussy, filling me up as each subsequent pulse shoots another stream deep inside me, glazing daddy Santa's daughter in his batch of lust.  
 
    I moan, the warmth of daddy Santa's love matching the warmth of the spirit of Christmas. He twitches, his cock spilling so much seed into my young cunt that daddy Santa struggles to hold himself up through the whole ordeal. He shakes as his orgasm violently escapes him, making me shiver as his cock finally empties inside me. 
 
    When daddy Santa pulls out, I look down, my cunt covered in white liquid, like the first snow on Christmas. Flexing my pussy, daddy Santa's splooge flows out of me at a fast pace, pouring out like a waterfall. It spills down my ass crack, spreading Santa's warm Christmas cheer to my backdoor. 
 
    As my ragged breathing abates, I watch daddy Santa's cock slowly soften, and a hint of concern must etch my face, because daddy Santa asks, “What's wrong?” 
 
    “I'm just sad to see my gift go away.”  
 
    He smiles, “Well, you know, it always comes back. And I think for a beautiful, special girl like you, it'll come back a lot more than once a year.” 
 
    I nod and shrug, “I know...” 
 
    “Until then...” daddy Santa says, heading over to the mantle on the fireplace, pulling something out from behind the family portrait. “I guess this'll have to do.” 
 
    My spirits immediately lift as daddy Santa gives me a long, thin jewelry box. 
 
    “Daddy! You got me something?!” 
 
    He rolls his eyes, “Of course I did, babygirl. I might not have gotten that bonus, but that doesn't mean I still can't figure something out so I can splurge on you. I think I nailed it on the head with this one, if I don't say so myself.” 
 
    I crack open the box. Inside is a gold chain, connected at the center with a stylized, 'Daddy's babygirl'. 
 
    Daddy puts his hand out, and I hand over the necklace, turning around so he can clasp it around my neck. I run my fingers over the chain, the bumps and grooves of my new title pressing against my skin. 
 
    I giggle, jumping up from the seat and—unable to give daddy Santa a proper hug—I swing my tied arms around his neck and pull him in for a babygirl kiss. 
 
    “Thank you, daddy Santa, I love it! It's perfect; I'll wear it all the time.” I wink at daddy Santa, kissing him sweetly on the cheek, whispering as I hold my cheek to his, “Maybe sometimes it'll be all I wear for you.” 
 
    Daddy Santa smirks, “Merry Christmas, babygirl.” 
 
    “Merry Christmas, daddy Santa.” 
 
      
 
    Happy Christmas to all, and to all a good night! 
 
    -   -   - 
 
   


  
 

 Daddy Takes Me on the Beach 
 
    I swelter from the mean glare of the sun. If it were any other situation, I'd wilt, but you can't get a tan without going up against the sun at its worst and telling it to kiss your ass. 
 
    Yeah, I might be Asian, but I can still get a slight bronze on my skin, and believe you me, I look a whole lot sexier when I'm glowing. I might only go up a shade or two, but I absolutely love what the darkness does to my mentality. I feel like a stone cold tiger when I'm strutting around campus. 
 
    It's why I asked my stepdaddy to take me to the beach. A poor college girl like me doesn't have a car, and my friends are all either taking summer classes, on vacation, or general knobheads who aren't interested in taking a girl out to get her bronze on. My stepdaddy's a last option but sorely needed. 
 
    I know he can use it too. My mom married a white guy, and he's paler than most. He's a good looking, blond, slim guy, but a darker shade on him would do wonders for his complexion. I have nothing negative to say about it because I'm just like my mom: white guys are way more common around here then any other group, so you kind of become attracted to them most of all. I guess it's just availability is all.  
 
    But complexion? Dragging him out here, it's almost like I'm the one doing him a favor! 
 
    My stepdad opens the trunk to his truck, pulling out our towels and his beer cooler. While he unloads, I throw my sandals on to go with my shorts and t-shirt. I know, counterintuitive, I'm trying to get a tan right? So why am I going out dressed up? I don't want people gawking until I'm set up to tan, because I went very skimpy today. I have on my pink, polka dotted g-string bikini, which lets my ass hang out, the string cutting between my cheeks. I want a complete tan, so I had to forgo modesty to achieve my superficial dreams. 
 
    Why it's polka dotted, I don't know. There's only enough fabric on the small cups and panties to fit half a dozen dots. 
 
    Daddy closes up the trunk and we head over to the sand. Getting closer and closer to the water, my shoulders sag as it all comes into view.  
 
    Ugh, why are there so many goddamn people here?! There's gotta be a couple hundred people along this stretch, tightly packing the shore front as there horrible progeny dart between all the towels and umbrellas. Seriously, I have to jump backwards in order to avoid getting run over by a couple 10 year old boys. 
 
    It's not much better when I set up camp. I lie down to test the layout, only for a kid to go flying by and kick sand all over me. 
 
    “Daddy!” I whine, snatching his attention away from setting up his own part of the beach. “This is not going to work at all.” 
 
    “What?” he asks, entirely confused. “Why?” 
 
    I roll my eyes. It should be pretty obvious. “It's way too... busy here.” 
 
    He looks around as if noticing it for the first time. “Babygirl, you're just going to be laying here.” 
 
    Yeah, in my g-string. My face flushes as I think about my bare ass exposed to the hundreds of eyes around here, especially all the young boys that are constantly running about. They're going to stare. What if they touch me or just... bother me? 
 
    Of course, I can't tell him any of that. It's too weird to think about. “We need to go someplace more secluded.” 
 
    “Hey, it's your vacation time. We'll do what you want.” He tilts his head, his cut jaw jutting to the side as he thinks. “Just down the road there's a small inlet. Hard to see from the road, so it's usually pretty empty. I used to go there when I was a kid.” 
 
    I chuckle. “When you were a kid? That must have been a long time ago.” 
 
    He mock frowns. “Hey.” 
 
    “You sure the last ice age didn't swallow it up?” 
 
    I jump to my feet, gathering my stuff quickly in my arms. Daddy's prodding fingers swipe in. I tuck my hips in and away, his fingers skimming across my bare midriff. I stumble to the side as I avoid his efforts to tickle me. I laugh, scampering away as he gives light chase. He surrenders promptly, having to return to gather his own things. 
 
    I jog all the way to the car, breathing deeply as I try to regain my composure from laughing while running. Daddy follows behind, smirking as he challenges me from afar. “I'm gonna get you next time!” 
 
    “No fair!” I shout back, “Not in the car. I can't escape.” 
 
    He just smiles as we pack up to head over to his special spot. We arrive at a wooded path just five minutes from the beach, parking a little ways away and walking to the edge of the woods. 
 
    “Through there?” I ask. “Are you sure?” 
 
    He nods. “Yes, it's not very far in.” 
 
    He leads the way and I follow, having quite a bit of difficult crossing the brush in my flip flops. But it takes only a minute of walking to exit the other side, where we're met by a large rock face. Daddy waves me to continue following, and he turns into a hidden corner between two large stones. When I approach the corner, I feel my heart give out a little. 
 
    “Holy shit.” Through the crevice between the rocks, I can see the beach, glorious in its pristine beauty. The sand is bright, free from all the normal garbage you'd see along the beach, and from the small crack, I can tell there isn't anyone around for a distance. 
 
    I chastise him. “Why didn't you take me here first?” 
 
    He shrugs. “I actually didn't really remember it was here. I haven't been here in a long time. I forgot about this too”—he gestures downward—“there's a little bit of climbing here. You think you can handle it?” 
 
    Through the crevice, the rocks lead downward a ways, giving us a good fifteen feet of climbing. Not difficult in the least, just stepping along the stones until you reach the sand, but difficult enough to deter the average family from making their way down here. 
 
    I scoff. “For that beach, I'd rappel down a mountain.” 
 
    Daddy holds his hand out and guides me slowly down the steps. It looks easier to descend than it actually is, what with my flip flops having little to no traction, but daddy keeps me secure as his hand clasped in mine holds me steady. 
 
    A sigh of relief as we hit the bottom, and I race out ahead of him to set up my towel. 
 
    “You're not going to start tanning right away, are you?” 
 
    I look at him like it's the stupidest question ever. “Uh, yeah, that's why I came here.” 
 
    “How about we go test out that water first?” 
 
    I look over at the sparkling beach, the water a welcoming respite from the sun. I pinch my lips together, contemplating my choices. I got time, I guess. “Ok,” I nod. 
 
    Daddy sets his stuff up next to mine and takes his shirt off. Pale, right? But it's not enough to detract from his frame. My stepdad has a very muscular yet lean frame, built from his consistent regimen of working out before heading into the office. He takes care of himself in order to counteract the effects of sitting at a desk all day long. 
 
    As awkward as it felt to imagine lying on that other beach with all those kids running around my skimpily dressed body, for some reason, I feel a pang of something inside me at the thought of doing it here... alone with my stepfather. I wouldn't be bare in front of anyone else, as the beach is deserted for a long way down, but the thought of being bare in front of daddy with nothing else for him to focus on but me? He might have at least been distracted before, but he sure as hell is going to notice every inch of me here. Self-conscious doesn't even describe it! 
 
    He looks at me, looking left and right, as if looking around for something. “Uh, what are we waiting for? Are you coming?” 
 
    I'm here. I climbed down some goddamn rocks to get here. I can't let my own paranoia stop me from having a good time. 
 
    That doesn't mean I can't turn away when I undress. I take my shirt off, and unbuttoning my jean shorts, I bend over and slide them down, kicking them to the side. 
 
    When I turn around, I see my daddy's eyes flick away quickly. It's impossible not to notice where they were looking just before they decided to run away. Oh my God! I was trying to avoid looking at him, but I instead just gave daddy a full view of everything behind me! This couldn't be anymore embarrassing. 
 
    He clears his throat. “That's a... strange swimsuit to be wearing.” 
 
    I blush. Ugh. Of course he has to say something and draw attention to it. “I told you I needed to get a tan,” I say under my breath, fidgeting as I hold my hands behind my back. 
 
    His eyes seem fixated on me, and I can feel the heat rush to my face. Daddy licks his lips, as if countering a suddenly dry mouth. He diverts. “Yeah, of course,” he says. He holds a bottle out for me, “Sunscreen?” 
 
    I put my hands on my hips. “Daddy, I just said...” 
 
    “Right. Well, can you help me then?” 
 
    “Help you?” 
 
    “Yeah, not all of us here need a tan. I can't reach my back, and I will be incredibly burned if I don't put on some protection.” 
 
    As he hands me the bottle and turns around, the word 'protection' echoes in my mind. The word provokes me. I think of a condom, I think of a hard cock, I think of daddy standing over me as I look up at him on my knees, I think of sliding the condom over him... 
 
    Whoa, whoa, whoa. Relax. He's your daddy. Come on. 
 
    I shake my head and put some of the lotion in my hand. Spreading it over my palms, I begin to apply it to daddy's skin. 
 
    Over his thick shoulders, across his powerful back muscles, down the contour of his spine, pressing against his strong lower back... The motions make me think about my own body: my stomach exposed, my large breasts barely contained in their cups, the string between my soft cheeks grazing my backdoor... 
 
    I rapidly apply the rest and remove my hands, like I touched a hot stove, fearful of my own mind and the sensations welling inside me. I shake my hands in the hope that I can dull the naughty feelings. I can't, so I run out ahead of him, intent on drowning my hot desires in the cool water. 
 
    The ocean is revitalizing as my bare feet splash through the tide. I dive under water as daddy gives chase behind me, enjoying the refreshment before I'm forced to lie in the sun for an hour or so. 
 
    As I come up for air, I comb my wet hair back. Before I can react, daddy's hands are around my waist, picking me up and tossing me in the air, submerging me once again, this time unwittingly. 
 
    I sputter as I come to the surface. “Blegh! Daddy!” 
 
    “Oh, come on,” he chastises, “the beach is for fun.” 
 
    “Maybe for an old man like you to relive your youth, but I'm perfectly fine not getting dunked underwater.” 
 
    “There you go again, saying I'm an old man.” I'm not sure if he's annoyed, or poking fun at my teasing. 
 
    “Well, you are,” I smirk. 
 
    “I'm not that old. I'm not even 40 yet.” 
 
    “Well, that's old for me.” 
 
    Daddy approaches, his movements slow as he wades through the water. “You're telling me,” he says, his hand swinging around to the side of my stomach, lightly caressing me as it slides along my back, “that you wouldn't date a man my age?” 
 
    Daddy's look is impressive, his eyes holding sway over me so much so that I feel like a field mouse staring into the eyes of a lion. Heat rises to my face and I can't tear my eyes away from him. I finally mutter, “Well, I don't know. I haven't thought about it.” 
 
    “You haven't thought about being with a real, mature man?” The tint of his voice is more than suggestive; it's absolutely dripping with insinuation, a dark matter that prickles my skin at the mere thought of engaging it. 
 
    “Mature?” 
 
    “You know, someone who takes care of you, who's got every answer you'll ever need.” 
 
    I swallow, unable to respond. 
 
    “Who can do things like this for you.” His other hand circles around my waist. Both hands move downward, crossing the boundary of what little fabric I have protecting me, running over my soft flesh and cupping my ass in his hands. 
 
    I squeeze my butt in response, scared but delighted at the tantalizing thrill of a man's hands on my body. Daddy squeezes me in response, and then lifts me up in the air, pulling my body to him so that our bodies go flush against each other and my legs wrap around his waist. 
 
    “See how easily daddy carries his babygirl. She's really light in his arms.” 
 
    I nod, transfixed by daddy's piercing gaze and his hands holding me up in the air. 
 
    “Is that what you'd want?” he smiles. I can feel daddy's cock harden beneath my pussy, bulging with each flash of arousal, pressing against the sheer fabric of my bikini. 
 
    I've always thought of myself as a pretty confident girl, even haughty at times, capable of handling the most dire of situations. But this situation? This one is... frighteningly erotic. My stepfather's coming on to me! It's so incredibly taboo but heartpoundingly delicious. I've never thought of him like that before, but this moment, his innuendo, his assertive motions... it's like it's all I've ever wanted. Like my stepdad has been the root of my desires for so long that I'm burning inside for him to take me. 
 
    For a confident girl, I bizarrely buckle under the pressure. My voice cracks, “I-I should probably start my tan now.” 
 
    Daddy's hands loosen, and I slip out of his grip. I stumble through the water as I make my speedy escape. I can't make it to my towel fast enough, nearly throwing myself face down onto the ground. I lie down on the towel, and I can feel my heart pounding against the sand under me. I close my eyes, steadying my breath, wishing the world away and all this awkwardness that I'm feeling. 
 
    Why the hell did I walk away? I wanted him to keep touching me. Why did I act like a little girl and run away? The shame ignites in me, disappointment and fear coating my mouth in distaste. Only a stupid girl would have turned away such a perfect situation, blowing her chance at experiencing something wonderful, all because she felt modest and scared. 
 
    “I'm sorry if I made you feel uncomfortable, babygirl.” 
 
    So caught up in my embarrassment, I didn't notice him approach from behind me. “It's okay, daddy,” I say, while simultaneously turning my head the other direction, away from him. It's not okay, but I'm too stubborn to admit that. 
 
    “You don't have to be uncomfortable. Daddy would never hurt you, not in a million years.” I hear him kneel beside me. His hand falls to my lower back, a gesture I would have thought comforting once, but instead sends a shock wave through my system, one propelled by an unsatisfied lust. 
 
    Unconsciously, I lift my butt from the ground, only an inch or two, but enough to be visible to anyone paying attention. It's like my pussy answers the call, displaying prominently the curve of my back leading into the curve of my ass, even if my mind is too afraid to make its eagerness known. It's a reaction I didn't intend but one that garners an appreciative response from daddy. 
 
    “You know,” he ponders, carelessly dragging his fingers up my spine, “if you want a complete tan, it wouldn't do to have anything in the way”—he tugs on the string to my bra, slowly undoing the knot—“like this, for instance.” 
 
    My mouth goes dry as daddy slides the strings down the side of my back. He repeats it with the string circling my neck. I can't speak, I can't utter my surprise, I can't even moan my appreciation, my nerves a steel clad lock on vocalizing my desires. All I can do is undulate my back, conveying just how badly I want daddy to touch me. 
 
    He complies with my yearning, using his soft touch to calm my lust, all the while feeding it as his hand makes its way along my back. It travels to that spot that first communicated my unspoken hunger for him. When his fingers brush over the band of my panties, my butt lifts again, imploring him to continue his current trajectory. 
 
    Daddy is no little boy, afraid to push a girl's boundaries. Whereas I earlier retreated from his advances, daddy now moves with utmost determination. Without skipping a beat, without asking permission, his fingers slip between my ass cheeks, pressing into my crack as he glides along me. Pushing in, his fingers hook the string separating me, pulling it out and moving it to the side. 
 
    This utter invasion of my body forces the first moan from my lips, arching my back and lifting my butt even further, prompting daddy to do what he wants with me. 
 
    And he does, spreading my cheeks with his hands and diving into my crack, his tongue devouring my forbidden hole. I groan at the intrusion, unprepared by daddy's thirsty consumption of my dirty backdoor. I want to complain, but the sensation of a tongue penetrating my tightness quickly subdues me, causing my belly to twist from the potent yet calming pleasure. His slippery tongue licking me from the inside relaxes me, letting my back arch some more so that daddy has easier access to my loosening ass. I stretch my opening, widening myself for him. 
 
    Daddy takes my invitation seriously, grabbing my hips and pulling me up to my knees and hands. My untied bikini stays on the towel, allowing my tits to meet the warm beach air. The second I'm exposed to the world, a surge rushes to my pussy, the voyeuristic possibilities  ramping up my libido. It feels like I want to be found, like I want someone to see daddy eat my ass out. 
 
    “God, that ass is so fucking good.” 
 
    From my new position on my knees, daddy pulls my panties down, and what little fabric that was covering my tiny body gives way, the triangular piece pulling away from my soaking cunt. Daddy spreads me hard, opening me up so that he has all the room into my body he could ask for. His face meets my asshole again, his tongue pushing deep inside me, tasting his babygirl deep and without reservation. 
 
    “Fuck, daddy,” I groan, the pleasure so unsettling and unthinkable that I feel dirty for enjoying it. I just want him inside me, more than anything in the world. “Daddy, fuck me, daddy.” 
 
    “Oh shit,” he groans, my words provoking him. He slaps my ass as he rises to his feet, ushering a sting of pain through my flesh. 
 
    I look back as daddy undoes his swim trunks, letting them fall to the ground. His cock is thick and throbbing, swollen from gorging on his little girl's ass. He strokes it, hardening it even more, spitting on it and lubing it up for quick entry. 
 
    He kneels behind me, and without preamble, he slides his cock deep into my pussy, guiding it easily as his spit and my juices suck him in. I cry out, daddy breaking me open for the first time, his meat so thick that his entry is almost painful in its intensity. 
 
    “Oh yeah, that's tight.” Daddy's hips pull back slowly, drawing his cock out at a torturous pace, as if he were taunting me. So sensitive, I let out a long groan that follows his cock as it pulls out. That is, until he reaches the end, where he immediately slams his dick back into me, the strong thrust propelling pleasure through my cunt, shooting it straight through my cervix. 
 
    Daddy's thrusts meet a consistent pace, plowing into me with steady precision, enjoying the slow and regular intervals of dominant pleasure. He's so focused, my body reacts to his manipulation of my flesh, my pleasure welling as I succumb to his control, to his domination over me, using my body as if it were programmed to be used that way. It's like he knows me better than I know myself. 
 
    And like a game he's played before, he knows the moves he has to make. As his hips pound into mine, his hand flows over my ass, and from above, he sticks his thumb into my asshole, anally splitting me with his digit. I yelp as he seizes on me, and as his thrusts continue, daddy's finger begins to push in as well, busting through my backdoor. 
 
    The small bit of double penetration fuels me, and I move my body like the crack of a whip, bouncing my hips down on daddy, feeding his cock into my pussy and engulfing his finger in my ass. 
 
    The words out of my mouth have to be the naughtiest thing I've ever said in my life: “Daddy, your finger feels so good in my ass.” 
 
    Like any innocent girl who's ever uttered anything wicked for the first time, I learn that wicked words receive a wicked reply: “You little slut, babygirl. Now all daddy wants to do is fuck you in your tight, little ass.” 
 
    “What?!” 
 
    Daddy's cock slides out of me and daddy repositions himself. I anxiously dip my butt lower, out of his reach, unconsciously resisting daddy's intentions.  
 
    But daddy easily picks my butt up again, simultaneously pushing my face back to the ground, upending my ass so that my cheeks spread open and daddy can see my asshole stretching for him. 
 
    Daddy's hands on my hips, he pulls me back on his pussy-slick cock, puncturing my tiny ass with his massive member. I cry out, the pain intense as daddy's thickness unpuckers me. Daddy doesn't want to hurt me, so his motions are slow and meticulous, feeding his babygirl slowly so she can adjust to his masculine domination. 
 
    It isn't his role to stop; it's mine to submit. 
 
    So I do, relaxing my ass as daddy pushes deeper into me. The longer I relax, the faster he enters me and the easier he claims me, his cock driving in until his hips abruptly push up against my ass. 
 
    Oh god, he's all the way inside me! I groan as the sensation of fullness takes over, making me feel trapped under his might. 
 
    When daddy pulls out and slides back in, the pain morphs into pleasure, my anal walls hugging daddy and relishing the indulgence of their own sensitivity. It's like my ass knew that daddy shouldn't go in, but the second it felt the introduction of pleasure, it no longer wanted him out. Instead, it seems to be inviting him in! 
 
    Daddy smooth control of his hips allows me to adapt, until all I feel is the pleasure of his dick moving through me, building in the pit of my stomach as I bite my lip and focus on the motion of him inside me. 
 
    I hear daddy chuckle for a moment, but I'm too entranced in my surrender to ask why. 
 
    But daddy shows me.  
 
    He circles his hand through my long dark hair, wrapping it in his fist as he pulls me back up to my hands. He pulls back on my head, forcing me to look forward and up. I gasp, holding my breath as the vision startles me. 
 
    On the cliffside, where daddy and I descended from, there are two young men watching us. Difficult to see, but it's clear they're frozen in place, slack jawed at the sight before them. 
 
    My breath is frozen just as they are, my eyes trapped on the voyeurs. 
 
    I can't believe it! 
 
    I never expected anyone to see us! 
 
    This is so embarrassing! 
 
    I'm naked.  
 
    I'm getting assfucked by daddy. 
 
    And he's not stopping at all! 
 
    Daddy deep thrust forces a moan from me. Deep and loud, the first sound out of my throat when I resume breathing after the shock of being watched. 
 
    I can't believe I just did that! I can't believe I just made that sound in front of those boys! 
 
    But daddy isn't stopping, and a girl can't hope to control her body when she's being fucked so good. Daddy enjoys it instead, picking up his thrusting. He pulls my head back and up by the hair, lifting my body up straight onto my knees. He puts his free arm under my elbow, drawing it back as he reaches under it to the other side, grabbing my other elbow in his hand.  
 
    With daddy's armbar holding my arms behind my back, and his other hand yanking my hair back, I'm forced to look at the cliffs, my bare body bumping up and down for the pleasure of the boys. My tits bounce as daddy assfucks me, using his armbar to slam me back down on his cock, forcing it all the way inside me. 
 
    My pleasure builds in me at such a steady rate that it won't be long until I come. 
 
    But daddy does the unexpected, leaning in and whispering in my ear. “You love when daddy fucks you in the ass, don't you?” 
 
    I moan, his crass words sending a sharp stab into my stomach, an extra dose of pleasure that speeds up the ETA of my orgasm. “Yes,” I croak, finding my words in between daddy's hard thrusts. 
 
    “What's that?” 
 
    “Yes, daddy.” My voice is barely above a whisper. 
 
    “Louder,” he commands. 
 
    “Yes, daddy,” I reply, slightly louder. 
 
    “Come on, you spoiled little girl,” he retorts, yanking my hair quickly yet violently, “Louder!” 
 
    “Yes, daddy!” I shout. 
 
    “Yes, what?!” he shouts back. 
 
    “Yes, daddy! I love it when you fuck me in the ass!” 
 
    I see the men reach for their cocks through their shorts, unable to contain their own arousal.  
 
    The ETA no longer exists. My forced public admission drives me over the edge almost instantly, propelling my body into a shattering orgasm. I scream 'Daddy!” as my body ricochets his cock inside me, my ass squeezing on him as I seize uncontrollably. 
 
    Daddy gives me a couple extremely rough thrusts deep into my ass before he himself explodes, his cock pulsing vigorously, shooting half a dozen strands of cum straight up into me, filling me with the hot stew of daddy's seed. He twitches and contorts, groaning as his cock blows a massive load into me. I feel every pulse, every strain of his dick unloading, as my ass holds him all the way inside and his cum coats my walls. 
 
    Daddy lets go of my hair and falls backwards onto his feet, his cock popping out of me with a loud smack of suction. A warm rush of cum gushes from my ass, splattering onto the ground. 
 
    Still on my knees, I sink a little onto my feet, but I'm unable to move further than that: daddy's still got his armbar restraining me. Instead I sit on my knees, my ragged breathing causing my tits to rise and fall, as if beckoning the boys above to come down. 
 
    To my surprise, they start to descend, and my heart begins to flutter. 
 
    “Daddy,” I whisper, “they're coming down.” 
 
    “Don't worry, babygirl. Daddy won't let anything bad happen to you.” 
 
    He lets go of my arms and I slump forward slightly. But he leans in again, kissing my cheek. “That is, unless you want something bad to happen to you?” 
 
    My eyes go wide. What does he mean? 
 
    I look over to him and he smiles. 
 
    I look back at the young men approaching; young, not large, not strong, yet slim and muscular like daddy, but men nonetheless. Men I couldn't resist even if I wanted to... 
 
    If I wanted to? 
 
    My tits continue to rise and fall as I unconsciously beckon the boys over. 
 
    I don't know what to do, but I know I won't do anything to stop them. 
 
    -   -   - 
 
   


  
 

 Daddy Sells Me on the Sand 
 
    I can see the grin in his eyes before it ever crosses his lips. 
 
    My stepdad is solely focusing on me, ignoring the two boys approaching us from across the beach. Clearly he's watching me, watching for some indication of my mood, watching for what I might want, or what I might do. 
 
    But what does he expect? My face is hot and my heart is beating wildly. Two young men are approaching us on the beach, hell-bent on meeting us. 
 
    Why? Because they just witnessed me scream out, “Yes, daddy! I love it when you fuck me in the ass!” I think that gets anyone's attention, especially two horny studs. 
 
    I'm naked, kneeling on my towel, cum dripping out of my ass, and daddy's cock softening the closer the boys get, spent wholly in his little girl. His arousal is dying out, but I can see clearly that the men's arousal is just starting. 
 
    Fear takes over and I'm unable to move or speak. I'm afraid, but completely entranced with what possibilities may come. I may not be able to talk, but I don't think I would say anything that might change what's about to go down. 
 
    When they get close enough, the boy with the blonde hair speaks, “Oy!” he shouts, like a dockworker calling for attention. 
 
    Both boys are bare chested, thin and pale, a contrast to my golden yellow skin. They have minimal muscle, built more like track stars than anything. One blonde, the other black haired, they close with swagger, probably hopped up on adrenaline and eroticism. They couldn't be much older than eighteen each, probably freshly out of high school. 
 
    I look over at my stepdad and he nods at the boys, waiting for them to say something. 
 
    The black haired one responds, “That was a hell of a show there.” Neither of them can take their eyes off me, staring dumbly at my large tits. Their eyes are so fixated, I unconsciously cross my arms over my breasts, breaking what view they had. You'd think I'd have thought of it earlier, but it wasn't until I felt like a piece of meat that protecting my modesty came to mind. 
 
    Daddy smiles, “You like that, huh?” 
 
    “Is he really your daddy?” blondy asks pointedly at me. 
 
    I open my mouth, but daddy cuts me off. “What's it matter to you?” 
 
    “I just thought it was hot, is all.” 
 
    My stepfather makes no effort to correct them, oddly playing to their fantasies by calling me the one thing that would goad their imaginations. “My daughter's a vocal girl.” 
 
    “Fuck, yeah,” blondy chimes in, “that moaning was fucking amazing.”  
 
    I blush, embarrassment welling in me as they all talk about me as if I'm not sitting right here. 
 
    Daddy eggs them on. “She's got a body on her, doesn't she?” 
 
    I look over at him, my eyes wide. What is he doing?! 
 
    “If that's your daughter, you nailed it.” The pun too much for him, he smirks, “Both ways.” 
 
    “How old are you boys?” 
 
    Eighteen, just as I thought. 
 
    “You want to have some fun with her?” 
 
    I gasp. “What?!” 
 
    Simultaneously, the astonished boys respond, “Are you serious?” 
 
    Oddly, the first thought that comes out is not what you'd expect. “I'm twenty, daddy. I'm not going to have sex with some eighteen year olds.” I don't know why I'm caught up on their age, like somehow being forced to fuck two guys younger than me is somehow worse than some other situation. Maybe it's because they're young, and I know they'd never have a chance with me if we met in school. Submitting to guys who I'd never normally sleep with... 
 
    Daddy looks at me, his grin more mischievous than before. He knows it irks me, but instead of being concerned, he's chomping at the bit to use it against me. “Yeah, why not? Couple young guys like you, probably need to get your dicks wet.” 
 
    “Daddy, don't talk like that!” 
 
    Daddy's gaze pierces me, stern and unremitting. “Babygirl, don't interrupt. I know what's best for you.” He turns back to the boys. “My daughter's a little bit of a stuck up: she gets it from her mother. It'd do her some good to loosen up a little.” 
 
    The boys glance at each other, unsure of how to proceed. I watch them, swallowing as I nervously await their response. For a second, I feel a bit of calm wash over me as the boys seem incapable of making a decision. 
 
    But daddy's not done yet. “Go on,” he says, “she's stubborn, but she works best when you just go for it. First lesson as a man: don't ask questions.” 
 
    I hear daddy move behind me. He reaches down and tears my hands away from my chest, re-exposing me to the boys. I whine in response, but daddy grabs my breasts, kneading them in his hands. His fingers pinch my nipples, twisting them into ecstatic delight. 
 
    To my horror, I close my eyes, my mouth hangs open, and I moan. They feel incredibly sensitive, burning as daddy has his way. I must still be on fire from the orgasm he gave me earlier. I bite my lip, trying to stifle my voice, but I have no doubt that the look of a naked girl biting her lip has the same effect as hearing her moan. 
 
    “She's wet and willing, and boy, does she take to commands. She's stubborn, but she likes to submit.” 
 
    Oh my god! It sounds like daddy's trying to sell me to them! 
 
    They nod, their mouths barely getting out a muffled 'yeah', which struggles against their dry throats. 
 
    “Well, what do you got on you?” he asks. He pulls on my nipples, eliciting a grunt from me, showing off his wares as an added incentive. 
 
    “Just some hash.” 
 
    “Drugs?” daddy says, disappointingly rolling his eyes. “That's it? Come on, what else?” he firmly retorts. 
 
    They hesitate a moment, and daddy twists my nipples once more, causing my head to loll back. I fall against his shoulder and he suckles on my neck, the warm embrace of his lips fucking with my ability to resist. I groan unwillingly, inadvertently helping daddy with his transaction. 
 
    “I got, like, 50 bucks,” the other one says, anxious to get this over with. 
 
    My daddy thinks a moment, but finally relinquishes control over my body. “Okay, both,” he says, waving them over. They hand over the goods.  
 
    He steps aside, giving the boys room to play. He grabs a beer from the cooler, cracking it open as he uses the cooler as a seat for the show. 
 
    The boys come close, but I don't move. I'm frozen in place, staring up at them doe eyed in utter surprise. I don't know what's going to happen, but that part of me that wants to see it won't relent, making sure I do nothing to spoil the moment. 
 
    One boy kneels in front of me, leaning in to kiss me. I recoil on instinct, and he retreats with a defeated look on his face. 
 
    Daddy's impatient with their lack of experience. “Boys, girls like control.” Almost nonchalantly, he waves away my rights. “Be a little rough with her, that's how she'll respond. Like I said, she's stuck up.” When daddy calls me stuck up again, it sends chills down my body. I am completely stuck up, I know it, but it's so weird for him to acknowledge it so easily.  
 
    “It's the stuck up girls who like it the worst.” 
 
    The blonde boy pipes up, “Are you just going to watch us fuck your daughter?” 
 
    Daddy smiles, “That's the best part. Give it to her, make her your slut.” He puts his elbows on his knees. “I want to see her beg for it.” 
 
    The blonde boy's face changes slightly, determination etching his features. He's resolved to get his way. He kneels before me again, but before I can move back, he grabs the back of my head and pulls me into him, locking his lips with mine. I let him into my mouth, his tongue invading as he ensures I can't pull away. 
 
    I couldn't stand what daddy was saying about me, that I'm stubborn and stuck up, that I need to be told what to do. It annoys me so much! I was planning on fighting it with everything I have, just to prove him wrong. 
 
    But the second I can't escape the boy's grip, I melt, my resistance crumbling away like it's made of dust. I react to his mouth mingling with mine, using my tongue to dance with his, letting him guide me around my own mouth. 
 
    When he pulls back, a strand of saliva flows between us before breaking off. That little moment provokes all of our imaginations: it makes me feel used and submissive, desperate in my lust to bend to their wills; it makes them feel strong and in control, and I can see that realization wash over them instantly. 
 
    Blondy pulls down his shorts, revealing his thick cock pulsing with domination. It all feels so distant until I see him in his glory, like I didn't know what to expect this entire time. Now that he's showing me exactly where he's going to take me, that feeling in my stomach comes back. That feeling I felt the second daddy ran his fingers through my crack. 
 
    I want what's coming to me. I sit up a little bit, prepping myself for him. I want his cock so bad I can feel my mouth watering. 
 
    He grabs my hair again and I open immediately. He pulls my mouth onto his cock, and I completely engulf him. 
 
    “Yeah,” daddy calls from the side, “there we go, babygirl. Suck that dick!” 
 
    With my cheerleader watching, I wrap my lips around the blonde boy's shaft, sealing him inside as I devour his flesh. I bob my head back and forth, taking him in as far as I can go without gagging. 
 
    I see the other boy come closer and reach out for him. My hand hooks his swim trunks, and I pull them down, feeling but not seeing his hard cock spring out of the waistband. I grab his shaft, stroking him as I continue to go down on the blonde boy. 
 
    I switch cocks, wetting the other boy with my mouth as I stroke blondy with my saliva. The feeling of my lips around hard cock is so fucking amazing, my tongue circling the shaft and tugging at the foreskin. But the taste of one cock followed by a different one is something I never thought would be especially pleasurable. I never thought about it at all, never thinking I'd stoop to sucking two guys off at once. It seemed like something I just wasn't capable of doing. 
 
    But I was wrong, and I'm glad I was. It's like eating ice cream and then pie right afterword, a mixture of two completely different flavors, each amazing on its own, but somehow far more tantalizing when one chases the other down my throat. I suck their dicks like its the most delicious thing I've ever had in my life. 
 
    I even take a moment to pull back and admire the two cocks in front of me, watching my hands as I stroke them at a distance, enjoying the glistening of my spit as my hands glide over them. I pull them at different angles and different speeds, watching how their cocks bend and harden, even stroking them the same way at the same time, experiencing how two cocks move as I work them the same way, imagining the pleasure going through them feels the exact same way for both of them. 
 
    “Come boys, I want to see you fuck her.” Daddy is like an instigator that doesn't want anything to drag on for too long. He's like a porn director who has the actors perform only the things that turn him on specifically. 
 
    “Daddy!” I shout back to him. “Mind your own business!” 
 
    Even as I chastise him, the blonde boy releases himself from my grip. He circles around behind me, picking my hips up and standing me at a ninety degree angle, still bent over as I suck off the other boy. 
 
    He gives his cock a few good strokes before pushing it deep into my cunt, extorting a moan from both of us: me from my pussy splitting, and him from his cock pushing into such a tight hole. 
 
    His motions are slow, not as perfected as daddy's, but hungry and lusting to fill me up nonetheless. 
 
    I spread my legs to accommodate him, which allows me for the first time to stand barefoot on the sand. The sand is hot, but not unbearable, bunching as I stand on my tippy toes and curl it between them.  
 
    A sensory wave washes over me: the hot sand at my feet, the cool breeze brushing along my back and breasts, and the waves of the ocean crashing on the shore. This calming, serene world feels like vacation, only mitigated to a supporting role by my pussy and mouth getting pounded by two young, thick teenagers. It's a secondary euphoria hitting me, and in my state of bliss, forces me to clutch onto the boy in front of me, grabbing his cock with one hand and his thigh with the other so that I don't allow him or the other boy to slip out of me. 
 
    Blondy's cock slams into my pussy, his long shaft penetrating me ruthlessly, intent on blowing his load quickly. I want him to stop, to push it further, not to ruin everything by coming too early. 
 
    But I can't say anything, my mouth full of dick, and I can't pull away, his hands gripping my hips as he plows into me. His thrusts come so hard I bounce violently off his hips, the other boy's cock coming out of my mouth. 
 
    “Don't come! Don't come!” I cry out, waddling forward so that his dick pops out of my aching cunt. “Not yet,” I softly chastise him. 
 
    “Ah, I was so close,” he whines. 
 
    I can see daddy shaking his head in the corner of my vision. Don't worry, daddy, I won't let the show finish so fast. I'm going to get the most out of both of them; otherwise, what's the point of having two boys at the same time? 
 
    I pull the boy in front of me onto the towel, laying him down so that I can straddle him. I climb over him, leaning forward as I guide his cock into my soaking pussy. He groans, his cock snug inside me. I sit down hard on him, taking him all the way into my cunt, enjoying the feeling of him filling me up. 
 
    I look back at blondy, arching my back, spreading my cheeks for him, inviting him to take me just like daddy did. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    I bite my lip, nodding seductively, acting bashful while barely containing my desire to be double stuffed. He licks his lips, as if the mere thought of being inside my ass turns his lust into greed. 
 
    He ducks behind me, grabbing my ass and positioning it at a lower angle. When it's just right, he slowly introduces his cock into my ass. His swollen head pierces my ass, and I groan in pain and moan in delight. It's nowhere near as bad as when daddy did it, and blondy rapidly pushes his entire length up my ass, an entrance made easier by daddy's thick cock already having stretched me out. 
 
    When his cock reaches the hilt, an explosion of pleasure rushes through me. Being filled twice makes my stomach lock up, paralyzed by the burst of arousal and my body's reaction to the unknown. My body doesn't know what to do, crushed under the overwhelming feeling of being absolutely, one hundred percent dominated. 
 
    After his cock adjusts to the tightness, he slides out slowly, testing how easily his cock exits. It pulls out easily, and in his excitement, he slides it back in forcefully, smashing his pelvis into my ass. I grunt as his cock propels me forward into the arms of the boy I'm straddling. Both of their cocks slide out temporarily, only for my body to rebound back into them, shoving both cocks deep inside at the same time. 
 
    The pain and pleasure mix indistinguishably, confusing my body into neither crying nor moaning, but gasping in awe at the pressure building in my stomach. Blondy lies down on top of me, forcing me to the boy's chest below us. He picks his hips up and begins to fuck my ass, continuously driving me forward so that I ricochet and return back to their cocks, fucked by the rebound. 
 
    My tits press hard against the boy, and when I open my eyes, he grabs my hair and pulls my head back. Instead of kissing me like the other did, he drags my neck to him, sucking on the taut strands of my flesh. He bites and tastes me, suckling on my skin hard, definitely intending to leave a mark, leave his signature brand that claims me as his.  
 
    Even if he's only fucking me because he paid my father. 
 
    A shadow passes in front of me, and when I look up, I see daddy stroking his cock, having rebuilt his stamina after watching my body get used. 
 
    With my hair pulled back and my ass getting roughly plowed, my mouth is suspended in a gaping cavity caught in the midst of constant grunts and moans. Daddy takes it as an invitation, crouching low and using my open jaw as his own dick holster, hastily inserting it before I can close my mouth. 
 
    I was wrong: now I'm one hundred percent dominated. 
 
    With three cocks in me, I've lost all control of my body. I'm being sent in three directions: up from my pussy, forward from my ass, and back from my mouth. I'm unable to guide myself, merely being pushed around as each cock violates me in turn. 
 
    It's a competition between them all: when one of them picks up speed, the others follow suit, rushing to match the intensity of the instigator. I'm getting fucked mercilessly, each man doing his damnedest to use me as roughly as possible. 
 
    The emanation of three points of pleasure is beyond intense. When one point dissipates because a cock slips out, another point explodes as a cock slams in. First my ass, then my pussy, then my mouth. They're all fucking my libido into submission, aggressively directing all the pleasure in me to meet in one spot: the point directly above my pussy. 
 
    When blondy in my ass thrusts one last time, shoving his cock deep into me, I know the torture is about to end. He groans and his cock unloads a wad into me, hot jizz splashing inside my ass and coating me entirely. The warmth of his cum and the pulses of his cock drive me over the edge, causing my body to spasm frantically, my muscles seizing upon every thick object inside me. 
 
    My mouth seals around daddy's cock; my pussy sucks in the boy below me; and my ass squeezes blondy's cock, drawing out of him every last ounce of cum in his body. I shake and twitch, forcing the men to slow down as my body becomes unmanageable. 
 
    When blondy pulls out, the familiar feeling of cum gushing out of my ass takes over, flooding my crack down to my pussy. Daddy pulls out of my mouth, allowing me to catch my breath. 
 
    But daddy doesn't want to take a break at all. 
 
    He helps me to my feet, letting the boy below me slip out of my beaten cunt. I'm so tired, I can barely stand, my feet wobbly and my willpower sapped. Standing behind me, daddy leans me against him before lifting me up by my thighs. He pulls my legs apart, displaying me to the boy who hadn't yet blown his load. 
 
    The boy comes near, guiding his hard cock back into my exposed pussy. I moan in excitement, my sensitivity revved up after my second orgasm in the past twenty minutes. 
 
    Daddy hands my legs over to the boy, who holds me aloft on his cock, and I lean forward into him, wrapping my arms around his neck to steady myself. Daddy grabs under my ass and opens me wide. Another rush of the boy's cum leaks from my ass as daddy prepares to reenter me. 
 
    Daddy pushes in, his cock bursting in as the cum inside me works as a wonderful lubricant. His cock fully enters me in less than a second, giving me that incredibly feeling of being double stuffed all over again. 
 
    “You paid for that cunt,” daddy says. “You better finish inside it.” 
 
    Allowing me to fall backwards, daddy holds me as I sit down on his cock. The boy in front of me begins to thrust, his cock hitting me at such an angle that it seems to strike my cervix every time. Daddy doesn't thrust, he merely lets the force of the boy drive me up his body, so that when he pulls out, I fall back down on daddy's dick, impaling myself through gravity. 
 
    I reach backwards around daddy's neck to steady myself as the boy plows my cunt. He fucks me furiously as daddy does all the work of holding my weight. He leans forward, not content with just my pussy, and takes my nipple in his mouth. He suckles it, biting it on occasion as his ferocity causes his jaw to clench. I yelp when he bites too hard, which causes him to use only his lips, pulling on my flesh and tasting my nub as he flicks it with his tongue. 
 
    He pulls back, focusing on finishing his job and getting his money's worth. His nails dig into my thighs as he uses them as leverage, ensuring he gets maximum velocity as he tears into my pussy. 
 
    He grunts and curses, the animal side of him coming out as he pounds me. “Yeah, fuck yeah, you slut. I'm fucking that sweet little pussy.” 
 
    “Yeah, there you go,” daddy says, taking the role of mentor to a couple of horny teenagers who paid to fuck a girl on the beach. “Make her a slut. Come in her fucking pussy. She needs it, fucking wants your seed in her.” 
 
    He speeds up, fueled by my daddy's admissions. I've never told him any of this, but daddy reads me like a book, exposing my inner desires for all the world to hear. It's embarrassing but incredibly freeing, getting fucked exactly as I want to without all the awkwardness of asking for it. 
 
    The boy's thrusts are so rapid and furious that I can tell precisely when he's about to come. Not a word leaves his mouth, but I immediately start bucking my hips onto him, feeding his cock into me. 
 
    He holds himself inside me before firing off multiple shots of sticky, gooey strands of cum into my virgin cunt. I moan in delight, as if I'm willingly swallowing everything he's giving me, instead of being forced it at the appetite of my stepfather. He twitches and shakes, spurting a little more hot cum into me before leaving me in the hands of my father. 
 
    The boy sits down next to the other one on the towel, resting to catch his ragged breath. They watch on as daddy holds me up in the air, spreading my legs even further than before, opening my cunt so that the boy's seed comes to the surface and coats my labia in white milk. 
 
    Finally, my daddy begins to fuck me all over again. I lean back into him and his strong arms lift me up slightly, only to drop me down again onto his cock. He thrusts into me, his measured strokes a beautiful piece of artwork against the frenzied movements of the two inexperienced boys. 
 
    “You love daddy's dick, don't you, babygirl?” 
 
    “Yes, daddy.” 
 
    He gives me some quick thrusts as a reward, dragging his bulbous head along my sensitive anal walls and causing me to squirm in elation. 
 
    “You love being used like a slut.” 
 
    “I love being your slut.” 
 
    “Not just mine, babygirl. Everyone's.” I look over at the boys, who are transfixed by our conversation. They may be spent, but they're loving every second of my humiliation. 
 
    Daddy fucks me, using my asshole like it's the only hole for him, basking in the tightness as he punctures his little girl. 
 
    “Tell them you hope you get pregnant.” 
 
    “I hope I get pregnant.” 
 
    Daddy begins to speed up, issuing commands between breaths. 
 
    “Thank him for coming in you.” 
 
    “Thank you for giving me your cum.” I moan, my breathing rough and uneven, and each word causing me to struggle to regain myself. 
 
    I can hear his breath getting tired behind me as he starts to pound me hard, driven by my utter surrender. 
 
    “Thank him for taking your ass.” 
 
    “Thank you for fucking my ass.” 
 
    “Take it, come on. Take this dick.” Daddy rams his cock into me so fast that I thing I'm going to rip open. His fury is met by a loose ass, letting daddy in with no more resistance. His thrusts are no longer calm and consistent, instead violent and angry. 
 
    Daddy fucks me like he owns me. 
 
    He finally ends it, just like the last three times, by coming deep into me, each pulse met with a fierce thrust intent on launching his seed buried within me. He spills as much as before, filling me up with his creamy load. 
 
    I sit on his cock for a moment, feeling it soften and weaken. Daddy lifts me slightly and his cock slips out, followed by more cum than before, probably a combination of him and blondy finishing one after another. 
 
    He lowers me back to the ground, my feet meeting the hot sand again. 
 
    Daddy takes my hand and pulls me over to the cooler. He hands me the money and the hash the boys gave him in exchange for fucking me. I guess daddy wants me to keep it, as payment for a job well done. I look through the money, imagining what a poor girl like me could do with it. I can make this go a long way, that's for sure, and be fucking high while I do it. 
 
    “Give that back to them.” 
 
    “What?” I ask, confused. 
 
    “That's not yours. It's theirs.” He waves me over to the boys. “Give it back to them.” 
 
    “I thought they were paying you?” 
 
    He shakes his head. “I'm not going to charge them for something you wanted in the first place.” He points over to them. “And when you give it to them, tell them 'thank you' again for fucking you.” 
 
    I blush, goosebumps popping up everywhere. Daddy's so naughty, making me submit and then fuck them, all so he could give them back their money.  
 
    He didn't sell me; he gave me away for free!  
 
    I squeeze my legs together, feeling the cum sloshing around inside my pussy and ass. I swallow and comply, walking over to the boys. 
 
    I hand them the money and the drugs. “Thank you for fucking me,” I coyly whisper. 
 
    They're surprised, but when they look at my father, he simply nods. “You're welcome. Did you enjoy it?” 
 
    I nod. “I loved it.” 
 
    Blondy pulls on my nipple, forcing it from its hiding place one last time. I squirm. “Maybe your dad will let us play with you one more time.” 
 
    I look back at daddy, who's waving his finger for me to come over. 
 
    “I'm sorry, but I think daddy's got other plans for me.” 
 
    I walk back to my keeper, excited to know what else my daddy thinks my body might need. I have a feeling he knows a lot more about my desires than I could ever hope to. 
 
    -   -   - 
 
   


  
 

 Daddy Makes Me His Midnight Snack 
 
    The fridge has never looked so empty in my life. 
 
    So many dang condiments, but no actual food. I can make a slurry of ketchup, mustard, and mayo, but rather than quell my rumbling stomach and put me to sleep, I'd probably vomit and stare dead-eyed into space. 
 
    Sorry, it's just insomnia makes me itchy and irritated. 
 
    For the past few days—maybe a week actually—I've been stuck in a rut of trying to go to sleep but getting so fidgety that I get up and walk the house for hours, finally draining myself around three or four in the morning. 
 
    It's something that's been happening on and off for the past year. I think it has to do with coming home every so often and the reoccurring stress of having to return to college looming over me. I come home to relax, but it's like a dread so subtle that it eats away at me silently during the day and screams me awake at night. 
 
    I'm not going to have a breakdown or anything like that, but I'd love to get some dang sleep once in a while, you know?   
 
    I've circled around to this fridge a half a dozen times in the past few hours, checking if the appliance has magically spawned some real food since the last time I looked. Of course, it hasn't, but my nervous nature wants me doing something to distract me from my anxiety. 
 
    I'm lucky my mom and stepdad are light sleepers. They haven't woken once since I've been home, and I can't say I haven't made a serious ruckus trying to keep myself busy. But they're like the dead in their bedroom. I guess when you get older, your body starts preparing for that eternal dirt nap... 
 
    Geez, my rattled mind is thinking some dark stuff. I have to focus sometimes when I'm up late at night to prevent myself from thinking of the weirdest shit at the most inappropriate times. 
 
    Finally, on the seventh look through the refrigerator, I discover some meats and cheese to make a sandwich. 
 
    I know, I know. How the heck did I miss that the other six times? I guess I just wasn't looking as hard as I should have been, enveloped in brain fog I'd been cultivating the past few days.  
 
    Grabbing the bread, I turn to the island counter top and go to work assembling my shoddily constructed sandwich, slapping some muenster cheese between salami and turkey, coated in a heavy spread of mayo. When I pick the sandwich up to my mouth, I notice my stepfather standing in the doorway of the kitchen. 
 
    “Oh my gosh!” I cry out, the fright of seeing someone up this late for the first time sends a shattering pulse through my body. My heart skips, causing my chest to ache for a few seconds. 
 
    I freeze in place as I stare at him: He's wearing a gray t-shirt and boxers, having just gotten up from bed. But his eyes are focused a little lower down on me. When I follow his gaze, my fright turns to surprise, having completely forgotten the way I'm dressed. 
 
    Or, barely dressed, that is. 
 
    Like I said, no one's gotten up one time while I've been wandering this house like a ghoul. So I took it upon myself to be a little more comfortable, ditching my shirt and shorts. Without them, I'm dressed in only my white cotton panties and bra, which hug my thin frame and leave nothing to the imagination. 
 
    I plop the sandwich down and place my hands over my chest, covering what ample cleavage I can. 
 
    “Uh, sorry, daddy,” I stutter, “I didn't think anyone would be up. Did I wake you?” 
 
    Daddy doesn't answer, his half-closed eyes fixated around my stomach, which is visible above the island. I'd probably be way more mortified of how I looked if the island wasn't offering me cover below my waist. 
 
    I wait a moment, but he doesn't move and doesn't answer. I swallow, my mouth becoming dry. “Daddy, will you stop staring,” I softly complain, “It makes me uncomfortable.” 
 
    But daddy doesn't really move, only swaying in place. 
 
    “Daddy?” I try to get his attention, but he doesn't respond. 
 
    And then it hits me, something I never thought I'd ever see in my life. I walk around the island and approach daddy. When I prod his muscular arm with my fingers, daddy only tilts backwards before rocking back to his feet.  
 
    “Are you sleepwalking?” 
 
    He doesn't respond, as I assumed he wouldn't. It was a question directed more to my own wonderment than anything else. I tilt my head to get a good look at his eyes, which aren't following me in the least bit. I wave my hand in front of him, and then I giggle to myself. 
 
    Daddy mumbles something, but it's so quiet that I can't make it out. 
 
    “What's that?” 
 
    He doesn't respond, but every so often he mumbles again, no clearer than before. 
 
    Even if I wasn't incredibly sleep deprived, this has to be the funniest thing I've seen. I poke him again for good measure, retreating quickly in case he springs awake. 
 
    He doesn't, seemingly frozen in time the moment he walked into the kitchen. 
 
    Why did he stop, anyway? Hmm, I do remember seeing something about not waking a sleepwalker. It could be dangerous, like it causes them to panic when they wake up and don't know where they are or their heart can stop or something. I don't know if that's actually true or not, but... 
 
    Maybe it's better if I don't mess with him, just in case. 
 
    But I don't move. I only watch as daddy's lifeless body teeters on his unstable balance. Something inside me is pulling me toward him when I just said I should walk away. I don't know what it is... 
 
    Is it the chance to do something naughty to him? 
 
    No, no. I shake my head. That's that darkness from brain fog talking again. Do something naughty? What's wrong with me? The man is experiencing something strange here. It'd be so wrong to do something to him now, when he's so defenseless. 
 
    And what if it makes his heart stop or whatever? That'd be incredibly messed up, even if it sounds physically impossible. 
 
    There is the one thing I like about my stepdad, though. It's not like I get to be around him a lot, what with being off at school, but when I am, I do take a peek every so often when he takes his shirt off. 
 
    It's totally innocent, I swear! 
 
    He just has a killer bod. Like, a six pack and smoking pecs. I've just never seen a body like his before, and the reality is, I think it's really hot. 
 
    It's weird, I know, but I think it's kind of turned me on to the point where I think the next boyfriend I have has to have a killer body too. 
 
    And... well, I've never touched one before either. I've always wondered what solid muscle feels like. 
 
    As much as I should walk away, the urge to delve deeper is too strong to ignore. 
 
    I glance out of the kitchen and around the corner, just to make sure no one's following him around or wondering where he ran off to. If I'm going to be weird about this, the last thing I need is someone seeing me be weird. 
 
    When the coast is clear, I return to daddy, wringing my hands together. My motions are slow and delicate, until I remember that I was just poking him a minute ago and he didn't stir at all. 
 
    I reach down and pull daddy's shirt up, exposing his muscular frame. Daddy mumbles again and I freeze. Something incoherent, which dies down to silence once more. 
 
    His body looks even better this close up and in this dark lighting, giving it a stark and intimidating presence. I place my finger tips along the contours of his abs, digging in and touching the crevasses that separate them. 
 
    I've never felt something so hard in my life! I mean, I definitely have, but the fact that it's connected to a man's body gives it a sense of strength that I didn't think was possible. 
 
    Riding the waves of his muscles north, I make my way to his perfectly toned pecs. Daddy's not a hairy guy, so crossing his body is an oddly smooth experience, made all the stranger by his rippling physique. 
 
    I place my palm over his chest, feeling what it'd be like if I were on top of him... 
 
    Oh my gosh! I can't believe I just thought something so naughty! Geez, girl, keep it in your pants! 
 
    But just as I think that, and as my fingers curl into daddy's muscle, the bulge of his boxers moves, flexing as I caress his skin. 
 
    I suck in my breath. “Daddy,” I chastise him, “is this turning you on?” 
 
    He mumbles, and for the first time, I make out a word. “Shelly.” 
 
    That's my mom's name! He thinks I'm my mom! This is too funny. 
 
    When I let out a soft laugh, his bulge twitches again, and another dirty thought enters my dirty mind. 
 
    What if I just touch it? Like, for just a second? 
 
    I bite my lip and look up at daddy. His eyes haven't moved one bit since he came in here. When he wakes up in the morning, would he ever know what I was doing to him? 
 
    The possibilities there. I mean, touching is body is kind of creepy, but touching his junk? That's crossing a line. 
 
    Hmm. Maybe it's crossing a line so hard that it couldn't possibly be real. Not to daddy's sleepy brain. Even if he does remember it, there's no way he'd think it was anything but a dream. A super embarrassing dream at that, which he'd try his hardest to forget entirely. 
 
    I ponder it for a moment more before making my lusty decision. 
 
    My hand slides over the top of his shorts, pressing against his cock. I run underneath and cup his balls, massaging gently as I get a feel for his size. My small hand can barely contain him, and it's only getting more difficult, as each second my hand caresses him is another second his cock gets harder. 
 
    I guess what they say is true: a man's cock has a mind of its own. For a man who's reacted to very little up until now, his cock is rapidly approaching fullness. I squeeze lightly, not wanting to startle him. The hardness of his shaft is amazing, even harder than any of the muscles I just touched. 
 
    I had no idea that a man getting turned on could be so powerful. 
 
    I kind of want to see what it looks like. 
 
    I slide my hand under his waistband, pull it from his body, and lean forward... 
 
    Daddy moans, which immediately causes me to seize up and let go of his underwear. The elastic band slaps against his pelvis. 
 
    His groan is followed by silence, but daddy's hand lands on his crotch and he squeezes his bulge. 
 
    Oh, boy. I guess I need to stop now, because I have no idea if I'm going to wake him up. That's definitely the last thing I want. 
 
    I just got to grab my sandwich and get the heck out of here. I'm sure he'll wander back to his room eventually. 
 
    I grab my food and walk out of the kitchen, intent on letting daddy figure this thing out himself. I head to the living room and plunk my butt down on the sofa. I turn on the TV and start in on my sandwich. 
 
    I'm not a couple minutes into eating when I hear daddy walk in from the kitchen. My chewing stops, my shock leaving my mouth hanging open. 
 
    He's still stuck in slumberland, but this is the first time he's moved so far. His sleepy gaze it fixated on me again, as if I were the focal point of the room. 
 
    Wait. Did he just follow me in here? 
 
    I start chewing again, resolved to finish my food and run off to my room, in the hopes that he'll leave me be. 
 
    Just like before, he mumbles, but this time I can make out a single, clear word. 
 
    “Hungry.” 
 
    I look at my sandwich. Can he tell I'm eating right now? “Uh, it's mine, daddy. You can eat when you wake up.” 
 
    But daddy is no longer a passive player in all this. After a few seconds of standing insensate in the doorway, daddy takes a step toward me. 
 
    What the heck? 
 
    He closes in on me, his steps determined and in no way sleepy or uncontrolled. He stops directly in front of me, his half-closed eyes looking down on me. His presence is looming and dark, his face clouded in shadow. He lowers himself onto his knees. 
 
    He moves as if he's reading from a manual, concise and methodical, finishing one step and taking a moment before starting the next. After he lands on his knees, a moment passes before his hands land on my knees. 
 
    I cough, clearing the food from my throat. I swallow it and push the plate to the cushion next to me. “Daddy, what are you doing?” 
 
    As always, he's in his own world, completely unresponsive to anything I say. Instead, his response is a pause in action, just before his strong arms spread my legs apart. 
 
    I gasp, my heart a pitter patter of rapid beats. “Daddy!” I shout-whisper, glancing through the doorway for unexpected visitors. “Stop! You shouldn't be doing that.” 
 
    Daddy leans forward, his nose only an inch from my white panties. He inhales deeply, letting out a satisfying sigh as he breathes me in. 
 
    “Hungry,” he mumbles. 
 
    Hungry? I look over to the seat next to me. My food's right... 
 
    Daddy's open mouth lands on my panties. The shock to my system is instantaneous, causing my breath to catch as the situation throws me off guard.  
 
    His mouth is directly on my pussy! 
 
    I squirm in my seat, unconsciously trying to slide backwards, but caught against the back of the couch. Daddy's hands hold my legs in place so I can't close them, while he sloppily moves his mouth on top over the fabric of my panties. 
 
    Even though his motions are in no way expert, it still feels insanely good. The warmth of his breath, the opening and closing of his mouth, the tiny flicks of his wandering tongue. 
 
    It sends shivers up my spine. I'm still clenched, but every motion of his mouth melts me, until I turn into a puddle in my seat. No longer backing away, instead my body flowing into daddy, yearning for his touch. I can feel moisture building on my panties from the inside, my pussy aching to escape and feel his mouth on it. 
 
    I try to deny it; I try to push my mind away from him. But his mouth is not stopping, constantly pulling my attention to his lusting hunger, his ravenous mouth looking for its next meal. I want to tell him to stop, but I know he wouldn't hear me. 
 
    Instead, all I can think about is giving in, and experiencing daddy's mouth directly on my body. 
 
    My hand slides down my stomach, and though I hesitate for a long time, I eventually give it, sliding my panties over to the side, out of daddy's way. 
 
    The flick of his tongue forces a moan from my lips. Oh my gosh! It feels so good. I grip the cushion with my other hand, bracing against daddy's mindless mouth eating me out. 
 
    “Oh shhhhhoot, daddy,” I groan. As if my panties were a barrier he was waiting to be pulled down, daddy's mouth finds what it was searching for and latches on. His lips suck in my labia, drawing out my lips as he tastes my salty flesh. His tongue cruises between the flaps before crossing my clit, dobbing it with the tip. He realizes what the little button is and places his lips on it, sucking it in and molding it with his lips. He sucks on it, drinking from my cunt like my clit was the straw. 
 
    I bite my lip, the sensation overwhelming. “Oh f-f-f-fuuuuccccckkkk!” I moan, trying my hardest to keep my voice down so I don't wake my mother, who's only a room away from us. 
 
    I'm such a pervert that I let my sleepwalking daddy lick my pussy, so caught up in my own pleasure that I don't think one second of what it might do to my mom if she walked out on us. 
 
    All I can think about is those sweet lips on my box. 
 
    “Yes, daddy, yes. Eat my pussy.” 
 
    Daddy groans. I don't know if it's because he's horny or because he thinks he's actually eating something. All daddy can do is suck my clit, tugging on it as my juices continue to gush from me. 
 
    He must know something is up beyond food, because daddy sits back on his knees and clumsily tries to pull his shirt over his head. 
 
    Almost unconsciously, I lean forward and like a good daughter, instinctively help him take his shirt off. But then daddy reaches inside his boxers, and even though I can't see it, I can tell he's playing with himself. 
 
    I feel the heat rise in my face. Is he really masturbating right now? How naive am I that I'm surprised my daddy would be touching himself right after eating a girl out? What did I expect, really? 
 
    It makes me feel strangely uncomfortable, though, watching a man pleasure himself who's completely unaware that he's being watched. 
 
    “No, daddy, stop that.” 
 
    He doesn't, his motions not slowing. 
 
    “Daddy,” I complain, grabbing his shoulders, “you can't do that here. It's not right.” 
 
    He continues. In an effort to stop him, I reach under his large arms and try to lift his hand out of his pants. Instead, daddy struggles off his knees to his feet, getting up but still keeping his hand where it is. 
 
    And still touching himself vigorously. 
 
    “Stop, daddy.” I slap at his hand under his shorts, but daddy doesn't even flinch. 
 
    I growl, angry that he's not listening. I can't get him to stop, and the last thing I want is for my mom to walk out and see him touching himself in the living room. And I'm the one who put him in this situation. If only I hadn't gotten curious and started touching him in the kitchen. 
 
    I got to get him to stop. What would get a guy to stop touching himself? 
 
    What if... 
 
    I grab the waistband of his boxers and slide them down his thighs. Underneath, daddy's hand is slowly massaging his cock. Even though I'm only a girl, I know for a fact he isn't doing it right. He's just kind of mashing it absentmindedly. There's no way that's doing any good for him. 
 
    But I got to get him to stop. If not for his sake, then at least for my conscience of getting him going down this road. 
 
    “Daddy, stop.” This time I don't command him, instead gently guiding his hand away from his crotch. “Let me help you.” 
 
    I can't believe I'm going to do this. I never in my wildest dreams thought I'd have my daddy's cock so close to me.  
 
    I fall to my knees, taking his thickness in my hand. I give it a light squeeze, enjoying that same pleasure I felt before in the kitchen. The spongy tissue is so fun to touch. I'm not even sure what I can compare to the soft flesh and hard shaft combination. Whatever it is, the feeling of gripping his huge cock in my tiny hand sends a wave of excitement down my arm. 
 
    I think I have to get him to come. It's the only way to get him to stop touching himself. 
 
    So I stroke, pulling the loose flesh along his cock back, feeling it tighten as I reach the base of his shaft. I pull it back toward me, watching the skin bunch up along the head of his cock. I stroke him back and forth, awkwardly rubbing his sack with my other hand. I'm not experienced at all with this, but I'm pretty sure this should get daddy going good. 
 
    I look up and can see a hint of pleasure in daddy's face. I see a tiny flicker of a smile creep in, and I start to stroke him harder. I want to make daddy come so hard right now. It's fun having this much control over a guy. 
 
    But daddy's hand swings around and he starts to fondle himself again. Am I not doing it right? Why's he trying to get in on my action? 
 
    I grab his hand with my own free hand and bring it back to his side. When I let go, it takes only a second for his hand to come back around, sneaking in on my territory and preventing me from stroking him effectively. 
 
    I bring his hand back around, and when he tries to touch himself again, I bring his hand back to his side and hold it there for good measure. 
 
    Good. One hand's holding his arm still, so I can still masturbate daddy. 
 
    But as soon as I feel like I have things under control, his other hand comes around and knocks my hand off his cock. He begins to lazily mash it again. I grab his wrist and bring it back to his side, holding him there. 
 
    Now I have to hold both arms or he won't stop! Ugh! 
 
    I take a deep breath. 
 
    I guess there's only one thing I can do. 
 
    I scooch forward on my knees, and while I pin daddy's arms to his side, I lean my head in and take his thick cock in my mouth. The salty flesh immediately makes me salivate, and I make good use of it as I take him in as far as I can, coating him in slick spittle. 
 
    I suck on him like he sucked on me, drawing on his flesh as I bob my head back and forth. Without my hands, it's difficult to guide myself, but after a minute, I get the hang of it, quickly sucking on daddy and taking his dick in further and further, adapting to his substantial length. 
 
    I push it even more, finally getting him to the back of my throat. I use it like a training exercise (the best when it's a real man!), allowing me to master the deep throat. I hold his cock against my throat, restricting my gag reflex. Although I don't gag, my mouth salivates hard, building up a flood of saliva, which spills out of my mouth as soon as I take his dick out. I drool all over, laughing at my own little piggy behavior. 
 
    But daddy gets surprisingly impatient, and right in front of me, he begins to thrust forward. I watch dumbfounded as daddy unconsciously searches for something to stick his dick into. 
 
    I try not to laugh. It's like watching one of those dogs that has no idea how to have sex, you know? They get behind a girl and just hump the air because they only know how to do the basics on pure instinct. They just don't know what they need to be fucking while they do it. Daddy's basically doing the same thing, desperately looking to fulfill his carnal desires, even if he doesn't know how to do it. 
 
    But I know how to do it, and my sick, twisted, foggy mind is broiling enough in lust to get it done. 
 
    So I stand up, and guiding daddy by his arms, drag him back to the sofa. I sit down on the soft cushion, remove my panties, and position myself, spreading my legs wide so daddy has room to move. When I'm comfortable, I grab daddy's arms and guide him slowly to me. 
 
    I pick my knees up, bending my legs up toward me and exposing my wide open cunt to daddy. I don't know if he can see it, but if he's like any other animal, he might just be able to smell my soaked cunt and heat seek right to it. 
 
    Just as I expected, his hips begin to absentmindedly thrust again. I pull him down toward me, placing his hands on either side of the couch. Once he's close enough, daddy leans in himself, his thrusting dick only inches away from me. I lower him a little more and his cock starts to brush against my lips, eliciting a grunt from me. The touch of his cock burns so good, the brush of his flesh like the striking of a match against my libido. 
 
    But like a mindless animal, he thrusts without purpose. 
 
    It's only his babygirl now who gives him purpose. 
 
    I reach down, grab his shaft, and when he pulls back to thrust, I push downward on his cock. The next thrust forward sends his saliva rich cock deep into my soaked pussy. I cover my mouth as I scream out, struggling as hard as I can to keep quiet. 
 
    His cock flies straight through me, sliding in easily through my arousal. Since daddy isn't awake, he pushes his cock all the way in without a second's hesitation, ripping me open and driving his bulbous head all the way until it strikes my cervix. 
 
    He halts at the end, his cock frozen inside me. As if daddy realizes that he's struck gold, he takes a moment to reposition himself, before pulling his cock out and driving it back into me. 
 
    I seal my mouth shut, stifling my exhausted moans. I don't want to wake mom. I have to keep quiet. 
 
    But daddy's mindless dick moves without inhibition, insisting on fucking me with his long shaft. Daddy's angle from above is so steep that his cock punctures me with each thrust, diving all the way in and filling me up completely. 
 
    Like a wild animal, he fucks me with abandon, a crazy lust consuming his sleepy mind. He barely makes a sound except for the occasional deep breath. 
 
    Me, on the other hand, I'm fighting like heck to keep myself from crying out in ecstasy. I have my hand plastered over my mouth, until it starts to become so loud that I'm forced to place my other hand over it as well. 
 
    I started this, but right now, I have no power to end it. 
 
    Daddy's got me pinned down on the couch, his cock locking my hips with his, keeping us bound until he finishes what he needs to do. 
 
    I can't stop it. I can't stop the animal that's fucking me from reaching orgasm. 
 
    Oh my gosh! Orgasm?! 
 
    “No, daddy,” I get out between my fingers, “don't come inside me.” 
 
    But like every moment before, daddy pays me no mind. 
 
    He's going to come inside me and there's nothing I can do about it. 
 
    But rather than be scared, the excitement inside me starts to grow at an exponential rate. The more I think about him finishing inside me, the more I think about the sleepwalking animal using me without remorse, the more I think about the rote thrusts of his cock deep inside me without conscious thought, the more my pussy begins to burn. That is, until my daddy forces me to burst on his cock.  
 
    I clamp my hands on my mouth as hard as I can as my body spasms from an explosive orgasm. I come hard, my body shaking and shattering, melting as his long meat continues to pound me. I continue to rattle as daddy takes no break in fucking me, completely oblivious to my release of pleasure. 
 
    All his ignorance of my pleasure only serves to ramp me up all over again, and it takes no more than a minute before my body's ready to blast out all over again. His animal instincts, his hard cock, his innate desire to fill something with it... it's all so powerful in its ability to make me crack under the pressure. 
 
    I come, lurching about as I focus on keeping my moans to myself. I shake all over again, my pussy seizing on his unrelenting member, tightening and releasing as his cock enters and exits. He drives into me, breaking me upon his manly hunger.  
 
    My body weakens, my muscles tired and aching.  
 
    I want to cry.  
 
    Not out of sadness, but because if he makes me come again, I feel like I might pass out, and I might not be able to stop myself from screaming his name throughout the entire fucking house, waking my peaceful mother. 
 
    “Daddy, come in me, please,” I beg, going against my previous sentiment. The only hope I have now is to make him come, and that he can actually hear me through that thick skull of his.  
 
    “I want you to fill me up. Fill me up.” 
 
    “Come in my pussy. Give me your seed.” 
 
    “Make your baby pregnant.” 
 
    The last must have been enough, because I feel daddy strain for the briefest moment, and with only the slightest, nearly inaudible grunt, he unloads his cum deep into my pussy. His body twitches, and with each twitch, a pump of creamy white semen douses my walls in hot fluid. I want to moan out in bliss, being filled entirely by daddy, but my body is so broken, all I can get out is a few weak gasps of air. 
 
    Once his heat stops flowing through me, his hips retreat, pulling his cock out of my sopping cunt. 
 
    Daddy stumbles a little bit, mumbling something about being tired, before sitting down on the sofa next to me. As I fight to regain my breath, I can hear daddy begin to snore. 
 
    Wow, I did not expect sex to have that effect on him. All I wanted to do was get him to stop touching himself. Instead, I got a daddy passed out next to me and a pussy leaking his cum. 
 
    I stand up, the cum dripping down my inner thigh. I head off to my room before realizing something. I rush back to the kitchen and grab a towel, running it under the faucet. I head back to daddy and give his cock a good scrub. 
 
    He might not remember what happened, but the smell of pussy all over him would not be a good thing for him to wake up to. 
 
    This is going to be my little secret. 
 
    I give daddy's cheek a kiss. I rub my stomach. Maybe in nine months, it could be our little secret. You never know when I might catch him sleepwalking again. 
 
    Out of the corner of my eye, I see the catalyst of the evening that ended with daddy fucking his little girl. 
 
    My sandwich!  
 
    I'm still kind of hungry, but I might just be able to sleep for the first time in a long while. 
 
    -   -   - 
 
   


  
 

 Daddy Becomes My Master 
 
    There's a golden glint in the distance, a beacon that shines in the darkness of this cave.  
 
    For a second, I don't even think it's real. Maybe my mind is playing tricks on me. 
 
    My stepdad and I have been walking this archaeological site for a good while now, moving slowly as we traverse the black dankness of the underground cave. 
 
    Why us? Well, my stepdad discovered it, and I'm merely his assistant. Our team is outside still sleeping in their tents because my stepdad took it upon himself to explore his discovery on his own. He's always been ambitious like that, and he's willing to dig a little dirt if it gets him ahead in the game. 
 
    There is some ambient light coming in through a hole in the ceiling, so I'm not sure if the glint is anything special or just a reflection of the light. But even so, something down here must be reflecting it, and it's unlikely a something down here isn't inherently special, so that's a good start. 
 
    I glance over at my stepdad, who's focused on a rock formation on the other side of the cave. He seems intently busy, so I leave him be as I head over to the bounty that I discovered. Of course, if it is something amazing, my stepdad would never let me leave this cave with any sort of credit to my name. That's the problem with working with a top notch archaeologist: anything found goes straight to their pocket, and credit is never doled out. 
 
    Not that I'd expect it: we don't exactly get along. He's an arrogant hardass; I don't really play nice. We just happen to be a family of archaeologists, including my mom, who set us up together on this venture. But just because I have to be around him, doesn't mean I'm going to respect him any more than I do. Shit, I don't even like calling him my dad. 
 
    Just walking off on my own feels like an adventure, just so I can get away from my stepdad for more than a minute. It's tough being cramped up with him for the past six months. It's not like he's a possessive man—not with people anyway—but such close proximity starts to interfere with any sense of independence. Moments like these, if only twenty feet away from him, are highly coveted. 
 
    The cave is rocky, so I have to be careful crossing the perilous terrain. There's a tiny stream passing a few feet below, an uninteresting sight above ground, but an amazing experience below. The sounds of water rushing echoes off the walls, and the thoughts of what crazy ecosystems must exist down here can send a girl's heart all aflutter. 
 
    I'm not an archaeologist for no reason. 
 
    As I get close to the glint, it seems to pulse, bursting with a light. This is no glint nor reflection; this thing seems alive. When I'm close enough, I notice a wooden chest, its lid open, its storage filled with radiating light. 
 
    When I come down to the small clearing where the object resides, I hit flat ground. Although the chest draws me, I take quick glance in the distance. Straight darkness that descends a hundred meters, the stream dipping off a cliff and into an underground lake. The sight is a wonder to behold, something that would normally make my jaw hang as I marvel at my luck to see something so unscathed by human development. 
 
    But this time, my attention is drawn to the crate with the sunny glow. 
 
    Each step closer pulls forth another pulse of energy. Absentmindedly, I reach for the object inside, which is clouded by the bath of golden light. Only when I hold it in my hands, can I clearly see what it is. 
 
    It's a lamp. 
 
    Not the electric kind, but an ancient oil lamp or tea kettle, long and slender with a circular handle on one end and a spout on the other. It must be a thousand years old. I realize my folly of holding it directly in my hands, possibly contaminating it with the modern age. 
 
    But... the feel of it. The touch in my fingertips is addictive. So heavy, so dense, yet so vibrant. The gold is varnished, as if recently cleaned. 
 
    “Jasmine,” a steady, commanding voice behind me speaks, “put that down.” 
 
    I turn around. “No,” I say, not looking at him, but the object in my hand. 
 
    “Jasmine,” his voice even firmer now, “put that down immediately. You don't know what you're holding in your hands.” 
 
    My brow furrows, a deep, unexplained anger rising in me. “I hold my future. My discovery.” 
 
    He shakes his head, descending the rocks. “No, that's not your discovery, you stupid girl.” 
 
    His insults are nothing new. I might be his stepdaughter, but he treats me more like an insipid, lowly assistant than his own family. 
 
    “You're just jealous,” I respond, my indignation something entirely new. I've always ignored his negativity, considering it a quirk of his and letting it slide. But now it seems to rifle my meekness, instead incensing me to a bubbling fury. 
 
    “Jealous of you? Never. What I am is not an idiot. You hold a dangerous relic in your fingertips, something that contains an ancient magic inside it. You need to set it down on the ground and back away.” 
 
    I can hear whispers, a soft, ancient wind that carries no words but speaks to me. They cloud my mind, making him seem far away as he speaks. I can't hear him; I can only hear the void. 
 
    It calls me to rub the lamp. 
 
    I do as it bids, caressing the lamp with one hand. 
 
    “You foolish girl! Put it down!” 
 
    It's too late as a thick, purple miasma flows from the spout. It seeks me, the mist circling my body as the lamp floats from my hands into the air. As it twirls around me, I can feel the cloud begin to seep into my pores, filling me with its essence. 
 
    It doesn't burn, it doesn't hurt. It's simply refreshing, like a cool breeze that doesn't just brush by me, but flows deep through me, embracing every bone and fiber in my body. I shiver and shake, scrunching up as a tingle of something courses through my veins. 
 
    That something is infinite power. 
 
    I cry out, not from pain, but from an excitement of force that could turn any mouse into a lion. If I wasn't obsessed with power before, I got hit with so much that it's destined to be the driving force for the rest of my life. 
 
    But this power isn't meant to be mine. 
 
    My stepfather watches on in shock as the transformation begins. 
 
    My arms spread out and my feet lift in the air, causing me to hover a foot from the ground. With a puff of mist, my clothes are evaporated from my body, a surge of adrenaline kicking in as I'm left nude in front of my father. 
 
    I look down at myself and can see the hair from my armpits fall out. It drops from me as if being pushed from my skin, ejected as unwanted. It all comes out, leaving my armpits completely bare, smoother than I've ever been able to shave them. Six months in the middle of nowhere can make it near impossible to keep oneself groomed. Can't say I disapprove of this new situation at all. 
 
    But then the hair around my pussy begins to fall out as well. Strands drop off me, so many, so quickly that it looks like I'm being shaved by an invisible razor. I'm left bald around my genitals, and I feel a heat rise to my face. I look down at him as he watches my pussy with nothing short of interest, given a clear view of what my body looks like sans hair. 
 
    Clothes form over my body: a yellow bra and short jacket that covers only my shoulders, as well as a pair of yellow lace panties. 
 
    Lastly, I can feel my normally short hair grow out past shoulder length. A golden tiara morphs on top of my head, and one final accessory appears around my neck: an unbreakable, golden choker. 
 
    I lower to the ground, my bare feet lightly touching the earth. I can feel the power coursing through me, a fear of the unknown following shortly behind. 
 
    “W-what happened?” I mutter. 
 
    He shakes his head. “I told you to put it down.” 
 
    “You knew that would happen?” 
 
    “You unlocked an ancient form of magic: the Genie.” 
 
    I study my body. Other than my clothes disappearing and my hair simultaneously falling out and growing, I don't seem any different. The only thing I notice is how oddly I'm dressed. 
 
    Almost erotically dressed. 
 
    “When you rubbed that lamp, one of two things could have happened. You call forth the Genie, a powerful being that can wield impossible magics; or, far worse, if the lamp is empty, the first person to rub the lamp becomes the Genie.”   
 
    “Magic?” This power. This must be it. I lift my hand, and with a wave, I can feel a ripple of energy pass through the fabric of the universe. As if the knowledge of my power was directly etched in my brain, I form a burst of flame in the palm of my hand, letting it shoot up and light up the room. 
 
    “Oh my god!” I shout, gleefully firing off magic into the room, enjoying the power in my fingertips. 
 
    He smiles and comes closer. 
 
    “Why are you smiling?” I fume. It's like this power feeds on my emotions, making me arrogant. My stepfather's attitude is something I no longer can tolerate. “I thought I was just a stupid girl?” 
 
    He laughs, bending down. “You are.” 
 
    The anger inside me pushes at my walls, begging to be released. I can feel the power in me well up in my hands, ready to be expelled directly at my stepfather. 
 
    But he stands up, the lamp in his hands. It had fallen to the ground as I did, and in my wonder at my transformation, I had forgotten all about it. 
 
    But my stepdad never once took his eyes off it. 
 
    Just as deep down, I know how my powers worked, I know what power the lamp holds over me. The anger in me remains, but the powers I wish directed at him will no longer heed me. 
 
    “The one thing about Genies is that they're forever trapped to serve their masters, the owners of the lamp.” 
 
    “What about wishes?” I ask, recalling the lore of Genies and the three wishes they bestow upon their masters. 
 
    He shakes his head, laughing, “No, no. That's a myth. Genie's weren't created to be temporary workers; they were created to be slaves.” 
 
    Slaves? 
 
    My stepfather hooks the lamp around a carabiner on his belt we use for climbing. Now it serves as the perfect tool for my enslavement. He walks around me, looking at me in that condescending way he normally does. This anger for my master eats away at me, but no matter what I think, I can't compel myself to lash out at him. 
 
    “And from what I can tell, based on how you're dressed, Genies were meant to be sex slaves as well.” 
 
    “Sex slaves?!” I gasp. “Are you serious?” 
 
    “Hmm, I did just see your pussy lose all that pesky hair, didn't I? I think it was to prepare you to serve me.” 
 
    “Serve you?” I scoff. “I'll never serve you. You're a sick fuck if you think I'm going to do what you say.” 
 
    My stepfather taps the lamp at his hip. “This says otherwise.” 
 
    “Yeah, no lamp tells me what to do.” Part of me knows I'm lying to myself, but another part wants it to be true. I walk past him, intent on leaving him in the dust and showing him I'm no slave to his sick perversions. I can't believe he would think he could make me his sex slave. Not in a million fucking years. 
 
    “Jasmine,” the confidence in his voice is oozing, “stop.” 
 
    My body seizes, preventing me from walking away. No, not just walking away, it prevents me from moving at all, freezing me in mid-step. 
 
    “Turn around.” 
 
    I turn, facing my master. The look in his eyes is mock curiosity, feigning interest but knowing nonetheless exactly what's going to happen. 
 
    “Come here.” 
 
    I approach him the second his command finishes, my body all too eager to comply. 
 
    “Are you able to stop yourself from doing what I say?” 
 
    I don't respond, fuming that he's abusing this new revelation so easily. 
 
    “Answer me when I ask you a question.” 
 
    “Yeah, I can stop myself, and I can do whatever I want.” The irony of lying while being forced to answer does not escape either of us. 
 
    “From now on, you only tell me the truth. No more lying from you. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Yes.” The words come from my mouth without any ability to stifle them. It seems that whenever he tells me I must do something, I must, no matter what. His last two commands combine so that now when he asks a question, I must answer it, and I must answer it truthfully. 
 
    But he's not done giving commands. “When you speak to me from now on,” he says, his lips twisted upward in contemplation, “you must call me daddy. I've been so tired of your attitude lately. Understand?” 
 
    No, he can't, he... “Yes, daddy.” 
 
    “Oooo, god that sounds good. Hearing you say that, I know you hate the idea of calling me daddy. It just bothers you so much, doesn't it?” 
 
    “Yes, daddy.” 
 
    He laughs, “Oh, this is too good.” 
 
    “What do you want from me?” I tug at the gold choker around my neck. Neither force nor magic can remove the chain that binds me. 
 
    “I want you to know who's the master of this house. On your knees.” 
 
    I drop down onto the cold rock without a moment's hesitation. 
 
    “Take off my pants.” 
 
    I make quick work of his pants, pulling them down along with his boxers. Daddy's cock springs from his shorts, soft but growing steadily. The thought of having control over me must be exciting him. When his cock pumps blood, hardening his erection, I feel a twinge in my own body, an excitement I can't control.  
 
    I once tried my hardest to avoid my daddy (I can't even think of him as anything but daddy now!), not wanting anything to do with him. He's always dirty from his digs, like he has a permanent spot of dirt on his body that moves around but never goes away. It makes an easy excuse for me, but it might have all been because I have this attraction for him that I can't make go away. I couldn't understand how I disliked him but wanted him at the same time. 
 
    And it all comes to a head now that he's standing here, his dick twitching in erotic movement, me at his beck and call, ready to submit without conscious thought. 
 
    I can't help it when I feel moisture begin to build down below. 
 
    “What do you think, babygirl?” 
 
    I blush, my thoughts about to be made bare through magical coercion. “I think I want to suck it, daddy.” 
 
    He smiles, “That's what I thought.” 
 
    My face burns, utterly embarrassed at my admission. 
 
    “Go on, little Genie. Suck daddy's dick.” 
 
    His soft cock is immediately in my mouth, my salivary glands releasing upon the taste of his salty flesh. My first suck is like heaven, drawing his flesh forward, his taste into my mouth, all while making him even harder. As he hardens, I feel the pull of his cock calling for my touch, which forces my hand to his shaft. 
 
    What the hell? Did his dick just tell me what to do? 
 
    Does it have a mind of it's own?! 
 
    I stroke his shaft, feeding into my mouth as I suckle on his head. I spread the saliva over his entire length, enjoying the wet feeling as my hand slides over his cock. 
 
    “Come on, babygirl, make daddy thicker.” 
 
    I don't know if he means keep making him harder, but his cock tells me something else. It tells me to make him bigger. A wisp of magic escapes my touch, flowing into daddy's tumescent cock. Instantly, his cock's thickness grows by twice the size. 
 
    “Holy shit!” He examines himself, testing the distance his fingers go around his girth. “I like that. Come on, longer too.” 
 
    Magic runs through him, adding inches to his frame. His cock grows into my mouth, reaching to the back of my throat as I suck on him. His cock is now monster sized, a beefy appendage that's built to wreck things. 
 
    Just as daddy's cock wanted. 
 
    Daddy may have said those things, but I could feel his cock desire it way before daddy even thought of them. It's as if I'm telepathically connected to my master's cock, attuned to fulfilling it's every wish. 
 
    Or is it that his cock is my true master, and daddy only the vessel that carries it? 
 
    Whatever it may be, the thickness in my mouth is making me tingle, obsessed with pleasuring the rod firmly planted inside me. I sloppily make love to it, drooling all over as I rapidly plunge it down my throat. 
 
    Daddy's cock wants a cock hungry whore, and I'm forced to oblige. 
 
    I moan deeply, showing daddy how eating his dick makes me feel. I stroke and twist furiously, bobbing my head back and forth, slobbering like a sex slave is meant to. 
 
    Daddy's dick begs to be inside me. It begs to subdue me, it's nasty little slut who's made it work so hard for this moment. 
 
    I stand up and wave my hands in front of my chest, simultaneously making my bra and jacket disappear, while making my tits grow to twice their size. 
 
    That was not a choice; that was a wish. It's like I can feel every nuance of daddy's cock: how it feels, what it desires, what makes it harder, what'll make it come. I'm one with his dick, knowing exactly what's necessary to make it explode in the most powerful orgasm possible. 
 
    I am nothing but his sex slave. 
 
    But daddy's none the wiser. He thinks it was something I did for him of my own volition. “Damn, Jasmine. You really want to make me happy, don't you?” 
 
    “Yes, daddy.” 
 
    I guide him to my gargantuan breasts, slipping a puffy nipple into his mouth. I can feel his cock pulse with energy the moment his lips touch me, so I reach down and stroke him, and realize something new: I'm feeling daddy's pleasure! 
 
    I mean actually feeling it. When I stroke his cock, I feel a tight, sharp stab at what would be the base of my penis, almost like I have to pee. When I pull forward on his dick, the sensation moves and strengthens. Each stroke feels like I'm stroking myself. It's how I know exactly what feels good on him, because I'm feeling it myself! 
 
    Anytime I pleasure daddy, I feel pleasure myself. If the compulsion of his word wasn't enough, this spell has made it where my own pleasure is directly tied to his, making me want to pleasure him. 
 
    Daddy feasts on my nipples while I jerk us both off. I don't know if his cock is telling me what to do, or if I'm simply acting like it's my dick to begin with, but I turn away from daddy and take a step forward. 
 
    I bend at the waist, place my hands parallel to my head, and a stockade forms around my neck and wrists, holding me in position with my ass facing daddy. 
 
    I can feel what daddy's dick wants to do, how much it wants to dominate me. It doesn't just want to fuck me, it wants to own my body, it wants to see me submit to it. 
 
    Daddy grabs the sheer lace of my panties and gives them a good yank, tearing the panties in half, splitting them right down the middle. 
 
    “Put that huge dick inside me, daddy.” 
 
    “Is that what you want?” 
 
    I nod as best I can in my wooden restraints. “Yes, daddy. I want you to fuck me like your little slut. Fuck me and punish me.” 
 
    My words are my own, but my desire is a mix of my own and daddy's dick. We both want the same thing, and the sensation is so overwhelming that even I want to treat myself like a piece of meat. 
 
    Daddy's arousal is so strong it makes my cunt burn and flush with juices. I bend my back, my ass bucking, my pussy turning up and calling for daddy to fill it up. 
 
    Daddy complies, guiding his massive cock into me. It splits me apart and I cry out, my tight hole bending to daddy's will. The pain is intense, but the dual sensation of getting penetrated and feeling a tight cunt around our cock, is powerful enough to override that pain. 
 
    “Spank me, daddy! I know it's what you want.” 
 
    As daddy's hips push in and out, his hand comes down on my fleshy ass, smacking it with a burning fervor. He loves it, I can feel it. I can feel his cock pulse with excitement, hardening even further. 
 
    The strain of his dick is almost painful, full of blood and aching to be freed. 
 
    “You like getting fucked?” 
 
    “Yes, daddy. Your dick is so big!” 
 
    When I say 'big', his cock pulses, the direct effect of my words apparent. His hands on my hips, he drives his dick all the way in me, pounding me like he hates me, fucking me furiously. His thrusts are so aggressive, I have to actually use more magic to make the stockade sturdier; otherwise, the wood is liable to shatter. 
 
    His thrusts and his slaps are perfectly in rhythm. His huge cock pierces me, followed by a rough slap to my reddening ass. He's taking immense joy in inflicting pain to my flesh. I can tell something else is eating him up, though, something that's bouncing around inside his head. 
 
    He's hesitating. His dick is telling him one thing but he's not listening. He's probably afraid to push my boundaries, his own inhibitions holding him back. Even though he has complete control over me, and he can do whatever he wants, he's still holding back. It's a strange feeling from a man I've always known to be ambitious and arrogant, who's always done whatever he's felt like. He actually does have a sense of restraint. 
 
    But his dick has no inhibitions, and therefore I have no inhibitions. He might be scared to push boundaries, but I'm not. 
 
    “Daddy, put it in my ass.” 
 
    He pauses. “Your ass?”  
 
    “That's what your dick wants.” 
 
    That sensation in the base of his shaft swells, growing from my desire to get assfucked. As far as daddy knows, it's actually what I want. But with my powers, I know his dick better than he does. 
 
    When he pushes his massive head in, I realize I'm not going to be able to take his massive girth. I grunt, barely letting daddy break in at all. 
 
    “Relax, babygirl. I'm going to go slow.” 
 
    “Don't, daddy. Push it all the way in. Fast and hard.” 
 
    It should scare me, but luckily, I have the magical power to do whatever I desire. So I use my magic to loosen my ass as much as is needed, I dull the pain completely, and I apply a layer of lube to daddy's magically infused cock. 
 
    His cock busts through my backdoor instantly, his cock plunging in until his hips slap against my ass. It's pure pleasure for me, a deep resounding wave that travels up my bent over torso. The tightness around daddy's cock perfectly matches the fullness of my ass. 
 
    Without pain, getting fucked in the ass is the most amazing experience ever. Deep and hard, daddy pounds me, his cock sliding into me without any resistance. His thickness drags along my anal walls, highly sensitive from the foreign invader, and I moan every time his cock pulls out and pushes in. 
 
    “Fuck me, daddy,” I groan, feeding his cock the dirty thoughts it needs to finish. “I'm your little sex slave, forever and ever.” 
 
    He groans, the pleasure becoming energetic at the base of his cock. 
 
    “You're my daddy. I'm your daughter. You get to fuck your little daughter whenever you want.” 
 
    “You get to fuck my ass all the time, daddy. You own me, and you deserve to come in the things you own.” 
 
    The sensation in his cock becomes so sharp that I moan deeply in response, feeling the buildup of his orgasm in my own body. Sharp, sharp pain deep inside wells up, driving my own orgasm as daddy makes his way to finishing inside me. 
 
    The sharp feeling finally releases, his cock pumping and squeezing. I can feel him draw the sperm from his balls, combine with the semen from his prostate, and get shot out like a cannon through his urethra, coating my cunt in hot jizz. 
 
    His orgasm leads to my orgasm, my body convulsing as his cock unloads inside me. I can't even squeeze on his cock as my ass is as wide as it can possibly go, instead using that vibrational energy to undulate my back, forcing my ass further back onto daddy's cock. He feeds me his seed, spilling a shitload of semen directly into me. His orgasm is so powerful, constructed from my knowledge of his desires, he fires a dozen hot strands of cum, punctuated by a gasping daddy and the digging of his fingers into my ass. 
 
    When he pulls out, I slip down, hanging from the stockade like a prisoner, my drooping, loose ass dripping out a gigantic wad of cum. 
 
    “Keep that cum inside you.” 
 
    My asshole tightens immediately, sucking the cum back up inside me, swallowing it and holding it there. 
 
    “Keep it inside for the rest of the day.” 
 
    “Yes, daddy.” 
 
    “Change back into your work clothes.” 
 
    I do as he says, changing back into my dig clothes, leaving no sign of my alternative profession. 
 
    “Shrink your tits and my dick back to normal.” 
 
    I do what he says without thinking about it, but once I'm done, I ask, “Why did you want me to do that?” 
 
    “Can't let anyone know anything's different. Especially your mom. I think she knows by now the size of my dick, and she'll be a little too surprised to see it's grown so large. She'll probably think it's a tumor.” 
 
    I blush, the realization I just fucked my daddy coming to mind. And the fact that he's going to hide it is all the more shocking. 
 
    “But...” 
 
    “You're my Genie. My sex slave. I don't want to hear any more about this.” 
 
    I can feel the ache of his cock as he tells me this. Like being told by your father to be quiet in the backseat, I shut up immediately. 
 
    “It's okay, daddy. I know you just need to fuck me in the ass whenever you can.” 
 
    “That might be harder than I'd want with all those people outside.” The thought of our dig crew finding out must be worrying him. 
 
    “Daddy,” I laugh, “I'm all powerful. I can just stop time, and you can fuck me in the ass right then and there, whenever and wherever you want. No one will ever know.” 
 
    “I'm amazed you'd tell me that. I wouldn't have thought you'd want it that badly.” 
 
    “Daddy, I want what your dick wants.” I reach down and grab his cock, caressing it in my hand. “And don't you worry. I'll always know when you have a fresh load you need to put inside your baby.” 
 
    “Is that right, now?” 
 
    “Yes, daddy. What else would a slave daughter be good for? I only serve to fuck my daddy.” 
 
    -   -   - 
 
   


  
 

 Daddy Defends My Honor 
 
    “Well, if it ain't the skank.” 
 
    You can't understand just how hard I roll my eyes when I hear that voice. 
 
    I turn to see Jezzy storming towards me from the school entrance. It's just like her: I'm here waiting for my stepdad by the street, minding my own business, when she's gotta tear me from my reverie. It's the same ol' song and dance. She did it in high school, and it's like she followed me to college to do the same thing all over again. 
 
    To say I can't stand her bullying wouldn't do it justice. 
 
    “What do you want?” I say under my breath. 
 
    “Don't be givin' me that shit. I heard you been talking to Josh.” 
 
    I notice Josh doggedly following behind her, avoiding my eyes when I look at him. 
 
    “Yeah, I just asked him some questions.” 
 
    “That's not what I heard. I heard you was flirtin' with him.” 
 
    The shock on my face must be evident as the southern bitch just smiles, glad to see the fear and confusion in me. All I can think about is how long the drive is for my stepdad to come pick me up, and how close he has to be to the school. I just want a way out more than anything right now. 
 
    I really didn't flirt with Josh. Or at least, I didn't mean to. I like Josh, he's a cute guy, and he's funny to boot. I might have been extra nice to him when we were talking, but I'm no hussy. I wasn't givin' off any signals as far as I know, especially because he's Jezzy's boyfriend. She's the last person I want to fuck with, and I certainly didn't say anything untoward to him. 
 
    “I heard you were asking him if he wanted a handy under the bleachers.” 
 
    “What?!” My face burns crimson as a few onlookers watch this girl spout nonsense. “I said no such thing. I'd never say that.” 
 
    “Bitch, please. We both know you're a jealous, ratchet skank. You've always had a fuckin' problem with me.” 
 
    Oh, I definitely have, but I'm not the kind of girl to act on my hatred of her. I always just brush her off, hoping she gets the hint and leaves me the fuck alone. But she never learns, only causin' a ruckus whenever she can, looking for that hooker's attention she craves so much. 
 
    But I've never said anything to her about any of those feelings. I just ignore her. 
 
    I look to Josh, who's crossing his arms and merely staring at me. “Josh, come on. You know I didn't say any of that.” 
 
    But Josh only smirks, and I feel my heart drop through my chest. That son of a bitch! He knows none of that happened, but he's lettin' his girlfriend believe whatever she wants. Shit, he's probably the one that told her all this hogwash.  
 
    But why the hell would he do that?! 
 
    “I didn't say you could talk to him, you skank!” Jezzy's shrill voice is followed by a violent push, sending me stumbling backwards. I bounce off the brick wall of the school, rocked as I'm caught off guard by her aggression. It doesn't hurt, but I semi-get the breath knocked out of me, and it takes a moment to collect myself. 
 
    But Jezzy takes that moment to verbally assault me. “Brie, I'm gonna fuck you up like you never experienced. A stupid virgin like you's gotta steal my man because you can't get any yourself.” 
 
    And then verbal assault becomes physical as she spins and lands an open palm across my face. It sends me to the side, causing me to have to adjust my stance so that I don't fall on my face. I touch my cheek, the sting of her slap burning my skin. 
 
    I don't know what to do. Up against the wall, Jezzy seems way more intimidating than before. It doesn't help with the crowd that's gathering around outside the school, or the fact that Josh is looming right behind her. No longer avoiding my eyes, he seems to relish the fact that I'm getting roughed up by his girlfriend. 
 
    “Stop looking at my boyfriend, you slut!” 
 
    Her next attack is a grab for my tank top, which, foolishly, I try to dodge by skirting backwards. Of course, I tighten up against the wall instead, allowing her to catch a handful of my shirt. She gives it a rough tug, and surprisingly, yanks me from the wall, tearing my shirt straight down the middle. I fall to my knees and the tank top splits, the strap hanging loosely over my arm as my black bra comes out of hiding. 
 
    I cover my bra with my hands, still too out of it from getting randomly attacked to realize that defending myself should come before maintaining my modesty. 
 
    I don't know if I should fight back, or if I should run away. 
 
    I've never been in a fight before. 
 
    But I don't want to get my ass kicked. I don't want my hair to be pulled or my clothes to be torn from me. 
 
    But what the hell can I do? 
 
    “Hey!” A deep voice comes rushing in, saving me from my own indecisiveness. 
 
    When I look up, it's my stepdad, and the very first thing I see him do is grab Josh by the shirt and put a fist into his eye. 
 
    Josh stumbles hard, falling onto his ass and rolling over. I always thought Josh was cute, but I never saw him as a big guy, more skinny and pretty than dominant.  
 
    I guess I just saw what happens when skinny and pretty meets burly and rough. 
 
    My stepdad stares bullets at Jezzy, who shrinks immediately upon seeing the hulking figure. He points a finger at her, which comes across as the most threatening gesture I've ever seen. “You better get your ass outta here and back to yo' momma, or else I'll put a foot up your ass as well.” 
 
    “You wouldn't.” She defies him, but in the weakest, diluted sense of the word. 
 
    “You watch me. I don't care. I'll slap some sense into you.” She hesitates, but when she hauls ass across the parking lot, daddy picks Josh up by the arm and calls after her, “And take this piece'a shit with you.” He tosses him like the garbage, forcing Josh to somehow balance himself after most definitely suffering a concussion. He can barely walk straight, but he's got enough in him to make his way out of daddy's purview. 
 
    Daddy reaches down for me. “Come on, kiddo.” 
 
    I keep my head down and my shirt up, protecting what dignity I have left as I rush into daddy's pick up truck. 
 
    He takes off, leaving behind the place I don't think I ever want to see again. Frustrated and embarrassed as all hell, I duck out of view until we're clear of the school. 
 
    He hands me his leather jacket to cover myself up with, and after a minute of driving, he asks, “You okay?” He's gotta, otherwise the half an hour trip back to his ranch is going to be the most awkward drive ever. 
 
    I nod. “Yeah.” 
 
    “What the hell was that all about?” 
 
    “Jezzy attacked me because she thought I was flirting with Josh.” 
 
    “Were you?” 
 
    I shake my head, “No, daddy, I swear! I just talked to him for a little bit, asking him about an upcoming project.” 
 
    “Why does she think you did?” 
 
    “'Cause she's a bitch.” 
 
    Daddy looks at me, that look of disappointment he gets when I curse rearing it's head even at a time like this. I'm a grown woman, but daddy's an ol' fashion man who doesn't think it's proper for a girl to be runnin' a foul mouth.  
 
    “Sorry.” I know I have to apologize before he tells me to; otherwise, it's far more trouble than it's worth. “I think Josh told her that.” 
 
    “Why would that little punk say something like that?” 
 
    I shrug, but the thought of Josh getting decked repeats in my mind, and I feel suddenly upset by it. “You didn't have to go and punch him, daddy.” 
 
    Daddy looks at me out of the corner of his eye. “Babygirl, a boy like him deserves a good knockout punch.” 
 
    “Still, daddy. I might not have been flirtin' with him, but I still like him.” 
 
    “He deserved it,” he repeats. He looks over at me, incredulous I'd still defend him. “You should not be likin' a boy like him. He's no good. especially if he's gonna sully a woman's reputation. You don't want a man like him in your life. He'll just mistreat you.” 
 
    He's right. I know he's right. Josh lied to Jezzy about everything, and then just stood there and smiled, like some sort of psychopath. It's like he got joy out of watching me get tortured by his demented girlfriend. 
 
    And for some reason, that cruelty made me feel even weaker when it was happening. I don't know if I could have ever fought Jezzy on equal footing, but I know that seeing the boy I like watch on with glee was demoralizing to the spirit. 
 
    Daddy must have saw it too. Josh wasn't doing anything directly to me: he wasn't doing any of the shoving or tearing, but daddy went right up to him and clocked him good anyway. He must have noticed something in Josh that itched him the wrong way. There was something in Josh that daddy couldn't stand, so he made sure Josh felt his fury first. 
 
    “Thanks, daddy. I don't know what woulda happened if you didn't get there.” 
 
    He smiles, glancing my way as he studies the road. “Babygirl, I'd defend you to the death, you know that. I don't care how many people there woulda been there. I woulda fought 'em all.” 
 
    I roll my eyes playfully. “Daddy, you're being dramatic.” 
 
    He shakes his head. “No, babygirl. You may not be my own girl, but I love you more than anything in the world. You're special to me, baby.” 
 
    I blush hard, shivers running down my arms and spine. Daddy really does love me, doesn't he? You'd always think you'd do something for the people you love, but you never quite know if you're capable of doing it until you're presented with the real life chance to show yourself. 
 
    Daddy showed his true colors today. The respect I have for him has skyrocketed. He certainly isn't just words; He's action. I can only hope that I can do the same for him, really get the chance to show him how much I love him. 
 
    What can a girl like me do to show him that? 
 
    “Daddy, I love you too.” 
 
    He smiles, “I'm glad to hear it, babygirl.” 
 
    “I want to show you how much you mean to me.” 
 
    He scoffs. “You don't have to. You just being you is enough for me.” 
 
    I shake my head. That'll never be good enough for me. “No, daddy. You don't get to show your love and not get rewarded for it.” 
 
    “Rewarded?” 
 
    I nod, my hand reaching over the space between the car seats and landing on his jeans. I slide my hand against his thigh, feeling a slight twitch in his leg as my touch surprises him. 
 
    “What are you up to?” It's a question that comes out as a curiosity, but deep down, is fully aware of the answer. 
 
    I turn in my seat and get onto my knees, allowing me to lean into daddy and kiss him on the cheek. “Showing you my love, daddy,” I whisper, my hand gripping his bulge as I finish. 
 
    He turns to say something, but I use his mouth before he can get a word out, my lips planting on his. I kiss him for only a moment before his head spins back around to the road. 
 
    Even though out in the farmlands there isn't much traffic between school and home, Daddy focuses on the road. “I'm driving, kiddo.” 
 
    That's fine, because it allows me to focus on him without any interruptions. 
 
    I place my hand on daddy's shoulder to steady myself as I kiss daddy's neck. My right hand massages his groin, stoking the fire in daddy. Each closure of my fingers elicits a bulge in daddy's cock, followed by either him biting his lip, a deep grunt, or staring lustfully into my eyes. 
 
    “Eyes on the road mister. You wouldn't want to get us killed now, would ya?” 
 
    His eyes fix forward as I reach down and unzip his jeans, unbuttoning them as I say, “Let me help you with this, daddy.” 
 
    Pulling his boxers over his cock, his thick meat is half-erect, just waiting to be fully engorged. 
 
    When I slip my fingers around his shaft, he mutters, “Holy sh—“ He cuts himself off before corrupting his daughter's ears. I smile, intent now on making him say those words he's banned from our household. 
 
    I grip his cock hard, his soft spongy tissue molding gently in my hand. When I pull down on his cock, daddy squirms, adjusting himself in his seat, forcing his eyes open so he can see the road clearly. I wonder now how well he can contain himself and drive safely when his little girl starts to give him road head. 
 
    I take his cock in my mouth, having to lean over and stretch my back out to reach him from the passenger's seat. 
 
    The groan he emits is as tasty as his cock. His semi-soft cock moves inside my mouth as I suck on it, slowly giving way to a rock hard monster. The hardness is a different sensation between my lips, but one far more tantalizing. I run my tongue along the shaft as I go all the way down on him. I can't even make it to the base before I start gagging. 
 
    I pull up, catching my breath. His dick is thick and my fingers can't make their way entirely around it. I pull on him hard, studying as his skin draws taut and his rounded head sticks out and looks angry. I loosen a bit and pull down hard again, watching his cock stiffen as I maneuver it in my hand. 
 
    “Go on, babygirl. Go on and suck daddy.” 
 
    I pull down hard again, but this time I lower myself onto his straining, bulbous head. I slide my tongue along it, rounding it and licking it like a lollipop, occasionally kissing just the tip and giving it a tiny suck with my lips. 
 
    It must be super sensitive for daddy because he's stuck holding his breath, gasping each time I take my mouth off his cock. He groans when I continue to torture him, but he grabs the back of my head and pushes me down on his long dick, impaling me. 
 
    I wrap my lips around as he pushes his cock all the way to the back, forcing it down past the curve of my throat. I gag hard, salivating all over his cock as I struggle to hold my mouth open to its widest point. 
 
    I back off, gasping for air, choking and sputtering spit all over daddy. 
 
    “Oh, f—daddy.” I stop myself from swearing, wanting to make daddy be the first one to break the rule. If he does it, then he can't say anything about me doing it! 
 
    I steady myself, slowing my breathing down so I can dive back in, ready to take his monster cock just how he likes it. 
 
    When my mouth reaches the base of daddy's dick, I do a much better time of sheathing his cock without choking on it. Wholly proud of myself, I'm distracted by daddy's hand sliding over my jacket and down my shorts. 
 
    “Daddy, you need to keep your hands on the steering wheel!” 
 
    “There ain't nothing you can do to keep my hands off you, kiddo.” 
 
    His fingers break through my underwear and slide down my ass crack. When his hand meets my pussy, he's met by the soaking juices of a girl pleasing her daddy. I engulf his cock again, devouring it as his fingers slowly enter my pussy, splitting my lower lips for the first time and probing my pink flesh. 
 
    I'm jittery and twitchy, trying my hardest to please my daddy but so caught up with his hand playing with me that all I can do is suck on his cock, incapable of moving up and down along his shaft. 
 
    Daddy maneuvers his hand to undo the button to my jean shorts, giving him enough room to yank my shorts down to my thighs. Roughly pulling at my panties, he pushes them off my ass, giving him plenty of room to massage my pussy and clit. 
 
    He massages my bud, the sharp stabbing of my clit causing me to seize up and concentrate as hard as I can to not bite down in ecstasy. That'd be the worst way to end my time with daddy! 
 
    I pull him out so I can stroke his cock and let out all the moans I've been holding. Daddy lowers into me, taking my mouth in his for a second before jumping back to driving. I jerk his cock hard, wanting to see daddy explode. 
 
    But his finger in my cunt makes me anxious, and it doesn't take long before hand and blowjobs aren't enough for me. My body needs daddy inside it! 
 
    I lean back and remove my shorts and panties, leaving myself in my torn shirt, bra, and daddy's leather jacket. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    I shimmy myself over to him, being careful not to dislodge his hands and send us careening off the road. I get one knee on the side as I throw the other over his lap, straddling daddy. 
 
    “I want you, daddy. All of you.” 
 
    Reaching underneath me, I guide his cock into my sopping cunt, pushing his thickness up into me. I let it in slowly, careful not to hurt myself on daddy's thickness. Slow, though, is like torture, each inch of daddy filling me up and sparking a sudden surge of pleasure through my gut. 
 
    Impatiently, I push my pussy down, feeding him into me suddenly, drawing out a sharp moan between my gritted teeth. I lean forward and swing my arms around daddy's neck. 
 
    “It's so big, daddy!” 
 
    “Yeah, it is, baby. But you're making it impossible to drive.” He puts his head on my shoulder so he can see over me, but I can tell we're not going more than twenty miles an hour. 
 
    “I couldn't wait, daddy. I wanted to feel you inside me.” I lift myself up and drive down on daddy, working him like the throttle that fuels my engine. As I'm revving it up, grinding my pussy back and forth on him, daddy's having a hard time seeing straight. 
 
    “I can't, baby, I can't...”  
 
    I hang on for dear life as daddy sharply swings the steering wheel. We barrel off the road straight into a field of corn. The bumps, the screeching, and the smacks of the corn stalks against the fender die down as daddy slams on the breaks, bringing us to a complete stop. 
 
    Once we stop, I lean back and look at daddy, who's got this astonished look on his face. My heart is racing, but I can't help but laugh. I giggle as the fear of not knowing if we were going to crash begins to subside. 
 
    A fear that turns into a mind blowing arousal. 
 
    I casually start to grind my hips again, enjoying the thickness of daddy as I ride his cock. It takes him a moment to respond, but he throws the truck into park and takes control of my body for the first time. 
 
    He holds me up against him as he stops my grinding and plows into me, thrusting his hips into my cunt. The strong puncture of his cock is a lot more enticing than my own sloppy movements. He speed fucks me, feeding his long dick expertly into my spread pussy. 
 
    I lean back on daddy, getting off my knees and onto my feet as I squat over him. He helps pull his jacket off me before finishing the job that Jezzy started. He grabs my shirt and rips it to pieces, tearing it from my body, severing what little fabric was covering me up. He pulls my bra off and in a quick motion, veers into me and inhales my nipple. 
 
    I squirm and react, his soft lips sucking on me as I grind my hips into his cock. His dick bounces around inside me, and his lips lead to teeth, biting gently as he nibbles on my nub, my erect tissue coming out to be tasted. 
 
    I lean back against the steering wheel and daddy squeezes my tits with both his hands. He pinches my nipples between his thumb and forefinger, pulling on them hard as he slowly reintroduces his cock pummeling my pussy. 
 
    As I lean back against the wheel, daddy's thrusts seem to hit a deeper angle, propelling his dick into my cervix. I grab the supporting handlebar above the driver side window, using it to pull myself up and fall back on daddy's dick, helping construct that oh-so-delicious feeling in my belly leading up to an orgasm. 
 
    I grind with daddy, wiggling my ass so that his cock strikes my sensitive walls. Daddy stops me, grabbing my thighs as he force fucks me, aggressively lifting himself from the seat so he can slam into my pussy. 
 
    My mouth hangs open as I stare at the ceiling of the truck, unable to move as daddy thrusts into me wildly, piercing my cunt at such a velocity that I'm paralyzed from the infusion of pleasure. My muscles are locked as I squat over him, receiving my fucking without so much as a word in edgewise. 
 
    I don't know if I can hold it anymore, feeling that need to blow up being driven into my cunt by daddy. 
 
    “Oh shit, babygirl!” daddy groans, ramming into me faster and faster. 
 
    He did it! He finally said it! 
 
    I cry out, letting out all the steam I've been building, “Yes, daddy, fuck me! Fuck me hard, daddy!” 
 
    “Oh yeah, baby.” 
 
    My foulness drives me mad with lust, ramping up my libido to a critical point. I can't stop my mouth now. “You deserve me, daddy. I'm yours. Keep fucking me, keeping fucking me. Fill my little pussy up. Fuck your daughter like a little slut!” 
 
    He smiles, “You got a dirty mouth on you, babygirl.” 
 
    “You come in me daddy and I'll put this dirty mouth back on your cock!” 
 
    His hips pick up, ramming the last of his energy straight through me. His cock is so hard it pounds my pussy into submission, tenderizing me until I release my juices. I come hard, my pussy grinding uncontrollably as spasms of energy cycle through my body, ripping me apart until I'm exhausted. 
 
    My pussy grabs daddy's cock and pulls his seed out, sitting down on him as he unloads his own orgasm into my fragile body. I can feel him sputtering under me, his reserves being emptied as they rush to his balls and fire his semen out, splattering my insides in warm love. Coats upon coats drench me, filling me to the brim as we both struggle to contain our excitement. 
 
    Lazily, I melt backwards into the steering wheel, startling me as I lean on the horn, waking me from my dreamy ecstasy. I look at daddy and we both laugh, but then I realize that I need to fulfill my promise and do a daughter's duty. 
 
    I unseat daddy, reclaiming the passenger side before leaning back down over him. I take his cock in and taste all the glory of our lovemaking. I can taste my pussy, but I can also taste the shitload of cum that didn't make it into my cunt, instead left on the shaft of daddy's softening dick. 
 
    I eat him up, putting my dirty mouth to good use, ensuring I make daddy the happiest man alive. He massages my scalp as I comfortably engulf him, more relaxing than erotic, cleaning daddy up before continuing on our trip. 
 
    But the lazy relaxation is hard to give up, and the more I suck on him, the more relaxed I become, until I'm sprawled out on my side and resting my head on daddy's lap. His warm cum leaks out onto my thigh as I suck on him contentedly, moaning as daddy's fingers work my scalp, wishing this moment would never end. After a shitty moment like the one that happened at school, this is the perfect calm to get over it. 
 
    “You ready to go, babygirl?” 
 
    “Not yet, daddy. Can't I just suck on you a little longer?” 
 
    He smiles, that loving smile he gives no one else but his spoiled little girl.  
 
    “You take as long as you need, kiddo.” 
 
    -   -   - 
 
   


  
 

 Daddy Licks My Lollipop 
 
    “Go on, lick it.” 
 
    My stepdad shakes his head and rolls his eyes. “Uh, no thanks.” 
 
    “Come on.” I goad him, “I know you want to.” 
 
    He sticks a finger up, pointing it in the air. “Uh, quite clearly,” he says, emphasizing his words faux-dramatically, “I do not.” 
 
    “Come on, daddy! One lick!” I pout my lips, my voice high and saccharine. “You're really going to turn down your little girl when she asks you for a lick?” I might be a grown woman, but no man is immune to the sappy pitch of a crybaby. 
 
    “Really? How many times is that going to come up exactly?” 
 
    I smile, a wicked little demon running along my lips. “I don't know. Maybe a lot. You never know when I'm going to need your tongue again.” I know he gets the hint, as he's very accustomed to my aggressive flirtations.  
 
    I can't help myself; something about the man drives me crazy. I mean, I'm standing here in lace pink panties and a mesh yellow sweater in the living room offering him a lick of my lollipop. If he looks close enough, he could definitely see through the mesh and notice I'm not wearing anything underneath. I make sure my nipples are always ready for the taking. 
 
    He doesn't overtly respond to my advances, but I notice that he tends to bend a lot more when I do it. And the stronger I am—and the less clothed I am—the more he breaks. 
 
    “All right, fine, one lick.” I hold the lollipop out for him, the pink heart-shaped confectionery delight a blatant aphrodisiac. At least, for me. When daddy touches it with the tip of his tongue, he recoils as if he were eating spinach. 
 
    “Ugh, god, that's so sugary.” 
 
    He's not a man for sweets, I know, but I like to tempt him as much as I can, to get him to do something he normally wouldn't. “That's not a lick, daddy. That's a probe.” I stick it back out for him, “You said one lick.” 
 
    He gives me a dismissive look before sighing and running the flat of his tongue over the lollipop. He flinches but keeps his disgust to himself. 
 
    I bring the sweet to my mouth, running my tongue right over where daddy licked, tasting him and the sugar all in one go. That was kind of the point of having him taste it. What can I say, I'm kind of a pervert. 
 
    “You did it pretty good, but I think I'm better with my tongue,” I tease. 
 
    “Oh, yeah? I doubt that.” 
 
    “You think you're better than me?” 
 
    He shrugs, “I see you devouring that candy, but it takes more than that to be good with a mouth. I think you're playing amateur hour.” His tone is light and playful, but it works my imagination into a flurry. 
 
    “Are you challenging me?” 
 
    “To eating that lollipop? No thanks, I can't stand the taste of it.” 
 
    “No, who can use their mouth better.” 
 
    He squints, trying to guess my game. “Challenge you how?” 
 
    I put my finger on my chin, dramatically tapping it. “Let's see, let's see. How do we go about testing who can lick better?” 
 
    The gears in his head are running, but I'm not sure how far he's letting them turn. I want them churning along nice and quiet, not for once grinding to a stop. So I inch closer to him and look up at his six foot two frame. 
 
    “Well, the only way we can properly see who's doing a better job is for the other person to be able to feel it.” I lift my hand and place it gently over his crotch bulge, feeling the twitch I desire under his denim. 
 
    “Babycakes...” 
 
    “Daddy, how else are we going to test it? You need to be able to feel exactly how my mouth is working.” I unzip his jeans, his fly busting open as his cock expands in his boxers. “How else are you going to critique how I use my tongue?”  
 
    I slide my hand under his waistband and feel his massive cock spring to life in my grip. It's so thick and spongy! Tightening my hand just a little makes his dick respond, pushing against me as daddy becomes engorged. Daddy might have reservations, but his dick knows a good thing when it feels it. 
 
    I drop to my knees and pull his cock out of his pants, quickly placing my mouth along his shaft, engulfing him hurriedly as I show him just how much he's going to love this competition. 
 
    “Oh shit,” he groans, his eyes rolling upward as his mouth hangs open. Daddy pulls his pants and boxers down, kicking them off his legs. At that moment, I know I have complete control over him, and he's not going to say another word unless it's from the direct pleasure my mouth gives him. 
 
    I hold him in my mouth, gently sucking, allowing his dick to become accustomed to its new, warm home. It strengthens as I savor the flavor, giving a nice jerk when I slide my tongue over the bottom of his shaft. 
 
    When you're competing, you make a concentrated effort to take your time, to make sure you hit every little thing you're supposed to. You move with care, covering all your bases, touching on everything you've ever learned. 
 
    That's how I do it to daddy. I started with him in my mouth, but realize that I moved a little quickly. So I retreat after he's fully thick, ready to do this the right way.  
 
    I hold his cock in my hand softly, maneuvering it around lazily as I pepper it with girly kisses, delicate pecks surrounded by sloppy, happy tongue-kisses. I kiss under his shaft, moving up the spongy length until I tap under the head. I circle back around to kiss as much of the shaft as I can, making sure it all gets the pleasure of my soft lips. 
 
    I give his head tiny closed-mouth pecks, kissing his urethra like I love it but don't want to hurt it. Daddy shudders as my lips massage his opening, and I pull down on his shaft, feeling the skin tighten and his dick strain. Kissing every part of him when his dick strains feels different for both of us, his cock tough as it resists my mouth, daddy squirming as my lips push against his taut cock. 
 
    Before I take his hardness in my mouth, I move to his sack, ready to please the last of daddy before going full blown on him to make him come. I push his cock up to his stomach as I take his soft skin in my mouth, pulling on it lightly as I mold him between my lips. I slide my tongue along his testicles before pulling one into my mouth, navigating it with my tongue and moving it from cheek to cheek. I glide my open palm down his shaft, massaging him in between gripping his cock and stroking it. 
 
    It must be really sensitive for daddy because his hand is laying on my head, fighting the urge to pull me off of him. When the feeling gets strong, his hips pull in a little as his butt squeezes and his fingers knead my scalp. He wants so bad to grab my hair and pull me off, but he fights the weakness, instead allowing me ample time to torture his balls and suckle his scrotum. 
 
    At the moment I see the pain really get to daddy—he bites his lip and his face scrunches up—I rapidly pull his cock down and deep throat him, jamming his dick all the way to the back of my throat. 
 
    Daddy's pain transforms into an intense moan of ecstasy. “Oh fuck, that's so good!” 
 
    I gag for a second, taking time for my own reflex to adjust to the sudden intrusion of something so thick clogging up my throat. But I'm a master, having spent a lot of time sucking on all sorts of candies and treats. To say I have an oral fixation would be the understatement of the century. I constantly have to have something in my mouth; otherwise, I don't feel quite whole. If I'm not eating hard candy, I'm chewing on a pen. 
 
    Sometimes—and I'll never admit this to anyone!—I'll resort to sucking on my thumb if it comes to that. 
 
    Right now, though, all that practice has come to its ultimate fruition. I don't need my thumb anymore, that's for sure! Daddy's hard dick is the only thing that belongs in my mouth. 
 
    I pull daddy out and gasp for air, allowing spittle to gush from my mouth as daddy's long cock escapes me. 
 
    “Wow, daddy, you're so big!” I've always wanted to say that to him. It's as much a desire of mine to worship his cock as it is to suck on it. 
 
    “Is it too much for you, babycakes?” 
 
    I shake my head violently. “No! Not at all. I like that you have a huge cock for me to suck on.” I twist his cock as I pull on it, drawing it back in a corkscrew fashion, spreading my saliva all over him. 
 
    “Oh, god, girl, you're too good to me.” 
 
    “Daddy, you haven't seen anything yet.” 
 
    I take daddy back into my mouth, bobbing my head back and forth, following the quick rhythm of my hand. I adjust the strength of my grip until daddy moans his affirmation, in which case I keep it there as I rapidly beat him off. Somehow his cock continues to get harder, getting to the point where it's rock solid, fully erect and unbendable. I can tell by how intense daddy's moans are he's going to explode when it finally comes time. 
 
    I use his vocal pleasure as my own aphrodisiac, my own moaning picking up as I bask in daddy's guttural sounds. 
 
    “Oh...” He's tensing up. 
 
    “Oh fuck...” His back is arching. 
 
    “Oh fuck, here I come!” 
 
    Daddy's body arches to its fullest, his mouth agape as his muscles seize and he gives into the uncontrollable tide rising in him. Holding his breath for a few seconds, he finally releases a painful groan, twitching and spasming as he unconsciously thrusts his hips into my mouth. 
 
    What comes out is a flood of semen, flushing from daddy's system as he unloads it into mine. Each thrust of his pelvis sends a viscous, creamy burst of salty deliciousness to the back of my throat. I'm not even swallowing, but his ejaculation is so strong that most of his cum pours down my throat as he fires it all the way to the back. A good eight pumps send strands of cum to coat my mouth, the hot liquid a comfort that relaxes me each time a shot strikes me. 
 
    Allowing him to finish inside me, I slowly slide off his cock, the sensation of my mouth rubbing against his spent cock makes him twitch even more. When I reach his head, I seal my mouth around his tip, closing it so nothing seeps out. 
 
    I turn my head up to daddy and open my mouth wide, showing him the pool of cum that has yet to flow down my throat. After he gets a good view of it, I close my mouth and swallow it all in one big gulp. I open my mouth and stick my tongue out, giving daddy the show of a lifetime. 
 
    I'm still hungry for more, though, so I pull back on his still-hard cock and see a drop of cum escape his hole. I bring his cock to my mouth and drink up, placing my lips on his hole and giving it a slight suck, drawing what little cum is left onto my desperate lips. 
 
    I look up and lick my lips, showing daddy how well I clean my plate. 
 
    The look on his face is both contentment and renewed arousal. “Jesus! Where did you learn to do that?” 
 
    I smirk, “I'm not telling.” 
 
    “Well, that was fucking amazing. I don't think I've ever come so hard in my life. My dick feels bruised.” 
 
    I giggle, “So I guess that means I win.” 
 
    He scoffs, “Win? Please, I haven't even had a chance yet.” 
 
    I roll off my knees onto my butt, resting after such a workout. “Uh,” I mock, “you really think you could stand up against the best orgasm you've ever had?” 
 
    “Let's see.” Daddy kneels down in front of me, falling forward on his hands as he leans toward me. I swallow, falling back on my own hands to keep me supported. For some reason, sucking on daddy's cock was far less nerve inducing than daddy's face being so close to mine. “You might have all the passion in the world for the subject, but you don't have the one thing that daddy has.” 
 
    His lips meet mine and the taste is just as enticing as the taste of his cock. It feels more intimate, and whereas all I wanted when I came up with this idea was to taste daddy, now I have this feeling in my gut that sets my body on fire. Sweat beads on my forehead as daddy's tongue pierces my mouth, softening my will to win. 
 
    When his mouth peels back, I bite my lip, desiring so much more than daddy's cock in my mouth. “What do you have that I don't?” I meekly buzz. 
 
    He whispers, “Experience.” 
 
    I shiver. No word in all the English language has ever made me feel as vulnerable as that one. I felt dominant before—in control—when daddy's cock was in my mouth. Now I feel like I have no idea what's about to happen. My brain is frozen, incapable of seeing the future, stuck instead on the lustful, seductive look in daddy's eyes. 
 
    Daddy's mouth finds its way to my neck, and with an open mouth, daddy's tongue glides across my skin. Up he goes, kissing and licking, running along my jawbone, pausing long enough to nibble on the lobe of my ear. 
 
    The tingling forces my eyes closed as I'm consumed by daddy's wandering mouth. 
 
    “D-daddy...” I titter, almost afraid of the strong feelings I'm experiencing, “aren't you supposed to be kissing me”—I swallow, the dirty thought making me self-conscious—“elsewhere?” 
 
    He chuckles, “Experience, babycakes,” he repeats, his finger trailing along my neck as he teases me. “In order to get a little horny girl like you to come, daddy needs to take it nice and slow.” He comes close to my ear, his voice low and devious. “We have to work your body up before daddy can take proper care of you.” 
 
    “I-I don't think you're going to win, daddy.” My words come out forced and unconvincing. “I mean, the best orgasm ever? Y-you can't beat that.” 
 
    Daddy doesn't respond to my taunts, instead moving along my body, his mouth kissing every inch of my skin as he makes the tortuous travel south.  
 
    He grabs the base of my yellow mesh sweater, and I unconsciously lift my arms for him, permitting him to undress me. I fall back on my hands before daddy resumes his meticulous journey. Each kiss is tantalizing, a soft little shock to my system that loosens me up. That is, until is first kiss lands square on my nipple, which transforms the little shocks into lightning coursing through my flesh. I shake when daddy's mouth makes contact, letting out an uncertain giggle and smile. 
 
    “That's my baby. It feels good, doesn't it?” 
 
    My eyes closed, I nod into the void. 
 
    Daddy's tongue presses against my nipple as his lips close smoothly around the nub. He massages it with his lips, and as it grows in size, flicks it with the tip of his tongue. Once hard enough, daddy bites down on it, holding it steady as his tongue rapidly dances over it. He lifts his hand up and pushes two fingers into my mouth, feeding my oral fixation. 
 
    Sliding his fingers in and out, I begin to salivate. He gathers my saliva for his use, coaxing it from my mouth so he can moisten my other nipple. Between his fingertips he pulls the nub from hiding, bringing it to attention just like her sister. Daddy alternates nipples, sucking one and flicking it with the tongue, while twisting and pulling on the other one. 
 
    Slowly, the accumulated lightning weakens my arms, causing my elbows to bend until I'm steadying myself on them, and then causing them to weaken as well, forcing me all the way to the ground. Flat on my back, daddy's twisting fingers smoothly slip down my stomach until they come just above my lace panty line. 
 
    He rubs from side to side, tempting my body but never pushing it further south. I squirm with each moment, expecting him multiple times to break that southern border and invade my cunt, but he never does, unwilling to cross that threshold. 
 
    Impatiently, I beg him, “Daddy, please touch me down there.” 
 
    His hand travels south but flies straight past my soaking panties. He instead caresses my inner thighs, gripping and clawing at them, torturing me even further as he gets as close as the crease of my thighs before turning back. 
 
    I reach down and try to guide him to my pussy, but daddy merely shakes his head. “No, no,” he chides, “this is an oral competition. Maybe you need your hand to make daddy come, but daddy's not touching this pussy with anything but his mouth. He's going to make you explode just with his mouth.” 
 
    I blush, embarrassed that I hadn't thought of that. If he uses just his mouth, and I really do come hard, does that mean I lose? 
 
    My thoughts are truncated as daddy slides between my legs. He grabs the band of my panties, and I lift my hips off the floor, authorizing daddy to remove them. The air hits me and I feel the coolness immediately, my cunt so wet that my body temperature drops the moment my underwear leaves me. 
 
    Daddy lies down in front of me. He places his head a few inches from me, warm air brushing against me as he breathes on my pussy. He holds it there, blowing on me with a delicate stream of forced air, making everything throb down below. 
 
    And as daddy leans in, a feeling wells in my gut as I anticipate his touch on my lips. 
 
    But daddy's lips fall to the inside of my thigh. My body jumps from his touch anyway, blasting erotic signals up through me. Daddy continues to test my misery, slowly kissing his way along the soft flesh of my inner thighs, reaching the crease of my leg before switching sides and repeating, coming close but never quite touching my pinkness. 
 
    He makes his way around my mound, kissing me all around it, loud, emphatic puckering sounds with each tender placement of his lips. When he makes the semicircle trip, his lips move inward, kissing my labia. Moving his head side to side, his lips and nose open me slightly as he places kisses on my sensitive area. 
 
    At each diabolical refusal to touch me, I kept thinking he was going to kill my libido tormenting me like that! Every time he came close, I'd get charged up, only for it to subside. But I'd always go right back up when he approached, no more weaker than before. In fact, the power of my urges was getting even stronger. 
 
    The second his lips decisively make their way in, the moan from me is deep and foreboding.  
 
    Oh my god! 
 
    “That feels so good! Oh fuck, daddy.” 
 
    I'm going to come so hard, I know it. The sensation is so sharp and strong that I can barely stay still on the ground. I'm writhing with each touch, my body begging me to fucking explode all over daddy's face. 
 
    Even if I wanted to be a sore sport and stop my orgasm, I don't think my body would ever forgive me. I actually don't think it would even allow it to happen. 
 
    Daddy's mouth touches my clit and my back arches, the fire in me burning hotter than ever. My body wants nothing more than to release every last drop of pent up energy inside me!  
 
    There's no way I could stop it if I wanted to. 
 
    I'm a slave to my inevitable orgasm! 
 
    Shallow kisses and deep kisses, daddy makes love to my clit, the vibration of his puckering like a sex toy pushing on my button. When I feel like it might be too much, daddy relents, his mouth moving around, giving me kisses along my thighs and mound again, letting the pressure die down. 
 
    When it feels like it's about to completely dissipate, daddy's mouth makes its way back to my clit, kissing and vibrating my little nub. He does it all over again, building my pleasure all the way back up, until my moans become so powerful and loud that he pulls away, letting my torture continue. 
 
    He comes back when my vocalizations die down, but instead of resorting to kissing me, he goes in for the kill. He places his lips directly on my clit and begins to suck on it, drawing it in and milking the pleasure straight from it. 
 
    My hips buck as the pleasure in me flares, my pussy burning from daddy's touch. He uses my pussy like he used my nipples, clamping his lips around me as he flicks his tongue over the throbbing bump. 
 
    “No, daddy, no!” I scream, scared at the immense buildup of pressure in my stomach. The inner competitor comes out just as I realize my body's about to break, crossing that threshold for eruption. 
 
    But daddy just pushes harder, sucking wildly and battering me with the tip of his tongue. 
 
    “Oh fffffuuuucccckkk!” I cry out. 
 
    My back arches so hard off the ground I feel like I'm about to pull a muscle, bracing in the air as my body winds up to release the floodgates. When all is ready, my body dumps all the energy into my flaming cunt.  
 
    Daddy merely sits back and watches.  
 
    I seize violently, my back undulating as my ass bounces off the ground. I twist and scream, my muscles convulsing. I reach down and place my hand on my burning lips, trying to stop whatever may come. 
 
    But it's too little too late. 
 
    My pussy vibrates in my grip as the pulses of my orgasm seem to run on forever. Maybe a dozen, I have no idea. So many that I lose count. Each burst so strong it picks me up off the ground. I gasp as I struggle against the onslaught, only catching my breath once everything runs its course. 
 
    My body melts, my legs and back sinking deep into the ground. My muscles are so spent that I can't imagine standing up on them, so sore and tender. 
 
    It takes me a minute before I feel like I'm breathing normally, and then another minute before I can open my eyes again. 
 
    Daddy's watching me, studying my body as my breasts heave from my deep breaths. 
 
    “So,” he says, “I think it's fair enough to say I won this one.” 
 
    My voice is weak. “You can't just say that. I gave you the best orgasm ever. You said it yourself.” 
 
    He chuckles, “And what did you just have?” 
 
    My face heats up. I shrug, “It was okay.” 
 
    He laughs, “Okay. Maybe you're just not able to admit it yet.” He bends over and pokes me in the stomach, eliciting the weakest bodily jerk ever. “But at least I didn't collapse when I blew my load.” 
 
    I scoff. “Fine. It was the greatest thing I've ever felt in my life!” 
 
    “There we go.” 
 
    With the only energy I have left, I pick myself up to at least be sitting when I invoke my next challenge.  
 
    “Let's make it two out of three.” 
 
    “I don't mind that, not one bit. We'll go as many times as you need, little lady.” I can see a drop of precum glisten on daddy's cock as it twitches. “But right now, it's one to zero. Daddy's up.” 
 
    In more than one way he's up, but I'll make sure to soften that lead really quick. 
 
    -   -   - 
 
   


  
 

 Daddy Bends Me Over 
 
    “Are you ready, babygirl?” 
 
    I nod, almost imperceptibly. 
 
    The look on my stepdad's face borders on anger. “I'm serious. Out there”—he points to the the door leading out of the preparation space to the gymnasium—“that's real competition. It's going to be way tougher than what we went through before. I need to know right now if you're good to go.” 
 
    “I am! I swear, daddy.”  
 
    I'm not—not at all. But I can't tell him that. It's not that I'm afraid of him—he does get angry, but he's never hurt me—it's just that I don't want to ruin this for him. If I let my own anxiety out, it might make him anxious, which will definitely ruin our whole routine. 
 
    And we've worked so hard to get here. 
 
    For the past eight months, we've been training on weekends and the occasional weeknight for the daddy-daughter dancing competition. It was a small dance tournament started a few years ago that's erupted onto the national stage recently, bringing all sorts of fame and fortune to the daddies and daughters that competed.  
 
    I mean, seriously, we're at the regionals for chrissake! The next step is the final national competition where you get crowned as the country's top dance pair for the year. It's like a dream come true for us—for me, especially. 
 
    This whole thing was my idea: I've been addicted to dancing every since I was a little girl. It wasn't until my stepdad came into my life a few years ago that I finally decided to pursue my dreams. He pushed me, and I responded, trying my damnedest to become a great dancer. 
 
    I'm lucky to have him, and I'm lucky the competition allows for nonbiological stepfathers to fill the role of the deadbeats that should be there. Eck, I don't want to even mention that turd anyway. 
 
    Lucky, like I said. Whenever I felt like quitting, daddy's been right there to push me, to be critical when I've needed it. If I'm doing something wrong, he's been there to snap at me, show me a bit of tough love. At first it was hard to deal with, but it didn't take long to really appreciate what he was doing for me. He was fighting for me, fighting for my dreams. He wanted me to succeed even when I wasn't sure I could. He took time out of his few days off every week to train with me and make us the best. 
 
    It's worked, too. We're at regionals, right? We went through the county and the state competition, taking first in both to get us to this point.  
 
    We're good at it, but every time we've advanced, my anxiety attacks me harder. I've yet to slip up, habit taking hold and getting me through each routine. 
 
    But now... 
 
    The regionals... 
 
    I don't know if I can handle it this time. I feel like I'm about to have a panic attack. Each step is closer to the televised national competition. 
 
    Daddy snaps his fingers in front of my face, bringing me back to this world. “Focus,” he demands, “you know the steps to each routine.” 
 
    I nod, not saying anything, not wanting my dry throat to croak and signal my nervousness. 
 
    “All right, get ready.” 
 
    I grab my outfit, a somewhat Flashdance inspired number—the movie I was addicted to when I was a kid. It's all red, with a small top that barely covers my tits and a slit halfway down, splitting open and showing more of my stomach; a pair of panties, exposing the curve of my ass; and one red stocking up to my right knee. I tore a number of holes in the stocking, giving it a beaten-up look. I thought it would convey all the energy and work daddy and I have put into our training. 
 
    Daddy really likes it for other reasons. 
 
    He thinks it's sexy as hell! 
 
    He told me that after I showed it to him—a surprise I had been building up to him for weeks. He eyed me up and down, which made me blush super hard. I had no idea if daddy would like it or not, but I didn't expect that response at all. 
 
    I think after he saw my embarrassment, he tried to cover it up by saying that sex sells: if I look good, then it'll win brownie points for the judges. 
 
    But it definitely felt like something a little deeper than that. 
 
    But, whatever. I gotta let those feelings go. I have to settle down and prepare for our dance. 
 
    “All right,” daddy says after we get dressed, “let's do some stretches and limber up.” 
 
    Each team has their own prep room to get ready before they hit the stage, so I don't feel embarrassed bending over in my outfit, since there's no one there to see me. 
 
    Except for daddy, that is, but he's doing his breathing exercises. It's weird to be worried about people seeing me, since I'm about to go out in front of a gymnasium full of people. But, I don't know, they're so far away, it's like they don't count. 
 
    After I stretch my arms, I work on my back and lower legs. Bending over at the waist, I suck in air and push my limits, touching my toes and exhaling slowly. I can feel the tug on my hamstrings, but more so, I can feel the touch of daddy's hand on my back. I jerk involuntarily, frightened at the sudden contact. 
 
    “Remember your breathing, babygirl. You seem incredibly tense.” 
 
    I turn my head away from him, not wanting to acknowledge how nervous I am. The warmth of daddy's hand on my lower back feels insanely comforting, but I know my face is etched in worry. 
 
    I just don't want him to know. 
 
    But I'm pretty sure he does. 
 
    “All right,” he says, waving me up, “we have an hour to practice.” 
 
    I stand up straight. “I thought you said we'd take this time to simply relax. You said you didn't want us to get in our own heads.” 
 
    “I did, but I changed my mind. You seem like your letting tension get the better of you.” 
 
    I shake my head, meekly responding, “No.” 
 
    “Well, then come on. One time through should be enough to make sure.” Daddy offers me his hand, but he isn't asking. His words are barely masking distrust and agitation. I'm not sure what he'll get out of testing me, but I sure as hell don't want to let him down. 
 
    So we break into our Latin dance. It uses a lot of twirling and close contact, daddy pulling me in close to his body and rotating himself against me, his hand across my lower back and his other holding my hand high above us. 
 
    This is my favorite dance together. Each time we do it, I feel incredibly close to daddy. There's a reason why people say dancing is a metaphor for sex. All the close grinding, the bare skin of our bodies touching, the hands barely containing themselves above the boundaries of decency. Daddy's hand usually slides down and touches my ass crack plenty of times. He ends up chastising himself for it, since it's not proper hand placement and a slip up of form, but I know that every time it happens, my body immediately tingles. I swear his does too, or at least stiffens in all the right places. 
 
    Now, though, daddy's form is perfect. Our training is kicking in and the routine goes fluidly. 
 
    Except for the very end. I should have known I couldn't maintain my composure long enough, even if only in a practice session. 
 
    When daddy bends me over, dipping me in his arm as the final maneuver of our routine, I go far too stiff. I'm supposed to bend easily, my back going limp in daddy's arm, my stocking-adorned leg in the air. It's supposed to look like I collapse, having completely spent myself in my display of vigor, daddy supporting me in my last moment of exhaustion. 
 
    But that doesn't happen.  
 
    Instead, my anxiety turns into stiffness, and when I fall into the dip, my back doesn't bend anywhere near enough. I end up kicking my leg up out of habit, but since I'm not bent over correctly, the flying leg sends me teetering and I roll right off daddy's arm, hitting the ground with a loud thud. 
 
    “Are you okay?” daddy asks, stooping down to help me up. 
 
    But I jump to my feet, wanting to show that I'm not bothered by it at all. “I'm fine, I'm fine.” 
 
    Daddy's helping hand folds across his chest over his other one. “So, what was that about?” 
 
    My face burns up. I can't believe I was so foolish to believe I could hide my angst. You can't hide that from someone who spends so much of their time mere inches away from you. They know you, whether you want it or not. 
 
    “I...” I don't know how to choke the answer out of me. Admitting it is going to hurt me as much as him.  
 
    “We don't have time. Out with it.” 
 
    The courage never rises in me; instead, a mix of fear and resignation pull the words from me. “I'm too nervous. I don't know if I can go through with it.” 
 
    Daddy shakes his head, staring at the ground. I don't know what to expect. He's strict, but he's comforting. Hardships like this tend to bring out the soft side of him. 
 
    This one does not. “What was the one thing I told you when we started dancing?” 
 
    I look down at the floor, my feet turning in and out as I think about it. I honestly can't remember. I'll know it when I hear it, but I can't for the life of me recall what it was. 
 
    When my silence goes on too long, daddy intervenes. “Never lie to me. About your work ethic, about your schedule, about your nerves. Anything. That was my one rule to ensure we achieved our best. I asked you repeatedly if something was wrong, and instead of telling me the truth, you wasted our time by lying to me.” 
 
    I'm such an idiot. I can't even look daddy in the eye, because I know I failed him. “I'm sorry, daddy. I was scared. I didn't want to mess us up.” 
 
    “Those are excuses.” 
 
    “I know, I'm sorry.” 
 
    “I could have started a while ago getting you over your anxiety.” 
 
    I look up at him. “Really?” 
 
    “Yes, but now we're running out of time, and daddy has to take matters into his own hands to make sure all the tension is erased from your rigid body.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “I need you limber and relaxed.” He sits down on the bench. “Come here.” 
 
    I shuffle my feet over. When I get close, daddy grabs me by the hand. I think he's going to guide me down to the seat next to him, but instead he pulls me over his lap. 
 
    “What are you doing?!” I cry out, kicking my feet as they come off the ground. 
 
    “You lied to me. Now you have to face the consequences.” 
 
    “Daddy, we don't—“ 
 
    He pins my upper back across his legs. 
 
    My pitch elevates as I see his hand lift up. “—have time for this!” 
 
    My toes curl as his big hand lands across my tiny rump. Oh my god! He just spanked me! I'm a grown woman, and I've never been spanked in my life. 
 
    “No, daddy, stop! This isn't fair!” 
 
    Not only does daddy ignore me, but his hand slips under my waist band and pulls my shorts down, exposing my bare ass.  
 
    The power of daddy's strikes are like nothing I've ever felt before. His palm strikes my naked ass, the skin burning as his power ripples through my fat. He's furious in his slaps, giving me not a second to react to the previous strike before the next one torches me. I want to complain, but the only thing I can mutter is a tiny yelp with each impact. The hits are so primal I can't even vocalize my frustration, instead enslaved to the beating. 
 
    And enslaved to the uninhibited arousal. 
 
    The primal doesn't just lend to obedience, it lends to a sexual awakening as I lay across daddy's lap. My gut tightens with each smack, reacting not to the pain but to the growth of pleasure. My own inability to talk or stop daddy only seems to inspire my libido, feed my submission, and moisten my cunt as I squeeze my thighs together to hide my shame. 
 
    I grip onto the bench with one hand and lay my other hand on daddy's leg as his spanks become harder, shifting me across his thighs. The burn in my ass is intense but numbing as well, the repeated strikes desensitizing me. 
 
    But my pussy aches all the more, causing me to flinch excessively, anticipating every spank just before it happens. I have to bite my lip in order to stop me from moaning. 
 
    I can't... 
 
    I won't... 
 
    I shouldn't enjoy this... 
 
    Just as I feel I'm about to give in and let out a gut wrenching moan, daddy relents, pushing me onto my knees. My butt stings as I sit on my feet, the cheap carpet offering no support.  
 
    I sigh, happy I didn't utter any sexual sounds. I rub my butt's tenderness, in both an effort to ease the pain, and to somehow re-spark that pleasure I'd been feeling. 
 
    Unfortunately, my hand isn't able to do the job that daddy's performed so well. 
 
    But now that my arousal is dying, I have to ask. “How was that supposed to relax me, daddy?” My tone much more obedient than frustrated, unsure of why my punishment occurred but not complaining about it happening. 
 
    “That was just the beginning. I wanted to get you riled up, because when you orgasm, it's going to feel all the better when that pent up energy is released.” 
 
    My mouth is agape. My mind has to go round a few times before I can form my thoughts. “Wait? Did you say orgasm?” 
 
    Daddy stands up and drops his shorts. I can see the line of his cock pressed against him in his tight boxer-briefs. It looks like his cock is rock hard! Did spanking me turn him on?! 
 
    “What—“ 
 
    Before I can finish, daddy drops his boxer-briefs to his ankles. His cock bounces from its prison, pointing outward and up, straining as it's fully engorged. 
 
    “Oh my—daddy! What are you doing?!” I shield my eyes with my hand, dumbfounded by the sudden appearance of daddy's dick. 
 
    “Babygirl,” he says, squatting in front of me and gently removing my hand from my eyes, “I need you to come for daddy.” 
 
    I gasp. “Are you serious?” 
 
    He nods, strangely easygoing with the whole idea. “Yes.” He points to the door, “Out there is your destiny. That's where we need to go to get you to the next stage. We're running out of time. We need to win, and we need to win now.” 
 
    I shake my head. “I don't get it.” 
 
    He looks over at the clock. “We've got thirty minutes, and we need to get you unwound. Dancing is all about fluid, gentle, tender movements. You have to flow, you have to love life. You can't be nervous or stiff. Those judges will see it in a second, and poof”—he snaps his fingers—“you're toast.” 
 
    My eyes drop to the floor. Am I really about to walk out there and lose everything? 
 
    Daddy lifts my face with his hand. “But an orgasm, babygirl? That'll get rid of all that bad energy in you.” 
 
    I blush, smiling at the crude thought. “You really think we should have sex?” 
 
    He nods, “Yes, and now. Time's running out.” 
 
    I look into his eyes, studying them. 
 
    “I would do anything for you. We didn't work this hard to let it slip through our hands.” 
 
    Holding my chin in his hand, daddy leans forward, his lips meeting mine. The softness is otherworldly, his masculine scent filling my lungs. That spark in me from before reignites and I place my hand around daddy's head, pulling him in for a deeper kiss. Daddy opens his mouth and our tongues intertwine, bathing in each other as daddy's hands work their way around my body. 
 
    “We have to hurry,” he says, “and we can't get this messy.” He grabs my shirt and pulls it over my head.  
 
    When he reaches for my bra, I stop him. “Daddy, what if someone walks in?” The stage people typically walk around from room to room checking in on contestants. If they saw a daughter getting fucked by her father... 
 
    “I told them not to bother us. I didn't want anyone screwing with our flow. They'll be here five minutes before our entrance. Now, let daddy take care of his baby.” 
 
    His nimble fingers unclasp my bra and slip the support from my ample breasts. The chilly air hits my nipples and I throw my hands over them. 
 
    Daddy thinks it's my modesty. “No need to be like that. If you can't trust me, who can you trust?” He gently removes my hands before bending over and taking a nipple in his mouth. The warmth of his mouth solves my nipple dilemma, and I reach back to support myself as daddy devours my tits. 
 
    Daddy sucks and licks, his tongue circling my nubs as his lips pull them from hiding. 
 
    “Oh, daddy...” I groan, the warmth in my breasts transferring to that sweet spot in my cunt, the one that stirred when daddy punished my ass. 
 
    “Yes, baby. Let go. Let all that tension go. Let it melt away.” 
 
    His words aren't even necessary. It takes only a minute before daddy's mouth turns me into a puddle. “It feels amazing, daddy.” 
 
    “We got to get you to come, baby. Time's running out. Here, up here.” 
 
    Daddy helps me to my feet and sets me down on the bench. Turning me, he lays me on my back, the wood bench surprisingly more comfortable than the dirty floor. He gestures for me to lift my legs, and when I pick them up, he pulls my panties off. 
 
    Setting my legs on his shoulders, he gets to work, his face pressing deep into my cunt. 
 
    “Damn, babygirl. You're soaking wet!” 
 
    “Daddy!” I whine, looking up at daddy between my legs, “I already told you it felt good.” 
 
    He shrugs, “I didn't think it felt that good.” 
 
    I blush, resting my head back down. 
 
    “You like it when daddy sucks on you, don't you?” 
 
    I nod, “Yes, daddy.” 
 
    His lips meet my clit, sucking on the nub full of sensitive nerves. I squeal, the intensity too much as I clasp my hand over my mouth, not wanting to alert some passerby of the naughty things we're doing in here. 
 
    “Sorry, baby. It's not ideal, but time's of the essence.” 
 
    Daddy slows himself, massaging around my lips with his fingers. On occasion he'll dip in and suckle my clit, kissing and stroking it with his tongue. Each subsequent time mellows the intensity until it's nothing but pleasure and all I want is for him to keep playing with it. 
 
    “There, daddy, there!” I call out as his mouth hits the perfect spot. His lips are around my clit, and each suction sends a driving force through my pussy, gathering deep in my stomach. 
 
    “Yes, daddy, yes! Keep sucking. Yeah, right there, right there! Kiss my pussy! Oh fuck, yeah!” 
 
    I'd never be this vocal, but I know the competition is about to start soon, and the last thing I want is for daddy to do all this work and his little girl not come. 
 
    I buck my hips, riding daddy's mouth as I push it along my pussy. He sticks his tongue out and I force it through my slit, allowing daddy to taste me back to front. 
 
    “Come on, baby, you can do it! Come for daddy.” 
 
    “I will, I will. I'll come for you like a good girl.” 
 
    “You're my babygirl, you got this.” 
 
    “Yes, daddy, yes! Fuck!” 
 
    I explode, my body racking against the slatted wood of the bench, my ass floating in the air as I hold onto daddy's head, orgasming directly into his mouth. My body spasms, twitching and convulsing as the energy of my orgasm blows through me, shaking every muscle to its fiber. 
 
    My lips curl in ecstasy as my body dies down, giving off little jerks as sudden, errant jolts of energy rushes through me. 
 
    But the thing that daddy wanted is done. All that tension and anxiety I felt before has entirely eroded, absorbed into the wood, my euphoria expelled from my body and injected into the sound proof walls. 
 
    Daddy looks on, happy to see his daughter come hard. 
 
    But I'm not quite satisfied. I feel like I'm missing something. 
 
    When he moves to rise from the bench, I grab his arm. “No, daddy, don't leave yet.” 
 
    Concern drawn on his brow, he asks, “What is it? We have to get going.” 
 
    “We have time, daddy.” I weakly pull him toward me. “I want you to fuck me.” 
 
    “Fuck you? I don't know if we—“ 
 
    “Daddy, you pulled your dick out. I know you want to be inside me. I want you to be inside me, too. Please, daddy,” I beg him. 
 
    He ponders it for a moment, but the throbbing of his cock has already made his decision. 
 
    I lay back down, lifting my legs so my pussy spreads open and daddy gets a clear view of just how wet he's made me. 
 
    Right then and there, I see the twinkle in his eyes. He straddles the bench in front of me, keeping my legs straight up and resting them on his shoulders. When daddy bends his cock down and glances my pussy, I jerk, my orgasm having left my cunt extremely sensitive. 
 
    When daddy's cock punctures my cunt, it slides in quickly, lubed by my orgasm. The pleasure is so much, though, it becomes distinguishable from pain, as daddy's thick cock drags along my walls, lighting a fire through my pussy. 
 
    I grip daddy's arms as he lays into me, his arousal sparing nothing as his cock is at full thickness, and the angle he's penetrating me sends his cock to the farthest depths. 
 
    The sensation of being filled up is too erotic to be consumed by pain, and my grunts become moans all over again, satiated by daddy's manhood fucking me. His dick rams me hard, daddy's speed picking up as his dick meets no resistance from my soaking pussy. 
 
    Daddy grabs the stocking on my leg and pulls for leverage, which lets out a loud rip, adding an additional hole to the faux-tattered stocking. I'd complain if I hadn't already put holes in it, or if my pussy wasn't getting forcibly pounded into oblivion. There are things to focus on, and holes aren't one of them. 
 
    Daddy lifts my butt off the bench, and it's like his cock falls into me rather than thrusts. He merely drops his weight, slamming his cock into my aching cunt, the slaps of his balls against my ass violent and loud. 
 
    When the pleasure in his face becomes clearly visible, he grabs my hips and uses his power to fuck me, rapidly banging me like a fuck toy, driving his hips to his own completion. 
 
    His thick cock throbs and expands inside me. 
 
    “Oh shit, I'm going to come in your pussy, babygirl!” 
 
    “No don't, daddy!” 
 
    “It's too late, baby. You gotta take it all.”  
 
    Daddy holds my ass aloft as he pushes his cock all the way in, resting it fully inside me, causing my sensitivity to flare up. I cry out, the burning almost too much to take.  
 
    That is, until daddy's cock begins to unload his hot jizz. Pumps of white goo splash inside me, strands draping my walls, cooling down my orgasm-wrecked body, settling deep in my upturned cunt and forcing a satisfying exhalation of breath. The release of tension feels just as good as when I came, daddy's empty cock leaving me a warm gift as it departs. 
 
    He holds my butt in the air for a few seconds. “Let your pussy soak in daddy's cum. It should make you feel better.” 
 
    As resistant as I was, daddy's cum feels amazing inside me. The warmth comforting as it sits in my pussy and seeps through my walls. When daddy lets go, it sloshes around as I adjust myself in the seat, squirting out as my legs close, drenching my thighs in milky cream. 
 
    Feel better is an understatement. It actually makes me feel content and confident with life, like I can take on the world. 
 
    As I shiver and enjoy that feeling of wholeness, I look down at my stocking, examining the new hole in the tattered fabric. Looking at it, I realize it's going to be a memento of the first time daddy and I fucked. Every time I look at it from now on, I'll know that I'm done making these holes myself, content to let daddy fill that role forever. 
 
    When we finally get to that stage, we win. We dance like we're one person, sex morphing our moves into something impossible for the average daddy-daughter dance. We aren't average. When someone connects with you so closely, dancing seems like the simplest thing in the world. 
 
    The judges call it the most fluid dance they've ever seen from any of the contestants.  
 
    Who knows what they would have said if they knew I performed the whole dance soaking wet and full of daddy's cum. 
 
    I don't know, but I do know they'll have another chance to find out. 
 
    There's no way I'm dancing on the national stage without daddy's cum threatening to gush out at any moment. It's the most satisfying thing to know that daddy's been inside me, and to know just how much he loves me. 
 
    After all, daddy says we have to be our best, and I know daddy'll do whatever it takes to make his daughter happy. 
 
    Dancing's never been easier. 
 
    -   -   - 
 
   


  
 

 Daddy Works a Skilled Trade 
 
    My stepdad hasn't so much as glanced at me since we got in the truck. He's just been driving in silence, strangely focused on the road ahead of him. 
 
    Not like he's the talkative kind. Especially with me. Especially with what I've done lately. 
 
    He's been a hardass on me for most of our time together. It's like he's taken it upon himself to act like a real “father”, since I never had one. But I never asked him to, and it's kind of fucked up that he's even trying. 
 
    It's, like, where do you get off? I'm a grown woman. Yeah, I might have dropped out of college, and yeah, I might not really be looking for a job at the moment. It's kind of shitty. But I'm young, you know? It's the time of life to go out partying and having fun. I have all the time in the world to do that other shit later. 
 
    Lately, though? Yeah, I've kind of been getting a little hardcore. God, it must've been the past few weeks I've been out drinking pretty much every day. One helluva night led to me getting a winged tattoo on my lower back, and a stud through my bellybutton. I was double trouble, no matter which way you were looking at me, from front to back. 
 
    It wasn't the wisest decision I've ever made. I mean, I could even say I regret it somewhat. But not really. It's not like I destroyed my body, and that stuff is easy enough to hide anyway, or get rid of if I really want to. 
 
    My stepdad, of course, the knuckle dragger he is—he's a manager at a construction site, seriously!—found out (although I wasn't really hiding it, as hammered as I was when I stumbled home) and flipped his lid. I've never seen him yell at me so hard. Like, cursing and everything, insults and whatnot. I just let it bounce right off me. 
 
    But I did feel bad. I'm just living my life, but it's not like I want to drive him crazy or anything. But he hasn't really spoken to me in the past week, and I'm not a big enough person to do the talking—or apologizing—first. 
 
    That's why I'm surprised he invited me along on his job. Normally, I'd tell him to piss off, but I feel like I should make it up to him for nearly giving the old man a heart attack. 
 
    It was like: “Hey, Bec. I need some help at the construction site. You mind helping me today?” 
 
    And I was like: “Sure, whatever.” 
 
    Those are the only words we've said to each other this week. 
 
    But I know he's desperate for help. His small construction team went on strike. I'm talking, like, three guys, tops. Not because of anything my stepdad did, but because the company they work for is trying to circumvent paying the guys overtime after an especially brutal construction project that was hard pressed for time. Having only three guys should tell you enough about how cheap the company is. They worked their asses off, and the company didn't want to pay. I don't blame them for striking. 
 
    But my stepdad still needs to get shit done, even if it's pulling in people for outside help. 
 
    Although, I have no idea why he'd have me tag along. It's not like I know a damn thing about construction. He must be out of options, I guess. 
 
    Enough to break his vow of silence toward me. 
 
    “So, uh... daddy,” I call him that when I'm trying to be sweet and innocent, “what's the plan today? What do you need help with?” I want to win him over, no matter what. Not that we had a sterling relationship before, but at least he wasn't fuming at me. 
 
    Daddy's glance is sidelong, not even turning his head when he looks at me. “Just basic stuff, really. Nothing you can't handle.” 
 
    I throw a little playful cockiness at him, in hopes of lightening the mood. “Ah, you know me, I'm top of the heap when it comes to surprising you.” 
 
    He doesn't bite, instead turning what little attention he gave me back to driving. 
 
    I'd probably have a better time getting through to him if I'd dressed a little more conservatively. I've been in the habit lately of wearing tiny shirts and low rising jeans to show off my new tat and stud. I should have thought of that before dressing the exact same way on my way to daddy's work site. 
 
    I'm sure it isn't helping us reconnect when he looks at me and sees my apparent disrespect staring him back in the face, open to him and everyone else to see. 
 
    All I can hope is that showing him how helpful I can be will put him in a better mood. 
 
    When he pulls up to the little construction job—a new gas station at the edge of town working as the last bastion before the next fifty mile trek—the place seems abandoned.  
 
    It isn't. The construction workers are there, but they're just sitting on some boxes drinking coffee next to the trailer command post, as I call it.  
 
    Laziest strike ever. 
 
    I know their names—daddy's talked about his small team on a number of occasions—but I've never met them, and I can't put a face to a name. They're not old—maybe thirties—but that still puts them at least ten to fifteen years older than me. I've met some of daddy's older buddies, and these guys look pretty similar, with the wife-beater t-shirts and that musculature of blue collar workers they all seem to effortlessly have. 
 
    Not that I have to work hard for my own slim physique either, but their bodies are pretty bangin'. 
 
    They barely react when daddy pulls up to them, until they get a good look inside. Once they see me, they perk up, putting their coffees down and straightening themselves up. One even slides his hand against his forehead to brush away his messy hair. 
 
    These are three good looking guys, so their responsiveness doesn't put me off. It doesn't make me self-conscious, either, in my skimpy shirt. Instead, it gives me a boost of confidence as I hop out of daddy's truck with a buoyant step.  
 
    I feel almost flighty as their eyes look me up and down. They're not even sneaky about it, seemingly fixated on everything their mind can imagine of me. I feel a rush of power, coinciding with their gazes falling to my new bellybutton stud. 
 
    I knew this thing had a good purpose! 
 
    “Hey, Chuck,” they say, cordial to daddy even though they're on strike. Not cordial enough to take their eyes off me when they address him. “This must be your daughter.” 
 
    The one talking reaches his hand out and I shake it, feeling the tough grip and callouses of his hand. “I'm Ben.” 
 
    “I've heard about you, Ben” I know their names, so if this is Ben... I point to the blond in the back, guessing as to who he might be. “Jason?” When he nods, I look to the other. “And you must be Chris?” 
 
    “Yes, ma'am.” 
 
    “I'm Bec.” The way their body language lifts is precious, a look of joy in them as I give off the impression that I've been thinking about them. It's enough to get them excited, at least. It's enough to make me smile, a fun, little flirtatious curl of my lips as I take pleasure in knowing how interested they are in me. 
 
    I look at daddy and he isn't doing anything, which is strange. Daddy's pretty protective of me, and I never would have thought he'd let a bunch of guys leer and talk to me like the way his own employees are doing. It's not like him, that's for sure. I could easily imagine him flaring up and screaming at the top of his lungs for them to mind their own goddamn business. 
 
    What exactly is he thinking? 
 
    They even look to him for some sign of resistance, but daddy's busy looking at some transcripts from the bin near his construction trailer. He's close enough to hear us, but it's like he's pretending not to. And when they realize his attention is elsewhere, they push a little harder with me. 
 
    “So, Bec, do you have a boyfriend?” Ben asks. He's clearly the most interested, and the most aggressive. 
 
    “Why do you ask? I tease. 
 
    “Oh, come on, a sweet little thing like you? How are you not dating some lucky guy?” 
 
    “Hell yeah,” Jason echoes from behind. 
 
    “Maybe I haven't found a good guy yet.” 
 
    Ben's eyes travel down my breasts to my stud. “A girl like you doesn't look like she needs a good guy.” Ben turns his head, almost whispering, “You look like you need someone a little bad in you.” 
 
    Chris chuckles behind him, “Or a couple bad things in a couple bad places.” 
 
    My cheeks go red. No one's ever spoken to me like that. All my friends or the guys I went to college with never even pretended to act this way. Maybe because they're older, alpha men, they have all the confidence in the world to say whatever they want and feel like they're going to get away with it. 
 
    It's incredibly hot.  
 
    But it's incredibly nerve wracking as well. As much as I was confident before, it seems to take a nosedive when I'm confronted with an even stronger confidence—hell, more like arrogance. 
 
    My words don't come as quickly as I'd like, betraying my jitters. 
 
    “I do think of myself as a party girl.” 
 
    Chris responds, “I bet you do. How do you like to party, exactly?” 
 
    “Oh, you know, in all sorts of ways.” That sounds like the stupidest thing I've ever said. It doesn't sound sexy or seductive at all, just unsure of myself. 
 
    Jason chuckles, “All sorts of ways?” He looks over at Chris, “I can think of a lot of different ways a party can go.” 
 
    They all laugh, and I feel my stomach turn. I'm not scared of them at all, but that feeling in my stomach... I think it's a reaction what it'd feel like to get fucked by three guys at once. Somehow, through their crass words, they've gotten me to think about the nastiest thing on their minds.  
 
    On all of our minds now. 
 
    “Hey!” Daddy shouts. 
 
    We all jump in our skins, turning to see a man who's finally decided to pay attention. “Ben, Chris, Jason. Let's go.” He points to the trailer. “Inside.” 
 
    Even though they're supposed to be on strike and have no obligation to listen to him, they still do. They respect him enough to follow his orders, at least when they don't pertain directly to work.  
 
    And when he's visibly and audibly flashing anger. 
 
    “You too,” he says, his hand falling to my lower back and guiding me in. His touch tingles, probably because not a minute earlier flashes of fantasy were roiling my body. 
 
    We all head up the couple of stairs that lead into the trailer. Daddy closes the door behind us as we shuffle into the surprisingly spacious room.  
 
    It's daddy's office as manager of the project. It's got a large cheap metal desk on one side and a sort of living room on the other that functions like a lounge area for the guys on break. It's got an old, brown-leather couch and a TV that must be a decade old. 
 
    Chris pipes in before daddy can say anything. “Hey, Chuck, it was nothing, come on. We were just having a little fun. 
 
    I have to suppress a smirk at their anxiousness to clear the air. As much as it was fun to have them lavishing attention on me, it's just as fun to see them squirm when confronted by daddy. It's like bad boys getting their comeuppance. 
 
    But daddy's not in an angry mood, not anymore, simply setting the papers down on his desk and leaning against it while folding his arms. 
 
    “You really like talking to my daughter like that, huh?” 
 
    When daddy calls me his daughter, I feel a sense of pride almost. I can't remember him ever calling me that. I'm pretty sure he only calls me by my name. Is he softening toward me? 
 
    My interest in what he calls me blinds me to just how calm daddy is in the face of these lechers. 
 
    Ben raises his hands as if he is going to say something, but instead lets out a resigned sigh. 
 
    “There's no shame in it,” daddy says, “we're all men here.” 
 
    That sounds odd, like he's not acknowledging I'm standing right here. 
 
    “In fact, there's a reason why my daughter's here. I brought her along to help finish the job.” 
 
    The guys look at each other confused, as confused as I was when daddy asked me to come. I still have no idea what I can even do to help. 
 
    Chris asks, “You're going to finish the gas station with your daughter?” 
 
    Daddy shakes his head, “No. She's got no experience and no work ethic. I'd probably be better off doing it myself than including her in on it.” 
 
    A rush of fury hits me hard. “What the hell? Why did you bring me then?” 
 
    “Because you're acting out, and you're being a good-for-nothing brat at the house. No job, no school, contributing nothing to our family's well being.” 
 
    The insults hurt far more because I know deep down it's all true. You don't think it bothers me how little I do for my own living? Just like anyone who doesn't want to hear the truth, I scream, “Screw you!” 
 
    “See?” He says, gesturing to me so the guys can understand the trouble I give him. “This is what I get for supporting her. She runs around town, drunk and high, and gets a piercing and a tattoo, the brands of a slut.” 
 
    I fall silent, just like the men, who find the situation completely awkward. But my silence is from complete shock. Daddy's never spoken to me like this. I think he's finally snapped, and the more I talk, the more it hurts. My mind tells me to just shut my mouth. 
 
    When he sees I'm not offering any more comebacks, he turns to his strikers. “Now, I need you guys on the job. I need you to drop your complaints about back pay and get back to work.” 
 
    Jason scoffs lightly in exasperation, but also cautious in upsetting daddy further, “Chuck, you know we can't. The amount of money—“ 
 
    Daddy puts his hand up, “I know, I know. They're robbing you, but you know them: They'd rather shut this site down than give in to your demands. If that happens, we're all out of a job. Right now, this is all I have, and I need it seen to the end.” 
 
    Ben looks to raise a complaint, but daddy continues, “I'm not saying do it for free. I'll trade you.” 
 
    “Trade us what? What could be worth all those hours of overtime? That's a helluva lot of money.” 
 
    Daddy looks at me, his eyes betraying a sense of resignation, but also a hint of amusement. “You guys come back to the job, drop all your complaints and sign a letter saying you forgo all back pay, and I'll give you an hour with my daughter.” 
 
    The pain in my throat when I swallow stings, having to cross the thick lump that's formed in my throat. “What?” I croak out. 
 
    They look at each other. “Chuck, what are you saying exactly?” 
 
    “I'm saying, I'll leave this trailer right now, lock the door, and for the next hour, it'll be just the three of you and her in here.” 
 
    I'm stunned. Is my stepdad actually offering me to his employees? “Daddy...” I whisper, “why are you doing this?” 
 
    He leans, whispering menacingly, “You wanted to help, so now you get to help.”  
 
    He stands up. “Does that work for you? Will this put you back to work?” 
 
    Daddy just bypasses me, making a trade as if I'm not even in the room. 
 
    They look at each other, mumble something I can't hear, and nod their heads. “An hour, and we'll sign whatever you want.” 
 
    Daddy nods and heads to the door. Just before he exits the trailer, he pulls Ben over to the side and whispers something to him. He's describing something. Ben gives him a look, and then daddy turns to me and says, “Now earn your keep.” 
 
    It's a demand, but he says it like a statement of fact. 
 
    And then the door locks behind him. 
 
    The boys are uncertain, but slowly it dawns on them that their time is running out. 
 
    I walk over to the door and test it, assuring myself I am actually locked in here. 
 
    Would it be wrong to say I checked only because I wanted it to look like I wanted to leave? The second I realized daddy's plan, that fantasy I felt earlier started to course through my veins again. But a girl can't just accept it, can she? She has to at least look like she wants to fight it, or else people'll think she's a slut. 
 
    It's a messed up game to play, but it seems all too appropriate. 
 
    “You don't have to go,” Ben says, “we can have a lot of fun together.” 
 
    I turn toward them and feel a shiver at his words. A pulse of excitement runs through me. Holy shit, I want them so bad!  
 
    But I can't show that. I can't. It'd be so wrong. It doesn't matter, because I'm too nervous to show anything but nervousness. 
 
    When I don't respond, Ben beckons me with his finger, quietly saying, “Come here.” 
 
    Jason sits down on the arm of the couch as the three men observe me. I swallow, the impulse to do as I'm told taking over. I walk over to Ben, a man a good six inches taller than me, and feel immediately vulnerable. I instinctively reach across my body for my elbow, calming an anxious tremor running through my arm. 
 
    Ben's large hand glides across the side of my stomach to round my back, where he pulls me into him. Up close to him, I can feel the tautness of his muscles, making my own feel like jelly. 
 
    “Are you worried?” 
 
    I shake my head, afraid my voice might betray me. 
 
    His face closes in on me, and when I think his mouth is about to touch mine, he spins me around, guiding my back into his chest. Both of his hands slide along my stomach, meeting in the middle over my piercing. His touch is insane, a warm, comforting sensation against the previous shock of being traded.  
 
    I melt. I melt into the sculpted body of the man holding me. No more the brash, party girl, I'm muted as my body submits to sensuous relief of his embrace. 
 
    “You're doing a pretty cool thing saving your dad's job...” 
 
    He goes on and on, working to convince me of how I'm doing the best thing for everyone involved. But all I care about is the massage of his fingertips over my skin, and the subsequent rush of blood to my pussy. 
 
    I don't need to be convinced. I don't give a shit about daddy's job—or any of their jobs at that—I care about the freedom these men can give me. I care about what it's going to feel like being taken care of by three big men, and their three thick cocks. 
 
    His words carry on, but I focus on the movement of his hands, the meticulous manipulation up my body. He's trying to talk me into submission, but his body is doing all I need to submit. He eventually slides over my tits, squeezing them tightly. 
 
    When my body presses into his, he knows I'm ready, leaning down and suckling on my neck. I reach up and hook around his neck, pulling him in deeper. He kisses down my shoulder as his hands squeeze my body. 
 
    I feel hands go to my shirt and realize it's all about to start. Chris's hands lift my shirt above my breasts, exposing me to the mouths of hungry beasts. Chris and Jason each take a nipple in their mouths, plumping my nubs with their agile tongues. I hang both arms around Ben's neck to give Chris and Jason room to work their magic. They suck on my nipples, alternating nibbles and tongue flicks. 
 
    Their hands go to my legs and all three lift me into the air, carrying me backwards until Ben sits on the couch, placing me between his legs. He finishes removing my shirt over my head, giving my tits a good squeeze as their revealed. 
 
    “Oh shit,” he growls into my ear. The primal tone of his voice creeps in on me, and I let out an affirming moan. 
 
    “Do I turn you on?” I ask. 
 
    “Hell yeah. Little sexy thing like you. I don't think any guy deserves this.” 
 
    “Well, then feel lucky my daddy's letting you have some.” 
 
    “Right now, your daddy ain't here. He gave you up. For the next hour, he doesn't exist, so you might as well call me daddy.” 
 
    I smirk, squirming as his fingers circle my nipples. “You're such a pervert, daddy.” I never once thought that word was sexy until a guy tweaking my nipples held me in his lap and demanded I call him it. It'd probably make me wet if I wasn't already so. 
 
    “Goddamn,” Jason says, “she's not even calling me daddy, but it's fucking hot anyway.” 
 
    Chris chimes in, “That's okay. I'm fine if we're just a couple of uncles.” 
 
    “Uncles?!” I giggle. 
 
    Ben kisses my ear. “A good ol' family gangbang.” 
 
    I can feel my juices welling in me as three sets of hands have their way with me. It's like a bunch of boys having found a new toy, one they've gotta touch to see if it's real. Fingertips brushing my skin from my nipples to my stomach to my jeans. The jeans are undone, pulled from me as my butt and legs lift in the air, my panties following right after—soaked like they've been dunked underwater—only for me to fall back down between Ben's legs. They take my legs and spread them, hanging them over Ben's legs and opening up my cunt for all to see. 
 
    Things are moving so quick, their lust guiding their actions like animals. It's just hands moving over me, touching and caressing, but it feels like a complete loss of control. So much going on I couldn't stop it or control it if I wanted. I can't tell where one hand starts and another ends, I can't guide anyone's actions, I can't tell who's doing what or how it makes me feel. 
 
    I'm entirely consumed by submission, and I have no ability to say or do anything to change it otherwise. 
 
    A hand brushes up my inner thigh; one caresses my stomach; two gently tug at my nipples; and one splits my lower lips as another slides fingers through my slit. I'm so goddamn wet the sixth hand glides over slickness like it's running the intertubes at a water park. 
 
    So much titillation, so much action, I moan from the overwhelming feeling of being fawned over. 
 
    Ben whispers in my ear. “Are you ready to get fucked?” 
 
    I nod. 
 
    “Let's hear it, daughter.” 
 
    “Yes, daddy, I'm ready to get fucked.” 
 
    “How do you want it, babygirl?” 
 
    “Everywhere, daddy.” 
 
    “You want daddy and your uncles to fuck you together?”  
 
    I nod vigorously, daddy's warm breath against my ear and all their hands groping me supercharging my libido. I don't just want to get fucked; I want to get ravished. If you have three dicks at your disposal, you have to use them all. “I want all of you.” 
 
    Jason is impatient, the strain in his voice as rough as the strain on his cock. “Dudes, come on, I need to get my dick wet. That wet pussy smells so fucking good.” 
 
    They drop me to my knees on the ground and all drop trou, revealing three thick, hard cocks, ready for close inspection. I wave them over, intent on getting in on all the marvelous meat. 
 
    Standing in a semi-circle around me, I feast on the bounty in front of me. I jerk off two while sucking on the other. Their thick cocks have an amazing sponginess to them, molding in my hands as I stroke them, the softness of their foreskins being pulled back to the hardness of their shafts. I give them light squeezes, enjoying the tactile response of cock giving way to my pressure, as well as the boys squirming in my grip. 
 
    The dick in my mouth is ambrosia, delicate skin pressing against my lips as the bulbous head guns it across my tongue, leaving a trail of salty residue behind. It's the taste of man with a hint of precum, dribbling into my mouth as I pleasure him with no hands. 
 
    I pull off and lean over, spitting onto each of the cocks in my hands, lubing them up so I can speed up my strokes. I alternate between the dicks, stroking two cocks while sucking on the heads, furiously drawing out precum from each guy. I get the drops I want, letting them sit in my mouth and mingle, mixing the flavors of three alphas. 
 
    I swallow, lazily hanging my tongue out as I look up at the three ecstatic faces. 
 
    Chris lifts me up to his mouth, kissing me deeply, nibbling on my plump lower lip as he devours me like I'm the tastiest thing he's ever eaten. The guttural groan he emits sends a shock wave through me. “God, I want that pretty little mouth on my cock.” 
 
    “We all want her. Fuck, I want to see her get fucked from every side.” 
 
    Ben, the father, plays the role of caretaker. “Dude, she's probably never done anal before. We gotta ease her in before we fill her up.” I will admit, it's thoughtful in the most fucked up way imaginable. 
 
    Jason is all too eager to jump right in. “I call her little bubble ass.” 
 
    “All right,” Ben says, “get to it. I'll gladly take that pussy.”  
 
    I feel helpless as the men talk about what they want to do to me. They're not including me at all, set on stuffing my body however they want. I've never done anal before, but I say nothing, too swept up in the moment and the sublime lack of control. 
 
    I don't want to say anything: it'll the ruin the stimulation of being used. 
 
    Jason drags me backward toward the couch, plopping down and guiding me back toward him. But instead of sitting between his legs, he pulls me further up, putting my legs on each side of him as I squat above him. He holds his rock hard cock up, which makes me shudder when I see just how thick it is. 
 
    Can I actually fit that inside my ass? 
 
    I feel a bead of sweat form on my forehead. 
 
    Jason adds another layer of saliva to his meat before he lowers me down—very, very slowly—ensuring I'm steady as his dick makes its way to my backdoor. When I get low enough, I can feel the head press against my puckered ass. I unconsciously twitch when it touches my exposed hole. 
 
    “Relax, babygirl,” uncle Jason says. I do as he says, taking a deep breath, letting my muscles go lax before proceeding. I lower myself with the help of Jason's hands at my waist. My asshole spreads open as I force him inside me. The groan I let out is deep, one of agony but also arousal, fed by the looks of the men watching me get impaled in my ass. 
 
    Chris and Ben look me up and down, stroking their cocks as my body falls further down Jason's shaft. It's embarrassing, but it helps to take my focus away. I reach back with both arms to hold onto the back of the couch, spreading my legs open even farther as I work on trying to widen myself for him. 
 
    “Oh, shhhhhhit.” His cock gets to a point where it seems to have to push past my pelvic bones. I know that's impossible—that's it's just my muscles—but it's so resistant to him pushing in, it feels like an impassable barrier. I cry out as his cock breaks through it, widening my ass to a point I never would have imagined. 
 
    It's one thing to see the thickness he's packing, it's another to feel it shoved deep into my ass. 
 
    Chris and Ben start to hoot and holler when I get vocal. They shout naughty, dirty things about how well I take a dick, but then switch it up with encouragement, telling me how well I'm doing, that it's only a little further. 
 
    Oddly, enough, it really does feel like a family gangbang. 
 
    Which is all the more comforting when I finally reach the bottom, Jason's dick pushed all the way inside up to the hilt. The fullness is horribly intense, but I melt into his body, relaxing as I realize that there's no more to push inside. 
 
    I breathe deep and giggle, happy that I'm able to fit all of my uncle inside of me. I feel like a good girl, who's done something special for her family. 
 
    Jason gives me a moment sitting on his dick to adjust, and when I feel comfortable, I lean forward. 
 
    “There ya go, babygirl. You ready to ride my dick?” 
 
    I nod, returning to a squat and using Jason's thighs as leverage, giving a push and feeling his thick cock escape my ass. The emptiness is rewarding as all the pressure inside me dissipates, but as satisfying as that is, when I reinsert his dick, the fullness takes on a whole new dimension. 
 
    Rather than just be inhabited, I'm finally being fucked. Each lift off gives a sense of relief and each drop down a sense of ecstasy. 
 
    When I've taken Jason's dick enough times, Chris says, “I think she's ready.” 
 
    Ben laughs, “Go on, boy. Get at her.” 
 
    Chris climbs the couch, turns my head, and sticks his cock down my throat. I hold my tongue out, letting him run along the slippery service as I taste every inch under his shaft. He grabs my hair and uses my mouth, fucking my face as Jason starts to guide my ass below me. 
 
    I've lost control again, ceding my pleasure to the men around me. 
 
    And then Ben steps up to the plate. 
 
    Lifting my legs, he positions himself in front of my dripping snatch, adjusting in between all the action, stuffing his thick cock into my waiting pussy. 
 
    I cry out—or try as best I can, my voice coming out as vibrations that travel through Chris's cock. 
 
    Ben's cock pierces me with fury, blasting through my spread pussy like it's meant to be there. The magnitude of my pleasure is doubled, the fullness of my ass and the fullness of my pussy mingling to produce a new sensation. Double stuffed, I bask in the moment when both cocks sit deep inside me, enjoying a strange sense of comfort, like a warm blanket resting over me, keeping me safe. 
 
    Instead, though, it's two men sandwiching me between their two muscular bodies. 
 
    And then Ben's thrusting starts. In and out, alternating perfectly with Jason's cock, I'm filled at one end and emptied at the other. I'm never a second without a dick pushing my boundaries, breaking me wide at some opening. 
 
    When it becomes too difficult for Jason to control my movements, he rests me on his cock, keeping it puncturing me as Ben's thrusts pick up and drive into me. With his momentum sending me backwards, I'm lifted off Jason's cock at the same time, only to fall back down on it when Ben retreats. 
 
    This goes on sometime as Ben controls our motion, using his position to dictate the flow of my pleasure. The steady thrusting builds my own orgasm, strengthening it with consistent pulses of dick. 
 
    But it's slowed when Chris gasps, “Oh shit, she must be loving this, because she is sucking my cock super fucking hard.” 
 
    He's right. The pounding is causing my body to seize up, my mouth sealing around Chris as I'm unable to do anything but take my punishment. My lips create a pressure seal around his shaft as he thrusts his dick in my mouth, deep inhalations of breathe creating a vacuum that roughly pulls on his foreskin. 
 
    Hard enough to elicit an orgasm as the man's face scrunches up and he shouts, “I'm gonna blow, I'm gonna blow!” 
 
    Ben cuts him off, “You know what to do, dude.” 
 
    I think it's a word of encouragement, and I ready myself to take a hot, sticky load down my throat. But Chris pulls his cock out, repositioning himself in front of Ben.  
 
    Standing over my stomach, he gives himself a few strokes before exploding all over me. His jizz lands on my body, coating me in warmth as his goo covers my bellybutton stud. It seeps south, flooding my bellybutton with semen. A good six moans are followed by six shots of cum, strands that hook onto me like splattered paint. 
 
    I can't imagine why he did it instead of finishing inside me. But I focus on the cum as it starts to bounce up my body as Ben thrusts hard into my pussy. Like a scattershot, he fires Chris's cum all over me, spreading it over my entire stomach. 
 
    Chris steps off the couch and Jason says, “Dude, lay down on the couch. I want to plow this ass.” 
 
    They pull out, but Ben says, “First, spread that cum all over you with your hands.” 
 
    “What?” I ask, dumbfounded as my lust abates from not enough cocks inside me. 
 
    “You heard me. Do it.” 
 
    “Yes, daddy,” I respond, intent on getting this party going again. I reach down and spread Chris's cum all over my body, pushing it upwards. It's so fucking much, it covers me from stomach to tits. 
 
    “Taste it.” 
 
    “Damn, dude,” Chris says, excited to watch my humiliation. 
 
    I bring my fingers to my mouth and inhale them, sucking in the rest of Chris's salty goodness. I swallow it and it circles the drain before returning to my stomach. 
 
    “Good girl,” Ben says.  
 
    He lies down on the couch and I straddle him. His cock slides in quickly, and Jason comes from behind me, pushing my back down until my tits press against Ben. With no care like before, Jason's dick slides all the way into my anus, busting into me without preamble or foreplay. 
 
    He wanted back inside me as much as I wanted it. This time, though, there's little pain, instead a wave of pleasure that's shot through at the speed of Jason's thrusts. 
 
    Now Jason's in control, and his thrusts are no where near as measured as Ben's. His movements are angry, consumed in the fact that he's fucking his boss's daughter's ass. It gives him energy, it gives him purpose, it gives him power. 
 
    It also gives him an explosive orgasm as he rams his dick deep inside my tight asshole. 
 
    I can feel the strain of his dick as I'm bent over for him. He groans, and just as I think he's going to finish inside me, he pulls out, his dick emitting a loud plop as it departs my loose ass. 
 
    He fires his orgasm all over my back, splashing half a dozen shots of warm splooge on my back tattoo. I shudder as each discharge strikes me, covering my back end in goop that slowly dries into sticky residue. 
 
    As Jason pulls back, I'm given no break as Ben starts to furiously fuck my pussy. He wraps his arms around and holds me to his body as his long cock does all the work. His hips drive him deep inside, getting faster and faster, fucking me with abandon as he's intent on coming just like the others. 
 
    When it finally becomes too much, I hear him groan, and his hips pick up for one last series of thrusts. When he tenses, I don't get my hopes up that he's going to finish inside me, but pull out like the others before he explodes. 
 
    I'm wrong. 
 
    Ben pushes his cock all the way in, lifting his hips and holding them up in the air. After a brief moment, his dick unloads a heavy load of cum buried into my cunt. 
 
    The shock of him doing what the others didn't sends me into overdrive as the warmth shoots through me. 
 
    His orgasm into my body is enough of a surprise to send my own body over the edge. 
 
    I scream out as my body sputters, racking on top of Ben as my pussy pulls on his dick. The pull of my cunt is strong, my muscles working themselves into a frenzy trying to suck in every drop of cum he deposits in me. It works just as nature intended, engulfing every bit of baby batter, even tugging hard enough to draw out the little drops of cum Ben wasn't ready to give me. 
 
    We both twitch in each other's arms, exhausted at total expenditure. 
 
    We get up and get dressed like the others. My crop top and jeans do nothing to cover the thick loads dropped on stomach and back. 
 
    When I reach for a towel, Ben snaps it away from me. He says, “I'm sorry, babygirl. Your daddy—your real daddy—wanted us to humiliate you. 'Degrade you' was the words he used,” Ben says. I remember him whispering to Ben right before he left the trailer. “He told me he wanted us to 'come all over your stomach and tattoo.” 
 
    I blush. “He actually said that?” 
 
    Ben nods, “I'm sure he wants you to drive home in your humiliation.” 
 
    That's why it felt strangely poetic, like a shot of shame to my drunk indiscretions. It's exactly what daddy wanted me to feel. 
 
    But then... “Why did you come inside me?” 
 
    Ben smiles and bites his lip, an impish show. “Nothing's more degrading than getting impregnated in a gangbang.” 
 
    I shake my head “You pig.” 
 
    He puts his finger to his lips. “Shhh. Your daddy doesn't need to know. And if you do become pregnant, well...” He playfully paddles me on the butt. “Then you might just have some leverage over him.” 
 
    I should be shocked, but a girl like me—one who's nothing but trouble—only sees opportunity. 
 
    He won't be able to trade me away anymore, and I'm going to be able to enjoy a lot more gangbangs without a word of disapproval from him. 
 
    In fact, I might just make him watch next time. 
 
    -   -   - 
 
   


  
 

 Daddy Pays for College Experiments 
 
    “I'm disappointed in you.” 
 
    “Jesus!” I shout, my heart nearly leaping through my throat. “What are you doing here?” 
 
    My stepdad leans back in my computer chair, his brown eyes a pair of distant specks in my poorly lit dorm room. I had been meaning to get the overhead light fixed, but I've only been here a week and haven't had much time to get anything else done but orient myself. 
 
    If anything, it gives the room a hostel vibe: low rent, seedy, and dangerous. 
 
    Which makes daddy's sudden appearance in the dim light all the more frightening. 
 
    “I was expecting you to have sent me a video already.” 
 
    My face burns ever so slightly. “I just—I haven't had time.” 
 
    “You know the deal,” he says, “this whole thing has to be worthwhile for me. College is ridiculously expensive. That money could've gone to future investing, starting another business. You know, put some good in the world.” 
 
    I look down at my feet. It is a blessing to be the first person in my family to go to college, and I know that without daddy's extensive contributions, I never would've gotten into the school of my dreams. 
 
    “Is that what you want? You want me to take you out and actually put my money to good use?” 
 
    I shake my head violently. It stings even more when he suggests his money isn't being put to good use. I can become a lawyer—or a business woman—and I'd be able to make the money needed to lift my family up. If anything, my daddy's inspired me to be a person who supports other people, just like he does. 
 
    But the price he's asking... 
 
    “Let me hear it,” he demands. 
 
    “Yes,” I nod, “I want to go to school.” 
 
    “Okay, then,” he says, standing. “Then I need you to find a girl and make a video for me, before I go.” 
 
    I gasp. “What? Now?” 
 
    “Yeah, it's been a week. I want to start adding to my collection, and the longer you take, the smaller my collection ends up being by the time you graduate.” 
 
    “Oh my god! Your planning on making a collection of all my videos?” 
 
    His face morphs from disappointment to anger. “So, you're too good for it, you're saying?” 
 
    “No, it's—“ 
 
    “I'm not making you do anything. We can stop this whole thing right now if you think it's a problem.” 
 
    I sigh. “No, I don't mind. I don't.” 
 
    They're just videos after all. It's just my body. I'm probably going to be having fun when I'm making the videos. I get to experiment on top of that, on someone else's dime, and I get to go to school and follow my dreams. I can't see how I'm even close to losing in this scenario. 
 
    “Okay, good,” he says, his attention drawn to a picture on the dresser across the room. He picks up the picture, pointing to the girl at the center. “Is this your roommate?” 
 
    I nod. 
 
    “Her,” he says, tapping the picture for good measure. 
 
    “Lin?” I say. I've only just gotten to know her, but she's a pretty cool girl. Quiet and reserved, how could I possibly seduce the mousy little brunette with a bob? “I don't know.” 
 
    “Come on, it should be easy. A girl like her? She'll melt for you.” 
 
    I don't know about that. I've never been with a girl before, so I can't imagine I can seduce one easily. I'm kind of her opposite, too. Tall and blonde, much more outgoing, who knows if I'm even her type. “She probably likes girl—if she even likes girls—just like her.” 
 
    “Then maybe it'll be a challenge, but you need to practice anyway. I expect you going through a whole lotta girls while you're here.” 
 
    I shake my head. He's such a pig. “Okay, well, she should be here soon. Her class just got out.” 
 
    Daddy pulls out a small camera and sets it up in the corner of the room. It's not like it's hidden, but it'll be a big surprise when she actually notices it. 
 
    He guides me to the small bathroom in our dorm and commands me to look appropriate for Lin's arrival. Daddy doesn't move, his arms folded as he leans against the wall next to the door. I hesitate for a moment, caught up in my own shyness. And then I realize, why? Daddy's going to watch the video later. He's going to see me naked. I can't let my own awkwardness get in the way, because it won't matter in a little while.  
 
    I remove my clothing and can see daddy perk up a little when my shirt goes over my head. I feel a sudden chill run through my spine. I don't think it has anything to do with being self-conscious. I think it has everything to do with excitement. 
 
    Daddy's brown eyes looking on like a peeping tom, they comb over my naked body, following my curves from my breasts down to my hips. It's actually incredibly hot that daddy can't get enough of me. 
 
    I jump in the shower, a blurry figure to daddy through the glass pane. I wash up, and then he tells me to shave my legs. It's only been a few days since the last time, but I can see why he might think it'd look better if I clean it up. 
 
    I have to open the sliding door to the shower in order to lift my leg up on the side of the tub. This gives daddy an undistorted view of me, and my skin prickles as his eyes follow the razor up my leg. As he leans against the counter, he reaches down and shifts his package under his pants, adjusting himself as his cock starts to harden. The shaving cream disappears, the stubble with it, and daddy sees his stepdaughter in all her feminine glory. 
 
    Well, not quite. Not yet. 
 
    When I finish my legs, he smirks, teasingly adding, “I like my stars bald. You need to shave your pussy.” 
 
    “Shave my... pussy?” 
 
    “Yeah,” he nods. “You've never done it before?” 
 
    I shake my head. 
 
    “Do you need help?” 
 
    A wave of turmoil runs through my body. Is he serious? Is daddy really offering to shave me down below?  
 
    My eyes are fixated on him, I swallow, and I nod. I hold out the razor for daddy and he grabs it, taking my hand and helping me out of the tub. 
 
    I dry myself and head to my bed. He orders me to lie down on my back. He pulls the chair in front of the bed and I lift my legs up, giving daddy a clear view to my cunt. 
 
    I have to struggle to keep my breathing from going crazy. I can't believe I agreed to this! I just told him that he can... he can... 
 
    When the blade touches my skin, I jolt a little. 
 
    “Relax, babygirl,” he says. “I don't want to cut you.” 
 
    I nod, unable to get any words out. The next touch is much more gentle, and as daddy begins to cut away at my growth, I look to the door. Oh my god! What if someone walks in? How would I explain this? 
 
    The nervous energy vibrates throughout me, a constant worry that someone's going to discover us. I close my eyes, trying not to think about the shame of what's going on.  
 
    But I do notice one thing. Each stroke of the razor makes me tingle. I'm being cut bare, more naked than ever before, and there's this overwhelming sense that someone's going to see it going on, let alone my stepfather staring down the barrel of the gun. 
 
    When daddy starts to pull my lips apart, I shudder, biting my lip and trying to keep my emotions under control. I can feel myself getting wetter as daddy meticulously removes all my pubic hair, even getting the stubborn hair between the folds. 
 
    I don't want to sound like a creep. I don't want him to know that I'm getting turned on. All I can hope is he can't see my pussy getting lubed up. 
 
    And then it's over, daddy throwing the towel he used to clean the blade in the dirty clothes. 
 
    I let out a sigh of relief and throw on a torn up t-shirt and a pair of black panties. I clear my mind, intent on letting that strange eroticism die down so that I don't get horribly distracted. I can't be feeling that way about my stepfather, I just can't! 
 
    Daddy sits back down in the computer chair, bringing it around to the corner of the room just under the camera tripod. I sit on my bed as we wait for a little while, my stomach churning the whole time. I feel a huge sense of nervousness wash over me. I've never done this before. I've never done it on camera. And daddy's right here. Is he going to watch? 
 
    I know he is, but all it does is ramp my nervousness up with excitement. The thought of his cock getting hard when I show him my ass as I go down on Lin. He's probably going to have a hard time containing himself when he sees two beautiful girls going at it. 
 
    I swallow, my throat dry. Why am I thinking about daddy stroking himself? And why does it make me want to perform even better for him? I'm almost looking forward to Lin getting here so I can see daddy's pleasure written on his face. 
 
    I was content to give daddy what he wanted... to see me with another girl... but now? Now I want something totally different. 
 
    I glance over at daddy, who turns his head suddenly when I catch his eyes examining my body. 
 
    What if I just go over there and... 
 
    But my thought is interrupted as Lin walks into the room. 
 
    Her look of confusion is charming as she holds her books up to her chest, emphasizing that mousy sense of innocence. 
 
    “Hey, Lin,” I perk up, “this is my stepfather.” 
 
    “Oh, hey,” she mumbles, “I didn't know you were going to have anyone over. I can head over to the library if you need the room for a bit.” 
 
    “No, no, no,” I stutter, rushing over to her and guiding her to her bed. She sets her books down and sits on the mattress. “It's your room, too. We want you to stick around.” 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    “Yeah, a pretty girl like you? You liven the room up, that's for sure.” Flirting and seduction are a lot harder than they seem. I've never had to do it before, and I can't imagine how guys go about doing it anytime they want to meet a girl. It's like torture. 
 
    “Uh, thanks? What are you talking about?” 
 
    Daddy's silent, merely watching as I awkwardly fumble through our conversation. I want his help, but I know in these situations, he won't normally be here, so I have no recourse but to push through. I feel hopelessly lost trying to get to the point of the seduction. We go from talking about school to classes to homework to book club. 
 
    As the discussion moves forward, I get a little closer to Lin at every moment I find convenient. Slowly but surely, I'm sitting side by side with her on the bed, my hand occasionally falling to her thigh, followed by soft and subtle finger caresses. 
 
    I can feel the nervous tension in her. She notices every time my hand falls to her skin, the gentle motion of my fingers trying to coax a reaction from her. It's obvious she realizes what I'm doing, but she's too quiet of a girl to speak up. 
 
    I should be excited that I'm actually seducing her. It's like a first time accomplishment I should be relishing. But my mind and my eyes keep wandering to daddy, quietly sitting in the corner, watching as his stepdaughter seduces a girl into their first lesbian experience. 
 
    I don't have control over the situation. I said I'd do this for daddy if he paid for all my schooling. But instead of making me feel helpless, it makes me feel supercharged. I want to do my best. 
 
    But I also don't. Daddy watching me and touching me down below? That's the thing I love, that's the thing I want. This whole thing with Lin? It might be fun, but right now it's only a distraction from my true lust. 
 
    In the middle of some line about her homework, I lean in and kiss her, in a rush to see this thing through. Her eyes are struck wide as my lips mesh with hers, her response complete shock as she goes stiff and fails to move an inch. 
 
    When I pull back, she stutters, “W-What are you doing?” 
 
    “I think you're really sexy, Lin. I just felt like I had to go in for a kiss.” 
 
    She looks over to the corner, “Your father's right over there.” She didn't deny her own arousal, only her fear of the man watching from the corner. 
 
    I look over at daddy, “Oh, him? He's not my father. He's just my stepdad.” 
 
    “Still... it doesn't seem right.” 
 
    A spark of insight crosses my mind, a dirty thought that takes over my whole body. It'll get me exactly what I want, and all I can hope for is it doesn't scare Lin off. 
 
    I stand up. “Like I said, he's no big deal. You want me to make it a little less awkward for you?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” she asks. 
 
    I move over to daddy, grab the arms of his chair and wheel him to the center of the room. Daddy's not sure what I'm doing, but he let's me move him as he knows it has something to do with my seduction. 
 
    What he doesn't realize is he's going to be my new prop. I turn him to face Lin. 
 
    “It's not fair if we're the only ones getting turned on.” I kneel in front of daddy, and to his surprise, I undo his belt, unzip his pants, and release his semi-erect cock. 
 
    This was not daddy's plan at all, but the sight of his cock thickening makes me know it's the only plan that matters. 
 
    “Babygirl, what are you doing?” 
 
    “Putting on a show, daddy.” With that, I pull his cock into my mouth, suckling on his soft foreskin. The salty flavor lights my body up, and as daddy groans, I know I've made the right decision. 
 
    “Oh my god!” Lin says, muffling it as her hand flies to her mouth. 
 
    But I'm too caught up on daddy's dick to worry about what the little mouse says. I inhale him, each drag on his cock swelling him further, until I'm devouring the thickest hunk of meat I've ever put in my mouth. 
 
    “It's easy when you let go, Lin.” 
 
    “Fuck, babygirl, don't talk with your mouth full.” 
 
    Daddy pulls my head back to his groin, stuffing my mouth. With tiny thrusts of his hips, he drives his cock down my throat. I yank down on his shaft, drawing his skin taut to engulf as much shaft as possible. 
 
    I'm into it, I'm so into it. The force. The submission. I arch my back, sticking my ass out, pushing down on daddy's thighs as I deep throat him. 
 
    Lin gets the show I thought daddy would be watching. She watches my lower back undulate as I go down on daddy, my ass weaving up and down as the passion in me flows through my entire nervous system. 
 
    She has to be enjoying it. 
 
    I take a moment to look back, and see that she's doing more than enjoying it. She's focused on my motions, but her hands are unconsciously moving about her body, first caressing her arms, then moving to her core, and then sliding down to her thighs. When she cups her pussy, I feel a surge of erotic energy, and all I want to do is drive this girl wild. 
 
    “You like that, Lin?” 
 
    She bites her lip, restraining herself from snapping. 
 
    “How about this?” I lick daddy's hole, enjoying a drop of precum he so mercifully bestows upon me. I suck on his head, eliciting a deep groan from him. 
 
    “Even daddy likes it. How about you, Lin?” 
 
    She nods, swallowing hard over the lump forming in her throat. 
 
    “Good. Now watch me work this dick.” 
 
    I stand up and turn around, dropping my panties. I push daddy's legs together and straddle-walk backwards, positioning myself over him. His hands circle my hips, squeezing tightly as my flesh molds between his fingers. 
 
    I reach down and spread myself open with two fingers, giving Lin the perfect view of my pink, wet cunt. I lower myself onto daddy's lap, gasping from the pressure of daddy's huge cock pushing into me.  
 
    “Oh, fuck!” I moan, his long dick unhinging my jaw as I let him further and further into me as I sit down. When I'm completely filled up, we both let out a sigh of ecstasy, my back slowly falling into him. 
 
    I grind on daddy, whose hands are circling my stomach under my shirt. They make their way up, cupping my breasts and tweaking my nipples. 
 
    “Yeah, daddy, yeah.” 
 
    My eyes travel to Lin. Her hand his running over her cunt vigorously, pushing the fabric of her shorts into her slit. 
 
    “Come here, Lin,” I say, leaning forward, lifting the hem of my t-shirt up over my head, exposing myself entirely. “Suck on my nipples.” 
 
    She's hesitant, but when I grind into daddy, widening my hips, inviting her into my sexual orbit, she breaks, leaping from the bed and taking my tits into her mouth. Her soft lips  suckle on my nubs, teasing me with her tongue as her hands grapple with my tits. 
 
    I think even the straightest girl would break when presented with a supple and willing body. It doesn't help her that I beg her to join me, my curves hypnotic in their ability to draw the girl into lesbianism. 
 
    Daddy takes my ecstatic moan and begins his own assault on my body, gently lifting me up so I come down hard on his dick. The sharp insertion is met by the sharp twist of Lin's teeth on my nipple, causing me to arch my lower back. 
 
    I groan, gritting my teeth as I stifle the guttural sounds out of my mouth. When my mouth hangs open, and my breath chokes me, Lin leans in and takes my mouth in hers. Her lips are delicately soft, a tender touch on my tender mouth. I quickly reciprocate, tasting her tongue as she pushes it into my mouth. Daddy's thrusts continue to bounce me up and down, forcing my moans into Lin's mouth.  
 
    Lin glances up and pauses for a brief moment. She looks at me, her eyes narrowing, a look of distrust staring back at me. 
 
    Uh oh! She must've seen the camera. 
 
    Lin, though, in a surprising show of dominance, grabs my hair, seizing me and kissing me fiercely, biting and nipping at my lips, she sucks my flesh like she's hungry. 
 
    “Yeah, kiss that little slut,” daddy says, his exuberance showing as his hands wrap around me and squeeze my tits, using them as handholds as he drives his cock into me. Unable to center on my mouth, Lin yanks my head back by my hair, leaning in and sucking on my neck, so hard that I can feel the instant lovebite form. Her tongue glides along the strands in my neck, made taut by the rough grip of the mousy girl. She nips at my chin, her free hand circling my neck, applying a firm pressure to my outstretched throat. 
 
    There's a slight cessation of air as she closes her fingers around me, my breathe exploding from me as she releases.  
 
    I bite my lip, a surge of adrenaline numbing me for a split second. When the numbing dissipates, all feeling is amped as I appreciate every little touch to my body, including the long, thick cock pounding me from below. 
 
    And then the little mouse speaks, a growl of ferocious proportion, “I bet you fucking like that. Even your daddy thinks you're a slut.” 
 
    Holy shit! This girl's a freak! 
 
    “Tell the camera, slut. Tell it how much you love getting fucked.” 
 
    I swallow, unable to form words. I merely gaze at her, frozen in awe at the primal twinkle in Lin's eyes. Seeing the camera didn't scare her off. It just emboldened her. 
 
    Her fingers wrap around my throat again, squeezing the life out of me. I choke and sputter, daddy's dick making my breathing fast and erratic. Or it would be, if I could breathe. Lin's grip is so tight my vision starts to fade around the edges.  
 
    Just slightly. 
 
    But just enough. 
 
    When she releases, my breathing finally catches up, bleeding my vision back out to the periphery. Even as I struggle to breathe, I'm constantly interrupting myself with moans of pleasure. 
 
    Lin slaps me across the face: not light, not hard, somewhere in between. It's enough to wake me out of my trance. 
 
    “I love it!” I scream, preempting her inevitable question. 
 
    “Turn her around, daddy,” Lin says, a humorous twinge runs through me when she calls him daddy. 
 
    I stand and turn around, straddling daddy's cock all over again, my legs spread wide as they're met by the arms of the chair. His puncture feels even tighter, my pussy engorged with arousal. The tightness makes me cry out and lean forward into daddy, wrapping my arms around his neck. He slings his arms around my back, giving me a big bear hug, before using his hips to slam his dick into me and catapulting me up in the air. 
 
    “Daddy,” Lin says, “your daughter's got a large ass.” She grabs both of my cheeks, squeezing them hard in her fingertips, her fingers digging deep into my flesh. 
 
    “She does, does she?” Daddy asks, playing into Lin's game. 
 
    “Yep. You should be paying attention to it. A thick ass like this needs a lot of lovin'.” 
 
    Lin kneels behind me, her hands spreading my cheeks apart. Dipping her head under, her tongue pushes into my asshole. 
 
    I squeal, hugging daddy hard as the wetness invades my backdoor. Daddy laughs, holding me down on his cock so I can enjoy Lin's tongue all the more. The feeling is intense, far more than I would've thought possible. It's enticing, in a way wholly different than getting my pussy eaten out, but just as enjoyable, a naughty, taboo flavoring to my arousal. 
 
    Flavoring... I can't believe someone would do that! 
 
    But Lin enjoys it, her own moans echoing from below me. She takes her time, her tongue dancing over my hole, flicking over the tight orifice. She takes the occasional moment to examine my ass, biting the flesh before diving back in for a feast. 
 
    “Does it feel good, babygirl?” Daddy asks. 
 
    I nod. “Yes, daddy.” 
 
    Daddy kisses me, his lips not as soft as Lin's but still gentle, massaging my mouth as Lin massages my ass. The sensuality causes me to grind on daddy's dick, my ass turning up and down on Lin's face, grinding her mouth just as much. 
 
    Slowly, daddy starts to reintroduce me to his cock, lifting me gently and letting me fall on my own. He picks up his speed, his hips hitting me hard enough I start to bounce up with enthusiasm. 
 
    Lin lays off, standing up behind me and softly wrapping her hand through a wad of my hair. When she has enough of it, she pulls my head back to her, tilting me backwards to turn up and meet her down-turned mouth. My mouth forcefully exchanged between the two people erotically charges me, and I hold my tongue out for Lin to suck on it. The control these two have over my body is enough to start the process to that ultimate goal. 
 
    But Lin's not content on just that. She wants to humiliate me. She wants the camera to see it all. 
 
    Her free hand reaches back down, and with her extended middle finger, she pushes it all the way up my ass. I groan out, the pressure amazing, even from such a slim digit from such a small girl. 
 
    “You like that?” 
 
    I nod, looking at her upside down as she looms over me. 
 
    She lifts my head slightly, facing me forward as she places her head on my shoulder. “I want to see you come. I want to see you come on your daddy's dick.” 
 
    I groan in response, the naughty thought of what's going on firing up my libido. I reach behind me, gripping onto Lin's hips.  
 
    Daddy takes it as an invitation to grab my tits and start pounding into me. Squeezing my tits hard, his dick rams into me, straining as it pierces my tight cunt. Lin's middle finger slides in and out, feeding me from my second hole, stuffing me full of pleasure. Her finger and daddy's cock alternate in and out, occasionally meeting at the same time and double stuffing me, filling me completely. 
 
    Then it strikes, like a bolt of lightning. My orgasm rushes out of nowhere, hitting me in a flat five seconds from buildup to detonation. Neither lets up when they see me blow up, instead slamming finger and dick into me at a rapid pace, ensuring I feel every little bit of them as my body rattles. 
 
    I have to bite my lip to keep from screaming at the top of my lungs, possibly alerting the entire dorm to the perversion I'm going through. I shake and sputter, forcing daddy to drop me on his cock so I don't fall off. I spasm, squeezing Lin tight as the waves of pleasure almost become painful, the burst of energy through my muscles seemingly ripping me apart. 
 
    When I calm down, Lin coos in my ear. “There you go, there you go.” She looks at daddy, smiling, “Come on, daddy. When's the next chance you're going to get to come in your daughter?” 
 
    “Goddamn, when you say it like that...” 
 
    Daddy's thrusts drive into me, slamming into my super sensitive pussy. Lin merely stands straight up, pulling my hair back and my body into hers, where she uses her hands to caress my tits from behind me. 
 
    She leans her head next to mine, glancing at him. “Come on, daddy. Your little girl wants it so bad. Doesn't she?” 
 
    I nod softly. “Yes. I want you to come inside me daddy.” 
 
    “Oh yeah, baby. Daddy's going to come hard in you.” 
 
    Lin pinches both of my nipples between her fingers eliciting a strong moan from me. “Come on, don't let us down, daddy.” She finishes her lesbian show by taking my mouth in hers, using our tongues in a dance for daddy's pleasure. 
 
    It only takes a few more thrusts before daddy's dick unloads into me. When he finally comes, he holds me tight, his dick pushed all the way inside, his semen pulsing up against my cervix. I can feel the warm splashes as daddy pumps a mess of cum into his little girl. His sticky goop fills me entirely, sliding down his cock and leaking out of me almost immediately. 
 
    Daddy and I are exhausted, slumped in each other's arms, our breathing matching against each other's chest. 
 
    It takes me a moment for my eyes to finally open, lazily parting as I fight to stay awake. I notice Lin messing around on her computer. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I ask. 
 
    She turns around and pats the camcorder on the desk. She removed it from the corner and plugged it into her computer. “Just keeping a memento for myself.” 
 
    I smirk. What a kinky bitch. 
 
    “Can you make a copy for me?” 
 
    She shakes her head. “Nope.” 
 
    “What? Why not?” 
 
    “If you want to watch this video again, you'll have to go through me.” 
 
    I blush. “Go through you?” 
 
    “Sure. It'll mean your horny, and how else are we going to keep making videos for your daddy?” 
 
    Daddy smirks. “I like your roommate.” 
 
    I sink into the chair. 
 
    I bite my lip and groan. 
 
    I have no idea if it's because I just sank back onto daddy's dick still inside me, or if the thought of being sexually controlled by a second person is the hottest thing in the world? 
 
    -   -   - 
 
   


  
 

 Daddy Gushes Over My Uniform 
 
    “So, what do you think?” I ask, lifting my arms and spinning around. 
 
    The way my stepdad's mouth hangs open as he sits at the kitchen table, the way his eyes are unwilling to blink, I already have my answer, but he says something that makes my blood rush anyway. 
 
    “Wow, you look smokin'.” 
 
    I blush, even though that's the exact response I'm looking for. Our new uniforms are constructed just the right way to draw all sorts of attention, whether good or bad. 
 
    My boss decided not too long ago to do an overhaul of his restaurant, to turn it into something a lot more provocative. Jay's Speedway is a themed restaurant all things cars, and the waitresses got a makeover as well: we're now pit stop girls, and we're here to service all the hotrods that come in! 
 
    You can tell I'm a little excited about it. The other girls weren't, and a number quit before it could all become official, but I wanted nothing less than to show off my body. I'm a thin, wavy brunette, and the tips I got for dressing like a normal waitress were crazy, so I'm absolutely ecstatic to see what my new skimpy outfit will bring in through all the leering guys. 
 
    The new outfit is a slim faux-denim leotard. The straps on my shoulders go all the way down before they meet above my ass, completely baring my back. The front has a large oval of missing fabric from below my tits to above my pussy. This is the most skin you'll see from any of these 'sexy waitress' restaurants. I'd be amazed if we don't end up getting shut down in the near future, but I'll make sure to wring every last cent I can out of it before that happens. 
 
    The way my stepdad looks at me is an added bonus on top of that potential paycheck. My stepdad's not too much older than me—he's in his mid thirties—so he's the perfect candidate to test out my uniform on. He's the demographic the restaurant is shooting for—handsome guy with a devil may care attitude—so if he approves, I can imagine every guy who walks in will approve as well. 
 
    But I think his looks are piquing my interest in a whole other way, too! The way my stomach is turning when his eyes scan me up and down, when he drinks me in, makes my skin start to prickle. I've never thought of him in any sexual way before, but then again, I've never been dressed like this in front of him. When my outfit arouses him, it arouses me in turn to see his interest heightened. I had no idea I could have this draw on him. 
 
    For some reason, I just want to tease him with it. 
 
    “Here,” I say, grabbing a sheet of paper and holding it like a menu, “let me practice my spiel on you.” 
 
    He throws his hands up, “Yeah, yeah, go for it.” 
 
    I clear my throat, stepping up to the table. I hand him the menu. 
 
    “Hey, sweety. How're you doin' today?” I've always affected a southern accent when I serve. I think it helps to give me a dainty, cute air that throws people off a little bit. Get them comfortable and they'll open they're wallets to you. 
 
    I bend over, placing my hands on the table as I give off an aura of relaxation. The effect I want, though, is immediate as daddy's eyes jump from the page to my breasts, pushed together between my arms and popping out of my tight top. 
 
    Daddy's awestruck, mimicking a deep swallow, as if his nerves have got the better of him. At least I think he's playing around, but when he takes a little too long to respond, I realize it's having a stronger effect on him that I thought. 
 
    I have to stifle a smirk from crossing my lips. 
 
    “Umm”—he clears his throat—”I'm doing great.”  
 
    That is not like daddy, who's one of those talkative types who's always up for a conversation, even with strangers. And I'm no stranger to him, so his reticence is absolutely charming. 
 
    “Just great, huh?” I tease. 
 
    He smiles, takes a deep breath, and composes himself. “Better, now that you're here.” 
 
    That's the type of banter I'd expect from him. “Me?” I put my hand to my heart, emphatically expressing surprise. “Now how could I make you feel better? We haven't even started talkin' yet.” 
 
    The look daddy gives me is both seductive and mischievous. “I don't think you need to do a whole lot of talkin' to make a man happy.” 
 
    The surge of pleasure that flows through me makes me giddy. Is it because it's daddy saying these things, or do I just like the attention? It's like butterflies, and I can almost feel my brain start to shut off. Am I going to feel this way every time a guy talks to me like this? I have to be careful if that's true, because the last thing I want is to be turned on by every guy that walks in with a smooth mouth. 
 
    “Oh, quit it,” I say, playfully. 
 
    “No,” he says, “I'm serious. There are plenty of ways I can imagine you making me happy.” His hand slips out from under the table, landing on my thigh and sliding up. 
 
    I jerk almost uncontrollably, standing up straight, the sudden sensation startling me, but also firing a jolt of erotic energy up my body. “Daddy, what are you doing?” 
 
    “I'm testing you out,” he says. “You look too good to resist, and you might get a guy or two who gets handsy, so you need to know how to handle that type of situation.” 
 
    I nod, understanding what he's saying, but focusing intently on the warmth of his hand rubbing my thigh. 
 
    “Umm...” I mumble, licking my lips as I try my hardest to think of something to say. 
 
    “Come on, babygirl. Every moment you don't stop it is another moment you goad a guy on.” 
 
    “Goad?” I ask. 
 
    “Yep,” he says, his fingers scratching my skin, “guys like it when a girl loses her words. It's makes them feel more powerful.” 
 
    Losing my words is right, strange for a vocal girl like me, because all I can do is repeat him. “More powerful?” 
 
    His finger slide under the band of my leotard, grazing my skin in the crease of my thigh. It's incredibly sensitive, more so that it was once covered, and the soft caress of his fingertips sends a shiver into my stomach. 
 
    “Daddy...” I groan. 
 
    “What are you going to do, babygirl? How are you going to escape when a guy does something like this?” His other hand lands on my bare stomach, his palm sliding over my bellybutton. 
 
    My stomach quivers at his touch. Am I really unable to stop him? What if something like this really does happen at the restaurant? What then? 
 
    “The guy's getting more brave by the second. He's looking around to see if anyone's watching. He's thinking: I can't believe this girl's letting me do this to her. She must be a freak.” 
 
    I shake my head, but I can't get a response out. Daddy sees that, smiles, and his hand circling my stomach dives down below, cupping my pussy. I twitch as his fingers press the fabric into my slit. I'm not wearing any underwear—the suit's too tight and it'd show!—so the pressure is intense on my labia and clit. 
 
    It takes only a few swipes of his hand to force a moan from my lips. 
 
    “Uh oh,” he says, “you just gave this man ammunition to push on.” 
 
    Daddy looks around the room, pretending to check if anyone's watching his table. When he thinks the coast is clear, he slides the fabric covering my pussy out of the way. His other hand slides across my slit, collecting the arousal I'd been building up. 
 
    “He feels you're wet. He knows you're good to go.” 
 
    He slips his middle finger into my cunt, pushing it all the way in. 
 
    I freeze, suppressing a moan that so badly wants to desert me. I look around. Oh my god! I'm also pretending like I'm in the middle of the restaurant, hoping no one sees what's going on! I should be stopping this, not playing this game. 
 
    But when he waves his finger back and forth, brushing against my vaginal wall, lightly tapping against my g-spot, I fall forward, placing my hands back on the table to brace myself. 
 
    “This guy now knows that his slutty waitress is enjoying it too much to say anything. He knows she's desperate for his attention.” 
 
    I shake my head, trying to refute him. 
 
    “He wants to go all the way with her. She's so wet it's making him rock hard, the smell of her pussy wafting over the table.” 
 
    He looks around. “But he can't do it here. He can't have his way with her in the middle of the restaurant.” 
 
    “Daddy...” I whisper, working my hardest to keep my moans from alerting the people who don't actually exist. 
 
    “Her complaints aren't enough for him. She's not fighting it hard enough.” Daddy stands up from the table and grabs a hold of my hand. “He knows he needs to get her somewhere quiet.” 
 
    Daddy starts walking out of the kitchen, dragging me along behind him. “He knows this is the girl's last chance. If she doesn't try to get away now, he knows he's going to go all the way with her.”  
 
    The thought scares me. Could a guy really drag me along and have his way with me? Would I really allow that, incapable of stopping my own urges? 
 
    He looks back at me as I follow behind. “The thought of her willingly following him is making him harder and harder. All he can do is imagine what it'd feel like to be inside her, to ravish her entirely. He grips her hand hard”—daddy squeezes my hand tight—“getting more turned on as they get closer and closer to the bathroom.” 
 
    The bathroom? 
 
    Daddy opens the bathroom door and ushers me in, closing it behind us and locking it. 
 
    “He's got her where he wants her and can't control himself anymore. This slut's going to get it good.” 
 
    Daddy's body rushes into me, pressing me up against the wall. I can feel his hard cock straining in his pants, pushing against my thigh as daddy's aggression feeds both our libidos. Daddy grabs my wrists and pins them to the wall on either side of me. 
 
    “He has her trapped, right where he wants her, right where he can do whatever he wants with her body.” 
 
    I feel the heat rise to my face, burning as daddy's piercing, animalistic eyes tear through me, feeding on pure passion. Does daddy realize what he's doing, how hard he's pushing me? Does he know he's taken this role play way too far? 
 
    “Daddy, I don't think we should.” 
 
    He shakes his head, “It's too late, babygirl. Your chance to say no was out in the kitchen. Now that you're locked in the bathroom with a man you wouldn't deny before, who's lusting after you, you have no choice but to get fucked.” 
 
    His lips seal on mine, preventing me from raising a complaint. His lips are manic, consumed by lust as his tongue ventures deep into my mouth. I can barely reciprocate, my own mouth unable to keep up with daddy's frantic pace. 
 
    Daddy leans into my ear to whisper, “Now that he's got you in the bathroom, now that he knows he has control of your body, the man's going to do all he can to humiliate you at your job.” 
 
    Daddy pushes me down to my knees, keeping one hand on top of my head to control me, while using his other to unzip his pants. In one swift movement, he yanks his pants down to his thighs, revealing a huge, veiny cock, swollen to capacity, ready to burst from all the thirst pouring into it. 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    Daddy's movements are fast and rough. He grabs his cock, using it as a wedge, and separates my lips with tremendous force, instantly shoving his cock to the back of my throat. I gag immediately, stunned by the propulsion of his dick into me. Daddy holds it there for a second, groaning as he enjoys my expanded mouth, coating him in a rush of saliva. 
 
    Daddy grabs my hair with one hand, bunching it up and away from me, and uses his other hand as a guide on the back of my head. 
 
    Then he starts. 
 
    He goes rough, face fucking me rapidly, thrusting his hips, pulling his cock nearly out before driving it to the back of my throat. The hand gripping my hair pulls me into him while the hand on the back of my head prevents me from slamming into the wall behind me. 
 
    I push on daddy's thighs as his pants slip down to his ankles, gripping his dense muscles as daddy forcefully uses my face. 
 
    He groans. “Ugh. This is what happens when you go with men into bathrooms. They think you're the dirtiest slut around, and they go about treating you that way.” 
 
    Daddy's hips pick up speed as he talks, causing me to unconsciously open my mouth as wide as I can. I have to accommodate him, I have to keep myself from gagging. 
 
    He pulls out suddenly and I gasp for air, my breathing ragged as saliva strands coat his cock and run down my chin. I swallow what I can, emptying my mouth of everything his dick as built in me. 
 
    But not everything. My cunt throbs, soaking my leotard in juices. How the hell am I getting so turned on from being used so roughly? Can I really be the slut he keeps talking about? 
 
    “The man can't stay in your mouth all day. He's aching to put it inside you. All he wants to do is feel your warm cunt on him, hugging his dick as he slams it into you.” 
 
    Daddy lifts me to my feet, spinning me around and pushing me up against the wall. With the slightest pull of his wrists, he yanks at the straps hanging over my shoulders, which causes—because of the complete lack of backing to the leotard—the outfit to fall past my arms and hang at my stomach. 
 
    My tits are out, and with ferocity daddy reaches around and crushes them in his grip. I place my hands on the wall as daddy massages my tits, tweaking the nipples in between molding my flesh within his fingers. He reaches down and pulls my leotard below my ass, letting it hang on my thighs, keeping them closed together as the latex works like a rubber band. 
 
    He presses into me, his hands working my tits as his rock hard cock pushes against my ass. Daddy moves up and down, sliding his cock between my cheeks, primal grunts echoing in my ear as daddy's body aches to be inside me. 
 
    “Daddy, we shouldn't—“ 
 
    “He's not stopping now, babygirl. This man's primed, you let him get to this. He wasn't prepared for this, but there's no way he's passing up fucking this sweet little body in front of him. He's got no condoms, but he'll take the chance of getting you pregnant in order to get inside this body that's begging him, wet and willing.” 
 
    With the subtlest tilt of daddy's hips and lowering of his cock, he pushes forward, his cock blasting into my soaking cunt. 
 
    I scream out, daddy's thickness overtaking me, filling me with pleasure. My legs are bound together by my leotard hanging at my thighs, which makes my sensitive walls hug him, tightening my cunt around his cock. 
 
    “Oh my god!” I scream out, the intensity opening my mouth wide. 
 
    “You better be quiet. You don't want the whole restaurant to hear you get fucked and lose your job, now do you?” 
 
    Daddy's long cock pushes up to the hilt, causing me to grit my teeth as the pressure wants me to scream out again. But I hold it in, intent on keeping my job in this imaginary situation. 
 
    Daddy's hips rest against my round ass as daddy enjoys filling me up with his thick meat. When he's had enough, he pulls his cock out, eliciting a tiny grunt from me as he drags my pussy out with him. 
 
    And then he slams it back in, and with the purpose of really laying into his daughter, his hands wrap around my hips. His thrusts come at a breakneck speed, ramming his dick into me, sliding me up the wall with each thrust, mushing my tits into the wall. 
 
    He pounds me with rapid, even strokes, feeding me his entire length while keeping his vigor up, making sure not to tire himself out. Each push deep into my pussy ushers in a wave of pleasure that flows up through my cervix. Like an electrical charge, it finds its center in my gut, the pressure mounting as my pussy gives more and more into the feeling of submission. 
 
    My pussy's thrilled to be conquered. It wants nothing more than to be subjected to all the punishment it deserves. It's as if it led me to this moment so I could feel all the wonderful excitement welling inside of me. 
 
    Daddy's thrusts speed up to a dizzying pace, penetrating me four times in a second. The frenetic pace sets me on fire and I have to bite my hand to keep from crying out. The pressure's there. I can feel it. It's rising, rising, almost to the top. 
 
    But then daddy relents, his cock sliding out of me. My pussy chokes, squeezing the emptiness inside me, invoking a huge sense of loneliness and deprivation.  
 
    It's begging me! Fill me up again! Fill me to completion! 
 
    Daddy holds me close. “The man realizes he doesn't want a pregnancy on his hands,” daddy says, his words rapid as he regains his breath. “He knows this might be the only chance he'll have to fuck a girl in the ass. They've always said no before, but this situation is different. He doesn't care about protocol or asking, he just knows that the little slut in front of him hasn't said a damn word to stop him the entire time.” 
 
    Daddy's cock presses against my backdoor. So lubed from my wet cunt, it makes an easy push into the entrance. 
 
    “Wait!” 
 
    “She's going to take it whether she wants it or not, because that's what happens when you let strangers fuck you in the restaurant bathroom. You get used, you get used however they see fit.” 
 
     Daddy's head breaks my tight exit, pushing me wider than ever before. The pain is extreme as my virgin ass takes its first dick, my back seizing as I try to regain my composure. 
 
    “You need to relax, babygirl. You're already getting fucked, so you might as well let it happen. This is what you want after all.” 
 
    I'd tell him hell no, but I know it'd be a lie. I never thought once about taking a cock up my ass, but the further daddy pushes in—oh so slowly—the more my cunt get wet. Wetter and wetter with every inch, the feeling of being dominated completely urging my own arousal on. It might actually feel better than when he was inside my pussy! 
 
    I grunt as daddy's dick pushes in, and then stops, giving me a moment of respite to collect myself, before proceeding and diving in further up my ass. I grip the wall, bracing as my body adapts to the pain, slowly transforming it into a perverted pleasure. A soft, entirely different pleasure than when he was inside my pussy, one surrounded by pain, but pleasure none the less. But it's the pain at first that amps up my arousal. 
 
    When daddy's cock penetrates me fully, I let out a whimper of joy, one constructed by the satisfaction of having him inside me, proud that I took his entire cock without crying, and excited at what's about to happen to me. 
 
    The anticipation is met by daddy's cock throbbing inside me. I can feel every little motion of him in my tight ass, even the blood pumping through his cock, enlarging him ever so slightly, enough to produce sensation inside me. When he squeezes his cock, I moan, the first sign that pleasure has overtaken pain in defining my ravishment. 
 
    “Shit, babygirl. That ass is so fucking good, it's so fucking warm.” He slaps my ass, causing his cock to ricochet around inside me, provoking a strong wave of pleasure and pain. “You ready?” 
 
    I swallow, my throat dry and unresponsive. All I can do is turn to the side and nod against the wall. 
 
    Daddy begins to pull his cock out gently, taking his sweet time as my ass closes around the empty space. When his head is about to breach my opening, he turns around and pushes back in, reopening me. This insertion is hounded by far more pleasure than pain, sharply shooting it throughout my body. 
 
    When his cock meets the end of my ass, I shudder, the well of pleasure from before returning. Holy shit! Is this really going to be enough to fuck an orgasm out of me? The anticipation returns as I focus on the bliss amassing in me. 
 
    Daddy pulls out again, faster this time as he allows me to adjust to his massive girth. The next stroke is even more pleasure than pain, and it takes only a few more thrusts before I'm so loose I feel only the purest pleasure, as if his dick were fucking me in my pussy. 
 
    But far, far more intense! 
 
    When my moans start to come unbidden, daddy takes it as a sign to really give me the business. His thrusts pick up, his cock severing me fiercely. The rush of pleasure comes at regular intervals as daddy's long cock slides in, then out, then in, then out, the strain of his thickness felt with every pass through. 
 
    “Oh god, daddy!” 
 
    “There ya go, babygirl. You don't even give a fuck if you get fired now. You just know you love it in the ass.” 
 
    “Yes, daddy, yes, fuck my ass.” 
 
    I can hear him biting his lip, growling, “Yeah, you fucking take it. You take it like a nasty slut. Take this huge dick up your ass.” 
 
    His words spark my arousal and I feel the urge to release barreling down on me. In a couple more thrusts, it ends, firing waves of pleasure as my muscles spasm uncontrollably. My lower back billows as my body reacts to my pounding. I twist and twitch, bellowing as my orgasm rumbles through me. 
 
    It's enough to extract from daddy the last bit of his energy. “Oh fuck, take this load, baby!” 
 
    I groan as daddy rams his dick up my ass, speeding up to the culmination of his desire. With a series of grunts, daddy shoves his dick all the way in, holding it there. 
 
    “Yeah, daddy, yeah! Come inside me!” 
 
    Daddy explodes inside, his dick throbbing as pulses of seed spill into me. His warm cum shoots up into my ass, coating my walls in goopy liquid. I can feel every single shot that fires out of him through the expansion of his cock. Half a dozen loads are deposited in my ass, filling me as daddy gives me a few more complimentary thrusts before eventually dying out himself. 
 
    When daddy backs away, his cock plopping out of my ass, he quickly lifts my leotard. He pulls it between my ass cheeks, which causes a huge wad of his cum to land right in the panties.  
 
    “Daddy!” 
 
    He pulls out the fabric and adjusts it along my ass. He lifts the straps up and puts them back on my shoulders, redressing me. 
 
    But as I turn around and look in the mirror, there's a huge white stain on the leotard that continues to grow as my ass continues to push out more cum. 
 
    “Daddy, you ruined my uniform!” 
 
    “I told you: a guy that fucks you in the bathroom only wants to humiliate you. He wants the whole world to know you're a slut. Imagine if he did that to you in the middle of your shift. Are you going to walk around with cum all over your ass?” 
 
    I blush, my eyes downcast. I reach down and touch it, a wet, white concoction sticking to my hand as I pull away. 
 
    “Don't touch it,” he says. “You're going to wear that uniform for another thirty minutes. You need to learn your lesson and stand your ground. And then we're going to do this all over again.” 
 
    “Again?” 
 
    “If you can't stop daddy, then you can't stop anyone. Understand?” 
 
    I nod. 
 
    “Good. The last thing daddy wants is for his babygirl to get in trouble at work. And if you can't stop daddy, then you're going to get fucked in the ass all over again.” 
 
    I quiver. I want to make sure I'm as ready as possible for my new job, but the idea of failure has never been more tantalizing in all my life. 
 
    -   -   - 
 
   


  
 

 Daddy Snuggles Me Hot 
 
    The crack of the ice is the last thing I hear. 
 
    I drop like a stone, submerging in less than a second. The freezing water hits me so fast it burns, immediately sending my mind and body into overdrive. I close my eyes as I swipe at the water, afraid my eyeballs might freeze if I open them.  
 
    But not being able to see, I become incredibly disoriented, not knowing up from down. For a moment, I feel the urge to let go and just sink, to let my weight take over. 
 
    Sink into oblivion... 
 
    Sink into the dark depths... 
 
    But I open my eyes instead, withstanding a blast of cold. I'm close to the surface, maybe a few strokes away from touching the icy covering. A renewed vigor takes over and I will my muscles to move, dragging me to the surface. 
 
    I can't find the hole I broke through. I struggle and panic as I frantically search the ice for an opening. My hands swipe against the ice. I feel the urge to breathe start to eat away at me, working against my lungs wish to inhale a huge gulp of water. 
 
    As my hand strikes the surface once more, a meaty paw grabs a hold of my flailing arm, latching on tightly. The arm drags me up with such force I'm almost launched from the water back onto the frozen lake. 
 
    My stepdad grabs a hold of me, cradling me in his arms. 
 
    “Jesus Christ, are you okay?!” 
 
    The words are hazy to me, and my only response is chattering teeth. I shake and sputter against the cold breeze, somehow feeling worse up in the world than I did under the water. 
 
    “Shit, we gotta get you back to the cabin!” 
 
    He picks me up and carries me bodily to the cabin not too far away. Even in my state of utter exhaustion, all I can think about is how stupid I am. I can't believe I ran out onto the ice when my stepdad warned me not to. I thought I was being funny, I thought I was being rebellious, I thought I was too young for horrible things to happen too. 
 
    What a stupid fucking girl.  
 
    The wake up call ravages my mind, just as the water tried to turn me into an ice cube. I screwed our vacation up. He's going to hate me. 
 
    We're inside the cabin, the air feeling no warmer than it did outside. 
 
    Daddy's mumbling to himself, “Okay, okay. Uh, let's see.” 
 
    He rushes over to the living room and sets me down on the couch. He heads off and returns with some towels. 
 
    “We have to get those wet clothes off you, babygirl.” 
 
    I nod, a combination of affirmation and muscles spasms. Daddy removes my thick coat, pulls my shirt over my head and drops my pants, leaving me in my bra and panties. He runs the towels over me, soaking up the water burning my skin. He's both gentle and rough, taking care not to hurt me but anxious as all hell to get me dry. 
 
    I unhook my bra, a task herculean in its difficulty through trembling fingers. I finally remove the damp top, covering myself with a bare arm. Daddy hands me the towel—I swear with crimson in his cheeks—and I dry the rest of my crevices. 
 
    When I move to remove my panties, daddy says, “Hold on, babygirl.” He takes off his sweater and throws it over my head, the thick, beige monstrosity I tease him about a perfect respite from the frigid air. 
 
    He sets about stoking the fire in the fireplace. As he does that, I pull my panties down and dry my frozen pussy and ass. I don't have a pair of panties nearby, so I just hold the massive sweater down, using it as a makeshift skirt.  
 
    When the fire flares to life, my skin goes numb, tingling from the heat hitting me. Daddy commands me to lay down on the bearskin rug in the room, a thick fur more comfortable than the beds we slept on last night. He grabs the blanket from his king sized bed and places it on top of me. 
 
    Even with the fire going, the rug under me, and the blanket on top of me, it's not enough to abate the cold. It doesn't help that my hair is drying slowly. I grab the towel and try to get as much water out of it as I can, but my shivering only seems to get worse. 
 
    Daddy grumbles, “Okay, hold on, we need to get you some body heat as well.” 
 
    Daddy climbs under the blanket, spooning me from behind. But it's no good. Daddy's a big muscular guy, but I can't feel any heat through his clothes. I can feel the warmth of his arms around me, which makes me realize I need skin to skin contact. 
 
    “D-D-Daddy,” I stutter, “You need to t-t-t-take your clothes off. I can't f-f-f-feel your warmth.” 
 
    I feel him nod and pull away for a moment as he pulls his shirt over his head and removes his pants. When he closes back in on me, his legs tuck in behind mine, and the warmth of his body elicits an immediate sigh of relief, the flow of heat collecting under the blanket. 
 
    It feels so good I abandon all modesty, pulling his sweater over my head and tossing it to the side. 
 
    Daddy pulls away for a moment, just slightly, saying nothing but clearly embarrassed by the situation. Instead, I reach back and pull him back into me, pulling the arm under him under my head and placing the other arm around my waist. He keeps his under arm stretched out, not wanting to curve it inward and land on my breasts, while his over arm maintains an even distance between my pussy and my tits. 
 
    The rush of heat with so much contact is the most pleasurable thing I've felt, well, ever. It takes a few minutes of heat hitting me to give me a moment of clarity: I realize I'm completely naked, and daddy has nothing but his boxers on as he snuggles in behind me. 
 
    Every moment we stay there is another moment my body heats up. In more ways than one! It's like the feeling of my skin is not normal. It's way, way more amped up, returning with a vengeance, sensitive to the slightest touch. When daddy's fingers on my stomach twitch, it's like a pulse of energy being driven into me. 
 
    When the cold is no longer the focus of my mind, I turn to the body around me. I never thought about my stepdad like this before, but something inside me is begging me for more than just his heat. It's begging me for more than just the feel of his muscles pressed against my back. 
 
    Why am I thinking about this? 
 
    And then I realize, I just survived a life or death situation, having been pulled from the brink by the heroics of my stepfather. If it weren't for him, I'd be... 
 
    The thought is ghastly. 
 
    But not as ghastly as the feelings that are rushing through me for the man who saved my life. I want to refocus my thoughts, to change my perceptions right now, but the pressure of his body against mine is stirring a fire inside me I can't put out. 
 
    The more my body returns to normal, the more I want to act on those urges. When my shivering dies down, I start to twist in position, turning my torso back and forth, rubbing against daddy's stomach and chest.  
 
    My lower back undulates, more and more, until my ass starts to rub hard against his groin. 
 
    “Babygirl, what are you doing?” he asks softly. 
 
    “Trying to get warm, daddy,” I respond. 
 
    He swallows, loud enough for me to hear. He won't stop me. I continue to push against him, wrapping the crooks of my knees around his knees, enjoying every bit of contact I can. 
 
    And then I feel it. Life coming back to both of us: my body warming, his cock thickening. Oh my god, I'm so naughty! But what do you expect? Just being naked, having a man's arms wrapped around me, is enough to fire me up. I tingle all over where his skin touches mine, and the warmth flooding me is more than comforting. It's erotic. It's like having his testosterone flowing through me, like we're one and the same. 
 
    I don't know if it's because of his warmth or that he just saved me, but I want him. I want that thickness I feel, that strength, to fill me up completely. 
 
    I'm not warm, I'm burning up! 
 
    Each twitch of my ass meets tightening fabric, one barely able to contain daddy's own arousal. When his dick comes to full mast, I push back hard against him, pressing his boner between my ass cheeks. 
 
    I hear him groan, and I play the innocent girl. “What is it, daddy?” 
 
    He swallows, clearing his throat, “Uhh...” 
 
    I make my move, consumed by lust to be extra bold. I reach behind me and slide my hand against his boxers, my fingers gliding over his hard cock. 
 
    “Oh, daddy! What's this?!” 
 
    “It's just hot under here, is all.” 
 
    “Really hot,” I say. “But I need it, daddy. I need you to warm me up.” 
 
    “That's what I'm doing, babygirl.” 
 
    “No, it's not enough, daddy. I think you need me to show you what warms me up.” 
 
    I shuffle under the blanket, turning around so that I face daddy. The heat of the fireplace on my back is nothing compared to the sudden rush of heat as I face my naked body toward daddy. Still lying on his one arm, his other stays at my waist just above my hips. 
 
    But my hands move. I slip my left hand under the waistband of his boxer, wrapping my fingers around his straining cock. I squeeze slightly, enjoying the firm feel of an engorged cock. 
 
    Daddy groans in response. “Oh, shit.” 
 
    I pull down on his foreskin, forcing his cock even more taut than before. “Daddy, what if I get hypothermia? You need to do more to make me warm.” 
 
    He shakes his head. “Sorry, babygirl. I didn't think about it.” 
 
    I stroke his dick as he talks, pulling tension out of his voice, eliciting anxious lip bites and forcefully closed eye lids. I lightly run my hand down his shaft, caressing it as I cup my hand around his balls, massaging them like I'm cradling a child. His cock bobs back and forth as daddy strains his cock and fights the rush of pleasure. 
 
    “Now take care of me right. I'm your only daughter after all.” I shuffle back to my original position, curving my back into daddy. But as I push back into him, I push his cock down so that my ass sits on top of it, leaving it pressed against the taint between my ass and pussy. 
 
    When daddy leans into me, his cock pushes forward, his bulbous head splitting my lips low from behind. I squirm, the contact sharp and surprising. He pulls back, dragging his cock back through my lips as I curve my back inward, pulling my pussy back and getting as much of him as I can before his cock escapes my lips. 
 
    Then I curve my back out, which pulls my ass down and away from his hips, allowing his dick to run between my ass cheeks. 
 
    It's slow and torturous, daddy's movements unsure and unsteady. But as we continue to bring our hips back and forth, allowing his dick to push between my lips and then through my ass crack, his motions become more aggressive. His hips thrust faster and faster, basking in the friction as his dick makes its way between my folds. 
 
    His hand leaves my side for the first time, breaking that neutral zone and finding it's way to my breast. He cups my tit as his arm swings around me, molding it between his fingertips. 
 
    The soft flesh in his grasp fires up his libido even further, and what was a gentle massage, becomes a hard titty grab. The arm my head's resting on bends at the elbow and joins in. Each hand full of fat, daddy's arms encircle me as his hands mush opposite breasts, embracing me wholly as his big body feasts on my smaller one. 
 
    All this while his cock continues to glide from entrance to entrance and his mouth makes its way to my neck. His kisses start soft, but as daddy's actions become more rough, his kisses turn into suckling and then biting. 
 
    He sucks me so hard at one point I can feel an instant hickey form. “Oh, daddy!” I moan, sliding my hand behind us and pushing it through his hair. 
 
    It's like I've unleashed an animal, one hellbent on working out its sexual aggression. Where before daddy was hesitant and indecisive about how to react to my advances, now the more aroused he becomes, the more his instincts take over. He now needs my body as much as I need his, and the only hope I have is to comply to his wishes. 
 
    He starts to tweak my nipples in conjunction with his thrusts and his mouth's advances. A sharp stab of pleasure meets my neck, nipples, and cunt all at once, forcing me to sputter and giggle to myself, the tingle so intense I seem to lose myself for a moment. 
 
    “Oh, fuck, babygirl. You're turning me on so much.” 
 
    I blush hard. It's one thing to have an invisible man behind me fucking with my body, it's another to hear the man who raised me whisper something so naughty in my ear. The voice I recognize as the gentle caring figure I've always known is consumed by lust, intent on treating me nothing like before. It isn't frightening one bit, but a shocking, taboo aphrodisiac striking me to the bone. 
 
    It's like the timbre of his voice is lube meant directly for my cunt. 
 
    “You're turning me on too, daddy. I like when you play with my nipples.” 
 
    “Oh, you mean like this?” he asks, taking my nubs in his fingers and twisting my nipples like a corkscrew. 
 
    I moan, biting my lip, nodding wordlessly as a pulse runs through me. 
 
    “You ready to get warmed up, babygirl?” 
 
    “Yes, daddy. It's so cold without you.” 
 
    It takes only the slightest adjustment of daddy lowering himself and me curving my hips backward to allow a meeting of minds. He tilts his cock a degree and with a simple thrust, his cock breaks through my soaked barrier. 
 
    I cry out, his cock gliding in easily through a gush of arousal. He's so fucking thick! He spreads me wide open, his dick penetrating as far as our bodies will allow. His hips crush into my ass as daddy tries his damnedest to fill me up. I can feel the hardness of his thighs as he works to make his way inside me. 
 
    “Oh fuck,” I moan, reaching back and planting my hand on his ass. Instead of that innate strong urge to push him away from sheer pressure, I pull on him, drawing his clenched ass into me. It gives me another inch, but it's an inch I savor, relishing whatever daddy can fit inside me. 
 
    It's made all the more powerful as his hips slip away from me, tugging on my pussy walls, made tighter through my closed legs. I squeeze my thighs together to hug daddy even more, intensifying the draw of his cock. And when he pushes back in... 
 
    Oh fuck!  
 
    My mouth is agape, a silent scream choked out of me as his cock reenters my pussy, blasting a flood of pleasure through my cunt. It ricochets through me as I push back into daddy, absorbing his body heat and letting his body melt to mine. 
 
    He moves like a snake, his body making waves against me, culminating in his hips pulling away and sliding back into me with a fluid movement. He so expertly moves, his cock hits me at consistent intervals, almost announcing each time I'm going to get penetrated. You'd think that'd be boring, but the regular pulse of pleasure becomes a thing of desire, and knowing exactly when I'm going to get pierced only makes the anticipation all the sweeter. 
 
    Daddy's wavelike motion is heavenly, a seduction of my body with his. Just the gentle caress of his abs against my back is enough to spark an erotic fever in me, and I'm lost in replicating his motion, undulating so I can remain in contact with him as long as possible. 
 
    It's so hot. 
 
    So utterly fucking hot. 
 
    I grab the blanket and throw it over us, exposing us to the brisk air. As cold as I felt before, I'm now superheated, sweating as daddy's hands make their way around my body, cupping my tits and caressing my stomach. Even the simple act of his fingertips dipping into my belly button and flowing out of it is enough to spark a spasm in me. 
 
    “Come here, baby,” he says, kicking his boxers to the side. 
 
    He lifts me to my knees, the soft bear rug making the softest landing possible. I look up at him, his massive hard on standing defiantly against the cold, indomitable in its will to be sated. He turns me around, facing me toward the fireplace, and pushes me down on my hands and knees. 
 
    The heat of the fire hits me in the face as I look up at it. The orange flames bounce and heave, flicking and swaying. I get the sudden feeling I'm watching something erotic, as if bodies were dancing together, mingling in a blaze of eroticism. 
 
    I'm captivated by the fire so much I'm taken by surprise as daddy's cock slides into me, bringing me back to reality to where I'm getting fucked doggystyle. 
 
    I tilt my head down, shocked by the reintroduction of daddy, but I'm quickly staring at the fire again as daddy grabs a wad of my hair and pulls my head back. My body jolts forward toward the fire as daddy plows into me, using all his muscles to slam his huge cock into me. 
 
    I moan into the fire, entranced by the flames as I'm rocked from behind. The sexual energy of the flames is all the more apparent as daddy rides me. The primal, sizzling spirit flows through me, and I imagine us as cavemen fucking next to the first fire ever constructed. 
 
    So proud in our creation, we fuck like animals, intent on bringing a child into this new world, welcoming it with the protection the fire gives us against the harsh elements. 
 
    This baby will be taken care of. It'll thrive with daddy as our caretaker. 
 
    Our caretaker. 
 
    “Oh god, daddy! It's so good! Keep fucking me, fuck me hard!” 
 
    My thoughts seem so twisted, so starkly mad in the face of this situation, I barely realize how much I'm turned on! The waves of pleasure fire through my body as daddy fucks me from behind, using me like a caveman would use his prized catch, ready to impregnate her so she's his forever. 
 
    Like a bolt of lightning, my fantasy overcomes me, and what was pleasure becomes orgasm. One long thrust of cock sends me over the edge, sputtering as I cry out my pleasure through heated, parched lips.  
 
    The fire watches on as the captivated woman spasms unremittingly, sinking her chest into the ground as her lower back violently jerks, the pulses firing at a strong rate.  
 
    I twitch, holding my breath as I try to control the uncontrollable. 
 
    When my twitches subside and my body finally relaxes, daddy falls back and sits on his shins, working to catch his own breath. 
 
    But just because I've come doesn't mean my fantasy ends. 
 
    I collect and pick myself up, rising to my knees and scooting backwards toward daddy. My legs slide between his and go underneath him, allowing my back to press against his chest as we both rest on our knees. 
 
    I can feel tears start to fall down my cheeks, and as I reach back to bring daddy's head over my shoulder, I can hear the strain in my own voice. “Daddy, I want you to come inside me.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    I don't know why I'm crying. I don't know if it's from the intensity, if it's from facing death not too long ago, if it's from feelings welling up I never knew I had, but I know I'm feeling a connection that seems like the only thing in the world to me right now.  
 
    I can live and die on daddy's cock for all I care! 
 
    I nod, “Please, daddy.” I reach down and position his cock, allowing me to sit down on his full length. I grit my teeth, the sensation all the more powerful after a body racking orgasm. He pulls me in by my stomach so he can rest on his shins and curve my back into his chest. 
 
    Our new seated position fills me up entirely but also allows daddy to revert to his gentle wavelike penetration from before. His hips lift gently as his stomach tucks in and pull away as his stomach presses into me. 
 
    I let daddy guide the action, both from exhaustion and to feel his body mold into mine so effortlessly, forcing us to move as one when daddy moves. I reach both arms up and around his head, allowing me to cling to his body better. This juts my chest out, which provokes daddy to reach around and cup my tits for leverage, softly plying my body. 
 
    I suck in air as he tweaks my nipples. I focus on the fire's dance in front of me. The flickering reawakens me, the energy reminding me of my fantasies, coaxing me to vocalize my desires. 
 
    “Yeah, daddy. You like when you're little girl rides your big cock?” 
 
    “Fuck yeah, baby. Daddy loves this tight little pussy.” 
 
    “You want to come inside me, don't you?” I start to regain my energy, undulating my lower back in order to push myself down on his cock as he thrusts. 
 
    “Ooohhh, I'd fucking love that.” 
 
    “You want to get me pregnant, daddy? You want a baby of your own?” 
 
    He hesitates for a moment, his movements even slowing to a near stop. I swallow, fearing I might have scared daddy with my fucked up fantasies. 
 
    But his hips pick back up, speeding up far faster than before. I swear I can even feel his cock get thicker, if that's even possible. He seems to be even more turned on! 
 
    “You'd like nothing more than to take daddy's seed.” 
 
    I nod. 
 
    “Right here?” he asks, his right hand falling down and caressing my belly. 
 
    I shiver, a burst of excitement emanating from that point. My body almost goes numb from the sudden tingle of nervous energy. That has to be the sexiest thing I've ever felt! 
 
    I nod rapidly, manically delighted. “Yes, daddy. Put a baby in me!” 
 
    “Hold on, babygirl.” 
 
    I bring my hands to his sides as he leans back. In our new position, daddy grabs my shoulders for support as he's able to drive his hips hard and deep into me. 
 
    I hang on for dear life as daddy fucks me mercilessly, knocking me into the air only to pull me back down on his cock with his strong arms. He gets faster and faster as he furiously slams his cock into me as hard as he can. 
 
    He even growls, the animal off its leash, plowing my tight pussy with an aggression and anger he's saved up for this moment. I can't even hold on anymore, letting go and holding onto his hands on my shoulders, which allows him to tilt me forward even further, giving him more leverage to thrust his hips. 
 
    It's enough to give him that last bout of energy he needs, rapidly shoving his cock in at twice the speed, until... 
 
    He growls and fires a stream of cum deep inside me, not relenting his thrusts as his body unloads. He pushes even harder, slamming his cock into me so his cum drenches my pussy and his cock. Five, six, seven shots of hot jizz enter me, and every time he fires, daddy's long cock slams it deeper inside me, driving his seed to the furthest reservoirs of my cunt. 
 
    On his last shot, his hips crash into me. He holds himself there as he pulls back on my shoulders, pushing his dick to the farthest reaches of my swollen cunt. I can feel his warmth hit my cervix, splashing me with the last batch of daddy's seed. 
 
    He slowly releases my shoulders, and I fall backward into him, still hugging his cock as we both struggle to breathe, our chests rising and falling in sync. 
 
    Daddy supports me, but I don't move, merely watching the flames lick. I squeeze my muscles, feeling daddy's shaft inside me, enjoying the feeling of being filled up. 
 
    If he's still inside me, his cum can't possibly escape. 
 
    So I wait there sitting on top of him, intent to take as long as possible to ensure my body absorbs every last ounce of daddy's cum and never lets it go. 
 
    The heat and glow of the fireplace flows over us, and I can't help but feel it's life pass through me. Maybe I'll get lucky and it'll stay a while to make a home in my belly. 
 
    -   -   - 
 
   


  
 

 Daddy Humiliates Me in Front of Everyone 
 
    I fold my arms across my chest as we enter the house, which does nothing to ease my discomfort. In reality, my arms push my breasts up, giving them an even greater sense of heft, and if anything, I'm probably drawing attention to myself because of it. 
 
    That's the last thing I want in this tight corset. 
 
    I feel almost out of place at this costume party. At least, that's what my stepdaddy told about the party. People are kind of acting weird here. They're all a little touchy feely with each other, but it could just be they're all drunk. 
 
    Sexy. That's exactly what I feel at the moment, which is not at all how I think of myself, so it makes me somewhat self-conscious. But everyone else is dressed provocatively as well, so I'm not actually out of place. It's more like how uncomfortable I feel is what's out of place. 
 
    But it wasn't my idea to wear this. 
 
    It was daddy's. 
 
    And it was his command I wear it. 
 
    Daddy's been super controlling lately, ever since I came back from college for winter break. It's like my first semester away from home changed him, from the generous father figure I've know him as for the longest time, to this hyper masculine, commanding hulk who looms over all of my decisions. 
 
    I mean all of my decisions. He wakes me up at the same time every morning, not letting me sleep in. He picks my clothes out in the morning and makes my breakfast as well. I don't get an ounce of input on even the most basic decisions! He's running my life like I'm in the military. It's like he hates the idea that I can make choices for myself, as if going to college is somehow corrupting me. He's reining me in, that's for sure. 
 
    And I resisted hard early on, trying my damnedest to revolt against him, to make him see that he can't treat me this way. 
 
    But that was a mistake. He'd cross his arms, just like I'm doing now, but instead of raising his breasts and making him self-conscious, it'd cause his pecs to bulge and make him seem even more intimidating. He reacted by limiting my ability to leave the house without him, reinforcing the notion that nothing happens without his approval. 
 
    I'll admit I waffled in the face of that for a little while. I did what he said for a good week. Until he started demanding... strange things. Things that seemed way more sexual than anything before. 
 
    Like he wanted me to address him as daddy whenever I spoke to him. Or how the outfits he was picking out for me every morning seemed to get more and more skimpy with each passing day. I didn't notice at first, but when the skirt he picked out for me seemed to barely fall below my ass, I rebelled. I yelled at him, cursing him out and telling him he's not the boss of me. 
 
    The punishment he dealt me was swift. He pulled me by the arm over his lap and, for the first time in my life, he spanked me. I mean open-palmed, red-assed swats that met more flesh than cotton over the scanties I sleep in. 
 
    It stung and he was fierce, beating my butt until tears welled in my eyes. It stunned me when he finished, breaking my will almost instantly. I wasn't sure how to respond, so all I could do was take the clothes he handed me and get dressed in silent acceptance. 
 
    But it wasn't the last time. There were a few times where I raised my voice against him, and each time, he'd say, “You'll listen to your father or you'll get the hand.” And then he'd spank me. As rough and violent as the first time. 
 
    And it worked. I shrunk, unwilling to challenge him again. I followed his commands at the drop of a hat, reacting by rote, like a machine designed to obey. And when it went on like that for a while, daddy started taking me everywhere with him, knowing that I'd do nothing to challenge him in public. 
 
    It was like he was waiting for my training to hit that point before introducing me to the world. He'd take my hand, lead me about, and I'd nod and mutely follow his commands. 
 
    It was not really surprising how much it embarrassed me to the core. My face would burn as I submitted. But what did surprise me was that whenever we got home, I'd check myself to find out I was completely soaked! 
 
    Like, drenched, gushing in my panties. It was embarrassing, and I swore to myself up and down I hated how he was treating me, but every time I could feel my body react, I knew deep down I was lying to myself. 
 
    The rush of complete submission was the sexiest thing I'd ever felt! The more we did it, the stronger it felt, to the point where I was actively submitting, doing everything in my power to make myself feel inferior to daddy. I did things for him without him even asking, like making him lunch and dinner, washing the dishes, making his bed. I'd do things like sit at his feet when we watched TV, or maybe I'd lay my head on his lap like a child. 
 
    There was something in me burning to feel it all over again, even if I had to provoke it myself! 
 
    It actually amazes me daddy never took advantage of the situation. 
 
    But I might be speaking too soon. 
 
    This costume party feels so different from anything we've done together. Daddy seems to have a glow about him, as if he's ecstatic and can barely contain it. 
 
    When he told me about it, he made it seem like it was the right time for us to go. He was so happy to pick out the corset for me, including the elbow length gloves he helped me put on and the pearls around my neck that hung perfectly between my cleavage.  
 
    My favorite part of this outfit is how the pearls seem to glow orange as my red hair reflects off them. 
 
    Daddy must go to these things a lot, because when we walk into the large home on the wealthy side of town, he acknowledges a whole lot of people by name. They all have this snooty sort of accident, like they're high bred or something. It's almost comical listening to them ponder this or that in their entirely too formal speech. 
 
    Daddy, though, is debonair as he addresses them. I think his outfit plays into that. He's wearing a black cape around a white shirt, black vest, and slacks. He almost looks like a pirate, or maybe the phantom of the opera. Our outfits go well together, which as we move about the room greeting people, does put me more at ease knowing that I at least look attached to the man who's showing me around. 
 
    Showing seems like the right word. He's showing me the house, a house he's intimately knowledgeable of, but he also seems to be showing me off to each person we meet. At first, the greetings are basic, but as we meet more people, daddy starts to command me a little more, telling me to spin around for the people or to lift my arms or to drop them. I comply mindlessly, doing exactly as he says without a moment of hesitation. 
 
    Even though it should feel weird, it actually feels entirely normal to react to his voice without thought. 
 
    At one point, I overhear him say, “I've finally got her to a good place. I'm excited. It's my first conversion.” The older man he's speaking to clasps him on the shoulder in a congratulatory gesture. 
 
    “Conversion? What's that supposed to mean, daddy?” 
 
    Daddy looks at me sternly, “Nothing. Mind your own business, babygirl.” 
 
    “Uh, I know you're talking about me. I think I deserve to know.” 
 
    The looks I get from the people around me is shocking. Not because they're nervous about a fight, or anxious about seeing something that resembles abuse, but because the looks on their faces are a mixture of disgust and annoyance. 
 
    It annoys me to see their annoyance. “What? What's your problem?” I ask the woman who's face is twisted in revulsion. 
 
    Daddy grabs my arm roughly. “Hey,” he angrily whispers, “you shouldn't speak to me like that, and you sure as hell shouldn't speak to them like that either.” 
 
    For some reason, unlike any time before this, I'm no longer running on autopilot. That spark of resistance I had when daddy started controlling me weeks ago ignites into an uncontrollable blaze. “I'll talk to whoever I want, however I want.” My voice raises with each word. “If they're going to act like shitheels, then I'll treat them like that!” 
 
    Daddy looks around at the onlookers, which seems to have morphed into the entire party. There's dead silence in the house as people curiously watch on, waiting for every development in the argument. 
 
    The older man who had congratulated daddy earlier shakes his head. “Maybe she's not there yet.” 
 
    “I swear,” daddy says, defending himself, “she was.” 
 
    “Then you might need to take control again.” 
 
    “Right now?” 
 
    The man nods slowly. “Do it now. She needs to know who's in charge, and humiliation, I find, is the greatest motivator.”  
 
    He slaps the woman next to him on the ass, who jolts, but then returns a smile, saying, “Thank you, daddy.” 
 
    Did she call him daddy? 
 
    Daddy studies the man but follows his contemplation with a nod and turns back to me. The look on his face is a bizarre mix of anger, nervousness, and excitement. 
 
    “Come here,” he commands. 
 
    Normally I'd react without thinking, but the hundred eyes watching our interaction have suddenly captured my attention, and I'm unable to respond in even the smallest way. 
 
    I'm frozen in a state of utter awe. 
 
    What the hell is going on? 
 
    Daddy drops his head and sighs before reaching out for my hand and pulling me toward him. I nearly stumble off my feet as daddy drags me across the room. 
 
    You'd think there would be gasps or whispers or complaints from the crowd at the way daddy's treating me, but all that can be heard is complete silence. Seriously, the only thing I hear in the entire house is the shuffling of my feet across the wood floor. The crowd even seems to disperse to give daddy room as he pulls me along, closing back around the opening in order to get clear view. 
 
    They're like an audience at the theater, with the phantom of the opera and his damsel in distress as the major players. 
 
    As daddy sits down in a chair that seems to have been placed purposefully in the center of the room, I realize what he's aiming for. 
 
    But where it would have been an exciting predicament before, now it seems like a frightening ordeal. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I ask, tugging at my hand. I just need to be sure. It can't be true.  
 
    Not in front of everyone. 
 
    “You'll listen to your father or you'll get the hand.” 
 
    “Uh, you're not serious?” I glance around the room, the crowd intently watching the entire fiasco play out. “You can't do it here.” 
 
    He pulls me close to him. “Unlike you,” he menaces, “I can do whatever I want.” 
 
    With a twist of my wrist, he flings me over his lap. 
 
    I freeze on his lap, the first moment of rote reaction since I acted up. Daddy places his hand on my butt, giving it gentle caresses with his hand, which causes my body to twitch and shudder, the soft touches burning my skin. 
 
    His hand lifts and cracks down with sudden fury, smacking my ass with a loud crash. 
 
    The room doesn't react, the spanking eliciting not a sound, their eyes searching for something just as before. 
 
    What are they looking for? 
 
    The second slap forces a grunt from me, making contact with my already sensitive flesh. Each new slap is hard enough to send me forward on daddy's lap. 
 
    But the new environment is making me uncomfortable, and instead of getting into the spanking, I close my eyes, bite my lip, and brace against his hand. I've never done this before, always going with the flow, but all the eyes watching my punishment are enough to stifle my arousal. 
 
    I'm as reactionary as wood, taking the brunt of the force without so much as a sound. 
 
    The crowd realizes this, and for the first time, a wave of whispers cycles through. They're all... disappointed in something, and I can tell daddy isn't appreciating the response. 
 
    I hear from nearby the older man from before. “Remember boy: humiliation. You can't play the game the same way anymore. It has to be impossible to resist from now on.” 
 
    Daddy relents, pausing behind me as he thinks about something. 
 
    He reaches down and with nimble fingers unclasps the bottom of my corset.  
 
    I'm broken out of my trance immediately. I squirm and twist on his lap, but his other arm pins me down to where I can't get up against his might. 
 
    If he does that, then... 
 
    The clasp finally undone, daddy turns the flap up, completely exposing my pussy and ass to the crowd. 
 
    “No! Stop!” I cry out. 
 
    The crowd murmurs, and daddy shouts, “Not another word!” 
 
    He lays into me, no more spanking me against soft cloth and flesh. This time it's all flesh, his hand making whole contact with my ass. The sound is explosive, the slapping of flesh echoing throughout the large house. 
 
    It disorients me, making it impossible to reenter that trance from before. Instead I'm forced to feel every spank as it blisters my ass red. Each connection a sting that rattles my mind and shatters my ability to craft coherent thoughts, compelling me to focus on the tactile sensation of daddy's anger. 
 
    Each loud smack, each propulsion of my body forward, does a number on me. My body resists for the first few hits, but then starts to fold as the stings mix with pleasure. The eyes on me, instead of making me self-conscious, seem to blend more and more with an erotic desire to be watched. 
 
    And then a pulse of pleasure shoots through me, emanating from a single slap to my ass, rocketing up my gut until it comes out as a moan from my pursed lips. 
 
    The room erupts into polite applause, a revelation that startles me. They're clapping for my arousal! What the hell? 
 
    “There you go, boy,” the older man says, “you got her. Make sure she never forgets.” 
 
    He's talking about me like I'm not even here. But I am here, entirely, pantsed and everything, nude from the waist down. It's my body, right here, right now, providing the show for all these messed up perverts! 
 
    If they think I'm going to break down because I get spanked in front of them, then they're in for... 
 
    All of sudden, daddy's hand stops. There's dead silence again for a few seconds before daddy pushes me off his lap and I fall to the floor. 
 
    He stands and I look up at him from my new position. That old feeling of sitting at his feet while we watch TV comes flooding back to me, those moments where I'd do anything to feel inferior to daddy. It makes me tingle just thinking about it. 
 
    It's at that moment I realize just how far I can go, and just how far he is willing to take me. 
 
    “Take off my pants.” 
 
    I furrow my brow, but my reluctance isn't met by hesitation, it's met by mechanical maneuvering, my hands going to his zipper and then his button before sliding his pants down his legs. 
 
    “Take it out.” 
 
    I swallow. “Take what out?” 
 
    I can hear laughter from the crowd, as if it were the stupidest question in the world. 
 
    “My dick.” 
 
    My eyes grow wide.  
 
    His dick?!  
 
    Oh my god, is he serious? We've never done anything like this, we've never pushed any boundaries other than spankings and discipline. It's been covertly sexual, at least for me, even if I had fantasized about pushing it further. 
 
    I look around the audience, where there's a mix of anticipation and interest. They're rapt, waiting to see what I'll do, how I'll respond. 
 
    Daddy's quick to snap me out of my reverie. “Don't look at them, look at me.” 
 
    I look up at him, his eyes shadowed as he looks down on his beaten girl. 
 
    “Take it out,” he repeats slowly, carefully manipulating his tone for his greatest commanding performance. 
 
    I swallow, my nerves making my mouth dry. I look at his boxers, the bulge in them calling to me. 
 
    When I move toward him, I don't know whether to attribute it to daddy's conditioning or a surge of lust. But whatever it is, it convinces me to slide my fingers under his waistband and slowly shimmy his boxers down his legs. Mere inches from me springs a half-engorged cock, thickening as it's released from its confines. 
 
    “Put it in your mouth.” 
 
    “My mouth?” I repeat dumbly. 
 
    He doesn't reply, merely watching me intently. His control should never be questioned, and my submission should always be taken for granted. 
 
    The eyes of the crowd grow intense as they wait my response. 
 
    I feel an odd urge to please them, to not leave them disappointed. It's as if my failure to follow through would leave not just daddy upset, but a hundred people all resolute to see it through as well. 
 
    I lift my hand meekly, lightly gripping around daddy's shaft. I can feel the energy swell in the room, swell just as daddy's dick does in my hand. 
 
    The air is electric. 
 
    When I press forward and push daddy's cock into my mouth, the room explodes in cheers and shouts. 
 
    “There you go!” 
 
    “She's your slut now!” 
 
    “Now fuck her and show her who's daddy.” 
 
    The energy transfers to daddy and he grabs the back of my head, ramming his cock to the back of my throat. 
 
    “Make her choke on it for disobeying you!” 
 
    I sputter and gag, daddy's thick cock way too much for my mouth to handle. I start to salivate heavily, coating daddy in a thick film. 
 
    He pulls out fast, and I say, “Dadd—“ 
 
    But he shoves his cock right back in, transforming my words into a grunt. His thrusts are furious as he face fucks me, using my mouth like a toy, trying his hardest to make it as rough as he can. 
 
    I brace myself against his thighs, pushing off to no avail. Instead, his cock proceeds as if nothing were in its way, piercing my mouth at a frantic pace. 
 
    The cheers turn into laughter and chatting, a form of wonderment at a young girl's submission. A surge hits my stomach, a thrill that nestles deep inside me and settles just above my pussy. I don't know if it's the taste of daddy's cock, or the flock of admirers watching my humiliation, but my anxiety and fear is slowly mutating into unadulterated pleasure. 
 
    I moan as I wrap my lips around daddy's cock, running my tongue under his shaft and enjoying the taste of his skin. It's a salty concoction that reminds me of how daddy smells.  
 
    He releases my head and cedes control. I pull off and stare up at him. I must look a horror, what with runny make up, strands of drool coating my chin and leading to daddy's dick. I must look like a horrible pig. 
 
    But the reaction from the crowd is a collective “aww”, as if it were the cutest thing in the world. 
 
    “You're daddy's slut, aren't you?” 
 
    I swallow and nod, not quite ready to speak after such a rough performance. 
 
    “Let's hear it.” 
 
    I give it a moment, catching my breath before I speak. “Yes, daddy, I'm you're slut.” 
 
    “I'm in control of you.” 
 
    “You're in control.” 
 
    “And you'll do whatever I say.” 
 
    Daddy isn't asking. He's merely stating what seems like an inevitable conclusion. It's a conclusion my body is begging me to accept as truth. 
 
    “Whatever you want, daddy.” 
 
    And with that, like a gust of wind that clears the air, the crowd disperses. They're still around the room, but they've all turned and started talking among themselves, with only the occasional glance back to us. The matter's been settled between daddy and me, and now all they want to do is get right back to the party. 
 
    I'm his, and they've seen it demonstrated. There's nothing else to prove. 
 
    But daddy doesn't see it that way. 
 
    He's not done with me at all. 
 
    He grabs me by the hair and lifts me up, dragging me back to the chair. He sits down, pulls me toward him, forces me to straddle him, and then drops me down on his cock. I'm impaled instantly, my cunt sucking daddy in as my juices work like a vacuum. 
 
    I shriek, daddy's thickness breaking my young cunt open to it's widest point. The room barely reacts as only a few people look on and smirk. 
 
    Daddy grabs the pearls around my neck and pulls my mouth to his, mushing our lips together. I can barely react to his mouth moving over mine, still slack jawed from accommodating his huge cock, focusing on the sharp pressure inside me. 
 
    Finally my lips answer his, opening up for his tongue to enter my mouth and dance with mine. Daddy grabs the straps of my corset and forcibly pulls them down my shoulders. With one hand, he grabs the cups at the center and rips them down from me, uncovering my tits. 
 
    I gasp but am met by his mouth sucking on my nipple. His hand crushes my other tit, and I swing my arms around his neck to steady myself. His teeth bite down on the nub, holding it in place as his tongue flicks over it. He resorts to sucking, drawing my flesh into his mouth, seemingly capable of pulling milk from my tits. 
 
    And then his hips start to pull in and out, grinding our bodies together and moving his cock inside me. It's so sensitive my mouth hangs open as I stare at the ceiling, incapable of breathing for what feels like forever. 
 
    When my lungs decide to finally work again, I let out a powerful moan that radiates through the room. 
 
    Daddy counters my vocals by lifting me up and slamming me back down on his cock. My tight cunt grips around daddy, unwilling to let him leave easily, which makes his reentry far more potent, forcing my pussy open again as it struggles to contain him. 
 
    I ride daddy, holding on to his neck as he pierces my cunt with his long cock, driving his head all the way, filling me with daddy's strength. 
 
    He watches me as my face twists in ecstasy, enjoying his little girl succumbing to him. 
 
    “You like that?” he asks. 
 
    “Yes, daddy.” 
 
    “You like daddy's big cock inside you.” 
 
    I nod, biting my lip, relishing a single stroke that sends a violent pulse through me. 
 
    “You should let your admirers see you.” 
 
    I look at him, somehow understanding him and behaving instantly, picking myself up and turning around. I drop down with my back to daddy, impaling myself on him. 
 
    As I lean back, a number of people are watching with more interest than before, sipping their wine as they watch me get fucked by daddy. The eyes drive my pleasure up; where it felt great before, now it feels absolutely fucking amazing. It feels like their eyes are touching me, like their hands are all over my body, exploring everything I have with no resistance from me. 
 
    I can't stop them. I can't stop them from watching me. 
 
    I can't stop them from seeing my tits or watching my pussy gush. 
 
    And all that does is make me gush even harder! 
 
    Daddy wraps his hands around my tits as he uses them as leverage, steadying me on top of him as he propels me with his hips, launching me in the air so that gravity fucks me with daddy's cock. 
 
    “She's loving it!” some man calls out. 
 
    “It's been so long since we've had a submissive so young.” 
 
    An older woman chimes in, “I do like seeing a young cunt every now and then. It makes this whole place feel fresher.” 
 
    “I agree with that. And she's got a nice little pussy. You can see her glistening from here.” 
 
    My face burns as the party goers talk about me. Each word about my body, every ounce of admiration, works like an aphrodisiac that only boosts the sensation of humiliation. It's an intoxicating cocktail of embarrassment and pride, mixing to make me drunk on arousal and eroticism. 
 
    Daddy's dick punctures me with one hard push and breaks the floodgates, releasing an orgasm built on punishment and discipline. I scream out, tears coming unbidden as pain and pleasure blow through me, burning and tickling my skin at my core.  
 
    “The young ones are wild when they come. It's quite a show.” 
 
    I squirm and buck, my ass picking up off daddy through sheer spasm. 
 
    “Now all her daddy's got to do is come in her to seal the deal.” 
 
    Come in me?! Oh my god, is he really going to do that?! 
 
    “Come on, old boy,” the older man from before joins the conversation, “make sure you fill her with cum. She'll never be your slut if you don't top her off.” 
 
    Daddy grabs my hips and drives his dick into me, fucking me hard and fast, intent on finishing the job he started. He grunts and screams, animalistic in his fury, willing himself to mark his territory. 
 
    His thighs hit me so hard I nearly fly off his lap. Daddy uses his grip on my hips to drive me into his cock instead, forcing me down on him. This sends him over, causing him to throw me down as hard as he can, impaling me and holding me there, prepping me for the avalanche coming. 
 
    His dick unloads, discharging hot cum deep into my cunt. He groans with each pulse, his own orgasm so strong he can barely move from his curled position. His dick pumps streams, thick strands that hang from my walls as they coat my entire pussy. 
 
    It takes a good ten shots before daddy moans in ecstasy, my pussy inundated with daddy's messy seed. He holds me there against him, leaving me attached to his cock, where his cum can manifest and stay tucked inside. 
 
    The few people watching give polite applause. 
 
    “A good show,” one of them says, turning away, “I hope we get to see them do it again.” 
 
    These people are fucking messed up, but the thought of these perverts watching me all over again sets my libido aflame. 
 
    I don't just want daddy to control me, I want him to humiliate me. I want him to punish me, I want him to abuse me, I want him to fuck the shit out of me. 
 
    And I want people to see him do it. 
 
    -   -   - 
 
   


  
 

 Daddy Takes Advantage While I'm Stuck! 
 
    The clink of metal on metal is so distinct I realize what's happening before I see it. My eyes fly to the kitchen sink, but it's too late. My mother's heirloom ring sinks below the darkness of the drain, swallowed by the entryway flaps. 
 
    To say my heart comes to a complete stop doesn't do the feeling justice. I die for a few seconds, only brought back to life by the fear induced adrenaline coursing through my veins. 
 
    I look down the drain, but the ring is no where in sight. Just my fucking luck.  
 
    I knew I was playing with fire when I ransacked my mom's jewelry cabinet. In my defense, she's out of town, and she never even let me touch the ring, let alone wear it, even though she's told me repeatedly it's mine when I get married. 
 
    So, I mean, come on, it's rightfully mine! I have no idea why she keeps it from me.  
 
    Well, I guess I do now. These clumsy hands of mine have gotten me into trouble throughout the years far more than I'd like to admit. I highly doubt it, but maybe she kept it from me for my own good. 
 
    Ugh, I should have just waited. 
 
    But I can't just leave it there. There's no way in hell I want her to know I took it without permission. 
 
    So down my hand goes, breaking into the slimy abyss of the sink.  
 
    Oh god! I wish I could have washed it out first! It's so gross in here! It's not like there's sludge, but you know the feeling: some places feel nasty whether there's anything palpable inside or not. I close my eyes and breathe through my mouth, as if there's a possibility of inhaling a pile of garbage. 
 
    My fingers fumble until... yes! It's the ring at my fingertips, although it's just out of reach. I can touch it, but I can't get enough of a grip to pull it into my palm. I struggle with it, until I resign myself to delve deeper in. I have to shimmy my hand and push in hard in order to get through the tight opening. My hand busts through with a sudden surge, and I'm free to grab the ring. I pull the ring toward me and tuck it into my hand. Oh, thank god! 
 
    I breathe a sigh of relief, but as I pull my hand up, it barely moves at all. I dip down, let my hand slacken a little, and try again. 
 
    Oh shit! I can't get my hand back through the opening! 
 
    In my panic, I completely forgot I put on one of my mom's gold bracelets. How'd I not realize that was why it was so hard to get through the drain?! The goddamn bracelet had to be forced through, and now it's snagging on the rim of the opening. 
 
    I try a number of things from reversing my shimmy to letting go of the ring and closing my hand. Neither works. I even try to force my hand through as hard as I can, damn the bracelet! I'll destroy the thing if I have to in order to get out. 
 
    But the drain gives me nothing. I don't know how I pushed the bracelet through. Is the opening larger at the top? Did I bend the bracelet so it no longer fits through. What the hell is going on down there... 
 
    The front door opens, and to my horror, my stepdad walks into the kitchen.  
 
    He glances at me, but quickly diverts his gaze.  
 
    I realize why: I'm bent over the sink, and all I'm wearing is what I slept in, which is a small pair of red panties and a super loose shirt hanging over one shoulder. 
 
    It's not like me to be dressed like this around the house, but I didn't expect anyone to be home anytime soon. I sure as hell didn't expect to be trapped either! 
 
    He clears his throat. “Hey, babygirl, so what are you up to?” He sets his groceries down on the kitchen table, taking his jacket off and setting it on the chair. 
 
    He's not looking my way, so he doesn't notice anything out of the ordinary. I shake my head, “Uh, nothing'.” 
 
    He nods, opening his bags and putting the groceries away. 
 
    While he's occupied, I take a deep breath, continuing my efforts to free myself. I pull and yank, release and tighten, twist and turn, but nothing works. I'm making no progress whatsoever. 
 
    I sigh, and this gets his attention. I guess I have no choice but to ask for his help. 
 
    “What's up?” 
 
    “Umm, daddy?” My voice is tiny and saccharine. “Could you help me?” 
 
    “With what?” He asks, looking my way as he piles boxes in the pantry. 
 
    “My hand's stuck.” 
 
    His face contorts. It'd be incredibly funny if I weren't in my predicament. “Stuck? How?” 
 
    “In the sink. Here, come look.” 
 
    He stands next to me, peering at my hand disappearing below. “You can't pull it out?” 
 
    I sigh. “No, daddy, of course I can't. I wouldn't be standing here like a doofus if I could.” 
 
    He yanks on my hand, and I give out a yelp, the bracelet pulling down on my wrist and doing its damnedest to break my hand. 
 
    “Daddy, stop!” I cry out. “I've already tried that!” 
 
     “Well, you have to get it out.” 
 
    “Yeah, I know that, thanks!” I shout. 
 
    He gives me this look, like, don't give me that tone. But he doesn't say anything, letting it slide as he focuses on the task at hand. Instead, he grabs the bottle of dish soap. 
 
    “Maybe if we get some soap on the hand, it'll slide out.” 
 
    “I doubt it, but we can try.” He doesn't know about the bracelet, but I don't have the courage to tell him right at this moment. About that, or the ring. Maybe he can get me out and I can somehow get away with the ring and bracelet without him noticing. 
 
    He squeezes the bottle and a stream of slimy soap spills down my wrist. He proceeds to lather it down my arm. 
 
    When he's got me good and ready, he slowly pulls on my hand, carefully working on extracting me. The soap, though, isn't doing anything, as it's not able to get down far enough to reach the part of my hand that's stuck. 
 
    Daddy reaches for the faucet, but I cut him off, “No, don't turn on the water!” I grab the ring below me, making sure it doesn't get washed down the plumbing. 
 
    Daddy looks at me, his face slowly morphing from confusion to suspicion. “Why? We need to get the soap wet so we can wash it down your wrist.” 
 
    “No, I just...” I can't think of anything to say, any excuse to make him back off. 
 
    “Babygirl,” he says, his tone stern, “why's your hand stuck in here?” 
 
    I shrug, “I don't know.” 
 
    “Did you drop something down there?” 
 
    “Maybe.” 
 
    “What was it?” 
 
    I cough. “Mom's ring.” 
 
    His jaw loses all tension as it falls slack. “Your grandma's wedding ring?!” 
 
    I nod, silently staring at my hand, focusing on something that's not judging me at the moment. 
 
    “What the hell were you doing with her ring?” 
 
    “I was just trying it on, I swear.” 
 
    He shakes his head. He's clearly angry and disappointed, rubbing his chin in frustration. “You know you're not supposed to go through your mom's stuff.” 
 
    “Come on, daddy, she never lets me have any fun.” 
 
    “You think this is fun?!” 
 
    “No, no,” I quickly backtrack. “It's not like I thought I was going to lose the ring.” 
 
    “Goddamn it, babygirl.” I flinch at the tone of his voice. “This is exactly why you shouldn't go through someone else's stuff. What do you think your mother's going to say?” 
 
    My face goes red. “Daddy, you don't have to tell her. It'll just make her angry.” As scary as daddy is, mom's got a temper on her like the devil. “Let's just keep it between us. Just help me get it out and I'll put it back. Please don't tell her!” 
 
    He's fuming, shaking his head as he bites back his words. He stares at me for a moment, and turns around, walking out toward the garage. 
 
    “Uh, daddy?” I whine, tilting my head to see where he went. “You can't just leave me here!” 
 
    I struggle against the sink, pulling as hard as I can, fighting with all my might to free myself. Panic runs through me as I imagine daddy's left me to fend for myself. 
 
    But he comes right back, holding his tool box. “What are you doing?” I ask. 
 
    “The last thing I wanted to do. It's a pain in the ass, but now I know your mom's ring is in the sink basin, so I have to remove the whole goddamn thing to get it out.” 
 
    I blush. God, why didn't I think of that? 
 
    He stoops below, getting under the sink. Quickly, he unscrews—or whatever he's doing—the plumbing below the sink. I can actually feel the housing pull away and my hand come in contact with the outside air. 
 
    The disgust in his voice is palpable. “Okay, so, you're also wearing your mom's bracelet. That's why you're stuck.” 
 
    “Sorry, sorry. I just forgot to tell you.” 
 
    “Where's the ring?” 
 
    “In my hand.” 
 
    “Drop it,” he commands. 
 
    I open my fist and the ring falls from it. It makes no sound, so I assume it lands in daddy's hand. I'm still stuck, but the sense of relief I feel knowing my mom's ring is safe at least can't be discounted. 
 
    Daddy stands up behind me, looking the ring over. “At least it doesn't look like it's damaged.”  
 
    He stares at me and I look away, not wanting to meet his scorn. “I told you, it's fine, daddy.” 
 
    “No,” he says, “it's not. You're lucky, that's all I have to say.” 
 
    “Well, do you think you can get me out?” 
 
    “Yeah, I can get you out. I just need to unclasp the bracelet. But tell me why I should? Why shouldn't I just leave you there for a while?” 
 
    I titter, “Come on, daddy. You're joking, right? Don't play around like that.” I give my hand a yank for good measure, but it makes no more movement than before. 
 
    He puts mom's ring in his pocket. “We might not be telling your mom about any of this, but that doesn't mean you don't deserve a punishment. How long do you think you could stand there?” 
 
    I swallow, a painful lump in my throat. He can't be serious! That's like torture, and I don't think I could tolerate it for very long. “Okay, okay,” I say, “I deserve a punishment, I know, but you can't leave me here. I'll go crazy trapped here.” 
 
    “But you need to be punished.” 
 
    “I know, I know, whatever you want to do, but please don't leave me here.” 
 
    “Okay,” he smirks, his stubble turning the small gesture into something far more devious, “I won't leave you here, for long.” 
 
    “For long?” 
 
    Daddy comes up behind me, pressing his body into mine. His head rests on my shoulder, and his hands land on my hips, touching both my thighs and my panties. His touch provokes an instantaneous shudder that vibrates up my spine. 
 
    I almost giggle, the sensation obnoxiously ticklish. “Daddy, what are you doing?” 
 
    “I think right here's a good place to punish you. It'll make it so you can't move around on me too much.” 
 
    “Punish me how?” 
 
    “I'm going to punish you how little brats deserve to be punished.” 
 
    “I'm not a bra—“ 
 
    Daddy's hand squeezes my ass, crushing my complaint in his grip. The same shudder hits me like before, but this time it doesn't just travel up, it travels forward, coursing through to my pussy. It quivers, reacting hard to the rough hand of the man behind me. 
 
    That's not right. That's not how I should respond to my stepdad. 
 
    But he's not giving me much choice. 
 
    His body releases from mine, but his hand comes straight back to my ass with a vengeance. The open palm smacks me, jolting me forward against the cabinets. I wince from the blistering sting. 
 
    “Daddy, stop! You can't spank me! I'm a grown woman.” 
 
    “No, you're not. A grown woman doesn't do the stupid shit you do. They know to stay out of other people's property.” 
 
    With that, daddy grabs my panties, and with a single yank, pulls them down past my thighs. I gasp, reaching back to pull them up, but being bent over the sink, I can't reach them. 
 
    “Daddy, no!” 
 
    His hand lands square on my ass, jiggling the flesh with a viper's sting. He alternates, nailing my bent over ass repeatedly, making sure to strike every point of my exposed flesh. 
 
    I have to bite my lip from screaming out. My hips buck forward with each smack, bumping into the cabinets. I can see why he'd want me trapped here for this. I'd sure as hell run as soon as it started, intent on getting as far away from him as possible. 
 
    But in my current situation, I've no choice but to take his beating in stride. 
 
    The sound of his open palm on the fat of my ass echoes throughout the small kitchen, the high-pitched slaps a perfect representation of the burn of each hit. 
 
    He hits me ten, twenty, and then a number of times I lose count of. The reason I can't focus on the number is the shock. Not from the pain, but from how my body's reacting to his spanks. 
 
    At first, it's straight pain, igniting through me without remorse. But after ten or so spanks, the burn starts to turn to pleasure, a tantalizing flush of energy. My mind wanders to how defenseless I am, and the sounds of daddy's assault on my bottom, which change from an unpleasant pitch to heavenly music to my ears. Slowly my mind turns my vulnerability into an erotic delight, my core heating up the further into my punishment I go. 
 
    I shiver and my pussy quivers, absorbing the vibration of daddy's hand and transferring it to my lips and clit. The wetness of my cunt can't be overstated. 
 
    It makes me so self-conscious, how daddy's making me feel, I have no choice but to pipe up. “Daddy, this isn't right!” 
 
    “We can just tell your mom all about it.” 
 
    I shake my head, the thought of her knowing an instant trigger for fear. She'll take the ring away; shit, she'll probably disown me. 
 
    “Then this is as right as I say it is.” 
 
    I wiggle my butt. “Just do whatever you want to me, daddy.”  
 
    And just like that, I go from self-conscious to basically begging for it in the span of a few seconds. I don't mean to, but it's like my body is making all the decisions for me. 
 
    The implications don't fly by daddy, that's for sure. There's a pause in his demeanor. I don't know if he was considering pushing the envelope before, but my invitation is too tempting to ignore. 
 
    He pressed against me before. I swear I could feel a bulge in his pants when he did. He had to have been thinking about it, seeing his little girl in her underwear, vulnerable to his advances. 
 
    I see it in his eyes, a mischievous thought behind them. It eggs me on, driving me to want to see how far he'll take it. 
 
    “Go ahead, daddy,” I say, “do whatever you want to me.” I lean forward and pull my ass up and my knees together, which causes two things to happen: my panties fall to the floor, and my pussy lips push out, giving daddy a clear view of them from behind. 
 
    My own trap is laid, and daddy can't help but walk right into it, the contents too good to pass up. His hand slides over my cheeks, his middle finger gliding between my pussy lips, splitting them in a sweet motion of ecstasy. 
 
    His finger moves from back to front easily. “Babygirl, you're soaking wet.” 
 
    I pout. “Well, what do you expect, daddy, when you spank me so hard?” 
 
    Daddy grabs my hair and pulls my head back, at the same moment slipping his finger into my tender cunt. “Because that's exactly what daddy expects from such a disrespectful little brat like you. It's not surprising one bit you get turned on by punishment.” 
 
    My face burns as badly as my ass does. It's humiliating to hear daddy talk to me like that, like he knows exactly how to push my buttons. He couldn't possibly have known spanking me would turn me on, could he? I can't be that predictable. 
 
    Yet he moves with a confidence I'm not expecting, his finger pressing against my g-spot as his hand slips under my shirt, grabbing one of my tits in a fierce show of power. 
 
    Daddy's aggression sends a surge of adrenaline through me. “Daddy, you shouldn't—not while I'm stuck here! You shouldn't take advantage of me!” 
 
    He replies by pushing his thumb into my ass. I flinch, the sudden invader stunning me. “While your hand is in that sink, babygirl, you're mine. There's no other way about it.” 
 
    He presses his middle finger together with his thumb, pinching the inner wall separating my pussy from my ass. I let out a moan as his fingers begin to rub together, the friction starting a fire inside me, increasingly stoked by daddy's other hand twisting my nipple. 
 
    He pulls in and out, dragging his fingers along my wall, forcing a gasp from me as I turn my face to the ceiling. Daddy grabs my exposed neck, wrapping his fingers tightly around it. He squeezes, shaking me slightly. “You ready to listen now?” 
 
    I cough, struggling to breathe through his tightening grip. Even as I fight for air, my one hand pulling on his wrist as the other pulls against the drain, I can't help but nod. Daddy's stern command elicits a ready obedience, one I didn't know I had in me. I've lived my whole life rebelling, so the rapid capitulation is all the more frightening. 
 
    And all the more erotic.  
 
    Bending so easily to his will turns a knot in my stomach I can't undo, and as he has his way with my cunt and my ass, the knot only compresses, the tangled mess a sharp stab that resonates deep down. It begs to be released, and to be forced open. 
 
    With that resonance, I moan, my voice impossible to silence. 
 
    “There you go, you little slut. Feel it, feel those fucking fingers inside you.” 
 
    “It feels too good, daddy.” 
 
    “That's nothing,” he says. “Daddy's about to stick you with something a whole lot bigger.” 
 
    Daddy drops his pants, pulling out a monster cock, thick and throbbing, engorged by his daughter's willing body. Daddy pulls it taut, demonstrating just how big his cock is. I don't know if it's any bigger than a normal guy's, but from this angle, it looks way too big to fit into my tight pussy! 
 
    “Daddy! You can't! You can't put that in me!” 
 
    He puts his hands out to the side. “Go ahead and stop me.” He bobs his cock up and down, displaying his prowess, offering it to me as if I could just push it away. 
 
    “Daddy, you know I can't. I'm stuck.” 
 
    “Well,” he says, “then there's nothing you can do to stop me from doing this.” His hands skim over my ass, curving around to my hips. He digs his fingers in and yanks me violently back toward him, causing my feet to leave the ground as I hop backward. 
 
    I reach back to show an effort of resistance. I know it's pointless, but a woman needs to show her honor, her unwillingness to just be taken by any man who comes around. 
 
    The truth, though, is far more damning. There's nothing I want more than to be pushed into doing whatever daddy wants. 
 
    I want to resist, but I also want to be forced into getting fucked. 
 
    “Still nothing, huh? So if I just do this”—I grit my teeth as daddy slides his cock through my moist lips—“you won't stop me, will you?” 
 
    “I can't.” 
 
    “You can't, or you won't?” 
 
    My face turns crimson. Don't make me admit it. 
 
    “Well? Can't or won't?” 
 
    I whisper. “I can't.” 
 
    His hand connects with my ass, slapping me and making my lower back jerk. “Admit it,” he says. “Admit you're a slut, just like every other brat in the world.” 
 
    I shake my head, unwilling to play his game. I can't admit to something like that! 
 
    “Come on,” he says, slipping his finger deep into my pussy. “Tell daddy how much you want his cock.” 
 
    “What?! No, I won't!” 
 
    “If you don't, you'll just have to sit here for the next few hours, and you won't get to feel daddy inside you.” 
 
    “You wouldn't!” 
 
    His hands pull off me. I feel a sudden coldness as I'm left bent over, my pussy super heated but receiving no attention. I look back and daddy's merely standing with his arms on his hips, his cock bobbing up and down. 
 
    “Go on,” he says. 
 
    I swallow. The desire is too intense to deny. “Yes.” 
 
    “Yes, what?” 
 
    “I want your dick, daddy. Please put it inside me.” 
 
    He moves in behind me, his hands back on my hips. “Now that wasn't so hard, was it?” 
 
    Before my smart ass remark can come out, daddy's dick slides all the way inside my gushing cunt. I scream out as the pressure hits me. 
 
    “Daddy, you're so big!” 
 
    “Take it, you dirty slut.” Daddy pumps his long cock into me, driving his full length deep inside. My thighs press against the sink as daddy buries himself into me, fucking me furiously, angrily throwing his hips into me. 
 
    He's intent on making me feel it, feel the punishment, and my body can do nothing but oblige.  
 
    “Fuck, daddy, fuck!” 
 
    “Yeah, there you go. You can't help it.”  
 
    Daddy's hand lands on my ass, and with a swift motion, he reinserts his thumb into my anus. I groan, the fullness of his cock even more intense as he pushes his thumb in to the second knuckle, filling both holes. 
 
    “You fucking slut. Daddy's going to ride you.” 
 
    He grabs my hair with his free hand and pulls my head back. He curls his thumb inside my ass, using it like a lever to hold onto my body. With his thumb firmly secure, he pulls my head back hard, ramming his cock into me with frenzied thrusts. 
 
    “Ugh, daddy, no, it's so hard.” 
 
    I want to fight him off, but my complaints land on deaf ears. Both his and mine. He drives me harder, using my body like a punching bag, punishing me with his entire thickness. But my body also reacts magnificently, ignoring my pleas and feeding off daddy's roughness rather than be repelled by it. Each powerful puncture empowers my slutty body, eventually causing my hips to buck into him and my lower back to undulate to get the most out of his length. 
 
    My body betrays me, giving into daddy's might, preoccupied with attaining it's own pleasure. 
 
    “Oh no, daddy, oh no!” I cry out. 
 
    It hits me. It hits me hard, plowing through me like a freight train: An orgasm that explodes from the knot in my stomach instantly unraveling, the kinetic energy releasing through every muscle in my bent over frame. 
 
    “No, daddy, no, I'm coming!” 
 
    I spasm and shudder, my words doing nothing to stop the inevitable. If anything, they only drive my perversion on, strengthening the end result. I shake in daddy's grip, my pussy squeezing his cock repeatedly. 
 
    It's made all the more intense as daddy responds to my pleas with an open palm, removing his finger and slapping my ass with every fluctuation of energy. 
 
    “Yeah, fucking come for daddy.” He slaps my ass over and over, beating my orgasm out of me. “Come on daddy's dick!” 
 
    Daddy grabs the edge of the sink, crushing me against it as he power thrusts into me. The sound of his hips slamming against mine is almost deafening, the fury of his strokes bruising my ass and thighs. 
 
    But daddy gets everything he wants out of me. Total control, total submission, punishment, my orgasm, and his own orgasm. His thrusts come so fast and hard he's not even breathing, instead selling his entire body to ensure he finishes his job. 
 
    Daddy slams his hips into mine one last time, pinning me against the sink. His cock bursts, launching globs of semen into my swollen cunt. The hot concoction fills me up, a half dozen shots lining my walls and clinging to everything inside me. I feel every pulse from daddy's dick, savoring the thought of him unloading his seed into me. He twitches, the last flush of energy leaving him as he pulls his cock out of me. Immediately his cum begins to gush out of me, spilling down my leg and onto the floor. 
 
    I lie against the sink, taking a moment to catch my breath. When I look back, though, daddy's making no motion toward me. Instead, he pulls out his phone. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I ask. 
 
    “I'm just texting your mother.” 
 
    My heart skips. “What? No! You said you wouldn't tell her!” 
 
    He smiles. “I'm not. I'm just asking her when she'll get home.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “So I know when to set you free.” 
 
    I pull against my prison. “No, no, you said you'd let me go.” 
 
    “No, you'll wait right here until I feel like you've had enough. Until then, I'm just going to let daddy's cum stew in you for a while until I think you've learned your lesson.” 
 
    He walks off, and I realize there's nothing I can do to stop him. I'm stuck here until I've been a good girl. It seems like the most extreme punishment ever, but one that just might work on any obedient daughter. 
 
    I have daddy's cum slowly dripping down my legs as a constant reminder of what happens to girls who can't behave themselves. As daddy's warmth drains from me, all I want is to be filled up once again, a sense of frozen emptiness nagging me incessantly. 
 
    I just don't know if I have to be a good girl to get it, or a bad girl all over again. 
 
    -   -   - 
 
   


  
 

 Daddy Knows How to Play Gentle 
 
    My bones creak, but there's no pain. The only thing I feel is my nerves circling my stomach. Even the goosebumps are coming out as a gust of anxiety wafts over me. 
 
    Or maybe it's the wind of determination. 
 
    In either case, I'm here because of my stepdad, and I'll be damned if I don't go all out to show him just how much I love the man. 
 
    I'm still a little stiff when I snap on my garter belt, attaching my white lace stockings to my sheer, lace corset. The look is nearly complete, made all the more striking now that my fiery red hair has finally grown back to my shoulders. 
 
    They had to shave it all off during the surgery, and it's taken months for it to grow back to a satisfying length. Not that daddy would judge me for it—he's the kindest soul I know—but I wasn't interested in making my move when I was bald and nearly paraplegic. 
 
    I know he wouldn't judge, not one bit. He's the one who pulled me from the wreck; he was the one who was at my bedside in the hospital day in and day out; he was the one who'd help me walk when the physical therapist finally sent me home. 
 
    When I felt like a monster, when I walked around with stitches in my scalp, broken bones in my legs, a nearly severed spine, and when I didn't have the resolve to go on anymore, daddy always met me with a smile and said the day's barely started. He'd tell me there's no reason to be sad when you still get to wake up every day and look at the sun. 
 
    I'm sure if I'd gone blind, he'd tell me it was the smell of the air instead that would cure my sadness. 
 
    And he's right, but not in the way he intended. Daddy was the one that removed all doubt, the one who brought me back to life, and there's nothing in this life I wouldn't do to repay him for everything he's done for me. 
 
    Even if my body is still... somewhat recovering from a devastating injury. I don't really have anymore pain, but I'm still stiff, and my body's still pretty weak; I'm still shaky on my legs when I stand; Putting my lipstick on was a bit of a task, requiring numerous tries not to come out looking like a clown. But even with all that, I don't feel like waiting anymore. 
 
    I grab the black lace blindfold, take a deep breathe, and strap it across my eyes, tying it behind my head. I lie down on the bed, doing my best to shake the nerves from my arms. Daddy should be walking in at any moment, ready to start our day of therapy. 
 
    I breathe through my nose and run my hands down the middle of my chest, feeling the contours of my breasts encapsulated in soft fabric. The caress of the see-through mesh as I pass over my stomach is tantalizing, a tingle that follows my hands as they continue south. I press over my pussy and cup my inner thighs, envisioning daddy's touch on my body. 
 
    To feel the touch of someone, that flush of life passing through me, is something I've been dreaming about for a long time. Trapped in casts, stuck in bed, all it does is remind you just how important human contact is to a sane mind. Throw in the feebleness of recovery and you can feel like the world's forgotten about you. 
 
    Well, everyone but your daddy... 
 
    There's a knock at my door. “Babycakes, you ready to start the day?” 
 
    I sit up in bed, lift my blindfold above my eyes, and run my hands down my lingerie, flattening out any ruffles my inappropriate fantasies might have produced. “Yes, daddy,” I say, “I'm ready for you.” 
 
    As he walks in, he glances at me, turns to close the door, glances at me again, and his lips turn inward as he stifles a laugh. “Babycakes, what are you wearing?” 
 
    I blush, my face burning. Oh no! Was this a bad idea or what?! “Daddy! Don't laugh!” I cry out, pushing the blindfold down so I don't have to look at him. 
 
    In my world of darkness, I try my best to hide away from my feelings. Oh god, I hope I didn't make this weird! I knew it. Daddy's too old for me: he doesn't want someone so young and helpless, someone who's spent the last few months being fragile and a drain and taking up all his time... 
 
    His fingers pull up on the blindfold, revealing me to the world once again. He's crouching next to me, his smile filled with tenderness and humor. “Babycakes, I was just asking a question. There's no need to be embarrassed.” 
 
    Looking into his brown eyes does nothing to alleviate my anxiety. If anything, his closeness makes me dart my eyes away, and my face burn even hotter. 
 
    “Here, lets get you thinking about something else.” He stands up, lowering his hand for me. “Come on.” 
 
    I grab his hand, the routine of every morning taking hold. He waits as I slowly pull myself up to my feet. My knees feel even weaker than usual, and as daddy takes a few steps backwards, I follow him uncertainly, watching each footfall so I don't lose my balance. 
 
    As he guides me around the room, he says, “So, what's your big plan for today? It's not like I'm taking you out while you're dressed like that.” 
 
    “Why not?” I ask, so focused on my movements I don't realize how silly the question is. 
 
    “You'll get way too many stares from all the men.” 
 
    “Would you stare, daddy?” 
 
    “Of course I would.” Daddy pulls me into him, his hand holding mine as his other finds its way to my lower back. Slowly, he leads me around the room in the gentlest dance, half-carrying me, half-waiting for me to follow his steps. “You're too precious to me to let go so easily.” 
 
    “You wouldn't like it if other guys were looking at me?” I ask, mustering my strength to follow daddy wherever he takes me. 
 
    “Not. One. Bit.” Daddy dips me slowly, before just as smoothly returning me to my feet. It's the simplest move, but it's one of those things that daddy does that makes me feel alive, as if I'm actually part of this dance, rather than a girl struggling to maintain her balance. 
 
    I rest my head against his chest, his muscles tensing as I lie there. I can hear his heart beat, slow and steady, at no point perturbed. Daddy is a mound of confidence, even when I stand before him, dressed the way I am. Am I even having an effect on him? 
 
    I look up at him. Our eyes meet and we pause. I want to speak, but I'm captured by him. The rough stubble, the square jaw, the cut cheekbones, the thick adam's apple. So many manly things, so many aspects of testosterone, but they're all held together by the soft dimples leading to his eyes, eyes that offer nothing but solace and affection. His eyes that speak more than anything he could ever put into words. 
 
    They make me realize exactly how I feel. This isn't payback for me; this is a dance with my soulmate.  
 
    “Daddy,” I clear my throat, licking my lips, “I love you.” 
 
    He smiles. “I love you, too, babycakes.” 
 
    “No, daddy, I mean more than a daughter loves her father.” 
 
    He touches his thumb to my lips, dragging my lower lip with it. “I know, babycakes.” 
 
    “You do? How could you tell?” 
 
    “A father should know these things.” 
 
    “Well,” I swallow, “I don't want to be your daughter if it means I can't love you how I want.” 
 
    He smiles, “You'll always be my daughter.” 
 
    I don't know what I should feel. Those words ring heavy within me, making my skin prickle. I do always want to be his daughter, but is he denying me? What does it mean? Are we not able to... be together? 
 
    “Daddy, I... want to be with you.” 
 
    His eyes make no movement, but his fingers dig just a little harder into my back. Does he want what I want? Will he take me if I offer myself? 
 
    I stand on my tippy toes, which is incredibly difficult with my fragility. It takes every bit of energy to keep my body up on my unstable legs, their violent shaking only mitigated as I lean into daddy's chest. 
 
    But it's all worth it when my lips meet his. He's caught by surprise, his lips merely replying stoically to mine. My breath disappears into his mouth as I push into him, letting passion take over and lead me, diverting my attention away from the struggle of my legs keeping me afloat. 
 
    “I want you, daddy.” 
 
    His pupils contract, as if he's seeing me for the first time, as if he's focused on nothing else but me. He leans in, reintroducing our mouths, but follows his platonic performance with one fused with sexual energy. Our lips mold, our tongues penetrate, and my legs give out. 
 
    I nearly crumple before daddy snatches me by my arms, saving me from my weakness. With an easy lift, he picks me up by my legs, cradling me in his arms. 
 
    “Are you okay, baby?” 
 
    I nod. “Please, don't stop.” 
 
    He carries me over to my bed, placing me down on the mattress, butt first and then lowering my head, as if I'd break over any sort of force. He runs his hand through my red locks, softly combing my scalp. I turn my head into it, closing my eyes and enjoying the first real tactile sensation I've had in months. 
 
    So soft, so calming. 
 
    “Relax, babygirl. Let daddy do all the work.” 
 
    He peppers me with tiny kisses, moving from ear lobe to cheek to chin to lips. Daddy's fingertips graze my arms, a simple act all the more powerful to my excited body, making me shiver as he passes up my arm to my neck. He traces my collar bone, running down my sternum, circling his fingers under my breasts. 
 
    It's like torture! So long without touch, so long pining for daddy as I worked my ass off to get my body moving again. And now... now he teases me! He torments me, my body struggling against the bed, wanting to rise up and take charge. But daddy knows I can't. He knows I don't have the power to overcome his foreplay. 
 
    I'm merely forced to endure, waiting with bated breath at every slow inch of my aching body daddy explores. 
 
     It's made all the worse as his fingers pass over my corset, pressing the mesh fabric into my stomach. The coarse weave scratches and tickles at the same time, a fabric designed to afflict the recipient with agonizing desire. 
 
    I want to scream out, I want to cry from pleasure. I grab daddy's hand and push it over my panties, laying it on top of my pussy. “Please, daddy,” I beg him, “touch me here.” 
 
    “Anything for you, babycakes.” 
 
    The first swipe of his hand is like heaven, a pulse of energy firing through my cunt. Even though he's still pressing against fabric, it's all the more rewarding when it's striking my clit directly. Daddy drags his nails across my inner thigh, provoking a giggle from me. 
 
    “Now we're having fun,” he jokes. 
 
    I burn. Daddy's sexual advances are even more potent when he still treats me like his daughter. I was willing to give it up, be something more to him, but now all I want is for him to fuck me as his little girl. No thought in my mind ramps my libido like the one where I'm helpless before daddy's paternal instincts. 
 
    “Daddy, I want you to touch my pussy.” 
 
    He smirks. “What do you think I'm doing, babygirl?” 
 
    “No, daddy. I mean really touch me there.” 
 
    “You mean like this.” Daddy unclasps each garter belt before lazily tugging my panties down my thighs. The air hits my pussy like a cold front, snapping my attention to just how wet daddy's comforting touch has made me. 
 
    Gently lifting one leg, daddy proceeds to pepper my inner thigh with kisses, making his way down to my soaking cunt. But he makes a detour just before hitting it, circling my mound with his mouth, prepping me with the tenderness of his lips. He kisses the creases of my thighs, he kisses to the side of my lips, he kisses just above my clit, he reverts back to my inner thighs, and like a bolt of lightning his lips form around my swollen nub. His lips wrap around it, kissing it just like any other part of my body, which does way more than I thought possible. The sensuous movement of his mouth on me, the soft puckering against me, the subtle suction as he pulls his lips in and away. 
 
    I moan, moan hard, knowing damn well daddy's on his way to making me come at this rate. His kisses alternate with him pressing his nose into me: he dives his face between my lips, rubbing the bridge of his nose into my pink flesh, nuzzling me like a dog does. The hard cartilage slides over my clit, darting it from one side to the other. 
 
    And when it gets intense, daddy switches back to his mouth, kissing me, licking me, and sucking on my clit. His lips wrap around, drawing my button in for his tongue to flick. My back arches to the best of its ability, pushing off the bed with whatever muscles I can manage. 
 
    It's hard, the stress on my back painful, but the pleasure is so intense I'm willing to look past the pain to truly fall headlong into the sexual abyss. I grip the sheets, pulling my ass away from daddy, who responds by gently bringing me right back to his waiting mouth. 
 
    “Oh god, daddy. It feels so good.” 
 
    “You ready to come, babygirl?” 
 
    I look down at him, meet his eyes, and nod enthusiastically. Daddy's hands circle my thighs, pulling me into him, holding me in place as his fingers dig into my flesh. 
 
    And his mouth falls back onto me, this time making a beeline for my engorged bump. He gives it a few more kisses to get it into the mood, and then sucks it between his lips, drawing on it like a vacuum, alternating his motions. He pulls it in, then releases it slightly, before drawing it in again, repeating this over and over, massaging my clit masterfully, moving it in a wavelike motion. It seems to bob in a sea of my juices, shifting upward and then downward, rising up and then sinking in. 
 
    “Yes, daddy, yes! Keep going, keep going!” 
 
    It takes only a dozen sucking motions to build a tsunami of intense pressure just above my pussy, stacking waves from the turbulent seas below, rocking my boat violently, threatening to capsize me. 
 
    “Oh god!” I scream, contradicting myself through a foggy mind, “No, daddy, no!” 
 
    The waves send me over, kinetic energy discharging through daddy's mouth, rippling outward and convulsing every muscle it passes through. I shake and spasm, the twitching of my atrophied muscles leading to cramping and exhaustion, a workout they haven't felt in a long time. 
 
    But what a goddamn workout! I've never been so happy to have been brought low by physical exertion. It brings tears to my eyes as my body dies down and the energy dissipates through my limbs. I sputter a few times, the sizzling heat escaping my mouth. 
 
    Daddy crawls up to me. “Are you okay?” 
 
    I nod, unwilling to speak as I pull him over to me. Tasting myself on him isn't so bad, but all I desire is daddy's warmth on me. I kiss him for a good while, enjoying my comfort with him until I'm sure my body's ready to go. 
 
    Daddy might think we're done, but I know we're not. I'll fight through all the discomfort that comes at me to ensure daddy comes out of my room a happy man. 
 
    I push daddy's shoulder so he falls onto his back—although, I'll admit, he laid back rather than succumbed to my feeble push. I climb on top of him, straddling his hips with mine. 
 
    “Be careful, babygirl,” he warns. 
 
    “I will, daddy.” I fumble with the buttons of his shirt, pulling apart each one in slow succession. Daddy watches with admiration, not once lifting a finger to help. The man has all the patience in the world when it comes to me. 
 
    I grab my own corset from the bottom hem, pulling it up. My motion, though, is so restricted and my muscles so exhausted, I can't get it much further than my belly button. 
 
    In frustration, I drop it. “Daddy, can you help me, please?” 
 
    “Sure. Arms up, babycakes.” 
 
    I lift my arms and daddy slides the lingerie over my head. Now in just my lace stockings, I lean forward into daddy, steadying myself with my hands on his chest. Pushing backwards, I grind on his cock through his pants, using all my strength to press down on him firmly. 
 
    I feel clumsy, like a child trying to figure out her first steps. 
 
    The more I try, the more I want to stop. “I'm sorry, daddy.” 
 
    But daddy only smiles, “It's okay, babycakes, take it slow. We have all day.” His hands go to my tits, lightly caressing them, molding the flesh, pinching the nipples and bringing them to attention. It's something so silly I have to laugh to myself. He plays with my breasts like he's comforting me, like they're a switch that calms me.  
 
    And the funniest thing is he's right! It's a confirmation that I shouldn't feel stupid for how hard I try because the man in front of me would never judge me in a million years. 
 
    It only gives me all the determination I need to continue pleasing my daddy. 
 
    I scoot backwards, giving myself ample room to slowly maneuver his pants from him. I pull at the button—a task I'm getting better and better at just today!—unzip him, and work my butt off to remove his pants one leg at a time. 
 
    “Good girl. You're doing a great job.” 
 
    “Thank you, daddy.” 
 
    When I pull down his boxers, the shock in my eyes makes daddy laugh. His cock is so thick! It's a hunk of meat like nothing I've ever seen. He's semi-erect, and in my delight, when my fingers circle around it, it bulges, hardening to the touch. 
 
    I lift it up and without thinking, a lust overcomes me, and I place the rod in my mouth. The groan from daddy is the most delicious part, my tongue flattening against the bottom of his shaft. I move carefully, taking daddy in a little at a time, savoring every morsel as I adjust my mouth to accommodate him. 
 
    When I feel comfortable enough, I dip into him, pushing his pole down my throat. 
 
    “Oh shit.” Daddy's mouth slackens as he groans to the ceiling. 
 
    Nothing makes me happier than to hear daddy's ecstasy at my touch. I push down on him, sucking in his entire cock, letting it rest in my mouth as I fight my gag reflex. I'm able to constrain it, instead heavily salivating. When I pull up a little, a film of saliva coats him all over. 
 
    I pull off him, speaking through ragged breaths, “Do you like when I suck on your cock, daddy?” 
 
    “I love it. Your mouth is so warm and wet.” 
 
    I stroke his cock, spreading the warmth over the entire shaft. The greasy spit allows me to pull on his foreskin easily, dragging the flesh up and down as I beat daddy off. 
 
    “Do you...” I swallow, anxiety welling up, “want to put it inside my pussy, daddy? You said you like when it's warm and wet.” 
 
    “Come here, babycakes.” 
 
    I crawl over him, straddling his waist. He pulls my chest close to his, planting a tiny kiss on my forehead. 
 
    “Is that what you want? I don't want you to feel pressured.” 
 
    I nod. “Yes, daddy. More than anything.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    I shift backwards until my ass is just over his hips. Daddy holds his cock for me, and as I gradually lower myself, the tip of his cock presses against my slit. I moan instantly, the sensitivity of my flesh still apparent. But I push through, letting daddy's huge cock break through my barrier. 
 
    I bite my lip to stifle a grunt as daddy's bulbous head splits me open. I haltingly accept daddy's offering, swallowing his cock up until I'm sitting straight down on daddy's lap. 
 
    I hold my breath, bracing myself against the pressure of him inside me. I push up with my hands and knees, lifting my cunt off his dick. I get up about halfway before falling back down on him, puncturing me with his thickness. 
 
    Just that little penetration feels fucking amazing!  
 
    But it's not what I want. I want to be able to pick myself up and slam myself down. I want to feel the power of daddy's cock pounding into me! 
 
    I can do better. 
 
    I lift myself up, getting three quarters of the way before the weakness in my arms takes over and forces me to fall. 
 
    I pick myself again, and this time, with the help of steadier knees, I nearly pull off daddy's cock, reaching the tip of his dick before slamming my body weight back down on him. 
 
    With a gleeful yip, proud of myself, I muster the strength to do it again. Each lift off becomes easier, and each drop down more pleasurable, fed by a longer entryway and the determination to succeed. 
 
    “You got this, babygirl. Keep going. Ride daddy's dick.” 
 
    I push down hard, grinding his dick as it drags along my walls. Using short hops, I jump up slightly in order to fire by ass back into daddy, using my weight like a thrust. I change up short hops with grinding, mixing the joy of penetration with the pressure of daddy's thickness. 
 
    “That feels good,” he says, his head leaning back as his hands grip my thighs. “Make daddy come. Come on, you can do it.” 
 
    “Come on, daddy,” I moan, enthusiastically grinding into him. “Come for you daughter. Come in my pussy.” 
 
    I ride daddy, my core burning as I undulate my lower back, gripping daddy's cock and maneuvering it inside me. With my last reserves of energy, I push up and down, slamming my pussy into daddy, fucking me with his cock. 
 
    I can see the buildup in his face, which drives me on. I pick up rapidly, sucking his cock in, grinding forward, lifting up, slamming down, sucking him in, grinding forward, continuously, fighting every fiber in my body that wants to quit on me. 
 
    You can't quit on me yet, body. 
 
    I won't let you. 
 
    This is for daddy. 
 
    I moan in harmony with my thrusts, digging my nails into his chest, calling out daddy over and over, using everything in my power to turn him on. 
 
    “Come in me, daddy. Come in your baby. Get her pregnant. Put a baby in me.” 
 
    “I want you, daddy. Fuck me with your huge cock. Fill my pussy up.” 
 
    “Oh yeah, daddy. You're so good to me. I'm yours. Do whatever you want to me. You own this pussy.” 
 
    My last batch of words and energy sends him over. His fingers dig into my hips, holding onto me for dear life as his orgasm flows from him. He groans, his cock pulses, and the first shot of cum decorates my insides, heating me to the core. I grind into him, trying my best to draw every ounce from him, to mix his seed far into my cunt. He blasts his load, each throb of his cock felt through my engorged walls. Hot semen floods into me, capping off the most intense workout I've ever had. 
 
    I fall into daddy, enjoying his chest as his heart beats rapidly and his body's twitches evaporate. With the utmost care, daddy holds onto me as he turns us over, setting me softly down on the bed. 
 
    I breathe a sigh of relief as my muscles get the chance to relax. 
 
    “Hold on, babygirl. Just lay back and daddy will clean you up.” He gets up, leaves, and returns with a towel. He rubs from forehead to legs, collecting the sweat that's been soaking my skin. When he's got most of it, he lifts my legs up and cleans the cum from my pussy, back to front, wiping me down like he's changing a diaper. 
 
    I groan as the clothe rubs against me, but I also sigh as the remnants of daddy's seed is wiped away from me. The warmth flushing from my body is the most dispiriting thing I've felt in a while. But I won't fret. I know daddy's still here with me, and I know feeling down like this comes and goes. If anything, daddy's going to be with me for a long, long time, and I'll have a lot of opportunities to master the feelings of despondence after daddy cleans his cum from me. 
 
    But until then... 
 
    “All right, babycakes. We have work to do. You need to get dressed, and then we're going to take a walk to the corner market, pick up some things, and then make the trek back home.” 
 
    “Aww, daddy, do I have to?” 
 
    “You think just because you got fucked by daddy, and got a little bit more exercise than usual, that you can just skip your daily workout? Nuh uh, missy, not on my watch. Butt out of bed, we got a day ahead of us.” 
 
    Daddy the slave driver will always ensure I do what I need to lead a good life, even if the world is going to put up a fight against me. At least I know I'll always have daddy by my side for support. 
 
    And I hope there are many more days like this ahead of us yet. 
 
    -   -   - 
 
   


  
 

 Daddy Consummates Our Marriage 
 
    “My god, I can't believe I finally got to wear this today,” I say to myself, running my fingers over the lace wedding dress. It was only a few hours ago, but it all still feels like a dream. I'm still in shock it's finally happened. 
 
    I'm married to my stepdad. Or he was my stepdad... I don't know. Who knows if I can adapt to thinking about him in any other way. The thought is so new I can't wholly wrap my mind around it. 
 
    He spoils me, as this eight thousand dollar dress attests. I think even now, as I wait in our hotel room, he still treats me like his daughter. I didn't like the champagne they had delivered to us, so he made it his mission to go to the desk and demand a new bottle with a better taste. Still, he treats me like his little princess. 
 
    Can I be both his wife and his little girl? Does it even matter if I'm both at the same time? 
 
    I think everyone else cares rather than me. The looks on their faces at the wedding. Yeah, they played it nice at the rehearsal dinner and at the reception itself, saying congratulations and all that. But when I walked down the aisle in my dress, my god... the looks they gave me showed their true intentions. They were like the snarls of wolves watching the lamb go by. 
 
    They couldn't hide it then, no matter the coy words they used before and after. 
 
    And I don't know who gave it to me worse, my side or daddy's side. I don't know what they were thinking, but I'm sure the word nympho came up a number of times in their judgmental little heads. 
 
    But I'm not. Daddy and I haven't even had sex yet. I just... love him, with all my heart. When my mom cheated on him and ditched me—and I mean ditched me, as I haven't heard a word in the past year from her—he was there to pick up the pieces. I'm a grown woman, but I was sheltered throughout my life, and my mom disappearing on me was shattering to my psyche. I'm sure it hurt him like hell when she left, too, but in his strength he pushed it all away to take care of me. He was the man for me, I knew it then and there. You can't choose your parents, but you can choose the man you want to be with.  
 
    My only blood parent absconded with the last piece of my naivete. I'm not an idiot little girl as all these people believe. I'm not some sucker who's fallen on hard times and turned to the only person in my life looking for love. I'm a woman who's realized the good things in life could disappear at any moment, and I'd be foolish to let him slip from my grasp. 
 
    I guess I was also worried. If my mom wasn't around, then what was keeping him from being my daddy anymore? It scared me more than I was willing to admit for a while.  
 
    I love him, but I won't be afraid to admit anymore that if he wasn't going to me my daddy, then I was going to make him my husband. I want him, even if it's all to myself. 
 
    Although, I don't think it'll be just the two of us for long. 
 
    When the door opens, I'm no closer to an answer than I was this morning. But the man in front of me gives me his patented smile, curled at the end in a devious smirk, glad to have achieved something that makes me happy. 
 
    “I got it, babygirl,” he says, proffering a bottle in the air, “freshest champagne in the whole state, I'm sure.” 
 
    “I'm certain it is.” I clear my throat, “David.” 
 
    He smiles. “It's hard to say, isn't it?” 
 
    I nod, embarrassed I'm so easy to read. 
 
    He shrugs. “You don't have to call me that.” 
 
    “But you're my husband.” 
 
    “But you can still call me daddy all you want. I'm not going to judge, and I'll show anyone the curve of my knuckles if they have anything to say about it.” He throws his fist up, half-threatening, half-joking. 
 
    “Are you sure?” I fidget with the champagne flute. “I... don't want you to feel weird, either.” 
 
    “Babygirl, I'll never feel weird with you.” He cracks open the bottle, fizzy alcohol spilling over the edge. He takes my glass, filling it for me before filling his own. As he hands it back, his hand meets mine, and his other caresses the curve of my jaw. “You and I. Forever. No matter what.” 
 
    I blush, oddly flustered by the sentiment. I just married the man! I shouldn't still feel like this, but something about daddy makes me all bubbly inside, and I haven't even tasted the champagne yet! 
 
    I do, trying to wash away my own awkwardness. The bubbles tickle my nose, and as I set the flute down, my stupid anxiety acts up, wanting to deny me the happiness of the day. “I don't want you to settle for me if I become too hard for you.” 
 
    I spent the last few minutes decrying everyone for being so negative, and here I go doing the same damn thing, thinking of myself as a burden that's only going to weigh daddy down in the future. What if he's doing it all because he feels bad for me? 
 
    But daddy doesn't play my silly games, his voice stern and unrepentant. “That'll never happen. Understand?” 
 
    I nod. His tone is so strong it reminds me that we're both going through the same thing. We both saw those people, we both saw how they criticized us while we weren't looking, knowing deep down that everything out of their mouths was trivial placating. Daddy felt it just as much as I did, and my own doubts steeled him even further. 
 
    “I love you, babygirl, and I wouldn't give you up for anything. There's nothing wrong when a man and a woman love each other, no matter their circumstances.” 
 
    “I know, daddy.” 
 
    His face softens immediately, his eyes relaxing into a focused pleasure. “I love when you call me that. You shouldn't worry about calling me anything else.” His hand slips around my side, brushing over the sheer corset I wore under the wedding dress hanging in the closet. 
 
    I shiver. This isn't just daddy's love touching me; this is daddy's lust. Something he's kept from me for the most part, keeping our relationship pure and uncorrupted. He's never pushed boundaries with me throughout all our time together, even though I've always known he's wanted to. But he's never imposed, instead refraining until this very moment. In fact, if I hadn't have broached the idea of marriage (a conversation as nerve racking as this one!), he never would have pursued anything further. 
 
    “Are you serious?”  I ask. 
 
    He nods. “More than anything.” 
 
    “Well, I don't want to call you anything else.” 
 
    “Good,” he says, swaying me in his arms. 
 
    Our closeness is magnetic, something I've never quite felt before with him. I mean, being next to him has always been amazing, but something right now is way more powerful.  
 
    Maybe because it isn't tension between us; maybe it's because the tension we once held has resolved into sexual desire. It's what we both want, we've both acknowledged, and we're both able to act on for the first time. 
 
     The desire, though, is slow and meticulous, with daddy moving in at a measured pace, leaning down and pressing his lips into mine with careful motion. It's like the touch of ambrosia on my lips, sweet and burning, crackling with forbidden energy. The longer our lips twist together, the more the energy begins to circulate through my body, pushing deeper into me, making it's way down my throat until it settles in my stomach. 
 
    A hot desire rests in me I've never felt before, one working to take over every aspect of my body. It begs me to give in, damn near demands it! It wants me to bend, to break, to let the man touching me take me. It's like my body is melting so I don't put up any resistance. 
 
    And I think daddy feels it in me, because the second my muscles go lax and I fall into daddy's arms, he picks me up with no effort. I wrap my legs around his waist as I hold onto his shoulders, supporting myself as daddy carries me over to the bed. I stare into his eyes, my anxiety giving way to lust, an infatuation with daddy so powerful it crushes all hesitation. 
 
    I expect him to lay me down, but instead he drops me suddenly, and I bounce off the firm mattress. The sudden fall makes me cry out and burst into laughter, the rush of adrenaline doing nothing to curb my desire. If anything, it sparks me further, and I bite my lip, hungry for what awaits me. 
 
    Daddy crawls up to me slowly, and I scamper backwards, scooting and taunting him to follow me up the bed. For a moment, I feel that childish delight of playing a game with my protector, but it dissipates as daddy pins me against the back wall of the bed and pushes my hands up against it. 
 
    He points to my hands. “No moving, you naughty girl.” 
 
    I keep my hands up against the wall above me as daddy lets go. With my hands phantom subdued, daddy's hands fall to my corset. 
 
    His fingers pinch one of the threads holding the corset closed in the front. “I wonder what my little girl has under here.” 
 
    “I don't know, daddy. Maybe you should find out.” 
 
    “I think I might just do that.” 
 
    With an easy tug, daddy undoes a bosom-compressing knot in the fabric, causing the corset to explode outward in a fantastic show of release, even if my breasts aren't as large as the show. Daddy pulls out all the strings, unveiling the second of a number of firsts. He kissed me for the first time, and now he can see my tits for the first time. 
 
    Heat rises in my face as daddy pulls the corset apart, exposing me, and says, “Oh god, babygirl. Those look so good.” 
 
    I think every girl's self-conscious of her chest, but something about the man you love making silly cooing noises as he admires your body is enough to trump years of self-esteem issues. 
 
    “Do you really like them, daddy?” 
 
    “Babygirl, your tits are so small and perfect. Look at these nipples,” he says, pinching the nubs in his fingertips. My body's response is immediate, a tingling numbness radiating outward from the source of contact. “They're so precious.” 
 
    “Daddy!” I giggle, the shock of his touch forcing my hands to cover my chest. 
 
    “Ah, ah, ah”—he wags his finger—”hands where I left them.” 
 
    I hesitate, but my hands leave my body and go back to the wall behind me, my fingers slipping behind the backboard of the bed to give me something to hold onto, but also to remind me not to remove them again until daddy says so. 
 
    Daddy's hands circle around my small tits, cupping them as he enjoys my body. Gently he holds them aloft, kneads them in his finger, stroking his tips over them in a faux massage ending at the thickening pink nubs. 
 
    As daddy tortures my flesh, I fight my hardest to keep my hands restrained, so badly wanting to bring them down. Not because I want to stop him, but just because it's so hard to stay still when I'm being fondled. I just want to move and squirm, so the restriction of my hands is something I have to focus on in order to keep true to daddy's command. 
 
    And when he finally takes the nubs in his mouth, the grunt from my lips is both pain and pleasure. Oh god! I can't stand it!  
 
    “That feels so good, daddy.” 
 
    His mouth nibbles on my tits, kissing around the edges of my nipples before sucking them into his mouth and binding them in his teeth. He then uses his tongue as a probe, dancing over the nipple, flicking it. His teeth let go, allowing his tongue to circle the nub, until his lips close around, sucking it into his mouth, the pressure intense. 
 
    The suction is powerful, and surprisingly, the best part. I never thought having my tits sucked like this could be so erotic, but the thought of daddy on my tits, latching on like a newborn, causes my hips to lift off the bed. My pussy aches, quivering as daddy feeds off me. 
 
    Daddy sees this and brings his hand down to slap my pussy, the force sending vibrations into my clit. “Bad girl,” he says. 
 
    I fall for a moment, but when daddy's mouth sucks on me again, my hips involuntarily follow suit, lifting off the bed again. 
 
    He slaps my pussy once more, but as I fall my legs spread open, inviting daddy to strike me again. He does so, and the strike reverberates even more, more contact made as his hand reaches more of me. 
 
    He taps my clit in a few rapid successions, pressing the fabric of my panties into my soaking pussy. I groan at the physicality. 
 
    “I guess you need daddy more than you even know.” His hand slips under my panties, and when his fingers slide through my lips, I moan deeply, gripping the backboard hard to keep myself from doubling over. My hips thrust into his hand, my pussy begging to be punctured. 
 
    But daddy merely shimmies his fingers over my clit, a subtle movement that trembles my body with the smallest force. He alternates that with his middle finger pushing all the way through my lips, reaching my hole and tempting it, before sliding it back up through and shaking my clit all over again. 
 
    I'm not a vocal girl. I'm not one to express my desires or tell someone how I want something done. But daddy's motions are so intoxicating and so infuriating, he leaves me no choice but to pipe up. “Push it in, daddy.” 
 
    The next slide of his middle finger curls inward, penetrating me with his longest digit. I've never been so glad to have said something, as the insertion of his finger rocks my entire body. I grit my teeth, the shock reaching all the way to my jaw, locking me in place as daddy enters me. 
 
    I let out a long, drawn-out moan, relief at the desire releasing inside me. His finger remains curled, dragging in a come-hither fashion, brushing against my upper vaginal wall. He caresses the inner mound of nerves near my clit at regular intervals, not deviating as his mouth resumes its lovemaking to my nipples. 
 
    I hold onto the backboard for dear life, the pressure in me mounting as my body is pleasured at two points. The soft tingle from my chest meets in the middle with the sharp stabs from my cunt, mingling to make a tantalizing mixture of relaxation and pain-like pleasure. As they swirl around my gut, they bubble and boil, a sensation like having to pee building up right where it normally would. 
 
    “Oh fuck, daddy,” I groan, “it's so strong.” 
 
    “Yeah, babygirl. You know you like it.” 
 
    “I love it. It feels so good!” 
 
    I realize I had a stopper on my pleasure, a nervousness preventing me from absorbing everything daddy is doing to me. I realize it because the second those words leave my mouth, it's like the stopper is loosened and a rush of pleasure hits me all at once. My mind no longer occupied by the obsession of my own discomfort, the words distract me enough to unfocus my mind and let everything wash over me at once. 
 
    And it does, in a giant wave of orgasmic release. 
 
    “Oh fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck!” I cry out, my hips thrusting uncontrollably into daddy's fingers. On the last 'fuck', my body bursts, a flood of sexual delight numbs me outward from my pulsating cunt. Waves flow out, each crest like Novocaine as it passes over me, injecting numbness into me.  
 
    But it isn't the numbness that's powerful, it's the recovery back to feeling, a deluge of tingling and burning, like a body part waking up from sleep, coming and going as numbness passes over and frees me, only to have it all come back to me in a flash. 
 
    Tears come to my eyes as the sensation passes, exhausting me to the core.  
 
    But the orgasm doesn't kill my libido yet, instead supercharging it, focusing on the desire of my daddy. 
 
    “Daddy, please fuck me. Please! I want you inside me!” 
 
    I let go of the backboard against daddy's command, but only because I'm so ravenous for him I can't control myself. I don't think he'd disapprove! 
 
    I grab his slacks, and with feverish motion, I unzip him and pull his engorged cock from his pants. 
 
    Normally I'd be slow, I'd take my time, I'd want to experience everything at an even pace. I'd never had him inside me before, after all, and I'd normally savor every moment the first time I try something. 
 
    But not now. I can't. I won't. I just want him so goddamn bad! 
 
    The flurry at which I stuff his giant cock into my mouth can't be understated: I devour him as if my whole life has led up to this. And really, maybe it has. 
 
    But the only thing on my mind is the salty taste of his skin, the tumescent cock filling my mouth. Thick and engorged, daddy's an excited man, veiny as his cock strains against his libido. I suck on his head, enjoying the pull of his skin as I tug on his cock, adoring the soft foreskin on his hard shaft. I kiss his head, licking up his shaft and then engulfing him completely, pushing him to the back of my throat. 
 
    As strange as it seems, just taking daddy in my mouth is enough to turn me on all over again! 
 
    I hold onto his cock as I scoot backwards toward the wall, softly leading daddy by his dick. I give it one good tug before I bring my hands over my head and cling to the backboard, spreading my legs wide. 
 
    “Take me, daddy,” I purr. 
 
    He gets his elbows under my knees, picking them up a little to turn my pussy up toward him. Without even using his hands, he guides his cock into my cunt, so wet and open he slides right in. His cock breaks through me in an instant, filling me entirely. 
 
    The insertion is so fierce against my pussy I scream out, bordering on yelping in pain. My pussy is still sensitive from my orgasm, tender and receptive to every little bit of sensation. Daddy holds his cock inside me, my pussy squeezing around him, my hands gripping the backboard hard as my lower back tucks in and I brace against the strong urge to push him off my aching cunt. 
 
    But I hold out long enough for daddy to start his thrusting, and when he does, it takes no time for my pussy to readjust, accepting daddy's length with gratitude. It throws out the notion of pain and relishes everything given to me. 
 
    I am his princess, and my pussy shows nothing but appreciation as my tightness gives way to daddy's thickness. I moan in rhythm with daddy's thrusts. 
 
    “Here you go, baby, here you go.” 
 
    His thrusts come rapidly, plowing into me as his long cock takes its rightful place inside me. My arms tire hanging from the bed, so I let go, sinking into the mattress as daddy pulls me away from the back, giving me room to be shuttled across the bed by daddy's powerful hips. He leans into me, pressing his lips into mine, reminding me this is about love, not just lust. 
 
    But sometimes that's hard to remember when you have a cock deep inside you. Sometimes you just want to scream 'fuck love' when lust is being fucked into you. 
 
    At this moment, I'm obsessed with his cock, I want to be in control. I want to ram it into me. I pull away, sit up, push daddy onto his back, and then straddle him. I reach back and guide his cock back into me, pushing down hard on him, forcing him all the way inside me. 
 
    I sit on top of him, my mouth hanging open as the pressure ends in a gasp. I undulate my back, grinding his cock, letting it drag along my walls, prepping me for the harder introduction. I shake my hips back and forth, circling my waist around to get his cock touching every swollen wall inside me. 
 
    And then I lift and drop my body weight, piercing me with his rock hard rod. I don't just drop, I slam into him, bringing my ass down with an audible slap of flesh. 
 
    “Oh, fuck yeah. Ride that dick.” 
 
    Daddy's words are unnecessary as I'm consumed by my own lust, obsessed with pleasure, rocketing my body down on his dick, using every bit of energy I can to fuck myself as rough as I can. 
 
    Daddy groans, I lean forward to rest my hands on his chest for leverage, and he reaches up for my tits. While he crushes my small breasts in his hands, I use the arch in my back to bring my pussy up his shaft and reverse it back down on him, using what muscles I have to produce the same effect of my body weight. 
 
    “Daddy, your dick is so big.” 
 
    “Fuck yeah, it is. You take that dick like a good girl.” 
 
    “I will, daddy. I love how long it is!” 
 
    “This is your dick, babygirl, and that's my pussy.” He squeezes my tits for emphasis. 
 
    “Yeah, daddy, fuck this pussy.” 
 
    Daddy grabs my waist, holding me up so he can smash his cock into me. I place my hands on his, the thrusts so fierce I have to hold on to him. But daddy doesn't relent, plowing deep into me, force fucking me as I'm frozen in mid air. 
 
    “Fuck me, daddy. Oh god, fuck me!” 
 
    Daddy uses his grip on my hips to pull me onto his dick, simultaneously thrusting into me while slamming my weight back into him. 
 
    “Come in me, daddy. Come in me. Fill me up.” 
 
    “Fuck yeah, you want that?!” 
 
    “Shit! Get me pregnant, daddy!” 
 
    “Here I come. Daddy's gonna put a baby in his little girl!” 
 
    “Yes, daddy, yes!” 
 
    His cock rockets into me, slamming so hard I can feel his balls hit my ass. When he finally comes, he pulls me down on him in one triumphant move, piercing me all the way to the hilt. His dick pulses a few times before the first shot of hot jizz escapes him, busting into me like a cannon shot. We both moan in ecstasy as daddy's baby batter finally meets my waiting cunt. 
 
    His ejaculate is so powerful it bathes my inside completely, filling me to the brim with sticky seed. Eight or so pulses later, my pussy is full, draining out along daddy's shaft. 
 
    I lean into daddy's chest, his arms wrapping around me in a hug as we both struggle to contain our breathing and gather our energy. We stay embraced for a long time, not willing to let each other go. 
 
    But I sit on daddy's dick diligently the whole time, enjoying the occasional errant pulse of pleasure, as well as the errant pulse of daddy's cock, trying it's hardest to pump as much seed into his babygirl as possible. 
 
    I let it.  
 
    I let it fill my body for as long as it wants because daddy deserves nothing less. 
 
    And I let it because the longer he stays inside me, the more likely for daddy to get me pregnant. Nothing in this world would make me happier than to give daddy his own child, and nothing would make me happier still if we set it underway immediately. It'll remind us of this night as our wedding night, the first night daddy fucked me, and the same night he got me pregnant. 
 
    That is, if we can even pinpoint tonight as the start.  
 
    Because after a night like this, I think daddy's going to be consummating our marriage every night for as long as he can! 
 
    -   -   - 
 
   


  
 

 You can find every single story here.  
 
    This is the best spot to find all new and old releases that aren't included on these pages. 
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    Daddy's HUGE TABOO collection includes these best sellers: 
 
      
 
    Daddy, What Do You Mean You're Stuck? (TABOO Horny House Series) 
 
      
 
    Daddy, I Can't Stop Touching Myself! (TABOO Horny House Series) 
 
      
 
    Daddy... No One Should Have to Sleep Alone (TABOO Horny House Series) 
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    Guided by the Hand: (Age play, spanking, and discipline romance) – A short romance dealing with a blossoming age play and dd/lg relationship. 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 About Adrian Amos 
 
      
 
    I am a purveyor of smut. The dark kind of smut, or, at least, a little shady. Each of my stories are a little different in their context, focusing on different situations and different groupings of people, but they all have a prevailing, similar theme: characters are about to have some fun times in some ways they never thought possible. 
 
      
 
    Usually by a mixture of excitement and force. 
 
      
 
    But they always end up having fun... 
 
      
 
      
 
    Check out more books at my Author's page. 
 
      
 
    If you'd like to sign up to my mailing list for updates on releases, promotions, and free giveaways for Kindle, please click here. 
 
      
 
    Sign up to my mailing list and pick up a free short story, "Daddy Discovers My Mailing List." 
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