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Paddled

(Rough Daddies)

Description

I found a business card in my BFF’s daddy’s office:

Want to fulfill your wildest fantasies?

Tired of the single life?

Check out RUFF DADDIES now.

Adults ONLY.

I had to find out what this was all about.

***

“Hey, do you mind if I print this off here? I don’t feel like stopping at the library on the way home.” Me and my best friend Sonja were working on our first college paper. We’d just started classes a few weeks ago at the university and had purposely signed up for English together.

Sonja tapped at her keyboard for a stretch before answering me. “Sure, can you grab mine too? I just sent it to Dad’s printer.”

“Yeah. I’m so glad this damn thing is finished,” I told her, searching for her dad’s printer in my laptop.

“I know. But I have like three more to write this week.”

“Eww, that sucks. Um, so which one of these is your dad’s printer?”

She clicked her tongue and hovered her finger over the word “BEAST.”

“Your dad named his printer beast?”

She shook her head in embarrassment. “Yes. I don’t know why he does shit like that. He thinks it’s funny.”

I’d met Sonja’s dad a number of times. He did come off as the beasty type, I suppose. He was big and tall and had a lot of hair. He was also sexy as fuck, and thinking of him like a beast didn’t help the situation.

I walked into his office, listening to each sheet of paper swoosh into the tray as they printed out. There were at least forty pages between the two of us, so I scanned the top shelf of Mr. Halloway’s desk as I waited, admiring all the sales awards he’d received over the years, and the few pictures of the family. Underneath one of the frames was a business card, and I caught the word “Daddies.” Curiosity got the better of me and I slid it out.

Want to fulfill your wildest fantasies?

Tired of the single life?

Check out RUFF DADDIES now.

Adults ONLY.

Beneath was a website, no phone number. A website that would be easy enough for me to remember when I got home.

Mr. Halloway was single, had been ever since Sonja’s mother died nearly ten years ago. Could he be moonlighting for some kind of male escort service?

If so, that would be really weird. He always struck me as straight-laced with his business suits and strict curfews for Sonja. They even went to church regularly, and he’d sworn off dating through Sonja’s teenage years, stating he wouldn’t let anything or anyone come between his responsibilities.

But now that Sonja was in college, he was free to do whatever. Even if that included some kinky side job. I was jumping ahead of myself, though. Just because he had a business card in here didn’t mean he was working for them. Hell, maybe he sold the website owner life insurance.

I had to check this out later.

I couldn’t wait to get home, and I felt kind of bad about that. I was being nosy as hell, and it didn’t seem fair that I would have the scoop on something so personal about my best friend’s dad.

Yet here I was, in front of my laptop, typing in the web address. When the page loaded, my mouth dropped.

View singles in your area by signing up. Must be at least 18 years of age.

Well, I couldn’t not sign up at that point. I typed in my zip code, then had to enter my driver’s license number so they could verify my age with some automated software. Once that was done, I was finally taken to a page where I could create a profile. They recommended not using your face as a profile photo for safety reasons, which I adhered to. Within thirty minutes, I was “Sweet Cherry,” an 18-year-old innocent girl next door looking for a strong and sexy companion.

I really had no idea what I was doing or what prompted me to sign up. But as I scrolled to the bottom of the page, there was section in bold blue words that read “RUFF DADDIES.”

When I clicked on that page, it took me to an entirely different section of their website. Here, I could view profiles of men who liked it rough, and wanted girls who liked it rough too.

My pussy tingled like a fucking firecracker.

Okay, what the hell?

I was a virgin, but I wasn’t stupid. I’d seen plenty of porn. But here’s the thing. I generally preferred the soft and sensual side of things.

Maybe signing up for this awoke something deep inside of me. I don’t know. But I scrolled the profiles until I saw one that caught my eye. The guy was in his forties, and his profile picture showcased his hands resting on the ledge of a boat. Really nice, strong hands.

I scanned his “About Me,” and he said that he was a 44-year old loving, considerate man looking for fun and possibly more. He was big on consent, and he always considered his partner’s feelings before trying anything new.

But he had needs. Dark needs. He liked it rough, and he wanted a woman who liked it rough too.

With nervous hands, I typed out a message to him, telling him his profile resonated with me. I was up-front, explained that I was a virgin, but that his words appealed to me, and that I would love to meet somewhere soon. Even today, I told him.

He wrote back almost right away, saying that he’d love to meet.

There’s a coffee shop on the corner of Main and First. I can be there in an hour.

My insides hummed with lust. Was I crazy? He could be a short, fat, bald man with warts growing off his nose and hair sprouting from his ears.

Well, I guess that’s why we were meeting.

I’ll see you there.

I was in the coffee shop thirty minutes later. My date had messaged me a few minutes ago through the app, saying he’d be wearing a blue dress shirt and dark gray tie because he was slipping away from work.

I couldn’t believe I hadn’t thought of how we’d identify one another. I guess I was that nervous. I tried replying that I was wearing a red shirt and jean shorts, but the message didn’t go through. The Wifi connection at this coffee shop sucked.

I sat there nervously sipping my green tea when I nearly had a stroke. Sonja’s dad walked in. His face was tight, and he looked a little nervous.

Oh shit.

I looked around for the restrooms, figuring I’d just hide in there. I didn’t want him catching me meeting up with an older man. But I didn’t see the sign, or else they were hidden on the other side of the shop, behind the barista.

I started to stand up and up to move to a different seat, one with my back facing him, but I didn’t get the chance. Mr. Halloway spotted me, a look of relief washing over him as he charged over to my table.

“Kiki? I cannot believe it.” He sat in the chair across from me, darting his eyes behind him.

“You can’t believe what? That I drink tea? It’s actually pretty common.”

He pinched the bridge of his nose. “No, not that. I can’t believe you’re actually here. I knew it was you.”

“Um, you knew what was me?”

He licked his lips and flicked his gaze to my chest. “Sweet Cherry?”

I could feel my face turning red. “Uhhhh…”

He flashed a cold smile. “You’re meeting someone here. Someone I know.”

My breath hitched in my throat, and I tried to hide my surprise, lifting the ceramic mug to my lips. “H-how do you know?”

Mr. Halloway’s eyes narrowed into slits and he lowered his voice. “Never mind that, Kiki. What I want to know is what in the hell are you thinking going on that website?”

My mouth dropped, and my gut tightened. “What’s wrong with it? It’s a dating site. There are hundreds out there.”

He let out a frustrated chuckle. “There are a few clean dating sites. But that one? Damn it, Kiki. You could get yourself killed.”

I burst into laughter. “You do realize I got the card from your desk. So you can be there and not me?”

“That’s not the same and you know it.”

I leaned back in the chair and set my mug on the counter, waiting for him to scold me for going through his desk, realizing that he probably had a few stories to tell. “Then enlighten me. Please.”

His nostrils flared and he nodded to the entrance. “Come with me, and I’ll show you.”

I rode with Mr. Halloway to an apartment complex. I was silent as he led me into one of the units.

“Do you know who lives here, Mr. Halloway?”

He tossed his keys on the kitchen bar. “Yes. Me. I have a month-to-month lease.”

I scanned the room. It was relatively bare, with the exception of a couch and television. “Why do you have it, and why did you bring me here?”

He nodded toward the bedroom. “In here. Come on.”

I followed him into the only bedroom inside the apartment, and was blown away by all the kinky toys hanging from the wall. Paddles, floggers, rope, handcuffs, scarves, masks. My mouth dropped as he lifted one of the paddles from the wall. It was made of wood, about twelve inches long and rectangular shaped.

“One of my buddies introduced me to the site, the one you were supposed to meet. But he’s …well, let’s just say he might be a little too much for you to handle.”

I listened as Mr. Halloway explained that he’d been on the site for close to a year and has met maybe a dozen women, but that he always turned away anyone younger than twenty-two. I mean, I heard him, but I couldn’t stop looking at the paddle in his hands-hands that I’d never really noticed were particularly strong. I tried imagining him using it on someone.

Someone like me.

“So …” I gulped, feeling arousal stirring in my core. “How exactly did you know your friend … the one who’s too much for me … how did you know it was me he was going to meet?”

Mr. Halloway hung the paddle back on the wall, and my heart raced. I almost reached out for it, as if I could stop him. “We work together. He showed me your profile picture, and I recognized the necklace.”

I touched my neck, feeling the small, red stones placed inside of the elephant. It was a one-of-a-kind jewel my mother had made for me three years ago.

“Oh. Wow.” I laughed as he stepped my way.

“Yeah. I knew right away it was you. I had to come save you, Kiki. You’re too young to be on one of these sites. You have plenty of time to learn about impact play.”

My nipples tightened. “Impact play?”

He motioned to the toys. “Paddles, floggers, anything used to strike the flesh.”

My teeth sank into my lower lip as I dragged my eyes over his body. I suddenly took notice of his muscles bulging through his dress shirt, and all that hair sprouting from his chest. His face so perfectly chiseled. “Hmm, I thought that stuff only existed in the movies.”

He chuckled and sat down on the bed, tapping next to him for me to sit.

I joined him, feeling an intense desire to have his hands on me, to experience some of this kinky impact play.

Mr. Halloway pointed his dark dominant eyes at me. “Kiki, you’re a beautiful girl. You’re my daughter’s best friend. I just don’t want to see you turn to these kinds of activities before you’re ready.”

“But … do you like these kinds of activities? Do you enjoy using that?” I eyed the paddle, and he turned his head, following my stare.

Then he turned back to face me, his facial expression different this time. His pupils had dilated, and he rubbed his head.

“Yeah, I do.”

I held his gaze, and noticed that his eyes danced around my lips. My insides stirred, and I felt my panties getting wet. I found it odd that he would say I shouldn’t get involved in this lifestyle while we were literally surrounded by toys he liked to play with. I suddenly needed to feel the strength of the paddle being brought to my ass. My pussy quivered, and lust ran hot through my veins.

“Maybe you should show me what you like about it so much.”

A small laugh rumbled up his chest. “Oh no. Huh-uh. I can’t do that.”

I licked my lips. “Why not?”

“I just explained why. You’re too young to be exposed to the lifestyle.”

I spun on the bed to face him. “Mr. Halloway, I wouldn’t have been exposed to it if you hadn’t brought me here.”

He shifted on the bed, looked back at the toys. “Fuck,” he whispered.

I moved my hand to his leg, ran it up the length and squeezed his muscular quad. His jaw ticked and his eyes flickered this time when he looked at me.

“I think you brought me here because you actually want to introduce me to everything inside of this bedroom. So why don’t you grab that big wooden thing on the wall, the one you were just holding, and show me what you like about it.”

He let out a low growl, and I saw the tent forming between his legs. “I really shouldn’t.”

“Here, let me show you something that might change your mind.”

I stood from the bed and unbuttoned my shorts, then wiggled them down over my hips. I was wearing bright red panties, and Mr. Halloway slowly gripped his cock as I tugged off my shirt, revealing the matching bra.

“Jesus Christ,” he muttered, dragging his eyes over my tan flesh with so much need in his stare.

“You want to do things to me, don’t you, Mr. Halloway?”

“Yes,” he groaned. “But like I said, you’re my daughter’s best friend. She’d kill me.”

I stepped between his legs and felt my flesh grow hotter. “She won’t find out.”

I reached down and pulled his hands to my hips, and he kneaded my flesh, growling deeply as he felt my curves.

“Besides,” I continued. “I think if you were really concerned about that, you wouldn’t have come to my rescue.”

“You’re a naughty girl,” he grunted, squeezing the flesh of my hips tighter.

I spun around and hooked my fingers in my panties, pulling them down to reveal my ass. “Yes. And naughty girls should be properly punished. Shouldn’t they?”

“Fuck, Kiki. Your ass…”

His fingers ran over my globes, and my pussy started to leak.

“You like my ass, don’t you?”

“Yes,” he growled, giving me goose bumps as he squeezed my cheeks repeatedly.

I spread my legs and bent forward, putting my hands on the tops of the dresser that was close enough for me to reach. “And I think you like the fact that I’m young and inexperienced.”

“Oh god,” he whispered. “I’m going to hell.”

I smiled, then tossed a look over my shoulder. “Before you go, how about getting that paddle and putting me in my place?”

God, I was having so much fun teasing him. I really didn’t think he’d take the bait. I thought for sure he’d pick up my shorts and force me to put them back on, then march us both out of here to return me to my car.

After all, he was my best friend’s dad. Surely, he wouldn’t take it all the way. Even though I so desperately wanted him to.

Needed him to.

I watched with eager anticipation as he stood up and walked to the wall, removing the wooden paddle.

“I think you’re right, Kiki. You have been a naughty, naughty girl, taking off your clothes like this in front of your daddy and trying to seduce him like you’re a grown woman. You’ll be punished swiftly for your behavior.”

Daddy? Oh god…My pussy quivered.

He moved behind me, fisting my hair and tugging it gently. “Do you have anything to say for yourself, young lady?”

I huffed as he moved the paddle over my backside, soft and slow as he took control of my body.

“I, um, I don’t know…”

“Hmmm,” he moaned. “I guess I’ll just have to give you a spanking, until you can explain your actions.”

He brought the hard surface to my bottom just then, but not too hard. Still, I jumped slightly.

Because he had a firm grip on my hair, I couldn’t turn my head to see what he was doing.

He struck me again, this time harder. It stung but I had no time to react as he continued swatting me. All I could do was cry out.

“Ow. Daddy!”

I was stunned at my own outburst, but more than that, saying it … it made me dripping wet.

“Don’t complain to me, little girl. This was what you wanted, to be paddled. Isn’t it?”

“Yes,” I cried.

My flesh heated and I could hear my own whimpers as he struck me repeatedly, each time with a little more force until it felt like my ass was on fire.

I heard the thump as he tossed the paddle aside and released my long hair. He then started caressing my fleshy rear. His hands roamed over my curves, around to my tummy, and then up to my breasts as he pressed himself to me.

“Are you aware of how fucking hard you’ve made your daddy?” With a firm grip of my hips, Mr. Halloway—now otherwise known as Daddy—rubbed himself against me, making sure I could feel just how fucking hard he was.

“Yes sir. I … I am.”

I’ve no clue where the “sir” came from but it felt right. Fuck, I loved surrendering to him like this.

“That’s right, you are.” He pushed my bra up roughly, then I felt his fingers smooth over my nipples as he grinded his cock into me. My buds tightened in response to his fondling, and feeling him press his hardness into me only made my lust grow stronger.

“Mmmmm,” I moaned without reserve, without shame.

“I should let you go now, take you away from here and never speak of this again.” His cock thumped against the crack of my ass. “But since you were prowling around on the Ruff Daddies website, probably rubbing that sweet little pussy of yours while reading profiles, I think I should be the one to show you just how rough some men like it.”

“Oh yes, Daddy. Please show me…”

I could hear his breathing increase, and when he gave both my nipples a strong pinch, I felt the bolt of lust shoot all the way between my legs.

My clit was enlarging, throbbing more and more with each passing moment.

“Fuck,” he clipped out, now struggling to get his pants off.

I curled my gaze around to look over my shoulder and saw him, pulling his shirt off and throwing his clothes behind him and out of the way. Excitement rippled through me, and my pussy juice dribbled down my thigh as his cock speared my entrance.

I hissed as he pushed in, gripping my long hair in his strong hands once more. He tugged a little, forcing me to point my gaze to the ceiling.

“Are you a virgin, little girl? Saving that cherry for Daddy?”

“Yes sir,” I purred. “I saved it, just for you.”

“Because you knew I’d take it roughly.”

“Yes,” I groaned, feeling him stretch me hard.

“And that made you wet, didn’t it?”

My toes curled as his cock went all the way in. Heat built inside of me as an orgasm started to wash over me. I’d fingered myself plenty of times and had cum that way too.

But Daddy’s cock was much bigger than my finger.

And it was about to bring me a bigger orgasm.

I heard him grunt when he landed deep in my belly.

“Fuck my virgin pussy, Daddy. Fuck it hard.”

“Fuck, Kiki. Just … fuck,” he groaned.

He began moving in and out, starting easy but then quickly building up momentum. My breasts swayed side to side as he amped it up, ultimately ramming into me so hard that I had to toss my hands up to the wall.

He wound my hair tighter around his fingers, pulling hard enough to hurt.

His feet shifted, and he angled his hips differently behind me, now pummeling my pussy at an angle. The wet sticky sounds of his balls slapping against my pussy lips could be heard echoing around the room.

“I hope you’re on the pill,” he gritted out, leaning forward and grinding so deep against my cervix my eyes started to cross.

“Wh-why?” I purred, my mind completely lacking the ability to form thoughts.

“Because. I’m about to fill you up with so much cum, baby.”

When he said that, I arched my back, as if I wanted so much cum.

Oh god, I did. The thought of being fertile, and possibly getting pregnant…

“Maybe I want Daddy’s baby growing in my belly,” I purred, feeling my walls grow tighter.

Daddy’s movements became shaper, harder, more sudden as he drove into me with force. Heat erupted in my core, and I came, feeling my pussy clench over and over as Daddy’s cock turned to steel.

“Ah fuck,” he groaned, ramming hard and deep and with enough force to nearly knock the air out of my lungs.

My toes dug into the carpet as he pulled my hair harder, craning my neck so much that I had to further arch my back.

God, he really did like it rough.

And based on the shudders of my orgasm, so did I.

Daddy growled with each rut of his hips. His hot seed spurted inside of me, filling me up before sliding out and down my legs.

And then with no warning, he let go of my hair, pulled me to a standing position, and spun me around.

He carried me to the bed and laid me down before mounting my face. His cock, hard and shiny from our fluids, bobbed above my face.

“Open your mouth, baby. Daddy needs another hole to fuck.”

Lightning bolts of desire shot through me as I parted my lips. I couldn’t reach his cock, as much as I wanted to feel it in my grip.

But everything happened too fast.

Daddy forced his length in my mouth and started pumping his hips. The head of his shaft stretched the back of my throat. It might sound awful were I to describe it to someone, but being taken like this only made my clit ache.

“Ahhhhh, fuuuuuuck …. Mmmm yes …. your mouth feels so fucking good,” Daddy growled, muttering other incoherent words.

I reached between my legs and brushed the pad of my finger over my girl bump. And my body shook as I came right then, with Daddy’s dick blocking my throat and the possibility of taking a breath.

And right as my little clit was dancing the happy cum dance, he released a long groan, shooting so much seed inside my mouth I had no choice but to gulp it all down as fast as I could.

My nipples tightened into points, and I pushed a few fingers inside of me as Daddy backed out of my mouth slightly.

I flicked my tongue along the underside of his dick, feeling along the veins as I finger-fucked my tight entrance that was still filled with his seed. He seemed to like that because a little more cum seeped out, and he moaned loudly.

“Oooooooh yeah, baby…” He bounced his hips a few more times, pumping his thick meat in and out of my mouth.

I took a few refreshing breaths, and he backed off me, flipping me over onto my belly.

His big hard body pressed against my back and his cock slipped between my cheeks, nudging at my most forbidden hole.

I gasped, trying to push up with my hands. But all I got in response was an animalistic grunt as his crown speared my tight entrance.

It burned and felt good all at the same time, so I bit my lower lip, allowing the feelings to wash over me.

“Damnit, baby. I thought your pussy was tight. It was nothing like this.”

He nudged in deeper, stretching me so good it made my pussy leak.

It was strange, but the sharper the pain, and the fuller I felt, the more aroused I became.

“Daddy’s going to own that tight little ass of yours before this day is through,” he gritted out.

I groaned as he grinded his hips further, going deeper, stretching me further.

His hands pushed into the mattress next to me as he pushed up and buried himself all the way in.

I let out a cry of pleasure as he started bouncing up and down on me, fucking my asshole so hard I could see stars.

I never would have thought I’d be face-down on a strange bed, straddled by my best friend’s dad while he reams my ass with his thick cock.

And I surely never thought something like this would make me cum.

But I did cum, over and over as he fucked me good. The headboard banged against the wall, and I was sure there would be marks on my backside from the brutal force of his fucking. At least I hoped there would.

I heard Daddy’s growls as he emptied inside of me, and I felt his warm seed gushing inside of my bowels. I laid there and let my own orgasm drift away as he slowed his movements.

He’d cum in all three of my holes, which made me feel so used, so roughed up.

Just what I’d wanted.

But after, my friend’s daddy turned into a big old teddy bear, cuddling me on the bed with his sticky cock pressed into my backside.

“Mmm, that was good, Daddy. Is it okay if I call you that even though we’re sort of done here?”

“Yes, little girl. You can call me that. And we’re not done here. We’re just getting started."

“Oh really?” I asked, feeling his dick grow hard against my side.

“That’s right, Sweet Cherry. And next time, I won’t be so gentle.”

“That was gentle?” I looked into his eyes, and they held a little mischief there.

“Yes,” he chuckled. “You ain’t seen nothing yet.”

The End


Granddaddy’s Baby

5-Book Series


#1 Fertile Temptation

Description

All I’ve ever wanted was a family of my own. And when I find the perfect little clinic that can hook me up with a sperm donor, I feel like I’ve hit the jackpot. But then my BFF’s big, strong, thoughtful Granddaddy shows up, and I realize … he has all the traits I’m looking for in a father. The thing is, he wants nothing to do with giving me a sample in a syringe. He wants to get me pregnant the old-fashioned way, especially when he learns I’m innocent and fertile…

***

“Are you really going to do that?” My best friend Carla peered at me as I stared at the brochure for the clinic.

“Have a baby? Yes. It’s all I’ve dreamed about.”

She flipped her hair over her shoulder and secured the strap of her purse. “I know you want to have a baby, but wouldn’t you rather wait until you’ve snagged a man who can help out with the parenting? I saw how my mom struggled, and I just don’t want that for you.”

I laughed and gave her a hug. “Thanks for your concern, but I’m perfectly capable of raising a child on my own. I have a good job, and now I’ve got this awesome apartment. What can I say? I’m ready.”

Carla shook her head in exasperation. “I know you’ll be a good mom. I just don’t understand why you want to go about it like this, I guess.”

“I’m still a virgin. And I don’t want to give up my cherry to someone just because I think he’d make a good dad. Besides, doing it this way will allow me to pick out the characteristics I most admire in a donor. They have hundreds to choose from.” I lifted the brochure and shook it in the air like it held magical properties.

“All right, girl. We can talk about this more later if you want. I better get back home and see if Mom needs help with dinner.”

“Thanks for helping me unpack. Tell your mom I said ‘hi.’”

“Will do!” Carla blew me a kiss as she left my new apartment, and I went back to the brochure, giving some thought to what she had said.

I’d had the pregnancy itch for as long as I could remember. I would walk through the nursery at church and see all those adorable scrunched up faces, and I just couldn’t wait to have one of my own.

I knew I’d have to wait until I was old enough and had enough savings. I turned 18 last year, got a good paying job at a bank, put some money aside, found an apartment of my very own, and now as I stood in the kitchen of my new place, rubbing my belly, I couldn’t wait to feel a baby growing inside of me.

I even had an appointment later this afternoon for a consult. And I hoped to be bringing home a sample from my chosen donor. Because as of late last night, I was fertile.

Yep. My body was ripe as could be. And I was particularly horny too. Last night, I could feel my fertile juices dribbling down to the bed below. I’ve always been that way when I ovulate.

But last night, I resisted the urge to have an orgasm because I felt like it might bring me bad luck. And I also believed that if I came right before inserting the sample, I would have a better chance at creating a realistic “environment” of real-life fertilization. I know, it probably sounds stupid. But as a result of holding off, my hormones were in overdrive.

A knock at the door startled me out of my needy headspace. It was Carla’s Grandfather Mac. Everyone called him Big Mac because he was 6’3” and over 200 pounds of beefy man. And crap! I’d totally forgotten to change into something more appropriate. I was wearing a thin but tight tee shirt, completely braless. Well, he wouldn’t care. He probably wouldn’t even notice. Not with my tiny little A-cups.

I let him in, and he set a small toolbox on the floor before kissing me on the cheek. “Hey there, sugar.”

“Hey, Granddaddy.” I put my hands on his chest, and as he kissed me, I could smell his sweaty, spicy scent. Heat crawled over my body, and I felt particularly aroused by his presence. I needed to put this out of my mind for now. “Thanks for coming by to hook up my washer and dryer.”

“No problem, sweetheart. Looks like you have a decent place here. Do I get a tour?”

I laughed and started trotting down the hall. “Sure thing. It’s pretty small, but I don’t need a whole lot of space just yet.”

“Just yet? Sounds like you’ve got plans for down the road.”

I stopped at the end of the hall and smiled at him. “That’s my room in there. And here,” I added, gesturing to the spare room on the right, “will hopefully be the baby’s room.”

Granddaddy’s big, smokey gray eyes grew wide, and his eyes trailed down to my belly. “You’re pregnant?” he asked, his forehead wrinkling in curiosity.

“Not yet, but I hope to be soon. Maybe even this afternoon.”

He licked his lips and rubbed his face, and then he shook his head back and forth. “I didn’t even know you had a boyfriend, Janey.”

“I don’t,” I shrugged. “But I don’t need a boyfriend to get pregnant.”

“Well, that’s true, I suppose. Who’s the lucky guy who gets to …” Granddaddy cleared his throat and rubbed his lips, pausing and seemingly in a stupor.

A tingle passed over my chest. Granddaddy thought whoever was going to knock me up was a lucky guy? “I’m going to a clinic, Granddaddy. Artificial insemination. So … there will be no lucky guys. Just me, a syringe of sperm, and if I’m lucky, I’ll have a nice round belly in the coming months.”

I put my hands on my tummy again and watched Granddaddy’s mouth part. He swallowed and ran a hand through his wavy, gray hair. “Damn. I bet you’ll look awful pretty when you’re pregnant, too.”

“Thank you,” I said, feeling my cheeks blush.

Okay, that was another comment that struck me as odd.

But also sweet.

That’s one thing about my best friend’s grandfather. He was always sweet and thoughtful, from insisting I call him “Granddaddy” a few years ago, to offering his handyman services any time I needed.

And as I watched him get to work hooking up my washing machine, I noticed how muscular he was. And that sexy smile he tossed my way on occasion didn’t hurt either. Granddaddy had always had a warm smile, soft loving gray eyes, and even though he had a few age lines around his eyes and mouth, that didn’t deter from his good looks. In fact, it made him more handsome.

I’d be proud to have a child with his features, and one with his many awesome attributes, what with his loving and generous personality and big, strong frame, ready to wrestle large appliances and protect his loved ones from danger.

Oh god.

Granddaddy …. He would make the perfect daddy.

But … would he want a child this late in life? Even if I promised him he wouldn’t have to do a thing but donate some sperm? And would Carla be okay with it?

When he looked at me again, he was tightening the hose on the pipe. I felt an unfamiliar stirring inside, and I wasn’t sure how to handle it.

“Um, do you need help with anything, Granddaddy? I feel like I’m just standing here like a bump on a log.”

“Maybe some ice water, sweetheart.”

“Got it.”

I ran to the kitchen and filled a large glass for him, pausing when I saw the turkey baster sticking up out of an unpacked box. How ironic that it caught my eye at this exact moment.

It was crazy, having these thoughts, but as I stood there staring at that turkey baster, I realized that my best friend’s Grandfather Mac did possess all the qualities I wanted in a man.

And there was only one way to find out if he wanted to be a part of this monumental, life changing decision of mine.

I grabbed the turkey baster—it was still in its original packaging, never opened. I could use it today if Granddaddy was willing.

I set the glass of water down on the dryer and placed the turkey baster next to it. Granddaddy lifted the water to his lips, drilling his gaze into the other item as he sucked down the water.

My heart drummed like crazy. Was I out of my mind for thinking this? Would he think I was out of my mind?

“What’s that for, babygirl? You got a turkey in the oven you need basting?” he said, letting out a deep laugh.

“No,” I said, feeling my cheeks flush as I stroked his strong arms with my eyes. “It’s my subtle way of asking if you’d like to make a contribution to my cause.”

Granddaddy set his glass down and pressed his hands down the front of his shirt. “Sweetheart, are you asking me to be your baby’s daddy?”

My breath caught in my throat. Hearing him say it out loud made it sound so real. Well, I guess this was as real as it got.

“Yes, Granddaddy. I am.” Flames crept over my face as I rubbed my nervous hands together. “You have all the qualities I’m looking for. And if you don’t want to give me an answer today, I’ll understand. But if you want to think about it—”

“I don’t need to think about it,” Granddaddy answered much more swiftly than I expected. “I’d be honored to father your child.”

My hands flew to my chest, and I felt the biggest grin stretching across my face. “Really? You mean it?”

Granddaddy moved away from the wall and touched the side of my face, looking into my eyes with his and making me shiver. “I sure do, baby. Any man would be lucky to have a baby with you. So sweet, so pretty, so … pure at heart…” he said, brushing the side of my cheek with his thumb and offering me a warm smile.

“That’s the sweetest thing anyone has ever said to me. But you should know, Granddaddy. I’m not just pure at heart. My body is also pure. So … well, here. You can use this. I don’t want to make anything awkward between us.” I passed him the box with the baster inside, wishing like hell I wasn’t so turned on by this big, hunky, older man standing in my apartment.

And the images in my head of him jerking off in my bathroom while I had to wait for his sample only made my panties wet.

“You want me to use this?” he asked, his voice sounding husky, and maybe a little irritated.

I licked my lips nervously, feeling my pussy quiver. “Well, I thought it might keep things uncomplicated. And you should also know … I’m fertile right now. So if you’d like to give me a sample today, that would be good. I—I could go for a walk or something. Give you some privacy.”

Granddaddy dragged his eyes over my face, then down to my chest. “You’re fertile? Right now?”

I bit my lip, feeling my nipples tingle under my shirt. “Yes, Granddaddy. So fertile…” I started to tell him how juicy my little pussy was. How I’d dripped all night long like a faulty garden hose. But I think that would have been a tad inappropriate.

Granddaddy dragged his tongue over his lips, and his pupils grew huge. I caught his scent just then, and it made me dizzy. “Well, babygirl, you should know, I’d be more than happy to give you a sample today. Right now, even. But I’m not going to use this damn thing.” He tossed the baster behind him, and it thunked against the floor.

“Oh…” I let out a rush of air, feeling my hands and toes begin to tingle as he cupped my face.

“Granddaddy Mac is an older man, and so I like to do things the old-fashioned way. If I’m to become your baby’s daddy, I’m putting my seed inside of you directly.”

Need bloomed between my legs, and my heart thudded inside my chest.

“Are you okay with that, sweet pea? With Granddaddy fucking you good and hard until you get knocked up?”

I gasped at his words. So fucking hot, him talking like that. Even though it was so wrong. Still, my clit swelled up like a little balloon when I thought about him fucking me good and hard.

“Yes, Granddaddy. I’m okay with it.”

Shit. I was better than okay. I didn’t have a clue how I’d explain this to Carla. Then again, would there be any need to? She would just assume I’d gotten a sample from the clinic.

“Good, baby. Good.” Granddaddy cupped my face and inched close to it. “And there’s no time like the present to get that belly of yours filled up with Granddaddy’s cum.”

His lips pressed to mine, and his tongue darted around my mouth, sending rivulets of pleasure all through me.

His hands moved from my face to cup my breasts, forcing me to release a soft moan. Feeling a bit nervous about giving up my virginity without more than a few moments of thought, I wondered if I would have any regrets about this. I had no doubt he would make this much more enjoyable than a turkey baster or syringe ever could. But still…it was my first time.

I wanted it to be perfect.

Granddaddy’s fingers softly pinched my nipples through the thin fabric of my shirt, and he broke the kiss, keeping his hands on my tiny, pert breasts. “And don’t worry, baby. I’ll make your first time perfect.”

“I’ve no doubts, Granddaddy,” I purred, sliding my palms up the flat of his muscular chest.

“I noticed you attempting to tease me with these titties of yours today, darlin.’ You’re trying to drive me wild with that see-through shirt of yours?”

I giggled, but then Granddaddy’s hand slid up my shirt, and the feel of his rough hands made the air catch in my throat. “I wasn’t trying to, honest…”

Granddaddy got this wild look in his eyes. “Uh-huh, I’ll bet…” he growled. “Now let me see those cute little things.”

He tugged up the bottom of my shirt, whipping it over my head and tossing it aside. He pursed his lips as he softly stroked my small mounds, teasing my buds that were hard as rocks.

“Does that feel good, baby? When I touch you like that?” His thumbs brushed back and forth over them, making the walls of my pussy throb and ache.

“Oh yes, Granddaddy. It feels … the best.”

“Mmm,” he moaned. “They feel good to me too…”

I didn’t have any words to describe just how good his touch felt.

He was so sexy, and so masculine, I could swear my ovaries were quivering for this man to take me.

The look of need that seemed to be brewing in his eyes made me even wetter. But then he leaned down to nibble my tender buds, and all I could do was run my fingers through his hair and arch my back to him, feeling my virgin walls grow even wetter.

Granddaddy flicked his tongue over my nipple, and my clit thumped several times. God, if he kept that up, I could probably cum just from having him lick my nipples. But feeling him touch me would be so much nicer.

As if reading my mind, he slipped a hand down the front of my stretch pants and into my panties. I made a fist, tugging on his hair and letting out a huff.

Granddaddy then dragged his tongue all over my breasts while dipping his fingers into my folds, groaning as he discovered how wet and slick I was.

“Oh fuck,” he clipped out, probing my cunt with one of his thick fingers. “You are so damn wet, baby. And I think I’m harder than I’ve ever been.”

I bit my lip as he rubbed my hard little nub, and right as he sealed my mouth with his, I felt my body shake uncontrollably. I whimpered at the impending orgasm, and Granddaddy let out a growl deep into my throat as my clit bounced on his finger.

I wasn’t surprised at my ability to cum so fast. I don’t think I realized it, but maybe I’d always had a thing for my best friend’s Granddaddy Mac.

Once I’d finished cumming, I still had all this desire swimming through me. It was almost as if that orgasm had made me even hornier. Remembering what Granddaddy had just said about being harder than he’d ever been, I could relate to that feeling. I was wetter than I’d ever been.

“Granddaddy Mac?” I asked, teasing my fingers over the waist of his jeans.

“Yeah, baby?” he asked, fisting my hair and kissing my neck.

“I want to see your cock. I want to taste it.”

He let out an audible growl, and I couldn’t wait any longer. I let my hand wander to his zipper, and there I felt it, big and hard and long.

So fucking long…

“Step back, little girl,” he gritted out.

I stumbled back out of the laundry area and watched as he pulled off his shirt, then undid his jeans. Once they fell to the floor, I saw the outline of his cock through his underwear, and god, did my body shiver.

He stroked it a few times, and it strained against the cotton. I noticed a wet spot near the tip, and my mouth watered, my tongue quivered to taste it.

“I see the way you’re looking at it, baby. Don’t worry. Big Granddaddy Mac will give you all you can handle before I cum in your belly.” With that, he removed his underwear, and his size stole my breath.

He pinned me to the wall just then with his gigantic body, kissing me as he thrust his cock between my thighs. I was still wearing the leggings, so he must have liked the way the fabric felt against him. I got into the movements, fisting his strong pecs and rolling my hips, feeling my clit rub along his length.

I groaned into his mouth as he teased my nipples again. He pinched and flicked them until my legs were wobbly.

With a wicked smirk on his face, he paused to look at me, then hooked his fingers in the waist of my leggings before sliding them down my hips. My panties came with them, and Granddaddy licked his lips as he stared at my pussy, like he couldn’t wait to taste me.

He kissed me again, this time bringing my hand to his cock so I could feel him. It bobbed and weaved in my grip, causing both of us to moan.

I let my fingers tease him the way he had me, softly caressing the crown and catching the string of pre-cum that drizzled out.

God, I was so turned on by how his erection felt, like satiny smooth skin over steel. His veins were hot and spongy, and his balls, so heavy.

“Let me suck your cock, Granddaddy. Please…”

“Mm, I like it when a girl begs me.”

With a sly grin, I dropped to my knees, and Granddaddy didn’t waste one second tugging my long, dark hair into his hands. I wrapped my other hand around his thick girth and guessed him to be longer than most guys, even the few porn clips I’d watched where the men were supposedly like stallions.

I flicked the tip and caught some of the pre-cum that was hanging out, and that drove Granddaddy wild. He gripped the base of his shaft and tapped the side of my face.

“Now don’t you tease me for too long, Janey. My balls are already starting to ache.”

“I won’t,” I winked up at him.

I could see him staring down at me with a bit of an impatient look, his eyes heavy and dark as I tugged his crown inside my mouth.

But then he let out a long exhale and a deep groan as I began moving my head up and down.

“Ah fuck,” he grunted, fisting my hair tight and grinding his pelvis forward.

My pussy was juicing like crazy. I just had to reach down and touch it and play with my clit while sucking him. Granddaddy’s fingers cinched my hair even tighter, so much that it stung my scalp, and he thrust so hard the head of his shaft stretched my tonsils.

I moaned as he rocked his hips slowly, using my tongue to tease the underside, feeling every little twitch as Granddaddy got close to the edge.

I cupped his balls, feeling them shrink and rise closer to his body.

“Jesus…” he growled. “Stop sucking, baby, or I’m gonna cum.”

I flicked my eyes up at him and moved my hand to the root of his cock, then slowly backed up. And that little stroke must have done it.

I felt his dick turn to steel, and the growl that escaped his lips only preceded the burst of cum by a second or two.

“Fuuuuuuuuck,” he roared, his length bobbing repeatedly as he spurted a huge load on my tongue.

I opened my mouth so he could see it, and Granddaddy tugged my hair, tilting my face up at him.

“Damn, that’s a lot of cum. You’re my little cock-sucking slut. But I hope you didn’t suck all my baby making stuff out.”

I brushed a finger over my clit, feeling like I just might cum myself with him talking to me all stern like that.

Then I gulped down all his yummy seed before flashing him a proud smile. I squeezed his quads and noticed that his cock was still weaving and flexing, a little softer than a few minutes ago, but also still pretty hard.

“If I did suck out all your baby making stuff, I’ll just wait until you make more.”

“Mmm, get up here, baby,” Granddaddy said, pulling me to my feet.

His tongue was inside my mouth in an instant, and he cupped my ass, pulling me up into his arms.

I thought for sure he would glide me down over his long, steely rod and pop my little cherry right there. But it ended up getting sandwiched between my pussy and his abs.

Granddaddy somehow managed to French kiss me all the way to my bed, which luckily was the one thing I’d set up and put sheets on. Looks like those sheets were about to get ruined.

He laid me down and got settled between my legs, pushing several fingers inside of me and stretching me out. He looked up at me, and I started rubbing the palms of my hands over my hard little nipples, getting so turned on.

“Play with your titties, baby. Granddaddy Mac will feast on this sweet pussy and get nice and hard again, okay?”

I huffed and nodded an answer as he started swirling his tongue over my clit in sensual circles.

“Oh god, Granddaddy…” I purred.

If I had ever known that my BFF’s Granddaddy ate pussy like this, I’d have begged him to do it a long time ago.

“Fuck, you taste good, baby.” He finger-fucked me, curling his finger upward and wiggling it over a highly sensitive area.

I felt a burst of fluid leak out, and that made him release a low growl. He sucked my clit into his mouth, and I came so hard that more fluid squirted out of me.

“Ooohhhh yeahhhhhhh,” I moaned, bucking my hips and twisting my nipples as an orgasm ripped through me.

Granddaddy fingered me deeper and faster, and as he did, he darted his tongue over my bundle of nerves in a rapid back and forth motion. I’d never known pleasure like this. I oddly found myself hoping I wouldn’t get pregnant right away because I wanted an excuse, a valid reason, to have Granddaddy fuck and lick me again.

But like the saying goes, all good things must come to an end. So Granddaddy pushed up on his big arms and abandoned his station between my legs, rolling me onto my tummy and lifting my ass up in the air.

“Got me hard as a fucking rock, little girl. Granddaddy is gonna fuck you and fill you, and by the end of this night, my seed’ll be sprouting inside of that womb of yours.”

His knees pushed into the bed, and he kicked my legs apart, spearing my pussy with his thick dick. I took him all in at once, too. I could feel him stretching me, spreading my pussy apart with his girth.

His strong hands gripped the sides of my ass as he started moving in and out of me, fingers digging into my flesh as he growled with each and every thrust.

“Holy fuck, this tight pussy of yours …”

Granddaddy reached around and found my clit, and he rubbed it lightly and quickly, making me shudder. The slick sounds of his movements in and out of my cunt filled the air. My walls grew tighter and tighter as he pummeled me faster. So hard and so fast I thought he might knock the air out of me.

But fuck it felt good.

I twisted the sheets in my hands and felt a little growl climb up my throat as Granddaddy rammed me hard and deep. And when I came this time, I let out a shriek of pleasure.

The walls of my pussy contracted hard around his shaft. And when I felt him cum, I couldn’t help but ram my little ass back against him, wanting his seed as deep as it could go.

Granddaddy roared into his orgasm, and I could only hope and pray the neighbors weren’t home.

Fuck it, though. If they were, they were. Might as well not worry about some loud fucking if I was planning to have a baby in the near future, right?

Granddaddy’s dick slid out of me all too soon, and I fell on my back, tucking a pillow under my bottom to keep his seed inside of me.

He laid down next to me and started planting a trail of kisses from one breast to the other.

“Princess, I put a lot of cum in you, but I’m not done. I think I got one more round in me if you can give me an hour.”

I bit my lip and ran my fingers through his hair. “I can give you all the time you need, Granddaddy. And we can keep at it as many times as it takes.”

He grabbed a hold of my hip, giving it a loving squeeze, then moved his big hand over my belly to caress with his fingers. He then looked at me with lust-filled, smokey gray eyes. “Yes, we can, darlin.’ And I can’t wait to get that call from you, the one telling me you’re pregnant with my baby.”

I put my hand over his, thinking the same thing. I just didn’t want to lose this feeling.

And I suddenly wondered if Granddaddy Mac would want to keep having fun like this once I was pregnant.


#2 Hidden Temptation

Description

Big Mac takes a supplement to boost his virility – one that makes him hard at the most inopportune times. During a family dinner at my place, he tries to keep his needs hidden, but he just can’t stifle his urges. And he’s determined to have his way with me, no matter who’s present.

***

Tonight was supposed to be a small but special dinner gathering to celebrate getting my own place. Just me, Carla, her mom Sandy, and Big Granddaddy Mac hanging out. But there was a fifth guest. And that fifth guest was Granddaddy’s big, thick, throbbing erection.

He bore a smug grin, like he had gotten himself hard on purpose. Not sure why he would want to do that since we wouldn’t be alone.

“I took one of those pills before I left the house, Janey. What can I say? The stuff works.”

I stared in shock at his hard-on as we stood in the entryway to my apartment. He’d just gotten here, and that was the first thing I noticed. It was impossible to miss, straining hard against the zipper of his pants.

Granddaddy had started taking these all-natural supplements a few days ago. It was supposed to boost his virility and increase our odds of getting pregnant. I’d asked him if he was worried about being sterile, and he had emphatically said ‘no,’ that his little guys were great swimmers. He just wanted a boost.

The problem was that this boost came with a side effect that one might find in a little blue prescription pill. It was a nice side effect, don’t get me wrong. Granddaddy could stay hard twice as long and cum twice as much. But Carla and Sandy were coming over for dinner. And they had no idea that Big Mac and I had been fucking like bunnies for the last five days in an attempt to get my little self pregnant.

“My best friend and her mom will be here any minute, Granddaddy,” I whispered, as if they were already here.

“I know, baby. Maybe we should have a quickie, bring this beast down to normal size.” He tugged on his zipper, right as we heard a knock at the door.

My eyes flew wide open and I waved my hands in the air. “Not now.”

“Well obviously not now, darlin.’” He chuckled, moving behind one of my armchairs to hide himself from the waist down.

I pulled my front door open, and they both gave me warm hugs.

“Dad, I didn’t know you were coming. We could have all ridden together.”

“Janey was sweet enough to include me as a thank you for hooking up her washer and dryer. How are my two best girls?” He held his arms out, and Carla and Sandy gave him a sideways hug.

I felt a pang of loneliness. Kind of like being the odd man out. It shouldn’t bother me. Granddaddy Mac had always called Carla and Sandy his two best girls. I mean, hell, they were his blood relatives, his daughter and granddaughter. I didn’t share any blood relation to him at all. But I guess I wanted to be included in that bond they shared.

Maybe once I got pregnant with his baby, he’d call me one of his best girls.

Jesus, what was my problem? Just five days ago, I couldn’t wait to get pregnant with no strings attached. Now I was acting like a jealous girlfriend. But Big Mac had taken my innocence. In a way, I felt like … he owned me.

“Dinner smells fabulous, Janey,” Sandy said, tossing her purse on the chair.

“Yeah, it smells awesome. Can we help with anything?”

“Oh, thank you. But you three can just relax. Everything is coming out of the oven in a few minutes.”

I left them in the living room to visit, hoping that Granddaddy Mac could continue to hide his “beast.”

I went to the kitchen and pulled the casserole out to rest, running a hand over my belly and thinking about Granddaddy’s bulge and how badly I wanted that cock sinking deep inside of me.

It seemed like I couldn’t get enough of him. I’d never been one to fixate on sex. To me, I felt like society placed way too much emphasis on something that most people could get pleasure from solo.

But from the moment Granddaddy took my innocence and pushed himself balls deep inside of my womb, I was hooked. And the way he paid attention to me, to my response and my pleasure, well, I couldn’t get that from any solo adventure. I’d been converted and couldn’t imagine letting any other man touch me. Damn, I didn’t even want to touch myself.

Granddaddy’s tongue, his fingers and hand, his thick cock—that incidentally was hard as ever right now—they were all I wanted.

And I wanted them all the time. You’d think I was the one who’d started taking supplements.

And speak of the devil … as I pulled some plates down from the cabinet, Granddaddy came up behind me and pressed his cock to my ass, holding onto my hips and grinding slowly. I arched back to him as he put his lips to my ear.

“I know we joke about these supplements making me hard, but baby, it’s not the supplements doing it. It’s you and this sweet little body of yours.”

I felt his cock thump against me, and my pussy started juicing like a ripe fruit with fresh teeth marks.

Well fuck. Now I wanted his teeth teasing my pussy lips. This was what he did to me, made me think of all sorts of illicit things during the most inopportune times.

Like when his daughter and granddaughter were right in the next room.

“Granddaddy,” I purred, feeling his bulge greedily bump against me. “We’re going to get caught.”

“Nah,” he groaned, sliding his hands up my tummy to fondle my small breasts. “Big Mac knows how to be discreet.”

When we heard footsteps coming around the corner, he hustled back a few steps and jerked the fridge door open.

“Uh, if you could get the salad dressing and put that on the table, that would be great.” I quickly scrambled to give Granddaddy a task as Carla entered the kitchen.

“I’m on it, princess.”

“Would you like for me to set the table, Janey?”

I let out a sigh, relieved she hadn’t seen us. “Great, thanks.”

I passed her a stack of plates and set some silverware on top, and five minutes later, we were all seated at the table.

“Are you excited about your nineteenth birthday coming up?” Sandy asked me.

“Sure am. I’m excited about a lot of things.”

“Right! Carla tells me that you’re thinking of having a baby.”

Granddaddy let out a cough, like he was about to choke on his casserole.

“Is my cooking that bad?” I teased him.

He shook his head and covered his mouth with a fist, holding back a smile. “No. It’s delicious. I just …”

I patted him on the back since he was sitting right next to me. “It’s okay, Granddaddy Mac. Everyone here knows I want to have a baby.”

“You know too, Granddaddy?” Carla asked.

I didn’t want to lie and pretend he wasn’t aware, even though we were keeping a giant secret. But putting a giant falsehood on top of our secret would have made it worse.

“Yeah, I know,” he said, clearing his throat. “Janey told me the other day when I was here. I think it’s a great idea.”

He winked at me, and as I slid my hand into my lap, Granddaddy pulled it over to his lap under the table, resting it right over his bulging erection.

“You think it’s a great idea? That my best friend will be a single mom?” Carla asked.

Her tone made me a little irritated, but I shrugged it off because Granddaddy’s dick twitched in his pants, forcing my nipples to prick.

“It’s her decision,” he said, winking at me. “Besides, who says she’s going to be single?”

His cock moved again, and I gave it a squeeze, excited by his question.

Carla shrugged. “She could meet someone, I suppose. But I don’t know too many guys who will want to take on the responsibility of fatherhood with someone else’s child. At least not right away.”

“Well,” Granddaddy said, pushing the casserole around his plate with one hand, and using the other to unzip his pants. “If Janey met the right guy, he might want to be the baby’s daddy.”

I bit my lip, feeling his hands move around as he tugged his cock loose. It bobbed against my knuckles, and I took it in my grip, marveling at how fucking hard it was.

“We’re talking about Janey as if she isn’t here,” Sandy said, smiling at me.

“It’s okay,” I said, my voice sounding husky. “I’ve already made my mind up, so no matter how much disapproval I get, I know I’m doing the right thing.”

My face heated as I stroked Granddaddy’s thick meat, feeling it swell and throb under my fingers.

“Oh,” Carla said, putting her hand on my arm. “I didn’t mean to come off like I don’t approve. I love you, you know that. And I’ll support whatever decision you make.”

“Thanks, I appreciate that.”

Granddaddy’s hips came off the chair as he began thrusting very subtly up and down, pushing his cock in and out of my grip. I palmed the tip, coating my hand in his pre-cum and hearing his breathing grow stronger as he ate.

“Fuck, this is good,” he groaned, his dick pulsing several times and his weathered face growing ruddy.

“Dad, language,” Sandy said, scolding her father.

“Sorry,” he grunted. “Sometimes I forget my manners when I’m eating something so … orgasmic.”

“Why thank you, Granddaddy.” I smiled his way, watching his fact twist in blissful agony while he chewed his food and I pumped my fist up and down his veiny length. I swirled my thumb over the flared head of his crown at the exact moment he came. Warm fluid hit my fingers, and I tightened my grip around the base, angling his cock forward so his spunk would land on the floor.

He closed his eyes and shook his head, licking his lips.

“I mean daaaaammmmmmnnn,” he groaned, thick ropes of cum coating my fingers as I squeezed my fist and stroked him. “This is the best casserole I’ve ever put in my mouth.”

Carla giggled, and I noticed Sandy wrinkling her face as she smiled. “Dad, you’re acting really weird.”

“Am I?” he asked, pulling in a deep breath and taking his cock back in his grip.

“I don’t think you are,” I said, dropping a napkin into my lap to wipe Granddaddy’s cum off my hand, even though I really didn’t want it going to waste. “You’re just … appreciative.”

He pointed his fork in my direction. “Appreciative. That I am, for this delicious meal, and precious time with the girls I love the most.”

I bit my lip and beamed brightly at him. And when he smiled back, and those crow’s feet fanned out around his soft gray eyes, I felt my body go warm all over.

But once we finished eating, I had a few cramps spread through my lower tummy. Fear gripped me.

“I have to use the restroom. Be right back.”

I darted from the table and hustled down the hallway to the master bath. I shut the door and pulled down my pants, terrified I’d started my period. But upon investigation, I didn’t find any blood.

I let out a long sigh of relief and started to pull my pants back up when someone pushed the door open.

“Babygirl? Are you okay?” Granddaddy’s voice was low and filled with concern as he came in the bathroom, pushing the door closed behind him.

“Yes, just making sure Aunt Flo wasn’t paying a visit.”

He wrapped his arms around me and I pressed my body to his. “I trust she wasn’t?”

“No, thankfully.” I shook my head and he lowered his lips to mine, sneaking his tongue in my mouth for a kiss that shook me to my core.

“That was fun back there,” he whispered. “It’s given me lots of ideas on how to secretly take advantage of you.”

“Oh really?” Tingles swept over my body as he hooked his thumbs inside my stretchy jeans. “Maybe there will be a round two while we eat dessert.”

Granddaddy raised an eyebrow as he bore his gaze into me. “Or, and I like this idea better, I could fuck you right here so I don’t have to wait until dessert time.”

My jaw dropped and I let out a soft laugh, wrapping my fingers around Granddaddy’s thick, muscular arms as he proceeded to unbutton my jeans. “We can’t do anything in here. They’ll come looking for us, probably any minute.”

But Granddaddy was hearing none of it. He pushed the denim down my legs, lifting me to the countertop and jerking the fabric over my feet.

“Granddaddy,” I said in a stern whisper as he undid his pants and tugged out his long cock. “We can’t.”

I glanced at the door as Granddaddy stroked his length, the head of his cock dark purple and leaking. “We can, baby. Stop worrying so much. It’ll only take a second.”

Moving so fast I hardly had time to react, Granddaddy cupped my ass and pulled me in his direction, guiding his dick inside of my slick pussy and sinking so deep my eyes crossed and I let out a breathy moan.

He pushed my shirt and bra up and leaned down to swirl his tongue all over my buds as he fucked me.

“Oh gahhhhhhd,” I moaned, feeling my walls shrink around his stiffness.

“Oh yeah …” he groaned. “That’s gooooooood…”

I could hear his balls slapping against my ass as he picked up speed, fucking me with so much force he had to hold onto my hips with both hands to keep me from sliding back on the counter.

Fuck, my toes started to curl, and my insides grew tight as a drum. I could feel my nipples shrinking into points as Granddaddy rammed me harder and harder. I was so close to cumming.

But things got sticky when I let out a whimper of pleasure, right as we heard a knock at the door.

“Janey? Granddaddy?”

Carla.

My eyes grew wide, and I parted my lips to respond.

“Yeahhhh?” I softly wailed, the pitch of my voice sounding extremely aroused. I couldn’t help it. I was on the cusp of cumming.

Granddaddy clapped a hand over my mouth and shook his head to shush me. But he continued to fuck me with a fierceness.

“Um, what’s going on in there?”

“She dropped one of her earrings and I’m pulling out the shelves to help her find it,” Granddaddy hollered in Carla’s direction, rutting his hips upward and grinding along my G-spot.

I let out an uncontrollable groan, and Granddaddy followed it up with a groan of his own, quickly rolling into an expletive as a cover up. “Aw damnit,” he clipped out. “I almost had the earring, but I dropped it.”

“Ohhhkay,” Carla said. “It sounds like you’re really struggling in there. Do you need my help?”

“We got it, baby. But thanks,” Granddaddy said, moving his hand away from my mouth, and a finger to my clit.

After hooking my feet behind his back, I bit my lip as an orgasm washed over me. My hips sprang upward, and Granddaddy circled my bundle of nerves so deliciously I came right there.

“That’s it, baby. Cum on my dick…” he whispered, staring into my eyes with so much love and lust it made me shiver.

I huffed but managed to stay silent and not release a wail of pleasure. But damn it was hard.

Then, right on the tail end of my orgasm, Granddaddy picked me up and held me close to his body. His cock was buried deep in my pussy as it clenched over and over, and I felt his length elongate and turn to steel. His lips moved to my neck and he sank his teeth into my flesh as he gave a few pumps of the hips, spurting his load in my womb.

His voice rumbled against my neck and I clung tightly to him, rolling my pelvis in rhythm with each of his thrusts. My clit rubbed against his pubis and kept alive the heat that moved over my skin.

“Oh, that was much needed, babygirl.” Granddaddy kissed me as my feet fell to the floor, and I pushed my hands up his strong chest, thinking I would never get tired of touching him, of feeling him against me and inside of me.

“As hard as I just came, it was apparently much needed for me too.”

Just then, we heard what sounded like a sharp exhale through the crack of the door. And

the reality of what we’d just done, in the middle of my own dinner, washed over me.

“We better get back out there, Granddaddy.” I stepped into my jeans and buttoned them as fast as I could, and he did the same.

He flashed me a look before I pulled the door open, and I think he knew, we both knew, that we’d have some explaining to do.

I knew that we would, but I did not expect what I found when I walked out of the bathroom and into my bedroom. Carla was seated on my bed, her face red and her brows knitted in anger.

“How’d the earring hunt go?”

“Uhhh,” I muttered.

“We weren’t really hunting for an earring, sweetie.” Granddaddy came to my rescue. But he was sort of throwing himself under the bus.

“No kidding?” Carla sarcastically retorted. “So what were you doing? Or do I even need to ask.”

“Carla,” I started. “It’s … complicated.”

“Based on the noises coming from that room, it doesn’t seem complicated at all. X-rated, but not complicated,” she snapped, crossing her arms over her chest and giving me a dirty look.

“Okay,” I relented. “So maybe it’s not complicated so much as it is … personal.”

Her eyes narrowed. “Personal. As in, none of my business? My best friend is having sex with my grandfather, and you think I don’t deserve to know?”

I let out a sigh, and Granddaddy sat next to her. “Honey, I know you’re upset, but I think Janey was waiting for me to speak up. She asked me to help her get pregnant. And I told her yes.”

“Granddaddy has all the attributes I’m looking for, to pass on to my child. I didn’t know if he wanted to keep it under wraps. That’s why I didn’t say anything.”

Sandy came to the doorway just then, but she didn’t seem angry like Carla. She simply looked my way and smiled half-heartedly.

“It all happened pretty fast, sweetheart. Janey and I haven’t even had a chance to discuss how to handle it all when she does get pregnant.”

Carla bolted upright off the bed and barged over to her mother, then turned in our direction. “I don’t know how I feel about all this. It’s like you’re completely cutting me out of the biggest decisions of your life. I—I need to think.”

I felt like shit as she disappeared down the hallway. What Granddaddy and I had done in the bathroom was dumb. Even though it was fun in the moment. We should have waited until they left.

Sandy didn’t speak a word as she followed her daughter down the hall. But I heard her telling Granddaddy that she was just going to go ahead and take Carla home. So I went out there to try and smooth things over.

Carla had already gone to the car, but Sandy was kind enough to hug me and thank me for dinner.

“While I don’t quite understand your need to rush into motherhood, I do respect your decision,” she said, tucking some hair behind my ear in a loving way. “And I also understand why you’d want my dad to be the father of your child. He’s an incredible man, a wonderful father, and I know he’ll be there with you through thick and thin, the same way he’s been there for me.”

I fought the tears of joy as Sandy reassured me. “Hearing you say that means the world. I hope Carla can forgive me one day.”

“She will, I think. Give it time.” Sandy smiled, then moved to Granddaddy to give him a kiss on the cheek before leaving.

“Well, I feel a little better now that I know she doesn’t hate me,” I said, closing the door behind Sandy.

“Of course she doesn’t, sugar lumps.”

I giggled as Granddaddy lifted me off the floor, but he silenced me with one of his heady, deep French kisses. “I don’t see how anyone could hate you.”

“Carla was pretty mad. Pretty sure she hates me at least a little.”

“She’ll come around, don’t worry. Sandy is right about that.”

I smiled and buried my face in his neck, feeling his hands grope my ass and get me all stirred up again. “Tonight’s little incident does bring up a question I’ve been meaning to ask, though.”

“Oh, what’s that?” he asked, searching my face with his gorgeous gray eyes.

“I was wondering how much of a role you want in the baby’s life, once I do get pregnant.”

“Oh, sweetie. I know we need to talk about that. Has it been bothering you?” He lowered me to the floor, our conversation taking on a more serious tone.

I gripped his shirt and stared at the little dip between his collarbones, trying to brace myself for however he would answer. “Not bothering me. Just curious. I had planned to do this alone, so I understand if you don’t want to be a part of the child’s life. I … just need to know, I guess.”

He hooked my chin and forced me to meet his gaze. “I want to be as much a part of this baby’s life as you’ll let me. Far as I’m concerned, I don’t want another man fucking you, and I sure as fuck don’t want another man playing daddy to my child. But, I also know that it’s your decision.”

Need bloomed inside of me. “Mmm, Granddaddy. Those words are music to my ears. And as far as I’m concerned, no other man shall come near me as long as I have you.”

The smile he gave me said it all. He stayed at my apartment for several more hours and helped me clean up. Then we sat on my balcony and watched the sun set over the trees. When he left, he said he was going to stop over and see Carla, try to talk to her and explain things.

“Tell her I love her, and I’m sorry?”

Granddaddy kissed me on the forehead. “I will, babygirl.”

The next week went by in a flurry. I didn’t talk to Carla, but I did see Granddaddy every day. He came over and took me out to dinner, helped me get a few more boxes unpacked, then he took me shopping for some new winter clothes. And while we were out, I stopped at the drug store to pick up a pregnancy test, just so I’d have one on hand when I was ready to use it.

I worried I might be getting ahead of myself. What if I couldn’t get pregnant? Or what if Granddaddy was too old and his sperm weren’t as strong as he thought?

I told myself I was being ridiculous. And as the week came to a close, I woke up on the day I was supposed to start my period, walked straight to the bathroom, opened up the pregnancy test, and put it to use. It was one of those “early detectors” with results in two minutes or less. And my palms started sweating the minute I set it aside to wait out the clock.

Instead of staring at it, I went back to my room to get dressed and heard Granddaddy come through the front door. I barely had time to pull a shirt over my head before walking out there in just a pair of panties. He was setting some bagels on the counter, and at first he looked me up and down, but then the moment he spotted my face, he could tell something was up.

“Babygirl, why do you look like you’ve seen a ghost?”

I wrapped my arms around his waist. “I just took a pregnancy test.”

“You did?” he asked, cupping my face. “Well? Are you going to keep me in suspense?”

“I haven’t looked yet. I literally just took it.”

He chuckled and took me by the hand, leading me back to the master bath. He paused in front of the door. “Would you like for me to check it?”

I covered my mouth and nodded, feeling like my heart would beat right out of my chest. Granddaddy disappeared for a few seconds, then came out holding the white stick, grinning ear to ear.

The two pink lines were impossible to miss, the second line appearing three or four shades darker than the control.

“Oh my god,” I whispered, moving a hand to my stomach and feeling true joy for the first time in a long time.

“If there is such a thing as really pregnant, you’re it.”

I thought I would burst into a million little bubbles when Granddaddy pulled me into his arms. “I’m so excited, Granddaddy.”

“Oh, baby, me too. In more ways than one.” His erection pulsed several times, grabbing my attention and sending lust humming through my veins.

What a time to be turned on…

“Are you trying to drop a hint here?” I asked, palming his cock through his pants and feeling it flinch several times.

His hands grabbed my ass and he pulled me to him. “This is more than a hint, baby. Knowing you’re pregnant with my baby makes me hard as a fucking rock.” He growled as he began kissing my neck, pushing his greedy hands up my shirt.

God, I never would have guessed he’d want me more once I became pregnant. But Granddaddy was showing signs of just that.

“Maybe if I fuck you again right now we can try for twins,” he gritted out, pinching my nipples teasingly.

“Are you trying to give me a stroke?” I laughed.

But when he spun me around and pulled my panties down, I knew he was not joking. He gently nudged me face-down on the bed and gripped my hips, pulling my ass up in the air. And he plunged inside of me in one swift move.

All the air left my lungs as he began fucking me. But he wasn’t rough. Granddaddy was gentle, as if he was afraid of hurting the baby. I felt him grind hard in circles, and the sensations that rippled through me made my entire body shudder through an orgasm.

“Granddaddy … oh god…” I moaned.

“I hope you weren’t expecting a break from the sex, now that your belly is seeded, babygirl.”

I huffed as he bucked his hips, feeling his steely erection grow hot.

“N-no,” I muttered, my nipples tingling and my clit throbbing.

“Good,” he growled.

And when he filled me up this time, I knew it wasn’t with an intent to get me pregnant.

It was to lay his claim to me.

And I knew this was the real beginning of us.


#3 Creamy Temptation

Description

I’m four months pregnant and just starting to show. And I’ve never felt more beautiful in my life. But then my breasts start leaking milk prematurely, and I’m terrified that Big Mac won’t find me desirable once he gets back from his business trip. The way he responds shocks me beyond words!

***

“When will you be back in town?”

“Day after tomorrow, babygirl. And damn, I can’t wait to see you, lay my hands on you.” Big Mac’s voice went all deep and surly, and it made me shiver with lust.

“I can’t wait to see you too. I’m starting to show, and I bought my first maternity shirt the other day.”

“Mmmm, you’re making me hard.”

My best friend’s Granddaddy Mac—who I was proud to say was the father of my unborn child—had left for Toronto several weeks ago for his job, and while he was gone, there had been a few changes to my body. Now four months along, I was just starting to get a little bulge in my tummy, and it really gave me a confidence boost. Granddaddy loved the sight of a pregnant woman.

I’d sent him a few selfies, but I was waiting for him to get back home for the big reveal. “I can send you a picture of my belly if you’d like.”

“It’s okay, baby. I want to see you in person. I haven’t stroked my dick in a week, and I know once I look at those curves, I’ll pop on the spot.”

“I hope you pop inside of me,” I purred, rubbing my stomach as that throb grew between my legs.

“Janey, I’ll make sure I pop inside of you, several times. Don’t you worry.”

I smiled and ended the call, then made my way to the nursery to fold the few baby blankets I’d bought and washed. Next week was my monthly appointment with the obstetrician, one of the most important ones where we’d find out if I was having a boy or girl. And all my friends at work had been asking me where I was registered.

Once Carla got used to the idea of me starting a family with her sexy as hell grandfather, she apologized for her outburst at my dinner, and we had patched things over pretty fast. I understood how weird it was. I was eighteen and her granddaddy was much, much older. But she and her mom seemed to be okay with it. I was also starting to suspect she might be planning a surprise baby shower. I was so excited about the life my direction was taking.

But I missed Granddaddy Mac so much. I couldn’t wait for him to come home so we could cuddle and fuck. He spent the night with me several days a week and our time together was always special.

Now that my early pregnancy hormones had settled down, and I was showing, I’d started feeling sexy, and my libido was higher than ever. So the last two weeks of going without had been hard for me. For the both of us really.

The day he was scheduled to come home was my half day at work, so I woke up in the best of moods. But I noticed my nipples were extra tingly. And maybe a little more sore than usual. That afternoon, I hopped in the shower, and while scrubbing my breasts, I noticed they had gotten a bit bigger. Well, that wasn’t so weird. Not with the weight I’d gained. I mean, my boobs should be bigger.

But upon further inspection, it was clear that not only had my breasts grown in size …. so had my nipples. They were big and puffy and had turned several shades darker. Little bumps pimpled the toffee colored flesh, and to my utter shock, a small white bead appeared at the tip.

I gasped and brushed it away with my finger, bringing it to my mouth for a taste. Oh god, it was so sweet and creamy. But something wasn’t right. It was way too early for me to be lactating. Like, five months early. I’d been reading all the pregnancy books, and none of them warned me of this.

Everything I read said that with your first pregnancy, your milk would come in after the baby was born.

Shit. What would Granddaddy Mac have to say about this?

He would be horrified. That’s what he’d have to say. I rushed through my shower, keeping my fingers crossed that it was just a fluke, that by the time Granddaddy got here, I wouldn’t be leaking.

But that turned out to be wishful thinking.

I toweled off and got a notification that his flight landed early.

He’d be here in less than 30 minutes!

I slipped into a pair of new thong panties I’d bought at a local lingerie store, one that would accentuate my new curves. Then I pulled the bra out of my top drawer, wondering if I should even bother. If I was leaking milk, it would soak through and saturate my shirt.

Maybe I could tuck something in the bra to absorb what was leaking, like a tissue? No, that wouldn’t work. He’d see it as soon as the bra came off.

This was futile. Granddaddy would find out I was lactating tonight. And there wasn’t a damn thing I could do about it.

I looked down at my breasts and I swear they had grown since showering. This was ridiculous. I cupped them in my hands and squeezed them, giving a soft pinch with my fingers. The sensation sent a bolt of pleasure through me, burning like heat between my legs.

Oh god. That was …  nice.

I squeezed them again, this time watching for the milk. It pulsed out, several droplets streaming down the lower portion of my areola.

I swiped it away again and sucked the liquid from my finger, closing my eyes to revel in the sweet flavor. And then I heard the front door open, and it snapped me back to reality.

“Janey? Where is my sexy girl hiding?”

I let out a gasp and saw my satin robe lying on the bed, picking it up and quickly pulling it around my shoulders. I didn’t want him to see me like this. Not until I had a chance to explain.

“In here, Granddaddy Mac!”

Seconds later, he appeared in the doorway to my room, and all my fears melted away. Decked out in nice business slacks, a dress shirt and tie, and sleek, shiny shoes, Granddaddy was dressed to the nines. He also looked freshly shaved, which really showed off the chiseled features of his face.

“Oh my,” he muttered, dragging his gaze up and down my body. “Looks like I got here just in time. Were you about to get in the shower?”

“No, Granddaddy. I’ve already showered. I missed you so much.” I walked his way, throwing my arms around his neck.

“God, I missed you too.” He groaned into my ear and held me close. His huge, meaty body felt so good against mine, even the way my swollen belly bulge pushed against his crotch.

“You’re dressed nicely.”

He smiled at me and touched the side of my face. “Thank you. I had a late afternoon meeting, right before my flight. I came straight here from the airport.”

I bit my lip and ran a finger down the front of his strong chest. “Have I mentioned I have a thing for men in suits?”

Granddaddy cupped my ass and squeezed. “Have I mentioned I have a thing for sexy little pregnant girls who like to suck their Granddaddy’s dick?”

Heat rippled through my body. God, Granddaddy was so good at saying the sexiest, dirtiest things to turn me on. “You may have mentioned it.”

He smirked, then came in for a kiss. I eagerly parted my lips, playfully letting my tongue dance with his and feeling my panties become wet with desire. His cock bumped against me, and I leaned into it, wanting to feel more of that thumpy meat of his.

He ran his hands up my lower back, dragging the robe with him. “Baby, as much as I love the way this feels, can you take it off and let me see this sexy new body of yours?”

I stepped back and nervously licked my lips. “I can, but …”

“But what, baby?” Granddaddy’s hands roamed inside the opening of my robe, making my flesh tingle with lust. And as much as it turned me on, I was having too many worried thoughts about my leaking tits.

“There’s something you should know about. A little … change since we last spoke.”

“I like change,” he growled, parting the robe and taking in my bulging belly.

“Well, this is a different change than the one we discussed last night.”

He slid the sleeves over my shoulders and licked his lips. Cool air nipped at my breasts, and I couldn’t tell if I was leaking, but I definitely felt the heaviness of the cream in my swollen mounds.

“Baby, you look amazing.” He looked into my eyes as he cupped my breasts. “Seriously. I can’t wait until you get even bigger and those tits of yours fill up with milk.”

I was shocked. “R-really? You … want to see that?”

“See them titties of yours get all nice and creamy? Fuck yes.” He groped my mounds and brushed his fingers over my nipples, making them prick into hard pebbles.

His mouth moved to mine once again, and he kissed me with a renewed hunger as he toyed with my breasts. My heart raced and I reached down between his legs, rubbing his erection that was growing by the second. Granddaddy’s lips moved to my neck where he dragged his tongue over my flesh.

“Well, Granddaddy … you’re in luck, then.”

“Why, punkin’?”

I let the robe slip completely down and took a few steps back. Holding my breasts in my hands and noticing that they even felt bigger, I watched Granddaddy’s face burn with hunger. “I’m lactating now. A little early.”

“Oh fuck.” Granddaddy lifted me off the floor and set me on top of my dresser. I parted my legs and leaned back as he licked his lips.

When I glanced down, I saw a white bead form on the end of my nipple, and then another one just like it formed on the other side. “If you like creamy titties, now’s the time to show me just how much.”

“My god, baby. When did this happen?” He asked, brushing the sides of my breasts with the backs of his hands.

“I just noticed it this morning. I was afraid you’d be disgusted.” Confusion washed over his face, and I grabbed his tie, pulling him toward me. “But you’re telling me … this turns you on?”

“More than you could ever know,” he growled, planting his hands on the back of my ass. “After all, would I be doing this if I were disgusted?”

I thought I knew this man a little better than I did. But clearly I was wrong. Granddaddy Mac bent forward and used his tongue to drive me wild. He flicked the surface of my nipple, causing my clit to quiver and throb in response.

I slid my hands over his broad shoulders, feeling how big and muscular he was. He let out a groan and latched onto my tingly nipple and began to suck while wrapping his big arms around me.

His hand kneaded my other breast, and I released a breathy moan. “Oh Granddaddy. Suck my milky titty just like that. Oh god, you feel so good…”

His sucking became more forceful as he growled against my flesh, squeezing my breast and flicking his tongue along the hard surface of my leaking bud. I’d never had such sensitive tits. Like, ever. But now, it seemed as if every nerve cell in my body was channeled right to my buds.

And it was deliciously overwhelming, and I didn’t mind a bit.

I especially didn’t mind when he slid a finger inside my panties and over my swollen lips. I huffed as he penetrated me while tugging on my nipple. It felt like my body was lit on fire, and I did my best to rock my hips while Granddaddy fingered me.

I grabbed onto his tie and wrapped it around my fist, raising my ass off the hard surface as Granddaddy found my g-spot. And when I came, flashes of heat rippled over my flesh.

Granddaddy moaned as my walls clenched around his fingers, and he moved his thumb to my clit, softly massaging it and forcing my legs to quiver. I felt his tongue rolling over my nipple, like he was trying to coax out more milk. And it made electric sparks dance all around my tits.

“Janey, your milk tastes so fucking delicious, just like honey.”

“You’re welcome to it anytime, Big Mac.”

“I’ll take you up on that.” He smiled at me and kissed me once again, keeping his finger on my clit that was still bouncing up and down. My heart quickened, and I was acutely aware of how thirsty I’d become. I remember reading that happens when nursing, and I knew just what I wanted to drink.

Hooking my arms and legs around him, I pressed my body against his, and Granddaddy slid me off the dresser. Now that he’d had a drink from my fountain so to speak, I’d like to drink from his. “Now, where is that cock of yours that needs sucking, hmm?”

Granddaddy growled and fisted my hair as my feet hit the floor. “Damn, I like an assertive woman who knows what she wants.”

“I always want you and that cock of yours. You ought to know that by now.”

“I do, baby. I do.”

I tugged his tie loose and he undid his belt. Then we switched and I unbuttoned his pants, feeling his cock nudge against my hand as he worked his shirt loose. When his slacks fell to the floor, I dropped to my knees and hooked my fingers in his tighty whities, angling my gaze up at him and admiring his strong chest and handsome jawline.

“Forgive me if I can’t hold back, darlin.’ Like I said, it’s been a while since I rubbed one out.”

I ran my tongue over my lips, eager to taste him. “You can cum as quickly or as slowly as you want, Granddaddy. As long as you enjoy yourself, that’s all that matters.”

“Mm, that’s my sweetheart.”

He fisted my hair and groaned as I dragged my tongue over the outline of his cock, with the white cotton tightly hugging his length. I noticed the little wet spot that had appeared at the tip, and I wrapped my lips around the area and sucked softly, forcing Granddaddy to release a guttural moan.

“Well, fuck, baby. You’re about to make me cum inside my underwear.”

I felt a burst of milk dribble from my buds, and my clit twitched in response to his words. I loved that he got so turned on by me that he could cum so easily. I felt the same way about him.

But I was really enjoying this little tease. So, I folded the waist of his underwear down, just enough to reveal the head of his cock, and I swirled my tongue all over it, tasting the little pulses of pre-cum that oozed out.

“Mmm … daaammmmnnnn…” Granddaddy growled, tugging tighter on my hair.

I smiled and exposed a little more of his length, then licked every inch of his steely flesh that I could see, enjoying his moans of pleasure above me. Every few seconds, a bead of pre-cum would form at the tip, and I’d lick it away while staring up at him.

I think I got greedy before he did because I couldn’t wait to drink him down and ended up pulling his underwear all the way down his legs, gripping the base of his thick shaft, and taking him in my mouth.

I felt his length bob several times, then turn to steel as his fingers tightened in my hair.

“Fuuuuuuuck,” he groaned.

I bobbed my head, sucking hard while toying with his balls that felt so heavy in my hands. I tasted his delicious fluid, felt how thick and salty it was against the roof of my mouth.

Granddaddy’s breathing was so hard as he rutted his hips a few times, forcing the head of his shaft to the back of my throat. I used my tongue to move along the underside of his length, feeling the pulse in his veins and the heat of his erection.

“Damn, baby. I’m about to cum so fucking hard…”

I purred and fondled his sac again, feeling the weight of them in my palms right before they drew up close to his body. And when his length turned to steel and a rumble came up his throat, I prepared myself for his delicious cum.

He pushed himself deep once again and his cock gave a few hard twitches. Then his warm liquid pulsed down my throat, and I gulped it all down. With each swallow, I felt a trickle down my breasts, and when I reached up, I felt several trails of liquid down the front of my belly.

God, I was leaking breastmilk in response to sucking Granddaddy Mac’s cock.

His voice was nothing but guttural groans as he pulsed out several hard bursts of his seed. And I squeezed the base of his shaft, moving back to suck on just the tip and catch what was left and swirling it around inside my mouth.

“It’s always so hard for me to hold back cumming in that sexy, warm mouth of yours, my angel.”

“Good to know,” I answered, before placing a kiss right over the slit of his shaft. “And by the way, I’m still leaking milk.”

His hands cupped underneath my arms to pull me swiftly from the floor, and then he cupped my ass. I ran my hands up his chest as he kissed me again then moved me to the bed where he gently laid me down.

Granddaddy would be careful not to be rough with me, especially since I was starting to show. I was a little bummed about that, but I also understood that he wanted to treat me with kid gloves.

I watched him lick his lips hungrily as he straddled me and began to knead my breasts, forcing another trickle of cream from my nipples. Leaning down, he took one in his mouth and suckled, making my little clitty start to swell and ache.

Granddaddy moved back and forth between my breasts, tugging out what he could while muttering how delicious I tasted. I reached down and gripped his length of steel, stroking it up and down and rolling my finger over the slit to smear around the little bit of pre-cum.

That seemed to drive him crazy as he began pumping his lips and sucking on my titties even harder than before.

With a growl, he laid down next to me and pulled me on top of him. My pussy was dripping to slide down his thick cock, feel him penetrate me and fuck me until I came again.

His strong hands squeezed my ass cheeks as I held myself over him, straddling his waist. Milk dribbled from my breasts and dropped to his chest, which caused his eyes to flash with lust.

“Get down here and let me suck on those jugs while I fuck you, sweetheart.”

“Anything you want, Granddaddy.” I lowered myself until my tits were swaying over his lips. With a masculine growl, he flicked his tongue over my leaking buds, stimulating them and making my pussy drip even more.

I felt his cock nudge at the entrance to my pussy, and he held me steady while pushing inside of me. I was so wet and so tight, I knew he’d nut fast. Not that I minded. He’d probably nut and keep going with the way we were so hard up for each other.

I closed my eyes and felt him suck on my breasts, spending equal time on each one while he moved deeper inside of me. I began to move my hips in time with him, until I felt my clit rub along the base of his steely shaft.

And then that sharp tingle ripped through me as I came, my body shuddering as Granddaddy moaned against my chest.

“Cum for me, sweet baby. Let me feel that pussy milking my cock.”

“Yes, Granddaddy … yessss….” I huffed and bucked my hips a few times, feeling some fluid leak out of my pussy. I could imagine it coating Granddaddy’s balls, and I wondered if he could feel me covering him in my desire.

My pussy contracted hard a few times, and I rolled my ass in a circle, trying to make my orgasm last when Granddaddy’s dick turned rock hard and burst inside of me.

He released a loud roar and pressed my tits together hard, sucking on both nipples at once and making me tingle all over. Rutting deep as he spurted his creamy load inside my belly, Granddaddy was filling me up.

I worked my pussy up and down his length, feeling greedy to get as much of his seed as I could. And I’m pretty sure I got enough to last us both a while.

As we lay together, he played with my hair and kept moving his hand over my tummy.

“You really like the way I look, Granddaddy?” I don’t know why I asked. Clearly he was mega turned on by my appearance.

“Oh, sweet pea. I adore the way you look. And the way you love me.”

He pushed up on one arm and leaned over to tongue kiss me. And warmth flooded my chest. “Okay. Sorry, I might feel a little insecure here and there.”

“No reason for you to, babygirl. You’re the most beautiful girl in the world to me.” He cupped the side of my face and smiled at me.

I brushed a few fingers over his sexy lips. “Thank you, Granddaddy. You mean the world to me.”

“I can feel it. And when this little baby is born,” he said, rubbing my belly with his hand, “I’ll love you even more.”

I couldn’t argue with that.


#4 Triple Temptation

Description

When we discover that I’m carrying triplets, we can hardly contain our excitement. But then word gets around, and we’re invited to participate in a study that measures Big Mac’s virility. And the hot, older, incredibly sexy female doctor invites us to her home for a little “hands-on” experimentation—one that drives Mac crazy as he’s forced to watch the two of us together.

***

I rubbed my stomach as I lay on the exam table, still trying to absorb the news.

“I’m sorry. Did you say … triplets?” Big Mac said, lifting his brow in question and fear.

I heard the obstetrician loud and clear. And, I could see all three of them on the monitor.

“I did. Surprise. You’re having three girls. Fraternal triplets,” Dr. Sodder smiled as she put the ultrasound wand back in place. My heart was beating like crazy. And Big Mac squeezed my hand.

“Oh my god,” I heard him mutter under his breath.

I just lay there with my mouth draped open, trying to picture what my life would look like in four months.

“The best things always come in threes. I can tell you from experience,” Dr. Sodder added, walking to the sink to wash her hands.

“You have triplets too?”

“Yes. My boys keep me busy, but I wouldn’t trade them for anything in the world. The both of you are … rather fertile. And you,” she added, nodding at Mac. “You must have some seriously mobile sperm. I know grown men who would pay to be as virile as you.”

Big Mac flashed me a look, and I knew what he was thinking. Those supplements he took five months ago … that’s what got me in this whole “triplet” predicament. Then again, I had popped out three eggs at a time, so I guess I was really the one to blame.

My best friend’s grandfather—who was now my greatest love—had knocked me up with three little bundles of joy.

“I’ll give you two a minute,” Dr. Sodder said, leaving us alone in the room.

“We’re going to have three babies, Mac. Three.” I’d stopped calling Big Mac “Granddaddy” a few weeks ago because I didn’t think it would be good for the baby to hear me calling him that. Now, there were three babies to worry about.

“I know,” he whispered. But ever so slowly, a smile appeared on his face, and I couldn’t help but smile back. He leaned down and kissed me so softly I found myself melting into happiness.

Three would be a challenge. And as Dr. Sodder explained after I got dressed, there were a few risks I needed to prepare myself for. But she had a lot of experience with multiple births. And since I was 19 years old now, and was in great health, she wasn’t worried for the most part.

My biggest concern—and I brought this up once we got back to my apartment—was money.

Three babies would be expensive.

“We’ll get you moved in with me right away, babygirl. I’ve been meaning to mention it, but I’ve been holding back because I know how much you like having your own place. But you’re going to need me around more. And throwing money away on rent while I have a house is just silly.”

I sighed and walked to the nursery I’d already started decorating. I had a bassinet and a changing table so far. I thought about Big Mac’s house, and the fact that he had three extra rooms and a nice, big back yard. Plenty big enough for a swing set and outdoor toys. He was right. As proud as I was for getting a place on my own, it was unreasonable for me to live alone as a single mom with three on the way.

I felt his arm go around my waist, and I turned to face him. He leaned down and pressed his lips to mine. “What do you say, sweetheart? Will you move in with me?”

I felt tears of joy burning the corners of my eyes, and I gave a quick nod.

Big Mac had to go back to work, but he said he’d talk with the apartment manager and explain my situation. Later that night after work, he came back to help me pack, and he said they would let me move without laying any fines on me.

“Wow, what did you say to them?” I asked, thinking it was awfully strange for them to let me out of my lease just like that. I figured they’d charge me something.

“Well,” he chuckled, wrapping newspaper around a plate. “It was more of what the office manager said.”

I spun to face him. “I’m listening.”

“I told her you were pregnant with triplets, and she gave me a funny look before asking if I was the father. I told her I was, and she asked me if I was interested in joining a study her girlfriend was running. Said if I participated, they’d waive the early lease termination fee. Apparently, they’re desperate for subjects.”

“What kind of study is it?”

“That’s the thing …” Mac rubbed his hands together, like he was suddenly nervous. “It’s a study on older men’s sperm count, and virility. Basically, they want me to submit some samples over the course of several weeks.”

“That’s it? Sounds easy enough.” Easy and fun. I could help him collect the samples.

“Yeah, it’s pretty easy … I guess …”

He sounded skeptical, and I was about to ask why. But his phone rang. “Oh, this is the woman running the study. I’ll be right back.”

Big Mac left the kitchen and walked down the hall, but I could hear him talking, and basically agreeing to everything this woman said. Then he added that he would be there tomorrow afternoon. I was nervous, like I had this weird feeling that maybe this wasn’t an actual study.

But I told myself I was being ridiculous.

Turns out I was half right. Sort of.

The next afternoon, Mac and I were sitting in the lobby of a clinic. He’d invited me, which made me feel better about everything.

“I appreciate you letting me be here,” I said, laying my head on his shoulder. “I like feeling included in your life.”

“Babygirl,” he said, pulling me close. “I wouldn’t want to do this without you.”

“Good. So, you still don’t know what all they want you to do?”

“The woman I spoke with on the phone said they wanted to get daily samples of my semen. And that they would explain the rest in person.”

I nodded, thinking to myself it was pretty hot that my best friend’s Granddaddy Mac was the kind of man they wanted sperm samples from.

When they called us to the back, we went inside a room where a woman was seated at a desk. She was dressed professionally in a lab coat but was also stunningly gorgeous with long, stark black hair, smart looking glasses, and a layer of lipstick that seemed to contradict the lab coat.

She introduced herself as Dr. Davis and shook our hands.

“Janey, Mr. McAlister, thanks so much for coming in.”

“Please, call me Mac. And it’s our pleasure,” he answered. “We’re both curious about what this is all about.”

She clasped her hands on the desk and slid her glasses off her face. “I’ll get right to the point then. We’re studying the fertility of men who are over the age of sixty and still have a relatively high sperm count. With your partner being pregnant, we assume that to be the case.”

“Oh, absolutely.” Big Mac leaned back in the seat, and I felt a little pride coming from him. “I haven’t had my sperm checked or anything, but as you can see my little guys know what they’re doing. She’s pregnant with fraternal triplets.”

Grandaddy reached over and put his hand on my tummy, and the doctor smiled. “Congratulations to both of you. Well, what we’d like to do is get an initial sample before beginning the study. And from there, we’ll subject you to erotic stimulation and see how that affects sperm count, mobility, volume, and a number of other factors.”

“Um, what exactly do you mean by ‘erotic stimulation’?” I asked, holding up a finger.

Dr. Davis took in a deep breath, and when she leaned back, her lab coat parted, exposing a very low-cut blouse. Mac’s eyes immediately dropped to her chest, and I felt the stirrings of jealousy.

“There are a number of different methods we employ. We’ll have you view pornographic movies or literature, whichever you prefer. We’ll also require you to submit yourself to stimulation without orgasm for a full twelve hours, then collect a sample once the 12 hours is up. We typically assign one of our female team members to take care of that for those who are single. But your partner here can do that for you, if she’s willing.”

“Oh, I’m willing to edge him all day,” I said giggling.

Suddenly, my panties were growing damp thinking about sexually tormenting Big Mac for a full twelve hours.

“Wonderful,” Dr. Davis replied, leaning forward and showing off her cleavage a little more. “Would you be able to give us a pre-sample right now, Mac?”

I reached over and squeezed his thigh, watching as his cock grew hard right then and there. He shifted in his seat, and I felt the heat coming from between his legs. “I think that could be arranged. If you have a private room Janey and I could go in.”

“You can use this room. I’ll just step outside.”

“Thank you.”

My pussy twitched a few times. Okay, this was new for me, but I was really turned on at the thought of Mac bending me over this doctor’s desk and fucking me good and hard, only to pull out right before cumming.

“Oh, and we need a clean sample, meaning it can’t be contaminated with saliva or vaginal secretions. So, you’ll have to use your hands, if that’s okay.”

“That’s fine. I can manage.” Mac gave me a hungry look, and I bit my lip, moving my hand to his hard-on through his jeans.

“Perfect. I’ll leave you alone now. You can use one of those sterile containers along the wall. And please, make sure to press the little green button on the desk when you get started, then press it again when you’re done so we know how long it takes.”

Oh fuck. They were going to time him? This was so hot. Hot beyond words.

Dr. Davis shut the door when she left. “Wow. They’re measuring your sexy beast factor.”

He chuckled and cupped the back of my head. “I wouldn’t be looking or feeling this sexy if it weren’t for you, babygirl. You make me young again.”

And with that, he pulled me in for a kiss, sneaking his tongue inside my mouth and making me come alive. I let my hand wander further to his crotch, feeling the bulge of his erection twitch against my fingers. He groaned into my mouth and I knew I needed to help him out fast.

“Are you ready to cum for the good doctor, Big Mac?”

“Mmm,” he growled, fisting my hair. “I’m ready to cum for my babygirl, that’s for sure. And I wouldn’t mind watching you cum for the good doctor.”

My body heated. I stood up and unzipped his jeans, getting more aroused by the second. “You want me to cum for her, or with her?”

Mac spread his legs as I popped loose the button on his jeans. “Well, fuck. Both, if I’m being honest.”

I thought about her full chest, and that long black hair, her glossy red lips and how they would feel against mine. And visualizing Big Mac watching us play together made the fantasy all the more hot.

“Why don’t you take your cock out and stroke it a few times while telling me what you’d like to watch.”

I grabbed one of the containers on the shelf and opened the plastic sleeve. I then twisted off the lid so it would be ready, then leaned back against Dr. Davis’s desk and pulled up my shirt, exposing my tits. They still leaked occasionally, and getting aroused always made them feel heavier.

Big Mac tugged his cock from his pants and nodded behind me. “Push the button, baby.”

I did as he asked, and watched his hand slowly start to glide over his steely cock while staring at my chest.

“Instead of being subjected to porn, I’d like to watch you two kiss, watch your sexy little tongue dart in and out of her mouth.”

My nipples tingled, and I gave them a soft pinch. “Mm-hmm … that’s sexy …”

“Yeahhhhh,” he groaned, squeezing the head of his shaft. “I’d like to watch her lick your sweet pussy, too. See that full belly of yours get tight right as you cum for her…”

I bit my lower lip and felt a small burst of liquid pulse from my nipples. “Oooh yes. And what if I wanted to lick her pussy, taste her feminine cream …”

Mac moved his fist to the root of his cock, and his head fell back. “Get the cup, baby,” he grunted. “I’m about to cum.”

Heat rippled over my flesh, and I would have enjoyed sliding a hand down the front of my leggings so I could enjoy a petite mort myself. But I had to help him get this sample.

I grabbed the plastic container and held it over the tip of his cock, pushing his hand out of the way so I could control the angle of his shot. I squeezed the base of his shaft, feeling the pulse of his veins as he deposited a hefty amount of semen inside the cup. Even I was taken aback, but granted, his cum was usually dumped inside of me, so I never got to see how much he normally made.

“Is this normal, Big Mac?”

He nodded and let out a heavy breath. “Oh yeah. That’s pretty standard.”

I flipped around and hit the red button, realizing I almost forgot. “That’s … a lot.”

I set the sample down on the empty shelf, and Dr. Davis walked back into the room just as Mac was tucking himself back inside his pants. She gave me a intrigued look as she sat down at her desk. “That was awfully fast. I’m impressed.”

“Thanks. You’d think I’ve been saving up for a while, but it doesn’t take long with this one.” Mac took my hand and I smiled.

Dr. Davis moved the tip of a pen inside her mouth and seductively chewed on the edge. “I can see that there’s a lot of chemistry there. What do you think of coming on board and being part of the study, Janey?”

I pointed at myself. “You want me?”

She nodded, then removed her lab coat, which forced her breasts to be pushed forward and over the top of her shirt. “Yes. I couldn’t help but hear what you two talked about while you were gathering the sample.”

My hand instinctively went to cover my mouth, and I felt my face grow hot from embarrassment. “Oh god, I’m sorry. We were just—”

Dr. Davis laughed softly and waved her hands back and forth. “No need to feel embarrassed, Janey. Actually, I think it might be good for me to get a little more ‘hands-on’ involved with this study. And what better way than to have fun with one of my sexy little participants.”

Mac’s hand moved to my lap, and he gently squeezed my thigh. I could tell he was getting aroused again, and with the way my little pussy was soaking my panties, I was obviously having the same reaction.

“I couldn’t agree more,” Mac said, his voice sounding husky. “When do we do this?”

Dr. Davis tapped away at her keyboard and pulled up a calendar, then started scribbling something on a piece of paper. “I’ll cancel my appointments for tomorrow. Meet me at this address at 9 am. We’ll make it an all-day thing.”

“So, does that mean …?”

“Yes, that means that you will be edging all day while your lovely pregnant girlfriend and I have a little fun. Feel free to orgasm all you like tonight. Because by tomorrow evening, your balls will be heavier than a pair of boulders at the bottom of the ocean.”

My pussy clenched tight, and I saw him flinch out of the corner of my eye. But when I looked his way, I could see that he was getting hard again.

“Oh, and by the way,” she added, “I know you came here at the suggestion of my girlfriend, but rest assured, we will be paying you for your time and your samples.”

“Thank you, Dr. Davis. We’ll see you tomorrow.”

I had to nudge Big Mac to get him to leave. And the doctor gave me a sensual wink as we left, and I tingled all over. I’d always been slightly attracted to women but I’d never been with one. Now, I was going to spend twelve hours being sexually intimate with an older, sexy woman who was basically my dream girl: smart, hefty, gorgeous hair and lips, and had a successful career.

That night, we put packing up the apartment on hold. I was paid up through the end of the month anyways. And we were both so turned on by this study we could hardly focus on what to put in which box.

He finally pulled me to the bedroom and undressed me while French kissing me, moaning about how much he wanted to fuck me. I let him devour me with his mouth, feeling his lust for me with every lick and kiss.

After I came, I pulled him inside my mouth and he came almost right away. We cuddled in bed after that, discussing what the next day would be like.

“Do you think you can handle twelve hours of edging?”

“I’m about to find out.”

I smiled and fell asleep in his arms, waking up several times during the night with a wet and aching pussy.

When we got to the address Dr. Davis gave us, we were both shocked at how nice it was. Tall marble columns lined the front of the home, and we could see the swimming pool in the back yard.

Dr. Davis answered the door in a bathing suit and a sheer wrap that took our breath away.

“Hot damn,” Mac said.

I wasn’t even jealous when he said that because I was thinking it. Plus, Dr. Davis was looking straight at me.

“Hello, beautiful,” she said, kissing me on the cheek. “Mac.”

“Hi there, Doctor. Nice place you have here.”

“Thank you. It’s my vacation home. Sometimes I come here to relax when I don’t feel like going to the trouble of leaving town. Why don’t you come inside and get comfortable.” She spun around, showing off the thong part of her bathing suit. Damn, she had a nice ass. Full and round, and jiggly as she walked.

I’m sure Mac was checking it out, too. It didn’t bother me, though. He slid his hand in mine, making me feel secure.

We followed Dr. Davis to a large sitting room, and she made us a few non-alcoholic beverages, then showed us her collection of paintings. It was just an ice-breaker, but it definitely helped settle my nerves.

When she took my drink from my hand and set it aside, I felt the first few flutters of nerves. Her fingers laced through my hair and I took in the scent of her perfume as she pulled me in for a kiss. Mac’s arm went around my waist as our tongues danced.

My pulse began to race, and this being my first kiss ever with another woman, I wasn’t expecting it to be so … delicious.

Mac moved behind me, and I felt his hands glide over my tummy, his mouth on my neck where he planted several kisses. Curious, I allowed my hands to wander over Dr. Davis’s curvy hips.

When she broke the kiss, she softly caressed my face as Mac cupped my heavy breasts.

“Why don’t we all go for a swim,” Dr. Davis said.

“I didn’t bring a bathing suit,” I said, rather sullenly.

She laughed. “Darling, you don’t need one.”

Mac and I followed her to the pool, and he helped me get undressed. I did the same, tugging his pants down and seeing that he was hard as steel.

He groaned as I stroked him, running a single hand up and down his chest. “How are you feeling?”

“Horny as fuck. But ready to be subjected to watching you two have a little fun.”

I bit my lip and spun around, catching Dr. Davis undoing her bikini top as I walked into the swimming pool completely naked.

Mac was right behind me, and Dr. Davis came to me right away, moving in for a kiss. Mac’s big, strong arms held me tight, and he pulled my back to his front as Dr. Davis’s tongue playfully danced with mine.

I teased her hard nipples as Mac’s hard cock softly probed my pussy, fucking me gently as Dr. Davis teased my clit.

“You can fuck her, but don’t forget the rules, Mac. You’re not supposed to orgasm until later.”

“Fuck. I know,” he groaned, squeezing my breasts, forcing out a little trail of milk.

“Oooh,” Dr. Davis purred. “I see you’re lactating early. Let me see those pretty little nipples.”

Mac held my tits out of the water, and Dr. Davis slathered her tongue over my buds, making them prick and tingle so hard I thought I would lose it.

“Oh yeah…” I moaned.

Feeling Mac’s thick cock fuck my tight, wet pussy while she gently began to suck on my leaking tits made me hot. She brushed her finger over my clit, and I had my first orgasm then and there.

“Oh Christ,” Mac moaned, thrusting deep inside of me and making me cum harder.

My walls squeezed his girth repeatedly, and I knew this would be a rough day if he didn’t work hard at holding back. Hell, it would be a rough day anyway.

“That’s the first orgasm of many, I hope,” Dr. Davis said, pressing her soft, full lips to mine.

Mac lightly pinched my nipples as she and I kissed, and he held my hips steady as he rutted deep a few times.

But then he slid out, saying he was about to cum.

“Maybe I’ll steal your pregnant girlfriend away for a quick snack,” Dr. Davis said, tugging me to the other end of the pool.

I giggled as she wrapped her arms around mine and cupped my ass. I fondled her tits, watching as Mac sat on the edge of the pool, his cock poking up at the sky as he watched us making out.

Dr. Davis cupped my ass and held me tight as she dragged her tongue over my neck, kissing me and rubbing her pussy against mine.

We played like that for a while as Mac watched, but eventually, her cheeks turned pink as she began to fondle my folds.

“Let’s get out of the water,” she purred. “I want to lick your pussy.”

“Mmm … okay …” I laid down on one of the lounge chairs as Mac sat in a chair next to us, pumping a fist up and down his length. I reached over and stroked it a few times, swirling my finger over the tip and feeling his slick pre-cum.

Dr. Davis parted my lips and licked the insides of them, teasing me by licking everywhere but my clit. My belly was big and round, and I couldn’t see what she was doing, but I could feel it, and oh how fucking good it was.

Mac moved his chair closer to me and slid his palm down my thigh as I continued to jerk his cock.

That urge started go grow in my core as her tongue danced over my clit. Mac kept moaning as he watched, moving his hand up and down my body and watching my reaction.

When I finally came, it was when Dr. Davis flicked her tongue rapidly across my tiny little bundle of nerves. Mac’s cock twitched in response, and I felt the smallest pulse of pre-cum as he growled soft and low.

His fingers wrapped around mine to stop me from jerking him off any further. I gave his dick a tight squeeze, feeling heat flush up and down my flesh as my clit danced up and down.

“Oh fuck … yesssssss,” I gritted out. Mac leaned down and kissed me during the tail end of my orgasm.

And it was the hottest kiss ever, feeling my pussy cum by another woman with his tongue in my mouth.

We had to take a break after that because Mac said his balls were heavy and he was afraid he’d pop. Since it was close to lunchtime, Dr. Davis said we could eat, but that it would be half an hour before her personal chef could have it ready.

Lunchtime was just the break we all needed. Because the afternoon was full of debauchery. Dr. Davis played music and she and I danced naked and seductively, then Mac joined in. But he kept his clothes on, making it an erotic experience.

Dr. Davis excused herself to the restroom, leaving me and Mac alone for several minutes. He pulled me to him, and I could feel his cock straining in his pants against my naked tummy.

“Goddamn, little girl. You turn me on so fucking much,” he groaned, fisting my hair and grabbing my ass.

“I live to turn you on, Big Mac.”

He chuckled and kissed me, and the next thing I knew, we were on the bed and I was on top of him, rubbing my wetness against his rigid cock.

Mac flicked his eyes in the direction of the bathroom and said, “As much fun as this is, I may have gotten in over my head.”

“Oh?”

I let my pussy sink down over his crown, and he groaned almost painfully. “God, you evil girl, you.”

I giggled, and just then Dr. Davis came out of the bathroom.

“Mm, looks like you two are having a bit of fun.”

“It is fun,” I cooed. “But I think if you and I double teamed this thick cock of his, it could be even more fun.”

Dr. Davis smiled, and I noticed Mac moving his eyes over her full tits. “Well, it’s been a while since I’ve sucked a fat one, but I wouldn’t mind contributing to some blue balls.”

“You heard her, Mac. Would you like the both of us to suck your dick?”

“Oh fuck,” he clipped out, locking his hands behind his head. “Would I ever.”

I didn’t mind sharing his dick with Dr. Davis. She was clearly mostly into women, if not exclusively. But I also knew that she was enjoying herself. And if she and I could team up together to make Mac’s balls even heavier, she was down with that.

“Let me sit up so I can watch both of your sexy little mouths work my cock.”

Mac moved to the edge of the bed and spread his legs, making enough room for me and the doctor. She gripped his wide base and angled him in my direction.

“Mmm, yes, babygirl. Show the doctor how much you love to suck me off.”

With a smile, I tugged his crown past my lips as the doctor held him steady for me. I bobbed my head, feeling him grow harder and harder as he moaned off and on.

I took a break and nodded at the doctor. “Your turn.”

She licked her sexy lips and dragged her tongue up and down the underside of his length. I watched his face morph into twisted pleasure, fondling his balls and feeling them twitch several times.

“Oh god,” he groaned as she swirled her tongue over his frenulum. Watching her please him made my pussy leak. I ran my hand over her backside, feeling the softness of her flesh.

She finally took him in her mouth, and I watched his cock disappear as she deep-throated him, forcing his head to fall back in ecstasy.

“Ahhh, shiiiit,” he moaned, slowly thrusting his hips.

She let him pop from her lips after several minutes, her saliva making his length glisten. I took over then, moving my lips up and down his steely length, feeling his veins throb like crazy.

His hand went to the back of my head, and the second that Dr. Davis toyed with his sack, he let out a groan. “Fuck. I don’t think I can hold back. It’s too much.”

My nipples tingled and I found myself making the same guttural sounds as Mac was. Dr. Davis held my hair up and I sucked his cock harder and faster.

“If you need to cum in her mouth, then do it. You’re obviously too virile for this study.”

With a heavy groan, Mac burst inside my mouth, his cum thick and earthy as it shot to the back of my throat. He grinded his hips up and down, pushing further and further each time, until his crown stretched my tonsils and I coughed him out.

After catching my breath, I looked up and saw that he was still hard as wood.

“I don’t think I’ve ever seen a man of your age get so hard and stay that way.”

Mac smiled proudly while I used my fingertips to tease the head of his shaft. “It’s a blessing and a curse.”

The three of us laughed, and I looked at Dr. Davis. “I hope we don’t have to leave since Mac has been disqualified from the study.”

She let out a sigh. “Absolutely not. I was hoping you’d stay for more fucking.”

“I think we can all agree that’s a good plan,” Mac said.

We did spend the rest of the day at her house, and aside from Dr. Davis double teaming on the blowjob again, Mac fucked me and only me.

But I got the opportunity to throw down on the doctor’s pussy and discovered that I’m pretty good at finding the g-spot and sucking clits. I think I made her cum six times, each one more intense than the last.

By the time Mac and I left her house, we were both sore and tired. We curled under the sheets at my apartment that night, holding one another and reveling in the day’s glow.

“Damn, that was fun watching you with another woman.”

“It was fun being with another woman,” I said, nuzzling against his chest.

“Those memories are gonna make me hard for a long time to come.”

“Really?” I asked, already feeling his cock bump into my tummy.

“Yes, really.”

I reached down and stroked him softly, hearing him grunt as pre-cum pulsed out.

“Fuck. What am I going to do with you?”

“Suck me until I cum, baby. It’s the only option right now.”

I giggled and slinked my way down under the sheets. And I made Big Mac cum again and again that night.

It was the first of several encounters with the doctor. And we had the time of our lives.

I thought I had done it all. But nothing could prepare me for the incredible surprise that would come months down the road.


#5 Erotic Temptation

Description

I’m 8 months pregnant and I don’t have much of a libido. But Big Mac drops a bomb of a surprise on me and pulls out all the stops to make sure I’m pampered. Even if that pampering includes one of his incredibly attractive friends. It’s just the thing my body craves…

***

I pulled into a parking space, right behind the giant blooming flower sign. Big Mac had messaged me earlier and asked me to come straight home after work so he could take me to dinner. But I was starving, so I asked him to meet me here instead.

The place was called Blooming Lotus, and I’d heard a few girls at work talking about it. It was a new high-end restaurant in town, and everyone’s husband had already taken them. I mentioned it in passing to Big Mac, and he decided he wanted us to eat here tonight. I was really looking forward to it.

I got out of my car, which seemed to take forever. Doing everything these days took forever with me being 8 months pregnant with triplets. Most days I felt like I would pop, and I wasn’t sleeping for shit. If nothing else, it was good practice for when the girls would be here. I was so excited to meet them, but also a little nervous about being a mom. I had a lot on my mind these days.

The main thing that weighed heavily on me was how my sex drive had plummeted during the last two weeks. Big Mac was always in the mood for sex—that was nothing new—but me? Well, I wanted nothing to do with it. And I was feeling guilty for not being as into it as he was.

When I walked inside the Blooming Lotus, Big Mac was sitting in a chair next to the entrance waiting for me, decked out in his business suit and tie. He stood and kissed me on the cheek. “Hello, beautiful. How was your day?”

I wrapped my arms around his big, teddybear-like body, and felt his heat radiate around me. “It was good. But I’m starving.”

“Let’s get you fed, then. The waitress has our table ready. Just follow me.”

The hostess smiled at us as we walked past, and I took in the romantic atmosphere of the place. It was dimly lit with candles on all the tables, and each one had a single lotus flower in full bloom, floating in a small bowl of water. Big Mac must have ordered appetizers because they showed up right as he pulled my chair out for me.

“Warm pita bread and hummus, and teriyaki wings,” the waitress said as she sat them down. “Enjoy.”

“Mmm, looks delicious, Mac.”

“Good. I wanted you to have something to snack on when you got here.”

The menu was small, but everything looked delicious. So once the waitress took our orders she left us alone. Mac took my hand across the table and looked lovingly in my eyes. I almost felt like I was forgetting an anniversary or something.

“Have I mentioned how gorgeous you look tonight?”

“Yes, you have,” I said, smiling his way. “And you look handsome yourself. Did you come from work too?”

He shook his head, and his dark gray eyes lit up in happiness. “I dressed up for you, babygirl.”

“I’m honored. I wish I could say the same but this dress was put on just for work.”

“It’s okay, sweetheart. To be honest, I’m just happy you feel up to eating out with me. I know you’ve had it rough lately.”

Mac stroked my fingers, his big, rough hand feeling warm against mine. “I know it’s been hard for you too. I don’t think I’ve been giving you the attention you deserve.”

“Baby,” he said, his voice low but loving. “Every day you give me your love, and that is all I will ever ask for. Plus, you’re bringing three little girls into the world soon. I want you to feel pampered every minute before they get here.”

Warmth bloomed inside of me. His love for me was unrelenting. That was clear. “I do feel pampered. And I adore you for going to all this trouble. I just hope that after the babies are born I feel a little more amorous. Because lately, it’s been ….” I released a heavy sigh.

And when I looked at Big Mac, I noticed his lips starting to pull apart. “That’s why I have something very special planned for you after dinner, babygirl.”

“You do?”

He nodded, holding my gaze with a sinful stare.

“Dare I ask what it is? Or are you going to make me wait?”

He chuckled. “Oh, I’m going to make you wait. But I promise it will be worth it.”

“I’ve no doubt that it will.”

Mac leaned back and reached inside his pocket. “But first, I have a little something for you.”

He set a velvet box on the table, then nudged it in my direction. My heart quickened, and I felt a little rush of excitement. “Uh, what is this?”

Big Mac was grinning so big, I think I knew the answer to that question. “Open it and find out, babygirl.”

With sweaty hands, I opened the box, and inside was a brilliant solitaire diamond that stole all the air from my lungs. I sucked in a quick breath and threw my hand over my face.

“Oh my god,” I said, my voice muffled. I pinched the band and pulled it from the sleeve, moving my eyes back and forth between Mac and the ring.

“Do you like it?”

I nodded, fighting the tears.

“Then will you do me the honor of becoming my wife?”

I nodded again, then blurted the magic word. “Yes. I mean, hell yes.”

Mac took the ring from my grip and slid it on my finger. I held it up to the light, blown away by how sparkly and clear it was. “I want to kiss you right now.”

Just then, Mac nodded to someone behind me, and music began to play from the speakers above us. He stood from his seat and helped me to a standing position. “Let’s dance and celebrate, baby.”

There was a little empty spot in the middle of the restaurant, and before I knew it, we were swaying to the rhythm. Mac cupped the back of my head and kissed me sweetly, no tongues, just several warm pecks to remind me of his love.

Several couples joined us, but I couldn’t stop staring into those gorgeous gray eyes of his and telling him how happy I was. “I can’t wait to be your wife. And to share our lives together.”

“It’s going to be the best life ever, babygirl.”

I laid my head against his chest. “Is this part of the surprise?”

“Nope.”

I looked back up at him. “I don’t know how you’re going to top that.” Maybe he had a secret party planned, with Carla and her mom. They would be so excited.

He wiggled his eyebrows. “I have my ways, trust me.”

I giggled, knowing that whatever he planned would be fun.

We ate dinner and dessert afterwards, and of course I kept glancing at my ring, wondering how Carla would feel about me being her … step grandma?

Okay, that made me laugh out loud.

“What’s so funny, darlin’?”

“Nothing.” I shook my head. “Just thinking about how often I’ll get to see my future step granddaughter, Carla. And my stepdaughter, Sandy.”

Mac burst into laughter, and it took us several minutes to shake that weirdness away. But once we left the restaurant, I was filled with excited jitters once again at my next surprise. Mac led me down the sidewalk, headed in the direction of a little coffee shop down the street. “I think we’re going the wrong way. I parked behind the restaurant.”

“We’re only going a few doors down.” Mac squeezed my ass, and it lit something inside of me on fire.

I couldn’t imagine what was down here that could possibly be a part of my surprise. But when he knocked on the door of a business named “Deep Heat Spa” I had a pretty good idea of what this was all about.

He was treating me to a spa day, and he was bringing me here to meet the owner and make the appointment. This was so sweet. He smiled in my direction, and I clutched his arm, smiling back.

“I know what you’re thinking, and you’re probably wrong.”

The smile faded from my lips. “What?”

“Just promise me you’ll keep an open mind, even if you’re hesitant at first.”

“Um, okay.”

Now I was truly curious.

A man opened the door, finally, and he shook Big Mac’s hand. He was younger than Mac by about twenty years, and incredibly handsome.

“How are you? Come in, come in.” He stepped aside for us, and I felt his gaze moving over me. I was normally nervous around extremely attractive men, but whoever this was made me feel … sexy.

Once inside, I immediately spotted the massage table in the corner. I wasn’t sure what I needed to keep an open mind about if this was a spa.

“Janey?”

“Hmm?” I darted my gaze at Mac.

“This is one of my good friends, Bruce. He owns Deep Heat, and he offered his services.”

“Services?” I lifted a brow, pretending to play dumb, and Bruce offered me a devilish smile.

“Have you ever had a full body massage?”

“No, I haven’t.”

He gestured toward the table. “Would you like one?”

“Of course I would. But I’m not sure how we’re going to do this seeing as I can’t exactly lie on my stomach.”

His mouth lifted in a smile again. “That’s okay. You won’t have to.”

Mac slid his arm around my waist, and I watched as Bruce made adjustments to the table. He pulled several arms out from underneath, then pressed a few buttons, causing the table to hum and bend, magically changing the shape of it into a cushioned recliner.

“Now you can sit comfortably, and let me work my magic.”

He cracked his knuckles, and I glanced at Mac with a smile. “You arranged this? For me to have a massage tonight?”

He kissed me on the cheek. “Yes, I did. Tonight is all about you, princess. And like I said, keep an open mind and … just do whatever feels comfortable. And good.”

I laughed and gave him a weird look. “If you say so.”

“Give me a kiss,” he growled, his deep voice hitting me right in my core.

He cupped my face and grabbed my ass again, and I could feel his erection. Damn. Big Mac was horny because I was getting a massage? Was that all it took to give him a hard-on? Just to let him pamper me? If so, that was incredibly sexy, and I was damn lucky.

“Now you go and enjoy your massage. I’m going to sit right here and watch.”

I brushed the side of his face and smiled at him again. “Thank you, Mac. I love you so much for this.”

“I love you too,” he growled before swatting me on the ass again.

I walked to the chair, and Bruce was setting out a bunch of oils on the table. He passed me a soft, satiny robe.

“You should put this on.”

“Oh, right.” There was an Oriental Screen right next to him, and I went behind that for privacy to change. When I came out, Bruce was shirtless, his chest dusted with hair, and his chiseled abs making my breath hitch in my throat.

I looked at Mac, and he was giving me a hungry stare. But he simply winked, giving his approval for me to be massaged by this sexy man. It didn’t occur to me at first that Mac was attempting to make me feel sexy. I just thought that maybe he was okay with Bruce whipping off his shirt. After all, maybe he does this for all his customers. But now I have to wonder …

“I don’t normally undress like this,” he said as I got comfortable in the chair.

“Oh. Really?” I asked, feeling my face blush.

He started massaging my feet with warm, oil-smoothed hands. “Really. I just hope you don’t mind. It’s rather warm tonight.”

I fought a smile. It wasn’t warm at all. And as his gaze moved to my stomach, I wondered if he had a thing for pregnant women. Mac had been insatiable, and I’d heard of men being sexually attracted to women like me.

Well, he could look all he wanted. But if he touched me in any inappropriate way, Mac would kick his ass.

I closed my eyes and relaxed further, feeling Bruce’s firm, masculine hands work their way up my calves, gently massaging my sore muscles and making me feel like I was melting like butter.

When he got to my thighs, he was careful not to go too high, but then I felt his hand part my robe, exposing my round stomach.

My eyes darted open, and he rubbed more oil in his hands before rubbing his palms softly over my taut flesh. “How’s this feel?” he asked.

I wouldn’t have expected to enjoy a massage over my baby bump. But it actually felt … “Wonderful. Just wonderful,” I told him.

He smiled at me, and I watched the muscles in his arms flex as he moved his hands wider, until his fingers were brushing the underside of my breasts. My flesh tingled, and I pretended not to notice, but then his other hand moved down the lower swell of my belly, brushing against that tuft of hair between my legs.

I stiffened a little, then assumed it was an accidental brush of the fingers. But then it happened again, and this time, when my eyes bolted open, Bruce was staring at my chest as it was now exposed, my silken robe pushed open and showing off my dark and hardened nipples.

Seriously. They were hard as pebbles, and all of a sudden, that switch went off inside of me. The one where my pussy started to ache and throb. I realized it had been weeks since I’d had an orgasm. Not that it was Mac’s fault. I simply hadn’t been in the mood to cum.

Mac had begged me almost daily to cum for him, but I was so … uptight. Now, my body craved it.

My pulse quickened as Bruce’s hand cupped the lower part of my heavy breast and softly squeezed them. “Sometimes a breast massage can really shake those relaxation hormones loose, make them run through you like hot syrup. Is that all right with you?”

I gulped and looked at Mac, and he stood from the chair. “She’d probably love a breast massage. Wouldn’t you, baby?”

Bruce’s fingers softly stroked my flesh and I bit my lip. “Yes. I … I think I would.”

Mac was next to me then, parting my robe all the way and leaning down to kiss me. “Let Bruce take care of you, baby. In every way that feels good.”

Mac’s tongue darted inside my mouth as Bruce’s fingers brushed across my hard nipples. I felt the cool drip of milk seeping from the tips, and it set my body ablaze. Mac groaned into my mouth as I whimpered, and when Bruce’s other hand swept over my pussy lips, my legs naturally parted, eager for more.

Mac caressed my bulging baby bump as Bruce stimulated one of my nipples while also spreading my pussy lips apart with his fingers. I felt my nectar dripping out, and my clit began to swell as he dipped inside my opening.

“Someone has gotten awfully wet from this massage,” Bruce said, slowly finger fucking me and making me breathless.

Mac broke the kiss and stood upright. “She just needed to relax is all. And maybe be reminded of how fucking beautiful and sexy she is.”

“She is beautiful, and incredibly sexy,” Bruce echoed, looking at my pussy as he pumped his finger in and out. “I wonder if she would mind me massaging her with my mouth.”

Mac looked me in the eyes, and I gave him a quick nod. “She’d be agreeable to it I imagine.”

Bruce quickly wheeled a chair over, setting it between my legs. I could see his erection. I couldn’t believe he was so turned on by me. But an erection of that size couldn’t be faked.

Mac slid off his dress pants, and his cock bounced several times. I gripped it in my hands, feeling it throb in response. I started to ask if he was sure he was okay with this. But I knew he wouldn’t do it if he weren’t.

And then Bruce’s hands were pushing my thighs apart, and his tongue was gliding over my swollen, dripping pussy.

Mac groaned as I tugged his cock, then he leaned down and began suckling on my nipple. Those familiar tingles spread through my tits, and I felt the release of milk, right as Bruce flicked my clit with the tip of his tongue.

“Mmmm,” I moaned, gripping Mac’s hair in my hand and thrusting my hips up and down.

My entire body hummed as I felt these two men’s mouths and tongues work me over. Bruce’s warm breath hit my pussy as he slid a finger inside of my walls, still flicking his tongue from side to side over my bundle of nerves.

I felt my legs shake as I came close to cumming. Then Mac’s big hand gripped my other heavy breast, softly pinching the nipples and forcing out a small trickle of milk.

I stroked his cock slowly, moving my fingers over the tip of his crown. Warm, sticky pre-cum oozed out, and I wiped it around the flared head, causing Mac to groan loudly.

“Fuck, it’s so good to see you turned on again, baby,” he whispered, then returned to sucking my tits.

“It’s good for me too, Mac.” He gripped my tits with a ferocity once again, paying attention to both sides, and pushing my breasts together until my nipples were inches apart.

I felt my body quake as Bruce sucked my clit past his lips. More milk trickled from my breasts, and Mac lapped it away with lightning speed, making me shiver with lust.

Bruce gripped the fleshy side of my hip, and I heard him groan, pushing several fingers deep inside of my warm, wet walls. As he curled those fingers upward, I could tell I wouldn’t be able to hold out much longer. I rocked my pelvis up and down as he massaged that incredibly sensitive spot, and all while nudging my clit with his tongue. He definitely knew how to use those fucking hands of his.

And it was all about to come to a head.

I quickened my handjob on Mac, feeling his veins bulge and throb. And when he kissed me hard and deep, Bruce flicked my clit in such a way that sent me toppling over the edge.

I came so hard I felt juices trickle from my pussy. I couldn’t help it. Having these men at both ends and feeling how hard Big Mac was just from allowing me to be aroused by another man was too much in the best of ways.

“Oh god!” I cried out, bucking my hips and feeling my uterine walls clench over and over. It was the most intense orgasm of my life. Heat rippled over my flesh in waves, and my belly thumped over and over as Bruce kept finger fucking me while I squirted and made a mess everywhere.

“Fuck,” Mac grunted, pulling my hand away from his cock. “I need to cum in that mouth of yours, princess.”

“Mmm, sounds like a good plan.”

Bruce stood up and tugged down his pants, and my jaw dropped at how beautiful his cock was. I didn’t normally say things like that. I loved Mac’s dick because it was big and hard and veiny. And he knew how to use it to make me cum hard.

But Bruce’s cock was similar. His balls weren’t hanging quite as low as Mac’s were, and the head didn’t flare quite as wide. But otherwise it was perfect.

He moved to the other side of me and adjusted the chair so that I was more upright. And I knew what was about to happen.

“You know, Mac, I wouldn’t mind having a nice warm place to dump my seed. I wonder if this sexy, pregnant girl could handle two cocks at once?” Bruce rubbed his palm over my tummy, and Mac pinched my nipples, making them spurt out a little milk.

“I’m sure my baby can not only handle it, but enjoy the fuck out of it too.”

With me sitting in a more upright position, I was now at the perfect height to take them both in my mouth. They stepped closer to the chair, their cocks bulging and pointing to the ceiling.

I couldn’t help but purr as I gripped them both, stroking their lengths and licking my lips. I squeezed their crowns, watching clear fluid bead at the tips. Then I licked Mac’s head, tasting the saltiness of his pre-cum.

He released a groan and moved his hips back and forth, fucking my hand and attempting to push his way in my mouth. I flashed him a teasing smirk, then moved to Bruce’s cock, slathering my tongue over the tip and rolling it around the flared crown.

He also groaned and fisted my hair. I decided to let him fuck my mouth first, but only because I thought Mac would enjoy watching it.

I tightened my fist around Mac’s girth and moved it up and down while I began to bob my head up and down. Bruce’s cock swelled inside my mouth and he grunted several times. I fondled his balls, and right as he turned to steel, I moved to Mac’s cock, tugging him into the warm, wet cavern of my throat.

My right hand was slick from handjobbing Bruce’s cock coated in my saliva, and it even made wet, sticky sounds as I jerked him. He reached down and brushed his thumb over my nipple, making me jolt in place.

I went back and forth, sucking Bruce’s cock, then sucking Mac. I wished there were some way I could suck them both at once but there was no way they would fit past my lips.

Mac came first, his cock pulsing as I flicked my tongue along the underside of his shaft. His balls heaved several times, and he stayed hard after shooting several hard bursts.

Bruce came seconds later, and I barely managed to gulp down his thick cream. He grunted and held my hair so tight as he thrust deep in my mouth, making sure his seed was deposited nice and deep.

I was breathless after, and if we had stopped there I would have been happy. But Mac, still hard as a rock, wanted to fuck me while lying down in the chair.

“If she’s ass up, I can fuck her too,” Bruce said, squirting some light oil over his shaft.

“Would you like that, baby?”

“Oh god yes.” My body hummed with pleasure as Mac sat in the chair. I got on top of him, my tits hanging over his face.

“Good. We’re going to stuff you silly, little girl.”

Mac slid inside of me, hands gripping my round globes. I felt the weight of my pregnant tummy, and it brushed against his abs. His lips went around my hard nipples, and he began to suck them softly as I felt Bruce get behind me and hold onto my waist.

His cock nudged at my ass, and it made me tremble. Could I handle them at the same time?

Mac gripped the back of my head and pulled me down for a kiss. He was eager but gentle, tonguing my mouth while driving his cock in and out of me. Meanwhile, Bruce pushed himself deeper in my forbidden hole, both men grunting their pleasure as they used me.

It was tight, and it hurt for just a brief moment. But once they were both inside of me, I was overcome with all these different sensations.

Mac’s hands slid down my back, and I felt my breasts brushing against his chest as he fucked me. Bruce’s thrusts quickened, and before I knew it, he was driving in and out of me so hard it forced me to squeal with pleasure.

It was like having a pile driver above and below, and it made my toes curl. I came after only several minutes, my ass and pussy clenching over and over. My head fell to Mac’s chest as they finished inside of me, and having two men fill me up in both holes at once was probably the most erotic thing I would ever experience.

And I owed it all to the father of my babies.

That night when we left, Bruce made us promise to come by if we ever wanted another threesome. He kissed me on the cheek and told me I was the sexiest woman he’d ever been with.

I didn’t know if that was true, but I accepted the compliment nonetheless.

“So what made you decide to do all that tonight?” I asked him later than night in bed, staring at my ring.

“I wanted it to be a night you’d always remember.”

“It will be that. But when we tell our daughters and grandkids about the night you proposed, we’ll have to keep that little massage story a secret.”

He chuckled. “Well, as long as you feel sexy and desirable again, my mission was accomplished.”

I pulled his hand to my stomach. “You’re going to make a great husband. And a great father.”

He kissed me softly on the lips. “That’s because you make everything in life fun.”

I smiled and hugged his neck, definitely feeling like the luckiest girl in the world.

The End


Greedy Granddaddy

Description:

My BFF’s hunky granddaddy is so greedy.

When it comes to women that is.

He insists on having at least three girlfriends at a time.

Well, I’m here to show him that all he needs is one young, hot, tight and innocent girl who’s willing to do whatever it takes to satisfy him.

***

“Thank you so much for housesitting, Dee. I’ll treat you when I get back.”

“No treat necessary. I’m happy to do it.”

“Okay, thanks. And don’t forget. Granddaddy is coming by tomorrow to drop off his tools for Daddy.”

“Got it.” I got a burst of excitement at hearing that, my nipples drawing up tighter than a shriveled grape that had been left in the burning sun.

Monica kissed me on the cheek before falling into the driver’s seat of her car. I waved goodbye as she backed out of her driveway, heading off to her month-long family vacation in the Hamptons. Her parents were already there, but Monica had to work, so she got a late start.

She’d asked me to housesit for her and her parents so I could water the plants, get the mail, and otherwise make the place look occupied. And I’d gladly agreed. They had a much nicer house than me.

Not only that, she told me that her Granddaddy Sam would probably stop by to check in on me, see if I needed anything.

I’d known Granddaddy Sam pretty much my whole life as Monica and I had been friends since preschool, And since he wasn’t my blood relative, I’d been crushing on him since I’d bloomed into puberty. He was older, big and beefy with tattoos and a long beard. And he rode a motorcycle and always gave me hugs when he came over and I was there.

I thought that crush would eventually pass. After all, he was forty years older than me. But then last year, I saw him out on a date with three other women. Monica told me that’s how he was. She’d overheard the arguments between him and her Daddy over the years about the fact that Sam was basically a big horndog; he needed lots of women to stay satisfied.

I don’t know why, but that did something to me. I bet my ovaries spurted out a whole dozen eggs when she told me that.

And that’s when I decided that I would show him what I knew was true.

That he only needed one girl, the right girl, to keep him satisfied. And that girl was me.

I turned 18 last month, and I was a proud virgin. Nothing, and I mean nothing, has ever been inside of me. I was saving that for Granddaddy Sam.

I had seen the outline of his cock in his jeans when those three women were sitting next to him, and I’d gotten so wet that night, thinking about something that big dipping deep inside of my womb.

Fuck. I’d been so jealous of all three of his dates, wondering if they got to fuck him at the same time. I couldn’t wait to have some of it.

Anyway, when Monica asked me to housesit, and that Granddaddy Sam wasn’t going on the family vacation this year because he didn’t want to leave any of his girlfriends behind, I realized it was time to make my move.

I spent all day at the salon yesterday, getting my highlights done, and my nails. And lastly, I’d had every inch of my body from the waist down waxed.

All I had to do was wait for his arrival.

As luck would have it, I didn’t have to wait as long as I originally thought. I had just cleaned up from dinner and pulled on my pajamas to settle in with a movie when I heard a truck pull into the driveway.

I peered out the window and Granddaddy Sam hopped out on the driver’s side. He walked to the back of the truck and started unloading several toolboxes, carrying them to the shed in the back yard.

I glanced down at my pajamas, wishing I’d picked something a little sexier than an oversized shirt to sleep in. Maybe I had time to change?

I darted to Monica’s room and whipped open the drawer where I’d stashed all my bikinis. I tossed three or four outfits aside before finding the one I wanted: a baby-doll pink bikini with thong bottoms. After snatching up a beach towel, I tugged open the French doors that led to their swimming pool out back.

Granddaddy Sam was carrying a large duffel bag and had a phone pressed to his ear. “I know, babe. I have one more stop to make, and then I have to go home to clean up. I should be over after that.”

I walked to the fence and leaned over as he finished his call. I wondered which one of the three he was talking to, deciding it didn’t matter. Whoever it was would be history by the time this night was over.

“Hey there!” I called out.

He spun around and lifted his eyes when he saw me. “Hey girl. How you doing?”

“Pretty good. Just housesitting. How are you?”

“Not bad, not bad. Monica said you would be here.” He tossed the canvas bag inside the open shed, then walked over to me. Damn, he looked so fine in his scruffy blue jeans and tight shirt that hugged his broad shoulders and rippled muscles. His beard had been trimmed a little but still came down to his upper chest, and his ice blue eyes cut right into me, making it hard to breathe.

“Yeah. It’s not a bad deal, with the pool and all. And having this big place to myself for a month will be nice. I won’t have to put up with my mom’s bitching.”

He chuckled and walked closer to me, drawing his eyes up and down my body. “You about to take a swim now?”

“Yeah. You should join me.”

“Oh, I wish I could. But I’ve got a prior commitment.”

I was standing by the gate door, so I pushed it open, and his eyes flicked to my curvy hips. There was very little cloth covering my skin. Even my top was a little on the small side, and I had some serious side-boob going on. The way he licked his lips just then made my pussy wet.

“One short little swim won’t take that long. Please? I hate swimming alone. I even got an extra towel. Let me show you.” I turned around so he could see my round tushy, and the stretchy fabric riding up the crack of my tight ass.

“Damn, girl. You trying to get me in trouble?”

I froze in place and tossed a look over my shoulder. “Course not. Though if you want to have a little fun, I am eighteen now. And that won’t get you in trouble.”

“Nah, hell no. Monica would tell my son, and that would land me in a world of shit.”

I curled a finger at him. “Don’t be such a party pooper. All I’m asking you to do is swim with me.”

“I gotta get home and shower. Really.”

Okay, I was about to get desperate. Granddaddy Sam was being too nice. I tugged on the tie to my bikini top and let it fall, and his lips formed into the shape of an ohhhh.

He rubbed his hands together and I pranced over to him, lifting his hands and putting them over my titties. “You can shower here after your swim, Granddaddy. I know you keep clothes here. So there’s no sense in arguing. Do you really want to walk away from this?”

He groped my breasts, staring down at them with those big, hunky blue eyes of his, and groaned. “Not really. But I’m not doing anything other than swim. You wanna swim topless, I can’t stop you.”

I shrugged. “Okie dokie.”

But I knew he would be doing a hell of a lot more than just swimming, and within the hour, too.

I sauntered over to the pool, feeling the flesh of my ass and hips jiggling. And I could feel Granddaddy staring hard.

And speaking of hard, I watched him take off his shirt and jeans, and even through his snug boxer briefs he had a hard-on that could erect a steel building.

My pussy started leaking when I saw his massive dick. I bit my lip, bouncing softly in the pool and feeling the water’s edge tease my already hard nipples.

When he walked to the steps and looked my way, I dragged my tongue over my lower lip, wanting like hell to suck on that massive dick.

I walked in his direction, keeping my upper half submerged for the most part, until I got close to him. I saw his eyes staring at my tits in the water, so I came up slightly, feeling the cool night’s breeze brush over them and make them even harder.

“I have to admit,” he said, dipping his head back to wet it. “It does feel awfully nice in here tonight.”

“Yes, it does. And you know what else feels nice?”

“Nope.” He splashed some water on his shoulders, and I bounced my way behind him.

“Getting on the back of a strong man and letting him carry you around in the water and pretend you’re trying to stay away from the sharks.”

He chuckled again and tossed me a look. “I remember doing that with you and Monica when you were younger.”

“Yep,” I ran a finger over his shoulder and along his neck. “Every time I’d come over for sleepovers during the summer.”

“Those were some fun times.”

“We could do it again,” I said, pressing my soft tits against his hard, rugged back. “For just a few minutes.”

I wrapped my arms over his shoulders, and nuzzled against his neck, feeling his beard tickle my face.

He breathed hard a few times and said, “Okay, but just for a few minutes. I can’t be late for my dates tonight.”

“Okay, Granddaddy.” I hooked my legs around his front, and immediately felt his hard cock bump against my ankles.

He let out a soft groan and grabbed onto them with his rough hands, pulling them down a little so I couldn’t feel it anymore.

I overcompensated by pressing my breasts harder into him as he darted around the pool, taking the corners as hard as he could and forcing the water to splash around us. I giggled, but then he slowed down, and I had slid around to his right side a little bit.

I felt his rib rub against that tiny bump between my legs, and I don’t know how or why it came out, but it did. “You know, Granddaddy. You could cancel your dates tonight, and just hang out with me.”

He ran a hand through his hair and pried my ankles off him. “Sugar, you know I can’t do that.”

I stood up and threw my hands on my hips. “And why the fuck not?”

He lifted a brow and glanced down at my breasts. “Because. Those are grown women I’m seeing. You’re just ….”

“Just what?”

After running a hand through his thick gray hair, he blew a hard breath out of his lips. “Damn it, you’re sexy as fucking hell. You’ve got a solid ten body that most any man would be stupid to turn down. But you’re just too damn young, Dee. I’m dating three women, and I sure as fuck don’t know if I can handle four. And for crying out loud, you’re my granddaughter’s best friend. Now I gotta get out of here and go shower up before I get myself in trouble.”

I pouted as I watched him get out of the pool. This was not going to plan, and I was hurt. How could he not at least want to fuck me?

I let him go inside, and I jumped out of the pool right after he closed the door. I wrapped a towel around my body, realizing I was going to have to up the ante and really lay into him. I didn’t care if he did have three girlfriends. He only needed one.

Me.

If only I could find a way to prove it to him.

I padded quietly upstairs with the towel wrapped around me, and I heard him start the water in the shower. He left the door cracked, though, and I had to wonder if he did that on purpose.

Come to think of it … why was he showering here at all? Did he want me to see him?

I pushed the door open a few inches and peeked inside, and I saw him there in the buff, his rock hard erection poking up at the ceiling as he held his hands under the stream of water for several seconds.

He then gripped the base of his shaft and began stroking. My mouth fell open and I got a tingling between my legs as he worked it faster and faster.

Granddaddy then leaned against the wall and dropped his head as he thrust all nine or ten inches of his shaft in and out of his fist, groaning louder and louder.

His glutes flexing and relaxing, and all I could think about was why was he doing that when he could have me?

I pushed the door open and pranced in the bathroom, letting my towel fall to the floor. My skin was still damp, and my nipples perked up when Granddaddy looked at them.

“Granddaddy, why would you waste your cum on a hand job when you could put it in my mouth?”

I knelt in front of him and took his cock in my hands. He released a growl and fisted my hair. “Damn it, girl. You know how bad I want to fuck that sweet mouth of yours?”

I smiled and shook my head. “Nope. But you can certainly show me now.”

“Don’t think I won’t.”

I wrapped my lips around his crown and started sucking just the tip like my life depended on it. I’d watched enough dirty videos to see how it was done.

“Aw shit, baby,” he groaned, using his fingers to squeeze the root of his cock, making the veins on it pop out. I trailed my tongue over them, feeling my pussy ache for him to fuck me.

He gripped my hair into a ponytail and started rutting his hips, pumping his thick dick all the way to the back of my throat. “I’d be a lying sonofabitch if I said I hadn’t thought about doing this recently.”

I purred then I cupped his heavy balls and bobbed my head faster, tasting the saltiness of his pre-cum as he fucked my mouth deeper.

“And let me tell you … Granddaddy isn’t like a lot of men my age. I have an unlimited amount of cum to give you, and I’ll still have some left over for my girlfriends.”

With that, he pushed the head past my tonsils. I felt his cock expand, then twitch as a glob of cum pulsed out.

I moaned and sucked it all down, while staring up into his sexy blue eyes, not even caring if I choked on it.

“Ahhhhhh …. Fuuuuuuck,” he groaned as his cock bounced a few more times.

When he was done cumming, he pulled his dick from my mouth and helped me stand up, brushing his thumbs over my tits.

I tossed my foot up on the side of the tub and gripped his length. It was still so fucking hard that it made my pussy quiver. I stepped close to him and rubbed it along my clit, making him growl.

“I’ll bet it took a lot of practice to learn how to suck dick like that.”

I giggled. “Granddaddy, I’m a virgin. I’ve never kissed, or sucked, or fucked.”

I heard a grumble rise from his throat, and I stroked his veiny shaft, moving it faster along my little clitty.

“Nothing has been inside my pussy, Granddaddy. Not even a finger. I’ve been saving it just for you. Your fingers, your mouth, and I hope that big, meaty cock of yours.”

“Jesus Christ,” he muttered, pinching my nipples and sending a shuddering pulse between my legs.

“And yesterday, I had every hole shaved, just for you. You can have your pick.”

His eyes rolled into his head and I sloshed the head of his dick around my folds.

He gripped my ass, then gave it a few hard slaps.

I let out a yip and he spun me around, pushing my arms up on the wall as he jerked down my bikini bottoms. Then I felt his cock slide between my thighs.

“You don’t think I’ll fuck this virgin pussy silly, babygirl?”

I huffed and looked over my shoulder. “I was hoping you would.”

Granddaddy slapped the flesh of my ass hard five times. “You’re a naughty little slut, tempting me like this. You know your best friend’s daddy—my own son—would have my ass in a sling if he knew I laid a hand on you.”

I arched my ass out to him, tingling from the dominant act of him spanking me. “You’re his daddy. He should respect you. Besides, he won’t know. Unless you want to tell him.”

Granddaddy growled again and flipped me back around, slapping my titties several times and making them hard and red.

“Oooh, yes, Granddaddy. I love it when you’re rough.”

He fisted my hair with one hand and cupped my ass with the other, lifting me up off the floor and sliding my virgin pussy right on down his thick dick.

The intensity with which it stretched me made me cum so hard, my toes curled, and I squirted all over his shaft. I was sure it was running down his balls, and I got confirmation of that when he told me.

“Fuck, baby. You’re cumming and squirting on Granddaddy’s dick,” he gritted out, ramming his entire length into me hard and fast, over and over.

“I’m—sorry—Granddaddy—I—didn’t—mean—to!” I said, my words coming out in hard bursts with each slam of his hips.

“It’s okay, my little virgin slut. I like it.” Tightening his grip in my hair, Granddaddy moved to the wall and leaned me against it. The water from the shower was still going, and it lightly sprayed my skin as he reamed my pussy.

Oh, it felt so good, I just couldn’t help cumming again as his thick meat rubbed against every square inch of my tight cunt. Finally being taken like this by him, used for his pleasure, it was all I dreamed of.

And maybe I was a weirdo, but the thought of him leaving here and going out on his dates just made me wetter. I guess I felt like I was in competition with those other women.

“I’m about to cum in that sweet, tight pussy of yours, babygirl.”

“Oooh, yes. I want it, Granddaddy. I want all your cum.”

He made a noise, and I couldn’t believe it, but I actually felt his cock get harder inside of me. Then he shot out all his seed, and it rushed through my walls, warm and thick as it pulsed out in warm bursts.

Granddaddy twisted his face up in pleasure, moving a hand to cup my tits as he gave one last shove of the hips.

“Holy fuck,” he said, letting my legs slide back down to the floor. “I don’t think I ever came so hard in my life.”

“Really?” I asked, smiling as I ran my hands up and down his chest.

He shook his head and stepped into the shower. “Nope. You got one nice, tight pussy, babygirl. But this old man needs to get cleaned off so he doesn’t go out on his dates smelling like another girl.”

He jerked the shower curtain closed and left me standing there with the biggest pout of my life.

I wouldn’t let him just brush me off like that. So I jerked the shower curtain open and jumped under the spray of water, grabbing the shampoo from his hands.

“Uh, babygirl. What are you doing?”

“I have a date tonight, too. So you’re not the only one who needs to get fresh and clean.”

I watched as a dark scowl appeared on his face. “You’re going out on a date? With a guy?”

I smiled at the hint of jealousy in his voice. “Yep. And like you, I wouldn’t want to go out with the smell of another man’s cock on my pussy or mouth.”

He groaned as he glared at me. “You plan to fuck this guy? Right after I fucked you?”

I shrugged. “Why not? You’re doing it. Plus, my tight little ass is …untouched.” I spun around and rolled the bar of soap between my legs, feeling my clitty start to swell as his hands cupped my tits, squeezing them hard.

“I don’t think so, babygirl. That ass, that pussy, and that mouth belong to me. So you rinse off that tight little body and go wait for me in your bed.”

“If you insist,” I said, rinsing my body squeaky clean.

I hopped out of the shower, and Granddaddy popped my little tushy again as I grabbed a towel.

But even though I was dry, as I crawled on Monica’s bed, my pussy was dripping knowing I’d found a way to win Granddaddy Sam’s heart, and his ownership.

I towel dried my hair, then ran the blow drier for a few minutes. I touched my nipples, getting them hard and making them turn red. And when Granddaddy came into my room, I bit my lip when I saw how hard he was.

“Lie down on the bed, and spread those fucking legs, babygirl.”

“Wh-what are you gonna do?” I chirped, scooting back on the mattress and sinking into the bright pink comforter.

“I’m gonna lick that sweet cunt and make sure you never have a reason to turn to another boy again.”

I ran my eyes down his rugged body, and when I let my legs splay to the side, Granddaddy’s long, hard dick bobbed in the air a few times. Clear, sticky fluid drizzled from his crown, and I dragged my tongue over my upper lip, wishing I could lick it away.

When he got between my legs, he pressed his palms to my thighs to keep them imprisoned, which made me shiver. He dragged his tongue over my swollen, shaven lips, making sounds I’d never heard come from Granddaddy Sam.

I ran my fingers through his hair and purred as he flicked my clit. I rolled my pelvis up and down, going delirious with pleasure as he flicked and flicked, side to side, up and down, and then tugged it past his lips to suck softly.

I pushed against his hands and felt the rising tide of my orgasm.

“Oh Granddaddy. I’m gonna cum…”

He moved a hand between my legs, slid several fingers inside of me, and when he did, the floodgates opened. I came, shaking and shuddering and tugging his hair as his tongue passed over my bouncing bundle of nerves.

I was so glad Granddaddy was enjoying giving me pleasure like this. All I’d fantasized about was making him feel good. But he seemed to be getting just as turned on as me.

He growled and rolled me over once the intensity of my orgasm passed, and I felt his wide head push against my backside. He rubbed over it softly a few times, digging his hands into the flesh of my ass cheeks.

“I’m gonna get my cock lubed up for that ass, but it’s still gonna hurt, babygirl.”

“I don’t care, Granddaddy. It’s your ass. You do what you want. That will make it feel good.”

With a loud grumble, he pushed his thick dick inside my pussy and pumped a few times. And Lord help me, it felt so good I came again.

He rutted his hips, slapping his balls against my pussy lips as he fucked me, then when my walls were still quivering, he slipped out and pushed into my tight little forbidden hole.

I hissed because it did sting a little. But Granddaddy’s dick was so slick from all my juices, he just slid right in.

“Holy fuck,” he clipped out, slowly pushing against me and meeting a little resistance. “You are so tight, little baby.”

“I’ve never been fucked there, Granddaddy. Of course it’s tight. But you can push it in. I can take it.”

I grabbed my left ass cheek and spread myself further for him, and he groaned loudly before giving a hard thrust, spearing my tight opening with his thickness.

I cried out, but also arched my back and let my head fall to the bed. Granddaddy reamed me good and hard, the burn so good in my forbidden hole. He held onto me tightly as he fucked me, making me cum so many times I lost count.

He dumped his seed in me then kept on fucking, growling that I belonged to him now.

“Yes, I do belong to you,” I said when we were taking a break and lying under the covers an hour later.

He kissed the top of my head. “Damn, I guess I’ll have to tell Monica’s daddy about us. But as long as you don’t go out with any other guys, it’ll be worth it.”

I smiled and gripped his cock in my hands, feeling it grow hard right away. “If I give up my dates with other guys, you have to do the same.”

“What makes you think I want any other woman after having access to this tight little body whenever I want?”

And with that, Granddaddy climbed on top of me and slid his dick into my folds, forcing all the air to leave my lungs.

We went at it all night, and my entire body was sore from all the fucking, slapping, and pinching he’d done to my titties. But I wouldn’t have traded that feeling for anything in the world.

The End


Gallant Granddaddy

Description

When my prom date cancels on me at the last minute, my BFF’s super sweet and hunky Granddaddy steps up to the plate and takes me. He pampers me with flowers, pays for me to get my hair done, and makes me feel like the luckiest girl in the world. So when the night is over, I surprise him with a special gift I've never given anyone else.

***

“I can’t believe that good for nothing jackass cancelled on you. And one day before prom!” At least my mother was on my side. Ever since my daddy left us, she’d become like a best friend.

I sniffled and wiped my tears. “My senior prom is ruined. I’ll never find a date. Everyone I know is going with somebody.”

“Oh, honey. Why don’t you let me ask around at work and see if anyone has a son your age?”

I pulled a face. I know Mom was just trying to help, but I didn’t want to go to prom with a stranger. “That’s nice of you, Mom. But I think I’ll pass.”

“All right. Well, my break is over, so I better get back to work. I’ll see you when I get home.”

“Okay, Mom. Bye.” I ended the call and fell back on my bed, then curled over with one of my stuffed animals.

This had been one of the worst years ever. My daddy left us to be with another woman, my mom lost her job not long after and had to take a pay cut for her new job, and one of my best friends moved away last month, right before my 18th birthday party. I didn’t even have a party because I didn’t feel the desire to celebrate. Now, my boyfriend—who’d only been my boyfriend for a few months—dumped me to go to prom with someone else.

What I wouldn’t give to find someone hot and hunky to take me, just to rub it in Brian’s face that I could find another date that was better looking than him.

I heard a knock at my door. “Jackie? I’m done mowing the lawn. Tell your mama I’ll be back on Sunday to check the gutters.”

I wiped a tear away and sniffed. “Okay, thanks, Granddaddy.”

Granddaddy Don was here to do all the chores my daddy should have been doing. He wasn’t my real grandfather. He was my neighbor’s grandfather. But we all called him “Granddaddy” because he was the much older role model for all of us in the neighborhood where most of my friends lived. Even my mom called him Granddaddy.

After my daddy left, Granddaddy Don started coming by and helping out, and I’m pretty sure my mother has tried to pay him, but he won’t let her. He was just the kindest, sweetest man I knew.

I caught a glimpse of him stepping into my room as I laid there snuggled up to my teddy bear like a little baby. “Hey, you crying, babygirl?”

“No,” I said, wiping another tear away.

He sat on my bed and put his hand on my hip. “It sure looks like you are to me. What’s wrong, sugar plum?”

I let out a sigh. “My stupid boyfriend canceled prom on me.”

His jaw dropped. “What? Is he sick?”

I shook my head. “Found another date.”

“Well that’s not right. I’m sure you can find another boy to take you, though, pretty and sweet as you are.”

I smiled and rolled over to look at Granddaddy. He must have changed since mowing because his t-shirt and jeans looked clean and dry, and his dark gray hair was damp at the ends where he had probably showered. He pointed his big brown eyes at me.

“Thanks, but I don’t think so. All the boys I know are going with my friends. I’m the only reject who won’t be going.”

“Oh, now don’t say that,” he said, rubbing my belly with his hand and slightly brushing my belly button ring. “What is that I feel?”

He lifted my top and peeked at my tummy, getting a sneak peek at the little diamond sitting inside my belly button. “That’s my piercing, Granddaddy. I just had it done a few months ago for prom.”

He licked his lips and flicked his eyes up at me. “Your dress see-through or something?”

I giggled and shook my head. “No, it has a cutout at the belly. Would you like to see it on? Not like I’ll have another chance to wear it.”

“I’d love to see it on you, babygirl.”

He stepped out of the room, and I hurriedly stepped into my dress. It was a silver-sequined prom dress that came down to mid-thigh, barely covering my assets, and it also tightly hugged my breasts. And the open part at the tummy really showed off my new belly bling.

I’d picked this dress hoping to turn Brian on so much that he wouldn’t be able to keep his hands off me. I’d also decided that prom night would be the perfect night to give up my V-card.

Now, that was all a wash.

“Holy smokes, girl,” Granddaddy said when he saw me.

He rubbed his chin as I spun in a circle. And I could practically feel him licking me from head to toe with his hard stare. “I don’t know what kind of fool would dump a sexy thing like you, but it’s his loss.”

I shrugged. “He didn’t see the dress.”

“If he had, he wouldn’t have canceled.” Granddaddy walked to me and ran his hand down my side, squeezing the flesh of my hip. He’d always been the touchy-feely type, but this time felt … different.

Different in a good way.

“Well, thank you, Granddaddy. I’m glad at least one person likes me in my dress.”

“If you still want to go, I’d be honored to take you.”

“You-you would?” Okay I didn’t see that coming.

“Yeah, babygirl. I would. I’ve got a tux just sitting in my closet. What do you say? Will you let an old man like me escort a pretty young girl like you to prom?”

It was unconventional to say the least, but I rather liked the idea of my big, strong Granddaddy taking me to my senior prom. And show Brian that I could get an older, more experienced man to pay attention to me. I was suddenly so glad he’d never met my granddaddy who wasn’t really my granddaddy.

“I’d be honored for you to take me,” I said, wrapping my arms around his neck for a hug.

Granddaddy let out a soft but masculine moan and wrapped his strong arms around my petite body, pulling me a little closer than usual. I felt my soft breasts press against his strong chest, and between his legs was something so hard it almost stole my breath.

Granddaddy had an erection, and all from seeing me in my sexy dress. My body went hot all over, but I couldn’t say I was surprised. My friend did tell me I looked amazingly sexy in this little number.

“But there’s just one thing, bunny.” Granddaddy leaned back and gazed deep in my eyes, pushing his hard dick even harder against my belly.

I swallowed. “What is it?”

“If I take you to prom, then it’s a date. And you have to treat it like a date. Just like I get to treat you like my date. Deal?”

“Deal,” I agreed.

I wasn’t sure what he meant, but maybe he just didn’t want me to think he was doing this just to be nice, that he wanted me to feel special and loved. Well, I did.

He smiled. “Good girl.” And then he softly pinched my chin and put his lips on mine, kissing me in a way that Granddaddy had never, ever kissed me before.

It sent tingles all through my hot, virgin body, confusing me for sure.

And when he walked away, tossing a wink in my direction, I was asking myself if Granddaddy was looking at me differently or was it just my imagination?

***

The next morning, when I went to the kitchen for breakfast, Mom gave me a hug. “I heard Granddaddy is taking you to prom.”

“Yeah, crazy, huh? But he offered and I didn’t see a reason to say no.”

Mom cupped her coffee mug and sighed dreamily, leaning back against the counter. “I do love that man. He’s so … gallant. Always looking out for us and making sure we have everything we need.”

“Almost sounds like you have a crush on him, Mom.”

Okay, whoa. Why was there a flicker of jealousy in my gut?

“Oh, I don’t know. At sixty-two, he’s a little out of my age range. If I were ten years older, though…”

“Yeah, you’re right.” I agreed because I didn’t want her getting any ideas about making Granddaddy my new stepdad. I liked our relationship just the way it was.

With him hugging me and getting a hard-on and taking me to prom … if he were my stepdad and acted like that, it would just be weird.

“He is awfully handsome though. Tall and muscular, and not a sprig of hair on his chest. I like a nice, smooth chest. That dark gray hair of his, chocolate brown eyes, wrinkles that show his wisdom… And I think he works out. I’ve seen him take his shirt off when he’s mowing the grass, and the man has abs that would make a 20-year-old jealous.”

My pussy twitched and my panties started getting damp, just listening to my mother talk about how sexy Granddaddy was. I’d never seen him without a shirt on. Come to think it, maybe I had, and I just didn’t pay attention.

“Well, anyway, I’ve got to get to work. I’ll be home in time to get some pictures of you.”

She kissed my cheek and I told her to have a good day.

I hopped in the shower after breakfast and washed myself really good all over, noticing the slippery slickness all inside my folds. I took a razor to the bush between my legs, wondering why I suddenly felt the need to do that. It just felt right to me, for whatever reason.

Then once my hair was dry, I started organizing all my makeup. While I was doing that, Granddaddy called and gave me some great news. He’d scheduled an appointment for me to get my hair and nails done, if I wanted.

“Are you joking? I wanted to, but I was planning on doing everything myself.”

“Well, now you don’t have to. Just let the professionals pamper my babygirl today.”

I thanked him over and over, then hung up the phone.

It took a few hours to get it all done, but by five o’clock, I was sliding into my shiny silver dress, looking and feeling like a million bucks with my curled hair and French manicure nails. I came out into the living room for Mom to take a few pictures. She’d already seen my dress, and she wasn’t crazy about it, but she also knew I was 18 and was going to wear what I wanted to my own prom.

“You look beautiful, honey. And I definitely feel better about you wearing something so revealing to the prom with Granddaddy Don by your side. He won’t let a thing happen to you.”

“Thanks, Mom.”

The doorbell rang just then, and in walked Granddaddy, looking as dapper as ever in his tux and boutonniere.

“Oh my stars above,” he grumbled, giving me a kiss on the cheek.

I appreciated that he was pretending to see me in this dress for the first time.

“Isn’t she beautiful?” My mom asked.

“More beautiful than ever.” He looked into my eyes, and I saw something there I’d never seen before. Granddaddy was different tonight. “And I believe this is for you.”

He reached over to pin the bright pink rose onto my dress, sliding his fingers down the front of my dress and accidentally brushing my nipple.

Or was it accidentally?

Either way, it made my pussy throb, and it made both my nipples pucker up tight. I hoped my mom didn’t notice. But she seemed consumed with taking pictures of the two of us.

We walked to his car after that, and he paused, running his palm over the open part of my dress. “I can’t explain how damn hot this belly button ring is. I probably shouldn’t say. You’ll think I’m a perverted old man.”

“I don’t think that at all, Granddaddy. I love your compliments. Keep them coming.” I stood up on my tiptoes and kissed him on the cheek.

He smiled and let out a manly moan, tossing a quick look back at the house. “You mind if I kiss it right quick?”

Flutters of lust rippled through me. I shook my head. “No, Granddaddy. You can kiss my tummy.”

He licked his lips, tossed another look at the front door—I think to make sure Mom wasn’t watching—then leaned down and placed a few delicate kisses in a circle around my piercing as his strong, weathered hands held my waist nice and tight.

Tingles passed over my breasts and I had to stifle a moan, it felt so good.

When he stood up, I kissed him softly on the lips, batting my eyes at him.

He pinched my chin. “Mmm, I do love your sweet kisses, babydoll. Keep those coming.”

“Okay,” I giggled.

He opened the car door for me, took me out to a 5-star restaurant, and made me feel like the prettiest girl in the world. He kept touching me too, and telling me how gorgeous and sexy I was.

By the time we got to the venue for my prom, any worries I’d had about what people would think began to melt away.

As we walked through the parking lot, Granddaddy slid his hand down my back, landing at the curve above my ass and pulling me to his side. “Damn, girl. You make me feel like a young buck again.”

I spun in front of him and wrapped my arms around his waist, smiling up at him. “I’m glad, Granddaddy. You make me feel like the prettiest thing in the world.”

“That’s because you are. And don’t let anyone tell you different.” He leaned down and kissed me on the lips again, and I felt his cock twitch hard against my little belly piercing.

He parted his lips just then, and electric pulses shot through me as I was sure he was about to slip me the tongue. But then the door burst open, and some kids came outside, making the both of us jump.

We went in after that, and everyone rushed over to say hi to Granddaddy Don. He was the life of the prom, and all my friends told me how lucky I was that he was my date. I think they were going a little overboard with the compliments, knowing my situation. But I loved it. I didn’t even see Brian, but I didn’t care at that point.

The first slow song came on, and Granddaddy pulled me to the dance floor.

If anyone would have seen us and didn’t know this man was just a family friend, they would assume that we were lovers. He pulled me so tight against his big, hard body I couldn’t help but rest my head against his chest. He sure knew how to dance, too. I couldn’t see a thing, but he moved side to side slowly and gracefully, and it made me get lost in the music.

Until I felt his cock grow bigger, expanding inside his pants and thumping against my belly. He stroked my back, and I heard a moan escape this throat. I didn’t know if I should say something or just let it be, but my little pussy started quivering, and my body grew hot all over. I could tell that my heart was beating a little faster.

And before I knew it, Granddaddy’s hard cock was the center of my attention.

And if I was being honest, I wouldn’t object to this night ending the way I’d originally planned.

With my virginity being taken by someone I was already crazy about.

I angled my gaze up at Granddaddy, and he looked down at me, dancing his eyes around my lips.

“I just want you to know I appreciate you bringing me here, Granddaddy Don. You’re a real gentleman.”

He licked his lips and kissed me on the cheek. “You’re very welcome sweetheart. If there’s anything else I can do for you, just let me know.”

I smiled. “Well, I can’t think of anything right now. I’m just glad you’re here and not Brian. And to think I was going to give that asshole my virginity…”

Granddaddy’s cock twitched again, and he pressed his hand to my lower back. “You’re a virgin still?”

I bit my lip and nodded, planting a small kiss on his neck and making him growl. “And I think it’s only worthy of a real man’s claiming. Don’t you think?”

He pursed his lips, and I rolled my hips slightly, trying to get a better feel of his erection. Granddaddy must have noticed because he ran his hand up the side of my dress, and I felt his thumb brush the side of my booby.

“Oh hell yes, sweetheart. A real man deserves that sweet cherry. Someone who will take his time making sure you get all the pleasure you can handle before sticking his big, mean old dick inside of you.”

If I’d heard that from anyone else, I probably would have laughed. But the way my body was tingling, and my tight, wet pussy was throbbing, it wasn’t funny at all.

I flicked the corner of my mouth with my tongue and stared at Granddaddy’s lips, thinking about them kissing my body all over. And then I leaned up enough to reach those lips, and I kissed him, slipping my tongue teasingly inside his mouth.

Granddaddy tongued me back, very briefly, and I thought I would faint I was so horny for him.

“Mmm, damn, babygirl. You’re about to make my dick spurt inside my tuxedo pants,” he growled, holding me tighter.

“Well, we don’t want that. It would cause a scene.”

“You’re right. I think we ought to get ourselves a nice little room at that hotel across the street, and let me devour that pretty little body of yours.”

I felt giddy as I nodded. But neither one of us could get out of there fast enough. Funny, I’d been so excited about my prom night. Now, I was so excited to be fucked by Granddaddy.

I stood behind him at the check-in counter with my arms around his waist, and my curiosity got the better of me. I slid my hands down a few times and felt that dirty bulge in his tuxedo pants, teasing him with little touches and feeling it shift around while he handed the lady his credit card. God, I was so turned on.

It must have been torture for him because he pulled me around to his side and cupped my ass really hard as a warning, or something.

When we got to our room, he did a quick check to make sure the bed was clean, and then he tossed the keycard on the table, looking me up and down with the biggest tent in his pants.

“Fuck, babygirl. I never thought I’d have an opportunity to be with you. I always thought you were so pretty.”

I smiled and tossed my purse aside. “Thank you, Granddaddy. But why are we standing here talking when we could be kissing?”

He chuckled and walked over to me. “Guess I was still trying to take you in.”

He grabbed my face and put his lips on mine, and then he tongue-kissed me so gently it made my pussy clench over and over. Fuck, I wanted to feel his tongue doing that to my hard little clit.

When his hands started roaming, it felt like fire was running through my veins. He unzipped my dress and carefully peeled it from my body.

I wasn’t wearing a bra. So when he saw my breasts, he groaned and shook his head. He laid the dress neatly on the bed and moved his hands up and down the sides of my waist.

“Those are the perkiest little titties I’ve ever seen.” He cupped them in his hands and rubbed my nipples with my thumbs, making bolts of pleasure shoot between my legs.

“Ooooh, Granddaddy. Your touch,” I moaned. “It’s driving me wild.”

The corners of his lips pulled into a smile. “Wait until I kiss your pretty pussy, babygirl. I hope that drives you wild, too.”

He leaned down and wrapped his lips around my engorged nipple while cupping my hot pussy.

I huffed as he began to suck, lightly stroking the cotton material between my legs. I moved my hands to his waist as he parted the cotton and slid a finger to my folds, groaning when he discovered how slick I was.

Then his tongue came out and darted along the sensitive flesh of my tit while looking up into my eyes.

He groaned, then moved to my other breast, sucking on my little buds while teasingly circling my throbbing clit.

“Oohhhhhhhhhh, yeahhhhhhhhh,” I moaned, rocking my hips back and forth and feeling like I might cum any second.

I reached down and gripped Granddaddy’s hard cock through his pants, and he huffed and thrust forward.

“Goddamnit, babygirl. You’ve got me harder than I’ve ever been in my life. And I know once I lick that sweet pussy of yours, I’ll probably cum in my pants.”

“Then take them off, Granddaddy. At least then I can watch you cum while you lick me.”

He growled and stepped back, ripping off his bow tie and tearing his shirt off until buttons went flying.

I gasped and fell back a few steps, tumbling toward the bed and sitting down to watch him take his pants off.

And oh my god. His dick was so big and hard, it intimidated me. But it also made my flesh hum with desire.

Granddaddy cupped my ass and lifted me off the bed, sliding me back until my head was resting on the pillows. And then he peeled my white cotton panties down my legs before lying perpendicular to me. He spread my legs and nuzzled his face in my pussy.

He watched my face for a reaction as he circled his tongue over my aching pussy lips, but I moved my eyes to his thick dick that was bulging and seeping a line of clear fluid to the comforter.

God, how my mouth watered to taste it.

“You want Granddaddy’s dick in that mouth, don’t you, babygirl? You’ve got a dirty little mind.”

I bit my lip and nodded.

“Good. Cum for Granddaddy, and I’ll let you suck it.”

He used his fingers to part my pussy lips, then spat on my little nub before teasing it with his fingers. I bucked my hips, and he let out a groan once again.

But then he began swirling his tongue over my hooded tissue, and I trembled from the intense pleasure. I watched him lick and tease me, and it was such an erotic experience to see such an older man between my legs, knowing he would use his worldly knowledge to make me cum. I was sure that Brian would have never done such a thing as this.

As he placed these delicate little kisses on my clit, he pushed inside my tight cunt with his middle finger. I shuddered, holding back an orgasm. My walls clenched, and I noticed that Granddaddy’s dick was getting wider and longer. And his pre-cum was pulsing out, making a mess on the bed.

Well, I was making a mess, too, juices dripping down the crack of my ass and soaking the cheap comforter. This hotel would have to burn the sheets when we were done.

I rolled my hips up and down as Granddaddy pushed his finger in deeper, glancing up at my face as he flicked my clitty with his tongue.

“Mmmm, yessss, Granddaddy…right there…” I pushed up on my elbows and rolled my hips up and down as he let out all these throaty noises. And my tummy grew tighter and tighter as I got closer to cumming.

And when Granddaddy’s finger nudged against my tight little cherry, he growled and rolled it in a circle so that he was rubbing against the upper part of my pussy.

At that moment, all this liquid squirted from my pussy, and I came so hard I let out a shriek.

“Good, baby. Cum for me.”

I huffed and thrashed as my legs trembled. Granddaddy’s cock was bobbing and weaving, and I saw a line of fluid spurt out a few inches, which was so fucking sexy.

When my orgasm was barely over, Granddaddy laid down next to me and kissed me for a few minutes. He tasted like me, sweet and musky. He softly rubbed the palm of his hand over my bare pussy and lightly stroked my lips with the tips of his fingers.

I reached down and gripped his cock, making him groan loudly. The tip of it was so wet and sticky.

I rolled onto my side and kept kissing him, but I tossed my leg over his waist and felt his hard dick pulse against my slit. So while we kissed, he fondled my tits and I rubbed my clit on the head of his shaft.

“Oh fuck, princess. I feel that slick pussy on my dick. I’m trying to save my cum for that belly of yours.”

I giggled and thrust my hips back and forth. “You can cum in my belly, Granddaddy. Right after I suck you.”

With a growl, he laid back and held the base of his shaft. I tossed a leg over his chest with my back to him, not realizing I was setting myself up for the 69 position. I just wanted to give Granddaddy a nice view of my ass. But when I bent over to take his huge cock past my lips, he scooted me back and darted a tongue between my legs.

I moaned as his hands roamed over my ass and hips, and I moved my fingers to grip the base of his shaft, feeling his veins pulse and his length twitch. God, he was so hard. I trailed my tongue over the slit and tasted his salty pre-cum, making him growl and lick my clit faster.

I rolled my hips and sucked his crown past my lips, stroking him with my fist at the same time.

With my forearm resting on his thigh, I fondled his balls. They were so big and heavy, and I wasn’t sure if guys liked having their balls played with. I was mostly curious about how they felt. And they felt so sexy.

Granddaddy must have loved it because while I was teasing his balls, he groaned and opened his legs. I softly massaged them, then ran my fingers over the pimpled, hairy flesh, and moaned when I felt the heat rising from down there.

I started bobbing my head, and Granddaddy pushed a finger inside of my pussy while flicking my bean with his tongue. His strong grip cupped my ass, and when he moved that finger in and out of me, I couldn’t help but cum again.

There was a strong pulse of fluid that leaked from my slit, and when it did, Granddaddy’s dick turned so hard. I sucked up and down, running my tongue furiously over the crown. And that’s when I felt his cum shoot out on the back of my tongue.

“Fuuuuuuuuuck,” he growled, ramming his hips up and down so hard that his cock stretched the back of my throat.

I whimpered and bounced my ass up and down, and he resumed licking me, making me cum again!

Oh fuck, it was so nice, cumming like this, with Granddaddy’s dick my mouth, and my pussy dripping honey into his mouth.

But then he gave me a slap on the ass, and I jerked up.

“Roll over, babygirl. I gotta put my seed in that belly.”

“How about … like this?” I asked, shimmying my ass down the length of his body, until my pussy was hovering over the head of his cock.

“Oooooooh, baby. You want to ride Granddaddy’s dick?”

I purred and nodded, feeling my clit swell yet again at the prospect of riding him like this.

“Go ahead, baby. Slide that slick cunt down my cock.”

I gripped the base and angled it at my entrance. My clit was pulsing and throbbing as his thickness stretched me good and wide. And while it hurt a little, there was something about it that made me leak uncontrollably.

All this fluid was leaking down his cock and over my hand. I felt him put his hands on my hips and grip tightly. And when his wide crown was tightly wedged inside my virgin opening, I felt my titties tingle from the wonderful pleasure.

Granddaddy rutted his hips up and pushed deep inside of me, letting out a growl that could wake the dead. And oh my…I came so hard just then, my clit bouncing up and down.

And speaking of bouncing up and down, that’s just what I did.

I rode Granddaddy like he was a stallion and I was an experienced rider. The flesh of my ass loudly slapped against him as I fucked him. My tits bounced wildly, and my curls flung all over the place.

“Oh yeah, Granddaddy. Fuck me good!” I cried out.

He tightened his grip on my hips and started ramming into me so hard I fell forward. And from there, he somehow switched positions, getting behind me on his knees and plunging his raging dick inside of me, rubbing along my freshly plucked cherry.

His hands held me steady, but that didn’t stop my pleasure. He reamed my tight little pussy so good, I came over and over, squirting my juices everywhere while he growled.

“You know I’m not ever going to leave this pussy alone, don’t you, babygirl? You belong to me now.”

“Yes, Granddaddy. Yes. I belong to you.”

His dick turned to steel. “I’ll come by and plant my seed inside your belly every fucking day. I don’t care if your mama knows.”

I groaned, feeling my walls grow tighter.

“And if I get you pregnant, well, that’s just better.”

“Ooooohhhhhhh,” I moaned, finally cumming when he said that.

The thought of having Granddaddy’s baby made me hot.

With a roar, Granddaddy shot his load inside of me while my pussy was still clenching. I think I was milking all his yummy cum.

But I wanted more.

So when he switched to lying down, I climbed on top of him, this time facing him.

“Hello, beautiful,” he said. “I’m glad you want me to see your pretty face.”

I smiled and pressed my palms to his chest, loving how hard and smooth his pecs were.

He softly cupped my tits, teasing my nipples with his thumbs again while I slowly grinded my sopping, tight pussy on top of him. I could feel the head of his shaft rubbing on that very special spot inside of me, and it made me quiver.

I’d lost count of how many times I’d cum, but grinding on him like this, with his thick dick deep inside of me, made me cum yet again.

I huffed and shuddered all over, and Granddaddy gripped the back of my head to pull me down for a kiss, snaking his tongue inside my mouth with lustful desire.

He then cupped my ass and started pummeling me good and hard while he continued to kiss me.

And when I felt his seed spurt along my walls, he growled all the way to the back of my throat.

“Oh fuuuuuuuuck,” he gritted out, slowing his pace as he stroked his fingers up and down my back.

When his orgasm subsided, we lay next to each other for a while. He played with my breasts and occasionally moved his hand to my pussy for a sensual tease.

“Babygirl, do you want to go back to your prom?”

I shook my head and looked into his eyes. “No, I want to spend the night here with you. Will you call Mom and tell her I’m not coming home, that you want to treat me to all night dancing and breakfast at sunrise?”

He chuckled and rubbed my nose with his. “Sure, baby. And then, when we get home tomorrow, I’ll tell her that you belong to me so we don’t have to hide our feelings.”

“Mmmm,” I purred, touching the side of his rugged face. “I love you, Granddaddy.”

“Well I love you too, darling.”

Best. Prom. Ever.

The End


Grumpy Granddaddy

Description:

My BFF’s big, masculine Granddaddy has been sooooo grumpy lately. Well, ever since he retired and moved into his new house way out in the middle of nowhere. But now that I’m 18 years old, I know exactly what will cheer him up.

***

It takes me nearly three hours to get to Granddaddy’s house in the country, and I’m immediately impressed with all the improvements he’s made. It’s twice as big as it was when he moved in.

I’m not surprised. He’s always been an amazing handyman. It wasn’t that long ago that he helped a friend with some remodeling. I remember he held up his big, thick hands and said he could build a house from the ground up. I’d gotten so turned on by that.

And now, I’m going to let him do other things to me with those big, strong hands of his.

I knock on the door and he answers almost right away.

I smile brightly at him and his mouth drops. “Shelly? What in the world?”

“Hi, Granddaddy.” I throw my arms around his large waist and press my little body to his.

“What’re you doing here, babygirl?” His hand runs up my back as he hugs me in return.

“I wanted to surprise you. I just celebrated my 18th birthday and I missed seeing you at my party.”

He grumbles something incoherent. “Sorry, baby. I just couldn’t get away from all these projects I’ve got going on.”

I pull back and look into his eyes. “That’s why I came to you. I know you’ve been overwhelmed with a lot of things. So what’s going on with all these projects anyway? You win the lottery?”

He tosses a dismissive wave and closes the door behind me. “No. Just bored. And I wanted to update the home. Been thinking of putting it up for sale. I’ve had enough of living in isolation.”

“So that’s why you’ve been so grumpy.” Granddaddy has been grumpy lately. And now I know why. Three months ago, right after turning 58, he retired from his office job where he’d worked for almost thirty years. He was very social, always going to parties, dating different women, that sort of thing. But after his retirement, he decided he’d buy a house way out here and “live the good life, relaxing, fishing, and doin’ a whole lotta nothin’!” as he’d put it.

Granddaddy Rob is the sexiest man I know. And, by the way, he isn’t my blood relative. He’s technically my best friend Katy’s grandfather. But since I practically lived in her house growing up, and I was never all that close with my real grandparents, he insisted I call him “Granddaddy.”

Anyway, he’s really tall and bulky from all the home improvement projects he’s worked on over the years. And he has hairy arms and a hairy chest and has to shave twice a day. He’s got these dark eyes that always watch me extra close when I’m around, especially if there are other guys in the area. It’s like he can tell they’re sniffing me out. I love it.

But lately, every time we talk on the phone, he’s been short with me, complaining about this and that. I offered to go see him, and he barked at me that he didn’t want me traveling that far just to hang out with an old man, that there wasn’t much to do for fun anyway.

But I want to hang out with him, especially with my new plan.

I just turned 18 a few weeks ago, and from the moment I started sprouting C-cup tits on my chest, I decided I’d save my virginity for Granddaddy Rob. He may not know it yet, but he’s about to get sucked and fucked like he’s never been sucked and fucked before.

Yeah, I’m horny and I know it. Nothing wrong with it. It’s not like I want to sleep around. Granddaddy is the only man I want to be with. And with as many women as he’s slept with over the years, I’m sure he knows how to satisfy a young thing like me.

Plus, I know he has a soft side. I’ve seen it when I was younger, the times a boy would break my heart by not liking me back, he’d take me to the movies or to the mall to buy a new stuffed animal. And if there was a party I wasn’t invited to, he’d throw a party for me and him and Katy.

“Grumpy? What do you mean I’m grumpy?” His eyes glare at me dark and brooding. 

“Oh Granddaddy, don’t take it so personally, but you have been in a bad mood lately.” 

“All right, little missy. Why don’t you try living out here in the middle of nowhere with nobody to talk to or spend time with. It’s enough to drive a man crazy, I’ll tell you what.” 

“It wasn’t a criticism, Granddaddy. I don’t blame you for being grumpy. I’d be ill as a hornet if I had to live in isolation like this.” I turn around and bend over, picking my bag up off the floor and making sure my shorts ride up the tight little crack of my ass. I want Granddaddy to have a little preview of what he’s going to get later on. Of what belongs to him. “Now why don’t you just let me wash up, and then I can cook us a nice dinner.” 

I fling my bag over my shoulder and start walking down the hall, and I can see my granddaddy staring at me with his mouth open wide. 

“Uhm, OK baby, I’ll wait on you.” His voice sounds a little softer, and I hear him clear his throat a few times. 

I wish like hell I could read his mind. 

After I get showered, I put on some fresh, clean clothes. A pair of ultra-tight, super short cotton shorts and a thin white crop top shirt. I start to put on one of my brand new silk bras, but I have a change of heart. 

I make my way to the kitchen. Granddaddy’s relaxing on the couch but he sees me walk by. “Do you need some help in there, baby girl?” 

“If I do, I’ll let you know. I’m just going to raid your fridge and see what you’ve got that I can toss on the grill.” 

Granddaddy has steak coming out the ears, so I take a few from the top shelf and carry them outside. He’s out there in a flash, stomping to the grill and insisting on taking over. 

“This thing is a real pill to start. You got to do it manually. Here. Let your granddaddy do it.” 

He presses the button on the grill a few times and does a double take when he looks my way, dropping the lighter on the ground. 

I imagine him grabbing me as hard as he’s looking at me, and that brings up a few naughty thoughts that make me tingle from head to toe. 

I curve my back, pushing my little titties out so Granddaddy can get a better look at my hard buds. They curl up so hard it feels like they might poke out of my shirt. He’s staring at me so hard like a lovestruck puppy. I can’t help but giggle a little. 

“Granddaddy, you dropped the lighter, silly.” I wiggle my way between him and the grill and bend over to pick up the lighter, making sure I rub my round tushy into his leg. I hear him let out a growl, but by the time I stand up he’s trying to brush it off. 

“Here let me have that,” he snaps, holding out his hand. 

For a second there I wonder why he’s acting even grumpier with me dressed like this. Then I realize... 

…He doesn’t know he can fuck me yet. 

He tells me he’ll watch over the steaks if I want to head inside the house and make some mashed potatoes from a box. I tell him I’ve been naughty because a good girl would make sure her grandfather had fresh baked potatoes, but he shrugs it off and flings the tongs around, telling me to just cook up some instant potatoes and to toss a few salads together, knitting his eyebrows like he’s never been more irritated in his life. 

I need to act quickly before he blows a gasket. 

By the time Granddaddy brings the steaks in, my salads and mashed potatoes are on the table. 

“Get the table set while I wash up, babygirl,” he grits out. 

Sheesh. If I were an outsider looking in, I’d swear he was pissed off about something. Hell, maybe he is. But I’m about to get his mind off it. 

After sitting at the table, he picks up his knife and fork, licking his lips. 

“Granddaddy, you didn’t say a blessing.” 

He shoots me an angry look like I’ve just stolen the meat right off his plate. 

“Just saying, we ought to be thankful for what we’ve got.” 

“Oh, all right,” he grumbles. 

He looks irritated, but all I see is that giant, sweet, sexy teddybear underneath the scowl. My little pussy is getting so wet thinking about how hard I want him to fuck me. 

“Hey, you remember when I was little, me and Katy would climb in your lap to say our prayers?” 

“Yeah, I recall.” He rubs his forehead. 

“We should do that for old time’s sake.” I stand up and move to him at the head of the table. He lets out an impatient sigh as he scoots his chair back, completely oblivious to what I’m about to do. But my little virgin pussy is getting so wet at the thought of sitting in my big hairy granddaddy’s lap. 

So wet, it feels like the crotch of my panties and my shorts are getting wet.

Oh, that’s right.

I’m not wearing panties.

I sit in his lap and scooch back a little, until my backside is nestled in the deepest part of his seat. I feel his zipper rubbing against my entrance, and it makes me shiver all the way to my toes.

“Now I’ll put my hands together and list the things I’m thankful for. And then you can have a turn, okay?”

“Uhh, sure, baby.” There’s a slight hesitation in his voice, and it makes me a little excited to hear the frustration melt away.

He lays his palms flat on the tops of my thighs. They feel scratchy on my soft flesh.

I wiggle my bottom over the seat of his pants as I lean forward, hands clasped on the table, and begin my prayer.

“To the big man upstairs, I just wanna say I’m thankful for my family and my best friend, and I’m grateful for this meal.”

I grind my bottom harder, trying to get that big dick of his jolted back to life as I keep on mentioning all the things I’m happy about, when I feel it bump against me.

Granddaddy’s hands grip my leg, so I start rolling my hips, feeling the seam of my shorts rub on my clit.

“And … and I’m so thankful for my big, strong, Granddaddy here, who I know loves me.”

“Mm-hmm, yes I do. I love my babygirl,” he groans, giving his hips a thrust as his cock gets even harder.

I find a spot to roll against, making me quiver in places I didn’t even know I had. Granddaddy’s hand squeezes my thigh, and I hear him breathe a little harder, his dick thumping against my soaked pussy.

“And I’m also so glad that I decided to save my virginity for … that special man who deserves it.” I look over my shoulder, right as my clit reaches its breaking point.

Granddaddy groans, and I’m so close to cumming I’m about to see stars.

“Don’t you think that makes me a good girl, Granddaddy?” I say, moving my hips side to side as I feel my pussy leak onto his lap.

“God yes,” he moans, moving his hands to my fleshy hips and holding me still as he grinds his erection on me. “I just gotta know, babygirl, just one thing.”

I huff, feeling my nipples pucker against my shirt. “Yes? Anything, Granddaddy.”

“Just who is this special man you’ve saved that cherry for?” His voice is now throaty, full of testosterone.

I bite my lip and pull his hands between my legs, letting him feel the sopping wet crotch of my shorts. “Who do you think?”

His big, meaty cock jolts once again as his fingers sneak over my shorts, tickling my clit through the damp material.

“Damn it, babygirl. But why? I’m such a mean old thing, and it’s wrong.”

“You’re not mean, Granddaddy. You’ve just been alone for too long.”

“Too damn long,” he grunts, flitting the tip of his thumb over my sensitive bump of tissue. “You know I haven’t been with a woman in almost two years. It’s made me hurt. I got a whole lotta cum saved up for the right girl. But you … you’re my granddaughter.”

When he says that last word, his dick pulses hard inside of his jeans. I know how turned on he is, thinking about popping my cherry.

“I’m not your real granddaughter. We just call each other that because we’re close.”

He growls and slides his big pointer inside my shorts. “Damn it, you’re right. And fuck, you’re so wet.”

I huff and lean against his back, spreading my legs wider for him. “I want you to fuck me good and hard, Granddaddy. Then you won’t be grumpy anymore.”

His lips press against my neck as he lets out an audible groan, sinking a finger deep in my swollen cunt. “Ah hell, babygirl. You know I want to fuck you so hard. But it’s big. Might be too big for a little thing like you.”

“The bigger the better,” I purr.

He hisses in my ear. “All right. And I ain’t using protection either. Because I want this pretty belly of yours nice and big and fat with my baby.”

I moan and roll my hips, loving the thought of him filling up my pussy with his seed and making me pregnant.

“But first,” he continues, moving a hand to tug up my shirt and let my titties fall out. “I want you to cum for me. I want to feel your juices running down my hand, you got it?”

I purr and nod my head. He inches several fingers into my pussy, stretching me nice and slow, until he’s all the way in, and the meat of his palm is massaging my clit. With his other hand, he gropes my breasts, teasing my nipples while finger-fucking my virgin pussy.

“Yeah, Granddaddy. Fuck.” I rock my hips a few times. The blood running through my veins is hot as ever. My thighs tremble, and my body tingles.

I reach up behind me and hug Granddaddy’s neck, hearing him groan into my ear as my pussy leaks uncontrollably. I feel my walls clamp tight around his fingers, and when he gently pinches my nipple, I feel his cock throb against my ass.

“Give me that cum, babygirl. Granddaddy needs to fuck that pretty mouth of yours before I explode.”

My mouth? I thought he wanted my pussy. Guess that will come later.

I grip his wrist and hold it tight, the one that’s wedged between my legs. And when I do cum, I squeal and squirt at the same time.

Granddaddy growls. “Fuuuuuuck, that’s good, baby. That’s good.” He brushes my hair aside, licking my neck while he pumps his fingers in and out of me. “The more you cum, the more my balls fill up.”

“Mmmmm…” I moan and I huff, giving a few pushes as my orgasm subsides.

He shows me his hand, shiny with my fluids, and he has this hungry look on his face. “Look at that,” he grunts.

Even I’m amazed at how much I came. Never did that with just myself.

Granddaddy stands up then, folding me over the table as he gets his jeans off.

I’m dizzy from my first ever orgasm with another man, and my first ever orgasm with the big, strong, experienced older man I know and love.

When Granddaddy’s pants thump to the floor, I turn to look his way, right as he’s pulling his shirt over his head. All those thick muscles covered in all that hair makes me drip into the seat of my shorts.

“Your turn, little baby.” He moves behind me and slides my shorts down my legs. I hear the wet part of them slap to the floor.

And then I feel his big old cock nudge against my lower back, and his hairy front tickling my shoulders, as he pulls my shirt off from behind, fondling my tits on the way.

“Holy fuck, babygirl. Turn around so this old man can see how pretty you are without any clothes on.”

He spins me around and licks his lips as he gently rubs the tips of my nipples. His dark eyes are growing bigger than I’ve ever seen. He then kisses me, and it’s better than I ever dreamed it would be. His kiss is eager, and the way his tongue explores my mouth leads me to believe he’s done a lot of other things with that tongue.

Things I hope he does to me.

After several minutes of noisy, sloppy kissing, I put my hand over his as he strokes my fleshy mounds. “Still grumpy, Granddaddy?”

He flicks his gaze at me. “Hell no, baby. I’m the happiest man alive. Just look for yourself.”

He drops his head, and I look down, seeing his humongous cock pointed right up at me, the slit dribbling and bubbling out all this clear fluid.

“Mmm, is all that pre-cum for little ol’ me?” I giggle.

“You know it. And I’ve got so much cum, there’s plenty for your mouth and your belly.”

My pussy quivers, and my clit throbs. I don’t know what he will taste like, but I can’t wait to find out. I’ve dreamed of this moment.

However, right as I’m about to drop to my knees, Granddaddy leans down and takes my nipple in his mouth, suckling softly while he teases my other breast. He runs the pad of his thumb over the sensitive area, making my walls clench every few seconds. I watch how his lips encircle my hard bud, how he plants a few soft kisses, then uses his tongue to flick quickly and swirl it round and round.

I bite my lip, lost in ecstasy, and I purr, running my hand through his thick hair and moaning. I then reach for his hard-on, moving my fingers up and down his length. I trace my fingers over the veins, then smear his pre-cum around, forcing him to breathe hard against my breast.

He switches to the other side, flicking my bud with his tongue while groaning. His cock throbs when I give it a squeeze, and that’s when he puts his hands under my arms and carries me to the living room, right over the super thick, plush rug in front of the fireplace.

“You know where I need those lips, baby. Granddaddy’s about to blow.”

“Well, we can’t have that,” I say, dropping to my knees as he holds his cock steady for me. “I’ve never done this before, so you’ll have to give me some pointers.”

“You don’t need any pointers, babygirl. Just put it in your mouth and let me do the work.”

I smile up at him, cupping his balls with one hand. I can’t believe how hot and heavy they are. “Is this where you hurt, Granddaddy?”

“Yes, baby doll. But not for long.”

“I’m glad I get to be the one to make you feel better.”

“You and me both.” He fists the hair on top of my head, and I wrap my fingers around his thick girth, feeling him twitch.

I lick away all that salty pre-cum, making him twitch again. And then I part my lips and suck the head into my mouth, forcing a loud groan to escape his chest.

“Daaaaaaaaammm…”

He tightens his grip in my hair and pushes deeper in my mouth, stretching my jaw.

My god, he is big. Bigger than he looks. Not that he didn’t look big, but it’s like …

… he’s growing even bigger.

“Oooooooooh, that’s good, babygirl. Gonna give you a nice, big gulp here in a sec…”

I keep his balls cupped in my hands as he fucks my mouth, pushing further and further each time. They shrink a little, drawing up closer to his body.

All I can hear is him breathing and moaning above me, as well as the wet sounds of his dick moving in and out of my wet, warm mouth. I whip my tongue around his crown, then slide it along the underside as he pumps his hips, thrusting like crazy.

He’s moving so fast, and going so deep, that I have to let go of his balls and hold onto the outside of his thighs.

And then he nudges himself so deep in my throat, it stretches my tonsils. I let out a whimper as he turns to steel.

“Ah, Jesus,” he growls, rolling his hips in a circle and fisting my hair so tight it burns my scalp.

I whimper again, and warm liquid spurts on the back of my tongue. I gulp it all down as Granddaddy groans loudly.

When he pulls out past my lips, I shift on the floor, noticing a big wet spot on his rug. I hadn’t even noticed how much I’d been dripping. I momentarily worry he’ll be upset, but then he joins me on the rug, cupping my ass and lying me on my back.

“Granddaddy’s going to lick that sweet virgin pussy now, babygirl. I want this floor soaked with your juices.”

“Okay,” I whisper, feeling my body start to tremble as he spreads my legs.

By now I’m so turned on I’m certain that a soft breeze could blow over my pussy and I’d cum harder than ever. But luckily I don’t have to rely on a breeze.

Granddaddy points two fingers down and pushes them slowly inside my tight entrance as his tongue begins to lick my inner thigh.

“Oh gawd,” I purr, gripping the shaggy hairs on the rug beside me.

“Mmm-hmmm,” Granddaddy echoes, swirling his tongue over my pussy lips as he fingers me.

One hand reaches up and starts to tease my titties, pinching and groping and softly touching as his lips caress my aching clit.

And when his tongue flits out, I shiver all over. Granddaddy pushes his fingers deep, massaging my lower walls as he flicks my swollen bundle of nerves.

My nipples tingle and tighten, and I give an upward thrust, feeling my cream dribble out as Granddaddy makes me cum.

He’s moaning almost as loud as I am. My body quakes, and my legs tremble.

“Oh fuck. You make me cum so good, Granddaddy.”

That seems to drive him wild because he works even harder, flicking and sucking and nibbling my bean like eating pussy is about to go out of style.

He does it until I cum again and again, and my body is exhausted from all the thrusting and all the endorphins rolling through my system.

“Lord have mercy. I could eat that pussy all day,” he says, getting up on his knees and wiping his mouth with the back of his hand.

I look at him, bleary eyed with my legs still spread. His cock is long and hard, standing at attention. He grips my hips and tugs me toward him, spearing my pussy with the head of his shaft.

I touch his lower abs, watching them tighten as he spreads my pussy lips apart.

“Oooooh, yes,” he groans. “My sweet babygirl is so fucking tight. I can’t wait to fill up this belly with my sperm.”

I huff and dig my nails into his flesh as he pushes deeper, letting out a soft cry.

“Does it hurt, baby?”

I close my eyes and shake my head. “No. It’s … it’s the best feeling in the world.”

With a growl, Granddaddy rolls his thumb over my clit, then he sinks all the way into my depths, until his balls lightly slap my ass.

“Oh fuck,” he edges out.

He pulls my left leg over his shoulder and the other one gets pushed almost up to my ears. He’s practically scissoring me in half as he fucks me faster.

My tits sway up and down as he rams his cock in and out of me. I open my eyes and look up at him, and he’s staring down at my pussy, still rubbing my little nub. His hand slides down my leg and he grips my waist again, holding me tight as he drives so deep I can’t hold back any longer.

“Oh Granddaddy. I’m gonna cum again. I … I can’t stop it!”

He blows out a hard breath and grinds his hips against me. “Atta girl. I knew it wouldn’t take you long to cum on Granddaddy’s thick dick. You can’t resist it, can you? You want me fucking this pussy day and night? Knocking you up with my seed?

“Yes, pleeeease…” My cunt squeezes his thickness, and I feel so much cream spilling out of me it’s almost embarrassing.

Granddaddy groans, keeping up his rhythm until my orgasm abates, and then I feel him pick up the pace again, until he turns to steel.

“Shit. Granddaddy’s turn now. Fuck, there’s so much cum, baby. Soooo much…”

I feel his cum rush inside of me, and he vocalizes his pleasure, rutting hard but slow. He glides his hands up my belly, all the way to my tits, and he presses them together as he finishes. His eyes close then open, and I can’t resist touching his chest and telling him how I feel.

“I love you so much, Granddaddy.”

He chuckles warmly, then lays his body on top of mine, kissing my soft lips. “I love you, too, babygirl. So much I’m going to keep you here with me.”

My eyes feel like they’re sparkling. “Forever?”

He nods. “Yep. Forever. You’ll let me fuck you. We’ll have babies. And we’ll live happily ever after. That what you want?”

I smile and throw my arms around his neck, nodding furiously.

That’s all I’ve ever wanted.

The End


Tight Squeeze

Description

When I get stuck between the wall and the refrigerator, I nearly panic! But my BFF’s big, strong Granddaddy comes to my rescue, rubbing petroleum jelly all over my tender, innocent body.

When I’m finally free, I can see what slicking me up has done to him, and we end up going from one tight squeeze to another.

***

“Oh my god…? Babygirl, what in the world have you done?”

My face flushed in embarrassment, and I really just wanted to scream. “The broom fell behind the fridge, and I was trying to reach for it. I’ve tried everything to get out, but I’m stuck. Guess I’m not as skinny as I thought.”

My roommate’s Granddaddy shook his head, running a hand through his thick gray hair, his rugged face wrinkling in thought. “Well, I know a trick that might work. Let me check the bathroom, see if you’ve got what I need.”

I let my head fall back against the wall, putting my hands on the side of the fridge and hoping like hell Granddaddy could work some magic. Why was it so easy slipping between the wall and the refrigerator, but so damn impossible to slip out? Probably because I was wearing shorts and a bikini top, and my skin was sticking to the stainless-steel surface.

And moving the heavy thing wasn’t an option. There couldn’t have been more than a quarter inch between the other side of the fridge and the countertops. I tried not to panic, despite my claustrophobia. This really sucked.

When Granddaddy returned, he was holding a big, familiar, yellow tub. “Um, what is that?”

“Petroleum jelly. I’m going to get you slicked up and out of there.”

My heart skipped a few beats, and my insides took a tumble as he popped off the top and scooped out a big glob of clear stuff.

Uh, was this even appropriate? For a grown man to be rubbing that shit on my body?

I’d lived with my best friend Angie since turning eighteen earlier this year, but her Granddaddy was here all the time, and he’d always treated me so sweetly, even calling me babygirl the same way he did his granddaughter. I think he was in his early 60’s, though he hit the gym daily and had the body of a younger man. I’d caught him eyeing me kinda hard a few times, but I think it was just my imagination. He wasn’t married, so I think he got lonely.

And now, here he was, about to rub his hands all over me.

I told myself that these were extreme circumstances. It wasn’t anything to get upset about.

“Okay, darlin.’ Hold your arms up high and let me get you out of there.”

I blew out a breath, tossing my hands to the top of the dusty fridge. Granddaddy stood next to me and wedged his hand between my belly and the steel surface. He wouldn’t have been able to at all if he wasn’t so lubed up.

“Oooh, damn, this thing is cold. I’ll bet it bit you real good,” he jokes, wiggling his fingers further in and tickling me.

I let out a giggle, and Granddaddy echoed. “You ticklish?”

“Just a touch.”

“I’ll try to be a little rougher, then,” he joked, moving further up.

Granddaddy scooped some more jelly on his hands and went back in, getting my tummy all slicked up. I could move my upper half, but my lower half was still lodged pretty tight.

“I think I’m good up here, Granddaddy. Maybe … if you could get my legs?”

“Yeah, sure. Just a second, baby.” I tried to be patient as he covered my front with more and more glop, but then his hand nudged the lower swell of my breasts. “I think I need to get under here.”

Granddaddy’s fingers pushed up the material covering my titty, and I gasped. “I—I don’t think you need to do that.”

“Oh, I think we better cover every inch of your body, just to be on the safe side.”

I looked his way, and we locked eyes. The way he looked at me made me weak all over, like he knew he had this power over me, and I fought the heat that crept up my flesh.

He licked his lips and passed his finger over my nipple, making it pucker. My pussy twitched, and I was suddenly so turned on. Shame engulfed me.

“I think these huge breasts of yours are the problem,” he said, massaging my D-cups and scissoring his fingers to pinch my bud.

“What?” I huffed, experiencing all sorts of conflict. I needed to get out of here.

But also, I loved Granddaddy touching me like this.

“Yep. I need to push up your little bikini top and get those things covered in petroleum jelly. You don’t mind, do you, babygirl? If Granddaddy has to touch you in private places to get you out?”

“Umm … we don’t have any other options.”

“No, we sure don’t,” he groaned. Granddaddy slid to my other breast, pushing the cup up with his slick hand and massaging me.

Okay, at this point, I was covered in lube, but Granddaddy was still rubbing more and more on. It was obvious he was getting his rocks off copping a feel.

And yet, I wasn’t stopping him.

My little virgin pussy was hotter than it had ever been.

“You’re okay, right baby? I’m not making you uncomfortable?” he asked, massaging his index finger over my tender nipple.

My pussy clenched, and I felt myself leak into my undies. “No, Granddaddy. I’m glad you’re here.”

God, my face was getting hot, but this time not from embarrassment. From lust.

“Mmm, good. I’m glad I came here when I did. Let me take care of those pretty legs of yours.”

I felt a sinking disappointment when Granddaddy removed his hand to get more jelly. He then worked his way between my thighs and the hard surface, rubbing his hand back and forth until I was finally able to slide out of the tight spot.

He stepped back a few feet and gave me room as I was finally free.

He then pointed his gaze at my bare tits, nipples still hard as rocks. Instead of pulling the material of my bikini down, I threw my arms around his neck, pressing my curves against his hard body. “Oh my god, thank you, Granddaddy.”

“You’re welcome, pretty girl.” His hands, still covered in the greasy substance, moved to my back where he rubbed up and down, working it into my skin. “I hope you don’t hate me for having to touch you like that.”

Heat shot between my legs. “No, it’s fine. I didn’t mind.”

“Mmm, good. I didn’t mind either.” He let out a deep laugh.

I stepped back and noticed right away that his shirt and jeans were covered in oil from where I’d hugged him. “Oh no.”

“What is it, sweetheart?”

His eyes were still drilling into my chest, and I know I should have been more concerned about the fact that my bikini top was pushed up, but I hardly noticed.

“I’ve ruined your clothes.”

Granddaddy looked down. “Oh, it’s nothing. Don’t worry about it, sweet pea. I’ll just head home and toss them in the wash.”

I bit my lip, not wanting him to leave. “You can wash them here, if you want. You can get undressed after I hop in the shower.”

His dark brown eyes flickered, and he moved his tongue over his lips once more. “All that mineral oil won’t wash off, babygirl. I’ll need to wipe you down first.”

And with that, he tugged off his shirt, revealing his chiseled chest, dusted with gray hair. That ache inside of me grew stronger.

“Oh … okay.”

“Why don’t you get all that off so it’ll be easier.”

Without even batting an eye, I pulled the bikini over my head and set it on the kitchen counter, then pushed my shorts down my legs, leaving me in nothing more than a pair of light blue panties with bows across the top.

Granddaddy big hunky arms bulged as he started rubbing me down with his shirt, starting with my stomach and then moving over my hips.

“That’s the drawback to this shit. It gets pretty messy,” he said.

“It’s fine, really,” I answered, putting my hands on his chest and feeling how strong he was.

God, I never knew my roomie’s grandfather had so much sex appeal without a top on.

His eyes locked with mine briefly, and he smiled. “Well, this isn’t the worst way I could be spending my time today,” he offered, gently wiping my waist.

“Me neither,” I laughed nervously.

When he was finished getting as much oil off as he could, he tapped the counter. “Why don’t you hop up here and I’ll get those gams.”

I jumped up on the counter, feeling the cold surface nip me in the ass. Granddaddy started rubbing his shirt up and down both my legs, and I wondered what we were doing. Here I was, stark naked for the most part. If my best friend came home and saw us like this she’d have a fit.

But she was at work.

And would be until tonight.

“Um, Granddaddy … I think I’m good now. Maybe you should get undressed, let me throw your clothes in the wash?”

He ran his tongue over his lips as he stared at my tits, and my nipples puckered up so hard they tingled.

“Just don’t want Angie to come home and …” He tossed a look over his shoulder, and I slid off the counter.

“She won’t, Granddaddy. We’re good. Here, let me help you since you’ve helped me.”

I slid my fingers down the inside of his jeans, working loose the button. I heard Granddaddy let out a soft rumble as he slowly started caressing my arms.

“You know,” he edged out. “I could get in a world of trouble for this.”

“For what, Granddaddy? Letting me wash your clothes?”

I bit my lip as I tugged his zipper down.

And that’s when I felt his erection, big and hard and thumpy against my hand.

“Is that all you’re going to do? Just toss Granddaddy’s clothes in the wash and nothing more?” His dark brown eyes went full dark just then, and I knew he was having some forbidden thoughts, just like me. 

I smiled seductively at him. “I suppose we’ll have to find something to do while they wash, won’t we?”

“Hmmm,” he moaned, kicking his jeans aside once they fell.

I could see the outline of his thick dick through the dark cotton material of his underwear. I mean, goddamn. Not only was his cock as big as his forearm, but it was harder than any cock I’d ever seen in a porn video.

And I’d watched a lot of those things. Being a virgin with no sex life, what else could I do?

I suddenly needed that cock inside of me, filling me up in more ways than one.

I waltzed a few steps over and bent down in front of him to lift his jeans from the floor, watching him rub his hands together as he ogled my lush backside.

“You wanna help me start the load?” I asked, sauntering off and feeling the flesh of my ass jiggle.

Granddaddy followed me like a horny bull as I walked to the laundry area. I lifted the washer lid and Granddaddy pressed his front into my back, reaching up to the top shelf for the laundry detergent.

I felt his cock twitch as he dropped the bottle on the hard surface. “Make it an extra long cycle, babygirl, with a pre-soak,” he growled in my ear. “This might take a while.”

I threw his clothes inside the tub, then poured the blue liquid on top, twisting the knob as Granddaddy’s big, rough hands wandered up my belly.

Curious about how he felt, and how he would respond to me, I wiggled my bottom into his hard cock as he cupped the lower swell of my tits, and it caused him to groan against my neck.

“Fuck, baby. You’ve got me thinking such dirty thoughts.”

I pressed the start button and closed the lid, twisting around to face him. “Like what?”

“I’d rather show than tell.” He pinched my nipples, delicately like they were fruit, alternating back and forth between the two and making my clit grow bigger by the second.

“Ooohhh,” I purred, thrusting my pussy forward and rubbing it on his cock.

We both looked down and saw the wet spot on the material from where my pussy was leaking like a fountain.

“Better watch it,” he growled. “Or you’ll end up ruining those cute little undies.”

“I think they’re already ruined, Granddaddy.”

“Oh? Let’s see.”

He put his hands under my arms and lifted me up before setting me down on top of the washer. It was still loudly filling with water, but I was hardly aware of it as Granddaddy pushed my legs open and looked at the wet spot on my panties.

“Mmm, I don’t think they’re ruined enough, personally.”

Granddaddy pushed his underwear down, keeping his eyes locked on mine. But the moment I saw his cock appear, I had to look down at it.

My lips parted, and I sucked in a full breath. “Granddaddy…” I murmured.

He stroked it a few times, running his fingers over the tip and making it look shiny with pre-cum.

“It’s big, I know. But I bet you can handle it.”

My teeth sank into my lower lip, and I felt more stuff gushing from my pussy.

“I’m a virgin, Granddaddy. With that? It’s going to be a tight squeeze.”

He tightened his grip around the base of his shaft, and I saw several clear drops pulse from the slit. “Oh fuck, baby. I didn’t know that. But I’ve proven I’m good with tight squeezes. And I’ll make sure to take my time, seeing as we have plenty of that.”

Granddaddy dropped his huge dick and moved his fingers between my legs. He spread my pussy lips apart, which caused the elastic part of my panties to get trapped inside my folds. My hard little clit bulged from the fabric and Granddaddy immediately started to tease it with the tip of his finger.

“Oh god,” I groaned, bucking my hips.

Granddaddy leaned forward and brushed his tongue over my nipple, making bolts of pleasure shoot all through my extremely horny body. I’d never met a man who turned me on so fast.

And I sure as hell never knew a man who was at least forty years my senior who would make my pussy drip like this.

“Mmmm,” he moaned, circling his finger over my throbbing clit.

I rolled my hips up and down as I clasped his thick salt and pepper hair in my fingers, holding on to him as he brought me pleasure.

I was dizzy from being so close to cumming. But then his fingers pushed inside the elastic of my panties, and I thought I would come undone as he dipped inside my slick entrance. He angled his gaze up at me and flicked my hard bud, making me purr.

“Oh Granddaddy … I’m about to cum,” I moaned.

He released my nipple long enough to let out a growl. “Good, because I don’t want you waiting another minute to cum on my finger, little girl. Show me what you got…”

He put his lips on mine and flicked his tongue against mine as he diddled my hard clit. Sharp bolts of pleasure shot through me and my body trembled uncontrollably as I had my first orgasm ever with another man.

Fuck, Granddaddy really knew what he was doing. He set my body on fire. And he didn’t stop with that orgasm, either. Most guys my age would have fucked me long enough to get off, then promptly take off, leaving me high and dry.

I knew this because it was the experience most of my friends had.

But Granddaddy acted like he couldn’t get enough of making me feel good. He stood upright after my toe-curling orgasm and grabbed my panties, ripping them to shreds. He then cupped my ass and buried his face between my legs, moaning as his tongue darted inside my folds.

My legs quivered and my entire body started trembling. But then I realized that the washer was agitating. So my body was shaking doubly hard.

I looked down and watched his tongue flick back and forth over my bundle of nerves, noticing my nipples turning into hard points jutting up to the ceiling.

“Ohhhhh yeahhhhhhh,” I purred, putting my feet on his wide shoulders and letting my thighs spread nice and wide.

Granddaddy growled into my folds, then probed my tight little pussy with his thick finger. He started with just one, and I could feel how tight my walls were around it.

“Ahhhhhh,” he groaned, pumping his finger in and out. “So fucking tight…”

He spat on my clit, then swabbed it away with the tip of his tongue while I watched. My clit bobbed several times.

“Oh fuck,” I clipped out, so wet from the attention he was giving me.

He parted my pussy lips even wider and spat on my bump of tissue again before plunging a second finger inside of my warmth, making me feel stretched. But he also started swirling his tongue over the hood of my clit while curling his fingers upward against my virgin walls.

And I saw the river of fluid that rushed out of me when I came this time.

My head fell back, and I cried out in pleasure, but those cries were no match for Granddaddy’s guttural groans. God, I think he was having more fun than me, based on how into eating me out he was.

I felt him suckle softly on my clit, finger-fucking me until I was panting and my orgasm was slightly starting to abate.

“Fuck you taste good, baby,” he finally said. “But my cock wants to be where my fingers are right now, filling up that sweet pussy with Granddaddy’s cum.”

“Oh god, me toooooo,” I moaned.

He grabbed a hold of my ass cheeks and scooted me off the washer and into his arms.

I hugged his neck and felt his enormous cock bobbing against my backside as he started to kiss me.

Granddaddy walked us back to the living room and bumped into the couch. We made out like starving lovers, and I just couldn’t believe what a good kisser he was.

One of his hands greedily cupped the swell of my bottom, and the other fisted my hair. I rubbed my tits into his chest, making him groan even more.

He lifted me up just a bit, and I felt the wide head of his cock probe at my entrance, stretching me enough to make me gasp.

“Fuuuuuuck,” he growled, pushing in deeper. “Oh god, babygirl, you’re so fucking tight.”

“I told you, Granddaddy. And it’s going to be even tighter with that thick dick of yours.”

His hungry eyes lit up like a wild animal that had finally caught its prey. “You’re right about that. My dick is thick, and your pussy is the tightest I’ve ever felt.”

He pushed in deeper and I let out a deep huff of breath. It didn’t hurt, but it did feel like I was very full. And as he sank all the way in, I felt the head of his shaft massage my G-spot.

“Mmmm, yessss,” I murmured, bucking my hips forward.

“Oh gahhhhhhhd,” he groaned as he started thrusting nice and slow, letting me just revel in the sensation of his huge cock massaging the most pleasurable part of my body.

I felt his fingers move to my forbidden entrance, and he lightly teased the sensitive folds, causing me to whimper.

“God, baby,” he groaned, tightening his fist in my hair as he began rutting his dick in and out of me. “You feel so good … I’m never going to want to fuck anyone else…”

His words shook me, but they also rang true with me. Suddenly, I couldn’t picture wanting anyone else but this big, muscular, incredibly experienced older man. He’d ruined me for anyone else.

Granddaddy quickened his pace, ramming his cock in and out of me. I held on tight, enjoying his finger teasing my asshole. He was fucking me with enough force that my clit was rubbing his belly, and it made the heat of an impending orgasm rip through me.

My legs shook around his waist, and my walls clamped around his thickness, forcing me to cry out once more.

“Jesus fuck, babygirl. Are you cumming on Granddaddy’s dick? Trying to get me to cum inside that sweet and innocent pussy of yours?”

“Yes, Granddaddy. Yesssss,” I begged, wanting to feel him spurt inside of me so fucking badly.

“Well,” he growled, “here it comes…”

He gave a few hard jabs, going so deep I felt him rub along my cervix.

And then the roar that came out of his mouth must have been heard through the entire apartment building. I felt the heat of his seed as it coated my walls, then I could feel it escaping me as he continued fucking me like he had all the energy of a 20-year-old.

My pussy spasmed hard around him a few times, and when he held me still for a brief moment, I could feel the few twitches his cock gave as the last couple of spurts shot out.

“God, baby,” he said, spinning around and setting me on the back of the couch.

He backed out of me slowly, and surprisingly, his cock was still semi-hard. It was shiny, coated in our cum, and I found myself watering at the mouth.

I let my feet fall to the floor and ran my hands up his strong, hairy chest.

He put his hands on mine and looked at me like he was still hungry.

“You want to clean me up, baby?”

I nodded, feeling nervous about taking him in my mouth. I knew it wouldn’t fit.

“Get on your knees, and Granddaddy will help you, okay?”

Granddaddy gave me a quick French kiss before pushing me to my knees. I felt his cum drip from my gash to the floor as his cock bobbed a few times in front of my face.

I gripped it with my fingers, and my hand seemed to be so tiny compared to his girth. I stroked his length, listening to the wet, squishy sounds as I jerked him slowly.

He groaned and gripped the hair on my head, tightening his fingers to control me. I saw his enormous balls hanging down and couldn’t resist cupping them in my other hand. I watched in awe as several huge drops of fluid dribbled out of the wide slit on the tip.

“Ooooh yeah, babygirl. Feel how heavy they are?”

“Yes, Granddaddy. I do.”

“That’s from all the cum. Now why don’t you suck it all out for me so I can clean you up too?”

I licked my lips before wrapping them around his crown. I tasted the saltiness of his desire and my own tangy fluid.

I tried bobbing my head, but he was too big for me to go all the way down. I slicked my tongue over the veiny surface and sucked on just the tip.

But Granddaddy seemed to want me to go deeper, so he started jutting his hips, stretching my mouth as wide as it would go.

I whimpered and thought I would have to unhinge my jaw to take him all the way in. But before long, my tight little mouth was stuffed full of Granddaddy’s thick meat, and saliva was dribbling down my chin.

“Mmmm, damn,” he clipped out, fucking my mouth a little faster.

I groaned, swirling my tongue as best I could over his crown.

“Baby, I could fuck this mouth all day and then some. Fuck!” I felt him turn to steel and then a warm pulse of fluid coated my tongue. Granddaddy held my head steady as he growled. His cock spewed and sputtered inside my mouth, shooting out so much cum I nearly choked swallowing it all down. “Aw Jesus….”

I purred as he throbbed over and over, a seemingly endless torrent of cum filling me up. My belly was so full of cum I could feel it protruding out.

Finally, Granddaddy took mercy on me and backed out past my lips, his cock still hard as ever.

“My darling little cock sucker. I still have more, but right now I’m anxious to clean you up so I can fill you up again.”

With ruddy cheeks and a dizzy grin, I stood up and Granddaddy carried me to my bedroom where he laid me down. I watched his gigantic dick weave side to side as he laid down between my legs and proceeded to lick me like I was candy.

I let my arms fall above my head as he lapped away all the juices that were spilling out of me. He even dragged his tongue all the way to my tight little rose, flicking me and making me shudder.

Granddaddy slurped me and licked me and kissed me until I came over and over. Until I was practically breathless, and then he came back up and laid down next to me, cupping my breasts and forcing me to kiss him and taste the savory tang of our sin.

I loved the way his tongue flitted against mine.

His cock bumped into my thigh and I rolled over on my side, rubbing his strong chest with my hands.

“Granddaddy, is your hard-on going to go away?”

“Not as long as I’m conscience and in your presence.”

I giggled. “Maybe we should take a nap.”

“Okay, baby. Sounds like a good idea. Roll over and let me hold you.”

“Mmm.” I liked that idea.

I felt his strong arms wrap around me and I nuzzled my ass up against him which turned out to be a mistake.

But it was a good mistake.

Granddaddy pushed his cock inside of me and started fucking me hard while holding his hand to my belly.

I closed my eyes and felt his hand moved down, until his finger found my clit. And the way he brushed smooth circles over the swollen tissue made me cum in no time flat.

“Fuck,” Granddaddy growled into my neck. “I don’t think I’m going to be able to sleep until I get one more cum in.”

“Then cum, Granddaddy. Fill my pussy up.” I arched my back and Granddaddy gave a loud groan as he emptied inside of me.

And even when he was done, his cock stayed hard and didn’t budge. And that’s how we fell asleep, with his thickness lodged deep inside of me.

I personally couldn’t think of a better way to take a nap, or spend the afternoon.

The End


Loved by the Daddy and Grandpa

Description 

My boyfriend and I have been together for so long that his family treats me as one of their own. So when I find out he’s cheating on me I turn to them for love and support. His daddy and grandpa are eager to offer their love, and show me how to get even in the process. 

*** 

My chest is hollow. Like that asshole Tommy cut a hole in my ribs and vacuumed my heart out. I just found out he’s been cheating on me for 6 months. And all after 5 years of devoting my life to him. 

We started dating my freshman year in high school. I was fourteen and innocent and pure as the driven snow. And now that I’m nineteen, and we both have decent jobs, and I just leased my own apartment, I was hoping he would propose soon. 

I’m crushed. And I don’t have any family, so I don’t know where else to turn for help other than his family. Maybe they can help me understand why he’d do this. 

Tommy is away for the weekend with her. He told me he was fishing with his buddies, but I know who he’s really with because his best friend let it slip to my best friend. So as I pull into the driveway where he lives with his daddy, I’m relieved to know that Tommy won’t be here. I just hope his daddy doesn’t slam the door in my face and treat me like the enemy. 

I straighten out my wind-tangled hair and knock on the door, and seconds later, Tommy’s father pulls it open. 

“Hey, Mr. Wright.” 

“Kassie? Hey, Tommy isn’t here. I … thought he was with you.” 

“No, he isn’t. I … need to talk.” Tears scorch the corner of my eyes, and I feel my chin quiver. 

Mr. Wright twists his face as he gestures for me to come in. “What is it? Is Tommy hurt?” 

I shake my head, and he wraps his big arms around me, enveloping me with his warmth. “Oh damn. He got you pregnant, didn’t he? I heard him talking about it, but I thought I was hearing things. Damn…” 

“What? No. I’m—I’m not pregnant.” 

Tommy’s daddy draws back and lightly touches my face. “You’re not? But I could have sworn I heard Tommy tell his friend—” He stops mid-sentence and I guess realizes what’s going on because his mouth drops and he pulls me in for another hug. “Oh sweetheart …” 

And that’s when I get really mad. Now these tears coming from my eyes are tears of anger. 

That fucking asshole got her pregnant?! 

Mr. Wright holds me for a while, and it actually helps me feel better. Tommy’s daddy has always been so kind to me. “Tell me what happened, sweetie.” 

Mr. Wright sits me on the couch and wraps his arm around my shoulder. I look into his deep brown eyes and immediately know I have his full attention. 

“I thought maybe you knew. Tommy’s been cheating on me for six months. I just found out from Randy.” 

Those brown eyes of his widen into shock. “You must be joking.” 

“I wish I was, Mr. Wright. After five years of me loving him, of doing everything for him, this is how he thanks me …” 

“God, I hate that. I can only imagine how hurt you are.” 

“Yeah, no kidding.” I look at him and ask the one question I’m sure he won’t answer. “I expect you to take his side and all, but … did I do something wrong, Mr. Wright?” 

I realize how silly the question sounds once it comes out. But Tommy’s daddy is sensitive enough to not laugh at me. 

“God, no, sweetheart. I’m sure you didn’t do anything wrong. And please, I’ve told you to call me daddy. All this “Mr.” stuff is too formal for a girl who’s … practically family.” His hand moves to my thigh and he squeezes it softly, sending prickles of pleasure all through me. 

I lick my lips and notice the big veins atop his knuckles, and the way he’s gently caressing me by lightly stroking his fingers over my bare flesh. If I hadn’t worn shorts that show off my creamy complexion, I probably wouldn’t feel this aroused. 

“Oh, well, thank you, daddy. I thought for sure you’d take Tommy’s side.” 

“No, not in this case. Us guys, we don’t always need a reason to cheat. Not that I’m the cheating type. But I know how men think and it’s pretty dirty. And what Tommy did to you, that was downright mean.” 

He moves his hand to my other leg, pulling me a little closer and making my body react in ways I didn’t expect. “Yes, it was mean. And it hurts.” 

“Mm-hmm, I know, Kassie. I know.” I notice his gaze darts to my lips. Mr. Wright—daddy—is an attractive man; he looks just like Tommy. And I have to admit, I did initially fall for Tommy based on his ruggedly handsome features. And now … it’s like I’m staring at a more mature Tommy who’s consoling me the way I wish Tommy would. “Best thing to do in a situation like this is to get even.” 

Heat washes over me, and I fidget in place, feeling my nipples grow hard. “I’m sorry. Um … get even?” 

“Get even for what?” Tommy’s granddaddy—which is actually his mother’s daddy, Mr. Anders—surprises both of us by coming into the room and asking one simple question. I haven’t seen him in a few months because Tommy’s parents split up a while back. I’m not even sure what he’s doing here. 

Regardless, in this context, I’m seeing Mr. Anders in a different light. With his gray beard and gray hair, and storm gray eyes, I feel like I’m surrounded by several generations of hotness right now. 

“Tommy cheated on Kassie. And I was just giving her some advice on how to heal from the pain.” 

“Are you kidding me? That little asshole.” He takes a few steps in our direction, and I see that look come over his face. It’s the same look Tommy’s daddy has right now. Like they both have a hunger for something that only I can give them. 

“Yeah, the little asshole,” Daddy says, working his fingers up and down my thigh. 

Something happens then when I realize what he’s doing. My pussy throbs, and there’s a little pulse of fluid that seeps from my gash. Hot liquid pulses in my veins. 

“My son-in-law is right, you know. Getting even is by far the best solution.” Mr. Anders—who incidentally has told me on numerous occasions to call him “grandpa” just like his grandson Tommy does—sits in the chair across from us.

“How exactly should I get even?” I say, nervously rubbing my fingertips along the couch. “I don’t even really know any of his friends.”

Daddy chuckles. “You don’t need to know any of his friends. Does she, Pop?”

Mr. Anders rubs his beard, then shakes his head. “Nope. Not in a situation like this. If you’d like to come over here and sit in Grandpa’s lap, I’ll show you exactly how to get even, pretty girl.”

It occurs to me how taboo it is, that they want me to call them “daddy” and “grandpa”, even though they aren’t technically my daddy or my grandpa. Those are just words, a title. But the little bit of role-playing that this is turning into is making my little pussy and my clit throb. Oh yeah, I’m down with the forbidden direction this seems to be taking.

Also, to think that I could get even with Tommy by having sex with his daddy and grandfather is making my panties wetter than Tommy ever made them. But still, I’m nervous about all this.

“Go on, honey,” Daddy says. “Show grandpa what a fool Tommy was by giving you up for some hussy.”

Hussy? This girl is going to be the mother of their grandchild. And great grandchild. Why do I suddenly feel sorry for her? Like she got tangled up with Tommy, and I’m the lucky one for escaping him without getting pregnant? I wouldn’t want some cheating sonofabitch to be the father of my child.

With a slight wave of confidence, I stand up and pull the bottoms of my shorts down. They’ve ridden up to the lower swell of my butt cheeks. I feel Daddy’s hand lightly graze the backs of my thighs.

“Go on, pretty,” I hear him say.

Grandpa moves his leg to the side, making room for me to sit. When I do, he brushes the tips of his fingers over the tops of my legs, making a face of pleasure. “Well I’ll be damned. You’ve got the softest skin I’ve ever felt. Has Tommy been lucky enough to experience what’s under here?”

He hooks a finger under the seam of my shorts, and I realize … these older men would probably like to know that their son’s girlfriend didn’t give up her cherry to him.

“We did everything but that, Grandpa. So I got good at giving oral pleasure. But I guess technically I’m still a virgin.”

I hear Daddy groan. “Did you hear that, Pop? Sexy little thing is a good girl. Tommy really was a fool to give this up.”

“Oh, I heard,” Grandpa says, his soulful stare boring right through me, little lines of age fanning from his eyes and making me shiver with lust. “Your mama and daddy must’a raised you right.”

Heat rushes through me once again. “Well, they aren’t in the picture, haven’t been for a while. You know, I probably spent more time over here under yall’s roof than my own growing up.”

Grandpa eyes flicker and he runs one hand through the back of my hair while brushing his fingers over my pussy through my shorts. “Damn right. That’s why we asked you to call us “Daddy” and “Grandpa.” Cause we’re more family to you than your own. I think my son-in-law here knew that someday you would come to us for a little … one-on-one session. Although now, it looks like it’s gonna be two-on-one.”

“Personally,” Daddy says, “I knew my son would fuck up with this sweet girl. Hate to say it but I did. And now, it looks like we’re here to mend her broken heart.”

“Would you like that, sweetheart?”

I nod, wondering why does my heart no longer feel broken?

“You ever fantasize about an older man?”

“No. I never fantasized about anyone but your grandson.”

“Mmm,” he groans, now rubbing right where my clit is. “That’s because you’re a good girl. A loyal girl. The kind of girl that I consider to be a keeper.”

“That’s … nice,” I grind out, huffing and bucking my hips as he applies just the right amount of pressure to bring me to the edge.

“Oh, I think this is nice, sweetheart. You sitting in my lap and letting me play with your pussy through your shorts. I’ll bet your daddy is having fun watching us before he joins in.”

“Fuck yes, I am.”

The heat of lust bubbles inside of me, making my nipples prick under my shirt. Grandpa notices, darting his eyes there as he continues to rub my little bundle of nerves. I can also feel Daddy’s stare on me as Grandpa toys with my body.

“Show me those pretty little titties, babygirl. Show Grandpa how horny you are.”

He fists my hair tighter and rubs my clit side-to-side with the slightest of touch as I pull my top off. Damn, I must have forgotten to put a bra on because my small little B-cups are now in my periphery, tiny red nipples poking out like cylinders.

“Holy fuck.” Grandpa licks his lips and presses his palm to my upper back, forcing me forward.

His beard tickles my chest as he brushes his lips across my right nipple. The nerve endings there are intensely sensitive, so just feeling his touch makes me drench my panties. Grandpa lets out a moan and angles his gaze up at me as I watch him flick his tongue along my hard little bud.

“Oh god,” I whisper, grinding my hips up and down.

“Jesus, you are soaked, babygirl. Let’s get these damned things off.”

Grandpa stands me up and tugs off my shorts while he stays seated, and Daddy moves behind me, kissing my shoulders while rubbing my belly. I look at my shorts and panties after they hit the floor, and sure enough, there’s a wet spot right in the middle.

Grandpa runs his hands over the slight curve of my hips, and that’s when I see the erection between his legs. “Fuck, darlin’, you’re making this old man hard as fucking stone.”

“She’s making me hard, too.” Daddy’s fingers tease my nipples, and I arch my little ass back, confirming that he is indeed hard. I feel his cock thump against my lower back and let out a huff. “And by the looks of how wet those panties are, I think we’re doing a good job of helping our sweet girl forget what my son did to her. Isn’t that right, sweetie?”

Daddy’s lips move to my neck as Grandpa leans back and unzips his jeans. “Oh yes, Daddy. I’m feeling so much better. I … I almost don’t even care anymore.”

“And you won’t by the time your grandpa and I are done with you. That pretty little pussy of yours will be filled with our seed, and that pretty little head of yours will be filled with sweet dreams of us doing it again.”

He pinches my nipples a few times as I get a good look at Grandpa’s huge erection. He strokes it a few times with his big ol’ fist, and I notice that my eyes grow exceptionally wide staring at it.

“You wanna touch it, babygirl? See what a real man’s cock feels like?”

I don’t know why they find it necessary to keep insulting Tommy at this point. But then again, they do have a point. Grandpa is ten times the man Tommy will ever be. And that incredibly sexy part that makes him a man—that looks to be eight or nine inches long—is drooling all over Grandpa’s knuckles.

Daddy guides me back to Grandpa’s lap, where I sit on one leg with my side facing him. I try to keep my breathing steady as he finds my swollen gash once again and slides a single finger inside, coating it with my slick fluids. Daddy moves in front of me, taking off his pants and exposing his erection to me.

Now, here I am with two men exposed, and me exposed to them. And I have no idea what I am supposed to do. So, I do what feels right. I reach for Grandpa’s cock and grip it tight, feeling the soft veins and how that contrasts with the steeliness of it, and the way it throbs as blood pumps through it.

“Like what you see, babygirl?” Daddy asks, cupping my chin and forcing me to meet his gaze.

I nod and keep on stroking Grandpa’s dick, hearing his moans of pleasure. He pumps a finger in and out of my pussy and makes me shudder because I nearly cum right there.

“Aw, damn,” Grandpa mutters. “Babygirl, you’re gonna make me shoot my first load all over that hand of yours if you aren’t careful.”

“I know where my first load is going,” Daddy says, wiping the tip of his cock over my lips and coating them in pre-cum.

I’ve been through this with Tommy. He loves treating his pre-cum like my lipgloss, smearing it all over my mouth and cheeks. But the thought of making him mad with jealousy is suddenly at the forefront of my mind.

I part my lips and flick my gaze up at Daddy, smiling as he sinks inside my warm, wet, and willing mouth. I instantly slather my tongue all over the underside, feeling little pulses of warm, salty fluid as he groans loudly.

I continue pumping Grandpa’s dick too, feeling his fingers dance over my clit and making me purr.

I find myself moaning and thrusting my hips, Daddy’s hands fisting my hair so he can fuck my mouth a little harder. I like that he’s rough. Tommy is never rough with me. In fact, Tommy rarely can hold out longer than a few seconds before exploding.

But his daddy …?

My heart speeds up, my breathing rough and quick as I jerk Grandpa and suck Daddy, fingers toying with my nipples and Grandpa diddling my clit. I hear the both of them moaning, Daddy grow harder with each passing minute.

At one point, Grandpa wraps his fingers around my hand and stops me, I guess so that he won’t cum everywhere before he’s ready. I hear him breathing hard and groaning when he does it, feel his cock pulse and twitch. And right as it does, he pushes two fingers inside of my cunt as Daddy pushes his dick to the back of my throat, letting out a loud growl.

“Fuuuuuuuuck,” he groans, shooting several thick wads of cum to the back of my tongue. I’m used to swallowing, but I’m not used to a man cumming in my mouth and then tugging his still-hard cock from my lips, only to bend down and kiss me.

“Mmmm ….” Daddy moans, darting his tongue in and out of my mouth.

Grandpa angles his fingers just so, massaging them over my g-spot and forcing me to cum without warning. I let out a squeak and Daddy grips my hair tighter, tonguing me as my lower body thrashes.

I squirt cum all over Grandpa’s hand, making me feel momentarily embarrassed. But that only lasts a second because Grandpa seems to like it.

“Oh jesus, I love a girl that squirts,” he groans, pumping his hand harder and making me leak even more. “Makes me want to eat her out until she squirts all over my face.”

“Sounds like you’ve got the next half hour mapped out, Pop,” Daddy says, breaking the kiss as Grandpa easily exits my pussy.

“Half hour or longer, depending on what our sweet little girl wants. Today is all about her.”

He spins me around in his lap just then, so that I’m facing him. He brushes the hair from my face, and gently strokes my cheek. “You’re so damn beautiful, babygirl. I want you to feel like the princess that you are.”

I smile, right before he puts his lips on mine. And he cups my ass, pulling me closer to his cock as we French kiss right there in front of Daddy. He kisses me gently but with so much passion I feel it in my toes. His cock bumps into my slit, and I find myself rubbing against it, making him groan as we make out.

I could sit here for hours kissing him, but he wants more of my titties. He grips them in his hands, small as they are, and draws his tongue all over them as Daddy stands behind me and plays with my hair. It’s such an erotic experience, to be pampered like this, both lovingly and sexually.

I keep on rubbing my slit up and down Grandpa’s dick, feeling it twitch every once in a while as he suckles on my nips, one at a time, making them stick out even further than they were moments ago.

He then lifts me and carries me to his room, the one he sleeps in when he stays here.

“You want Daddy and Grandpa to fuck you in Grandpa’s room?”

“Oh yes, Grandpa,” I moan, hugging him tight until he lays me across the bed.

I watch as he and Daddy finish taking off all their clothes. They both have large frames, but Grandpa is a little wider, and he has a lot of gray hairs covering his chest. Daddy’s chest is bare, his skin tanned and showing the slightest bit of evidence that a paunch is in his near future.

I don’t care. The age thing just lets me know these men knew what they are doing. And that turns me on more than their looks.

I look at their cocks, both pointing to the ceiling and weeping as they stare down at my naked body. Grandpa spreads my legs wide and settles there, slowly inching a finger inside of my pussy as Daddy lies next to me.

“Daddy just wants to kiss you for a while, sugar.”

I nod, and he smiles at me, putting his lips on mine. I reach over and find his cock, stroking it while Grandpa’s tongue slithers across my clitoris.

“Nnnnngggnnnn,” I purr through the kiss, parting my legs even further.

Grandpa pushes a second finger inside of me, then begins lightly sucking on my little girl bump, making me quiver. He uses those fingers to fuck me too, as Daddy goes from kissing me to kissing my titties.

I feel like I’m being worshipped, both of them making noises like I’m pleasuring them, not the other way around.

Grandpa finger-fucks me, flicking my clit violently as I cum a second time, this time leaking so much cum on the bed I’m certain he’ll get upset. But he doesn’t speak a word of it.

“I’m going to fuck our little girl first. Make her cum so hard she forgets her name.”

Daddy doesn’t answer, he just gets on his knees and straddles my face, making me suck him once again as I feel Grandpa enter me, slow and steady. It doesn’t hurt. I’ve been fingered way too many times over the years for this to be my first penetration.

In fact, his thick girth and length only adds to my pleasure, stretching me and filling me with warmth.

Daddy grips the hair on top of my head and glides in and out of my mouth until I am drooling all over my chest. I feel Grandpa’s balls slapping lightly against my bottom, his growls getting louder and more animalistic.

And then he gets a little rougher, moving faster and rutting deeper. That familiar heat ripples through my tummy, and my toes start curling in. I whimper over and over as I get closer to cumming, feeling my walls clamp down on Grandpa’s thick dick.

“Ah shit yeah, babygirl. Cum on my cock …” His finger lightly grazes my clit, and I explode, fluid gushing out from me with such force I can hear it.

“Fuck,” he grits out. “You’re so goddamn sexy I can’t hold back.”

Daddy’s cock turns to steel and he cums in my mouth again, letting out a long sigh as Grandpa does the same. The warmth of his seed covers the walls of my pussy, then squirts out with my cum. My legs are shaking, and I’m trying to cry out. But it’s near impossible with a mouthful of dick.

“Damn, our sweet little girl seems to like swallowing,” Daddy says, right as I gulp down the last of his cum.

I’m exhausted all of a sudden, but that doesn’t stop Daddy and Grandpa from switching places. This time, though, Daddy rolls me on my tummy, and Grandpa lays down on the bed, his cock still rigid hard and throbbing as it bobs side to side.

“Now I know what those hands and that pussy can do, babygirl. Show me what that mouth can do while your daddy pumps his seed in your belly.”

I manage a smile as I crawl his way, feeling Daddy kneel on the mattress behind me as I take Grandpa’s cock in my small hand. “Mmm, you look hungry for Grandpa’s dick. That’s a good girl …”

I want to tease him a little, so I swirl my tongue over the head of his shaft. It’s still slick from both of our cum, so I stroke him up and down as Daddy’s tongue flicks my clit. I huff and buck my hips as his strong hands grip my ass.

“Shit … oh fuck,” Grandpa groans as I begin sucking on just the tip. I’ve heard that some guys like this, and Grandpa sure seems to. He rocks his lower body up and down as Daddy gives my clit a few more licks.

And then I feel him change positions behind me and slide into me, pushing out whatever was left behind from Grandpa.

“Oh fuuuuuuuck,” Daddy groans, grinding deep into my pussy.

“Fuck is right,” Grandpa mutters, pushing me all the way down his cock.

He’s bigger than Daddy and Tommy, and he goes in deep enough that I can’t stifle the gag as it comes up. But that isn’t enough to deter Grandpa. He continues thrusting in and out, and I find that it arouses me more, so I snake my tongue all over his veins, and I’m even able to probe his slit and taste his pre-cum.

I fondle his balls, and they’re so hot and heavy, full of more cum I’m sure.

“Oooh yeah, babygirl. Play with Grandpa’s balls. I like that…” he moans, parting his legs.

Daddy lets out a growl and grips my hips tightly, announcing that he’s about to cum. He gets harder inside of me, and it’s so erotic that I channel all that sexual energy into sucking off Grandpa. I bob my head and work his balls in my hand, feeling them draw up tight as he releases a long groan and cums in my mouth.

I just made Daddy and Grandpa cum at the same time. And that is just the beginning.

The two of them work my body over good for the next few hours. They take turns eating me out while the other lies down and kisses me softly. Then at one point I straddle Daddy’s face, fold myself over, and let Grandpa finger my tight little asshole. I cum so hard I scream.

When we are all exhausted, I lay down between them and let them hold me tight.

“Still feeling sad about Tommy?” Daddy asks.

“Nope. Not one single bit.”

“Good,” Grandpa moans. “Because I plan to tell him you belong to us now.”

“He isn’t gonna like that,” I add with a smile.

“Too bad,” Daddy says. “He should have been faithful.”

“Well, you know I’ll be faithful to you two.”

“We know, princess. And we’ll be faithful to you,” Grandpa promises before kissing me on the nose.

I smile at both of them. It’s a good ending to a rough day.

THE END


Lonely Daddy

Description 

My son is all grown up and moving far away, leaving me, a widower, all alone. But right before walking out the door, he tells me he and his girlfriend Tiff have agreed to see other people. And he wants me to check in on her, make sure she’s okay. 

I invite her to dinner and … damn. Tiff is more than okay. She’s got a new, smoking hot body and a happy outlook on her new freedom. And she wants to be the first to end my lonely nights. 

*** 

“Drive safely, son. And I’ll see you in a few weeks.” 

I hugged Tyler, but he did that limp arm thing. Nineteen years old and he still hated hugs. He’d always been that way. Got that unaffectionate side from his mother, rest her soul. 

“I’ll see you, Dad. Oh, and can you do me a favor and check in with Tiff in a few days?” 

“Sure. Any special reason why?” Tiff was his girlfriend of 3 years. I was a little surprised she wasn’t moving across the state with him. Maybe she had other plans. 

“Well, we sort of broke up. I mean, not technically, but we have agreed to see other people. And since I’ll be training for these next two weeks and not able to talk that much, I want to be sure she doesn’t start dating some asshole in the midst of a rebound.” Tyler started to open the door but paused. “Hell, feel free to take her to dinner yourself.” He winked and then he was gone. I guess anxious to start his new life. But that little hint at taking out his girlfriend was … weird. 

I watched him pull out of the driveway, feeling a little sad that my son had decided to take a job 300 miles from home, and one that required a month of intense training. At least I would get to visit him in a few weeks for a long weekend. 

And what was this about Tiff? They were madly in love, or so I’d thought. Now it sounded like she was history, just like his life here. But it did sound like he still cared about her if he wanted me to check in on her. She was a real sweetheart, though now that I’m looking back on their years together, he never did seem to want to get all that serious with her. Maybe going their separate ways was for the best. 

I spent the rest of the afternoon lying on the couch watching football. Normally, I’d be watching it with Tyler, both of us rooting for the same team, yelling at the TV. Christ. This living alone would take a while to get used to. 

Tyler’s mother died about ten years ago, and I’d been so in love with her, I couldn’t fathom seeing another woman. There were times I swore I was dead inside. But nobody caught my eye or attention. I hoped that someday that would change. But in the meantime, I was content to be single and jerk off as needed. 

Around five o’clock, I went into the kitchen to try to decide what to eat, but I was feeling way too restless to cook. And sticking around here was bumming me the fuck out. I decided to get out of the house, grab a bite to eat somewhere. 

While changing clothes, I wondered about Tiff and how she was doing with all this. She must have been upset that Tyler had accepted a job so far away, and on top of that wanted them to see other people, which basically meant he wanted to slowly ease out of the relationship. He’d asked me to check in on her in a few days but there was no reason I couldn’t check on her now. 

I had her number in my phone, so I called her up. She sounded so out of breath when she answered that I hardly recognized her voice. 

“Tiff? Are you all right?” 

“Yeah, yeah, I’m fine, just in the middle of a workout. Is everything okay? I … wasn’t expecting you to call.” 

“Oh, I’m fine. I don’t mean to interrupt, but I wanted to check in on you and see how you were taking all this, maybe ask if you’d like to join me for dinner?” 

“Oh.” She sounded surprised. “Tonight?” 

“Sure. Or any night this week. I’m sure we’re both missing Tyler equally.” 

An awkward silence passed, and I started to tell her she could just think about it and get back to me. But then she finally answered. “Tonight is perfect actually. I’ve got about five minutes left of this routine and I’ll hop in the shower and meet you somewhere. Sound good?” 

“Sounds perfect.” 

We agreed to meet in one hour at the local bar and grille in town. They had a good menu and great ambience. 

I got there before Tiff and almost finished a draft beer while waiting. I was anxious to hear what had happened with her and my son. He didn’t clue me in on these things as much as I would have liked. But I respected his desire for privacy. Still, as his dad, I wanted to be more involved, even if he had grown up. 

When Tiff walked in the door, I had to strain my eyes to make sure I wasn’t seeing things. I recognized her face, but she still looked different than the last time I saw her. Her plain brown hair had been dyed a deep, rich, dark chocolate brown, and her body … 

My god, her body … 

She must have been working out for a while because her arms were cut and her waist was way more slender than the last time I saw her, but when she turned to face the hostess—probably to let her know she was meeting me—I saw exactly where all her hard work had paid off. Her ass stuck out more than J. Lo’s. Like it needed its own zip code it was so huge. Didn’t hurt that she was wearing leggings and a pair of knee-high boots. Well, fuck. My body responded immediately, and I swear to fuck, if I was in a coma before all this, I just woke up. 

My flesh sizzled with lust when the hostess pointed in my direction. She locked eyes with me, and I waved at her, standing as she approached my table. I let my eyes move over her, even though I tried to fight it. I didn’t want her seeing me checking her out. But holy fuck. She even looked like she’d had breast augmentation. Then again, it could have been the extremely tight shirt showing off that part of her body. It was a good thing that I’d only started getting hard. Two more minutes of staring at her amazing tits and curvy hips would have shown her just what a fucking pervert I was. 

“How are you, Collin,” she said, pressing her body to mine and offering a hug. I’d told her several years ago to call me that, hating the formality of a “Mr.” I never wanted to feel old enough to be addressed as “Mr.” anything. 

“Good, Tiff. And you?” I wrapped my arms around her waist and hugged her back, feeling my cock grow stiffer than a 2x4. Jesus Christ, she was about to feel it too. 

“I’m really good, actually.” She smiled at me and sat down. 

And yeah, I was slightly disappointed that I couldn’t still eye her from the waist down. 

“Aw, is this for me?” She tapped glass of wine I’d ordered for her. She was barely 20, but Tyler said she liked to drink white wine on occasion. One glass wouldn’t hurt. 

“Yes, I heard it’s your favorite.” 

“Of course, thank you so much.” Tiff tucked some hair behind her ear, and just that subtle, feminine gesture made my cock stir. 

“You’re welcome. And I’m glad to hear you’re doing good. Looking good, too, if you don’t mind me saying.” 

“I don’t mind at all. I love the compliments. Been working hard for months to get this body.” 

“Well, you looked amazing before, but I’d say you’ve taken it to the next level.” 

“Thank you. Cheers.” She lifted her wine, and I picked up my glass of beer, lightly clinking it with hers. 

“Cheers.” 

Tiff kept her eyes on me as we sipped our beverage, and I had to wonder if I’d been completely off base about her state of mind. 

“I suppose Tyler got off today without a hitch?” 

“He did. I’m already missing him.” I let out a slight laugh, and Tiff just nodded. 

“Yeah. I get that. Was he … upset?” she asked, crinkling her nose adorably. 

“Um, no. If anything, he was anxious to leave. Was he supposed to be upset?” 

“I don’t guess he told you,” she murmured, setting her wine glass down and leaning back against her chair. Her tits jutted out, and my eyes nearly fell out of my skull when I saw her hard-as-fuck nipples through the thin material of her shirt. Pre-cum spurted in my underwear. 

God help me for looking at my son’s girl like this. 

“He told me something, but why do I get the feeling that I didn’t get the whole story?” 

“Because,” Tiff sighed. “You probably didn’t. What exactly did he tell you?” 

“That you two are going to see other people.” 

“That’s right,” she nodded. “I thought he might get upset when I brought it up. But he quickly agreed it was a reasonable solution. Personally, I think he’s looking forward to seeing other people.” 

“I mean, you two will be rather far apart …” 

“Right? And I really don’t want a long-distance relationship. I need hands on my body, lips on mine, regular sex, that sort of thing …” 

I stifled a groan, feeling my balls quake from the amount of cum that was filling them up. “Oh, I totally get that,” I said, taking a sip of beer and staring at her chest that, at this point, was just taunting me and daring me to not shoot my load right here in this restaurant. 

Really, I’d never known a single woman who got me this fucking hard so fast. Not even Tyler’s mom. 

“You’re like that too?” she asked, biting her lip. 

“Hmm?” 

“Needing regular sex, hands on your body …?” she said with a smirk. 

Fuck, I needed her hands on my body. But Tyler wanted me to check in on her. Not fuck her. 

Then again, he did say to make sure she didn’t get tangled up with an asshole. And that I’m definitely not. Also, it was evident by the way Tiff was flirting heavily with me that she’d be amenable to getting cozy at my place later on. 

I chuckled. “Do I need regular sex and hands on my body? Well, Tiff, I’ve gone a long damn time without. A few more hours won’t kill me.” 

I took a chance with that comment, but if I had any doubts that Tiff wanted to ride my dick and ride it hard, I got my answer when she dipped her finger in her glass of wine, stuck that same finger in her mouth to suck off the liquid, and then flicked the tip of it with her tongue. 

“I don’t know, a few hours can seem like a long time when you’re horny for your boyfriend’s dad.” 

That groan I’d been stifling came up, right as the waitress came by to take our orders. While I was telling the waitress I wanted the special, Tiff squirmed in her seat a little. The next thing I knew, her foot slid up in my chair, her delicate toes rubbing my erection. I don’t know how she got her boot off but women are skilled at that sort of thing. 

I felt my face grow hot and stumbled on my words but eventually got them out. When the waitress disappeared, I put my hand under the table and gripped her ankle, pushing up her leggings so I could take in the satiny smoothness of her skin. 

“Fuck, Tiff. Tyler is going to fucking kill me if he finds out.” 

She smiled coyly and bit her lip. “He won’t find out. And even if he did, I doubt he would care.” 

“What makes you say that?” I asked, feeling my cock pulse against the pad of her foot. 

“He made a comment a few weeks ago. Said he knew you got lonely and he wished you’d find someone. Then last night, when we agreed to see other people, he hinted that you and I should …” 

She didn’t finish the sentence, didn’t need to. And I didn’t need to tell her that he hinted at the same thing before he left. Maybe my son really did want me to “keep his girlfriend company.” Lord knew my dick was already rock hard for this girl. 

“You know,” she added, leaning forward. “We could flag down the waitress and make our orders to-go, if you’d like. I’ve always wanted to have a naked picnic.” 

My cock seized in my pants, twitching and stretching my pants. I hated that I was so fucking aroused by her. But also, I fucking loved it. 

Needless to say, we did get our orders to go. I was a gentleman on the way to our cars, and Tiff turned around and smiled at me as she sank into the driver’s seat of her car. I sped home, wanting to get there way before Tiff so I could clean up my shoes in the living room and grab a blanket. 

When Tiff got to my house, I put our food in the kitchen and walked into the living room. She was leaning against the easy chair, her ass begging for my hands. I heard the angel and demon on my shoulders go at it, but it was too late to back out now. I’d waited a long damn time to find someone who quickened my pulse like Tiff did, and I wouldn’t let that angel win. 

I moved behind her and pressed my erection into her backside, feeling the lift of her ass rub against me. 

“Collin,” she moaned, turning her head in my direction so that I could see her full, pouty lips. “You’re so hard.” 

“Harder than I’ve been in a long time,” I growled. 

“Because of me?” she purred, I let my hands wander up her tummy, stopping just below the swell of her tits. 

“Because of you, yes. I haven’t been with a woman since Tyler’s mom passed. I probably shouldn’t admit that, but—” 

“You poor thing,” she said, grinding her ass against my cock and snaking her hand behind my neck. “I’m going to make sure you cum hard.” 

My dick lurched in my fucking pants just then. “You won’t have to try that hard, Tiff,” I said, tugging down the top of her tight shirt and forcing her tits to spill out. 

She whimpered as I looked over her shoulder and cupped them, feeling their weight. Yes, she was well endowed, but my hands were plenty big enough to hold them while pinching her nipples with my thumb and forefinger. 

“Ooohhhh,” Tiff purred, leaning her head against my shoulder and turning to mush. 

“See, baby, I know how to make you cum hard too.” 

I watched her bite her lip as I grinded my cock into the crack of her ass while lightly squeezing her hard little buds, making her coo and moan. I loved the way her nipples were light pink against her creamy skin. Fuck, she had the most heavenly body I’d seen in a long fucking time. 

But I could only toy with her nipples for so long before needing more. So, I slid my giant hand down the front of those skin-tight leggings, feeling my balls grow about as heavy as her tits probably were. 

I felt the heat of her arousal as I slid inside of her panties, stickiness coating the back of my hand and my fingertips discovering the slickness of her folds. 

“Oh god, Collin,” she mewed, her ass wiggling as she rolled her hips forward. 

“Yes, baby.” My middle finger sank into her pussy, and holy hell was she drenched. 

I leaked a little pre-cum, feeling that animalistic growl claw its way up my throat as her walls gripped me tight. 

I fingered her for a few minutes while kissing her neck and staring at her tits hanging out, making her legs shake and the flesh of her ass jiggle. 

“Fuck,” she gritted out. “Keep it up and I’ll cum.” 

“That’s the plan,” I growled, fingering her deeper. 

Her warm juices trickled down my fingers as I slipped another inside. I was fighting the urge to cum right there, wishing my cock was where my fingers were. Soon enough, they would be. 

I moved my lips to her neck, planted a few kisses, then let my teeth sink into her skin as I quickened my finger-fucking. The way she was responding to me reminded me of all the things I love about connecting with another individual, to know that you can share this intense chemistry with one person. 

I heard the wet sounds of her pussy, and within seconds, her slick walls contracted around my fingers, and the convulsions that followed forced the both of us to groan heavily. 

“Oh Collin…” she said, bucking her hips and collapsing against me. 

Feeling like a damn teenager again, I sucked on her neck, wanting to leave a mark, to prove to anyone who came near her over the next few days that she’d been taken. Let them wonder who. 

When her orgasm was over, I gripped the waist of her pants and forcefully tugged them down, filled with my own needs that couldn’t wait. “Bend over,” I growled, moving her to the side of the chair and pushing gently on her upper back to fold her over. 

Her hands sank into the cushion, and I took in the sight of her amazing ass, the roundness of her cheeks and the way they felt so fucking soft under the caress of my hand. I gave them a playful slap and watched them jiggle before stripping out of my pants and letting my cock spring free. 

Tiff didn’t have a thigh gap as she was bent over my chair, so I forced my palm between them, noting the wetness there from her sopping pussy. After stroking my length a few times, I noticed the bead form on the tip, my dick desperate to be inside of her warmth. I slicked around the pre-cum, then pushed into her entrance. 

All the air escaped her lungs, and mine as I realized she was tight as a virgin. 

“Fuck,” I groaned. “How have you stayed so tight, Tiff?” 

She huffed and rocked against me as I sank balls deep. “Your son … he’s not as big as you…” 

I growled as I grabbed ahold of her waist. I never thought of myself as big, but I must have felt big to her. At least compared to Tyler. 

“Do you like it rough, baby?” 

I came out and pushed back in, and she huffed and nodded. “The rougher the better.” 

My scrotum heaved just then. I almost came at her words. But I would not let myself cum this fast. I had self-control and restraint. And I’d use it to make Tiff cum again. 

I took a few deep breaths and rammed hard inside of her, reaching down to tangle my hands in her long, dark strands. I fisted them and gave a little tug, and Tiff whimpered a soft yeah. 

“You like having your hair pulled, baby?” 

“The harder the better,” she groaned. 

“That’s what Daddy likes to hear,” I growled, folding myself over her body and wrapping my fingers around her throat. I have no idea what possessed me to say that, but it made my dick turn to steel. And she didn’t seem to object, little moans of pleasure coming from her lips. 

I held her steady, fucking her hard and deep with one hand on her throat and the other wrapped around her waist. I could feel her walls clinching down as she approached another orgasm. And lord fucking knew I was teetering on the edge of my own. 

“Go ahead and cum so Daddy can too, baby.” 

She gritted out a few groans, finally saying what I longed to hear. 

“Yes, Daddy. Fuck yesssssss.” 

The way her pussy felt cumming on my cock was a pleasure I couldn’t describe. It was like I was living through my own porn skit. I felt my balls begin to lift, despite their aching weight. And with no way for me to stop, I shot my load inside of her belly, my dick twitching so hard Tiff must have felt it. 

I huffed with each burst of seed, feeling her body go soft underneath me. I brushed some of her hair aside and saw the smile of bliss across her face. My cock slipped from her pussy, and I pushed up, helping her stand. 

“I don’t know about you, but I really needed that.” 

I didn’t ask what she meant because I didn’t want to know if my son never satisfied her. But I echoed her sentiments instead. 

“Me too. More than you know.” 

Tiff and I finally made it to the blanket with our dinner, eating in the nude and discovering that we actually had a lot in common. The main difference between us being our age. 

“Have you always liked older men?” I asked. 

She pushed her takeout box aside and shook her head. “No, but I’ve always liked you. Felt a little guilty about it too. One time, when Tyler and I were intimate, I called him “Daddy” in the heat of passion. I think he knew I was actually thinking of you.” 

“You think?” 

She nodded and got on her hands and knees, bending over my cock and gripping it in her small but strong fingers. “And now, I want to suck Daddy’s dick.” 

I groaned and stretched out my legs, my length reaching full hardness the second her lips went around my crown. I watched her glorious ass stick up in the air, swaying side to side ever so slightly as she sucked me off. 

My head dropped back, and I released a guttural groan, letting my hand wander to the back of her head and feeling it bob up and down. The soft undulations of her tongue as it slathered down the underside of my dick made me throb as if I hadn’t cum just thirty minutes ago. 

“Fuuuuuck,” I sighed, lifting my hips off the floor as she worked my length like pleasing me was the only thing that mattered in this world. 

At the moment, her blowjob was the only thing I was aware of. 

I caught the soft purrs that came from her mouth as she went deeper and deeper, and when I felt her soft hands reach down to fondle my ball sack, I parted my legs and let her at them. 

I lifted my head back up, fisted her hair, and rutted my hips, feeling her throat strangulate my cock right before I came. I must have shot a huge load because she coughed and gagged a few times but didn’t dare come off my dick. She took me like a real champ, and I wanted to give her a turn immediately. 

I set her on the couch, tossing her legs over my shoulders as I leaned forward to admire her full breasts and pink, hard nipples. 

“Oh Daddy,” she purred, sliding her fingers through my hair as I flicked her hard little buds with my tongue. I practically made love to them, suckling and kissing and nibbling. I pushed them together and slid my tongue back and forth between the two, enjoying her sounds of pleasure. 

And then I moved between her legs, tasting her musky, sweet cream leaking like a faucet from her gash. Lapping it away, I found myself enjoying her scent and her taste. But nothing could prepare me for how aroused I would get from licking her cute little bean. 

Tiff cried out softly as I flicked it lightly. I grabbed onto her hips and pulled her clit into my mouth, sucking as gently as I could. Her body trembled immediately, and when I brushed my tongue over her hood, she came undone, gushing onto my sofa as she trembled uncontrollably. 

“Daddyyyyy … ohmygod…” she purred, digging her nails into my scalp and forcing me to growl. 

It flipped a switch in me, and while she was still shaking through her orgasm, I got up on my knees and slid my dick inside of her again, pummeling her until we both came again. 

And this was our routine for the rest of that weekend. 

Maybe it made me a bastard, but being with Tiff helped me not miss my son so much. She and I agreed to keep things casual. I wasn’t sure if Tyler would ever find out, but one thing was for sure. 

She didn’t date any assholes in the midst of her rebound. And I would make sure of that.  

THE END


Claiming My Son’s Girlfriend

Description 

My son is about to dump his girlfriend for something so shallow, so inconsiderate, I can hardly believe it. I’m disgusted with his behavior and I will make sure he knows as much. But first, I’m going to break the news to her. It’s better that she hear it from me: a man who actually gives a damn about her. And then I’m going to show her how a real man loves. 

*** 

“Thanks for meeting me. I know this was last minute.” 

Clarice sits in front of me in the coffee shop, her pretty blond hair and big, blue eyes looking at me so questioningly. I can tell by the look on her face that she’s scared. 

“It’s okay. I just .... is something wrong with Brett? Was he in an accident?” 

“Oh god no. I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to make you worry.” I instinctively reach forward and take her hand in mine, wishing like hell I had someone as sweet as Clarice in my life. “Brett is fine. No one is hurt.” I see the relief wash across her face and feel guilty all over again for what I’m about to say. She may wish Brett harm when she hears what he thinks of her. 

My son Brett and sweet, 19-year-old Clarice have been dating for almost a year. The first time he brought her home I could envision her being a part of the family. She just struck me as being the sweetest, most genuine girl I could have wanted for my son. I had been proud of him for snagging such a thing of perfection, not just in the looks department but in her heart and soul, too. I’m not a softy or anything. It’s just that Clarice has that effect on everyone she meets.

But now … I’m ashamed as hell for what Brett has told me he’s doing this weekend. He plans to dump Clarice while they’re in the mountains skiing: a trip that she is paying for in full. Not only that, he’s dumping her for the most despicable reason.

I told him he needed to be a man and end things with her before she drops hundreds of dollars on a trip. But he refuses to listen. He calls Clarice his “sugar bitch,” and he’s going to milk her for every little thing before he casts her aside. Fuck. I love my son but his behavior is reprehensible. I can’t let him do this.

“So, Mr. Daltry, what is going on?”

I take a deep breath and cringe before the words leave my lips. “Brett is planning on breaking up with you this weekend on your ski trip. He told me himself.” She pulls back, looking shocked, and a little hurt. “I’m really not trying to betray my son, but I felt you deserved to know so you can cancel the ski lodge reservations, maybe get your money back.”

I spin my small cup of coffee, hoping I haven’t hurt her just as deeply as Brett would have, or made it worse by having come from me. Suddenly I’m conflicted. Clarice’s eyes shift back and forth a few times.

“He told you this?”

I nod, waiting for her to ask the question I know is coming. The one I still don’t know how to answer.

“Did he say why?” Her voice is so soft I can barely hear her.

I take a sip of coffee. “Yes, but it’s inconsequential, Clarice. At the end of the day, he’s just not very mature. I’m so sorry.” I put my hand on hers, and she just stares at me, tears beginning to fill her eyes.

“It’s someone else, isn’t it?”

“No, actually. As far as I know he hasn’t cheated.”

Her brow furrows. “Then what? He just doesn’t want to commit?”

“Yeah, something like that.”

“I don’t believe you. Brett has talked about wanting to settle down and have kids for several months now.”

Wow. I’m shocked to hear that. “Oh.”

“So why is he really dumping me, Mr. Daltry?”

Well, fuck.

“I want to know. And I’m not leaving until you tell me.”

I really didn’t want it to get to this point, but I suppose she does deserve to know the real reason why. Maybe she’s tempted to go to him, beg him to stay. She won’t in a few seconds.

“He’s into girls who are more … well endowed.”

Her mouth drops, and she glances down briefly. “You’re telling me Brett is breaking up with me because I’m …?” She doesn’t finish her sentence, and I find myself glancing at her chest. My cock stirs. I’ve always noticed that Clarice has small breasts. And that’s a hot button for me.

Christ. It’s pretty damn sick that I’m more sexually attracted to someone I thought would become my daughter-in-law than my own son is.

“Yes, Clarice. His intent to break up with you is essentially an act of body shaming. I’m disgusted, to say the least.”

Clarice goes quiet after that, sipping her coffee while we sit there through somewhat of an awkward silence. She checks her phone a few times, appearing to type out a message. I don’t even care if it’s to Brett. I warned him I would tell her if he didn’t.

“I appreciate your telling me, Mr. Daltry. I just ended things with him before he had the chance.” Now, she puts her hand on mine, gently rubbing the tops of my knuckles with her small, petite fingers and getting my blood pumping, despite the fact that she just dumped my son in a text message. Hell, he deserves it.

I look at her small hands. God, everything about Clarice is petite. Another feature I find damningly sexy. “Would it be alright if I came by soon and got my things? Preferably when Brett isn’t there? I honestly don’t think I can look him in the eyes ever again.”

“He’s not there now. You can follow me home if you like.”

“That would be great,” she says.

I walk her to her car, letting my eyes graze over the length of her body. She’s a little tall and has a nice curvaceous ass. But from her slender waist up, she’s flat as a flitter. My dick bumps in my pants and I curse myself for wanting to fuck my son’s girlfriend. Well, ex-girlfriend now.

“I’ll see you there,” she says, unlocking her car.

“Sure thing.”

The drive to my house takes only a few minutes. Brett is at work and won’t be home for another six hours. His mother passed away years ago, so it’ll just be me and Clarice there. I hope I can come up with something to say, to let her know there’s nothing wrong with the way she looks. I doubt I’ll ever see her again, and I don’t want her to hate the father of the boy who broke her heart. Plus, she needs to know that real men don’t act that way.

I let her in the house and she walks in sheepishly, almost like she’s never been here. She smiles at me, but it’s a forced smile, the corners of her mouth lifting slightly. I can see the sadness in her eyes, and it breaks my heart.

“I won’t be long, I promise. I only have a few things.”

“Take your time, sweetheart. There’s no rush.” I instinctively reach out and touch the side of her face, desperately wanting to comfort her. I don’t have a daughter; Brett is an only child. But if I did, I would never want a boy to hurt her the way Clarice looks hurt right now.

“Thank you, Mr. Daltry.” She covers my hand with hers, and I feel that stirring between my fucking legs again.

“Call me Shawn, Clarice.”

She smiles at me again, and this time I see a slight lift in mood. “Ok, thank you, Shawn. Maybe now that I’m single, we can … I don’t know … get to know one another a little. You’ve been very kind to me, giving me a heads-up and all.”

Shit. I don’t know what to say to that. I’d be one hell of a bastard if I hung out with my son’s ex, wouldn’t I?

“Uh, yeah. Maybe. As long as Brett doesn’t mind.”

She bites her lip and glances at my mouth. “I doubt he would mind, seeing as he was planning to dump me for not being woman enough.” As she says it, she pushes her chest out, as if to accentuate just how flat she is.

Blood rushes through my cock, and I let out a slight laugh, meant to lighten the mood, not shame her. “Yeah, well, you’re more than woman enough, Clarice. Believe me, plenty of guys would knock themselves out to be with a girl like you.”

Another smile flashes across her face, and she moves to kiss me on the cheek, standing on her tiptoes and lacing her fingers through the back of my hair. “Thank you, Shawn. That’s very sweet.”

My pulse quickens and my cock grows harder. I fucking hope like hell she doesn’t see it. But she prances down the hall towards Brett’s room, leaving me alone to watch her amazing ass bounce slightly until she disappears around the corner.

I groan to myself and walk into the kitchen, giving her time and space to find her things. I put on a pot of coffee for myself, wondering if that’s such a good idea. If anything, I should be drinking something cold, taking a cold shower, imagining myself being immersed in a snowdrift. Anything to cool me down because I am so fucking hot for my son’s ex right now I could probably pull my dick out, give it a few tugs, and cum on a dime.

It occurs to me as the coffee is brewing that Clarice will need a bag or box for her left-behind possessions. I have a ton of boxes from all the online orders I get. So, I grab a medium size one from my office as well as some packaging tape and take it to Clarice.

When I walk into Brett’s room, I catch Clarice standing in front of his full-length mirror with her blouse unbuttoned. Underneath, she’s wearing a white, lacy bra but I can only see the middle part of it, a small decorative bow. My balls get heavy all of a sudden, and my dick twitches. Of all the goddamn things to walk in on …

She darts her gaze in my direction, and I apologize. “Sorry. I didn’t know … I brought you a box, in case you need it.” I set the box on the floor and drop the tape inside, then spin on my heels to leave.

“Shawn, wait.”

I freeze and turn back around to face her. Licking my lips, I try like fuck to not stare at her fucking chest, but she clearly wants me to.

Clarice parts her blouse, showing me more of her lacy bra. “Do you think I’m too flat?”

I slide my hands in my pockets and attempt to adjust my aching balls and growing cock. “No, Clarice. Not at all. You have an amazing body.”

My throat is tight, and it sounds like I’m just reading a script. I hope she believes me.

She walks in my direction, letting the blouse slide down her arms and to the floor. I’m aghast at her smooth complexion and sexy little display. “You know, it’s funny because I used to be a B-cup. But I lost a bunch of weight. Everywhere except my ass.”

My dick throbs angrily. She really does have an amazing ass. I don’t know why she’s telling me this. Maybe she still needs a little reassurance that she’s perfect. “I believe you, Clarice. But again, there’s nothing wrong with being small. Size really doesn’t matter to us men.”

She bites her lip and reaches behind her back. “Yeah, well, you haven’t actually seen them yet. You don’t know just how small they are.”

And with that, her bra falls to the floor, showing off her pert little tits, dolloped with the sexiest red nipples I’ve ever fucking seen.

“Oh fuck,” I groan, feeling the blood rush like a raging hot river through my cock.

“I told you,” she says, so casually. “You should feel them too. See if you still think size doesn’t matter.”

Clarice reaches down and grabs me by the wrists, bringing my hands up to her little titties that she clearly doesn’t know are making me hard as a fucking stone right now. All I’m thinking is that saying about small tits, that more than a mouthful is more than enough. Or some shit like that. I can’t exactly say that to Clarice. I’ll sound like a jerk.

So instead, I smooth the pads of my thumbs over her nipples and softly squeeze the little bit of padding underneath. And grabbing her ass crosses my mind.

“Still think they’re not too little?” she asks, like she genuinely wants my opinion.

She’s about to get it.

I look in her eyes and give her nipples a light pinch, watching as her lips part and she pulls in a quick breath. “Clarice, not only are they not too small, they’re the perfect size for nibbling. And that’s what I’m about to do if you don’t stop shoving your cute little tits in my face and my hands.”

“I—I’ve never been nibbled. Not my tits or my pussy. That’s something Brett refused to do.”

My cock strains to bust free from my jeans. I can’t believe my son could be so selfish when it comes to pleasing his partner. I thought I taught him better than that. I know I mentioned it when we had “the talk,” that sex was a 2-way street. He obviously doesn’t care about anyone but himself.

“You deserve so much better, sweet Clarice.”

I slide my fingers under the waist of her pants and start to undo the button, watching her chest rise and fall. My balls begin to ache from a deep, growing need that’s being perpetuated by a girl standing before me who has what I think is the perfect body.

Clarice keeps her eyes on me, running her hands up and down my chest. Her touch makes me feel more alive than I’ve felt in a long while.

“You know, Shawn, I’ve had a crush on you for a long time.”

“You have?” I ask, peeling her pants down her hips and growing stiffer.

“Mm-hmm. I’ve wondered if you were better in bed than your son. He used to go so fast, not paying attention to my needs at all.”

“Forget him, Clarice. You have a man now.”

I push her pants to the floor and drop to my knees, grabbing the lacy material of her panties. I spin her around and see that it’s actually a thong, the thin material buried in the crevice of her perfect bubble ass.

“Oh god,” I groan, squeezing her thick, full mounds. “What an amazing fucking ass you have.”

“Really?” Damn, she still sounds a little unsure.

“Yes, baby. And I can tell it hasn’t gotten the attention it deserves.” I plant my lips on her skin, dragging my tongue over the soft flesh and feeling it pimple as I kiss, nibble, and bite softly. Her soft whimpers propel me, making me want to hear those whimpers all day and all night.

“Put your hands on the bed,” I growl at her.

She folds her upper body, and her delicate hands sink into the mattress. I stand up on my knees and reach for her tits, feeling her large nipples hanging down. I brush my palms over them as I kiss her supple bottom, feeling my cock grow so stiff it starts to hurt.

Using one hand, I undo my zipper and tug it free, though it’s not easy because it’s literally a solid hunk of steel.

“Fuck,” I groan, finally getting it out and feeling the slick fluid at the tip.

“Is that a good fuck? Or a bad fuck, Daddy?”

I growl again, loving this naughty side of Clarice. “A good, fuck, babygirl. And I’m going to show you just how good by fucking both your pretty little holes with my tongue.”

I run my hands down the backs of her thighs then come back up, moving to caress her pretty little pussy lips through the satiny material of her thong. She’s left a wet spot—evidence of how badly she wants her boyfriend’s daddy to lick her and make her cum. I rub where her clit is, and she lets out a whimper. My fucking nads are hurting once again, twitching and throbbing. But I’ll be damned if I don’t give her the full attention I promised.

So, I peel the waist of her panties down, revealing her slick folds and gorgeous, hairless, tight little rose. I groan, unable to resist.

I get back up on my knees and put my hands on her shoulders. “All the way down, babygirl. That’s so daddy can lick your hard clit, okay?”

She huffs, then nods. “Yes, Daddy. Is it okay I call you that?”

“Yes,” I growl.

I gently lift her left leg, making sure her knee is on the mattress. She’s now bent over the bed, ass in the air with one leg tossed on top of the bedspread. As I sink back down to the floor, I can see her enlarged clit hanging down like a little jellybean.

“Mmm,” I moan, probing her entrance with one finger.

She huffs and arches her back a little more, and some of her fluid seeps out. I brush the tip of that same finger over her clit, feeling it pulse lightly.

“My god, you are ready to cum, aren’t you, baby?”

I can see her nod, and she lets out a soft grunt. I cup her ass with both hands and angle my head between her thighs, darting my tongue out and flicking her little bean side to side.

“Oh!” she cries out, rolling her hips in soft undulations that make my cock twitch angrily. I can feel my own fluid leaking out, but I dare not touch myself now or else I’ll cum everywhere.

This is the sweetest agony I’ve ever experienced.

I tug her clit past my lips and suck her very delicately, backing off for just a moment so I can finger fuck her for a few seconds. This causes her to moan, and that moan only grows stronger when I quickly move those same fingers to her tight ring.

I tease it with soft diddles while going back to licking her clit. I feel her sphincter tighten, resisting the sensual touch. But when I push the tip of my pointer past the ring of muscles, she cums instantaneously, her pussy leaking and her ass quivering. Her clit is a dancing bundle of nerves on the tip of my tongue, and it makes my cock throb in the same fashion. I swear I will burst the second I enter her.

“Oh Daddy … I’m sorry … I—I couldn’t hold back.”

I growl and push my finger deeper inside her bottom, then come back. She huffs and mews, so I finger her tight little ass, flicking my tongue rapidly over her still cumming clit.

When her gasps of pleasure settle a bit, I push my tongue deep inside her pussy, noticing how tight she is. Then I move to her forbidden hole, spreading her cheeks wide and tonguing her softly and slowly, savoring the tanginess of her sex.

“Daddyyyyyyy,” she moans, moving her ass in tiny, little circles.

I nearly lose my shit and cum all over myself as an immediate side effect. But somehow I manage to hold back long enough to make Clarice cum again. Her body jolts moments later and flops on the bed, rolling over and bringing her knees up. Her face looks glazed but happy.

I climb on top of her and plant my lips on her tits, finally giving them the love and attention I’ve been wanting to give them. I swirl my tongue over her buds, feeling them crinkle in response.

Clarice fingers my hair and locks her feet behind my back. I kiss and bite every square inch of her beautiful chest, wondering how the fuck anyone could let a sexy little thing like Clarice ever feel like she wasn’t good enough to kiss and devour on a nightly fucking basis.

“Daddy, let me suck your cock, please …”

Her voice and those words are like commands from a siren. I’ve no will power to say no.

I knee the mattress and straddle Clarice’s mouth, where she seems eager to take me in. Her soft fingers encompass the root of my dick, and she tugs me past her lips in no time flat.

I grab hold of her dark blond hair and pump my hips, and the second I brush against her tonsils I unload, embarrassed that I couldn’t hold out any longer. Heat floods my veins, and as my head falls back and I growl a loud fuuuuuuuck, I’m equally elated and frustrated.

But the frustration goes away when I realize I’ll have plenty more opportunities to fuck her sweet mouth. Because no way in fucking hell am I letting this be a one-time deal.

As far as I’m concerned, Clarice belongs to me. I don’t give a damn what my son thinks.

Clarice sucks me harder with each burst of my seed, her eyes filled with so much love and longing that it makes me cum harder. She bobs her head and I rut my hips deep, in and out, in and out.

“I hope you know you’re mine now. My son had his chance and he fucking blew it,” I grit out.

A soft whine escapes her mouth, and the beginnings of a smile appear. She lets her head flop back to the bed and licks her lips, still glistening from my seed. My dick bobs several times.

“I was hoping you’d say that, Daddy.”

I lay down on top of her and feel my cock naturally glide inside of her warmth. She’s slick and wet, and as I press my lips to hers and kiss her, she begins to buck her hips, meeting each thrust of my hips with the sweetest passion I’ve ever known.

This time, I take my time, working her over in various positions. I grind deep and make her cum around my dick while her eyes close and her face twists. And the thing is, I fucking love watching how she reacts.

I roll her over and lift that majestic ass in the air, taking pleasure in her fleshy globes rippling like the tide. And when it’s time to cum again, Clarice is four or five orgasms ahead of me. Her knuckles turn white as she reaches her crest again, right as I’m emptying inside of her, enough to get her pregnant three times over.

When it’s almost time for Brett to come home, we’re just starting to talk about getting something to eat.

“Should I get dressed and leave? Maybe meet you somewhere?” she asks, toying with my cock and making me hard once again.

“No, we can leave together. He should get used to seeing you with me, little fucker.”

She giggles and wraps her arms around me. “Well, at least you and I can go skiing this weekend. I won’t cancel my reservations.”

“Only if you let me pay, baby. I wouldn’t feel good about letting my sweet girl pay for a goddamn thing.”

“Mmm, if you insist, Daddy. If you insist.”

THE END


My Thieving Boyfriend

Description 

I thought Lex was the one. And while on vacation with his family, I’m just about to give up my virginity to him, when I catch him stealing from me!

I might be sweet, but I’m not that sweet. I dump him on the spot and tell him to get the hell out of my room. And that’s when his daddy comes knocking on my door to find out what happened. He’s madder than a bull and vows to make up for what my son did to me. And he makes it up to me several times while unprotected.

***

I thought Lex was the love of my life. We’d been together for almost a year when he asked me to go to the mountains with him, his dad, and older sister for a weekend getaway. This would be the night I’d finally give him my virginity. And because me and Lex were both 19 years old, his dad let us share a hotel room across the hall from him. He probably assumed Lex and I had already had sex. But no. I’d waited.

And now I’m glad I did.

I had just put on this super slinky teddy Lex had bought for me. It was blood red and see through, and he had been telling me all day that he couldn’t wait to fuck me. He’d just asked me to go to the bathroom to put it on so he could get ready.

After making sure I looked as sexy as I felt, I had opened the bathroom door slowly, wanting to catch him doing something romantic, like maybe lighting some candles or playing some music.

But what I saw sent me into a rage. He was topless in his jeans, standing over my purse and going through my wallet. I watched as he took out a wad of $20 bills, smiling as he counted them, then stuck them all in his back pocket. A grand total of $340. He quietly put my wallet back in my purse right as I pulled the door open all the way.

“What the hell are you doing?” I snapped.

He had the classic deer in the headlights look as he stumbled on his words, looking me up and down and telling me how fucking hot I looked.

“Don’t try to dodge the question, Lex. Why did you just take all my money?”

I had brought that cash up here to spend on Lex, and a little extra in case of emergency. Something my mom had impressed upon me as important.

“All right,” he finally admitted. “I need a spot, babe. And I know you have it. I promise I’ll pay you back.”

“Why didn’t you just ask me.” I crossed my arms, not wanting him to see me dressed like this all of a sudden.

His shoulders slumped and he fell on the bed. “I didn’t want to look weak. And I figured you’d say no.”

I felt my blood pressure rising. That someone who claimed to love me would steal from me hurt and it hurt deep. He didn’t plan to pay me back. What would he say? Here’s the money I stole from you? Or would he just slip it back into my wallet? Hell no. He was stealing, and he planned to never return it. I was no fucking dummy.

And I sure as hell was not weak.

“Get out,” I snapped.

“What?”

“Let me say it again.” I picked up his few clothes that were lying on the floor and opened the door, tossing them in the hallway. I then grabbed his suitcase and slung it out there as well. “Take your thieving ass, and get the fuck out.”

His jaw dropped and he just stared at me a few seconds. “Fuck, Paisley. Why you gotta be a bitch about it? It’s just a couple hundred. And I’m the man in this relationship. What’s yours in mine.”

Talk about getting sucker punched. “You’re not a man. You’re a knuckle-dragging asshat. Now get the fuck out.”

I held my hand out as he walked past, and he slammed the money back in my palm like an ungrateful piece of shit. I say ungrateful because I had half a mind to press charges.

“Whatever,” he mumbled. “I can do better. And I will.”

I slammed the door closed, realizing I needed to calm down or else the other guests would complain. But I was so pissed. In five minutes, I’d gone from putting on a sexy outfit for my boyfriend to finding out the only thing he wanted from me tonight was money and pussy.

I paced the floor for another five minutes, and when I heard a knock at the door, I was still so mad I didn’t even think of putting on a robe to cover myself. It could have been anyone.

But when I opened the door, Lex’s daddy was there, a look of concern on his face. His eyes immediately dropped to my chest, but I didn’t care. I was still too mad.

“Paisley. May I come in?”

“Not if you’re here to steal from me too.”

I shouldn’t have been so harsh with him. It wasn’t his fault. But like the saying goes: the apple doesn’t fall far from the tree.

He pulled back in surprise. “Steal? I’m not—no, Paisley. I just want to talk and find out what just happened. Lex came to my room and said you two just broke up?”

I sighed and let him in, walking to the table to pour a glass of sparkling cider. I could feel the G-string part of the teddy sliding between my cheeks, and I was aware that it gave me a rush, knowing Lex’s daddy was seeing my plump little ass. Like my revenge could be … turning Mr. Monk on. He was pretty hot for a guy approaching fifty. His hair was dusty blond with a few grays, and he had a smart-looking goatee. He was also cut, really muscular and tall with storm-cloud eyes.

It felt good knowing he was looking at me. Hey, I wasn’t a virgin because I was shy or lacked confidence; I knew I turned heads. I was a virgin because I hadn’t met anyone worth giving my V-card to.

And obviously I still hadn’t.

I poured some cider and took a sip as Mr. Monk approached me. “So what did Lex tell you?” I asked him. This should be good, hearing what Lex said about me.

“He was pretty dismissive. But since we all traveled here together and I’m responsible for you, you want to clue me in?”

“Well thank you. Don’t worry about me. I’ll take a bus home. And your son stole from me. I caught him red-handed, stealing every bit of cash from my wallet.”

I watched as those storm-cloud eyes narrowed into slits. Mr. Monk balled his fists at his side, and the veins in his forehead appeared to throb. “That little sonofabitch.”

Okay, whoa. I wasn’t expecting that response.

“You—you believe me?”

His jaw hitched and his nostrils flared. I almost swore I saw steam coming from his ears. “Yeah, I believe you, Paisley. He’s done it to me a number of times. I keep giving him second chances, but I think he’s burned his last bridge with me. I’m going to set his little ass straight right now.” The way he talked, it was like he was ready to kick some serious ass.

“Good.” I sucked down the last of my cider and Mr. Monk looked at my tits again. And when he did, my nipples pricked so hard they clawed at the material, twisting as my little buds grew harder and harder.

“Not to change the subject, but were you wearing that before or after my son took your money?”

“What difference does it make?” I asked, putting my hand on my curvy hip and wondering why he would ask such a thing.

He rubbed his goatee and lifted his eyebrows. “Because. If he saw you in that thing and then thought it was a good idea to destroy his relationship with you by stealing, he really is a dummy.”

I glanced down at my chest and saw that my nipples were now poking from the top of the teddy, and a quick glance back up saw that Mr. Monk was getting a little stiffy right between the legs. His dress slacks were bulging right at the zipper, causing my pussy lips to feel swollen.

“He didn’t see me in this before. I was changing and came out. That’s when I caught him. And I guess I’m the real dummy because I was about to give him my virginity.”

Mr. Monk pulled in a deep breath and his cock twitched, making my flesh grow hot.

“Wow,” he gritted out. “Guess you put a stop to that in the nick of time.”

“You could say so. Now I can give it to someone who really deserves it.”

He moved his eyes over my body, stepping my way. “And who might that be?”

“I don’t know. Maybe when I feel a little better from all this I’ll be able to say who’s worthy of it.”

“Mm-hmm,” Mr. Monk murmured, rubbing his goatee again as if he were deep in thought. Maybe wondering who was worthy of it.

I didn’t know just yet. But I was fairly certain this hot daddy was.

“I can’t say I blame you, sweetheart. Lex’s behavior has been vile. I’ll see to it that he makes amends so you can feel better ASAP.”

He turned on his heels and walked out of the room, leaving me standing there wondering what the hell had just happened. He had a hard-on while staring at my tits. Why would he just walk away?

I plopped on the bed and took out my phone, sorting through my messages while thinking I might hit the little restaurant downstairs and pig out on appetizers from the grill, when I heard a knock at the door again.

This time it was Lex and his dad, and Lex looked more pissed than ever.

His dad nudged him and barked out an order, “Give it to her, Lex. Right now.”

Lex shoved a thick wad of money in my direction. “Here. This was Dad’s idea. Not mine. And I won’t apologize because you don’t deserve it for throwing me under the bus like that.”

I took the cash and watched as Lex stormed off, back inside his daddy’s room across the hallway.

Mr. Monk looked at me apologetically, leaning against the doorframe. “I can’t change his selfish and entitled behavior. But I hope you’ll accept that as my apology.”

I stared at the money. “You’re paying me as an apology?”

He shrugged, and I nearly melted when he let his gray eyes drift to my mouth. “I told him he needed to pay you back triple. That’s all the cash I have, and he’s going to pay me back, every cent.”

“You don’t have to do that, Mr. Monk. Really. He gave me back my money, so we’re even.” I thrust the money his way, and he took it from me, then bridged the gap between us, letting his lips float dangerously close to mine.

I felt his hands brush the top of my teddy as he dropped the roll of bills down the front of it. “Please, Paisley. You’re worth so much more than that. But it’s all I have. Just take it and … heal.”

His thumb brushed along my nipple, sending white hot tingles all the way down to my pussy. “Well, since you put it like that. Would you like to come inside and let me thank you? On a more … personal level?”

I could feel his breath on my face, and his eyes locked with mine as I reached down and fondled his erection. God, he was stiff as a board.

“Fuck, baby,” he groaned. “Only if you want me to.”

“Oh, I’m pretty sure I do.”

I grabbed him by the hand and tugged him inside my room, double locking the door so Lex couldn’t use his keycard to get in.

“I don’t know why my son turned into a thief, but my god, it’s paying off in my favor.”

I smiled, and Mr. Monk loosened the top button of his shirt, looking me up and down. His hands went around my waist and down the sides of my hips. My body came alive and I decided, right there on the double, that he was definitely more than worthy of popping my cherry.

“Are you going to kiss me before you fuck me?”

A growl escaped his lips and his cock twitched against my stomach as he put his mouth on mine. Our tongues intertwined, sending ribbons of heat all the way to my toes. He cupped my ass and grinded into me, forcing me to feel just how hard he was.

And damn was he hard.

My teddy had buttons in the front, and Mr. Monk’s hands found them with such quick precision you’d think he’d designed this thing himself. He popped them loose and the flimsy material landed on the floor.

Mr. Monk studied my body with his eyes and hands, caressing my breasts, then my hips. I thought about Lex and what an insignificant little boy he was for acting the way he did.

“I can’t believe I almost let your son fuck me first. What a fool I was, Mr. Monk.”

He cupped my face and kissed me softly. “You are no fool, Paisley. And I haven’t been a good daddy raising a thief. Wish I could do it over again, and do it right.”

“It’s not your fault,” I said, rubbing his erection with my hand, feeling it grow bigger and harder. “And if you want to daddy me instead, I won’t mind.”

“Fuck,” he whispered. “I’d love to daddy you, baby. What do you want?”

I crawled along the bed, ass sticking out in his direction. “Well, my pussy is a little swollen. Maybe you can … make it better?”

I plopped down, letting my head land on a pile of pillows, and rolled my legs to the side so that my bottom was facing him. I let my hands roam over the curve of my hip as he unbuttoned his shirt, showing off that incredible six-pack of his.

“I can make it better, sweetheart. I can make it allll better.”

As his knees hit the mattress, I saw that hungry look wash over his face. He rolled my body over and lifted my ass up in the air. His tongue slathered all over my cheeks, teasingly darting around my forbidden ring and making me gasp, then slipping on down to my gash that was now dripping.

“Fuck you taste good, baby.”

I felt his weight shifting, and the next thing I knew, he was lying on his back between my legs and squeezing my ass, pulling me down until my pussy was on his mouth and he was tonguing my cunt.

I immediately rolled my hips, moving in time with his delicious licks. “Oh Daddy…” I purred, letting all my feelings come out while experiencing “Daddy’s” tender touch.

He growled and kneaded the flesh of my ass, flicking my bean while letting a finger probe my pussy several times. I huffed and pushed back, forcing his finger deeper. My walls gripped him and he groaned in response.

But then he pulled out and delicately swirled my sensitive rose with that same finger that was fully coated and lubricated with my desire. When I felt him push inside of me, I thought it burned a little, but it was also nice. I gently and rhythmically thrust my pelvis as he tugged my clit inside his mouth and finger fucked my tight little ass. God, it was pure heaven.

“Are you going to cum for Daddy, my sweet girl?” he asked, continuing to finger my bottom.

I huffed several times and murmured a “yes.”

“Good. Because Daddy wants to make you feel good.”

With that, he resumed licking me again. My nipples tingled and hardened right before I came. And when he went deep inside my ass to finger me hard and fast, my toes almost cramped from curling so hard.

“Oh god, Daddy!” I cried out, feeling my entire body convulse as he tormented me with licking and sucking. Even my puckered rose was quivering out of control!

Daddy seemed to enjoy my orgasm because all I could hear was him moaning, feeling his warm breath hit my folds as he kissed and nibbled me for several long minutes.

When I was finally done, I rolled onto my back and Daddy laid down next to me, kissing me with such tenderness I was filled with warmth. He played with my tits, softly pinching my nipples while we made out. I rolled over slightly and found his erection. It bobbed as I touched it, and Daddy groaned to the back of my throat.

“You want to hold it for a minute, baby?”

“I want to do more than hold it, Daddy.”

“Mmm, that’s my good girl. I was hoping you’d say that. But you know, some girls don’t like the look of a hard cock.”

“That’s crazy,” I said. “I think cocks are nice when they’re attached to nice guys.”

He chuckled, and those sexy gray eyes of his lit up. My chin was a little raw from his goatee rubbing on me while we kissed, but that didn’t stop me from leaning over to kiss him.

I also reached down inside his pants and found his big ol’ cock. And he kissed me fervently as I set it free.

“God, Paisley. You’re such a little doll,” Daddy said, trailing my shoulder with his lips.

“Daddy’s little doll,” I answered, pumping my fist along his length several times.

“Oh yes, Daddy’s little doll.” He smiled at me and kissed the tip of my nose as I rubbed the tip of his dick with the palm of my hand, smearing around his pre-cum.

Then his face twisted as his cock pulsed a few times. “Are you about to cum, Daddy? Because if you are, I want to suck it in my mouth.”

With a growl, Daddy fucked my hand a few times. “Yes, baby. And I’d love for you to suck me. Whatever makes you feel good.”

I bit my lip and got up on my knees, and Daddy rolled over. His cock protruded from the opening in his pants, and I tugged them down a little so I could see his balls and play with them.

He helped me, pushing them down past his knees then kicking them completely off. I leaned over and cupped his sack, feeling their warmth and texture. Daddy locked his hands behind his back and watched me with a lust-filled stare as I stroked him freely with my other hand.

I thought his cock looked nice, the veins large and red—my favorite color—and the tip an angry shade of purple. When I let it go, it bobbed several times, and it aroused me to think of him getting hard over me. Especially considering what had happened between me and his son.

I leaned down and licked the side of it, and Daddy grabbed my hair, holding it tight.

“Christ, baby. Show me what that tongue can do.”

Needless to say, I did show him what my tongue could do. I didn’t know what I was capable of or if I’d be able to fully please him being innocent and all. But when I thought about how I like to lick off the ice cream as it drips down the cone, I just thought of Daddy’s dick like the cone and went to town.

With one hand gently kneading his testicles and the other stroking him from the root, I licked his length from top to bottom, making sure to tease around the flared part of the crown. That was his favorite part, and within just a few minutes, he’d grabbed his cock and pushed it into my mouth, forcing me to suck like I’d promised.

He made these guttural sounds while thrusting his hips up and down, and I worked with him, bobbing and twisting my hand around the root of his shaft.

“Fuck, baby. I’m about to cum, and it’s going to be a lot.”

I whimpered as I sucked harder. His length seemed to stretch further, and it grew hard as steel. I fondled his balls, noticing them growing somewhat hard too. And then I tasted his warm jizz as it burst onto my tongue.

Daddy grunted a few times. It wasn’t easy but I choked it down, my eyes burning almost to tears as I fought the urge to gag. Mostly because Daddy was going so deep it was stretching my tonsils.

Lex used to talk about deep-throating me some day, and I used to wonder what the big deal was. But now that I’d experienced it, I could see how much it turned his daddy on. And Lex would never ever get a deep-throat from me. Fucking thief.

“Ahhhhh,” Daddy groaned, tugging me off his cock. I’d kept on sucking after he came, loving every single twitch and throb.

But now, my little pussy was throbbing.

“Why don’t you climb up here on Daddy’s dick and take a ride, sweet baby.”

I wiggled across his legs and straddled his hips, feeling his cock bump against my thighs, sticky and wet.

I rubbed my gash along its length as he cupped my tits, rolling my nipples around and moaning softly.

“I don’t think I have the words to tell you how fucking sexy you are, baby. Daddy’s going to take such good care of you.”

“You already are,” I huffed, folding over and rubbing my clit along the ridge of his crown.

God, it felt so good, massaging the most sensitive part of my body along his erection, feeling it pulse as I grinded back and forth.

Daddy lifted his head off the pillow and put his lips to mine, kissing me as I got close to cumming. I could feel his groans as we made out, his hands holding my ass while it wiggled back and forth.

“You’re going to cum on Daddy’s dick before I even get to fuck you, aren’t you, sweetheart?”

I bit my lip, feeling the heat of my impending orgasm crawl over my flesh. I couldn’t answer because I was that close.

But I knew I didn’t want to cum on his dick. I wanted to cum around it.

With the next thrust of my hips, I angled the opening to my pussy so that it grabbed the tip of his cock, and I arched my back as I slid down his length, feeling all the air rush out of my lungs the moment he was balls deep.

“Oh fuuuuuuuuck,” Daddy groaned, grabbing the sides of my ass and holding me steady.

Leaning back and wrapping my hands around his knees, I grinded my little bottom while he was buried to the hilt. He then licked his finger and put it to my clit, brushing it softly while I fucked his dick like a pro.

“That’s it, honey. Fuck Daddy’s dick like you own it,” he growled, massaging my clit with such skill it made my toes curl and my thighs quake.

I bounced a few times, and the angle was perfect. Daddy’s cock was working that area I could never reach with my fingers.

My walls tightened, and within seconds I was contracting around his thickness, feeling a cry of ecstasy escape my throat.

“Good girl,” he groaned, holding the pad of his finger over my dancing clit. “Tug the cum right from my balls, baby.”

I huffed and nodded, grinding and bouncing while sizzling heat filled me from the inside out. It was definitely the best orgasm of my life, better than one of the few that Lex had given me with his finger. He wasn’t all that good and never wanted to spend much time down there.

But I already knew his daddy would spend as much time on my pussy as I wanted.

My orgasm lasted several long moments. It was like a wave that took blissfully forever to reach the shoreline. But when I did finish cumming, Daddy was right behind me.

Wrapping his big hands around the sides of my ass, he bounced me up and down really hard a few times, then worked his hips in a hard circle. Fuck, it felt so good. I watched his face and the agony that seemed to wash over him as he came inside of me, filling me to the hilt with what felt like more cum than I’d swallowed.

“Shit, you feel good, baby. I’m cumming so deep inside of you,” he growled, rutting and pounding me so hard I actually came again.

I fell forward and dug my nails into his chest as my pussy leaked all over him. Daddy pulled me down for another kiss, the both of us moaning heavily as he slowed his pounding down to a gentle fuck.

And when he finally slid out of me, I felt all his cum dribbling down.

“This probably isn’t the best time to tell you,” I said as he nibbled on my neck. “But I’m not on the pill…”

His cock twitched slightly and he chuckled. “It’s all good, baby. Because this daddy is going to keep you forever, regardless. I don’t let the people I care about go.”

I smiled and kissed him. I didn’t even care if Lex found out I’d fucked his daddy. Maybe that made me a mean girl, but I’m loyal to those who deserve it.

And his daddy definitely deserved it.

THE END


My Toxic Son

Description 

My son has gotten himself arrested again. And because his girlfriend can’t bail him out, he’s threatening to spread rumors about her. She’s so sweet and innocent, and damn sexy. I can’t help how hard I get when she falls into my arms. I’ll make sure she’s treated right, though. And I’ll do it while my son sits his criminal ass in jail. 

*** 

I park my truck and stare at the jail house building, shaking my damn head. My son Stephen just called half an hour ago from here, saying he needed me to bail him out. I don’t even know what he’s done yet, but I know it can’t be good. 

Stephen is 19 years old, and he has a history of making a lot of stupid choices. I’ve done everything I can to raise him the right way, point him in the right direction. But he ended up getting tangled with the wrong kids in high school. And since his mother left when he was only ten, I think that really damaged him. I guess that’s why I keep coming here every time he gets arrested. I feel guilty that his mom left. But I’m promising him and myself that this time is the last time, and he’s going to pay me back this time. Every penny. 

I get out of my truck and walk toward the entrance, when I hear a girl crying. I look in her direction and see a female figure leaning against the car, face buried in her hands and shoulders just rocking. 

Immediately, I recognize the car, and the platinum blond hair. It’s Bree, Stephen’s 19-year-old girlfriend. She lives across the street from us, but she and Stephen have only been dating for a few months. 

“Bree? Are you okay?” 

She looks my way, and I can see the tears streaming down her face. She looks so hurt. 

“Mr. Toomey,” she says sniffling. “I’m sorry. I wanted to help, but I just don’t have that kind of money.” 

What is she talking about? It sounds like Stephen called her first. “It’s OK Bree, it’s not your fault.” 

She starts crying again, and I can’t help but walk up to her and pull her into my arms. 

“It is my fault. Stephen said so.” 

I pull back and look at her face, all twisted up and soaked with tears. “He blamed you for getting arrested?” 

She nods, and when a couple exits the building and gives us a strange look, I feel an overwhelming need to get her somewhere private. 

“Why don’t you come sit in my truck and tell me what happened.” 

“Okay,” she agrees, following me. I parked all the way around the side of the building, in the furthest corner of the lot. 

Once inside my vehicle, far away from any onlookers, I turn to face her, noticing her long, lean legs and cut-off, loose-fitting tank top. She’s also pulled her hair into two cute little ponytails on the sides of her head, making her look younger than her nineteen years. It’s definitely warm tonight but I’m surprised she would come to the county jail looking like jailbait. Fuck, she’s even giving me a slight stiffy. I must be an asshole thinking my son’s girlfriend looks cute. 

“Tell me what happened, sweetheart.” Without thinking, I reach over and mindlessly brush a ponytail over her shoulder, immediately noticing she’s braless under the tank top. I can make out the outline of her areolas, and I feel my cock twitch. 

I also glance at the shades hanging above the windows and windshield. I bought them years ago for long road trips where I’d sleep in my truck. And I have a sudden thought, about how nice it would be to pull those shades down and have a little more privacy with Bree. As if that would even happen. As if it should happen. 

“Well,” she says, wiping a stray tear away. “I was at my best friend’s, working on a paper for one of my classes. We got a little distracted and started trying on each other’s clothes. Then she wanted to do my hair, which is why it’s in these stupid ponytails.” She rolls her eyes and continues. “Anyways, that’s when Stephen called and told me he got arrested for stealing money from the Bakers’ down the street.” 

Fucking hell. The Bakers are an elderly couple three doors down from us. They’re incredibly sweet but also naïve because not that long ago, they told some other neighbors that they don’t believe in banks and they keep their life savings hidden in a loose floorboard of their home. Both of them are on all kinds of medications, and they don’t have any sort of income. 

And my son took their money? 

“I can’t believe he would do that. I mean I can, but I can’t.” I rub my temples, wondering if it’s possible the police made a mistake. 

“I can believe he did it. He told me he was going to do it and I tried to stop him, but he wouldn’t listen.” 

Stunned, I look at Bree. “He told you he was planning it?” 

She nods, a guilty look coming over her face. “I told him I needed money to get a newer car because mine is always breaking down. He says he did it for me. And now I owe him.” 

“Bree, look,” I say, stroking her sad but adorably cute face. “It’s not your fault. Stephen was the one who made that choice, and you tried to stop him. Now he has to face the consequences of his actions.” 

“He said if I didn’t pay his bail, he would have to call you to come get him. And if he had to do that, he’d tell everyone that I tried to suck his best friend’s dick and that I was a slut that wasn’t worth a damn. But I don’t have five thousand dollars, Mr. Toomey.” 

My jaw drops and I feel a heated anger at my son, making me hot under the collar. It’s crazy but Bree doesn’t even look mad. She looks scared. 

I loosen my shirt and let my eyes roll down Bree’s legs, and I must really be a jerk because now I’m wondering what it would be like if she sucked my dick. I shake the thought away because I don’t want to go there. 

“Bree, what my son did was deplorable. You have no obligation to bail him out. And quite frankly, under the circumstances, I don’t think I will either. I’m … horrified. And I feel partly to blame since he’s my son …” 

I rub my forehead again, wondering how I could have raised Stephen to be so toxic and manipulative. I feel like I’ve failed. And now, this sweet girl is paying the price. 

“Mr. Toomey,” Bree says, putting her hand on my leg. “We’re both horrified. You can’t blame yourself either. Like you said, Stephen has to be held accountable for his choices.” 

“I know. You’re right.” I glance down at her sweet little hand, resting just above my knee. Blood surges through my cock and I’m vacillating between anger and arousal. What I wouldn’t give to knock some sense into my son, and ask him how he could be so cruel to such a sweet girl. 

“We’re both in the same boat, huh?” Bree says, twisting her ponytail and looking way too innocent for her nineteen years of age. “You blaming yourself for Stephen’s choices, and me blaming myself for not having enough money to bail him out.” 

“You shouldn’t bail him out, Bree. It’s not your responsibility, especially if he’s threatening to spread bullshit rumors about you.” 

I don’t know if the threat of telling everyone she had tried to suck his best friend’s dick was false news or really happened, but that doesn’t matter. Telling everyone and calling her a slut was the lowest of lows. 

Bree licks her lips and stares out the windshield, leaning back and clasping her hands calmly in her lap. I glance at her chest again, at the swell of her small, pert breasts under the material. “Yeah, total bullshit, now that I’m thinking about it. His best friend flirts with me all the time, not the other way around. I’ve never done anything with Stephen, or any guy. So calling me a slut is ironic as hell.” 

I stifle a groan as my cock grows stiffer. And before I can stop myself, three little words slip out. “You’re a virgin?” 

Bree bites her lip and nods. “Yes. I told Stephen we needed to date for six months before I’d sleep with him. And I’m sure glad I did.” 

“Yeah, no doubt.” My dick is now straining in my jeans, and all I’m thinking about is Bree’s hot little body climbing in my lap and straddling me. 

“So, are you going to bail him out, or just sit out here all night, talking to me?” I see the hint of a smile crawl along her pouty lips. 

“I wouldn’t mind sitting out here with you all night, Bree. In fact, I ought to, just to teach Stephen a lesson.” 

Her blue eyes sparkle, and she smiles at me, this time running her eyes down the front of my chest and right between my legs. It’s a little dark in my truck, so I don’t know if she can see how hard I am. But I honestly don’t care. 

“I wouldn’t mind sitting out here all night with you either. You’ve made me feel so much better, Mr. Toomey. And I feel safe around you. Thank you.” 

Bree scoots across the seat and puts her arms around my neck, hugging me softly. I let out a heavy exhale, taking in her scent, feeling her soft little mounds press against my chest. “I’m glad I made you feel better, sweetheart.” I press my hands down her upper back, going all the way down to that dimpled area just above her ass. The way her body feels makes my balls ache with need. 

Fuck. If I do end up sitting out here with Bree all night, I’ll to have to find some way to keep myself from cumming in my jeans because I’m damn close right now. 

Bree pulls away from me all too soon and looks into my eyes, her lips looking full and pouty again. “I hope I haven’t ruined your night by telling you all this. I—I think Stephen needs help, though. He shoplifts all the time, and he’s talking about taking on bigger jobs. Like … banks. I’m afraid he might do something dangerous.” 

I stare at her mouth, trying to focus on what she’s saying. But suddenly, I don’t want to talk about Stephen at all. In fact, I don’t even want to talk. I want to make out with this sweet little 19-year-old virgin and feel her crawl into my lap. 

“You haven’t ruined my night at all, Bree. Stephen took care of that. If anything, you’ve brought a little light into the situation with your sweetness.” 

Bree’s teeth sink into her lower lip once again and she angles her head. “You think I’m sweet? I was so worried you’d hate me, learning that your son tried to steal for me. And those nasty rumors, you didn’t even ask if they were true.” 

“I could never hate you, sweetheart. And even if you had tried to, you know—” 

“Suck Andre’s dick?” 

I gulp and Bree puts her hand back on my leg. “Yeah. Suck Andre’s dick. Even if you had, that doesn’t make you a slut.” 

Bree’s hand navigates closer to my upper thigh, and I’m getting dangerously close to leaking a voluminous amount of pre-cum. Enough that it might show. “Would I be a slut if I wanted to suck my boyfriend’s daddy’s dick? Maybe even … call him daddy?” 

A soft rumble escapes my throat. Fuck it. She’s mine. “No, Bree. And let’s be clear. Stephen is your ex at this point. I won’t let you go back to someone who treats you so badly, even if he is my son.” 

I reach down and pull her hand to my cock, and it twitches hard a few times, forcing Bree’s blue eyes to widen as she gasps. 

“Oh my god. It’s … big.” 

I cup her face and brush her red lips with the pads of my thumbs. “It’s big, but I’m sure it will fit in that pretty mouth of yours.” 

As she holds that surprised look, my cock twitches a few more times. And I don’t waste time thinking. I just act. Clearly, that’s what Bree wants. 

I lean in for a kiss, tasting her mint lipgloss and smelling the jasmine in her hair. Her tongue is soft and warm as it dances with mine, and when her fingers begin to squeeze my erection through my jeans, I nearly come undone. 

“Fuck, Bree. Do you realize you’ve flipped a switch that can’t be unflipped? Because if you don’t want to do this, you need to let me take you back to your car right now so I can go home and fuck the hell out of my fist.” 

Her eyes bat softly. “Oh, I want this, Mr. Toomey.” 

I fist her ponytails behind her head. “Call me Daddy,” I growl. 

“Okay. Well, like I said,” she palms my dick a little harder, and I clench my jaw, holding back the moan. “I want this, and I want you, Daddy.” 

“Say no more.” I pull the shades down in my truck, effectively giving us 100% privacy from anyone who might happen by. I lock the doors and then undo my pants, pulling my cock out so that it isn’t trapped inside a tight prison. Bree sits watching me, her nipples still visible through the fabric of her sexy little top. 

“Take off your shorts, honey.” 

“Okay, Daddy.” 

I groan, saying ‘fuck it’ and pulling my pants down to my ankles. I kick off my shoes as I watch Bree wiggle her little bottom, then toss her shorts to the floor of my truck. I click on the battery powered light near the rearview mirror—another camping extra—and her sweet little gash comes into view: a narrow, blond landing strip running above her puffy lips. 

“Fuck.” 

Bree smiles and leans back against the passenger door, spreading her legs and running a finger over that narrow patch of hair. “You like the way it looks? I was going to shave it all off, but I thought this was sexier.” 

“Babygirl. There is no possible way you could look any sexier than you do right now.” 

She bites her lip. “Well, thank you. I love a man who’s free with the compliments.” 

“I’m free with them when they’re warranted,” I tell her, stroking my dick a few times. “And they are most certainly warranted with you.” 

She glances at my cock. And getting that little bit of attention from her makes a drop of pre-cum ooze out. “You’re pretty big. I’ve given a few handjobs and I watch a lot of porn. But yours … it’s nice.” 

“Thank you, angel baby.” I reach over and stroke her ankle, my balls throbbing. “Why don’t you crawl over here to Daddy’s lap and see if it feels as good as it looks.” 

I want her to grab my dick, but more than that, I want her close enough to finger, to lick, to suck. 

She scoots across the seat, gets on her knees, and wraps her fingers around my wide girth, her blue eyes widening as it twitches a few times. 

“Mmm, fuck, baby …” 

I watch her slowly jerk me, rutting my hips up and down a few times. After several moments, I let my hand wander between her legs and probe her folds. Good god, she’s so fucking hot, and wet. And her lips feel even more swollen than they look. I diddle her clit, and she whimpers, turning her head in my direction. 

“Kiss your daddy, babygirl.” 

With a huff, she leans forward and puts her lips on mine. I feel her soft fingers roam around my crown, and I groan, flicking my tongue with hers. As we make out, I push two fingers inside of her opening, but just partway because I don’t know if she’s still got her cherry. She’s so fucking tight that even my two fingers only make it to the first knuckle. 

Pre-cum spurts out and Bree rubs her palm over my tip, smearing it around as I finger her nice and shallow. She starts to roll her hips in a small circle, making me crazy with lust for her. I just want to lick her until she cums over and over. I don’t even care how heavy my balls get. Bringing her as many orgasms as possible is the only thing I care about right now. 

I lift her chin, breaking the kiss. “Lean back against the seat again, sweetheart. And spread those legs again.” 

Bree happily obliges, my cock springing back and forth a few times when she releases it. With her shirt still on, and her sweet little titties and hard nipples poking out, I feel my balls grow heavier. I’ll get to them in a minute, though. Right now, if I see them right before eating her out, I might prematurely cum. 

Her folds glisten in the dimly lit interior of my truck. I settle between her legs, and it’s a little cramped, but I find a comfortable position and start leaving kisses along her inner thigh. 

I bite her lightly and hear her hiss, right as her fingers lace through my hair. I probe her pussy with one finger, feeling her fluids leak out. She pumps her hips up and down a few times, and I lick the outer swell of her pussy lip, forcing her to moan. 

“Ohhhhh, Daddy …” 

With a guttural groan, I push my finger in further, and I don’t feel anything obstructing me, so I push deeper, glancing up at her sweet little face, her mouth open and her eyes rolling in her head. 

Fuck, she’s sexy. I use my free hand and spread her lips apart, allowing me a close-up view of her bundle of nerves. It’s red and enlarged, and I flick it lightly a few times with my tongue. 

Bree hisses a few times, and her walls tighten around my finger. “I cum really fast,” she says, bucking her hips a few times. 

“How fast?” I ask, curling my finger up and massaging that nodule along her walls. 

“Oh god,” she purrs. 

With a smile, I start swirling her hard clit with my tongue, and her pussy juice covers my pointer. I finger her a little deeper, harder, faster, and tug her pearl past my lips. Moments later, she cries out, right as her muscles contract around my knuckles. 

“Daddy …” she moans, making my cock burn with need. 

“That’s my good girl. Cum for me, baby …” I quickly resume flicking her bean with the tip of my tongue, then push my middle finger inside to bring her to a nice, orgasm inducing double finger-fuck session. 

Damn, I’m so hard for her, but I don’t want to stop pleasing her. With two fingers deep in her pussy, she cums again, this time shaking and jerking from the waist down. 

“Oh fuck!” she cries out, grabbing the back of my head and fucking my face. 

I growl into her wet folds, sucking her clit and pumping her hard and fast with both fingers. All I can feel are her strong walls gripping me over and over, and I swear if my balls weren’t about to explode I could do this all day. Hell, even if I came in my pants, I’d still keep on licking her. The way she tastes and feels, and the little sounds of pleasure she’s making are egging me on. 

“Okay,” she huffs, tugging my hair and pulling me away from my feast. “I think I need a break.” 

“While you’re taking a break, I’ve got a job for you,” I say, pushing myself back up in the middle of the seat. 

With a sexy little smile, Bree folds her body over and grips the base of my cock. “I hope you meant “blowjob” because that’s what I want to do, Daddy.” 

“Oh, that’s exactly what I meant, babygirl.” 

I hold her ponytails back as she lowers herself to my shaft. I’m nine and a half inches long, but it’s my thickness that gets women every time. I’m known for stretching women to the hilt. 

“Do what you can, sweetheart. I don’t expect you to go all the way down.” 

“I don’t think I can, Daddy. But I’ll do my best.” 

I watch in sweet agony as she wraps her lips around the tip and starts to suck. I let my eyes trail over her arched back, and her curvy ass as it sticks out toward the passenger window. If I were to look in from the outside, I’d see her sweet little bottom swaying side to side as she bobs her head gently. 

I growl and twist her ponytails tighter in my fist, softly thrusting my hips up and down in an attempt to go deeper in her mouth. 

I can tell she’s struggling just to suck on my head. But fuck, it still feels good, her soft tongue slipping and sliding back and forth, and watching her cheeks hollow as she sucks her daddy. 

Saliva starts to hang from her lips, and I release her ponytails to catch it in my hand, then move to her ass and smear it around her forbidden hole, hearing her whimper in response. 

“Don’t worry, my angel. I’m only going to finger that tight little ass of yours. Not fuck it. At least not tonight. Let me show you how good it feels.” 

My cock throbs angrily as she finally fits the widest part of my dick inside of her mouth. Her hair is in the way so I can’t see. But fuck, I can feel it. 

I swirl her tight sphincter with my wet thumb a few times, feeling it pucker and relax. I then push my thumb inside, causing Bree to release a soft whine. 

“Oh fuck, baby. That’s a good girl, letting Daddy’s finger inside your asshole.” 

“Mm-hmm,” she purrs, bobbing faster, sucking harder, moving her tongue all along my underside, her blond ponytails swooshing back and forth. 

My scrotum tingles, and heat ripples over my skin. “Fuck. I’m about to cum, sweetheart.” 

I push my thumb all the way inside her bottom, and I feel it quiver several times. My hand is in the perfect position to cup her pussy while I thumb-fuck her asshole, and I feel a hard spray of fluid pulse out onto my palm as she cums. 

Her ass quivers hard, and my dick turns to steel. I feel the cum moving through my balls, then erupt from my slit with the force of a fucking firehose. 

“Oh shit,” I growl, lifting my ass up off the seat to fuck her mouth. 

And then those incredibly soft hands of hers begin to fondle my balls, and more of my seed bursts out. I can still feel her tight ring of muscles contracting around my thumb, which is only making me cum harder. 

Her whimpers as she gulps me down make me smile because they’re throaty, aroused whimpers. 

Bree is my new addiction. 

As the last few tremors of my orgasm begin to fade, I pull my thumb out of her bottom and give her a light swat on the ass. She giggles and sits up, hooking her arms around my neck. 

“Get in my lap, baby. There’s one part of your body I’ve neglected so far.” 

There are a lot of places on her body I’ve neglected, but I’ll have to tackle those when we have more space. 

“What part is that?” Bree’s legs go around my mine, and she keeps her arms over my shoulders. I’m fucking glad as hell I went with a truck that has plenty of headroom. 

“This part?” I cup Bree’s waist and slide her shirt up. And she leans back and lifts her arms, letting me tug off her shirt. 

I growl when I see her tits. They’re small and pert, but her nipples … my god, her nipples are the size of silver dollars. And they’re hard as peppermint candies. 

I roll my thumbs over them, watching Bree’s soft blue eyes melt. Her teeth sink into her lower lip and her breathing increases. 

“Oh Daddy …” she whispers. 

“Mmmmm,” I respond, pinching them, rolling them, and flicking them with my pointers. 

She huffs, and I lick my lips, eager to taste. 

I swirl one nipple with my tongue, feeling it crinkle and shrink. Bree pants, starting to roll her hips. I feel her pussy lips rub against my balls, and I groan uncontrollably. 

I press my hands to her back, feeling her soft strands brush along my flesh. “Oh babygirl,” I groan, moving to her other breast. 

I knead them gently while sucking on her other nipple, noticing her grinding becoming more urgent. I’m sure at this point she’s rubbing her clit along the root of my dick, now wedged against my lower abs. 

“You wanna fuck Daddy’s dick, sweet girl?” 

“Uh-huh,” she whimpers. 

I growl and cup her ass, licking her titties in slow circles. One and then the other, keeping her nipples wet and hard. 

I then lift her ass up and pull her forward, just enough so that my head glides inside her entrance. 

Fuck, she’s amazingly tight. I’m worried about hurting her, but Bree gives a little push, and before I know it, she’s sitting on my cock, her pussy feeling like the tightest, warmest, wettest tunnel I’ve ever buried myself inside of. 

“Oh gaaaaaaahd,” she moans. 

“Shit,” I grunt, squeezing her ass cheeks. 

I thought for sure I’d have to go slow with her, but she seems to want it hard and fast. 

“You fill me up so deep, Daddy. Mmmmmmm,” Bree purrs as she starts bouncing up and down on my cock. 

I lean back and watch her go to town, just riding and fucking my thick meat as her eyes roll into her head once again. Her small tits bounce wildly, and she’s moaning and purring as her juices cover my balls. 

And even as tight as she is, I feel her squeeze my shaft as she cums again. I can’t hold back. My balls seize up, shrink, tingle, and there I go, cumming inside of her when I had every intention of pulling out. 

Oh fucking well…. 

My ears go numb I’m cumming so hard, but when the sound returns, all I can hear are the groans of mine and Bree as we cum at the same time. 

And even after I fill her up, I’m still hard. 

I grip her by the ass and start kissing her neck as I pummel her hard and fast. 

“Yes, Daddy. Harder,” Bree begs. 

Fuck. I can feel the ceiling of her pussy rubbing along my crown. I’m deeper inside of this girl than I imagined I could go. I sink my teeth into the flesh of her neck and ram with all my might, my huge, hard cock drilling in and out of her like a fucking piston. I hold her hips steady with each thrust, feeling her soft titties bounce against my chest. 

Seconds later, I feel Bree squirt all over my balls, and then I slow down just a little, feeling her contractions right as I shoot another load in her belly. 

“Fuuuuuuuck,” I groan, grinding deep inside of her to be sure my seed gets planted. 

Getting Bree pregnant would be the icing on the cake of this fucked up night. My son will have to deal with it. And so help me god, if he says one bad word about his now ex-girlfriend, I’ll kick his ass to the curb. 

I will not have anyone disrespect my baby. 

“Daddy?” Bree says, her voice sounding out of breath as I pump the last few spurts inside of her. 

“Yeah, baby?” 

She looks at me, an intoxicated smile upon her face. 

“Are you going to fuck me all night in your truck? Or are you going to bail Stephen out? I kinda feel sorry for him.” 

I let out a sigh. “I suppose I should bail him out. But I want you to go to my house and wait for me. In my bed.” 

“Ooooh,” she says, French kissing me and bringing my hands up to cup her tits. “Are you going to tell Stephen about what we did?” 

I shrug. “He’ll find out eventually. Once I knock you up.” 

Bree gasps, but then she smiles. “I like that idea. But Stephen will be so jealous.” 

“I don’t care. He doesn’t deserve you. I do.” 

“Yes, you do,” Bree says, hugging me tightly. 

Oh yeah, I got a good little girl right here. And I’m keeping her. 

THE END 


LngThckGrndaddy

3-Book Series


#1 Sweet and Innocent

Description 

My name is Elena. And I have a secret to tell. I met this incredibly hot, older man at a social gathering. And I sneakily discovered his social media username: LngThckGrndaddy. Despite being innocent at 19 years of age, I have to follow his account and see if there’s any truth to the claim. 

*** 

My name is Elena. And I have an incredibly sexy story to tell. 

But it’s a huge secret. So please, if you’re reading this, don’t say a word to anyone. Not even my best friend knows. 

I was recently at a family gathering and met the sexiest man I’ve ever met. He was my cousin’s other cousin’s grandma Shirley’s new friend. I don’t even know what to call him since he’s so far up our family tree. 

Wait a minute. He’s not technically part of our family tree since he’s just the friend of a very distant relative. Anyway, that’s not my point. My point is that he’s not a blood relative, which is a crucial tidbit of information. So let me just fast forward to the juicy part of the story. 

His name is Clyde and he’s in his mid-60’s. The moment I met him, he stole my breath because he was so attractive. He was super tall and broad-chested, and the shirt he was wearing hinted at his hairy chest because I could see a few gray hairs sprouting through the neckline. He had thick, silver hair and bright blue eyes that hook you the moment you lock on them. 

Clyde didn’t seem to be checking me out the way I was checking him out, though. And at the time I wasn’t sure if he was just a friend of my cousin’s cousin’s grandma, or if they were an item. 

But I would soon find out. 

You see, we were all sitting around chatting and munching on some finger sandwiches, waiting for my daddy to get there so he could take us out on the pontoon boat, six at a time. Right before my daddy got there, I had to use the restroom, and on the way I had to walk past Clyde, who just happened to be on his cell phone. I looked. I couldn’t help it. And when I did, I saw that he was checking his social media account. And his user name was LngThckGrndaddy 

Hot chills passed down my body as I went inside the bathroom and closed the door. Naturally, after several minutes of contemplative fantasizing, I logged into my account and looked him up. His avi was of his chest, and damn. It was covered in just the perfect amount of gray hair. But sadly, his account was locked, so I couldn’t see any of his pictures. And yes, I wanted to see just how thick he was. 

I could send a follow request, but he would have to know it was me. My profile had a ton of selfies. But then I remembered I created an alt account, just in case something happened to this one. 

I hadn’t posted a thing, but I could change that. I changed my user name to HrnyGrl, and I lifted my shirt and took a picture of my cleavage—which was ample as usual—and used that as my profile photo. In the bio, I wrote “horny girl looking for a meaty man.” 

God, I thought it was so dumb, but it was true. I was horny, and I was a little desperate to get a look at this much older man’s long, thick dick. Nervous butterflies swarmed my insides as I saved everything and sent him a follow request. 

I had no sooner flushed the commode and was washing my hands when I got the notification that LngThckGrndaddy had accepted my follow and followed me back. My pussy heated, and yes, my panties got a little wet too. Well, I was always juicy for someone. Ironic, seeing as I was also a virgin. But I would be willing to exchange a few naughty pictures with this granddaddy. It wasn’t as if he would ever find out they came from little ol’ me. 

I opened his profile again and immediately scrolled through his media. He had posted a number of sexy shots of him in front of the mirror, where you could see his chest and abs, and one singular teaser picture of his cock half hard through his underwear. My mouth fell open, and I found myself groaning softly at the enormous size, even without him being fully hard. 

Aaaaaand … while I was online, he sent me a DM. 

Thanks for the follow, cutie. Hope to get to know you a little. 

I bit my lip and smiled, messaging him back right away. 

Thanks :) I would love to get to know you too. 

Oh, this was going to be so much fun. 

I came out of the bathroom, putting a smile upon my face and trying to act nonchalant. I mingled with my family, watching Shirley flip through a photo album, showing him pictures. When my daddy showed up, he grabbed a bite to eat and told everyone he was going down to the lake to get the boat ready, and half of everyone there followed him, including Shirley. Clyde and a few of my cousin’s stayed behind. And as I was sitting on the couch, I saw Clyde on his phone, typing away. 

My face blushed because I knew what he was doing, but he didn’t know what I was doing, which was staring at his picture. But apparently, he was typing a message to me. Because as I got it, my phone dinged, and Clyde and I locked eyes right away. 

Those same eyes floated down to my neck, and I went into a panic because I realized I was wearing a butterfly necklace. And that necklace was visible in the cleavage picture I’d taken and used as my profile photo. 

So this is where things got interesting. You could have singed my skin with candle flames and I wouldn’t have felt any different than I did in that moment. He knew I was HrnyGrl, and the slight smirk he gave me let me know just that. 

“I think I’ll step outside to the patio, get some fresh air,” he said to the five of us that were in the room, but he was looking right at me. 

My heart beat frantically inside my chest. I was thinking, do I follow him out there? Does he want me to? 

I decided that if he didn’t want me to, he wouldn’t have announced it, probably. But I was also nervous so I was doubting myself. But then I got a message alert. 

LngThckGrndaddy: would love to know just how horny you are, little girl. 

My nipples pricked and my insides grew incredibly hot all of a sudden. 

I messaged him back. 

My panties are wet, and my nipples are hard just glancing at your photos. 

LngThckGrndaddy: come out here and show me. 

That ache between my legs rippled throughout my body. 

Okay, this was what I wanted, but not what I expected. And I wasn’t going to pass up this opportunity to finally lose my virginity to someone I was wildly attracted to. Making sure that he and Shirley weren’t in a committed relationship of course. I was no man stealer. 

My cousins were immersed in a game of Monopoly, so I casually strolled out the back door. 

In the distance, I could see my daddy taking off in the boat, waving up here in our direction. To my right, Clyde stood, leaning against the storage shed. When they were out of sight, he looked my way and smiled. 

“Well hey there, Elena. Don’t be shy, come on over.” 

With my pulse racing, I walked his way and he eyed me up and down. I was dressed rather plainly in jean shorts and a tank top, but as hard as my nipples were at that moment, I was sure he could see them. 

“So you found my profile, huh?” he asked, sliding his hands in his pockets. 

“Guilty as charged. It was accidental, but I’d be lying if I said I was intensely curious.” 

“Curious about how big it is in real life?” His voice was so deep it made me tremble. 

I cleared my throat. “Yes. Though I have to tell you I’ve only ever seen a cock in porn, not in real life. So I’ve nothing to compare it to.” 

Clyde nodded ever so slowly, then rubbed his chin while staring at my chest. “I can see those hard little nipples. Don’t think I’ve ever felt any that were quite as big as yours.” 

I glanced down. “Are they big?” 

“Oh yeah. And they’re making me hard.” 

I bit my lip to hold back a huge smile, and Clyde reached forward, stroking my face. “Also heard you had a wet pussy.” 

“Yeah. Getting wetter by the second too.” 

His finger swept down my chin and over my collarbone, softly landing on the swell of my breast. I could smell his sweat, his testosterone, his desire for me. 

But as soon as that finger slid across my breast and circled my nipple, I let out a huff and felt a little wobbly. He kept his eyes locked on mine as he drew circles over it, sending electrical pulses between my legs. Moving to my other nipple only enhanced the lust that was taking over my brain right then. 

“Damn, your nipples are hard. Wonder what they’d feel like in my mouth.” 

“Funny,” I breathed. “I was wondering the same about your cock.” 

Clyde let out a groan, then pulled me quickly behind the shed so if anyone came out they wouldn’t be able to see us. He cupped my ass and pulled me to his huge, hard body, gripping my right breast in his other hand and gently stroking my nipple. “That filthy mouth of yours is about to get stuffed with something filthier, horny girl. Is that what you want?” 

I trembled as I felt his cock stir in his pants, pushing up against my tummy and making me question just what I had gotten myself into at this family gathering. 

“Wh-what about you and Shirley?” I asked as he pushed up the bottom of my shirt and pushed my tits together. 

“Shirley and I are friendly, but we’re open, sweetheart. So no worries there. I don’t cheat.” 

I smiled, feeling like that was the only hurdle standing between us. 

Well, that and his enormous cock. 

“Now you want to let Granddaddy suckle those sweet tits or what, baby?” 

I nodded and undid my bra, no longer caring about the fact that I was in my cousin’s yard and about to get it on with this much older friend of the family who seemed keen on referring to himself as ‘Granddaddy’ instead of ‘Clyde.’ 

The bra fell on the ground, and Clyde let out an audible growl when he saw my double-C cup tits. He pushed them together again and leaned forward, sucking my nipple past his lips while moaning and breathing heavily. 

My pussy ached, and I laced my fingers through his thick gray hair, looking over at the lake to be sure my daddy wasn’t coming back already. 

“Oh god,” I purred, feeling Clyde’s warm, wet tongue circle my tingling bud while pinching the other one between his big ol’ fingers. 

“Mmm, such sweet little candied nipples,” he groaned as he switched to the other side, rolling his tongue back and forth, licking and lapping at my bud. “Sure would like to fuck ‘em these things someday.” 

“I’m sure that can be arranged,” I answered, feeling my eyes roll back in my head. 

“And I’d also like to see if you’re as wet as I think you are.” 

His hand navigated to cup my pussy, and I huffed as he slid a finger inside the leg, wiggling around in search of my throbbing folds. 

I parted my legs to make it a little easier, and the second he found just how slick I was, he released another growl, sucking my nipple past his lips with such force I felt it in my scalp. 

“Fuck, baby. Just … fuck,” he groaned, trying to fit his fat fingers further inside. “I think I want to eat you out …” 

“Yes,” I huffed, rocking my hips and reaching for the button so I could take these damn things off. 

But then we both heard my daddy’s boat, and we had to straighten up so fast it nearly made me lose my footing. 

“Go inside and find a bedroom for us. I’ll come look for you,” he growled, swatting me on the bottom. 

“Yeah, okay,” I nodded, feeling a rush of excitement. 

I grabbed my bra from the ground and shoved it in the back of my shorts, then I darted past my cousins as they were laughing about something. Good. They were too distracted to notice me. 

The only room I knew we’d be safe in was in the basement. My great uncle had built this extra storage closet behind the garage, and because he had used it as his mancave there was a loveseat that would be perfect for spreading my legs on. 

And god, how I would love to be lying down on that thing while my lover—the thick granddaddy—fucked my mouth. 

I sent him a quick message letting him know where I was, and it took a few minutes before I heard his big feet clopping down the stairs. He probably didn’t want to join me too fast. It would raise some suspicions. 

When he walked in, I saw the bump in his pants, and I got triple horny all over again. 

“Your daddy was asking where you went,” he said, pushing the door closed and twisting the lock. 

“Oh? What’d you tell him?” 

He pulled off his t-shirt and tossed it aside. “Well, I wanted to tell him I was on my way to fuck you, but I didn’t think that would be too polite. So I just told him you went for a walk.” 

“Ohhhh,” I answered, watching as he unbuckled his belt and flicked the button loose on his jeans. 

“Now, where were we?” he asked, wrapping his arm around my waist and pulling my body to his. 

Excitement went through me as his lips pressed to mine, and he French kissed me better than anyone ever had. His tongue was soft but eager as it explored my mouth, and his hands roamed all over my body, especially my ass and tits, and I just about melted as he groaned to the back of my throat. 

“I’ve not been with someone as young as you in a long, long while,” he growled, kissing my neck and making my panties drenched. 

“H—how do you know how old I am?” 

“Shirley told me you were almost twenty.” 

“Well, I’ve never been with anyone, much less someone your age.” 

“You’re a sweet little virgin, huh? Saving yourself for a man who knows what he’s doing.” 

Just then, Clyde flipped my shorts button loose like a fucking expert, then tugged them down over my hips. His fingers grazed lightly over my pussy lips, through my thin panties, while watching my face. 

“You ever cum with anyone, little girl?” 

I rolled my hips and ran my hands up his furry chest, feeling the hardness of his muscles. “No, I—I haven’t.” 

He licked his lips, pulled my panties down. “I want to make you cum right now, using my tongue. I want to feel that little clitty of yours bounce like it ain’t never bounced before.” 

All the air escaped my lungs as he pushed a finger inside of my pussy. God, even I could tell how tight I was. And the amount of liquid that seeped out when he massaged my clit with the pad of his thumb could be heard as he flicked it back and forth. 

“God,” he growled. “Sit your sexy little ass down and spread those legs.” 

I got comfie on the loveseat, tossing a leg over the side and spreading nice and wide so Clyde had enough room. When he sat down, I could see his erection getting bigger underneath his zipper. 

“When are you going to let me see it?” I asked, cupping my breasts as he kissed the insides of my thighs. 

“Oh, you just want to see it?” 

I giggled. “I want to see it and play with it.” 

With that, he loosened his jeans and pulled it out, and I felt my nipples prick as I took in how big it was. 

“Go ahead and play with it while I lick you, sweet girl. I don’t want to leave a horny girl waiting.” 

He sat on the floor hugging my thighs, and his cock was so big I didn’t have to reach that far to grab it. 

His tongue flitted inside my gash, and with one hand he began fondling my tits as I touched the tip of his cock. 

I gasped and bucked my hips, which elicited a growl from his throat. He pinched my nipples and flicked my clit, making me huff and purr as I tried to focus on him. It’s hard to describe just how big he was, but as it continued to grow longer, the wrinkled skin became smooth and satiny, and couldn’t touch my fingers as I gripped it tightly. 

Clyde groaned as I started to give him a handjob. I’d never done anything like this, but I’d seen it done plenty of times in porn flicks. I went really fast, but he reached down and gripped my wrist, showing me how to go more slowly. 

“Fuck, baby. Your hand is so sweet …” he murmured, taking a short break from licking my pussy. 

I found myself moaning uncontrollably as his hand moved from one tit to the other, playfully clamping my nipples with his fingers while rolling circles over my bundle of nerves. God, it was heaven. Much better than my finger could have done. 

I returned my focus to Clyde’s thick-as-fuck cock, teasing the hole and smearing around his clear, bubbly fluid with my fingertips. 

“Does all this yummy stuff mean you want to cum, Granddaddy?” 

He growled and thrust his hips up and down a few times, causing his length to sway and bob. “God, yes. But in that filthy mouth of yours first.” 

Burying his face in my pussy and sucking on my little girl bump just then, Clyde sent me over the edge. That dam in my tummy burst, and I came, my body jolting like a little horse who was in the process of being broken. 

He responded by making a lot of noise—just as much as I was making. With my free hand, I grabbed ahold of his hair and basically fucked his face, grinding my wet pussy all over his nose and chin and listening to his groans of pleasure. 

After my orgasm had subsided somewhat, he stood and pulled his jeans completely off, his face glistening so much I felt a sense of pride. I pushed up slowly to watch as he revealed his completely naked self to me. 

I think his cock must have been so long that I felt a sudden urge to get a ruler or something to measure it with. But I figured it would be just as much fun to measure with my lips. 

“Think you can handle it, horny little girl?” 

I slid off the couch, squatting low then settling on my knees. Clyde lovingly stroked my hair as I started to kiss his cock, first along the underside, then coming up to the crown. 

His helmeted head flared out around the sides, and as I opened wide to accommodate him, I realized I was in over my head. My eyes flitted up at him, locking gazes as he stared down at me with so much admiration. 

“Don’t let it scare you, baby. Just … make love to it with your pretty mouth.” 

With a smile, I wrapped my fingers around the base of it, noting the soft veins, the way it throbbed in response to my touch. I stuck out my tongue and swirled it around the head, lapping away the clear, salty fluid and hearing him huff in response. 

I got bold and took the tip of it in my mouth, trying to suck it all the way in. Clyde released a long moan just then, and using my other hand to begin cuddling his balls, I noticed they were starting to shrink. 

“Fuuuuuck … I like a sweet and gentle girl, the way her innocence makes me want to bust a fucking nut.” 

With a tighter grip on my hair, Clyde started fucking my mouth, stretching my jaw wider and wider. My lips brushed over the flared part, and I could hardly get a deep breath when he turned to steel, rumbled deep in his chest, and out jolted a huge amount of warm liquid, coating my tongue and sliding down my throat. 

I heard his moans of pleasure as he continued to thrust in and out, allowing me to suck in some breaths along the way. But he just kept cumming and cumming. I bobbed my head a few times, felt his length twitch, and the next thing I knew he was pulling himself out of my mouth. 

I looked up at him, my lips burning a little. His blue eyes were staring down at me, and he brushed some stray hairs from my face. 

“Darlin’, you mind if I fuck that pussy the same way?” 

I bit my lip, thinking about something that big and thick going inside of me. And then I trembled with lust. 

“I don’t mind. Just take it, Granddaddy. It’s yours.” 

“Damn, that’s what I like to hear.” 

I pushed myself back up on the couch and Clyde knelt in front of me, pushing my legs wide open. He caressed my face and said, “Normally I’m pretty rough, but you’re so damn sweet, I just want to go easy on you.” His cock bobbed a few times at my gash, and he toyed with my clit, licking his lips a few times as he massaged it with his fat thumb. 

I liked the idea of him getting a little rough, but first, I needed him to be gentle as he took my innocence since I’d never, ever fucked anyone before. I didn’t want my first time to hurt. 

But the next time … 

“You’re so sweet, Granddaddy. Makes me want to do bad things for you…” 

“Mmm,” he groaned, pushing the head of his dick inside of my tightness. “Keep that attitude up, baby, and I’ll let you do bad things for me.” 

I smiled, trailing my fingers down the front of his hairy chest. I glanced down at his hands as they held my thighs apart, noticing his body getting closer as he slid in deeper. 

It was stretching me so much it was a little uncomfortable, but that flared part of his shaft moved over my G-spot and that’s when I spurted just a little, warm liquid trickling down the crack of my ass. 

Clyde gripped my breasts and started a steady rhythm of fucking me, and holy hell, my toes began to curl. 

“Oh god … Granddaddy … I’m gonna cum so fucking harrrrrrd …” 

He quickened his pace, and it was as if I was suddenly tossed into a state of intense bliss. I grinded against his thrusts and felt my walls clamping down around his thickness. 

And I wondered how the hell I would ever fuck a young guy with an average dick. This thick granddaddy had gotten me spoiled and basically ruined for anyone else. 

My nipples grew hard as rocks, and pleasurable ripples shot through me as I came, my pussy dribbling and clenching over and over. 

Clyde tossed his head back and growled. And since I could feel how steely his length was, I knew he was close. 

His cum shot out like a river, pulsing hot and hard. I looked down so I could watch, and I saw how his root twitched over and over. Each time it did, I felt his balls brush against the swell of my ass cheeks. 

Clyde rutted a little deeper, making me cum once again. My skin felt as though it were on fire. But it wasn’t nearly as hot as his flesh was. I knew because he pulled me in his arms after filling me up, telling me what a good girl I was for taking him as deep as I did. 

“It was my pleasure, Granddaddy. Now we better get back upstairs before people start suspecting.” 

“Yeah, we wouldn’t want that.” 

Just an hour ago, I figured this would be a one-time thing. But I must have changed my mine because I found myself wanting Clyde to say he didn’t care if anyone suspected a thing. 

I wanted him to want me as much as I wanted him. But Clyde didn’t seem the type to want to settle down. Could I change his mind? 

Only time would tell… 


#2 Rough and Needy

Description:

I’m a rough and needy man. Probably downright selfish if I’m being honest. Point proven when my date catches me staring at a picture of Elena and storms off in a jealous huff.

Elena, she’s the one girl I can’t get off my mind.

But I’m afraid that one woman isn’t enough for me.

And that fact might be too much for Elena.

***

I’m accustomed to women hitting on me, both online and in real life. And if I’m being honest, I’ll fuck just about any woman who comes on to me.

Don’t judge. Hell, I know I should have more discretion, but I’ve always been hypersexual like this. And the only way to get rid of that itch is to fuck and fuck and fuck as much as I can. My buddy says I’m a sex addict. I said “what’s your point.”

Hey, there aren’t too many 64-year-old men getting as much pussy as I get. I think he’s just jealous.

Here’s the thing, though. I don’t get emotionally attached to any of them. And as much as I hate to admit it, I want to fall in love. That’s the part I have not confessed to anyone.

I also haven’t confessed that I started to catch some feels for this cute 19-year-old named Elena. Is it love? I don’t know. I met her last week at Shirley’s family party. Shirley is the only woman I date who’s my age. And like me, she prefers the casual thing. But her granddaughter’s cousin … holy shit.

She’s gotten under my skin in a way I can’t explain. She’s got the perfect little body and smile, blond hair, curves, tits, ass. Fuck. But that face, and her voice and laugh? Damn … you know you’re falling when those are the two things you can’t stop thinking about.

I fucking also can’t stop thinking that I want to wake up next to her every day for the rest of my damned life.

Elena is the only girl I’ve fucked without using protection in years. And I can’t stop thinking that I did it on purpose because I don’t really care if her sexy little belly starts bulging with my baby. She may be on the pill for all I know.

But at the end of the day, I suppose it’s best that I don’t fall in love, or that no one falls for me, because I don’t think I can be monogamous. So anyone who chooses to be with me needs to be okay with me fucking other women and I seriously doubt a 19-year old girl could be down with that sort of lifestyle. Call me a selfish asshole. Maybe I am. But this is how I’m wired, take it or leave it.

Also, this last week has been something else because I’m suddenly attracting a lot of younger women. You see, I share my location on my LngThckGrndaddy account. I’ve sent about a dozen pictures of my cock to girls who’ve asked for them. Most of the time, I’ll get a few titty pics back, get a good cum in, and move on. Hey, with no kids and no wife, I’ve got nothing to hide. Well, as it turns out, three of my followers live in my hometown and they all want to meet up.

I’ve only had this account for a few months, but it’s been a fucking blast, and I wouldn’t change a thing. Well, unless the right girl came along and wanted to join me in my escapades, which I wished was Elena. But I have to be realistic and know that won’t happen. It feels like I’m waiting on a fucking unicorn.

Anyways, this one 20-year-old named Natalie, who I’ve been chatting with all week and has been the perfect distraction from my fantasies involving Elena, really wanted to come over and “sit on Granddaddy’s long, thick cock,” as she put it. And she’s adorably sexy, too. She’s got long red hair and a freckled face, and these pert little titties that I’ve jerked off to more than once.

After getting on cam with her and establishing some trust on both sides (also politely requesting she show me her driver’s license with the address blocked out to be sure she was actually twenty years old and I’m not doing anything that could land me in jail) we agreed to meet at my house.

Natalie was all for it. But she mentioned her older “security guard” brother was bringing her and would be waiting in the car while we did “our thing.” And when I saw the headlights in the driveway and looked outside, I saw she was right. A dude was behind the wheel, and before she got out, she leaned over and kissed him on the cheek.

Despite the fact that her brother would be twenty feet away from my front door, I was still getting hard thinking about this red-headed wet dream walking through my door and getting naked for me.

And when I opened the door, I was amazed that she looked better in person than on camera. Wearing semi-tight slacks with a pair of flats and a multi-colored blouse that buttoned up the front, Natalie looked rather professional. Her long, red hair was in a ponytail, and I already knew I’d be tugging on that thing.

“Hey, Natalie. You look beautiful. Come on in.”

“Hey there, Clyde,” she said, holding her purse nervously with a not-so-shy smile.

As she walked in, I noticed her brother eyeballing me, and I gave him a quick wave. He waved back, then diverted his attention elsewhere.

“You can tell him to come in if you want. He doesn’t have to stay out there half the night.” I wondered where he’d sit while I fucked his little sister.

Natalie’s cheeks turned rosy pink as I closed the door behind her. “That’s okay. I can only stay an hour. And he thinks I’m here applying for a job.”

I lift a brow. “A job?”

She nodded. “Well, yeah. I couldn’t tell him why I was really here. He’d lecture me all the way home and into the new year.”

I chuckled and considered asking what kind of job she told him she was applying for when I heard my phone beep.

It was a notification for my LngThckGrndaddy account. Someone had just messaged me.

“Well, anyway,” Natalie said, setting her purse down on the foyer table and unbuttoning her top button. “Hi.”

She slid her arms up my chest, and my dick throbbed. I clutched her ass cheeks, staring into her pretty green eyes. The same eyes I’d love to look into as she sucked my dick.

“Hi there,” I growled, feeling her soft belly against my erection.

“Do you have a bathroom I can use to freshen up?”

“Down the hall on the left,” I answered, nodding to the side.

She bit her lip and smiled. “Be right back.”

I kept my eyes on her ass, my thoughts drifting to Elena’s nice ass, while she disappeared down the hallway.

Natalie will be the first person I’ve fucked since Elena. And I’ll be damned if I let that little vixen from last week disturb me from the fun I’m about to have.

It wasn’t uncommon for me to fantasize about previous lovers while fucking someone, but Elena hit on a whole different level. I started to wonder why I wanted to fall in love before meeting her because it was just a big mess to be in love. My ex-wife proved that when she told me, after twenty years of marriage, that she wasn’t in love with me and didn’t know if she ever had been. That was ten years ago. I started over and swore I’d never fall again.

I checked my phone while Natalie was in the bathroom and when I saw it was Elena, my pulse quickened a bit. Her cleavage avi made my dick leak a little pre-cum. But I really got the shock of my life when I saw the picture she’d just sent.

It was a still from a famous porno of two coeds sucking an older man’s cock. Below it, she’d typed, with a series of devil and flame emojis, Don’t know why but saw this and thought of you.

I felt the growl climbing up my throat as my dick pulsed. I messaged her back right away.

Babygirl, we can make that a reality.

And btw, you’re making Granddaddy’s dick extra hard right now.

She responded fast.

When? All I can think about is you throat-fucking another girl while you and I make out.

God almighty. Had I actually met my match here?

Oh baby, you have no idea how happy this makes me. Why don’t you come over in an hour and a half, and we can make plans.

I sent her my address, and she sent me a selfie of the smile on her pretty face.

I’ll be there about nine. Can’t wait.

When Natalie came out of the bathroom, I was obsessed with thoughts of Elena. I thought about bringing it up with my pretty little redhead, but I thought that might be tacky. Elena and I could pick someone out together.

Natalie came out of my bathroom naked. I was sitting on my couch, stroking my hard-on through my jeans thinking about Elena and staring at a picture of her. Fuck, I was so absorbed and entranced by my little blond sweetheart that I didn’t even notice Natalie climb on my lap.

She happened to look at my phone and saw the picture of Elena, and immediately a look of anger flashed on her face.

“You’re looking at some other girl’s picture while I’m here?”

I locked onto her stare, or rather green-eyed glare, and saw that she wasn’t joking.

I clicked my phone off so she couldn’t see anymore and stumbled on my words. “I, uh, just got a message. Was just checking while you were …”

She wiggled back a little, her tits jiggling lightly. “And your dick is hard too. Tell me, Clyde. Is it hard for me or hard for her?”

Jesus christ. I’ve dealt with jealous girlfriends before. But Natalie wasn’t my girlfriend. I mean, I could understand why she wouldn’t want me getting hard looking at another girl’s picture if she were here to fuck me. But still. Her reaction was a little over-the-top.

“I’m hard for both of you, Natalie. You’ve seen my account, and I’m sure you’ve noticed I openly flirt with my followers.”

“I can’t believe you.” She tightened her lips and jumped off my lap, crossing her arms over her naked chest. Her auburn bush was full grown and made me have flashbacks to the 70’s. It was sexy, and I regretted having my phone open while she straddled my lap. I was so fucking aroused I didn’t know if I could wait for Elena to get here before cumming at least once.

But I also felt bad that I’d upset Natalie. “I’m sorry, Natalie, really. Please, let me make it up to you.”

I stood up and attempted to pull her into my arms, feeling guilty. She’d come all the way here just for me, and I’d diverted my attention elsewhere.

“Oh no,” she said, strutting away. “You only get one chance with me, and you blew it. Go call whatever slutty bitch you were just gawking at and see if she’ll come over and fuck you. But I bet she won’t. You’re way too old to get someone hot and young like me.”

“Okay, whoa. That’s a little harsh.”

She threw the middle finger up at me before disappearing around the corner. And I realized it was a mistake giving a stranger my address. All I needed was for her to go outside and tell her brother what happened. Not that I couldn’t defend myself against a so-called security guard.

Natalie came out seconds later fully dressed. I opened the door for her, and she looked at me with that same angry look. At this point I wouldn’t try to talk her into staying but I did want her to know I was sorry.

“For what it’s worth, you are incredibly sexy, and beautiful. And if I made you feel like anything less than that, I’m a fucking asshole.”

Her face softened a bit, and her shoulders relaxed. “Well, thank you. I’m sorry if I was mean by what I said. I just don’t think I’m cut out for this. I’m looking for a commitment, not a guy who looks at every other girl in the world as if she were a piece of meat.”

And with that, Natalie was walking back to her car. I waved at her brother once more, to let him know all was okay. I had no idea what Natalie would say to him. But all I knew was that the last part of her sentence stung.

I didn’t think I looked at other girls like they were pieces of meat. I appreciated their bodies, but I also appreciated their minds, their individual personalities. And I liked sex. No crime in that.

By the time Elena showed up, I was wondering if I’d ever meet someone who got me.

But then when I pulled the door open and felt that warmth spread through my chest, all my doubts melted away.

“Babygirl,” I growled, pulling her into my arms.

“Hey, Clyde.” Her hands moved up my back and she hugged me so tight I would have been content to do this all night. Well, maybe not all night. but definitely for a while.

“I really missed you,” I said, putting a few kisses along her neck.

“Did you?” she asked, seemingly surprised.

“Yes. You don’t believe me?”

With the tiniest pout, she rubbed my chest, making me harder. “I was hoping you’d message me or something.”

“I wanted to. But you seemed to be in such a hurry to end our escapades at your cousin’s house, I didn’t think you’d want to take a chance on getting together again.”

Elena rubbed her finger along my lip, and my balls became heavy. But at the same time, I was feeling so soft for her, deep inside my core. “I wasn’t sure I wanted to either. But … I can’t stop thinking about you. I know I’m really young, but I’m mature for my age, and I want to explore so much with you…”

I fisted her platinum blond curls and pulled her lips to mine. My cock twitched angrily inside my pants, and I was suddenly so glad that Elena was here and not Natalie.

Elena moaned into my mouth and I knew I wouldn’t be able to strip her down fast enough. I picked her up and she threw her arms and legs around me, hooking her ankles behind my back.

“Babygirl, I need you in my bed.”

“I want that too,” she purred.

Rubbing her pussy against my abs, Elena was turning me on so fucking much. I could feel how wet she was as I carried her upstairs to the second floor. “Fuck, my sweet angel. I can’t wait to see how wet you are tonight.”

“I’ve been wet since I gave you my virginity, Granddaddy Clyde. All I think about is your big, strong body, your sexy gray hair, your eyes and your smile …”

I laid her down on my bed, my cock throbbing at the sound of her voice, her words. “Fuck, how you intoxicate me, baby. In ways no one else has.”

It was true. And as I pulled her clothes off and got another look at her sweet, sexy, and angelic body, my dick spurted enough pre-cum to soak my fucking briefs. Her large tits, and that shaved-bare “V” between her legs made me hard as a fucking rock. I laid my fully clothed body on top of her naked flesh, still feeling her sensual curves.

Her soft breaths brushed along my face, and I got hooked on those baby blues of hers. “You could be with anyone you wanted tonight, Clyde. Why me?”

I chuckled. If she only knew…

“In all honesty, babygirl, I was with someone else tonight. But she caught me staring at your pictures and got madder than a hornet.”

Her eyes perked up. “Really? You were looking at pictures of me?”

I kissed her face, just below the eyes. “Yep. Couldn’t help myself.”

Elena grabbed my ass and rubbed her pussy against me. “Did you get to fuck her at least?”

The way she asked, and that eager “I want details” look upon her face, aroused me in ways I couldn’t put into words. “No, baby. So all my cum … it’s just for you.”

Playfully biting her lip, Elena offered a tiny smile. “Well, lucky for me, I guess.”

“Yes, lucky for you.”

I started kissing her neck, making my way down the front of her body, dragging my tongue over her tits as I pushed them together, remembering how badly I had wanted to titty fuck her the first time I saw them.

Her nipples pricked inside my mouth as I sucked on them, and Elena huffed several times, running her fingers through my hair. And then she said something that almost made me cum in my pants.

“Next time you have a girl over, I want to watch.”

I angled my eyes up at her and flicked her hard little bud. “You’ll do more than watch, babygirl.”

Her tongue darted to the corner of her mouth, and I went back to worshiping her body. I gently pushed her closer to my pillows and settled between her legs, hugging her thighs to the side of my head.

“Oh Clyde,” she purred, rocking her hips up, eager for my mouth on her sweet pussy.

“Yes, baby. I’m going to take care of you.”

I noticed her glistening lips, so puffy, and all her delicious, rich cream dripping from her gash like icing. I parted her lips with my thick fingers and started lapping away, purposefully avoiding her engorged clit.

She squirmed and whimpered as I began fingering her, licking her lips and moving my tongue in a circle above her clitoral hood.

Her scent and taste were sweet and musky, and it drove me wild. My dick was pressing so hard against my pants that it damn near hurt.

“Make me cum, Clyde. Please …”

I loved that she had shaved herself, so that I could see every detail of her wet folds. I parted her lips nice and wide again, and I made my way to her clit, circling, flicking, sucking, and rolling my tongue over the bump of tissue.

I felt her legs quaking around my skull, and she clamped them so tight as she came, her orgasm voice was muffled. But I could still hear her.

“Oh Granddaddy … oh yessss … lick my pussy …”

I loved hearing her call me that, thinking of me in taboo ways. It was a hot fantasy that drove me wild.

I glanced up, still suckling on her dancing clit, and saw her chest heaving, her nipples so hard they pointed straight up off her tits. I reached up and fondled them, softly pinching them in alternating rhythms that made her quiver and whimper.

My balls were actually in pain by then, and I knew I wanted to dump a load on her chest before fucking her.

I fingered her nice and deep first, though, curling up my index finger and massaging her G-spot while wiggling my tongue back and forth over her bundle of nerves. Fluid leaked out into the palm of my hand, making me growl with need.

Elena’s body jerked a few times, and she fisted my hair tight, rocking her hips to fuck my face and fingers.

Fuck, it was official. Elena turned me on more than any other girl ever had.

I kept on fingering and licking her until she pushed up on her elbows. And then I stood up, keeping my eyes on those tits of hers, getting undressed while my babygirl watched.

“Remember when I said I wanted to titty-fuck you, sweetheart?”

She nodded and laid back down. “How could I forget something so hot?”

I kicked my clothes aside, stroked my length a few times. And Elena sat up, gripping my girth and pumping her fist up and down. She fondled my heavy balls and wrapped her lips around my crown, sucking tenderly for a moment.

I thought I would burst so I gripped her hair and tugged her off. “Lie down, angel. And show me the magic of those tits.”

She did as I asked, and I straddled her small body. I brought several pillows down and placed them under her head, then pushed her tits together, rubbing her nipples with my thumbs.

Elena put her hands on the sides of my hips, and between her saliva on my cock and the fair amount of pre-cum I was leaking, I didn’t need any more lube to slide inside of her cleavage.

I couldn’t help but release a growl as I did, noticing how soft her skin, but also how tight her titties hugged me.

“Damn, babygirl. You have the best tits for fucking.”

“I’m glad you like them, Granddaddy Clyde. You can fuck them whenever you want.”

“Mmm, don’t think I won’t,” I groaned, feeling my balls grow heavier. I watched my length moving in and out, the veins bulging and throbbing. And the more I fucked her tits, the more pre-cum that oozed from my slit.

Elena lifted her head from the pile of pillows and folded her chin down, enough that she was able to take the tip of my shaft past her lips and suck just enough to release the cum from my balls.

I pushed deeper into her tits, which forced the entirety of my crown inside of her mouth, and I fucking exploded, my length twitching violently as I erupted.

“Oh fuck!” I fisted her hair to hold her still, and Elena kept her sweet blue eyes locked on mine as I came in her mouth. She swallowed hard several times, her lips tightening up each time.

My balls were so fucking hot as they shrank up close to my body. My hips jerked a few times, and the heat of my hard orgasm moved in ripples over my flesh.

Elena whimpered a few times, and all I wanted was to be buried inside of her tight walls, dumping a load in her sweet belly.

I gently lowered her head after pulling from her mouth and walked my body back before gripping her ass and pulling her to me. She locked her legs behind my waist, and I thrust my hips a few times, making sure my cock rubbed along her clit.

Elena pinched her nipples several times and rutted her hips. “Fuck me, Clyde. Fuck me good and hard.”

My dick was hard as steel. No shock there. I was known for being able to cum multiple times. It was part of my hypersexual “disorder.” But with Elena, I could tell I’d double that in a heartbeat. Tonight I’d probably cum seven or eight times. Enough to fill her belly and her mouth.

With a tight grip on her waist, I pushed the head of my shaft into her slit, feeling her tight but slick walls grip me like a motherfucker.

“Ahhhhhhh,” I groaned as I sank inside of her.

I immediately went balls-deep, and Elena’s pretty little lips parted when I hit her deepest point. She pinched her nipples until they were an angry shade of red, and I started fucking her with hard but deep thrusts, making her tits bounce softly.

And holy fuck. Although I’d just cum between her tits and inside her mouth in the span of thirty minutes, I could tell I wouldn’t last long now.

I fucked her harder, faster, hearing my balls slap her ass cheeks, and I came again, my seed a torrent of liquid filling up her cunt. But I remained hard, even after that. And I kept on fucking her, rutting deep and hard, until I felt her walls clamp down around me.

Her soft cries only made my balls ache to fill her up even more.

I watched her face as she came, her eyes closed and her head lulling side to side as she purred my name over and over.

I flipped her over and lifted her ass up, going deep inside of her pussy again and ramming her with my thickness. Elena fisted my comforter, saying “yes … god yes …” repeatedly, until I dumped yet another load inside of her.

She was now filled to the hilt with my seed. And there was only one thing that would make this night complete.

“Sit up, my babygirl,” I told her as she flopped over on her back and gave me a look of utter satisfaction. “I want to fuck that mouth of yours again.”

Elena pushed up and scooted to the edge of the bed, wrapping her small fingers around my girth. I pulled her hair up with both hands and entered her mouth, pumping my hips softly and watching my glistening cock move in and out, past her lips.

Fuck, it was such a beautiful sight, fucking my little girl’s face as she looked up at me with so much love in her eyes.

I could feel my scrotum lightly brush her chin, and when Elena began bobbing her head, she used those delicate fingers of hers to play with them, letting her eyes close. I gripped her hair tighter, telling myself I was nuts for falling for this girl. She was perfect in every way, and I … I was so flawed.

I didn’t want to hurt her with my lifestyle, but the image of that picture she’d sent me earlier came to the forefront of my mind. And the next thing I knew, I was spurting inside of her mouth while fantasizing about a little threesome with her.

“Ahhh, baby …” I growled, shooting the last of my seed all the way to her tonsils.

She smiled up at me, and I felt that tug in my chest.

The one that let me know I was done-for when it came to Elena.

I laid down next to her, got under the covers, and pulled Elena close to me. I felt her fingers drift along my back as she nuzzled close.

“I think I’m falling for you, Clyde. And I don’t give a fuck about what anybody thinks.”

I closed my eyes and kissed the top of her head. “I’m falling for you too, baby. But I don’t know if you can really handle my lifestyle. I’m a dirty, needy fucking bastard.”

She angled her face in my direction and gave me the sweetest, most sincere look. “Well, I’m pretty dirty too. And  … I need you. So maybe we can be needy together?”

I French kissed her for several long minutes, feeling my dick grow hard once more. “Let’s talk about that threesome and see how you do.”

“Mmm,” she purred. “I can’t wait.”

Well, fuck. Now I couldn’t wait either.

And if Elena did want to be “needy” with me, it would probably make my life complete.


#3 Ripe and Ready

Description

They say bad things happen in threes. Well, so do naughty things. And things get awfully naughty when Clyde and I find another smoking hot girl to “play” with. I’m ripe and ready for this threesome.

***

Clyde.

I can’t believe how quickly this man has stolen my heart. And I never would have dreamed that I’d fall for a man old enough to be my grandfather. Yet here I am, falling harder and faster than ever before.

That whole week between when we had sex at my cousin’s house and when I got to see him again was pure torture. I had spied him flirting with other women online, posting pictures of his lower abs and his erection through his tight briefs. I know a lot of girls my age and older get so turned off by that sort of behavior. But women flash their tits so why can’t men flash their junk?

Not that he showed that. But I knew he was sending those kinds of pictures privately. And every time I thought about it, this deep, hot ache would grow inside my tummy and I’d get so turned on I wouldn’t be able to do anything until I came. And those orgasms were always riddled with fantasies of me and him with another woman.

I sent him a picture several days ago from a porn that I had cum to numerous times. And I happily got the response I had wanted. He was totally down for having a threesome. Not that I had many doubts. We’d talked openly about his past, and how he always felt like his sex drive was the most powerful force of his existence.

I told him I accepted him the way he was, and this intense love seemed to bloom between us. And we’re about to take it to the next level.

One of Clyde’s buddies works at the local university where I go. And he’s talked me and Clyde up to one of the students there. Her name is Brenda, she’s 21, and Clyde and I are meeting her tonight. She’s got an off-campus apartment and has invited us over to get to know one another.

By the time Clyde picked me up, I was so nervous. Luckily my parents were out to dinner so I didn’t have to explain why Shirley’s friend was here. But I knew that conversation might be coming soon if he and I worked out the way I wanted.

I greeted him at my front door, hoping he liked the short floral dress I chose. When I got one look at him, I nearly melted. He looked so sexy in his snug, dark blue denim jeans, polished leather boots, and navy-blue t-shirt that clung to his broad muscular chest. His blue eyes looked especially bright as they moved swiftly over my body.

“Hi, Clyde,” I said, giving him a hug. I was so happy to see him.

“Damn, baby,” he mumbled. “You look hot enough to fuck right here.”

“Well don’t let anything stop you. My parents are out for a while.”

He let out a frustrated laugh. “I don’t want to make us late. Let’s go, sweetheart.”

Clyde extended an arm, and I hooked my hand around his thick muscles.

“Are you nervous about meeting Brenda?”

“Nervous and a little excited. Should I call you Clyde around her? Or do we just let her know right up front how kinky we really are?”

His hand slid up the top of my leg. “What are you comfortable with? I’m okay with either.”

This was all a lot to take in. “I think I’ll stick with Clyde, for now. Are you nervous?”

“No, baby. Not at all. I want to be sure you’re comfortable, and that’s my main priority.”

I reached over and ran my fingers through his thick gray hair, wondering if I could love him any more than I did in this moment. “Thank you. So far, I’m excited about the possibilities.”

I didn’t want to put too much pressure on him, but I was so horny about all this, I wanted the three of us to fuck tonight. I was keeping my fingers and toes crossed that there would be instantaneous chemistry among all of us. But what were the chances that Brenda had the same thoughts?

When we got to her apartment, and Clyde parked in front of her apartment building, he pulled the keys out of the ignition and turned to face me. “You’re wanting something to happen tonight, aren’t you, babygirl?”

He had that familiar rumble in his voice, his aroused voice. I bit my lip and nodded. “Yes. I can honestly admit that I am.”

He leaned over and kissed me on the lips, cupping the side of my face. “Fuck, you’re the best thing that’s ever happened to me. But don’t forget. If at any point you want to change your mind, you know what to do.”

I nodded. “I just pull out my phone and say my mom is calling, then step outside to ‘fake’ take the call.”

His smile lit up my world just then. “Good girl. Let’s go, darlin’.”

He held my hand as we walked to Brenda’s door, and she answered within a few seconds. Holy shit, she was gorgeous. She was thinner than me, and tall. Her short shorts left little to the imagination, and the thin tank top as well. Underneath, she wore a dark brown bralette that was made of sheer material. Her dark, curly hair had been pulled into a messy bun on top of her head, and her lips were full and coated with dark pink lipstick.

“Hey, you two. Come in, come in.”

Clyde led me through the threshold. “I assume you’re Brenda?”

She giggled and closed the door. “Yes. And I assume you’re Clyde and Elena?”

“That we are.”

“Glad you could make it. It’s good to meet you.” When she smiled at me, I felt instantly at ease. And when she put her arms around my neck and hugged me, I knew we’d hit it off. She smelled good—a little like oranges and mint. And I knew Clyde would think so too.

She kissed me on the cheek before breaking the hug, then turned her attention to Clyde. I watched as she pressed her body to his, and my pussy immediately began to throb, watching his arms wrap around her slender waist.

“It’s nice to meet you too, Brenda. Karl said you were real sweet, and I can see that he’s right.”

“Why thank you.” She giggled again and stood on her tiptoes, kissing him on the cheek just like she did me. Fuck, it made my cunt swell. “Follow me. I’ve got some snacks in the living room.”

Clyde took my hand again, and as Brenda spun around the both of us got a good look at her ass. It was full and bouncy, her ass cheeks hanging out beneath a line of ruffled, torn denim. I heard Clyde grumble a “fuck” under his breath.

On her coffee table were several big platters of finger foods and paper plates. “Help yourself to whatever you want. And over there is the drink station.”

“You want something?” Clyde asked me as he picked up a bottle of wine.

“No thanks.” I was too horny to drink or eat. What did it say about me that I just wanted to skip to the fucking part?

Brenda fell on the couch, tucking her feet underneath her bottom, and I sat at the opposite side as Clyde poured himself a glass of wine. Not wanting to be rude, I reached over and grabbed a triangular pimento cheese sandwich.

“So do you go to BCU too?” Brenda asked, tucking a stray curl behind her ear.

“Yeah, I’m a sophomore. But I still live with my parents.”

“Nothing wrong with that. This is my first year on my own. But I have to work nights to pay the rent.”

“Oh, where do you work?” Clyde sat in a chair across the room, taking a sip of his drink.

Brenda flashed a nervous smile. “I just started at that club on Elmhurst.”

Clyde wrinkled his brow. “The dance club?”

She nodded. “Yeah, Slick Kitty.”

“There’s a club on Elmhurst called Slick Kitty?” I must have driven past it a hundred times on my way to school.

“Mm-hmm. Behind the Chinese takeout joint. It’s been there for about three years.”

“Oh, I got food poisoning from that restaurant a few years ago. I can’t even stand to look at it.”

“That’s probably why you haven’t seen it,” she laughed.

“Haha, probably.”

“How do you like your job?” Clyde asked, his tone a bit more serious.

Brenda’s smile widened. “I love it, actually.”

“Are you a dancer? Or a bartender?”

“A dancer. I don’t know how to make drinks. Well, other than a sex on the beach. That’s my favorite.” She bit her lip at me, then looked at Clyde and winked.

“So, it isn’t weird? Dealing with strange men trying to grope you all night. I mean, I assume they try to grope you with the body you have.”

“Aw, thanks. And yes, sometimes they do. But that’s when security steps in. Men aren’t allowed to touch the dancers unless we’re doing a private dance.”

“Men aren’t?”

Brenda nodded at Clyde. “Technically women aren’t allowed to either. But they don’t usually say anything unless it causes a ruckus. I don’t get too many women trying to grope me though.”

“I’m surprised,” I said, hoping my comment didn’t sound offensive. “I hope you don’t mind me saying, but you’re really sexy. Isn’t she, Clyde?”

“Yes. Very.” He and Brenda locked gazes for a moment, and my pussy throbbed a few times. I liked the way things were going.

“Thank you. Both of you are … incredibly sexy too. I love your dress.” Brenda leaned forward and brushed her finger along my thigh. “To answer your question even further, I love my job because I love feeling sexy. Not just for myself but for other people too. I’ve got an insatiable sex drive. Most of the girls I work with just do this for the money, and a couple of them are hooked on some bad drugs. But me? I love to be gawked at. Call me crazy but whatever …”

“It isn’t crazy at all, Brenda,” Clyde said, setting his drink down and parting his legs slightly. “It’s perfectly natural to want to display yourself. No matter how much we have evolved and have learned to control our behavior, women are still hardwired for that sort of thing … that primitive drive to attract a mate. And we men fucking love it. It’s in our DNA.”

I couldn’t help but notice Clyde’s cock starting to get hard, and when he looked at me, I got the sense that he was gauging my reaction. I got so hot I thought I might melt into the couch.

“I suppose you’re right. It’s pretty fun to be able to take off my clothes and get paid for dancing. Though there are times and situations when I gladly do it for free.”

“I wish I was twenty-one so I could come see you dance,” I told her, noticing her cheeks grow pink.

“You don’t have to be twenty-one to get into Slick Kitty. But also, I’m happy to dance for you two right now. Tips not at all required.”

My nipples tingled as I looked at Clyde. I noticed the bulge between his legs twitch, and I knew he was just as aroused as I was, if not more so.

“I’d love to see you dance, Brenda. How about you, babygirl?”

I nodded emphatically, turning my attention to Brenda. “Especially if you give him the lap dance. He’s definitely earned some special treatment.”

Brenda stood up and walked across the room to an old school stereo, her little ass bouncing on the way. “Say no more. I know all about how to give a man special treatment.”

Music streamed through the speakers—typical strip club music that was heavy on the base and sounded just as sexy and sultry as Brenda was.

She started swaying her hips while tugging her thin shirt over her head, leaving her in nothing but the thin bralette and X-rated shorts. I couldn’t believe how quickly things had progressed between us. But there was a palpable chemistry that could not be denied.

Brenda made her way close to Clyde, and heat bloomed all over my body as I watched his response. He was locked on her, moving his eyes up and down her body, and his cock seemed to grow bigger by the second. I watched it twitch several times, especially as she turned her back to him and bent over, slowly coming up to the beat of the music.

A smile spread across Clyde’s face as she spun back around and wiggled out of her shorts, all very teasingly and provocatively. My panties were getting so wet, and I let my fingers navigate under my dress, pulling up the soft material to give Clyde a glimpse at how aroused I was if he were to look my way.

When Brenda’s shorts landed on the floor, my eyes were naturally pulled up to her ass, and the bright pink strip of material wedged inside her ass cheeks. She continued to dance as we watched, eventually undoing the hook of her bra and letting the shoulder straps fall down her shoulders.

Clyde was smiling, hands clasped behind his head as he watched, and right as I wondered what Brenda would do next, or how far she would take this dance, she turned to face me and curled a finger in my direction.

“You’re not going to let me be the only naked person in this room, are you?”

“Not if you don’t want to be,” I said, tugging my dress over my head and leaving me in nothing but my thin, silky drenched panties.

Brenda’s face lit up, and she bit her lip as she softly caressed the swell of my breast. “God, you’re sexy.”

“Thank you, and I think I mentioned, you are too.”

The way she playfully bit her lip kind of turned me on. “I’ve never kissed a girl, but I find myself really wanting to kiss you.”

“I want to kiss you too, especially if he joins in.”

Clyde let out a low groan and I felt his hand on my ass. I, too, was wearing a G-string, and he cupped and kneaded my flesh, making my body tingle.

Brenda moved in swiftly but gently, putting her lips over mine. Her tongue was soft and curious as it darted around mine, and given that this was the first time I had ever kissed a girl and never even wanted to, I was surprised at how much it turned me on.

Clyde’s presence was immediately close. I felt his body heat as he joined us, rubbing his hands over our bodies as Brenda and I made out. I experienced a fleeting twinge of jealousy, like what if he liked her better than me. But that was quickly eradicated when he fisted my hair and pulled me off of Brenda possessively, only to claim my mouth with his, growling deeply. He did it in such a way that I thought maybe he was jealous, just a little.

“Mmm, you’re making my dick so hard, babygirl,” he whispered in my ear while softly pinching my nipples.

I reached down and grabbed his cock, and it bulged and throbbed in response. We had already talked about the possibility of him and Brenda kissing; he asked me if I’d be okay with it. I’d responded by saying I wanted him to do whatever turned him on. If it was something that bothered me, I’d deal with it.

And now, as I watched him turn his attention to Brenda and put his lips on hers, I got to see just how fucking hot he looked while making out.

Brenda slid her hands up the front of his shirt, and Clyde cupped her small breasts, rolling his thumbs over them as they hardened into little pebbles. Brenda whimpered as he teased them, and as I stood there doing nothing, I realized I could be doing something.

I dropped to my knees and worked his jeans loose, pulling them down his legs, all the way to his boots. I glanced up and saw that they were still lip-locked, Clyde groaning as I began to massage his thickness.

I peeled down his briefs next, making his erection spring up and down several times. I swirled the tip with my finger, slicking around his pre-cum and getting more turned on by the second. Recalling how delicious and salty he tasted, I locked my lips around his crown, hearing the long growl that escaped his throat.

The sounds of him making out with Brenda soon competed with the sounds of my sucking. I paused briefly to look over my shoulder and saw that Clyde had several fingers buried inside of Brenda. God, he was pumping his hand roughly, making me envious to have those same fingers inside of me.

I stroked his length with my fist, and he withdrew his fingers from her gash, only to flick her clit with the tip of his finger several times as she purred.

“Oh yeah, Clyde … fuck, that feels so good,” she moaned.

I turned my body to the side, trailing my tongue along the side of his cock so I could better watch him fingering Brenda. His dick was like a rod of steel pointing up to the ceiling as I flicked the underside several times with my tongue.

He moved his left hand to my head, softly and supportively caressing my hair while his right hand resumed fingering Brenda. Her tits were bouncing lightly up and down as her body began to quake, and she had to grip Clyde’s arm for balance.

“Oh fuck … I’m going to cum…” she whimpered.

I spat on my hand and gave Clyde a tight-fisted handjob, squeezing the head extra hard, just as he liked it.

And I watched as Brenda squirted all over his hand, her thighs quivering as clear fluid gushed down his forearm and landed on the carpet below.

I fondled Clyde’s scrotum as I listened to their moans. We were all so interconnected, Brenda cumming at his touch, and me keeping him hard as steel while I gave him a handjob.

I knew that my time would be coming soon. And being kept on edge like this was beautiful torture.

When Clyde went deeper inside of Brenda, he leaned down and flicked her nipple with his tongue a few times, and that caused her to squirt even more. I also noticed that as she squirted, a long line of pre-cum oozed from his slit.

“Look at that mess,” he groaned. “And what a shame it will be when I finger my little girl here and make even more of a mess.”

“Mmm,” I purred, sucking the head of his cock past my lips and bobbing furiously.

“Ah fuck,” Clyde growled and fisted my hair, and I felt Brenda’s presence next to me. I was happy to share.

I held the base of his thick meat as Brenda took him in her mouth. And I had the pleasure of watching as she struggled to take him halfway down. Yeah, my thick as hell lover couldn’t easily fit in anyone’s mouth.

She whimpered a few times, and I leaned forward to lick the lower half of his cock as she sucked the upper half. He let out a series of noises, and I felt the rhythmic throb of his veins as he got ready to spew.

I looked up and watched his face as it twisted in sweet agony. “He’s about to cum.”

“Oh yes. And it’s going to be a lot.” Clyde grunted, fisting Brenda’s hair and pushing deep.

Her eyes grew wider as she got the first shot, and I watched as she gulped him down. But Clyde knew I’d want most of it, so he tugged himself free of her mouth and forced himself in mine.

Because I’d been practicing all week sucking his cock, I knew just what he liked. I curled my chin down and got him as deep as he could go, and I smoothed my tongue along the underside while gently playing with his balls.

He groaned loudly, his length twitching hard as he dumped several more pulses of seed that practically slid down my throat.

“Fuck, baby, that’s so fucking goooooooood,” he growled, rutting his hips several times.

My juices were trailing down the inside of my thighs as Brenda’s delicate hands played with my tits. And by then, I was so horny I could have cum on the spot. But I managed to hold back while eagerly drinking Clyde down.

His first orgasm was done, but he would cum several more times tonight. Of that I was sure.

“Would you two like to take this to my bedroom? I think we’ll have more room to play.”

The two of us watched Brenda saunter off, and we quickly followed. He grabbed a few condoms from his jeans pocket first, then made himself at home, getting comfortable on her bed and lying down. His cock was still hard as ever as he slid the condom over it.

“I want my babygirl straddled across my face while Brenda helps herself to my cock.”

With a smile, I laid down next to him so I could kiss him, and the gentle movements of the bed and the groans that quickly followed let me know that Brenda was riding his dick.

“Oh fuck, baby, this is so much fun,” he growled. “Come up here and sit on my face.”

“Yes, sir,” I said, straddling him so that I was facing Brenda who was easily bouncing Clyde’s cock, her small tits moving in rhythm.

“God,” she moaned, “I’ve never fucked a dick so thick …”

“It’s very thick,” I agreed, feeling his manly hands slide up my tits as he tongued my pussy.

With a sexy smile, Brenda leaned forward and French kissed me, slowing her movements to an easy grind while we made out. Fuck, it was pure heaven, my lover’s tongue flicking my clit while I kissed another girl. I rolled my hips and leaned forward even more, allowing Clyde’s fingers to push deep inside of my walls.

I huffed several times as he pushed another finger inside of me then started sucking on my clit. I came with no warning, letting out a cry of pleasure. My nails dug into his thighs and my body shook violently. And as everything became a blur, I noticed Brenda’s face morphing.

“Oh gawd,” she cooed. “I’m about to cum too.”

She fucked my lover with hard, jerky thrusts, and her nipples curled up into shriveled points as my orgasm started to wane.

Clyde groaned into my cunt, loud and hard, and thrust his lower half up and down a few times.

Oh god, he was cumming inside of her, just as she was cumming around his dick.

He fingered me harder, and I felt the rush of my fluids as they came gushing out of me. Heat washed over my flesh as all three of us came together, our voices a series of loud moans that seemed endless.

Brenda climbed off Clyde and I pulled the condom off and threw it away, quickly taking my place on his cock, bareback.

Brenda straddled his face, her back to me. So I got to watch her ass wiggle and jiggle as she rolled her hips side to side, front to back, and all while I milked another load of cum from Clyde’s cock.

We had so much fun that night, Clyde fucking us from behind, one at a time, then laying us under the covers and curling up behind me in a spoon when we were all too exhausted to go on.

We talked about mundane shit and vowed to get together again when we were all in the mood for a threesome. This experience far exceeded my expectations.

On the way home, Clyde asked me if I had any reservations about anything.

“No, not a thing. It was better than I imagined it would be.”

He cupped my face and kissed me. “I think you’re my soulmate. I love that you accept me the way I am.”

The kiss he gave me made my toes curl. “I love you so much.”

“And I love you,” he said, resting his forehead on mine. “And I don’t want to pressure you, but you’re mine now, and I want your family to know.”

Yes, I was a little scared, but I was also excited at the prospect of a future with Clyde.

“I want my family to know too.”

“Good.” He kissed me, slipped me the tongue. “I’ll walk you inside and give your parents the good news myself.”

My parents were always cool and supportive of my decisions. And I knew it wouldn’t be any different with this. I definitely had a fun life to look forward to with Clyde.

THE END


Cruel Princess

3-Book Series


#1 Getting Her Way

Description

I am a princess and I deserve to be treated as such. And if my mom’s best friend Geoff, who’s old enough to be my dad, thinks he can boss me around while she’s out of town … well, he’s got another think coming. At the end of the day, he’s going to do what I want.

I’ll have him wrapped around my pinky, worshipping me and my innocent body.

***

My mom is out of town for five days, and she sent her best friend Geoff over to check on me.

I can’t believe her.

I’m two weeks shy of my nineteenth birthday and I’ve stayed alone plenty of times. Why the hell do I need some man to come and check on me? I understand they’ve been friends for years, and she worries about me, but come on.

I’ve got plans, too. Big plans.

A little background … my daddy died ten years ago and left me a ton of money. And I spend it when I want, how I want. My mother gets nice treats for herself. Why can’t I? So since my Mercedes is in the shop getting a full engine makeover, I’m taking my mom’s Porsche to the beach for a little adventure with my girlfriends.

I put on my diamond earrings and brush my satiny hair until it’s falling in shiny waves over my shoulders. I’ve got my suitcase packed, my sexy little booty shorts and bikini top on along with my jimmy choo snakeskin heels (because what’s a beach trip without a sexy ensemble), and I’m ready to roll when I hear him knock at the door.

“Are you effing kidding me?” I mutter, knowing he would show up but not this soon.

I peek through the peephole and see him standing there, still in his business suit and fancy tie from his workday. Don’t get me wrong. I like a man in a suit, but Geoff is, like, old enough to be my father, and it shows. With those crow’s feet eyes, hard stare, and dark hair that’s starting to gray, I think he’s about forty-something. Okay granted, he is handsome for an older man. But we don’t have to go there.

I pull the door open and walk back to my room as he steps in, my heels clicking on the hardwood floor. “Tell Mom I’m fine, Geoff, and you can be on your merry way. I’m sure you have a million things to do.”

I flip my hair over my shoulder and saunter down the hallway to my bedroom.

“I do have a million things to do, Priscilla. But I promised your mother I’d stay here and keep an eye on you.”

I roll my eyes and shake my head, disappearing into my bedroom. I don’t expect him to follow me, but he does. I turn and he’s standing in the doorway, arms crossed and flashing me that stern look.

“What’s that?” he asks, nodding at my bed.

“That is called a suitcase, Geoff. They’re used for traveling. And it contains my needed essentials for three, glamorous days at the beach.”

At this point, I don’t even care if he tells my mom. I’m going to the beach regardless. Not like she can stop me. Or him.

“You can’t go to the beach.”

I laugh. “Watch me.”

He lifts a brow, and I shake my head. “Geoff, I know you’re trying to play the part of “protective daddy” or whatever, but really. I’m almost nineteen. A legal adult. I don’t need a guardian.”

He lets out an exhaustive sigh and approaches me. “I know you don’t need a daddy, sweetheart. But you know, I’ve always felt like a father figure to you…” he strokes my cheek, sending electric pulses through me. Okay, weird … “Just let me take care of you for a few days. It’ll mean so much to your mother.”

I don’t know how he does this to me, making me feel soft towards him. I’ve known Geoff since my father died. And I do trust him. But I don’t want my whole beach weekend with my girlfriends to get ruined. “I know it will mean a lot to her, Geoff. But I’ve got plans. If you want to take care of me, you’ll have to wait until I get back from my trip.”

I pull the suitcase off my bed and brush past him, feeling a pang of guilt. And I don’t like it. I’ve always been salty with zero guilt. So where is this newfound … caring feeling coming from?

I lug my Louis Vuitton suitcase down the hall and reach for my mother’s keys on the hook by the garage door. But they’re not there.

“What the eff?”

“Looking for these?” I spin around and Geoff is standing there, my mother’s keychain dangling from his finger.

“Let me have those,” I snap, holding my hand out.

“No way,” he chuckles. “A promise is a promise.”

I feel my blood begin to boil. “I didn’t ask you to promise a damn thing, Geoff. Now give me my mother’s keys before I call her and tell her what you’re doing.”

I wouldn’t call her, but he doesn’t need to know that.

“Tell her what exactly? That I’m stopping you from stealing her car to run off to the beach? Go ahead. I’ll wait,” he says, sliding the keys in his pocket.

I grit my teeth and let out a growl of anger. She would be pissed if she knew I was taking her car. It’s a brand new Porsche and since I’m not on her insurance, I’m forbidden from driving it.

“Why are you doing this?”

He smirks and takes a few steps toward me. I can smell his cologne, and it’s making me hot between the legs. “I’ve always thought you were a little bratty. And I think it’s time to rein you in just a little. I think having a daddy for the weekend will do you some good.”

I let out a snarky laugh and tuck some hair behind my ear. “If you want to play daddy to me, you’ll have to change that tone of yours and treat me like the fucking princess that I am.”

He moves his eyes over my body. My princessy body that’s got the perfect amount of curves, the perfect tan, and the perfect amount of innocence. “Excuse me? With that foul mouth?”

“Foul mouth and everything.” I hold up my right hand, the one with the two-carat black diamond on it. “My real daddy used to spoil me rotten before he died. So if you care so much about keeping your promise, we do things my way.”

His eyes glimmer for a moment. He’s mulling it over, I can tell. “Fine,” he says, a lamenting tone in his voice. “As long as we can be respectful of one another’s boundaries, I see no problem with that.”

“Good.” I force a smile. Thought it’s not really forced because I know I’m going to get everything I want. “Now, how about you get my suitcase, load it up in the Porsche, and drive us to the beach.”

***

We get to the condo before my girlfriends do. Geoff brings our suitcases inside the entryway, carrying them with such ease you’d think they were light as a feather. I can’t help but notice the toned muscles in his arms.

“When will your friends be here?” he asks, checking his phone. I can tell he’s a little irritated with me. But he’s the one who wanted this.

“Not until tonight,” I sigh, wishing they were already here. I want to go shopping but not alone.

“What do you want to do until then? We’ve got this whole place to ourselves, and an entire beach too.” He looks out the window and I roll my eyes. But then the ocean waves catch my attention, and I think how nice it will be to go lay out and catch some rays.

But I’m also hungry. “I could go for a fun little picnic on the beach.”

“I’ll make us some sandwiches.”

He walks to the kitchen while I take my suitcase and head to my room to start unpacking. I don’t know where Geoff is going to sleep but it’s not my problem. He’s the one who insisted on spending the weekend with me.

But then … a part of me feels sad. I don’t want him to have to sleep on the floor. I glance at the couch and it looks nice and spacious, so my guilt melts away just a little. I can’t let him sleep in the same bed with me, no matter how sympathetic I feel. My friends would never talk to me again. And then I wonder why I’m even thinking about sharing a bed with him.

Gross!

After unpacking I realize I’m already in my bikini, so I grab a towel, put on some sandals, and head back out where Geoff is. He’s changed from his business suit to a pair of swim trunks and a t-shirt that clings to his body. From the neck down, he could pass for twenty. Damn. I can’t let myself get turned on by him.

“All set?” he asks.

“Yep. If you could just hand me my sandwich and the sunscreen there I’ll get out of your hair.”

“Oh, I’m going with you.”

“You don’t have to,” I bark, slamming a hand on my hip and wondering why he has to accompany me to the beach.

“We’re in a strange place. I’m not letting you out of my sight.”

“Oh my god,” I mutter, walking out the door. So this is how it’s going to be. Wonderful. I’m sure my friends will be thrilled that some middle-aged man is going everywhere with us. I need to regain control of this situation or else we’ll all be miserable.

Once we’re at the beach we lay out our towels, and I watch as Geoff pulls his shirt off. My pulse races. He has a nice, smooth chest and rock-hard abs. Like a total six-pack.

I lick my lips and pass him the sunscreen. “Here. Put some of this on my back, will you?”

“Of course, princess.”

He catches me off guard, calling me that. But I rather like it. His hands feel warm and rough as he works in the sunscreen. I lift my arms so he can get the sides of my waist, but he ends up working his fingers over my sideboob.

“I can’t have my sweet little girl getting burned in such a delicate area, can I?”

I bite my lip and shake my head, suddenly wanting to feel his hands over the rest of me. I lay on my stomach and look over my shoulder. “How about the backs of my legs, Daddy?”

He quirks that eyebrow at me again. “Of course, princess.”

It feels as though I’m melting like butter as his hands glide over the backs of my thighs, then down to my calves. “That feels nice. I think I might like a full body massage later on.” I look over my shoulder again. “That’s something my real daddy would have done, I’m sure.”

Geoff doesn’t answer. But that’s okay. I’ll have him doing whatever I want.

When I hear him click the bottle closed, I roll over and request my sandwich. He hands it to me, and I undo the wax paper that surrounds it. He leans back on his hands and the sun glistens on his hard muscles, making my pussy quiver.

I’ve never slept with anyone. Most guys my age … they are so disgusting and selfish. I figured that once I was about twenty or so I’d meet a nice man to give it to. And now I know that I want a man with a body like Geoff’s. And with the same attitude of serving me and taking care of me. Someone strong but also willing to do whatever I want.

Because I’m worth it.

After an hour of sunbathing and listening to the waves crash on the shore, I turn to Geoff. He’s staring at a couple walking along the water. “I think I’d like to go shopping before dinner. So I’m gonna head back to the condo and shower.”

“Of course. Let Daddy help you.” He winks at me, and I have to say I really do appreciate that he’s going above and beyond to treat me right. I’ll be sure and tell Mom how great he was. As long as he keeps it up.

Geoff carries all of our things back up and over the sand dunes. I leave my sandals by the front door and Geoff slips his beach shoes off too. “I guess I need a shower as well.”

“You can shower after me. I won’t be long.” I smirk, undoing the back of my bikini before I’m out of his sight.

“Of course, princess. I wouldn’t want you to run out of hot water.” His tone sounds a little sarcastic but I don’t care.

“Oh, and also, I’ll need you to wash my hair and scrub my back. That’s what a good daddy would do for his princess.”

I expect Geoff to object, though I don’t know why he would. He’s single. I’m single. And even if he weren’t, it’s not like taking a shower with me would be considered cheating or anything. But he surprises me.

“Wouldn’t have it any other way.” He pushes the bathroom door shut behind us, and I turn around, his chest still glistening with sweat and sand. My pussy throbs, betraying me in ways I didn’t expect. “Daddy will make sure you’re spotless and ready for your shopping trip.”

“Um, good,” I say, gulping hard.

I turn back around and twist the knob on the shower, getting the water to the right temperature before stepping inside. I leave my bottoms on because there’s no need to be completely nude. That would just be weird.

Geoff gets in behind me, and I feel his bathing suit brush against the backs of my legs as I pass him the shampoo. I stick my head under the stream of water as he runs a bar of soap over my shoulders.

After squeezing the excess water from my hair, I hear Geoff squirting shampoo into his hands, and then his fingers are in my hair, gently massaging and working it all into a nice lather.

“Feel nice, sweetie?”

“Mm-hmmm,” I moan, feeling relaxed all the way to my bones for the first time since we came here.

“Good. Turn around and I’ll get your front.”

Feeling like I’m under his spell, I turn to face him, keeping one hand on the wall and my eyes closed as I roll my head under the spray of warm water.

Geoff runs the bar of soap over my tummy, then over my shoulders, and he softly massages my face. My skin is tingly, and my nipples start to pucker. Suddenly, my entire body is on fire, and when Geoff’s fingers hook inside my bikini bottom and gently tug, I don’t object.

Everything he is doing is making me feel like putty.

My bikini bottoms hit the bottom of the tub, and Geoff’s hands roam over the sides of my hips. “You have a nice tan line, but I think tomorrow you should lie out in the nude, make sure every inch of your angelic body is kissed by the sun.”

“If you say so …” I purr. It doesn’t occur to me right away that I’m falling into his trap. Now he’s telling me what to do, not the other way around like I wanted. Even though laying out in the nude is something I want …

“I also think you ought to let me take you to bed and tuck you in for a short nap. You look really tired, sweetheart.”

I take a deep breath and think about how nice it would be to let him tuck me in for a nap. “Let me just make sure you’re clean everywhere.”

His fingers navigate between my legs. I feel his hand part my thighs, and his fingers lightly graze over the lips of my pussy. God, it feels so good, I want him to actually push that finger inside of me.

I’ve fingered myself so many times over the years. But to have someone else do it—someone older and wiser and who knows me intimately—would be the icing on the cake.

But he doesn’t finger me. He just lightly tickles, making my nipples grow harder. All I can think about is Geoff sucking on them to ease the ache.

And suck on my clit while he’s at it. God knows I’m aching there too…

I should be embarrassed or ashamed. Geoff is a family friend. And also, he tried to ruin my weekend by insisting on “taking care” of me. If anything, I’m supposed to be really mad at him right now.

But his touch is pulling all the air from my lungs.

I need to get control of the situation, get back on top so he doesn’t win.

“Finger my pussy,” I breathe.

“What?” he asks, his voice sounding like a growl.

“You heard me,” I say, opening my eyes and wiping the water away, seeing the hunger in his intense expression. “Finger my pussy. Make your princess feel good, Daddy.”

Recognition flashes in his eyes, like he finally understands that I mean business. I can also see from the lower corner of my eyes that he’s got a hard-on. So he can’t be all that shocked by my command.

Oh yeah, this princess has got “Daddy” wrapped around my little finger now. And I’m going to have so much fun with it. By the end of the day, Daddy will be following me around like a little puppy, knowing that he’ll get laid in return.

“I know you want to, don’t you, Daddy? You want my virgin pussy?”

His jaw sets, and he grumbles, fisting my hair as he slips a finger into my folds. “Yes, babygirl. I want it. You fucking know I do.”

“Well,” I say, my legs buckling as I try not to show how turned on I am so that he thinks he’s the weaker link here. “If you do as I say, you can pop my little cherry and fuck me whenever you want.”

He growls again, and I feel compelled to see his cock, wrap my fingers around it and see just how it feels when he’s fingering me. But I also want to make him wait.

His middle finger spreads me open, and in it goes, deeper than I thought he could go. I huff, teetering on the verge of orgasm already. I toss my hands to his chest, biting my lip as he starts fingering me while watching my face.

“Oh god,” I murmur as his thumb moves to my clit. “Yeah, right there …”

“Fuck, you’re wet,” he growls, tugging my hair a little harder. I like that he physically has control over me. But we both know who’s really in charge.

Daddy will do whatever I want. My whole body is on fire with this knowledge. I want him to ravish me, then fuck me so hard I forget my name.

I move my hands to his shoulders and rock my hips a few times, then I grip his wrist and push him deeper. “Two fingers,” I grunt. “Fuck me with two fingers.”

Another groan comes up his throat, and I feel the second finger push inside of me. My walls stretch to accommodate. His palm massages my clit, and I get closer to the edge.

“Fuck yessss, Daddy. I’m gonna cum …”

“Atta girl. Cum for Daddy,” he moans, curling his fingers deep inside of my pussy until they reach a part of me that I could never, ever reach myself. It sends a burning sensation to my toes and rockets me over the edge.

My legs quake and my core vibrates as I feel the contractions come on, wave after wave of intense heat rushing over me. I swear my orgasm seems to last forever. And as I near the end of it, I curiously and instinctively reach between his legs, feeling his erection respond with a hard twitch as I find it.

“Christ,” he groans, thrusting forward.

I know he must be dying to cum just like me, but I need more of his worshipping, of making me feel good. I need him to show me that he can wait as long as it takes.

Discipline, control, patience … to me, these are all signs of a strong man.

“Take me to bed and worship my body, Daddy. And when I’m ready, you can take my virginity.”

“Fuck, princess. You know that’s all I want to do is worship your perfect fucking body.”

I smile and run a finger over his lower lip, thinking it would be nice to see how he kisses. I then step aside and whip open the shower curtain as he quickly washes himself off. I grab one of the plush white towels I brought and dry off, then put the hairdryer to my head and blow it dry.

By the time I saunter into my bedroom, the master suite, Daddy is right behind me. I sit on the edge of the bed and open my legs before glancing his way. He’s naked now, and holy shit. He’s so hot I find myself gasping.

“Daddy,” I breathe, noticing his erection, long and hard and angled to the ceiling. On the tip, a bead of clear fluid sits, growing slightly bigger by the second.

He grips it in his hand, gives it a few strokes. “You want me between your legs, princess? Making your body shudder once again as I bring you to orgasm with my mouth?”

I nod, momentarily speechless. I watch him take a few steps closer, then I shiver as he kneels and runs his hands up the outside of my legs. He looks up at me, a dark desire in those eyes of his. I know his needs are intense, as are mine.

“I want to watch you eat me out, Daddy. I want to see that tongue caress my folds, and gently flick my clit.”

“Your wish is my command, darling.”

His fingers part my labia, and I huff several times as he drags his tongue over my most sensitive flesh. He licks me with incredible skill, his mouth warm and wet and adding to the slick fluids that are dribbling out.

He reaches up to my tits and fondles them, rolling my nipples between his fingers ever so softly.

I roll my hips and fist his hair, getting so aroused by the rapid back and forth motion of the tip of his tongue as it works my swollen clit. I glance down and barely catch sight of his cock, harder than it was moments ago and leaking so much pre-cum that you’d think someone poured icing over the tip. The sight of his cock like that sends me rushing to my orgasm. I grip his hair tightly as I cum again, rutting my hips as Daddy pinches my nipples with a firmness.

“Oh yeah … that’s it, Daddy. Lick my pussy …”

He growls and licks me harder, then when I push his head away, all I see is his cum-covered chin.

So fucking hot. “That was good, Daddy. Now how about a little nipple worship while I stroke your cock.” I lie down on my back and wait for him to join me.

“I might cum in your hand,” he says, lying down next to me and cupping my breast in his hand. “If that’s allowed, that is. The princess makes the rules.”

I bite my lip and smile, wrapping my fingers around his girth. “Since you were polite enough to ask, yes, it’s allowed. But I want you to save enough cum for my pussy, too.”

“Fuck,” he whispers, looking down at my hand gripping his thick cock. “I can do that, sweetheart. I’ve got all the cum in the world for you.”

“Oooh, I like your attitude.”

He leans down and takes my nipple past his lips, and I start pumping my fist over his length. We do that for a few minutes, electric pulses shooting between my legs as he licks and sucks and bites both of my tits. My nipples look like red pebbles they’re so hard, and they glisten from his saliva.

Geoff shifts positions, opening up his legs as he drags his tongue over my chest, making me shiver. I feel his cock turn to steel, throbbing and twitching several times. I hear him grunt, and then all this warm liquid shoots out, covering my hand in his cum. There’s so much of it that it even covers my thigh, dripping down the outside of it and landing on the comforter. He thrusts hard several times, then sucks my nipple past his lips.

“Fuuuuuuck,” he groans, pausing long enough to look down at all the seed he left behind. I squeeze the head, forcing more opaque fluid to ooze out. “Damn, baby. I’m still fucking hard for you.”

“Kiss me, Daddy.”

His hands move to my neck, and he holds my head steady, pressing his lips to mine. His tongue enters my mouth with authority, and I shudder at how sweet but needy his kiss is. I know for a fact I could lose all track of time making out with this older man.

He breaks the kiss and moves those same lips over my body, planting kisses along every inch of my face, shoulders, chest, belly, and then making his way between my legs so he can eat me out again.

“Mmm, that’s what I like, a Daddy who knows his princess wants to be devoured.”

“I do want to devour you, baby. So fucking much … I’ll do anything for you …”

“So far so good,” I purr, spreading my thighs wider for him.

Geoff fingers me while sucking my clit, making me cum so violently I almost pull a muscle in my neck and shoulder.

When he realizes this, he hugs me from behind and works his finger into the sore, spasming muscle. I feel his cock poke into my ass, the pre-cum smearing along my flesh.

“Oh yes, right there, Daddy. Your massage feels good.”

“Can’t believe I made you cum so hard you almost injured yourself.”

“I can. You’ve got a talented tongue.”

“Yeah, well …” he murmurs, kissing the back of my neck as he continues rubbing my shoulder. “It’s only talented because you taste so fucking delicious.”

I smile and wiggle my bottom against his cock, feeling better already. “Good to know.”

I feel him thrust his hips a few times, rubbing the head of his cock over the small of my back. “I’d like to pop your cherry now, if I’ve earned it. My balls are so fucking heavy for you, baby.”

I love the way he asks, and I decide I want to stretch this out a little more, make him beg and really work for my virginity. I reach back with one arm and hug him from behind. “Soon, Daddy. Soon.”

I know it’s probably mean to make him wait. But I will eventually let Geoff fuck me if he keeps acting like this.


#2 Hardening Him Up

Description

I’m 46 and she’s 18. And Priscilla is about to bring me to my knees. There isn’t a girl alive who has ever wrapped me around her finger like this, torturing me with her perfect body and bratty ways, and on top of it all, making me wait. And I’ve never been so hard because of it.

***

How can a spoiled college-aged girl make a man my age feel so fucking whipped?

We just got back from the beach, and while there she spent two whole days prancing around half naked with all of her friends, keeping me hard as a rock while I followed her around like a fucking puppy.

Last night, she was horny and snuck out to the couch where I was sleeping and sat on my face, telling me I needed to lick her until she came. I got so hard hearing her soft moans. But then I had to jerk myself off as she crept back to her bedroom.

Damnit … all this teasing. I need to be inside of her. And with her mother Bianca coming back in two days, I have got to find a way to expedite that sweet act where I finally pop her cherry and cum deep in her belly.

“I need a little more syrup on my ice cream please ...” Priscilla taps the side of the bowl with her spoon and looks at me with a raised brow.

“Oh, my bad, princess.”

Fuck. I just want to put her over my knee and spank her entitled little ass. But I don’t dare. Instead, I hold the bottle over the bowl and let some chocolate drizzle out, then watch as Priscilla scoops the last little bit of Cherry Garcia into her mouth. Her lips get coated in a smudge of brown, and my balls throb, wondering how long she will make me wait to fuck her.

I don’t submit to women in general but in this day and age, I know how important it is to make sure a girl feels safe and secure, and reassure her that her boundaries will be respected.

Well, with Priscilla, it’s like that times ten. I don’t mind. Long as I get to sink balls deep and fuck her roughly, and soon, we both win. I’ll do whatever it takes, wait as long as she wants, do what she wants. I’ve never been so fucking hung up on a girl in my entire life. Priscilla, she has some sort of spell on me.

“Mmm, delicious,” Priscilla moans, licking her lips seductively. “Are you about ready to help me with yoga?”

I glance at the time on my phone. I’m supposed to be back at the office in an hour for a briefing but helping Priscilla with yoga sounds much more enticing.

“Of course. But you should let your food digest fir—”

“Buh-buh-buh,” she says, bopping me on the nose. “What did I say about telling me what to do? Remember, I make the rules, not you, Daddy.”

I stifle a growl, feeling my balls grow heavier by the second. She did promise me I could fuck her, so I need to be patient.

Also, I’ve waited a long time to hear Priscilla call me “Daddy.” I tried to be a positive role model in her life since her real dad died, and I never had kids of my own. I like that she finally trusts me after ten whole years of knowing her. So as bossy as she’s being, this turn our relationship has taken is actual progress.

Priscilla will always be my princess. I want to marry her, spoil her even more, and in time, get to the point where I take back control and be the one in charge.

“Where do you keep your yoga mat?”

“It’s in my closet, Daddy. We can do everything in my room, next to my bed.”

She winks at me, and I grow harder. That better mean what I fucking think it does, I silently curse to myself.

Priscilla follows me to her bedroom, pulling her hair into a ponytail as I get her mat opened on the floor and find a towel for her to use. She then shimmies out of her sweatpants and my dick throbs at the sight of her pink lacy thong. I lick my lips as she pulls off her oversized t-shirt, then pulls on a sports bra.

“Holy shit,” I mumble.

Priscilla looks at me over her shoulder and plays the innocent card. “Don’t look at me like that, Daddy. Yoga is not a sexual activity. So you do not have permission to get hard.”

I chuckle. “You know I can’t help but get hard looking at that ass of yours, princess. It’s impossible. Your body is perfect in every way, shape, and form.”

I catch her smile right before she turns away. “Well, I can totally understand that. But I won’t stop my yoga just to let you cum. So don’t get your hopes up or anything.”

I groan internally, wondering how much longer she will make me suffer. I swear, if she doesn’t suck my dick by tonight, I’m going to that new adult store in town and buying a blow-up doll to fuck right in front of her bratty, cruel, mouthy ass.

She then pulls a pair of shorts so tight and short up her hips and over her ass, I can’t imagine they’re at all comfortable. I can see the crease of her ass crack, and the lower swell of her bouncy cheeks are hanging out the bottom. She might as well just wear the thong underwear and nothing else. It would reveal about as much.

“Okay, I’m ready,” she says, stepping on the mat and stretching her arms way up to the ceiling. I admire the sway of her hips, the gentle curve of her waistline.

“How can I help, sweetheart?” Besides sliding my cock all the way inside of you?

“I’ll need you to hold my hips while I do downward facing dog. I always lose my balance on that one.”

I’m not a yoga guy, but like everyone else, I know what that pose entails. I also know it will entail pure torture for me if I have to hold her hips while she does it. Especially with those shorts on.

“No problem.” I rub my cock while she does a few stretches to warm up, wondering why the hell I’m trying to stimulate my cock and not do something to make it go limp. I can honestly say I don’t usually want a limp dick, but I also don’t think I can get through this without spurting just a little.

“Okay, time to get behind me, Daddy.”

Priscilla folds her body over, and I move behind her, gripping her curvy, soft hips with my big hands.

After wiggling her bottom and stepping her feet back a few inches, I do the same, giving her more room.

I stare at her plump ass, getting harder by the second. Jesus.

Priscilla takes a few deep breaths, and I swear, it’s like my balls suddenly have weights attached to them.

I can’t help but notice the enormous bulge coming from between my legs, jutting out a good six inches and making a giant tent of my dress pants. It’s threatening to touch Priscilla’s pussy through the crotch of her shorty shorts.

Ah fuck, if she feels it, she’ll probably get mad, so I angle back a bit, putting more space between us. I need her to trust me if I have any shot of fucking her over the next few days.

But the second I lean back, she inches her hands along the mat, moving with me and causing her fleshy ass to bump into my cock.

“Mmmm,” I groan uncontrollably, tightening my grip on her hips.

“Um, Daddy, are you being crude?”

“No, baby. No.”

She looks at me, and I feel my cock twitch, working its way into the crack of her ass.

Fuck.

“I can feel your cock, Daddy. Remember what I said …”

“I remember, princess. I’m not doing anything but what you asked.”

“Oh, is that so?” She rotates her hips and arches her back, forcing my bulging denim deeper into her ass and wedging her cotton shorts just as deep. “You’re doing more than just helping me with yoga. You’re having nasty thoughts about fucking me, aren’t you?”

She doesn’t sound mad. In fact, I think she sounds … conflicted. I almost believe she wants me to answer in the affirmative.

Fuck it. I’ll be honest and see where it gets me.

“Well, yeah, my sweet girl. You’re bent over and your perfect ass is rubbing my cock. I’m not a corpse nor am I a robot. I’m a warm-blooded man and you’re making me hot. Of course I’m thinking of fucking you.” I grind my dick just a little to give her another taste of how hard I am. “But I won’t fuck you. Not until you give me the green light. Because I respect you. And I adore you as the princess you are.”

If that doesn’t warm her up just a little, then she’s the corpse or robot here. I mean damn.

She turns her head up at me and smiles. “That’s very sweet of you, Daddy. Since you’re being so nice, I’ll let you take it out while you help me. And if you just happen to accidentally cum, well, I wouldn’t be insulted or upset.”

“Why thank you, princess. You’re the one being sweet now. And this Daddy is going to treat you to something extra nice because of it.” I don’t waste a second stepping out of my pants and underwear, keeping one hand on her hip while I do it. My cock is bright reddish purple and already leaking pre-cum. I’ll cum on her ass, just from the visual stimulation. I know I will. And that will tide me over for a while.

“And,” she adds, looking up at me again. “If you want to take off my shorts, you can.”

Oh fuck, do I ever. I peel her shorts down, and her thong panties, leaking so much pre-cum that a string of it hangs from my cock.

I stroke my length a few times, then lift it and pull her ass back to me. My balls are brushing against her freshly shaved pussy lips, making my flesh crawl with heat. The tip of my cock is hovering over the dimpled area of her lower back, and I find myself slowly rubbing against her as she holds her pose.

I thrust a few times, basically just fucking the air at this point with the underside of my dick rubbing her flesh. I hold back the biggest growl as my scrotum aches with a deep, incessant need to shove myself inside of her cunt.

When I hear her moan softly, I also feel her cream run over my balls.

“Oh fuck,” I whisper.

“Mmm, Daddy … rub it on my clit,” she purrs.

With a heavy groan, I grip the base of my shaft and angle it all the way down, pushing it into her folds but not inside of her belly.

I feel the top of my crown move over her swollen clitoris, and Priscilla’s thighs immediately start to quiver.

“Oooooohhhh, Daddy. Right there …” she says, her voice sounding like it’s shifted into orgasm mode.

I grind my hips harder, faster, my dick turning to steel in seconds flat. My scrotum tingles as all this cum I’ve built up gets ready to launch forth.

“Damn, princess. Oh fuck …”

I may shoot my load before she does, but it won’t matter because I’ll still be hard.

I slow my movements, feeling like fire is racing over my skin and setting me ablaze. If I get this hot just fucking her folds, I can’t imagine how hot I’ll get once I’m inside of her.

Her ass begins to quiver, her voice whimpering and her legs shaking right along. She’s thrusting against me, and I love the fact that she got aroused enough to let her guard down. I watch the sensual movements of her ass rippling, and I concentrate my movements, making sure the tip of my cock is still rubbing her little bundle of nerves.

“Oh Daddy … I’m cumming … I’m cumming …”

“Fuck, baby doll. Me too.” I’m holding the root of my cock, using every bit of self-restraint I have to keep from sliding inside of her virgin walls.

But as Priscilla lets out a soft squeak, I finally burst. My dick pulsates hard, and I growl loudly, my fingers digging so deep into her hips that her flesh turns ghostly white.

Fuck, I’ve never had mind blowing sex that didn’t actually involve penetration before. This is why I want to marry this girl.

This fucking spoiled but angelic princess.

Priscilla stands up slowly and turns her mostly naked body toward me. Thick, opaque liquid is streaming down her chest, smudging across her sports bra, and she’s wearing a smile.

“That was a pretty fun yoga session. Never done it quite like that.”

“I hope not.” I caress Priscilla’s face, and her smile softens some more. She bites her lip and glides her hands up my chest, moving underneath my buttoned shirt. I hold her gaze, feeling as though she’s about to say something important. I’m feeling so warm and tender toward her.

“Daddy?”

“Yes, my angel?” I stroke her face, and she blinks a few times.

“I want a puppy. And if you get me a puppy, I’ll do that thing you like.”

That thing I like? How does she know I like anal?

“What’s the thing I like, princess?”

She bites her lip and snuggles close to me, smearing my cum from her chest to my shirt. “I don’t know. It’s just a popular expression, you know. I was hoping you’d tell me.”

I chuckle and brush my thumb over her lips. “It’s different for every man, Priscilla. And you know I can’t buy you a puppy without consulting your mother.”

Her smile fades into a pout. “Mom won’t care as long as I take care of it.”

“I don’t know, sweetheart. I should at least ask her.”

Fuck knows I want her to do the thing I like more than anything. I still want to sink into her pussy but sinking into her ass balls-deep wouldn’t get a complaint from me in the least.

“Daddy,” Priscilla sighs. “For once just do something without consulting my mother. You’re the man around here, aren’t you?”

Am I? Bianca and I are just friends. I don’t live with them. But I get Priscilla’s point. Bianca did put me in charge and told me to watch over her daughter. And now that I’m flashing back to the last conversation we had, her mother’s words echo in my head.

Just do whatever she wants, Geoff. Trust me, it’s easier that way.

“Yes, princess. I am the man.”

“Well, be a man, then. Make an executive order, or whatever it’s called.” She waves her hands in the air, making me laugh softly.

“And you’ll do that thing I like, all for a puppy?”

Priscilla’s face lights up, and she nods. “Yes, Daddy. I’ll do it all night long if you want.”

I can’t stop the growl that forms in my throat. I grip Priscilla by the ass cheeks and tell her, “Ok.”

She squeals with happiness and throws her arms around my neck. “Oh thank you! Thank you so much!”

This is the moment I see the switch. Instead of her telling me “this is how it’s going to be,” she’s thrilled I’ve given her the green light to get a puppy.

I hope she’s ready for the responsibility.

***

That afternoon, Priscilla is curled up on the couch, napping with the new puppy. She chose an 8-week-old Chow and I have to admit, he’s pretty cute.

But Daddy is feeling growly and wanting to cash in on Priscilla’s promise. So I hope she wakes up soon. Until then, I go to her mother’s room where I’ll be sleeping alone for the next few nights. Better than a couch I suppose. I lie down and start flipping through a book when I hear Priscilla’s feet pad across the floor.

“Hi, sweetheart. Where’s Ranger?”

She curls up next to me. “He’s still sleeping. I didn’t know puppies slept so much.”

“He had a shot today, remember? That can make them sleepy.”

“Oh yeah.” She giggles. “Thanks again for buying him for me. I love him so much.”

“Good.” I kiss the top of her head and feel my cock grow stiff. “That will come in handy when he has an accident.”

“Ew. I’m not cleaning up poop, if that’s what you’re getting at.” She pushes up on her arm and looks at me.

“Priscilla. You can’t leave dog poop lying around. Your mother will have a fit.”

“Not if he doesn’t poop. Or if someone else cleans it up.”

I rub my temples, reminding myself to stay calm. “I’m not cleaning up after your dog,” I grit out. “He’s your puppy, your responsibility, Priscilla. We discussed this on the way to the breeder’s.”

I hear her giggle and look her way. She bops me on the nose. “Daddy, calm down. I wasn’t referring to you. I thought, maybe, I could hire a puppy sitter. Like … a nanny but for dogs.”

I shake my head, pinching the bridge of my nose. This girl will be the death of me. “Uh, okay. Have fun having that conversation with your mother.”

“What conversation?” Priscilla says, straddling my hips and tugging off her shirt. I’m momentarily blinded by her amazing tits, and I wrap my hands around her waist, feeling my cock strain inside my pants.

“You mom isn’t going to hire a dog nanny, sweetheart.”

“Probably not,” she coos, pulling my hands up to her tits. “But you can, when you buy me a new house.”

“Excuse me?”

Priscilla smiles and grinds her pussy on my dick. I groan, waiting for her to answer the question. Which she doesn’t.

Nope. Priscilla just scoots back and begins to massage my hard-on underneath the zipper. She keeps her eyes locked on me and runs her finger over the tip, making my dick throb.

“Just something to think about. I want my own place. I’m almost twenty.” Her fingers undo the button of my jeans, and within seconds she has my cock out. Holy fuck. It’s hard as steel. I shouldn’t be getting so fucking turned on at her request to buy her a house.

“You’re almost nineteen,” I correct.

“Which is almost twenty.”

“Honey … princess,” I say, stroking her hair and glancing at my cock.

“Yes?” She swirls her finger over the mushroomed tip, smearing my fluid all over. More seeps out and I fight the urge to cum.

“You can’t really expect me to—?” I stop mid-sentence as Priscilla leans down and licks the underside of my shaft.

Well, fuck. I’ve lost my train of thought. What were we talking about?

“Can’t expect you to what, Daddy? Buy me a nice house and take care of me?”

Her lips encompass my crown and I growl, putting my hand on top of her head and softly fisting her blond hair as I thrust.

“You know I want to take care of you, baby. Every fucking day.” I groan and my balls tingle. I start to tell her I want her to be my wife, but I don’t want to propose while she’s giving me head.

She pops her lips off the tip, and my dick bobs a few times, glistening with her spit. “Really? Every day?”

She spits on my cock, like a naughty little porn star, and works her fingers up and down the root, twisting them in a circle and bringing me closer to cumming. “Yes, honey. Every fucking day.”

Wanting to subject myself to the beautiful torment Priscilla is inflicting upon me is like a death wish. I know I’m attractive. I have a good job as a corporate attorney and make damn good money. I can afford to buy her a house, hire a fucking dog nanny or whatever, and keep treating her like the princess she is.

Or, I can hold out for another girl. One that will just let me fuck her. One that wants me to fuck her, and will probably—no, definitely—be a hell of a lot less maintenance.

But that’s not what I want. Hell, maybe I am that guy. The guy that gets off on being topped by a bratty, horny, needy, demanding 18-year-old princess.

“If you get me my own place and take care of me, pay my bills and everything, I’ll take care of you.”

“Good to know.” I rut my hips up, and clear fluid leaks from the tip. “And don’t forget, you already promised to do that thing I like.”

She smiles, flicks her tongue over my frenulum, making my balls quake. “I didn’t say when I’d do it, though.”

I growl, anger and frustration merging with my arousal. I resist the urge to shove my cock in her mouth. “If you want me to buy you a house and take care of you, I need assurance that my needs will not go unattended, princess. Daddies need love and attention in order to take care of their property.”

Her eyes flicker. I shouldn’t have put it like that, referring to her as my property. I don’t really see her that way. It was more of a comparison. But my cock stiffens, elongating as the veins pulse visibly. So obviously that word does something for me. I expect Priscilla to react strongly, in the negative.

She surprises me. “Of course, Daddy. You take care of me. I take care of you.”

And with that, down her little mouth goes, tight, warm, and wet. Her thumb strokes me up and down, moving from my balls all the way up to where her lips stop. She sucks me sloppily, slinging saliva side to side as she bobs her head up and down.

I growl uncontrollably, grabbing the sides of her head and fisting her hair into my hands. I’m not too rough, but as Priscilla angles her head in a more downward position, it’s almost as though she wants me to do deeper.

I groan and thrust my hips hard a few times, eliciting a whimper from her mouth.

“Oh god … babygirl,” I groan, feeling her fucking tonsils squeeze the head of my shaft.

She swallows a few times, squeezing me even tighter, and my fucking toes curl as I have an orgasm.

I feel the hard twitches of my dick with each burst of cum. She sucks hard until I’m completely emptied. Even though my cock is still hard as steel, I gently pull her off my length and see the glow on her face, the glassiness of her eyes.

“My turn,” she says, wiggling her body up and straddling my face.

I cup her ass, and I immediately dart my tongue between her folds. She purrs and grabs my hair, rubbing her sweet pussy all over my face and coating me in her juices. I can feel my dick throbbing, and I turn my head up a bit, finding her clit and sucking it into my mouth.

“Oh yes, Daddy. Fuck! That’s so good …”

Her clit is hard and hot, and it’s dancing violently inside my mouth. And fuck if my scrotum isn’t twitching in response, my cock straining as it grows harder and longer. Her juices flow down my chin and stay there, even after she climbs off my face and curls up on top of my chest.

I stroke her hair as I feel her body heat. I don’t think I can be around Priscilla and not be hard anymore. It feels like we’ve had a breakthrough, and that revelation in my mind is partly contributing to my arousal.

I want our forever to start now. I want her to suck me and ride my face whenever the fuck she wants.

I want to get her a stupid dog nanny, and a big house, and whatever the fuck else she wants.

I guess in a way, Priscilla owns me too. And I’m okay with that.

“Let Daddy fuck you, princess. I need it.” I move my fingers over her backside and kiss the top of her head.

She looks up at me, peering into my eyes with those pretty blue eyes of hers. “I will. When you earn it.” With a wink, she hops off of me, and I watch her ass wiggle as she strolls to the restroom.

And I know just what to do to earn her virginity.


#3 Locking it Down

Description

Spoiled princess or not, Priscilla has wedged her way inside my heart. And no amount of torment will chase me away. But I know one way of getting her to finally give me her innocence. And it starts with getting on one knee.

***

Priscilla walks with such innocence up the stone walkway, her blond hair shimmering in the sun and her hips swaying side to side. She cuddles Ranger in one arm; he’s still small enough for her to do that. And I think … fuck. She commands the sort of attention she deserves, and everything about her makes me honored to be in her presence.

I take her by the hand, and she smiles at me, that glimmer of hope in her eyes.

“Is it a mansion, Daddy? Just tell me it’s a mansion and I’ll be the happiest girl in the world.”

It’s not a mansion I bought her but something I know she’ll love. “Almost, sweetheart. Take a look for yourself.”

I point as we round the corner and walk past a row of trees. The house I purchased and closed on last week was a fully furnished, four-bedroom colonial estate in the historic district, complete with a barn for horses, and a guest house for friends, family or … dog nannies.

I hear her gasp as she freezes in place. “Oh Daddy … ohmigod…”

I scan her face, noticing her wide eyes and mouth that’s slowly falling down. She sets Ranger on the ground. She’s wearing baby blue cotton shorts at her usual tightness (how she likes to tease me) and I sweep my eyes over the curve of her ass, making me grow hard as I picture our life here.

Together.

I won’t have it any other way.

“You like it?”

“Are you kidding? I love it. Come on, Ranger!”

She runs to the front door, Ranger at her heels yipping excitedly. I chuckle and follow behind, and when she spins around, her arms go around my neck and her tits press into my chest. “Oh Daddy. I love it so much. I want to see the inside, but I know I love it.”

“I’m glad, Princess.” I love that she hasn’t stopped calling me “Daddy,” even though I’ve been nothing more than her mother’s best friend for over ten years. What started out as a little slip-of-the-tongue has become her only way of addressing me.

My hands slip down the curve of her back, pausing at the swell of her ass. I grow hard, and the need to cum is urgent. Making Priscilla happy enough to squeal makes me so fucking hard. And knowing I will have to wait just a while longer makes me even harder. Soon, she’ll be taking me in all of her holes, and all this fucking torment will be worth it.

Priscilla runs from room to room, beaming and near tears when she sees where she will be living. Ranger sniffs every inch, barking occasionally as he feeds off Priscilla’s excitement.

But things are about to get better.

I bring Priscilla to the couch and Ranger plops down next to her, immediately relaxing and closing his eyes.

I then pull out the three-carat princess-cut ring I special ordered from South Africa. It cost me my life savings. If she says no, I’ll throw it away.

I pass it to her without putting it on. I don’t want to be presumptuous; Priscilla has just turned 19 so she may not be ready. But the way her hand is shaking, I hope she’s nervous and elated.

“This ring and this house, they are a package deal, princess. Say you’ll be my wife and you can have it, as well as me, to always care for you.”

Her eyes sparkle like the diamond pinched between her fingers, her full lips quivering as she seems to be nearing tears. “Oh … I didn’t expect this.”

I get on one knee and slide the ring on. “See how it feels. I’ll give you time to think about it.”

I palm the tops of her legs, leaving a trail of kisses that makes Priscilla purr and fist my hair. “It’s the most beautiful ring I’ve ever seen, Daddy. You really want to marry me? You don’t think I’m high maintenance? Too bossy or demanding? You know how much I need.”

“Does this answer your question?” I peel her cotton shorts aside and not surprisingly, she’s without panties. My slutty little virgin princess does this because she likes me to finger-fuck her whenever I can.

I lick my lips at the sight of her bald pussy lips and drag the tip of my finger over them, glancing up and watching as Priscilla’s nipples prick under her thin shirt.

Spreading her legs wide and jutting her hips up, Priscilla is down with allowing me one of my greatest pleasures. If eating her pussy were a crime, give me a fucking life sentence.

My tongue flicks her folds, and she huffs. I push the top of her shirt up and her tits are bare before me. I twist her nipples with tenderness and bury my face in her pussy, darting my tongue into her gash and tasting her sweet nectar.

I can’t help but groan, and Priscilla lifts her little ass off the couch, wiggling her bottom as she grinds herself against my mouth. I move one hand down and push a finger inside of her, feeling a quick pulse of fluids as I tug her clit past my lips.

My cock bulges painfully and my scrotum grows heavy. I’ve become addicted to this type of torture, my own orgasms reaping the rewards. I know when I do cum, it will be with the intensity I’ve come to crave. And there’s a 90% chance that Priscilla will be sucking my cock when I do. Otherwise, I’ll deposit my seed in the crevice of her thigh.

“Nnnngnnn, Daddy …” Her thighs clap around the sides of my head as she cums within thirty seconds of me starting. This happens a lot, and it’s a testament either to my skill or the intense chemistry we share.

I grab her tits and squeeze them as I softly suckle her bouncing bundle of nerves.

I glance up at her and she’s staring at her diamond, glossy-eyed. “Is that a yes?”

She smiles and nods. “Yes. It’s a yes.” She leans down and kisses me, her tongue probing my mouth and forcing pre-cum to leak from the tip of my dick. If we keep this up, I’ll have a nice dark spot on my pants.

I pull her shorts back in place and join her on the couch, brushing her hair and admiring the beauty of her face. Right away, she sees the bulge in my pants. Her tongue pokes the corner of her mouth as she palms my cock, making me hurt even more.

I groan and fist her hair. She’s come to like it a lot. “You know what this means, if you become my wife.”

“Yes, Daddy. I’ll be Mrs. Carlyle. Priscilla Carlyle has a nice ring to it, don’t you think?”

Using the sharp point of her newly manicured fingernail, she drags it over my crown, making me pulse out more pre-cum. “Yes, my princess. It does. But what I was going to say is that you’ll have to do wifely things with me on our wedding night. No more putting me off.”

“I won’t Daddy. Once I’m your wife, you’ll have full claim to me. Of course,” she adds, a sultry tone to her voice as she swirls her finger over the bulge of my ball sack, forcing me to groan once again. “I’ll expect you to keep treating me like the princess I am. Maybe even more so.”

“I wouldn’t have it any other way, darling.”

“Good, you can start with sucking my nipples until I cum again.” Priscilla loves nipple worship, and being the horny man that I am, I love indulging her.

She straddles my lap, setting her hot pussy directly over my cock.

I growl, pulling up her shirt and tugging her nipple past my lips as she starts to grind against my cock.

She huffs and moans as I use my mouth and fingers to toy with her titty-bumps. And the way she’s working her ass, riding me dry, it’s making my flesh grow hotter. My balls are quivering, ready to burst.

I try to hold back, to stifle the orgasm threatening to erupt. But when I catch her lifting her left hand to admire the three-carat rock, and I feel her rut her hips, pressing her now damp cunt down on the tip of my cock, I burst forth, a river of cum shooting out and soaking my pants.

My throat rumbles. I flick her hard little bud while pinching the other, my cock twitching angrily against Priscilla’s pussy. My god, she must feel it.

“Ooooh yessss, Daddy,” she moans, grinding me with hard, jerky motions as she reaches her peak.

I instinctively reach for her ass, cupping it and pushing against her, feeding my own lust as I shoot out the last few bursts of seed.

This is the life I’ve always wanted. And it’s about to get better.

********

Convincing Bianca to let me marry her daughter wasn’t difficult in the least. I thought she’d hate me and cancel our friendship, but she just laughed and said she hopes I know what I’m getting into.

“Frankly, I can see why you love her. She is a lot of fun, and she’s gorgeous,” Bianca says. “I catch men gawking at her all the time. But … she’s a lot of work.”

My cock throbs. “I know she is. I’m cut out for it.”

And that’s that. Priscilla and her mother plan a princess-themed wedding. And four weeks later, she and I are married on the property of our new colonial estate in the presence of 84 of our closest friends.

Priscilla rides a white horse down the aisle to me, her legs tossed over one side. Once the horse is taken away, her diamond and sequin studded gown steal the show.

After we exchange vows, and as we share our first kiss as husband and wife, several cages are opened, and dozens of white doves are released into the blue sky.

Despite having jerked off several times last night, I’m fighting an erection throughout the entirety of our reception. Priscilla takes every opportunity to rub her body against me, making sure that she’s pressing against my erection. She whispers in my ear that she can’t wait to feel me slide inside of her once we’re alone.

We dance, and she pulls my hand up to her breasts, twinkling blue eyes taunting me with equal parts love and need.

And once we are finally alone, the torment continues. Priscilla makes me watch her get undressed as several women surround her, ready to take her sparkling gown and hang it where it won’t get ruined. She’s wearing an old timey corset, forcing her tits to look three cups larger than they are. My cock twitches inside of my tux as I sit in the chair, quietly simmering with lust.

They remove her tiara and veil, then pull out the pins holding her long curls up. They flow down her body, making me ache to take them in my fist. Fuck. I’m aching to take all of her in my fist, my hands.

“Give me a bath, Daddy?”

I glace at the women and immediately dismiss them. “Of course, princess.”

I follow her into the bathroom, keeping my eyes on her round ass. I fill the tub with water and she spins, offering her back to me. “I need help with the back.”

I tug on the string, loosening the corset. It falls to the floor and I help her step into the spa-sized tub. I then get undressed, tossing my tuxedo over the towel rack.

Priscilla—my gorgeous, sweet, and innocent bride—sinks into the water, her nipples poking out from the water as she moves her eyes over me.

“Daddy, you have an incredible body.”

She’s not always forthcoming with the compliments, but when she is, I know she’s being sincere. I smile and stand before her, my cock an eight-inch rod of steel that’s eager for her mouth.

“Thank you, my princess.”

“Do I call you Prince Daddy now?”

I chuckle and sit down next to her, running my hands up the tops of her legs. “If you want. Though I think I’m more Daddy than Prince.”

“I think you’re right.” She lets out a long sigh and turns her back to me. “Planning this wedding was so stressful. I could sure use a set of strong hands to work these kinks out of my back and neck.”

“Mmm, of course, my darling.” I put a few kisses along her neck while cupping her tits from behind. I feel her nipples prick in the palms of my hands, and it makes all the blood surge through my length. I massage her shoulders and neck, and work my fingers gently over her temples as she moans in pleasure.

I then make my way between her legs and graze her pussy lips with the tips of my fingers. I can tell she’s wet, even under water. Her fluids are slick as they leak from her gash.

Priscilla turns back around and faces me, her gaze moving to my cock. The head is protruding from the surface of the water, and as she licks her lips, I wait for her to become as eager to please me as I hope she will.

“You’ve proven yourself to me, Daddy. That you can handle me, that you love me and really want to give me everything I want. Tonight, I give you what you want.”

Clear fluid spits from my tip as I feel her fingers wrap around the girth of my steely rod. “I hope tonight and any night.”

She giggles. “Of course. I’m your wife now. So my body belongs to you. You give me what I want, and I give you what you need.”

I growl and rut my hips a few times as she softly jerks me. “You’re a good princess.”

Her full lips pull into a smile. “Have you ever had an underwater blowjob?”

“What? No.”

With a playful grin, Priscilla bends forward and takes the head of my cock into her mouth. I release a groan at the feeling of her warm, wet, tight lips combined with the warm water floating around my cock and balls.

Her head submerges partially under the surface of the water as she begins sucking me, first slow and easy but then moving faster, until the water is splashing up the sides of the tub.

“Oh fuck, baby,” I growl, working my fingers into her golden hair. Jesus, I can feel her tongue slathering all over my dick, and then her hands toying with my scrotum.

She comes up for air, takes in a deep breath, and goes back down, sucking my dick for all it’s worth.

For all it’s worth ...

Yeah, this blowjob didn’t come for free. It came with a lot of hard work, to earn her trust and her love. And in fact, as I sit here thinking about how hard I worked, and how long my little princess has made me wait to fully claim her body, I become animalistic, holding the back of her head and pushing my cock so deep I can feel her throat clamp around me.

Cum shoots from me with so much force my body feels as though it’s convulsing. Each twitch of my length is followed by the sensation of Priscilla swallowing. I let up on the back of her head and watch as she slowly comes up out of the water.

She wipes her eyes and I cup her face, kissing her with an urgency. Letting out a soft whimper, Priscilla seems to float over, landing in my lap. Her arms go around my neck, and her pussy rubs along my cock. It’s still pulsing out little dribbles of cum, and I’m still hard as a rod of steel.

“Babygirl. Slide that pussy down on my dick.”

Sensually biting her lip, Priscilla arches her back and lifts up slightly, allowing me to angle my cock at her slit.

I hold the base steady and nudge it at her opening while staring at her tits, nipples hard and dark red, crinkling before my very eyes.

“I can’t wait to cum around your cock, Daddy.”

I groan and peer into her baby blues, pushing inside of her just a little.

“Don’t hold back when you fuck me. I need you to grind deep,” she adds.

“Oh fuck,” I whisper, feeling her body lower, her slick walls clamping me tight as hell as her pussy engulfs my length.

I stare at her tits again, and she leans forward, stopping until her nipple is inches from my face. “If you suck on them, I’ll probably cum faster.”

She cums fast enough as it is, but she does like having her tits played with. With Priscilla, they’re like a separate sex organ.

I suck the bud past my lips and cup her ass, pushing her all the way down on my throbbing dick. My balls quiver and several rough groans climb up my throat as I flick her nipple with my tongue.

“Ooooohhhhh, yahhhhh,” she whines, rocking her hips to fuck me gently.

Hot flashes whip over my flesh as I approach another orgasm with lightning speed. I freeze my movements so I don’t bust a nut too fast. I want to enjoy every second of this for at least five minutes. And see how many orgasms I can work from my princess bride.

But my princess, she just keeps her tits in my face and keeps on rocking her hips, her ass gliding along the tops of my hairy thighs. Still, I manage to restrain my balls from erupting.

After taking a few breaths, I move to her other breast, tugging her nipple into my mouth to flick, suck, and bite. Priscilla coos at me, and I grab her ass and lift her up and down, forcing her to fuck me at my own pace.

I feel the tip of my cock rub her innermost walls, and they grow tight, cinching around my girth.

“Oh …” she huffs. “… I’m gonna cum … so hard, Daddy …”

She doesn’t have to tell me. I can feel it. But hearing her say it makes my scrotal sack boil.

My body grows tight, and I dig my fingers into the flesh of her ass, sucking her nipple so hard that it causes her to whimper. And right as I feel her contractions around my cock, I shoot a load deep in her belly, holding her by the ass so she doesn’t come up.

She does grind against me, though, which I don’t mind. It only makes me cum harder.

My spurts last a solid minute, and Priscilla wiggles on my lap, attempting to continue fucking me.

Well, I want to keep fucking her too.

“Come on, my love. It’s beddy-bye time.”

She giggles, clinging tightly to me as I lift us out of the water and set her on the floor. “You mean it’s fucky-fuck time.”

“Yes,” I growl, sitting on the chair and toweling her dry as she plays with my hair. “I’ll bathe you like this whenever you want, fuck you until you cum, towel you dry, then tuck you in and fuck you some more.”

Her eyes flicker. And I know she likes the sound of that.

But before tucking her in, I have a little business to take care of.

I lie her on her stomach and take in the sight of her plump ass. I run my hands up and down her back, giving her a massage and lightly dragging my nails over her skin, just as she likes.

I then spread her ass cheeks and admire her pretty little rose. “Remember when you promised to do that thing I like?”

“I could never forget any promise I make to you, Daddy.”

“Good,” I growl. “Because it’s time for me to cash in.”

I spit on her bottom and it winks at me, and I notice that Priscilla’s eyes shoot open.

“Don’t worry, sweetheart. I won’t ever hurt my princess. This is going to feel so good.”

Her eyes drift closed again as she lays quietly. I slide one hand between her thighs, parting them slightly, and feel the heat of her pussy. I then probe her enough to coat the tip of my finger with her slick desire, then part her ass cheeks with my other hand, using my thumb and forefinger.

God, her tight little ass is hairless and clean. I know she went to the salon and got a Brazilian wax because she told me she planned to do it, wanting to look perfect and slick on her wedding night. And I know she did it as much for her as for me.

But probably a little more for me.

I bend forward and flick my tongue along the creases and folds, groaning at her delicate, sweet taste. I softly massage her clit while probing her bottom with my tongue, and she arches her back, bringing her ass up closer to me.

Her clit hardens and she breathes heavy. “Oh Daddy … that feels … amazinnnnnngggg…”

I moan in response, feeling my dick pulse and throb. All I want to do is make her feel good, make her cum, and get this little ass primed for me to fuck.

I spend a good ten minutes licking Priscilla’s bottom, making her cum several times by diddling her clit. But when I push a finger inside of her ass, that’s when she lets out a moan. I finger her several times and feel her walls begin to quiver.

Now’s the time to take what I want.

I lie down next to her and kiss her shoulder. “Get on your side, princess.”

“But I was about to have an anal orgasm,” she whines.

“I know. And you still will.” I cup her tits and pinch the nipples, my cock wedged between me and her lower back. Pre-cum leaks out so heavily I can feel it smearing everywhere.

I grip it by the base and get Priscilla’s body at an angle where I can enter her bottom in a way that’s less likely to hurt and most likely to make her cum so hard she forgets her name.

She watches me over her shoulder as I slide my cock between her thighs, dipping inside of her pussy to get it coated in her fluids. Then I come out and find her tight ring, pushing the head with enough pressure that Priscilla hisses.

“I’ll go slow, princess. Don’t worry.”

And I do go slow, giving firm but shallow thrusts to push inside of her forbidden hole, getting a little further in each time.

Priscilla moans and starts rolling her hips back to meet my thrusts, telling me that she loves the way my cock feels.

“It burns but feels so good … like it’s gonna rip me in two. But it’s making me wanna cum …”

Fuck, every word she says is like a drug. I feel that pop as I go past the head, and I start to fuck her little bottom with everything I have.

“Oh baby … you’re such a good girl … such a tight little princess …”

I move my hand back to her chest and hold her tits while I fuck her, moving with increasing speed and force. My balls slap against her pussy that’s now leaking like crazy. I feel her sphincter grip me as she cries out in pleasure, her anal walls milking the remaining cum from my balls.

Fuck, my princess bride drains me of all seed in this lewd act that I didn’t think any girl would ever let me do.

Priscilla reaches back and hugs my head as I growl in her ear, spurting the last few drops of cum inside of her bottom.

“My tight little ass just got a good stretching,” she purrs, beaming brightly.

“And it will get stretched over and over, as long as I’m with you.”

“I hope you don’t get tired of my bratty ways,” she says, laughing softly but with a hint of fear.

“Darling, it’s your bratty, demanding side that gets me hard. So please, don’t ever change.”

“Oh, I won’t.”

Priscilla seems placated for now.

As for me, I’m content to have her by my side, dick still in her ass. What could I possibly have to complain about?

THE END


Be sure to follow Daisy Luke on Amazon so you know when her next book is released.

********

Want more kinky family adventures? Check out this ultra-taboo series:

Family Outing 3-Book Series

3 Book Erotic Bundle / Box Set
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19-year-old innocent Rosie goes on a road trip with the three men in her life, and nothing is off limits with them when it comes to indulging in desires of the flesh.
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