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Michael from school walks me home on
the biggest day of my life. It's a Friday. He's a muscle-bound,
muscle-headed jock, with nothing but sex on his tiny little
brain.

Around me, that's easy to fathom. I
know I'm the hottest eighteen year-old girl at school. I'm used to
guys only thinking about hot, hardcore, endlessly erotic fucking
around me. Even my teachers have crushes on me—including the women.
Between my angelically proportioned body, my divine face, my long
long legs or my big, hot young tits, I'm the total package. I'm
everything a lover could ever want.

And I am, as I tell Michael,
completely unavailable.

We stop in front of my
house.

“What do you mean,
unavailable?”

I'm not sure if he means he wants a
further explanation, or if it's just too many syllables for him to
handle.

Look, here's the deal—Michael is a
hunk. By any measure of the word, he's a total stud. He's got thick
blonde curls and thick, hard football-ready muscles.

But it doesn't matter, because he's
not my Daddy.

“I mean, I don't want to go
out with you, Michael. I'm uninterested.”

He scoffs. “What are you, a lesbo or
something? I don't mind. I can bang a lesbo.”

I roll my eyes. “No, I'm not . . .
look, just go away, okay? No one wants you here. And if you're not
out of here by the time my Dad gets home, I'll have him kick your
ass.”

He storms off, his thick feet thudding
on the pavement.

“Whatever,” he mutters.
“You're a slut anyway.”

If only he knew.

My Daddy, Ron, isn't my real Dad, of
course.He adopted me and Blake, my adopted brother, when we were
both very young. Blake is overseas now, serving in the military.
He's been there for two years, visiting only sporadically. I miss
Blake horribly, and think about him often…whenever I’m not thinking
about Daddy, that is.

Being so alone with my Daddy during
these peak years of maturation, I've had a lot of time to develop
my feelings for the strong, masculine presence only he
provides.

He works all day with his hands, the
owner of a small construction firm in the city. Often, he's
required to pitch in to make deadlines. So often, as a result, he
comes home sweaty and filling the house with his musk.

Those are the nights I cum the very
hardest when I masturbate, thinking of him, feeling his presence
all around me.

I look completely hot today. As the
most popular girl in school, it's pretty much expected, even though
I'm eighteen and about to graduate. My tight blue dress clings to
my body in all the right places, and my platform sandals show off
my calves and ass like all good heels do.

But it's not enough. Not for my
Daddy.

Tonight is going to be
perfect.

He's been working hard all week long,
and he doesn't have to go back to work until Monday. He's been
swearing, in the brief hours this week that I've been able to talk
to him, that he's going to turn off his cellphone so we can have
some quality time together.

I step into my room, and put on my
outfit. I'm going to show him what quality time means to
me.
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An hour later, I take a deep breath,
staring at my tiny little outfit in the mirror. Pure white
thigh-high socks decorate my perfect legs, little red bows on the
backs of them.

Red polkadotted platform mary janes
are on my feet, arching my ass up high underneath my teensy red
pleated skirt.

My thin dark sweater is tight over my
luscious young breasts, resting on my abdomen, showing just a bit
of my toned, tight little tummy. My cleavage is on incredible
display, half-globes of luscious teen titflesh ripe for the
squeezing and teasing.

The whole ensemble just advertises my
pure, virgin hot body, and even with as naughty as each individual
piece is, somehow my gorgeous face, my just-too-long mass of
gorgeous black tresses that reaches down to my ass makes it somehow
innocent.

I giggle. As if, somehow, I came upon
how incredibly hot I am by accident.

I need this outfit to be perfect, I
need all of me to be perfect, because today's the day. I'm finally
going to show Him how I really feel, what he means to me, what I
need to be for him.

It's getting close to the time where
he should be coming home, now.

I've been preparing for ages, making
mental plans, practicing and re-practicing speeches to convince him
to have me. I'm so desperately in need of his approval, of his
control...and his perfect touch.

I pose in front of the mirror,
clasping my hands together up under my bouyant tits and putting on
my very best pout.

"Please, Sir.."

Oh god, I hope he thinks I'm pretty
enough.

It's not that I think I'm
unattractive. Far from it.

Like I said, I know I'm the
hottest girl in the school. That's why I'm already the dance team
captain (though I act more like the dance team queen, which I know
I deserve to, since I'm just so much fucking better than the rest of the girls),
and why I haven't done any actual homework in ages.

Schoolwork just seems so unimportant
when I need to spend all my free time learning and reading about
the best recipes, the best cleaning tips, and the top hundred ways
to please a strong man.

How else could I possibly be the
bestest daughter ever to my big, strong Daddy if I wasn't focused
on that sort of thing?

Instead, I let the stupid little weak
boys at school get in fights over who gets to do all my lame
schoolwork for me—all I want to perfect is Daddy's favorite meals,
and to make his home look like the palace he deserves.

All the time, Daddy brings home women
that he picks up. He's so handsome and rugged. I can hear him
fucking them mercilessly, pounding them against the walls. They
stumble out early in the morning, barely able to walk. My cunt
gushes with the memory of these half-broken sluts.

Lately, I've heard them calling him
“Daddy.” Because he's so strong and dominant, I know it's at his
instruction that they do that.

Each girl has been hotter than the
last. I watch him take him into his room. I kneel in the doorway,
peeking in.

Then, I watch him fuck all the girls
he takes home, fingering my hot cunt the whole time. His door is
always ajar. It's like he wants me to see.

It's like he wants me to get all
jealous and riled up.

I know that, in lots of ways, I'm just
a product of my environment. It's totally possible that Daddy's
been training my whole life to be his special little fuckdoll. I
find that just totally, completely hot. Wouldn’t that be perfect if
he had been training me, owning me like that for my whole
life?

Fuck. Yes.

And when Daddy gets home in
just a few minutes, I'll have him all to myself for the entire
weekend. I'm so excited. I know my adopted mother, who Daddy kicked
out, will be so jealous.

She had been trying to get in the way
of Daddy fucking whoever he wanted, always whining and complaining
about how many hot cunts he was blessing with his hot Daddyseed.
She criticized him for babying me, for keeping me cooped up in the
house, for touching me in too familiar a fashion.

Daddy kicked her ass out.
That's good. She was just in the way. It was so right that he kicked mother out
for not understanding his right to fuck whoever he
wanted.

Up in my room, brushing my hair so
it's as hot and silky and pristine as possible, my pussy gets
soaking wet as I think about everything I wish I could do for
Daddy.

I wish he would let us suck him off
after a hard day's work.

I wish he'd bend me over while I made
him a meal, and fuck my face into the counter.

I wish he would keep me locked in his
shower with my hands tied behind my back so every morning and
evening, I would get a stomach full of his hot cum shot down my
throat as he facefucked his precious daughterslut in the
shower.

I just need him to feel the same. Each
little gentle slap of my butt, each playful ruffle of my hair, each
time I "jokingly" sit in his lap as he watches television—these
have been my little slices of heaven, my pieces of evidence to
compile an argument that yes, he wants me too. That no, it isn't
just my imagination.

I hope desperately that it
isn't just my imagination that his perfectly formed muscles tense
up when he sees me brushing my amazing, long dark hair with the
bathroom door open. Or that his compliments about my tinier skirts
have been him wanting to see me in even tinier skirts.

I hear his car pulling up the
drive.

I gasp and rush downstairs, pulling
his favorite dinner out of the oven and on to the dining room
table. A thin, tiny apron covers my sparse outfit. I clasp my hands
together, my eyes lighting up as I see the door open.

"Daddy!" I squeal
excitedly.

I strut toward him, seeing his eyes
widen appreciatively at my presence. He is all hot and sweaty
again, just like I'd hoped. His plain blue polo sticks to his
muscles. Tight denim jeans hug his ass and couch his enormous
fuckmeat between each thigh. His thick, dark hair is in some
disarray.

I wrap my hands around his neck and
give him a long, deep hug. My hefty young tits crush against his
arm.

“I've missed you, Daddy,” I coo. “There's
dinner waiting for you.”

“Good girl,” he strokes my
hair. I smile prettily.

He bites one lip as he looks me up and
down.

“You certainly are . . . all
dressed up.”

That's putting it lightly. I
can see he's trying to be delicate . . . he even looks a
little embarrassed.

I know that's only because I'm turning
him on so much.

I just know in my heart that every
real owner of a hot babe is just waiting for this day, waiting for
the day that his fuckdoll daughter admits to him how big of a
heart-throb crush she has on him.

“Don't you like it, Daddy?
Don't you like the way I'm dressed?”

“Of course I do, sweetheart.
It's just rather . . . revealing.”

I nod happily.

“Isn't it,
though?”

“The boys at school must
have liked it a whole lot,” he laughs. “I'm surprised I didn't get
a phone call or two.”

I shrug.

“They totally would have if
I had worn it at school. But I didn't, Daddy. I put it on when I
got home today. I got all naked, and showered special . . . because
my body was all covered in sweat from dancing, Daddy. That's why I
got naked. And showered. And rubbed soap all over and
cleaned.”

His grip on my hips
tightens.

“Yeah,” he says, nodding.
“That's good. That's a good girl.”

“And then I put on this
outfit just for my Daddy. I wanted to make sure you came home to a
gorgeous good girl.”

“You certainly
did.”

His fingers tighten even
more.

“So you like it?”

“Of course, sweetheart,” he
affirms again, though this time with a squeeze to my
hip.

God, his hands are so close to my ass.
I can't stand it. I want to slide my hand down to his and guide it
down to the perfect curve of my cheeks. But . . . no. I can wait.
He'll figure it out.

“You are such a catch, my
dear. I'm sure you're going to make some boy at your school really
happy.”

 

My eyes go down. “Oh, maybe so, Daddy,
it's just . . .”

He is breathing deeply now.
“Yes?”

“Daddy, I don't
like any of the boys at
school. They're not good
enough for me.”

“Yeah,” he nods, staring
deep into my cleavage. “Yeah, not good enough.”

“Right? They don't
deserve a hot good girl
like me.”

His hand starts sliding down my waist.
I am sure he notices my breath catching. My big swallow. The way I
hold in my breath so that my tits are pressing up and
forward.

“I guess it's tough for me
to think anybody is good enough for my little girl.”

Now's my chance. I slide forward and
press my tits hard against his muscular chest.

Staring deep into his eyes, I lick my
lips and say, “You are, Daddy. You're more than good
enough.”

I slip up to my tippy toes and kiss
him. I can't help it. His stubble is so thick and sexy along his
chin. My lips land on his chin softly, and then my teeth come
forward and rake his endlessly masculine jaw.

“Cassandra . . .” he
breaths. “Don't play games with me.”

“Games, Daddy?”

“You can't act like this
just because . . . you think it's funny.”

I kiss him again, along his neck. My
hand drops to his crotch, hard stroking the big bulge there, and I
slide my other hand over to his and put it on my tight teenage
ass.

Moaning, I kiss him there for what
feels like days. I've wanted to do this for the longest
time.

“Is that funny,
Daddy?”

Very calmly, very slowly, his hands
come around my neck. He unwraps the apron around my body, like he's
unwrapping a present. It falls to the floor, and he takes in a long
breath.

One of his hands comes up, hovering
over my breast. As if still unsure. I lean forward into his grip.
His fingers tighten, and his thumb rubs over my nipple, pushing the
flimsy sweater aside. I moan. He can see my complete lack of
bra—and how my tits are so perfect that they don't even need
one.

“You think you're ready for
me, do you, sweetheart?”

He has a smile on his face now, open
and leering.

“Oh yes, Daddy.”

“You know I'm going to fuck
you and use you and spit you out. You've seen what I do to the
women who come here. I'm going to do the same to you.”

I nod eagerly. “I want it,
Daddy. I can handle it. I’m better than those sluts. I want
it so bad.”

“Let's see if you do. Go get
me my dinner. I’m hungry.”

Spinning me around, he slaps me on the
ass to send me off to the kitchen.

He just makes so fucking wet. I can’t
help it. My heart is thumping with desire as I make everything
ready in the kitchen.

He sits down at the table. I bring him
out his dinner—roast chicken with potatoes and broccoli.

I kneel down next to him as he eats,
stroking his thigh needfully. His thick bulge hardens and pushes
through his slacks. Salivating, I squeeze his thigh even harder. My
hand comes up over his bulge, so tiny and small next to his
enormity. I stroke it hard, in love with it, staring up at him with
perfect lust.

“May I suck it, Daddy?
Please? Can I suck you off as you eat? I've been practicing lots
and lots . . . and it's my dream to delight your cock and swallow
your cum as you eat a meal I made for you.”

He holds his fork up, considering for
a moment.

“Very well. But you have to
make sure it's good, or else we're done for the night.”

I’m breathing hard now.
“Oh, yes Sir.
Of course,
Sir!”

He stands up slightly to let me strip
off his pants, which I do immediately. I toss them against the
wall, getting them completely out of the way. His bare thighs are
ripped with muscle. The light is dim in the room already, and
underneath the table, all that I can really make out is the
fast-hardening head of his monstrously sized meat.

This is it, I tell myself. Dream come
true this time.

Gently, tentatively, I slide my tongue
down my Daddy’s cock.

The very first cock
I’ve ever tasted.

It’s warm and a little salty.
Delicious.

My tongue runs all the way down to his
balls, lapping them up, sucking on them eagerly. One of my slender
hands wraps around his thick, hard shaft, pumping him perfectly as
I kiss his balls more and more.

Above me, I can hear him groaning a
bit between chews.

“Suck it, Cassandra,” he
says sternly. “You asked to suck it. Now do it. Be a good
girl.”

I nod, my thick hair rubbing against
his thigh. “Yes, Daddy!”

Obeying, my lips wrap around the head
of his shaft. It’s so big. I have to open my jaw all the way to fit
it inside.

For the past few months, I’ve been
practicing with vegetables, trying to eliminate my gag reflex. I
saw Daddy fucking all those women. I knew he was enormous. I
started with celery, and then carrots, and then
cucumbers.

It’s a good thing I kept
upgrading, because Daddy is even bigger up close. His cock practically
dwarfs my body, let alone my mouth. Taking him inside of me is like
try to swallow an entire sausage all at once. He moves down one
hand and pushes me forward more…more…more, stuffing my face full of
his beautiful, wonderful cock.

It slides on down my throat. I can
feel it bulging in my neck. It’s so fucking good. All I can do is
moan appreciatively.

My moans are intelligible, of course,
but I’m trying to say “Thank you, Daddy! Thank you so
much!”

He starts pumping my head back and
forth. I let my muscles relax, allowing him to guide me completely.
It’s so good for Daddy to be in control. He should everything about
me. He should just run everything.

“I’m gonna cum, good girl,”
he gasps above me. “Do you want to taste it?”

“Mmmhmmm!”

“Here it comes, little girl.
Brace yourself.”

He unleashes inside of me. First it
sprays directly down my throat, the red hot seed pushing down to my
tummy straightaway. Then he pulls out a little bit, spraying my
face and my body with thick, potent Daddyseed.

God, he fucked my mouth so hard. He
fucked my mouth while he ate dinner that I made him. Dream cum
true. I can’t believe it.

“You know,” he said finally,
breathing a little hard, “this really is good chicken.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” I say
into between deep swallows of his sticky goo.

Stroking him, I realize it takes
longer and longer to reach the head of his cock.

“Oh my god, Daddy. Are you
hard again already?”

I hear his fork clanging against the
plate above me.

“Yes, I am. I'm done with my
delicious dinner, and I’m hard for my hot little girl. That was
just an appetizer, sweetheart. Are you ready for the main
course?”

“Oh yes, Daddy!” I moan.

This is beyond my wildest imaginings.
My Daddy getting hard again almost right away, to fuck my
sweetheart Daddyloving pussy. Ohmygoddd.

He picks me up, then, first dragging
me by my hair until I’m stood all the way up out from under the
table, and then squatting down and tossing me over his shoulder.
His hand comes down hard on my ass. Again. Again.

Each new strike, I cry out in a sweet
mixture of pleasure and pain.

“Thank you, Daddy!” I
gasp.

We go all the way upstairs to his
bedroom. He tosses me on the bed.

“Ask for it, sweetie. Ask
for your Daddy’s cock.”

“Oh yes, Daddy!
Please, Daddy! Fuck your
good girl daughter with your big monster cock! I need it inside of
me! I need my Daddy to fuck me so hard, please!”

He gets on top of the bed with me,
spreading my legs wide. For a second, he strokes my gorgeous face,
the surface of it all shiny with his cum. Then he slides into me.
He is gentle at first.

“You're my best girl,” he
says softly. “My hot little darling. I'm going to take care of
you.”

“I know you are, Daddy!” I
moan out hotly. “I love you, Daddy!”

“I love you too, baby
girl.”

It hurts just for a bit when he pushes
inside of me, but then it’s nothing but pleasure. His thick, hard
cock is so big, so good, so perfect and true, and I’ve never felt
anything like what I do for him at that moment. I feel like my
heart could burst, I adore my Daddy so much. He fucks me so well,
so good, his baby girl, the hottest girl in school who’s devoted
solely to doing everything that her Daddy wants.

It's so gentle, almost romantic . . .
and then his eyes start roaming around my body. My tall tall heels,
my sexy socks, my entire pantiless, braless outfit. How I’m already
layered with his cum because I’m his complete fucking
whore.

He starts to get it.

Daddy making love to me is hot. But
that’s it. Just hot.

Daddy fucking me, though? Fucking me
hard? My Daddy fucking me out of my silly stupid little girl mind
is the reason I exist.

His pumps start to speed up. His cock
enters and exits my slick cunt at will, perfectly attuned to the
angle of approach, locked in to piledriving my pussy.

“That's it, Daddy,” I moan.
“Fuck me hard!”

He speeds up even more. His meat is so
thick and perfect inside of my cunt. I've never felt anything so
wonderful.

“My hot little
daughterslut,” he grunts. “You fucking sexy little girl. You’re
such a good whore for Daddy.”

If the rest of my life was spent with
my Daddy inside me, filling me, spraying my fertile body with his
superhot seed, I would be content.

His hands wrap around my hair, pulling
it tight. I love it. I love how he rules me so totally, gripping my
tits hard and smashing them, his teeth ripping at my shoulder and
taut belly. He’s fucking ruining me for any other kind of
man.

“Cum in me, Daddy!” I moan
hotly. “Don’t hold back! Don’t spill it anywhere else! Cum right in
my belly, Daddy, yeah! Please, Daddy! Cum in my good girl
belly!”

“Yeah,” he grunts out. “I’m
gonna gift you with my fucking seed, you little slut. Right in your
hot fucking daughtercunt. Take it! Take it!”

“Yes Daddy! Yes thank you
Daddy!”

He cums as I scream for more, his
wonderful gift filling me up entirely. I cum with him—how could I
not? This is the culmination of everything I’ve ever wanted in my
entire life. I want to be owned by my Daddy, and with his cum
inside of me, I finally am.

Bliss rockets through my scorching hot
body, the warmth of me matched only by the hotness of his
seemingly-endless spurts of cum inside my belly.

Exhausted now, he collapses on top of
me. I can feel his magically still-hard cock inside my body,
filling up my slick wet folds. It feels so good to have my Daddy’s
muscular weight resting on top me, protecting me, keeping me safe
from every part of the world.

“Thank you, Daddy,” I moan
happily, kissing his cheek. “Thank you for making me yours. Thank
you for letting me tell you.”

I just needed to get all that off my
chest.
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