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Chapter One - Taming Ivy


“Turn up at 18:00. The door will be open. Come in and fuck me.”

Those were the words on the text message and I couldn’t believe my luck.

But let me go back a bit and tell you how I got to this stage.
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A couple of days earlier, I had been on break at work and talking to one of the guys in accounts, a middle-aged guy called Gary, and after a long conversation about Marvel movies, talk had turned to the subject of dating.

“I am getting SO much pussy at the moment,” he grinned as he knocked back his third coffee of the morning. I knew he was a bit of a bragger, but he usually didn’t lie about things, so I could only assume that what he said was true.

“But you’re married,” I said, a puzzled look on my face.

I remembered meeting his wife at an office Christmas party, rather an attractive woman in her early forties who seemed to give off old Hollywood glamour vibes. Gary had disappeared to one of the back offices for a while and left me to talk with her. If I’m honest, it felt like she was flirting with me, but that could have been my imagination.

“And?” he said.

“Are you telling me you’re fucking people behind your wife’s back?”

He laughed and put down the cup.

“Of course not. But Ellen likes girls as much as I do, so she lets me pick up other chicks for threesomes and right now I’m just about drowning in them.”

After a moment of thinking about a cute girl between Ellen’s legs, I shook my head.

“Man, I’d have no idea where to even find a girl. Which is why I’m single, I guess.”

Gary was only too pleased to share his secret. Apparently, he was using an app called Pinocchio that matched you up with local people that were looking for sex.

“Why is it called Pinocchio?” I asked.

“No strings” he smirked.
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So the next day I installed it on my phone. After all, I’d been single for a few months and this looked like a fun way to change that.

It was easy to set up, just required a few details and a lengthy section on your kinks and boundaries, followed by what you were looking for.

So after taking a snapshot of my face, I uploaded my profile, and almost immediately forgot about it.

That is, I forgot about it till the next day. I got a notification on my phone that I had matched with someone. With a little excited feeling in my chest, I clicked into the app and took a look.

Ivy. 42. Into free use.

I didn’t know what free use was, but the pictures she’d posted of herself in various states of undress with various toys made me pretty certain that whatever she was into, I would be into it too.

She’d also sent me a message

“Send me a picture of your cock fully erect. A stroking video would be even better.”

That was it, nothing else. The directness of the message made me hot and pretty much got me hard straight away.

I had never sent a cock pic, so this was a new thing for me. Did I just send the cock, or did she want to see my face, or if it was a video, did she want to see me come?

A few beers later, I decided to just go for it and see what happened.

Settling on the bed, I pulled my jeans open, reached into my boxers and pulled out my cock. I’m proud of my cock. It’s not the biggest in the world, but it gets the job done. But if I was going to send a pic, then it had better be nice and hard, I thought.

The plan was to watch some porn while I stroked, but while checking the app, I clicked on Ivy’s pics and just started stroking. One picture in particular struck me. She was bent over a counter, one leg up on it so that you could see how wet she was, her fingers deep inside her. As I looked at it, I could feel my cock getting harder and harder and my fingers wrapped around my cock and stroked it up to full strength. My finger moved over to the record button and a box appeared in the corner, showing me my cock, curving through my fingers. I turned my attention back to her picture and imagined how good it would feel to press my cock into her pussy instead of her fingers and hear her moan for me to go faster and make her come.

My body shook, and I came, spurting out a load of cum that shot up and then splashed down over my hand, a groan escaping from my lips. I suddenly became aware that I was still recording and hit the stop button, but my finger also hit the send button at the same time, and away the file went to Ivy.

It was too late to worry now about the vid, it was gone and there was nothing I could do about it.

I sat there for five minutes, waiting for a reply. Then I cleaned myself up, had a shower and came back and checked the app.

“You have 1 new message.”

A five-minute audio file of Ivy coming loudly while watching my video. About thirty seconds into it, I was stroking again and coming with her. Fuck, she sounded hot.

So, for a first-time cock video, not too bad a result after all.


Chapter Two


The next day she sent me her address, followed by the text “Turn up at 18:00. The door will be open. Come in and fuck me.” You can imagine how excited I was, my cock standing to attention and my heart thumping at the prospect of turning my stroking fantasy into a reality.

The day passed slowly, like it was trying to edge me, but eventually it was time to head to the address. I was nervous and excited and horny as hell and as I pulled the car up outside the house, I had to stop and breathe. Then, pulling myself together, I straightened up and headed inside.

The door was unlocked, just as promised, and I walked in and down the corridor. Ivy had said she would be in the kitchen at the back. Opening the door, I saw her. Her red hair was wrapped up in a ponytail, which was laying on top of a black top which matched the flowing black skirt she was wearing. She was facing away from me and seemed to be doing the washing up.

“Hi,” I said.

There was no reaction from her, so I tried again.

“Um, hi,” I said again and this time she glanced over her shoulder at me, an angry look on her face before she went back to her washing.

I stepped inside the room, closing the door behind me, assuming she thought a stranger had walked in.

“I’m the guy from the app,” I started before she slammed down the plate, turned round and marched over to me.

“Do you know what free use is?” she barked at me, pointing her finger at my face.

“Um, no,” I admitted, suddenly remembering what she had put in her profile.

Her hand grabbed at my crotch and squeezed my hard dick, making me moan as she worked my cock through the material.

“You are so fucking lucky that you have a nice dick. But we are going to talk about this later.”

She grabbed me by the hand and dragged me through to the bedroom and pushed me down on the bed.

I didn’t know what I had been expecting, but this was not it.

“Get it out,” she ordered, standing in front of me.

She looked furious, but that kinda did it for me. Angry redhead? Yeah, that works.

I pulled my jeans open and with some struggling had pulled down my boxers half way when she grabbed them and pulled them both down with one quick tug.

She stopped for a moment, looking at my cock, then wrapped her hand around it and squeezed, setting off stars in my head.

“Well, at least it’s as good as the video promised,” she laughed and jumped onto the bed, reaching under her skirt and guiding my cock inside her pussy.

The quick turn of events had left me dizzy. I tried to get up onto my elbows to help thrust into her, but she slapped me back down, shifting her legs to pin me to the bed as she lowered herself onto me.

“Oh, fuck, that’s good,” she sighed, her eyes closing as she took me all the way down.

I had a feeling that keeping quiet was the way to go, and besides, the feel of her tightness on my cock was making it hard for me to think, never mind talk.

She leaned forward so that my cock almost slipped out of her, then slammed herself back down on it. Again and again she rode it to the end and then took me back inside her.

The grin on her face got bigger and bigger.

“You have been a naughty boy,” she laughed as her eyes opened and she looked at me.

“A. VERY. NAUGHTY. BOY.”

With each word, she slammed herself down on me. I knew I wouldn’t be able to take much more of this, not with how worked up I had been all day.

SMACK!

Her hand hit my face.

“Don’t you dare think of coming yet. I am so close and you are not going to finish before me.”

I nodded my head and kept still, because being pinned down under her, there was not a lot else I could do, except struggle not to explode inside her.

Her moans got louder and her grinding harder and just as I thought I couldn’t hold out any longer, she slammed her hands down on my chest to steady herself and came hard enough that her finger nails drew blood as they dug into me. She kept riding me, slapping me if she thought I was going to come, each length sliding into her drawing a “oh god,” from her, till eventually she collapsed on me, giggling to herself.

We stayed like that for a moment, both catching our breath. Then she sat up and looked at me.

“Well, it didn’t start well, but you didn’t come, so that was good. Tuck yourself in. I’m going to make coffee and then explain some things to you.”

And with that, she climbed off me and left me throbbing on her bed.


Chapter Three


Free use, it turned out, was a sexual practice where one person gives the other permission to use them in any sexual way they like, whenever they like. Sometimes for weeks at a time, sometimes just for the night. Ivy was very into it.

“One thing with free use,” she explained, “Is that the other person ignores you, or at least tries to until they come.”

Ivy had sat me down in the kitchen and while making coffee, she explained a whole lot of things that I didn’t know. I had never really had much to do with kink except stuff like threesomes and things like that, but it appeared that this app was all about it. Apparently my likes were pretty vanilla.

“So, when I came in, you expected me to just fuck you while you did the washing?” I asked.

“Yeah, that’s right. And if I hadn’t enjoyed your video so much, I would have thrown you out for being so clueless.”

She leaned forward and patted the bulge in my jeans.

“Instead, I just made you all hard and desperate.”

I groaned a little at being reminded that I hadn’t come. Come to think of it, with her skirt in the way, I hadn’t even really seen any of her body either.

“Are you sure you’re assertive enough for this?” she asked

“Oh yeah, I’m sure. Now that I know what’s going on.”

She smiled, a little “we will see” look on her face.

“So what do we do now that the plans got messed up?” I asked.

“Well, I’m going to finish the washing up. You can slip off home, or….”

She smiled and stood up, brushing her fingers across my face, and headed to the kitchen. Soon I could hear the clinking of dishes.

What to do?

I clicked open the app, navigated to her profile and re-read her likes/dislikes. Then I put down my phone and marched into the kitchen.

I got a little gasp out of her as I pressed myself up against her and made sure she could feel my dick against her ass.

“Keep washing, ignore me, don’t react” I told her and I got the slightest of nods from her as she continued.

I pulled her top up and over her head, her arms lifting up and dripping water over her then her hands dropping back down again into the water as if nothing had happened. It was no surprise to see she was not wearing a bra, so I slipped my hands round and cupped her breasts, drawing the smallest of sighs from her. I gave her breast a quick slap and whispered in her ear, “I thought I told you not to react.”

Again, that tiny nod.

I stepped back and lifted her skirt, seeing that bare ass underneath. Quickly, I yanked it down and admired her nakedness.

“Step out of it,” I told her and then I kicked it to the side when she did so.

My hand slipped under her leg and pulled it up behind her knee and I placed a hand on her back and pushed her forward, almost tipping her head down into the water. But it gave me much easier access to her pussy.

“I am going to fuck you now and I don’t want to hear a word out of you unless you are coming, understand?”

This time I didn’t wait for the nod, but instead pulled my jeans open and fished out my cock. As much as I wanted to slam it into her, I wanted to tease her first, show her that yes, I could be assertive enough.

The first two times I rubbed it up and down her folds, I didn’t get a reaction, but the third time her leg shook a little and she moaned.

She moaned more when I gave her pussy a slap as a punishment.

Eventually, I felt that the teasing was affecting me as much as her, and I pressed my cock against her.

“Ask for it,” I commanded.

She gripped the edge of the counter and mumbled something.

The tip of my cock rubbed against her clit.

“I said ask for it, or I am going to stop right now and leave you a needy little mess.”

“Please fuck me,” she begged.

“Oh, you can do better than that,” I say, getting into my role. “A dirty little slut like you can beg much better. So do it again.”

Her profile said she was into name calling and humiliation and my words seemed to be working a treat as she pushed back against me and tried to get me to slide inside her.

“Please, please fuck me. I’ll do anything you want. I need your cock inside me.”

I grabbed her ponytail and pushed deep into her pussy, sighing at how tight it was. She let out a low moan and for a second reached for the dishes, but realized she couldn’t keep up the pretense and just collapsed against the counter.

“No coming, understand?” I asked, slowly thrusting into her.

“Yes,” she moaned.

“Good girls don’t come unless they have permission,” I told her.

“I want to be a good girl,” drifted up from her lips, as she dropped her head down on the counter.

“Yes, you do, and do you know another way that you can be a good girl?” I asked, slamming into her so hard that her hand shot forward and steadied herself on the wall.

“No, how?” she groaned.

“By letting the neighbours know how well you are getting fucked.”

And with that, I exploded deep inside her pussy, releasing a cry and moan from her that I’m pretty sure I would have been able to hear back at my house. I let go of her leg so she could steady herself and I kept on fucking her and filling her up until she was so well used that her legs gave way. Then I scooped her up and carried her through to the bedroom and laid her out on the bed.

“Better?” I asked, lying down next to her.

“Much,” she smiled, cuddling into me. “Now I’m going to have a sleep. And if you happen to want to wake me up in an hour or two by fucking me, that’s up to you.”

A rest and another fuck sounded good to me, so I wrapped my arms around her and put her head on my chest.

“Oh, and later, I think I may have one or two people that I need to introduce you to that might help broaden your kink experience,” she said, and then fell asleep.
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A few hours later, I woke up to find Ivy snuggling me, her ass pressed up against my groin. She was making little happy moaning sounds in her sleep and I assumed that was what had woken me.

What was it she said? If you happen to wake me by fucking me.

I reached down and pressed my hand between her legs, causing her to shift a little and move her leg, giving me access to her. My fingers skimmed along her pussy as the light touch made her whimper a little in her sleep.

Already my cock was getting hard again, the tip nudging against her, so I wrapped my fingers around it and rubbed it slowly up and down her pussy lips, getting both of us nice and wet. My mouth found her shoulder, and I kissed slowly along it to her neck.

“Mmmm?” she mumbled, her hand reaching downwards.

“Free use means I can use you anytime, right?” I whispered in her ear.

She murmured a yes and snuggled into her pillow, her ass pressing back against me.

That was all I needed. With a gentle thrust, I pressed against her pussy and pushed inside her.

She tried her best to act like she was still asleep, trying not to move or react as I thrust into her and kept myself there. For four or five seconds we lay there, my cock throbbing inside her and her pussy tight and warm around me. And then I fucked her.

The moan that escaped her told me that whatever she was pretending to be, she was awake now. As I thrust into her, she reached down between her legs and rubbed herself, fingers on her clit, rubbing little circles as I slowly fucked her from behind.

“Do you like that, little slut?” I asked.

“Fuck yes,” she gasped, much more awake now.

My hand came down and slapped her thigh, leaving a nice red mark.

“You are supposed to be ignoring me.” I smirked.

“Can’t… too worked up... want you to fuck me.”

I pulled out of her slowly, enjoying her trying to push back to keep me in her, then I rolled her over so she was face down on the bed.

“Hands behind your back,” I ordered.

Swiftly, she complied, and I held them there behind her as I knelt over her.

“Who is in control?” I asked.

“You are,” she replied in a small voice

“Who gets to use you however he wants?” I asked.

“You do,” she said while squirming under me.

“Tell me what you want, my little slut.”

A groan escaped her lips, and I knew her humiliation kink was hitting her hard.

My hand reached between her legs, stroking her pussy from behind, my fingers getting soaked at her wetness.

“I want to come,” she pleaded.

I leaned forward, my lips coming down to her ear, letting her feel my breath on her skin before I whispered.

“What sort of slut would let a total stranger use her and rub her swollen pussy and beg him to make her come? Surely only the filthiest little cock-hungry slut would do that?”

She groaned and rubbed herself as best she could against my fingers, trying to get her clit onto my fingertips. I smiled with delight at her moan as I moved my hand away.

“Me,” she gasped.

“You what?” I asked.

“I am the filthy little cock-hungry slut who wants a stranger to make her come. I want you to use me and call me names and stick your cock into me and make me come all over it.”

She was almost shouting by the time she got to the end, so I pushed open her legs, let go of her arms and grabbed her hips, pulled her back and sank my dick into her wetness.

Again, the neighbours got to hear what she was doing as she shouted for me to fuck her.

“You really are a good girl,” I told her as I ran my hand down her side, moving it over to rest on her ass.

“For you, yes,” she gasped, most of her energy being taken up with stopping herself from coming.

“I will be coming by two or three times a week to use you.”

She groaned in pleasure and reached out to grab the corner of the bed.

“And you will be available for my free use,” I informed her, slapping her ass as I pounded into her.

“Please…” she gasped.

“Please what?”

“Please, can I come?” she asked, and I felt her body start to tremble below me.

“Such a good little girl,” I said. “Yes, you can come. Do it now.”

And she did exactly what she had been told.

Later, we agreed to Mondays, Thursdays, and Saturdays, at least for as long as we were both into it.

“I’ll keep the door unlocked when I know you’re coming over,” she grinned, making another cup of coffee. She seemed to be fuelled by coffee.

Three times a week, getting to use her in any way I wanted, seemed like a good plan to me.

“Occasionally my housemate might be about, but that’s ok, she knows all about my free use kink and will just ignore it if you’re fucking me,” she smirked. “Unless she joins in.”

Yeah, I thought, this could make for a very interesting arrangement.

She handed me my flat white and moving to the living room, sat down opposite me.

“So, how did you like your first taste of kink?” she asked.

“Pretty fucking great. I think I’m going to have to update a few of my likes on the app.”

She sipped from her cup for a couple of minutes in silence and then got a serious look on her face.

“Do you want to learn more?”

“Um, yeah. If it’s going to be as good as this,” I replied.

“Well, this wouldn’t be with me. I know some sisters, three of them actually. And they are all into some different kinks. I happen to know that they’re looking for a play partner and think you might be just the thing.”

“Three? What, at the same time?” I gulped. I was up for more, but three at a time might be more than I could handle.

She giggled to herself.

“No, silly. But maybe if you give me a few more good hard fucks, I’ll put you in touch with one of them.”

I thought for a few seconds, taking into account the fact that my cock felt like steel, and then told her that yes, maybe she could put me in touch with those sisters.

She put her cup down on the table and spread her legs, making a little “come here” sign with her finger.

As my mouth met her neck and my hand squeezed her left breast and I pushed her back against the sofa, I heard her ask something.

“Have you ever heard of a breeding kink?”

The End of Taming Ivy


Chapter Four - Seeding Violet


I walked up to Ivy in the middle of the store and told her I was going to use her.

Her eyes went wide for a moment, and then she gave me a brief nod.

“Right now?” she asked, almost shyly.

“No, keep doing what you’re doing. I’ll decide when.”

She nodded again and walked off down the aisle, not glancing back. She knew I would find her easily enough. She looks cute in her little denim jacket and skirt and I know I will have fun getting her out of them later.

We’ve been playing together for about a month now. I found her on a kink dating app and turned up to her house to give her “free use” although I didn’t know what that meant.

Turned out it meant I could use her for sex whenever or wherever I wanted. And she would try to keep doing whatever she was doing until she lost control and came. Apparently it’s a popular kink nowadays, and she gets off on it hard.

So every day, sometimes a few times a day, I would turn up at her house, let myself in with my key, and no matter what she was doing, I would fuck her.

Until now it has always been at her house, but I had decided that when she said, “Wherever, whenever,” I should take her up on her offer.

I slowly walked after her and caught up with her at the Media and Gaming department. Being late at night, there were hardly any other people around and we had the department to ourselves.

She was looking at a shelf of PlayStation games when I walked up behind her. Without saying anything, I flipped her skirt up and held it so I could see her pretty black panties. Then, with my other hand, I pulled down my zip and got my cock out.

She tried to ignore me as I pulled her panties to the side and rubbed my cock against her pussy. She was soaking wet and breathing hard, but she didn’t say anything as I guided myself inside her.

I was so close to her that she could feel my breath on her neck, and the smell of her perfume filled my senses, a heady rose aroma.

The first thrust made her grab the shelf, the second one made her hand grip on as tight as she could. I didn’t go easy on her, fucking her hard and fast. Getting caught was not in my plans, so I wanted to come as fast as possible, and that has the added bonus of hitting her “used” kink.

My hand sneaked around and gently squeezed, and I felt the moan as it escaped her mouth and I drove my cock deeper into her so she moaned more.

“I am going to fill your pussy with cum and then you are going to walk out of here and meet me in the carpark and lick my cock clean. Understand?”

Ivy nodded her head as much as she could, but my fingers kept her in place. I heard her whispering, “Oh god, oh god,” again and again and knew she was going to come. It’s her little tell.

“Just cause you come, don’t think I’m going to stop,” I told her and slammed into her pussy, making her shout, “Fuck!” The rest of the store had just got a preview of what we were doing, and I knew we needed to finish soon.

“Oh fuck, use me harder,” she moaned.

I pulled out and stepped back, ropes of cum exploding from my cock and splashing all over her panties. Without another word, I walked away, leaving her there panting and trying to get her breath.
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I only had to wait in the car for a couple of minutes before Ivy got in.

She wasted no time and pulled down my zip, my cock springing out as she wrapped her fingers round my shaft and dropped her head down onto it.

“Mmmm good slut. Lick it all up.”

My hands trailed through her hair and she slurped at me, licking the last of my cum that was leaking out of me. She was making noises like it was the most delicious thing she had ever tasted.

“You like being told what to do, don’t you?”

She groaned a yes, and it vibrated through my body.

“Good little slut. Now rub yourself till you come.”

Her hands disappeared between her legs and I couldn’t see what she was doing, but almost straight away her body started shaking and her eyelids closed.

I pulled her head up, her eyes coming open, and made her look at me.

“Focus. Tell me who owns your body?”

“Fuck, you do,” she whimpered

“So, do you have anything to ask?”

“Can I come? Please?” she begged.

I nodded, and she buried her head against my chest, screaming her orgasm against me.

“That’s it. Now i’m going to take you home and fuck you some more.”
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“So, I think it’s time you meet my friend,” Ivy said.

We were lying in bed after another hours-long session, tired and happy, bodies aching.

“Oh, one of the sisters?” I ask.

When we first got together, she told me about some sisters that she knew who might be able to teach me more about kink.

“Yeah. Her name is Violet. She’s into free use, all the sisters actually are, but she has a huge breeding kink.”

I frowned and wondered what I might be getting myself into. Free use is very much something I have learned to love, but breeding?

“So, she wants me to get her pregnant?” I asked, a concerned note in my voice.

Ivy snuggled into me and kissed my chest, listening to my heart beating.

“Well, she wouldn’t be upset if you did. But no, it’s more about the risk of it. She gets turned on by the idea that every time she’s fucked, it might have huge consequences. She wants to be full of cum all the time. If you do spend some time with her, you better be prepared to be fucking three or four times a day.”

Her hand reached down and encircled my cock, stroking it back up to full length.

“Not that it should be a problem for you. Should I set up a meeting? I know that she is VERY interested in meeting up with you, after all the good things I’ve told her about you.”

“And you don’t mind me fucking her?” I asked, lifting up her head and looking her in the eye.

“Not at all. You give me what I want. I’m pretty sure you’ll give her what she wants. And besides, I’m looking forward to hearing all about it from her. And you want to please me, don’t you?”

I nodded my head, feeling that fuzziness as my thoughts melted away and were replaced by lust.

“Yeah, I think you two are going to get on fine,” Ivy said and slipped me inside her.


Chapter Five


A week later, I stood outside Violet’s house and knocked on the door.

When she answered, I was startled by how beautiful she was. Tall and thin, with deep blue eyes and toned arms, my guess was that she was in her late twenties although in such good shape she could pass for younger. Her shoulder length hair seemed out of place somehow but I imagined wrapping it up in a ponytail and using it to control her and my cock gave a throb. She moved in a fluid way, like a paintbrush sweeping over a canvas, and even wearing gray sweatpants and a white t-shirt, she was still elegant somehow. For some reason, I had expected her to be a delicate, small woman, but she looked like the epitome of an in control, fit, and confident woman.

“Hi, come in,” she said with an easy smile, stepping aside and letting me enter. The hallway was full of bright abstract paintings, cheerful and full of color, and they made me think of her smile.

She pointed the way into a room and I followed her in.

It was a small artist’s studio with a makeshift bed in the corner, just a mattress and covers. On the easel was a canvas, and I realized from the style of the sketch on it that all the paintings I had seen so far must have been painted by her.

“Wow, these are amazing.…”

I stopped short when I looked back at her. She had pulled off her white t-shirt and unclipped her bra while I was looking at the art. Her breasts were small and round, like rosy apples.

“Ivy’s told me all about you. What a good fuck you are and that you are pretty good at free use. I want to see for myself. Well, the fucking part, at least.”

Before Ivy, if she had talked like that to me, I would have been stumbling over my words and not knowing what to do, but Ivy had brought out a new confidence in me.

Reaching for her, I slipped my arms around her waist and pulled her close, my mouth encircling her breast and sucking on her nipple. The hard little bud felt so good and as I grazed my teeth over it, I could feel her body soften against me.

Stepping away, I guided her over to the canvas.

“Paint,” I said.

She looked at me for a moment and then nodded, turning away and picking up a brush, slowly running it over the figure she had drawn, filling in the lines.

This was the part of free use that I enjoyed the most. The moment when they pretended I was not there, no matter what I was doing to them. And then that second where it became too much, and they just had to moan or gasp or scream.

Reaching round, I squeezed her breasts and kissed the back of her neck. I knew she could feel my hardness pressed against her and the brush of my lips against her..

Pinching her breasts, I sank my teeth gently against her skin, just enough to let her feel the sharpness. I saw her hand wobble, the brush going outside the line.

“I’m going to fuck you now.”

She made the smallest of nods and carried on.

My fingers ran down her body, over the muscles of her chest, and down to her sweats. If she wanted, she could have stopped me easily, overpowered me. But that transfer of power and control was part of her kink.

With a swift tug, her sweatpants hit the floor. I smirked as my fingers failed to find panties, instead discovering her clean shaved pussy, soaked and dripping.

Was she the type that wanted it fast and hard? Or slow and deep? If this went well, then I would have the chance to find out, I thought, but for now I had to just do what felt right.

I withdrew my hand and unzipped my jeans, pulling my belt free and letting my jeans drop down.

“Brush down, hands behind your back.”

She let out a little surprised sound, but complied straight away.

I looped my belt round her wrists and held them tight behind her, keeping her physically as well as mentally under my control.

I led her over to the bed and told her to kneel down, then bent her forward till she sat there, head down, ass up, open and ready for me.

“What do you want?” I asked her, putting the tip of my cock against her folds.

She mumbled something into the mattress

“What was that?” I asked, slapping her ass.

“I want you to fuck me.” she moaned.

“No. I think you want something more than that. What is it that you really want?”

Her body seemed to shake and I could feel her trying to press back, to get me inside her.

“I want you to come inside me, fill me with your cum and get me pregnant. I want you to fuck me again and again till I’m leaking your cum.”

My cock pushed into her and I nearly gasped at how tight she was. It wasn’t going to be a challenge to get me to pour myself into her.

“And when can I fuck you?” I asked, pressing into her as far as I could go, holding it there so that she felt how much I was pulsing.

“Anytime you want. Whenever, wherever. You have free use. Just use my cunt whenever you like.”

My cock twitched inside her and I started to slow fuck her.

“I think you’re on the edge of coming, am I right?” I asked.

Her moans confirmed my guess.

I leaned down and put my lips next to her ear.

“Good little breeding toy.”

That was it, just enough to set her off. I could feel her tighten around my cock and she let out a howl of pleasure that filled the room. Her orgasm went on and on, yet I kept still, letting her ride it out.

When she tired herself out and the only sound she was making was the sound of her ragged breath, I whispered something else to her.

“Now I’m going to breed you hard.”

With a pull, the belt came free from around her wrists and she steadied herself as I plunged into her so hard that she grabbed the edge of the bed. The curve of my cock seemed to be hitting just the right part of her as she was groaning and gasping and begging me to fill her.

I never wear condoms with Ivy. We’ve both been tested, and she’s on the pill, so it’s never been a thing. But knowing that when I came inside Violet, I could quite conceivably get her pregnant, it gave me a thrill and I understood her kink for the first time. Each thrust could change a life, and for her, that was unbelievably sexy.

I reached round and cupped her breasts, pulling her up so she was leaning back against me, my cock as deep into her as it would go. She was panting as I squeezed her tits and kissed my way along her shoulder.

“Fuck yourself on my dick. I want you to come for me as I fill you with cum. Can you do that?”

“Oh, fuck yes,” she groaned and started moving up and down my shaft, her hand slipping up and around my neck to hang on. I saw her eyes had closed, and she was completely lost in the act, aware of nothing but my voice and the hardness filling her up and giving her what she needed.

“Please, please give it to me,” she whispered, and it made my cock throb. “Make me your pregnant breeding toy.”

I seemed to blank for a second and then I was coming, over and over again, as she worked my shaft with her pussy, not stopping, not resting until she had taken every single drop from me. Her orgasm this time was not as violent, but I could feel her shaking and slamming herself down against me.

Gently pushing her forward, I slid out of her, milky white cum leaking from her pussy. She reached back and scooped up the drops, rubbing them against her pussy as her eyes shut.

“Mmmm, not a drop wasted,” she giggled.


Chapter Six


A few days later, we were snuggled up in bed when the inevitable conversation cropped up.

“So, what happens if you get pregnant?” I asked.

Violet paused from kissing my fingers and looked at me.

“I say thank you for getting me pregnant and then you fuck me again.”

“Yeah, I mean I get that. But if I get you pregnant…” I started, but her hand came up and a finger covered my lips.

“You won’t know. Sure, you’ll be able to see I’m pregnant, but you won’t know it’s you. I have a few guys, enough to know that I have no clue who it would be. I’m not looking for you to be my husband or boyfriend. And if I do get pregnant, then that’s something I want to do myself. So don’t worry, just enjoy the sex.”

I thought about it and nodded. It was her decision, both on who she slept with and what she would do if she got pregnant.

“We good?” she asked.

“Yeah, we are. Now roll over. I want to use you.”

“Oh. Are you going to breed me?” she grinned, her eyes lighting up.

“Get on all fours and find out,” I replied.

She scrambled to get on her knees and looked back at me expectantly as I moved behind her.

I ran my fingers down her spine, over her muscled back and down to her cute ass which I gave a little smack.

Her pussy was already wet, and I slid into her easily, just putting my tip inside her. I had already worked out that she got really turned on by this, the anticipation of me plunging all the way into her. And the risk that if I came, it might leak out and she might lose her precious cum.

“What do you want?” I asked her and pressed into her, just enough for me to feel her tightness around me.

“I want you to breed me.”

It was a familiar conversation between us. Making her say what she wanted always got her going.

Slowly pulling out, I gently slapped my cock against her pussy. She moaned in frustration that I was no longer in her, but also at how good it felt to have my hardness slapping against her.

“Are you going to be a good breeding toy?” I growled at her, grabbing her by the shoulder and rubbing my tip against her clit, feeling her legs shaking.

“Yes, for you. Please, fuck me,” she begged.

My cock sank all the way into her and then I fucked her, deep and fast. I wasn’t trying to last. I know that the one thing that would give her the most pleasure, even more than her coming herself, was if I came in her, the quicker the better.

“Now, tell me what it is you really want. I want you to say it out loud.”

She let out a moan and pushed herself back onto me, desperately trying to fuck herself on my cock.

“I want you to breed me hard and fast, use me like a toy. I want you to pump your cock into me and fuck me hard until you can’t take it anymore. And then I want that thick white cum of yours spurting into my pussy and getting me pregnant. I want to scream your name and know that you just got me knocked up. I want you to fill me with all your cum and not stop till you have no more cum to give. And I want it all now.”

All the way through her speech I sped up, harder and faster, battering into her. My cock was pulsing, and I knew I was going to come.

“Mmmmm, then I better give you exactly what you want,” I grunted and exploded inside her, not stopping till her pussy was full.
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And that was how it went for a month or so.

I was in her studio, naked, posing for her. She had been painting me on and off for a week and hadn’t let me see the portrait yet, but instead insisted that I strip each time and lean against the wall, stroking myself hard.

“Don’t get too carried away,” she said, flashing me one of her smiles. “We don’t want you coming and wasting all of that wonderful spunk.”

I slowed my stroking and squeezed my cock, the red tip throbbing. I knew that she enjoyed seeing it like that, comparing it to her Imperial Red paint.

“There, it’s done,” she said eventually and stepped back, taking it in like it was the first time she had seen it.

“Do I get to see it now?” I asked, stopping strokes.

“No, not yet. But you do get something.”

She pulled her t-shirt off and walked towards me, reaching out to take my hands as I pulled her in close. As I covered her neck with kisses, she reached down and wrapped her fingers around my shaft.

“You like my tits, don’t you?” she asked innocently.

She knew the answer. I played with them all the time, kissed them and squeezed them and ran the sharp edge of my teeth over her nipples.

“Would you like to come over them?” she asked.

Since we had been together, I had only ever come inside her. She wanted all my cum inside her, not a drop wasted, just like she had said the first time.

And then I suddenly realized why she was asking.

“You’re pregnant?”

She nodded and stroked faster, her hand slipping up and down the full length of my shaft.

“I found out yesterday. I’ve decided that I’m going to stop seeing my guys, easier for them, easier for me. But I thought you might like a little treat for our last time together.”

Her being pregnant, her splitting up with me, even her having to change her life and face the future, it all flashed through my mind. But her other hand was now cupping my balls and squeezing as her thumb rubbed against the tip of my cock. Any chance of thinking about anything slipped away, and she had me spinning as she knelt before me and looked up.

“Do you want to put your dick between my breasts and fuck them till you spurt all over them? I’ll even suck your cock clean after, swallow that lovely cum all the way down.”

She cupped her breasts and licked her lips. It should look ridiculous and cliche but it was one of the sexiest things I had ever seen.

Wrapping my fingers round my shaft, I pressed myself against her chest. She giggled and pressed her breasts together, only just big enough for me to feel them on either side of me. It made me want to fuck them harder.

She slid herself up and down, the friction against my dick delicious. Her face had a delighted look on it and I realized that this might be the first time she had done something like this in a long time.

“I want to fuck your mouth,” I gasped.

She nodded and leaned back, letting me take control. My hands slipped into her hair and guided her down till her lips were almost touching my cock.

“When was the last time you let a guy come in your mouth?”

Her tongue flicked out and licked the pre-cum leaking out of my throbbing cock.

“Never. You’re going to be the first.”

The tip parted her lips, and she grabbed my legs for support, moaning as I thrust into her and held myself there, throbbing in her throat.

“Well then, I better make sure it’s a memorable experience.”

I pulled her hair into a ponytail and held her head steady as I thrust into her mouth, slow deep movements that made her groan. And on the fourth thrust, she reached down and rubbed her clit through her sweatpants.

“That’s it. Get yourself nice and wet. I might even let you come if you do a good enough job.”

Violet’s eyes flicked up and locked with mine as I fucked her lips and called her a good girl. That earned me a groan and her eyelids flickered.

“Are you going to swallow it all down?” I asked.

She moaned a yes against my dick.

“Do you want it harder?”

Again she moaned a yes, and it sent shivers of delight through my body.

“Mmm fuck. I’m close.”

I could see that there was a nice wet patch on her sweats now where she had been rubbing, and her eyes were now fully shut. I didn’t need to guide her head. She was bobbing up and down the length of my shaft and trying to get more and more of me inside her.

I’m not sure which one of us came first. It might have been her orgasm making her shake that made me fuck her throat quicker and spurt load after load of cum in her mouth, or it might be have been me coming that made her body quiver and her hand rub faster until her entire body rocked as wave after wave of pleasure hit her.

All I know is that both of us came hard and clung on to each other to stop from collapsing.

I slipped out of her mouth and got down on the floor with her, holding her in my arms as she shuddered and leaned into me. I could see she was spacing out and had lost herself in bliss.

Carefully, I picked her up and carried her to the bed, placing her down gently. The blanket was barely big enough to cover us as I climbed in behind her and wrapped her in my arms.

“That was good,” she whispered, the first noise she had made since coming.

Leaning in, I kissed the back of her neck and along her shoulder.

“Yes, it was”

“Hehe. I could get used to swallowing cum,” she said as she pressed herself back against me, giving me a little wiggle that made my cock twitch.

“Maybe that’s your new kink?” I suggested and pulled her against me.

Her breathing had gotten slower and I could feel her body relaxing. I knew that she wouldn’t be awake for long.

“Maybe it will,” she said, and fell asleep.

Before my eyes closed, I glanced over at the canvas and at last saw the portrait she had done of me. It was abstract and colorful, but seemed to be full of mystery and darkness. It appeared to be something that at first glance was easy to work out, but contained so many hidden depths.

Only Violet could have painted something like that.
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I didn’t hear from her for a week or so, and my free use with Ivy kept me busy, but I occasionally thought of Violet and wondered how she was getting on.

And then I get a text asking me to pop round to her house.

“Come round, bring biscuits. I want to introduce you to someone.”

When I knocked on the door, she answered it straight away. We went through to her studio and I realized that I had never been anywhere else in her house. What mysteries had I missed out on?

When I walked in, there was another woman in the room. She looked young, about early twenties, but she dressed like a teenager. Her t-shirt was covered in Japanese cartoon characters and she was wearing a pink skirt. Her hair in pigtails made her look even younger.

“This is Lily. She’s one of my sisters, my youngest one actually. She’s only twenty. I think that now you have a little more time on your hands, what with not fucking me, you might want to spend some time with her.”

Lily giggled and blushed, and the flash of red on her face made her look really cute. I felt myself getting hard at the idea of making her giggle like that again.

“I know you’re learning about all sorts of kinks,” said Violet. “What do you know about being a Daddy Dom?”

Not a lot, was my immediate thought.

But then Lily stood up and skipped over to me and pressed herself against me, whether by accident or design, her hand brushing against the bulge in my jeans.

“Oh...are you going to be my new Daddy?” she asked.

The End of Seeding Violet


Chapter Seven - Deflowering Lily


I opened up the door, stepped through, and closed it quietly behind me. Up ahead, I could hear talking and I wondered who else was here. Ivy rarely ever had any visitors, except for me.

Not that it mattered. I was still going to get what I came for.

She was in the kitchen with our friend Violet. As soon as they saw me, they stopped what they were doing and rushed over and I got a hug from both of them.

“Want some wine? I was just getting Violet some grape juice.” Ivy asked as she stepped back from our embrace.

“Oh, thanks. That would be nice,” I said, giving Ivy a kiss on the side of the neck as she poured some out for me. Taking the offered glass from her, I took a sip and then placed it on the counter. Then I grabbed Ivy by the hips, turned her around, and flipped up her sundress, pulling her panties down till they fell to the floor.

“Violet was just round telling me how the doctor visits are going,” Ivy said, bracing herself as my hand slipped over her pussy, rubbing at her folds and feeling the first hit of wetness coating my fingers.

A couple of months back, I had gotten into a free use relationship with Ivy. Basically, I could use her sexually whenever I wanted: no matter what she was doing, she would let me fuck her while trying to continue with whatever she had been up to when I arrived. It was a kink I had never heard of before meeting her, but it was something I was very much into now.

The reason Violet was talking about visiting the doctor was because recently she had gotten pregnant. There was a chance that I was perhaps the father, but to her, that was unimportant. We had been in a free use/breeding relationship for a while, but that had stopped when she found out that she was pregnant. We were still friends, but she didn’t want to know who the dad was, wanting to raise the child on her own.

I pulled my hand back and slapped Ivy on the ass, nice and hard so that it made her groan. Then I unzipped my jeans, knowing that the sound of the zip going down would make Ivy fuzzy. She’s so used to being fucked after hearing it that it gets her wet just from the noise.

“Everything OK then?” I asked Violet, as I pulled my cock out and stroked it to full hardness. Violet knew about my relationship with Ivy and wouldn’t even raise an eyebrow at me fucking Ivy in front of her.

“Oh yeah. All the check-ups have been good and now that the morning sickness has stopped, I think it’s going as well as I could hope.”

I had heard she had suffered badly with that and was glad that it was over.

Rubbing the tip of my cock against Ivy’s pussy got a little gasp from her, but she was looking at Violet, trying to follow along with the conversation.

Violet leaned back against the counter and sipped her drink.

“What about you? Ivy was telling me that the two of you are going to see Bartok’s Daughter in concert. Is that your first proper date?” she asked.

I reached round and gave Ivy a slap on her breast, causing her to press back. As she did, I pressed my cock against her folds and slipped into her.

When I slapped her other breast, I could feel her pussy clenching on my shaft. We had only discovered recently that she was into a little pain in our play, so a few slaps had started sneaking into our free use.

“I’m not sure if it’s a date,” I replied, slamming my cock into Ivy. “Is it a date?”

Ivy nodded a yes, but her head was so far down that I could barely see it.

I stepped back slightly so that I almost slid out of her, just leaving the throbbing tip to tease her.

“I asked you a question, Ivy.”

Violet was grinning as she sipped on her grape juice. I wondered how she felt watching me fuck another woman, but then I remembered about Lily and realized that she was totally OK with it.

“Yes. Date,” moaned Ivy and I rewarded her by pushing deep inside her tightness and using her roughly.The harder I slammed into her, the more she moaned.

“Do you like Violet watching us? Letting her see what a dirty slut you are for me?”

That got a giggle from Violet, who was already well aware of how dirty Ivy was.

“Yes. Dirty. Like being watched,” groaned Ivy.

“I think you need to get down on the ground and show her what a good cock sucker you are.”

She complied straight away as I pulled out of her, dropping to her knees and wrapping her hand around my shaft. Without a thought, she slipped her lips over the tip and sank her mouth down till she reached the base, before coming back up and gasping for air. Then she started stroking me in a steady rhythm while sucking the head.

“She’s a good, obedient girl, don’t you agree, Violet?”

Violet smiled and reached out, putting her hand on the back of Ivy’s head and pushing it so that my dick slipped deeper into Ivy’s mouth. “Oh yes, she’s a good little free use cock sucker. I hope you’re going to reward her with a nice load of cum?”

Something about the casual way she said it just set me off, exploding in Ivy’s mouth and pumping load after load between her lips. The sounds of Ivy’s happy moans floated up to me and as I pulled out of her mouth I heard her whisper a little, “Yes.”

Violet reached down to rub a finger over Ivy’s lips, scooping up some of the cum, then licked her finger clean.

“I may not get to drink wine at the moment, but that doesn’t stop me from tasting some good things.”
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Violet stayed for a little while after and we chatted about ideas she had for baby names. She had settled on Rowan for a boy or Ashley for a girl. Ivy had been the one to suggest Ashley and was delighted that it might get used.

Eventually Violet’s Uber arrived, and we waved her off before going back inside and settling down with the remains of the bottle of wine.

Ivy was snuggled up next to me, her leg lifted over mine so that I had free access to her pussy, which I was gently rubbing.

“Oh, before you arrived, Violet was asking me how you were getting on with her sister Lily, but I said that you haven’t told me yet how that’s going.”

My middle finger dipped inside her, making her eyelids flutter.

“Do you want me to tell you about me fucking Lily, while I finger you?” I asked.

Her hand went over mine, pressing my finger deeper into her.

“Yes. Tell me all the filthy things you two have been up to.”

Turning to kiss her on the lips, I slipped two more fingers into her, making her eyes roll back in her head.

“OK,” I said. “So our first real time together was last week….”


Chapter Eight


I switched off the car engine and sat there for a few seconds. Before going into the store I needed to think.

“Here we are Lily,” I said, turning to her.

She was wearing a white button-up shirt that was doing nothing to disguise the fact that she had no bra underneath, a plaid skirt that was very short, and her hair done up in pigtails.

I had to admit, she looked as sexy as hell, but I still felt uncomfortable.

“You OK?” she asked, in her sing-song voice.

Was I?

After we broke up, Violet had introduced me to her sister Lily, who was looking for a free use friend.. But as well as that kink, Lily was also looking for a Daddy Dom.

At the time, I didn’t know what that was, but seeing Lily dressed so young when we met, I quickly got the idea. Basically, she got a thrill out of dressing up young looking and calling her partners “Daddy”. She was a “little”, a submissive woman who liked getting taken care of by a paternal-acting Dom. She might have looked young, but she was twenty, well into the age of consent. Apparently a lot of women have this kink, she told me, allowing them to not have to worry about day-to-day adult things and instead let someone else make their decisions for them.

“I’m still having some problems with this,” I sighed. “I’m not sure if I’m cut out to be a Daddy Dom.”

Lily tilted her head and I could sense a change. Most of the time she acted little, but that didn’t mean she didn’t have an adult side.

“You’re cute, and you’re trying. I just want you to spend a little time with me and see how it goes,” she said, her adult voice sounding strange after hearing her excited teenager voice for so long.

I had to admit that I was certainly sexually attracted to her, but I was pretty sure I didn’t know how to act like a Daddy Dom. But I had come this far, so wanted to at least give it a try.

“OK, I can do that,” I said, smiling at her.

She grinned and leaned into me, her mouth so close to my ear that it gave me shivers.

“Is it all right if I call you Daddy?”

It was never something that anyone I had been with had called me, but I nodded a yes, cause I had gotten hard at her saying it. Something about the sweet way she said it but with an underlying sexuality, it really caught me by surprise.

We headed into the store and started searching around, because apparently she wanted to buy a stuffie or a toy pony. As we walked along the aisle, she took my hand and started skipping, drawing my eyes to her breasts bouncing up and down.

I had to admit, she looked pretty adorable and was obviously having a great time.

“Oh Daddy, look, STUFFIES.”

She let go of my arm and ran up to the toys and started pulling them off the shelf, giving each one a hug before putting it down on the floor and moving on to the next one.

“Got to find the softest one,” she laughed.

I leaned against the shelf and watched as she sank down to the floor, putting the cuddly toys around her.

“You’re going to get dirty on the floor,” I told her.

She looked up, a wicked look on her face.

“I thought maybe Daddy would like me dirty.”

There was no mistaking what she meant.

“Daddy, while I decide, can you find the ponies?”

I gave her a little nod and set out on my quest.

When I did eventually locate them, they were a few aisles away on a top shelf. It was just as well that she’d sent me to look, as she would have barely been able to reach them.

So, do I take her some or should I bring her here? I thought.

Then suddenly I heard a high-pitched noise and knew it was her crying out.

Running into the aisle, I could see her cowering up against the shelves and some little weaselly looking dude standing over her. Even from a few paces away, I could see she was terrified and it certainly didn’t look like an act.

“Hey, what the fuck is going on here?” I asked, sprinting up and putting myself between her and the guy.

I could see the lecherous look on his face as he looked her up and down.

“Hey, it’s not my fault. It’s her dressing like that. I just saw her sitting there, looking all slutty. So I told her I wanted to take her outside and fuck her. She got all upset when I grabbed her arm and she started freaking out.”

I could feel Lilly stepping behind me and putting her head on my back, her body shaking.

“And you thought, what, that it was perfectly OK to do that?” I asked him, trying to hold back my anger.

He tried to lean around me, but I stepped in front of him, keeping myself between them.

“Well, look at her, a grown woman acting like that…” he started, but it was cut off when I grabbed his throat and lifted him up.

“You are going to shut your mouth. See how scared she is? You did that. So I am going to put you down, and you are going to apologize to her and then fuck off, or we are going to have trouble.”

For a moment I thought he was going to argue, but he gave a brief nod of his head and I could tell he was terrified. Prepared to give it, but not take it.

I dropped him down and he gasped for breath, bent over with his hands on his knees.

“Now, what do you have to say to her?” I asked.

“Sorry.”

“Speak up,” I said, leaning towards him.

“I’M SORRY,” he shouted, running away down the aisle and nearly slipping over as he went round the end.

Quickly, I turned round and kneeled down in front of Lilly. I’m not sure why I did it, it just seemed the right thing to do.

“Are you OK?” I asked.

She had been crying but was trying to hold it in. She wasn’t acting like a kid, she was genuinely upset. Not surprising with some random guy shouting at her for no reason.

“Yes,” she said in a little voice.

“It’s OK. He’s gone. And he’s not coming back,” I said, standing up

She suddenly stepped forward and put her arms around me, snuggling into me. We stayed like that for a few moments before I became acutely aware that other shoppers were watching.

“Lilly?”

She stepped back.

“Yes, Daddy?”

“Did you find a stuffie that you wanted?”

She nodded her head and reached down to pick up a little white polar bear.

“This one. He’s soft and nice.”

I took the bear off her and held her other hand. Normally, I would have put the other toys away, but I could tell that she was still upset.

“You want to come with me and see the ponies?” I asked.

She sniffed and rubbed her eyes, then nodded, so I led her to where I had found them.

Her face lit up when she saw them, running up to them and giving out a delighted yelp. And then suddenly she started jumping up and down. I felt slightly ashamed that I once again watched her breasts bouncing.

“Oh, Daddy. Please, can you hand me that?”

She was pointing at a big stuffed toy version of one of the vinyl ponies.

“This one?” I asked, pulling it down.

“YEAHH. I’ve been looking for a rainbow pony for ages.”

She grabbed it and gave it a big hug, and for the first time I saw she was still shaking a little.

“Are you OK, Lilly?” I asked.

“Yeah, Daddy. Just… the bad man made me sad. Then you found this for me and it made me happy again.”

For some reason, the heartfelt tone of her voice made my heart ache.

“I’m glad you’re happy, Lilly,” I said, and meant it.
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I bought the two stuffies for her, and we went back to the car. She said that she could have bought them with her “pocket money”, but it seemed to me like the right thing for a Daddy to do. And besides, it made her smile.

As we drove back to her house, she was quiet. I kept looking over at her, but she was playing with her new toys and seemed happy enough.

About halfway back, she turned to me.

“Thank you for being a good Daddy.”

It caught me a little by surprise.

“Oh, you’re welcome. I was just doing what I thought was right, making sure you were OK,” I said.

I nearly jumped when she slipped her hand over my jeans, rubbing at my crotch.

“That’s what Daddies do, look after their girls. And now I want to look after you.”

Her fingers started popping open the buttons on my jeans.

“You don’t have to do that, Lily...”

Her fingers slipped inside and squeezed me through my boxers. Without even noticing, I had gotten hard and the press of her fingers was making my cock throb.

“I know I don’t, but you made me feel good. So I want to do the same for you.”

I tried to concentrate on the road ahead as she pulled the waistband of my boxers down, letting my cock spring up. Her hand felt cold as it wrapped around me and the first gentle strokes made a moan escape from my mouth.

“Fast or slow?” she asked.

“Slow,” I heard myself say, without even thinking.

Her strokes were slow but firm, squeezing me at the base and light and soft at the tip.

“Like that?” she asked, leaning over and kissing the side of my neck.

“Yeah, like that,” I said quietly, trying to keep my mind on the driving.

“Good. I like making my Daddy happy.”

Then, with a little giggle, she dropped her head down and took me in her mouth.

It was sloppy and fast and I’m pretty sure she was nearly gagging from how deep in her throat I went, but the intensity and enthusiasm of it nearly tipped me over the edge.

I swerved into the driveway of her house and slammed on the brakes.

“Lily, get the front door open now.”

She grinned and jumped out of the car, taking her stuffies with her. I quickly tucked myself back into my jeans and buttoned them up. If it had been darker, I would have just risked it, so desperate was I to have her.

I caught up with her just as she opened the door and scooped her up into my arms, carrying her to her bedroom and dropping her down onto her feet. She opened the door and pulled me inside.

It was the first time I had been in her room and it took a few seconds to take it all in. Lots of bright pink, stuffies everywhere, and a glass shelf unit full of vinyl ponies.

My mind snapped back to the situation when Lily pulled my jeans open again and fished out my still-hard cock, looking at it like it was a candy treat.

“Are you going to make me happy again?” she asked, fixing me with her big eyes.

“Get your panties off now,” I growled, pulling down my jeans and boxers.

She giggled and held her hand up to her mouth, like a naughty girl.

“But I don’t have any panties on.”

As if to prove it, she lifted her skirt and flashed me, giving me just enough time to see her shaven pussy before the skirt dropped again.

I reached out and grabbed her shirt, pulling it open, buttons flying everywhere, and clamped my mouth over her breast, sucking it hard. My hand slipped between her legs and found her wetness, her pussy dripping and ready for my fingers to slide into her.

“Ohhhh,” she moaned in surprise as my teeth grazed over her nipple.

I lifted her up and carried her over to the bed, throwing her down on it and knocking the carefully placed stuffies onto the floor.

“Naughty Daddy, making a mess.”

She giggled and pretended to be shy, covering her breasts with one hand, the other slipping over her skirt.

“Open your legs, Lily,” I commanded her.

“Yes, Daddy.”

She spread her legs and lifted her skirt, like she was making an offering.

“Like this?” she said coyly.

I climbed onto the bed and grabbed her legs, lifting them up and apart, leaving her pussy fully on display.

“Yeah, like that. Now, I’m going to ask once, do you want this?”

Lily rested her head back on the pillow and smiled.

“I’ve been wanting it all day. Fill me up and make me yours,” she said, her adult voice sneaking back in.

Suddenly, I realized that I needed a condom. My time with Violet had got me so used to not wearing protection that I had forgotten all about it.

She must have been able to read the look on my face.

“It’s OK. I’m on the pill. Violet is the only one in our family who wants to be pregnant.”

Relief flooded me. I hadn’t wanted to stop to go get a condom, but I would have, as she had gotten me so worked up that I needed to be inside her.

My cock rubbing against her pussy had her gasping and as I pushed into her, she smiled and her eyes shut.

“So big,” she whispered.

I leaned forward and kissed her, feeling her legs wrapping around me and drawing me in. Her lips tasted of strawberries and I suddenly remembered her putting on lip balm in the car earlier.

“You like the way your girl tastes?” she asked.

The gentleness of the question made me thrust into her even harder.

“Are you my girl?” I growled in her ear.

She nodded her head.

“I asked you a question. Are you my girl?” I asked.

I brought my hand up and squeezed her breast, getting a moan from her.

“Yes. I’m your good girl.”

That made me want her more, wanting to hear her come for me and cry out my name.

“Umm…” she whispered.

I slowed down and looked at her. Her eyes had flicked open and once again she looked shy.

“What’s the matter?” I asked, genuinely worried something was wrong.

“Umm, do I have permission to come?”

My mouth covered hers and I kissed her deeply, feeling her body shaking under me as I slowed my thrusts into her, making sure each one filled her as much as possible.

Breaking the kiss, I said, “Yes, my good girl. You can come.”
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Ivy let out a gasp and came hard, her pussy clenching on me.

Throughout the story I had been rubbing her clit and sliding my two fingers inside her, going slowly till I reached the part where I got into bed with Lily, then fingering her hard.

“Oh fuck,” she groaned, her arms reaching out and going around my neck, pulling me down to kiss her.

“Did you like that story?” I asked as my lips met hers.

She nodded, kissing me hard, not breaking for breath until the last moment and then gasping for air.

“Fuck, that was hot. As soon as you asked her if she was your girl, I knew I was going to come.”

I reached down and pulled my jeans open.

“Do you want to be my girl?” I asked her.

“Yes. Please.”

“Do you want me to fuck you and make you beg for permission to come?”

She groaned and nodded her head, desperately reaching down to free my cock.

I guided the tip of my cock against her and teased her with it. But we both knew I was going to fuck her. And when I did thrust into her, she was rewarded with a, “Good girl.”


Chapter Nine


A week later, I turned up at Lily’s to take her to the cinema and found out she was running late.

“Sorry, I got all confused about the time and can’t find my keys. You’re not mad at me, are you?”

I shook my head. It was hard to be mad at her when she looked so cute. She had a blue top on with a white collar, a plain white skirt, tiny socks and gym shoes. Her hair in a braid down her back made her look even more adorable. There was something naval about the top and the whole thing together made her look a little like an anime character.

“Of course not. Now find your keys and let’s go.”

She gave me a nod and a smile and ran across the room, kneeling down and searching through a pile of stuffies.

I sat down on the edge of the bed and thought about how quickly this had all become normal to me. Taking Lily out, holding her hand, helping her with things she struggled with and making her feel like she had someone there to protect her.

It wasn’t like she couldn’t protect herself. When she was more “adult” she was a fully capable woman who was smart and knew her mind. It was just that having someone looking after her made her feel happy.

Glancing at my watch, I realized I had been sitting there for five minutes, so I looked over at Lily to see what was taking so long.

Instead of looking for her keys, she had pulled out some stuffies in a circle and was playing with them. I had seen her do this before, sitting in the middle of them and making them talk to each other in the cute voices that she gave them.

But we were on a schedule and didn’t have time for this messing about.

“Lily. Keys.”

I could see her jump in surprise and she turned around to look at me.

“Oh. Yeah. Was just talking to my stuffies, seeing if they knew where they were.”

I sighed. As adorable as she was, sometimes getting her to do stuff quickly could be a pain.

“Ohhh Daddy, look.”

She had found a tiara and put it on her head, smiling at me.

“Look, I’m a little princess. You may bow.”

Another look at my watch showed me that if we didn’t rush, we would miss the start of the film.

“We don’t have time for this. Look for your keys.”

She gave me a sad look and turned back to her pile of toys and leaned forward, her head all the way down. From that angle, her skirt hardly covered her ass and I could plainly see she didn’t have panties on. Not only that, but she was rubbing her pussy.

Watching for a few seconds, I could see her fingers slipping through her folds and sliding inside her. I wasn’t sure if she knew I was watching until she reached back with her other hand and pulled her skirt up so I could see everything.

“Daddy, I can’t find my keys. You should come over here and help me look”

I could feel myself starting to stand but then thought, “No, I’m in charge here.”

“Lily, come here. Now.”

She stopped rubbing and pushed herself up onto her knees. As she stood up, she looked at me with an expression that was half hopeful, half worried.

“OK,” she said nervously, and walked over in front of me.

Quickly, I reached forward and grabbed her, pulling her over onto my knees.

“OOOhhh,” she gasped as I pulled up her skirt and put my hand on her ass.

“I told you to look for your keys, not play with your toys. And then you started playing with yourself. So now…”

I paused for a second and then slapped her ass nice and hard.

“You get punished.”

She moaned as my hand came down again and hit her on the other side of her ass. Both slaps had been hard enough to leave a little red mark.

“So, do you need more punishment?” I asked, leaning down a little to hear her reply.

“Yes,” she said in a tiny voice.

I gave her a quick slap.

“What was that, Lily?”

My hand slipped between her legs, rubbing over her pussy. It could have been from her playing earlier, but she was soaked, and I was pretty sure the punishment had something to do with it.

“Yes, Daddy, I need to be punished.”

I slipped two fingers inside her, deep enough to make her groan, then rested my thumb against her asshole.

“Why are you getting punished?” I asked her.

She mumbled something, so I pulled my hand from her pussy and gave her another slap.

“Umph. Cause I was a bad girl and was wasting Daddy’s time.”

“And?” I asked

“I was being slutty trying to get daddy to come and fuck me.”

I pulled her back up onto her feet and turned her around to look at me.

“Lily, go back where you were, take your top off, then get down on all fours facing away from me.”

She rushed across the room, pulling at her top and throwing it on the floor. Then she started to take her shoes off.

“No, leave those on, and your skirt,” I commanded.

As soon as she was on all fours, I stood up and removed my belt and pulled my jeans open. Three big steps and I was behind her and my jeans were off and discarded on the floor.

“I’m going to use you now.”

We had done some free use already, but she was still not used to it when little, so I told her every time, helping her get into the mindset.

“Yes, Daddy,” she sighed happily.

Getting down on my knees, I stopped for a moment and looked at her. Her cute little ass in front of me, her glistening pussy dripping, and her smile as she looked over her shoulder at me.

“Is this part of the punishment?” she asked.

Instead of replying, I grabbed one of her stuffies, the pony one that I had bought her.

“Here, snuggle this,” I said as I handed it to her.

She took it and wrapped her arms around it, sinking down and resting her head on it like it was a cushion.

I pulled down my boxers and took out my cock, fingers wrapping around the curve and stroking it as it reached full size. When I rubbed it against her folds, she sighed and pushed back against me.

“This doesn’t feel like punishment,” she said in a dreamy voice.

Reaching up, I wrapped my hand around her braid and pulled, sinking my cock into her as far as it would go.

“The reason it’s a punishment,” I said, raising my voice so she could hear me over her own moans, “is that I haven’t decided if I am going to let you come yet. I might just fuck your pussy and fill you up with cum and leave you all desperate and needy.”

I punctuated each word with a hard thrust, pushing her downwards. And each one made her groan as I filled her up.

“You’re a wet little girl today. Have you been thinking about me?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she replied in a quiet voice.

I slapped the side of her ass, hard enough to make her gasp, then again on the other side. “What were you thinking?”

Her words were hard to hear as her face was pressed up against her stuffie.

“Thinking about you sneaking into my room at night, waking me up as you pull my panties down, and saying you need to use me.”

She let out a sigh at the end, like she had confessed something and felt relief.

“And would you let me use you?” I asked.

Her hand slipped over her pussy and started rubbing, drawing even more moans from her.

“Yes, Daddy. Whenever, however you want. I’m yours.”

I could feel her body shaking below me and knew what that meant.

“No coming without permission,” I instructed her.

“Oh...”

I knew she couldn’t last, not with the pounding I was giving her.

“Daddy, can I come, please?”

“No kitten, not yet.”

Her moans got louder, and she started pushing back hard against me. Muffled moans floated up from where she had pushed her head against the stuffie, but with a pull of her braid, her head came up and I could hear every groan and gasp.

“Please, please, I need to come. Let me come. Oh please, I don’t want to come without permission. I’m a good girl. Your good girl.”

“Only mine?” I asked.

“Yes, only yours. Your good girl. Ohhhh….”

I felt that familiar pressure at the base of my shaft and could feel my body quivering.

“Good girl, come for me.”

It was like a floodgate had opened. She screamed out my name and came so hard that I thought she was going to pass out. Then thrust herself back against me, taking me as deep as she could, almost shouting, “Oh fuck, Daddy,” as she rode out her orgasm.

That was enough to tip me over the edge and I exploded inside her, my hands wrapping around her, over her breasts and pulling her up as I came again and again. Each fresh load teasing an “Oh god,” out of her.

“Are you going to be a brat in the future, or are you going to behave from now on?”

She struggled to speak but eventually managed an, “I’ll be good.”

A smiled, because neither of us believed it. Being a bratty girl got her too many orgasms to stop doing it.


Chapter Ten


I didn’t plan to fuck her in the middle of the mall. That was just the way it turned out.

We went there to go to Cosmic Clash, my local comic store. Lily had said she wanted to see more of my life, so I thought what better way than to show her my geeky side?

I don’t know if she had ever been to a comic store before, but she reacted like it was a candy shop, running up and down the aisles and picking up and looking at everything. Straight away, I knew I was going to have to get her at least a few vinyl figures and maybe a soft toy or two.

Max, the owner of the shop, looked on with an amused smile as I collected my weekly comics from him.

“Your friend seems to be having a good time,” he laughed.

“Yeah, she gets excited about new stuff. Especially new cute stuff.”

Lily ran up to me and slammed a fluffy koala bear down on the counter. I think it was something to do with a Korean band, but it was certainly cute and just the sort of thing she would like.

“Can I get this, please, please?” she begged, her big eyes looking up at me.

I laughed and ruffled her hair.

“Yeah, you can have it.”

And then, without thinking about it, she said, “Thank you Daddy,” and reached out and rubbed me through my jeans before running away.

I don’t think Max noticed it. At least he never said anything, because he had turned round and was getting comics out of my store box. But just her calling me Daddy in public and the rub of her hand had gotten me suddenly horny as hell.

“Max, can you keep my stuff here for a while? We need to pop out for a moment.”

“Oh sure,” he said with a salute, and went back to his box.

I walked up to Lily and took her hand, guiding her to the front door.

“I want to look at more stuff,” she said in a slightly disappointed voice.

“It’s OK, we’re going to come back here in a bit, but first we need to go do stuff.”

Once outside the shop, I looked around for somewhere we could go. Luckily, the mall was pretty empty so we could probably get away with a lot more than usual.

Over in the shade of the escalator, I spotted one of those old-fashioned photo booths. Dragging Lily along, I stepped inside with her and pulled the curtain shut.

“What’s going on, Daddy?” asked Lily, pushed up against me because of the smallness of the booth.

It was a rare day that she was wearing jeans, matched up with a tight white top that, if you really looked, you could see her nipples through. Quickly, I pulled the jeans open.

“Oh,” she exclaimed as I took her hand and slipped it into her jeans and down into her panties.

“Tell me how you feel,” I told her.

I could tell she was rubbing, both from the movement of her arm and from the way her eyes were flickering.

“Hot. Wet. All dizzy for you.”

“Good, just the way I like my girl. Now, do you remember you saying I had free use?” I asked.

She nodded, her hand still moving about in her jeans.

I pulled at her jeans, forcing them down so that they sat at her feet.

“What does it mean?”

She looked up at me and I could see she was concentrating hard, trying not to be distracted by what her fingers were doing.

“Means you can have me whenever, wherever, however you want,” she whispered.

“Turn around, bend over, one hand out leaning against the wall to steady yourself, do not stop rubbing,” I told her.

Then I undid my own jeans and pulled them and my boxers down.

“Now Lily, you are going to do something for me, understand?”

She nodded and made a little moaning noise.

“You are going to rub your clit as hard as you can and I am going to use you from behind. And you are going to come all over Daddy’s cock,” I said as I pulled her panties to the side.

“Oh god yes,” she breathed.

Her pussy was slick with wetness and I thrust inside her easily, going as deep as I could. I really wanted to fuck her long and hard, but knew that, being in public, it wasn’t going to happen. So instead I had to settle with making her cream over my dick quickly.

“What do you want, Lily?”

Already she was moaning loudly. If the mall hadn’t been so deserted, it might have been a problem.

“Want to come, want Daddy to use me and make me beg for it.”

I grabbed at the pretty ponytail her hair was in today and gently pulled it.

“And who is your Daddy?”

She tried to look over her shoulder at me, but the weight of my body slamming into her and my hand on her hair kept her in place.

“You are. Only you. Your girl.”

“Yeah, better be only mine,” I growled at her.

I reached forward and put my hand over hers, feeling her fingers moving frantically over her clit. For a moment, I thought about telling her to stop and wait, but I could hear the desperation in her moans.

“Kitten....” I whispered in her ear.

“Yes, Daddy?”

I thrust hard into her and exploded, filling her up. My hands on her hips, gripping her tight, I fucked her as hard as I could and emptied myself into her. Her yelps let me know she was coming as well and just spurred me on to use her harder.

Eventually we collapsed together, hot and sweaty, our mouths finding each other and kissing deeply as she turned to face me.The confines of the booth making it feel even more intimate, even though below the curtain anyone could have looked in.

Lily’s hands came up and held my face as she kissed me on the neck, tiny touches of softness working along to my throat. Then she reached down and slipped her hands around my shaft and softly rubbed as she kissed me.

“Daddy,” she said in a soft voice, as she moved her head to my shoulder. “You can do that anytime. Whenever you want me, just use me. I really like it.”

I crouched down and pulled her jeans back up.

“But Daddy, I’m full of cum. I’ll get my panties wet.”

I stood back up and gave her a kiss on the nose.

“Good. It can remind you of who your daddy is.”

She thought about that for a second, smiled, and then nodded.

“Ok. Can we go to the comic shop? I liked it there.”

I was filled with an overwhelming love for her, standing there with her face flushed from being used hard, yet wanting to know if it was OK to go shopping. The mixture of innocence and sexiness was really working for me and I knew that I needed to enjoy this for however long it lasted.


Chapter Eleven


“Daddy, we need to talk.”

Lily was standing in front of me, her hands on her hips and a serious look on her face.

I flashed her a smile and nodded for her to continue.

“This is serious,” she said. And I knew it was as she had stopped using her “little” voice. But it was hard to concentrate as she was wearing a Care Bear t-shirt and little black panties with “Lick here” written on them and up until a few minutes ago had been grinding against me.

“OK Lily, what’s up?”

She started pacing around in front of me and I admit I got a little distracted by her tits bouncing under her t-shirt.

“DADDY.”

I looked up and realized I hadn’t been listening to what she had been saying.

“OK, that’s it. I know how to make you focus.”

She slipped down onto her knees in front of me and rubbed her hand against my crotch.

“Maybe you’ll pay attention now.”

She was right. It certainly focused me on what she was doing.

“So, you know my sister is due soon?” she said, pulling open the buttons on my jeans.

I nodded, knowing that Violet had less than a month to go to her due date.

“Well, she’s going to need me to help her out.”

Her hand slipped into my boxers and pulled me out, her hand wrapping around my cock and stroking.

I could already feel myself drifting, the sensation of her fingers gently caressing me making my mind foggy. But when she gave my shaft a little slap, it brought me back round.

“So, I need to take a little break. Just till Violet is all set up and comfortable.”

I could feel a drop in my heart. I had grown to be really fond of Lily, maybe more than any of my recent partners. Not getting to see her would be a loss.

She could see my reaction and immediately started stroking harder, pulling me from my thoughts.

“Daddy. This is not goodbye, just a small break. And I know you have Ivy to keep you company.”

She leaned forward and sucked the tip of my cock into her mouth, leaving me a little breathless as she took more of me in her mouth. Her fingers pulled at my trousers and I had to shuffle a bit so she could pull them down.

“Is that OK?” she asked, pulling me from her lips.

“Of course it is, Lily. You help your sister. And let me know if I can help.”

I really meant it. I knew Violet wanted to go it alone as much as she could and didn’t want the potential fathers to feel like they needed to be involved, but I also knew that I was willing to give her any help that she needed.

She smiled and then licked the tip of my cock while she worked my shaft with her fingers, jerking quickly. There was nothing delicate about it. She was trying to get my cum.

“Daddy, can you do me a favor?”

I caught the naughty gleam in her eye, realizing that she was working me so hard to get me fuzzy and compliant. It was something I had done to her, made her desperate to come, and then slowed down so that she would be needy and obedient.

“Yes, Lily,” I moaned, desperately trying to thrust between her now motionless fingers.

“I am going to be busy, so I need someone to look after our pet. Could you do that for me?”

She squeezed me tightly and gave me one fast stroke.

“Oh fuck. Yeah. Yeah, I can look after your pet.”

I had no idea what pet she was on about, but would have said yes to anything right then.

I felt her tongue swirling against my tip, and my balls tighten.

“Oh FUCK,” I groaned as I came all over her face, spurting across her lips and tongue, moaning more as she squeezed and milked out every drop over her face. Instead of swallowing it, she let it drip down from her lips and onto her t-shirt, leaving spots of cum all over it. She made sure I was watching as her tongue flicked out and the biggest blob of cum slide from it and fell down slowly onto her breasts.

“Mmmmm, such a good Daddy.”

She pulled her t-shirt up and over her head, throwing it on the floor, then went back to rubbing my cock again, getting it back hard and throbbing.

“Now, I need you to do another favor for me. Can you put it inside me and make me come?”

It was another request that I was more than happy to agree to.

Later that night, after we had exhausted each other, we fell asleep in her bed.

Sometime after midnight, I felt Lily shaking me.

“What’s the matter?” I asked, trying to wake up.

“Daddy. I know you’re going to sleep with other women, like Ivy. I’m OK with that. Really. But…”

She paused and suddenly looked shy.

“What’s the matter, Lily?”

She lifted my thumb and slipped it in her mouth, sucking on it while looking down. I could tell she was trying to work out how to say what she wanted, but while feeling little, she was struggling with the words.

Eventually she pulled my thumb from her mouth.

“Don’t sleep with another little, please. I want to be your only little girl. Just like you are my only Daddy.”

I pulled her to me and kissed her gently, feeling her arms wrapping around me. I could feel the struggle she had in asking me and knew that it was from genuine emotion.

“I promise, Lily. You are my only little. I won’t be anyone else’s Daddy.”

She rested her head against me and a quiet, “Good Daddy,” floated up to me.

After a moment, she gently pulled back and started looking for something over the edge of the bed.

“What are you doing, Lily?”

She suddenly bounced back and thrust something at me. Looking down, I realized it was the pony stuffie that I had bought her.

“I want you to borrow this for when we are apart. If you miss your girl, you can give him a cuddle.”

“Won’t you need him?” I asked, feeling genuinely touched.

She looked at the pony and then gave it a kiss on the head, before thrusting it at me.

“I have lots of stuffies. Daddy should have one to keep him safe.”

I took the pony off her and rested it behind me, making sure she could see it was still there, guarding over us, then I pulled her in and kissed her softly.

“Back to sleep with you, little girl.”

She nodded and turned round, snuggling into me.

“Oh, you feel hard. Did I get you all worked up?” she giggled.

That damn giggle, so cute and sexy.

“Yeah, my little Lily got me hard again.”

Her hand reached back and squeezed me before guiding me against her.

“If you need to use your girl during the night, you don’t need to wake me. Just thrust in. You know I’m going to be wet for you.”

I growled in her ear.

“Sleep,” I commanded.

But both of us knew that during the night I would slide into her and wake her with a hard fucking.


Chapter Twelve


“Let yourself In, pet is in my room. Name is Rose, and she is well trained and will be no problem at all. Very affectionate and knows lots of cute tricks. Food and water three or four times a day. I have left instructions next to the cage.”

That was the text that Lily had sent me and as I stood outside her room, I suddenly realized that I had no idea what I had let myself in for. When she had mentioned a pet, I automatically thought of a cat as that seemed to me the obvious thing. In all the times I had been over, I had never actually seen a pet and thought that maybe it was out roaming around.

I let myself into her room and looked about. At the end of the bed, on the floor, was a large boxy shape, about three foot high, covered in a blanket. I knew it had to be the cage, but was surprised at the size of it.

Maybe it’s a dog, I thought, and a pretty big one. But if so, it was really quiet.

I walked over and lifted off the pack of instructions sitting on the top, three or four pages long. Then swiftly I pulled the blanket off to see what was underneath.

I was not prepared for what I saw.

I suppose In a way, I had been right: it was a cat. Of sorts.

Inside the cage was a naked woman, somewhere in her mid-twenties. Well, not completely naked; she had a plain black collar around her neck and a pair of kitten ears on.

As soon as the blanket came off, she sat up on her knees and smiled, pressing her face up against the cage.

“Ohhhh, hi.” she purred.

I was completely shocked and didn’t know what to say. After a moment I managed to say a, “Hi,” back.

The cage was big enough for her to move about in and she didn’t seem in distress, but from expecting a cat to… this… had been quite a leap for me.

“I… Umm....”

The words drifted off while I tried to think.

The girl in the cage smiled and tilted her head to the side, smiling and sticking her tongue out like an excited dog.

“I’m Rose. Lily and Violet are my sisters,” she said, reaching through the bars and rubbing her hand against me, moving up my inner thigh till it reached my crotch. “I’m going to be your free use pet for the next few weeks.”

Then she pulled back her hand and turned round in the cage, sticking her ass towards me. It was then that I saw the long tail attached to the butt plug she had inside her.

Oh God, what had I let myself in for?

The End of Deflowering Lily


Chapter Thirteen - Training Rose


I sat back on the sofa and looked at my kinda girlfriend, Ivy. We held the look for a few moments, then both turned and glanced across the room at the woman in the cage.

Yeah, this might take some explaining.

First, my girlfriend.

I had met Ivy through a new dating app that connected people into kink. Ivy’s kink is free use. And in case you don’t know what that is, like I didn’t, it means that whenever I want, I can use her sexually, no matter where she is and what she’s doing. She gets off on the feeling of being used and controlled, and I have to say it’s been something I’ve really gotten into.

The woman in the cage? That might take more explaining.

Ivy and I are not exclusive, and in fact she had taken it on herself to teach me about different kinks by introducing me to a friend of hers. Violet has a breeding kink, and I spent some very enjoyable time with her before she got pregnant. I may have been the father, although she did have a few playmates. She didn’t want any help with the birth or raising the child so we split up at her request. At that point, Violet introduced me to her sister, Lily.

Lily looks like your normal everyday twenty year old. But her kink is that she is a “little”. She acts like a young kid and needs to have a daddy Dom to protect and look after her. And when she misbehaves or needs calming down, she likes her “daddy” to fuck her hard.

At first I was unsure if it was going to be the kink for me, but then I came to understand that It really meant she needed someone who would help her, protect her, and love her, just in a different way from how most people do it. Not to mention that she knew how to wrap me around her finger.

And on one such occasion, she asked me for a favor. It seemed such a little thing, looking after her pet while she was busy. It seemed a strange request but I was happy to help her out.

It turned out that the pet she was referring to was her sister Rose. And by pet, she meant Rose had a serious pet play kink. When I went to pick Rose up to take her to my house to stay, she explained it all to me.

“I’ve always been really shy,” she said on the car journey. “I find it difficult to talk to anyone that I dont know or trust. This is the longest I’ve talked to a stranger in years. But both Violet and Lily trust you, so I trust you.”

“OK, but I’m really not sure about keeping you in a cage,” I said, glancing at her as I drove.

“You’re not doing it, I’m doing it. When I found I was into extreme pet play, certain things began to mean a lot to me, they made me feel safe. Like my cage, or my cat ears. But once I get to know you, I won’t be in the cage, I’ll hopefully be in your bed or at least at the foot of it, but either way it’s my choice.”

I nodded, not really understanding but knowing full well that the world is full of many different kinks.

We drove on in silence for a while before she turned to me.

“Just to set the record straight, this is a kink. I’ve had boyfriends that think it’s some type of mental trauma or a result of abuse in my past. It’s not. I had a fantastic childhood with loving parents and wonderful sisters. This is just a way that I overcame my shyness, to make me feel more myself.”

“OK,” I said, feeling a little better. I had wondered, but she certainly seemed to know her own mind, and Violet and Lily didn’t see the sort of people to let a family member do something harmful to her health.

When we got to my house, she leaned over and kissed me on the cheek.

“And I am very much looking forward to all this free use fun I have been hearing about.”

That had been the last thing she had said. As soon as we got in the house she had changed into her outfit and curled up on the floor, watching me setting her cage up for her. It was a bit of a struggle but I managed to eventually put it all together. And then when she got sleepy, she climbed into her cage and shut the door behind her, a smile on her face.

Which brought us back to the woman in the cage.

“So, this is Rose?” said Ivy. “Lily and Violet have both talked about her, but I’ve have never got to meet her.”

“Yeah, she’s the third sister. Apparently she doesn’t go out much;, she’s a... a house pet.”

Ivy giggled at the phrasing.

The whole thing was a strange situation for all of us and she was taking it really well.

Ivy stood up and walked over to the cage. Rose was asleep inside, a blanket wrapped around her..

“I know it’s weird…” I started but Ivy lifted her finger to her mouth, shushing me. Then she walked back over to me and sat back down on the sofa.

“Don’t want to wake her,” she said.

It was a pretty surreal situation.

We sat watching Rose for a few moments and then Ivy turned to me.

“So, she’s into this? Is it all her choice?”

“Yeah, I was unsure myself when I first met her, but we sorted all that out. She just likes to spend a few days a week as a pet and have her owner give her love and attention, and in return she likes to make sure her owner is fully satisfied.”

Ivy thought for a moment and nodded her head. She had seen a lot of kinks before and was never one to shame someone for what they liked. So I knew she would be OK with this once she got over the shock of seeing a cage in my house.

“Umm.”

Suddenly she looked shy and nervous.

“What is it?” I asked.

“You’ve had sex with her already, right?”

Ivy knew that as well as being a pet, Rose was also free use.

“Yeah, a couple of times,” I replied, wondering where this was going.

“Well, I kinda want to see you with her.”

This was a twist that I hadn’t seen coming and I had to admit that it got me pretty hard at the thought of her watching us.

“Well, it is her feeding time coming up.”

When I had picked up Rose, there had been a very detailed instruction plan for looking after her, typed out and left on top of the cage.. One thing that was very important was that she got fed at least three times a day.

I stood up and walked over to the cage, gently tapping on the side. It was enough to wake Rose up.

She was dressed in some cat ears, a far-too-small white t-shirt, and had a plug with a tail in her ass. Nothing else. She slowly stretched and sat up on her knees.

“Hey, Rose, time for a feeding.”

She looked wide-eyed and stuck out her tongue, then suddenly snapped her head to the side and stared at Ivy.

“Oh, don’t worry about her. That’s Ivy, I’m just showing her what a good little pet you are.”

Rose cocked her head to the side, studying Ivy, then smiled and turned round to face me. She leaned forward and stuck out her tongue again, this time while she was wiggling her ass.

“Do you want to come out or do you want it through the bars?” I asked.

Instead of answering, she pushed her face right up against the bars.

I unzipped my trousers and reached inside, pulling out my already-hard cock. I had been looking after Rose for a few days now and was fully aware of what a feeding entailed.

“Here you go, eat it up.”

As soon as I put my cock through the bars, Rose sucked it deep into her mouth. There was no foreplay, no teasing. She wanted my cum and would do whatever she needed to get it.

I gripped onto the bars to steady myself as she deep-throated me, slurping and sucking with such force that I didn’t think I could pull away even if I wanted to.

I always loved a needy girl, and her desperation for cum hit that kink. Seeing her looking up at me with her big eyes as she devoured me just made me want to keep doing this for hours on end.

Glancing over at Ivy, I could see she was captivated. She was rubbing one of her breasts through her dress, something she always did without thinking when she was turned on. Her eyes were locked on Rose and her feeding.

Suddenly I felt my trousers falling and realized that Rose had reached through the bars and pulled them open and tugged them down. Then her hand slipped into my boxers and squeezed my balls, massaging them as her head bobbed up and down the length of my shaft.

Oh fuck, I’m going to come. I’m going to give her exactly what it is she wants.

“Mmm, fuck. Head back, Rose.”

She immediately pulled back and stuck out her tongue as I sprayed her with cum. The cage rattled as I gripped it and shot my load over her face. And when I finished, she cleaned me up, sliding her mouth all the way down my shaft to make sure that she got every drop.

“Fuck,” moaned Ivy. “That was hot.”

I stepped away from the cage and pulled my trousers back up. Rose watched as I tucked myself away, then made a happy meowing nose before laying down and pulling the blanket up over her. I thought she might go back to sleep but instead she was watching Ivy with interest.

“The instructions say at least three times a day, but she’s up at the cage bars every time I walk past.”

Ivy suddenly realized she was rubbing her breast and stopped, her face flushing red. She looked so cute when she was embarrassed.

“And do you only use her mouth?” she asked.

I looked down at Rose and watched as she licked the cum from her face, using her fingers to push the harder to reach bits into her mouth.

“No, sometimes she will turn round and press herself up against the cage. The instructions said she’s on contraception, so she won’t get pregnant. Like Lily said, there’s only one sister in that family that wanted that.”

Ivy giggled at this.

“Does she ever come out of the cage?”

Rose looked up, a smile on her face. It was sometimes hard to remember that she was listening in on the conversation and perfectly understood everything we were saying.

“Yeah, I open the door for most of the day and she comes out. Usually to get snacks or something to drink, sometimes to curl up next to me at my feet. Sometimes to get extra feedings.”

I walked back to the cage and lifted the latch, letting it fall open. Rose gleaned at me then looked out the door, then lifted herself and crawled forward, out onto the carpet. First, she looked up at me, giving me a meow, then slowly crawled on all fours over to Ivy. You could tell that she spent a lot of time like that as her movement was fluid and comfortable. The motion of it was almost graceful.

With a happy purr, Rose leaned forward and licked Ivy’s hand, then gently rested her head against her. I watched amused as Ivy reached up and patted her head, then softly stroked her behind the ear.

“See, she’s a good little pet,” I said.

“Yes she is,” laughed Ivy. “Pretty little thing as well.”

That got a happy sound from Rose who gently nuzzled against Ivy’s legs, before reaching up and slowly pulling them apart, causing Ivy’s dress to ride up.

“Oh, what are you doing, Rose?” she asked, a little breathlessly, as Rose started licking up the inside of her thigh.

I moved nearer to the couch so I could get a better view, enjoying how flustered Ivy was getting.

“I think you know exactly what she’s doing. She’s trying to get another feeding.”

Ivy’s dress had rolled up so much that I could see her panties now, meaning that Rose had a magnificent view of them. As her tongue slowly licked higher, she hooked her fingers into them, then lifted her head and looked at Ivy eagerly.

“I think she wants permission,” I said, coming over to sit down next to them.

“Oh, yes,” said Ivy in a quiet voice.

Rose slowly pulled Ivy’s panties down until they fell to the floor. Then she gently pulled her legs forward, so that Ivy sank down onto the sofa, her pussy now right next to Rose’s face. With a gentle tilt of her head, Rose’s mouth closed over Ivy and I could hear a quiet lapping noise, like a kitten drinking milk.

Ivy’s body reacted immediately, her back arching and her eyes rolling back in her head. For all her experience, I knew she had never been with another women and it was one of the things on her sexual bucket list.

Patting Rose on the head, I leaned forward and kissed Ivy, a kiss that started softly but became deeper as she pressed against me. She whimpered into my mouth as Rose worked her magic on her and I could tell she was not going to last long.

Breaking the kiss, I stood up and got my throbbing cock out and guided it into Ivy’s mouth. I could feel her moans vibrating down my shaft and let my eyes shut as I settled into the rhythm of slow fucking her throat. I didn’t plan to come; it was more about making her feel used and wanted, but as soon as I felt her moaning against my cock I knew I was going to come again.

And I did, pulling out and splashing over her lips just as her orgasm from Rose’s attention hit her.

“Oh FUCK,” she gasped, her eyelids flickering like she always did when she came hard.

Rose’s head snapped up and spotted my cum over Ivy’s face. She sprang up, her naked body rubbing against Ivy as she climbed on her, and licked the cum up, before kissing Ivy deeply.

I leaned back against the sofa, watching the two of them kissing while I stroked my cock. A drop of cum leaked out and slowly slid down the side of my shaft. Somehow Rose spotted it and climbed off Ivy before kneeling down before me and taking me in her mouth, licking and sucking me clean.

Ivy shook her head as if to clear it.

“Yeah, if you don’t mind, I might move in for a few days and help you look after your pet.”


Chapter Fourteen


The next day I was working from home.

Ivy was out at her job, which just left me and Rose in the house. Rose had already had her first feed through the bars of the cage, a quick mouthful that Ivy had enjoyed watching. But since then Rose had been quiet, happily snuggled up in her cage.

As I typed away on the laptop, I heard a clicking noise and knew that it was Rose opening the cage door. I could hear her shuffling along the floor on all fours and a few moments later her head brushed against my leg.

“Hey Rose,” I said, reaching down and tickling her under the chin. “I’m a little busy at the moment. Help yourself to food.”

I expected her to head to the kitchen, but instead she crawled under my desk and sat in front of me. With a quiet meow, she reached up and rubbed my crotch.

“Oh, I didn’t mean that feeding. I meant proper food. I’m too busy to play at the moment.”

Her arms wrapped around my leg and she pulled it against her, rubbing her body up and down it. I looked under the table and saw her looking up at me, her mouth open and her tongue sticking out. Seeing that I was looking, she shot forward, almost hitting her head on the bottom of the desk, trying to get up to kiss me.

I moved my chair back to give her some room, but instead of bouncing up for the kiss, she grabbed onto my jeans and pulled them open. With a happy little meow, she grabbed them and yanked them down as best she could.

I was glad that the Zoom call I had been in earlier was finished.

“Rose, I really have a lot of work to do.”

Although you do look sexy as hell, I thought.

Just as I reached out to stop her, her head dropped straight onto my lap and she turned to the side, rubbing herself against me, her eyes closed and such a look of contentment on her face.

I paused, mainly because she looked so cute, but also because her face rubbing against my boxers was making my cock tingle. Just the idea of her mouth being so close was setting off little jolts of pleasure.

“OK, but just for a few moments.”

She purred and smiled, her eyes still closed. And then her hand came up and rested next to her face, right over my cock. With the smallest of movements, her fingers curled around it and gave me a little squeeze. Her eyes flicked open and her head slipped forward, just enough for her lips to touch against the material and her breath to warm me up. There was no doubt she could feel me getting harder.

“Someone is being a naughty kitten,” I said sternly, although the idea of a break from work and some fun sounded pretty good.

Rose shifted and sat back on her knees, her arms up like paws, then she lifted her t-shirt and let her breasts spill out. With a purr, she nudged my legs, opening them wide.

“Ok, I can see you’re not going to stop till you get another feeding,” I said, pulling my boxers down and taking out my rapidly-growing cock “So, open your mouth and…”

Before I could get the words out, Rose sprang up and straddled me, her mouth at my neck, covering it with kisses. She obviously had more than a blowjob in mind as she rubbed her wet pussy against my shaft, rolling her hips so that she slid against me. All previous thoughts went out of my head and suddenly I needed to be inside her.

I grabbed her by the hips, lifting her slightly, before thrusting up into her as I dropped her down onto my shaft. I don’t know how long she had been thinking about playing, but she was soaking wet and my cock slipped straight inside her.

“OK kitten, if that’s the way you want to play it.”

Feeling her wrapping her legs around me, I stood up and walked over to the wall, her body clinging to me. She was so tiny that I could carry her with ease and when I pressed her up against the wall, her feet wrapped around me, It was no effort to pin her there. All the time my cock was still inside her.

“I’m going to give you your feeding and then you’re going to leave me alone to work, right?”

She gave me a happy nod, her mouth open and her eyes wide.

Holding her in place, I slipped my hands down to hold her by her ass. Her cute big eyes were driving me crazy, and I suddenly felt like I had with Violet, wanting to breed her and fill her full of cum.

As soon as the thought was in my head, I was thrusting into her as hard as I could. Her hands reached up and held me by the shoulders, trying to steady herself as I slammed into her.

Her head slipped forward and rested against my shoulders, little yelps of delight floating up to me as I stretched her tight pussy.

“Was this what you needed?” I asked.

I could hear the growl in my voice that always seemed to come out when I was feeling Dom.

She lifted her head, her eyes unfocused and her smile wide. Managing a nod, she dropped her head back down and let out an, “Oh,” as I slowed down and turned my rapid thrusts into slow, deep ones.

I could feel my orgasm building, that familiar pressure at the base of my shaft and I suddenly knew that I didn’t want to come like this. Holding her against me I staggered over to the desk, pushing the laptop out the way and laying her down on the surface.

“Oh fuck…” I moaned, watching as she pawed at her breasts, rubbing them and groaning as I slammed into her.

Her eyes rolled back and closed, and I could feel her body shake as her orgasm hit. It was the first time I had seen her like that, not acting out the part she enjoyed but instead lost in her own bliss.

Seeing her like that tipped me over the edge and I exploded inside her. Gripping her hips I made sure that I thrust as deep into her as I could, like I was trying to fill her with cum. In return, she was gripping the table and wrapping her legs around my waist and drawing me in, making her little animal noises of joy as I emptied myself inside her.

Eventually, when we had both caught our breath, I lifted her up and carried her to my bed. When she saw it she shook her head and it took me a few seconds to work out why.

“You’re worried you’re not allowed up on the bed?” I asked.

She nodded.

“It’s OK, you’ve been a good girl, you’re allowed on the bed whenever you want.”

She leaned into me, giving me little neck kisses, and when I put her down on the bed she rolled around and bounced on it for a few seconds, before cuddling up to me as I lay down beside her.

“Work can wait. Snuggle up and we can have a rest for a while.”

Just going to close my eyes for a few moments, I thought, and enjoy the feeling of her against me.

And that was how Ivy found us a few hours later, cuddled up on the bed, sleeping peacefully.


Chapter Fifteen


Over the next few days, we found out that Rose was happy to take her feeding from either me or Ivy.

The first time it happened, I had gotten up early for work and went to get some tea from the kitchen and saw that Rose was awake. As much as we tried, we couldn’t get her to use the bed at night and she always came back to the living room. We had managed to get her to come out of the cage and instead sleep on a pile of blankets.

“Morning, Rose,” I said as I poured the milk into my tea.

I looked up as I heard her move and saw that she had already left the room.

Thinking nothing of it, I stood there for a while sipping the drink

A couple of minutes later, I heard where she had gone.

Following the sounds to the bedroom, I stepped in and leaned against the wall.

Ivy was on her back, eyes shut and a constant moan coming from the depth of her throat. And between her legs, Rose was lapping at her cunt like she was drinking milk. And she had two fingers slowly sliding in and out of Ivy’s pussy.

“Well now, it seems like someone is eager today,” I laughed.

Rose didn’t even look up but Ivy rolled her head to the side to look at me.

“Mmmmfuck, this is the way to be woken up in the morning. I heard Rose coming into the room and nudging against me and told her she could get up on the bed with me; next thing I know she’s sucking on my clit and… oh fuck that’s good, keep doing that, Rose.”

I sipped on my tea and tried to decide if I just wanted to watch. In the end, the throbbing from my cock decided for me.

Putting the tea down on the table, I walked over to the end of the bed. Rose’s tail plug was flapping about and covering up what I wanted to see, so I gently lifted it and enjoyed the view of her soaking wet pussy. She gave me a little wiggle of her ass which only made me want to fuck her more.

It was funny: this time last year I had been without a regular partner. Now I not only had Ivy, but I had also fucked three sisters, each with their own kinks. I had learned about free use, breeding kink, pet play, and Daddy Doms.

At the thought of Daddy Doms, I suddenly had an image of Lily flash into my mind. She had been my “little” and we had stopped seeing each other when she dedicated more of her time to supporting her pregnant sister. Weird that with these two beautiful women before me, my mind had flashed back to her.

But as quickly as it entered my mind, it vanished when Rose reached back and slipped her hand around my cock and pulled me forward, guiding me towards her. Clearly the orgasm that was making Ivy moan was not enough for Rose, and she wanted mine as well.

,I thrust deep into her, the force pushing her forward and against Ivy. It made me smile that I was just starting to fuck Rose as Ivy was coming, like a domino effect of orgasms and sex.

“Holy fuck,” Ivy cried, seeing that Rose had no intention of stopping just because she had come, instead shifting forward so she could suck on Ivy’s breasts.

“Rose, are you ready for a second helping?” I asked, knowing that I wasn’t going to last long with the pounding that I was giving her.

And for the first time she spoke.

It was only quiet, and it was little more than a word meowed, but she said yes.

Ivy looked amazed and delighted and I bet if I could have seen my own face, I would have been the same as well. But more so it was the first spoken consent. She had given consent before with nods of the head and with the instructions, which, I had been astonished to find out when I read to the end, had been written by her. But this was from her own mouth and there is nothing sexier than consent.

I grabbed onto her hips and slammed deep into her. She’d seemed to respond to being used roughly, and I wanted to make sure she enjoyed this. I reached out and put my fingers in her hair, pressing her down onto Ivy’s breast. Getting to see both of them together like this had me worked up beyond control. Normally I would have tried to make it last, stretch out the pleasure. But all I wanted to do this time was come for Rose.

“That’s a good pet, suck on Ivy while I pound your tight little pussy.”

I knew that was a little on the nose with the pet/pussy, but I was lost in the moment and I didn’t hear either of them complain.

Thinking back on it, I think that was when Ivy came again, and I know it was pretty near to when Rose came. But at the time I was lost in my pleasure so much that I didn’t know what was happening. I clutched at Rose’s shoulder and hammered into her one last time, emptying myself into her, lost in the feeling of it and just hearing the cries of joy from her. I didn’t stop, thrusting away until I collapsed down on the bed beside them.

Without saying anything, we all cuddled up together, kissing, touching. I knew I had work that I should be doing but the idea of the three of us just lying there was too tempting.

Just as I fell asleep, I heard Rose whisper, “Thank you.”

And that became our routine.

Every morning, either Ivy or I would give Rose her first feed. Occasionally, both of us at the same time. And during the day Rose would pick who she wanted attention from, depending on which of us was in the house and her own personal preference.

She spoke more, even though it was more a cat purr type of speaking. But it certainly seemed that she was feeling more comfortable around us.

And that meant that I felt more comfortable about her agreeing to free use.


Chapter Sixteen


Rose stuck her head round the bottom of the doorway and looked for me. I had just called her name, and she had come crawling immediately.

Ivy wasn’t staying over that day, so I thought it was a perfect time to exercise my free use pet.

When she saw I was naked, she started crawling forward, but then she realized I was standing next to the shower and came to a dead stop.

This had been a problem since Rose had gotten here: she didn’t like getting wet. We had tried to get her to shower and even tried her with a bath, but she wouldn’t have it. Instead she would wash herself with a flannel, or try to get us to use it on her so she could get frisky. Every day she had a few hours to herself, to be her human self, and we assumed she cleaned herself properly then as she would be sparkling clean when we woke up or got back from work.

I had decided it was time our little Rose needed some training.

“Rose, come here.”

She looked very unsure.

“I am not going to put you in the shower, not unless you agree to it. OK?”

At this she looked a little more sure and slowly crawled towards me.

No matter the circumstances, having someone that I have free use of crawling towards me always gets me going. I could feel my cock harden and saw her eyes widen as my cock lifted up.

“Rose. I am going to use your mouth. And then when you’re all wet and needy, I am going to put you in the shower and fuck you. Only then will I ask you if we can put the shower on, and you can say no, OK?”

Her head came up, and she gave a little nod. I wasn’t sure if it was a yes to the shower or a yes to using her mouth, but I knew which one to start with.

Rose had stopped in front of me, kneeling and looking up with her cute, excited expression. I reached down and tickled her under the chin, getting a smile from her.

She may sleep on a blanket, not go out of the house much, or go on the phone or the internet, but rarely had I ever seen anyone as content in her life.

Wrapping my fingers around my shaft, I stroked slowly up and down. I could feel her eyes following, taking all her attention. I wondered if she even knew that her mouth had fallen open and her tongue was sticking out.

She stretched up and tried to lick me, but I made sure that I was just out of reach.

“Ah ah, not yet. Good girls have to learn to wait for a treat. Are you a good girl?”

Rose nodded, wrapping her arms around my legs as if to stop me going in case I took my treat with me.

“Open wide then.”

A groan escaped her lips as I slid my cock over her tongue and into her mouth. She started sucking on it, taking me as deep as she could, making it hard to thrust because she was so tight against me.

“Relax a little, kitten.”

She did and my cock slid in and out of her lips much easier. If I had not been trying to train her, I would have spent a happy half hour just slowly fucking her mouth until I couldn’t help but come.

“Rose, rub your breasts.”

As her hands squeezed her tits, she let out a purr that vibrated along the length of my cock and into my core. I placed my hand on the top of her head and took control of the speed of her bobbing her head up and down my shaft.

“Mmm, fuck that’s good,” I sighed. “You are such a good little pet.”

She leaned back, and my cock sprang from her mouth. Puzzled, as she usually didn’t like to let my cock go without me coming first, I wondered what was up.

“What’s the matter?” I asked her.

She looked up at me with pleading eyes and slipped her hand down between her legs.

“Oh, do you want me to fuck you?” I asked.

She nodded vigorously.

“OK, stand up then.”

Bouncing to her feet, she quickly leaned forward and kissed me on the side of the neck. For a moment I was reminded of Lily doing that to me, but then it was gone.

“Rose, I know you don’t normally like water. But I want you to try it. And I want to give you an incentive.”

I stepped into the shower and turned it on, feeling the hot water drenching me. Rose took a step back but kept looking.

“You don’t have to do anything you want to do, just watch me for now.”

I leaned back against the wall and started stroking. Long strokes up and down, making sure she could see how hard and red my cock was. The spray of water on me made my hand slip faster and faster, my other hand squeezing my balls. I wanted to put on a show for Rose, see if I could tempt her.

“See how hard I am?”

She nodded slowly.

“Do you want to feel it inside you?”

Another nod.

“Come over her and I’ll fuck you against the glass.”

Without thinking, she stepped forward, and I thought she was going to come all the way in, but she stopped short, looking up at the shower head.

“It’s OK, it won’t hurt you. You trust me, don’t you?”

She nodded but turned to the side and for a second I thought she was going to walk away, but instead she took her kitten ears off and placed them delicately on the marble counter. With how much they presented her kink, I wondered if all this time she had just been worried about them getting wet and damaged.

Next was her tail, slowly removed and placed beside the ears. At least removing that had given her some pleasure.

I expected her to take off her t-shirt. Today it was one of her plain white ones that barely covered her breasts, the undersides poking out, but instead she just stepped into the shower and stood there, looking up at the cascade of water. It only took moments for her t-shirt to be soaked and her nipples to show clearly through it.

“It’s not too bad, is it?”

She looked at me and tilted her head to the side, like she was thinking, then she did two things at once. First, she leaned forward and kissed me deeply, our tongues crushing together. At the same time she lifted her leg up, wrapping it around my waist, her hand guiding me into her.

Her trusting me enough to come into the water along with her eagerness for me had my heart thumping, but her taking control added a whole extra layer to things. I was fascinated to see what would happen next.

I didn’t fuck her, she rode me.I reached under her other leg and lifted her up, her body wrapped around me, her arms around my neck. And with my support, she lifted herself up and down my cock, slowly lifting up and then slamming herself back down.

She was speaking again, her little purred “Yes,” every time she dropped down onto me. I desperately wanted to push her up against the wall and fuck her, but she had taken charge and I wanted to see where it went. I might have been training her to enjoy the water, but she was training me in what she needed.

And what she needed was for me to hold her and kiss her. Every time my lips touched her body, she let out a happy moan, whether it was on her breasts, her neck, or her lips when she leaned down to kiss me. Her eyes had closed, and she seemed lost in her bliss, riding me in a rhythm that was bringing her closer and closer to the edge.

“Oh… oh… ohhh fuck.”

This time she didn’t even purr it, the feeling so strong that the words just slipped from her mouth. She touched my face with her fingers, gently stroking, trusting me to not let her go. And then, as I kissed her throat, she came.

Her body slowed down, her head dropping to my shoulder and her body shaking. I could feel the waves of pleasure going through her, each one drawing groans from her, each making her cuddle into me more.

After a few moments I gently lowered her down. As her feet touched the floor, she took a wobbly step back. I tried to steady her, but she put out a hand and rested it on my chest, smiling at me.

Ruffling her hair, I gave her a gentle kiss on her lips.

“See, the water’s not that bad.”

She nodded, and I caught her looking at something behind me and realized it was the little shelf with the shampoos and shower gel.

She reached past me and took something, flicking the lid up and squeezing it out into her hands. As she put it back, I saw it was the bottle of lube that I kept in here for just these types of moments.

She worked the lube over my cock, making sure that every inch was covered. Then she turned round, putting one hand against the glass to steady herself, then reached back and guided me to her asshole.

It was my turn to come.


Chapter Seventeen


Just after that, work got really busy. That time of year always was, but I had also been falling behind with all the feedings and playtime.

As fun as they were, I didn’t have time for Rose’s distractions or even to spend much time with Ivy.

So we decided that the best thing to do was for Rose to move in with Ivy for a few weeks while I got my work out of the way. I would get to make it through my busy patch undisturbed, Ivy would get some attention, and Rose would get looked after. It was a win for all of us.

Getting Rose to Ivy’s house was fun. We loaded up all of her stuff in the car and Rose insisted on sitting in the passenger seat, window rolled down, getting the wind and the sun on her face.

When we had her all settled in at Ivy, I went to leave but Rose insisted on giving me a blowjob. Feeling her lips sliding over my cock made me think I had perhaps made a mistake in letting her go but I knew I would never get anything done with her there all the time, and I could always pop over to play if the mood took me.

Ivy walked into the room just as I was about to come.

“Oh look at that, Rose is being a good girl and saying thank you.”

She walked over and kissed me, her lips brushing against mine just as I came in Rose’s eager mouth.

The week passed by slowly.

Not only was I too busy to go visit Rose and Ivy, but I had another problem. When I had time to relax and unwind, it was Lily that I was thinking about.

I found myself wondering what she was up to. Was she looking after herself, was she eating well? I thought about her cuddled up with her head on my chest and my hand in her hair. And I thought about her straddling me and riding me to orgasm.

It wasn’t that I didn’t miss Ivy and Rose, I did. But the more I thought about it, the more I realized that I thought of both of them as friends with benefits. The more I thought about Lily, the more I could see us together long term.

While I was thinking it over, my phone beeped. I could see that I had a message from Ivy and clicked into it.

“Hey, when you have a moment, could you come over? Wanted to have a chat with you.”

At almost the same moment, someone rang the front doorbell.

It was getting late, and I wasn’t expecting anyone. If I hadn’t just gotten a text from her, I would have guessed it would be Ivy.

Instead, when I opened the door, standing there in the cutest little sundress you ever saw, was Lily.

“DADDY!” she shouted and launched herself into my arms, covering my face and neck in kisses.

Just seeing her immediately put me in a good mood. I pushed the door shut with my foot and carried her into the house, her legs and arms wrapped around me and clinging on.

“Take me to the bedroom, Daddy.” she giggled in my ear.

We collapsed onto the bed. I wanted to ask her why she was here but there was no way either of us were going to wait long enough to chat.

“I missed you, Lily,” I said, pulling her dress off, revealing her naked breasts underneath.

“Have you not been having fun with Rose?” she asked.

I sucked on her tits before replying, my tongue flicking against her hard nipples.

“Oh yeah. I’ve been looking after her, and she’s a good little pet. But she’s no Lily.”

That seemed to delight her, and she tugged my boxers down, freeing my cock and stroking it slowly.

“Did you really miss me?” she asked, guiding the tip against her already-soaked pussy.

She had a habit of doing that, asking me questions while getting me worked up.

“Yeah, I missed you, Lily.”

She grinned and guided me inside her. She felt even better than I remembered, triggering my Daddy Dom instinct and wanting to hold and protect and look after her just as much as I wanted to fuck her.

My fingers slipped between hers and I kissed her just behind her ear, slow thrusting into her and making her sigh as the weight of me pressed against her.

“You didn’t sleep with any other littles, did you?” she asked me, her adult voice almost coming back.

I could feel the emotion behind the question, no matter how gently she had asked it. This was important to her.

“No, Lily. No other littles. You’re my only one.”

Her hands slipped around my neck and pulled me down for a kiss, her fingers slipping into my hair as she whispered into my ear.

“I’m going to come. Don’t stop, keep going. I want you to come in me.”

Her body was already shaking and her hand moved down to grab my hips, her fingernails digging into me. When she shouted my name as her orgasm hit, I kept on going, slow and steady, trying to keep back the growing pressure. The noises she was making just spurred me on, hearing her ask for it harder, deeper.

“Oh FUCK,” I groaned as I knew I was past the point of no return. A wave of pleasure crashed into me and I let myself go, exploding inside her and filling her up, my mouth at her shoulder, kissing and biting.

Emptying the last drop inside her, I rested my head against her, wrapping her up in my arms, rolling over so she was lying on my chest. With me still inside her, she slowly rocked back and forth against me, keeping me hard, as she whispered in my ear.

“Good Daddy.”
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Afterwards, we cuddled in each other’s arms and talked.

“I am delighted that you are, but why are you here?” I asked her.

Her head dropped to my chest and she hid it under my arm, as if she was burrowing to get away from my gaze.

“Lily? Are you feeling shy?”

She nodded, not looking up.

Gently putting my hand on her cheek, I lifted her head up.

“It’s OK, Lily. You don’t need to be shy with me. Just tell me what’s wrong.”

I gave her time, while she rubbed my nipple with her fingers, looking down at my chest. After a minute or two, she looked back up.

“I missed you. Missed my Daddy. But…”

She leaned in and kissed me on the neck, little butterfly kisses from my shoulder to my ear.

“You know how I said that I didn’t want you sleeping with other littles?”

I nodded my head.

She mumbled something so quietly that I couldn’t make it out.

“What was that, Lily?”

She moved her mouth to my ear.

“I decided I didn’t like the idea of anyone else sleeping with you. And I know you like having sex with other people. So It made me sad, and I wanted to see you and feel happy.”

She pressed herself against me, and I could feel her heart thumping in her chest. I wish she had brought one of her stuffies with her so that I could have calmed her down with it..

Suddenly I remembered the stuffie she had given me. Reaching over to the bedside cupboard, trying not to disturb her, I opened the door and took out the stuffie.

When I handed it to her she squealed in joy and cuddled it tightly, then held it up for me to give it a kiss. Then she lay back on my chest and I could see her running her fingers over the toy.

We lay there for a few moments, both of us lost in our own thoughts. My hand had slipped down onto her ass and as I gave it a squeeze, she made a happy noise that sent a bolt of pleasure to my heart.

“Lily…”

She looked up, hearing the seriousness in my voice.

“Yes, Daddy?”

“What if I didn’t want to sleep with anyone else?”

An hour later we had gotten up, showered, had a blowjob, showered again and headed over to Ivy’s.

Lily agreed with me that if we were going to be a couple, we should tell Ivy as soon as possible. Although we had never been exclusive—in fact it was she who had introduced me to Violet—I had spent a lot of time with Ivy and we decided that she needed to be told as soon as possible.

I had a key to get into the house, handy when I was using my free use, but we decided that because of what we had to say, ringing the bell was more appropriate.

We stood there in the dark, me holding her hand and giving it a quick kiss. I could tell that she was nervous but also excited. She looked so fucking adorable. If we hadn’t been doing such an important task, I would have just dragged her down an alley and fucked her.

Eventually the door opened, and Ivy stood there. I could see that her usual smile was gone and that something serious was up.

“Oh hi, thanks for coming. I wasn’t expecting you to bring Lily.”

I kissed her gently on the check as we stepped inside and headed through to the kitchen.

“I hope it’s OK I’m here?” said Lily.

Rose stuck her head around the bottom of the doorway and looked worried.

“It’s fine,” Ivy said, giving Lily a reassuring pat on her shoulder before turning to me. “It’s just… we need to have a conversation about us.”


Epilogue


A month later we were standing in the back garden of Violet’s house.

I had helped Lily put the decorations up for the party and set up the snacks.

Violet had given birth to a baby boy and had only recently gotten back home. The party was for all her friends to get to meet the little guy.

There were lots of people there that I didn’t know. I assumed that some of them were her art friends and that some of the guys might have been her other breeding partners. Maybe one of them might even be the father.

Over by the house I could see Ivy and Rose. It was strange seeing Rose in a dress and not acting pet-like. Ivy had been making great strides in training Rose and getting her out of the house more. Rose was still a bit nervous but as long as she could hold Ivy’s hand and press up against her a little, she was fine.

Ivy caught my eye and gave me a wave. I raised my glass to her and waved back.

Things had worked out better than expected that day at her house. I thought that she might be a little surprised or disappointed that I would no longer be sleeping with her, and she was, but she also had news to tell me.

She and Rose had bonded during their time together. So much so that Rose would actually speak to her, not just a word or two during sex, but whole conversations. The two of them had taken their relationship from sexual to romantic, and on the night I went over, Ivy had been planning to tell me she was breaking things off with me.

After we both got over the shock, we congratulated each other and both Rose and Lily looked a lot more comfortable.

Lily touched my hand and brought me out of my memories. I looked at her and smiled at how gorgeous she looked. Her hair in a braid that I had done for her, with a blue butterfly clip, wearing a white t-shirt and a flowery skirt. I could see her hard nipples under the t-shirt but even as her Daddy Dom I couldn’t persuade her to put on a bra when she didn’t want to.

“It’s OK if other people see them,” she had said. “Just means they will see how lucky you are.”

Now that she was so comfortable with me, she let her brat out a little more than before, but that was fine. A good hard spanking usually sorted out that and seeing her over my lap, gasping from the spanking and the fingering I would give her after, made up for all the brattiness.

“I think Violet is about to come out,” she said, pointing to the door opening. And then she gave me a tap on my leg, her signal for me to lean down so she could whisper something to me.

“Yes?”

She leaned in and cupped her hand over my ear to stop people hearing.

“It’s nice people seeing us together, but there are too many adults here. Can we sneak off in a little while and I can play with my ponies?”

I nodded, knowing that what she really meant was could she tease me till I fucked her.

But she was right. Violet was coming out, her little baby wrapped up in a blanket in her arms. She looked radiant and knowing how long she had wanted this made me even happier for her.

Rose and Ivy were the first people to reach her, giving her soft kisses on the cheek while congratulating her, looking down at the baby and making happy noises at it. Ivy in particular looked overjoyed and I wouldn’t have been surprised if a little bundle of joy was in her future. I wasn’t sure how Rose as a parent would work but knowing how caring, gentle, and loving she was, I knew they could make it work.

I took Lily’s hand and we walked up to Violet, telling her she looked amazing. Then I looked down at the little child she was carrying, seeing that he had his mom’s smile.

“What are you going to call him? Another flower name?” I asked.

“No, I think with a new generation we should start a new tradition for the family. I want you to meet my son, Rowan.”

The End of Training Rose


Bonus Story - One Year Later


“OK, Lily, tell me again.”

She screwed up her face like she was concentrating really hard and then opened her eyes.

“I am not going to be smol today. I am going to be a grownup adult woman to support my sister. I am going to call Daddy by his name instead of Daddy, ’cause that’s what adults do. No one is making me do this, I’m doing it ’cause I want to.”

I nodded and kissed her on her forehead.

“Good, girl,” I said with a smile.

She stamped her foot down and put her hands on her hips. Considering she was wearing a stylish party dress, the pose made her look like an angry child.

“That’s not fair. If I can’t call you Daddy, then you shouldn’t be able to call me a good girl.”

A year together and still every time she got bratty it made me smile and got me hard.

“Well, it seems to me that both when you’re little and when you’re an adult, you’re still a good girl,” I said.

She thought about this for a moment or two and then nodded her head, still giving me a suspicious look.

“OK, but I’m keeping an eye on you.”

And with that she smiled and gave me a hug. That’s what life with a little can be like, going from one extreme to the other in seconds.

The reason that Lily was going to be an adult for the day was because her sister, Rose, was going to get married. In fact, she was about half an hour away from it and we had just arrived at the venue, a tent on the grounds of a country house. Her sister, Violet, had paid to rent the venue as a wedding present.

A lot has changed in the last year.

Rose and Ivy had fallen very much in love with each other, leading to this wedding which everyone had been looking forward to for ages.

Violet, as well as having a beautiful baby, had hit the big time with her art. After a local celebrity bought one of her paintings at a charity auction, the sales came flooding in and she’d become snowed under with commissions. I didn’t know how well off she was now, but to hire a venue like this, she must have been doing alright.

And Lily and me? We had moved in together and things were going fantastic. In fact, one of the reasons that she wanted to be an adult today was as practice for our own upcoming wedding.

I took her hand and led her round the side of the building to the marquee. It was a pretty impressive sight. Stylish and classy, yet with playful touches, like Rose’s silhouette on the welcome banner, wearing cat ears. The wedding coordinators, Nick and Noelle, were new to the job and wanting to start properly, they had really gone all out to impress. As a newly-married couple themselves, you could see they were deeply in love and wanted to help other people have a wedding day as special as theirs.

And of course Lily loved it. All the pretty dresses and food, it was like a fairytale dream, and that was very much in her style. Nick and Noelle were also going to do our wedding, and I had told them to go as pink and girly as possible, just to see how big a smile we could get on Lily’s face.

An usher guided us to our seats, and we settled down for the ceremony to begin.

For a moment I thought that Lily might try to sit on my knee instead of her chair, but she was behaving, so instead she just took my hand and looked about at all the other guests.

A few I knew, like some of Violet’s artist friends, but most of them I didn’t recognize. I was almost sure that it was split about 50/50 between family and people Ivy knew from the kink community.

The ceremony was not going to be exactly traditional. Both women had decided to wear tuxes, Rose in white, Ivy in black. An ordained friend of theirs was overseeing the ceremony and there were to be no best man or bridesmaids.

For a moment I wondered if Lily was sad she wouldn’t get to be a bridesmaid but I realized that any disappointment she had on that front was going to be overshadowed by her getting to be a bride in the next few weeks.

Suddenly the music started up and the two brides walked down the aisle. Both of them looked beautiful and stylish in the tuxedos. Ivy caught my eye as she went by and gave me a small wave. Along with the wedding invitation, she had sent a letter thanking me, saying that without us getting together last year, she might never have found Rose.

A few minutes later, as the ceremony got underway, I fished out my phone, clicked on an app and pulled up the controls. With a flick of my finger, I moved the circle on the screen, bouncing it up and down.

“Ohhh.”

Lily had let out a little moan and as I looked at her, I could see that she was a little flushed.

“You OK there, Lily?” I asked.

She nodded her head and gave me a quiet yes.

I left it a few minutes before I flicked the circle on the screen again, this time keeping it up longer.

Lily moaned again, clutching at my leg. This made me flick the circle up again.

She rested her head against my shoulder, still watching the wedding ceremony, but I knew that she had another thing on her mind.

Namely, the vibrator inside her pussy. The one that had been on all this time and that got much more intense every time I flicked the circle on my phone.

“Daddy, you’re making me so wet.”

I turned my head to kiss her gently and then whispered in her ear.

“You’re not supposed to call me Daddy today.”

She nodded but let out another moan.

The woman on the other side of her glanced over, but almost immediately smiled and went back to watching the vows. It was just as well we had been seated amongst the kink section of the guests.

Lily lifted her head up to my ear.

“Umm… I don’t know how much more I can take if you keep doing that.”

I gave her a kiss on the top of her head and powered down the vib, just giving her a small pulse every 30 seconds.

“That’s a good girl. Now watch the ceremony and just give me a little rub.”

I lifted her hand and placed it over the bulge in my trousers. Her fingers traced the outline and gave me a squeeze.

“Ok. But do I get fucked after?”

She sounded so sweet.

“Yes, my little sweetheart, you get to be fucked after.”
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As soon as the vows were exchanged and our friends were married, I grabbed Lily by the hand and walked her off into the woods.

The vibrator was back on again and pulsing away in her pussy and every few steps she slowed down as the waves of pleasure flooded her body.

“Not long now, my little girl,” I said, scooping her up in my arms and carrying her into the dark part of the trees.

When we got to the clearing, I put her down. I had scouted out the place a few days earlier at the wedding rehearsal, knowing that I would need a quiet spot to have fun with Lily. There was no way we were going to make it through the evening without getting naughty.

She watched as I pulled my trousers down and freed my cock from my boxers. I had noticed recently that whenever she was watching me strip, she always licked her lips, like a cat that had got the cream. I don’t think she knows she does it, but I find it adorable and it always makes me want to fuck her more.

“Lily, see that big tree there? Lean against it.”

She started to speak and suddenly clamped her mouth shut, instead nodding and turning to lean face first against the tree. I would have bet that she nearly called me ‘Daddy’.

I gripped the bottom of her dress and ripped it, watching the tear go all the way up the back, giving me free access to her. Lily gave out a surprised yelp and hugged the tree. Little did she know that I had another dress for her in a bag I had hidden here previously. Best to let her think that her Daddy had gotten so turned on that he had tore her clothing to get to her.

“What do you want?” I growled in her ear as I reached down and slowly pulled the vibrator out of her.

“Want… you to fuck me,” she groaned.

With a light slap of my hand, I cued her to spread her legs and stick her ass out.“. My cock nudged against her and almost slipped in.

“You can say it, just this once.”

She let out a long happy sigh.

“Daddy, I want you to fuck me.”

With a thrust, I was in her, filling her up. All day long I had wanted her, my teasing her just making me harder, and now I was going to make sure she got a fucking she would never forget.

“What are you doing here next month?” I asked her.

My cock thrusting into her was causing her to breathe heavily, but she managed to gasp out an answer.

“Marrying you.””And what are we doing after the ceremony?” I asked.

She clung onto the tree tighter as I picked up the pace, moaning little noises that just made me want her more.

“Don’t know, you haven’t told me.”

I slowed down my thrusts and moved my mouth to the back of her neck, kissing her gently.

“Afterwards, we are going to come out here to the woods and I am going to show you, just like tonight, that even though I’m your husband, I’m still going to be your Daddy and you’re still going to be my little.”

My fingers slipped through her folds, rubbing her in time to my thrusts. I could tell she was near to coming, her breathing ragged and her legs shaking. But I had one thing I wanted to say before she came.

“Lily.”

She let out a moan as her orgasm started to hit, trying desperately to concentrate before the pleasure made her mind blank.

“Yes, Daddy?”

The pressure at the bottom of my shaft became too much, and I exploded inside her, filling her with load after load, leaning forward till my mouth was at her ear

“I love you, now and forever. You will always be my little.”

Afterwards we took our time getting dressed, getting distracted with kisses. Lily was relieved to find I had another dress for her and gave me a thank you kiss on the neck.

“Got to make sure my good girl is looking her best at all times,” I told her

She giggled and put her hands on her hips and for a moment I thought she was going to tell me off, but then she launched herself at me, cuddling me tight.

“I decided you can call me a good girl, even when I’m not calling you Daddy. I like being your good girl.”

When she stopped squeezing me, we started making our way back to the marquee, but within a few steps, bumped into Ivy and Rose coming the other way.

“Oh. Hi, we were…” started Ivy but Rose put her hand on her arm to stop her.

“I don’t think we need to pretend. I have a feeling they were just doing what we are sneaking off to do.”

“You’re naughty,” Lily giggled and then hid behind me, laughing at the scowl Ivy gave her.

I stepped forward and kissed Ivy on the cheek, then did the same to Rose.

“You go have your time together. No one is going to begrudge you some alone time. Go before someone sees you.”

When they had departed, Lily tugged on my arm.

“Did you see? Rose was wearing her cat ears. She wasn’t being all adult.”

I kneeled down in front of her and took her hand.

“Are you thinking of our wedding?”

She nodded.

“Yeah,” she said, looking shy

I kissed her fingertips and pulled her into my arms.

“You only need to be an adult during the ceremony. Afterwards you can be whatever you want. That’s part of why we are doing this. So you can be with someone who will love and protect you and let you be little whenever you want to be. So at the party after, if you want to be little, you can be little.”

The thought of her at the party, dancing around in a tiara and pink dress made me smile. She would go crazy when she saw that the wedding cake was going to have cartoon pony versions of both of us on it.

“Thank you, Daddy. You’re so good to me.”

I could feel my heart well up and a flood of emotions hit me. Whenever I was with her, I just wanted to love and protect her. The thought that I could get to do that for the rest of my life made me happier than I could ever have imagined I would be.

Standing up, I took her hand, and we started walking back towards the lights of the marquee. Lily squeezed my hand, and I looked down at her, knowing that whatever was in the future, we would face it together. We were walking back to the party, but really we were heading towards our own happily ever after.

The End
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Chapter One

“Um, is this the book club?”

I looked round and realized that the room was full of middle-aged women, all of them staring, all of them not looking amused that I had just barged in. This was not going how I expected.

Let me take you back a bit and explain what was going on.

My name is Louis Toussaint, and no, despite the name, I am not French. I assume that my family traces back to France somewhere in the distant past, but I am about as American as you can get.

Hot dogs, baseball, cars, and beer. That’s me all over.

In case you can’t tell, I’m being sarcastic. I am American, but I’m not exactly what you’d call your average kid.

If I were to describe myself, which I suppose is what I’m doing, I would say I’m the goth kid you see hanging around at the mall, the one on his own, wearing a hoodie and listening to music so loud on his earbuds that the music still bleeds through for others to hear. The one who makes you uncomfortable when you walk past him, but who actually is more afraid of you than you are of him, and just wants to get on with his day, grab some food, and stay away from home.

Actually, that might only apply to me.

The reason I don’t want to go home is that my parents are going through what they term “problems” at the moment. Which basically means screaming at each other, drinking, and then hours of silence.

We moved here about three months ago, making a new start, they said. But the new start did nothing except make the problems worse and take away any friends that I had.

I’m 19 so it’s not like I HAVE to live at home, but you see if you can find a place for me to live on the cashier wages I get at the grocery store. So for now I’m living at home and trying to avoid getting caught in the crossfire.

And that brings me round to the book club.

I had seen it in the local paper, part of an ad for lessons and groups available at a local community center. Meets every Friday, six till seven, free to join, must have time to read a book every week.

Well, it’s not like I’m doing anything else. And I had always been a bookworm; pretty much the only thing that I brought with me in the move was my books. So passing the time reading some new stuff was tempting.

And who knows, maybe I would make some new friends. God knows I wasn’t doing that at work.

So on Friday, I headed out and walked to the community center, figuring that it was a nice evening and the walk would do me good. Instead, I found out that it was much further than I thought and I didn’t get there till near the end of the session. It took me a couple of minutes to find the room and when I got there, the door handle wouldn’t seem to turn. I gave it a few tugs and on the third one the doors swung open, tipping me into the room.

As I said, suddenly I had a lot of middle-aged women looking at me.

The one nearest the door, a blonde, fit looking and sexy, in a “has the money to dress well” way, stood up and walked over.

“Is there anything we can help you with?” she said, not sounding as welcoming as her words would suggest.

“Uh. Yeah. Sorry. I was here for the book club.”

She looked me up and down. I know what I must have looked like to her, goth kid in a hoodie and eyeliner, with a nose ring. Not the type of person that her group was made up of.

“This is a women-only book club,” she stated, matter-of-factly.

“Actually Amanda, that’s never been a rule. It’s just always worked out that way.”

The voice came from a red-haired woman sitting at the back. Pretty glamorous looking, like she used to be somebody, you know, a celebrity or something. She had that faded beauty look.

Amanda looked me up and down again and then pointed me to one of the empty seats.

“You’ve missed most of this session, we were just finishing up.”

I took a seat, getting a smile from the lady next to me, a slightly plump brunette with kind eyes.

“I’m Crystal,” she whispered.

“Louis,” I replied

“IF you are quite finished?”

Amanda was looking at the two of us like we were naughty schoolchildren.

“As I was saying. It’s your turn, Crystal, to pick the book for next week.”

Crystal stood up and for the first time I noticed that they all had Kindles with them. For some reason I thought that this was going to be old-school paperbacks, but maybe they were all a bit more tech savvy than I had expected.

“This week we are going to read The Waste Land by TS Eliot.”

A groan went up around the room.

“I know you don’t like poetry, but I haven’t read this since school and it will do us good to broaden our horizons,” she continued. “So that’s my choice.”

Amanda glanced at her watch.

“Well, it looks like once again Crystal has chosen something educational for us to read. So The Waste Land it is.”

Everyone started packing up, grabbing bags and water bottles, and I realized just how late I had been in arriving.

The redhead from earlier walked up to me and stuck out her hand.

“I’m Blake. It’s nice to have some new blood here.”

I took her hand and shook it, feeling the strength behind her grip.

“I’m not sure Amanda feels the same way,” I replied.

Before Blake could reply, Crystal appeared next to us.

“Oh, Amanda seems tough, but she’s nice underneath it all. She’s the one that started the book club and I think she thinks of it as her little baby, making sure everyone treats it well.”

I could understand that. You love something, you don’t want someone fucking it up.

Blake broke the handshake which had gone on for far too long. Then she reached into her pocket and pulled out a card, placing it in my hand.

“Just in case you need to get in contact with me. Or anyone in the book club. You can let us know if you’re not going to be able to attend. It was good to meet you, hope to see you next week.”

I wasn’t sure, but it seemed like she was checking me out and as she turned away, she seemed to have a smirk growing on her face.

Got to admit, a cute MILF like her checking me out gave me the first smile I’d had in months.

End of Excerpt

If you want more, find it at:

https://mybook.to/soccormommilf

OEBPS/font_rsrc1GU.ttf


cover.jpeg
ALEC LAKE
MATT LAKE





OEBPS/image_rsrc1GY.jpg
FREE USE

MILF

BOOK CLUB





OEBPS/image_rsrc1GX.jpg





OEBPS/font_rsrc1GV.ttf


