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18-year-old Betty is stuck with her dad and new stepmom all summer. But instead of being allowed to spend her leisurely days sunning by the pool, she has to help care for the aging man next door. Betty is shocked when the hot older neighbor invites her inside and shows her just what he needs her to do.


********

“So how are we going to get payback for my stepmom, Granddaddy?”

That’s when his hands began to wander, down her arms and all the way to her fingers. Betty pulled in a deep breath as he clasped his big, rough hands in hers.

“We’re going to give her a show of our own.”

With no warning, his fingers trailed back up her arms, then moved to her chest. He lightly teased her nipples, forcing them to pucker under the cotton fabric of her shirt.

Betty felt her insides turn to mush as she whispered, “Oh Granddaddy…”

********


Betty’s heart sank as her dad pulled into the driveway of his new home. He had just moved here after remarrying, and it was a good three hours from her home near the coast. She would have to spend all summer away from her mom and friends, and try to get along with her new stepmother, Roberta, who she already wasn’t fond of.

“So where is the pool, Daddy?”

“Hmm?” he asked, casting a sideways glance in her direction.

“The pool? You know, where you swim? Don’t you guys have one in the neighborhood?”

He winced. “Yeah, but … I think Roberta has other plans for you this summer.”

She rolled her eyes. This could not be good. “Like?”

“Oh, I don’t know. She mentioned teaching you how to cook and garden and crochet, and I believe she wants you to help out with Tony.”

“Tony? Who is that?”

“He’s the nice man next door. You’ll meet him soon.”

“Great,” Betty mumbled, rolling her eyes. So that’s why they invited her to spend two months up here. They were looking for a slave.

Her daddy carried her luggage inside, and right away Betty could smell dinner cooking. Roberta walked to her and gave her a half hug, patronizingly tapping her on the shoulder. “Glad you could make it.”

“Thanks, Roberta. It’s good to see you again,” Betty said, her voice sounding lifeless.

“Be a dear and wash up. You’re just in time to make the salad.”

Betty watched her daddy walk off and followed Roberta into the kitchen before she even got a tour of their new two-story home. It hurt her feelings, but she didn’t want to make waves her first day here. Besides, if she was going to spend two months here, she should at least make an effort to get along with her new stepmom.

That night at dinner, Roberta asked Betty how her high school graduation went, and she bit her tongue. The happy couple had been on vacation when Betty received her diploma. “It was just your basic graduation. Nothing fancy.”

“I’m really sorry we couldn’t be there. But Hawaii was to die for.”

“I’m sure it was.”

Betty looked at her daddy, but he just hung his head in shame. How could he be so weak? Betty hated thinking these thoughts about her own father, but he just seemed to crumble around Roberta and she didn’t know why. The woman was pretty, but why would you blow off your only child’s graduation to honeymoon? They could have gotten married a week later. Or earlier.

“Listen, Betty. Tony Ferrera, the elderly gentleman next door, has asked me to help him out with some odds and ends at his place. He has an entire list of things that need to get done, and I just simply don’t have time. I told him you would be by tomorrow morning to see what you can do. Then, tomorrow night, I’ll teach you how to make Coq au vin. How does that sound?”

Betty wanted to pick up a spoonful of garlic mashed potatoes and sling them at Roberta’s face, but she resisted the urge. “That’s fine. I mean, what kind of person would I be if I said no, right?”

Roberta actually gave Betty a dirty look, and that made Betty chuckle. Pushing her buttons was so easy.

After doing the dishes, Betty went to her bedroom and got settled, unpacking her clothes and stacking all her favorite books on the bedside table. She flipped on the lamp and got undressed, letting her bra fall to the floor. Her petite breasts pricked in the cool air, forcing her nipples to pucker into hard points.

She opened her bottle of cotton candy scented lotion and rubbed some on her chest, then down her flat belly before squirting more to put on her hips. She was slathering the creamy stuff all over her round, full bottom when she happened to glance out the window and see that a rather large man was watching her.

Betty gasped and started to cover her breasts, until she noticed how attractive he was. In blue jeans and a tight shirt that accentuated his bulging muscles and thick frame, he had grayish hair and a full beard, and was holding a toolbox. Betty bit her lip and moved to the window, curious to see more, when all of a sudden, he turned away and walked into the house.

The house where this elderly gentleman Tony supposedly lived.

Whoever she saw must have been his son, or maybe a friend, because he didn’t look elderly at all. Older, sure. But not like a senior citizen who needed help. Well, she supposed she would find out soon enough.

********

The next morning, Betty begrudgingly made her way next door, expecting to be greeted by a grumpy old man demanding she cook and clean for him, take him to doctor’s appointments, and help him bathe. She shuddered at the thought.

But she also looked forward to the possibility of meeting the man she saw outside her window last night. The one who had made her breasts tingle with delight. The one whom she’d thought about when she fingered herself to sleep while her daddy and stepmother slept in the room down the hall. Maybe he would show himself again this summer.

Betty rang the doorbell and nervously slid her hands into the back pockets of her shorts. When the door opened, her heart thumped extra hard. It was the same man from last night, his silver hair mussy and his dark arms covered in tattoos. Dozens of little crow’s feet swept out from his rich brown eyes.

“Hi. I’m Betty from next door. Is Mr. Ferrera here?”

The man swept his gaze over her petite frame and round curves. He licked his lips. “Hi, Betty from next door. Yes, Mr. Ferrera is here.”

“Oh. May I speak with him? My stepmother Roberta told me he needed some help with a few things.”

The man lifted a brow. “Roberta is your stepmother? And she sent you?”

Betty nodded and the man pinched the bridge of his nose.

“Is … something wrong, sir?”

She felt like a fool, and she didn’t want to feel like a fool in front of this gorgeous, older hunk of a man.

“Sorry, no. Please, come in.”

Betty stepped inside the home, half expecting to find Tony waiting for her in a wheelchair, or a walker.

“If Mr. Ferrera is busy, I can come back later.”

“Oh,” the man said, chuckling and rubbing his beard as he eyed her over once again, sending heat pumping through her little pussy. “I’m definitely busy, but you don’t have to come back.”

Betty stared dumbly at the man for a moment. “You’re the elderly man next door?”

As soon as those words left her lips, she gasped and threw a hand over her mouth. Mr. Ferrera laughed, this time louder than before.

“Is that how that woman described me?”

Betty bit the inside of her lip. “Sorry. Maybe she just said older. I can’t remember.”

“It’s fine, sweetheart. I believe there’s been a … delightful misunderstanding.”

“Oh, really?”

“Yes, really. I told your stepmother that I planned to hire someone to remodel my home. She offered to help me, and by ‘offered to help,’ I mean that she made some rather … adulterous advances towards me, which I promptly rejected.”

Betty was befuddled. Her stepmother had tried to cheat on her dad? What a—

“I don’t mean to sound crass,” Mr. Ferrera continued, “but I expected some sort of backlash. However, I sure as hell didn’t expect her to send someone as adorable and delicious as you to test my will power.”

Betty felt her nipples prick as desire fluttered through her, a combination of disgust with Roberta and arousal from his compliment causing her mixed feelings. She would need to have a talk with her daddy, obviously.

But, in the meantime, Betty smiled demurely and clasped her hands behind her back. “I honestly don’t know what to say, Mr. Ferrera. Um, thank you?”

His lips pulled into a smile as he lazily dragged his gaze over Betty’s extremely horny body. “No need to thank me for speaking the truth.”

Betty gulped, heat surging through her core. “Well, what shall I tell Roberta? That you don’t need my help after all?”

He stepped closer to Betty and rubbed his beard in thought. “Tell you what, sweetheart. Don’t tell her a thing. Be back here at eight o’clock tonight, and I’ll have something for you to do. A joint project, so to speak.”

“Oh? For your remodeling project?” Relief flooded her. Betty was so glad that Mr. Ferrera was going to put her to work after all. She suddenly looked forward to spending time with him this summer. She already planned to dress sexy as can be to drive him as crazy as he was driving her right now.

Mr. Ferrera bobbed his head. “Mmm, let’s just say it involves a little payback for your stepmother. We’re going to teach her a lesson on what happens when you try to manipulate people.”

Betty giggled. “That sounds like fun. I look forward to it. See you at eight, Mr. Ferrera.” She turned to leave, pulling the front door open.

“See you then. And Betty?”

“Yes?”

“Mr. Ferrera is so formal. Why don’t you just call me Granddaddy.”

Betty’s virgin pussy twitched. Something about the sophistication and experience of an older man made her sopping wet with need. She licked her lips and laughed softly, nervously.

“Yeah, sure. Granddaddy.”

As she walked away, she thought she heard Mr. Ferrera growl, but she wasn’t sure. All she knew was that her heart was pounding and her clit was throbbing, and she couldn’t wait to see what Mr…—what Granddaddy had in store as payback for her traitorous stepmother.

********

After Betty helped Her Majesty clean up from dinner that she sort of taught her how to make, Betty announced that she was going next door to help Mr. Ferrera.

“Didn’t you help him this morning?”

“He asked me to come back at eight. So, I’m going over there to see what he needs.”

Roberta had the audacity to roll her eyes, and Betty held back a smirk as she walked out the door. Betty was sure she was jealous, and that Granddaddy had been right. Roberta had probably sent her over there as a test, to see if he would make the moves on the cute 18-year-old.

Mr. Ferrera opened the door before she had a chance to knock, and Betty was taken aback at how sexy Granddaddy looked.

He was decked out in jeans and was wearing a tight-fitting black t-shirt that clung to his chest and accentuated his muscles. Betty sank her teeth into her lower lip as he pointed his gaze to her chest.

She had chosen to wear a spaghetti strap top that clung to her upper body as well, and heavily showed off her large breasts and quickly hardening nipples.

“Damn, girl. Come on inside.”

Betty thanked him as she walked in, and he closed the front door and locked it.

“Your stepmother told me you were eighteen. Please tell me she wasn’t lying about that.”

“She wasn’t. Why? Do I have to be eighteen to do something, Granddaddy?”

He lifted his brows then chuckled, shaking his head. “Come on in here and make yourself comfortable while I check on a few things.”

Betty followed him into the living room before he disappeared down the hallway, feeling slightly nervous. She looked at the pictures on his bookshelf, noticing he appeared to have a big family. He also had an impressive collection of books, one of which was on the Kama Sutra.

Betty wasn’t sure what it was all about, but based on the cover, it looked a little … adult in nature. She flipped through the pages, looking at the pictures, getting immensely turned on at all the graphic sexual positions.

She wasn’t sure how long she stared at the book, but when she heard Granddaddy’s voice low and rumbly approach from behind, her pulse raced.

“One of my favorite books right there,” he said, stopping just close enough that Betty could feel his body heat, smell the faint scent of his testosterone.

“It …it looks pretty cool.”

Cool? Betty felt like a total dork.

Granddaddy chuckled. “It is cool, especially trying out all the different positions.”

Betty’s pussy clenched. “So, which one is your favorite?”

There she went again, speaking without thinking. Granddaddy’s voice rumbled again, like a low growl, and he let out a long exhale. “We can discuss that another time, sweetheart. Right now, we have a little task to complete.”

He wrapped his arm around her waist and guided her out of the room. Betty got tingles at his touch and found herself thinking about doing naughty things to him, with him.

Things that were in that book.

He led her into his master bedroom, where a large, king-sized four-poster bed rested against the wall, the black suede comforter looking so comfy she just wanted to fall on top of it. “What are we doing in here?”

He flipped on a lamp next to the window, and she swallowed down her nervousness as he took her to look out the glass. There, next door in her daddy’s back yard, stood Roberta, spraying the flowers with the long garden hose. The sun was setting in the distance, and Granddaddy came up behind her again, this time wrapping his strong fingers around her upper arms and sending erotic shivers down her back.

“Your stepmother is outside at this time every night, watering those damn daisies. And every night, she wears these skimpy shorts and bends over to pull up weeds, making sure I’m standing right here watching her ass hanging out.”

Betty was shocked to hear that her father had been so duped by this woman he’d just vowed to spend the rest of his life with. But then … what did that say about Granddaddy? If he stood here and watched her every night, egging her on?

“And she sees you watching her?”

“Oh, I don’t really watch her. Only reason I’m standing here is because, well, just wait a sec.”

Betty stood still, and seconds later, she saw the bright colors light up the sky, followed by multiple booms that echoed through the distance.

“Fireworks,” she said excitedly, leaning against the frame of the window.

“Yep. Every night around this time they start setting them off. I don’t know who does it. Must be expensive, but after the fourth, they’ll probably stop.”

Betty watched the display, completely enraptured with all the beautiful colors, when she realized that she still didn’t know what this whole revenge plot was on his part.

“So how are we going to get payback for my stepmom, Granddaddy?”

That’s when his hands began to wander, down her arms and all the way to her fingers. Betty pulled in a deep breath as he clasped his big, rough hands in hers.

“We’re going to give her a show of our own.”

With no warning, his fingers trailed back up her arms, then moved to her chest. He lightly teased her nipples, forcing them to pucker under the cotton fabric of her shirt.

Betty felt her insides turn to mush as she whispered, “Oh Granddaddy…”

He growled in her ear as ribbons of pleasure rolled through her. “You want your slutty stepmom to see who’s getting the action around here, don’t you?”

An evil thrill shot through Betty, and she knew that letting her stupid stepmom Roberta watch her be seduced and fucked by the man she had tried to seduce would really piss her off. But, there was just one thing.

“Yes,” she sighed. “But, I’m a virgin, Granddaddy. And, I don’t really know what I’m doing.”

The older man pinched Betty’s nipples, his voice needy as he growled against her neck. “You mean, I’m going to get first tap at that sweet pussy?”

Betty’s skin ignited as his lips pressed against her flesh. “Yes, you can have my virginity, Granddaddy.”

He let out another audible sound that made Betty tremble with lust, and his hand wandered down the front of her shorts. She hissed and sucked in a breath as he found her swollen lips and teased her pearl for a few brief seconds.

“Fuck, sweetheart. Granddaddy needs you naked if this is going to work.”

He lifted Betty’s shirt and pulled it over her head, forcing her round bosom to spill forth. Betty was dizzy with need, but her dumb stepmother hadn’t even looked up at them yet.

With her shorts still on, Granddaddy began dragging his tongue all up and down her neck while seductively toying with her nipples, lightly pinching them and brushing the palms of his hands over the hardening buds.

“Oh, Granddaddy,” she purred, feeling her pussy grow hotter, wetter.

“Mmm, that’s it, you slut. Look up here and see what I’m doing to your stepdaughter,” he growled, flicking Betty’s nipples with his pointer.

Just then, Roberta pulled her phone out of her pocket, shut off the garden hose, and went back inside without so much as a glance in their direction.

“Damn it,” Betty whispered, her pussy aching to be touched.

Now, there was no need to continue with the show.

But Granddaddy didn’t stop. He just let out a groan and unbuttoned Betty’s shorts before peeling them down her hips.

“She’s gone. You … still want to fuck me, Granddaddy?” she asked, tossing a look over her shoulder.

“Of course, I do. That skank isn’t the only reason I wanted you, little girl. You’re beautiful, sexy, and all Granddaddy wants to do is pop that cherry and make you cum.”

With a whimper, Betty fell back against the older man as he cupped her pussy from behind. His thick fingers probed her tight entrance, slick with her desire, stopping right at her membrane of innocence.

Her legs trembled as he came back out and circled her clit with skill while keeping his other hand cupped at her breast.

“Damn, girl. What a wet little pussy you have. You like it when Granddaddy touches you like this?”

“Yes,” she purred, throwing her hands up to the glass for balance.

“Good. Because I plan to touch you like this aaaalll summer.”

With incredible precision, Granddaddy swirled and swirled her swollen bundle of nerves, every few seconds dipping into her tunnel for more lubricating fluids. She was dripping uncontrollably, her body a trembling mess of pre-orgasm shivers.

“I’m—I’m gonna cum, Granddaddy,” she murmured, feeling the waves crash into her.

“Good girl. Cum on Granddaddy’s finger, sweetheart.”

He flicked her little bean quicker now while teasing her nipple with his other hand. When Betty came, she cried out in pleasure, thrusting her hips back and forth and wobbling at the knees.

Betty heard the zipper, the sound of Granddaddy’s jeans falling to the floor making her heart race. He lifted her up and carried her to the bed like she weighed no more than a rag doll.

Her hands fell forward, and her little bottom stuck up behind her as Granddaddy gingerly pushed her feet apart.

“I’m about to sink balls deep, sweetheart, make that pussy mine.”

“Oh-okay,” Betty gasped as his thick member slid into her tight opening, stretching her with his manhood.

“Take a deep breath, darlin’,” he said, grabbing onto her long hair and fisting tightly.

Betty groaned as Granddaddy pushed all the way in, popping her innocence in a quick maneuver that she barely registered.

He pumped furiously, pounding her with his cock and forcing her toes to dig into the carpet. Her body was racked with the roughness of his passion, his big member massaging her walls with each thrust and rubbing her G-spot just right.

With a tighter grip on her hair, he forced himself all the way in to the root and undulated his hips, making his balls rub softly against her pussy lips and clit.

She could feel the head of his shaft grinding against her cervix, and it sent her cascading off the edge, her body convulsing as she came.

Betty gripped the comforter for dear life as her vaginal walls clamped down around his thick meat. And when she felt him turn to steel, his warm cum wasn’t far behind, spraying her walls and dumping his seed in her belly.

Betty immediately became concerned with getting pregnant, but before she could panic, Granddaddy picked her up and spun her around before urging her to the floor, on her knees. Betty dropped obediently as Granddaddy forced himself past her lips and into her mouth.

“When Granddaddy takes a girl’s innocence, he does so roughly, little one. Sorry about that.”

Betty’s back fell against the bed as he fucked her mouth forcefully. She could taste herself on him, tangy and a little sweet, and while the head of his cock kept brushing against her tonsils, making her gag slightly, she loved his dominance.

Her pussy throbbed once again, his and her fluids flowing out from her and dripping to the floor below. The faster Granddaddy thrust inside of her mouth, the more she got into it, ultimately reaching up and gripping the base of his shaft in an attempt to feel him, stroke him, squeeze his erection.

His voice growled once again, and as she slathered her tongue over his veiny length, hot fluid shot from the slit at the tip, filling her mouth up with his earthy cream.

Fisting her hair tightly, Granddaddy roared like a beast as he spurted load after load.

Betty coughed several times, but she managed to swallow every bit of his cum, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand as he slipped from her lips.

Granddaddy helped her off the floor and laid her down on top of his bed, the comforter fluffing out around her as he lay next to her.

“Sweetheart, you’re going to be spending a lot of time over here this summer.”

“Yeah,” Betty sighed, nuzzling next to him. “I guess it’s a good thing Roberta didn’t see us. Otherwise, I’d probably be banned from ever coming here again.”

Granddaddy chuckled and kissed the top of her head. “You got that right. I’m going to talk with her tomorrow and let her know she shouldn’t expect you home all that much.”

“Sounds good to me,” Betty giggled, happy as could be.


~The End~

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

********
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Excerpt from Daddy Gets Out of Jail:

“I’ve thought about you a lot, babygirl. About how you would feel, and taste. I had no idea you wanted me too.” Mark slammed the car in park and shut off the engine. He then pushed the button, releasing my seat belt before gliding his hand up my leg again.

“I’ve wanted you for a long time.”

“But you’re off limits. My daughter cannot know about this.”

I smirked. “She already knows I want you. And she’s cool with it.”

He shook his head, then hooked a finger under my halter top. “You got some nice titties. I can tell. But I want to see them, so get this all shit off.”

With a smile, I lifted the halter top. My nipples tightened the instant I was exposed, my heated desire fueled by his attention.

“Fuck. I knew it.” He was staring at them, but when he lightly brushed them with his thumb, I felt my pussy clench hard and tight. I was so ready for him to fuck me.

********
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