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Chapter One

"Stacy, hurry up and get them chickens in the shed," granddad hollered.

"I'm on it," I replied.

I chased the chickens from their pen into the shed to secure them for the night. Life was a lot easier when mom was around, but she had died last winter from the flu.  Granddad and I tried our best to keep the farm going, but it was tough. He wasn't really my granddad, but rather a neighbor who had taken me in when mom had died. He had moved next door several years ago and pretty much helped mom raise me. He was a burly man, standing six feet three inches tall with muscles that stretched most any shirt he wore.

Lately, I have been having fantasies about him. Having recently turned eighteen I knew I was of legal age, and even though he raised me, he was still fair game as far as I was concerned. Watching him handle the horses, or toss hay bales into the feed troughs made my pussy tingle and my nipples hard. I could just imagine those strong arms wrapped around me as he made love to me.

But despite my best efforts, he never looked at me like that. I wondered if there was something wrong with me. I was average height standing five feet seven inches tall with brown hair and blue eyes. My figure was very well toned from working on the farm. I was a looker by anyone's definition, except his. I knew sooner or later I was going to have to just get up the nerve and make a full on pass at him to get him to notice me.

"All done," I said as I walked in the back door.

"Good job, baby," he said.

"What's for dinner?" I asked.

"I thought maybe some spaghetti would be nice tonight. Use some of the homemade sauce for a change," he said.

Granddad did a lot of the cooking, but I chipped in most of the time. Once in a while, I would surprise him when he came home late from the feed store. He seemed to really enjoy it when I cooked for him. I think it reminded him of his wife and how she always had dinner on the table when he came in.

"Do you need some hamburger?" I asked.

"Yeah, why don’t you grab a pound for me," he replied.

I went to the basement and grabbed a package of ground beef, then headed back to the kitchen. As I came up the stairs, I couldn’t help but look at his frame from behind. That deep V shape from his shoulders to his waist was as beautiful a sight as I could imagine, with the exception of seeing it naked!

“Want me to fry it up?” I asked.

“Sure, brown it up and drain it,” he replied.

We worked side by side preparing our dinner as the aroma of the sauce and ground beef overpowering his scent that I loved inhaling. That musky, man scent that sent my pussy into a tingling frenzy anytime I got near him. If only he knew what he did to me; if only he would pay attention to me.

“Okay, got it browned,” I said as I poured the drained ground beef back into the skillet.

Granddad dipped a fork into the pot and pulled out a single strand of spaghetti, then proceeded to chew it.

“I think that’s about done,” he said.

He took the pasta over to the sink and poured it into the strainer. I watched his arms ripple from the strain of the heavy pot as he poured the water and pasta into the container. Moving back to the stove, he mixed the sauce and ground beef into the pasta and set the pot on the table, ready for us to consume. We sat at the table and ate our dinner, not really saying much to each other.

“You decided about college yet?” he asked.

“Not really. I mean you need me here to help with the farm,” I replied.

“I’ll manage,” he said. “You need to consider a degree so you can get out of this farming life. There’s a lot more out there for you than this life has to offer.”

“But farming is what I know and love,” I replied.

We went through this conversation at least twice a week. He really didn’t understand that I did not want to leave the farm. I wanted to stay with him. Even though it sounds silly, I was in love with him. I just needed him to see it. I just knew that once he did, he would take me into his arms and love me forever.

“I know, baby, but it’s not the easiest of loves to live. Your mom would have wanted more for you,” he said.

“I know what mom wanted, but this my life. It’s not yours and it’s not hers,” I replied.

“Well, just think about it, okay?” he asked.

“Sure, granddad,” I replied.

We finished dinner and I helped clean the dishes, then put the leftovers in containers for the two of us to have for our lunches. We always made more than we could eat just to make lunch easier to pack in the morning. With the kitchen cleaned, I decided to sit on the porch for a while and just enjoy the night sky. I grabbed a bottle of coke and sat down in my favorite chair.

I hadn’t been out there for long when granddad joined me. I could tell he wanted to talk, but he held back whatever it was he wanted to say. I felt sorry for him in a way. He had lost his partner, his lover, his friend. But I was here and ready to fill all of those positions. He just needed to let go and let me in.

“Seems like storm weather is approaching,” he said at last.

“Yeah, smells like it,” I replied.

“We’re due for a good one,” he said.

“I know, it’s been a while since we got a really good storm,” I replied.

“Well, I am going to head off to bed. Goodnight, granddaddy,” I said just as I kissed his cheek.

“Goodnight, sweetie,” he said as his hand trailed down my arm.

Goosebumps ran down my arm as I felt his strong and rough hands slide down my flesh. God how I longed to feel them wrapped around me. I went inside and made my way to my room. I undressed and slid between the sheets, ready for another night of broken sleep.


Chapter Two

Most nights I tossed and turned, not because I wasn’t tired, but more from the frustration of not having granddaddy. My sexual tension needed to be released, but I was trying to save it up for our first encounter. I wanted to let him feel me give myself to him, to let him see what he was doing to me. I wanted to have the pleasure of his touch, his tongue, and his cock on me when I came. Anything less just wouldn’t be satisfying enough.

But tonight I was having a hard time controlling my passion. I gave in and let my hands rub and twist my nipples as I moaned softly, wanting these hands to be his. I imagined his rough, leathered hands squeezing and tugging at my nipples as my pussy began to tingle and my juices started to flow. I could still smell his scent as I inhaled deeply, wanting to fill my nostrils with it.

My hand slid down between my legs and across my labia as I felt my juices seeping down towards my ass. A slight rub of my clit made my body jump as the sensation swept over me. My body was on fire, and I needed to put that fire out! I stopped rubbing my pussy and squeezed my legs together as I chastised myself for letting things go this far. I needed to save this for him, and only him.

I hear the rooster crowing as the light filtered into my room. I looked at my clock and cursed him under my breath for waking me up so early. I got my robe and headed for the bathroom. But as I opened my bedroom door, I saw the most heavenly sight that caused me to stop right in my tracks. Granddad was standing in front of the mirror shaving, and he was completely naked.

He couldn’t see me from this angle, but I sure could see him. My eyes drank in his flesh as I scanned him from head to toe, then moving back up to stare at the jewel nestled between his legs. His cock was huge! I had never seen it before, just some outlines in his pants, but I knew he was big. I just had no idea how big he was until now. I licked my lips as I watched it moving with each lift of his razor, and with each rinse he did in the sink.

That was the moment I knew I had to make a move on him. I was not going to wait any longer for him to notice me. I was going to have to take charge and get what I wanted from him. He rinsed his face as I ducked back into my room so he would not discover I had been watching him. I waited until I heard him go down the stairs before I went into the bathroom.

I came down the stairs and met him in the kitchen.

“Morning, sweetie. Sleep well?” he asked.

“Not bad,” I replied.

I got my cereal and milk, then sat at the table to eat. Granddad sat next to me and sipped his coffee as he read the morning paper.

“You know that stuff is online, right?” I asked mocking him.

“Yeah, I know, but I prefer the old-fashioned touch of newsprint,” he replied with a smirk.

I put a foot on the chair as I ate my cereal, somewhat scanning the back pages of what he was reading. What I didn’t realize was that by putting my foot on the chair, I had exposed my pussy to him. I noticed a couple of times he peered over the paper at me but didn’t think much of it. That is until he got up and put his cup in the sink. I looked down as I grabbed my bowl and saw why he had been looking at me. I smiled slightly knowing I had finally gotten to him. It was now only a matter of time before I could get him in bed.

“What do you have going on today?” he asked.

“I need to reshod Ajax and check on the piglets,” I said. “What about you?”

“Need to ride the fence line on the back forty. I want to make sure everything is shored up good before the next storm breaks,” he replied.

“Why don’t I come with you?” I said. “Been a while since we rode the fence line together.”

“I suppose that would be alright. Why don’t you get dressed, and I’ll pack a lunch for us,” he replied.

I got up, kissed him on the cheek and put my bowl in the sink.

“I’ll race ya!” I said.

“Deal!” he replied.

I ran upstairs and went as fast as I could to get dressed for the ride. I put on my cut-off jean shorts and a button-down shirt I tied in the front. I left my bra off so I could give him something else to look at. My bouncing tits should get a rise out of him, plus the added value of him looking down my shirt while I got tools for him was an added bonus. Finished, I bounded downstairs and into the kitchen.

Granddad was sitting at the table whistling.

“What took you so long?” he laughed.

“You cheat!” I said. “You made those earlier. You knew I would want to ride the fence with you!”

We both laughed, then headed out to the barn to saddle up our horses. Once we had the horses saddled, we loaded our gear and set off towards the back of the pasture. It took a while to ride out there, and I kept noticing him looking at my tits from the corner of his eyes. I smiled knowing he was finally noticing me. Now I just needed the chance to get him to touch me.

We rode for a couple of hours, then decided it was time to stop for lunch. We had found a few spots so far that needed to be reinforced or repaired, and the mid-day sun was starting to bear down on us. We found a large tree and tethered the horses so we could take a break and eat lunch. I spread out a blanket as he got our food from the packs.

We sat down and ate lunch, talking mainly about what we had fixed so far and what we may find further down the line.

“I don’t know about you, but I sure could use a short little breather,” he said as he lay on his back.

“I wouldn’t mind it,” I said.

Granddad pulled his hat over his face and relaxed. I lay down beside him and looked at his body all stretched out. I could see that bulge pushing against his jeans as if it was mocking me, daring me to do something. I knew this was my chance to make my move. My heart was racing as I tried to control my breathing. Either he was going to go along with this, or it was going to damage our relationship forever.

Are you sure about this? Do you really want to take the risk of being shut down? I argued with myself for several minutes before I decided to just go for it, consequences be damned. If I didn’t make a move, I knew I would never forgive myself for not trying. I knew he would never make a move, so it was up to me to be the aggressor. I reached my trembling hand out and down towards his crotch. I looked over at him once and saw he hadn’t moved. My hand dropped gently on his bulge and I began to move my hand up and down him.




Chapter Three

“What are you doing?” he asked as he lifted himself up and dropped his hat.

“I want to love you, granddaddy,” I said not stopping.

“This is wrong on so many levels,” he said. “You should be ashamed of yourself.”

“Why? Because I love you? Because you think there is some sort of moral law I am breaking?” I asked.

“Because I am your granddad, and you don’t do this sort of thing with your granddad,” he replied.

He started to get up, but I got in front of him and planted a kiss right on his lips. I needed him to want me, to hold me, I needed him to fuck me!

“Does that feel like it’s wrong?” I asked as I removed my lips from his.

“You know we can’t do this,” he said looking me in the eye.

“Yes, we can,” I replied. “Let me love you. Love me back, fill me and make me yours.”

I pulled his zipper down and slid my hand into his jeans. He half-assed tried to stop me, but the feel of his growing cock let me know he was all in. I kissed him again, but this time I slipped my tongue into his mouth, probing him with it. He returned my kiss as I pulled his fat cock from his jeans and began to stroke it. He was hard in no time, and I knew at that moment that he really did want me.

I slid down his body and sucked his stiff rod into my mouth and began to slide my mouth up and down his shaft, sucking hard. I loved the taste of his cock in my mouth, the feel of his rock hard dick stretching my lips. I could taste his pre-cum and flicked the tip with my tongue. I pushed him so that he lay on his back, giving me better access to suck him off. I wanted to make him cum, to taste his seed as it flowed into my mouth.

I felt his hand slide inside my shirt as his fingers began to caress my nipples. I moaned loudly and worked feverishly to get him to climax. He began to press his hips up as he neared his orgasm, then he exhaled as his cock began to shoot his jizz down my throat. His hand was pressing against my back as he shot load after load down my throat while I sucked as much as I could out of him. With his cock going limp, I let it fall from my lips as I moved back up and put my head on his chest.

“I love you, granddaddy,” I whispered.

“I love you too, sweetie,” he replied.

He pushed me onto my back and untied my top. Moving the shirt to each side of my tits, he began to lick and suck on my nipples. Tingles ran down to my pussy as his tongue flicked my erect nipples. My hands were running through his hair as I moaned and moved my hips, trying to get something, anything to rub my clit. His hand slid down my stomach, and with one swift move, my shorts were unbuttoned. He pulled the zipper down, then slid his hand down across my panties.

I shuddered when his hand slid across my labia, the heat from his hand caressing my already swollen lips. He kissed his way down to my shorts, then peeled them off me, along with my panties. He kissed and licked all around my cunt as I writhed on the blanket, wanting him to finish the job. When his tongue hit my slit, I yelped with pleasure and my body jerked from the sensation.

He slid his tongue in and out of my hole as I moaned and lifted my legs as wide as I could to give him plenty of access. He pressed his hands against the backs of my thighs and pressed my legs to my chest. He slid his tongue between my folds, lapping at my juices before finally licking my clit. He started slow, then increased his speed as he worked me into a frenzy. My hands were grabbing my tits and squeezing them as he pushed me closer and closer to my orgasm.

With a lift of my hips and a long exhale, I began to cum. I squealed with delight as I thrashed on the blanket, my orgasm washing over me with wave after wave of ecstasy. My stomach muscles seemed to have a mind of their own as the continued to contract and relax with each pulse of my pussy. I was paralyzed with passion as I continued to cum hard. I had never felt an orgasm like this before, and it seemed to last forever.

At last, my orgasm subsided, then granddaddy slid up next to me and draped his arm across my body. My aftershocks continued for about another five minutes as I lay there in sexual bliss. I had finally tasted him, and he had tasted me. I felt like this was the beginning for us. I held onto his arm tightly as we lay there in a lovers embrace, neither one of moving or talking. I knew we needed to get going if we were going to finish the fence line.

“We need to finish the fence,” I told him.

“Yeah, I guess we should do that,” he replied.

We gathered up our gear and got back on our horses. We rode down the remainder of the fence and made repairs when we needed to, but neither one of us said much. I was so filled with pleasure that I could not think of anything to say. I wasn’t so sure about granddaddy, but I could tell he was torn by what we had just done. I hoped it wasn’t the last time for us.


Chapter Four

When we arrived back at the house, we put the horses in the barn and cleaned up for dinner. Granddad was still a bit quiet, and the only talking was shop talk. We finished dinner, and I once again went out on the porch to sit. Granddad joined me and sat in silence. I could tell he was still processing.

“We can’t do that again,” he said.

“Why? What was so wrong with it?” I asked.

“You are my granddaughter for one, and I am also twenty-five years older than you,” he replied.

“Age is just a number and a copout. Am I not attractive enough to you?” I asked.

“You are a very sexy girl,” he replied. “That has nothing to do with it.”

“You are a man and I am a woman.  Yes, a woman, and there is nothing wrong with two people wanting to love each other,” I told him.

“It is wrong and you know it as much as I do,” he replied.

“No, it’s not wrong! Why are you doing this? What is so wrong with two people being together? What is so wrong with us sharing a life together?” I asked.

“I just can’t do this. Your mom would be rolling over in her grave if she knew what we had done,” he said.

“Bullshit! That’s just a copout! Tell me, tell me why you won’t love me? All I want is to be with you and love you,” I said as tears began to stream down my face.

I got up and stormed into the house. How could he deny me after what we had shared? He knew I was right, and yet he was clinging to the only argument he could come up with. Was I really that bad that he didn’t want to be with me? Was I defective or something? I ran to my room and slammed the door. I had been so close to having him, only to have the rug pulled out from under me.

But I wasn’t going to give up. I was going to show him that I was worth having, that he needed me. I lay in bed waiting for him to come up to his bedroom. It seemed like an eternity before I finally heard his footsteps. He went to the bathroom, then into his bedroom. I could hear him getting into bed, and knew I just needed to wait. I needed to wait for him to be asleep so I could sneak into his room and love him properly.  Then he would understand and want me.

It was probably midnight before I finally got the nerve up to go into his room. He was sleeping on his back, so I lifted the covers and moved down to his cock. I sucked it into my mouth and began to move my lips up and down his shaft, making him hard. I think it took him a few minutes to realize it was me sucking his dick, and he tried to stop me. But I was having none of that. As soon as he was hard, I got up and straddled him, guiding his fat cock into my cunt. I moaned as his size stretched me wide, sliding deep inside of me.

With his full length inside of me, I began to move up and down on his dick. I leaned over and presented my tits to his mouth, which he eagerly sucked in and began to use his tongue on my nipples. I was slamming my pussy down on his shaft, fucking myself hard. His hands slid behind my ass and he began to lift me up and down on his rod. I got off him and rolled onto my back, pulling him with me. He was now between my legs, fucking me.

“Oh, god, granddaddy, yes,” I screamed. “Fuck me, fuck me hard!’

He lifted my legs onto his shoulders as he bare down on me, going deeper than he had before. I could feel him hitting my cervix with that long, fat cock of his.

“Oh, shit, granddaddy, you’re making me cum!” I screamed as my pussy began to pulse on his dick.

My body was convulsing as my orgasm took over my body.  His cock was better than I had imagined all those nights in my bedroom. He kept pounding me, slamming his rod inside of me deeper and deeper with each thrust of his hips. He pulled his dick out of me as I gasped at being left empty, then he rolled me onto my hands and knees before penetrating me again. He pressed on my upper back until my face was buried in the pillow.

“Fuck me, fuck me hard, granddaddy!” I screamed. “Shit!  I’m coming again!  You’re making me cum again, granddaddy!”

He shoved his cock into me hard, pushing my head into the headboard as I felt his cock begin to pulse. I knew he was coming!

“Oh, fuck yes, granddaddy!” I squealed. “Shoot your cum inside of me! I want your cum to fill my pussy!”

His orgasm subsided, and we both dropped to the bed, exhausted. I curled up to him as he wrapped his arms around me.

“See granddaddy? I know how to love you,” I whispered. “We were meant to be together.”

He squeezed me tight as we lay there recovering.

“Is this really what you want?” he asked me.

“More than anything,” I replied as I squeezed him.

“Things are going to be complicated, you know that right?” he said.

“I don’t care. We can overcome anything,” I replied.

That was the first night I spent in his bed. It was the first of many nights we would share our love and enjoy each other.


Chapter Five

Once I graduated high school, we settled into a normal relationship like any other normal couple. For once, life was the way I imagined it would be with granddaddy. Our sex life was awesome and we spent many a night lying in bed talking and experimenting. He knew more about sex than I did, but I was willing to try whatever he wanted. But one night, maybe a year after our first encounter, I dropped a bomb on him.

“Can I ask you something?” I said one night after sex.

“Sure, baby, what is it?” he replied.

“Will you get me pregnant?” I asked.

I cringed thinking he would be shocked at that request, but to my surprise, he didn’t.

“You want a baby?” he asked.

“Yes, and I want it to be yours,” I replied. “I want a baby with your eyes so I can always look into them and see you.”

“If that’s what you want, then I’ll give it to you,” he replied.

We tried for about four months before I finally got pregnant. We were both so excited to welcome in a new member of our family. One thing that happened to me was my sexual appetite grew even stronger. I wanted sex all the time! He fucked me in the barn, in the pasture, the hen house, the kitchen, you name it, we fucked there. I had so much fun!

But then something strange and wonderful happened. We were making love one night, and my tits were beginning to ache. I didn’t know why, but whenever he touched my nipples, the pleasure was way more intense than usual. Granddaddy began to suck on them one night, and I felt something coming out of them, releasing the pressure. I was lactating!

“Granddaddy, please drink my milk,” I begged.

He began to suck the milk from me as I moaned and felt my pussy begin to moisten with the pleasure it brought me. I had no idea it was going to feel like this! Over the next few months, my tits grew double their normal size. They were huge now! Granddaddy loved these new tits, and he drank from them at least twice a day. The hornier I got, the more milk I produced, the more he drank the hornier I got, and so on. It was a never-ending cycle for me!

When the baby came, I was afraid we wouldn’t be able to do that anymore, but since granddaddy had been milking me for so long, I produced more than the baby could drink. Granddaddy had to drink the rest, so I still got the pleasure I wanted. Of course, I couldn’t have sex for six weeks, but I sure could suck his tasty cock! There were nights when the baby was drinking from one nipple, while granddaddy drank from the other. The sight was so hot I had a hard time not fucking him!

Once I was cleared for sex, granddaddy and I had a special night planned. I had the baby on one tit and granddaddy on the other, then he began to fuck me as both tits were being milked. Talk about an intense orgasm! I was so filled with ecstasy that I could not move. I just lay there moaning and coming while granddaddy fucked me raw.

I swear the next day my pussy lips were beet red from the pounding he had given me! All I could feel was my sore lips whenever I walked. It was a reminder of granddaddy and his cock all day long. I couldn’t wait to fuck him again that night!

In time, we had to stop the milking because the baby got too old and was starting to realize what we were doing. It was a shame because we both enjoyed it so much. Maybe once he got older, we would try for another baby and experience this again. But for now, life is good and just the way I wanted it. Nothing could make me any happier than I was right now.
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