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Fiona’s dad had a big cock.

	Danielle first noticed when she and her folks were over at Fiona’s house (just across the street from her own home) for a pool party.

	The party was a belated one to celebrate Fiona’s 18th birthday. Danielle was a couple months older, and had been lording her 18-ness over her friend the whole time. Just like a good friend would.

	Derek, Fiona’s dad, must’ve not laced up his swim shorts properly. Because one moment he was swimming around in the pool and the next he was climbing out up the little aluminum ladder.

	Sans shorts. He didn’t notice at first.

	In fact, Danielle noticed first. She was reclining on one of a pair of lounges, talking to Fiona, when she turned her head after noticing the movement from the corner of her eye and hearing the water spatter on the deck as it dripped off him.

	And she got an eyeful.

	“Oh!” Danielle said, instantly clapping her hands to his mouth in shock.

	Fiona followed her eyes. “Dad!”

	Derek noticed then, “Shit...” He covered himself as best he could with his hands, the head of his cock still poking out between his fingers.

	He was as big soft as Danielle’s boyfriend was hard.

	“Gross!” Fiona said, “God, I don’t know how to deal with him sometimes. Your dad would never do anything like that.”

	“Yeah…” Danielle said, the picture of that huge cock at the forefront of her thoughts.

	Danielle’s mom and dad saw and they both pointed and laughed. Derek shot them a rueful shake of his head and jumped back into the pool to fish his shorts out and pull them back on, lacing them up this time before climbing out once more.

	After that, Danielle became obsessed. How big did it get hard? How long did it take him to get fully hard?

	Would it even fit? How would it feel to have that monster stretching out her pussy with each thrust?

	And unfortunately for her innocence, she had a lot of time to fantasize and let her mind wander to forbidden places.

	She found herself sitting in her room, gazing over at Fiona’s house, hoping to catch a glimpse of Derek. Stepping out of the shower. Mowing the lawn shirtless. Whatever.

	But he didn’t. And the more she didn’t see him, the more she thought about him and that beast swinging between his legs.

	It became a nightly thing for her to masturbate to thoughts of him fucking her. She used as many fingers as she could, pushing and stretching her tight little cunt until tears ran down from the corners of her eyes.

	She’d never came like that before though. Her whole body rocking and shaking on the bed. Her nipples so stiff they ached. The slick walls of her pussy flexing and squeezing with a deep and delicious pain.

	She’d been with two guys so far in her life. Her boyfriend and her ex. They were both smaller than Derek, and she’d never felt quite… filled when she was with them.

	And now she knew why.

	Now she knew that she needed a real man’s cock buried deep inside of her.

	She needed it so bad it kept her up at night. Even after masturbating.

	Except she could do nothing about it. Oh, Fiona kept inviting her over. But either both her parents were out or just Derek. Away on business or whatever.

	The moving date for college kept creeping closer and closer, until Danielle thought she’d never get her chance.

	And then it happened.

	Her cell buzzed on her dresser. She picked it up, the white charging cable still dangling down from it.

	My dad’s gonna call your parents about a party tonight.

	Better come, you bitch! Lol.

	Danielle’s heart leapt into her chest. A party at Fiona’s house tonight. It wasn’t ideal with so many people around, but it would have to do. 

	She’d make it work.

	The first thing she did was doll herself up. Glossy lipstick. Blonde hair in waves that seemed to fall to her shoulders. A shoulder-baring summer dress that was almost but not quote see-through.

	She thought about not wearing any panties, but decided that if she didn’t want to risk flashing everyone if it got windy out she better put some on.

	So she pulled a pair of white cotton panties up her thighs, the material soft against the bare lips of her shaven pussy.

	Danielle gave herself a little spin in front of the full-length mirror on her closet door. A real teenage dream.

	She and her parents crossed the street to the party around supper. Derek and Fiona and a bunch of other people all mingled in the backyard around the pool. Derek had the barbeque going and delicious, sizzling scents wafted their way through the air.

	Fiona had her bathing suit on underneath a top. “Hey! Want to go swimming?”

	“Not today,” Danielle said, trying not to appear as distracted as she felt.

	Part of her felt guilty. Fiona had no idea that Danielle had come over not to hang out with her, but to seduce Fiona’s father.

	The guilt was short lived. Desire and lust crowded it out in the battle of butterflies going on in her stomach.

	“Hey guys,” Derek came over and shook Danielle’s dad’s hand, “Glad you could make it.”

	Danielle couldn’t help but smile stupidly the whole time. That, and when Derek’s eyes passed over her, her thighs started to tremble and her tummy went all tight.

	She couldn’t wait another day. If nothing happened today she thought she might actually just up and die.

	Her eyes couldn’t help straying downward. Her throat locked up when she saw it. The bulge.

	Her pussy quivered and her ears started burning.

	“You okay?” Fiona said.

	Danielle shook her head, clearing it, “Yeah, just hungry I guess. Those burgers smell really good!”

	And then time seemed to pass both too quickly and too slowly. Too slowly because the day seemed to drag on and on without an opportunity to get Derek alone. Too quickly because she knew the sand in her hourglass was running out.

	That if she didn’t seal the deal today, it probably wasn’t going to happen. 

	Then it happened. Her chance.

	Danielle almost didn’t notice it. Fiona had started talking about some good gossip and it actually got Danielle’s attention.

	But then she saw it from the corner of her eye.

	A noise from around the side of the house caught Derek’s attention. “Damn raccoons! They keep knocking everything over back there! Give me a just a second guys, I gotta go scare them away before they wreak too much havoc.”

	People chuckled and waved him off. Derek started around the side of the house. 

	Derek, Fiona, and Fiona’s mom lived in a place with a privacy fence all around. There was the pool in the backyard of course, and the driveway and garage too up one side.

	The other was a little used section of lawn with a gardening tool shed and some other random junk stored in the space. No one really went back there except if they needed to.

	“Hey…” Danielle said, standing up from her lounger, “I’ll be back. Bathroom break!”

	“You haven’t had anything to drink since getting here,” Fiona raised an eyebrow.

	“I had a lot before we came over. Just hitting me now I guess,” Danielle could barely hear her voice over the thunder of her pulse past her ears.

	“Ok then,” Fiona said.

	Danielle headed for the backdoor and then, when she thought no one was watching, made a quick right turn and followed along the side of the house.

	She heard him back there, muttering a little as he righted the various stuff that had been tipped over. Her heart pattered against her sternum.

	Her pussy ached. Was this really happening? Was it actually about to happen?

	She peeked around the corner and saw him picking up some rakes. She started around the corner and paused.

	This had to be fast. He couldn’t have a chance to stop her.

	Biting her bottom lip for a moment, she pushed the top of her dress down. Her small, firm breasts popped out of the dress, her nipples already erect.

	Her whole body shook with uncontrollable nerves. The anticipation was almost too much to take. Almost.

	She came up right behind him. “Derek.” Her voice sounded so small.

	Derek glanced back at her, “Her, Danielle.”

	He even started turning back towards the pile of lawn tools on the grass, his mind not yet registered what he’d seen.

	Then he went stiff. “Danielle!” he said, turning around and facing her. “What are you doing?”

	“Shh…” she started, nodding back towards the sounds of the party, “Someone might hear us.”

	“Pull your dress back up,” he said. He reached out to gingerly pluck at the edges of the fabric himself.

	Danielle intercepted his hands. She put them on her breasts. She moaned a little at the heat of his palms against her stiff nipples.

	“Danielle! Stop!”

	“I can’t,” she said, “Ever since I saw your cock when you got out of the pool I can’t think about anything else. You’re so fucking big. I need it.”

	“Danielle… I’m old enough to be your father. I’ve known you your whole life…” he said. But he hadn’t taken his hands off her breasts.

	And his bulge had enlarged. The one at the front of his jeans.

	“But you’re not my father,” Danielle said, “And I’m 18. Let this happen. Just let it happen…”

	“Let what…” he started.

	She took him by the wrist and backed them up a couple of steps. Then she turned him and nudged him so that he leaned against the siding of his house.

	“We can’t,” he said. 

	But his eyes said differently. They swallowed her up. Drank her in. And his cock strained hard against his jeans.

	“Someone will hear…” he said, still not moving away.

	She sank down in front of him, the grass soft against her knees.  He sucked in a sharp breath when she leaned forward and kissed his throbbing bulge through his jeans. He was hot against her mouth.

	He threaded his fingers through his hair, his mouth open and jaw jutting slightly outward, as he watched her undo his button. She unzipped his fly.

	“Fuck… fuck…” he kept murmuring.

	She slid his jeans down his thighs. His cock sprang up immediately, unable to reach full mast against his boxers.

	“Danielle…” he said. She could see his willpower just about to fail.

	She kissed the head of his shaft through his boxers and he gave in, shoulders slumping a little.

	“You have the biggest cock I’ve ever seen,” she hooked her fingers into the waistband of his boxers and pulled them down.

	He was long and thick. His whole shaft quivered with every beat of his heart.

	She took him in both hands, barely able to touch her fingers together around his girth. His breathing quickened at the feel of her hands around him.

	“So fucking big… God, I don’t even think I can get it into my mouth…”

	She lifted his shaft up and looked into his eyes when she put her lips against the extra sensitive spot on the bottom of the head, where that little V of flesh was. She kissed it. Tickled it with her tongue.

	Precum leaked out of him. He squeezed his eyes shut and pushed the back of his head against the house.

	She ran her tongue over and around the head, savoring the salty, hot flavor of him.

	Then she tried to take him in her mouth, forcing her jaw as wide open as she could. She got the head in and sucked on it, her jaw aching.

	She tried to take more, but he bumped against the back of her throat quickly. They both kept glancing over towards the sounds of the party, making sure no one got curious.

	Danielle spat into her palms, then wrapped her fingers around him again. She stroked him while she sucked on the tip of his cock, looking up into his face.

	He tasted so good. And the way his breathing quickened, the way his jaw jutted out, just turned her on. Reached into her and pulled her strings just the right way.

	Her panties weren’t just moist. They were wet. Soaked right through. This had never happened to her before.

	She had originally thought of maybe just keeping it to blowing him. Swallowing his load and then going back to the party.

	But she knew then that she needed him inside of her. She had to feel what it was like to stretch out around him. To cover his thick cock in her inner nectar.

	She stood up in front of him, grabbed one of his hands, and thrust it between her thighs.

	He groaned when he felt her sopping wet heat. His cock, trapped between their bodies, throbbed with desire.

	“Fuck me,” she said.

	“Not here. Inside,” he took her hand and led her to the side gate in the fence. They stole around the front of the house and in through the front door.

	He took her to the downstairs den, which no one ever really used. They had a much better setup on the main floor.

	“We have to be quick,” he said.

	She also knew that people would start to wonder if they took much longer. Someone might come around to investigate.

	Her heart pounded.

	“You’re so fucking beautiful,” Derek said, grabbing her by the hips and pulling her body against his. His fingers squeezed when he kissed her hard.

	He spun her around so that she faced away from him and wrapped his arms around her body, the shapely swell of her ass pushing back against his enormous cock. He kissed her throat and shoulder.

	And he put a hand between her thighs. He sunk his middle finger into her waiting slickness and she moaned for him, the tightness of her youth wrapping around him snugly.

	“Fuck me…” She moaned, “Fuck me hard…”

	He pulled his finger out of her all covered in her glistening nectar. He pushed her dress down and yanked her panties away.

	Then he grabbed her roughly and tossed her onto the couch. She opened her thighs for him, her puffy pink lower lips parting a little, ready to take his punishment.

	“I have to. I know we don’t have much time. But I need to know…” he said, sinking down between her thighs.

	He kissed her pussy, then ran his tongue against her up and down. He did it again and again until it felt like her juices flowed almost freely, he had her so wet.

	Then he wiped her wetness off his glistening cheeks and positioned himself so that his heavy cock hung between her thighs.

	He guided it down to her opening, found it, pushed.

	Pushed harder. Danielle’s lips pulled back from her teeth. She grabbed the back of her knees and pulled her legs back, needing to see this.

	“You’re so tight,” he groaned.

	But he didn’t stop. He pushed harder, the veins standing out on his shaft. 

	She thought it wouldn’t go in. That they’d both leave frustrated. 

	But then it happened. Her body surrendered to his. She parted around him, the loop of her flesh spreading open around his thick hardness.

	He slid into her a little, then backed up. When he pulled out, she saw how she’d already soaked him.

	This time when he shoved inward, he went deeper. And on the next one deeper still. 

	“Fuck… oh, fuck…” she moaned. She could barely take him. It hurt. She could feel her pussy struggling and stretching to accommodate him.

	He sheathed himself inside of her again, going so deep that he bottomed out inside of her. She’d never felt that before.

	It was different. She liked it.

	“Harder,” she told him, wanting to impress him, to make him feel good.

	He fucked her harder. She’d gotten his cock so wet that it dripped down off his shaft. And soon turned creamy.

	They held nothing back. They didn’t have time to take it slow. They needed to sate their lust.

	She was his little bitch in heat, taking every inch and loving it.

	She loved it even more when he pulled out of her and turned her over, moving her so that her ass arched into the air.

	He seemed to sink even deeper into her than before.

	Then he started to slow down. His cock throbbed in her. “I can’t go much longer,” he said.

	“Fill me up,” she told him, “I want every last drop.”

	He couldn’t take the sight of her beautiful, firm ass wiggling up and down in front of him while her pussy massaged every inch of his cock she could take.

	“Danielle…” he growled deep in his throat.

	He came inside of her, his cock flexing hard. She felt it spatter against the very back of her cunt with each spurt.

	And that she couldn’t take.

	She came too. Her pussy locked down around him, milking and massaging him, draining his balls.

	It hurt, but felt so good. Tears ran down her cheeks and her fingers squeezed the hell out of the couch cushion.

	They stayed still in the afterglow for a few moments. She didn’t know if it was Derek’s heartbeat or her own that she could feel in her pussy.

	She started to ache as soon as he pulled out, the soreness deep and satisfying in her. His hot cum leaked out down her thighs and she grabbed the box of tissues from the coffee table to clean herself.

	“You clean yourself up,” Derek said, “I’m going out first. Give it a couple minutes and follow me.”

	She couldn’t have followed sooner if she wanted. She actually couldn’t walk straight, but forced herself as close as she could as she made her way out of the back door.

	“You okay?” Fiona asked again.

	“I’m great!” she replied.

	Her pussy didn’t stop hurting for almost a week.
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