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“Daddy. It really hurts! It’s too big for my
cunt” I whisper. It’s what he wants to hear.

He pushes it in to me. I squeal, trying so
hard to keep the noise down, but knowing that I can barely contain
myself, as much as my tight pussy can hardly withstand the thick
cock that’s forcing its way in.

I squirm, finding purchase on the nasty
carpet of the changing room. I am sure that someone can see us,
that we will be spotted. I scan the ceiling for tell-tale cameras,
winking a knowing red light. I don’t care though. My Daddy, my
dream man, who I fantasize about every night, is fucking me with
his big hard cock, and I love it!

We were fucking each other within earshot of
all the other shoppers. The changing room was tiny and cramped, but
it was big enough for a muscular dad, and a horny daughter who
could bend herself into all kinds of shapes!

I jumped up onto him, as though he were
carrying a younger version of me. My thighs around his bare ass,
his pants around his ankles, huge cock out in front of him, shining
and throbbing with lust and desire. The harsh fluorescent lighting
of the department store changing room accentuated the muscle tone
of his shoulders, to which I clung. He lifted my up, his hands
under my butt cheeks, cock finding its position between them. Over
his shoulder I could see us both in the changing room mirror. His
back was muscular and tight, his ass a perfect older man’s buns. My
legs seemed skinny and toned by comparison. I felt his hard cock on
my cunt lips. I ached for him. I just wanted to plunge down onto
it, let my body fall and take the full length of his shaft up
inside me, dropping slowly onto him, squashing his balls as I
landed.

I kissed his neck, soft little erotic, moist
pecks. I nibbled his ear and I stroked his back. I felt so wanted,
so loved, up there on his shoulders.

I put my pouting lips to his ear. My hot
breath on his skin, and softly whispered.

“Fuck me Daddy!”

Normally we hated going shopping!

My Step-dad had a face like thunder when Mom
announced that we were going to the mall. Daddy and I held hands
when we went to the mall. He slammed the door with an impatient air
or resignation and powerlessness, and sped off with us in the car,
the Saturday Buzzkills. He knew that it meant hours of comparing
dresses and shoes, feigning interest at the choice of only slightly
different outfits. And with his teenage daughter in tow too!

Well, this trip was going to get a lot more
interesting for us both!

I held his hand around the stores. We always
did. It was our way of showing how close we were, how much we loved
and thought about each other. Mom sped off to a rail of reduced
designer outfits, with us a few steps behind.

I slowed down. Purposefully, letting him push
into me. His crotch was on my butt. My perfect, pert cheeks in the
short denim skirt that I know he loved so much, pushing into his
cock. I felt my cunt well up with juice, just at the sexual tension
between us. I reached my hand back to feel the lump in his groin.
Just lightly. He didn’t stop me. He didn’t object. We slowed to a
half-walking pace, our bodies together, and a hardening object in
his pants.

He placed his hand on my hip. A perfect,
strong manly act, not like the pathetic teenage gropes I had from
my boyfriends. As we passed a big row of fur coats, hiding us from
onlookers, he leaned over and whispered in my ear.

“I want you, Rachel. I need to fuck you,
today”

It was a sexy, manly request. I almost
buckled at the knees thinking about it. Would it really happen?
Would he fuck me? Would he put his big, throbbing cock in my tight,
teenage cunt and use me, treat me like his bitch? Would I taste
him? Would he cum in my mouth? Would he do me in the ass?

I fucking hoped so!

“What are you two looking so pleased about?”
asked Mom, turning around to see us sheepishly grinning
conspiratorially.

I felt my face start to heat up, blushing a
guilty shade of bright red. He was a much cooler customer though.
He wasn’t to be fazed. After all, what Mom would suspect that her
two favorite people were getting horny at the thought of fucking
each other?

“You know what honey, why don’t I take Rachel
to get a nice new outfit? You said that the last one she wore made
her look, what was the word you used? Like a slut!”

He slapped my ass on the word “slut”. It was
a playful pat. A fatherly bang on the bottom. It only carried extra
significance because we both knew how turned on we were, and what
he was cooking up with his innocent suggestion.

Mom smiled at us

“What a good idea” she said. Meet me back
here in, say, an hour? I will buy you both lunch, and you can see
all the lovely clothes I bought on your credit card, Dan”

He played along, frowning to chastise her. I
imagined that he would think it a price worth paying, for an hour
alone with his horny, tempting, wet daughter.

I grabbed his hand and swirled around on my
heels.

“Come on Daddy. Let’s find me something nice
to wear!”

We skipped off, a perfect vision of father
and daughter.

It didn’t take either of us long to find the
garments we needed to convince Mom that we had been hard at it,
selecting the perfect outfits for his pretty little girl. A nice,
cotton, flowing dress and some simple white court shoes were
clutched to my chest as we made our way into the fitting rooms. The
store assistant gave us a strange look as we both ducked in, but as
we were clearly trying on clothes it wasn’t such a big deal. The
rooms were all taken bar one, the busy Saturday, pre-holiday
shoppers were taking over, making every store a squash. It bustles
with the sound of hangers being dropped and zippers being pulled
up, and the murmurings of undecided potential shoppers and minds
not quite made up.

His mind was definitely made up!

We looked at our love-nest. It was small.
Very very small indeed. It was tiny, but we could manage it.
Keeping quiet, though, that would be another challenge
altogether.

I masturbated a lot. Exploring my sticky
little cunt with my fingers and my favorite vibes. I usually
managed to keep a lid on my screaming when they were in the house.
But when I was on my own, that was a different matter entirely! I
would shout and thrash as I brought myself to a crashing
orgasm.

“Oh Daddy! Yes! Fuck me with your big hard
cock!” would ring around the house as I squirted all over my
bed.

The vibe would be deep inside me. I imagined
him thrusting his big fat cock into my tight cunt. Picturing his
sweat-soaked face, contorted with joy, as he squirts hot cum up
into me. Yes, that was the fucking I needed!

I hoped that I could keep it quiet, because
this would have to be a completely noiseless, discreet fuck. There
were other people, strangers, literally the other side of the
flimsy drape.

It added an element of danger that turned me
on so much!

We looked at each other. His kind face shone,
his steely blue eyes boring into me, as if searching out the
furthest reaches of my soul.

Shapes and shadows crossed on the bright blue
material of the drape, and the harsh lights shone through. I
wondered, for a second, if we would make a bizarre, 18 rated puppet
show for those waiting outside, but quickly put that idea to bed.
Silhouettes of naked shoppers would not be good for business.

I reached up and kissed him. It was a tender
peck and first, the kind of thing that you might indeed give your
father. His lips were soft and warm on mine. I pulled away slightly
and looked into his eyes, still smiling and kind. He put his hand
on my shoulder, and we closed again. This time, the space between
us closed and our lips opened. I breathed out gently, showing him
how hot I was feeling as our mouths locked. Hot, wet saliva
exchanged in our mouths. Sensual sensations, tongues entwined,
bodies bumping together. We melted into each other, aware that we
couldn’t make a sound. Our warm, open mouths, lips together, were
all the words we needed.

I traced my hands down his shirt. I popped a
button, then a second. Silently he was coming out of his clothes. I
felt the definition of his stomach, a wall of ripples, a perfect
six pack. I didn’t know how he did it. Those late night gym visits
made a lot more sense. Of course, I had seen his chest before.
Sunny days in the yard, play fighting with the hose, getting my top
wet and see through for him. Seeing how he looked at me, young and
virginal, wet and ready. I traced shapes on his midriff, moving up
to his nipples, feeling them harden under my fingers, knowing the
effect I was having on him. He pushed his cock into me, letting me
know that the bulge was growing in his light, linen pants.

I leaned in and kissed his nipples. His hands
grasped my hair as I circled my tongue around his bullet-like pips.
They had really hardened. I felt his breathing deepen, his chest
heaving. I moved my fingers slowly down his stomach. They rested on
the waistband of his pants. We both knew what I needed to do.

Slowly I dropped to my knees, kissing him all
the way down. His body tasted slightly of sweat, slightly of the
body spray he used. Little hairs, waxed but poking through his
skin, teased my tongue on my journey south.

I put my fingers around the bulge in his
pants. He seemed to throb, like a trapped bird waiting to be freed.
I couldn’t wait to see what was in there. He wanted it too. I
started to slowly unzip him. The noise seemed to be magnified a
million times. Our guilt secret tryst given away by sound. Of
course that was silly, the one noise you would expect to hear in a
changing room is a zipper being lowered. As he came undone, his
snake startedto unfurl. He pushed out of his pants, and stood
before me, proud and very very hard! I took a moment to stare at
him. He was big. A really lovely big cock. I couldn’t wait to feel
him inside me. I was dripping wet at the thought of him. Hard and
unprotected, skin on skin inside my cunt. I ached for him.

All in good time though Rachel. This was a
sexual adventure that needed to be warmed up, slowly and
erotically, before out big, silent climax.

I pouted, my big bee-sting lips, red lipstick
glowing in the lights, and planted a kiss on his shaft. Then
another, and another. I wanted to show him what an expert I was at
cock sucking. I looked up at him, like I had seen young barely
legal girls do on the POV porn clips I knew he liked so much. Girls
that looked like me. Blonde, cheerleader types, with their hair in
bunches and braces on their teeth, sucking cock for their
Daddies.

I started to lick up and down his member.
Big, ice cream slurps of his cock. I swirled around the head,
tracing a circle with my tongue. A sweet, silky liquid started to
coat him. It mingled with my saliva, creating a delicious cocktail
of forbidden juices. He pre-cum tasted amazing! I pushed my lips
down onto the head of his cock, taking in the liquid. Then I pushed
the tip of my tongue into the eye. He shook a little and held my
head tightly, so that I knew that all he wanted to do was cry out
in joy.

I opened up my mouth, to take him fully
inside. I let the head sit on my tongue for a second, and then,
grabbing the shaft and feeling his balls on my hand, I took his
hard length into my mouth.

The ridges and veins traced little ripples on
my lips as I took him all in. I didn’t stop until he was right down
the back of my throat. I had sword swallowed him. He was completely
inside me, his balls on my chin. I took them in my hand and
squeezed them gently, giving him the pain to pleasure feelings that
men love so much.

He started to gently rock his hips. I let him
start to thrust into my mouth. A slow and sensual throat fucking. I
fought my gagging reflex, letting spit and saliva coat his cock. It
shone in the lights, and liquid dripped from him. I synchronized my
face with his hips, letting him get the full length of cock in my
mouth. He gripped handfuls of hair, and I looked up at him, his
sweet little girl, taking his cock in her mouth for him. His ass
cheeks were muscular and thrusting in my hands. I pulled him right
into my mouth, not letting him go, choking on his thick length.

As I sucked him, I put my hand in between my
legs. I pulled my flimsy panties to one side and started to stroke
my lips. I was wet. Covered in my sticky and forbidden juices. They
dripped from my cunt and over my fingers. I pushed one inside
myself. I felt hot and ready for him. I would give him the fucking
of his life!

I pushed another finger in. This was good! It
was more like a cock, filling me. Pushing my cunt walls outwards. I
slowly began to finger fuck myself, getting myself even wetter. My
hole opened out, to take that big fat cock I wanted to badly.

He pulled his cock from my mouth. I took it
in my fingers, wrapping them around it, and jerked him. Slowly I
pulled his shaft. The thick flesh filled my hand, and the juices
slipped on my fingers.

He put his hands underneath my shoulders, and
pulled me up. My face was covered in my own saliva. He took a huge
kiss, a massive French one, taking in the musty scent of his own
cock on my breath. As he kissed me, he pulled on my shirt. It came
up over my arms, revealing my little sports bra, flat stomach and
budding titties. He softly widened the straps around my shoulders,
so that they fell down by my sides. The cups fell, revealing my
hard little nipples. He leaned down, and kissed my shoulder blades.
Then my cups. He licked around them, almost fitting my tit in his
wide mouth. I shuddered under his expert touch. He flicked my
nipple with his tongue, running it back and forth, swirling around
it, then taking tiny little nibbles. It sent powerful electric
shocks to my clit.

His hand traveled down my body. He gently
felt the tightness of my midriff. The little stud in my pierced
belly button, the one that he and Mom had objected to so strongly,
but the one he also needed to look at, over and over. His fingers
traced shapes over my thighs, retracing the moves that I had made
as I had squatted there, sucking his cock for all I was worth. His
sensual touch reached my panties. They were soaked through with my
juices. I parted my legs for him, so that he could get in there. He
teased me, so expertly, pushing his finger into the light cotton of
them, swirling them, slightly inside my hole, and then over onto my
clit. My lips got the same treatment, light touches, and all the
while his tongue played a symphony of sensations over my
nipples.

I grabbed his wrist with my hand, and moved
over my cunt, showing how I love to be touched. I was more intense
than him, stronger, showing him how much I can be fingered,
offering him the guidance over a newly fucked pussy.

At last he pulled them to one side. A little
blast of cold air hit my cunt. It was a sensual, forbidden
sensation. My cunt, open to him when it really shouldn’t have been.
His finger started to become coated with my juices. He pushed it
gently into my hole. I was more than ready for him, I was opened
up. I wanted him to explore my flower with his digit. He pushed up
to one knuckle. I almost gave a little cry in pleasure, but managed
to hold in in. He started to push it in and out of me. I gushed as
he fingered me, feeling myself open and then close up, clenching
him as I would his cock. I grabbed hold of him and held myself
close to him, as tightly as I could, wanting to feel all of our
flesh together. We were hot. And in the confined space our bodies
were becoming sweaty, dripping with perspiration. Our clothes were
strewn on the floor. In the mirror our bodies were as one. Tight,
toned flesh locked together. I closed my eyes, letting the
fingering grow in intensity. Finger banging.

All the while, on the other side of the
tissue-thin drape, the good people of this town were going about
their shopping, trying on outfits that didn’t make them look fat,
or gave them hope that their husband might look up from his Youporn
and pay them some attention. And they were all completely oblivious
to the taboo fucking taking place in there, right under their
noses.

I needed to fuck him. It was all I could
think about now. It was all I could do not to cry out to him. I
wanted to beg him to fuck me. I stood up, my arms around his neck,
planting kiss after kiss onto his face.

I jumped up onto him, as though he were
carrying a younger version of me. My thighs around his bare ass,
his pants around his ankles, huge cock out in front of him, shining
and throbbing with lust and desire. The harsh fluorescent lighting
of the department store changing room accentuated the muscle tone
of his shoulders, to which I clung. He lifted my up, his hands
under my ass cheeks, cock finding its position between them. Over
his shoulder I could see us both in the changing room mirror. His
back was muscular and tight, his ass a perfect older man’s buns. My
legs seemed skinny and toned by comparison. I felt his hard cock on
my cunt lips. I ached for him. I just wanted to plunge down onto
it, let my body fall and take the full length of his shaft up
inside me, dropping slowly onto him, squashing his balls as I
landed. Touchdown!

I kissed his neck, soft little girl pecks. I
nibbled his ear and I stroked his back. I felt so wanted, so loved,
up there on his shoulders.

I put my pouting lips to his ear. My hot
breath on his skin, and softly whispered.

“Fuck me Daddy!”

I dropped down onto his cock. It started to
burrow up into my cunt. The thickness took my breath away. I felt
the ridges and veins against my clit as I dropped onto him. It
seemed to impale me, a mighty sword sticking up into my guts. His
balls stopped me from being mortally wounded. I hung there for a
moment, my arms around his big strong shoulders, and my cunt full
of his massive, throbbing cock.

I lifted myself up, using his shoulders as
the lever I needed. Our sweaty skin slipped together. Each hair,
each pore of our bodies in perfect alignment. His cock started to
come out of me, just a little. He put his hands under my ass,
lifting my weight for me, giving us the purchase for the vertical
thrusting.

I crashed down again. Harder this time. Onto
his thick meaty member. Impaled once more on the stick. It was
deeper this time. I felt my juices leak out, trying to find the
space between my tight cunt walls, and the thick cock that filled
them so completely.

Another thrust. Up and down. He taking my
weight as we moved together. Perfect synchronicity, no easy feat
considering the confines of our space.

I bit his shoulder and scratched his back. We
were close now. The sexual tension that had been brewing between us
since, well since we had first met each other some five years
previously, was coming to the boil now! There was no way that
either of us wouldn’t cum, and cum hard!

I felt it well up inside me. I bit him again,
and rocked my hips up and down on his hands, so that his cock had
just the right angle inside me, and the perfect friction on my
naughty little clit.

I bit his ear lobe. Hard! I could tell that
he wanted to cry out, but he held it in and carried on. The fucking
was getting harder now. More urgent. I started to feel it well up
inside me. I was going to cum. It was happening!

I whispered into his ear

“Daddy, Daddy. I am cumming! Fuck yes
harder”

The urgency in my voice was only emphasized
by the need to keep it so very quiet.

I held it in as best as I could. I took huge
clumps of his hair in my hand. I scratched his back as the waves
started to engulf me. It was a massive orgasm. I shook, stopping
the thrusting so that he could feel my cunt tighten around his
cock. Juices gushed out of me. We held each other’s gaze, staring
deep into our eyes, knowing that this was the perfect fuck we had
both dreamed of.

I felt his cock begin to twitch inside me

“Let me taste you. Cum in my mouth Daddy” I
whispered to him

He gently placed my feet onto the carpeted
floor, and I knelt down before him. His huge cock filled my field
of vision. I grabbed it, wrapping my fingers around his shaft. He
looked skywards, the bright lights in the ceiling illuminating his
pupils giving him a demon-like stare.

“Oh baby” he whispered.

I pulled him. Once. Twice. And then he
spurted.

The first jet of hot cum hit my face. It was
thick and milky. I wanted to taste him. I wanted to show him how
dirty his girl was. I opened my mouth and I thrust his cock to the
back of my throat. It throbbed, seeming to expand out of its skin.
The second pearl hit the back of my throat. It slipped down,
coating it with hot white goodness. I swallowed. Another drop and
then another. I squeezed his shaft, tight, milking him. I let all
of his wonderful cum into my mouth, lapping it all up, letting him
unload his ball sack into me.

I stood up. Drops of cum coated my mouth and
dripped down my neck. Pearl necklace. He looked at the sight. His
girl. A tight, nubile young thing, covered in his cum and hollowed
out from the fucking. He owned me. I was his. He could have me,
whenever he wanted, and we both knew it.

We quickly got dressed and returned the
clothes to the hangers, pausing to measure them up against my body.
Yes, they looked every much like they would fit. I couldn’t wait to
put them on when we got home. That dress would always be his
favorite, and I would wear it for him whenever Mom went out.

When we met my Mom she was looking very
pleased with herself. A good dozen designer store bags were
gathered around her feet like so many baby pigs around a sow. She
grinned at us as we met her, a coffee in her hand and a contented
smile playing across her lips.

“Well, have you two found anything you like”
she asked

“Oh yes Mom” I replied. “Dad was great! He
helped me try on new clothes, and we got some great things”

“Well” replied Mom. “Wonders will never
cease. He should take you out shopping more often!”
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