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Birthday Taboo by Eliza DeGaulle







Lauren only wants one thing for her birthday, and that's the man of the house. It seems so unlikely though. He's too good of a man to ever do something so... taboo. Life finds a way though, and to make up a disaster to her, the man of the house may give her everything she ever wanted and even more than that.
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T

his was an absolute clown fiesta if I ever saw one.

No, literally. There were clowns and they were wearing sombreros.

This was supposed to be my eighteenth birthday party, but my mother apparently missed the teen part and it turns out she still thinks I'm eight.

I don't know how it could have been clearer to her. Other teenagers standing around, trying to be entertained by clowns who put in the effort but knew that their best attempts were futile. They were meant to entertain people half our ages.

Honestly, it was kind of sad. They knew they shouldn't be here trying this, but at the same time, well, they needed the paycheck that my mother was giving them.

I sunk back on my beach chair. So so utterly lame.

The only thing stopping me from being so completely and utterly bored out of my mind was him.

Emerging from the pool, water dripping down that toned back of his—glistening
 I think was the right word for it—he turned around and showed me that lightly hairy chest of his. Enough to just remind you he was most definitely a man and not a boy.

Oh, man, he was so jacked too. I so often yearned to run my hand over that chest of his, to feel that flesh beneath my hands, to really explore what I'd salivated over these past few years.

The thing I'd been explicitly told by society that was strictly a look, don't touch thing for me, and even looking was pretty sketchy from everything I heard.

That hot piece of man walking my way?

He was my stepfather.

"Lauren, my girl, why are you looking so glum? It's your birthday. You should be more cheerful."

I looked around the ‘party' that my mother had arranged. I gestured toward all of it. Words weren't necessary to describe my disdain.

"That bad, huh?"

"I'm expecting for Barney the Dinosaur to come out and start singing a song about sharing and caring. I feel like I'm being ignored for what I am for what she wants me to be."

I shoot a scornful look over at my mother who is chatting it up with one of the clowns. This one had given up on trying to appeal to teenagers and looked to be assuring his pay through a more brown-nosing avenue.

"Sweets, I know this all looks bad, but don't you think you could at least try to humor your mother?"

"Oh sure, I'll get right up and pin the tail on the donkey, and tell all my friends who are going to incessantly tease me about all this to just play along. I'm sure everything will go perfectly."

He shook his head, not exactly pleased with my words. "Look, I know it's tough, Lauren, just..."

"Lauren, is this how you show your thanks to your mother?"

Said mother
 was now looming over me, her arms crossed, looking down at me, her disappointment in me quite clear.

"I go through all this work to throw a party for you, and this is how you repay me? By sitting around and looking pouty?"

"Mom, you bought clowns. Ones who tie balloons together."

"You love clowns!"

"I did ten years ago. Now? I don't. I think they're lame. And kinda creepy."

Her scowl grew more intense. "When did you stop liking clowns?"

"Maybe when I got these?" I shoved my chest at her and juggled my breasts a bit. I was in a bikini I had to buy myself, not the hot pink one-piece that she had bought me. The one she said I looked so cute in.

Not the good cute either. The kind of cute that'd you'd probably use for a fluffy dog.

"Don't you do that. That's lewd! Behave yourself, Lauren!"

"Then maybe you should stop ignoring their existence, Mom. Maybe you should face the reality that I'm eighteen now. An adult. A woman. Someone who doesn't like clowns!"

"Adults can like clowns," she protested. "I like clowns."

"Most don't. Most kids don't even like clowns!" I shouted back. Our kerfuffle was getting the attention of everyone around us.

"Leo! Talk to your daughter!" she shouted in protest.

"What do you want me to do? She's your daughter," he talked back, quick to remind her that her biological daughter shouldn't be his responsibility in disciplining.

"She listens to you! She doesn't listen to me."

I looked his way, giving him some doe eyes. "You understand what I'm saying, Daddy. You know that I'm all 
grown up now."

He blushed. I'd learned how to press his buttons over the years.

"April, really," he said, talking to my mother. "You know she's an adult now. This is all a bit overbearing, don't you think?"

"Oh, don't you take her side on this, Leo! You know it's the thought that counts and I put a whole lot of thought into this."

"Clowns? Balloon animals? Cheese pizza? At this rate all I can say is where's the ball pit?"

"The ball pit people couldn't make it, Leo. They had a family emergency, and I don't even know what you're getting at even bringing them up."

My stepfather's hand went to his forehead, hurt by how badly my mother missed the point.

"Hey, Lauren," another voice called out. Phil, the hottest boy in my senior class.

Relatively anyway. Anytime the thought passed through my mind, I was faced with the stark reality that it had an asterisk next to it. That despite being the hottest boy in my class, he still had absolutely nothing on the absolute manliness that was my stepfather.

"We're going to go," he said, gesturing to the other kids with him. "This whole party is lame and really, you're kinda lame for holding it."

My heart sunk. "I told you it was probably going to be lame. I told you it and you showed up anyway!"

"Yeah, well, we didn't expect it to be this lame." He gestured to the others. "Come on, let's go and do something less lame. Like.... well... anything at all."

With that, they headed off, my mother further ruining my school reputation and leaving me a pariah.

"Don't listen to bullies, Lauren," my mother said. "They don't understand how special you are."

I gritted my teeth and shot up. "Oh don't you give me any of that nonsense!"

"What's gotten into you, Lauren? Calm down!"

"The hell I won't! I'm sick of your nonsense, Mom! You did all this! You're the one who ruined my reputation by blatantly ignoring who I am!"

I stormed off into the house, the party now effectively over. It was over before it even started really.

All because of her and her stubbornness.

Why couldn't she be more thoughtful and considerate?

Why couldn't she be more like him?
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Afternoon turned
 to dusk and I was left moping in my bed, really going goth and blaring some emo music just so that the entire house knew how I'm feeling.

Rejected by my peers, rejected by my parents.

Maybe I should have gone the whole way and started writing cringy poetry on top of it.

As I lay on my bed planning my future sub-culture choices, a knock on my door stirred me awake.

I got up to answer it, expecting my mother to be there to give me an endless earful of how I was a horrible daughter again.

No, today I lucked out.

"Lauren. We need to talk."

It was Daddy. He'd put a shirt on since the whole fight outside, which was unfortunate but expected.

"Mom send you to beg for forgiveness? Or for you to scold me for her?"

He shook his head. "Neither. I'm here to talk to you about her. About you. Us. Family."

I raised an eyebrow and let him in, closing the door behind 
him.

He took a seat on my bed, and I took my place next to him. "What's up?"

“Lauren, sweets, do you know why your mother keeps acting like she does?"

I shrugged. "Her head is so far up her own ass and she's utterly oblivious to what's really going on around her?"

He smirked, scratching his head. "Oh, your mother can have that problem sometimes, that's for sure. But no, that's not what I meant."

"Then what do you mean, Daddy?" I looked up at him, fluttering my eyelashes. I couldn't help it. I should still be angry about all of this, the abomination that was the attempt at my eighteenth birthday party.

When it came to him though, I couldn't help but smile and flirt. He was my first crush. My only crush. I wanted him, and I still did. It wasn't his fault my mother was clueless.

He leaned back and let out a long sigh. "You ever wonder why you're an only child, Lauren?"

"Not really. I just thought I was the only accident that happened."

He looked at me with a crooked eyebrow. "You're not an accident."

"My mother definitely doesn't seem like the sort that wanted to have kids on purpose."

He shook his head. “Your mother is a very caring woman. Too caring, even. She loves you dearly, and has so much love that, well, I don't think you're enough for her to love."

It was my turn to look at him bewildered.

"What? I don't mean that you're not enough for her or anything. I mean that, uh, she wanted more kids than you. Like, she wanted a whole litter."

"Then why don't you go and give me lots of little brothers and sisters? Maybe she can stop babying me then."

"Yeah, we've been trying that. For many, many years. Your lack of siblings isn't because of that, believe me, Lauren."

I blushed at the prospect of even thinking about my mother in that way.

Thinking about him in that way though was something I'd had a lot of practice in doing, however.

"Your mother is... uh... well... is barren
 a kosher word to use these days? I don't know the exact details. It's a lot of medical mumbo jumbo, but the point is she can't seem to have any more kids. Despite really, really wanting some. She wants someone to baby, to raise, to do all that stuff again. I guess she liked doing it all with you the first time around."

I turned away, reflecting on long past times of me and my mother, and how much better we used to get along.

Before that whole puberty thing got in the way.

Before Daddy came into the picture.

"It's been rough," he said. "I don't really know how to cure her baby craziness. Adoption takes such a long time and there's always worries if we'll even qualify. Grandchildren would probably scratch her itch, but it's a bit early to ask such a thing of you. Now only if either of us had some siblings for nieces and nephews to spoil..."

He kept talking about various other things to do, but his one theory, the one about grandchildren, suddenly leaped out at me.

If I was a mother myself, she couldn't possibly insist on continuing to treat me like a child. She'd have to respect me and accept me as an adult.

Of course, it takes two to tango. Asexual reproduction wasn't really a thing for humans, and really wouldn't be that much fun if it was.

"And of course, who ever heard of trying to spoil your third cousin rotten?" Daddy had been continuing his out loud pondering about Mom's whole love of kids but no kids 
problem.

Deviously the idea hit me. Something to prove to my mother that I wasn’t a little girl anymore. And from the man who actually seems to believe that fact already.

I swung my legs over his lap and looked him right in the eyes.

He went pale and frowned. "What are you doing, Lauren?"

"The answer to all of our problems seems pretty clear to me, Daddy."

"The answer to what now?"

"Daddy, we know what's wrong. Mommy wants more children to dote on. I want to be treated like a real woman instead of a child. I think our answer is pretty clear with how to solve both of those problems."

"I'm... I'm not following you, sweets."

The way he was looking at my breasts as they swayed in his face told me that he was following me just fine, and he had just as corrupt a mind as I did.

I had become a social pariah with all this nonsense. What was spending the rest of the school year just keeping to myself at this point?

Especially if it was with a man like him.

"I never got your birthday present, Daddy."

"It's just downstairs and..."

"No, no, no. I know exactly what I want. I want you, Daddy. I want you to make me a woman."

His eyes narrowed at my words. He had been thinking it, but hitting him with it this hard definitely came rushing at him.

"I want you to make me so much of a woman that Mommy can't ignore."

"Lauren, sweets, you can't be serious about this. I'm your father. This is absurd."

I shook my head. "I'm absolutely serious. You ran off the one boy who could remotely compare to you. I'm a woman, 
Daddy. I have needs and desires just like any other woman.”

"What has gotten into you?"

"I want you to get into me, if you know what I'm saying, Daddy."

He was now trying to avert his eyes, trying to avoid falling into my charms.

"I know you've been watching me all these years, because I've been watching you back."

He was keeping his hands away, despite the temptation being so strong within him.

"The way I see it is we both get what we want, Daddy. Are you going to tell me Mommy was the only one who wanted more than just lil ole me? Don't you want more? I'm so happy to give you both more of what you want, you know."

I ran my fingers through that shaggy head of hair of his, enjoying touching it for the first time as more than just a curious child.

"You can't be just suggesting such things so lightly. Being a mother is a huge deal you know."

I shrugged. "I have a mother who is dying to dote on someone. I have the best father in the world. Even if I do nothing, I'm so very confident that the child will be well cared for, Daddy."

Ever so briefly, his hands grabbed my hips, his manly instincts taking over for him however briefly.

"Besides... if you won't treat me like a woman, then I'll have to go and find someone else. You know that the world is scary, Daddy. Wouldn't you want to be here to take care of me instead?"

His resolve was definitely faltering. Weakening. He wanted to be the mature man who would do no wrong but any moment he was going to be faced with pure instinct.

How long could a heterosexual man like him really resist a younger, hotter version of the woman he had fallen in love 
with?

"Well... uh... your mother has been sort of distant lately for things and..."

They were having bedroom troubles too? Score.

"I'd never deny you, Daddy."

Those words were the last ones I needed to send him over the line and make him think my way.

In a flash, he picked me up, and put me back first on my bed.

Then, he sealed it.

He kissed me.

Those lips pressing against mine, the sparks ignited and flew through me. My first kiss, and it was far more electric than I ever possibly expected it to be. His tongue invading my mouth, the wonder that was our tongues twisting and entwining with one another. He was good at this, damn good at this. I didn't really need to compare and contrast to understand this. This was what a real man's kiss felt like, no doubts in my mind.

My heart pounded as the beast was unleashed. The kisses roared down my body, the goosebumps forming all over me from his touch. How the excitement was spreading through me, igniting me.

Finally, he managed to hold himself back enough to speak. "You've grown into such a sexy young woman. Yes, it's been so hard to keep my eyes off you, Lauren. How could anyone overlook a woman like you?"

His words were a blissful salve to me, letting me know that my fantasies were about to become so true, and that I was truly something to be loved and lusted after.

"Take me, Daddy," I said between pants. "I've been after you for years. Give me everything. Make me a real woman."

He paused a moment, an eyebrow raised. "You saying that means... um, you're a virgin and not just misinterpreting how 
that phrase is usually used, right?"

I nodded, making sure my enthusiasm for him was loud and clear.

Despite that, a level of doubt stirred in him. "Your first time should be special, Lauren. Not with some..."

I grabbed the neck of his shirt and pull him closer. "There is no way for it to be more special, Daddy, than with you. Take my virginity. Be my first, Daddy. I really do want you to make me the woman I should be."

My words hit him hard, and he finally unleashed himself on me. His kisses strong and intense, going down my body, the goosebumps all over me following his trail. I pulled the string of my bikini top, letting it fall away under his exploration, him stopping to suckle my breast ever so slightly, the sparks surging through me as his lips wrapped around my breasts.

Lower still he went down my body, coming across my abdomen. He massaged it ever so briefly, as if he were imagining what it would look like swelling with his child. The thought itself ignited the fire inside me more. It was so wrong, it broke so many rules, but at this point, I figured I may as well embrace it. I was already a pariah, so I may well enjoy its limited benefits.

The benefits of enjoying this fine man in front of me. His skilled touch, his knowledge of how to please me.

His curious hands went lower on my body, going to my hips, undoing the simple strings that held the bikini bottoms on me. They soon joined the other half of my get up and left me naked before him. He shook his head bemused, enjoying the sight of my naked body before him. He mouthed something, what I could only interpret as ‘absolutely beautiful'.

Daddy brought his touch toward my nub, the shuddering and rippling sensation going through me. His hand going into my pussy lips, poking into me, the sparks of it all, him poking at me, giving me such a curious preview of what was to come.

With his hands descending me, his lips followed.

He drove his desire for me home as he wrapped them around my nub and kissed me so tightly. The shock waves tore through me with that touch, my heart began pounding through my chest. This was happening. Oh God, this was really happening.

I was about to be eaten out by Daddy, something I'd been dreaming about for years and years, and now it was finally being done.

His tongue lashed out at me, licking me and spiking me higher and higher. He lapped at me, the sensation inside me building up higher and higher, boiling inside me stronger and stronger. I cooed for him, I moaned for him. I took a handful of that wonderful head of hair and jerked him, which only seemed to amuse him more than anything else.

My legs closed around his head as he continued to push me higher and higher, letting me cry out. We had long passed the pathetic climax that my own fingers had given me so many times when thinking of him, and now we were pushing higher to something stronger, something more electric and more wonderful.

All the while Daddy watched as he licked me and he pleased me. My pleasure was his, and me screaming for him was only making his glee wider.

I was singing for him so loudly. I knew I was going to come so very soon, and I couldn't have stopped him from ravenously lapping at my sex even if I wanted to. I was going to unleash the energy he had poured into me, and I was going to unleash it so very loudly.

Part of me was worried about getting the attention of a particularly curious mother, but Daddy? Daddy didn't seem to care. He had to know how loud he was making me, and well, if he wasn't going to worry about it, I wasn't going to worry about it either. I wanted him for so many reasons, and one of 
those reasons was clearly because there was absolutely no one who I could trust more than him.

So I rode it out. I let him lavish me with that deft tongue of his, those curious fingers. Every rub, every lick of my nub, every way that he touched my sex, it was all so incredible and intense. The power that was swelling inside of me was something I couldn't contain anymore.

The climax would come at any moment, and when it did...

God.

It really did.

The heat tore through my body, and I sang for him. As loudly as I could, at the very top of my lungs.

It tore through me and when it finally left me, it left me so very satisfied, lying flat on my bed and so very satisfied.

He rose up between my legs, continuing to look down on me with a mad grin, so very satisfied with himself and what he had done. "Your cherry is as sweet as I imagined it, sweets."

I had to giggle a bit at the stupidity of his words, their sincerity and devotion far outweighing the silliness of it.

"As delicious as it was to taste though, I think it's time for it to be properly picked," he said, undoing the button on his pants and dropping his shorts.

What he then showed me was quite a bit intimidating, honestly. I wasn't completely oblivious to what went on in men's pants, but what he showed me did make me uh... question myself, if however briefly.

No. I wanted this. I wanted Daddy for so long, and I wasn't going to be bogged down with second thoughts now.

I yearned for him.

I pushed myself up, gave him a seductive look, and curled my finger at him, urging him closer. "I'm ready for you, Daddy. Take me. Make me the woman I want to be."

He shook his head, still like he couldn't believe what was happening. I still couldn't either. This was a birthday president 
that I never could have imagined him giving me.

His hard body leaned down on top of me, pressing against me. His presence was so powerful and consuming against me, my heart was rushing, and I desired so much more of it. His cock throbbed against my sex, ready to invade me, to take me.

I shared another long and knowing gaze with him, looking into those deep blue pools that he called eyes.

"There's no turning back. Speak now or forever hold your peace, sweets."

I shook my head. "Fuck me. Please, Daddy. Fuck me. Make me a woman. Put your baby inside of me."

His cock twitched at my words, carrying so much weight with him and fueling his desire so much.

Daddy slid his cock across my abdomen, my mound, lining it up with my slit. It still felt so intimidating poking against the smallness that I was having down there.

When he began to part it, I braced myself for something terrible. I prepared for the worst, yes, but I was absolutely expecting the best.

All I could do was gasp as he started to push himself in. Bit by bit. I nibbled on my lip as the tide and overwhelming sensation of Daddy was entering me.

He held me close, his touch comforting even as he almost completely impaled me on his cock.

All of him was inside me. All of him.

It was a bit odd, but it was more that it wasn't exactly something I was used to than anything else. All of him deep within me, I was struggling a bit, but soon, no, I got used to it. I coped with it.

I enjoyed it.

My body adapted, nature's instincts taking hold as I adapted and made my body do what it was intended to do – breed.

He waited for me to approve, not wanting to hurt me, that 
fatherly instinct inside of him so strong even as he did something so unbelievably un-fatherly like he was doing now.

"Take me. Please. I'm not a virgin anymore, Daddy," I said, breathlessly. "But I don't feel like a woman yet. Make me one, please."

"Just making sure you're good and relaxed, sweets. The last thing I would want to do is to hurt you in any way."

I nodded, and he smiled, punctuating his kindness with another soft kiss that went against the fact that his dick was deep inside me.

He held me close as he began to fuck me good and proper. The rising tide rushing through me, the throbbing of his cock sending such wonderful ripples through me as he fucked me. Everything inside me was trembling so wonderfully, so powerfully with every penetration.

A ripple shuddering out from my core and washing over me, causing me to cry out louder and louder. I clawed my fingers down his back as I tried to endure the intensity of the feelings he was visiting onto me with each and every penetration.

His hands roamed over me, exploring my body and pushing me higher and stronger through it all. I was barely holding on with each and every bit of friction between us, as I cried out more and more. At first all of this felt so strange and so intense, but more and more it became as natural as breathing.

With each moment, I got more into our sinful tryst. He was hooking my legs, folding me up, fucking me harder, deeper, more intensely. My arms were wrapped around his back, my legs tight against him. I grinded against his cock, urging him to take me deeper, to fuck me more. To fuck me faster.

And he so happily obeyed my whims.

Everything in me shook. Everything in me enjoyed the bliss that he was giving to me. As he pushed me higher. Stronger toward climax. This was going to be so much stronger than even what his tongue had done to me moments before.

He looked me right in the eyes as he took me, our souls intertwining. Daddy was claiming me, making me his.

And in turn, he would be mine.

Perfect.

Us locked together, the point of no return was passed. We were screaming past it, him groaning so wonderfully and me so loudly singing his praises.

Any moment we would be lost to one another.

Any moment and...

When that orgasm hit me, God, it really did hit me. It roared through me, every bit of the heat flooding through my being, out into my fingers and toes, my entire form was just absolutely nothing but orgasm.

He was there with me too. Trembling and holding me tight.

His grip on me grew even stronger, tighter. He was there with me. All of him throbbing inside me, injecting me with his seed, all of it again and again, the warmth so overwhelming to me.

Knowing that it was now inside me, that it was rushing through me, that it may well breed me and make me swell with his child, the thought may have made me come just a little bit harder.

My smile grew and grew, knowing that my longtime fantasy had been fulfilled and it was as absolutely perfect as I could have possibly imagined.

The most wonderful birthday present a girl could ever get.

"Are you okay, sweets? Everything good?"

I nodded enthusiastically, despite all of my energy being drained from the tryst.

"You were wonderful. Best woman I've ever had."

I laughed, knowing the implications of his words. "Thank you, Daddy. I hope you'll keep making me a woman again and again."

"What, you think your womanliness is going to wear off?"

"Might. Maybe you should keep refreshing it. Just in case. And you know... to really make sure I give you your child." I fluttered my eyelashes.

"All valid reasons. Guess I'm on the hook to keep fucking you, sweets. Woe is me."

We shared more laughter, just enjoying the afterglow, the feeling of his cock still inside me, still holding his seed inside, ever so slightly increasing the chance of my breeding.

Then, of course, reality poked in.

Tumblers of my door's knob shifted, and it opened up. Muffled music hit my ears, and I looked up to see who was walking into my room.

"Lauren, listen I'm sorry about all that, did you want some... did you want some...?"

Mom was standing there, her lip quivering. In one hand were some headphones she’d just removed from her head, and in the other was a small plate with a piece of cake on it.

Shock caught up with her, and she soon dropped both, letting them clatter to the floor.

"L- Lauren?!"

Daddy swallowed, looking like a ghost himself.

We were in one hell of a pickle all of a sudden, but I decided to roll with it. Maybe just try the truth as absurd as it was.

"Mommy, Daddy was just helping me out. We're going to give you a grandchild so you can stop treating me like a child and see me as a grown woman. Isn't that great?"

Daddy looked at me like I was mad.

Mom?

She just fainted.

Dad shot up out of concern, but seeing that she’d failed to hurt herself, just let out a breath and sighed. "Well, this'll be interesting."

"You're not going to turn me away now, are you?" I said, 
sitting up, looking up at him with those forever potent doe eyes of mine.

"Of course not, sweets. No matter what your Mom says, you're mine now. And I will take care of you."

His words were as saccharine and pleasing as they ever were, bringing a very different warmth to my heart.

"Just... it all might be a bit complicated as we explain this. But April's a smart woman. She'll understand."

I ran over and wrapped my arms around his naked body, hugging him tightly.

"Maybe. Prob a bit of a toss-up I guess."

I wasn't worried. My faith was in him, and he would do me right.

Daddy was mine now, and that's all that truly mattered.

THE END
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The Bet by Amber Gray







Chloe’s got a problem. Her “friend” Megan says that she can seduce Chloe’s step-dad. Is starts as a cruel joke, but snowballs until Chloe bets that Megan can’t do it. The loser has to service the school’s biggest nerd.

When Chloe sees how her father reacts to the attention, Chloe’s jealousy reveals feelings that she harbors for the man that raised her. The pressure is so great that Choe finds herself in his room late one night. He’s sleeping, but she cannot help herself.

What happens when Chloe is caught? Can her stepfather resist when she does everything she can to tempt him?
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“
F

uck you, Megan,” I said.

“What?” she asked. She had that stupid look on her face that the boys liked so much. I used to think it was cute - I wanted to look like her, but now I just wanted to punch her in the face.

We stared at each other.

Megan started smiling at me. No, it was a smirk. She started smirking at me.

“What’s wrong, Chloe?”

“Nothing,” I said.

Megan, Lucy, and I were sitting in my room, and everything was going fine until Megan starting talking shit.

Lucy touched my arm. I pushed her hand away. “C’mon, Chloe, she was just playing,” Lucy said.

“I think both of you need to go,” I said.

“Chloe,” Lucy said.

“Just go,” I said.

After my so-called friends left, I had to take a few minutes to calm down. Despite what people think about my red hair, I don’t have a quick temper, but Megan can sometimes push my buttons.

I don’t know how long I stared at my phone, looking at text messages that I wasn’t going to answer. I thought about going downstairs for something to eat or taking a shower or watching a movie, anything to get Megan’s stupidity out of my head.

There was a knock at my door. I could usually hear anyone coming up the stairs, so I knew I was too deep in thought.

“What?”

Dad opened the door. He had a look on his face that told me that he would not be disrespected. I wished I had something like that to use against Megan.

“Sorry, Dad,” I said.

He shook his head and gave a little sigh. When he did that, I knew that I pushed it, but I didn’t go too far.

“Your friends left in a hurry,” he said. “Everything okay?”

There was no way I was telling him what was going on.

Dad stood over six feet tall. He had broad shoulders even though he only worked out a couple of times a week. What made him attractive wasn’t his thick black hair or his strong jaw.

I’d say it had to be his eyes. His eyes were a deep hazel and had a kind of fire in them. I could see why Mom loved him so 
much. He had eyes that could make a woman do anything.

“You want pizza, or should I cook?” he asked.

And he cooks.

“Vanilla cinnamon pancakes?” I asked.

He shook his head. “Out of vanilla, but we have blueberries. We can have bacon too.”

“Yes, please,” I said.

I really liked breakfast for dinner.

“Be ready in about half an hour,” he said.

I sat back on the bed and stared at the ceiling.

“Chloe?” he said.

“Yeah?”

“If Megan sees something good, she’s the kind of person who has to destroy it. I know she’s your friend and all…”

I sat up and looked at him.

“I know it’s hard finding new friends, so when you go to college, you can have a kind of reset.”

“I thought you liked Megan and Lucy.”

He shrugged his shoulders. “It doesn’t matter if I like them,” he said. “Do you like them?”

I didn’t have an answer to that.

He left me to make dinner, and it wasn’t long before I smelled bacon.

I stared at the ceiling and felt a little better. As much as she can be a bitch, I had to admit Megan had a point. I’d fuck Dad too.
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The next day
 at school was pretty good. I only had a couple of weeks left, and I felt good about finals. I had a great job lined up working in the same lawyer’s office that Dad worked out of.

Well, everything was fine until the end of the day.

“Y’know, the only reason I don’t do it is that we’re friends.”

I turned around to see Megan and Lucy. They were standing in the middle of the hallway. Megan wore designer jeans and a loose white blouse that made her boobs look bigger than they were. The jeans cost over two hundred dollars.

This week, she had her hair the same as Kylie Jenner. Of course, she told everyone that she hated Kylie, but Megan seemed to wear the same clothes, makeup, and everything.

Lucy dressed in black, as usual. She wasn’t exactly goth, but she was still the weird one of the group. She kept her hair dyed black and wore lipstick that was as close to purple as a color could be.

The three of us had been friends for as long as I can remember, and I didn’t want to throw that away.

“You said what you said to be funny, and it wasn’t. End of story,” I said.

Megan smiled. It was more bright than evil, but there was crazy enough in it to make me wonder if she was on something.

“I meant every word,” Megan said.

I looked at Lucy. I hoped that she could help, but Lucy was looking down at her feet. Evidently, her boots were more interesting.

“I think your dad is hot. I think he’s so hot that I might not be able to control myself around him.”

“C’mon, Megan,” I said. “This is stupid.”

And it was stupid. Her father ran off with some slut half his age; Megan was never the same after that.

Even if I was going to play her game, Megan’s father was old, and he looked like some kind of furless rat. I wouldn’t want to touch him, much less have sex with him.

“You won’t think it’s stupid when you lose,” Megan said.

Lucy looked up then. She didn’t like conflict, but she had that kind of nerd brain that couldn’t let something go. If you said something was a mile away, it had better be a mile away, 
or you’d have to have a conversation about it.

“Lose what?” Lucy asked.

And true to form that pissed Megan off.

“I don’t know, Lucy. She just loses.” Then to me, Megan said, “I’m not only going to fuck him. I’m going to seduce him. I’m going to get his dick so hard he’s going to go insane.”

“Why do you have to be such a bitch, Megan?”

“Your dad’s bitch.”

I walked away before I said something or did something that I’d regret.
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I got home
 at the usual time and started studying. I had finals to get ready. I didn’t cram. A little bit every day was always the answer.

Dad came in around seven. He immediately changed clothes and went for a run. He’d been a Navy lawyer for a long time, but he never forgot the Navy part. He ran five miles up through the park and down a trail by the lake back home.

He came in later than usual, and I had dinner ready for him.

Okay, I’ll admit that I sucked in the kitchen. Dad could cook Cajun, Spanish, and Italian food with no problem. I’m not that fancy, but I could make meatballs and pasta just fine.

We were eating. Dad was unusually quiet. He didn’t even tell me to put my phone away at the table.

That’s when I got the text message.

Megan: Almost :)

Me: Almost what?

Megan: Your dad

I put the phone down and looked at my dad. He rarely drank, but he’d already had a glass of beer. This was number two.

Me: What did you do?

Megan: Step one bitch

I racked my brain. I had no idea what she was talking about. I didn’t answer, but I couldn’t bring myself to put the phone down either. Step one?

Megan: I bet he hard right now

Megan: He thinking of me

As if on cue, Dad stood up. He was saying something, but I was wasn’t listening. His words went right over my head.

“So if you could talk to her, I’d appreciate it,” he said.

“What?”

“Megan,” he said.

I guess I looked confused because he said, “I know that Megan’s having problems because of her father, but her behavior isn’t appropriate.”

“Okay,” I said.

I had no idea what he’d said, but I didn’t want to admit that I wasn’t listening to him. I didn’t want to know what she did. Okay, that was a lie. I did want to know, but I didn’t want him to tell me.

As he put the dishes in the sink, I notice that he was erect!
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The first thing
 I did the next day was find Megan.

“What did you do?” I asked.

Megan and Lucy were sitting under a tree by the parking lot. They must have just gotten to school. I was looking for them and couldn’t find them.

Of course, at the sound of my voice, Megan looked at me like she didn’t know what I was talking about.

“You better leave him alone,” I said.

Lucy shook her head. “Are you two still at it? This is why I don’t like hanging around with girls.”

“She’s not trying to seduce your dad,” I said.

“Damn,” Lucy said. I didn’t expect any support from Lucy. She and her mother lived alone. She never knew her father.

“See, even Lucy thinks that’s not right!”

It didn’t take much of a glare from Megan for Lucy to look away. That was just getting old.

Megan pretended to examine her nails. The pink polish matched her jacket and shoes. Other than that, she wore white.

I was so tempted to hit her with a clump of mud that I was going crazy.

Finally, she said, “All I did was go for a run with him.”

“What?” I knew she was pushing my buttons. She’d started becoming a bitch the moment she hit a B cup, and she never stopped.

For a moment, I forget my anger. I hated to admit it, but I thought the worst. A few minutes ago, I thought that Megan had jumped him in the woods and did something to him.

I could see it clearly in my mind. Megan on her knees before Dad. His pants around his ankles. He’s trapped with nowhere to go.

Megan’s sucking on him, teasing him. I wondered how big he was. No matter how big, she’d do whatever it took to choke him down her throat.

I wondered if something was wrong with me.

“Maybe we should have a bet,” Megan said. “See who he’d like more in bed.”

“Eww,” Lucy said. “He’s her father.”

“Stepfather,” Megan said.

Lucy shrugged. “He is kinda cute.”

“Lucy!”

“What?” Lucy asked. “He is.”

I was fuming now. I swear in about three seconds I was going to yank all the hair off that fucking Barbie.

“What did you do, Megan? I’m not asking again.”

Megan did that thing where she twirled her hair. The boys liked it, but I thought that it made her look cheap.

“All I did was run with him.”

“And?” I asked.

“And nothing,” she said. “Of course, I wore my tight shorts and no bra, but I think he appreciated it.”

I tried to hide my relief.

“So, it’s a bet?” Megan said.

“What bet?” I asked.

“The first one to fuck your Dad wins.”

“Stepdad,” Lucy said.

“Shut up.”

“I’m not going to bet that,” I said.

“Why not?” Megan said.

“It’s stupid.”

Megan laughed.

“You keep your hands off him,” I told her.

Megan and I stared at each other. I meant business, and I wasn’t backing down. I could see her falter. I could see her back down. It would have been over, but nothing in my life was going to be that easy.

Lucy said, “So it’s a bet. All we need are stakes.”

“What?” Megan and I asked at the same time.

“What happens when you lose?”

Megan was about to say something, when Lucy said, “Hey, Patrick, c’ mere.”

Patrick.

Every school has that guy who was really smart and really stupid. If I asked him to tell me how tides worked, he could tell me. He could probably teach the class. But if I asked him what the best song was for slow dancing or the best place to tailgate, he was lost.

I was never mean to Patrick, but Megan treated him like he was the worst thing in the world.

“Don’t you dare come over here,” Megan said.

Patrick hesitated, but Lucy was all smiles.

He wore corduroy pants that were too tight in some places and loose in others. Nothing matched. I don’t think he was religious in any way, but I wouldn’t have been surprised if he was wearing special Mormon underwear.

“Last week, Patrick here did me a favor.”

“Eww,” Megan said.

“Not that,” Lucy said. “But he helped my mom when no one else would.”

“Double eww,” Megan said.

“Alright, fuck it,” Lucy said. “Patrick is the bet. If Megan can’t do it, then she gives Patrick a blowjob.”

“What if she can?” I asked.

“Then, you choke on the Patrick stick.” That was Megan.

Megan and I started talking over each other, but Lucy wasn’t having it. I thought it was funny that Lucy ate Megan’s shit for years, but this was the moment she decided to grow a pair of tits.

“Oh, and you can’t tell him, Chloe. You can’t make him go out of town. If Megan shows up, you have to leave them alone for thirty minutes. Oh, and you have two weeks.”

“No,” I said.

“Why not? If the target is so pure and would never do it, then you have nothing to worry about.”

I noticed that Lucy didn’t tell Patrick that the target was my dad. I was thankful for that at least.

“Half hour, huh?” Megan said. “I could do a lot in half an hour.”

It was her stupid smirk that got me.

“Loser sucks Patrick’s little pecker,” I said.

Patrick bristled but kept quiet.

Megan didn’t even hesitate. “You’re so going to lose.”
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Dad
 and I had just finished eating when there was a knock at the door. I knew who it was and what she wanted.

“Is your father home?” she said in a sing-song voice.

She wore one of her cutest outfits. She wore her blue skirt higher than she usually did, so it rode up on her thighs. Her flowery top was open to the third button.

“You’re not going to let me in?” Megan said.

I stood rooted at the door, not believing that I was stupid enough to make that bet.

“Fine,” Megan said. “Go ahead and cheat. I’ll win. The only question to ask yourself is if you spit or swallow?”

Fuck.
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Megan was good.
 She came in with all smiles and asked Dad for help. Of course, he helped. He wondered why her high school curriculum would include law.

She flirted and asked him questions and showed him everything that wasn’t a nipple.

I was fuming. That stupid little hussy!

“You know,” Megan said. “I really appreciate your help, Mr. Charles.”

“No problem,” Dad said. “You and Chloe have been friends for a long time. It’s the least I could do.”

She put her hand on his thigh as they sat at the dinner table. Our dinner table.

“You know what would be great right now?” Megan asked. “Chloe’s brownies.”

“That would be good,” Dad said.

I bit my lip so hard that I thought I’d make it bleed, but I went to the kitchen and started the timer. I was going to win 
this thing. I had to. I just had to figure out a way to cheat and not really cheat.

I slammed pans and made as much noise as I could.

I thought about dropping something on my foot. Dad would come running at a cry for help, but that would be cheating. I was not going to give Patrick a blowjob.

I looked in on them. Megan was laughing and giggling. Dad looked uncomfortable. I couldn’t tell if he was uncomfortable in a good way or a bad way.

After a couple of brownies and a short conversation, Megan left.

“Looks like you lose,” I said.

Megan looked at me like I was a stupid child. “Silly Chloe,” she said. “These things take time. I’ll have him in a few more days. You’ll see.”
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Inside the house,
 Dad was washing dishes. He stood tall at the sink and didn’t seem oblivious to what was happening with Megan.

“Thanks for helping Megan,” I said through gritted teeth.

“No problem,” he said. “Are you two fighting?”

I wanted to tell him everything, but even if I wasn’t worried about losing, I didn’t want him to think that I was the kind of person who would make that bet. Even though I did.

“No,” I said. “Why do you ask?”

He didn’t answer.

I put my plate in the sink and all the confidence I had just melted. Dad was erect. Megan had gotten to him.

“She said she’ll be back tomorrow. To study for her finals.”

“Oh, okay, sure,” I said.
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I couldn’t sleep

 that night. Just the thought of losing was making me sick. What was I going to do?

I could call it off or maybe offer Patrick a handjob if I lose. Or twenty handjobs. I didn’t know.

Shit, I hated the whole thing.

After an hour of all kinds of thoughts rolling through my head, I decided that I had to talk to him. I couldn’t say that I’d never lied to him, but I hadn’t hidden anything this big.

At four in the morning, I knocked on his door. I’d been up all night, and I was half-crazy from worry. That’s the excuse that I’m going with for what I did next.

I knocked on the door before going in. Dad was sleeping on his side. It was a hot night, and he’d thrown his sheet off. He wore pajama bottoms and nothing else.

I was ready to tell him everything like some sort of confession.

I couldn’t wait until the morning. I’d lose my mind by then. That was my plan, but I saw something that made the plan go out of the window.

Even though the front of his pants were buttoned, I could see it through the front opening.

I knew that I should have left. It was wrong to be in his room that late. It was wrong to watch him sleeping.

When my hand reached out and touched it, that was wrong too. I couldn’t stop myself. Despite all Megan’s teasing and being a bitch, she was right. Dad was kinda hot.

Who could blame me for touching it? Or pulling it out?

It wasn’t hard, but it was thick and warm in my hand.

Even soft, Dad was bigger than I thought that he’d be. Even his balls were big. What did big balls mean? Would that mean he’d have a lot of stuff? Did it mean that he could just go and go and go?

I spat in my hand and started stroking him, sliding my hand up and down its length. It was only the third one I’d touched. 
The first two were boyfriends who begged me to jack them off like they were dying.

It was funny because, this time, I was dying.

As I stroked him, he got harder and harder. A drop of something clear leaked from the tip.

Dad made a noise, and I stopped. I realized that if he caught me, I’d be in all kinds of trouble. Plus, I’d lose the bet.

I should have left but kept stroking him and stroking him. When he stirred, I kept going. I wasn’t going to stop. If Megan could make him hard, I was going to make him much more than that.

His body tensed, and I knew he was close. I spit on it again, ready to take him to the end. I wanted to see him come in my hands.

I didn’t care if he saw a mess in the morning. Hell, I didn’t care if he woke up. I was going to do this before Megan did it. She wasn’t going to take this from me.

Dad let out a groan. He was there!

I hadn’t planned on it. I clamped my lips over him. He let loose, and suddenly, my mouth was filled with his salty cum. The next thing I knew, his hands were on my head, forcing me down, down, down on him.

I started to panic. I couldn’t breathe. Not only was his cock fully hard in my throat, but Dad just kept spurting and spurting.

Finally, he stopped and let me go.

I sat up. He was fully awake now. I’ll never forget the look of shock on his face.

“Did I hurt you?” he asked.

I didn’t know what to say. Instead, I puked what felt like a bucket of cum and whatever I’d eaten since Thursday.

I couldn’t even look at him as I ran to my room and locked the door.
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I left for school early.

 I didn’t want to talk to Dad. I couldn’t forget the look he gave me. I went to a donut shop near school. It was the only place open. I cried as I stuffed myself with donut holes and coffee.

What was I thinking? What the fuck was I going to do?

The school day was a blur. I had to go home at some point, but every minute seemed to last only a second.

I only had two more classes to go when it happened.

“Too bad I didn’t have another ten minutes,” Megan said.

I turned to see her and Lucy.

“Not today, Megan,” I said. I felt like crap. I had no sleep, and I was running on sugar and caffeine.

Megan wasn’t listening.

She never listened.

She had to prove that she was the prettiest and fuck whoever got in her way.

“Why not today?” Megan asked. “All I needed was another couple of minutes, and I would have had him wrapped around my little finger.”

“Megan,” I warned.

“Unlike you, I’d swallow every drop. Not spit like a little virgin.”

“You bitch!”

The good news was that I won the fight. The side of my head hurt where Megan pulled my hair, but she had a blackened eye, and her nose was bleeding.

I’m not a violent person. I don’t like fighting, but she went too far. So, the good news was good.

The bad news? Dad was coming to school.
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In the principal’s office,
 Dad was just amazing. It went from ‘I attacked Megan’ to ‘how could the school let this happen?’

Of course, Megan’s mom was mad, but Dad charmed her like nothing I’d ever seen. She was old, ugly, and fat, but Dad had her feeling like she was a queen.

The whole thing lasted twenty minutes at most. Before I knew it, we were on our way home.
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Dad didn’t talk
 during the ride. I couldn’t tell how he was feeling, and I wasn’t going to ask.

At home, he led me to his office. I sat on the couch. I pulled my knees up to my chest. I couldn’t believe that I wasn’t crying or curled up in a ball.

I wanted to throw up.

“I need you to tell me what this is about,” Dad said as he sat on his desk.

I shook my head.

What was I going to tell him? That I’d made a bet that Megan wouldn’t have sex with him? I don’t think so.

I couldn’t even think of a lie, so I said nothing.

“How about I guess, and you tell me if I’m right?”

I shrugged, but what I really wanted to do was crawl under a rock and die.

“You made a bet with Megan that I’d fuck her, and you got jealous, so you sucked me off and punched her in the face.”

“No, Dad, you’re wrong - wait, what?”
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So basically,
 Dad knew what was going on. At first, I thought that he’d hacked my phone, but no matter how mad I got, I knew he wouldn’t do that.

“How?” I asked.

“I talked to Patrick,” he said.

“What?” I was just dumbfounded.

Dad gave a chuckle and told me the story. Basically, Lucy’s mom needed legal advice, and Lucy was too embarrassed to ask me to ask him.

Evidently, Lucy’s mom needed money, and well, traveling businessmen pay good money to visit their hotel rooms. She got caught.

Patrick found out, and after a quick conversation with my dad, helped Lucy’s mom beat the charges.

I never wondered why Lucy just didn’t do the favor for Patrick, but I later found out that Lucy was a lesbian.

At any rate, Lucy was so appreciative and tired of Megan’s shit that she decided to help Patrick. Patrick was going to get head from his crush Megan or from me. I was the consolation prize.

“Lucy and Patrick were using me!” I said. “I am so going to get even with them.”

“Or not,” Dad said.

“They used me.”

He nodded. “Yes, they did, but on the other hand, you used me.”

“No, I didn’t. I just… um…”

He waited for me to finish, but I had nothing.

“I’m sorry, Dad.”

“C’ mere,” he said.

I sat beside him on the desk.

“When your mother died, a part of me died with her. I’ve been focused on just getting you into college and on with your life.”

There wasn’t anything to say to that. We both knew my bio-dad wasn’t much of a person. He walked out and never looked back.

“You’re not mad?” I asked.

“I should be, but it just showed me that it’s time for me to 
date again. Find someone who’s not you or Megan… someone my own age. I haven’t been with anyone since your mother…”

“There’s me,” I said.

“That’s true, but that doesn’t count,” he said. “That never happened.”

I could see him struggle with it. He was trying to push it into the place where we kept my bio-dad, a place where we never talk about it again.

“There’s me,” I said again.

He didn’t say anything.

After all I’d been through, I wasn’t going to let it end like that. I caught his eyes and forced him to look at me. He didn’t move as I unbuckled his belt and worked his pants down.

“Chloe, please,” he said.

I wasn’t going to stop.

I shoved his pants to his ankles. On my knees, I didn’t hesitate, and I didn’t think twice. I took his thick cock into my mouth. I swirled my tongue around the head and made my mouth a wet, warm place.

I just worked him slowly for several minutes, never taking my eyes from his. I wanted him to feel good. I wanted him to see how good we could be.

I licked his balls, sucking one and then the other until they were wet.

“Chloe,” he said.

He grabbed my head again, but this time, he was gentle.

“Chloe.”

He came in my mouth. This time I was ready. I caught every bit on my tongue.

“Let me see,” he said.

I showed him.

“Your mother used to do that for me,” he said as he ran his finger over my lips. “I promise that you’ll never have to be jealous of her or Megan or any woman. You understand?”

When I nodded, he gave me permission, “You can swallow now.”

I gulped his seed down.

I think that’s the moment everything changed.

He was my dad, but when he came in my mouth that second time, he became something more.

We became something more.

Dad placed me on the top of his desk. For as long as I could remember, I had the same dreams of how my first time would be. I would be with the perfect man. I’d wear the perfect clothes, and be in the perfect place.

My first time was nothing like I’d planned. My mismatched bra and panties ended up on the floor. We weren’t even in a bed - I was on a desk.

At least the man was perfect.

He crawled between my legs.

“I love you, Chloe,” he said as he pushed himself into me.

It hurt at first, but after a few moments, it felt better than I could have imagined.

I can’t say we made love. I can say that he fucked me, and I came so hard that I started to cry.

“If you pull out, I can swallow it,” I offered.

“You want me to pull out?” he asked.

“Please don’t,” I said.

It wasn’t long before he came deep inside me.
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Later,
 we lay in bed. I couldn’t believe how much my life had changed in a few days.

“What about the bet?” I asked.

“Let’s invite everyone over for dinner. Megan will find some excuse to get me alone,” he said. “I’ll tell her that I found someone that makes me happy, and I don’t want to fuck it up.”

Megan sucking off Patrick was going to be sweet. Even as I started laughing, I could feel him getting hard against my thighs. He was ready, and so was I.

THE END
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Bambi’s Basic Training by Charlotte Storm







Bambi Stevens has always been a problem child in need of strict discipline and a good spanking. Now that she’s eighteen, she can’t hide behind the guise of innocence, not that she’s ever been that innocent. Sure, she’s saved her virginity…barely. But now that she’s a grown woman, she wants to leave her childish ways way behind her.

Tyce Santiago Dominguez is known as a hardass, both with new recruits and at home with his wife and step-daughter. Ever since he came into their lives, he’s been itching to lay down the law. When Bambi is caught sneaking out, Tyce sees his chance to whip her into shape. But when this baby girl bends over his knee and bares her bottom for him to bruise he knows he’s going to have to use a different kind of discipline.
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I

pace my room, waiting for the man of the house to go to bed, twisting and untwisting my long hair around my fingers. I shouldn’t have to do this anymore. Sneak out. I turned eighteen a few weeks ago.

I’m an adult now.

A woman. Well, almost. After tonight, I hope to be. Just as soon as my mom and her stick-up-the-ass drill sergeant of a husband fall asleep.

Tyce Santiago Dominguez is twice my age, six years younger than my mother. Tall, broad-shouldered, and mahogany-toned due to his South American heritage, he’s an imposing mountain of a man who’s managed to chase away every boy within a two-hundred-fifty-mile radius ever since my mother married him three years ago.

His stern, disciplined demeanor makes me feel like I’m one of his new recruits. He can drill me anytime. I’d just love to break through his tough outer shell, get to his hard, hot center.

Yeah, I have nasty fantasies about the man of the house. So sue me. He’s kept me sex-deprived all this time. No one brave enough to take my V-card. God knows I’ve tried to push it on men harder than a street-corner dealer pushes dope.

Not men. Boys my age. Maybe that’s the problem. Maybe what I need is an older man to claim what I so freely crave to give. A man like my mother’s husband.

It’s her fault I’m rebelling, trying to use sex as a means to heal my daddy issues. I remember the fights they used to have, how mean she’d get. She ran him off, just like she’s running Tyce off. I hear them argue. Walls aren’t that thick. Not like I imagine Tyce is thick. Maybe fucking my mother’s daughter is exactly what he needs. Break the rules just once. But he’s too rigid for that.

My phone dings, alerting me to a text. It’s Chad. He’s my date for tonight. He isn’t anything special other than available. 
And brave. Of the crew he runs with, he’s the only one willing to touch me. I can’t wait for him to touch me all the way.

The television in Tyce’s office clicks off, which means he’s minutes away from falling asleep in the recliner. Mom long ago fell asleep in the room they used to share, Valium her new best friend.

Chad: I’m outside. Hurry. Movie starts soon
.

I roll my eyes as I type out a quick text back. Movie. As if I plan on actually watching it.

Me: Gimme a few. He’s almost out
.

I count out the five minutes in my head, every second bringing me closer to losing my virginity. To sticking it to my mom and step-father by letting Chad stick it in me.

Screw this. I can’t wait any longer. Womanhood calls.

I shove my phone into my purse and yank open my door only to walk right into a wall. I bounce off something warm and firm, barely righting myself so I don’t fall flat on my ass. In a skirt this short, no underwear, on my bare
 ass would be a more accurate statement.

“Ompf.” I rub my nose. “What the he—”

“Where do you think you’re going?” The rich, deep baritone of Tyce’s voice is made harsh by all the military attitude he puts behind those words. And what is he doing outside my door, anyway? How in the world could he possibly know my plans?

I’m about to tell him it’s none of his business where I’m going, with all the angsty brattiness I can muster, but those words die on my lips. Tyce isn’t wearing a shirt, only low-hanging pajama pants that show off his eight-pack, and the valley between his hips inviting me to keep going lower.

Damn, this man is beautiful. I never understood what he saw in my mother.

His massive form blocks my doorway, my exit out, toward Chad. Toward my cherry bomb. I’d rather the man of the house set the explosives that blow me wide open over a horny 
teenaged boy with questionable experience. For all I know, Chad’s a virgin, too.

Shit. I didn’t think to ask him. I was too focused on my own to worry about his. I mean, will he even know what to do? There’s no way he’s as skilled as my step-father. As experienced.

I don’t personally
 know that for a fact, but the way my mother used to scream when things were good between them…well, it’s a reasonable conclusion to draw.

“I asked you a question, Bambi.” The corner of his lips tilts up just a fraction. A micro expression so small, it’s barely noticeable. I notice because I’m looking at his mouth wishing it were on my lips. Not the ones on my face, either.

So. Many. Dirty. Thoughts
 about this man. I really need to get laid, get it over with. As much as I want it to be him, there’s no way he’d ever cross that line. Too straight-edged.

“And I’m denying you an answer, Tyce
.” I fake-smile when I say his name. “I’m an adult. I don’t owe you an explanation.”

He closes the distance between us, shoulders back, eyes razor-sharp. It’s intimidating as hell. I see why his recruits fall in line. He leans in, and for a moment, I think he’s going to kiss me, which is ludicrous. He’d never do it, no matter how much I want him to.

“I don’t like to be denied, Bambi,” he husks, his voice barely above a whisper and holy hell. Did he say what I think he just said?

He’s so close, his breath warms my cheeks. I can feel the heat radiating off his exposed flesh. The scent of soap wraps around me in a clean, orderly fashion. Just like the man close enough to do the same. But I don’t want the proper, restrained soldier. I want to be ravished.

Can Chad give me that? Not likely. Could Tyce? Less likely. Probably. Maybe. Hell, I don’t know. His close proximity makes my brain short circuit. Ever since I turned eighteen, 
there’s been a tension between us. A rubber band pulled tight enough to snap.

I take a step back, out of his reach, breaking whatever spell he just cast. “Better get used to disappointment, Daddy
. Your baby girl’s gonna be a woman after tonight.”

My phone beeps to punctuate my point.

Tyce’s nostrils flare. His shoulders scrunch to his ears, hands clenched. “Don’t call me that,” he says on the back of a growl that’s pure savage. Good to know that’s in there beneath all the polished veneer.

“Call you what?” I bat my eyelash extensions as I bring my finger to my lips and bite it, all while holding his searing gaze. “Daddy
?”

Tyce pins me against the wall, one hand on my hip, the other on my neck. My legs wrap around him, my arms do the same. He moves so fast, I can’t focus on anything other than the feel of his body between my thighs.

His thumb presses beneath my chin, forcing me to expose my neck to him. I’m prey about to be devoured. If only I could be so lucky.

“I could smell your perfume in the hallway, the one you wear when you want to start trouble.” Tyce leans in until his nose skims along my neck, up to my ear. He’s breathing fast, his heart pounding as hard as mine. Speaking of hard…

I rut against him with my center. I need to feel him, to see if he wants me as much as I want him. Just as swiftly as he picked me up, he drops me and steps back. The absence of him hurts worse than landing on my ass.

“I-I’m sorry.” He stares at the ground, rubs a hand over his close-cropped dark hair. “I shouldn’t have touched you like that. This isn’t…right. Your mother’s in the other room.”

He takes a step toward the door. I push to my feet and catch his arm. He turns to face me, and my heart could break for all the emotion there.

“No. This isn’t right,” I say, unsure how to do this. Unsure what to say to seduce my mother’s husband into staying. Into taking my virginity.

He opens his mouth, probably to apologize again. I hold up my free hand to stop him. “You shouldn’t have touched me, but you did.”

I can’t tell what’s winning the war inside him—guilt or shame. It’s a close battle, but he doesn’t understand he’s fighting the wrong fight.

He tries to pull his arm free from my grip. I hold on tight. “And I liked it,” I admit, hoping he’s tracking where I’m leading. “My mother doesn’t deserve you. Besides, she and Valium are having an overnight. She won’t be back until morning.”

He’s guarded. That much I can see in his eyes as he stares at me, probably trying to figure out if I’m serious or not. If I’m worth the risk.

“I’m going to give you two options, Tyce.” I hold up two perfectly manicured fingers. “One: you touch me like that again, and this time don’t stop. Or two: get out of my way so I can go on my date and finally lose my virginity.”

My phone beeps again. Chad must have the best timing ever. Or the worst. Guess I’m about to find out.

My step-father glares at me, the profound effect of his years of training and discipline pinning me to the spot the same way he pinned me against the wall. Fuck, do I want to do that again.

“You’re a virgin?” His voice has that barbarous rumble that tells me his orderly and crisp facade has cracks. That giving myself to him could shatter it completely.

This time, I’m the one who closes the distance between us. When I place my palm against his chest, I think it might catch fire. “One way or another, not after tonight.”

Tyce snatches my purse from my hand and chucks it across 
the room. When he turns back to me, I know I’ve reached his reckless core, started a chain reaction meant to shred decency and boundaries. I’m fucked in all the ways, and I’m not sure I can handle what my step-father’s about to dish out.

“There’s only one way you’re losing your virginity.” He wraps one hand around the back of my neck. The other snakes underneath my skirt. “And that’s with me.”

Before I can fist-bump the air or tell him this is exactly what I’ve coveted for three years, his mouth is on mine. The kiss isn’t gentle. His tongue and lips tell me he’s in command. It’s my job to obey.

I keep up as best I can, but no boy has ever kissed me like this. Boys don’t kiss like this. Men do. I’ve never felt more the little girl in way over her head.

“You’re a bad girl, Bambi,” Tyce mutters against my mouth before biting my lower lip. His hand, the one on my bare ass, just discovered I’m not wearing panties.

“Such a bad girl,” I husk as he kisses and bites his way down my neck.

“You lack discipline.” His other hand joins the one already on my ass. When he lifts, I wrap my legs around his waist, my arms around his shoulders.

“I’m a complete miscreant,” I admit.

He walks us over to my bed and slowly lowers us both down onto it. His thighs and abs are wicked powerful. His movements controlled.

“You need a firm hand.” He settles me on top of him, his hands skimming up my sides. Goose flesh covers my arms making the hair stand at attention.

I can feel something else is at attention.

Without warning, he flips me until I’m face down, ass up across his lap. I squirm, try and sit up. He pushes me back down, one giant hand on my upper back. The other slides my skirt up to my waist, exposing my ass and my wet needy slit.

“W-What are you doing?” I ask, a knot forming in my throat at what I think is about to happen.

“You’ve been wild and unruly too long.” He rubs circles against my tender flesh. I moan, it feels so good. “Something tells me you’ve never had a proper spanking.”

I haven’t. Neither of my parents believed in that shit. Granted, they screwed me up in other ways, but not that one.

“But…” I stammer, mind racing to find an excuse to get me out of this. “I don’t want a sp—”

The sound of his rough palm hitting my tender ass at high speed reaches my ears before my mind can register the pain. When it does register, it forces a high-pitched squeal from my lips. My body writhes as I’m burned alive by the molten heat of his discipline.

The hand that had been on my back covers my mouth. “Quiet.” His command is simple. Direct. His tone implies I’ll be obedient. That I’ll fall in line.

He doesn’t know me very well. But when he hits me twice more, rapid succession, then smooths over the hurt with a gentle caress, I reconsider. He knows me better than I know myself.

His touch feels so good
. Which makes everything else feel good, too. Blood rushes south, filling my plump virgin lips, swelling my pulsing cunt. I’ve never had anything larger than a finger inside me, mostly my own. I’m ready to be filled.

I squirm again, this time not to try and get away, but to get closer. To coax his firm yet gentle fingers between my thighs. I arch my back, wiggle my hips, grunt, and pout, all to no avail.

“See?” His fingertips skim down the crack of my ass. “See how good things can be when you take your punishment like a big girl?”

“Yes, Daddy.” Those two words are out before I can stop them. I freeze and tense every muscle, waiting for another spanking.

Instead, he shifts me until I’m lying on my bed, on my stomach, skirt still up around my waist. His hands wrap around my upper thighs and he pulls, forcing my ass into the air just a little bit.

“Do you like me being your Daddy, Bambi?” His hot breath slices, razor-sharp and white-hot, across the sensitive flesh where he spanked me.

I nod my head, then shake it. He gives me a quizzical look, and damn him. He’s going to ask me what I mean instead of eating my cherry pie.

“What do you mean?” he asks, right on cue.

“I’d like you to be my Daddy, but I don’t want you to be my step-daddy.” I bite my lip, embarrassed at what I know I have to say. This could end everything, stop the fun before it starts. He asked, and I want him to know. “I want you to be mine. Only mine.”

I know I don’t have the right to ask for that. He’s my mother’s husband. For how much longer? Hopefully not long. Probably not long, anyway, regardless of my influence.

His lips do this funny thing. They tilt up into a smile. In three years, I’m not sure I’ve ever seen one from him. He’s even more gorgeous when he smiles.

“Funny.” He kneels on the bed behind me, puts his hands on my ass cheeks, and spreads me wide open. “I was thinking the same thing about you.”

When he buries his face between my legs, I cry out, then remember Mom’s asleep. Passed out. Whatever. I’d like her to remain that way.

He tongues me from clit to asshole, back and forth. So many sensations assault me, I don’t know whether to moan, cry out, beg him to stop, or never stop.

“Mmm,” he hums against my molten core. I bury my face into my bedspread, bite the fabric between my teeth so I won’t crack them. “You taste fucking sweet, Bambi. So juicy.”

He pulls back to look at me. The proof of my juiciness glistens on his chin, on his lips. I don’t have any words to describe how good the man of the house looks with pussy on his face. My
 pussy.

“It feels so good,” I whine. “Please, Daddy. Please, don’t stop.”

His fingertips dig into the soft flesh of my ass. His satisfied smirk turns downright wicked. “You like when my mouth is between your legs?”

He sticks out his tongue and slowly teases my opening before dragging it across my perineum up to my puckered asshole. He pinches my clit and tongue-fucks me until I have no choice but to scream into my bedspread. The sensation of coming that I’m used to when I masturbate doesn’t feel anything like what’s happening now. This is more intense. More full-bodied.

He laughs while I come, tongue still buried deep inside what I thought was a forbidden zone. Something off-limits. For my Daddy, nothing is off-limits.

“You’re such a filthy, dirty little girl, Bambi.” He slurps up more of my wet, tugs on my swollen labia with his teeth.

“Your little girl,” I pant while letting the bed hold all of my dead weight. I’m exhausted. Spent. And we haven’t even started yet.

Another smack on my ass wakes me right the hell up. “Stay with me, baby girl. I have so much more to teach you.” He rubs the hard outline of his massive cock through his pajama pants. “So much more to give you.”

Eyes wide, I push onto all fours and glance over my shoulder at him. He stares at my cunt, at the wet mess he made of me, as he slowly pulls down his pants. The fabric pools on the floor at his feet. When his cock springs free, it bounces and swirls in the air. The veins along his entire length bulge, engorging him further, something that should be 
impossible.

I whimper and drool. Worry begins to seep into my bloodstream, infecting what should otherwise be the most important moment of my life, so far.

Crawling toward me on the bed, Tyce stops when he catches my eye. “What’s wrong, Bambi?”

I bite my lip, unsure of how to answer.

His touch is soft. Comforting. “We don’t have to do this. We can stop any time you want.”

“I don’t want to stop.” I practically trip over the words, one worry replacing another. “I don’t. I want this.” I turn around to face him, me on my knees, him on his. I rest my palm against his bare chest and let my eyes drift south. “It’s just…” I trail off, not sure how to say this.

He brushes a chunk of my hair behind my ear. “You’re scared. It’s a natural thing to be worried.”

“I don’t—” I huff out a frustrated sigh. “I don’t want it to hurt. You won’t hurt me, will you, Daddy?”

“Oh, baby girl.” His hand snakes around behind my neck. When he kisses me this time, it isn’t about dominating me. It’s about telling me I’m safe with him. That he’ll take care of me.

He pulls away and rubs his thumb along my lower lip. “I can’t promise it won’t hurt. I can promise to go slow at first. Be gentle until you tell me you’re okay.”

I nod and rub my chest against his, the fabric of my crop top making my nipples hard as tiny glass beads. “Okay. I can trust you with that.”

The hand that was behind my neck massages its way down to my tits. He removes my top and stares at my naked breasts. I swear he mutters something like, “No panties, no bra. Naughty girl,” underneath his breath, but I can’t be sure.

He rolls my nipple between his finger and thumb. “But…?” he asks, sensing the hesitation still present.

“W-What about contraception?” I cut my eyes to the floor, 
the sting of embarrassment heating my cheeks. Why should this make me shy?

Tyce’s eyes widen. “What were you going to use with…” He glances at my purse on the floor, at the phone that probably has fifty texts by now.

“Well, I was counting on him to bring the condoms.” As soon as those words are out of my mouth, I realize how stupid they sound. How stupid I sound.

Tyce cocks an eyebrow. “This is why I’ve been overprotective of you. You’re a drop-dead gorgeous teenager who doesn’t think things through.”

He isn’t wrong.

“Hey.” He leans his forehead against mine, his breath heating my face when he speaks. “It’s okay. It doesn’t matter. I’m not putting on a condom. I’m coming in this pussy. Making you all mine.”

“What?” I flinch, try and pull away. His arms snake around my waist, trap me against him, not that I mind. There isn’t any place I’d rather be.

My phone beeps again, and yeah. My point exactly.

“You heard me.” His voice rumbles up from his chest and vibrates mine.

“But…” I trail off and bite my lip, then sigh. I’m being stupid. Just say it already. I’ve always spoken my mind before, even when it was inappropriate. This is one area it’s all the way appropriate.

“I could get pregnant.” I rush through my concern, just to get it out.

Tyce kisses me, slow and deep. “I know,” he says, his mouth against mine. “Maybe you can give me what your mother refuses. Maybe you and I can be together in a way she and I never could.”

My heart swells. So does my pussy. I want this man, tonight, and every night thereafter.

He lays me back onto the bed, takes his time worshipping my body. His hard cock rubs against my leg, leaving a streak of wet precum. He’s ready. I’m ready.

“Tyce,” I beg. “Please. I want you to take it.” I know he knows I mean my virginity. “I want you to take everything.”

He settles in between my thighs. The heat of him, the pressure of his body has me on edge. I’m about to lose my virginity to my step-father, a naughty fantasy I’ve wanted since I was fifteen. Not one I ever thought would come true.

Tyce’s hand reaches between us, first to stroke my sopping slit, and then to aim his hard cock at my opening. He rubs the head against me. I writhe beneath him, messing up my hair, making noises that should embarrass me.

“God, you are so beautiful,” he says, looking down at me. “And now, you’re all mine.”

He doesn’t take his eyes from mine, doesn’t blink, as he slowly glides inside me. The delicious pressure of his head against my opening quickly turns to burning pain. What the hell is he shoving inside me? A tree trunk?

“Fuck, Bambi. You’re so fucking tight. You’re squeezing me too hard, baby. Ease up. Breathe.” He strokes my hair and plants a chaste kiss on my lips. “That’s it. Breathe.”

I do what he says and focus on my breath. That, and the pillar now lodged in my cunt. He’s right, though. The more I breathe, the more everything relaxes. After a few minutes or a few thousand years—my brain can’t make sense of anything right now—I adjust to his size.

He glides out, and this time when he pushes back in, it feels so damn good.

“Oh, fuck. That’s it. That’s it.” His words encourage me to be brave. To be a good girl for once, instead of the brat always giving him shit.

Grabbing his ass with both hands, I squeeze and force him into me. Our wet skin makes a slapping sound. He grunts, the 
muscles in his neck and jaw twitching probably with the effort of restraining himself.

“Harder,” I demand when he gives me a bewildered look. “It feels so good when you fill me all the way,” I admit. “I need this, Daddy. I need all of it.”

He sits up so that he’s on his knees and brings my leg up over his shoulder. He uses his hands on my hips as leverage when he slams into me. I cry out, my nails digging into his forearms, begging him to stop, demanding that he never stop.

“You need all of it?” he says, and all I can do is moan. “You’re going to get all of it. You’re going to get all of me.”

He grits his teeth. Sweat drips off his forehead and onto my stomach. He jackhammers into me, the tip of his cock pressing against some special self-destruct button hidden deep inside. He hits it over and over. Before I know what’s happening, I’m screaming every obscenity known to man at the top of my lungs. Good thing Mom’s Valium is extra strength.

“That’s it, baby. That’s it,” he says. The sound of our bodies slapping together is almost louder than me. “Give it all to me.”

A flood of warmth gushes forth, soaking my thighs, his stomach, and the bedspread. All I can see are stars, and maybe Heaven.

“Damn, I’m close, Bambi,” he says. I think he says. I’m not sure what planet I’m on. “You ready for me to put my baby inside you?”

“Yeah, Daddy,” I say, still breathless from my orgasm, the wave of which I’m not sure is finished. “I’m ready to make you a real daddy.”

His pace quickens. His fingers dig into the soft flesh just above my hips. The pain is almost too much, but then he buries himself all the way inside, and I come with him.

My inner muscles grip him tightly. His cock pulses and jerks, and the heat that fills me is from him. He growls, his entire body going rigid. I move my hips, make sure to milk his cock 
with my walls. At first, I didn’t want him to come inside me. Now that he has, I want every single drop.

After a few moments, he lowers himself on top of me. Both of us try and catch our breaths, which isn’t easy with most of his body weight pressed into me. Still, I’m not about to tell him to move.

“Damn, Bambi,” he moans into my ear as he nuzzles my neck. I pepper kisses across his shoulder. “You feel better than I imagined you would.”

I giggle because when he kisses my neck, it tickles. Every nerve ending is exposed. Sensitive. “You imagined fucking me?”

“You’ve no idea how many times.” He pushes up on his forearm and looks down at me. “No idea how long I’ve wanted you. Wanted this.”

Maybe it’s the haze of post-get-your-brains-fucked-by-the-man-of-the-house that makes him the most gorgeous man I’ve ever seen. Or maybe it’s how he just worshipped me and gave me everything I’ve wanted. Whatever the reason, “I think I’m falling in love with you.”

I clamp my hand over my mouth and stare at him, horrified. What the hell possessed me to say that? Now?

His hand strokes my belly as he looks into my eyes. “I hope you do.”

When he pulls out, I miss the fullness of him. His warmth. Our connection. He grabs his pajama pants off the floor and puts them on, then hands me my clothes.

I don’t want him to go. He can’t stay, either. Not tonight, anyway. Hopefully soon.

“What are we going to tell my mother?” I ask, terrified of his answer. There’s no easy way to deal with what we have. And we have to deal with it. Tyce is mine, now. I plan on keeping him.

I touch my stomach and think about what he said. That he 
wanted to put a baby inside me.

He sighs and scrubs a hand over his head. “She told me last week that she plans to file for divorce. I had tried to talk her out of it but now…” His eyes take their time caressing my bare flesh.

Part of me thinks I should feel bad for stealing my mother’s husband. I don’t. She doesn’t want him. I do. Unlike her, I’ll do anything to keep him.

“Give her what she wants,” I say, hand still on my stomach. “I’ll give you what you need.”

THE END
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Achara is No Angel by Lenore Love







On the advice of a close friend, innocent Achara performs a salacious act on the man of the house while she thinks he is asleep. When she discovers that he was awake the entire time, her shame is almost too much to bear, but so is her excitement and terror when he decides to push things much further and deeper than she had intended. Achara discovers a side of herself that's far from angelic, as she is taken long and hard and completely unprotected.
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J

osie and I were best friends since childhood, and there wasn't much we hadn't shared between us. So when she asked about my dad while we were walking home from school, I wasn't surprised.

"I guess he's doing okay," I replied.

"Has he started dating again?"

I shook my head. "Not really." In fact, he hadn't dated at all.

Josie arched her eyebrows. "Achara, it's been over a year since your mom died."

I shrugged. "I guess he's just not ready yet."

Josie sighed. "Cute guy like that -- I bet he's beating them off with a stick."

I smiled faintly. "Not so you'd notice."

"But he's got to have urges --"

"Jesus, Josie!" I exclaimed, blushing.

"I tell you what -- if he weren't your dad, I'd take a crack at him."

I laughed in spite of myself. "He's almost thirty years older than you. You're crude, bitch."

Josie laughed. "I'm just saying... he's experienced."

We stopped on the sidewalk in front of my house, still chuckling. Josie touched my arm.

"Maybe you
 oughta do something about it."

"Do something how?"

Josie held my gaze. "C'mon, Achara, you know..."

It took me a moment to figure things out, and then I gaped.

"You're not serious."

Josie shrugged. "You're eighteen, and you're not blood."

That was true. My folks had found me in a Thailand orphanage when I was three months old and brought me back to the States. The adoption was official a couple months after that. Still, what Josie was proposing went way beyond normal no matter what my age or disposition. She was talking about actually sleeping with my dad, the man who had raised me, the man who was my father
.

"That's just gross," I said softly, appalled she could even consider such a thing.

Josie must have realized she'd crossed a line --

"I'm sorry," she said quickly. "Please forget I said anything."

I was unwilling to let it go. "Why would you suggest something like that?"

Josie hesitated -- I could sense the wheels in her young mind turning.

"Spill it, goddammit," I said. "You've gone this far."

"Because I've noticed the way he looks at you sometimes, especially when he knows you're not paying attention."

That threw me for a loop. Josie regarded me silently. Finally, I cleared my throat.

"No way," I said, but I knew I sounded uncertain.

Josie scoffed. "Haven't you noticed he's gotten more touchy-feely lately?"

"Jesus, Josie, you're really creeping me out..."

Josie shrugged. "Suit yourself, Achara. I'll see you tomorrow morning."

I let myself into our house, my mind whirling. If what Josie had said was really true, then Dad might harbor thoughts that were decidedly taboo. I tried to recall some moment or another when his touch might have lingered inappropriately, and couldn't.


No fucking way,
 I thought, and shook my head at the absurdity of it all.

The house was quiet, but I knew he was around somewhere. Dad sold advertising for a big firm in Chicago, and mostly worked from home. Quietly, I lugged my books upstairs to my room and changed into sweats and a t-shirt, and then walked down the hallway to the master bedroom. The door was closed but unlocked. Instead of knocking like I'd been taught, I eased it open -- I didn't want to wake him if he was napping.

I peered into the room and saw him sleeping on his bed, with a towel thrown across his groin. His legs were bare and so was his upper body. Somehow I knew he was naked beneath the towel, and a small undefined shiver gripped me. I should have shut the door and went downstairs; instead, I crept across the room and stood above the bed, staring down at him.

I flared my nostrils with a frown. He'd been drinking, which was highly unusual for him at this time of the day. I knew he'd been missing Mom and was hurting.


Oh Daddy...
 I thought sympathetically.

I missed Mom too, but not in the same way he did, and not for the same reasons. Sure, we'd comforted each other during the last year, but he needed something more than I could give, even if Josie thought otherwise.

Again, I had the chance to leave...

I sat on the bed beside him and pursed my lips. Josie was right. If I studied Dad objectively, he was
 a cute guy.


Way
 better than cute, actually.

His dark eyelashes rested on his stubbled cheeks like tendrils of soft satin, his lips thin and firm and extremely kissable. His chest rose and fell with his every breath, the sculptured slab hard and lean with a dusting of dark, curly hair. My eyes followed those tight curls down his ridged abdomen, where they disappeared beneath the towel, finally reappearing on his toned, muscular legs. That shiver gripped me again as I imagined what the slight bulge beneath that cotton cover might look like.


This is silly...
 I thought ashamedly. Don't you do it...


I sat there trembling, torn between conflicting emotions and choices.

And then, with Josie's words very much echoing in my head, I inched the towel ever so gently off his loins. He stirred; I gasped, nearly leaping off the bed. When he snorted, I almost bolted from the room. A long moment later, he drew in his breath, and grew still.

I stared, my heart pounding...

I know this sounds stupid, but he had a beautiful penis. Even soft, it was thick and ponderous, capped with a perfectly shaped glans. A grown man's organ, so much more masculine than the two I'd seen in real life. Those had belonged to boys, and even hard, they didn't compare to this. I shivered again, feeling something quiver in my virgin pussy. What would Dad's penis look like angry?

Guilt turned my face bright red. How could I even think such 
a thing?

Dreamily, I traced a slight pattern in the hair on his inner thigh, dangerously close to his scrotum, marveling over the coarseness scraping my fingertip. He stirred again, muttering something under his breath. I drew my trembling finger higher, brushing his balls, stifling a gasp from the heat I encountered. My heart pounded and my head spun dizzily, my face flushed and burning.


Stop it... stop it... stop it!
 an inner voice screamed.

There was no stopping; I simply had
 to see.

I touched his glans. He shuddered, moaning softly. My eyes widened as his organ twitched. I watched hot blood slowly pulse through his crinkly veins, filling and expanding his muscular member.


"Oh my God,"
 I breathed, and then clapped a hand over my mouth, staring at his face to see if he had heard.

He swelled, lengthening. Not as long as some I'd seen watching porn with Josie, but certainly thick, almost frighteningly so, his bulbous, heart-shaped glans expanding to a point where I thought it might burst. It turned a shiny pink-red, the slit stretched into a grimace, and as I stared, a single tiny drop of clear fluid appeared, glinting like a diamond.

His erection looked familiar somehow, and when I made the connection, I nearly swooned, with both horror and excitement. My dad's hard cock was nearly identical to my pleasure toy.

He moaned again, low and gutturally. My breath hitched, and heavy breathing filled the silence as I beheld his prurient arousal. My pussy flexed, growing wet, and I squeezed my thighs together, trying to gain some respite as I dampened my panties.

And then, much to my intense dismay, he took my hand and placed it on his erection.

Horrified, I again stared at his face. His eyes remained 
closed, and I saw his eyeballs rolling beneath his lids.


He's still asleep,
 I thought, nearly wetting myself with relief.

White hot heat scorched my palm and fingers as his hand moved mine on his pulsing hardness. He moaned loudly, shifted his butt and spread his legs, and then enclosed my fingers around his throbbing shaft.

Up and down, we stroked his swollen organ together. My mouth had dried up, but my pussy was a quivering licentious puddle. My nipples had hardened painfully in my bra, and my breasts felt hot and heavy. The heat filling my small hand electrified my loins; the solid meaty girth was almost too big to wrap my small trembling fingers around. He grunted, moaning again.


"Babiee..."
 he hissed, his head rolling. "Ohh fuck that's it..."



"Daddy..."
 I whispered imperceptibly, my senses reeling.

His knobslit flexed, and clear fluid dribbled forth, greasing the shaft and my palm, the stroking now easier. The wetness squished and slurped, the slit now burbling steadily. He was dreaming of Mother, and I was helping him. Something clutched my heart, and I mewled softly.


"Babieeee..."
 he sighed almost wistfully.


I'm here, Michael...
 I thought, using his name.

I could smell his oozings, and the scent aroused me to no end. Without thinking, I bent over his groin, my long silky black hair brushing his upper thighs. I opened my mouth and took his head between my lips, the fat knob stretching my jaw. I grunted, tonguing his slit, tasting his dribbles and swallowing.

My head spun topsy-turvy. I'd sucked before, but this was totally different -- lewd and nasty and oh so shamefully forbidden. I couldn't help it; I wanted to please him like Momma had.


"Oooh God..."
 he groaned. "Ohh babieee..."



Oh Daddy...
 I thought, my body trembling.

He grunted, placing his hands on my head, forcing my 
mouth up and down. He was firm and very insistent, his hips thrusting. I licked his shaft like a lollipop, from knob to nuts and then back up again. I puckered my lips on his glans, and he groaned loudly. Terrified, I jerked my head away and quickly sat up, wondering how I would explain myself if he had awakened.

He was still asleep, twitching and moaning. I grasped his cock again and stroked steadily, brushing his frenulum and making him quiver. His shaft swelled further and his knob fattened. Abruptly, his organ convulsed, great muscular contractions filling my palm. He stiffened, loudly crying out.

I gasped, watching his knobslit gape wide. Sputtering juice burped lava-like down his shaft, slicking my fingers, followed by an incredible wad of thick pearly semen shooting high into the air, followed by a second, one tortured load after another, spurting every which way, a blob even spattering my cheek. I'd never seen so much, a veritable mother lode. God, it was so sexy!


I watched him slowly relax, his beautiful penis softening, slimed with goo. I stared at my hand; it was caked and dripping. Unthinkingly, I slipped a finger into my mouth and sucked on it, tasting my father and finding him divine. His lips parted, and he sighed softly --

"Acharaaaaa..."

The sound of my name jerked me back to reality. Josie had been right after all. Even though he remained asleep, I fled the bed, bolting down the hallway to my bedroom.

Guilt and shame racked me, almost making me sick. But I was so aroused I could barely think. I pulled my father-shaped toy out of the top dresser drawer, stripped down naked, and lay upon my bed. The toy didn't need to be lubed; I was so horny my tiny pussy was literally sopping. I rubbed the knob on my swollen clit, smearing the fat bulb shiny wet. Grunting, I slipped the knob inside and worked it around, hearing my 
pussy squelch and smelling my odors. I shuddered, grunting again. Bolts of electricity lanced my depths, and I stifled a cry of pleasure. I pumped the toy in and out vigorously, using the finger of my left hand to worry my clit, the nubbin stiff and protruding. Another thrill lanced through me and I moaned loudly.

My head swam as my climax built. Normally, it took me a little more foreplay to reach this point, but I'd done all that with my dad. I enveloped my toy and thought of him, how he would feel, all that fat meat burning and stretching my virgin hole. I spasmed, thrusting in and out, my loud, excited panting filling the silence in my room.


"Oooooooofuuuckkk..."
 I crooned, my orgasm building rapidly.

And then it was crushingly upon me, a tremendous mind-bending, body-wracking explosion that propelled me to rapturous heights I'd never experienced before...

Dazedly, I lay amidst the wet sheets, sucking wind like a horse and shaking as if palsied.


Oh my God...
 I thought senselessly. Oh my God...
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I was putting
 some dinner together when Dad finally came downstairs. He was dressed casually, like me.

"Hey sweetie," he said.

"Hey, Dad," I replied, over my shoulder. I couldn't help blushing as I added water to the rice cooker.

He walked up behind me and wrapped his big strong arms around me, just below my breasts, kissing my cheek. He'd showered, and smelled of the scented soap he liked. I liked it too; my pussy fluttered lewdly and my nipples swelled.

"You're shaking," he exclaimed. "You sick?"

I shook my head, the words caught in my throat. I was sick, 
all right, immorally so.

He released me and stepped away.

"What's cooking?"

"Rice and chicken..."

He grunted. "Sounds good." He opened the fridge and pulled out a beer. "How was school?"

"Okay. How was your day?"

"Good. I made two monster sales today."

"That's great," I said softly.

I was unable to shake the image of his spurting, spasming cock... How it felt and tasted and smelled... Oh God help me...


He stood behind me, placing his big hands on my shoulders.

"What's wrong, Achara?"

"Nothing..."

"You're still shaking."

I inhaled deeply, trying to steady my crazed nerves.

"I'm okay..."

"You sure?"

"I said so..."

And then he did something he'd never done before. He leaned down and kissed the side of my neck. I'd watched him do this with Mom countless times, and she'd always responded with a smile and a sigh. His lips were moist and warm, and they lingered slightly. I was caught completely by surprise, and totally shocked. Goosebumps exploded down my arms.

"Because I was just wondering," he continued softly. "Jacking me off must've made you feel pretty depraved..."

So, he'd known all along after all!

I spilled the water my hands were shaking so badly; and then, I immediately froze. He nuzzled my neck, putting his nose in my hair and inhaling deeply.

"God, you smell good," he breathed. "Just like your mother."

My nipples were now two rock-hard painful points. He sighed in exasperation.

"What do you have to say for yourself, young lady?"

I didn't know what to say -- I didn't know what to do.

"You're a naughty, naughty girl..."

He pressed his sweatpants against my bottom, and I felt his hardness in my cleft.

"That feels nice," he murmured, kissing my neck a second time and lewdly rubbing.


"Daddy..."
 I choked.

"Your hair is so black and soft..."

His hands slid to my front and cupped my breasts, and my nipples screamed from his touch. He rubbed his groin upon my rump and sighed softly.

"Daddy, no..." I whimpered.

He slid his hands beneath my t-shirt and stroked my soft belly. I mewled despairingly as he slipped his fingers under my bra cups and caressed the bottoms of my tits.


"I love you, Acharaaa..."
 he breathed. "I love you sooo much..."


"Why didn't you stop me, Daddy?" I said, my voice shaking.

"I wanted to, but I couldn't. It's been a long time since a woman touched me like that."

He called me a woman, but I was his daughter, too. What was happening right now was terribly wrong, and we both knew it. My stomach was roiling so strongly that I thought I might vomit.

"We can't," I whispered.

"We already have..."

He turned me in his arms, leaned forward, and kissed me on the lips. It was a soft kiss, his lips moist and pliable. He lingered for a moment, and then drew back, regarding me expectantly. I gasped for breath, staring up at him, my dark eyes wide and searching his own.

He pulled me to him and kissed me again, passionately this time, his mouth working on mine, his tongue slipping between my lips. I couldn't help myself; tentatively, I sucked on it, and 
he moaned softly, deep in the back of his throat.

My head literally spun from the emotional and physical overload; my chest heaved rapidly. I looked down between us and saw the bloated head of his penis poking up past the waistband of his sweats.

"You see what you do to me?" he breathed.

I whimpered, my pussy convulsing at the sight, trickling juice into my panties. A moment later, much to my horror, a small wet spot appeared on my crotch. He chuckled lasciviously and pressed a fingertip between my legs. I shuddered as he rubbed my slit gently but firmly, causing the wet spot to expand. I was now a dirty, horny, disgusting little pervert.

I moaned softly, shaking -- "Daddieeeeee..."


He kissed me, sliding his hand up my front. He grasped my t-shirt and pulled it over my head, the air cool on my sweaty flesh. He stared long and hard at my fulsome boobs quivering in my cups, and then unsnapped my bra, easing the straps off my shoulders and allowing the undergarment to fall to the floor.


"Ohhh God..."
 he whispered. "You have bountiful breasts..."



Bountiful...
 I thought dazedly. He said bountiful...


He placed his hands upon my bounty and gently squeezed, my nipples now engorged and enraged. He thumbed the swollen buds softly, delicately, as if they might easily be crushed, and then leaned down and fastened his lips on one.

Lightening shot through me, a shimmering bolt of pure bliss. Instinctively, I grabbed his head and held him there, moaning softly as he suddenly grunted bestially and engulfed as much of my quivering boob as possible, humping his crotch against mine, his knob probing my slit. My pussy convulsed powerfully, and I cried out, flooding my panties with a minigasm.

He moved his mouth to my other breast, repeating the process, grunting and smacking pruriently, teething my nipple 
until I squirmed like a sow in heat. I ran my fingers through his hair, tugging, my head thrown back and my lips parted.

Gasping, he stepped back, his eyes narrowed and feral and just a little scary. I could only imagine what my expression must look like. His knob was engorged like my nipples, weeping onto his waistband, something separate from himself. Groaning, he slipped his sweats down his hips, his erection leaping free like a Samurai sword.


"Touch it..."
 he hissed urgently, his eyes begging. "For Godsakes, please touch it, Acharaaaa..."


Trembling and gasping, my heart pounding so hard I know Dad could hear it, I took his knob between thumb and forefinger and proffered a tiny squeeze. The bulb rose up tight and fat, smearing my fingers. He gasped, shuddering terribly, consumed by his indecent urges.

"Jeezuusssss girl you gonna make me cummm...!"

Reflexively, I dropped to my knees before him, sliding his sweats down his legs, where he stepped out of them and kicked them away. His cock throbbed mere inches from my lips -- I could feel its intense heat and and smell its raw animal odor. I inhaled deeply with an intense arousal --

"Take off your shirt, Daddy," I said softly. "I want you naked when I suck your cock..."

"Ohhhh fuckkk babieeee..."

Groaning, he pulled his shirt over his head, and then stood before me, his nude body shimmering with perspiration, his legs spread and quivering. I grasped his organ and stroked it for a moment, enjoying its fiery hardness, and then leaned forward and slipped the weeping knob into my mouth. His glans was a spongy mass, tasting of sweat and lubricant and goatish desire. He sucked in his breath and cried out, grasping my hair and pushing me down on him. I choked, his oozings seeping down my throat --

"I'm sorry honey I'm sorrieee..."

I sputtered, slobbering. Squishing noises filled the kitchen as I hogged his shaft in earnest, delirious from the wanton sounds he made and my own salacious desires. I jacked him and sucked him, running my other hand up his inner thigh and cupping his balls. He spasmed, stiffening. I immediately crouched, enveloping his shaft between my bountiful tits and bouncing up and down, staring up at him for a moment, moaning again as I saw the grimace of intense satisfaction on his face. His organ spasmed hard; he cried out, smearing my cleavage with his juices. A second later, a thick gouting spray greased my chest, followed by another and then another, great looping blasts that creamed my boobs and face...


"Acharaaaaa...!"
 he cried, wadding off powerfully.


"Wow..."
 I breathed, trembling.

He sagged against the counter, inhaling great, ragged gasps, a long runner dangling from his tip. Fascinated, I opened my mouth and allowed the drippage to land on my tongue, again savoring his essence.

And then, I stood up, wetting a dishrag to clean myself.

"Here," Dad said. "Let me do that."

I offered him the dishcloth; he dropped it in the sink, began licking my tits clean, tonguing and sucking my sticky flesh. At first I was shocked that he would lick his own semen, but that feeling passed quickly, replaced by a powerful emotion that he would do this for me. It was so intimate, so giving of himself -- the next step was snowballing, and I wondered if he and Mom had done that with each other...

He moved to my face, smooching and smacking. Overwhelmed, I grabbed his head and kissed him ferociously, moaning loudly when he slipped his sticky tongue into my mouth. I sucked on it greedily, trying to ingest the last traces of his orgasm.

Gasping, we broke apart.

"Your turn," he breathed, staring at me.

He swept me off my feet as if sweeping a feather. I vented a loud exclamation, and then couldn't help giggling.

Effortlessly, he carried me upstairs and down the hallway to his bedroom. He placed me on the bed, and then stood above me. I stared back, waiting expectantly, having no idea what was in store. I saw that he was already starting to harden and thicken again, and was amazed at his stamina. I wondered if he intended to fuck me, and immediately grew uneasy at the prospect. Despite all we'd done up to now, intercourse was the one boundary we could not cross. It would be so totally unacceptable for so many different reasons.

Without asking, he pulled my sweats and panties down my legs. He tossed the sweats aside, and pressed the sodden lace to his nose, inhaling the rich aroma of my sex.

"Nice," he murmured. "So womanly..."

His wondering eyes feasted upon my nakedness, his lower lip trembling. Tears appeared in them, and my heart caught in my throat.


"Achara..."
 he choked. "You truly are my beautiful angel..."



"Ohh Daddy..."
 I whimpered.

"Spread your legs," he said softly. "I want to see all of you."

Dutifully, I spread my legs wide, exposing my bushy gash to his hungry gaze. I felt a little vulnerable, to say the least, but also turned on in a slutty kind of way. It was as if I was starring in my own private porno, with Dad as the audience. He appeared almost mesmerized.

"Daddy? What are you thinking?"

"That your glistening pussy is so divine," he whispered. "So wet and womanly. Your pubic hair looks like candy floss, so black and fine and silky."

I giggled. "You're weird, Daddy."

He chuckled. "You ain't seen nothin' yet."

Grunting, he stretched out on his belly and began kissing his way up my right leg, slowly and steadily, higher and higher. I 
squirmed, suddenly panting, awaiting a pleasure I'd only dreamt about before. He paused at my inner thigh, again inhaling deeply, viewing the dew drops glinting amidst my tendrils, and then nipped my tender thigh flesh, causing me to loudly gasp.

He left my thigh and pressed his face upon my teenaged vulva, rubbing chin and cheek in my wet hair, moaning with pleasure.


"Sooo soft..."
 he breathed rapturously.

He flicked his tongue on my folds, and a libidinous bolt of pleasure lanced through my loins.


"Ohhh my...!"
 I exclaimed, immediately growing wetter.

"Fuck yeah..." he grunted salaciously.

I humped my sodden crotch upward.


"Lick me..."
 I demanded urgently, a bitch in heat.

He flicked his tongue again, right below my clitty. I inhaled sharply, my inner depths tingling. He kissed my folds softly, rubbing his nose in my slit; I felt my lips swell and fatten, pouting forth upon his tongue. He wormed the wiggling snake into my slit, probing deeply, dragging it up and down, slurping my flowing juices. I grabbed his head and held him there, humping my crotch sluttishly, my orgasm building steadily. I whined as a thousand needles pricked my sodden cunt; I shuddered violently, the pins becoming a red-hot poker --

-- and then exploded like a nuclear weapon...


"Ahhhhhhiiiieeeeeee...!"
 I shrieked.

I felt my pussy convulse, and then squirt powerfully, something that had never happened before, drenching Dad's face like a tsunami, soaking the sheets. Gurgling, he slurped and sucked repeatedly, imbibing my hot fluids. A second orgasm struck me like a tidal wave, and I rode its torturous rhythms to heaven and back, unable to believe that this was actually happening to me.

Sated and drained, I fell limp on the bed, my strength 
leaving me all at once. My chest heaved and my tits shook, my mind spinning relentlessly.

I was dimly aware of Dad wiping his face with a dry corner of the bedspread, and then he was kissing my lips gently and lovingly. I smelled my sex on his flesh, and his hair was slicked wetly with it.

"My lovely Achara," he whispered. "That was simply out of this world." He sighed. "Even your mother didn't do that..."

He moved to my breasts and delicately chewed my swollen pink nipples.

I was suddenly aware of his engorged length rubbing upon my mound. Helplessly, I basted his rail with hot, wanton juices. I shuddered, relishing the forbidden tinglings wrangling through my depths.

He propped himself up and our eyes met. There was such a desperate need in his that my own filled with tears.

"Daddy," I breathed. "We can't."


"Just the tip..."
 he whined. "Pleeeeze babiee just the tip..."


If I allowed it, would he be able stop there? Would he want to stop? More to the point -- would I want him to? I wasn't on any birth control, and these were mighty dangerous waters.

"Do you have a condom?" I asked.


"I've never worn a rubber in my life,"
 he hissed.

His groin-humping movements were growing more insistent, as were the libidinous pins and needles prodding my cuntal walls. Deep down, I wanted his fat knob, too.

"Just the tip..." I breathed. "You promise?"

"Yes," he whispered, kissing me lovingly.

We altered our positions. Now, my hips were rolled back and my legs spread, while he knelt between them. I stared at his knob; it was fat and angry red, like the blunt end of a spear. He grasped his shaft and rubbed his knob upon my slit. I groaned, with both lust and terror, bathing his glans with my honey. My lips flowered open like succulent petals; his eyes 
widened, and we groaned together.

Ever so gently, he pushed his knob against my slit, rubbing it up and down slowly. He grunted, and I moaned --

"Daddieee..."

He pushed, grunting softly. My lips flapped, slithering around the meaty bulb. I gasped at the incredible feeling. This was soooo much
 better than my toy.


"God you're tight..."
 he gasped.

"I've... I've never done this..."

He stared down at me. "I was so much hoping so."

He flexed his hips, moving his knob inside of me. My walls felt stretched, but not painfully so, and the intense heat of our locked bodies was overwhelming.


"Oooooooooo..."
 I crooned rapturously.

"Do you like that, baby?"

"Oooooooyessssdaddieeee..."

"Would you like to feel more?"

I hesitated.

"We better not, don't you think? After all, you promised."

Sweat poured down his face and shone on his chest. He stared at me for a moment, mouth twitching, and then that feral gleam once again filled his eyes. I recognized that expression only too well --

"Nooo Daddieee!"

He pumped his hips and sank into me, filling me and stretching me, until his knob bounced off my cervix. I couldn't believe he was taking advantage, and terror consumed me. I did not want to get pregnant.


"Daddieeee!"
 I cried, squirming.

He held me down and pumped again, pile-driving my cervix a second time. A wave of euphoria swept through my body, in spite of my feelings of betrayal. He grunted, watching the reaction on my face.

"I knew you'd like this," he murmured, and kissed me 
deeply.

I couldn't help myself. He was right. His hard, thick cock felt soooo gooood
 in my virginal cunt, soooo powerful,
 like some stone-age hammer. I wailed wantonly at the bedroom ceiling, wrapped my arms and legs around him, and joyously humped my hairy crotch against his.


"Acharaaaa..."
 he cried.

I cared no longer about immorality or pregnancy or betrayal -- all I desired in that moment was his hard body penetrating mine like the handle of a hammer.


"Fuck meee Daddieee!"
 I squealed mindlessly. "Fuck meee fuck meee...!"


He pulled out and slammed himself home, and I shrieked again. Powerfully and repeatedly, he thrust his raging organ, and my tender young pussy squelched loudly and gratefully under the onslaught. He savaged my body and wracked my soul, my entire being dazed and rapturous. I bit his shoulder and clawed his back as he fucked me hard like a rutting buck.

I exploded with a lecherous scream -- once, twice, three times the charm, my pussy shrieking with joy. My tits bounced and my head rolled as the lightening bolts reamed me inside-out.

He stiffened suddenly; his mouth turned down in a snarl, his eyes narrowed. He gave one last savage thrust -- I felt his muscular cock expand, convulse, and then his powerful wads burned their way deep into my suckling channel. He shot again and again and again, braying like a jungle beast --


"Cum Daddie cum Daddie cuuuuummmmm!"
 I wailed.

His spurting hardness broke abruptly, and he collapsed on top of me, panting and shaking and sweating like a horse, his cock twitching inside me. I held him tightly, my pussy spasming around his meat.


"Oh Lord,"
 he gasped, kissing my neck. "Oh God..."


"You lied to me..." I whispered with mock reproach.

"I'm so sorry," he said gently. "I was possessed."

"So was I," I murmured truthfully.

"Any regrets?"

"Yes," I said softly. "I wish we'd done this months ago."

He kissed my cheek. "You wouldn't have been ready, and neither would I. It was so much better now, don't you think?"

"Oh yes Daddy..."

"Let's get you cleaned up," he said, smiling.

"Do we have to?"

He pulled out, and then kissed his way down my body until he reached my creamed pussy.

"Yes," he said, and then pushed his tongue deep inside me.

My head spun, and as another orgasm built, I realized that there was no accounting for a person's sexual proclivities -- including my own.

THE END
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In His Arms by Saffron Sands







Freshly eighteen years old, all Eileen could think about was being deflowered. Unfortunately, the man she wanted to pop her cherry was forbidden. But when circumstances change, will inhibitions drop, allowing their taboo needs to be fulfilled?
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L

eaning back in the bathtub, I closed my eyes imagining Jacob's touch. I shivered as gooseflesh rippled across my skin. My fingers, leaving my left nipple, caressed my belly sending a flutter like butterflies in my tummy before I slipped my hand between my legs.

“Mmmm...” I moaned as my body heated up with desire. My mind filled with the most taboo of thoughts, as I continued to pleasure myself. All I seemed to think about lately was losing my virginity. But there was no way I would allow just anyone to have that honor. However wrong it was, it had to be him.

I parted my shaved labia and slipped the tip of my finger along my swollen, overly sensitive nub, shuddering with delight before dipping my finger into my quivering wet hole.

“Mmmm...” I lifted my hips to the palm of my hand as I squeezed my thighs together imagining Jacob's hands all over 
my body. I could feel the heat of orgasm building deep in my belly. I chewed at my bottom lip suppressing any sounds that might escape as I rhythmically massaged my mound, bringing myself closer to climax....and just as I was about to come there was a loud knock on the door. “Did you drown?” yelled my mother through the door.

I gnashed my teeth and reluctantly opened my eyes. “No,” I said then muttered under my breath, “As if you would care.”

“Well for your information your stepfather and I would love to have access to the bathroom.” My mother knocked on the door again.

“Fine.” I growled, pulled the plug of the tub, and reluctantly got out. I grabbed a towel and wrapped it around my body before yanking the door open. “I'm out. You happy?” I snarled as I pushed past her.

“What the hell?” My mom put her hands on her hips and stared at me as I, still dripping wet, exited the bathroom. “You’re getting the floor soaked.”

“You wanted her out, Jane.” I heard the sound of my stepfather just as he rounded the corner.

“Well, she could have dried off first. Not only is she making a mess, she is practically naked in front of you.”

I stood there frozen in the narrow hallway, trapped between my mom and stepdad, and the only way to my room was past him. I stared up at him then looked down before darting toward my door, slamming it once safely inside. Leaning against the door I could still hear my mother talking.

“Eileen is eighteen now, Jacob. I think it's time she moves out. I just can't deal with her any longer.”

“So she was in the bathroom longer than you wanted her to be. I don't see the big deal,” Jacob said.

“Well maybe that is because you haven't had to put up with her as long as I have,” my mom snapped back.

“I don't know about that. You've been an absentee parent 
since the day we met. Most of the time I think you married me to have a babysitter while you do whatever it is you want,” Jacob replied.

I had to stifle my laughter at my stepfather's words. I could only imagine the look on my mom's face as he hit her with some serious truth. Predictably, it wasn't much longer before the yelling began. I cranked up some tunes and did a smug little dance. It felt nice having Jacob on my side.
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The next few days,
 my mother's words continued to haunt me. I had always known I wasn't much more than a burden to her, but hearing her say she wanted me out had cut worse than I thought possible.

When she looked at me it was always with contempt. I couldn't recall a time that she had looked at me with any kind of affection.

Then there was Jacob. I’d felt safe and secure around him, the moment I met him. He actually cared for me. I had never truly experienced that until I met Jacob. As I grew older, my feelings changed and I no longer saw him as a father, but as someone I wanted as a lover. I wanted him to take me, deflower me, and keep me as his forever. I would willingly reward all the kindness he had ever shown me with the gift of my virginity. I dreamed of nothing more than a life devoted to pleasing Jacob. But I knew that was not realistic. He was my mother's husband and my stepfather. I sat on the edge of my bed thinking for a moment. This was all too much. I didn't really have anywhere to go, but I’d had enough. I pulled a large backpack from my closet and stuffed it partly full of clothes. I looked around my room. There wasn't much here that meant anything to me. I grabbed my sleeping bag before hitting the kitchen. Stuffing as much food as I could inside before zipping 
my backpack, I slipped the straps over my shoulder, picked up my sleeping bag and walked out the door. I know it sounds cliché, but I never looked back as I walked down the road.
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It was
 dark and I was completely exhausted when I plopped down on Marissa's front porch. I had walked around pretty much aimlessly all day thinking about where I would go and how I would survive on my own.

Admittedly I had not thought any of this out before leaving the house, and now in the dark, sleeping in a park on the ground didn't sound rebellious, it sounded terrifying. So I walked to my friend's house and hoped I could sleep there at least for tonight.

“Eileen, you have got to just call your mom, make things right, and leave when you have money and a place to stay.” Marissa sat on the porch with me as I contemplated my options.

“I can't,” I said.

“You can. You just don't want to, and I get that.” Marissa wrapped her arm around my shoulders. “I'd love you to stay here but my mother isn't any better than yours.” She shook her head. “So call your stepfather and tell him to come pick you up. Maybe he can help you smooth things over with your mom until you can get moved out.”

“Yeah, I know you're right.” I put my face in my hands and exhaled loudly. “Well this is going to suck,” I said and took out my phone.

When Jacob answered I could hear the relief in his voice. “Eileen? Is that you? Where are you? Are you okay?” His voice was trembling as he spoke.

“Hi yeah, I'm fine.” I paused for a moment. “Umm, I just had to get out for a bit, but now it's dark and I was hoping you 
could pick me up. I'm at Marissa's.”

“I'll be there shortly. Stay put,” Jacob said then hung up.

“Wow, he sounded legit worried about you,” Marissa said.

“Right?” I replied as I slipped my phone back into my pocket. “I guess I must have had him pretty freaked out.”

“At least you have Jacob. My stepdad resents me as much as my mother does,” Marissa said. “Why don't you talk to him? I bet he would help you come up with a way out that doesn't involve sleeping in parks or your friend's front porch.” She giggled and hugged me.

Jacob pulled into Marissa's driveway. Immediately he was out of the car, his arms around me in the tightest hug I had ever received.

“I was worried sick,” Jacob said as he pinned me to his chest.

I wrapped my arms around him. With my face planted against Jacob, the scent of his body made me feel dizzy. “I'm sorry,” I heard myself mumble as I savored this moment. It was rare for Jacob and me to have any kind of physical contact, so this embrace was like a fantasy come true for me. The night air was colder than usual, and the heat coming from Jacob's body felt more intense than it probably was, causing my taboo thoughts to leap to the forefront of my mind.

Jacob abruptly pushed me from his grip. “Don't ever scare me...I mean us, like that again,” he said as he picked up my backpack. “Let's go home.”

I turned and waved to Marissa before getting into the car. As we pulled out of the driveway, I thought of what Marissa had said about asking Jacob for assistance. As we headed toward home, I tried to come up with a way to approach the conversation of me moving out with my stepfather.

Jacob cleared his throat. “Um, I know home life isn't all it's cracked up to be, and I know your mother can be a bit of a...”

“Bitch,” I mumbled.

“Yeah, a bitch.” Jacob chuckled quietly. “Anyway, I just want you to know you can talk to me. I'm here for you.”

I cleared my throat. “Well, actually now that you mention it...” I twisted a strand of hair nervously. “I was talking to Marissa about moving out. She thought I should discuss it with you...you know...we were thinking you could help me to figure out a plan so I'm not homeless.” I chewed at my lip before continuing. “My job doesn't pay enough for me to live on my own. I don't really know if college is for me, and I just don't know what to do for money.”

Jacob was quiet for a moment and I could tell he was thinking. “College isn't for everyone, but if that is something you are interested in, I'd recommend taking a course at the community college just to make sure you want to do it. But that won't necessarily get you out of the house and into your own place. How much money do you have saved up?”

I let out a laugh. “Yeah, not a lot. Maybe eight hundred bucks,” I said. “Not enough for deposits or anything.”

“I could help you come up with the money,” Jacob said.

“No. That isn't why I was asking for your help. I need advice that's all,” I said.

Jacob reached across and placed his hand on my leg. He gave it a little squeeze and my heart raced. “I know you weren't asking me for money, but I'm offering it anyway.”

“Thanks,” I said then looked out the window. “You know what? I don't want to go home. Can you just drop me at a hotel or something?”

“Absolutely not. I'm taking you home. Besides, your mother leaves first thing in the morning for a business trip. She will probably be in bed before we get home.”

“Wow, way to be a concerned parent,” I said. “Did she even notice I was gone?” I asked.

“Well, to be honest...” Jacob shrugged and went silent.

“Yeah. I'm not surprised. I wasn't gone that long anyway,” I 
said.

Jacob touched my leg once more. “I noticed,” he said.

“Thanks,” I said and smiled. “I really do appreciate that you were concerned and I am glad you came to get me. I never would have called Mom.”

“You're welcome. Hey, do you want to just drive around a bit longer? Maybe hit a drive-thru and get a burger before we go back?” Jacob said.

“That sounds nice.” I smiled and leaned back into the seat. “Drive slow. That way Mom will for sure be in bed before we get back.” I giggled.

“That's the idea,” Jacob said.
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With my mother
 away on business, Jacob and I were able to sit around and get to know one another.

It may seem strange that we didn't normally spend time together, but the distance my mother had wedged between us included my relationship with my stepfather. If she were around, then I made the effort to be in another room. Of course, there was also my ever-growing desire to be with Jacob that made being around him awkward, but tonight things felt different. There was a new connection with Jacob that I couldn't quite figure out. I wasn't quite certain, but I felt as though he was holding something back. I wondered if it was just wishful thinking, or if my stepfather was drawn to me the same way as I was drawn to him.

I plopped on the sofa next to Jacob, sitting a little closer than I normally would have. Ever since our embrace at Marissa's, I wanted to be closer to him. I wanted to inhale his scent, feel the heat of his body. “Do you ever feel like running away?” I asked.

Jacob looked at me for a moment. “I suppose everyone 
does,” he said.

“It's okay, I know you and Mom don't have that great of a marriage. And no one would blame you for leaving, least of all me,” I said.

Jacob smiled and raised an eyebrow. “Yeah, I suppose you of all people know how difficult it has been the past few years.”

“Try eighteen years.” I laughed uncomfortably. “She never wanted me, at least she wanted you.”

My stepfather moved close to me and pulled me to him. “Your mother loves you, just in her own way.” He kissed the top of my head.

My heart fluttered. Physical contact was just what I wanted, and the loving kiss on my head, as innocent as it was, sent a wave of joy through my body. “You don't have to lie for her. It's okay, I'm a big girl now,” I said.

“Don't think I haven't noticed,” Jacob said in a hushed nearly whispering tone.

My heart skipped a beat. Was that some kind of pass he just made at me?

“Can I ask you why you don't have a boyfriend?” Jacob asked.

I felt my face redden. I couldn't exactly tell him the real reason which was that I only had eyes for him. “Well, there is this guy I like, but he's kinda off limits,” I said coyly.

“Off limits? How? You mean he already has a girlfriend?” Jacob asked.

I blushed and turned away. “I'm not so sure I should be discussing this with my daddy,” I said.

“Daddy? You haven't called me that in a long time.” I felt Jacob squeeze me a little tighter and if I wasn't mistaken, his breathing quickened.

I giggled nervously. “Yeah, sorry. That was kinda strange. Not sure why I said that.”

This time I know I felt Jacob tremble as he pulled me closer. “Don't be sorry, I like it when you call me Daddy.”

I felt a tingle course through my body and my mouth went dry. I looked up at Jacob. He licked his lips as he looked down at me. “I can call you Daddy from now on if you want me to.”

“It would please me more than you know,” Jacob replied.

I had to break our gaze. Something strange was going on between us and I wasn't certain what it was, but I knew for sure that I liked it.
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That night
 as I lie in bed I couldn't stop thinking of Daddy and his arms around me. I tossed and turned, my mind flooded with thoughts of taboo cravings. I stared at the door hoping Daddy would burst in and have his way with me. I rolled to my side, hugging my pillow as I tried to muster the courage to slip into his room and tempt him into taking me. But I never did find the courage. Instead, I fell asleep and dreamed of Daddy and I running away together.

The next morning I woke up sad at the realization my mother would be returning home that evening. I'd enjoyed the past two days of time alone with Daddy and I wanted more.

Over breakfast Daddy was quieter than usual. He focused on his food and avoided looking at me. I sensed that he was less than thrilled that my mother would be returning also.

He took a drink of coffee and set his cup down. “I'm just going to say it,” he said and cleared his throat. “How about we pack our bags and get out of here?”

I stared up at him. I'm sure my mouth was wide open. I was beyond shocked by what he had said. “Like now?” I said once I was able to respond.

“Right now,” Daddy replied.

“And go where?” I asked. My heart was racing with a 
mixture of excitement and anxiety.

Daddy shrugged his shoulders. “I don't know? We could just get in the car and drive.” He reached across the table and took my hand. “We'll make it up as we go along.” He was smiling as he looked over at my face.

I thought about it for a long moment. Run away with Daddy? Was I still dreaming? “Okay!” I blurted out before I started to giggle. “I can be ready in an hour.”

“Okay,” he said. “You have one hour. Go pack.”

I practically ran to the bathroom and took the quickest shower I could. With my body still damp, I got dressed and threw all my bathroom supplies in a bag. Hair still wet, I pulled out my suitcase and began filling it with clothes and books. In a matter of minutes I had it totally full. As I forced the zipper shut, a moment of reality hit me. I couldn't believe it. I was finally getting away from my mother. I had no idea where we would go. Honestly I didn't care. What was important to me at this moment was getting out of this hellhole.

“Hey, you about ready?” I turned to see Daddy.

“I'm so ready.” I yanked my suitcase off the bed and it hit the floor with a thud.

“Let me get that,” Daddy said. He grunted as he picked it up. “Wow. Did you get all your books in here?” he asked.

“Most of them,” I replied.

“Well there is an empty box in the living room. Use that to get the rest,” he said. “I'll lug this thing out to the car.

I squealed with delight then ran to the living room. Before Daddy had the suitcase down the hallway, I had returned. “I just want to tell you how excited I am.” I stood on my toes and gave Daddy a kiss on the cheek. “I don't think I have ever been so happy.”

“I’m pretty damn happy right now too,” he said. “Now hurry up. Let's get out of here.”

I did just as he said. Grabbed the last of my books, picked up my bag of toiletries and darted to the car. “I have everything I need,” I said.

“Make sure,” Daddy said. “Because I don't plan on ever coming back here again.”

I couldn't help but smile as I slipped into the car and buckled my seat belt. “Me either. Let's go,” I said.
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As we drove,
 Daddy cranked the radio. We sang along to some songs for a while then let it play to keep from having to talk.

At around nine PM Daddy's phone began ringing nonstop. “Mute that thing will ya?” he said.

I looked down to see Mom was the one calling. “Maybe we should have left a note,” I said.

In a glum tone Daddy said, “I did.”

We rode for a while in silence. I think as we got farther from home, the reality of what we were doing began to sink in for him and I wondered to myself if he was regretting our spontaneous decision.

Daddy yawned. “Do you want to drive for a bit or should we start looking for food and a hotel?” he asked.

It was late and we really didn't have a destination so I didn't want to drive. “I'm hungry and tired. I vote food and hotel,” I replied.

“I think we can find something decent in the next town. Check your phone and see if anything looks good to you,” he said.

“Oh man! This place has a jacuzzi suite. Can we get it?” I asked.

“A jacuzzi? Do we need that?” Daddy asked.

“No we don't need it, but how much fun would it be? After the stress of the long day of driving, we could take a long soak 
in a jacuzzi. Please?” I used a playful yet pouty voice hoping to get my way.

“Fine. How many beds and do they have room service?” he asked.

“Yes to room service and only one bed,” I said.

“We need two beds,” Daddy said firmly.

“Well it is a king, so it is kinda like two beds,” I replied.

“Eileen, we need two beds,” he said a little firmer.

“Well they have another room with two beds. But no jacuzzi,” I said more than a little disappointed. “I've never been in a jacuzzi. I just thought it would be fun.”

“I would love to take you to the jacuzzi suite,” Daddy said then cleared his throat nervously. “But do you know how strange it would look? Me taking my daughter to the jacuzzi room and only one bed?”

“I guess I didn't think about that.” I slouched down in my seat. “But I'm not technically your daughter,” I added still hoping to get my way.

Daddy pulled up to the hotel. “Stay here,” he said before getting out of the car.

I perused the menu on my phone as I waited for Daddy's return. I was starving so my focus on a jacuzzi tub turned to pizza and french fries.

The car door opened, startling me from the images of food. “Hey, I think I want pizza and fries. What sounds good to you?” I said.

Daddy sat quiet for a moment. “Sure. Anything you want,” he said then a smile curled his lips. “After that maybe we can enjoy a nice long soak in the jacuzzi.”

I couldn't help but let out a squeal. “Oh man! You got it? I cannot wait! Let's go!” There was no suppressing my excitement.
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Once in the room,

 I tossed my overnight bag on the floor and rushed in to see the tub. I clapped my hands and let out another squeal. “This is going to be so much fun!” I turned to see the king-sized bed.

“Don't worry. I can sleep on the floor,” Daddy said.

“Are you kidding me? That bed is huge. Two people can easily sleep in it and never bump into one another.” I plopped on the bed bouncing a couple of times as my tummy growled. “But first food.”

Daddy ordered pizza while I flipped through the channels. I wasn't actually interested in anything on the television, but the more I thought about sleeping in the same bed as Daddy, the more nervous I became.

The taboo thoughts burst into my mind and there was no pushing them out. Not even as we sat at the tiny table eating as a cheesy B movie flickered on the screen, was I able to stop the lewd sexy scenes of me and Daddy from my thoughts.

“Pizza isn't bad, but those fries are lame,” Daddy said.

“Yeah, too mushy,” I said.

“So still excited about the tub?” he said. “I hope you packed a swimsuit.”

“No I did not,” I said with a frown on my face. “I don't even own a swimsuit,” I added.

Daddy stirred in his seat, looked at the tub then back to me. “Bra and panties,” he said. “Same as a bikini.”

I felt my tummy flutter. “You're right.” Was I really going to have to show him my bra and panties? I hadn't bought a decent bra in ages. The one I was wearing struggled to keep my tits inside, and it didn't even match my undies. “How about you? Pack your swim trunks?”

“As a matter of fact I did not.” He chuckled. “I also do not own any swimming attire.”

“Boxer shorts,” I said with a smirk. “Same as trunks.”

“You're right.” Daddy nodded with a smile. “And after this 
food settles, I say we fill that bad boy up.”

I rubbed my tummy. “Agreed,” I said before tossing our paper plates in the trash.

We both turned and watched the movie for a bit. Before long, the seats were just too uncomfortable so we both moved to the bed. Pillows against the headboard, we sat apart, watching the movie although I couldn't really follow it. My eyes kept drifting over to the tub and my mind filled once more with images of us both practically naked sitting so close together. It was a big tub, but there would be no way to avoid skin on skin if we both were in at the same time.

About twenty minutes passed and Daddy cleared his throat. “So are you ready?”

I nodded and smiled. “Yep.”

“You don't sound nearly as excited as you did in the car,” he said.

I forced the smile to remain on my face. “Oh, I am. It's just...” I looked down and bit my lip. “I'm nervous,” I said.

“Nervous?” Daddy asked but I could tell he was uneasy too. “Nothing to be nervous about. This is going to be relaxing.” He turned on the water, standing over the tub as it filled.

Once full, Daddy took off his shirt and socks. “I'll go first, you go get some towels,” he said.

I hurried to the bathroom, grabbing two oversized towels. When I came back to the room, Daddy was in the tub. He hit the button and the jets began to do their thing. The rumble of the water bubbling filled the room as I set the towels on the wide ledge of the tub. I stared down at the water and pulled off my socks. That was the easy part. Next, I pulled my shirt over my head and tossed it aside. As quick as I could, I shimmied out of my jeans and slipped into the other end of the tub.

The tub was deep but I had to slouch a little so the water covered my boobs. I could feel Daddy's legs next to mine. It 
was a little snug but we both managed to fit. Daddy tried to move over but it didn't really help.

“Here,” Daddy said as he lifted my feet, gently draping my legs over his. “That's more comfortable.”

I leaned against the side of the tub, my tummy fluttering as I sat with Daddy, skin on skin. I closed my eyes and tried to relax, forcing myself to enjoy the hot bubbles instead of feeling self-conscious of my boobs as they threatened to spill out of my bra.

At last I was relaxing. I felt all of my anxiety melting. I may have even drifted off to sleep, and then it happened. My foot moved landing against Daddy's crotch, a gasp escaping my lips as it landed right on his obviously rock-hard cock.

I stared at Daddy, our eyes locked. We remained silent for a long moment then Daddy gripped my foot, placing it on his cock.

I didn't pull away. I didn't want to. I let Daddy move my foot up and down his crotch, massaging his erection with the sole of my foot.

My body tingled. I felt lightheaded, nearly overwhelmed by the many sensations washing over me. While Daddy's touch aroused me, the hot bubbles caressed my hypersensitive flesh. I tried not to moan but I felt so good I couldn't suppress it.

Daddy gripped my ankle and gave me a tug, pulling me toward him. As I moved across the tub, I felt my breasts fall from my soaked bra. Daddy instantly cupped my boobs, gave my nipples a pinch then took my left nipple in his mouth.

“Oh!” I gripped Daddy's shoulders for support. My head was spinning and I felt as though I would fall backward. Daddy squeezed my boobs as he suckled one nipple then the other, loud popping sounds echoed through the room as he pulled from one erect nub to the other.

My pussy ached and I couldn't stop whimpering. Wave after wave of pleasure rippled through my body.

The next thing I knew, Daddy had slipped my bra off. His hands on my waist as he now pressed his cock against my crotch.

I sat straddling Daddy as he reached under the water and tugged his shorts down. That is when I panicked. “Daddy,” I said and pressed away from him. “I can't,” I said as he released me.

“Did I hurt you?” he asked.

“No.” I looked down as I shook my head. “I've never....you know.”

“You're a virgin?” he asked.

I nodded my head but didn't look up.

“That's okay,” he said. “We don't have to do anything you don't want to do.”

“But I want to. I'm just scared,” I replied.

Daddy stood up. He turned off the hot tub and put out a hand. “Let's move to the bed,” he said.

I stood up, taking the towel Daddy handed me, not only to dry off but also to cover up.

Daddy moved me toward the bed. Gently he guided me to a sitting position. “Lean back,” he said.

I did as he said, dropping back on the bed.

“Relax,” he whispered as he parted my legs.

I trembled as he slipped his fingers under the elastic of my panties and peeled the wet material from me, tossing it aside.

I was naked, sans the towel I clung to out of nervousness, wide-eyed as I watched Daddy kneeling.

I knew what he was about to do. I had seen it in adult movies. My legs tensed in anticipation, and Daddy had to pry them apart. Leaning forward I felt his breath on my privates. Daddy blew on my pubic hair as his fingers parted my labia.

“Relax,” I heard him say again as he pressed my legs wider, parting them enough to fit between my thighs.

As Daddy's mouth cupped my pussy, I let out a soft squeal. 
My back arched, my body stiffened, and I clawed at the towel still around my chest. “Oh...Daddy...” I whispered as his tongue flitted over my clit then down to my opening. I felt his tongue dart in my hole then back up to my clit. My tummy fluttered as his mouth massaged my pussy. I felt the tightening of my abdomen as the waves of pleasure quickened. “Oh!” I bucked my hips and Daddy slipped his hands under my thighs, his hands holding me securely as I wiggled in his grip. “Daddy!” I cried out as my body began to tremble and climax consumed me.

I could hear Daddy moaning as he continued to suck on my pussy. The vibrations from his mouth intensified the already amazing sensations of my orgasm.

As the pleasure subsided, I felt Daddy move. I opened my eyes to see him standing over me. His cock was stiff as it jutted from his body. It was bigger and thicker than I had imagined, and as he took the tip and teased my opening with it, I wondered if I would be able to stretch enough to take him inside me.

Daddy took my legs, pressing them wide, my knees toward my chest. With his finger, he touched my opening before slipping his finger inside me.

I felt my pussy tighten around his finger. Daddy smiled, removed his finger then placed the tip of his cock at my opening.

I stared up at him both terrified and excited as he dipped the head of his cock in my pussy. Slowly he inched forward as my walls fluttered and tightened. I couldn't breathe as he leaned over me. I had never had a man inside me before and I wanted to savor the sensation, but I was also anticipating the pain of Daddy popping my cherry.

“Relax,” Daddy said once more, then thrust forward and filled my tight tunnel with his throbbing manhood.

I reached up, my nails digging into the flesh on Daddy's 
arms as he leaned over me. Daddy dropped to the bed, slipped his hands under my buttocks, pinning me to the mattress as his cock twitched inside me.

The pain was gone in a flash and my legs instinctively wrapped around Daddy's waist as he slowly rocked his hips. I could feel the wave of pleasure sweeping over me once more.

Daddy groaned as he moved his hips faster, stirring my insides with his thick cock. “I'm gonna come,” he grunted and thrust his hips forward. My body stiffened as I felt his hot load filling my still quivering tunnel.

“But Daddy....” I wanted to push him off me as it dawned on me we were not using any protection. But the fear of pregnancy was quickly gone as another orgasm rushed over me.

“Come on Daddy's cock,” I heard Daddy growl and his dick twitched deep inside me sending another shot of his seed to coat my freshly stretched, fertile walls.

I gasped for air as Daddy remained on top of me, my pussy fluttering as the mixture of our fluids dripped from my overflowing hole.

Daddy rolled to his side, his cock leaving a pink-tinged trail across my leg. He kissed my cheek and pulled me to him.

“I'm not taking the pill,” I blurted out.

Daddy kissed the back of my head. “Good,” he said as his hand moved across my belly.

I moved in closer to Daddy as he pulled the blanket over our naked bodies. “Get some rest,” he whispered. “We can do it again when you wake up.”

As I closed my eyes, a smile curved my lips. I'd never been happier than I was right now, in Daddy's arms.

THE END
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Permission to Enter by Steph Brothers







18-year-old Nadia’s and the Man of the House have clear boundaries. They’re not allowed in each other’s bedroom without first gaining permission.

But when her infatuation with the older man becomes too strong, she decides to break those rules. While home alone, she has herself a little naked me-time in Lee’s bed. And it’s the biggest turn-on she’s ever known.

Her only mistake was falling asleep. Waking up to find her stepdaddy right there, with hunger in his eyes, suddenly has “permission to enter” meaning something else entirely.
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Y

ou know how they say you never really know what you have until it’s gone? Yeah, turns out that’s true.

It was only when my mom walked out on us that I realized what a selfish, ungrateful cow she’d been. All she seemed to focus on was how much I owed her, just because she gave birth to me.

Her husband, Lee—my stepdaddy—fared even worse. He’s the one who’d been working crazy hours to try and meet all her demands. Clothes, shoes, massages, hair. Apparently, it was never enough for her.

I was fucking glad to see the back of her, honestly.

I mean, she didn’t leave me
 much of a Dear Nadia
 note, either. Just enough for me to guess that she’d decided to go back to my asshole birth father and his brand-new inheritance. And guess who wasn’t invited to join them?

That’s right. Their daughter. Me.


Not like I gave a damn, anyway. By the time she disappeared, Mom and I had been at each other like polecats every damn day.

She always claimed I was a spoilt teenage brat. And I guess in some ways she was right.

I mean, yeah, I was still a teenager. But on paper I’d been an adult for a few months now, even though I still felt like a giddy schoolgirl half the time.

And I was spoilt, for sure. But it wasn’t because I got everything I asked for, or any of that vapid shit.

No, it was because I got to keep living with the man I was stupidly, crazily, ridiculously
 hot for. The one who apparently wasn’t good enough for her.


My stepdaddy.
 Lee Chambers.

The man was twice my age and twice my size. But he was everything I’d ever wanted. His big hands and rugged face fueled my dirtiest dreams and fantasies, night and day.

Of course, I knew we could never actually be together, but that wasn’t the point. The point was, I had standards and expectations, and he met them all. He was my shining example by which all other men would be judged.

I’d even kept my cherry intact all the way through school, because I just couldn’t find a man as good as Lee.

And I really didn’t think much of my chances around here. All the boys my age were jocks, cocks, or had the pox.

Things were turning pretty desperate, really. All day and night, every day and night, I’d take to picturing Lee naked. Imagining the feel of his big, hard hands on my soft, virgin 
body. And all the while, being left with nothing but my own soft little fingers to work myself as close to paradise as I could.

The situation was so damn dire, I’d taken to writing all my fantasies down into my journal, in sexy story form. Every one of them starring me and that rugged hunk who owned this house and gave my life balance.

That journal was filled with all the filthiest things I could think of—including some things I’d never do in real life. I mean, I didn’t think
 I would. Anal. Facials. Spankings. In the cold light of day, those seemed way out of bounds.

But when I had two fingers buried in my hot little cunt, my whole body thrashing as I carried myself to orgasm…I wondered. Times like that, it seemed nothing
 was off limits.

And just thinking about Lee, and about my fantasies, had me steaming once again. I’d written a brand-new fantasy just last night, and since Lee was at work, I was home alone. The late morning sun filled the house with warmth, and it felt like the ultimate indulgence to simply go nude.

I stripped off, grabbed my journal, and flopped onto my bed. But before I got down to business, an even dirtier idea occurred to me.

Slowly, I glided to my feet, and tiptoed up the hall to Lee’s bedroom, and his king size bed. I couldn’t help glancing around myself at the doorway to his room. I knew I was alone, but this was also about to be the dirtiest thing I’d ever done.

He’d always been super-clear about his rules. My room was my territory, and his room was definitely not. We each had to ask permission to enter.

So, I knocked on the already-open door, a quick one-two pattern as always.

“Permission to enter?” I even said it out loud, before disintegrating into a giggling mess at my own silliness. No doubt it was all my nervous energy bubbling up.

Before common sense could overtake me, I scampered across the room and dived onto my stepdaddy’s perfectly made bed. I dropped my journal on one pillow and laid there, making bedspread angels with my arms and legs.

As I’d hoped, the rich, manly musk of Lee’s skin and hair had infused his pillows and sheets. I could tell that already, and I was only lying on top.

When I rolled onto my front, his scents practically speared me in the mind, as if they’d bypassed my nose altogether.

I hauled in a deep breath, filled with the wonder of my stepdaddy, and when I let it out again, it turned into a long, ragged moan.

My fingers took on lives of their own, it seemed. I couldn’t recall moving my hand, yet there it was, jammed between my wet, wanton pussy and the blankets.

Perfect.

With my free hand, I opened my journal and propped it up against the bedhead, using the weight of the pillows to hold it open.

And as I read my own dirty, debauched words, I simply went to town. Filling my head with lustful images of my tall, muscular stepdaddy, while I filled my juicy slit with the tips of my fingers.

I seized my nipple with my free hand and tweaked it like hell as I read back over my latest fantasy. I’m sure it was terrible writing, and it probably wasn’t anything all that original. Just a big, bad man taking a poor innocent girl’s virtue.

Exactly what I wished could happen in real life.

Every pump of my hips drove my clit harder against the bones in my filthy little fingers. Every rapid, searching breath I took filled my lungs with the essence of Lee, until it was as if he was here. And as if it were his
 touch that was bringing me to the brink of orgasm.

I’d barely gone halfway through my story when my resistance crumbled, and I took myself all the way, plunging into the hot roiling ocean of a climax.

Oh, my fucking god, that was good. Nothing made me cum like the idea of Lee fucking me. And yeah, just because I knew it couldn’t happen didn’t mean I couldn’t pretend.

I rolled onto my back, still working my clit and my nipple gently with my fingers. The last fizzes and bursts of pleasure from my orgasm faded, and I sighed in satisfaction.

The midday sun made the room so warm, and this little session felt like the ultimate luxury. So, I closed my eyes for just a moment, gathering my energy to head back to my own room and get dressed.

It felt as though I was floating on a cloud. Bliss fired through my body, and the earth actually moved for me. The cloud became an ocean wave, and I rolled over it, floating in contentment.

For a few moments I simply rode that wave, enjoying the way it buffeted my body. A crisp sound cut through every twenty or thirty seconds, and I couldn’t place it. It sounded kind of like…like pages being turned.

A cold chill landed heavily in my belly and I sat up straight. To find Lee sitting on the edge of the bed, reading my journal.

With me still completely naked beside him.

“What the fuck?” I demanded. “What are you doing in my…uh…” I hesitated, of course, because we were not in
 my bedroom.

“Good afternoon, sweet Nadia,” Lee murmured, his voice hot and dark like melted butter. “You seem to have had a very good day.”

“I, uh…” Oh, fuck. What the hell kind of excuse could I come up with for this? Lying here, in my stepdad’s bed, completely nude, with a book of dirty stories starring him and me. And if I wasn’t mistaken, there was still the rich scent of 
my arousal in the air.

But beyond all that, I’d broken that rule he swore by so hard. I hadn’t asked him for permission to enter.

“Did you have a nice nap, sweet pea?”

He still hadn’t taken his eyes away from my journal, thank goodness. Though of course, he must have seen everything I had, whenever it was that he walked in.

“W–what time is it?”

“It’s only two. I gave myself an early mark from work today.” He snapped my journal closed so loudly it made me jump. “But I didn’t expect there to be a buffet lunch waiting.”

I curled my legs up in front of myself, hoping to block off as much nakedness as I could. “What do you mean? I haven’t made anything.”

“Really, sweet pea? You can’t pick up on my oh-so-subtle
 euphemism?”

Lee stood slowly, and I couldn’t help but notice the huge swelling in the front of his jeans. God, the outline of his package was so clear. And so fucking big.

And finally—duh—I understood. I was the buffet lunch. The thought of that had delicious hot-and-cold tingles running the length of my back.

He raised my journal in his work-hardened hand. “This really how you feel, sweet pea?”

I turned my head away and studied the floor. What I needed at that moment was some way to teleport across the country to escape the fallout for my actions. All I had, though, was the truth.

“Yes, Daddy.” I looked up at him again, flashing him my best puppy dog eyes in the hope he’d take pity on me.

He raised one eyebrow and placed my journal on the side table. “Well,” he said, his voice a deep hum. “Isn’t that a coincidence.”

“I don’t…understand, Daddy.”

Lee came back onto the bed, prowling like a hungry wolf. “Let’s stop playing games, huh, sweet pea?”

I could feel my eyes bugging in my head as he came closer. All I could do was curl my legs up higher and wrap my arms around them. Trying to protect all my softest bits.

It was no good, though. Lee grasped my knees and simply yanked them apart, breaking the grip of my arms as he filled my chest with tension…and my core with need.

“Oh, fuck,” I yelped, as much from pure want as from surprise.

Daddy pressed harder on my legs, dragging my thighs wide apart and baring my pussy to him.

“Holy fuck, sweet pea.” He licked his lips as he stared down at my waxed mound. “That’s one beautiful little cunt you got there.”

“Daddy, please…”

He tore his dark eyes away from my pussy and speared me with them. “Yes, Nadia?”

“Um…” I’d forgotten what I was going to say. I thought maybe I was about to ask him to stop. Only that was the last thing I wanted.

Lee hauled in a strong breath, closing his eyes as he clearly caught the perfume of my arousal.

“Mm. Like I said. A buffet lunch.”

I’d never felt more exposed, more raw and naked, than I did at that moment. It was as if he could read secret messages that were written beneath my skin. And all of them were some variation on please, please, fuck me
.

But I’d broken his rules, after all. I wasn’t supposed to be in his bedroom
 without permission, let alone his bed
.

“Daddy? W–what are you going to do to me?” I coughed lightly. “Are you going to punish me?”

He scratched those rough hands up the insides of my thighs, and my breath caught in my chest.

“Punish? Well…in a manner of speaking.”

The next thing I knew, he had his hard mouth pressed to the inside of my knee, a hot, dry kiss that broke something deep inside me.

As he glided his mouth higher up my thigh, he opened and let the wet heat of his tongue flick at my skin.

“Ohhh…Daddy…”

“You’re like velvet, sweet pea.”

My entire body vibrated in anticipation, as Lee came right up beside the fragrant flower of my pussy. He pressed right in where thigh met mound and suckled on my skin.

I swore I was in a trance of some kind. My body was outside my own control. All Daddy had to do was touch me, press me in a particular way and I’d just move exactly how he wanted me.

As he blew a hot breath into the heart of my desperate slit, I drew my knees up, opening myself for what I knew was coming. So many months—years, even—I’d dreamed of this. Of having my delicious stepdaddy in this way.

Only I’d never believed it could happen for real.

“Sweet pea,” he growled, and then he split my world in two.

Lee drove himself against my slit, drawing the soft heat of his tongue up the length of me before he hauled my clit into the heaven of his mouth.

I’d made myself cum plenty of times. And every time, I’d pictured this man doing all kinds of things to me, including what he was doing right now.

Only…only my fingers had never felt this fucking good. The low rumble of his pleasured groans erupted against the tender skin of my outer lips. The sharpness of his stubble pinched and scratched at my inner lips.

And his big hands, so strong and brutal, so hard and rough, caressed my inner thighs like he was searching for a magic button to open a secret chamber.

Only he already had my magic button in his mouth, my chamber was wide open for him…and that was no secret.

With every passing second, he seemed to pull more sensations out from my core and haul them into his mouth through my clit. That was the only way I could describe it.

I pushed my fingers into his lush hair and held on, pumping my hips to drive my pussy harder against him. He came back at me with pure hunger, bumping my thighs with his broad shoulders as he bent my body upward.

As all the blood rushed to my head, Daddy glared down at me, his dark brown eyes radiating hunger and danger and pure, scintillating lust, as he devoured my virgin cunt.

He pulled free from me for a moment, his sexy, rough-hewn face glistening with the juices of my arousal.

“Fuck me, sweet pea. You taste like paradise.”

“Tha—”

That was as far as I got before he speared his tongue deep inside me, stealing my voice away. He grabbed my ass with his merciless paws, squeezing that soft flesh so hard it burned and stretched and came alive like never before.

Daddy slid one hand up over the top of me and caressed my hairless mound with his thumb. Stretched me so my clit stood proud, and he could press my button while he suckled on my cunt.

He worked his other hand inward at the back, and then suddenly, his thumb was pressed where I’d never truly believed I’d be touched by another person.

But as he ground that thick digit in against my puckered ass hole, I just about lost consciousness. I released his hair and grabbed my own breasts, seizing my nipples in pincer grips and twisting them so hard I cried out with pleasure.

And then, as Lee worked his thumb inside my ass, it was as though my brain had an overload. All the pressure that had built up in my core like a tide, finally found a release.

With Daddy’s thumbs and teeth and tongue and stubble all working like a team, my climax erupted, washing over me like a stormy ocean of pure bliss.

“Mm,” Lee grunted, lapping and sucking at my juicy cunt as my orgasm gradually eased. “Fuck, you’re a feast, sweet pea.”

“Daddy…”

He dragged his mouth away, kissing a trail up my thigh and past my knee. When he came up onto his knees, I couldn’t take my eyes off his prize.

That bulge in the front of his jeans was bigger than ever. Like, scary
 big.

Didn’t stop me from reaching for it, though. God, I needed to see it. Touch it.

Taste it.

I hooked his belt and worked it open with my fumbling fingers. Daddy stroked my hair as I worked the zipper of his jeans down, and then made fists when I took his big, thick cock out.

“That’s it, sweet pea. It’s all yours.”

“Oh, Daddy…thank you.”

I’d seen enough porn to know the basics of what I was meant to do. But the reality was still pretty close to overwhelming.

The rich musk of sweat and man came up and coaxed me forward, until I finally allowed myself to do exactly what I wanted to.

I opened up, took the fat head of Daddy’s cock into my wet and willing mouth, and sucked on him as hard as I could.

Lee hissed and tightened his grip on my hair. When he spoke, it was as much a growl as it was a moan.

“God damn, Nadia. You must have been popular at school.”

I let him slide free just long enough to let him know this was my first time. Then I hauled him back in, even deeper.

“Fuck…” he groaned. “You’re just a natural then, sweet 
pea.”

As I pumped up and down his beautiful thick length, he pulled my hair tight enough to hurt. It was fucking perfect.

I hauled him deeper, and eased my throat around his thickness, until I had the supreme pleasure of taking every single fucking inch of him into my mouth.

Like a damn porn star.

I hadn’t ever felt a rush like this. The feeling that maybe I instinctively knew exactly what to do. Or maybe Daddy was such a good teacher, he could educate me even without words.

He dragged me back until only the thick tip of his cock was inside my mouth. I suckled on him, and flicked at the underside with my tongue, and he growled in response.

I took my mouth off him for a moment, and pressed my palm to the belly of it, slapping it back against his body. He relaxed his grip enough that I could move freely, and I lashed at his beautiful cock with my tongue, coating him from balls to tip until he glistened like a shaft of gold.

Daddy huffed and grunted with pleasure, which filled me with pleasure in turn. Then, suddenly, he turned his hands in my hair, sending my balance flying.

I landed heavily on the bed, and Daddy grasped my hips, flipping me on the spot like I weighed nothing. God, his strength was such a turn-on.

Lying flat on my belly, I couldn’t help wondering what came next. As I tried to move, Daddy stilled me. But not in the way I’d expected, like a hand on the back.

No, he did it with a sharp smack on my soft, shiny bottom.

“Fuck!” The sting was immediate and turned almost instantly to heat. “What was that for?”

“You’re in my room—in my bed
—without permission.”

“Oh. Yeah.” He’d warned me about punishment, after all. I just hadn’t expected it to be physical. But I also hadn’t expected a spanking to feel so damn good.

“God, that looks perfect, sweet pea. My handprint on your immaculate ass.”

I wanted to rub the hot spot, but somehow sensed that would be wrong in some way. So I rolled my hips side to side as if that could cool the pain of impact.

All it scored me was another sharp spank on the other side.

“Little minx,” he muttered, and I could hear the smile in his tone of voice.

“Have you finished my punishment yet, Daddy?” I caught the slight waver and strain in my own voice. Even I couldn’t tell how much of it was from pain and how much from need.

He gripped both cheeks of my ass and squeezed them like a chef with a slice of lemon. “I’m not sure, sweet pea.”

Then he slid his hands out to my hips and lifted me easily off the bed. I pulled my knees forward to prop myself up, but all that scored me was another hot swat on my ass.

“Hey!”

“Such a beautiful ass, Nadia.” He sank his teeth into my flesh, and though it hurt, it also got me tingling right in the heart of my virgin pussy.

“Daddy…”

“I can’t wait any longer, sweet pea. I have to fuck you.”

“But remember, Daddy. I’ve never…I’m a virgin.”

“Believe me, sweet pea…I remember.”

I don’t think he’d even taken his shirt off. I knew he still had his jeans on. But there was no time to wait for any of that. I needed that big cock inside me.

“Get ready, Nadia. It’s gonna sting like those spanks did.”

“I—I know, Daddy. But I’m ready. I mean…I think
 I’m ready.”

He came right in behind me and pressed that monster cock against my tight little hole. I bit into my bottom lip, gripping the bedspread in anticipation.

“So, sweet pea…”

“Yes?”

He slapped my ass lightly, a quick one-two pattern. “Permission to enter?”

“Ohh…yes. Please, Daddy.”

Daddy bumped his hips forward, gliding the fat head of his cock inside me, and I slammed my eyes closed.

“Please, Daddy…just wait a second?”

“I’ll try.” The ragged tone of his voice betrayed just how affected he was. When he tightened his grip on my hips, I knew exactly what was coming.

He didn’t disappoint me, pulling me bodily backward to drive more of his long, thick cock inside me.

This time, I cried out as his flesh stretched mine. And he was right—it stung in the same kind of hot, blissful way as his hand had.

“God, you’re so fucking tight, sweet pea.” Daddy’s voice cracked as he spoke my pet name. And that told me more than any of his actual words ever could. That this really was as incredible for him as it was for me.

“More, Daddy. Give me everything.”

He hissed out a sharp breath through clenched teeth. He sounded for all the world like a stallion, ready to race.

He pumped forward, harder than ever, and drove his whole big cock deep into me. This time I cried out in ecstatic shock, as my poor, virgin cunt had to learn instantly how to take so much inside her.

Thankfully, Daddy held himself still, stroking one hand up and down my back as he clearly struggled not to pump too hard. Or at all.

Far sooner than I would have thought, my flesh warmed and stretched around him, and I tightened up, squeezing his thickness.

“Oh, fuck…Nadia. You do that, and I don’t think I can control myself.”

“Do what, Daddy? You mean…this?” I repeated the squeeze, and he growled like a lion.

“Minx.”

He drew himself out all the way to the tip and paused. Teasing me. I practically whined with need, until he came good, thrusting deep inside me again and making me whole.

“Damn, sweet pea,” he grunted, between fast, hard pumps. “Your body is so fucking gorgeous.”

“Thank you, Daddy.”

“And it’s gonna be even sweeter when you’re carrying our baby.”

“When I’m…what?”

Of course, I’m not stupid. I knew how babies got made, and all that. And all of this had come upon me so quickly, and so unexpectedly, I hadn’t given any thought to protection.

No, all I’d seen was the chance to finally bring my dream to life.

“Nadia, your gorgeous body will blossom, and I’ll finally have what I’ve always wanted.” He pulled out of me, leaving me feeling lost for a moment. “A child of my blood…and you all to myself.”

When he rolled me onto my back, it was hard not to stare at his huge, glistening cock.

But when he drove that thing back inside me, this time face to face, it was even harder not to cry out in pleasure.

“But Daddy,” I whimpered. “I don’t know if I can…do that.”

“Sweet pea,” he huffed, between sharp, beautiful thrusts. “You’ll be fucking amazing. We’ll
 be fucking amazing together.”

Oh, god. I couldn’t. Could I? I was barely even an adult yet. How could I be a mom?

But on the other hand, how could I refuse? I’d finally managed to get my cherry popped, by the man I loved more than anything.

And he wanted me to have his baby. To leave his mark on me permanently. 
Make me truly his.


Turns out, that felt like a dream come true. I just hadn’t realized I wanted all of that until he placed the idea before me.

“Ohh…” I moaned, as he thrust his beautiful thick length inside again, and ground himself against my body. Bursts of bliss threatened to steal my voice away.

“I’m so close to cumming, sweet pea,” he growled back to me.

“I think…I think I am, too, Daddy.” God, who was I kidding? This was my first time fucking but I’d been making myself cum for years now, fantasizing about this man. I knew what cumming felt like.

Only this time, it was so much bigger than ever before. I hadn’t even reached climax yet, and I could tell this one was going to drain my soul. Every inch of my body was already involved, from my toes to my scalp, from my fingers to my core.

And when Daddy clamped his big hand around the back of my neck, and dived on me, I thought I just might have crossed over.

He mashed his hard, fragrant mouth against mine, plunging his tongue inside me as he pumped his cock a thousand miles an hour.

With his solid, beautiful weight pressing down on me, I could barely breathe. I gripped his shoulders through his shirt and hooked my legs around his back.

As I squeezed, Daddy broke our kiss and arched his back, firing white-hot bolts of lightning up inside me as he roared with release.

My own climax detonated around his thick cock and cascaded through my body. Even through his shirt, I’m pretty sure I drew blood.

It didn’t seem possible a body as petite as mine could contain such an enormous weight of sensations. Which also 
made me ponder on how my body would contain a growing baby.

But as long as I had Daddy, I knew for sure I’d be more than fine.

I raised my head and kissed his throat, licking the sweat from his delicious skin.

“Uhh…sweet pea…”

“Yes, Daddy?”

He glided his still-hard cock out of me, and I made a tiny whimpering sound, as if I’d somehow lost him.

But he rolled down beside me and scooped me into his arms. I nuzzled against his chest as fatigue threatened to overtake me again.

“How do you feel, Nadia?”

I slid a hand down and cupped my belly. I knew nothing could have actually happened so soon. But it felt as if we’d already struck gold.

“Complete,” I replied, and he kissed my forehead.

“Wonderful.”

THE END
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What She Wants, She Gets by Zoe Morrison







My mother left us.

Bliss is looking for a new chapter in her life and that new chapter... is Daddy!
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oddammit! She was going to be late for school again! One would think she could set an alarm and get the hell out of bed when it went off, but Bliss would slap it off and roll over for a few more minutes sleep. He hurried down the hall to her bedroom and threw open the door then slammed to a halt, the shout of "Get up!" stuck in his throat. His daughter was lying on her back uncovered by blankets, as nude as the day she came into this world. Her eyes were closed in sleep, so she didn't see her father gulp a deep breath then scramble back out of the door. He closed it quietly then knocked loudly. "Bliss! You're gonna be late again, get the hell out of bed!" Bliss smiled then opened her eyes. She looked at the closed door and snickered to herself about the way her father had reacted. She had heard him coming so she kicked the blanket off, closed her eyes to a slit then waited for him to come in. He thought her eyes were closed but they weren't. She wanted him to see her with nothing on, she 
wanted him to see that she was more woman than girl, she wanted to watch his reaction to her nudity. She wanted to get his mind working about her, for her. He stood outside her door, his chest slowly deflating from the deep breath he had been holding. Holy hell, what was that? He hadn't seen his girl nude since she was maybe six and he had joined her family by marrying her mother. He was only her stepfather, but he hadn't realized that in the years since then she could change so radically. For all intents and purposes, she was his baby and he was her father for Christ's sake, even if not related by blood. The young woman he just saw was far, far from childhood; she was ready for childhood. He turned from her door still shaken from the sudden exposure to Bliss in the buff and went to calm the inner turmoil with a cup of coffee.
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He was divorced.
 His ex-wife had left them both, husband and daughter, stepfather and stepdaughter, to live with a fucking lowlife CPA, the same fucking lowlife that used to handle their taxes. Well, now he was handling his ex, her daughter, AND the taxes. Bliss's mother decided the girl and he didn't fit in her new lifestyle, so she not too subtly discarded them both. For the last three years, father and daughter were a team paired with each other by an alliance, circumstance, and the failed blended-family tree. In that time Bliss suffered through the duel agonies of high school and puberty. Her dad did his best to keep the passage through the years smooth, but she suffered some rough rides along the way. In the last few months as her physical maturity peaked and the hormonal insanity of puberty weakened its hold on Bliss, she began to feel more womanly. The burgeoning woman began to yearn for intimacy: male intimacy. Bliss was getting horny more often, more intensely as her childhood slipped rapidly into the past. 
She knew what she was feeling but she wasn't yet ready to venture into a relationship with a young man. She'd been paying attention to the antics of the teen boys in her social group and didn't want to subject herself to the heedless capers of any of them. She felt ready for sex, but she wanted it on her terms, not some hormonal flooded virgin male teen. In two years she had dated five boys but the intimate moments were limited to making out and an occasional fondle of each other but she remained chaste to them; her only erotic companions were her fingers and a fist-sized torpedo-shaped vibrator she stole from her mother on one of the rare occasions she went to visit her. But recently something new began to bubble her blood and tickle her mind. Bliss wanted to experience real sex, but only at the hands of a mature, skilled man. Her father.
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She wasn't
 sure what was happening to her, why she felt what she did, thought of her father that way, but if one could delve into her sub-conscience they would find that the closeness they shared along with the intimacy of a coming of age female living with a handsome virile male was a strong factor. Over the past few months Bliss watched him with increased sensual awareness. She had begun to find ways and reasons to see her father intimately. Her curiosity caused her to sneak the bathroom door open to watch him behind the water-spotted glass while he showered. Twice she 'accidentally' barged into the bathroom while her father was toweling off, catching quick glimpses of his nudity before he shouted at her. They spent time together in the gym, he keeping fit, she toning her youthful body. At the end of an hour of exercise, her stomach would ripple from the inside out while she watched the shine of sweat on her father's chest and back. On more than one occasion she felt compelled to go to him, to kiss and lick away 
the rivulets of sweat. Only sheer determination kept her from him. She felt tremors of wanton hunger when she saw women sneaking looks at him as he exercised. She went to his bedroom while he slept to admire the broadness and thickness of his muscular chest. His stomach was flat to a narrow waist and he had toned, well defined, muscular legs. Since he slept nude she was often treated to the full exposure of his body. On those occasions her leg muscles would shiver, her chest grew warm while she inspected how his lengthy cock lay over his balls. More than once she almost succumbed to the desire to lie next to him. But the most passionate feelings happened when she would sit outside his bedroom door when his girlfriend Sherry spent the night, she could project herself into Sherry's body and feel what her father was doing.
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She wouldn't go
 to him, she didn't want to be obvious, she didn't want him to think she was a frivolous young tramp. She wanted him, but he would have to take the final initiative. She was hoping the closeness and companionship the two shared in the home might encourage her father to broaden his sensation toward her, his awareness of her; that he might develop desires that would become action. She was determined to keep from chasing or physically seducing her father, but there were some things she could do to draw his interest. She had a few times walked through his line of sight wearing just short silken slips or lingerie but lying nude on the bed was her boldest course of action to date into a world of enticement and quiet invitation without disclosing her intent explicitly. Bliss got off the bed to prepare for school, her lips curved upward as a small smile. She was pleased with what she had done, what her father had seen.
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Her father's
 girlfriend was an accomplished professional, a gynecologist, a woman's doctor, but also Sherry was pretty, sweet, and, for a woman in her mid-thirties, still hot. Bliss wasn't jealous of her, quite the contrary, she liked her and thought her father and Sherry made a good couple. The three often went to dinner or movies or the beach and parks. She knew Sherry and her dad were fucking and accepted it as normal, but she also felt that a man can make love to more than one woman. Men often dated two or more women at the same time. Bliss didn't think of a relationship with her dad as an all or nothing affair, she could share his affection with Sherry. But she had to get his affection, to get him thinking about her as he did his girlfriend.
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Ironically,
 she went to Sherry for advice on how to seduce a man but not be transparent. Sherry delighted in giving advice. She knew Bliss had never taken any boy seriously and was happy that the girl had come to her to learn how to capture a man's attention. They began with physical appearance: hair, make-up, and clothing. Sherry spent days with Bliss teaching her how to apply cosmetics, so the attractive features of her face were played up. Her eyes, brows, and lips became cunningly more appealing under Sherry's tutoring. The girl's dark red hair was cut shorter and streaked with stylish soft-colored highlights, styled to frame her face, to draw focus on the attractive appearance. As Sherry guided the girl, Bliss's desire to attract her father deepened, her body became more aware of him when they were home alone.

One afternoon the conversation, the womanly lessons, centered on prevention; how to avoid pregnancy. Since the girl 
was eighteen, Sherry could without guilt offer birth control and did so. Bliss thanked her for the pills, told
 Sherry she would protect herself, then promptly threw them in the trash can once alone. Bliss had never had an erection inject her with semen and she certainly was not going to forgo her first one with birth control. She wanted to feel everything. On that night only determined willpower kept Bliss from her father's bed. She was game and was almost engulfed by the need, the yearning for him.

Sherry went shopping for clothing with Bliss. It took most of a single day to buy garments the girl could wear. Clothing that would dare a male to look at her, to crave her. A skirt that rode well above the knees. A silk blouse that buttoned but revealed the girl's seductive cleavage, an open collar exposed the graceful curves of her neck and shoulders, the bra beneath offered the slightest hint of nipples. Heels were bought that caused Bliss's lower legs to form, to define the delicate shape of her ankles and calves. Dark stockings enhanced the air of mystery of her legs causing men to watch them as she walked.

Sherry didn't have to teach Bliss how to move, walk, or gesture. As the girl grew more confident in her appearance the charming woman within began to reveal herself. The teen girl had completed maturing physically, now she was maturing mentally and sensually. Sherry sent her home feeling satisfied that she had helped the pretty young woman prepare to become a true woman.
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When Bliss arrived
 home that Saturday after her final stage of alteration, her stomach was trembling with anxiety. Would her father notice, what would he say, would he see her as a woman, not his daughter? She entered the house not knowing what to expect but was pleased when he looked up at her and 
his first words were, "Where are you going? You have a date?" Her heart soared, he noticed! "Uh, no, not unless you want to take me out, why?" The sight of his daughter sent a visible ripple of heat from his eyes to his heart to his groin. "I'm not sure I've ever seen you look so made up, you look ready for a night on the town, what's the occasion?" She laughed, she primped, she pirouetted but didn't answer the question. "You like it, Dad?" He wasn't sure how to answer her. She was his child and in some ways, he didn't want her to grow up, but his daughter standing in the short skirt and nylons topped by a form revealing blouse highlighted the fact that Bliss was more woman than many, even those years older than she. As he studied her hair, face, and legs he was uneasily aware that his nuts had vibrated, and he had to admit, "Yes, you're very appealing." Her breasts swelled slightly more as she filled with joy. "Appealing? That's a Daddy word. Can't I be hot or seductive?" Those were terms he didn't want to associate with his little girl, but he relented. "Okay, you win. If I weren't your dad, you would be hot. There, happy?" Satisfied, for now, Bliss put her hands on his broad shoulders and kissed him quickly on the right cheek. "What are you doing tonight? Going out with Sherry?" "No, she has night shift at the hospital so I thought I would catch a movie on TV." Bliss already knew Sherry's schedule and had a proposal prepared. "Well, you asked me if I had a date, but I won't unless you take me somewhere. Would you mind dating your daughter?" Bliss's heart was thudding with fear because she was following through on the mission she’d started weeks before. She wanted her dad to not only notice her but seduce her. This was the night she would surrender her chastity.
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They started
 with dinner at Bello Italiano, then ventured out to 
find something else to do. When they left the restaurant, he asked Bliss, "Now what? It's your date, what do you want to do?" The first thing that popped into her head was 'get a room' but that was quickly squashed by a more rational thought, also a daring idea but one that kept her virtue a bit longer. "Would you buy a bottle of wine then we can go to Palomino Park and sit? It's a nice night and I want to look at the stars." "You want me to let you drink wine? Need I remind you that you are not old enough for alcohol?" "Come on Daddy you let me have wine before. Last Christmas remember when I got tipsy, or on Sherry's birthday? You're my escort so you can be sure I'm not out getting drunk with some guy who has six hands." Bliss didn't give him a chance to refuse, she took her father's hand and led him down the street toward a local liquor shop. The cashier eyed the middle-aged man accompanied by the pretty young woman and felt a stab of resentment as he bagged the bottle of wine. When he got rich, he too would enjoy the company of a sexy younger companion.
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They parked
 at the bottom of a large hill in Palomino Park then, again hand in hand, walked the trail to the top where they found a place to unfold the blanket her dad kept in the car. The old spread was for nights he and Sherry fucked around without the benefit of a bed. Bliss wasn't supposed to know its purpose, but she did and was sure it was cum-stained and that thought sent a light ripple through her stomach. They sat under a large tree and enjoyed a view of the moon rising above Moon Goddess Lake. The path of moonbeams across the lightly waved water shimmered in her eyes and allowed enough light to see her father. The night call of a bird added a touch of enchantment. Bliss's body was brewing, she was quivering with expectation, her breathing intensified, her womb was 
warming. She was ready to be seduced. He opened the bottle of wine but had no glasses, so he tipped the bottle and took the first sip then handed it to his daughter. Bliss's hand was shaking as she gripped the bottle and put it to her lips. She filled her mouth, tasted the wine then swallowed it. Quickly she took a second drink then gave it back. "Wow, that's good." "Well don't overdo it. You're not legal. If you get drunk and some damn cop shows up, I'd have a hard time explaining what we are doing." "What do you mean?" "I mean I'm sitting on a blanket in a park at night getting a stunning young woman drunk." 'Stunning young woman' rang like a bell in her ears. "I'm a stunning young woman, not your daughter?" "Yes sweetheart, tonight you are very stunning. You may be my girl, but I feel lucky to have such a captivating delegate of the feminine side of our species beside me." Bliss squealed with amusement. "Feminine side of a species? Oh boy, special me. Such a charming compliment! I bet you say that to all the feminine representatives you know." She giggled audibly. Bliss took another hit of wine then laid back from her sitting position. She folded one arm up so she could put her head on her hand then moved her feet up, raising her knees. The skirt, which was short to begin with, slid even further to reveal more of her nylon-wrapped thighs. She raised her eyes and saw him looking at her from feet to breasts. Her eyes were on the stars, but her focus was on him. She saw as his gaze fluttered up and down her body and took an acute uncontrolled breath, a reaction to the thrill that exploded through her nerves. He was not looking at her like a father would look upon a child. His posture, his aura was of a male drawn to a female.
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Her father grabbed
 the bottle then looked away from his daughter and took a long pull of wine. He set the bottle aside 
then went to lie next to Bliss on his side facing her, his head propped up by an arm bent at the elbow. She rolled to face him; they were meager inches apart. Using her arm as a pillow she rested her head then smiled at him, her heart was slamming, she was beginning to feel the wine and his proximity. She asked, "Daddy, if I weren't your daughter would you be attracted to me? As a woman I mean?" Bliss was heating up more, her pussy was beginning to crave, her voice damn near cut off by the strain of forcing air through her tightened throat. She was getting turned on like never before; her body was preparing. The only obstacle was his hesitation, and she needed to get him past that and into her. He hadn't answered the question, so she prodded again, "Dad?" "Bliss, you're barely out of little girl clothes and I just hit my 40's. No matter what I think or feel, that alone would keep me from messing around with anyone less than half my age. I mean it would be flattering as hell to think a teen girl would get under the blankets with me, but I have to face the facts; I'm too far ahead in life to be screwing around with someone so young." Bliss noted immediately that age was the only issue he voiced; he did not mention the bothersome fact she was his offspring (even if in name only). "Oh, come on, haven't you ever heard of May-December relationships? Does being older mean you can't get it up? Is Sherry just hanging around because you have a job?" Her father was puzzled by the direction of her questions. He was having a racy adult conversation with his daughter that would be better suited with a woman that he might seduce. He was wondering if her mother should talk to Bliss about life, sex, and adulthood. He studied her briefly, accepted her questions then grinned. "I'm not that old, how about a May-October relationship?" he teased. Bliss sensed she didn't have his full investment yet, his attention for sure, but not his complete intimate engagement. She stepped closer to the edge of daring. "Daddy, I think I'm ready to go to bed with a man. I 
never did it before, but I get really powerful feelings when I'm around someone specific." She locked her eyes on his, her voice dropped to an inviting whisper. "Do you think I should?" He damn near ate his tongue he gulped so hard, his chest was echoing from the rapid slamming of his heart, his prick reacted to the suggestive girl looking at him with deep beckoning eyes. She was his daughter for Christ's sake. What the hell was he doing on a blanket with her alone in the night with a bottle of wine to loosen his morals and maybe her legs? As he trembled with fear for what he was thinking, one thought came through clearly: a question, a feeling. Was he being tempted? Did the vexing young girl set this whole evening up by the way she dressed, the pristine new hairstyle, the bewitching way she'd made up her face, the audacity of her words? Clarity of thought returned and although technically he wasn't her blood father, he still sat up next to Bliss and willed himself to say, "We have to go home, girl, it's getting late." Letdown and regret clouded her mind, but she recovered quickly. "Yeah, maybe we should, this ground is hard, my bed is a lot more comfortable." Wham! Those words put the idea back in his head. Did she just invite him to her bed? Of course not, she was his daughter, she was just voicing an opinion.
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He backed
 the car out of the parking spot then as he started the drive home Bliss turned sideways, leaned back against her door and curled her legs up so her feet rested on the seat too. She adjusted the skirt, so it fell evenly across her thighs, opened the bottle, then they sipped wine for the twenty-minute drive home. Few words were spoken but the inside of the car became more stifling as Bliss boosted her prowess with the Merlot and her father paid more attention to her legs than the road. By the time the garage door closed, he had grown a full-
strength erection and two nuts full of lust for Bliss.
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She led
 him into the house; his eyes held prisoner by the swing of her skirt as she walked. He was not following his daughter anymore but a woman he was about to bed. He felt her. She was emitting desire and lust; he was so in harmony with his daughter he knew what she wanted and her hunger for him became the final blow that crumpled his objection to screw her. They were no longer father and daughter; they were man and woman. Nothing more was needed, no more alluring poses, no more indicative words or secret moves. Bliss knew he would follow her to her room, she knew he wouldn't say good night and leave again. Her heart was slamming fiercely, she was shaking with suppressed enthusiasm and she did not waiver. When he followed her past his room her knees turned to water. She did not turn on the light but stepped to the bed and stopped. He came up behind her put his hands on her hips then bent to kiss the nape of her neck. She leaned her head forward giving him more skin for his lips, and when she did her ass pressed back against his crotch. She could feel his erection and had to contain a moan at its touch. Up until he kissed her neck, he was cautious despite what he felt or thought, but when Bliss accepted the kiss and rubbed his erection with her behind there was no more doubt. She was going to let him seduce her.
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He wrapped
 his arms around her, pulled her tighter against his body then put his mouth to work on her neck and shoulders. Bliss swooned at the feel of his hot moist lips on the sensitive nerves in her skin. Hands moved from her stomach to cover 
her breasts where his fingers caressed the points of her bra, her nipples grew erect under his fingertips. Her head was getting light, her knees began to shake with the effort to stand. She put her hands back and grabbed his hips for support then pulled him even closer. When his erection pressed into the cleft of her butt her breath faltered. He began to open her blouse from bottom to top. When it fell apart, he slid his hands up to push the bra off the firm standing mounds of flesh. Bliss swayed her head and rolled her hips rubbing her butt against her father's arousal. "Uh, uh, Daddy, god Daddy," she murmured. She never in her life felt as hot as she did just then, not even when she was in bed with a fever. She needed to strip, to shed her clothes, to try to cool off. Bliss turned in her father's arms, put hers around his neck and clung to him, her breasts flattened against his chest, his hands on the swell of her butt pulled her tighter to him. She rocked her hips and felt the intimacy of his erection pressed against her pussy.

They stood quietly, building more passion, then he pushed her back enough so he could pull off his shirt. As it hit the floor, he pulled her against him again and Bliss felt the strong muscles of his chest on her bared tits. Not knowing how he would react but compelled by nature, the girl lifted her head and put her mouth over his. She kissed her date and he kissed her back. While her lips slid moistly against his he moved his hands to the catch of the skirt and opened it then pushed it down her legs. Bliss had an open blouse, the bra around her neck, skirt on the floor but still covered by stockings and panties. She was gasping out her excitement when she stepped back and put her hands at her father's waist. Fingers fumbled at the belt then her father stood still while she pushed his pants to the floor. Bliss looked at his dick and shuddered again, his cock had tented his shorts and a large wet spot denoted the peak of it under the cloth. She shook the top off her arms, he removed her bra then put fingers under the band 
of the pantyhose and pushed her undergarments to the floor. It took two long erotic minutes for the two to strip each other of clothing and finally stand completely nude facing each other. He looked into her eyes. "Have you ever...?" Bliss was so in tune with his mind she knew what he was asking. She affirmed to him, "No, but it won't hurt." She had taken care of that months earlier with the dildo.

He pulled his daughter to him then they clutched tightly again only this time there was no material between them. His skin was rubbing on her tight smooth body, his erection pressed tightly against the joining of her legs. Bliss flexed her back massaging his cock with her loins then released her father. She stepped back until her legs struck the bed then she folded backward pulling him with her. Without thought her legs went wide, opening the space between them. He bent over Bliss, put his hands on the bed on each side of her shoulders then lowered his hips, the head of his erection pressed onto then into the split of her body. The girl's heart sailed on wings at this secret touch. She drew a deep breath in then released it as a whisper of pleasure. He put a hand between them to hold his cock, then tenderly, ever so gradually pushed into Bliss. Her eyes were wide, locked on his when he entered her.

Even though she had no hymen she was tight and felt her body combating what was happening, but he was being cautious. The time for covert enticement was past so she urged him, "Daddy, don't hold back, don't worry, I want this." She paused for two moments then told him abruptly what had been in her mind for months, "I need you to fuck me."

In all her years her father had heard the girl say 'fuck' only twice and both times shocked him. Her words ‘fuck me’ worked like a switch that turned off any lingering uncertainty. He slammed deep into the girl then set a measured pace of sex. Bliss reacted with a wail and a simper. Her hands lifted to 
his shoulders then she raised her head to watch her father's cock thrusting in and pulling out, making her a woman. She had been dreaming of this moment for weeks and now the actuality of him, the feeling of his erection added fuel to the flames burning in her womb. For most of the day, Bliss's lust had been stewing, becoming warmer as the hours passed, but now with her father's erection stroking her that appetite began to boil. It didn't dawn on her that she had just lost her virginity, it didn't sink in that she was committing (sort of) incest or they were breaking social and moral laws. It only registered that at long last she was living a dream.

He pushed up and away from her and when she moved her hips up and didn't feel him, she gasped; he was gone! Why did he stop? His hands went to her waist to pull her up to lie on the bed then he came back to her. He rolled her to her side, hoisted her leg then entered the girl again. His lips went to her neck, one hand cupped a tit while his thumb and forefinger pulled on a taut nipple, and his groin slapped gently against her ass. Bliss yielded completely and lewdly and in just a few more minutes her body could hold no more. She shook, she writhed, she screamed out, and then she came in a series of contractions. Her father didn't hold back, when his daughter began to come down from her high, he reacted by shooting her with several strong waves, filling her with seed.
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She was lying
 face down her head turned toward him, watching as he gulped cool air. The depletion of his hormones brought her father to his senses, he tilted his head to her. "Damn it to hell girl, what did we just do!?" Bliss smiled tiredly. "You don't know? Do I need to get Sherry over here to explain?" Her eyes fluttered shut briefly as her cunt tingled deliciously with a sensual aftershock. "Don't be funny, girl. You are my daughter 
and what I just did is way beyond okay."

She rolled to her side facing him, put a hand on his chest then corrected him, "What I did, Daddy. This is what I wanted, I hoped for. No one in the world will know what just happened, no one will ever guess or have any cause to suspect what we've done. I wanted to go to bed with you and let you be my first." Her statement continued in a softer, less anxious voice, "I've even dreamed about you and me. It's not wrong, Daddy, not between us in this house." Her fingertips drew small circles around his right nipple. “And I don't want this to be the only time." "But I shouldn't have cum in you girl, that's taking way too much of a chance." "I went to Sherry three weeks ago, I'm okay that way." She didn’t bother to add that she didn’t take Sherry’s advice on that one issue. She’d save that for next time, or when the baby came; whichever came first. When she said that, he looked at his daughter, the beautiful teenaged woman, and the full awareness that she had been seducing him really hit home and slammed into the front of his mind like a hurricane. This incident was not a spur-of-the-moment lapse in judgment. He thought back over the past few weeks and knew with perfect clarity how Bliss had seduced him. He permitted her actions with another thrill in his balls and a gentle kiss on her mouth. He pulled her to him then they bonded by arms and lay peacefully, developing a pact, wordlessly agreeing to a union of incest. He pulled his head back then kissed Bliss with a passion to begin her second experience as a woman.

He pulled her close to suckle her breasts as she gripped his hair. He seized a nipple between his teeth and flicked his tongue swiftly across it. She shook under his mouth then urged him off her tits and placed her lips over his, she touched her tongue on his teeth for access. She swirled her sweet tasting tongue, tickling the tip of his as her arms enveloped him, firm young jugs crushed between them. His hands were busy 
roaming over her body, head, neck, and back. He paid special consideration to her legs rubbing them from knee to ass. He was impressed by the smooth firmness of her skin and by the heat emitting from her.

He rolled to his back and pulled her over him, she was lying on his legs, stomach, and chest still locked to his mouth. His pulsing hard cock raised against her steaming crack as he drew her thighs apart for admittance to his daughter's throbbing young body. She stopped engulfing his mouth and lifted, she raised her hips off him, and let him glide into her again. She was flooded with cum from his first orgasm, so his insertion was fast and breathtaking. He humped, she panted and together they began the destruction of the bed they were on.
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He fucked
 her for twenty minutes. Below her, above her, behind her then for the curtain call of the act, he pushed her to her back, shifted up on his arms until his erection was the only attachment to her; she watched as it dived in and out of her body. The view of her father's cock and balls between her legs added ammunition to the explosion in her womb. An eruption of white-hot flames quickly consumed her. The orgasm roared from her clit and swallowed her whole as it raced through her body, reverberating wildly as she tried to breathe. He mirrored her actions and came with her in a long series of contractions. She gazed into his eyes lovingly as he cried out her name then crumpled onto her.
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They were covered with steam,
 gasping for cool air. The pillows had been knocked to the floor, the sheets a rumpled heap under their entwined legs, she could hardly gather enough 
breath to gasp, "Oh my god, I never knew I could feel like this. I love it, I knew I would." She looked into her father's eyes and concluded the short proclamation with a satisfied sigh, "I love you, Daddy."

Her affirmation of love was not as a woman for a man but of a daughter for her father, so he replied in kind, "I love you too, Bliss." As her father slid a hand between her legs to increase her enjoyment, she swore silently to thank Sherry for the womanly education.

THE END
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T-Explosion Makes Girls Wild and Wet! by Nadia Nightside







Brittany's forgotten all about her struggles with the new Man of the House. She had threatened to move out, to run away with her boyfriend.

Now, she can't even remember her boyfriend's name.

Now, all she cares about is making the Man of the House happy. She can't stop watching him. She can't stop touching herself...

It has something to do with those odd pills he's been taking. But Brittany feels too turned on and stupid to figure out the connection. All she wants to do is obey.

Soon, he'll want to go all the way. He'll want his thick, huge virile member inside her forbidden body. And he won't want to use protection...
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I

try to tell myself that this is normal, just a little harmless crush that hit me out of nowhere, but even so I can’t believe how wet I am.

I’ve been watching and listening to them fuck for hours now—days?—and I’m absolutely soaking.

This isn’t how I thought I would be spending my weekend. Listening to my sexy neighbor getting drilled by the new man 
of the house—my step-father, who my absent mother married just a few years ago. It was obvious it was for money. He was short and out of shape and balding and weak-willed; she pushed him around like he was nothing.

It’s not so obvious now.

I’m in the doorway of the master bedroom, peeking my head out from around the corner, fingers buried in my dripping young virgin snatch. Sweet honey makes my thighs and fingers sticky. I stopped wearing panties; they just get in the way. His back is so strong—so built and stacked with muscle after muscle—and I’m dripping wet just from watching him pound into our neighbor—the luscious young brunette librarian, Priscilla—again and again.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck
, oh fuck, oh fuck,
 oh fuck yes
, yes, yes, yes!”

Priscilla is very vocal about how good at fucking her my Daddy is.

And I can’t stop calling him that—Daddy—in my head.

I used to just call him William. Not even Will—William.

And his name is Willard
. I did it to be mean and dismissive, to show him I didn’t care about him.

But I see him fucking Priscilla and my brain just spills out nasty shit, like a cupboard of kink unlocked inside me:

Oh Daddy fuck her oh my god oh my god he’s still going, still GOING and oh fuck she’s cumming again and is that the fifth time or the eighth and oh fuck I’m gonna have to cum…

And I do, vigorously rubbing my hot young clit, my hips bucking. In time with Priscilla. Like it’s me he’s fucking and not just her. She cums and her legs wrap up high around his heavily muscled waist and she clings to his hard body with all she’s got. High heels sticking in the air.

Daddy likes high heels. I went and dug some out of Mom’s closet earlier, finding her sexiest, tallest pair and put them on. While I watch him fuck our neighbor and cheat on my mom and 
finger my hot young teen pussy.

This is totally normal. A totally normal thing for me to be doing.

In a few months, I’ll be out of the house. I just turned eighteen and high school graduation is just weeks away. I’ve never been smart enough to get good grades—I probably don’t deserve to graduate—but I’ve got straight A’s regardless. A lot of my teachers are men who like ogling the prettiest girl in school—which I definitely fucking am—and I’ve got plenty of stupid boys desperate to make me happy and to help me cheat for the teachers who are women.

I’m everything a cheerleading captain should be—tight, athletic, busty, blond, tanned, and gorgeous. And of course I know it—that’s the most important thing. What kind of dismal lame cheerleading captain doesn’t know she’s hot shit, doesn’t try to flaunt it?

I guess you could say I’m flaunting it now. No panties. Wearing one of Daddy’s button-up work shirts half-way undone as a big dress (I needed to wear
 his smell). Sharkskin pumps with a five-inch stiletto heel that must have cost my mom half her monthly salary. I look better in them than she did. I wonder if he’ll notice.

I watch Daddy shoot his load—which is totally unprotected, I’ve been keeping track and they threw the box of condoms in the trash a long ways back—deep inside of Priscilla’s gorgeous body, his body shuddering with the thrill of orgasming in a tight, fertile young fuckpuppet.

Priscilla cums again, with him this time. The way she looks at him is like if he had just uploaded four hundred perfectly crafted sonnets to her brain; she's deeply, badly in love with my Daddy.

Of course, I cum too. Priscilla's affection for him really turns me on—something about other women knowing how great
 my Daddy is makes me so wet—but mostly it's seeing him cum that 
makes me lose it. My knees knock so hard against each other it almost sounds like teeth chattering in the cold.

His pleasure makes me so fucking
 hot. I can't explain it. Just knowing he's hard makes me feel buzzed, like I'm two beers deep and on my way to a third.

And now he's hard all the time.

After several long, deep breaths, he stands up—Priscilla desperately tries to hang on to his rippling abs, cooing—and takes a lap around the bed. I marvel at the transformation of his body. Pecs are hard and defined. His face covered by a bushy, thick beard. I don’t think he could even grow a mustache before. His torso is so heavily muscled it looks like he has a gut, but it’s like a muscle gut. He’s a big, brawny, bear of a man who could easily overwhelm and overpower a slender young cheerleading teen like me. My heart beats fast looking at him, thinking about that, thinking about him holding me down and having his way with me.

How awful, how crazy that would be. He’d probably try to get away with not using any kind of protection. He’d try to get me pregnant
.

Why the fuck am I fingering myself harder
?

More importantly—maybe?—how
 am I doing that? Usually I get tired after cumming. But it just seems to make me hornier. Stupider. My thoughts flow like molasses and each one is about his Cock.

Oh, fuck, I haven’t told you about his Cock, have I?

Well, I don’t think it’s the same dick he had before. I think you have to use the word Cock
 to give it its due course.

It’s not really soft
 as he paces through the room. I don’t know if anything so remarkably beautiful and glistening and long and thick could ever be considered soft. It’s just not rock-hard, standing at attention, and ready to shove back into Priscilla. It streams precum down the shaft, down his balls and thighs. Dripping in heavy puddles all over the floor. The 
hardwood floors are covered in juices—Priscilla’s, Daddy’s, even mine are leaking over.

I’m biting my lip, crossing my knees, fingering myself looking at his Cock and wondering if it could even fit
 inside my tiny tight pussy when his eyes finally float up to me.

I’ve gotten bold, you see. At first, I stole glances into the room, watching just for seconds at a time. But Priscilla must be some really
 premium pussy—god she’s hot—and she did a hell of a job keeping his attention. I would stand for a minute, watching, and then leave—huddling myself into a dark corner of the hallway to reflect on what I saw and finger myself stupid. Then I braved up to three minutes before breaking away. Then five minutes. Then thirty.

Now, I don’t think I’ve moved for hours.

I yelp and scatter out further into the hallway, grabbing a banister. We’re upstairs, overseeing the entryway to the house.

“What are you doing, Brittany?”

I turn around at the waist and force out a nervous smile. “Oh just, nothing! Nothing, Daddy!”

Oh fuck
 it makes me squirm to say that. My knees buckle slightly when I do. It’s the first time I’ve ever actually called
 him Daddy.

“I’m just…um…” I run my fingers along the banister. Hard and firm. Like his Cock. “Just cleaning?”

“Cleaning,” he repeats.

He steps forward, crowding me. God, he smells so good
.

That’s something that maybe I should mention.

The smell.

The smell is really fucking with my head. The smell of his constant fucking. That masculine smell, that musk, that cedar-firepit-animal smell that permeates every part of our house now. It’s in his shirt that I’m wearing. It’s in my long blond hair. I took showers at first to get rid of it, and the smell was just stronger, like my

 body was generating it. It was in the towel I used to dry off, in the hot honey of arousal dripping from my pussy, in my sweat, in my mouth…and it tastes so
 good and it makes me so
 horny and now he’s so
 close to me and I can barely think, oh my fucking god…

“Cleaning the banister?”

His Cock is right in front of me. It’s hard
. It’s hard and he’s looking at me and that means—that means—that means…

That means he’s hard because
 of me.

An unstoppable swell of pride rises from my belly all the way up to my perky young tits. I push my chest forward and up, clasping my hands underneath the heavy, soft pillows of my breasts to put them on display. Right away, he responds, precum surging out from his turgid knob, spilling on my high heels. He’s so close
 to me.

“Y-yes, Daddy. I thought—I thought…that…I was thinking that um…”

He puts a hand on my face, stroking it. I don’t pull away. He’s so warm
. Strength pulses through his palm and fingers. I feel myself pushing into his hand like a kitten.

“You’re not made for thinking, are you, Brittany? You’re too pretty to think.”

Yes. I’m too pretty to think. Why didn’t I think of that before?

Because I’m too pretty to think, obviously.

Something hard and wet pushes against my thighs. It feels good. Feels right
.

“You’re made to be a hot trophy for someone strong enough to take you and make you his, aren’t you?”

I mew and nod and my pussy pulses with need. I need my fingers in it but I can’t shove them there now; it’s too much to finger myself in front of Daddy. Then he might try to fuck
 me and he won’t use any
 protection and he’s such a stud I know
 I’ll get pregnant for sure…

“You don’t seem to care very much that I’m fucking your neighbor. You know…she’s only a few years older than you. And she looks a lot
 like you, except for the hair. But you’re not asking questions, are you?”

“No, Daddy.”

It’s his Cock. That’s the wet, hard thing pushing against my thighs. Against my pussy
. Oh god. I can feel his precum slipping, sliding against my pussy
 oh god…

“That’s because you’re a good little girl, aren’t you, baby?”

“Yes
, Daddy.”

I can’t help myself—I preen. I smile and titter. And that phrase—good little girl—
that hits right to the core. I want to make him so happy with me. He must like it when I smile—I’m so pretty and I have such a pretty smile, he’s told me so.

“And Mom doesn’t need to know about any of this. Does she?”

She's gone until the end of next week for business. That's so much time for me to be alone with his Cock. With his big, hard Cock pushing against me. This Cock that wants to knock me up, make me pregnant, make me his
...

I shake my head. “No, Daddy. I-if…”

I stop what I was saying. It seems almost too filthy to say out loud.

“What?”

“If she was making you happy, then you wouldn’t need to fuck neighbors who looked like me.”

“And making me happy is important to you, huh?”

“Yes
, Daddy. It’s the most important thing in the world
 to me.”

“Good girl.”

I swoon again. Good girl.
 It's like a reset button inside of my brain that makes me forget everything else in the world.

He pushes his Cock up my belly when he says that, using his bulk to push me against the bannister. My foot slides up his 
naked leg. He’s so much bigger than me. I’m a quivering, trembling mess.

“Thank you, Daddy.”

“You know what will make me really happy right now?”

He’s so close that my heavy tits are crushed by his chest. My nipples are hard, pushing into his skin.

“Anything, Daddy. I’ll do anything for you.”

He backs up, smiling. The absence of his Cock is sharp.

“Go make me a cup of coffee.”

I’m a trembling, needy, quivering mess. I thought that was it. I thought he was going to fuck me right then and there. I’m so fucked up that I wanted
 him to fuck me—I wanted
 his Daddy Cock inside my tight teen pussy knocking me up and making me his good little girl forever.

“Y-yes, Daddy,” I nod, staggering down the steps to the kitchen with a brain and body more fucked up than ever before.
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I try
 to clear my head downstairs but the scent—and so my horniness—only get stronger down there. Fifteen minutes of work and I still can't seem to make a cup of coffee. Reading the instructions makes my head hurt and I keep spreading the remnants of his hot slick precum up and down my thighs and belly.


Virgin pussy
. I have a virgin pussy
.

I keep thinking about that. Was Priscilla a virgin? Probably not. Definitely
 not now.

But I am.

I'm a virgin and I'm my Daddy's little girl. And I made him hard
.

I keep thinking about his big Daddy Cock. So big. So hard. So full of hot white seed that will breed me and make me his 
forever the second he empties inside of me. It will be impossible to get away after that.

And I can’t help but notice I’m thinking in terms of will
 and not would
. It’s not conditional. It feels like it’s definitely going to happen. Even now, I could get away, but I just need
 to be near him too badly…and I’m almost certain that means he’s going to fuck me stupid.

As I’m trying to figure out this impossible coffee conundrum, I see a stack of boxes in the corner next to the recycling bin. Empty pill bottles inside the boxes.

T-XPLOSION

MAKE THEM WET

STAY HARD FOREVER

MAKE THEM WET

MAKE THEM NEED YOU

BE THE MAN YOU WERE BORN TO BE


I can barely make
 sense of the words. Reading is so hard!

I’m just a girl and girls don’t really do the whole “reading” thing, right? I vaguely remember Daddy getting the pills in a delivery. Maybe even…a few days ago? At the beginning of the week? At the end? I’m not even sure what day it is now.

And there was the smell—that amazing smell he has. That started when he started taking the pills. He took pill after pill, getting stronger and stronger while I felt weaker and weaker, and then…

The doorbell rings. Still in a cum-happy daze, I answer it in my barely-there outfit—a shirt-turned-dress and brilliantly sexy high heels that only put my hot young body on display.

It’s a boy from school. I think his name is Brad.

“Uh, hey, Brittany…jeez. Wow. Look at you.”

“What do you want, Brad?”

“Um.” He looks hurt. “My name…are you joking? It’s Bryan. We go out.”

I look at him blankly.

“I’m your boyfriend. You haven’t been answering any texts and you missed school today. Are you okay? You look a little…out of it.”

I've stopped looking at my phone entirely. I need one hand to keep my balance while I finger myself and the other hand...well, to finger myself. Phones are stupid anyway. They're not Daddy's Cock, so why care?

He looks at me with some expectation. I try to place him.

Boyfriend…boyfriend. Did I have a boyfriend?

“You’re mistaken, sorry. Maybe you should leave.”

It’s easy to talk to him, for some reason. Easy to be cool and calm and collected. Easy to be dismissive. So much easier than it is to talk to Daddy.

Around Daddy, I’m so wet and hot and bothered that I can barely think at all. All my thoughts run together like the juices pouring from my pussy, like I’m leaking my brains out through my hot little fertile virgin teen cunt.

With this bozo, though? It’s easy just to shut him down.

“Hey.” He puts a hand on the door, stopping me from closing it. “Brittany. It’s me. We’ve dated for like six months. We were talking about going to the same college so we can stay together. Is this a joke? I don’t get it.”

I snort. Now I know he can’t be serious. Me? Go to college? I’m a bimbo trophy good girl
. All I need to do is make Daddy happy—and how would I make Daddy happy if I wasn’t at home?

“Are you okay? You don’t look like you’re all there. Should I call the cops or—”

A big meaty hand closes on Bryan’s. It’s a big hand; a Daddy hand.

He’s standing beside me now in the doorway, taking up 
nearly all the space. He wears a short pair of boxer briefs that do nothing to hide the massive bulge he’s sporting. A big wet smear around the tip where his precum is still pouring. My stomach feels lighter than air; my knees shake; my pussy pulses with delight at his presence.

“She told you to leave,” he says to Bryan. “So, go.”

Any machismo Bryan tried to show with me completely evaporates.

“Uh...uh...sir, I'm sorry, sir, I just...jeez, sir...”

He's calling Daddy sir
. Holy shit, he's so fucking scared! I giggle delightedly. I can't believe how sexy it is to see Daddy establish his dominance like this.

Bryan gulps, still trying to explain. “I just…I wanted to check on her, and…”

Daddy pushes into the door frame, crushing Bryan’s hand between his palm and the wood. Bryan yelps in pain.

“You should go. Wimp.”

Bryan nods and Daddy lets him go. He watches for a moment as Bryan gets into his car and drives away, and then he closes the door and turns to look at me. Upstairs, I can hear Priscilla moaning for more Cock. She’s had so much and she still needs more; god, he must be so good.

“Where’s my coffee?”

I stumble and scramble with my hands and fingers.

“Oh, sorry, Daddy. I…I had so much trouble with the directions, a-and then the doorbell rang, a-and—”

I realize I’m close to hyperventilating, so terribly worried I’m going to disappoint him. How will I ever live if I disappoint my Daddy?

There’s some part of my brain screaming about different memories, different parts of my personality activated by Bryan’s appearance. Reminding me that I used to call Daddy “William” just to fuck with him. That I would never even call him Dad. That I refused to eat dinner with him at the table and 
I got into screaming matches with him and my mother constantly.

There’s one memory in particular that’s standing out—red-faced and crying, throwing things in the kitchen, me promising to move in with Bryan the second I graduated high school. I would be eighteen with a diploma and I could do whatever I wanted. I loved Bryan—that’s what I said—and I hated both of them!

Daddy takes my arm by the elbow, gripping hard with those strong hands, and leads me into the living room. He puts me down on my knees in front of him and easily rips his boxers away—I mean he fucking rips the cloth like it's nothing
—revealing the full entirety of his permanently hard, dripping Cock. It towers above me like a monolith of masculinity. Drool floods my mouth, happy pink bubbles pop in my brain.

The memory of threatening to leave becomes a memory of a memory, popping away. Fogging up. Soon it will be little more than a dream, then a memory of a dream, then forgotten entirely. The same with Bryan, or Brad, or Bill, or whatever the fuck his name is.

I live to serve Daddy now, just like a good girl should.

“I asked you to show me that you appreciated me,” says Daddy. “You can’t do it with coffee. You’ll have to do it some other way.”

I nod, staring at his thick knob. It’s inches away from my eighteen-year-old lips. “Yes, Daddy.”

“You said you would do anything to make me happy. Didn’t you, baby?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“You want to be a good girl for me, don’t you?”


Good girl
. The words bounce through my empty skull like a racquetball.

“Yes
, Daddy.”

“Good girls suck Daddy’s Cock, sweetheart. Are you going 
to suck my Cock like a good girl?”

“Yes
, Daddy. Please
, Daddy.”

He doesn’t say anything else. He pushes my head forward and I melt my mouth over his incredible thick head, his heavy shaft.

I’m a blowjob virgin—I’m every type of virgin, actually. I think I'm supposed to be bad at this. But he moans with pleasure as he keeps shoving more and more of his Cock into my throat and it bulges my esophagus.

My tongue slides around the sides and I swallow rhythmically, sucking on his thick head in my bulging throat with all of my esophagus muscles.

“Oh, fuck
. You’re even better than her…”

By “her” I have to assume he means Priscilla. My heart swells with pride. I love my Daddy. I love sucking my Daddy’s Cock. And Priscilla is really hot but she’s not
 Daddy’s good little girl, his daughter, like I am.

Or maybe he even means Mom? But then, she
 wouldn't have blown him at all. What a bitch.

I think I’m supposed to have gag reflexes. Or to not be sure how to use only my lips and tongue and nothing else. Or to not be able to—when he starts pumping his hips—match his rhythm perfectly with my licks, kisses, sucks, slurps, and moans.

But I do. I’m made for this. I’m his little Cocksucking pet. I’m his good girl
.

“Fucking...fuck,” he grunts. “God, Brittany. Daddy's little cocksucker. You're so good, baby. Keep it up. Make Daddy cum.”

I want to so bad. And I know I have to suck him dry. I have to get ALL his cum. If I don’t, he might have some left to get me pregnant whenever he wants to fuck. And I know he wants to fuck me. He's fucking neighbors who look just like me and getting hard in front of me and I'm super
 fucking sexy with my tight young busty body.

I’m so smart! I’ll suck him dry and then I won’t have to get all knocked up like a complete dirty whore.

Pretty soon I don't have to work anymore at all. He grabs the thick, silky mess of my hair and plunges his Cock deep inside me. He works my head up and down—all I have to do is suck. He's using me.

And I love it. I love being used like this. It makes me his good girl. Oh fuck. I think I might be addicted
 to being used by Daddy.

He pistons my head up and down, faster and faster. I feel the room spinning. I don't think I'm breathing. I don't care though. I don't have to breathe. I just have to make Daddy cum
.

“Fucking...tramp. So fucking tight
. Been keeping
 this from me. Take it. Take it like I fucking need
!”

I do. He unleashes his load in me. Like a hose spraying, my insides are splattered with his cum. He shoots load after load, painting my esophagus, my uvula, my tongue, my mouth, my lips. I swallow everything I can.

And, want to know the crazy thing?

I cum harder than I ever have in my entire life.

Harder than my first cum just a few months ago. Harder than I did all weekend watching him fuck Priscilla—where each cum was better than the last. Harder and harder and better and stronger and harder and better
 than any other cum, ever.
 My whole body straightens and buckles, like I'm being electrocuted, and I feel my brain blink off for a long time.

It feels so. Fucking. Good. Not to think. Not to have a brain. Just to be an object for Daddy.

And I know I'm better when my brain is off because when I come back, I'm being the best girl possible—licking and sucking Daddy's balls, kissing his shaft, stroking him happily and moaning at him.

“Thank you, Daddy. I love you, Daddy. I love you so much
, Daddy. I love your Cock, Daddy. I love you

, Daddy.”

What a good girl I am to do that for him right after he was nice enough to fuck my skull with his beautiful Cock.

And even better, my plan worked! I made him cum all his cum and now he definitely can't get me pregnant.

I'm so satisfied with myself that I don't even completely notice that the Cock that I'm kissing—the Cock I'm in love with—is hard and getting harder by the second.

It hits me after a few minutes of continuing to coo and croon at Daddy how much I love and appreciate him for facefucking me.

But eventually I do realize I forgot something critical—he’s been fucking Priscilla for like three days straight or more. No slowdowns. No pausing. He’s only getting stronger and more powerful.

Now his Cock sits over me, resting on my forehead and hair, slick and lubricated by my saliva, bigger than before. Harder. Streaming precum still.

He still needs to fuck me; I can see it in his eyes.

And he sees me realizing
 that he needs to fuck me—and he grins.

“D-Daddy…”

He strokes my hair. His Cock moves under the harsh L-line of my jaw.

“You’re so pretty, Brittany.”

I titter happily at the compliment. I love being told I'm pretty by Daddy. He pushes me back onto the carpet. I’m more aware than ever that I’m not wearing any panties. They just get in the way, I thought.

But really, they would get in his
 way.

“Th-thank you, Daddy. B-but…”

He spreads my legs out. His Cock like a thick pole in front of him. It’s so big it’s going to bulge my tiny belly when he’s inside of me. I squirm with excitement and uncontrollable 
need.

“So much prettier than your mother.”

He takes a moment to admire my legs. They are
 really fantastic. Long. Tanned. Cheerleader legs. He admires the heels I’m wearing—Mommy’s heels.

“Th-thank you, Daddy. B-b-but…”

His Cock pushes against the entrance of my virgin pussy. My entire body shakes with a sudden, uncontrollable spike of pleasure.

“I’m going to fuck you harder than I ever fucked her. I’m going to replace her with you. Would you like that?”

I whimper. My head is still spinning from cumming so hard when he came down my throat. I can feel his hot load in my belly, making me dumber. Making me want him more. Making me his. I can’t help it. Part of me wants to say no, wants to resist, wants to keep from getting knocked up from his unprotected Daddy Cock…

But a bigger part of me wants it bad. More than anything I’ve ever wanted.

“Y-yes, Daddy. P-please, Daddy.”

He sinks his Cock into me just an inch or two. He’s got such control. I’m so fucking tight and wet from cumming all day looking at him fuck another woman.

“Please what?”

He’s already doing what I want him to do—he’s inside me, even if it’s just a little. I just have to encourage him to keep going. He’s fucking his daughter.

“Please fuck me, Daddy. I need your Cock, Daddy. I need it all the way inside me, please? Please fuck my virgin pussy.”

With a groan, he sinks into me completely.

Oh my fucking god, he's so fucking big!

For several seconds, I don't think I can even contain
 him. I don't think he can fit—his Daddy Cock is so fucking big
! I thrash and squirm and I know it must look like I'm trying to get away, but I don't want that—but also he's titanic

. There's some initial moments of discomfort—I guess my cherry just fucking dissolving for him—but that's phased out and replaced with mind-bending pleasure from his turgid masculine mammoth Cock.

His shaft swells my tiny opening and immediately pushes at the edges of my cervix. My g-spot is pinned immediately and I cum straightaway.

“Oh Daddy
,” I moan, delirious. “Oh Daddy
. Oh Daddy, my Daddy
...”

He loves hearing me say that, I can tell. He picks me up and sets me across his thighs, my ass tilted upward as he drills into me with my knees pressed into his chest. He thrashes me around the carpet, lifting me up to fuck me harder and pushing me hard into the ground.

“Goddamn
 you're so fucking tight.
”

He's impressed with me! I'm so fucking happy. I need to make him happier. That's all I know as he pistons into me, his thrusts becoming more and more frequent. I need to make him happier
. But how?

“Fuck...I thought I could...hold out...but I have to cum, baby.”

Oh, that's right! I have to make Daddy cum!


But...but...oh god...

“N-not inside me?”

He doesn't pause. Doesn't stop. Doesn't come close to pulling out.

“You want it inside of you.” He keeps thrusting, keeps the pleasure humming. “Or don't you want to be a good girl for me, baby?”

“I do
, but...”

His hand sinks on my throat—how did he know that’s what I needed? He grips tight, cutting off my air—just like it was when I lost my mind cumming when I sucked his Cock.

“I'm going to cum inside you,” he growls. “I'm gonna get you as pregnant as I fucking want. You understand me?”

I nod, eyes wide. I understand. I want
 it. I just needed Daddy to tell me there was no escape, no way out, nothing better for him.

He picks up his thrusts and really lets go. It hurts but it's a good
 hurt. He's so fucking strong and big and I'm so tiny. My tits bounce wildly, mashed against my legs which are mashed under him. He drinks me in, all of me, fucking his little girl for the first time.

Finally he can't hold it back any longer. His body contorts, shaking, and a hot series of loads shoot brilliantly into my cunt. Flooding my fertile womb with his seed.

I cum with him. We cum together
, Daddy and daughter. Good little girl cumming for her Man’s Cock.

I kiss his bearded face, his chin and jaw and chest, while I'm still pinned underneath him.

“Thank you, Daddy. I love you, Daddy.”

I say it over and over again while he recovers. I think I finally may have actually tuckered him out a bit. Cumming into his daughter might have been too much for him.

“Daddy?” we hear a voice down the hall, in the entry.

It’s Priscilla. She’s crawling toward us, wearing heels and lingerie. Dolled herself up for Daddy.

“Daddy…can I snuggle too?”

I move already, making room. Daddy needs so many good girls in his life; it’s so wonderful that there’s one already in the wings.

THE END
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Pout by Cassandra Zara







I’ve always been able to get my way by pouting, but now that I’m growing up, it’s not working as often. When I have to ask the man of the house for a huge favor, I use that same pout as always. It infuriates him, and he refuses. Somehow I manage to turn my childish pout into a seductive pout. However, when I ask that way, he takes something from me in exchange, and he takes it hard and unprotected. And in the end, he does me a huge favor by giving me an impregnating creampie!
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I

pouted.

It was my go-to reaction for just about everything that didn’t go my way. And today was no exception. “What do you mean, no
?”

“I mean no,” Coach Danielle said, then turned back to her clipboard. She was already ignoring me, something that most adults did as soon as they had decided they weren’t going to help me.

“Why not?” I asked, intensifying my pout.

“Because we have limited spots to send girls to tennis camp and you’re graduating, Amber. I have juniors who will be seniors next year who could use that camp more.” She flipped 
through the clipboard. “Did any of the colleges on your list give you a scholarship?”

I pouted again. “No. None for athletics or for academics. I really thought I had a shot, but…”

She glanced over at me, looking up and down my body. “But they don’t think you have a future in tennis.”

I nodded. “They take one look at me and they won’t even let me try out. But I’m the best in the league!”

Danielle bit her lip. Maybe I was getting through to her. “Honey, you’re the best in the league, yes. But we’ve talked about this before. This is Iowa, and you’re in a 4A high school. You’ll never be able to compete with…” She trailed off.

I finished for her. “With these breasts.”

She nodded. “They’re too big. They’ll lead to back problems and you’ll never be as mobile as the other girls. I’m so sorry.”

I looked down at my chest, still bulging despite being constrained as tightly as it could by a sports bra. I had learned to work around my tits, but nobody realized it. All they saw was curves, not my strength or my talent. I knew Danielle had never had that problem. Slim and nearly flat, she looked exactly how I wished I looked.

“You’ve had a good run, but now it’s time to concentrate on your academics in college,” Danielle said.

“If I can’t afford to go to camp, what makes you think I can go to college?” I asked.

She put her hand on my shoulder. “I don’t know what to tell you. Life is full of little setbacks. Maybe you’ll find something else that interests you.” She looked at her watch. “I gotta get practice started. Have a great summer, okay?”

Just like that, she dismissed me. I watched her work with the other girls for a couple minutes, girls who had a possible future in this sport, even if they didn’t have half the natural talent that I had.

I couldn’t help it. I pouted.
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I walked home,
 letting my thoughts bounce around my head. If I didn’t go to college, I’d have to give up my dream of being a professional tennis player. I’d be stuck in this stupid small town. I didn’t know what I’d do for work, or even who I’d hang out when all my friends left for college.

Suddenly, a car stopped next to me. “Need a ride, Amber?” a voice asked me. It cracked by the end of the sentence.

I looked over and saw Adam from my math class looking at me from the driver’s seat of a decade-old Toyota Camry. If not for him, I would have failed the class completely. Thanks to him tutoring me and doing a few of the assignments for me, I managed to get a C. I smiled at him. “Yeah, thanks,” I said.

I crossed in front of the car and got in his passenger side. As soon as I was in the car, I could see his eyes drift from my legs, up to my tennis skirt, and finally fixate on my breasts. I knew that he had a crush on me, but it was just a harmless thing.

Soon enough, he put his eyes back on the road and began to drive. “What’s the matter?”

I shrugged. “Oh, you know, the usual. I’m not going to tennis camp like I thought I would, and I’m not going to be able to go to college.” I pouted, to no one in particular.

“Oh, I’m so sorry,” he said.

“Yeah, I’ll be stuck in this town forever, it looks like.”

“Not necessarily,” he said. “You could always come up to the college town to visit.”

“Just to visit?”

“Sure. Most of the college experience is just partying anyway. I’d love to show you around some time,” he offered.

“I’m sure you would,” I said. I looked over at him, and saw his eyes back on my tits. “Eyes on the road!” I yelled.

He sheepishly looked back at the road. “There’s all summer 
to decide what you want to do. You could even do something drastic, like backpack across Europe, or write the great American novel.”

I rolled my eyes. “I doubt I could write the great American novel.” But he got me thinking. “What if I did do something drastic though? What if I altered my body a bit?”

“What, you mean like a tattoo?” he asked.

“N- Yes. What if I got a tattoo? Would that change how you looked at me?” I asked.

He laughed. “There’s nothing you could do that could change how I looked at you.” Then he realized what he said. “I mean, I try not to look but-”

“Don’t worry about it, Adam,” I said. “What if I started wearing makeup?”

“I think you have a pretty face, but I wouldn’t mind it if you wore makeup,” he said. “Makeup wouldn't change you.”

“You said there’s nothing I could do that would change how you looked at me. What if I got a breast reduction?”

He looked at me like I was crazy. “Why would you do that?” As he looked over at me, his eyes went directly to my tits.

“Adam, the road!” I yelled. He looked back with his cheeks flushed. I rolled my eyes. “It might help my tennis game if my boobs were smaller.”

“I don’t think you should do that,” he said.

Of course he doesn’t, I thought. “Would you still find me sexy?” I asked.

He swallowed. This was apparently a hard question for him. “I’d still think you were sexy as hell, Amber.” He took a quick glance at my boobs. “But I don’t think you should.”
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I waved
 goodbye after Adam dropped me off. He had given me a lot to think about.

There were plenty of guys in this town who wanted to fuck me, but I had rebuffed them all. Many of them just wanted me because of my tits, but I knew that I also had nice, toned legs, and a pretty smile. Then there would always be guys like Adam who thought I was just plain amazing.

A breast reduction wouldn’t hurt my chances of ever landing a husband, or at least the man that I would eventually lose my virginity too. But a breast reduction might just help my future in amazing ways.

My stepfather’s fancy car was the only one in the driveway today. My mom was spending more and more of her days down at the country club, getting drunk and leaving Steve and I to fend for ourselves for dinner. It was causing them a lot of stress, but it wasn’t really my problem. There was no prenup, so my mom would walk away with enough money to keep her happy. I knew it was coming. We all did. I just hoped that I could keep seeing Steve after it was all done.

I came in and dropped my gear off by the door. Steve was always yelling at me not to leave my tennis stuff next to the door, but I had to talk to him now.

“Mom?” I called first, just in case she was home. I knew I’d need her approval too if I wanted to do this, but that it was Steve’s money that would eventually need to pay for it. “Steve?”

“In the sunroom,” he called.

I went to the sunroom. It was a room that was kind of detached from the house, with three glass walls and a glass ceiling. Plants were everywhere, obscuring the view from outside but allowing whoever was in there to see out perfectly. There was Steve, on his laptop and checking some kind of report. He was still wearing his tennis shorts and a loose exercise shirt. His chest hair poked up from the top of his shirt.

He looked up as I came in. Of course, his eyes went straight to my tits, but I knew he couldn’t help it. It was what had 
attracted him to Mom after all, all those years ago on the tennis court. His eyes at least had the manners not to linger, something that I assumed came from age. He smiled at me. “What can I do for you, honey?”

“I have something kind of important to ask. Is Mom home?” I asked. This was just a formality. I knew she wasn’t home.

He sighed. “No, she’s still at the country club. You know how she has to work on her back swing.”

We both knew she was there working on knocking drinks back and socializing with those there to do the same. “I’ll talk to her later about it then.” I swallowed, knowing that I’d need to spit it out quickly if I was going to get through the embarrassment of talking about this with my stepdad. “I need a breast reduction.”

He coughed loudly and sat up straight, putting his laptop on the ottoman. “Excuse me?”

He was going to make me say it again, and I pouted. Once was hard enough, but then I managed to say it again. “I need a breast reduction.”

His eyes went to my tits again, then back to my face. “What on Earth do you need a breast reduction for?”

“I didn’t get into the tennis camp that I wanted, and I didn’t get a tennis scholarship to any of my colleges,” I said, my voice getting a little whiny. I pouted again.

“Sweetheart, I told you. I’ll absolutely pay for you to go to the local community college, and you can stay here with us. I can also hire the best tennis instructors that money can buy. You know how important tennis is to me,” he said.

I did know. He and my mother had met during a charity tennis tournament when I was little. All I remember was going to visit my grandparents for a couple weeks and having a new dad when she got back.

“I still need the surgery if I want to be at the top of my game,” I said.

“Your mother… Having big… They…” my stepdad sputtered. “Look. Your mom is blessed the same way that you are, and it has never held her back.”

I pouted. My mom’s boobs were as big as mine, and she did still manage to play tennis. But she was still stuck here. She'd never done anything more than win a few local trophies. “How can you say that? She’s not a professional tennis player. She peaked in high school, right before she had me.”

Steve grimaced. “That may be, but that doesn’t change the fact that she’s a beautiful woman.”

I thought about that for a second. I hadn’t been referring to her looks, but that’s the way that Steve took it. I pouted. “I’m not going to the local community college and I’m not going to keep living here. Are you going to help me realize my dreams or not?”

He gave me one last once over. “I think you should think it over a little longer, because my answer is no,” he said, then turned back to his laptop, clicking around but not really doing any work it seemed. Just like my coach had done earlier, just like all adults, he was starting to ignore me.

That was it.

I crossed over to where he was sitting and pushed his laptop screen closed, careful not to break it in the process. “Don’t just ignore me. I’m eighteen years-old, and it’s time you started treating me like an adult.” My voice sounded whiny, and I pouted again. “I want this. I deserve this.”

He looked up at my face and saw my pout. He sprang to his feet and got up in my face. I saw anger flash over his eyes for a moment, something I hardly ever saw.

“You deserve this?” He laughed, but there was no humor in it. “You don’t take any responsibility, you never contribute, you never ask me if I need anything, you just take, take, take. You’re just like your mother when it comes to that. You don’t even put in the effort to get good grades in school. And 
anytime things don’t go your way, you expect Daddy to take care of it. You just give that nauseatingly cute pout, like that’ll fix anything. Well guess what? That’s something a little brat does. I’ve had about enough of it. You want to be treated like an adult? Start acting like one.”

Neither he nor my mom had ever talked to me like this.

He wasn’t finished. He took a small step back and pointed at my chest, then gave a small chuckle. “Imagine thinking that cutting off your tits would solve any of your problems. It would be a crime against humanity to mess with those, and yet you think that it’s the magic cure-all for all your problems.” His hand moved, and for a moment I thought he was going to grab my boobs. Instead, he pointed toward the door. “Get out of my sight until dinnertime. Maybe I’ll be calmed down by then.”

I staggered back. I knew I was in shock, but I just nodded and left.
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I managed
 to hold it together until I got to my room, and then the tears started to flow. Not only was I not going to get the breast reduction, but now Steve was mad at me. In fact, it sounded like a lot of things were going wrong for Steve right now.

His words echoed in my mind, but especially one phrase in particular. “You want to be treated like an adult? Start acting like one,” he had said.

I looked at myself in the mirror. I certainly thought I looked like an adult. Even though my face was streaked with tears, it looked old enough. My hair was a little sweaty from the walk home, but it still fell in a pleasant way over my shoulders and onto my chest.

I looked at my chest and thought of the trouble it was causing me. I pouted.

I looked at myself pouting and realized that he was right. I didn’t look very grown-up at all when I was pouting, especially with my red and puffy eyes. Maybe I could change that.

I dried my eyes, then opened my makeup drawer, which I hardly used. Still, my mother had made sure that I knew the basics. I pushed my lips out in that pout and applied a lipstick. I picked a color that complemented my brown hair. After that was done, I put on some eye shadow, realizing how much it made me look older already. When that was done, I pulled my hair into a ponytail, sticking it through the back of a nearby tennis visor.

I gasped. I looked just like my mom’s old pictures of herself from high school.

I thought about going down right now and begging for the money for the breast reduction, but Steve was right. I never offered him anything. And I had to offer him something big in order to get the money needed for a breast reduction.

I remembered him putting his finger near my tits. What had he said? It’d be a “crime against humanity” to mess with them. I knew that he looked at my mom’s tits the same way.

I stripped off my polo shirt and my sports bra quickly, making sure not to mess up my make-up when I did so. My breasts sprang free, and I cupped them. I thought about him burying his face in them, sucking on them, and as weird as it felt, it also felt right. It gave me serious butterflies in my stomach to think about.

This was what I’d offer him. He’d be the only man ever to play with them, kiss them, suck on them. Then, I’d have them drastically altered, but he’d be left with the memories of them.

I went to my dresser and put on my skimpiest bikini top. I left my tennis skirt on. After all, he was just going to focus on my top half anyway.

I looked at myself in the mirror. Now I looked like a woman. Now I would be treated like a woman.
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I sauntered into his sunroom,
 feeling confident. I knew I’d have to keep that confidence if I didn’t want to back out of this plan.

He heard me come in and didn’t look up from his laptop. “Hey, I’m glad you came back down. I’m sorry for the way I talked to you. I-”

I crossed the distance to where he sat as quickly as possible and put my finger on his lips, a dramatic flourish I had learned from the movies. “Shh,” I said.

He finally looked up at me, and I saw his eyes quickly dart to my tits. They lingered there for longer than they usually did before finally going back to my face. “Amber, what is-”

“Shh,” I said again, cutting him off. I turned and closed his laptop, then straddled his leg. “You were right, about everything. I need to act more like an adult. Like a woman. How do I look?”

He sputtered for a moment. “Like a woman,” he said.

I reached down and grabbed his hand. I put it right on my breast, over the bikini. “How does this feel?” I asked.

“Like a woman,” he growled. Then he shook his head, as if snapping himself out of it. He pulled his hand away from my boob. “Amber, you need to stop, right now.”

“Why?” I asked. “I’m just trying to do something for you.”

“This isn’t what I meant,” he said.

I knew I was losing him, and I knew that I’d never be able to try this again if I failed today. “I want you to kiss my tits,” I said. I pouted, but not the childish pout that I had earlier. I pressed my lips out and gave him the most seductive pout of my life. I reached behind myself and pulled on my bikini string, and it fell away onto his lap. “Please?”

I watched Steve’s eyes dilate as he drank in the sight of my big, beautiful boobs. I watched him struggle, then watched as he lost control. It happened too quick for me to react. He 
pulled me in and pressed his lips against mine. My lips remained closed for a moment. I had expected him to just play with my tits, not kiss me. Still, I couldn’t tell him no now. Besides, I kind of liked it.

I squeaked in surprise, then wrapped my arms around the back of his neck and opened my mouth, letting him slip his tongue into my mouth.

He had strong hands from playing tennis so much, and he grabbed me around my waist with them. He pulled me in closer until my tits were smashed against his body, then held me there as he kissed me. I fell forward, my legs falling to either side of his body as he started to thrust upward, grinding his pelvis into me. My eyes went wide. I had never even wondered how big my stepfather was, but he felt huge.

His hands crept up my sides, and he broke his face from my kiss. He pulled my tennis visor off, throwing it to the floor, but left my ponytail in. I leaned back, and he moved his hands up to my tits, cupping them and smashing them against one another. “I remember tits like these,” he said. I wondered what he meant, but then he pressed his face into them, and I moaned. I had no idea how good it would feel to have his tongue on the tip of my nipple. He pressed them together, sucking on them and drawing them into his mouth, as if trying to drink from them.

I moaned again as his tongue sent jolts of electricity through me. I knew this was what every man wanted; I just never knew how good it would feel. This was definitely what I wanted, though. Those butterflies in my stomach were back, and they were causing me to rub my own body on his as he kissed my tits.

But this was all I wanted, all I had intended to give. I didn’t protest when he went back to kiss my face, but I didn’t know how to stop him from going any further. When he put his hands on my ass over my skirt, I almost stopped him, but then he 
lifted himself to a standing position, bringing me up with him.

I was about to ask where he was going when he turned around and set me back on his chair. He knelt between my knees, his face right at chest height. Then, his tongue began to lick my tits again. I began to writhe on the chair as he continued to consume my body.

Soon, his kisses began to drift down. I knew where he was going, and I knew I should make him stop, but it felt so good that I didn’t. And what was the harm? I could let him eat me out. I let him kiss his way down, past my tits, past my belly button, over the top of my skirt and then under it. The butterflies in my stomach were going into overdrive, and I felt like I could float away. As my legs spread apart involuntarily, I could feel myself getting wetter.

Without a word, he put his fingers under the sides of my panties and pulled downward. I brought my legs together to make it easier as he pulled them down past my ankles and off my body. Then he spread my legs open, moving his face to my now exposed pussy. I found my own hands going to cup my breasts as he attacked my clit, licking it like it was the most delicious pussy in the world.

“Tastes just like a peach,” he said gruffly, confirming my suspicious that he actually enjoyed my taste.

I moaned as he said that, basking in the thought that a real man thought my pussy tasted good. “I like that, Steve.”

“Daddy,” he said.

“What?” I asked.

“Call me Daddy,” he said.

I hesitated. I had never called him Daddy, but if he wanted me to call him Daddy, I would. “Okay, Daddy.”

My body kept writhing against his face, and I found that if I pinched my nipples in time with his tongue’s movements, the butterflies in my stomach flapped harder. And it felt amazing. I could feel a crescendo building, a tension in my body, like it 
was match point in a tennis tournament, and the only release I could get through that tension would be through my stepfather’s tongue.

Soon, the tension reaching a boiling point within my body, and it spilled over as my body rocked into his face over and over again, letting him bring me to climax. Wave after wave of pleasure crash into my body, as if I was winning a tennis tournament over and over again.

Finally, I relaxed. My eyes closed. My body slackened, and he stopped licking my clit. I thought of how this was an amazing way of getting what I wanted from my stepfather.

“Amber,” I heard him say. It snapped me out of my bliss. I opened my eyes. There, standing in front of me, was my naked stepfather. He had shed all of his clothes, and now he had his dick out. It was hard as a rock, and at least twice as big as I thought it was when it was in his pants.

My eyes bugged out a bit, but I focused quickly. “Yes, Daddy?”

“It’s my turn,” he said.

My jaw dropped. He wanted me to perform oral sex on him? On that? I didn’t even know if it would fit into my mouth. I didn’t really want a dick in my mouth anyway. Without thinking, I pouted.

He must have seen my pout. “Oh, don’t tell me you’re going to be a selfish lover now. After all that talk about wanting to do something for me?”

I did my best to turn the bratty pout into the seductive pout. “It’s not that, Daddy,” I said, trying to cover for my mistake. “It’s that I’ve never done this before.”

He looked at me, raising one eyebrow. “You’ve never done this before?”

I shook my head. “I’m a virgin.”

He looked shocked, like the idea had never crossed his mind. Then he shook his head. “Put your clothes on, Amber.”

I thought I misheard him. “What?”

“You’re just a little girl, Amber. Put your clothes on. We both made a mistake today, but I won’t mention it to your mother if you won’t.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. After all that, he still refused to see me as an adult. I pouted. “I’m not a little girl, Daddy,” I said in a whiny voice.

I saw his cock twitch, as if he liked the whiny voice a little bit. “You’re not willing to do what it takes to convince me. Maybe you’ll grow up someday.”

I couldn’t lose this opportunity. I wouldn’t be able to ask him for any money if he thought that I was a selfish lover. I leaned forward, wrapping my lips around his cock and taking him into my mouth. I heard him groan, then felt him reach down and grab my ponytail. He pulled my hair up, grabbing it tightly and pulling my face closer to his body. I felt his cock go to the back of my throat, and felt myself gag, but I managed to keep it together. I closed my eyes as tears began to form in their corners.

“That’s it, baby,” he said, easing up on my hair a little bit. I began to move my mouth back and forth at my own rhythm, taking only a couple inches at a time. Luckily, he only gagged me once with his cock, allowing me to set the pace for the rest of the time.

I opened my eyes and looked up at him, and saw him looking down at me, smiling. The tears that had been welling inside my closed eyes now ran down my face. He bit his lip as he continued to fuck my face.

Finally, I had to come up for air. I took a couple of deep breaths as he grabbed my arms and pulled me to my feet. For a moment, I thought it might be over, that I’d be able to ask for what I wanted now. Before I could speak, he pulled me in for a hard kiss. His hands went to my ass, lifting up my tennis skirt. I felt his hard and now soaking wet cock slide between 
my legs. As we kissed, he moved his cock back and forth. It was rubbing against my pussy, searching for an opening...

I gasped and my eyes went wide as I felt it press against my opening. He held me tightly against him, as I moaned a protest into his mouth, and kept pressing into me.

“Just relax,” he whispered.

“Yes, Daddy.”

The way his cock twitched against me made my last shred of resistance fell away. His huge cock’s head spread me open enough to slide into my body. My eyes went from wide to clenched shut. He rubbed against my entrance for a few thrusts, keeping from going too deep. Then, he lifted up on my ass, pulling me into the air. I hung there for a moment, not sure what to do, before he broke from the kiss and growled, “Wrap your legs around me.”

I looked at his face, seeing his hunger and lust as we pressed against each other. “Yes, Daddy,” I said. I did as he commanded, wrapping my legs around his waist and locking my ankles behind his ass. I felt his hand go below my ass, grabbing his cock and finding my opening again. I closed my eyes as I felt him press into me, this time as deep as he could go. I gasped, my body going tight around him.

He groaned softly, his hands tightening on my ass. I moaned as he began to thrust, and with every thrust, he seemed to go a little bit deeper, filling me a little bit more.

When he was all the way in, I began to enjoy the feeling of his cock deep inside of me. I started to move with him, matching his pounding rhythm. I kept my hands wrapped around the back of his neck and leaned back, letting my tits bounce up and down. His eyes watched them as they bounced, and I could tell he liked what he saw. He moved, taking me with him as he turned and found the chair we'd just been in. He kept my legs wrapped around him as he slowly lowered himself into his deck chair. I moaned as he hit a new spot, somehow even deeper than before. 
I straddled him, much like I had earlier. Now my tits were right in his face, and he helped himself to them. He thrusted furiously as he licked my tits, and I just spurred him on.

My hand went down under my skirt, searching for my clit. I went too far and touched his cock with my hand. I gasped. I had somehow forgotten how big it was, even as it was slamming into my pussy. It was wet now, both with my spit and my pussy juices, and it slid in and out of me with ease. I thought of how wet I was and started flicking my clit. In mere moments, my jaw had dropped, and I could feel the butterflies in my stomach flapping in unison.

“Yes. Come for me,” he said. “Do it for me. Do it for Daddy.”

When he asked me to do it for him, how could I refuse? I felt my eyes roll up into my head as I finally clenched down on his cock, milking him as my body reached total ecstasy.

When the orgasm was over, I collapsed into him. He kept using my body, pounding into me as I moaned softly. I began to kiss his shoulder as he held my body against himself, almost as if by instinct rather than anything else.

Just when I thought I might be able to give myself another orgasm, he grabbed my hips and lifted me off of him, pulled out of me. I cried out with the loss, the feeling of emptiness. My feet touched the floor, and I whimpered with desire. He stood next to me, kissing me, then pressed down on my shoulders. The motion was clear. He expected me to get on my knees.

I looked down at his cock. It was now glistening with my fluids. I didn't want to put him in my mouth now. I looked up at him, asking him the question without vocalizing it. He understood perfectly and nodded. That's what he wanted me to do.

I couldn’t help it. I pouted.

I saw the smile fade from his face as he pressed down on my shoulders harder. My ab muscles were sore from being fucked for the first time, and my knees collapsed from their post-orgasmic shaking. Still, he didn’t let me fall to the floor. He grabbed me by both arms and lowered me gently. I barely had time to look up at him and say “Thanks” before he pressed his cock back into my mouth.

To my surprise, it wasn’t bad at all. It didn’t taste like a peach, but it wasn’t as bad as I thought it’d be. He grabbed my ponytail and began to fuck my mouth again, as I pressed my hands into his legs to try to slow him down. He pulled out of my mouth, then sat down in his chair. “You’re right, honey. Go at your own pace.”

I got down on my hands and knees like a cat. I slowly made my way over to him, maintaining eye contact the entire time. When I finally got to his cock, I slowly enveloped it in my mouth, sucking slowly, but deeply. This seemed to appease him, as he groaned and leaned back, clearly enjoying the show.

I thought about how much he enjoyed my tits. I pulled his cock out of my mouth and wrapped my tits around it, keeping that eye contact going while moving them up and down quickly. Between my spit and my juices, my tits were lubed up immediately. “Oh, God. Your mom hasn’t done this for me in years.”

I smiled. Apparently, I was doing something right. He leaned his head back and closed his eyes. I could tell he was getting close to orgasm himself, and I couldn’t wait for him to come all over my tits.

“You like that, Daddy?” I asked.

He didn’t answer. His eyes snapped back open and he grabbed my ponytail. I took that to mean that he wanted it back in his mouth. I would much rather he come on my tits, but I was so turned on right now that I would do anything for him. 
He let me suck for a few moments before sharply pulling me up, standing with me.

He pushed me forward onto his chair, my knees on the seat and my arms on the back. He put his hand between my shoulder blades, pushing me deeper into it. I stayed like that even when he removed his hand, and felt my skirt ride up past my waist as he grabbed me by my hips. His cock, now super wet, slammed into my pussy. This position was completely new, and I tried to pull away as he filled me deeper than he ever had. There was nowhere for me to go, so I clung to the back of the chair.

I began to make sharp squeaks of ecstasy as he filled me completely. I could feel his hands gripping my hips tighter, and he fell into a regular tempo. “That’s so good, Amber. I’m gonna come in this sweet pussy of yours.”

I looked back, shocked. “Daddy, no!”

“Yes, honey,” he said. He kept thrusting. His face was in a grimace. I could tell he was close.

I panicked. I had to stop him now. I scrambled away from him, finally getting his cock out of me and putting my hand in front of it so he couldn’t fuck me anymore. “I’m not on birth control,” I said, and pouted.

He had a bit of a crazed look in his eye, and he was stroking his dick slowly. “Baby, you were just saying you were a grown-up now. A woman.”

I nodded.

“It’s the biggest responsibility that a woman can have to take on a man’s seed and bear his child. You asked what you can do for me? You can accept my gift and finally become a woman.”

I looked at his throbbing dick. I did want it back inside me. So what if he came inside of me? That didn’t mean I was definitely going to get pregnant. I bit my lip and looked up at him. “Yes, Daddy,” I said. I went back to my spot, holding onto 
the chair. He slid inside of me, resuming the same tempo he had earlier. He grabbed my ponytail and pulled upward, angling my face up toward his. He kissed me, then reached around and grabbed my massive tits, cupping them against my body as he kept thrusting into me.

The butterflies in my stomach start flapping their wings as fast as they could. My body started to milk him without me thinking about it. Now that I knew what he wanted, I couldn’t ignore how hot it made me. The thought of his semen entering my body, finding my egg, and making me pregnant, it was all so hot. I wanted it. I wanted all of it.

“Come,” I whispered softly.

“What was that?” he asked.

“Come in me, Daddy,” I said a little louder.

“One more time,” he said.

“Please, come in my pussy, Daddy!” I yelled. I began throwing myself back at his dick, over and over again. “I want you to come in me! Please, don’t make me beg!” I looked back at him, trying to make that seductive pout, but I knew it ended up being more like my bratty one.

That drove him over the edge. He cried out as I felt a warm liquid shoot itself into my body, entering my body as deeply as I had ever felt anything. It was so warm that an orgasm rippled through my body as he shot another blast into me, and another, and another. I screamed as I felt him fill me to overflowing. His semen gushed out around his thrusts and ran down my legs.

Still, he didn’t stop, not until he began to go soft. I shuddered as he grabbed onto his cock and pulled it out of me. As if uncorking me, a torrent of his fluid escaped from my body before I closed my legs tightly. I flipped over onto my back, lifting my legs into the air and holding them there.

Daddy spotted the puddle of his semen running up to my tummy. He ran his fingers into it, gathering as much of it as he 
could before pushing it back into my throbbing pussy. I moaned at the invasion, but I knew that it just meant that more of his seed had re-entered my body. He took his fingers and brought them up to my mouth, and I opened my mouth, licking them clean. It was saltier than I imagined, but I was too exhausted and post-coital to argue.

“I think you need to get out of here,” he said finally.

I nodded. “Is it okay if I shower, Daddy?”

I saw his cock twitch as I called him Daddy. “You probably better clean yourself up. In any case, you’ve probably held it in long enough to become a woman, if it was going to happen.”

I nodded, then got to my feet slowly, my ab muscles protesting every step of the way. My stepfather watched me. I got on my tip toes and gave him a kiss, nothing more than a peck on the lips, before grabbing my bikini top and heading upstairs.

I had the shower going before I realized that I had never asked him for my favor. He had definitely gotten what he wanted; shouldn’t I get what I wanted now?

I looked at my body. Semen was still dripping down my legs, but other than that, I looked completely normal. However, I could feel in my guts that something was different. My Daddy had impregnated me, and soon my belly would grow with his child. And I would need these tits to nourish his baby, to satisfy its hunger.

And, if he would have me, to satisfy my child’s father’s hunger.

He would take care of us, spoil us. And if he didn’t? Well, there were always boys like Adam around. Adam had said that he would still find me sexy no matter what drastic changes that my body underwent. He hadn’t said a pregnancy, but I knew he would still find me sexy no matter what.

But that didn’t matter anyway. Because my Daddy would love me and take care of me. All I had to get him to do what I 
asked… was pout.

THE END
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Forbidden Secrets 2: Morgan by Kimmy Welsh







Note: Forbidden Secrets 1: Ashley is Available Separately


Ashley’s just confessed to losing her v-card to her Step-Daddy and I’m mortified! Not because of how taboo it is, but because I had the idea first! I rush home after cheerleading practice and dial my flirtations with my Step-Daddy, Jake, up to eleven. I’m determined to snare him and make him my first too. I can’t let Ashley have this!
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“
I

don’t believe you!” I said, sitting opposite Ashley for a weekly, post-practice catch-up.

“I’m not lying, Morgan. Why would I lie?”

“Err, to rub my face in it?”

“No,” she protested. “No, that’s not it at all.”

“Then why lie?”

“I’m not lying,” she cried. “It’s true I swear. After practice last week I went home and I did exactly what you said. Clark was fixing the car and I tried to help and we went into the 
garage and …”

“And what?” I asked, on tenterhooks.

“We … had sex.”

“Details, Ash. Please!”

“Okay, well we kissed first of all and then I could feel him, getting hard in his pants ...”

My eyes rolled back in my skull as I imagined it. “Ugh!”

“He put me on my knees and I took his … his”—she said the word quietly—“cock
 out of his pants and put it”—she swallowed—“in my mouth.”

I put a hand over my mouth and stared across the booth-table at her. “Keep going.”

“Then he stood me up and turned me around and”—Ashley looked around the diner—“fucked me.
”

“How’d it feel?”

“Amazing,” she gushed. “It hurt at first, you know, but after that.”

“Oh, I know,” I lied. I’d told Ashley a while back that I’d been with a ton of guys, but truthfully, between me and you, I’ve never been with any.

I don’t know why I lied. I guess people just expected an out-going brunette like me to be well-versed when it comes to the opposite sex. I played up to it, I guess, but I’d never gone all the way. I’d sucked a few cocks before, if that counts.

“And then later at dinner—Morgan it was crazy. Mom’s there and Clark’s there and I just didn’t know who to look at!”

I shook my head. “This is such bullshit.”

“I—I thought you’d be pleased for me,” Ashley said, confused.

“I am, I guess. But you wouldn’t even have the idea if it wasn’t for me.”

“Can’t deny that,” Ashley said. “You’ve created a monster!”

The pair of us laughed and it went in a way to repairing the wound.

“Tell me what you said?” I asked. 
“Tell me what you did to get him to fuck you.”

Ashley shrugged. “I don’t know. Really I don’t. I just kind of listened and laughed and—oh, there was one thing!”

“What?!”

“He said I looked hot when I blushed.”

“So I need to practice blushing?”

“Maybe?”

“Jake’s not like that,” I said, musing.

“Like what?”

“Clark wanted to fuck you from the get-go.”

“How does that make Jake different? You said everyone wants to fuck everyone, right?”

“I still believe that,” I said. “I just need to convince Jake of that.”

“Shit, just put it on him and see what happens,” Ashley said.

“Fuck, Ash, you sound like me.”

She laughed again.

“I could
 do that,” I said.

“You’d find out at least.”

“What if he turns me down?”

“Nineteen-year-old pussy,” Ashley said, more confident now than ever. “What guy would turn that down?”

I couldn’t disagree. I’d said the exact same to her only a week ago and I still believed it. I knew I was hot, I just had to make Jake see that. Maybe it was Ash’s tits that did it.


“Where did he finish?” I asked, biting my lip.

“Finish?”

“Come, Ash. Where did he come?”

Ashley blushed. She didn’t even need to speak.

“I knew it! Aren’t you worried?”

“I took something after,” Ashley said.

“You know they don’t always work.”

Ashley’s smile slipped a little. “Really?”

“I’ve heard rumors,” I shrugged. 
“That’s all I’m saying.”

I left her with that thought. I couldn’t let her be completely victorious.

“Right,” I said, rapping the table. “Pay up.”

“I paid last week!”

I shook my head. “Fine!”

I left the diner quickly with Ashley trotting to keep up from behind.

“What’s gotten into you?” she asked.

“Jake, I hope.”

“You’re eager
. Good luck,” she said. It was hard to stay mad at her.

“Thanks, Ash.”

“And remember to blush. Go get him!”

I smiled and shook my head as I got in the Jeep. I felt my brief frustration morph into determination and when I rolled out of the parking lot I set my sights on getting Jake’s cock inside me no matter what. There was no better time to try than now.

I prayed the whole way back that Mom would be out, but when I drove the Jeep up the driveway I was met with disappointment. Her car sat there taunting me, and I knew that any hope I had of fucking Jake was gone that day. I had to separate them, but I couldn’t think of how.

“Here she is,” Jake said, looking from the lounge at me as I walked through the front door into the hall.

I peered into the room to see Mom in his arms as the pair of them watched something on the television.

“Looking cozy,” I said.

“Wanna come join?” Jake asked, taking his arm off of Mom and opening it up.

“She doesn’t want to come and join,” Mom answered. “She needs to get out of that outfit first, anyway.”

I looked down and then looked to Jake. He was pulling a face and mouthing ‘sorry’ at me. 
He was one of the good guys but Mom could be the worst.

“I’m gonna take a shower,” I said, and I made a face back at Jake.

He looked confused.

“Yep. Gonna go and have a looong soak,” I tried again.

I shifted my eyes upstairs in the hope that Jake would get the hint, but I think he was too naïve to consider it. Instead he looked even more confused than before, refusing to entertain the notion that I might be asking him to join me.

“Worked up quite the sweat at cheer—”

“Jeez, Morgan, would you just go take a fucking shower already,” Mom said.

I bulged my eyes at her and turned away upstairs with a defeated blush.

In the shower all I could think about was Ashley and Clark. I couldn’t believe a strait-laced girl like that would steal my sinful fantasy, and here I was having no such luck.

I’d told her to isolate Clark and that’s clearly what I needed to do to Jake. If I could get him to walk in here right now there was no way he’d deny a soaped-up woman asking to be fucked. With Mom downstairs the chances of that happening would be miraculous.

I shut off the shower and stepped out of the cubicle, wiping a hand down the fogged-up mirror. I stared at the brunette that greeted me and walked back so I could see more of myself. I was athletic and slim, a little taller than Ashley and I liked to think just a smidgen more attractive too. Ashley had the tits—I couldn’t beat her there—but I had the better body. I just needed Jake to see it.

That’s when it hit me. Every morning Mom would leave for work two hours before him. Usually they’d both be gone by the time I woke up, but if I set my alarm for that golden couple of hours after Mom left and before Jake got up I’d be in with a 
chance.

Even then the idea posed a few problems. I toweled off in front of the mirror and the plan slowly came together. If I slipped beside him in his bed how could he refuse? Guys are at their horniest in the morning anyway, aren’t they?

I wrapped the towel around me and wound another around my head. When I opened the bathroom door I was met with the sight of Jake, standing outside waiting.

“I wondered how long you’d be,” he said.

“What’s wrong with the downstairs bathroom? Or the one in your room?”

“They don’t have you in them,” he said.

My eyes sparkled. The penny had clearly dropped for him after Mom’s outburst or—shit—maybe it was the blush?!

“We can’t do anything now,” I said, putting a hand on his chest.

He looked down over the mezzanine railings to the lounge door. “So you want to do something, huh?”

I put a finger on his lips. “Keep calm for now, stud. You’ll get your treat tomorrow morning.”

I stroked my hand down over his powerful chest and then brushed past him, as though I was holding all the cards suddenly.

I tried my damnedest not to look back at him, but I turned my head in his direction as I stepped into my bedroom.

“Tomorrow morning?” he said.

“I’ll come and get you up
, if you know what I mean?”

Jake shook his head with an excited smile. “If you insist.”

“I insist.”

I walked into my room as confidently as I could, but when I closed the door I took several deep breaths. My heart was racing like never before. I couldn’t believe how right I’d been about these older guys, and it took someone like Ashley to prove it to me. They’ll fuck anything moving, given half the chance. 
Given the whole chance I figured by this time tomorrow I’d be a virgin no-longer.

Later that night I set my alarm for 6:05am, knowing that Mom should be gone by then. Now all I had to do was try to get to sleep, but it felt like Christmas Eve. I knew that in the morning there would be a big present ready for me to unwrap, and it wasn’t so easy to ignore.

Despite all of that, the next thing I remember was my alarm sounding. I rolled over groggily and looked to the clock, realizing in a flash why I was being woken up. My adrenaline burst through the fatigue quickly. I’d never felt more awake in my life.

I peered out my bedroom window and noticed the gate at the exit to the driveway closing behind Mom’s car as she turned onto the road. The sun was just about up and when I opened the curtains fully I could just about see my way around my room.

I slipped into my nicest pair of panties and their matching, lacy, red bra and took a look at myself in the mirror.

“You look ready, Morgan,” I said, fixing my hair. I’m sure Jake would forgive me for not looking my best at six-in-the-morning.

I opened my phone and sent a quick message to Ashley. ‘I’m gonna do it
,’ I wrote. ‘I’m about to fuck him.
’

I turned sideways to look at my profile, paying particular attention to my ass. It was well-sculpted from lunges and jogging and I hoped Jake would appreciate it.

With a deep breath I left my room, moving out into the silent house. Like a burglar in my own home I slinked down the hall, tiptoeing towards Mom and Jake’s room and knowing that I would find my prize inside.

I pushed open their door as quietly as I could. The bottom of it brushed over the plush carpet and inside I found the room gloomily lit, with only a smattering of light breaking through 
the top of the curtains.

“Jake,” I hushed, looking to the bed.

It was a crumpled mess of sheets. He must have lay beneath it somewhere.

“Jake,” I whispered again, moving slowly closer.

“Morgan,” I heard from behind.

I jumped and let out a shriek as Jake’s hand came to my ass. I turned in a flash and saw him in the half-light. It glimmered off his teeth as he laughed.

“You asshole!” I cried, slapping him playfully but moving into his embrace.

“I didn’t mean to startle you.”

“You’re awake?”

“I thought I’d surprise you,” he said.

His hand was taking a big grip of my ass and both of our crotches were kind of pressed together as we talked. He was naked apart from his tight boxer-shorts.

“Consider me surprised,” I smiled. “So, I just saw Mom leaving ...”

“Just the two of us,” Jake said suggestively. “What should we do?”

“I was hoping you’d show me.”

“You want me to take the lead, huh?”

Having Jake take charge took away some of the pressure but immediately I felt my confidence start to wane. Ashley had said that hers had grown, but suddenly I felt timid and shy, as though the thought of my imminent deflowering was stripping me of my brashness.

Jake started to kiss me and my fingers toyed delicately at his chest as he did so. I stroked carefully over his muscles but I wasn’t sure where my boundaries lay. Jake was less concerned.

His hand was on my ass again in an instant. When he started to kiss me more passionately his fondling became 
rougher and I began to writhe against him in response.

My body was taking over and I found myself dry-humping against his leg that ran between mine. I rode along his thigh and felt my pussy dampen in anticipation. He pulled his lips away and looked down into my eyes.

“Shall we fuck in your bed, or your mom’s?” he asked.

“Mom’s,” I answered. I didn’t even need to think.

Jake led me forward onto the bed and I lay down beside him, pushing the duvet out of the way. I could feel the warmth of him and Mom on the mattress. Something about that gave me a pang of excitement.

“I want to suck your cock,” I said to Jake.

“You don’t need my permission.”

I moved my lips to his and we kissed again. I eased my way down his body, leaving wet pecks on his torso and around his navel before I made my way down to those tight boxer-shorts.

Jake lay proudly, making no effort to hide his modesty. It bulged, rising up from the profile of his body. My mouth filled with saliva in anticipation of the meal to come.

“Stop teasing,” Jake said, and he whipped his boxer-shorts down.

Before I knew it I was staring at his forbidden cock. I took a moment to drink it in, committing the image to memory in case I ever needed to draw on it again.

It lay across his leg, shrink-wrapped in flesh. Jake was uncut. I’d only ever seen those in porn before now, but I’d always been eager to try one for myself.

“I didn’t know you were uncircumcised,” I said, stroking curiously over his length.

“Why would you?”

I shrugged. “Good point.”

“Is that a problem?”

“No,” I said quickly. “God, no! I can’t wait to try it.”

“So try it.”

I moved my hand slowly, watching the skin at the top of his cock move as I did so. I pulled back and his cock revealed itself slowly. There was something even more exciting about still having a part of him to unwrap, even when he was naked.

My hand pumped slowly and I studied him in the half-light. Gradually I moved closer until I was beating him against my face. Jake started to moan and I did too. As my mouth opened to let out another whimper I rushed my lips over him and listened as his groans grew louder.

“That’s it, Morgan. Suck Daddy’s cock.”

Hearing him refer to himself as ‘Daddy’ was delightfully jarring. Suddenly the cock in my mouth didn’t just belong to Jake, but someone even more taboo.

“You like that?” I asked, begging to hear more from him. “You like when I suck on Daddy’s cock?”

“Yes,” he moaned as I thrust him back between my lips. “Suck on Daddy’s cock, Morgan.”

I drove him to the back of my throat and washed my tongue around the stiffness inside me. My lips pinched close and I pulled back, then I circled beneath his foreskin with my tongue and listened as he lost himself above me.

“Fuck, you’re good at that.”

I was. Although I’d never fucked a guy before I’d sucked my fair share of cocks. I was much more familiar staring at a guy’s torso with him in my mouth than I was staring at his face. Whenever I did something like this it felt more like an act of rebellion than love.

My mouth continued to tease him and Jake continued to moan above me. He’d look down at me as I went to work and then his head would crash back down into the pillow as he let out a huge groan.

The day began outside and steadily the room grew lighter until I could make him out more clearly. I’d glance up his body and meet his eyes briefly, but be too embarrassed to keep eye-
contact.

“You wanna suck me all day, huh?” he asked.

“You’re not gonna come?”

“Without fucking you?”

I smiled up at him, trying to hide my nerves. Now that the moment was upon me I found myself reluctant to take the final plunge.

“Let’s swap,” Jake said.

“How do you mean?”

“Lie here.”

Jake patted the bed beside him and I went back up to join him. I lay on my back and he rolled over onto me and we started to kiss again.

His tongue searched around my mouth and then he moved away just as I had done. He kissed down off my face and onto my neck. Every inch lower that he ventured my pulse skipped a new beat.

Soon he was at my tits, kissing around the top of my bra until my nipples started to stiffen. His finger curled over the top of the cup and he pulled down steadily until he could see the pink stud beneath.

He smirked up at me and I watched carefully, forgetting to enjoy myself. It wasn’t until his mouth enveloped my breast that I relented and gave in. I let out a moan and felt my pussy awaken below. Jake toyed around my nipple and reached under me to unfasten my bra.

I took it off and tossed it away, looking back to see him focus on my other breast. He was pushing them together and focusing on them so intensely that I started to forget the reservations I held about their size. Jake seemed to be enjoying them well enough.

He put an arm under my body and I arched my back off the mattress. He held me off it a little as his tongue toyed around the sensitive nodes on my chest, then his other hand moved 
down over my stomach until it was resting on the crotch of my panties.

He did nothing at first. The whole time my jaw was trembling and my stomach was tight. It was as though he knew how best to excite me, and in that moment the bulk of my pleasure came from his reluctance to engage with my pussy.

His hand finally started to move in tight circles. He pushed his finger gently against my clit and my whole body started to tremble like an awakening volcano. My heart pounded in my ears and I started to lose myself to him.

“You like that, huh?” he said.

Before I could answer he’d planted his lips back over my tits and sucked. I convulsed, jolting in the bed as though I’d been electrified.

Jake laughed and I tried to laugh with him, but when he moved lower all I could focus on was trying to breathe.

The breaths lunged from me. I kept my eyes closed and concentrated on his touch as it moved lower. I could feel his lips on my navel and then at the top of my panties. My lungs were racing and my chest was heaving in and out when finally he put his mouth over the crotch of my panties.

“Oh, Jake,” I burst, and I looked down at him.

He was smiling wryly up at me and out of sight his tongue was working away against the fabric of my panties. It felt like a teaser for the main event, but I was threatening to climax before he got there.

“That’s so fucking good,” I cried.

“Just you wait …” he said confidently.

He moved both hands to the waist of my panties now and started to pull them down. I bit my lip and watched down my naked body as I bared myself to him, studying his face for his reaction.

His mouth dropped open and he stared, then he looked up at me with a beaming smile that I mirrored.

He moved his mouth over my pussy and I sucked a quick breath of surprise. His tongue moved over my petals as he suckled and my mouth dropped open to moan.

I could barely make a sound. Instead I focused on the new sensation, wondering what the hell I’d done to deserve such delights.

I grunted and pushed back into the sheets, thrusting my crotch forward against my Step-Daddy’s mouth as he continued to feast on me.

Jake held my ass up off the bed and tongued his way around me, pulling back to study my soaked petals before delving forwards for another plunge.

His tongue wandered all around me and his mouth did fantastic things to me. I’d never had a guy between my legs like that before and I cursed myself for not finding someone to do that to me sooner.

“Eat my pussy, Daddy,” I cooed.

I relaxed into the euphoria slowly and my inhibitions dripped away. At first I was shy, but the ravenous aplomb with which Jake feasted on my pussy drove me so crazy that my nerves were stripped completely—for now.

I dined out on his wandering mouth as it moved up and down over my forbidden groove. He’d dip his tongue into me to taste my wetness and when it probed inside it reminded me of the act that was still to come.

Whenever I thought of his big cock bursting me open I became nervous all over again. Ashley had told me how much it hurt and I’d pretended to know all about it, but with the act almost upon me my confidence was nowhere to be found.

Jake pushed my legs wider with his hands and then he started to turn my hips. I rolled over onto my stomach with a giggle, but that was soon replaced with a gasp of shock as he did something I didn’t expect.

He pushed his face between my ass-cheeks and I anticipated his tongue on my pussy once more. 
Instead he licked purposefully over my knot. There was no mistaking his intention—he had meant to do it—and when he did I’d found it to be surprisingly welcome.

“Tongue my ass, Daddy,” I whimpered, and Jake moved in again to feast.

His tongue pressed against my muscle. As he did so he pressed his thumb against my grove and his fingers teased at my stiffening clit.

I wriggled my hips, arching my back and pushing against his face as he buried it between my ass-cheeks. I couldn’t wait to tell Ashley all about it!

Gradually the position of Jake’s thumb changed until it was pressing against my muscle and soon it was just a little way inside my asshole, wriggling as he applied the pressure.

It felt good, but I didn’t feel ready. It seemed strange to take a guy in my ass before losing my virginity.

“Fuck me, Daddy,” I cried now. “I want it.”

Jake kept me on my stomach and moved up behind me. I pushed my ass out to meet him and I felt his stiffness between my legs, hitting the insides of my thighs as it swayed on his hips.

He pulled me closer to him and moved back and I went up on all-fours. Jake knelt behind me and I looked back to see him take a grip of his cock as he guided it forwards.

I closed my eyes and concentrated on the rounded head of his cock as it pressed against me. He pushed on and I imagined his foreskin peeling back as his cock unwrapped into me.

“Yes!” I hushed, my body tight with nerves.

His cock forced inside and Jake let out a groan as he spread me open. I moaned too, but my cries turned into a brief shriek as he suddenly burst through me for the first time.

“Daddy!” I cried.

The pain was intense but brief. 
Before I knew it I could feel his stiffness inside me and the discomfort was a distant memory. I focused on the sensation within and reminded myself of its forbidden significance. I was full, and my Step-Daddy’s cock was doing the filling.

“Good girl, Morgan,” he said, pulling my ass back towards him.

I wriggled down his cock and sent it deeper, trying him out for size. The tip of him pressed at my cervix and I cooed in satisfaction, looking back to Jake and locking eyes.

“You like that?” he asked.

I stared into him and struggled to contain my glee. Looking him in the eyes like that felt hot, especially with him hanging out the back of me.

“You gonna give me that cum now?” I asked, batting my eyelids at him.

“That’s what you want, huh?”

“More than anything in the world.”

“I wouldn’t want to deny you.”

Jake smirked and then his look turned serious as he started to pump through my tight lips. They gripped him close and threatened to pinch him out of me completely, but Jake lunged forwards again and my pussy swallowed him once more with aplomb.

Just as I was getting used to him cruising through me Jake let down a slap across my ass and I tightened on him as he did so.

“Daddy!” I cried, looking back, faux-shocked.

“You like that?” he asked. I hadn’t decided yet.

Jake rained another slap down across my ass and I felt the heat arrive there. It tingled, and that tingle seemed to go all the way down my legs and into my toes. I curled them over and closed my eyes.

“I like it,” I confessed.

He smoothed his hands over my ass and paused from fucking me for the moment. His hand massaged my cheeks, pushing them shut over his cock and then spreading them wide so he could look down on my tight butt.

Jake rained down another smack and I yelped with glee. He struck me with another and the room turned raucous suddenly. The sound of clapping smacks rang out, interspersed with groans and shrieks and Jake’s naughty words.

“You like when Daddy spanks your ass?” he asked. “You like Daddy’s big hands on your ass while he fucks you?”

“Treat me nasty, Daddy,” I dared. “Fucking come in me.”

“Yes, baby,” he growled.

He gripped my hips and started to slam into me faster, sending that thick cock of his barreling through me without regard.

My head lolled on my shoulders and I moaned in pleasure, relishing the moment. I knew I could only get fucked for the first time once, so I was determined to enjoy it.

“I want to look at you,” I said, my confidence growing. “I want to look at you while you fill me with cum.”

“You want that?”

“Uh-huh.”

Jake pulled out of me and I turned quickly onto my back. I opened my legs and he put himself between them. He looked down over his muscled torso as he lined up his cock with my soaked pussy.

“Just like that,” I swooned.

I looked down and watching him dock himself under me, then I felt his cock surge back up inside me like it belonged there. It slid home easy and my eyes rolled back from the sensation. I was getting used to this whole ‘sex’ thing.

“Now come in me,” I dared. I pushed my chin out to him defiantly. “Come in me, if you can.”

Jake smirked at the challenge and started to fuck me hard, 
propping himself over me with his strong arms and staring down into my eyes as I wailed.

It was intense. I’d never looked in his eyes for so long before, and I’d never looked into them so intently. I started to lose myself in them, and as I watched carefully I could see the pleasure begin to grow inside him. His climax was close and so was mine.

I whimpered up at him as he fucked me, surrendering myself completely—not just to him, but to my own body too. I started to tremble and tighten without warning.

“Are you gonna come too?” he asked. “You gonna come with Daddy?”

He kept his pace and he struck me with a rhythm that I grew to rely on. I’d anticipate his cock stabbing me deep and match my breaths to his movements. At times I’d hold them and focus, and when I finally took a lungful of air it raced inside me, tinged with a sparkling dizziness that prickled my scalp.

“I’m fucking close,” I whispered.

My brow furrowed and so did his, as though we were mirroring each other’s emotions. But this was no pantomime. I was really about to come, and by the erratic movements of Jake above me I was guessing he was going to come too.

“It’s fucking coming, Morgan,” he said through gritted teeth. I didn’t need to guess any longer.

“Shoot it,” I urged. “Shoot that fucking cum in your step-daughter’s pussy.”

Jake raced onwards and I relented to my body. I exhaled and let the orgasm consume me and soon I was convulsing beneath him, my pussy pinching around his cock as the walls of my vagina squeezed him.

“Yes, Morgan!” he cried.

He pushed through my contracting core, feeling stiffer than ever. My eyes opened and my pupils flexed up at him as I focused. Jake stared down and I looked deep into the 
blackness of his eyes, then he let out a groan and I felt him pulse against the tightness of my pussy.

“Fuck, Morgan!” he cried.

His eyes closed and then I felt his heat pour into me. Soon after the first bolt he started to fuck me again, pushing his erupting cum deep into my pussy.


“Oh, Daddy!”
 I whined, somewhere between shock and triumph.

He pushed deep and the cum poured from him, filling my tiny pussy in an instant until it pooled against my cervix.

I thought back to what I’d said to Ashley about birth control. Suddenly the abundance of cum seemed dangerous, but I didn’t want to interrupt his rhythm.

The fog of my own climax was lifting now and the clarity of what we’d done lay behind it. My Step-Daddy was now emptying his seed inside me as we lay in my mom’s bed. You don’t get much more sinful than that.

“Keep going,” I urged.

Jake strained out the last of his release, bucking into me with great effort before pulling out and falling beside me on the mattress.

We were both breathlessly gasping up at the ceiling, so close together physically but so far apart mentally. For Jake I was just another girl, but to me he was my one-and-only. I thought about confessing but decided against it.

“I didn’t think you’d be so tight,” he said—which was another way of saying he thought I was a slut.

“You were so big
!”

He laughed and looked across the pillow at me. He was taking deep breaths through his nose and out slowly through his mouth and so was I.

“I’m gonna have to start getting ready for work,” he said.

I understood the hint immediately. 
“Oh, so you’re kicking me out?” I joked.

Jake laughed softly. “If I didn’t have to go to work I’d happily do that all over again.”

“You stud.”

I rolled over and kissed him. Jake held my ass against him and looked at me curiously. “You’re not like your mother.”

“I wouldn’t wanna be.”

“She doesn’t let me anywhere near her ass,” he said.

I raised an eyebrow at him. I knew the game he was playing, but I didn’t care.

“Well I’m sure that’s something we could try.” As much as I wanted to deny him, the sensation of his tongue and then his thumb was certainly intriguing.

“Next time,” he said, and he gave my ass a pat. “Now … out.”

Jake nodded to the door and I slinked off the bed reluctantly. I could feel his forbidden heat in my stomach and then it started to slip out of me. I skipped quickly to the exit, fearful of making a mess in their room.

“Go enjoy your bed,” Jake said.

I took a look back at him to see him lying back with his hands behind his head and then I hopped through the door and closed it behind me.

The mezzanine landing outside was lighter now and the morning’s sun shone through the large windows at the front of the house in the open foyer. I looked to the trees outside, expecting to see them with a fresh perspective now that I’d finally lost my virginity, but truthfully nothing much had changed. The idea of losing my v-card had been put on such a pedestal that the after-effects felt almost disappointing.

I expected to be skipping gaily with a sense of unending joy in my heart, but instead all I could feel was Jake’s cum on the inside of my thigh.

I went back to my room and picked up my phone, swiping it open and seeing the new message from Ashley.

‘Did you do it?’
 it read.

‘Mission accomplished,’
 I wrote back. ‘Full of cum right now! I’ll tell you all about it.’


She sent back the heart-eyes emoji and then wrote: ‘Remember your birth control.’


I decided to ignore her advice and roll the dice. It would certainly make things interesting at home were I to announce to Mom that Jake and I were having a baby. That’d really fuck with her.

THE END
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