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Loved by the Daddy and Grandpa

Description 

My boyfriend and I have been together for so long that his family treats me as one of their own. So when I find out he’s cheating on me I turn to them for love and support. His daddy and grandpa are eager to offer their love, and show me how to get even in the process. 


My chest is hollow. Like that asshole Tommy cut a hole in my ribs and vacuumed my heart out. I just found out he’s been cheating on me for 6 months. And all after 5 years of devoting my life to him. 

We started dating my freshman year in high school. I was fourteen and innocent and pure as the driven snow. And now that I’m nineteen, and we both have decent jobs, and I just leased my own apartment, I was hoping he would propose soon. 

I’m crushed. And I don’t have any family, so I don’t know where else to turn for help other than his family. Maybe they can help me understand why he’d do this. 

Tommy is away for the weekend with her. He told me he was fishing with his buddies, but I know who he’s really with because his best friend let it slip to my best friend. So as I pull into the driveway where he lives with his daddy, I’m relieved to know that Tommy won’t be here. I just hope his daddy doesn’t slam the door in my face and treat me like the enemy. 

I straighten out my wind-tangled hair and knock on the door, and seconds later, Tommy’s father pulls it open. 

“Hey, Mr. Wright.” 

“Kassie? Hey, Tommy isn’t here. I … thought he was with you.” 

“No, he isn’t. I … need to talk.” Tears scorch the corner of my eyes, and I feel my chin quiver. 

Mr. Wright twists his face as he gestures for me to come in. “What is it? Is Tommy hurt?” 

I shake my head, and he wraps his big arms around me, enveloping me with his warmth. “Oh damn. He got you pregnant, didn’t he? I heard him talking about it, but I thought I was hearing things. Damn…” 

“What? No. I’m—I’m not pregnant.” 

Tommy’s daddy draws back and lightly touches my face. “You’re not? But I could have sworn I heard Tommy tell his friend—” He stops mid-sentence and I guess realizes what’s going on because his mouth drops and he pulls me in for another hug. “Oh sweetheart …” 

And that’s when I get really mad. Now these tears coming from my eyes are tears of anger. 

That fucking asshole got her pregnant?! 

Mr. Wright holds me for a while, and it actually helps me feel better. Tommy’s daddy has always been so kind to me. “Tell me what happened, sweetie.” 

Mr. Wright sits me on the couch and wraps his arm around my shoulder. I look into his deep brown eyes and immediately know I have his full attention. 

“I thought maybe you knew. Tommy’s been cheating on me for six months. I just found out from Randy.” 

Those brown eyes of his widen into shock. “You must be joking.” 

“I wish I was, Mr. Wright. After five years of me loving him, of doing everything for him, this is how he thanks me …” 

“God, I hate that. I can only imagine how hurt you are.” 

“Yeah, no kidding.” I look at him and ask the one question I’m sure he won’t answer. “I expect you to take his side and all, but … did I do something wrong, Mr. Wright?” 

I realize how silly the question sounds once it comes out. But Tommy’s daddy is sensitive enough to not laugh at me. 

“God, no, sweetheart. I’m sure you didn’t do anything wrong. And please, I’ve told you to call me daddy. All this “Mr.” stuff is too formal for a girl who’s … practically family.” His hand moves to my thigh and he squeezes it softly, sending prickles of pleasure all through me. 

I lick my lips and notice the big veins atop his knuckles, and the way he’s gently caressing me by lightly stroking his fingers over my bare flesh. If I hadn’t worn shorts that show off my creamy complexion, I probably wouldn’t feel this aroused. 

“Oh, well, thank you, daddy. I thought for sure you’d take Tommy’s side.” 

“No, not in this case. Us guys, we don’t always need a reason to cheat. Not that I’m the cheating type. But I know how men think and it’s pretty dirty. And what Tommy did to you, that was downright mean.” 

He moves his hand to my other leg, pulling me a little closer and making my body react in ways I didn’t expect. “Yes, it was mean. And it hurts.” 

“Mm-hmm, I know, Kassie. I know.” I notice his gaze darts to my lips. Mr. Wright—daddy—is an attractive man; he looks just like Tommy. And I have to admit, I did initially fall for Tommy based on his ruggedly handsome features. And now … it’s like I’m staring at a more mature Tommy who’s consoling me the way I wish Tommy would. “Best thing to do in a situation like this is to get even.” 

Heat washes over me, and I fidget in place, feeling my nipples grow hard. “I’m sorry. Um … get even?” 

“Get even for what?” Tommy’s granddaddy—which is actually his mother’s daddy, Mr. Anders—surprises both of us by coming into the room and asking one simple question. I haven’t seen him in a few months because Tommy’s parents split up a while back. I’m not even sure what he’s doing here. 

Regardless, in this context, I’m seeing Mr. Anders in a different light. With his gray beard and gray hair, and storm gray eyes, I feel like I’m surrounded by several generations of hotness right now. 

“Tommy cheated on Kassie. And I was just giving her some advice on how to heal from the pain.” 

“Are you kidding me? That little asshole.” He takes a few steps in our direction, and I see that look come over his face. It’s the same look Tommy’s daddy has right now. Like they both have a hunger for something that only I can give them. 

“Yeah, the little asshole,” Daddy says, working his fingers up and down my thigh. 

Something happens then when I realize what he’s doing. My pussy throbs, and there’s a little pulse of fluid that seeps from my gash. Hot liquid pulses in my veins. 

“My son-in-law is right, you know. Getting even is by far the best solution.” Mr. Anders—who incidentally has told me on numerous occasions to call him “grandpa” just like his grandson Tommy does—sits in the chair across from us.

“How exactly should I get even?” I say, nervously rubbing my fingertips along the couch. “I don’t even really know any of his friends.”

Daddy chuckles. “You don’t need to know any of his friends. Does she, Pop?”

Mr. Anders rubs his beard, then shakes his head. “Nope. Not in a situation like this. If you’d like to come over here and sit in Grandpa’s lap, I’ll show you exactly how to get even, pretty girl.”

It occurs to me how taboo it is, that they want me to call them “daddy” and “grandpa”, even though they aren’t technically my daddy or my grandpa. Those are just words, a title. But the little bit of role-playing that this is turning into is making my little pussy and my clit throb. Oh yeah, I’m down with the forbidden direction this seems to be taking.

Also, to think that I could get even with Tommy by having sex with his daddy and grandfather is making my panties wetter than Tommy ever made them. But still, I’m nervous about all this.

“Go on, honey,” Daddy says. “Show grandpa what a fool Tommy was by giving you up for some hussy.”

Hussy? This girl is going to be the mother of their grandchild. And great grandchild. Why do I suddenly feel sorry for her? Like she got tangled up with Tommy, and I’m the lucky one for escaping him without getting pregnant? I wouldn’t want some cheating sonofabitch to be the father of my child.

With a slight wave of confidence, I stand up and pull the bottoms of my shorts down. They’ve ridden up to the lower swell of my butt cheeks. I feel Daddy’s hand lightly graze the backs of my thighs.

“Go on, pretty,” I hear him say.

Grandpa moves his leg to the side, making room for me to sit. When I do, he brushes the tips of his fingers over the tops of my legs, making a face of pleasure. “Well I’ll be damned. You’ve got the softest skin I’ve ever felt. Has Tommy been lucky enough to experience what’s under here?”

He hooks a finger under the seam of my shorts, and I realize … these older men would probably like to know that their son’s girlfriend didn’t give up her cherry to him.

“We did everything but that, Grandpa. So I got good at giving oral pleasure. But I guess technically I’m still a virgin.”

I hear Daddy groan. “Did you hear that, Pop? Sexy little thing is a good girl. Tommy really was a fool to give this up.”

“Oh, I heard,” Grandpa says, his soulful stare boring right through me, little lines of age fanning from his eyes and making me shiver with lust. “Your mama and daddy must’a raised you right.”

Heat rushes through me once again. “Well, they aren’t in the picture, haven’t been for a while. You know, I probably spent more time over here under yall’s roof than my own growing up.”

Grandpa eyes flicker and he runs one hand through the back of my hair while brushing his fingers over my pussy through my shorts. “Damn right. That’s why we asked you to call us “Daddy” and “Grandpa.” Cause we’re more family to you than your own. I think my son-in-law here knew that someday you would come to us for a little … one-on-one session. Although now, it looks like it’s gonna be two-on-one.”

“Personally,” Daddy says, “I knew my son would fuck up with this sweet girl. Hate to say it but I did. And now, it looks like we’re here to mend her broken heart.”

“Would you like that, sweetheart?”

I nod, wondering why does my heart no longer feel broken?

“You ever fantasize about an older man?”

“No. I never fantasized about anyone but your grandson.”

“Mmm,” he groans, now rubbing right where my clit is. “That’s because you’re a good girl. A loyal girl. The kind of girl that I consider to be a keeper.”

“That’s … nice,” I grind out, huffing and bucking my hips as he applies just the right amount of pressure to bring me to the edge.

“Oh, I think this is nice, sweetheart. You sitting in my lap and letting me play with your pussy through your shorts. I’ll bet your daddy is having fun watching us before he joins in.”

“Fuck yes, I am.”

The heat of lust bubbles inside of me, making my nipples prick under my shirt. Grandpa notices, darting his eyes there as he continues to rub my little bundle of nerves. I can also feel Daddy’s stare on me as Grandpa toys with my body.

“Show me those pretty little titties, babygirl. Show Grandpa how horny you are.”

He fists my hair tighter and rubs my clit side-to-side with the slightest of touch as I pull my top off. Damn, I must have forgotten to put a bra on because my small little B-cups are now in my periphery, tiny red nipples poking out like cylinders.

“Holy fuck.” Grandpa licks his lips and presses his palm to my upper back, forcing me forward.

His beard tickles my chest as he brushes his lips across my right nipple. The nerve endings there are intensely sensitive, so just feeling his touch makes me drench my panties. Grandpa lets out a moan and angles his gaze up at me as I watch him flick his tongue along my hard little bud.

“Oh god,” I whisper, grinding my hips up and down.

“Jesus, you are soaked, babygirl. Let’s get these damned things off.”

Grandpa stands me up and tugs off my shorts while he stays seated, and Daddy moves behind me, kissing my shoulders while rubbing my belly. I look at my shorts and panties after they hit the floor, and sure enough, there’s a wet spot right in the middle.

Grandpa runs his hands over the slight curve of my hips, and that’s when I see the erection between his legs. “Fuck, darlin’, you’re making this old man hard as fucking stone.”

“She’s making me hard, too.” Daddy’s fingers tease my nipples, and I arch my little ass back, confirming that he is indeed hard. I feel his cock thump against my lower back and let out a huff. “And by the looks of how wet those panties are, I think we’re doing a good job of helping our sweet girl forget what my son did to her. Isn’t that right, sweetie?”

Daddy’s lips move to my neck as Grandpa leans back and unzips his jeans. “Oh yes, Daddy. I’m feeling so much better. I … I almost don’t even care anymore.”

“And you won’t by the time your grandpa and I are done with you. That pretty little pussy of yours will be filled with our seed, and that pretty little head of yours will be filled with sweet dreams of us doing it again.”

He pinches my nipples a few times as I get a good look at Grandpa’s huge erection. He strokes it a few times with his big ol’ fist, and I notice that my eyes grow exceptionally wide staring at it.

“You wanna touch it, babygirl? See what a real man’s cock feels like?”

I don’t know why they find it necessary to keep insulting Tommy at this point. But then again, they do have a point. Grandpa is ten times the man Tommy will ever be. And that incredibly sexy part that makes him a man—that looks to be eight or nine inches long—is drooling all over Grandpa’s knuckles.

Daddy guides me back to Grandpa’s lap, where I sit on one leg with my side facing him. I try to keep my breathing steady as he finds my swollen gash once again and slides a single finger inside, coating it with my slick fluids. Daddy moves in front of me, taking off his pants and exposing his erection to me.

Now, here I am with two men exposed, and me exposed to them. And I have no idea what I am supposed to do. So, I do what feels right. I reach for Grandpa’s cock and grip it tight, feeling the soft veins and how that contrasts with the steeliness of it, and the way it throbs as blood pumps through it.

“Like what you see, babygirl?” Daddy asks, cupping my chin and forcing me to meet his gaze.

I nod and keep on stroking Grandpa’s dick, hearing his moans of pleasure. He pumps a finger in and out of my pussy and makes me shudder because I nearly cum right there.

“Aw, damn,” Grandpa mutters. “Babygirl, you’re gonna make me shoot my first load all over that hand of yours if you aren’t careful.”

“I know where my first load is going,” Daddy says, wiping the tip of his cock over my lips and coating them in pre-cum.

I’ve been through this with Tommy. He loves treating his pre-cum like my lipgloss, smearing it all over my mouth and cheeks. But the thought of making him mad with jealousy is suddenly at the forefront of my mind.

I part my lips and flick my gaze up at Daddy, smiling as he sinks inside my warm, wet, and willing mouth. I instantly slather my tongue all over the underside, feeling little pulses of warm, salty fluid as he groans loudly.

I continue pumping Grandpa’s dick too, feeling his fingers dance over my clit and making me purr.

I find myself moaning and thrusting my hips, Daddy’s hands fisting my hair so he can fuck my mouth a little harder. I like that he’s rough. Tommy is never rough with me. In fact, Tommy rarely can hold out longer than a few seconds before exploding.

But his daddy …?

My heart speeds up, my breathing rough and quick as I jerk Grandpa and suck Daddy, fingers toying with my nipples and Grandpa diddling my clit. I hear the both of them moaning, Daddy grow harder with each passing minute.

At one point, Grandpa wraps his fingers around my hand and stops me, I guess so that he won’t cum everywhere before he’s ready. I hear him breathing hard and groaning when he does it, feel his cock pulse and twitch. And right as it does, he pushes two fingers inside of my cunt as Daddy pushes his dick to the back of my throat, letting out a loud growl.

“Fuuuuuuuuck,” he groans, shooting several thick wads of cum to the back of my tongue. I’m used to swallowing, but I’m not used to a man cumming in my mouth and then tugging his still-hard cock from my lips, only to bend down and kiss me.

“Mmmm ….” Daddy moans, darting his tongue in and out of my mouth.

Grandpa angles his fingers just so, massaging them over my g-spot and forcing me to cum without warning. I let out a squeak and Daddy grips my hair tighter, tonguing me as my lower body thrashes.

I squirt cum all over Grandpa’s hand, making me feel momentarily embarrassed. But that only lasts a second because Grandpa seems to like it.

“Oh jesus, I love a girl that squirts,” he groans, pumping his hand harder and making me leak even more. “Makes me want to eat her out until she squirts all over my face.”

“Sounds like you’ve got the next half hour mapped out, Pop,” Daddy says, breaking the kiss as Grandpa easily exits my pussy.

“Half hour or longer, depending on what our sweet little girl wants. Today is all about her.”

He spins me around in his lap just then, so that I’m facing him. He brushes the hair from my face, and gently strokes my cheek. “You’re so damn beautiful, babygirl. I want you to feel like the princess that you are.”

I smile, right before he puts his lips on mine. And he cups my ass, pulling me closer to his cock as we French kiss right there in front of Daddy. He kisses me gently but with so much passion I feel it in my toes. His cock bumps into my slit, and I find myself rubbing against it, making him groan as we make out.

I could sit here for hours kissing him, but he wants more of my titties. He grips them in his hands, small as they are, and draws his tongue all over them as Daddy stands behind me and plays with my hair. It’s such an erotic experience, to be pampered like this, both lovingly and sexually.

I keep on rubbing my slit up and down Grandpa’s dick, feeling it twitch every once in a while as he suckles on my nips, one at a time, making them stick out even further than they were moments ago.

He then lifts me and carries me to his room, the one he sleeps in when he stays here.

“You want Daddy and Grandpa to fuck you in Grandpa’s room?”

“Oh yes, Grandpa,” I moan, hugging him tight until he lays me across the bed.

I watch as he and Daddy finish taking off all their clothes. They both have large frames, but Grandpa is a little wider, and he has a lot of gray hairs covering his chest. Daddy’s chest is bare, his skin tanned and showing the slightest bit of evidence that a paunch is in his near future.

I don’t care. The age thing just lets me know these men knew what they are doing. And that turns me on more than their looks.

I look at their cocks, both pointing to the ceiling and weeping as they stare down at my naked body. Grandpa spreads my legs wide and settles there, slowly inching a finger inside of my pussy as Daddy lies next to me.

“Daddy just wants to kiss you for a while, sugar.”

I nod, and he smiles at me, putting his lips on mine. I reach over and find his cock, stroking it while Grandpa’s tongue slithers across my clitoris.

“Nnnnngggnnnn,” I purr through the kiss, parting my legs even further.

Grandpa pushes a second finger inside of me, then begins lightly sucking on my little girl bump, making me quiver. He uses those fingers to fuck me too, as Daddy goes from kissing me to kissing my titties.

I feel like I’m being worshipped, both of them making noises like I’m pleasuring them, not the other way around.

Grandpa finger-fucks me, flicking my clit violently as I cum a second time, this time leaking so much cum on the bed I’m certain he’ll get upset. But he doesn’t speak a word of it.

“I’m going to fuck our little girl first. Make her cum so hard she forgets her name.”

Daddy doesn’t answer, he just gets on his knees and straddles my face, making me suck him once again as I feel Grandpa enter me, slow and steady. It doesn’t hurt. I’ve been fingered way too many times over the years for this to be my first penetration.

In fact, his thick girth and length only adds to my pleasure, stretching me and filling me with warmth.

Daddy grips the hair on top of my head and glides in and out of my mouth until I am drooling all over my chest. I feel Grandpa’s balls slapping lightly against my bottom, his growls getting louder and more animalistic.

And then he gets a little rougher, moving faster and rutting deeper. That familiar heat ripples through my tummy, and my toes start curling in. I whimper over and over as I get closer to cumming, feeling my walls clamp down on Grandpa’s thick dick.

“Ah shit yeah, babygirl. Cum on my cock …” His finger lightly grazes my clit, and I explode, fluid gushing out from me with such force I can hear it.

“Fuck,” he grits out. “You’re so goddamn sexy I can’t hold back.”

Daddy’s cock turns to steel and he cums in my mouth again, letting out a long sigh as Grandpa does the same. The warmth of his seed covers the walls of my pussy, then squirts out with my cum. My legs are shaking, and I’m trying to cry out. But it’s near impossible with a mouthful of dick.

“Damn, our sweet little girl seems to like swallowing,” Daddy says, right as I gulp down the last of his cum.

I’m exhausted all of a sudden, but that doesn’t stop Daddy and Grandpa from switching places. This time, though, Daddy rolls me on my tummy, and Grandpa lays down on the bed, his cock still rigid hard and throbbing as it bobs side to side.

“Now I know what those hands and that pussy can do, babygirl. Show me what that mouth can do while your daddy pumps his seed in your belly.”

I manage a smile as I crawl his way, feeling Daddy kneel on the mattress behind me as I take Grandpa’s cock in my small hand. “Mmm, you look hungry for Grandpa’s dick. That’s a good girl …”

I want to tease him a little, so I swirl my tongue over the head of his shaft. It’s still slick from both of our cum, so I stroke him up and down as Daddy’s tongue flicks my clit. I huff and buck my hips as his strong hands grip my ass.

“Shit … oh fuck,” Grandpa groans as I begin sucking on just the tip. I’ve heard that some guys like this, and Grandpa sure seems to. He rocks his lower body up and down as Daddy gives my clit a few more licks.

And then I feel him change positions behind me and slide into me, pushing out whatever was left behind from Grandpa.

“Oh fuuuuuuuck,” Daddy groans, grinding deep into my pussy.

“Fuck is right,” Grandpa mutters, pushing me all the way down his cock.

He’s bigger than Daddy and Tommy, and he goes in deep enough that I can’t stifle the gag as it comes up. But that isn’t enough to deter Grandpa. He continues thrusting in and out, and I find that it arouses me more, so I snake my tongue all over his veins, and I’m even able to probe his slit and taste his pre-cum.

I fondle his balls, and they’re so hot and heavy, full of more cum I’m sure.

“Oooh yeah, babygirl. Play with Grandpa’s balls. I like that…” he moans, parting his legs.

Daddy lets out a growl and grips my hips tightly, announcing that he’s about to cum. He gets harder inside of me, and it’s so erotic that I channel all that sexual energy into sucking off Grandpa. I bob my head and work his balls in my hand, feeling them draw up tight as he releases a long groan and cums in my mouth.

I just made Daddy and Grandpa cum at the same time. And that is just the beginning.

The two of them work my body over good for the next few hours. They take turns eating me out while the other lies down and kisses me softly. Then at one point I straddle Daddy’s face, fold myself over, and let Grandpa finger my tight little asshole. I cum so hard I scream.

When we are all exhausted, I lay down between them and let them hold me tight.

“Still feeling sad about Tommy?” Daddy asks.

“Nope. Not one single bit.”

“Good,” Grandpa moans. “Because I plan to tell him you belong to us now.”

“He isn’t gonna like that,” I add with a smile.

“Too bad,” Daddy says. “He should have been faithful.”

“Well, you know I’ll be faithful to you two.”

“We know, princess. And we’ll be faithful to you,” Grandpa promises before kissing me on the nose.

I smile at both of them. It’s a good ending to a rough day.

THE END


Lonely Daddy

Description 

My son is all grown up and moving far away, leaving me, a widower, all alone. But right before walking out the door, he tells me he and his girlfriend Tiff have agreed to see other people. And he wants me to check in on her, make sure she’s okay. 

I invite her to dinner and … damn. Tiff is more than okay. She’s got a new, smoking hot body and a happy outlook on her new freedom. And she wants to be the first to end my lonely nights. 


“Drive safely, son. And I’ll see you in a few weeks.” 

I hugged Tyler, but he did that limp arm thing. Nineteen years old and he still hated hugs. He’d always been that way. Got that unaffectionate side from his mother, rest her soul. 

“I’ll see you, Dad. Oh, and can you do me a favor and check in with Tiff in a few days?” 

“Sure. Any special reason why?” Tiff was his girlfriend of 3 years. I was a little surprised she wasn’t moving across the state with him. Maybe she had other plans. 

“Well, we sort of broke up. I mean, not technically, but we have agreed to see other people. And since I’ll be training for these next two weeks and not able to talk that much, I want to be sure she doesn’t start dating some asshole in the midst of a rebound.” Tyler started to open the door but paused. “Hell, feel free to take her to dinner yourself.” He winked and then he was gone. I guess anxious to start his new life. But that little hint at taking out his girlfriend was … weird. 

I watched him pull out of the driveway, feeling a little sad that my son had decided to take a job 300 miles from home, and one that required a month of intense training. At least I would get to visit him in a few weeks for a long weekend. 

And what was this about Tiff? They were madly in love, or so I’d thought. Now it sounded like she was history, just like his life here. But it did sound like he still cared about her if he wanted me to check in on her. She was a real sweetheart, though now that I’m looking back on their years together, he never did seem to want to get all that serious with her. Maybe going their separate ways was for the best. 

I spent the rest of the afternoon lying on the couch watching football. Normally, I’d be watching it with Tyler, both of us rooting for the same team, yelling at the TV. Christ. This living alone would take a while to get used to. 

Tyler’s mother died about ten years ago, and I’d been so in love with her, I couldn’t fathom seeing another woman. There were times I swore I was dead inside. But nobody caught my eye or attention. I hoped that someday that would change. But in the meantime, I was content to be single and jerk off as needed. 

Around five o’clock, I went into the kitchen to try to decide what to eat, but I was feeling way too restless to cook. And sticking around here was bumming me the fuck out. I decided to get out of the house, grab a bite to eat somewhere. 

While changing clothes, I wondered about Tiff and how she was doing with all this. She must have been upset that Tyler had accepted a job so far away, and on top of that wanted them to see other people, which basically meant he wanted to slowly ease out of the relationship. He’d asked me to check in on her in a few days but there was no reason I couldn’t check on her now. 

I had her number in my phone, so I called her up. She sounded so out of breath when she answered that I hardly recognized her voice. 

“Tiff? Are you all right?” 

“Yeah, yeah, I’m fine, just in the middle of a workout. Is everything okay? I … wasn’t expecting you to call.” 

“Oh, I’m fine. I don’t mean to interrupt, but I wanted to check in on you and see how you were taking all this, maybe ask if you’d like to join me for dinner?” 

“Oh.” She sounded surprised. “Tonight?” 

“Sure. Or any night this week. I’m sure we’re both missing Tyler equally.” 

An awkward silence passed, and I started to tell her she could just think about it and get back to me. But then she finally answered. “Tonight is perfect actually. I’ve got about five minutes left of this routine and I’ll hop in the shower and meet you somewhere. Sound good?” 

“Sounds perfect.” 

We agreed to meet in one hour at the local bar and grille in town. They had a good menu and great ambience. 

I got there before Tiff and almost finished a draft beer while waiting. I was anxious to hear what had happened with her and my son. He didn’t clue me in on these things as much as I would have liked. But I respected his desire for privacy. Still, as his dad, I wanted to be more involved, even if he had grown up. 

When Tiff walked in the door, I had to strain my eyes to make sure I wasn’t seeing things. I recognized her face, but she still looked different than the last time I saw her. Her plain brown hair had been dyed a deep, rich, dark chocolate brown, and her body … 

My god, her body … 

She must have been working out for a while because her arms were cut and her waist was way more slender than the last time I saw her, but when she turned to face the hostess—probably to let her know she was meeting me—I saw exactly where all her hard work had paid off. Her ass stuck out more than J. Lo’s. Like it needed its own zip code it was so huge. Didn’t hurt that she was wearing leggings and a pair of knee-high boots. Well, fuck. My body responded immediately, and I swear to fuck, if I was in a coma before all this, I just woke up. 

My flesh sizzled with lust when the hostess pointed in my direction. She locked eyes with me, and I waved at her, standing as she approached my table. I let my eyes move over her, even though I tried to fight it. I didn’t want her seeing me checking her out. But holy fuck. She even looked like she’d had breast augmentation. Then again, it could have been the extremely tight shirt showing off that part of her body. It was a good thing that I’d only started getting hard. Two more minutes of staring at her amazing tits and curvy hips would have shown her just what a fucking pervert I was. 

“How are you, Collin,” she said, pressing her body to mine and offering a hug. I’d told her several years ago to call me that, hating the formality of a “Mr.” I never wanted to feel old enough to be addressed as “Mr.” anything. 

“Good, Tiff. And you?” I wrapped my arms around her waist and hugged her back, feeling my cock grow stiffer than a 2x4. Jesus Christ, she was about to feel it too. 

“I’m really good, actually.” She smiled at me and sat down. 

And yeah, I was slightly disappointed that I couldn’t still eye her from the waist down. 

“Aw, is this for me?” She tapped glass of wine I’d ordered for her. She was barely 20, but Tyler said she liked to drink white wine on occasion. One glass wouldn’t hurt. 

“Yes, I heard it’s your favorite.” 

“Of course, thank you so much.” Tiff tucked some hair behind her ear, and just that subtle, feminine gesture made my cock stir. 

“You’re welcome. And I’m glad to hear you’re doing good. Looking good, too, if you don’t mind me saying.” 

“I don’t mind at all. I love the compliments. Been working hard for months to get this body.” 

“Well, you looked amazing before, but I’d say you’ve taken it to the next level.” 

“Thank you. Cheers.” She lifted her wine, and I picked up my glass of beer, lightly clinking it with hers. 

“Cheers.” 

Tiff kept her eyes on me as we sipped our beverage, and I had to wonder if I’d been completely off base about her state of mind. 

“I suppose Tyler got off today without a hitch?” 

“He did. I’m already missing him.” I let out a slight laugh, and Tiff just nodded. 

“Yeah. I get that. Was he … upset?” she asked, crinkling her nose adorably. 

“Um, no. If anything, he was anxious to leave. Was he supposed to be upset?” 

“I don’t guess he told you,” she murmured, setting her wine glass down and leaning back against her chair. Her tits jutted out, and my eyes nearly fell out of my skull when I saw her hard-as-fuck nipples through the thin material of her shirt. Pre-cum spurted in my underwear. 

God help me for looking at my son’s girl like this. 

“He told me something, but why do I get the feeling that I didn’t get the whole story?” 

“Because,” Tiff sighed. “You probably didn’t. What exactly did he tell you?” 

“That you two are going to see other people.” 

“That’s right,” she nodded. “I thought he might get upset when I brought it up. But he quickly agreed it was a reasonable solution. Personally, I think he’s looking forward to seeing other people.” 

“I mean, you two will be rather far apart …” 

“Right? And I really don’t want a long-distance relationship. I need hands on my body, lips on mine, regular sex, that sort of thing …” 

I stifled a groan, feeling my balls quake from the amount of cum that was filling them up. “Oh, I totally get that,” I said, taking a sip of beer and staring at her chest that, at this point, was just taunting me and daring me to not shoot my load right here in this restaurant. 

Really, I’d never known a single woman who got me this fucking hard so fast. Not even Tyler’s mom. 

“You’re like that too?” she asked, biting her lip. 

“Hmm?” 

“Needing regular sex, hands on your body …?” she said with a smirk. 

Fuck, I needed her hands on my body. But Tyler wanted me to check in on her. Not fuck her. 

Then again, he did say to make sure she didn’t get tangled up with an asshole. And that I’m definitely not. Also, it was evident by the way Tiff was flirting heavily with me that she’d be amenable to getting cozy at my place later on. 

I chuckled. “Do I need regular sex and hands on my body? Well, Tiff, I’ve gone a long damn time without. A few more hours won’t kill me.” 

I took a chance with that comment, but if I had any doubts that Tiff wanted to ride my dick and ride it hard, I got my answer when she dipped her finger in her glass of wine, stuck that same finger in her mouth to suck off the liquid, and then flicked the tip of it with her tongue. 

“I don’t know, a few hours can seem like a long time when you’re horny for your boyfriend’s dad.” 

That groan I’d been stifling came up, right as the waitress came by to take our orders. While I was telling the waitress I wanted the special, Tiff squirmed in her seat a little. The next thing I knew, her foot slid up in my chair, her delicate toes rubbing my erection. I don’t know how she got her boot off but women are skilled at that sort of thing. 

I felt my face grow hot and stumbled on my words but eventually got them out. When the waitress disappeared, I put my hand under the table and gripped her ankle, pushing up her leggings so I could take in the satiny smoothness of her skin. 

“Fuck, Tiff. Tyler is going to fucking kill me if he finds out.” 

She smiled coyly and bit her lip. “He won’t find out. And even if he did, I doubt he would care.” 

“What makes you say that?” I asked, feeling my cock pulse against the pad of her foot. 

“He made a comment a few weeks ago. Said he knew you got lonely and he wished you’d find someone. Then last night, when we agreed to see other people, he hinted that you and I should …” 

She didn’t finish the sentence, didn’t need to. And I didn’t need to tell her that he hinted at the same thing before he left. Maybe my son really did want me to “keep his girlfriend company.” Lord knew my dick was already rock hard for this girl. 

“You know,” she added, leaning forward. “We could flag down the waitress and make our orders to-go, if you’d like. I’ve always wanted to have a naked picnic.” 

My cock seized in my pants, twitching and stretching my pants. I hated that I was so fucking aroused by her. But also, I fucking loved it. 

Needless to say, we did get our orders to go. I was a gentleman on the way to our cars, and Tiff turned around and smiled at me as she sank into the driver’s seat of her car. I sped home, wanting to get there way before Tiff so I could clean up my shoes in the living room and grab a blanket. 

When Tiff got to my house, I put our food in the kitchen and walked into the living room. She was leaning against the easy chair, her ass begging for my hands. I heard the angel and demon on my shoulders go at it, but it was too late to back out now. I’d waited a long damn time to find someone who quickened my pulse like Tiff did, and I wouldn’t let that angel win. 

I moved behind her and pressed my erection into her backside, feeling the lift of her ass rub against me. 

“Collin,” she moaned, turning her head in my direction so that I could see her full, pouty lips. “You’re so hard.” 

“Harder than I’ve been in a long time,” I growled. 

“Because of me?” she purred, I let my hands wander up her tummy, stopping just below the swell of her tits. 

“Because of you, yes. I haven’t been with a woman since Tyler’s mom passed. I probably shouldn’t admit that, but—” 

“You poor thing,” she said, grinding her ass against my cock and snaking her hand behind my neck. “I’m going to make sure you cum hard.” 

My dick lurched in my fucking pants just then. “You won’t have to try that hard, Tiff,” I said, tugging down the top of her tight shirt and forcing her tits to spill out. 

She whimpered as I looked over her shoulder and cupped them, feeling their weight. Yes, she was well endowed, but my hands were plenty big enough to hold them while pinching her nipples with my thumb and forefinger. 

“Ooohhhh,” Tiff purred, leaning her head against my shoulder and turning to mush. 

“See, baby, I know how to make you cum hard too.” 

I watched her bite her lip as I grinded my cock into the crack of her ass while lightly squeezing her hard little buds, making her coo and moan. I loved the way her nipples were light pink against her creamy skin. Fuck, she had the most heavenly body I’d seen in a long fucking time. 

But I could only toy with her nipples for so long before needing more. So, I slid my giant hand down the front of those skin-tight leggings, feeling my balls grow about as heavy as her tits probably were. 

I felt the heat of her arousal as I slid inside of her panties, stickiness coating the back of my hand and my fingertips discovering the slickness of her folds. 

“Oh god, Collin,” she mewed, her ass wiggling as she rolled her hips forward. 

“Yes, baby.” My middle finger sank into her pussy, and holy hell was she drenched. 

I leaked a little pre-cum, feeling that animalistic growl claw its way up my throat as her walls gripped me tight. 

I fingered her for a few minutes while kissing her neck and staring at her tits hanging out, making her legs shake and the flesh of her ass jiggle. 

“Fuck,” she gritted out. “Keep it up and I’ll cum.” 

“That’s the plan,” I growled, fingering her deeper. 

Her warm juices trickled down my fingers as I slipped another inside. I was fighting the urge to cum right there, wishing my cock was where my fingers were. Soon enough, they would be. 

I moved my lips to her neck, planted a few kisses, then let my teeth sink into her skin as I quickened my finger-fucking. The way she was responding to me reminded me of all the things I love about connecting with another individual, to know that you can share this intense chemistry with one person. 

I heard the wet sounds of her pussy, and within seconds, her slick walls contracted around my fingers, and the convulsions that followed forced the both of us to groan heavily. 

“Oh Collin…” she said, bucking her hips and collapsing against me. 

Feeling like a damn teenager again, I sucked on her neck, wanting to leave a mark, to prove to anyone who came near her over the next few days that she’d been taken. Let them wonder who. 

When her orgasm was over, I gripped the waist of her pants and forcefully tugged them down, filled with my own needs that couldn’t wait. “Bend over,” I growled, moving her to the side of the chair and pushing gently on her upper back to fold her over. 

Her hands sank into the cushion, and I took in the sight of her amazing ass, the roundness of her cheeks and the way they felt so fucking soft under the caress of my hand. I gave them a playful slap and watched them jiggle before stripping out of my pants and letting my cock spring free. 

Tiff didn’t have a thigh gap as she was bent over my chair, so I forced my palm between them, noting the wetness there from her sopping pussy. After stroking my length a few times, I noticed the bead form on the tip, my dick desperate to be inside of her warmth. I slicked around the pre-cum, then pushed into her entrance. 

All the air escaped her lungs, and mine as I realized she was tight as a virgin. 

“Fuck,” I groaned. “How have you stayed so tight, Tiff?” 

She huffed and rocked against me as I sank balls deep. “Your son … he’s not as big as you…” 

I growled as I grabbed ahold of her waist. I never thought of myself as big, but I must have felt big to her. At least compared to Tyler. 

“Do you like it rough, baby?” 

I came out and pushed back in, and she huffed and nodded. “The rougher the better.” 

My scrotum heaved just then. I almost came at her words. But I would not let myself cum this fast. I had self-control and restraint. And I’d use it to make Tiff cum again. 

I took a few deep breaths and rammed hard inside of her, reaching down to tangle my hands in her long, dark strands. I fisted them and gave a little tug, and Tiff whimpered a soft yeah. 

“You like having your hair pulled, baby?” 

“The harder the better,” she groaned. 

“That’s what Daddy likes to hear,” I growled, folding myself over her body and wrapping my fingers around her throat. I have no idea what possessed me to say that, but it made my dick turn to steel. And she didn’t seem to object, little moans of pleasure coming from her lips. 

I held her steady, fucking her hard and deep with one hand on her throat and the other wrapped around her waist. I could feel her walls clinching down as she approached another orgasm. And lord fucking knew I was teetering on the edge of my own. 

“Go ahead and cum so Daddy can too, baby.” 

She gritted out a few groans, finally saying what I longed to hear. 

“Yes, Daddy. Fuck yesssssss.” 

The way her pussy felt cumming on my cock was a pleasure I couldn’t describe. It was like I was living through my own porn skit. I felt my balls begin to lift, despite their aching weight. And with no way for me to stop, I shot my load inside of her belly, my dick twitching so hard Tiff must have felt it. 

I huffed with each burst of seed, feeling her body go soft underneath me. I brushed some of her hair aside and saw the smile of bliss across her face. My cock slipped from her pussy, and I pushed up, helping her stand. 

“I don’t know about you, but I really needed that.” 

I didn’t ask what she meant because I didn’t want to know if my son never satisfied her. But I echoed her sentiments instead. 

“Me too. More than you know.” 

Tiff and I finally made it to the blanket with our dinner, eating in the nude and discovering that we actually had a lot in common. The main difference between us being our age. 

“Have you always liked older men?” I asked. 

She pushed her takeout box aside and shook her head. “No, but I’ve always liked you. Felt a little guilty about it too. One time, when Tyler and I were intimate, I called him “Daddy” in the heat of passion. I think he knew I was actually thinking of you.” 

“You think?” 

She nodded and got on her hands and knees, bending over my cock and gripping it in her small but strong fingers. “And now, I want to suck Daddy’s dick.” 

I groaned and stretched out my legs, my length reaching full hardness the second her lips went around my crown. I watched her glorious ass stick up in the air, swaying side to side ever so slightly as she sucked me off. 

My head dropped back, and I released a guttural groan, letting my hand wander to the back of her head and feeling it bob up and down. The soft undulations of her tongue as it slathered down the underside of my dick made me throb as if I hadn’t cum just thirty minutes ago. 

“Fuuuuuck,” I sighed, lifting my hips off the floor as she worked my length like pleasing me was the only thing that mattered in this world. 

At the moment, her blowjob was the only thing I was aware of. 

I caught the soft purrs that came from her mouth as she went deeper and deeper, and when I felt her soft hands reach down to fondle my ball sack, I parted my legs and let her at them. 

I lifted my head back up, fisted her hair, and rutted my hips, feeling her throat strangulate my cock right before I came. I must have shot a huge load because she coughed and gagged a few times but didn’t dare come off my dick. She took me like a real champ, and I wanted to give her a turn immediately. 

I set her on the couch, tossing her legs over my shoulders as I leaned forward to admire her full breasts and pink, hard nipples. 

“Oh Daddy,” she purred, sliding her fingers through my hair as I flicked her hard little buds with my tongue. I practically made love to them, suckling and kissing and nibbling. I pushed them together and slid my tongue back and forth between the two, enjoying her sounds of pleasure. 

And then I moved between her legs, tasting her musky, sweet cream leaking like a faucet from her gash. Lapping it away, I found myself enjoying her scent and her taste. But nothing could prepare me for how aroused I would get from licking her cute little bean. 

Tiff cried out softly as I flicked it lightly. I grabbed onto her hips and pulled her clit into my mouth, sucking as gently as I could. Her body trembled immediately, and when I brushed my tongue over her hood, she came undone, gushing onto my sofa as she trembled uncontrollably. 

“Daddyyyyy … ohmygod…” she purred, digging her nails into my scalp and forcing me to growl. 

It flipped a switch in me, and while she was still shaking through her orgasm, I got up on my knees and slid my dick inside of her again, pummeling her until we both came again. 

And this was our routine for the rest of that weekend. 

Maybe it made me a bastard, but being with Tiff helped me not miss my son so much. She and I agreed to keep things casual. I wasn’t sure if Tyler would ever find out, but one thing was for sure. 

She didn’t date any assholes in the midst of her rebound. And I would make sure of that.  

THE END


Claiming My Son’s Girlfriend

Description 

My son is about to dump his girlfriend for something so shallow, so inconsiderate, I can hardly believe it. I’m disgusted with his behavior and I will make sure he knows as much. But first, I’m going to break the news to her. It’s better that she hear it from me: a man who actually gives a damn about her. And then I’m going to show her how a real man loves. 


“Thanks for meeting me. I know this was last minute.” 

Clarice sits in front of me in the coffee shop, her pretty blond hair and big, blue eyes looking at me so questioningly. I can tell by the look on her face that she’s scared. 

“It’s okay. I just .... is something wrong with Brett? Was he in an accident?” 

“Oh god no. I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to make you worry.” I instinctively reach forward and take her hand in mine, wishing like hell I had someone as sweet as Clarice in my life. “Brett is fine. No one is hurt.” I see the relief wash across her face and feel guilty all over again for what I’m about to say. She may wish Brett harm when she hears what he thinks of her. 

My son Brett and sweet, 19-year-old Clarice have been dating for almost a year. The first time he brought her home I could envision her being a part of the family. She just struck me as being the sweetest, most genuine girl I could have wanted for my son. I had been proud of him for snagging such a thing of perfection, not just in the looks department but in her heart and soul, too. I’m not a softy or anything. It’s just that Clarice has that effect on everyone she meets.

But now … I’m ashamed as hell for what Brett has told me he’s doing this weekend. He plans to dump Clarice while they’re in the mountains skiing: a trip that she is paying for in full. Not only that, he’s dumping her for the most despicable reason.

I told him he needed to be a man and end things with her before she drops hundreds of dollars on a trip. But he refuses to listen. He calls Clarice his “sugar bitch,” and he’s going to milk her for every little thing before he casts her aside. Fuck. I love my son but his behavior is reprehensible. I can’t let him do this.

“So, Mr. Daltry, what is going on?”

I take a deep breath and cringe before the words leave my lips. “Brett is planning on breaking up with you this weekend on your ski trip. He told me himself.” She pulls back, looking shocked, and a little hurt. “I’m really not trying to betray my son, but I felt you deserved to know so you can cancel the ski lodge reservations, maybe get your money back.”

I spin my small cup of coffee, hoping I haven’t hurt her just as deeply as Brett would have, or made it worse by having come from me. Suddenly I’m conflicted. Clarice’s eyes shift back and forth a few times.

“He told you this?”

I nod, waiting for her to ask the question I know is coming. The one I still don’t know how to answer.

“Did he say why?” Her voice is so soft I can barely hear her.

I take a sip of coffee. “Yes, but it’s inconsequential, Clarice. At the end of the day, he’s just not very mature. I’m so sorry.” I put my hand on hers, and she just stares at me, tears beginning to fill her eyes.

“It’s someone else, isn’t it?”

“No, actually. As far as I know he hasn’t cheated.”

Her brow furrows. “Then what? He just doesn’t want to commit?”

“Yeah, something like that.”

“I don’t believe you. Brett has talked about wanting to settle down and have kids for several months now.”

Wow. I’m shocked to hear that. “Oh.”

“So why is he really dumping me, Mr. Daltry?”

Well, fuck.

“I want to know. And I’m not leaving until you tell me.”

I really didn’t want it to get to this point, but I suppose she does deserve to know the real reason why. Maybe she’s tempted to go to him, beg him to stay. She won’t in a few seconds.

“He’s into girls who are more … well endowed.”

Her mouth drops, and she glances down briefly. “You’re telling me Brett is breaking up with me because I’m …?” She doesn’t finish her sentence, and I find myself glancing at her chest. My cock stirs. I’ve always noticed that Clarice has small breasts. And that’s a hot button for me.

Christ. It’s pretty damn sick that I’m more sexually attracted to someone I thought would become my daughter-in-law than my own son is.

“Yes, Clarice. His intent to break up with you is essentially an act of body shaming. I’m disgusted, to say the least.”

Clarice goes quiet after that, sipping her coffee while we sit there through somewhat of an awkward silence. She checks her phone a few times, appearing to type out a message. I don’t even care if it’s to Brett. I warned him I would tell her if he didn’t.

“I appreciate your telling me, Mr. Daltry. I just ended things with him before he had the chance.” Now, she puts her hand on mine, gently rubbing the tops of my knuckles with her small, petite fingers and getting my blood pumping, despite the fact that she just dumped my son in a text message. Hell, he deserves it.

I look at her small hands. God, everything about Clarice is petite. Another feature I find damningly sexy. “Would it be alright if I came by soon and got my things? Preferably when Brett isn’t there? I honestly don’t think I can look him in the eyes ever again.”

“He’s not there now. You can follow me home if you like.”

“That would be great,” she says.

I walk her to her car, letting my eyes graze over the length of her body. She’s a little tall and has a nice curvaceous ass. But from her slender waist up, she’s flat as a flitter. My dick bumps in my pants and I curse myself for wanting to fuck my son’s girlfriend. Well, ex-girlfriend now.

“I’ll see you there,” she says, unlocking her car.

“Sure thing.”

The drive to my house takes only a few minutes. Brett is at work and won’t be home for another six hours. His mother passed away years ago, so it’ll just be me and Clarice there. I hope I can come up with something to say, to let her know there’s nothing wrong with the way she looks. I doubt I’ll ever see her again, and I don’t want her to hate the father of the boy who broke her heart. Plus, she needs to know that real men don’t act that way.

I let her in the house and she walks in sheepishly, almost like she’s never been here. She smiles at me, but it’s a forced smile, the corners of her mouth lifting slightly. I can see the sadness in her eyes, and it breaks my heart.

“I won’t be long, I promise. I only have a few things.”

“Take your time, sweetheart. There’s no rush.” I instinctively reach out and touch the side of her face, desperately wanting to comfort her. I don’t have a daughter; Brett is an only child. But if I did, I would never want a boy to hurt her the way Clarice looks hurt right now.

“Thank you, Mr. Daltry.” She covers my hand with hers, and I feel that stirring between my fucking legs again.

“Call me Shawn, Clarice.”

She smiles at me again, and this time I see a slight lift in mood. “Ok, thank you, Shawn. Maybe now that I’m single, we can … I don’t know … get to know one another a little. You’ve been very kind to me, giving me a heads-up and all.”

Shit. I don’t know what to say to that. I’d be one hell of a bastard if I hung out with my son’s ex, wouldn’t I?

“Uh, yeah. Maybe. As long as Brett doesn’t mind.”

She bites her lip and glances at my mouth. “I doubt he would mind, seeing as he was planning to dump me for not being woman enough.” As she says it, she pushes her chest out, as if to accentuate just how flat she is.

Blood rushes through my cock, and I let out a slight laugh, meant to lighten the mood, not shame her. “Yeah, well, you’re more than woman enough, Clarice. Believe me, plenty of guys would knock themselves out to be with a girl like you.”

Another smile flashes across her face, and she moves to kiss me on the cheek, standing on her tiptoes and lacing her fingers through the back of my hair. “Thank you, Shawn. That’s very sweet.”

My pulse quickens and my cock grows harder. I fucking hope like hell she doesn’t see it. But she prances down the hall towards Brett’s room, leaving me alone to watch her amazing ass bounce slightly until she disappears around the corner.

I groan to myself and walk into the kitchen, giving her time and space to find her things. I put on a pot of coffee for myself, wondering if that’s such a good idea. If anything, I should be drinking something cold, taking a cold shower, imagining myself being immersed in a snowdrift. Anything to cool me down because I am so fucking hot for my son’s ex right now I could probably pull my dick out, give it a few tugs, and cum on a dime.

It occurs to me as the coffee is brewing that Clarice will need a bag or box for her left-behind possessions. I have a ton of boxes from all the online orders I get. So, I grab a medium size one from my office as well as some packaging tape and take it to Clarice.

When I walk into Brett’s room, I catch Clarice standing in front of his full-length mirror with her blouse unbuttoned. Underneath, she’s wearing a white, lacy bra but I can only see the middle part of it, a small decorative bow. My balls get heavy all of a sudden, and my dick twitches. Of all the goddamn things to walk in on …

She darts her gaze in my direction, and I apologize. “Sorry. I didn’t know … I brought you a box, in case you need it.” I set the box on the floor and drop the tape inside, then spin on my heels to leave.

“Shawn, wait.”

I freeze and turn back around to face her. Licking my lips, I try like fuck to not stare at her fucking chest, but she clearly wants me to.

Clarice parts her blouse, showing me more of her lacy bra. “Do you think I’m too flat?”

I slide my hands in my pockets and attempt to adjust my aching balls and growing cock. “No, Clarice. Not at all. You have an amazing body.”

My throat is tight, and it sounds like I’m just reading a script. I hope she believes me.

She walks in my direction, letting the blouse slide down her arms and to the floor. I’m aghast at her smooth complexion and sexy little display. “You know, it’s funny because I used to be a B-cup. But I lost a bunch of weight. Everywhere except my ass.”

My dick throbs angrily. She really does have an amazing ass. I don’t know why she’s telling me this. Maybe she still needs a little reassurance that she’s perfect. “I believe you, Clarice. But again, there’s nothing wrong with being small. Size really doesn’t matter to us men.”

She bites her lip and reaches behind her back. “Yeah, well, you haven’t actually seen them yet. You don’t know just how small they are.”

And with that, her bra falls to the floor, showing off her pert little tits, dolloped with the sexiest red nipples I’ve ever fucking seen.

“Oh fuck,” I groan, feeling the blood rush like a raging hot river through my cock.

“I told you,” she says, so casually. “You should feel them too. See if you still think size doesn’t matter.”

Clarice reaches down and grabs me by the wrists, bringing my hands up to her little titties that she clearly doesn’t know are making me hard as a fucking stone right now. All I’m thinking is that saying about small tits, that more than a mouthful is more than enough. Or some shit like that. I can’t exactly say that to Clarice. I’ll sound like a jerk.

So instead, I smooth the pads of my thumbs over her nipples and softly squeeze the little bit of padding underneath. And grabbing her ass crosses my mind.

“Still think they’re not too little?” she asks, like she genuinely wants my opinion.

She’s about to get it.

I look in her eyes and give her nipples a light pinch, watching as her lips part and she pulls in a quick breath. “Clarice, not only are they not too small, they’re the perfect size for nibbling. And that’s what I’m about to do if you don’t stop shoving your cute little tits in my face and my hands.”

“I—I’ve never been nibbled. Not my tits or my pussy. That’s something Brett refused to do.”

My cock strains to bust free from my jeans. I can’t believe my son could be so selfish when it comes to pleasing his partner. I thought I taught him better than that. I know I mentioned it when we had “the talk,” that sex was a 2-way street. He obviously doesn’t care about anyone but himself.

“You deserve so much better, sweet Clarice.”

I slide my fingers under the waist of her pants and start to undo the button, watching her chest rise and fall. My balls begin to ache from a deep, growing need that’s being perpetuated by a girl standing before me who has what I think is the perfect body.

Clarice keeps her eyes on me, running her hands up and down my chest. Her touch makes me feel more alive than I’ve felt in a long while.

“You know, Shawn, I’ve had a crush on you for a long time.”

“You have?” I ask, peeling her pants down her hips and growing stiffer.

“Mm-hmm. I’ve wondered if you were better in bed than your son. He used to go so fast, not paying attention to my needs at all.”

“Forget him, Clarice. You have a man now.”

I push her pants to the floor and drop to my knees, grabbing the lacy material of her panties. I spin her around and see that it’s actually a thong, the thin material buried in the crevice of her perfect bubble ass.

“Oh god,” I groan, squeezing her thick, full mounds. “What an amazing fucking ass you have.”

“Really?” Damn, she still sounds a little unsure.

“Yes, baby. And I can tell it hasn’t gotten the attention it deserves.” I plant my lips on her skin, dragging my tongue over the soft flesh and feeling it pimple as I kiss, nibble, and bite softly. Her soft whimpers propel me, making me want to hear those whimpers all day and all night.

“Put your hands on the bed,” I growl at her.

She folds her upper body, and her delicate hands sink into the mattress. I stand up on my knees and reach for her tits, feeling her large nipples hanging down. I brush my palms over them as I kiss her supple bottom, feeling my cock grow so stiff it starts to hurt.

Using one hand, I undo my zipper and tug it free, though it’s not easy because it’s literally a solid hunk of steel.

“Fuck,” I groan, finally getting it out and feeling the slick fluid at the tip.

“Is that a good fuck? Or a bad fuck, Daddy?”

I growl again, loving this naughty side of Clarice. “A good, fuck, babygirl. And I’m going to show you just how good by fucking both your pretty little holes with my tongue.”

I run my hands down the backs of her thighs then come back up, moving to caress her pretty little pussy lips through the satiny material of her thong. She’s left a wet spot—evidence of how badly she wants her boyfriend’s daddy to lick her and make her cum. I rub where her clit is, and she lets out a whimper. My fucking nads are hurting once again, twitching and throbbing. But I’ll be damned if I don’t give her the full attention I promised.

So, I peel the waist of her panties down, revealing her slick folds and gorgeous, hairless, tight little rose. I groan, unable to resist.

I get back up on my knees and put my hands on her shoulders. “All the way down, babygirl. That’s so daddy can lick your hard clit, okay?”

She huffs, then nods. “Yes, Daddy. Is it okay I call you that?”

“Yes,” I growl.

I gently lift her left leg, making sure her knee is on the mattress. She’s now bent over the bed, ass in the air with one leg tossed on top of the bedspread. As I sink back down to the floor, I can see her enlarged clit hanging down like a little jellybean.

“Mmm,” I moan, probing her entrance with one finger.

She huffs and arches her back a little more, and some of her fluid seeps out. I brush the tip of that same finger over her clit, feeling it pulse lightly.

“My god, you are ready to cum, aren’t you, baby?”

I can see her nod, and she lets out a soft grunt. I cup her ass with both hands and angle my head between her thighs, darting my tongue out and flicking her little bean side to side.

“Oh!” she cries out, rolling her hips in soft undulations that make my cock twitch angrily. I can feel my own fluid leaking out, but I dare not touch myself now or else I’ll cum everywhere.

This is the sweetest agony I’ve ever experienced.

I tug her clit past my lips and suck her very delicately, backing off for just a moment so I can finger fuck her for a few seconds. This causes her to moan, and that moan only grows stronger when I quickly move those same fingers to her tight ring.

I tease it with soft diddles while going back to licking her clit. I feel her sphincter tighten, resisting the sensual touch. But when I push the tip of my pointer past the ring of muscles, she cums instantaneously, her pussy leaking and her ass quivering. Her clit is a dancing bundle of nerves on the tip of my tongue, and it makes my cock throb in the same fashion. I swear I will burst the second I enter her.

“Oh Daddy … I’m sorry … I—I couldn’t hold back.”

I growl and push my finger deeper inside her bottom, then come back. She huffs and mews, so I finger her tight little ass, flicking my tongue rapidly over her still cumming clit.

When her gasps of pleasure settle a bit, I push my tongue deep inside her pussy, noticing how tight she is. Then I move to her forbidden hole, spreading her cheeks wide and tonguing her softly and slowly, savoring the tanginess of her sex.

“Daddyyyyyyy,” she moans, moving her ass in tiny, little circles.

I nearly lose my shit and cum all over myself as an immediate side effect. But somehow I manage to hold back long enough to make Clarice cum again. Her body jolts moments later and flops on the bed, rolling over and bringing her knees up. Her face looks glazed but happy.

I climb on top of her and plant my lips on her tits, finally giving them the love and attention I’ve been wanting to give them. I swirl my tongue over her buds, feeling them crinkle in response.

Clarice fingers my hair and locks her feet behind my back. I kiss and bite every square inch of her beautiful chest, wondering how the fuck anyone could let a sexy little thing like Clarice ever feel like she wasn’t good enough to kiss and devour on a nightly fucking basis.

“Daddy, let me suck your cock, please …”

Her voice and those words are like commands from a siren. I’ve no will power to say no.

I knee the mattress and straddle Clarice’s mouth, where she seems eager to take me in. Her soft fingers encompass the root of my dick, and she tugs me past her lips in no time flat.

I grab hold of her dark blond hair and pump my hips, and the second I brush against her tonsils I unload, embarrassed that I couldn’t hold out any longer. Heat floods my veins, and as my head falls back and I growl a loud fuuuuuuuck, I’m equally elated and frustrated.

But the frustration goes away when I realize I’ll have plenty more opportunities to fuck her sweet mouth. Because no way in fucking hell am I letting this be a one-time deal.

As far as I’m concerned, Clarice belongs to me. I don’t give a damn what my son thinks.

Clarice sucks me harder with each burst of my seed, her eyes filled with so much love and longing that it makes me cum harder. She bobs her head and I rut my hips deep, in and out, in and out.

“I hope you know you’re mine now. My son had his chance and he fucking blew it,” I grit out.

A soft whine escapes her mouth, and the beginnings of a smile appear. She lets her head flop back to the bed and licks her lips, still glistening from my seed. My dick bobs several times.

“I was hoping you’d say that, Daddy.”

I lay down on top of her and feel my cock naturally glide inside of her warmth. She’s slick and wet, and as I press my lips to hers and kiss her, she begins to buck her hips, meeting each thrust of my hips with the sweetest passion I’ve ever known.

This time, I take my time, working her over in various positions. I grind deep and make her cum around my dick while her eyes close and her face twists. And the thing is, I fucking love watching how she reacts.

I roll her over and lift that majestic ass in the air, taking pleasure in her fleshy globes rippling like the tide. And when it’s time to cum again, Clarice is four or five orgasms ahead of me. Her knuckles turn white as she reaches her crest again, right as I’m emptying inside of her, enough to get her pregnant three times over.

When it’s almost time for Brett to come home, we’re just starting to talk about getting something to eat.

“Should I get dressed and leave? Maybe meet you somewhere?” she asks, toying with my cock and making me hard once again.

“No, we can leave together. He should get used to seeing you with me, little fucker.”

She giggles and wraps her arms around me. “Well, at least you and I can go skiing this weekend. I won’t cancel my reservations.”

“Only if you let me pay, baby. I wouldn’t feel good about letting my sweet girl pay for a goddamn thing.”

“Mmm, if you insist, Daddy. If you insist.”

THE END


My Thieving Boyfriend

Description 

I thought Lex was the one. And while on vacation with his family, I’m just about to give up my virginity to him, when I catch him stealing from me!

I might be sweet, but I’m not that sweet. I dump him on the spot and tell him to get the hell out of my room. And that’s when his daddy comes knocking on my door to find out what happened. He’s madder than a bull and vows to make up for what my son did to me. And he makes it up to me several times while unprotected.


I thought Lex was the love of my life. We’d been together for almost a year when he asked me to go to the mountains with him, his dad, and older sister for a weekend getaway. This would be the night I’d finally give him my virginity. And because me and Lex were both 19 years old, his dad let us share a hotel room across the hall from him. He probably assumed Lex and I had already had sex. But no. I’d waited.

And now I’m glad I did.

I had just put on this super slinky teddy Lex had bought for me. It was blood red and see through, and he had been telling me all day that he couldn’t wait to fuck me. He’d just asked me to go to the bathroom to put it on so he could get ready.

After making sure I looked as sexy as I felt, I had opened the bathroom door slowly, wanting to catch him doing something romantic, like maybe lighting some candles or playing some music.

But what I saw sent me into a rage. He was topless in his jeans, standing over my purse and going through my wallet. I watched as he took out a wad of $20 bills, smiling as he counted them, then stuck them all in his back pocket. A grand total of $340. He quietly put my wallet back in my purse right as I pulled the door open all the way.

“What the hell are you doing?” I snapped.

He had the classic deer in the headlights look as he stumbled on his words, looking me up and down and telling me how fucking hot I looked.

“Don’t try to dodge the question, Lex. Why did you just take all my money?”

I had brought that cash up here to spend on Lex, and a little extra in case of emergency. Something my mom had impressed upon me as important.

“All right,” he finally admitted. “I need a spot, babe. And I know you have it. I promise I’ll pay you back.”

“Why didn’t you just ask me.” I crossed my arms, not wanting him to see me dressed like this all of a sudden.

His shoulders slumped and he fell on the bed. “I didn’t want to look weak. And I figured you’d say no.”

I felt my blood pressure rising. That someone who claimed to love me would steal from me hurt and it hurt deep. He didn’t plan to pay me back. What would he say? Here’s the money I stole from you? Or would he just slip it back into my wallet? Hell no. He was stealing, and he planned to never return it. I was no fucking dummy.

And I sure as hell was not weak.

“Get out,” I snapped.

“What?”

“Let me say it again.” I picked up his few clothes that were lying on the floor and opened the door, tossing them in the hallway. I then grabbed his suitcase and slung it out there as well. “Take your thieving ass, and get the fuck out.”

His jaw dropped and he just stared at me a few seconds. “Fuck, Paisley. Why you gotta be a bitch about it? It’s just a couple hundred. And I’m the man in this relationship. What’s yours in mine.”

Talk about getting sucker punched. “You’re not a man. You’re a knuckle-dragging asshat. Now get the fuck out.”

I held my hand out as he walked past, and he slammed the money back in my palm like an ungrateful piece of shit. I say ungrateful because I had half a mind to press charges.

“Whatever,” he mumbled. “I can do better. And I will.”

I slammed the door closed, realizing I needed to calm down or else the other guests would complain. But I was so pissed. In five minutes, I’d gone from putting on a sexy outfit for my boyfriend to finding out the only thing he wanted from me tonight was money and pussy.

I paced the floor for another five minutes, and when I heard a knock at the door, I was still so mad I didn’t even think of putting on a robe to cover myself. It could have been anyone.

But when I opened the door, Lex’s daddy was there, a look of concern on his face. His eyes immediately dropped to my chest, but I didn’t care. I was still too mad.

“Paisley. May I come in?”

“Not if you’re here to steal from me too.”

I shouldn’t have been so harsh with him. It wasn’t his fault. But like the saying goes: the apple doesn’t fall far from the tree.

He pulled back in surprise. “Steal? I’m not—no, Paisley. I just want to talk and find out what just happened. Lex came to my room and said you two just broke up?”

I sighed and let him in, walking to the table to pour a glass of sparkling cider. I could feel the G-string part of the teddy sliding between my cheeks, and I was aware that it gave me a rush, knowing Lex’s daddy was seeing my plump little ass. Like my revenge could be … turning Mr. Monk on. He was pretty hot for a guy approaching fifty. His hair was dusty blond with a few grays, and he had a smart-looking goatee. He was also cut, really muscular and tall with storm-cloud eyes.

It felt good knowing he was looking at me. Hey, I wasn’t a virgin because I was shy or lacked confidence; I knew I turned heads. I was a virgin because I hadn’t met anyone worth giving my V-card to.

And obviously I still hadn’t.

I poured some cider and took a sip as Mr. Monk approached me. “So what did Lex tell you?” I asked him. This should be good, hearing what Lex said about me.

“He was pretty dismissive. But since we all traveled here together and I’m responsible for you, you want to clue me in?”

“Well thank you. Don’t worry about me. I’ll take a bus home. And your son stole from me. I caught him red-handed, stealing every bit of cash from my wallet.”

I watched as those storm-cloud eyes narrowed into slits. Mr. Monk balled his fists at his side, and the veins in his forehead appeared to throb. “That little sonofabitch.”

Okay, whoa. I wasn’t expecting that response.

“You—you believe me?”

His jaw hitched and his nostrils flared. I almost swore I saw steam coming from his ears. “Yeah, I believe you, Paisley. He’s done it to me a number of times. I keep giving him second chances, but I think he’s burned his last bridge with me. I’m going to set his little ass straight right now.” The way he talked, it was like he was ready to kick some serious ass.

“Good.” I sucked down the last of my cider and Mr. Monk looked at my tits again. And when he did, my nipples pricked so hard they clawed at the material, twisting as my little buds grew harder and harder.

“Not to change the subject, but were you wearing that before or after my son took your money?”

“What difference does it make?” I asked, putting my hand on my curvy hip and wondering why he would ask such a thing.

He rubbed his goatee and lifted his eyebrows. “Because. If he saw you in that thing and then thought it was a good idea to destroy his relationship with you by stealing, he really is a dummy.”

I glanced down at my chest and saw that my nipples were now poking from the top of the teddy, and a quick glance back up saw that Mr. Monk was getting a little stiffy right between the legs. His dress slacks were bulging right at the zipper, causing my pussy lips to feel swollen.

“He didn’t see me in this before. I was changing and came out. That’s when I caught him. And I guess I’m the real dummy because I was about to give him my virginity.”

Mr. Monk pulled in a deep breath and his cock twitched, making my flesh grow hot.

“Wow,” he gritted out. “Guess you put a stop to that in the nick of time.”

“You could say so. Now I can give it to someone who really deserves it.”

He moved his eyes over my body, stepping my way. “And who might that be?”

“I don’t know. Maybe when I feel a little better from all this I’ll be able to say who’s worthy of it.”

“Mm-hmm,” Mr. Monk murmured, rubbing his goatee again as if he were deep in thought. Maybe wondering who was worthy of it.

I didn’t know just yet. But I was fairly certain this hot daddy was.

“I can’t say I blame you, sweetheart. Lex’s behavior has been vile. I’ll see to it that he makes amends so you can feel better ASAP.”

He turned on his heels and walked out of the room, leaving me standing there wondering what the hell had just happened. He had a hard-on while staring at my tits. Why would he just walk away?

I plopped on the bed and took out my phone, sorting through my messages while thinking I might hit the little restaurant downstairs and pig out on appetizers from the grill, when I heard a knock at the door again.

This time it was Lex and his dad, and Lex looked more pissed than ever.

His dad nudged him and barked out an order, “Give it to her, Lex. Right now.”

Lex shoved a thick wad of money in my direction. “Here. This was Dad’s idea. Not mine. And I won’t apologize because you don’t deserve it for throwing me under the bus like that.”

I took the cash and watched as Lex stormed off, back inside his daddy’s room across the hallway.

Mr. Monk looked at me apologetically, leaning against the doorframe. “I can’t change his selfish and entitled behavior. But I hope you’ll accept that as my apology.”

I stared at the money. “You’re paying me as an apology?”

He shrugged, and I nearly melted when he let his gray eyes drift to my mouth. “I told him he needed to pay you back triple. That’s all the cash I have, and he’s going to pay me back, every cent.”

“You don’t have to do that, Mr. Monk. Really. He gave me back my money, so we’re even.” I thrust the money his way, and he took it from me, then bridged the gap between us, letting his lips float dangerously close to mine.

I felt his hands brush the top of my teddy as he dropped the roll of bills down the front of it. “Please, Paisley. You’re worth so much more than that. But it’s all I have. Just take it and … heal.”

His thumb brushed along my nipple, sending white hot tingles all the way down to my pussy. “Well, since you put it like that. Would you like to come inside and let me thank you? On a more … personal level?”

I could feel his breath on my face, and his eyes locked with mine as I reached down and fondled his erection. God, he was stiff as a board.

“Fuck, baby,” he groaned. “Only if you want me to.”

“Oh, I’m pretty sure I do.”

I grabbed him by the hand and tugged him inside my room, double locking the door so Lex couldn’t use his keycard to get in.

“I don’t know why my son turned into a thief, but my god, it’s paying off in my favor.”

I smiled, and Mr. Monk loosened the top button of his shirt, looking me up and down. His hands went around my waist and down the sides of my hips. My body came alive and I decided, right there on the double, that he was definitely more than worthy of popping my cherry.

“Are you going to kiss me before you fuck me?”

A growl escaped his lips and his cock twitched against my stomach as he put his mouth on mine. Our tongues intertwined, sending ribbons of heat all the way to my toes. He cupped my ass and grinded into me, forcing me to feel just how hard he was.

And damn was he hard.

My teddy had buttons in the front, and Mr. Monk’s hands found them with such quick precision you’d think he’d designed this thing himself. He popped them loose and the flimsy material landed on the floor.

Mr. Monk studied my body with his eyes and hands, caressing my breasts, then my hips. I thought about Lex and what an insignificant little boy he was for acting the way he did.

“I can’t believe I almost let your son fuck me first. What a fool I was, Mr. Monk.”

He cupped my face and kissed me softly. “You are no fool, Paisley. And I haven’t been a good daddy raising a thief. Wish I could do it over again, and do it right.”

“It’s not your fault,” I said, rubbing his erection with my hand, feeling it grow bigger and harder. “And if you want to daddy me instead, I won’t mind.”

“Fuck,” he whispered. “I’d love to daddy you, baby. What do you want?”

I crawled along the bed, ass sticking out in his direction. “Well, my pussy is a little swollen. Maybe you can … make it better?”

I plopped down, letting my head land on a pile of pillows, and rolled my legs to the side so that my bottom was facing him. I let my hands roam over the curve of my hip as he unbuttoned his shirt, showing off that incredible six-pack of his.

“I can make it better, sweetheart. I can make it allll better.”

As his knees hit the mattress, I saw that hungry look wash over his face. He rolled my body over and lifted my ass up in the air. His tongue slathered all over my cheeks, teasingly darting around my forbidden ring and making me gasp, then slipping on down to my gash that was now dripping.

“Fuck you taste good, baby.”

I felt his weight shifting, and the next thing I knew, he was lying on his back between my legs and squeezing my ass, pulling me down until my pussy was on his mouth and he was tonguing my cunt.

I immediately rolled my hips, moving in time with his delicious licks. “Oh Daddy…” I purred, letting all my feelings come out while experiencing “Daddy’s” tender touch.

He growled and kneaded the flesh of my ass, flicking my bean while letting a finger probe my pussy several times. I huffed and pushed back, forcing his finger deeper. My walls gripped him and he groaned in response.

But then he pulled out and delicately swirled my sensitive rose with that same finger that was fully coated and lubricated with my desire. When I felt him push inside of me, I thought it burned a little, but it was also nice. I gently and rhythmically thrust my pelvis as he tugged my clit inside his mouth and finger fucked my tight little ass. God, it was pure heaven.

“Are you going to cum for Daddy, my sweet girl?” he asked, continuing to finger my bottom.

I huffed several times and murmured a “yes.”

“Good. Because Daddy wants to make you feel good.”

With that, he resumed licking me again. My nipples tingled and hardened right before I came. And when he went deep inside my ass to finger me hard and fast, my toes almost cramped from curling so hard.

“Oh god, Daddy!” I cried out, feeling my entire body convulse as he tormented me with licking and sucking. Even my puckered rose was quivering out of control!

Daddy seemed to enjoy my orgasm because all I could hear was him moaning, feeling his warm breath hit my folds as he kissed and nibbled me for several long minutes.

When I was finally done, I rolled onto my back and Daddy laid down next to me, kissing me with such tenderness I was filled with warmth. He played with my tits, softly pinching my nipples while we made out. I rolled over slightly and found his erection. It bobbed as I touched it, and Daddy groaned to the back of my throat.

“You want to hold it for a minute, baby?”

“I want to do more than hold it, Daddy.”

“Mmm, that’s my good girl. I was hoping you’d say that. But you know, some girls don’t like the look of a hard cock.”

“That’s crazy,” I said. “I think cocks are nice when they’re attached to nice guys.”

He chuckled, and those sexy gray eyes of his lit up. My chin was a little raw from his goatee rubbing on me while we kissed, but that didn’t stop me from leaning over to kiss him.

I also reached down inside his pants and found his big ol’ cock. And he kissed me fervently as I set it free.

“God, Paisley. You’re such a little doll,” Daddy said, trailing my shoulder with his lips.

“Daddy’s little doll,” I answered, pumping my fist along his length several times.

“Oh yes, Daddy’s little doll.” He smiled at me and kissed the tip of my nose as I rubbed the tip of his dick with the palm of my hand, smearing around his pre-cum.

Then his face twisted as his cock pulsed a few times. “Are you about to cum, Daddy? Because if you are, I want to suck it in my mouth.”

With a growl, Daddy fucked my hand a few times. “Yes, baby. And I’d love for you to suck me. Whatever makes you feel good.”

I bit my lip and got up on my knees, and Daddy rolled over. His cock protruded from the opening in his pants, and I tugged them down a little so I could see his balls and play with them.

He helped me, pushing them down past his knees then kicking them completely off. I leaned over and cupped his sack, feeling their warmth and texture. Daddy locked his hands behind his back and watched me with a lust-filled stare as I stroked him freely with my other hand.

I thought his cock looked nice, the veins large and red—my favorite color—and the tip an angry shade of purple. When I let it go, it bobbed several times, and it aroused me to think of him getting hard over me. Especially considering what had happened between me and his son.

I leaned down and licked the side of it, and Daddy grabbed my hair, holding it tight.

“Christ, baby. Show me what that tongue can do.”

Needless to say, I did show him what my tongue could do. I didn’t know what I was capable of or if I’d be able to fully please him being innocent and all. But when I thought about how I like to lick off the ice cream as it drips down the cone, I just thought of Daddy’s dick like the cone and went to town.

With one hand gently kneading his testicles and the other stroking him from the root, I licked his length from top to bottom, making sure to tease around the flared part of the crown. That was his favorite part, and within just a few minutes, he’d grabbed his cock and pushed it into my mouth, forcing me to suck like I’d promised.

He made these guttural sounds while thrusting his hips up and down, and I worked with him, bobbing and twisting my hand around the root of his shaft.

“Fuck, baby. I’m about to cum, and it’s going to be a lot.”

I whimpered as I sucked harder. His length seemed to stretch further, and it grew hard as steel. I fondled his balls, noticing them growing somewhat hard too. And then I tasted his warm jizz as it burst onto my tongue.

Daddy grunted a few times. It wasn’t easy but I choked it down, my eyes burning almost to tears as I fought the urge to gag. Mostly because Daddy was going so deep it was stretching my tonsils.

Lex used to talk about deep-throating me some day, and I used to wonder what the big deal was. But now that I’d experienced it, I could see how much it turned his daddy on. And Lex would never ever get a deep-throat from me. Fucking thief.

“Ahhhhh,” Daddy groaned, tugging me off his cock. I’d kept on sucking after he came, loving every single twitch and throb.

But now, my little pussy was throbbing.

“Why don’t you climb up here on Daddy’s dick and take a ride, sweet baby.”

I wiggled across his legs and straddled his hips, feeling his cock bump against my thighs, sticky and wet.

I rubbed my gash along its length as he cupped my tits, rolling my nipples around and moaning softly.

“I don’t think I have the words to tell you how fucking sexy you are, baby. Daddy’s going to take such good care of you.”

“You already are,” I huffed, folding over and rubbing my clit along the ridge of his crown.

God, it felt so good, massaging the most sensitive part of my body along his erection, feeling it pulse as I grinded back and forth.

Daddy lifted his head off the pillow and put his lips to mine, kissing me as I got close to cumming. I could feel his groans as we made out, his hands holding my ass while it wiggled back and forth.

“You’re going to cum on Daddy’s dick before I even get to fuck you, aren’t you, sweetheart?”

I bit my lip, feeling the heat of my impending orgasm crawl over my flesh. I couldn’t answer because I was that close.

But I knew I didn’t want to cum on his dick. I wanted to cum around it.

With the next thrust of my hips, I angled the opening to my pussy so that it grabbed the tip of his cock, and I arched my back as I slid down his length, feeling all the air rush out of my lungs the moment he was balls deep.

“Oh fuuuuuuuuck,” Daddy groaned, grabbing the sides of my ass and holding me steady.

Leaning back and wrapping my hands around his knees, I grinded my little bottom while he was buried to the hilt. He then licked his finger and put it to my clit, brushing it softly while I fucked his dick like a pro.

“That’s it, honey. Fuck Daddy’s dick like you own it,” he growled, massaging my clit with such skill it made my toes curl and my thighs quake.

I bounced a few times, and the angle was perfect. Daddy’s cock was working that area I could never reach with my fingers.

My walls tightened, and within seconds I was contracting around his thickness, feeling a cry of ecstasy escape my throat.

“Good girl,” he groaned, holding the pad of his finger over my dancing clit. “Tug the cum right from my balls, baby.”

I huffed and nodded, grinding and bouncing while sizzling heat filled me from the inside out. It was definitely the best orgasm of my life, better than one of the few that Lex had given me with his finger. He wasn’t all that good and never wanted to spend much time down there.

But I already knew his daddy would spend as much time on my pussy as I wanted.

My orgasm lasted several long moments. It was like a wave that took blissfully forever to reach the shoreline. But when I did finish cumming, Daddy was right behind me.

Wrapping his big hands around the sides of my ass, he bounced me up and down really hard a few times, then worked his hips in a hard circle. Fuck, it felt so good. I watched his face and the agony that seemed to wash over him as he came inside of me, filling me to the hilt with what felt like more cum than I’d swallowed.

“Shit, you feel good, baby. I’m cumming so deep inside of you,” he growled, rutting and pounding me so hard I actually came again.

I fell forward and dug my nails into his chest as my pussy leaked all over him. Daddy pulled me down for another kiss, the both of us moaning heavily as he slowed his pounding down to a gentle fuck.

And when he finally slid out of me, I felt all his cum dribbling down.

“This probably isn’t the best time to tell you,” I said as he nibbled on my neck. “But I’m not on the pill…”

His cock twitched slightly and he chuckled. “It’s all good, baby. Because this daddy is going to keep you forever, regardless. I don’t let the people I care about go.”

I smiled and kissed him. I didn’t even care if Lex found out I’d fucked his daddy. Maybe that made me a mean girl, but I’m loyal to those who deserve it.

And his daddy definitely deserved it.

THE END


My Toxic Son

Description 

My son has gotten himself arrested again. And because his girlfriend can’t bail him out, he’s threatening to spread rumors about her. She’s so sweet and innocent, and damn sexy. I can’t help how hard I get when she falls into my arms. I’ll make sure she’s treated right, though. And I’ll do it while my son sits his criminal ass in jail. 


I park my truck and stare at the jail house building, shaking my damn head. My son Stephen just called half an hour ago from here, saying he needed me to bail him out. I don’t even know what he’s done yet, but I know it can’t be good. 

Stephen is 19 years old, and he has a history of making a lot of stupid choices. I’ve done everything I can to raise him the right way, point him in the right direction. But he ended up getting tangled with the wrong kids in high school. And since his mother left when he was only ten, I think that really damaged him. I guess that’s why I keep coming here every time he gets arrested. I feel guilty that his mom left. But I’m promising him and myself that this time is the last time, and he’s going to pay me back this time. Every penny. 

I get out of my truck and walk toward the entrance, when I hear a girl crying. I look in her direction and see a female figure leaning against the car, face buried in her hands and shoulders just rocking. 

Immediately, I recognize the car, and the platinum blond hair. It’s Bree, Stephen’s 19-year-old girlfriend. She lives across the street from us, but she and Stephen have only been dating for a few months. 

“Bree? Are you okay?” 

She looks my way, and I can see the tears streaming down her face. She looks so hurt. 

“Mr. Toomey,” she says sniffling. “I’m sorry. I wanted to help, but I just don’t have that kind of money.” 

What is she talking about? It sounds like Stephen called her first. “It’s OK Bree, it’s not your fault.” 

She starts crying again, and I can’t help but walk up to her and pull her into my arms. 

“It is my fault. Stephen said so.” 

I pull back and look at her face, all twisted up and soaked with tears. “He blamed you for getting arrested?” 

She nods, and when a couple exits the building and gives us a strange look, I feel an overwhelming need to get her somewhere private. 

“Why don’t you come sit in my truck and tell me what happened.” 

“Okay,” she agrees, following me. I parked all the way around the side of the building, in the furthest corner of the lot. 

Once inside my vehicle, far away from any onlookers, I turn to face her, noticing her long, lean legs and cut-off, loose-fitting tank top. She’s also pulled her hair into two cute little ponytails on the sides of her head, making her look younger than her nineteen years. It’s definitely warm tonight but I’m surprised she would come to the county jail looking like jailbait. Fuck, she’s even giving me a slight stiffy. I must be an asshole thinking my son’s girlfriend looks cute. 

“Tell me what happened, sweetheart.” Without thinking, I reach over and mindlessly brush a ponytail over her shoulder, immediately noticing she’s braless under the tank top. I can make out the outline of her areolas, and I feel my cock twitch. 

I also glance at the shades hanging above the windows and windshield. I bought them years ago for long road trips where I’d sleep in my truck. And I have a sudden thought, about how nice it would be to pull those shades down and have a little more privacy with Bree. As if that would even happen. As if it should happen. 

“Well,” she says, wiping a stray tear away. “I was at my best friend’s, working on a paper for one of my classes. We got a little distracted and started trying on each other’s clothes. Then she wanted to do my hair, which is why it’s in these stupid ponytails.” She rolls her eyes and continues. “Anyways, that’s when Stephen called and told me he got arrested for stealing money from the Bakers’ down the street.” 

Fucking hell. The Bakers are an elderly couple three doors down from us. They’re incredibly sweet but also naïve because not that long ago, they told some other neighbors that they don’t believe in banks and they keep their life savings hidden in a loose floorboard of their home. Both of them are on all kinds of medications, and they don’t have any sort of income. 

And my son took their money? 

“I can’t believe he would do that. I mean I can, but I can’t.” I rub my temples, wondering if it’s possible the police made a mistake. 

“I can believe he did it. He told me he was going to do it and I tried to stop him, but he wouldn’t listen.” 

Stunned, I look at Bree. “He told you he was planning it?” 

She nods, a guilty look coming over her face. “I told him I needed money to get a newer car because mine is always breaking down. He says he did it for me. And now I owe him.” 

“Bree, look,” I say, stroking her sad but adorably cute face. “It’s not your fault. Stephen was the one who made that choice, and you tried to stop him. Now he has to face the consequences of his actions.” 

“He said if I didn’t pay his bail, he would have to call you to come get him. And if he had to do that, he’d tell everyone that I tried to suck his best friend’s dick and that I was a slut that wasn’t worth a damn. But I don’t have five thousand dollars, Mr. Toomey.” 

My jaw drops and I feel a heated anger at my son, making me hot under the collar. It’s crazy but Bree doesn’t even look mad. She looks scared. 

I loosen my shirt and let my eyes roll down Bree’s legs, and I must really be a jerk because now I’m wondering what it would be like if she sucked my dick. I shake the thought away because I don’t want to go there. 

“Bree, what my son did was deplorable. You have no obligation to bail him out. And quite frankly, under the circumstances, I don’t think I will either. I’m … horrified. And I feel partly to blame since he’s my son …” 

I rub my forehead again, wondering how I could have raised Stephen to be so toxic and manipulative. I feel like I’ve failed. And now, this sweet girl is paying the price. 

“Mr. Toomey,” Bree says, putting her hand on my leg. “We’re both horrified. You can’t blame yourself either. Like you said, Stephen has to be held accountable for his choices.” 

“I know. You’re right.” I glance down at her sweet little hand, resting just above my knee. Blood surges through my cock and I’m vacillating between anger and arousal. What I wouldn’t give to knock some sense into my son, and ask him how he could be so cruel to such a sweet girl. 

“We’re both in the same boat, huh?” Bree says, twisting her ponytail and looking way too innocent for her nineteen years of age. “You blaming yourself for Stephen’s choices, and me blaming myself for not having enough money to bail him out.” 

“You shouldn’t bail him out, Bree. It’s not your responsibility, especially if he’s threatening to spread bullshit rumors about you.” 

I don’t know if the threat of telling everyone she had tried to suck his best friend’s dick was false news or really happened, but that doesn’t matter. Telling everyone and calling her a slut was the lowest of lows. 

Bree licks her lips and stares out the windshield, leaning back and clasping her hands calmly in her lap. I glance at her chest again, at the swell of her small, pert breasts under the material. “Yeah, total bullshit, now that I’m thinking about it. His best friend flirts with me all the time, not the other way around. I’ve never done anything with Stephen, or any guy. So calling me a slut is ironic as hell.” 

I stifle a groan as my cock grows stiffer. And before I can stop myself, three little words slip out. “You’re a virgin?” 

Bree bites her lip and nods. “Yes. I told Stephen we needed to date for six months before I’d sleep with him. And I’m sure glad I did.” 

“Yeah, no doubt.” My dick is now straining in my jeans, and all I’m thinking about is Bree’s hot little body climbing in my lap and straddling me. 

“So, are you going to bail him out, or just sit out here all night, talking to me?” I see the hint of a smile crawl along her pouty lips. 

“I wouldn’t mind sitting out here with you all night, Bree. In fact, I ought to, just to teach Stephen a lesson.” 

Her blue eyes sparkle, and she smiles at me, this time running her eyes down the front of my chest and right between my legs. It’s a little dark in my truck, so I don’t know if she can see how hard I am. But I honestly don’t care. 

“I wouldn’t mind sitting out here all night with you either. You’ve made me feel so much better, Mr. Toomey. And I feel safe around you. Thank you.” 

Bree scoots across the seat and puts her arms around my neck, hugging me softly. I let out a heavy exhale, taking in her scent, feeling her soft little mounds press against my chest. “I’m glad I made you feel better, sweetheart.” I press my hands down her upper back, going all the way down to that dimpled area just above her ass. The way her body feels makes my balls ache with need. 

Fuck. If I do end up sitting out here with Bree all night, I’ll to have to find some way to keep myself from cumming in my jeans because I’m damn close right now. 

Bree pulls away from me all too soon and looks into my eyes, her lips looking full and pouty again. “I hope I haven’t ruined your night by telling you all this. I—I think Stephen needs help, though. He shoplifts all the time, and he’s talking about taking on bigger jobs. Like … banks. I’m afraid he might do something dangerous.” 

I stare at her mouth, trying to focus on what she’s saying. But suddenly, I don’t want to talk about Stephen at all. In fact, I don’t even want to talk. I want to make out with this sweet little 19-year-old virgin and feel her crawl into my lap. 

“You haven’t ruined my night at all, Bree. Stephen took care of that. If anything, you’ve brought a little light into the situation with your sweetness.” 

Bree’s teeth sink into her lower lip once again and she angles her head. “You think I’m sweet? I was so worried you’d hate me, learning that your son tried to steal for me. And those nasty rumors, you didn’t even ask if they were true.” 

“I could never hate you, sweetheart. And even if you had tried to, you know—” 

“Suck Andre’s dick?” 

I gulp and Bree puts her hand back on my leg. “Yeah. Suck Andre’s dick. Even if you had, that doesn’t make you a slut.” 

Bree’s hand navigates closer to my upper thigh, and I’m getting dangerously close to leaking a voluminous amount of pre-cum. Enough that it might show. “Would I be a slut if I wanted to suck my boyfriend’s daddy’s dick? Maybe even … call him daddy?” 

A soft rumble escapes my throat. Fuck it. She’s mine. “No, Bree. And let’s be clear. Stephen is your ex at this point. I won’t let you go back to someone who treats you so badly, even if he is my son.” 

I reach down and pull her hand to my cock, and it twitches hard a few times, forcing Bree’s blue eyes to widen as she gasps. 

“Oh my god. It’s … big.” 

I cup her face and brush her red lips with the pads of my thumbs. “It’s big, but I’m sure it will fit in that pretty mouth of yours.” 

As she holds that surprised look, my cock twitches a few more times. And I don’t waste time thinking. I just act. Clearly, that’s what Bree wants. 

I lean in for a kiss, tasting her mint lipgloss and smelling the jasmine in her hair. Her tongue is soft and warm as it dances with mine, and when her fingers begin to squeeze my erection through my jeans, I nearly come undone. 

“Fuck, Bree. Do you realize you’ve flipped a switch that can’t be unflipped? Because if you don’t want to do this, you need to let me take you back to your car right now so I can go home and fuck the hell out of my fist.” 

Her eyes bat softly. “Oh, I want this, Mr. Toomey.” 

I fist her ponytails behind her head. “Call me Daddy,” I growl. 

“Okay. Well, like I said,” she palms my dick a little harder, and I clench my jaw, holding back the moan. “I want this, and I want you, Daddy.” 

“Say no more.” I pull the shades down in my truck, effectively giving us 100% privacy from anyone who might happen by. I lock the doors and then undo my pants, pulling my cock out so that it isn’t trapped inside a tight prison. Bree sits watching me, her nipples still visible through the fabric of her sexy little top. 

“Take off your shorts, honey.” 

“Okay, Daddy.” 

I groan, saying ‘fuck it’ and pulling my pants down to my ankles. I kick off my shoes as I watch Bree wiggle her little bottom, then toss her shorts to the floor of my truck. I click on the battery powered light near the rearview mirror—another camping extra—and her sweet little gash comes into view: a narrow, blond landing strip running above her puffy lips. 

“Fuck.” 

Bree smiles and leans back against the passenger door, spreading her legs and running a finger over that narrow patch of hair. “You like the way it looks? I was going to shave it all off, but I thought this was sexier.” 

“Babygirl. There is no possible way you could look any sexier than you do right now.” 

She bites her lip. “Well, thank you. I love a man who’s free with the compliments.” 

“I’m free with them when they’re warranted,” I tell her, stroking my dick a few times. “And they are most certainly warranted with you.” 

She glances at my cock. And getting that little bit of attention from her makes a drop of pre-cum ooze out. “You’re pretty big. I’ve given a few handjobs and I watch a lot of porn. But yours … it’s nice.” 

“Thank you, angel baby.” I reach over and stroke her ankle, my balls throbbing. “Why don’t you crawl over here to Daddy’s lap and see if it feels as good as it looks.” 

I want her to grab my dick, but more than that, I want her close enough to finger, to lick, to suck. 

She scoots across the seat, gets on her knees, and wraps her fingers around my wide girth, her blue eyes widening as it twitches a few times. 

“Mmm, fuck, baby …” 

I watch her slowly jerk me, rutting my hips up and down a few times. After several moments, I let my hand wander between her legs and probe her folds. Good god, she’s so fucking hot, and wet. And her lips feel even more swollen than they look. I diddle her clit, and she whimpers, turning her head in my direction. 

“Kiss your daddy, babygirl.” 

With a huff, she leans forward and puts her lips on mine. I feel her soft fingers roam around my crown, and I groan, flicking my tongue with hers. As we make out, I push two fingers inside of her opening, but just partway because I don’t know if she’s still got her cherry. She’s so fucking tight that even my two fingers only make it to the first knuckle. 

Pre-cum spurts out and Bree rubs her palm over my tip, smearing it around as I finger her nice and shallow. She starts to roll her hips in a small circle, making me crazy with lust for her. I just want to lick her until she cums over and over. I don’t even care how heavy my balls get. Bringing her as many orgasms as possible is the only thing I care about right now. 

I lift her chin, breaking the kiss. “Lean back against the seat again, sweetheart. And spread those legs again.” 

Bree happily obliges, my cock springing back and forth a few times when she releases it. With her shirt still on, and her sweet little titties and hard nipples poking out, I feel my balls grow heavier. I’ll get to them in a minute, though. Right now, if I see them right before eating her out, I might prematurely cum. 

Her folds glisten in the dimly lit interior of my truck. I settle between her legs, and it’s a little cramped, but I find a comfortable position and start leaving kisses along her inner thigh. 

I bite her lightly and hear her hiss, right as her fingers lace through my hair. I probe her pussy with one finger, feeling her fluids leak out. She pumps her hips up and down a few times, and I lick the outer swell of her pussy lip, forcing her to moan. 

“Ohhhhh, Daddy …” 

With a guttural groan, I push my finger in further, and I don’t feel anything obstructing me, so I push deeper, glancing up at her sweet little face, her mouth open and her eyes rolling in her head. 

Fuck, she’s sexy. I use my free hand and spread her lips apart, allowing me a close-up view of her bundle of nerves. It’s red and enlarged, and I flick it lightly a few times with my tongue. 

Bree hisses a few times, and her walls tighten around my finger. “I cum really fast,” she says, bucking her hips a few times. 

“How fast?” I ask, curling my finger up and massaging that nodule along her walls. 

“Oh god,” she purrs. 

With a smile, I start swirling her hard clit with my tongue, and her pussy juice covers my pointer. I finger her a little deeper, harder, faster, and tug her pearl past my lips. Moments later, she cries out, right as her muscles contract around my knuckles. 

“Daddy …” she moans, making my cock burn with need. 

“That’s my good girl. Cum for me, baby …” I quickly resume flicking her bean with the tip of my tongue, then push my middle finger inside to bring her to a nice, orgasm inducing double finger-fuck session. 

Damn, I’m so hard for her, but I don’t want to stop pleasing her. With two fingers deep in her pussy, she cums again, this time shaking and jerking from the waist down. 

“Oh fuck!” she cries out, grabbing the back of my head and fucking my face. 

I growl into her wet folds, sucking her clit and pumping her hard and fast with both fingers. All I can feel are her strong walls gripping me over and over, and I swear if my balls weren’t about to explode I could do this all day. Hell, even if I came in my pants, I’d still keep on licking her. The way she tastes and feels, and the little sounds of pleasure she’s making are egging me on. 

“Okay,” she huffs, tugging my hair and pulling me away from my feast. “I think I need a break.” 

“While you’re taking a break, I’ve got a job for you,” I say, pushing myself back up in the middle of the seat. 

With a sexy little smile, Bree folds her body over and grips the base of my cock. “I hope you meant “blowjob” because that’s what I want to do, Daddy.” 

“Oh, that’s exactly what I meant, babygirl.” 

I hold her ponytails back as she lowers herself to my shaft. I’m nine and a half inches long, but it’s my thickness that gets women every time. I’m known for stretching women to the hilt. 

“Do what you can, sweetheart. I don’t expect you to go all the way down.” 

“I don’t think I can, Daddy. But I’ll do my best.” 

I watch in sweet agony as she wraps her lips around the tip and starts to suck. I let my eyes trail over her arched back, and her curvy ass as it sticks out toward the passenger window. If I were to look in from the outside, I’d see her sweet little bottom swaying side to side as she bobs her head gently. 

I growl and twist her ponytails tighter in my fist, softly thrusting my hips up and down in an attempt to go deeper in her mouth. 

I can tell she’s struggling just to suck on my head. But fuck, it still feels good, her soft tongue slipping and sliding back and forth, and watching her cheeks hollow as she sucks her daddy. 

Saliva starts to hang from her lips, and I release her ponytails to catch it in my hand, then move to her ass and smear it around her forbidden hole, hearing her whimper in response. 

“Don’t worry, my angel. I’m only going to finger that tight little ass of yours. Not fuck it. At least not tonight. Let me show you how good it feels.” 

My cock throbs angrily as she finally fits the widest part of my dick inside of her mouth. Her hair is in the way so I can’t see. But fuck, I can feel it. 

I swirl her tight sphincter with my wet thumb a few times, feeling it pucker and relax. I then push my thumb inside, causing Bree to release a soft whine. 

“Oh fuck, baby. That’s a good girl, letting Daddy’s finger inside your asshole.” 

“Mm-hmm,” she purrs, bobbing faster, sucking harder, moving her tongue all along my underside, her blond ponytails swooshing back and forth. 

My scrotum tingles, and heat ripples over my skin. “Fuck. I’m about to cum, sweetheart.” 

I push my thumb all the way inside her bottom, and I feel it quiver several times. My hand is in the perfect position to cup her pussy while I thumb-fuck her asshole, and I feel a hard spray of fluid pulse out onto my palm as she cums. 

Her ass quivers hard, and my dick turns to steel. I feel the cum moving through my balls, then erupt from my slit with the force of a fucking firehose. 

“Oh shit,” I growl, lifting my ass up off the seat to fuck her mouth. 

And then those incredibly soft hands of hers begin to fondle my balls, and more of my seed bursts out. I can still feel her tight ring of muscles contracting around my thumb, which is only making me cum harder. 

Her whimpers as she gulps me down make me smile because they’re throaty, aroused whimpers. 

Bree is my new addiction. 

As the last few tremors of my orgasm begin to fade, I pull my thumb out of her bottom and give her a light swat on the ass. She giggles and sits up, hooking her arms around my neck. 

“Get in my lap, baby. There’s one part of your body I’ve neglected so far.” 

There are a lot of places on her body I’ve neglected, but I’ll have to tackle those when we have more space. 

“What part is that?” Bree’s legs go around my mine, and she keeps her arms over my shoulders. I’m fucking glad as hell I went with a truck that has plenty of headroom. 

“This part?” I cup Bree’s waist and slide her shirt up. And she leans back and lifts her arms, letting me tug off her shirt. 

I growl when I see her tits. They’re small and pert, but her nipples … my god, her nipples are the size of silver dollars. And they’re hard as peppermint candies. 

I roll my thumbs over them, watching Bree’s soft blue eyes melt. Her teeth sink into her lower lip and her breathing increases. 

“Oh Daddy …” she whispers. 

“Mmmmm,” I respond, pinching them, rolling them, and flicking them with my pointers. 

She huffs, and I lick my lips, eager to taste. 

I swirl one nipple with my tongue, feeling it crinkle and shrink. Bree pants, starting to roll her hips. I feel her pussy lips rub against my balls, and I groan uncontrollably. 

I press my hands to her back, feeling her soft strands brush along my flesh. “Oh babygirl,” I groan, moving to her other breast. 

I knead them gently while sucking on her other nipple, noticing her grinding becoming more urgent. I’m sure at this point she’s rubbing her clit along the root of my dick, now wedged against my lower abs. 

“You wanna fuck Daddy’s dick, sweet girl?” 

“Uh-huh,” she whimpers. 

I growl and cup her ass, licking her titties in slow circles. One and then the other, keeping her nipples wet and hard. 

I then lift her ass up and pull her forward, just enough so that my head glides inside her entrance. 

Fuck, she’s amazingly tight. I’m worried about hurting her, but Bree gives a little push, and before I know it, she’s sitting on my cock, her pussy feeling like the tightest, warmest, wettest tunnel I’ve ever buried myself inside of. 

“Oh gaaaaaaahd,” she moans. 

“Shit,” I grunt, squeezing her ass cheeks. 

I thought for sure I’d have to go slow with her, but she seems to want it hard and fast. 

“You fill me up so deep, Daddy. Mmmmmmm,” Bree purrs as she starts bouncing up and down on my cock. 

I lean back and watch her go to town, just riding and fucking my thick meat as her eyes roll into her head once again. Her small tits bounce wildly, and she’s moaning and purring as her juices cover my balls. 

And even as tight as she is, I feel her squeeze my shaft as she cums again. I can’t hold back. My balls seize up, shrink, tingle, and there I go, cumming inside of her when I had every intention of pulling out. 

Oh fucking well…. 

My ears go numb I’m cumming so hard, but when the sound returns, all I can hear are the groans of mine and Bree as we cum at the same time. 

And even after I fill her up, I’m still hard. 

I grip her by the ass and start kissing her neck as I pummel her hard and fast. 

“Yes, Daddy. Harder,” Bree begs. 

Fuck. I can feel the ceiling of her pussy rubbing along my crown. I’m deeper inside of this girl than I imagined I could go. I sink my teeth into the flesh of her neck and ram with all my might, my huge, hard cock drilling in and out of her like a fucking piston. I hold her hips steady with each thrust, feeling her soft titties bounce against my chest. 

Seconds later, I feel Bree squirt all over my balls, and then I slow down just a little, feeling her contractions right as I shoot another load in her belly. 

“Fuuuuuuuck,” I groan, grinding deep inside of her to be sure my seed gets planted. 

Getting Bree pregnant would be the icing on the cake of this fucked up night. My son will have to deal with it. And so help me god, if he says one bad word about his now ex-girlfriend, I’ll kick his ass to the curb. 

I will not have anyone disrespect my baby. 

“Daddy?” Bree says, her voice sounding out of breath as I pump the last few spurts inside of her. 

“Yeah, baby?” 

She looks at me, an intoxicated smile upon her face. 

“Are you going to fuck me all night in your truck? Or are you going to bail Stephen out? I kinda feel sorry for him.” 

I let out a sigh. “I suppose I should bail him out. But I want you to go to my house and wait for me. In my bed.” 

“Ooooh,” she says, French kissing me and bringing my hands up to cup her tits. “Are you going to tell Stephen about what we did?” 

I shrug. “He’ll find out eventually. Once I knock you up.” 

Bree gasps, but then she smiles. “I like that idea. But Stephen will be so jealous.” 

“I don’t care. He doesn’t deserve you. I do.” 

“Yes, you do,” Bree says, hugging me tightly. 

Oh yeah, I got a good little girl right here. And I’m keeping her. 

THE END 


Thank you so much for reading. Be sure to follow Daisy Luke on Amazon so you know when her next book is released.

OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Loved by the Daddy and Grandpa


    		Lonely Daddy


    		Claiming My Son’s Girlfriend


    		My Thieving Boyfriend


    		My Toxic Son


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118

		119

		120

		121

		122

		123

		124

		125

		126

		127

		128

		129

		130

		131

		132

		133

		134

		135

		136

		137

		138

		139

		140

		141

		142

		143

		144

		145

		146

		147

		148

		149

		150

		151

		152

		153

		154

		155

		156

		157

		158

		159

		160

		161

		162

		163

		164

		165

		166

		167

		168






OEBPS/image_rsrc16N.jpg





