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Description:

Joanne loves the two men she lives with. They’ve always been loving and gentle. Until they catch her at a topless beach. And then all bets are off.


********

“You know,” Nick says, putting his hand over my leg. “If you wanted to show off those beautiful breasts of yours, you should have just come to us. It’s a hell of a lot safer than going to some topless beach alone.”

I can’t believe what he’s saying. But I’d be lying if I said it didn’t turn me the fuck on. “Daddy, I didn’t go to the beach to show off my boobs.”

He strokes the top of my knee, making my flesh hot. “Then why did you go, princess?”

I let out a sigh. “I was just trying to boost my confidence. I’ve … never even been with a man, and I’ve always wondered if it was because I wasn’t sexy enough.”

His eyes grow wide. “You’re kidding, right? Baby, you’re beautiful. Stunning. Fuck. You’re giving me a fucking hard-on right now.”

Desire seeps from my pussy and into the crotch of my bikini and I feel my nipples pucker under my arms.

“I … I am?”

Oh god, what is happening right now?

********


Today is the day.

The day I let it all hang out.

I’m meeting my friend Sally at the beach—more specifically a topless beach I’ve been dying to go to ever since I turned eighteen last year. I have nice tits, or so I’ve been told by Sally. Not like any guys have ever seen them. But that’s okay. I’m proud of my virginity.

Anyway, I’m not going for the sole purpose of showing off my tits or anything stupid like that. I just need to feel … liberated. Free. And life is too short to feel anything other than that. And okay, maybe I do need to be stared and smiled at a little.

I grab my beach bag and head out, stopping to say goodbye to Nick and Paul. They’re the two men I live with. As old college buddies and best friends, they don’t want to have to deal with cooking and cleaning, so I do that for them and in exchange they let me live here for free and feed me. It’s a live-in job you really can’t beat.

When I walk through the kitchen, they’re both at the breakfast table sipping their coffee and scarfing down some eggs and sausage.

“I’m heading out for the day. You two fellas behave.”

I flash them a quick wave and start to open the door when Nick stops me. “Excuse me, princess. Aren’t you forgetting something?”

“Hmm…I don’t know. Am I?”

Nick taps the side of his cheek. “A kiss for your daddy?”

“Oh, right,” I answer, giggling. It’s so cute that they make me call them daddy. I guess I don’t mind it since they do take good care of me.

I walk to Nick and press my lips to his cheek, feeling his morning scruff rub against me.

“Don’t forget about your other daddy, sweetheart,” Paul says, lifting a brow at me and smiling coyly.

“How could I ever forget about you?” I walk his way and kiss his cheek. Paul and Nick both have dark hair and strong rugged features. But Paul keeps a short goatee whereas Nick likes to have the constant stubble thing going on.

I find both of them sexy and often wonder why they aren’t married.

“You going to the beach?” Nick asks.

“Yes, and don’t worry. I’ll be home in time to cook dinner.”

“Have fun and be safe,” Paul says. “And don’t forget the sunscreen.”

“I never do,” I answer with a smile and a wink.

“We’re going to the beach, too. Maybe we’ll see you there.”

“Uh, yeah. Maybe. See ya!”

More like maybe not, I think as I leave the house. Well, they don’t need to know what beach I’m going to. It’s best if they stay in the dark.

I love my two sweet daddies. I sometimes wish I had a daddy like them in real life. Then again, I don’t know why I think like that. Obviously, I have them, even though they aren’t my flesh and blood. I know they would never let any harm come my way.

I stop at the store on the way and pick up a few snacks and drinks to put in my small cooler, and I get to the beach before Sally does. But by the time I arrive, she’s messaged me, claiming she got stuck at work and won’t be able to make it until later. I tell her it’s fine, that I’m happy to wait.

Besides, I’m here early enough that I’ve beaten the crowd, which makes me comfortable enough to slip off my bikini top and let the sun’s rays do their thing.

I untie the strings and pull it over my head, setting it inside my bag. I then slather my body with sunscreen, then top it with some tanning oil because what’s the point of lying out nude if you don’t want to tan your tits?

I slide on my sunglasses, stream some soft music from my phone, and lie back for some much needed R&R. It’s so relaxing that I end up drifting to sleep, listening to the sound of the ocean waves and the seagulls flying above. When I wake up about half an hour later, I can see that more adults have arrived, mostly couples, but there are a couple of women sunning on a towel near me, sitting up on their elbows and eyeing two men who are approaching in the distance.

They appear to be a little older than me, maybe in their thirties, and they both have perfect bodies, perfect tits, glittery tanned skin and shiny hair. Fuck. I wished I looked that good. I mean, I’m working on my tan but it’s not quite there. And I have a few more curves than these girls.

And naturally, the men are walking in their direction, not mine.

Oh well. In an hour or so, this beach will be hopping with single guys, and hopefully Sally will be here by then to help me catch one.

I stare at the two women with envy as the men get closer, thinking that they look an awful lot like Nick and Paul. The guy on the right has a goatee and the other … is built just like Nick. And just as I see the smiles appear on their faces when they get close to the sunbathing sluts, it becomes clear as day that they look like my daddies …

… because they are my daddies!

Oh shit.

My jaw drops as I stare at them talking to the two women, trying like hell to come up with an exit plan. If they see me here I will be so embarrassed. Jesus, they might even fire me.

I scramble around, reaching inside my bag for my bikini top so I can at least cover up if they do happen to look my way. But in my efforts to hide myself, I am noticed. Paul’s head pops up from the women and he looks right at me.

Heat floods my face as the smile fades from his lips, and I know it’s too late. I force a smile and wave in his direction. He nudges Nick, motions in my direction, and Nick bores his gaze into me.

Fuck.

And just like that, they are excusing themselves and marching in my direction.

Paul starts. “What in the world are you doing here, Joanne?”

“Yes. I’d like an explanation please,” Nick echoes.

Surprised that they seem upset, I try once again to pull my bikini top out of my bag but it’s caught on something and won’t budge.

“I’m just hanging out, like everyone else.”

Paul’s eyes are moving back and forth between my chest and my face. Like he can’t decide where he’s supposed to be looking. “You said you were going to the beach. Not a topless beach.”

“So? I’m an adult. I’m allowed to be here,” I grit out, yanking my bikini top so hard that it rips in two.

“Just because you’re allowed to be here doesn’t mean you should be here.” Nick argues. “Do you know the kind of creeps that hang out here, just waiting to pounce on some unsuspecting gorgeous thing like yourself?”

Torn between being angry and feeling flattered, I cross my arms to cover my bare breasts. “Thanks, I think. But this beach seems pretty docile to me. Besides, you two are here, and you’re not creeps.”

They give each other a look as I struggle to understand their frustration with me. God, you’d think they were my daddies in real life as protective as they’re acting.

“Your naivete is endearing, Joanne,” Paul says. “But don’t think for one minute that we’re letting you stay here.”

And with that, he squats down, picks me up, tosses me over his shoulder, and starts marching towards the steps leading to the parking lot.

“Oh my god. Are you serious right now?” I grunt as I struggle to straighten my back and get out of his grip.

“Yes, I’m very serious,” Paul answers in a steady voice.

Nick is picking up my things, shaking the sound out of the towel, and is closely behind us as Paul puts his hand on the back of my thigh. My skin tingles with electricity at the intimate touch.

“This is ridiculous,” I argue. “You’re not the boss of me—”

When I realize the error of my statement, I backtrack. “I mean, you are the boss of me, but not when I’m off-duty.”

Paul chuckles and swats my bottom good, and I yelp as Nick lets out a laugh.

“I think she may have forgotten that little contract she signed when she started working for us, Paul.”

“What about it?” I say, feeling steam come from my ears but also feeling throbby and tingly between the legs at the little spank I just got.

“You don’t remember, sweetheart? You agreed to be on duty twenty-four seven, at our beck and call for whatever we may need.”

Well, crap. I sort of remember that but I didn’t think they’d take it to extremes. “This feels like a trick.”

We get to the car and Paul puts me in the back seat as Nick slides in next to me from the other side. His eyes float to my chest, and I realize that I like this sudden attention.

“It’s no trick,” Nick says. “We’re just making sure you know that we basically get to tell you what to do.”

“That’s right,” Paul says, starting the car. “We are the boss of you, and we’re going to take you home and punish you so that you don’t forget it.”

I pull in a quick breath, wondering why they would punish me for something so seemingly ridiculous.

And then my pussy throbs painfully as I imagine all the ways I would love to be punished by them.

But I’m sure they’ll probably just send me to my room, give me some extra chores to do. Really do their best to make me feel guilty for going to a topless beach. Just like a couple of real-life daddies would do.

Maybe they’re right, I think to myself as we head home. Maybe I should be a little more modest. I instinctively cover my chest right before peeking up at the rearview mirror and catching Paul watching me, his gorgeous eyes filled with lust.

“You know,” Nick says, putting his hand over my leg. “If you wanted to show off those beautiful breasts of yours, you should have just come to us. It’s a hell of a lot safer than going to some topless beach alone.”

I can’t believe what he’s saying. But I’d be lying if I said it didn’t turn me the fuck on. “Daddy, I didn’t go to the beach to show off my boobs.”

He strokes the top of my knee, making my flesh hot. “Then why did you go, princess?”

I let out a sigh. “I was just trying to boost my confidence. I’ve … never even been with a man, and I’ve always wondered if it was because I wasn’t sexy enough.”

His eyes grow wide. “You’re kidding, right? Baby, you’re beautiful. Stunning. Fuck. You’re giving me a fucking hard-on right now.”

Desire seeps from my pussy and into the crotch of my bikini and I feel my nipples pucker under my arms.

“I … I am?”

Oh god, what is happening right now?

Paul keeps looking at us in the rearview, and all I’m thinking is he’s probably getting pissed at the way his best friend is talking to me.

“Fuck. Yes.”

He pulls one of my arms down and leads my hand to the crotch of his shorts. Jesus, he’s not joking. It’s hard as steel. I give it a squeeze and it bumps underneath my fingers. And I find myself biting my lip, wondering what it would feel like in my hands…

“You want it, don’t you, princess?”

I huff and nod. And he gently pushes my hand away. “You’ll get it then. But not before we get you home and properly stripped for our consumption.”

We?

My body hums with the anticipation, and when I look up at Paul, at his eyes staring at me in the mirror, I realize … he wants me too.

Both of my daddies do.

My pussy lips swell with need, and my belly aches the last few minutes it takes us to get home. As soon as we pull into the garage, Nick strokes my face softly.

“Go to your bedroom, sweetheart. And wait for your daddies to come to you.”

My breath hitches in my throat as I nod, and I almost trip getting out of the car. It feels weird walking into the house without a top on. My breasts sway from side to side the whole way to my bedroom, and my nipples curl into hard little points.

I sit on the edge of my high bed, my feet dangling down and swinging back and forth, and I get another rush of excitement when I hear the garage door closing. It takes them about ten minutes to get to my bedroom, and by the time they do I’m a nervous ball of energy.

Nick walks right up to me and pulls me to a standing position. His hands cup my breasts, sending shivers of heated lust through my veins.

“Sweetheart, we both need you. In ways you can’t imagine.”

I swallow hard, my heart pounding in my throat. “I … I didn’t know, Daddy.”

Behind him, I can see my other daddy Paul getting undressed, and all of this becomes suddenly real.

Nick pulls my shorts down over my hips, and they fall to the floor, leaving me in nothing but my bikini bottoms and flip-flops. His lips move to mine, and his kiss is demanding, hungry, dominating.

I feel another set of hands on me, coming from behind, and the lust consumes me. I’m being sandwiched between my two daddies, but with Paul, I can feel his erection stabbing me in the back, and it makes my pussy ache.

Nick moves his lips down to my breasts and sucks my nipples into his mouth, taking a turn with each one and languidly licking them until I’m a quivering ball of mess. Paul’s hands glide down the curve of my hips, and he starts kissing my neck, his goatee whiskers tickling my flesh.

I feel like I’m about to lose control in the best possible way.

“Oh Daddy,” I moan, running my fingers through Nick’s hair as Paul’s tongue moves over my neck.

With trembling legs, I feel as though I’m growing weak all over. But I’m not on my feet for long.

Nick leads me to the bed and folds me over, and I’m achingly aware of how handy my high bed is about to become.

“Spread those legs, babygirl. Daddy needs to claim what’s his.” Paul pushes my feet apart on the carpet as his cock presses to my opening.

I fist the comforter as Nick undresses quickly and gets on the bed, spreading his legs on either side of me and offering his hard cock to my face.

“Baby, I know you want this cock, and I want to give it to you. Have for a long while now.” His hands move to the back of my head as I feel Paul move inside my tight pussy, spreading me wide with his thick girth.

“Oh god…” I groan, the pressure nearly excruciating as my daddy pushes against my hymen.

“Take it like a good girl, sweetheart. I know you can,” his deep voice growls.

And in one hard push, Daddy Paul is inside of me, forcing all the air from my lungs as Daddy Nick’s dick enters my mouth.

Paul’s thrusts are rough and forceful. His hips slam into my ass over and over causing my head to bob involuntarily over Nick’s cock. The first few moments are overwhelming, but then we all fall into a rhythm, Paul ramming me from behind and Nick grinding his hips violently, forcing his cock to the back of my throat.

It feels like I’ve lost control. But then I realize I haven’t lost it as much as surrendered it. And the surrender, the handing over of that power, is sheer bliss.

The saltiness of Nick’s precum smearing around my mouth, and my walls tightening around Paul as an orgasm threatens to grip me from head to toe makes me shudder uncontrollably. I don’t even try to hold back, not that I could if I wanted to.

That ball of tension ruptures, and I cum hard, my muscles tightly gripping my daddy’s cock.

“Fuck, baby. Your pussy feels better than I imagined.”

He plows into me harder, his hands pressing into my waist and gripping me firmly as he drills in and out. Meanwhile, my other daddy’s dick turns to steel inside of my mouth, and saliva is flying everywhere as he fucks my face.

I dig my nails into his thighs as he empties in my mouth, white hot cum spraying my tonsils and making me gag as I try to gulp it all down.

“Sorry there’s so much cum, princess,” Nick grunts, tightening his grip in my hair and spurting more of his seed in my mouth. “But seeing those tits of yours on the beach filled your daddy’s balls up so much.”

I cough as one more burst of fluid pulses from his slit, and it’s then I hear Daddy Paul’s hungry growls as he dumps a load of his seed in my belly, the contractions of my fading orgasm milking every little drop he has.

I feel spent, used, and my legs are shaking a little. But then my daddies change positions, and the next thing I know, Paul is forcing his cock past my lips, making me taste my own tangy desire mixed with his earthy cum.

“You’ve got a very special hole here, princess, and this daddy needs to fill it STAT,” Nick says, pushing his cock to my tight little asshole.

I groan, the vibrations of my voice moving through my lips as I suck Paul’s ragingly hard dick. He’s rougher than Nick was, pulling my hair up into a ponytail until my scalp is tingling.

I can hardly breathe as he fucks my mouth hard and fast, but I pull in little rushes of air here and there. And the second I feel Nick pop my ass cherry, I whimper, the pain sharp but heavenly.

And I know I’m instantly hooked on anal.

I grip the comforter, pain and pleasure working the endorphins through my veins as I’m taken roughly at both ends. Daddy Nick slips his hands between my chest and the mattress, getting a grip on my breasts and pinching my nipples so hard I whimper again.

But it sends little daggers of electricity right between my legs. And the next thing I know, I’m cumming, my tight ring of muscles squeezing his shaft over and over.

“Christ, Joanne. You’re trying to make me cum in your ass, aren’t you?”

“She’s about to get it in both holes,” Paul grunts, his cock turning into a solid rod of steel.

My body shakes uncontrollably as I have an orgasm, and my daddies both spurt inside of me, filling me up at both ends. I gulp and gag, shiver and tremble, overcome with the love and lust shared between us.

I can feel Nick’s cock spray my walls, his seed spurting out and dripping down my thighs with each violent thrust. His balls slap my pussy lips as I suck Paul’s meat, swirling my tongue over the length as his pace slows down.

Their voices growl around me, making me feel used and safe and protected.

The way I’ve always wanted to feel.

Once they’ve both finished cumming, they tuck me in bed, and before doing anything else they bring me a bowl of ice cream with chocolate syrup and caramel, as well as three spoons. And we lie in bed sharing it like three lovebirds.

“You two are the best daddies in the world,” I tell them.

With one hand on each of my thighs, they bring back to life the lust inside of me.

“We’ll always be here for you, babygirl,” Paul says.

“As long as you’ll have us,” my other daddy echoes.

I could definitely live like this forever. Maybe I will.


~The End~

Thank you for reading! Please stay tuned for more naughty stories by Daisy Luke.

********
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Excerpt from Daddy Shows Me How to Please:

I look at the dildo as it still hums softly in my hands, and I twist it off. “So, you’ll show me how to give a proper blowjob? Because I’ve never given one before. I don’t want to let Scott down.”

He unzips his pants and reaches in for his cock, a low growl climbing up his throat. “You won’t let him down, sweet baby. Let me show you how to give good head, and you’ll see just how fucking talented I know you are.”

I lick my lips as his cock is bared to me, the head a deep red as he squeezes the base. I get on my hands and knees and move to the edge of the bed, and he places a hand on the back of my head, gripping my long hair tightly and angling my gaze up to meet his hungry stare.

“Start with a little tease. Use that tongue and show Daddy what you got, baby.”

********
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