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The Steps to Control: New Man of the
House

 


It’s late on a Friday night, and
Gerald, my adoptive father, grounded me just last night for the
entire weekend. It’s really no fair at all.

“Constance, we have rules
here,” he told me. “And I expect you to obey, like a good
girl.”

Ugh.

All I was doing was talking
to my boyfriend, Jerry, for just two
minutes over Gerald’s stupid new curfew,
and bam! Just like that, grounded for the whole weekend. My phone
taken away, and my computer too. Can you believe it? Totally
unfair.

I toss a stuffed bunny across my room.
It bounces off some pink shelves, knocking a few containers of
glitter to the floor. Luckily, they stay closed.

“It’s not fair,” I say for the nineteenth time,
pouting on my pinkified bed.

I hate all the stuffed
animals in my room. And all the pink decorations, too. I came home
last week and found out Stephanie, my adoptive mother, had just put
all of this super girlish stuff up without even once asking me.

“You’re lucky to be here, Constance,” she said, in that weird
new breathy sexy voice of hers. “You ought to be more grateful that
I take an interest in making your surroundings clean and happy.
Young good girls make a household happy”

Ugh, yeah right. I'm a
totally mature young woman. I'm going to college in a few months,
and hopefully far away from here. I don’t know what’s gotten into Stephanie. She
and Gerald raised me for as long as I can remember, and it’s
just…unsettling to hear her talk about our relationship like
that.

The worst part about all of
this is that Friday nights are suppose to be my nights to have fun.
I get to go out with my friends, stay out late, have a good time.
Isn’t that what eighteen year-old girls are supposed to do? I miss
Jerry terribly and I want to tell him how much I like him. I think
I may even love him. He's just like, the best boyfriend ever. He's cute and
funny and plays sports. What else could a girl want from a
guy?

I'm still dressed in what I
wore today, just for him, to keep me on his mind since I knew I
wouldn't be able to hang out with him this weekend. It's a hot,
tiny nearly-sheer white dress that shows off my sexy young legs
perfectly. There's no straps over my shoulders, revealing with
relish the sexy tanned skin of my shoulders and showing off the
young vulnerability of my neck. My young, perfect cleavage is
shown just enough
to be super cute, while still pretending that I'm a totally classy
girl.

Wearing a sexy hot dress like this, I
want Jerry to push me against a locker and skip class with me. He
didn't.

Sigh.

I just know that Gerald has like, the
biggest grudge against me for being young and pretty and enjoying
life. I’m tall and blond, my breasts a perky, perfect 36C, my eyes
bright blue. It’s possible there are other girls who maybe have
bigger boobs at school, or bodies even more toned, but nobody can
light a candle to my amazing face. I’ve got hot cheekbones, a
perfectly straight nose, and lips so swelteringly perfect that I
probably make those old Greek goddesses jealous. And, from the way
Gerald acts, I know he resents me for being so pretty and available
and fun. I sometimes think he wants me as much as some of the guys
at school.

I think maybe he's mad at me too
because we used to be somewhat closer.

Today is his birthday. If
he had just asked me to stay home, like a normal person, I would have made time
for it.

I would have! I’m not some evil
bitch.

But no. Instead,
he’s commanded me
to stay home. Like he’s some fucking king in a castle.
Ugh.

It used to be on Friday nights, we’d
have movie nights. We’d watch a fun little romcom or an old action
movie, something cool. But he kept wanting to watch weirder and
weirder stuff, things with lots of mind controlled heroines or
beautiful naked young women. Once, he even suggested something that
turned out to be softcore porn! He apologized afterward, saying he
hadn’t known what it was, but like, I never felt quite right about
it.

Nowadays, I just feel like he’s just
like, the biggest, weirdest creep in the world. I don’t know what
Stephanie sees in him. I certainly don’t know why it seems like, in
the past few weeks, she’s become his total loveslave. It’s super
weird.

Stephanie is downstairs right now,
happily making dinner. Just three weeks ago, she was never home,
working all the time, making a name for herself in business. I was
certain she was due to become a VP at her company within a few
months. Then she and Gerald had a really long conversation one
afternoon when I wasn't home, and she announced at dinner—which she
made, the first time in maybe five years—that she had quit her job
to be a stay-at-home wife.

“Mom,” I said.

“Yes?”

“No. You’re a stay-at-home mom.”

“Oh,” her eyes went blank
for a moment. Gerald nodded at her, and then she smiled and nodded
too. “I suppose I am, dear. Thank you.”

Her voice has, since then, turned into
something breathy and sweet, full of happy well-wishes and
thoughtful advice. It isn’t exactly an unwelcome change, but it is
a far cry from how she used to be—stern, cold, calculating. I had
been sure they had been heading for a divorce.

There’s nothing else to do in this
room. The pink wallpaper is making me want to vomit, as are the
sparkles and stars trailing across the ceiling.

Frustrated, I go downstairs once more
to make my case to Stephanie. Perhaps she’ll listen. She used to
listen to me all the time. She was rather good at it. She wanted so
much for me—to be an independent, successful woman like
her.

I find her walking in glossy red high
heels—four inches high, the tallest I’ve ever seen her in—her long
dark hair draped down her back sexily, like she’s royalty, like
she’s a queen. She wears a tiny dress underneath her apron, too
tiny even to wear out at a club. Her thoroughly hefty bust swells
against the dress and the apron both, revealing a good deal of
cleavage. The fabric of the dress barely covers the curve of her
tight, toned, perfect ass. I don’t inherit my looks from Stephanie,
obviously, but she’s basically a brunette version of me in her
mid-thirties.

She's preparing a cake for Gerald. I
can see her icing out D-A-D-D-Y on the thick chocolate.

I used to admire her, being so
beautiful, probably compelling men to do what she said in the
boardrooms of big corporations by a sultry mix of looks, suave, and
cunning. Now, the creature in front of me couldn’t cunning her way
out of a paperbag, unless “Daddy” told her to first.

“Stephanie—” I start, but she wags her finger at
me.

“Mommy, dear. You know your Daddy wants you calling me Mommy.
It’s more…comfortable that way.”

She nods her head and smiles dimly, as
if hearing him right then and agreeing.

“Mommy, then.” I get an odd little chill saying it. “Whatever.
This grounding is totally unfair, and you know it.”

“Oh dear, that’s not a very helpful attitude.” Her voice is
soft and breathy. “Your Daddy knows best. He
knows…so much.”
She begins pinching her breast. One of her hands slides lazily
across the cabinet, spreading the ingredients all around. Flour
goes everywhere, pasting her exposed cleavage.

I start to back away.
“St-stephanie…Mommy…”

Her voice becomes even
breathier, interspersed with moans. “I love him so much, dear. He always knows
what’s right. He knows how to treat me so good…”

With a happy, orgasmic sigh, she
slides back against the counter, sliding her hand up her thigh and
inside the slip of her tiny dress. I’m speechless.

“Oh Daddy,” she whispers softly. “Oh…Daddy…”

Soft schlicking sounds fill the
kitchen. I can’t believe what I’m seeing. My mommy, I mean,
Stephanie is fingering herself right there in front of me just
thinking about Daddy!

Gerald, I mean. She’s thinking about
Gerald.

That’s so…so fucked up. I have to get
away.

I rush off to the entryway
of the house, trying my best to ignore my mother’s burgeoning
screams of ecstasy. I don’t even want to think about what must be going
through her mind. Thinking about Daddy, I mean Gerald, fucking her!
Ick!

But just as I start upstairs, Gerald
walks inside, setting his briefcase down on the table.

“Good evening, dear. How are you? How about a kiss for Daddy's
birthday?”

“Screw you,” I tell him, looking him right in the
eyes.

He looks slightly amused, as if I’ve
made a joke I don’t know about.

Upset at the scene I’ve just
witnessed, I pop open his suitcase and grab the tablet from
inside.

“I’m borrowing this,” I announce rudely. “You won’t let me use my computer,
so this is happening, now.”

“I
don’t think so, young lady. Entertainment is a privilege for those
not breaking the rules.”

“Shut up! You can’t make
me do anything,” I shout, my voice sharp. “You’re
not my real dad!”

For a moment, he looks hurt. I feel
terrible for having said it. Then he smiles, as if maybe I’ve
unknowingly allowed him to do something.

“No. You’re right. Go ahead. Take the tablet.”

I do, too stubborn to apologize just
yet.

Upstairs, in my bed, I buzz about on
the internet for a few minutes. But shortly thereafter, the
internet is shut off. I know it's him.

The tyrant! Taking away even the
internet! What the hell am I supposed to do without
internet?

Parents these days just do not respect
their teens enough.

Fine, then. I decide that I’ll just
read whatever’s on here. Surely there has to be something
interesting.

Then I see what’s open on the library
section. Pictures of hot, sexy young women in outrageous outfits,
posing for the camera like they need hard, forceful cock pumping
into their bodies. Each image is captioned with sexy titles.
They’re books, I realize. These are covers of...of porn
books?

The door opens. Gerald is there, a
small smile on his face.

He’s a handsome man, after a fashion.
He has thick dark brown hair and a lantern jaw. I don’t want to
think about it, but Stephanie has been telling me over and over
again how ripped, rugged, and hung he is. Hung like a fucking
tripod, she tells me.

“Find anything you like, sweetheart?”

“Gerald, what is this stuff? ‘My Spicy Confession.’ ‘The
Cheerleader’s Secret.’ These are all like, full of hot teens and
older men fucking each other’s brains out. This is like, a joke,
right?”

“Come on now, sweetheart. You know I like it better when you
call me ‘Daddy.’”

Ew. No way.

I shook my head. “Yeah, right. I’m not
doing anything for you until you tell me what these stories are all
about.”

“It’s my birthday. You don’t want to do me the birthday honor
of calling me Daddy? Not even once?”

“I
don’t care that
it’s your birthday. I hate
you. And clearly you’re some…some
disgusting pervert. Why do you have these stories? Does Stephanie know about
them?”

“They’re about what you’re going to want, sweetie. You see,
your Mommy, she was hesitant at first too. But I convinced
her.”

A low feeling of dread spreads over my
stomach. “What do you mean, what I’m going to want? Convinced
Stephanie of what? What are you even saying?”

“I
convinced her that serving me and doing exactly what I said was the
only real way for her to move through life. She agrees now, of
course. She’s my good girl. Just like you will be. I fuck her any
way that I want, whenever I want. I could have her sucking me off
right now while I talk to you. I could have her stroking my big,
fat cock while I spanked you, and she’d get off on it if I ordered
her to. I could be fucking her from behind and she'd beg for the
privilege of holding you down so I could have my way with you. Do
you understand? You’ll be getting off on that too, my darling girl.
You won’t have a choice. You’re going to be the perfect gift for my
birthday, sweetie.”

“Sh-shut up,” I say, sliding backward until I fall down a bit
over my stupidly enormous pink bed. I struggle to regain my
footing, hitting the shelves behind me. They’re full of tacky glass
snowglobes of fairy kingdoms and big ugly pink picture books. “I
don’t know what you’re talking about, but it’s weird and fucked up
and I want you to stop!”

He shakes his head, coming into the
room. He holds the doorknob for a moment, as if considering
shutting it. Then he smiles and swings it wide open. He doesn’t
care who sees what’s next.

“I’m serious, G-Gerald! Stop! You’ve fucked up my room, and
fucked up Stephanie somehow, and you’re just dead wrong if you
think you’re going to do anything to me! I'm telling
you—”

Just as soon as I was going to say
something really mean, something about his dick I think, he pulls
out this crystal from his pocket.

It’s soo….sooooo….

So shiny.

“Shiiiny,” I moan.

Nothing else enters my head. The
crystal is so shiny and perfect. Its light enters my skull, not
letting anything else in. No thoughts. No cares. No worries. Just
the shiny, shiny crystal.

“Yes, dear. It’s very shiny, isn’t it? Very
pretty.”

“Pretty,” I say dumbly.

All my thoughts are dripping away,
like sorghum out of a pot. The crystal is sooo, sooooo pretty. I
love it. I want to do anything it wants me to. I’ve never seen
anything so pretty in my whole life.

“You’re totally safe, sweetheart.”

“Totally safe.” My voice tired, happy.

“You’re totally happy.”

“Totally happy.”

I am. Isn’t that great? Being happy? I
could be happy all the time now. I love this
crystal.

“Everything feels good.”

I nod absently.
“Everything…feels good.”

“You don’t need to think.”

“Don’t need to think.”

Distantly, I can sense Gerald coming
close. The crystal right in front of my eyes. One of his hands
comes onto my hips, gripping it firmly.

“You’re a good girl. Good girls don’t ever think.”

“Good girls don’t ever
think.”

His hand slides up my body, going up
underneath my shirt. That feels perfect, too. My sexy teen body is
so tight and firm and soft beneath his rough hands.

“Thinking is just too hard on your own.”

“Too hard…on my own…”

His fingers are on my nipples.
Exploring. Touching. Tweaking. It feels sooo good. Everything feels
good.

“You don’t find those stories gross.”

“I
don’t…don’t find those stories gross.”

“They’re actually pretty cool.”

“They’re pretty…cool.”

Real men fucking hot teens. Men of the
house taking their good girls. That's so fucking cool.

“They turn you on.”

“They…they…”

This one is hard. I have some block
about the stories. I can’t think of what it is. Thinking is sooo
hard for girls…

I think I hear a sigh in the
background. I can't see anything but the light of the crystal. I
don’t know what it’s from. Slim, feminine hands go onto my panties,
sliding them down from my slight dress. A hot, soft little tongue
starts licking at my clit. It feels amazing. All I know is pleasure
and obedience to the crystal.

“Men turn you on.”

“Men turn me on.”

That’s true enough. Men like Jerry,
maybe. He’s my…my something. I forget. I try to think, but it’s so
hard to think on my own…

“Real men turn you on.”

“Real men turn me
on.”

So does this hot fucking tongue on my pussy
ohmygoddd....

“I’m a real man.”

 

“You’re a real man.”

Yesss...a real man. Just like...just
like what's-his-name...

“I'm the only real man you
know.”

“You're
the only real man I know.”

Oh. That makes so much sense. That's
so much easier. Gratitude floods through my simple little brain.
More licking, more pleasure-pulses pounding through my pristine
perfection.

“I
turn you on.”

“You turn me on.”

I bite my lip. The tongue
licking my cunt feels soooo fucking good. I am turned on. It must be him that's doing
it.

“Daddy turns you on.”

“Daddy turns me on.”

“What Daddy likes turns you on.”

“What Daddy likes turns me on.”

Those licks just don’t stop! The
pleasure keeps building and building, feeling so very fucking
good.

“Daddy likes those stories.”

“Daddy likes those
stories.”

“Those stories turn you on.”

“Those stories turn me on.”

Anything
could turn me on right now. Whoever’s licking me
is an expert, and I can sense longing in the licks. The person
doing it—a woman, surely—has wanted me for a long, long
time.

“You belong to Daddy.”

“I
belong to Daddy.”

“I’m your Daddy.”

“You’re my Daddy.”

Oh my god yes yes I belong
to him! Yes! I belong to Daddy!

“You don’t care about your boyfriend.”

“I
d-don’t c-care about my...myyy boyfrieeeeend.”

I giggle, feeling myself
riding on the waves of pre-orgasm. I don’t even know
who my boyfriend is
anymore.

“You’ll break up with your boyfriend.”

“I’ll b-break up with, ohgod w-with him.”

Oh course I will. I'll
be happy to.

“You never liked him anyway.”

“I-I never liked him.”

“You’re so happy Mommy is my slave.”

“I'm
s-sooo so happy Momm-mmyy is your slaaave...”

I can’t hold it back anymore. The
licking intensifies on my pussy and I can’t help but cum. I do so,
hard, moaning and thrashing. My hands stay limp at my sides, my jaw
opening and closing in helpless, obedient pleasure. I feel full,
perfect emptiness floating inside of me for a long time.

But even as I return to reality, the
crystal is there. My entire world, now. Before pleasure, during
pleasure, after pleasure. All the make-up of my mind.

“You want to learn from Mommy.”

“Want to learn from
Mommy.”

The licks haven't stopped, only slowed
down a little. She's kissing me down there. Adoring my hot teen
pussy.

“You want Mommy to teach you how to fuck.”

“Want Mommy to teach me how to fuck.”

“You want Mommy to teach you how to suck.”

“Want Mommy to teach me how to suck.”

“You want to be Daddy’s dirty whoreslut.”

His voice is getting so vicious now.
I'm enjoying it.

“Want to be Daddy’s
dirty whoreslut.”

“You love being Daddy’s fuckslave.”

“Love being Daddy’s
fuckslave.”

I return his viciousness in kind. The
fierceness he communicates with.

“I
am hypnotizing you to love being my fuckslave.”

“You are hypnotizing
me to love being your fuckslave.”

Oh god, that's what's happening.
Huh.

“You love being hypnotized.”

“I love being hypnotized.”

Oh god, that's what's happening?
That's so fucking great and cool! That's the best fucking thing
I've ever heard of! The licks and kisses on my tight teen cunt keep
going, steadily more and more passionate once again.

“You love that I’ve changed you this way.”

“I love that
you’ve changed me this way.”

I do. My Daddy is so wonderful and
good, to make me want this bliss! He’s so right, so very fucking
right about everything! Oh, Mommy was so right to love him like she
does!

“The old you was wrong and silly.”

“The old me was wrong. Silly.”

I barely remember her. Who can
remember silly things, anyway? Like some silly joke a person told
you when you were a kid, that old me is long gone and best
forgotten.

“Now you understand the proper way.”

“Understand…the proper way.”

Slowly, a fog recedes from my brain. I
can see the man of my dreams, my DaddySir, right there in front of
me, putting something away in his pocket. He’s so handsome and
good, and I just know he has the biggest cock in the
world.

I can see it, in fact. Mommy is there
in front of us, between us, stroking his enormous, thick-veined
cock with one gloved hand while she licks away at my pussy. That’s
so fucking sexy. She must have been the one kissing and licking my
pussy the entire time he was hypnotizing me. What a wonderful Mommy
she is, to help Daddy like that!

I gasp, realizing she must have been
hypnotized too! How lucky for her!

“Mommyyy…” I moan, seeing her.

She made me cum. She licked me until I
had a hot little orgasm, just for her and Daddy.

With a wink, she moves away from my
pussy, and turns around, facing Daddy.

“Kneel with your Mommy,” he orders, putting a hand on my
shoulder.

I get down on my knees, obeying
happily, of course.

“Suck him like this, sweetie,” Mommy shows me, gulping down
Daddy’s cock.

Her perfect, sexy lips slide over it
so easily. He runs his hands through her thick brunette hair,
wrapping her long strands around his fingers and tugging hard. God,
she even makes it sexy when she slides off, licking the head with a
sexy little giggle. Her eyes are all glazed over. I bet mine are
too.

“I
can’t believe I only did that for the first time like two weeks
ago,” she says happily. “I don’t know how I lived without his big
Daddycock filling me up.”

She giggles again, and I giggle with
her. She’s so sexy. I love her. I lean forward and kiss her right
on the lips, loving her totally. She moans, and then slides us up
back toward Daddy’s cock. His bulbous head slides between our lips,
and Mommy guides me on top of it so I start to suck him down. It’s
the biggest thing, bar none, that I’ve ever had in my
mouth.

I try doing it like her,
but I can’t take as much. He’s so fucking big! I gag and slide back, coughing
a bit. Mommy looks at me sympathetically.

Daddy, above us both in every way, is
stern and unforgiving.

“Try again,” he orders.

Of course I obey, sliding my teenage
mouth forward, my big tits hitting his knee. Mommy is licking my
neck, so sexy and natural. Her tits press against mine. Her apron
is ripped and her dress is askew, her body on display for her man.
Our Man. Our Daddy.

I gag again, but Daddy
doesn’t care. He pushes his cock down my throat anyway, hard. I gag
harder, and Daddy just keeps fucking my throat. He’s
such a man. I can barely
breath, his cock choking me, and he just punishes my hot teenage
throatcunt harder and harder. I almost feel like I'm going to die.
I wouldn't care. So long as he's happy.

Finally he relents, pulling out of me
and then immediately letting Mommy slurp him down.

“This is what good fucksluts get,” he says to me, holding my
hair tight. “Watch close. This is what good girls do for
Daddy.”

He fucks her mouth harder
and harder, and Mommy more than keeps up, she excels. She stares up at him with
open lust, wanting more and more, wanting to be fucked and abused
even harder than ever. His balls slap against her throat, and she
just loves it.

I love it too. I hold her tight,
loving to be able to be so close to her hot body.

I can see him tensing, his muscles
flexing.

“Ask for it, sweetie,” he commands me. Ask to watch Daddy
cum.”

“Oh yes, please Daddy!” I moan, fingering my hot cunt. “Please
cum all over Mommy! Please! I need to watch it, please!”

Relenting at last, he pulls out of
Mommy’s mouth and sprays all over her, covering her entire face in
his big load. Hot, thick gooey white strands of perfect Daddycum
land up and down her gorgeous face, marking her as his, totally.
For a few moments, I am allowed just to witness, and be in
awe.

I totally am.

“Clean Mommy,” he orders.

I lean forward with relish, licking
Mommy’s beautiful face clean of cum. Daddy tastes soooo good.
But…still. I wasn’t the one who was sprayed. It’s tough hiding my
disappointment. He can sense it, of course.

“Are you jealous, sweetie?” he asks me.

I nod with big eyes.

“I’m soo jealous, Sir. I know she deserves your cum for being
such a hot piece of slavefuckmeat for you, but I still want to
choke on your cum. I don’t care if it kills me. I want to be filled
with your hot perfect cum until I don’t know what side is
up.”

As I spoke, Mommy was cleaning his
cock with her mouth, moaning happily at my words. She loves how
much I worship Daddy, how much I worship her husband. That’s so
perfect, so wonderful. We worship him together. That’s how life
should be for Daddy. He deserves his two Best Girls doing
everything he says.

Mommy slides all the way off of
Daddy’s cock, stroking him.

“Won’t you fuck her, Sir? Please? Please let me watch you fuck
my daughter? I wanna see it. I want to watch you break her in,
DaddyMaster. Please?”

In the grip of her soft, purposeful
strokes, I can see Daddy’s cock has gotten so very big and thcik.
He’s hard again. I can’t believe it. My Daddy is such a fucking
miracle of man!

“Get on the bed, sweetie,” he commands me.

Of course I do as he says, hopping on
the bed. I don’t have a choice. I don’t want one. I obey my
Daddy.

“Spread your legs,” he says.

“Yes, Daddy,” I coo, obeying happily.

I spread them out all the way. My
little gaudy anklets dangle, waiting for him. He climbs between my
legs. His cock is so fucking huge. I would be scared I couldn’t
take it inside me, except that of course I know my Daddy will take
care of me. Nothing can hurt when he’s around. I’m always
safe.

He enters my body with his
thick bare meat, his thick rod pushing back my folds, taking my
virginity exactly the way he should. It’s his to take. I’ve
always belonged to him
in body—now my mind and soul are along for the ride, as is
proper.

His amazing shaft pushes harder into
my slippery, wet velvety glove, and I can feel my fertile body
straining to take all of him. He’s so fucking big!

“You’ll wreck me, Daddy!”

I say it with amazement, not fear. I
love that he can destroy me with his cock. I hope that he ruins me
for anything else for the rest of my life.

He starts picking up the speed of his
thrusts. He likes it too, that he can totally destroy my teenage
body however he wants. Mommy climbs up on the bed, licking his
neck, holding him so tight.

“Yeah, fuck her,” Mommy moans. “Fuck our daughter. Fuck her
harder, Sir. Fuck her SO hard. Fuck her fertile body until she’s
broken, sir. Fuck into our hot fucking slave, Daddy! Fucking make
her yours, Daddy!
She’s so fucking yours!

His fucking only intensifies. His
enormity pounds into my tiny teenage cunt again and again. I love
being so hot and wet and tight just for him. I can hear him
grunting at how I'm squeezing on his big fat rod.

“Yeah!” I moan happily. “Fuck me, Daddy! Fuck your little
daughter! Fuck your hypnoslave daughter! I fucking love it! I hope
you fucking make me more of your slave! I hope you break my mind
forever, Daddy! I love it! I need
it!”

My voice is almost raspy—dark and
heavy from so much need, so many screams of joy. I can feel his
orgasm approaching inside of him. His cock gets extra-hard, his
balls retract just a bit, gearing up to spill inside me.

“Cum in her, Master!” my Mommy whines. “Cum in her like you
deserve! Fucking claim her, Daddy! Please!”

“Please Daddy!” I whine with her. “Please Daddy! Please
Daddy!”

It’s all I can say anymore. Bliss has
completely taken my mind over. I’ve nothing left except perfect,
hot thoughts of service and obedience. I cum, my body thrashing
with the sudden rapture, and I can feel my Daddy release inside
me.

It’s so fucking hot and good. His big,
fat sexy creampie layering thick inside my hot pussy. He’s so good
to me to fill me like that. I cum with his orgasm pouring inside of
me, and my body thrashes wildly, holding him tight. He's my
rockhard pillar through the storm of bliss that only he can
provide. Mommy cums too, crying out, holding him as tight as I do.
He can take it. He guides us through that overwhelming pleasure,
giving us our perfect center. He's the man of the house.

He falls on top of me. His weight is
so heavy and good. I feel so very safe, wrapped up with my perfect
Mommy, my wonderful Daddy.

“Good girl,” they both whisper in my ears. “Good girl for
Daddy.”

Daddy was totally right. I am the
perfect gift for his birthday.

 


 


# # #

 


* * * * *

Your opinion influences
other readers and matters quite a bit to me! If you enjoyed this
sexy story, please leave a review on Amazon and let others know
what you thought. I want to write what you love!

* * * * *

I think you’re pretty
terrific for reading my naughty thoughts! Let's get in
touch.

You can:


See the hottest new erotica releases from tons of erotica authors via
my 
Facebook
Author Page!


Be my friend on Facebook!

See what’s happening with
me on Twitter @nadianightside.

And finally, enjoy some of
my favorite
dirty pictures and NSFW .gifs via Tumblr!

* * * * *

 


 


Love fun, sexy, free
stories?

 


 


Subscribe
to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter
for a private link to THREE completely free
stories available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll
receive exclusive access to regular special offers and
discounts!

 


 


Hope to hear from you
soon!
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