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Priscilla

I sat on a swing couch on my front porch. I saw Mr. Braun across the street sitting on that big chrome motorcycle of his. 

He reared one leg up and then slammed it down onto a peg and the bike roared to life. I flinched from the sudden noise, but at the same time my heart sped up.

I wished my dad rode a motorcycle.

Mr. Braun and my dad were about the same age, and I’d been good friends with his daughter, Eve, for most of my life. Sometimes I wished that Eve’s dad was my dad instead. He was so much cooler.

Some scantily clad biker chick stepped out from his front door. She scurried down the porch steps and flung herself onto Mr. Braun’s lap, kissing him deeply.

His hands found their way to her hips, and from their glided down to cup her by the ass while she giggled.

The couch springs groaned in complaint when I shifted my weight. A hot shot of jealousy ran up the front of my stomach.

And something else. Heat. Lower than that. Heat that made me press my thighs together.

Eve and I had just finished high school. Both of us 18. Both of us pretty good looking, I thought.

But none of the guys who showed any interest in me at school were like Mr. Braun. 

He was a big guy. Not fat, but muscular. He had an easy smile that could turn wolfish in an instant when he saw some hot piece of ass that he wanted.

He was good with his hands. He rode a motorcycle. He got pretty much any woman that he wanted.

But not once had he fixed that wolfish grin of his on me. Even when I went over to hang out with Eve while wearing shorts so short the bottom of my ass showed.

And I knew I was hotter than that stupid biker slut sitting on his lap right at that moment.

My own dad opened the screen door and poked his head out. Only in his mid-40s, his hair was already mostly gray. And there was a nice, shiny bald spot right in the middle, too.

No, to me, Mr. Braun was what a real man should be.

“Priscilla? Get your ass inside and get your damn chores done. Unless you don’t want to borrow the car tonight?” he said. 

I turned to him, my left hand pushing into the thin padding of the cushion, “Uh, dad, I already did the chores.”

“What? Don’t you tell me what you did or didn’t do! The laundry is still down in the basement! Unwashed!” he said, his face taking on a ruddy flush that did nothing for his looks. 

I blinked. “I wasn’t supposed to do the laundry. That wasn’t on the list. See?” I took a folded piece of paper out of my shorts’ pocket and handed it to him.

He snatched it away and unwrapped it, squinting. His lips became a thin line. “So what if it isn’t on the list? Do them or stay here tonight. I don’t care which.”

“Dad!” I said. I wanted the car for 3:00. It was coming up on 2:00. There wouldn’t be time to get all the laundry done before I had to leave.

I was supposed to meet up with some friends at the mall for one last hang out before everything started getting ready for college in the fall.

“Whatever it is, not my problem!” he said, and went back into the house.

I couldn’t believe this! I pushed up from the couch and stomped up and down the porch with my arms crossed.

I didn’t notice that Mr. Braun had ditched his biker chick and currently sat on his bike on the curb in front of my house, looking at me.

“Everything all right, Priss?” he said.

My heart leapt up into my throat and I also immediately felt its pulse between my thighs. A sudden, deep throb that made my abdominals tighten up.

When that initial tautness relaxed, a rush of heat and wetness followed.

That heat also lit in my cheeks, and I hoped he couldn’t see how rosy my face looked from down on the curb.

I swiped at a strand of hair that dared dangle down my forehead. “Not really, no.”

“Dad on your case again?” he said.

I didn’t think that Mr. Braun liked my dad very much. Not that I could blame him. Dad constantly complained about the noise of Mr. Braun’s bike as well as the seemingly endless parade of beautiful women who went into and out of that house.

Personally, I thought he was just jealous. My mom wouldn’t let him get a motorcycle. Plus I think that seeing all those girls reminded him of his age and that he couldn’t just go play around whenever he wanted.

“Yeah. He keeps adding chores. I don’t think he wants me to take the car tonight.”

I went and stood at the top of the porch stairs. Mostly so he could get a better look at me in my shorts and crop top. The sunlight kissed my skin and I couldn’t help smiling.

Mr. Braun snorted. Then he looked at me. Really looked. Finally and for once! I thought. A little shiver ran up from the base of my spine and I felt my nipples stiffen and push against the thin fabric of my crop top. 

“You’re 18 now, aren’t you?” Mr. Braun said.

“Yeah, for like four months now. Why?” I replied. I flicked that bit of hair back off my forehead. It kept falling down. So annoying!

“And you’re going away to school in a couple months?”

The curtains in the window beside the door flicked. It was my dad, watching. We both knew.

Mr. Braun gave him a wave and then revved his bike a couple times, blasting the neighborhood with the noise.

I didn’t have to look to see the disgust on my dad’s face.

“Yeah. Same school as Eve, remember?” I said.

“I do. Come on down here and hop on the back of the bike,” he said with a nod of his head.

“What? Oh…” I said. My heart felt like it might slam right through my ribcage. And low in my stomach that feeling of roiling heat flared up. “I shouldn’t.”

“Come on. Stick it to your old man. You’re an adult now, moving away. What’s there to lose?” he said.

The drapes flicked again. I thought my dad might have heard. At first, I thought I would beg off. Then I remembered how pissed I was at him.

Besides, Mr. Braun was right: I was an adult, I was moving away. Fuck my dad.

“Okay!” I said.

“I’ve never had you ride with me before, have I?” he said as I clambered onto the big, chromed bike.

My blush deepened. “No.”

“Just hold on as tight as you want. And trust me,” he said with a grin.

“I do,” I said.

“Priscilla!” my dad said, throwing the front door open. 

I flipped him the bird. His jaw dropped. Mr. Braun laughed, revved the bike, put it in gear, and sped off down the road.

I wasn’t sure what to expect. As soon as the inertia hit I wrapped my arms around him tight. I could feel his big shoulders and his firm, flat stomach. And he was warm. So warm.

It was a wild ride. By the time he turned the bike back down our block I was laughing and smiling.

And still holding him. Holding him tight. My body seemed to throb and thrum against his, and I wondered if he could feel it. Part of me hoped he could.

Then I saw my house and my smile dropped.

“I don’t want to go back,” I said as we pulled into Mr. Braun’s driveway.

We both stood up. He was so much taller. Than me and especially than my dad. My thighs ached, and not just because of the narrow seat on the bike. 

“So don’t. Come on inside and we’ll talk about it,” he said.

Again, I felt that immediate response to decline. To go back to my place and face the music. But then that rebellious spirit resurfaced. My hair, incredibly windblown, wouldn’t stay in place and I stood there in front of him trying to brush it all back.

“Okay,” I said, smiling up at his face. One corner of his mouth ticked up and I glanced down, unable to hold his eyes.

I saw again how hard my nipples were. And after I saw them I felt them. They were so hard they hurt.

Did he see that? I wondered. 

We went into his house and he led me into the living room with an overstuffed couch and a huge flat screen TV mounted on the wall across it. 

The place even smelled like him. That manly musk with an undercurrent of some deep cologne.

We sat at opposite ends, him throwing one arm across the back and one down the armrest, totally and completely at ease right away. A king in his castle.

I hoped that the slight dimness of the room could hide my blush, at least a little. I thought my cheeks might actually catch fire soon.

“So what’s up?” he said.

“He just won’t stop giving me a hard time. I really want to enjoy my last summer before college starts and he just wants to ruin everything,” I said.

“Really? I gave Eve a couple hundred bucks and told her to go have fun. Think she’s over in the city for a couple days with her cousin,” he said.

I wondered where Eve was. Now I knew. Not here. That meant that Mr. Braun and I were completely alone in his house.

I put my hands together and shoved them between my thighs. I almost gasped at the heat, but it was just something I liked to do when I was nervous. Kept me from fidgeting.

And I wanted so badly to fidget with him sitting just a couple feet away.

“I wish that you were my dad, Mr. Braun,” I said. Although I mean, I couldn’t remember any time in my whole life when I didn’t know him.

“Bobby, call me Bobby,” he said, “And no, you don’t wish that.”

I smiled uncertainly. God, I wish my damn nipples would calm down. They felt about ready to slice through my crop top. 

“Why?” I said.

“Come over here,” he said, holding out his hands.

That flash of electric excitement tingled up and down my stomach again. A little timidly, I reached out and took his hands.

He pulled me over and sat me down so that I straddled his lap, facing him.

The bulge of his manhood pressed against the throbbing mound of my wanton little pussy and my breath caught when I felt that.

His hands rested on my hips, and he looked up into my eyes, “Because I know you want me, Priss.”

“I… I don’t know… You’re mind friend’s dad. I’ve know you so long you’re almost my dad!” 

“And?” he said, “I can feel how bad you want it. You’re so warm. I’ll bet you’re already soaking wet, aren’t you?”

Then he pushed down on my hips. Not a lot. Just enough that he pressed my mound down against the bulge in his pants. An electric bolt of pressure and pleasure slammed up through my body. Almost instantly, a fine dew of sweat broke out all over my body. I quivered in his grip, inside and out.

“It’s… It’s not just that…” I said, the fire in my cheeks flaring again. God, I couldn’t believe this was happening! I looked down.

“Tell me,” he said, reaching up and lifting my chin with one finger so that I looked right into his eyes.

“Promise you won’t laugh?” I said.

“Never,” he replied, “Now, what is it?”

I swallowed hard, buying a few more moments. I thought he might laugh anyway. Tell me to get out and have fun at college. “It’s just that… I’m a… virgin.”

His manhood, already bulging against the heat of my mound, pulsed and hardened against me. My breath caught again.

“That’s okay. I’ll be gentle. At first, at least,” he said.

“Really? What… What do you want me to do?” I said, offering a nervous smile.

That damn bit of hair fell down my cheek again. When I reached up to push it aside, Mr. Braun, Bobby, took my wrist and stopped me. He brushed the hair back over my ear himself, then his hand stayed there against my cheek.

His palm was rough and hot and big.

“Let’s start like this,” he said, and he brought my face down to his. We kissed softly at first, his mouth warm and wet against mine. Then deeper, harder.

Without my really thinking about it, I ground my hips down against his with more and more insistence. The harder and bigger the bulge of his cock got against me, the more I wanted it.

My lips hurt when he pulled back. And his stubble had scratched against my cheeks.

“I’m so wet,” I said, “Should I be this wet so quickly?”

I mean, I masturbated. At night, after everyone else was in bed. I even watched porn. But I’d never really gone beyond a make out and petting session at school. And none of those guys ever made me feel like this.

Feel this insistent, deep, pulsing need. He made my tight young body respond in ways I didn’t even understand.

But I liked it. I liked it a lot.

My only fear was that he might decide this was a bad idea after all. That he might tell me it was wrong and ask me to go.

“Yeah, that’s okay. That’s good,” he said, “Makes me want to taste you, actually.”

“Really?” I said, my heart thrumming along at a million miles an hour. It looked so hot in the porn, and when I masturbated I thought about what it might feel like to feel a man kiss and lick me down there.

“Just relax,” he said.

Then he lifted me effortlessly, shifting me down so that I lay on my back beneath him on his couch.

He kissed me again, then let his mouth slide down onto the delicate and soft skin of my throat. It tingled and I gasped at the rasp of his stubble against me.

His hands moved surely, quickly, pushing my shirt up to expose the firm, small mounds of my breasts. He sucked on one of my nipples until I groaned and arched my body up beneath his. 

Then he left a wet trail down the taut flatness of my belly, kissing around my bellybutton while he undid the fly of my shorts.

Some of the animal came through then. When he reared back long enough to rip off my shorts and panties.

He groaned deep in his throat when he pushed my thighs apart, exposing the dewy wetness of my pussy. I felt my inner lips spread apart when he did that. I kept it shaved and neat down there.

“Do you like it?” I asked, nervous again. Was this what guys liked? Was this what he liked? I wanted so badly for it to be. 

“Looks good enough to eat,” he said.

“Oh!” I gasped when he grabbed me by the hips and jerked my body towards his. Then he put his hands behind my knees and forced my thighs back.

Then his mouth was again me. Eager, insistent, starving.

“Fuck!” I said, my back arching up off the couch. I could feel the texture of his tongue lapping up and down my wetness. Felt it poke into me.

Felt it begin rubbing insistently against the little nubbin of my clit.

He was so hungry. So eager.

He made me cum so fucking quickly. I couldn’t help it. Not with the heat and wetness of his mouth against me. Not with the way he devoured me, lapping up every bit of my juices that he could.

“Bobby! Oh, daddy…” I groaned, giving into my climax. It slammed into my body like a hurricane, the inner walls of my sex throbbing and squeezing until I couldn’t take it anymore.

When I finished, that rosy blush had spread out from my chest. I quivered and squirmed, and I jumped when he gave my clit one last kiss.

“That was nice,” I said.

“It’s not over,” he replied.

He stood up, pulled off his shirt. He was pretty built. And there were tattoos everywhere. Crosses and skulls and snakes and beautiful women. His body was a canvas.

And his cock was an anaconda. He shoved his jeans down and it sprang up out of his briefs, thick and long and so hard it quivered.

My body tightened when I saw it. Saw how big it was. Did he mean to put that in me?

“Is it supposed to be that big?” I said. My eyes felt as wide as saucers.

He grinned that wolfish grin of his and part of my anxiety turned to nervous excitement. He hadn’t asked me to go yet. That must mean that he liked me. That he wanted me.

“You’ll like it,” he said.

He got onto the couch again, pushing my thighs back to expose my swollen, pulsing mound again.

I jumped when he pressed it against me. He ran the bottom of his bare shaft up and down through my slick little slit.

I didn’t thin it was possible for a body part to feel so warm. Or so hard. My wetness quickly left his length glistening.

Still, for extra measure he worked some spit up and used his finger to massage it against the taut purple flesh that made the mushroom crown on his shaft.

My young body quivered with wanton desire beneath his. I writhed and undulated beneath him, barely able to contain myself. I was like a slutty little bitch in heat.

Still, some part of my rational mind surfaced, “Don’t… Don’t we need a condom or something?”

He grinned at me again, “I never use them. Trust me, it feels better this way.”

I thought about telling him I wasn’t on birth control or anything like that. To tell him to pull out. But I stopped short. I found that I craved his hot load. I wanted to feel it deep inside me.

And if he knocked me up? Well, right at that second it sounded like just about the hottest thing possible. That would really make me his, and I wanted nothing less.

“Okay,” I said.

“Sweetie, I wasn’t asking your permission,” he said.

This time when he slid his cock between my lips he didn’t run it back up. He pushed down on his shaft with his thumb.

I squeezed my eyes shut and pushed my head back against the couch. I felt him pressing against me. Felt the pressure increase as he tested the tightness of my virginal cunt.

Felt myself begin to stretch and spread open against the implacable hardness of his girth. 

I sucked a breath in, gritted my teeth, my lips peeling back from them. He was too big. It wasn’t going to fit. It wouldn’t fit and he’d tell me to go, I was sure of it.

It hurt. The pain was sharp and sweet all at once. I heard him grunt and groan, too. This is it, I thought, He’s going to stop and make me leave. 

But he didn’t. Slowly at first, I felt him push deeper inside of me. There was another jolt of delicious pain and I realized he’d just torn my virginity.

And he didn’t stop there. He kept pushing. Kept forcing that monster of his deeper into my quivering wet heat.

My pussy responded, tightening up around him even more. I couldn’t tell whether my body wanted to trap him inside of me or squeeze him out.

But he stayed inside. And I stretched around him. Loosened. A little, anyway.

Enough so that when I felt him bump against the very back of me that he could withdraw.

He didn’t pull out all the way.

I couldn’t help but open my eyes and watch that thick shaft of his slide out of my body. My wet pussy left every inch of him sopping wet, and I saw some red in there, too. 

But mostly I saw how tightly I gripped him. How the skin on his shaft moved with that tightness.

“Is… Is it good? It’s not too tight, is it?” I said.

“No. It’s good. I like it. I like it a lot,” he said.

“Really?” I replied, smiling.

“Yeah.”

I felt the ride of his swollen crown drag inside of me, sending pulsing needles of pleasure outward through the rest of my body.

And he stopped just when that swollen head was the only part of him still inside of me.

“Tell me you want it,” he said.

“Please. Please put it back,” I said, hearing a bit of whine in my voice. He seemed to like it.

“Good,” he said.

This time he wasn’t so gentle. He pushed it back in. Forced it in. My pussy gripped him but couldn’t stop him from sheathing every last inch inside of me. Filling me. Stretching me.

Then he didn’t stop. He showed no mercy. As he loosened me up around his merciless shaft he fucked me harder and harder.

I understood then what people meant when they talked about fucking someone’s brains out.

It wasn’t long before I groaned and gasped and cried out and could say nothing but to beg him to go harder, to not stop.

I grabbed onto his big, strong shoulder blades. Dug my fingernails into his flesh. He snarled at that but didn’t stop me.

I don’t know why, but I tried to keep myself from cumming so quickly again. I guess I didn’t want to seem easy.

But I couldn’t help it. He felt so fucking good. So long and thick and hot and hard and I couldn’t stop thinking about that purple mushroom dragging back and forth against my soft, velvety walls.

“That’s it, cum for daddy,” he said through clenched teeth. “Cum all over my hard cock.”

I let go, felt myself fall back into my climax. It was even more incredible than the first one, what with his long cock filling me, giving my pussy something to squeeze.

I bucked beneath him. Screamed his name. Felt the tears roll out of my eyes. Felt every nerve in me come alive with this electric heat.

Then he came, too. Just when I thought I couldn’t feel any better. He buried himself balls deep into me, got even harder than before. 

Then his cock jerked. It did it again and again. Pulsing heat filled me and I knew it was the feeling of his cum squirting up into my guts.

I came even harder, my pussy clenching and squeezing and milking until even Bobby groaned and snarled.

Sometime later he pulled out of me. None of his cum leaked out, and I thought he came so deep inside of me that it wouldn’t. That it would just stay up in me, pulled into my waiting womb.

And my pussy ached. It ached hard and deep and loved every little bit of the sensation.

We fucked like that every time that Eve left the house for a while. I thought my dad knew what was up, but I didn’t care. Since even if he did he was apparently too chicken shit to do anything about it.

It was a first time I’d never forget. Or any of the other times after that.

 

 

 

Thanks for reading!

 

Want to know every time my newest story hits the store? Then follow this link and sign up for my completely free newsletter. 

 

As a bonus for signing up, I’ll send you a free bundle packed with 5 steamy stories that you can read to tide you over until my next release!

 

Here’s a sneak peek at a title coming soon to Amazon:

 

Cuff Her, Daddy: A Police Officer/Single Dad Romance

 

1.

 

Lacey

 

I got into trouble. Again.

What can I say? I liked the thrill. That rush from throwing a brick through a car window.

Or walking out of the Pharmasave with a couple hundred bucks of makeup hidden down my pants.

I think I also liked it because the rush made me super horny.

"You know, the manager wants to press charges," the cop said.

"So what?" I said. 

I shifted the wad of gum in my mouth to the front and blew a nice big bubble. It popped and I sucked it back in.

We were at the police station. In one of those little windowless rooms that didn't have anything but a couple of chairs with a table between them.

The table had a thick steel loop on it for cuffs. I didn't have any cuffs on at the moment.

"So," the cop said, "This time those charges can stick. You're an adult now, Lacey."

"Am I?" I said.

Funny how just turning 18 made you an adult. I still wore the same clothes as I did when I wasn't an adult.

In this case some torn up fishnets under a plaid skirt and a white blouse unbuttoned far enough to expose my bra.

My tits were only b-cups, but they still got the guys' attention. Which was what I wanted.

Although I thought most guys would be more interested in learning that I never wore any panties beneath that skirt. Just those fishnets.

Even more would be interested in knowing that I was still a virgin, despite the way I dressed and acted.

"Yes, you are," he said, "Look, you and June are good friends. I know she doesn't want to see you spend the next few years in jail. Give me a reason to think you're going to stop acting like this."

June was my best friend. Had been since second grade when I beat the crap out of a bully who wouldn't stop pulling on her pigtails.

The cop who sat across the table from me was her father. I'd known him almost as long as I knew June. He was Sergeant Dave Hartman.

A single dad with a tough job. He appreciated the way I looked out for June at school.

I appreciated that he was a hotty.

Sometimes when I slept over at June's I would catch him coming out of the shower in nothing but a towel. He was pretty jacked.

I'd caught myself more than once staring at the bulge in the towel where his cock was.

I'd caught myself more than once sliding my fingers in and out of the wetness of my pussy while thinking about the bulge in that towel.

But I knew it was just a fantasy. Sergeant Dave was almost like a second father to me. I knew he'd never think about me the way I thought about him.

"You've always been able to get me out of this sort of thing before," I said.

It was true. Dave always sweet talked the owner of the car, or the store manager. Troubled home life, yada-yada. They always bought it.

Or they used to always buy it, at least.

"Not this time," Dave said, "This time they want to press charges. I know you can be better than this, Lacey. I want you to be better than this."

"Do you?" I said. "Listen, can I get the hell out of here?"

I kept thinking about how we were alone in this tiny room. I was still riding the high from stealing all that makeup.

Every time I looked at Dave I couldn't stop myself from fantasizing. Fantasizing about him bending me down over this little table.

Fantasizing about holding onto that metal ring while he hitched my skirt up over my ass and discovered just how wet my pussy was.

Fantasizing about him pulling that hog out from the zipper of his cop slacks and shoving it up into me...

If I had to lose my virginity, losing it to Sergeant Dave would be far from my last choice.

"Lacey? Lacey! Come on, focus," Dave said.

I swallowed heavily and then gave him my sweetest smile. "Yes?"

"The manager has a few days to fill out the paperwork. Until then, you're free to go."

I stood up and started for the door.

Dave reached out and grabbed my wrist. He didn't grab hard, or squeeze. But it was a firm hold. One that stopped me in my tracks.

I hoped he didn't see the way my breath caught in my throat.

And there was definitely no way he could have seen the way his touch made me throb on the inside. A deep, desirous ache that left a core of heat low in my stomach.

"One other thing," he said.

I had an image to maintain. I snatched my wrist out of his grasp. "What?" 

"Stay out of trouble. One lawsuit at a time, okay?" Dave said. He stayed seated. Even like that, he looked me almost levelly in the eye. He was a tall guy.

Tall, broad. And hung. Or so I thought. Fantasized.

"I'll think about it," I said. Then I left.
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	}

}



function goForward()

{

	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)

	{

		++gCurrentPage;

		gPosition += window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.nextChapter();

	}

}



function goPage(pageNumber, callPageReadyWhenDone)

{

	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)

	{

		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;

		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		if (callPageReadyWhenDone > 0) {

			window.device.pageReady();

		} else {

			window.device.pageChanged();

		}

	}

}



function goProgress(progress)

{

	progress += 0.0001;

	

	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;

	var newPage = 0;

	

	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {

		var low = page * progressPerPage;

		var high = low + progressPerPage;

		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {

			newPage = page;

			break;

		}

	}

		

	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;

	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

	updateProgress();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

 * Estimate the first anchor for the specified page number. This is used on the broken WebKit

 * where we do not know for sure if the specific anchor actually is on the page.

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

	var spans = document.getElementsByTagName('span');

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

	for (var i = 0; i < spans.length; i++) {

		if (spans[i].id.substr(0, 5) == "kobo.") {

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

			if (spans[i].offsetTop >= (page * window.innerHeight)) {

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

 * Estimate the page number for the specified anchor. This is used on the broken WebKit where we

 * do not know for sure how things are columnized. The page number returned is zero based.

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

		return Math.floor(span.offsetTop / window.innerHeight);

	}

	return 0;

}













