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Chapter 1
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Mom died on my eighteenth birthday in a car accident, and with her died the girl I once was. A new stop sign had been installed just a few weeks earlier where there hadn’t been one before — a small red octagon that changed our lives forever. She was probably thinking about my birthday party, about the cake she still needed to get, about my smile when I would blow out the candles. She simply drove through. The truck hit her — death was instantaneous. No last words, no goodbye, just the brutal finality of crumpled metal and shattered glass.

She was a beautiful woman, a teacher, loved by her students and of course by us, her family. Tall, blonde, and curvaceous — a woman who lit up every room she entered. My stepfather practically worshipped her, and I understood why. So beautiful and yet such a good person. Always kind, helping people in the community and involved in the church. Her hands smelled of vanilla and chalk, her hugs of the perfume that Daddy gave her every birthday. When she smiled, little wrinkles formed around her eyes — laugh lines that testified to years of joy.

Mom had been so excited as we planned my birthday party. Her eyes sparkled when she talked about the decorations, about the guests who would come. My stepbrother Chris was home from college, the whole family was invited, my friends and many people from church. The house was supposed to be full of life, full of laughter and music. Mom had gone out to get a few last-minute things — candles for the cake, she’d said, and maybe some ice cream.

“I’ll be right back, sweetheart,” were her last words to me. Time passed, she didn’t return and didn’t answer her phone. I grew anxious — it wasn’t like her to be late or not to call. After half an hour, we were all worried, and my stepfather paced restlessly through the living room, looking out the window every few minutes. Then the police car turned into the driveway, and we knew something had happened. The two uniformed officers got out slowly, their faces serious and compassionate. Never, however, would we have expected that my beloved, beautiful mother was dead.

When the police officer told us — his voice gentle but relentless — I burst into tears, and Daddy fell to his knees. “This is your fault, you selfish little slut!” he screamed at me, his voice raw with pain, but immediately embraced my legs and apologized profusely. His tears soaked my jeans, his fingers dug into my calves as if he were drowning. I knew in my heart that he didn’t mean it, that it was just an expression of his deep grief, but his words cut me to the core like rusty blades, and I must confess that it still brings deep pain and tears to my eyes when I think about it. Because a part of me — the dark, guilt-ridden part — believed he was right.

Mom was dead. The words echoed in my head, but they made no sense. Again and again I repeated that it must be a mistake. It couldn’t possibly be her. Not my mom, who had kissed my cheek just hours ago and promised to organize the perfect birthday for me. But it was true.

The funeral preparations with my stepbrother and other family members made this fact a reality. Daddy was so distraught that he had to be given medication that thankfully let him sleep. Hundreds came to the funeral. People she had taught, their faces marked with tears. People she had helped, who told stories of her kindness. Church members, relatives, some people I didn’t even know, but they all had a story about my mother, they all loved her.

Then it was over. The last condolences faded, the last hugs exchanged. My stepbrother, Daddy, and I were alone in the house that suddenly seemed too big, too quiet, too empty. Everyone else had gone home, back to their own lives, their own intact families. Tons of casseroles and every conceivable type of food that friends had brought over sat in the kitchen, smelling of unfamiliar spices and well-meant care, but we didn’t want to eat.

The thought of food was absurd when the world had just ceased to exist. We sat there staring at each other, three broken people in a room full of memories. My stepfather, still somewhat under medication, just sobbed and couldn’t even speak to us.

I sat on Chris’s lap, seeking comfort in his warmth, in the familiar smell of his aftershave. He was two years older than me, and I had known for some time that he was attracted to me — the way his eyes lingered on my body when he thought I wouldn’t notice, the casual touches that lasted too long. And I was definitely attracted to him, despite the fact that he was my stepbrother. It was an open secret between us, this forbidden tension that crackled in the air when we were alone.

After StepDaddy excused himself to go to bed, his steps heavy and unsteady, Chris started trying to grope my breasts. His hands slid under my black dress, seeking the soft curve he had wanted to touch for so long. What I might have allowed under normal circumstances — after all, I was eighteen and found him as hot as anyone I knew! But Mom had just died, and I felt nothing. Just emptiness, as if my body had been hollowed out.

I was somewhat annoyed that he could think of something sexual at a time like this, that his hands were greedy while my world lay in pieces. I only wanted his arms around me, to comfort me, his chest to press my face against. I had tried to hug Daddy, but he couldn’t give comfort back — he was too trapped in his own pain. Chris could have comforted me if he had simply done it. At a time like this, he should have known that I just needed to be held. I needed to feel that I was still loved and that life would go on.

Because he kept trying to grope me, his fingers impatient and demanding, I went over to the sofa, wrapped myself in the blanket that still smelled of Mom’s perfume. He looked for something on TV, but nothing seemed right. Every show was too loud, too cheerful, too normal for a world without my mother. We talked about how worried we were about Daddy, our voices muted and careful. Neither of us had ever seen him depressed or angry or sad for so long.

He just wasn’t himself — this strong, loving man had become a shadow. I asked Chris if he thought Daddy might hurt himself, but he dismissed it, though I saw the concern in his eyes. We talked for a while longer, and I went to check on Daddy, who was sobbing hysterically in bed, his body shaken by spasms. I tried to talk to him, but there was nothing I could do to help him or myself.

The next morning, we couldn't even get Daddy to get out of bed. He lay curled up on Mom's side of the bed, her pillow pressed to his face. We had several visitors, but he didn't want to see them. Besides my own grief, I was terribly worried about Daddy and finally called a doctor who was a friend of our family. He came by in the afternoon and prescribed sleeping pills and others for anxiety and depression.

He told me he would contact me every day to see how Daddy was doing. I cried. Everything made me cry. Every kindness, every word about my mother, and even her things scattered throughout the house—her coffee mug still in the sink, her reading glasses on the nightstand, her lipstick in the bathroom.

This went on for several days. Daddy only got up to eat, and he didn't eat much—just a few bites before pushing the plate away and disappearing again. He didn't want to talk. He didn't want a hug. He wanted nothing except my mother. He was angry and sad, a broken man drowning in his own pain. I was terrified. I couldn't even mourn my mother because I was so worried that Daddy was suffering so much.

Then the other shoe dropped. Chris announced he was going back to college, his voice firm and decisive. I had assumed he would take a semester off to help us adjust, to be there when Daddy broke down or when I couldn't take it anymore. But no, he wanted to go back, and he didn't care that I had to deal with my own grief and Daddy's situation alone.

I begged. I pleaded, my voice breaking with desperation. I offered him my body. Yes, I told him I would give him my virginity and give him anything else he wanted, whenever he wanted it. That's how desperate I was, how willing to sacrifice the only thing I still owned.

I don't know if this is the right time to tell you what I looked like at eighteen, but I want you to understand that he had quite a bit of willpower to refuse my offer. I was about 5'8", slim, with an hourglass figure that couldn't be hidden even in mourning clothes. 34C, brown shoulder-length hair, and hazel eyes that shimmered green depending on the light.

I was hot and, although I had been taught modesty in church, I knew I was very desirable. My hips swayed when I walked, my breasts filled out every top perfectly, and my legs were long and well-shaped. I had had several boyfriends, but I was “saving myself” for marriage, as I had been taught. When my boyfriends became too pushy, I broke up with them and was known as “frigid,” “Ice Queen,” “teacher's pet,” and so on. I really didn't care. I masturbated frequently, so I was quite satisfied with my sex life, having never experienced anything else.

As I said, Chris went back to college, leaving me alone with a man who was slowly dying before my eyes. Daddy went back to work but often came home in the middle of the day, his eyes red and swollen. He was depressed but didn't want to take medication—he said he wanted to feel the pain, he deserved it. He cried every day, sometimes loudly, sometimes just silent tears running down his cheeks. He knew I was grieving, but couldn't bring himself to have a lengthy conversation with me. I was so afraid he might hurt himself.

My bedroom was upstairs and Daddy's was downstairs. My room was directly above his, and I would lie on the floor and listen to see if I could hear him. Often I heard him sobbing, sometimes calling Mom's name, sometimes just crying. I lay on my bed, trembling, hurt and crying, my body curled up like a wounded animal. I was so sad, and my grades, once nearly perfect, suffered. I was so afraid Daddy might hurt himself. I thought I was going crazy.

One night, a few weeks after Chris had gone back to college, I woke up and heard my stepfather saying Mom's name—“Sarah, oh Sarah”—his voice broken with longing. I assumed he was asleep, but it was heartbreaking. I crept downstairs, my bare feet silent on the cold wood, and crawled into his bed. He was sleeping deeply and lying on his left side, curled up like a child. I snuggled behind him, put my arm around his warm, strong body, and slept like a baby.

When I woke up, Daddy was gently shaking me and asking, “Mira, why are you in this bed?” He sounded somewhat annoyed, but not angry. I explained that I couldn't sleep and just needed to be near him, that his presence was the only thing that stopped the nightmares. I started crying, and he held me, his strong arms finally embracing me. I was aware that I was wearing nothing but a T-shirt that barely reached my crotch, and panties. The thin cotton fabric clung to my skin, and I could feel his warmth through the material. I didn't think it would affect Daddy, but it was still an unusual situation. Afterward, however, I felt better, as if I had finally found a safe haven.

In the following weeks, I found myself creeping down the stairs more and more often after Daddy had fallen asleep to snuggle behind him. His warmth, his scent of aftershave and masculine musk, soothed me in a way I didn't understand. I fell asleep almost immediately and started to feel better, although I still missed my beloved mother so much.

One night I crawled into Daddy's bed, and he was lying on the other side, the right side this time. There was no room to snuggle behind him, so I just lay down and turned away from him. I reached back, found his warm hand, and placed it on my hip, the touch gentle and comforting. Soon I was fast asleep. I woke up slowly as my stepfather was spooning me, his body pressed warmly against my back. Not only that, but his arm was around me, and his hand was caressing my breast through the thin T-shirt. I froze. What was he doing?? His fingers moved slowly, circling my nipple, which immediately hardened. Then I realized he was asleep. So how should I free myself? I certainly didn't want to wake him up and embarrass him.

Then I had a flash of insight. Daddy was dreaming about Mom, but more importantly, he was an adult man who was used to getting regular sex and was now deprived of it. I knew he and Mom had sex regularly because I could hear them from my room. Usually not very clearly, but enough to know what was going on—Mom's soft sighs, the creaking of the bed, Daddy's deep moans.

I still felt guilt about Mom's death. It was because of me, I had convinced myself. If Mom hadn't been thinking about my birthday party, she wouldn't have run the stop sign, and she would still be alive. Daddy would still have the love of his life, and his sexual needs would still be met. Oh my God! This was my fault. Daddy was dreaming of sex, and he was frustrated, his body longing for the touch he had lost.

Then I noticed that something very hard was pressing against my behind. Daddy was hard! His cock was pressing through his boxer shorts against my soft buttocks, and I could feel his size, his heat. This was terrible, and it was my fault! It felt big against my butt, thick and pulsing. My nipples were hard, stiff like little pebbles, and I felt the familiar tingling between my thighs, a warm wetness spreading.

I wanted, oh so badly, to press my behind against Daddy’s cock and let him massage my breasts to his heart’s content. But that was wrong, and that’s what I had been taught my whole life. I needed to both get these dirty thoughts out of my head and free myself from under Daddy’s big strong arm.

Very slowly I turned my body so that I was lying on my back, feeling his hard cock slide across my hip as I moved. I carefully lifted Daddy’s arm and placed it back on his side. He grunted and turned over, his face relaxed in sleep. So much for that, but my panties were wet, soaked from the arousal that I didn’t want to understand. My nipples were hard and aching with need. I realized that for the first time since Mom’s death, I was horny. I secretly left Daddy’s bed and climbed the stairs to my own room, my legs trembling.

When I entered my room, I pulled the T-shirt over my head, my breasts bouncing free, nipples dark and swollen. I let my panties slide to the floor, feeling the cool air on my hot, wet skin. Naked, I stretched out on the bed, my body quivering with desire. My body demanded release, and I knew I would be thinking about Daddy’s hands on my breasts, his big cock against my butt.

Between my thighs, moisture gathered, almost dripping onto the bedding, my labia swollen and ready. I pinched my nipples between my fingers and imagined Daddy’s mouth touching, kissing, and sucking them, his tongue swirling around the hard tips. One hand slid down to my swollen clitoris, rubbing the warm juices over it until the orgasm rolled through my trembling body. My legs spread wide as I imagined my sweet Daddy lying between them, burying his massive cock deep inside his little stepdaughter. “Daddy,” I whispered into the darkness, my voice hoarse with desire, “forgive me.”


Chapter 2
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In the weeks that followed, my thoughts increasingly revolved around my “Daddy fantasy.” The images of his hard cock burned into my memory, haunting me day and night. I continued to worry about him, sometimes sneaking to his bed to make sure he was okay – but deep down I knew it was no longer just about concern.

These nightly visits had become so frequent that Daddy no longer said anything against them. When he was awake, he kept to his side of the bed. If he said something like “you’re too old to sleep with your stepfather,” I would respond with a trembling voice that I was sad and needed his closeness. That always reassured him – and it excited me how easily I could manipulate him.

Over time, Daddy would roll over to me more often in his sleep and embrace me from behind. His warm chest pressed against my back, his arms wrapped around me possessively. Inevitably, I would feel his hard cock against my ass, pushing against my curves, sometimes twitching with arousal. His large hands would reach for my breasts, kneading them gently while his thumbs brushed over my hard nipples.

He murmured words clearly meant for my mother – “Ann, my beautiful Ann” – yet his body was responding to me.

I was increasingly tormented by the thought that I was causing his frustration. The way he touched me, how his breathing became heavy when I snuggled against him – that was my fault. Did he pleasure himself? Sometimes I would listen at his bedroom door, hoping to hear the telltale sounds, but there was only silence. I was truly naive and had heard that it was painful for men to go without sexual satisfaction.

It was my fault. And now here we were. Just the two of us. Mom was gone. Was I now the woman of the house? At eighteen, I was an adult – my body was that of a woman, my breasts full and round, my hips curved. I cooked, cleaned, shopped. Should I be the woman in every sense? If it was my fault that Mom was dead – and I rarely allowed myself to think about that – didn’t I owe it to Daddy to take her place in every relationship?

The thought confused, frightened, and aroused me all at once. At night I lay awake imagining what it would be like to feel his hands on my naked body, how his lips would kiss my neck, how he would moan my name instead of Mom’s. To say that I found Daddy attractive would be an understatement. He was tall and slim, with a flat stomach and muscular chest that I could make out through his shirts. Occasional visits to the gym, jogging, and swimming in our pool kept him in shape.

His tanned skin gleamed in the sunlight, his brown hair always perfectly styled, his brown eyes sparkling warmly. Always clean-shaven and well-groomed, he smelled of expensive aftershave and masculinity. He was the man by whom I measured all others – and none came even close to him. Besides his beauty, he was good. Moral. A churchgoer. He lived by the Golden Rule and had tried to teach us humility and always to turn the other cheek. What would he say if he knew his stepdaughter was dreaming about him?

One night, Daddy woke me as he snuggled against me in his sleep and caressed my body, including my breasts. His warm palms enclosed my curves through the thin nightgown, his fingers searching for my nipples. I felt his cock hardening, pulsing against my ass. He gently pinched a nipple between thumb and forefinger and kissed my neck, sending shivers of pleasure through my body. My skin burned under his touches, my pussy growing wet. He whispered hoarsely: “Ann, I love you.” Ann was of course my mother – but his body was loving me.

I pressed my ass against his hard cock, rubbing slowly against him, trying to feel his size, wondering how long it was, how thick. Stealthily, my trembling hand reached behind me, my heart hammering against my ribs as I wondered what he would do if he woke up. Would he push me away? Or would lust prevail? I managed to grasp his cock through his boxers, my fingers closing around his hardness. Damn! He felt HUGE. Even through the fabric, I could feel his heat, how he twitched in my hand.

I didn’t massage or squeeze, afraid of waking him. I just held him loosely and felt him, letting my fingers glide over his length. He felt long, though I couldn’t be sure. He just seemed BIG. Thicker than anything I had ever imagined. I was so nervous, but so aroused that my pussy was throbbing. Assuming he hadn’t masturbated, he hadn’t had any satisfaction for three months or longer. I had heard that “saving up” produces more sperm. A friend had told me that her boyfriend came much more than normal when he went several days without climaxing – buckets, she had giggled. I was naive, but not stupid. I assumed teenagers produced more than men Daddy’s age, but still! How much would he shoot after months without relief?

My friend Amy had told me that she and her boyfriend never actually had intercourse, but constantly had oral sex. She described to me exactly what they did to each other – how he tasted, how he moaned, how he grabbed her hair – and it aroused me greatly to hear it. My nipples hardened, my pussy got wet while she talked. I think she knew it turned me on, which is why she told me so willingly, watching me blush. I thought I knew enough to give a blowjob. Anyway, I thought my Daddy needed satisfaction. Wouldn’t it be wonderful to help him? To pleasure him with my mouth? Didn’t I owe him that?

The room was dark. I wanted to see him! I wanted to look at his cock with my own eyes, study it. I knew that turning on the bedside lamp would probably wake him, but so what? Reluctantly, I let go of his cock – it felt so hard, so tempting – and slid to the edge of the bed, safely away from him. My hands trembled as I leaned forward and turned on the light, fully expecting him to wake up. But he didn’t.

In fact, he was snoring softly and rolled onto his back as the light came on, his face relaxed in sleep. I waited a few minutes to make sure he was still asleep, watching his chest rise and fall. Then I carefully uncovered him and could see from the impressive bulge in his boxers that he was still at least somewhat aroused.

I knelt beside the bed, my heart racing with excitement and fear. Carefully, I lifted the elastic waistband of his boxers to peek inside. Damn! He wasn't fully hard, but thick and beautiful. Dark curls framed the base, his tip slightly glistening. He looked intimidating, powerful, which aroused me endlessly. My heart was racing, my nipples hard against the thin nightgown, my breath shallow and my pussy soaking wet.

I pulled the top of his boxers down as far as I could without actually tugging, trying not to wake him. Inch by inch I revealed him, until his cock lay free. It rested there against his hairy, flat stomach, and to me it was beautiful. A work of art made of flesh and blood, though it seemed to be shrinking. I was so afraid to touch it, but the temptation was too great.

I reached out and lifted it, feeling its weight in my palm. Immediately it began to harden again, swelling under my touch. I was hypnotized. I watched, motionless, as it continued to swell, the head becoming engorged and shiny, as veins appeared on the surface. Damn! I was so aroused that I was trembling all over. I wanted to stroke it. I wanted to lick it, taste it on my tongue. I wanted to suck it until he flooded my mouth with his pent-up daddy cum!

I hadn’t noticed that his breathing pattern had changed. “Mira! What are you doing? NO. NO. NO. NO!” His voice cut through the silence like a knife, and he jumped out of bed with an expression of grief and confusion that frightened me. He stood there, naked except for his pulled-down boxers, his cock still half-hard, looking at me with an expression of complete disgust. His eyes were wide open, his face pale with shock.

I burst into tears, shame and desperation overwhelming me. “I’m so sorry, Daddy. Please don’t hate me! Please?” My voice broke, my entire body trembling.

“What were you doing?” he demanded, his voice rough with emotion.

I sobbed, practically hysterical. Tears streamed down my face, salty on my lips. I was shaking all over, my hands cramped. Had I just ruined my relationship with my stepfather? Had I destroyed everything? I tried to speak, but I was trembling so much that I was unintelligible. Daddy quickly pulled up his boxers, then sat down and put his arms around me. His warmth enveloped me, his familiar scent calming me a little. “Shh... sweetheart, don’t cry. I love you. But what you’re doing is inappropriate. What on earth made you do something like that?”

He said he loved me! I hadn’t ruined our relationship! I could explain this. Couldn’t I? Daddy got me tissues to blow my nose and I slowly calmed down, my breathing becoming more regular. I said with a trembling voice: “Daddy, it’s my fault that Mom is dead.” With that I burst into tears again and saw tears welling up in his eyes.

“Mira. No. It’s not your fault that your mom is gone. Are you still thinking about that terrible remark I made when...” His voice broke, tears streaming down his cheeks as he stroked my face and hair... “when we got the news? Please, sweetheart, please forgive me.”

At that, his body began to shake and he slid to the floor, laying his head in my lap, crying and breaking my heart. My poor Daddy. I felt his hot tears through my nightgown, his desperation. I loved him in that moment more than ever before. I stroked his hair, feeling how soft it was between my fingers, and told him over and over that I loved him.

Finally, he got back into bed and covered himself with a sheet. He sniffled, wiped his eyes. I said quietly: “Daddy, I felt like I had taken her away and needed to take her place. I love you. I know men have needs, and I just wanted to do what I could...” I stammered, couldn’t quite explain what was in my heart, how much I desired him.

“No, Mira. You’re not your mother and no one can take her place. Especially not in THAT way. It’s wrong, sweetheart. You know that. We taught you about sex.” His voice was gentle but firm.

“But Daddy, doesn’t it hurt? I’ve heard that it hurts a man not to... you know.” I blushed, barely daring to look at him.

Daddy managed to laugh, a warm sound. “Don’t believe everything you hear. No, it doesn’t hurt. I shouldn’t be discussing this with you, sweetheart. I don’t think you should sleep down here anymore. If you get scared, come and wake me up, but this is just inappropriate.”

“Please, Daddy?” I protested with big eyes. “I’m afraid you’ll hurt yourself because you’re so sad. I just wanted to make sure you were okay. When you turned toward me, it made me think you needed a woman and that it was my duty. That sounds stupid. I’m sorry.”

Daddy hugged me and kissed my forehead, his lips warm on my skin. “You are the most precious person on earth to me now, Mira. You’re all that’s left. Your mother lives through you. I would never, ever hurt you. I certainly won’t harm myself.” He kissed me again, and I leaned forward and touched his lips with mine – just for a brief moment, but I felt how soft they were.

Despite his admonition that I couldn’t sleep in his bed anymore, I did anyway. He protested a few times, but I insisted that I needed to cuddle against him for comfort. He would sigh and say “no funny business” and we both laughed, but I saw how his gaze wandered over my body.

He had no idea that my head was still full of images of his hard cock and I could still feel his hands on my breasts. The memory of its weight in my hand, of its warmth, haunted me. Often I would get so aroused when I snuggled against him that I would go upstairs and masturbate, pushing my fingers deep into my wet pussy while imagining they were his. Then I would come back and sleep the rest of the night, still damp and fragrant with my lust.

To get his attention, I changed my nightly ritual and dressed for bed shortly after dinner. Almost always I wore a t-shirt with panties underneath – the thinnest ones I owned. The t-shirt rarely reached far beyond my panties, revealing my long, slender legs. I was tall, and except with an oversized t-shirt, it wouldn’t come down very far. My breasts were fully developed and had been since I was fifteen. The t-shirt accentuated them nicely, the contours of my nipples visible through the thin fabric. I wanted Daddy to notice, to see what a woman I had become. For years I had longed for his compliments, whether for a dress I wore to church, or an outfit for school, or just a “you look so pretty.” I wanted him to notice me; I wanted him to see me as a woman. As a sexy woman who desired him.

Occasionally I noticed him looking at my legs, his gaze wandering over my calves and thighs, but more often at my breasts. His eyes lingered on my neckline, following the movement when I bent over. Sometimes I would look in a mirror to see if he was staring at me. Sometimes he was, and I loved it. My skin tingled under his gaze, my nipples hardened.

My stepfather and I had always enjoyed watching sports together, especially the Atlanta Braves. Daddy had always recorded every game and we often sat together watching, talking about strategy and players and the manager’s mistakes. We also watched a lot of college football and other sports. Occasionally I had sat on his lap, feeling his muscles beneath me, which he always seemed to enjoy. As I got older, my mother admonished me and said I was too old for that, so I didn’t do it when she was around. But now she was gone.

One evening, while Daddy was watching a football game, I slipped over to him in my skimpy nightgown and casually dropped onto his lap. My bare thighs touched his jeans, my butt pressed against his crotch. “Uh, Mira. You’re not wearing much,” he muttered, but his hands automatically settled around my waist. I didn’t answer, just snuggled against his shoulder, breathing in his scent, and talked to him about the game. His body responded immediately – I felt him getting hard, his cock pressing against my butt. Still, he let me stay and seemed to enjoy it when I played with his ears, kissed them or stroked his arm muscles, letting my fingers dance across his skin.

This became our habit. Sometimes he would even ask in a husky voice: “Does my little girl need to sit on Daddy’s lap?” DAMN! If he only knew how sexy that sounded and what it did to my body! My pussy instantly got wet, my nipples hard. I rubbed against him imperceptibly, feeling him grow and harden beneath me.

I sensed his growing attraction to me – something that would have been unthinkable when Mom was alive. He let me walk around the house in skimpy clothes, his glances lingering longer on my curves than they should. He let me sit on his lap and rub against his big daddy cock without saying a word, pretending nothing was unusual. Meanwhile, I felt his breathing grow heavier, felt his muscles tense beneath me. I practically slept in his bed every night. Sometimes I asked him to cuddle me. It was amusing how he positioned himself to avoid lying against my butt – as if he could hide his own reactions.

One evening we were watching baseball and Daddy suggested we lie down on the couch. That would never have been allowed when Mom was still alive. He lay with his back against the couch back and held me in his arms. His hard cock pressed so obviously against me, and for the first time I felt like he was enjoying my body in a sexual way. His swollen cock pressed firmly against my butt, throbbing and hot through the thin fabric of his shorts.

I moved slightly, and I imagined he pressed himself more firmly against me – a soft moan escaped his throat. His arm lay around me, trembling almost imperceptibly. I often held his hand, so I grabbed it, and every few minutes I turned around and told him I loved him. He returned it and kissed my hair, my neck or my shoulder – his lips burning on my skin. Casually, I placed his hand with mine on my breast. He didn’t pull away, so I opened his palm and placed it on one of my breasts. His entire body stiffened.

“Mira?” he asked in a husky voice. “What are you doing?”

“It feels good, Daddy. Don’t worry.”

He was silent. His breath came in bursts against my hair. He left his hand there without moving it. No squeezing. No caressing. No pinching. Totally frustrating. I felt the warmth of his palm through my thin bra, desperately wishing he would do more. Finally, he let it fall to my stomach and rubbed it through the fabric of my T-shirt, his fingers trembling slightly. Damn, I was so horny. My pussy was pulsing with desire. I wanted his hands all over me. I didn’t care if he did anything else. Just touch me!

Later in bed, he snuggled against me again. No doubt, he was hard – harder than ever before. His cock pressed relentlessly against me, hot and demanding. He was playing games with himself. He was denying what he wanted. I knew he needed sex or at least relief. I knew he found me pretty, maybe even sexy. I knew my body aroused him. His stepdaughter. Maybe any other girl would have had the same effect, but I wasn’t just anyone. I was his little girl, and he was aroused by my mature body. I listened to see if he fell asleep, but his breathing revealed he was awake, pressed against me, his hand on my stomach. His fingers moved in small, unconscious circles. ‘Too horny to sleep,’ I thought. I knew that feeling well.

After a few minutes, I took his hand and pushed my T-shirt up, placing his hand on my bare stomach. This certainly wasn’t the first time he had stroked my bare stomach, but it was so arousing to feel his hand on my naked skin. His fingers twitched at the touch. He stroked my stomach and pressed his cock against me – rhythmically, almost unconsciously. What was he doing? He MUST know I could feel that. His hips moved in small, circular motions. Did he want me to make the first move? What should I do? I knew he would never ask me to touch him or do anything sexual with him. But what would happen if I initiated it?

I turned slightly and boldly reached for his cock: “What’s this log doing against my butt?”

Immediately he pushed my hand away. “No, Mira. That’s not right. It’s wrong.” His voice was hoarse with desire.

I turned on the bedside lamp and turned to face him. The warm light cast shadows across his tense face. “You always say that, and we both know it is, but I want to do this for you, Daddy, and I know you want me to do it.” I reached for the elastic of his boxers and pulled them down slightly, enough to reveal his hard cock. It was angry red, with a throbbing purple head and clear fluid at the tip. Veins ran along its length, pulsing with excitement. If I hadn’t been so frightened, I could have come spontaneously. It was so obvious that I aroused him – his own daughter. That sent fiery lust through me.

"No, sweetheart. No. We can't do this," he stammered unconvincingly. His hips involuntarily jerked forward.

I lowered my head and licked the head of his cock, tasting my daddy’s delicious juices for the first time. Salty and masculine, but sweet in a way that instantly made me addicted. "Oh, nooooo... Mira, you can’t do this!" he stuttered. I almost laughed at the way his body contradicted his words.

I grabbed the elastic waistband of his boxers and pulled firmly. Despite his protests, he lifted his butt just enough for me to pull them down. His cock sprang free, slapping against his stomach. I pulled them off him and threw them on the floor. I pulled my T-shirt over my head and watched Daddy’s face as I revealed myself to him. His eyes widened, his mouth opened slightly.

"Oh Mira, you’re so beautiful," he moaned as I grabbed my breasts, kneaded them and lifted them up to proudly show them to my daddy. My nipples were rock hard, dark with arousal. Then I knelt on the bed and took him in my hand—my hand couldn’t completely encircle his pulsing cock. He was so thick, so hot in my palm. I licked the head of his cock while he moaned in complete surrender. He lay there, helpless, watching me as I licked his thick, 9-inch cock up and down. It crossed my mind that Mom must have absolutely loved this thing and that the seed I hoped to swallow soon had created me.

My pussy was dripping down my legs, and although I was still a virgin, I was sure I could easily take him into my wet pussy. I opened my mouth and enjoyed the feeling of taking the strawberry-sized head of my own handsome daddy’s cock into my mouth. It filled me up, stretching my lips. My saliva flowed in streams. I had imagined sucking his cock so many times that I knew I could please him. My friend Amy had described to me in such detail how she gave blowjobs that I knew exactly what to do.

I licked around the head, alternately taking it into my mouth, then out and licking all around. His hips jerked with every touch of my tongue. I was just about to see how much of him I could fit in my mouth—I imagined most of it, because I wanted it so badly.

But no. "Mira! I’m about to come, sweetheart. Stop!" His voice was desperate.

Right. I took his cock out of my mouth for the briefest moment, looked up at him and grinned while licking the frenulum. "That’s the point, Daddy."

I took the head back into my mouth, sucked gently and had just taken it out again when the biggest load of cum I’ve ever experienced began to spurt out. Honestly, I hadn’t expected it to be so quick or so much.

I didn’t want to choke and certainly had no experience swallowing cum, so I held his penis firmly and watched, fascinated, as fountain after intoxicating fountain of fresh daddy cum erupted. Daddy’s wasn’t as powerful as others I’ve seen since, but it easily shot up three feet and just kept spurting. Hot and thick, pearly white in the lamplight. I tried to hold it so it would land on his stomach or my breasts, but cum went everywhere. I kept jerking his cock with my hand, as I instinctively understood, until he was empty and just twitching. He lay there, panting, while I licked up a large amount of the delicious fluid. I hadn’t planned to do something like that, but I was so aroused and it looked so delicious that I just had to taste it.

DAMN, I loved it! Salty and sweet at the same time, warm on my tongue. I licked it off his stomach, off his cock, his balls, the sheet, his chest. I had enough and loved every drop. Cum dripped from my mouth and ran wetly from my chin. I loved the taste and the feeling.

I went to the bathroom and got a damp cloth to clean him up. He tried to apologize, stammering something about wrong and immoral. I just told him to be quiet. I cleaned him gently, kissing his still sensitive head as I did so, and then lay down beside him, pulling his head to my breasts so he could suck my aching breasts for the very first time. He reached down on his own and pulled my wet panties down my legs while lovingly kissing and licking my breasts. The wet panties almost stuck to my soaked pussy.

"Oh, Daddy, that feels so good. I’ve wanted you to suck them for so long!" He looked at me questioningly, his eyes dark with desire, but continued to lick and suck, and his fingers began to play with my soaking wet pussy. His touch was hesitant but eager.

"Mira," he murmured, taking his mouth from my tits and his hand from my pussy. His fingers glistened with my wetness.

"Don’t talk, Daddy. Just don’t stop. Please." He continued, then began to lick under my breasts, down across the plane of my flat stomach. His tongue left a hot trail on my skin. DAMN! Would he really lick me? Oh DAMN, please yes! He positioned himself with his head between my legs and looked up at my face as if waiting for instructions. His hot breath over my pussy made me tremble.

He licked my clitoris very lightly, causing me to spontaneously lift my hips to his face in a bucking motion. The only experience I had with oral sex was Amy’s detailed descriptions, but I knew what I wanted. I HAD TO HAVE IT! "Daddy, please? Lick me!"

Without waiting for further instructions, he fulfilled my request. He sucked on my clitoris, he fucked my pussy with his tongue, he pressed his face into my pussy as if he were fucking me with his handsome daddy face. His nose rubbed against my clitoris while his tongue penetrated deep inside me. I fucked his face, arching like a wild horse, my hands tangled in his hair. "Oh, Daddyyyy, it’s so DAMN good! That’s what I need, Daddy! Oh, Daddy, I love you!" My body shook uncontrollably.

My orgasm hit me like a tidal wave. I rarely squirt, but this time I did. It went all over his face and the bed, but he wasn’t deterred. He eagerly licked up everything as if it were nectar. He continued to stroke my clitoris with his tongue, alternating between licking his delicious daddy tongue up and down my pussy slit. I had to stop him. It was becoming too sensitive. I was torn because I wanted him to live there for the rest of my life, but I couldn’t take any more.

I pulled him up to me and for the first time, we kissed like lovers. Our tongues wrestled with each other and I could taste my pussy on his mouth—sweet and salty at the same time. He could undoubtedly taste his cum on me. I didn’t care. It was beautiful. This was what I wanted. I was doing what I should be doing. Taking Mom’s place, as it always should have been.


Chapter 3

 [image: ] 

Consciousness returned slowly. Naked skin against naked skin. My stepfather’s warm body beside me, his steady breathing vibrating against my shoulder. Had last night been real? Had we actually...? The memory flooded through me like molten metal – his tongue gliding over my most sensitive spots, my lips closed around his pulsing flesh, the salty taste of his surrender on my tongue, intoxicating me.

Desire pulsed through every fiber of my body, hot and relentless. I needed more, longed for the feeling of his hands on my skin. Would he allow it again? Would he pull me close again, let me taste what should belong only to me? My heartbeat accelerated at the thought.

For years, Mom had dragged us to church, her words still echoing in my head. “Save yourself for marriage,” she preached endlessly, her gaze stern and unyielding. “Be a good girl.” My stepfather always nodded in agreement, playing the God-fearing family man in front of the congregation. I believed it, with every fiber of my being.

But who deserves love more than your own family? This question bored into my consciousness. There was no one I trusted as unconditionally as him. Even my crushes on school boys, those superficial fantasies, paled against this deep, rooted connection. He treated me like a princess, saw my beauty when others only saw a girl, understood my soul when others didn’t even try to look beyond my facade.

After Mom’s death, when I began sneaking into his bed – just to make sure he wouldn’t harm himself, I told myself – the fantasies awakened, wild and untamed. Especially when he turned to me in his sleep, his hardness involuntarily pressing against my bottom, his hands unconsciously cupping my breasts, his fingers brushing over my sensitive nipples.

Then “the incident” happened. Upon waking, with the taste of his desire still on my lips, bittersweet and intoxicating, a thousand thoughts raced through my head. I longed for his approval, dreamed of a complete relationship between us, imagined what it would be like if we crossed all boundaries.

I embraced him, felt the warmth of his body, noticed the boxer shorts he had apparently put on while I slept. He snorted softly, turning slowly toward me. A gentle kiss on his lips, my heart racing. His sleepy smile melted my insides.

“Sweetie, please put something on,” he yawned, his gaze briefly flitting over my naked body.

“Why, Daddy?” I stretched luxuriously, letting my breasts appear in perfect pose, nipples hard and erect. They demanded his attention, yearned for his lips, longed to be circled by his tongue.

“It’s not right. Last night was a mistake.” He stood up, his muscles tensing under his skin, trudged to the bathroom without looking back, as if he couldn’t withstand the sight of me.

‘Is he kidding me right now?’ All the tension, the anticipation bubbling inside me – and now it was supposed to have been a one-time adventure? My body protested against this thought, every cell screaming for his touch.

When he returned, I was still completely exposed, arranged as seductively as possible, one leg slightly bent to show him a hint of what he was about to lose. His gaze lingered, wandering over my curves. Perhaps not pure desire – I had thoroughly emptied him after all, swallowed his juice to the last drop – but he couldn’t ignore me, I could see it in his eyes.

“Mira, please. Get dressed. Take a shower, then we’ll talk. I’ll prepare breakfast.” His voice sounded hoarse, uncertain.

Reluctantly, I dragged myself to the bathroom, letting the hot water run over my body while my thoughts raced. I slipped into panties and a short T-shirt that barely covered my bottom – my usual house attire. Dad had conjured up eggs, bacon, and pancakes. Pancakes! My favorite food. And coffee that smelled seductively.

During the meal, an awkward superficiality prevailed. He talked about the weather, about news, anything except the elephant in the room. He didn’t want to talk about it, avoided my gaze. Understandable. I, on the other hand, wanted more, my body yearned for his touch. Not necessarily complete intercourse – although my body screamed for it, my center becoming wet at the thought. He was probably plagued by guilt, gnawing at his conscience. Not me. Not a bit. I felt alive, electrified.

Finally, it burst out of him, his fork clattering on the plate: “Mira, you can’t sleep in my bed anymore. It’s wrong!” His voice broke.

I giggled, couldn’t help it. He looked surprised and slightly annoyed, his eyebrows drawing together. “We didn’t commit incest, Daddy!” Laughing, I jumped onto his lap, feeling his warmth through the thin fabric of my panties.

He tried to resist, his hands pushing against my shoulders, but I nibbled on his ear, stuck my tongue in it, felt him shudder. Then I tickled him on the ribs, where he was particularly sensitive. Kissed his mouth – he allowed it, his lips soft under mine, but only for seconds. Then he stood up abruptly, almost throwing me to the floor, his hands trembling.

“You have to stop this, Mira. I’m serious. It’s wrong.” His face was a mask of pain and desire.

“But I like it,” I said seriously, my voice deep and honest. “For the first time since Mom’s death, I feel alive, as if blood instead of ice is flowing through my veins. And I know you like it too. Deny it.” My eyes bored into his, demanding honesty.

I waited while he studied me, his gaze wandering over my face as if searching for something. Glance to the floor, deep sigh, sat down again, shoulders hanging. “That’s the problem, Mira. I do like it. Even without last night – I like everything. Being here with you. You on my lap. Your short shirts that barely hide anything. Your flirting.” His voice broke, became rough. “You’re so beautiful, remind me so much of your mother, and it breaks my heart.” His eyes glistened with moisture.

Tears rolled down my cheeks, hot and salty. Dad took me in his arms, I was sitting on his lap again, his heartbeat against my chest. I wanted him. Desperately. Wanted him to worship my body, make me feel good, extinguish this burning inside me. Wanted to take his pain and for him to take mine, that gaping wound that Mom’s death had left.

After breakfast, Dad drove to work, his goodbye kiss on my forehead was chaste and fatherly. Housework and studying awaited me, everyday life demanded its due. Final exams and graduation were approaching, time was racing. The thought of Mom, who had even homeschooled me, not being able to attend, tore my heart into a thousand pieces. I was top of my class, despite all the missed days when her illness had confined me to the house. She would have been so proud, would have taken me in her arms.

Dad occupied my thoughts all day, his face appearing before my mind’s eye, his hands on my skin. Should I obey? Forget what had happened? Could I even do that? Could he? After last night – how could I resist him when every fiber of my body screamed for him? It had been so damn good, so intense!

He had loved it, I knew that with absolute certainty. What man doesn’t love a blowjob? Especially when the girl swallows everything, eagerly taking in every drop? DAMN! I needed more, my body trembled at the thought. Had to have more, feel his hands on me. But I couldn’t demand, couldn’t argue. I just had to be myself, seductive and innocent at the same time.

In the evening, there was Mexican takeout. Fajitas with spicy sauce, the air filled with the scent of spices. My favorite dish! We ate, he cleaned up while I finished homework, math formulas blurring before my eyes. Then I slipped into an old nightgown that I hadn’t worn for three or four years, from the time when my curves weren’t so pronounced. I could barely get it over my head, the fabric stretched across my breasts. Uncomfortably tight, didn’t even cover my panties, the hem ended just below my butt.

I wore the skimpiest bikini briefs I could find, delicate lace material that revealed more than it concealed. The nightgown emphasized every curve, every roundness of my body. I looked damn hot, my reflection confirmed it. My nipples stood out hard, pressing against the thin fabric, I was horny and needy, my center throbbing with desire.

Dad was watching baseball, sitting in his chair, relaxed and leaning back. I began to massage his shoulders, felt the knots under my fingers. “That feels good, sweetheart,” he murmured with closed eyes, a soft moan escaping his lips.

“Did you have a hard day, Dad?” My voice was soft, seductive.

“Not really. Just a bit tense because I’m behind. Not making progress with the Johnson project.” His shoulders relaxed under my hands.

“Your muscles are as tight as steel cables. You should lie down and let me massage your entire back.” My thumbs circled over his neck.

He opened his eyes, looked up at me. Noticed the tight nightgown, my rock-hard nipples clearly visible through it. Closed his eyes again, his Adam’s apple bobbing. “Here is fine. Feels great.” I continued massaging, but could see – even through his sweatpants – that I had affected him, a distinct bulge was visible.

After a few minutes of small talk about the Braves and their chances, I came around, sat on his lap, felt his hardness against my butt. His eyes virtually devoured my body, wandered over my breasts, my legs. The nightgown was working its magic, I could see it in his gaze. My panties were wet, sticking to my skin, I wanted his touch so badly. Damn, I was horny, my whole body tingling with anticipation.

He could do anything with me, live out any fantasy. I didn’t care. Did he want my virginity? It belonged to him, I would give it to him without hesitation. A repeat of last night? Perfect, I would taste him again, enjoy every drop. Just kissing, hugging, touching everywhere? I could be satisfied with that, but DAMN I needed his attention, his hands on my skin.

I kissed his neck, his ears, stroked his hair, breathed in his scent. He remained motionless, his hands firmly on the armrests. Ugh! Didn’t he want to play along, to give in? I kissed his mouth, licked his lips, but he turned his head away, his jaw muscles tensing. Straddling him, I rubbed against his hardness through our clothes, felt the heat between us. He pretended to watch TV, his eyes fixed on the screen. At least his cock was hard, betraying his true feelings. “I love you,” I whispered in his ear, my lips brushing his earlobe. He returned it, his voice rough. Straddling him, I rose up, grabbed the hem of the translucent nightgown, pulled it laboriously over my head, the fabric grazing my sensitive nipples, threw it to the floor. My nipples were diamond-hard, practically in his face. I pressed my breasts against his face, desperate for caresses, kisses, sucking, my breathing quick and shallow.

No.

“Stand up, Mira. I’m serious. That’s enough now!” His angry voice cut through the air like a knife. I didn’t like that tone, it made my heart stumble. He scared me, made me flinch. Rarely did Stepdad get angry, even more rarely with me, his eyes flashing dangerously.

I stood up, my legs trembling. “Go to your room. Don’t come back until you’re wearing something decent. This stops now! Do you understand me?” He roared, his voice echoing through the room. I nodded, burst into tears, my chest tightening.

I ran upstairs, closed the door behind me, leaned against it. Cried and cried until my face was swollen. I had disappointed him, drawn his anger upon me! Wasn’t as good as Mom, could never take her place. Couldn’t do what she had done, couldn’t give him what she had given. It wasn’t the same, would never be the same. He couldn’t love me like her, saw me differently. I was inexperienced, clumsy in my seduction attempts. He had rejected me, pushed me away like a child. Saw me as a child, not as a woman.

I had to accept that there was nothing real between us, just my fantasy. So disappointed, so hurt, my heart ached. Dad had rejected me, turned me down. Maybe he still loved me? I knew that deep inside, but not the way I wanted, not with that consuming passion. I thought I could take Mom’s place, fill her void, but now I understood – I couldn’t, would never be able to. I never wanted him to forget her, but I wanted to fulfill his needs, dispel his loneliness. Now I realized that I couldn’t, not in that way.

That night I made a decision, as tears soaked my pillow. I would continue to fantasize about him (how could I not, when every thought of him made me shiver?), but I would behave, accept my role as daughter. Would wear thick, long pajamas that hid my body, concealed every curve. Wouldn't even kiss his cheek unless he kissed first or asked for it. Would try to hide my hurt, lock it deep inside me. Never mention what had happened. Never. I would keep this secret my entire life.

The next few weeks passed in a frenzy, a whirlwind of exams and preparations. High school graduation. Graduation came and went, my heart heavy at the thought of Mom's empty seat. My stepbrother appeared for the ceremony, his smile so similar to Dad's. After his behavior at Mom's funeral, his hidden glances and "accidental" touches, I expected he would want to "play," would pull me into a corner.

Although I was still angry with him about previous incidents, part of me yearned for it, for some form of validation. But he brought a girlfriend, a pretty girl with long legs who shared my bed while he slept on the couch. I was damn jealous, my thoughts torturing me. Was she getting it from him? Did she feel his hands on her skin? She was nice, we got along well enough, laughed at the same jokes, but the next day they drove off, leaving me with my confused feelings.

A week later, Daddy announced he was taking me to the beach as a graduation gift, if I felt like it, his eyes lighting up at the suggestion. Although I had a summer job as a math tutor in sight, the position was practically guaranteed, but it wouldn't start for a few weeks. A friend of Daddy's had offered him his vacation apartment, right on the beach. Since I loved the ocean, the smell of salt and the sound of the waves, I was beside myself with joy, my heart leaping.

In the past weeks, Daddy had barely seen my knees, except when I wore a dress that reached my ankles. He definitely hadn't seen my breasts, they remained hidden under loose T-shirts. I don't wear low-cut dresses, so he didn't even see décolletage, not a hint of my skin. Our incident was mentioned by neither him nor me, but hung like a shadow between us. I didn't sit on his lap or massage his shoulders, kept a respectful distance.

I behaved as chastely as possible – except in my bedroom, where I masturbated almost every night, my fingers between my legs, and almost always thinking about him, seeing his face before me. I constantly tried to think about something else, even my stepbrother and his strong hands, but inevitably my thoughts returned to the passion with which he had devoured my wet pussy, his tongue between my folds, and what a manly load of daddy cream he had given his little stepdaughter, hot and pulsing in my mouth. DAMN! The memory alone made me shiver.

I realized I needed to go shopping for the beach vacation, my wardrobe offered nothing suitable. I hadn't been to the ocean in years, the salty air on my skin, and rarely wore a swimsuit in public, didn't show my body.

We had a pool, so it didn't matter that my swimwear was old, faded and baggy. But now we were going to the beach! I needed swimsuits, maybe a pretty summer dress for daytime and an elegant dress for dinner, something special. Daddy liked to eat with Mom in fancy restaurants, their dates were sacred, so I might be his "date" in an upscale restaurant during our vacation, sitting in her place.

That set my thoughts wandering again, uncontrolled and wild. Being his date. Oh, DAMN! With him at the beach in a new bikini, the sand between my toes! I already had a nice tan from sunbathing by the pool, my skin golden and gleaming, mostly when Daddy was at work, the house empty and quiet. Didn't want him to see me and maybe get lustful thoughts! The thought made me laugh inside, bitter and sweet at the same time.

Daddy gave me his credit card with a set amount, his hand brushing mine, so I went out, my heart light. I found a beautiful short black dress, so elegant and seductive. It fit like a glove, hugging my curves like a second skin. Almost backless and it showed décolletage, not too much, but enough to draw glances. Why not? It was on sale, a bargain. I also found a pretty, somewhat less revealing summer dress with a floral pattern. Very beautiful and also reduced! Then I looked at bikinis and swimsuits, my fingers running over the different fabrics. I discovered a bikini that matched exactly what I had in mind, my heart beating faster.

Yellow as the sun and quite modest for a bikini, covered the essentials. I might draw a few glances, but it wasn't obscene, not too daring. I also chose some more conservative one-pieces, just in case. I could imagine Daddy admonishing me if I wore a skimpy bikini at the beach, his disapproving look, so I wanted to be prepared, ready for any situation.

As I was about to leave, I noticed a mannequin in a tiny green thong bikini. I almost laughed out loud. Who would wear something like that? My eyes wandered over the tiny triangle of fabric that was barely more than a whisper of material. I would have to get completely waxed, although I always keep myself well-trimmed. The bottom was cut so narrow that it would practically be just a thin line between my legs.

Wow! Just the thought of wearing it made my heart beat faster and made me nervous and excited at the same time. How would it feel to be so exposed? To feel men's gazes while lying practically naked on the beach? A warm tingling spread through my lower abdomen. I tried it on, my fingers trembling slightly as I pulled the tiny fabric over my hips.

Sorry, but I looked damn good in it. My reflection almost took my breath away - my curves were perfectly accentuated, every line of my body was emphasized. I never thought I'd wear such a skimpy piece in public. But the sight of my almost naked skin made me shiver with... what? Excitement? Shame? Desire? I would buy it and pack it, and if I lost my courage, I would just never wear it! But the thought that it was lying in my suitcase, ready for a moment of daring, already excited me.

We drove to the beach. 10 hours. The landscape passed by as we listened to alternative rock (my favorite), the Braves (of course), and part of an audiobook that Daddy had from the library. Something about the Lusitania. Pretty interesting. I'm nerdy enough. But my thoughts kept returning to the green thong carefully hidden in my luggage.

My mind wandered. I had "behaved" for over a month. Now we were going to the beach. I would be lying in the sun in a bikini, exposing my skin to the warmth and his gaze. I certainly wasn't ashamed of my body, but I couldn't possibly continue following my self-imposed rules of not showing Daddy any skin.

And sunscreen – wouldn't we apply it to each other? My skin tingled at the thought of his hands on my body. I knew something like that would arouse me – would it arouse him too? Would it lead to something? I shouldn't get my hopes up, but the mere thought was already making me wet.

After arriving at the vacation apartment, we went out to eat. The restaurant smelled of salt and fried fish. My stepfather loves seafood; not my favorite, but as a Southern girl, I'll eat almost anything that's fried. Daddy doesn't drink much, but on special occasions or on vacation, he sometimes treats himself to beer or wine. Mom always complained a little since she never touched alcohol. I myself had hardly any experience with it. Daddy ordered a beer and asked if I wanted one too. I must have looked shocked.

“You're eighteen. Go ahead,” Daddy urged. His eyes twinkled mischievously.

“Sure, bring me the same as him,” I smiled, my heart pounding with excitement over this new adult intimacy.

While eating, I found that the beer tasted better than I remembered. The bitterness mixed pleasantly with the salty taste of the fried shrimp. I had probably not had more than four beers in my life, and usually just a few sips.

But it went quite well with the fried food. Daddy ordered me a second one, and for the first time in my life, I experienced what it means to be tipsy. It felt wonderful! My limbs became warm and relaxed, the world got soft edges. Daddy laughed as he led me to the car, his hand supportively on my lower back. Of course, the buzz didn't last long, but it was fun anyway.

On the way back to the vacation apartment, my stepfather stopped at the supermarket to buy supplies for the week. The cold air from the air conditioning made me shiver. When we reached the beer coolers, he said: “Do you want to drink some too? Then I'll get more.”

I grinned. “Sure. Can we try different kinds?” I asked, seeing all the colorful packages. So we bought plenty of beer. Daddy bought a cooler for the beach. Mom wouldn't have approved of that. It looked like Papa was planning to have a good time. That made me happy, but also nervous - what would happen if we both lost our inhibitions?

The next day we were at the beach. The sun burned on my skin as I wore my new yellow bikini. The top hugged my breasts tightly, the bottom sat low on my hips. I wasn't sure yet about the green thong and sipped a beer that was ice-cold and refreshing.

Daddy had downed a few. We strolled along the beach and let the waves crash against us, sometimes so strongly that I was pushed against him. His strong body caught me, and I felt the warmth of his skin. We held hands. It felt good. I felt wonderful, slightly intoxicated and sensually aroused.

When we returned to our beach chairs, Daddy lay on his stomach and asked me to rub sunscreen on his back and legs. (Well damn yes!) My hands trembled slightly as I picked up the lotion. I spread the cream over his muscular back and enjoyed the feeling of his warm, strong muscles under my fingers. His skin was velvety and firm, and I felt him relax under my touch.

Then I rubbed his legs and dared to stroke between them up to his swim trunks, which weren't far from his treasures. My heart was racing. He turned over, and I rubbed the lotion on his chest with its sparse black hair and his very hairy, flat stomach. DAMN, his stomach is so sexy! The dark hair led downward like an arrow, and I had to restrain myself from wandering further.

Then it was my turn. Daddy opened another beer, took a deep swig, and began massaging my shoulders. How long had it been since he had touched my bare skin? It felt so good. His fingers felt so loving, strong, and masculine. Every touch sent electric shivers through my body. He rubbed my entire back, his palms gliding over my spine, and that's when I knew I was wet. The familiar throbbing between my legs grew stronger.

It wouldn't be noticeable, I thought, since we had gotten wet during our beach walk. Then he massaged my legs, his fingers slowly moving between my thighs and up to my buttocks right under my bikini. His touch was so close to my most intimate places that I almost moaned. I was so aroused that I could barely keep still. He didn't know it, but I wasn't far from climax. How could he arouse me so much??

The afternoon was so hot that we went to the vacation apartment to simply sit on the terrace under the fan. The air was sultry and oppressive, even in the shade. We ate something and drank plenty of beer. Daddy didn't drink much because we wanted to go out for dinner in the evening. I drank three, more than ever before in my life. I was tipsy, and Daddy enjoyed it immensely. I slurred my words, my tongue felt heavy. Daddy suggested that I should shower and take a nap to refresh myself before going out. He also said that we would be going to a fancy restaurant, so I should wear my new, beautiful dress.

“Are we going on a date, Daddy?” I was drunk. There's no other way to put it. I wasn't used to drinking at all and felt it clearly. The words tumbled out of my mouth before I could stop them.

“If you want to call it that, sure,” he laughed. “It's a date.” His eyes gleamed with amusement, but there was something else - a hunger that I couldn't quite interpret.

I stood up to take a shower. My legs felt wobbly. I bumped into the wall in the hallway and fell down laughing. Daddy came to see if I was okay. He said he needed a nap, and I should get him if I needed him.

I stumbled into the shower. The cool water pounding on my heated skin was refreshing, but I didn’t become completely sober. I had forgotten to bring fresh clothes into the bathroom, so I dried myself off and stumbled out completely naked. My wet skin glistened in the dim light of the hallway. The door was directly across from Stepdaddy’s bedroom. His door was open, he was lying on the bed staring right at me. His eyes widened, traveling over my naked body—my breasts, my waist, my hips.

“Oops,” I giggled. “I forgot my clothes.” I stood there for a moment, feeling his gaze like a physical touch on my skin, but he didn’t take his eyes off me and didn’t say a word. The tension crackled between us. I managed to get to my room, though my body urged me to go to him. Suddenly I felt sober and very, very, very horny.

I put on my little black dress. The fabric clung to my still damp skin. Looking in the mirror, I realized I had never worn a dress that showed so much décolletage. The neckline plunged deep between my breasts, showing the curve of my cleavage. ‘But not as much as a bikini,’ I thought, yet this felt more daring, more intimate.

When Daddy saw me, he actually whistled. “Mira, you look beautiful,” he said. His voice was husky, his eyes dark. He placed his hand on my bare back, sending shivers of desire through my body, and guided me to the door. His touch burned on my skin.

The restaurant was so beautiful. Dim lighting, candles on the tables, the soft sound of piano music. Again, it wasn’t really my favorite cuisine, but I let Daddy order for me, and it was okay. Daddy told me not to drink alcohol because he was drinking wine and probably shouldn’t drive. They started with some kind of gross salad, then there was a lobster dish, and then a cheese sandwich, which is more what a typical American girl wants.

I noticed, or imagined, that Daddy stared at my décolletage all evening. His eyes kept wandering to the deep neckline, lingering there longer than appropriate. He was more drunk than I’d ever seen him. Not falling-down drunk, not even as drunk as I was in the afternoon, but his speech was slurred and he wasn’t trying to hide that he was staring at my tits.

The way he looked at me made me burn inside. When the waiter asked if we would have dessert, Dad laughed and nodded in my direction. “The most beautiful dessert is already sitting in front of me,” he mumbled with a heavy tongue. The waiter smiled knowingly. What was THAT supposed to mean?? My cheeks glowed, but not just from embarrassment.


Chapter 4

 [image: ] 

I drove back to the vacation apartment, the warm evening air flowing through the open windows carrying the salty scent of the sea. Daddy was talkative, his voice relaxed from the wine. “Did you see that girl with the black thong today? Her parents must be so proud,” he remarked sarcastically, while his fingers rested loosely on the steering wheel.

My heart skipped a little beat. “So you wouldn’t want me to dress like that in public?” I asked, trying to make my voice sound casual while my palms grew damp.

“No! My little daughter is not going to display everything she’s got in public!” he laughed, but his gaze briefly wandered to my legs in the short dress.

A mischievous smile crept onto my lips. “And how about in private?” I grinned, my tongue running over my lower lip.

He didn’t comment on that, just cleared his throat. “That dress is amazing. You look beautiful, sweetheart.” His voice had dropped an octave lower.

We arrived at the vacation apartment. Daddy was almost sober, but still a little giggly, his movements more relaxed than usual. He went to his room and came back out moments later wearing only boxer shorts. I wasn’t sure, but it looked like he had a slight erection – the fabric of his shorts was tellingly stretched. My cheeks burned as I quickly looked away.

I fiddled with the remote control, trying to tune in to the Braves game, still in my tiny black dress that rode up my thighs with every movement. Daddy sat down on the couch and patted the cushion next to him. “Sit down and watch the game, Sissy!” He rarely called me that anymore, but had called me that for as long as I could remember. That nickname always made me feel like his little girl.

I sat down, feeling the warmth of his body next to mine, and he leaned forward and kissed my shoulder. His lips were warm and soft against my skin. “You look good,” he said, as I leaned forward and kissed his cheek, inhaling the familiar scent of his aftershave.

“I’m going to change. Be right back,” I whispered, my voice trembling with excitement.

I sat trembling on my bed, my hands damp with nervousness. Could I do what I wanted to do? My heart was pounding so loudly that I was sure he could hear it through the wall. I took off the dress, the fabric sliding like silk over my heated skin, and came out of the room in my underwear – a lace-trimmed bra and matching panties – in full view of Daddy, and went to the refrigerator to get a beer.

I walked in front of him, my hips swaying deliberately, hoping he liked the view, and announced: “That stuff made me so thirsty.” I felt his eyes burning on my body, following the curves of my waist, the swing of my behind. I put the beer to my lips and drank about half of it, the cold alcohol burning pleasantly in my throat, before going back to my room where I finished the other half. I sat on the bed until the alcohol took effect – a warm tingling spreading from my stomach, dissolving my inhibitions.

I removed my remaining clothes, my skin tingling in the warm air, and found the green thong bikini, aware that I couldn’t wear something like this in public – but definitely in private. I put it on, the tiny fabric hugging my curves. Oh, it barely covered anything. The front of the bottoms wasn’t bigger than my palm, the thin straps cutting seductively into my hips.

The coverings for my nipples were half that size. My breasts looked two sizes bigger than my actual 32-C, because the fabric patches were so small, they pushed my flesh together and made it spill over luxuriously. DAMN – I looked like sin incarnate.

I peeked around the corner. Daddy was lying on the couch watching the game, his profile relaxed in the light of the television. “Daddy?” I called, my voice sweet and innocent.

“Yes, sweetheart, what is it?” he looked at me as I stuck my head out of the bedroom door, my hair falling like a silken curtain around my face.

“Remember that girl with the thong?”

“Of course. There wasn’t enough fabric to stuff a firecracker!” he laughed, but his eyes narrowed curiously.

“You said you didn’t want me to wear something like that in public, right?”

He sat up, his attention completely focused on me. “What? Of course not. What are you up to?”

My heart was racing. “How about in private, Daddy? I bought something just for you to see, and no one else.” I stepped out of my hiding place, the green thong barely more than a promise of fabric, while Daddy’s eyes roamed freely over my nearly naked body. I saw his breath catch, how his fingers dug into the couch cushions.

“Mira, my goodness. You can’t wear that in public!” His voice had grown husky, his eyes dark with desire.

I walked over to him, my steps slow and deliberate, and sat on his lap. I immediately felt his hardness pressing against my thighs. “This is just for you, Daddy. You’re the only man who gets to see this. Do you like it?” My voice was a whisper, my breath warm against his ear.

“Oh, sweetheart. What are you doing to me? I can’t get you out of my head.” He began to kiss me, his lips hungry and desperate, laying me back on the couch, sucking on my tongue, his hands exploring my body with trembling greed. His touch left fire on my skin.

“Not here. Let’s go to the bed,” I moaned against his lips, my voice hoarse with desire. I led him to the nearest bedroom, which was mine, my hand firmly in his. We fell onto the bed, his hand pulling the bikini top from one of my breasts, the tiny fabric nearly tearing under his impatience, sucking on it, licking it, making my entire body throb with unbridled lust. “Oh Daddy, oh that feels so damn good!! Oh Daddy, I love you so much!” I murmured, while pulling his face to my breast, tongue-fucking his ears, biting him, my hands reaching down to tug at his boxer shorts.

He stood up and dropped his boxers. His cock sprang forth, fully engorged and imposing. It was wet with pre-cum, the clear fluid glistening at the tip. He needed a blowjob and he had come to the right place. I craved his thick, hard daddy cock, my mouth already watering at the sight. I yearned for his cum, starving for it like an addict for her drug. I wriggled out of the tiny thong bikini, the fabric sliding over my wet thighs.

“Daddy, I need you. Do everything to me. Don’t deny me, please?” I begged, as I slid to the floor and took his swollen member in my hand. I gazed at it in awe, my mouth watering with desire. The head was shiny, purple and wet, pulsing slightly in my palm. It was leaking clear fluid and a drop threatened to fall to the floor. I licked it off, tasting him, enjoying the salty, masculine flavor on my tongue.

His shaft was veiny and to me as beautiful as anything I’d ever seen – a work of art made of flesh and blood. I wanted it stuffed down my throat, even if it would make me gag. I pushed him back and he lay on the bed, his legs hanging down, his feet on the floor. I knelt between his thighs to worship.

“Daddy, I’m going to pleasure you orally. I want you to lean back and just enjoy it.” I licked him carefully all over, my tongue following every vein, every inch of his hard length. He moaned unabashedly and told me how good it felt and how good I was and how good I looked, his words like honey in my ears.

The first time I’d pleasured him orally, he came almost immediately. I felt cheated, wanted more time to worship him. I hoped he would last longer this time. Perhaps the wine he’d drunk would help.

I didn’t really know how to suck a cock – at least not from experience. That one time with Daddy and the vivid descriptions Amy had given me was all I had in my arsenal, apart from a raging desire to devour him. I already knew I liked the taste of his cum – salty, masculine, pure – and I had planned to drink every drop should I ever get another chance. I didn’t know how much of his cock I could take in my mouth, but I was so horny that I felt like I could deepthroat a baseball bat.

Thirstily, I took his head into my mouth, my lips enclosing it like a ripe fruit. OH, DAMN, I loved the feeling of Daddy’s head in there! My mouth produced a fresh torrent of saliva, while I felt my pussy getting even wetter, my juices beginning to run down my inner thighs. I managed to keep my eyes fixed on Daddy’s face.

Had I not known better, I would have thought he was in agony – his face was contorted with lust, his eyes half-closed. Hopefully he wasn’t already about to come, because I had much more planned.

I positioned myself at an angle where his cock was aimed at my throat, my body between his spread legs. I knew this wouldn’t be easy and wouldn’t be pleasant, but I thought I could at least partially take him into my throat. I moved slowly until I felt the gag reflex, my throat rebelling against the intruder. I stayed still, my throat trying to expel this foreign object, tears welling in my eyes. After a few seconds, I moved a little bit further and felt Daddy’s head beginning to enter the uppermost part of my throat. I almost came from the sheer perversity of the act.

I forced myself to continue forward, and slowly but surely his thick cock began to fill my throat and cut off any air. Very, very, extremely uncomfortable, but so rewarding – I felt completely possessed by him. I backed off just enough to take a good breath, saliva dripping from my lips. Daddy’s hand was in my hair, his fingers digging into my curls. He moaned, “Oh, baby, that’s so good. That’s so good. You’re such a good girl.” His words made my pussy pulse even more.

I pushed forward until I felt I couldn’t take any more into my throat, my throat stretched to its limit. I measured with my hand and discovered that at least 2 inches of hard manhood were still outside my mouth. Saliva was dripping from my mouth and chin, forming a shiny trail on my breasts. My mouth was opened as wide as I could get it, my jaw muscles already aching. At least 3 inches of Daddy’s cock were in my throat, I could feel it pulsing. I didn’t think I could take any more. As much as I loved it, as close as I was to my own orgasm, I was in agony. It hurt. I couldn’t breathe. I knew my throat would be really sore tomorrow and I’d probably be hoarse. The throat wasn’t made to have a cock in it – but that’s what made it so forbiddingly arousing.

Reluctantly, I let him slide completely out of my mouth and coughed a little, my throat raw and irritated. His cock was obscenely wet, dripping with his pre-cum and my saliva, the mixture shining obscenely in the light. It dripped and ran down onto his hanging balls. Oh, DAMN, his balls were so beautiful – plump and heavy, full of cum for me! I lifted them up and bathed them in saliva, my tongue circling around each one.

I sucked very gently while stroking his cock with my hand, feeling it twitch in my palm. I licked between his balls, licking and sucking, moaning with my own enthusiasm. I could feel my pussy juice running down my inner thighs, a shiny trail of my arousal. Daddy urged me on with urgency, moaning in obvious pleasure, his hips moving involuntarily.

I took his cock back into my mouth and whipped my tongue around the swollen, dripping head, concentrating on the sensitive spot just under the tip. “Oh, Mira, that’s going to make me cum!” he gasped, as I looked up at his handsome face, his features contorted with pleasure.

That triggered my own orgasm like a switch. While holding his stiff rod in my hand and continuing to stroke, I cried out: “Oh, Daddy, I’m coming!” My body shook, waves of pleasure rolling through me.

As I said that, his thick, viscous streams of daddy cum began shooting upward and landed on his stomach, the bed, and my breasts, hot white splashes marking me as his. I moved to get some in my mouth when a large, rope-like glob landed on my face, covering both cheeks and my nose, then another hit my chin and began dripping down.

I took his cock into my mouth, continuing to stroke while he unleashed more, less powerful jets of delicious man juice into my mouth. I swallowed eagerly, the salty taste exploding on my tongue as my orgasm hit with full force, making me tremble.

I placed my hands under his buttocks and grabbed both cheeks, pulling his cock deep into my mouth and throat, while I inhaled his essence – the masculine scent of sweat and sex. I could feel fiery-hot liquid flowing directly down my throat into my stomach like liquid gold. Every thought of gagging or discomfort had vanished. This was my nourishment. This was the life-giving seed that my body craved like a drug.

I continued sucking and swallowing, pulling him as deep as humanly possible into my greedy mouth, my lips pressing against his pubic area while my tongue tried to lick down to his balls. I had goddamn DEVOURED him, taking in every inch of him. He trembled and pushed at my head, trying to force me to let go, but I was insatiable. Oxygen deprivation finally forced me to, as I fell back onto the floor, gasping for air, my breasts and face covered with cum like war paint of lust.

“Mira,” I could hear him panting as if from far away, his voice raw and exhausted. “Come up here to me, baby.” I managed to crawl to the bed and into his arms, my body still shaking from the aftershocks. He looked at me with pure love, his eyes soft and tender. I knew in that moment that he had no remorse like before – only love and contentment.

“I love you, Daddy,” I whispered, my voice hoarse from use. He kissed my lips tenderly, tasting himself on me. Then he looked into my eyes and told me I was beautiful, his fingers stroking my cum-smeared cheek. I cuddled against him, feeling his warmth and heartbeat, and fell asleep, completely satisfied.

Daddy woke me the next morning with gentle kisses on my shoulder and announced that breakfast was served. He served me breakfast in bed!?!? I was overjoyed, my heart swelling with love, and the broad smile on his face told me that remorse wasn’t on the menu. I was hungry and ate eagerly, the scent of coffee and warm rolls filling the room. Even the coffee had just the right amount of sugar to make it, if possible, even better.

He sat on the bed and stroked my legs through the sheet, his touch gentle and possessive. I was still naked and he looked at my breasts, which were outlined under the thin fabric. “You are the most beautiful woman in the world, Mira.” His words made me glow inside with pride and love.

That made me blush, a warm redness creeping from my chest to my cheeks. “Daddy! That’s so sweet. I love you!” I leaned forward and kissed him on the lips. Just a whisper, but I felt my lips lingering on his, longer than necessary.

Daddy explained that he wanted to go to the beach for a few hours, if that was okay with me, afterward we could go shopping or watch TV or whatever I wanted. Then we would have another rendezvous. My heart burst with happiness and beat faster at the word “rendezvous.” Daddy hadn’t been this happy since Mom’s death, and he really wanted to spend time with me. And maybe, just maybe, he was longing for more of what I so desperately desired. The way he looked at me gave me hope.

I showered and put on one of the one-piece swimsuits I had bought. When I came out of the bedroom, Daddy glanced at me and asked, “Aren’t you wearing the green bikini?”

I laughed. He had made it clear that he didn’t want me wearing something so revealing at the beach. Teasingly, I said, “If you want, I’ll put it on. Then everyone can see what belongs entirely to you.” I think I even winked. The words came naturally, but they felt right.

“Put it on, sweetie,” he croaked, his voice rougher than usual.

For a moment I stood there with my mouth open, just to make sure he wasn’t joking. His eyes told me he was serious. Then I turned around and went to the bedroom. The bikini was still on the floor where we had thrown it last night. My body was already trembling with excitement as I touched it. My pussy was already starting to tingle, becoming warm and wet. I put on the tiny outfit and came back out.

“You look incredible, Mira. You inherited all your mother’s curves.” He paused, his gaze wandering over my body. “I know I shouldn’t talk like that.”

I moved closer to him and put my arms around him, feeling the warmth of his skin through his shirt. “This is our secret, Daddy. Nobody will ever know.” A tear ran down my face and Daddy kissed it away, his lips soft against my cheek.

I had a cover-up that I could pull over the bikini. Although we were at a private beach, there were still many people milling about, and I was somewhat embarrassed when I took off the cover-up and lay down so Daddy could rub sunscreen on my back. My heart beat faster as I felt all eyes on me.

He generously rubbed my entire back and legs, his hands firm and warm on my skin, between my legs and to my delight also my butt, which was completely naked except for the tiny thong between my buttocks. His fingers glided over every inch of my skin, lingering longer than necessary. Then I turned over and he made no attempt to avoid touching my breasts or even between my legs. His touches sent electric shivers through my body.

His swim trunks couldn’t hide that his cock was hard. The distinct bulge made me tremble inside. I didn’t think anyone was close enough to notice, but I also didn’t care. I was already so aroused by thoughts of what might happen later that I didn’t care what people thought. I assumed people would think he was an older guy with a young girlfriend. Wouldn’t people be shocked if they knew he was my father? DAMN, that was so arousing! The danger made everything even more intense.

We strolled along the beach. I could see people staring at me, their gazes fixed on my nearly naked body. Daddy asked: “How does it feel to show your body to all these strangers?”

I smiled provocatively: “How does it feel to hold hands and walk with an almost naked teenager?”

He stopped and looked at me. My entire body, as if he were devouring me with his eyes. He said: “It feels wonderful and exciting and makes me feel alive, darling. I love you so much. Can I say something honestly without hurting your feelings?”

I was confused. What could it be? “Of course. We need to be completely honest, don’t we?”

He looked sad for a moment, melancholic. “I keep forgetting that you’re not your mother. We used to go to the beach and we were so in love.” He examined my body again, more hungrily this time. “But your mom would never have worn that!” He laughed. “But she would have looked great in it!”

I hugged him and took his face in my hands, kissed his lips gently and told him how much I loved him. “I want to be her for you, Daddy. If that makes this more right, just imagine I’m her. I don’t mind. Not at all.” The words came from the depths of my heart, even though they tore me apart inside.

He sighed heavily. We continued our walk in silence. He didn’t let me know what he was thinking, though I asked a few times. His thoughtful expression troubled me somewhat, but he held my hand firmly and seemed content, if not happy.

We spent the afternoon at the movies. It was too hot to stay at the beach all day, so I put on jeans and a long-sleeved shirt (movie theaters are SO cold) and we drove to the mall. To my surprise, Daddy placed his hand on my thigh and occasionally kissed my cheek, his lips warm and possessive. He remarked that it reminded him of the time when he and Mom went to the movies.

We drove back to the apartment, and I put on my little black dress again for my date with Daddy. When I came out, he was wearing nice pants, a short-sleeved white shirt, and a colorful tie. He looked delicious, masculine and well-groomed. I had the urge to drop to my knees and blow him right there. All in good time.

“Mira, you look stunning!” he said, his eyes shining with admiration. He took my hand and held it tight.

We went to a very expensive restaurant. This was something my mother had loved, although they rarely spent much money on food. Daddy ordered a bottle of wine with the confidence of a man who knew what he wanted. I wouldn’t have had a clue how to order wine. I wondered where he had learned that. He ate seafood. I had chicken. It was delicious. The wine made me tipsy, warming me from the inside, but I couldn’t tell that it affected Daddy.

Daddy talked a lot about family and things that happened long ago, mostly before I was born. Things I knew little about. Things that would have interested my mother. He was finally coming to terms with her loss. He was allowing himself to talk about her and the things she loved. He was healing and so was I, slowly but surely.

When we returned to the apartment, we sat on the couch and watched a movie. He held my hand, his fingers intertwined with mine. I grew tired and rested my head on his shoulder, breathing in his familiar scent. I wondered what was going through his mind and if anything would happen. I didn’t want to be the one pushing, so I finally said I was going to bed.

He said he would take a quick shower and then come to tuck me in. That was promising! A shower certainly wasn’t necessary for “tucking in”! My heart began to race and I could feel my panties getting wet at the possibilities.

I showered briefly, always wanting to be fresh, just in case. Spontaneously, I put on my best push-up bra. It made my tits look fantastic, pushing them up and together. I put on black, see-through panties and figured that was enough. My reflection showed me a young woman ready to give everything.

I turned off the light and got into bed. I tried to control my breathing, but my heart was racing. I could hear the shower in Daddy’s room stopping and knew he would be here soon. I thought I knew, but wasn’t entirely sure, what would happen. Did I want my stepfather to take my most precious possession, my virginity? The answer was an overwhelming “YES!”

I knew that one day I would get married and I knew I would marry someone I could respect and love and who would value me the way my stepfather had valued my mom, but even my husband would never understand the bond my stepfather and I shared – the mutual grief we had, and the mutual comfort and pure love that was healing us. What we were about to do (I hoped) was almost beyond all explanation – it was an offering of love, so intimate that it almost transcended any understanding.

The door opened and I saw my stepfather enter. He was wearing only boxers, his chest bare and muscular. He was freshly showered and smelled wonderful of his aftershave. There was very little light from the hallway, but Daddy could see me. I was lying there in my sexy underwear, the bra pushing my breasts upward, my almost naked teenage body exposed to his protective gaze. He stopped and stared, his eyes roaming over every inch of my body. “Baby, you’re so beautiful,” he whispered as he closed the door. We were in absolute darkness.

“Daddy,” I gasped as he got into bed and took me in his strong arms. “I’m so nervous.”

He kissed my lips gently, then more passionately. “I’m nervous too, Mira. I love you so much.” We kissed, our tongues fighting each other, dancing an ancient dance of lust. I was so aroused that the nervousness quickly disappeared, replaced by the pure, ecstatic love I felt in that moment, and my body’s demand for sexual release. As we kissed, I could feel the hardness of his penis as he rolled me on top of him.

I kissed his face and his neck and his ears and gasped for breath, almost hyperventilating with excitement. He laid me on my side and kissed my neck and my ears and the tops of my breasts, his lips hot on my skin. “Oh, Daddy! Oh, that feels sooo gooood!” I moaned, my voice hoarse with desire.

He reached over and skillfully unhooked the bra between my breasts. He pushed it back, gaining access to my eager body. He licked the underside of both breasts, his tongue hot and wet, then slowly and thoroughly licked one nipple. “ohhhhhh, mmmmmmmm, Daddy! Oh please, do the other one too.”

He skillfully licked the other nipple, making my pussy produce even more lubricant. I could feel myself getting dripping wet. Then he sucked on it and I nearly had an orgasm, my body jerking with pleasure. I fucking loved it. Daddy continued sucking and licking my breasts, caressing them, telling me how perfect they were and how they drove him crazy.

“At the beach today your breasts... your TITS... drove me crazy!” His voice was rough with desire.

“Daddy, such language!” I almost laughed out loud, “Suck my tits! They belong to you. I want you to suck my tits every single day!”

He knelt down, grabbed the tiny panties by the elastic and pulled them down my legs and off. I whispered: “I love being naked with you, Daddy. I love you. I love giving myself to you.” I was so caught up in the intimacy of the moment that my voice was full of emotion, trembling with love and desire.

As he made his way to my wet pussy, I whispered teasingly: “Daddy! Are you going to kiss me THERE?” The answer was a quick kiss on my throbbing clit. “Oh please, YES!” I cried out, my hips rising to meet him.

He eagerly went about his task. He kissed and licked, licked and kissed, his tongue dancing over my most sensitive spot. My hands were in his hair and my eager loins thrust into his face. “Daddy, that feels sooooooo good! I have never, ever, felt anything so good!” I gasped, preparing for an earth-shattering orgasm.

Then he stood up and took off his boxer shorts. I couldn’t see him, but I could still tell what he was doing. He stood beside the bed, took my hand and placed his rock-hard, manly large penis in my hand. Instinctively, I leaned forward and kissed it, tasting the salty flavor of his arousal. “Oh Daddy, it’s so big. I love it. But will it fit? How?”

He came between my legs, licked my already soaking wet pussy and began to insert a finger into me. It felt good; I had fingered myself before. This wasn’t new. I had also masturbated with various objects. Then he put two fingers in, gently stretching me. “That feels good!” I gasped, my walls tightening around his fingers.

Then he paused and crawled over my body to hungrily kiss my mouth. I returned his passion with the same intensity, our bodies pressing together. He licked my breasts and sucked on my nipples again, each touch sending bolts of pleasure through my body. “Let me suck on it, Daddy,” I begged, my voice hoarse with desire.

“No, sweetheart. Not tonight.” His tongue dipped once more between my swollen lips, licking me with long, hungry strokes before kneeling between my spread thighs. His cock was dark red, the head glistening with his own drops of pleasure. He rubbed himself against my wet opening, and I felt my body involuntarily tense up. “Take it in your hand, Mira,” he gasped, his voice rough with desire.

My trembling fingers encircled his hardness. He was so warm, so alive in my hand, completely wet from his own juices. I pulled him closer to me as he leaned over and kissed my lips, breathing a deep moan into my mouth. With shaking hands, I guided his swollen head between my outer labia. A drop of sweat fell from his face onto my chest. “Oh, sweetheart. If you only knew how much I love you,” he moaned as he pushed forward gently but relentlessly.

Oh God. That hurt. He was only a few inches inside me, but it was already painfully uncomfortable, a burning stretch that made me wince. And he surely hadn’t even broken through my hymen yet. This is going to be more painful than I ever imagined.

Then he thrust forward again, more determinedly this time, and I knew with absolute certainty – he had broken through my hymen. A sharp, stabbing pain shot through me.

“Oh! That hurts. Stop! Pull it out!” I gasped in pain, but as quietly as I could, my voice barely more than a strained whisper.

He didn’t move. Neither in nor out. Like a statue he remained in place and instead began to kiss my face with a tenderness that took my breath away. My lips. My trembling eyelids. The soft flesh of my ears. My chin. My nose. My heated cheeks.

His tongue licked over my closed mouth, which I eagerly opened to receive him, our tongues dancing together. Miraculously, I felt – or imagined – that his enormous cock was beginning to slide deeper into my body, very slowly, millimeter by millimeter.

This thought, the mere idea that Daddy’s beautiful cock was sliding into me, filling me up, excited me so much that it replaced most of the pain with pure, unadulterated pleasure. Focus on NOT suffering. Focus on the feeling. For the first time in my life, I had a penis inside my body. I reached down with a trembling hand. It wasn’t all the way in yet; far from it. I wanted ALL of him. Just not at this exact moment.

“Does it still hurt? A lot?” His voice was hoarse, full of concern.

“Not as bad now. Just don’t move yet,” I whimpered, my voice fragile.

Then I pushed myself against him, an instinctive impulse, and could feel him sliding ever so slightly, almost imperceptibly deeper into me without increasing the pain. I pushed again, more boldly this time, and he sank deeper. I felt so filled, so complete. My Daddy is inside me, loving me, and this thought aroused me more than anything ever had before.

I reached down with my hand again, my fingers gliding over the spot where we were joined. At least two or three inches were still outside my body. I wanted ALL of him. I could feel his cock spontaneously twitching inside me, and wondered with sudden panic if he was about to come. Please don’t. Not yet.

Suddenly I realized that the sharp pain had practically disappeared and that while the stretching sensation was still uncomfortable, it was bearable. I pushed against him with all my strength and distinctly felt his cock sink deeper into me without causing any additional pain. He was almost completely inside me. My Daddy is fucking me.

“Daddy,” I gasped, my voice choked with desire. “Love me. But be gentle.”

Daddy kissed my lips with a passion that made me tremble, while he withdrew slightly and very, very slowly thrust back into me. Then again. Then again. Oh, so agonizingly slow, and each time he conquered more territory. I imagined his tip touching my cervix, and a shiver of excitement ran through me. He began to increase the pace. We continued kissing, our tongues wrestling with each other, desperate and hungry. He pulled back until only a couple of inches remained inside me, then slowly sank back into me. It still hurt where he had torn my hymen, but my body was beginning to respond, opening up, surrendering to its first fucking.

I began thrusting my hips to meet him as he increased his pace, forcing myself to ignore the pain. “Oh, Daddy,” I cried out, my voice raw and desperate, “Oh, it’s so good. Fuck me!”

I spread my legs as wide as possible, offering myself completely to him. He placed my feet on his shoulders and raised himself above me, changing the angle, and suddenly I could feel him penetrating even deeper into me. He fucked into me with long, powerful thrusts, and I knew he was inside me to the balls. He pounded into my body while I scratched his sweat-soaked back, bit his ears, licked his face and screamed: “FUCK ME! Daddy, it’s so perfect!”

He whimpered, a broken sound, and I felt his burning load beginning to fill me, hot and pulsing. This triggered my own orgasm like an explosion. “Oh, Daddy, I’m commmmmming. Oh, it’s sooooooo good!” I saw all the colors of the rainbow behind my closed eyelids. I saw fireworks. Everything in the whole world was suddenly perfect as I rode the euphoria of my orgasm, my body trembling and twitching around him.

Daddy collapsed on top of me, his body heavy and panting. He searched my body with trembling hands and held me tight as if I might disappear. He sobbed, quietly and brokenly. I knew he was thinking of her; of what he had lost.

“I’m here, Daddy. Everything is all right. I’m here.” I stroked his sweaty hair, kissed his forehead. “I love you. I will always love you and always be with you.”

In that moment, as I held him in my arms, I knew in my heart that the healing had begun.


Chapter 5
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My virginity no longer existed. Daddy had taken it – no, I had given it to my stepfather, with every trembling breath, every moan I couldn’t hold back. He rested beside me, occasionally snoring, while his warm body still radiated the heat of our union. Deep darkness enveloped the room, but my skin still glowed from his touches.

Would he want to continue “this”? Did he desire a sexual relationship with his little girl, his eighteen-year-old daughter? Despite the sweet soreness between my legs from the previous night, I already knew: I loved it and longed for more. My body was already craving him again, craving the way he had filled me, how he had moaned my name.

I wanted him, wanted him to desire ME. I loved him and felt that incest was the most loving, natural form of sexuality. I understood the taboo, but not most people’s disgust. How could they not understand this pure, unconditional devotion?

These thoughts carried me into sleep as I snuggled against his warmth. The scent of bacon and coffee woke me the next morning, mixed with his masculine smell that still clung to my skin. Daddy was cooking breakfast again. I rose carefully, feeling every muscle, every tender spot that testified to our passion, used the bathroom and showered. This delicious soreness! It reminded me with every step that I belonged to him.

In the kitchen, Daddy greeted me with a radiant smile that made my heart race. His eyes wandered over my body as if he knew exactly what was hidden beneath my thin morning robe. He was watching television, sipping his coffee, but stood up and served me eggs, bacon and toast while I poured and sweetened my coffee.

His fingers brushed mine as he handed me the plate – a seemingly innocent touch that sent heat through my body. We ate in silence. Was he plagued by guilt? The news on television seemed to captivate him, and my dazed state prevented small talk, though I wanted most to ask him if he still desired me.

Finally he said: “Well, sweetheart, tomorrow we have to go home. What would you like to do today?”

I managed a faint smile. “Just relax. Maybe go to the beach. Shopping or things like that don’t appeal to me.” I just wanted to be with him, feel his attention.

“Then let’s go to the beach. You can wear the green bikini again!” he grinned, and the hunger in his eyes made me tremble inside.

Unexpected, but I was ready to play along. Soon we were at the beach, and he was rubbing sunscreen on my skin. His large hands glided over my shoulders, my back, and I felt my body coming alive under his touch. He obviously wasn’t avoiding any part of my body, even sliding his hand under my top and squeezing my breast, his fingers circling my nipple until it hardened. Despite fatigue and soreness, I was already getting hot and horny, my pussy beginning to throb with desire.

As I rubbed his back, I reached under his swim trunks and found his half-erect cock. The silky skin pulsated under my touch. “I want that,” I whispered and kissed his ear, licking his earlobe.

“You already had it,” he teased, but his breathing became heavier. “Do you really want it again?”

“Let me think about it,” I replied demurely, while my fingers stroked him until he became completely hard.

Our beach walk proceeded more slowly than the day before – my sweet soreness slowed me down, but each step reminded me how he had possessed me. Men’s gazes followed me, sliding over my curves in the green bikini, which I enjoyed. Daddy held my hand, occasionally kissed my lips, his tongue briefly seeking mine. He wanted everyone to know: I belonged to him. I would have loved to fall to my knees in front of everyone and sucked his big daddy cock, taking him deep into my mouth until he moaned.

After returning, Daddy asked if I was ready to go back to the apartment. The undertone in his voice made me tremble. Did he already want sex again? My body answered with a flood of moisture.

He announced he was going to shower to wash off sand and sunscreen. I went to my shower and did the same, letting the hot water flow over my sensitive skin. Wrapped in a towel, I went looking for him, my heart pounding with anticipation. Also in a towel, he was combing his hair in the bathroom. I tugged at his towel and exposed his beautiful body. His cock was half-erect, the head already glistening wet. Looking delicious.

He grabbed me, lifted me up and carried me to his bed, kissing my mouth hungrily, his tongue exploring me greedily, laid me down and exposed my body with trembling hands. Sitting, he looked at me, letting his gaze wander over my breasts, over my narrow waist, my curved hips, and I became slightly shy and embarrassed under his intense gaze. “I have to confess something, Mira,” he said, his voice rough with desire.

“What, Daddy?”

“I’ve fantasized about you quite often since you became a woman.” His eyes glowed as he said it.

“What a wonderful compliment, Daddy. That makes me so happy!” My pussy got wet at the thought that he had thought of me while touching himself.

That piqued my interest. I pulled him down so we were lying face to face, our naked bodies touching at every point. His revelation made me even hornier. “Tell me more. I want to know what you did and saw.”

“You’ll think I’m a pervert. Maybe I shouldn’t.”

“Come ON!!” I begged, rubbing my leg against his hard cock.

“Do you remember the surveillance cameras that I can view on my phone?”

“Yes, one points to the front door, one to the back door.” I thought about where they were mounted while a shiver of excitement ran through me. One in the hallway to the back door on the ceiling. The other at the top of the stairs, also on the ceiling, but pointing toward the front door.

“Both can rotate about 270 degrees,” he said, his voice growing deeper. “They’re normally motion-activated, but I can control them remotely. I can turn them toward your room, and if the door is open, it points directly at your vanity mirror.” Daddy grabbed his phone, opened an app, pressed a few buttons and handed it to me. The camera showed the entrance to my bedroom with the vanity mirror clearly visible. In the mirror, about half of my bedroom was visible, including part of my bed.

“Oh, Daddy! That is SO naughty,” I laughed, but my pussy was pulsing with excitement. The thought that he had secretly watched me made me insanely horny.

“You’re not angry?” he laughed, but I saw the concern in his eyes.

“No! Yes, it’s a bit perverted, but I like it anyway. I’ve wanted you to notice me for a long time. I wanted you to like my body. What did you see?”

“It was so frustrating. Whenever I had the best opportunities to watch you, you’d close the door or you were only at the edge of the screen. But occasionally I saw you undressing and in all your glory.” His hand slid over my hip.

“Did you ever see me playing with myself?” I giggled while touching my breasts.

“Yes, but only at the very edge of the screen! It drove me crazy!” His eyes darkened.

I massaged my breasts, letting my fingers circle around the hard nipples. “Did I play with my tits like this, Daddy?”

“Damn, you’re hot, Mira! Yes, exactly like that.” His cock twitched against my stomach.

I stroked my wet pussy, spread my labia and let him see how wet I already was. “Did I play with my pussy, Daddy? Did you see me doing that?”

He swallowed hard, his gaze fixed on my fingers. “Yes, baby, I saw you playing with yourself, and it drove your Daddy crazy!”

“Did you ever notice how much your little girl needed her Daddy to love her?” I whispered, continuing to play with my clitoris, rubbing it in small circles.

Daddy groaned deeply and pushed my hand away, kissed my clitoris and labia very gently, his tongue carefully licking over my sensitive skin.

“Daddy, I’m sore, so please nothing rough,” I gasped, but my body arched toward him.

Daddy continued licking and kissing, his tongue exploring every corner of my pussy. Oh, it felt so good. “Please love me, Daddy,” I moaned, my fingers digging into his hair.

Daddy positioned himself between my legs, kissed my breasts, sucked on my hard nipples, then my neck, ears, face, mouth. We kissed passionately while he rubbed his blood-filled member against my wetness, the head parting my labia.

I reached down, grasped him with both hands—he was so thick—and guided the tip into me. I was sore and knew it would hurt a little, but the pleasure would far outweigh the pain. Daddy would love his little girl—he had desired me and even spied on me. I should have been disgusted and horrified, but I wasn’t. Not one bit. It excited me that he had wanted me, that he had imagined fucking me.

“Slowly, Daddy,” I said as he began to sink into my very slippery, very wet, and very sore pussy. It WAS sore, but there was little resistance, and the fact that my sweet, wonderful, handsome Daddy was fucking me sent pure pleasure coursing through my body like liquid fire.

Daddy continued to enter me, but very slowly and deliberately, inch by inch. “Oh, Mira, this is heaven, baby. Are you okay? Am I hurting you?” he asked, kissing me tenderly.

“Just don’t move for a minute, Daddy. It feels good. I love it, but I’m a little sore.” I closed my eyes, focusing on the feeling of my own Daddy’s huge cock completely buried in me up to the shaft. My muscles gripped him tightly, pulsing. I was grateful that Mom had insisted on his vasectomy a few years ago. My lust for him didn’t include wanting to have his baby. After a while I whispered: “Do it. I’m fine.”

He began to move almost imperceptibly, then faster, in a steady rhythm, pulling his shaft out further and letting it slide back in. “It’s good, Daddy. Oh damn, yes, it’s soooo good!” I sobbed, “but not too fast, please. Not hard.”

Daddy moderated his pace, looking into my face, making sure that everything he did was exactly what I wanted. His eyes burned with love and lust. It was ME he had longed for. It was me he had wanted since I turned eighteen. Now I was fully mature and in full bloom and giving him what he had wanted for so long. And it was mutual, because I had longed for him. I had loved him and admired his body. I had masturbated, so often, thinking of him and what I would like to have done with him.

I felt my orgasm building, a heat radiating from my pussy and engulfing my entire body. It felt so good. Gone was the slight soreness from before. I was well lubricated and eager. “Fuck me, oh Daddyaaa it feels so damn goooood,” I cried. “Oh please don’t stop. Fuck your little girl. Fuck meeeee. Make me cuuuuum,” I convulsed as my orgasm washed over me like a tidal wave. There was nothing I could compare it to. All the orgasms of my life paled into insignificance compared to this volcanic eruption of pleasure.

Never before had I felt such release. No more frustration, no more wondering if he accepted me, no more fear of his guilt, no more second place. My body belonged to him and his to me. Daddy looked into my eyes as I sobbed and whimpered through my orgasm, my pussy clenching around his cock. I licked his lips, then our tongues wrestled while my body continued to convulse.

I cradled Daddy's head, gazing intensely into his beautiful brown eyes as my orgasm began to fade. “Oh, Daddy, I love you so much,” I cried, tears flowing freely down my cheeks. “Oh thank you, thank you, thank you!”

I kissed him again, tasting myself on his lips as he began to increase his pace. “Your little pussy feels so good around Daddy’s cock, little girl,” he groaned, his voice rough with lust.

“Are you going to come in your little girl’s pussy, Daddy?” I teased him, my inner muscles gripping him tighter. “Do you like fucking your little girl?”

Daddy’s breath came in great heaves as he continued to look at my face and body, propping himself up to watch his cock sawing in and out of my dripping pussy, the wet slapping sounds of fucking echoing in the room like a sinful symphony.

Suddenly I realized I was about to come again. “Ohhhhh, please, Daddy, let me come again. Let me come again. Please?? Let me, let me, oh dammmmn, Daddyaaaaaa, I’m coming!!” I screamed as my body was once again racked with delicious spasms, even more intense than before.

“I’m coming, Mira!” he groaned, and I felt the warmth filling me as he pumped what seemed like liters of Daddy-cum into me, his cockhead pulsing against my womb. What a stallion! He trembled and fell almost lifelessly onto my body. I could feel his heart beating and he was gasping for breath, his sweat mingling with mine.

“I’m breathing like I’ve run a marathon!” he panted, rolling off me. “Oh, Mira, that was glorious!”

“Was it the best ever?” I teased, as his cum leaked out of me.

“I plead the Fifth, but I don’t think I can imagine how it could be better!” he said, stroking my sweat-drenched face.

“Time will tell,” I mused with a smile, already hungry for the next time.

“Indeed!” he replied enthusiastically, his hand already wandering back to my breast.


Chapter 6
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My concerns about Daddy’s guilt or lack of stamina quickly proved unfounded. His hunger for sex was insatiable – a predator who had found his prey. We made love again in the late afternoon, his hands digging into my hips as the sun filtered through the curtains. During dinner, he stared at me across the table as if he wanted to devour me. As soon as we returned to the condo, he pressed me against the door before it had even properly closed.

The next day, on our way home, I occasionally reached out and played with his cock. My fingers wrapped around it through the fabric of his pants, feeling it harden immediately. I took it out, my palm gliding over the warm, pulsing skin, making it rock hard before leaning over to suck on it. The salty taste of his arousal exploded on my tongue. I didn’t want to make him cum – that would only make it more intense at home when he would release inside me.

I removed my bra, slowly sliding the straps off my shoulders, and flashed him occasionally. My breasts swung freely, nipples hard with excitement. I massaged them in front of his eyes, twirled the sensitive nipples between my fingers until small shivers ran through my body. “What do you think about my tits, Daddy?” I whispered in my little girl voice, while his knuckles turned white from gripping the steering wheel so tightly. We discussed his voyeurism in more detail – how he had watched me, how long he had been dreaming about me.

I drove for several hours when Daddy got tired. His eyes were closing, but I wanted him to be rested when we arrived. The journey home seemed endless. Traffic occasionally came to a complete standstill, and I sat there, my pussy wet and throbbing with desire. I longed to get home – mainly because I had been initiated into the wonders of intercourse and wanted more. Much more. My body burned with hunger for his cock.

As soon as we were home, with suitcases hastily dragged into the house and quick showers taken, we were in bed again. We both came out of our respective showers completely naked, water droplets still beading on our skin. Although I brought some clothes along, “just in case” someone should show up, I knew I wouldn’t need them. My body belonged to him now.

When I entered his bedroom, Daddy opened his arms and motioned for me to sit on him. His muscles tensed beneath me as I straddled him. We kissed, his tongue exploring my mouth while he played with my ass, his large hands kneading my buttocks. Daddy slid down a bit, his breath hot against my skin. “Sit on my face, Mira.”

Of course, I had never done that before. My heart hammered with excitement and nervousness. I eagerly mounted Daddy’s face, my thighs trembling as he began licking and sucking my clit and pussy. His tongue was hot and skilled, finding every sensitive spot. I began to fuck Daddy’s face as he grabbed my buttocks and pulled me down into his wild tongue assault. His beard scratched against my inner thighs.

Why did guys like this? I couldn’t care less because it felt FUCKING AMAZING. Electric shocks shot through my body. “Lick it, Daddy. Oh that feels so goooooood. Ohhhhhhhh. Right there! Suck it. Suck my damn clit! Daddy, EAT OUT your little girl!” I screamed as my orgasm shook me like an earthquake. My thighs pressed around his head. I had given up all thoughts about whether Daddy minded me using profanity or not.

I was too sensitive to bear any more, so I crawled down, my skin still glowing from the orgasm. I knelt between his legs, lifting his large bull balls to lick them. They were covered in thick, masculine hair, but I couldn’t care less. The musky scent of his masculinity drove me crazy. He was MASCULINE, and I loved his big hairy nuts. I tried to suck one into my mouth, but although it probably wouldn’t have been impossible, my mouth was drooling for Daddy’s man-sized cock. I knew it might take a while for him to cum, given how often his balls had been emptied recently. That wasn’t my goal. I wanted to feel his cock in my throat again, wanted to possess it. He could cum in my mouth or my pussy or wherever. I didn’t care.

I began bathing his cock with my tongue, kissing it all over, moaning with delight at its salty taste. My lips traveled from base to tip, gently sucking on the sensitive skin. “Your little girl loves your big cock, Daddy,” I purred in my little girl voice, looking at him with my eyes.

“Oh, Mira! Suck Daddy’s big cock!” he responded, his voice rough with desire. I laughed a little, a throaty, seductive sound, as I eagerly took his cockhead into my mouth and licked it wetly all around. I wished I had some beer to make me a bit tipsy so the gag reflex would be dampened. I pushed my head down and was delighted to find I barely gagged. “DAMN!! Pamela, how the hell do you do that?” he groaned in absolute lust as his cock sank several inches into my throat. I was completely cut off from air and black dots danced before my eyes, but knowing that my own Daddy’s huge rod was in my throat was so exciting that I felt like I might spontaneously orgasm.

Soon, however, my greedy throat had to release its prisoner. I gasped for air, saliva running down my chin. “Oh, you don’t know how much I love doing that!” I panted, my eyes watering from the effort, but I was beaming with pride.

His saliva-covered cock throbbed in my hand, hot and hard as steel. I crawled over his body, feeling his muscles twitch beneath me. Positioning his cock perpendicular to his body, I began lowering my lustful, eager body. Down, down, down, down – each delicious inch of his pleasure-giving rod stretched me, filled me completely, made me want even more. Oh, it felt so good sliding into my body from this angle. I had complete control over my body as I sank more and more of his thick tool into my willing pussy until he was finally completely inside me and I felt utterly filled.

Daddy leaned up until he was sitting upright, his cock buried deep inside me, my legs wrapped around his hips. He kissed my mouth hungrily and licked my breasts, his tongue circling my hard nipples. I could feel a tiny trembling beginning to build through my body. It felt like my entire body was involved, as if every cell was vibrating. My feet were trembling. I started to shake. I was almost afraid of the intensity. Daddy continued to devour my breasts, but began thrusting upward, as if he had more to give me. He was as deep inside as possible, pushing against my cervix.

What was this new sensation? Was he hitting my G-spot? What was that anyway? DAMN. Whatever it was, it was fucking incredible. My hands were shaking uncontrollably. My entire body began to tremble like a leaf in a storm. Daddy looked at my face with what appeared to be concern, but also with wild desire. My eyes rolled back, I almost lost consciousness.

“DAMNNNNNNNNN. OHHHHHHHHH, DAMN, I’m COMINGGGGGGG!” I screamed, my voice breaking with ecstasy. The orgasm came in waves, like a tsunami of pleasure. My body continued to shake, clenching around his cock. I felt like the room was moving, that reality was blurring.

“Unggggggghhhhhhhhhh,” Daddy groaned, his muscles tensing, and I realized he was coming too. I felt him emptying into my body, hot and pulsing. His little girl was giving him everything she had, milking him with her inner muscles.

This triggered another orgasm, even more intense than the first. “Daddy, damn, it’s too gooooood! Oh, please never stop fucking me!” I began lifting myself off his body, rotating my hips in slow circles as I tried to screw him deeper inside me. We were covered in sweat, our bodies glistening in the dim light. I was completely exhausted and rolled off him onto the bed, my limbs heavy as lead.

As I lay there in the afterglow, my body still trembling with exhaustion, I suddenly realized I heard a car in the driveway. The engine turned off, a door slammed. “Daddy, quick, someone’s here!” I screamed, jumping up on wobbly legs and looking out the window. My heart sank to the pit of my stomach. “Shit, Daddy, it’s Chris!” My stepbrother was getting out of his car, his figure clearly visible in the evening light…

To be continued…


Bonus-Inhalt

18 Jahre jung und Naiv - Die Wohnwagenpark Girls

Jack trat aus dem Wohnwagen, zog sein Hemd zurecht und glättete die Falten. Der Sommerwind trug den Geruch von verbranntem Plastik über den Platz, vermischt mit dem süßlichen Duft billiger Parfüms, der noch an seiner Kleidung haftete. Eine leichte Unzufriedenheit breitete sich in ihm aus. Für 150 Dollar hatte er sich ehrlich gesagt mehr erhofft. Crystal war zwar attraktiv und bemüht, aber die Jahre hatten ihre Spuren hinterlassen. Die 24 Jahre in ihrem Profil stimmten definitiv nicht. Er schätzte sie eher auf 29. Er warf einen Blick zurück auf den Wohnwagen, dessen verblichene Außenwände im grellen Sonnenlicht noch schäbiger wirkten.

Vor einer Stunde, als er an die Tür geklopft hatte, war Crystal erschienen. Sie lehnte am Türrahmen, eine Zigarette in der Hand, der Rauch kräuselte sich verführerisch um ihre Finger. Ihre platinblonden Haare fielen in seidigen Wellen bis zu ihrer Taille und umrahmten ihr Gesicht wie ein kostbarer Rahmen. Selbst aus der Entfernung konnte er sehen, wie ihre blauen Augen im Licht funkelten – kalt und berechnend, aber gleichzeitig unwiderstehlich anziehend. Sie besaß diese Art von Schönheit, die einen sofort in den Bann zog – eine Mischung aus Charme und Geheimnis, die selbst erfahrene Männer wie ihn nicht unberührt ließ.

Ihr kurzes, enges Kleid aus schwarzem Stoff hob ihre üppigen Kurven hervor und spannte sich über ihre 90D-Oberweite, als wäre es eine Größe zu klein. Crystal wusste genau, wie sie ihre Vorzüge ins rechte Licht rücken konnte. Ihre vollen Lippen waren knallrot geschminkt, die Augen dunkel betont, was ihrem Blick etwas Raubtierhaftes verlieh. Sie war eine auffallende Erscheinung, die die Blicke der Männer magisch anzog und ihre Brieftaschen wie von selbst öffnete.

Doch selbst das makellos aufgetragene Make-up konnte nicht verbergen, dass die Jahre ihre Spuren hinterlassen hatten. Feine Linien zeichneten sich um ihre Augen ab, und ihr Teint wirkte unter der Schminke müde und blass, wie Porzellan mit feinen Rissen. Die Haut an ihrem Dekolleté zeigte erste Zeichen der Erschlaffung, auch wenn ihre Brüste noch immer voll und rund waren – vielleicht zu perfekt, um noch natürlich zu sein.

Sie rauchte mit einer Selbstverständlichkeit, die auf ein Leben hinwies, in dem Zigaretten immer Begleiter gewesen waren – treuer als die Männer in ihrem Leben. Ihre Hände wirkten zerbrechlich, als sie die Zigarette zum Mund führte, die Nägel abgekaut und unlackiert, ein seltsamer Kontrast zu ihrer sonst so sorgfältig inszenierten Erscheinung.

Crystal verkörperte eine verblasste Schönheit. Anziehend genug, um das Begehren der Männer zu entfachen, aber gezeichnet von vielen harten Jahren. Eine Rose, die zu lange der prallen Sonne ausgesetzt war und nun langsam ihre Blütenblätter verlor. In Zukunft würde er wählerischer sein und nicht blind den Versprechen folgen, die ihm auf seinem Smartphone entgegenstrahlten.

»Hat Mama gute Arbeit geleistet?« riss die Stimme eines Kindes ihn aus seinen Gedanken. Die Worte hingen in der Luft wie ein unpassendes Gemälde in einem eleganten Raum. Auf einem verblichenen Plastikstuhl vor dem Wohnwagen saß ein junges Mädchen. Ihre langen, platinblonden Haare funkelten in der Nachmittagssonne wie flüssiges Silber. Sie musste Crystals Tochter sein – die Ähnlichkeit war unverkennbar, wie eine jüngere Version ohne die Narben des Lebens. Sie schenkte ihm ein offenes Lächeln, ihre strahlend blauen Augen beobachteten ihn neugierig, mit einer Unschuld, die in dieser Umgebung fehl am Platz wirkte. »Die anderen Onkel kommen auch regelmäßig wieder. Werde ich dich jetzt auch öfter sehen?«

Er musterte das Mädchen genauer, sein Blick glitt über ihre zarte Gestalt. Sie hatte die gleichen hohen Wangenknochen wie ihre Mutter, aber ihre Haut war noch makellos und jung, wie frisch gefallener Schnee. Ihre zierliche Gestalt steckte in einem hellblauen Sommerkleid, das zu ihrer unschuldigen Ausstrahlung passte, aber gleichzeitig ihre bereits erstaunlich entwickelten Kurven betonte. Die Art, wie sie sich bewegte – anmutig und unbefangen – hatte etwas Hypnotisierendes. Sie war hübsch, vielleicht 1,45 Meter groß und etwa 12 Jahre alt.

Für ihr Alter war sie schon recht gut entwickelt, ihre Brust bereits deutlich unter dem dünnen Stoff des Kleides erkennbar, ihre Taille schmal, ihre Hüften bereits weiblich gerundet.

Er betrachtete das Mädchen aufmerksam, ein schelmisches Lächeln auf seinen Lippen, während sich in seinem Kopf neue Gedanken formten. Ihre Art zu sprechen erinnerte ihn an ihre Mutter – kokett und einladend, obwohl sie wahrscheinlich nicht die volle Bedeutung ihrer Worte verstand. Ein gefährliches Spiel, das sie unbewusst spielte.

»Ich weiß nicht, Kleine. Deine Mutter war in Ordnung, aber ich hatte schon Bessere.« Das Mädchen schien etwas enttäuscht zu sein, ihre Augen verdunkelten sich wie ein Himmel vor einem Gewitter. »Oh... du findest Mama nicht hübsch?« Ihre Frage brachte ihn kurz zum Nachdenken, während sein Blick unwillkürlich über ihre kindliche Gestalt wanderte. »Deine Mama ist schon hübsch,« sagte er schließlich, mit einer Stimme, die tiefer klang als zuvor, »aber manchmal sucht man eben nach etwas Besonderem.« Ihr Lächeln verblasste ein wenig, und sie schien nachzudenken, ihre Finger spielten nervös mit dem Saum ihres Kleides.

»Verstehe,« antwortete sie leise und blickte zu Boden, ihre langen Wimpern warfen Schatten auf ihre Wangen. Er konnte die Enttäuschung in ihren Augen erkennen, auch wenn sie versuchte, sie zu verbergen, wie ein Schmetterling, der seine Flügel schützend zusammenfaltet.

* * *

Kacy schlug die Tür des Trailers hinter sich zu. Die Erschütterung ließ die locker sitzenden Fenster klirren wie brüchiges Eis auf einem zugefrorenen See. Ihr Herz pochte heftig gegen ihren Brustkorb, während sie sich mit dem Rücken gegen die Tür lehnte und tief Luft holte. Der beißende Zigarettenrauch von Wardell hing noch wie ein giftiger Nebel in der Luft, vermischt mit dem muffigen Gestank des alten Sofas, das nach Jahren von verschüttetem Bier und eingebranntem Schweiß roch. Sie verabscheute diesen Geruch aus tiefster Seele - er erinnerte sie an alles, was sie hier festhielt, an die Ketten, die sie an diesen verhassten Ort banden.

Wardells kratzige Stimme dröhnte von draußen herein, durchdrang die dünnen Wände des Trailers wie ein scharfes Messer: »Du kommst hier nicht so leicht davon, Kacy! Glaub ja nicht, dass du mich ignorieren kannst!« Seine Worte tropften vor unterschwelliger Drohung. Sie schloss die Augen und presste die Handflächen gegen ihre Schläfen, versuchte verzweifelt, seine Worte auszublenden. Immer dasselbe. Immer die gleiche sinnlose, gefährliche Wut. »Beruhig dich doch, Wardell,« rief ihre Mutter von draußen. Ihre Stimme klang ausgelaugt und gereizt, wie ein überspanntes Gummiband kurz vor dem Zerreißen. »Sie ist nur ein Teenager.«

Kacy atmete schwer, ihre Brust hob und senkte sich in unregelmäßigen Stößen. Sie schob sich von der Tür weg und stapfte mit schweren Schritten in ihren abgetrennten Schlafbereich. Der dünne, ausgeblichene Vorhang, der ihre kleine Ecke vom Rest des Trailers trennte, raschelte anklagend leise, als sie ihn zur Seite zog. Ihr Bett war ordentlich gemacht - ein stiller Protest gegen das Chaos um sie herum - die Decke sorgfältig gefaltet, als könnte diese kleine Ordnung ihr ein Gefühl von Kontrolle geben. An den Wänden hingen Fotos von besseren Zeiten – verblasste Bilder von ihr und ihren Freundinnen, aus einer Zeit, als sie noch naiv genug war zu glauben, dass alles möglich war, dass sie diesem Sumpf entkommen könnte.

Sie ließ sich auf die Bettkante sinken, die unter ihrem Gewicht protestierend quietschte, und vergrub ihr Gesicht in den Händen. Ihre langen, platinblonden Haare fielen wie ein schützender Vorhang um ihr Gesicht. Gedämpft drangen die Stimmen ihrer Mutter und Wardells durch den fadenscheinigen Vorhang, der kaum mehr als eine symbolische Barriere darstellte.

»Sie braucht Disziplin, Lauren! Und Respekt! Etwas, das du ihr nie beigebracht hast.« Wardells Stimme triefte vor falscher Autorität.

»Du bist nicht ihr Vater, Wardell,« entgegnete Lauren mit einer Schärfe, die wie Glasscherben klang. »Vergiss das nicht.«

Kacy spürte die heißen Tränen in ihren Augen brennen, kämpfte verbissen dagegen an, sie fließen zu lassen. Sie würde ihm nicht die Genugtuung geben, sie zum Weinen zu bringen. Immer dasselbe abgenutzte Spiel: Wardell verlangte Respekt, den er selbst nie verdiente, geschweige denn anderen entgegenbrachte. Ihre Mutter verteidigte ihn halbherzig, als hätte sie schon längst jede Hoffnung aufgegeben, als wäre ihr Widerstand nur noch ein reflexartiges Zucken.

Die junge Frau hörte, wie die Tür des Wohnwagens mit einem wütenden Ruck aufgerissen wurde, das Metall protestierte schrill. Kurz darauf wurde der Vorhang so heftig zur Seite gezerrt, dass einer der Ringe aus der Halterung sprang.

Wardell stand breitbeinig im Eingang zu ihrem Bereich, seine kleinen, wässrigen Augen funkelten vor unterdrückter Wut. Seine schmächtige Gestalt wirkte in diesem Moment bedrohlicher als sein physisches Erscheinungsbild vermuten ließ. »Was glaubst du eigentlich, wer du bist? Du kannst dich hier nicht einfach verstecken!« Er trat einen schwankenden Schritt näher, die zerknitterte Zigarettenschachtel in seiner knochigen Hand knisterte bedrohlich wie ein unheilvolles Versprechen.

Kacy hob langsam den Kopf und sah ihm direkt in die Augen, ihr Blick hart wie polierter Stahl. »Ich möchte nur meine Ruhe,« sagte sie leise, aber mit einer Bestimmtheit, die den Raum zu füllen schien.

Wardell lachte schroff auf, ein Geräusch wie zerbrechendes Glas. »Ruhe? In diesem Drecksloch gibt es keine Ruhe.« Er beugte sich zu ihr herunter, sein Atem stank durchdringend nach billigem Alkohol und Zigaretten. Der Gestank ließ sie innerlich würgen. »Du wirst dich anpassen müssen, Kleines.« Das letzte Wort sprach er mit einer widerlichen Süße aus, die Kacy einen eisigen Schauer über den Rücken jagte.

Bevor Kacy etwas erwidern konnte, erschien Lauren hinter Wardell wie ein blonder Racheengel und zog ihn mit überraschender Kraft zurück. »Lass sie in Ruhe,« zischte sie und schob ihn zurück in den Wohnbereich, ihre schlanken Hände fest um seinen dürren Arm geklammert. »Das reicht für heute.«

Wardell funkelte Lauren an, sein Gesicht verzog sich zu einer hässlichen Grimasse, bevor er sich widerwillig umdrehte und schwerfällig auf das durchgesessene Sofa fiel. Kacy konnte hören, wie er mit zitternden Fingern eine weitere Zigarette anzündete und leise, aber giftig vor sich hin fluchte, Worte voller Galle und Hass.

Lauren wandte sich an Kacy, ihre einst strahlenden Augen waren jetzt müde und traurig, als hätte das Leben selbst das Licht aus ihnen gesaugt. »Es tut mir leid,« sagte sie kaum hörbar, ein Flüstern, das mehr verriet als laute Worte. »Am besten gehst du etwas spazieren, ich kümmere mich derweil um Wardell. Er ist umgänglicher nach… naja du weißt schon…« Ihre Stimme verlor sich, doch die unausgesprochenen Worte hingen schwer zwischen ihnen.

Kacy nickte stumm, auch wenn sie den Gedanken daran hasste, dass ihre Mutter sich diesem widerlichen Kerl hingab, nur um seine Launen zu besänftigen, seinen Zorn mit ihrem Körper zu dämpfen wie Wasser auf glühende Kohlen. »Na komm…,« meinte ihre Mutter und machte einen Schritt zur Seite, öffnete den Weg zur Flucht.

Kacy stand langsam auf, ihre Beine fühlten sich schwer an wie Blei. Sie warf einen flüchtigen Blick auf ihre Mutter, die bereits dabei war, mit geübten Fingern ihre Bluse aufzuknöpfen, ein routinierter Akt der Selbstaufgabe. Ein Schwall von Ekel ergriff Kacy, kroch ihre Kehle hoch wie bittere Galle. Nicht wegen ihrer Mutter, sondern wegen der Vorstellung, dass Wardell und sie Sex haben würden, dass seine schmutzigen Hände über den Körper ihrer Mutter wandern würden. Das hatte ihre Mutter nicht verdient, nicht diese Frau, die trotz allem noch immer strahlte.

Lauren war eine Frau, die sich ihrer Attraktivität sehr bewusst war, sie wie eine Waffe und einen Schild zugleich trug. Ihre langen, blonden Haare fielen ihr in sanften, verführerischen Wellen über die Schultern, ein lebendiges Bild von Weiblichkeit und Verführung, das selbst in diesem trostlosen Umfeld nicht verblasste. Ihre Gesichtszüge waren fein und zart gemeißelt, mit hohen Wangenknochen, die ihre natürliche Schönheit betonten und ihr etwas Aristokratisches verliehen, das seltsam fehl am Platz wirkte in diesem heruntergekommenen Wohnwagen. Ihre Augen waren von einem strahlenden, hypnotischen Blau, das Männer immer wieder in ihren Bann zog, sie wie Motten zum Licht lockte.

Laurens Körper war schlank und wohlgeformt, ihre Kurven betonten die Weiblichkeit ihrer Erscheinung in einer Weise, die selbst die abgetragene Kleidung nicht verbergen konnte. Sie trug ein eng anliegendes Top, das ihre üppigen Brüste betonte, die sich deutlich unter dem dünnen Stoff abzeichneten, und einen kurzen Rock, der ihre langen, schlanken Beine zur Geltung brachte - Beine, die in einem anderen Leben vielleicht über Laufstege statt über den staubigen Boden des Wohnwagenparks geschritten wären. Ihre Haut war trotz der harten Lebensumstände makellos geblieben, mit einem leichten, gebräunten Teint, der ihr ein gesundes, strahlendes Aussehen verlieh, als würde ein inneres Licht durch sie hindurchscheinen.

Wenn Lauren lächelte, konnte man für einen flüchtigen Moment die Leichtigkeit und den Charme sehen, der sie einst umgeben haben musste, bevor das Leben seine Spuren hinterließ. Doch hinter diesem seltenen Lächeln verbarg sich eine Frau, die das Leben hart mitgenommen hatte, die unter der Last ihrer Entscheidungen zusammenzubrechen drohte. Ihre Augen zeigten deutliche Spuren von Müdigkeit und stiller Resignation, schmerzhafte Zeichen einer Seele, die unter der erdrückenden Last der Umstände zu zerbrechen drohte.

Kacy wusste mit schmerzlicher Klarheit, dass ihre Mutter diese sorgfältig konstruierte Fassade der Attraktivität und Selbstsicherheit aufrechterhalten musste, um in diesem feindseligen Umfeld zu überleben. Es war ihre einzige Waffe, mit der sie Männer wie Wardell an sich band und verzweifelt versuchte, ein gewisses Maß an Stabilität in ihr chaotisches Leben zu bringen. Doch Kacy sah auch mit schonungsloser Deutlichkeit, wie sehr diese Überlebensstrategie ihre Mutter innerlich zerriss und sie immer tiefer in einen Strudel aus toxischer Abhängigkeit und erstickender Hoffnungslosigkeit zog.

Als Kacy den Wohnwagen verließ, hatte sich ihre Mutter bereits mit aufgesetztem Lächeln Wardell zugewandt, dessen gieriger, lüsterner Blick Kacy einen kalten, klammen Schauer über den Rücken jagte, der bis in ihre Knochen drang und dort ein Gefühl der Beklemmung hinterließ, das sie nicht abschütteln konnte.

* * *

Elena stand vor dem Spiegel im beengten Wohnwagen und trug Lippenstift auf, bevor sie einen flüchtigen Blick auf ihre Mutter am Küchentisch warf. Isabella fixierte einen Punkt in der Ferne, als ob sie etwas Unsichtbares beschuldigte. Die Enge des Trailers schien die Spannung zwischen ihnen noch zu verstärken. Der abgenutzte Spiegel reflektierte Elenas markantes Gesicht, während sie mit geübten Bewegungen die kräftige Farbe auf ihre vollen Lippen auftrug.

»Und woher willst du das Geld nehmen?« Isabellas Stimme klang brüchig, aber scharf. Der Rauch ihrer Zigarette kräuselte sich in der stickigen Luft des Trailers. Elena drehte sich um und lehnte sich gegen die Wand, ihre Haltung eine Mischung aus Trotz und falscher Selbstsicherheit.

»Mach dir darüber keine Sorgen. Ich hab meine Wege.« Sie strich über ihr enges Oberteil, das ihre wohlgeformte Figur betonte.

Isabella hob eine Augenbraue, behielt aber den Zigarettenstummel zwischen ihren abgearbeiteten Fingern. Die Falten um ihre Augen vertieften sich, als sie ihre Tochter musterte.

»Deine Wege? Meinst du etwa, du willst dich mit den Leuten deines Vaters einlassen?«

»Vielleicht.« Elena zuckte mit den Schultern und versuchte, gelassen zu wirken, doch ihre grünen Augen funkelten vor unterdrückter Wut. Ihre langen dunklen Haare fielen ihr über die Schultern, als sie den Kopf leicht zur Seite neigte. »Du weißt nicht, worauf du dich einlässt.«

Isabella drückte die Zigarette in einem überfüllten Aschenbecher aus und stand auf. Der morsche Holzboden knarrte unter ihren Füßen. »Diese Leute... sie machen keine halben Sachen.« Ihre Stimme zitterte kaum merklich, verriet die Angst, die sie zu verbergen versuchte.

Elena verdrehte genervt die Augen. Die Ähnlichkeit zwischen Mutter und Tochter war in diesem Moment unverkennbar – dieselben grünen Augen, dieselben Gesichtszüge, nur dass Isabellas von Jahren der Entbehrung gezeichnet waren.

»Du redest immer nur von Gefahr und Problemen. Dad sitzt im Knast und verlässt sich auf uns!« Die junge Frau starrte ihre Mutter an, die Spannung zwischen ihnen fühlbar wie Elektrizität in der Luft. Ihr Körper spannte sich an, die 88C-Oberweite hob sich deutlich unter ihrem engen Top.

»Dein Vater hat uns nichts als Ärger gebracht,« murmelte Isabella. Sie fuhr sich mit zitternden Fingern durch ihr ungepflegtes Haar. »Und jetzt willst du denselben Weg gehen?«

Elena strich sich eine Haarsträhne aus dem Gesicht und trat näher an ihre Mutter heran. Der Duft ihres süßlichen Parfüms vermischte sich mit dem Rauchgeruch im Trailer. »Ich bin nicht wie er,« sagte sie leise, aber bestimmt, ihre vollen, frisch geschminkten Lippen pressten sich kurz zusammen.

Isabella hob den Kopf und musterte ihre Tochter, als suche sie nach Anzeichen von Schwäche oder Unentschlossenheit. Doch Elenas grüne Augen funkelten vor Entschlossenheit, ihr Blick fest und unnachgiebig.

»Du bist ihm ähnlicher, als du denkst,« murmelte Isabella, bevor sie sich eine neue Zigarette anzündete. Der Rauch stieg langsam auf und füllte den kleinen Raum mit einem beißenden Geruch. Das Feuerzeug in ihrer Hand zitterte leicht, als sie die Flamme an die Zigarette hielt.

»Und was ist daran so schlimm?« Elena verschränkte die Arme vor der Brust, wodurch ihre Kurven noch stärker betont wurden. »Er ist stark. Er hat das Sagen.«

»Er ist rücksichtslos,« erwiderte Isabella scharf und blies den Rauch aus. Ihre Augen verengten sich, als würde sie schmerzhafte Erinnerungen bekämpfen. »Und jetzt sitzt er im Gefängnis.« Sie nahm einen tiefen Zug von der Zigarette und ließ die Worte in der Luft hängen, schwer wie Blei.

Elena biss sich auf die Lippe und wandte sich ab, starrte auf die verblichenen Vorhänge des Wohnwagens. Ihre Fingernägel gruben sich in ihre Handflächen, hinterließen rote Halbmonde auf ihrer Haut. »Ich werde nicht so enden wie er. Ich weiß, was ich tue.«

Isabella schüttelte den Kopf, ihre Augen voller Müdigkeit und Sorge. Der Rauch ihrer Zigarette bildete einen dünnen Schleier zwischen ihnen. »Es ist nicht so einfach, Elena. Diese Welt... sie verschlingt dich schneller, als du denkst.« Ihre Stimme war leise, aber jedes Wort war getränkt mit der bitteren Erfahrung eines harten Lebens.

»Du hast es aufgegeben,« warf Elena ein und drehte sich wieder zu ihrer Mutter um. Ihr Körper war angespannt, ihre Haltung herausfordernd. Das schwache Licht der Wohnwagenlampe ließ ihre Haut golden schimmern. »Aber ich nicht.«

Weiterlesen… 


Bücher von Elisabeth Sylt

18 Jahre jung und Naiv: Die Wohnwagenpark Girls 

In einem weitläufigen Wohnwagenpark, geprägt von Armut, sozialen Konflikten und einem rauen Alltag, entfaltet sich eine Geschichte voller Leidenschaft, Macht und Abgründe. Der 1. Teil der Buchreihe – nimmt den Leser mit in eine Welt, in der junge Frauen (18+) in einem Spannungsfeld aus Verführung, Unterwerfung und dem Wunsch nach einem besseren Leben stehen.

weiterlesen…

18 Jahre jung und Naiv: Die Linke Feministin

18 Jahre jung und naiv – Die linke Feministin ist ein provokantes Drama, das die Reise der jungen Nancy Paten in eine Welt voller Macht und Verführung schildert. Aufgewachsen in einer sozialbewussten Umgebung, ist Nancy eine leidenschaftliche Feministin, die für Gleichberechtigung kämpft. Doch als sie den Geschäftsmann Derek Freeman und seine Assistentin Terra trifft, wird ihr Weltbild erschüttert.

weiterlesen…

18 Jahre jung und Naiv: Die Wohnwagenpark Girls II

Der zweite Teil der fesselnden Reihe führt uns zurück in die düstere Welt der Wohnwagenpark-Girls. Ein Leben am Abgrund, geprägt von Armut, Machtkämpfen und dem verzweifelten Wunsch nach einem besseren Leben.

weiterlesen…


18 Jahre jung und Naiv: Jacks Vergangenheit

Jack genießt Macht und Kontrolle – vor allem über Frauen. Als er in das Leben von Beatrice zurückkehrt, wird aus einer alten Affäre ein gefährliches Spiel. Doch es ist ihre Tochter Leni, die seine dunklen Gelüste neu entfacht. Zwischen Vergangenheit und Gegenwart entfaltet sich ein Netz aus Verführung, Erpressung und totaler Unterwerfung. 

weiterlesen…

Alien Allotriomorph: Ein neuer Patriarch für das Nest 

Nacht für Nacht wird er von seltsamen Träumen heimgesucht - dunkle, sinnliche Visionen von geheimnisvollen Außerirdischen, deren Macht und Schönheit ihn unwiderstehlich anziehen. Je mehr er sich in ihre Welt verstrickt, desto mehr stellt er fest, dass diese Begegnungen kein Zufall sind. 

weiterlesen… 

Zuchtprogramm für die Menschlichkeit: Das Leben eines Bullen im Jahr 2867 

In den letzten 850 Jahren hat die Menschheit umfangreiche gentechnische Eingriffe vorgenommen, um den perfekten Menschen zu schaffen. Dabei ist etwas Wichtiges verloren gegangen: die Fähigkeit, männliche Nachkommen zu zeugen. Jetzt ist es an ihm, die Menschheit zu retten und die Rolle des Zuchtbullen zu übernehmen.

weiterlesen… 


Verwandlung in eine lüsterne Bimbo 

Verwandlung in eine lüsterne Bimbo ist ein erotischer Roman, in dem: Ein junger Mann sich in eine sexy Bimbo-Schlampe verwandelt und dabei Spaß hat. Er genießt die Vorteile seines neuen Körpers, die Erlebnisse und die Freude. 

weiterlesen… 

Vom schwarzen Stiefbruder genommen 

Mira weiß, sie sollte Lamar meiden. Doch sein Blick durchdringt sie, seine Berührungen entfachen ein Feuer, das sie nicht löschen kann. Ihr attraktiver Stiefbruder ist verboten – und doch alles, was sie will. Aus einem harmlosen Spiel wird ein sinnlicher Machtkampf, in dem Verlangen jede Vernunft verdrängt.

weiterlesen… 

Ein neuer Herr im Haus 

Als Björn nach einem harten Sommer in ein scheinbar normales Zuhause zurückkehrt, ahnt er nicht, wie sehr sich sein Leben verändern wird. Zwischen Stiefmutter, Stiefschwester und den Zwillingstöchtern des Chefs entfaltet sich ein gefährliches Spiel aus Macht, Lust und Unterwerfung – und Björn wird mehr als nur zum Herr im Haus. 

weiterlesen… 


Zuchtbullen und Hucows 

Zwei unterschiedliche Schicksale 

Im Jahr 2083 gibt es weltweit 84.615 Milchviehbetriebe mit durchschnittlich einhundertfünfundneunzig Hucows pro Betrieb. Das bedeutet, dass sich derzeit etwa sechzehneinhalb Millionen Hucows in Gefangenschaft befinden. Ihr Zweck ist es, Milch- und Fleischprodukte für die Menschheit zu produzieren.

weiterlesen… 

Zuchtbullen und Hucows 2 

Was man vom Leben erwarten kann 

jörn hat sich auf der Farm von Thomas Soll gut eingelebt und beide sind ein gutes Dou geworden. Während der Farmbesitzer sich um das Administratorische kümmert, widmet sich der Zuchtbulle weiter dem, was er am besten kann. Ihr Farmleben wird jedoch auf den Kopf gestellt, als Thomas Soll von seiner Vergangenheit eingeholt wird. 

weiterlesen… 

Zuchtbullen und Hucows 3 

Der Drang der Versuchung 

Zeiten des großen Umbruchs stehen an. Jack findet sich plötzlich als Besitzer von Thomas Soll wieder und bekommt Besuch von der Regierung. Ihr Vertreter Wandel Eggen versucht Druck auf ihn auszuüben und eine Frau mit den Namen Cate Cray wird ihn zur Überwachung zur Seite gestellt. Was wird aus dem Hof und wie kommt Björn damit zurecht? 

weiterlesen… 


Zuchtbullen und Hucows 4 

Programm für temporäre Hucows 

Alice, eine junge Frau mit auffälliger Sanduhrfigur, wird nach einem gescheiterten Fluchtversuch in ein grausames Programm gesteckt, das Frauen zu temporären "Hucows" macht. In einer Anstalt, wo sie wie Nutztiere behandelt werden, erwartet sie eine Realität aus brutalen Prozeduren, Zwangsritualen und der Entmenschlichung ihres Körpers – reduziert auf Milch und Zucht. 

weiterlesen… 

Zuchtbullen und Hucows 5 

Das, was sie schon immer wollte 

Lena fiebert dem Tag entgegen, an dem ihr Traum wahr wird: als Hucow in der Lotterie gezogen zu werden. Während andere Mädchen Angst haben, sehnt sie ihre Rolle als Milch- und Zuchtressource herbei. Doch als das Schicksal anders entscheidet, gerät ihr Weltbild ins Wanken – ein normales Leben kommt für sie nicht infrage. 

weiterlesen… 

Japanische Verlockungen: Eine Hausfrau auf Abwegen 

„Japanische Verlockungen“ entführt Sie in die verführerische Welt von Raku, einer Hausfrau, die auf eine sinnliche Reise der Selbstentdeckung und verbotenen Leidenschaften geht. Mit einer Länge von 17.786 Wörtern bietet dieses Buch eine intensive und fesselnde Lektüre, die die Grenzen der Hausfrauen-Erotik und der Lust erforscht. 

weiterlesen… 


Unerzählte Geschichten von Zuchtbullen und Hucows 

Das Expanded Universe von Breeding Bull und Hucows bringt neue spannende Geschichten außerhalb der Hauptserie. Es sind individuelle, heiße und sexy, in sich geschlossene Geschichten. Nicht jede Hucow-Farm wird wie die von Thomas Soll geführt und nicht jeder Zuchtbulle hat es so leicht wie Jack.

weiterlesen… 

Verführt von einer älteren Frau: Reife Leidenschaft, junges Verlangen 

Jan, ein junger Wahlkampfmanager, lebt in Routine und politischen Zwängen – bis er Ally begegnet: eine selbstbewusste ASMR-Künstlerin, die mit sinnlicher Stimme und hypnotischen Augen seine verborgensten Fantasien weckt. Zwischen ihnen entspinnt sich ein Spiel der Verführung, das alle Tabus sprengt.

weiterlesen… 


Abschließende Worte 


Danke, dass Sie meinen kleinen Roman bis zum Ende gelesen haben. Ich schreibe regelmäßig neue Romane für dich, so oft es mir möglich ist. Ich hoffe, die Story hat dir gefallen.

Nochmals vielen Dank, dass Sie dieses Buch gelesen haben. Da der Buchmarkt hart umkämpft ist, würde ich mich freuen, wenn Sie diesem Buch eine gute Bewertung geben würden.

Deine Elisabeth Sylt

Über den Autorin

[image: ]

Elisabeth Sylt ist eine alleinerziehende Mutter von zwei Jungen und lebt in Berlin, Deutschland. Als Hobby schreibt sie erotische Romane. Beruflich ist sie Pharmareferentin.
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