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A SPECIAL GIFT
Sasha’s stepdad couldn’t be home for Christmas. He had to work. But he came home late on Christmas Night. Sasha heard him sneak into the house and leave presents under the tree for her mom, her brother, and her before making the long drive back to work. She knew that her stepdad loved her so much—he was her biggest supporter through her transition—so she couldn’t wait to see what he got for her. 
She opened the box when nobody was around and was shocked to see a box full of lingerie: sheer slips, lacy bodysuits, vibrating toys, back door plugs, and more. She paused for a minute. She couldn’t figure out why her stepdaddy got her the adult gifts. And then she realized it must be some sort of tongue-in-cheek gift; it was her first Christmas as an adult after all, now that she was eighteen. 
Or maybe he was trying to tell her something else… 
CHAPTER ONE
Twas the night before Christmas when all through the house, not a creature was stirring, not even my younger brother, Robert, who was usually awake around midnight, jerking off to porn in front of the family computer. It was something he used to do in his bedroom until mom took away his laptop because he got an F in math. 
But tonight, even Robert was asleep because he couldn’t wait to open the presents that were piled high under the tree. The tree lights were left on, making the living room glow red and green. I crept down the stairs to get a glass of water. The childish part of me was half-expecting to catch Santa Claus red-handed, placing gifts under the tree. I was eighteen now, and of course I knew there wasn’t actually a Santa, but that Christmas spirit was still burning strong inside of me. 
I poured myself a water and I stared at the tree. That gift pile was higher than when I’d gone to sleep. It was higher than any Christmas gift pile I’d ever seen in our house—even the ones when I was a kid—still a boy, before I started my transition. Mom must have put the gifts under after me and my brother ran off to bed. It was just going to be the three of us that year. Daddy had to work for the weekend—Christmas weekend—out of town, because he couldn’t find anyone to cover his shift. I was so sad that daddy wouldn’t be there…
Now, I approached the tree. I looked at the new gifts and my eyes flashed. There were big boxes and small ones. I was so curious about the big ones, but everyone knows that the small ones are usually the best ones. Only little kids fall for the ol’ big box trick. Plus, I was really hoping for those HRT pills. My parents had been talking about getting me on them, and one requirement was that I had to be eighteen. Well, I was eighteen now and I was ready to graduate from the weak stuff to the good stuff. Though when I knelt down, I instantly picked up the biggest present with my name on it and gave it a gentle shake.
I smiled. I knew I should have been in bed. The family wouldn’t be awake for another six hours, at least. But I just couldn’t help myself. 
There were a few for me, from my mom. I saw one from my brother. And then there was the one from ‘Santa Claus’, and Santa just happened to have the same handwriting as mommy. I giggled and rolled my eyes. I had nothing against keeping the Christmas spirit alive—and I liked feeling like I was still ten years old. 
But there were no gifts from daddy. 
My heart sank into my stomach. Maybe he would show up with a gift for me on Boxing Day. That was fine… I didn’t need to get his gift on Christmas morning. I knew he was busy. He had to work to support the family. Of course, I understood that… 
But couldn’t he have just driven home to drop that gift off? I know—I know… It was a three-hour drive, six hours round-trip; it was just too much. The cost of gas alone… And since I started transitioning at sixteen, I’d been putting a bit of extra financial pressure on him. I mean—I didn’t have a job of my own yet, so how else was I supposed to get a whole new wardrobe, makeup, shoes, and so on? I knew that being a girl would be pricier, but I wasn’t expecting it to cost a small fortune just to look cute. 
I tried to force myself to smile. I would see daddy on the day after Christmas, and that was almost as good. We could spend the day together as if it was Christmas, and it would be fine. 
So, I took my glass of water and I went back to my bedroom. I put my head on my pillow, pushing my long brown hair off of my face. I closed my eyes, and I went to sleep. 
 And it was an hour later when a bump woke me up. I swear it came from the rooftop. I rubbed my eyes and sat up slowly. I heard heavy boots move across the living room floor, sounding like they were coming from the chimney. I gasped and covered my pouty teen lips. Then I smiled. My first thought was Santa Claus—and then I reminded myself that he wasn’t real. Then, I thought it might be daddy! I smiled and bit my bottom lip. I could hear him at the tree. 
But I was tired, too tired to stay awake. My eyes were heavy. I yawned and curled up into a soft ball on my bed, and I fell back asleep. Maybe it was just a dream.
When I woke up next, the sun was shining through my curtains. I could hear mommy in the kitchen, making her famous ‘Wife Saver’—a dish made with egg, Canadian back bacon, onions, and bread (and lots of butter). I could smell the fresh coffee. And I could hear my mom saying, “Robert! Not yet! Don’t open anything until your sister is awake! I mean it!” 
I crawled out of bed. I went to my closet and looked at my Christmas morning options. Usually, I would wear some ugly Santa-themed pajamas, but I’d just celebrated my eighteenth birthday a few weeks earlier, and a few of my new trans friends got me some more adult loungewear. I blushed as I took a little red nightdress off of the hook. It was soft and thin, and it felt so nice against my skin. Sure, it was a bit racy for Christmas morning, but this was my first Christmas as an adult, and just my third as a girl. And honestly, it was my first Christmas as a convincing girl. The hormone pills had really started doing their job earlier that year. I went from being flat-chested to having a pretty decent bust. My hips started to pop and my lashes filled out. My voice changed almost overnight, around my eighteenth birthday. 
And my mom was always taking pictures and posting them to Facebook. If I was going to end up on Facebook where boys could see me, I needed to at least look cute.
So, I put on the little red satin dress and I pulled up a pair of white stockings. I spent a minute braiding my hair to look extra cute, and then I put on a dab of lip gloss, just for those inevitable pictures. I stood for a moment in front of the mirror, looking at my adorable figure. I did a cute hop and a little spin, and then I caught myself with a pouty frown as I remembered my daddy wasn’t going to be there. He wouldn’t be in any of the photos, and he wouldn’t see me looking all cute for my first Christmas as an adult woman.
I had to wipe that frown off of my face, because I knew exactly what Robert would say to me if he saw it; first, he would press me until I admitted that I was sad daddy wasn’t there. Then, he would remind me, “Craig’s not even your real dad. He’s just mom’s boyfriend!” And he would say it as if the man hadn’t raised me since I was nine years old—exactly half of my life. And my real dad left when I was just five—so Craig was more of a dad than any other man in my life. My real dad didn’t even know that I’d transitioned, and it had been over two years since I publicly announced that I would no longer be going by Liam. 
I forced a smile on my face. I tried to focus on how cute I looked. I even sprayed myself with a touch of perfume before opening my door and skipping down the stairs. 
My mom turned to look at me. She smiled until she saw what I was wearing. Then, she turned a bit pale. Her lips parted and I giggled. “I’m going to be taking pictures,” she said, as if I’d forgotten she took photos every year. 
“So what?” I said. 
“Is that really what you want to be wearing?” 
“Why? What’s wrong with it?” I asked, lifting up the skirt and doing a little spin, teasing my mom. I had to be careful not to lift the skirt too high. I still had my cock (and I was honestly planning on keeping it. I kind of liked the little gal, and I found that most guys got excited when they found out I still had it). 
I knew exactly what mommy was too shy to say. She thought the outfit was slutty—and it was a bit slutty, but I didn’t want to be treated like a baby anymore. I was a big girl now. I had the right to look sexy in photos if that’s what I wanted. And it’s not like my teen tits were hanging out. It’s not like my cock was showing (I was still wearing my cotton panties with the little stars on them). 
My mom looked behind me. “Robert, stop staring at your sister like that!” she snapped.
I looked back and saw Robert’s face turning dark red. “I wasn’t looking at her! I was looking at breakfast, mom!” 
But it was only ten minutes later when I went to grab a glass from the cupboard that I noticed Robert, through the reflection of the glass cupboard door, staring at my ass like a total pervert. I rolled my eyes. He never looked at me like that when I was a boy, that was for sure. But in a weird way, it was nice to know that I was more convincing than ever before. It really did feel like I was more convincing every day. I was excited to see just how far I would go. 
Mom served breakfast. Robert tried his best to keep his gaze down while he ate. I didn’t catch him looking at me, but my mom did again. “Robert, stop!” she said.
Robert turned red. “What was he doing?” I asked.
“Don’t ask,” she said.
“I wasn’t staring at her boobs!” he said. 
“Ew,” I said. 
He turned even redder. “I mean, c’mon! If she dresses like that, doesn’t that mean she wants guys to stare at her!?” 
“Robert!” my mom snapped.
“Ew! Pervert!” I said.
He rolled his eyes. 
“Women are allowed to want to be… sexy,” my mom said. Now she was turning red too. “Your sister is an adult now. And she’s a woman now…” 
“Mom, gross!” I said. Now I was regretting wearing the little satin dress. I hated that it was becoming the ‘topic’ of Christmas morning. “Can we just go and open presents? Maybe that will get his mind off of me.” I rolled my eyes and I felt my skin shivering. Robert had always been a bit of a creep, but this was especially gross. Now I was worried he was going to be thinking of me when he tugged his cock—and that’s the last thing I wanted. 
We migrated over to the living room. I sat down on the couch and folded my legs like a pretzel. Then I noticed Robert staring up my dress, so I untied my legs and I crossed my thighs so he couldn’t see my panties. “Creep,” I said. Was he trying to see my cock? Maybe he’d forgotten that I used to be a man. 
“I wasn’t looking!” he said.
“Stop it already!” mom said to both of us, as if I was doing something wrong. 
“But mom,” I said.
“Just stop! Let’s open presents. Here, this one is from grandma and grandpa. It’s to both of you.” 
And there were lots of presents to get through that morning. We sat for an hour, taking turns, opening gifts, making a gigantic pile of wrapping paper around our Christmas tree while we sipped from our steaming mugs of coffee and nibbled on chocolate that we all promised we wouldn’t touch until after dinner. 
We got through all of the presents. Then, mommy handed Robert a box. “This one is from your dad,” she said.
“Which dad?” Robert said. “Craig?”
My mom nodded her head. I let a small gasp out and my eyes grew wide. “Is there one for me from daddy?” I asked, looking at the bare space under the tree.
Mom looked around while Robert ripped the paper off of a fishing set. “Nice!” he said, flipping it over to read the details. 
“I don’t know…” my mom said.
“When did daddy come?”
“He must have come in the night. I didn’t put that there. But I don’t see one for you. Sorry, sweetie.” She looked into my eyes and smiled pitifully. “I’m sure he’ll bring you your present tomorrow.” 
“Right,” I said.
“Or maybe the fishing thing is for both of you.”
“No way!” Robert said. “I’m not sharing. She can get her own.”
“Robert!” my mom snapped. “Don’t be a brat to your sister.” Then she looked at me with that sad smile again. “Sorry, love.” And then she noticed the present for her under the tree: a present from daddy. Her eyes lit up and she smiled. She grabbed it and opened it almost as fast as Robert. Then she paused and had a strange look on her face.
“What is it, mom?” I asked.
“Clothes,” she said, as if it was a bad thing. I looked at the clothes. They were nice—super cute. They were almost too cute for my mom to wear. I giggled. “Dad’s trying to make you dress like me!” I said. 
“Apparently,” my mom said, rolling her eyes. “I hope he kept the receipt.”
“Oh, mom,” I said. “Don’t be rude. Just try them on. That pink sweater would actually look so cute on you.” 
“Maybe,” she said hesitantly. “I guess I could try it on.” She stood up. She sighed. Then, she forced a smile and said, “I’ll go and try this stuff on. Maybe the two of you can clean up some of this wrapping paper, and then we’ll make some hot chocolate.”
“Sure thing, mommy,” I said with a smile. But my heart was hurting—just a little, but enough that it was very, very hard to smile. Daddy got a present for mommy and Robert, but nothing for me. Why would he drive six hours to drop off gifts, but leave nothing for me? Wasn’t I his precious sweetheart? Maybe he did get me the HRT pills. Maybe he couldn’t actually give them to me without taking me to a doctor or a pharmacist first. It was quite possibly just a legal issue—nothing to get heartbroken over…
I kept my composure. I kept reminding myself that it wasn’t worth getting upset over. I was an adult now. I didn’t need a Christmas present. Robert was still a kid, technically, so it made sense that daddy got him a present. I didn’t need anything… but I would have liked to think that he was thinking about me on Christmas.
I scraped the wrapping paper into a big garbage bag. I bit down on my tongue and tried very hard to smile. I looked down at my dress. I wished my daddy could have been there to see me in that red satin slip. He would have thought it was so cute, and he would have been so impressed to see me looking like a big girl—like a real woman.
Then, I noticed something. My hands felt box as I was grabbing a handful of paper. I moved the paper aside and saw the wrapped present. ‘From Daddy, To Pumpkin’. I gasped and my eyes lit up. He didn’t forget about me!
I picked up the gift. I wanted to shout for my brother and my mom, but I paused. I was excited, but I knew there was a chance I could end up feeling disappointed. I didn’t want to get my hopes too high. It was a small box, after all—and it felt like clothes. I didn’t want to get everyone into the room to see me opening up a box of clothes. They were busy… So I opened it by myself.
And then I gasped. I covered my mouth with my hand. 
My daddy bought me lingerie. 
I paused. I wasn’t sure what to do with it. Did he want me to wear it? Was it a joke gift? Did he buy it because he knew I was an adult now, and he assumed I had a boyfriend? I had been going out with my friends more often… Maybe he thought I was seeing a boy. I wasn’t. I didn’t have a boyfriend yet, though there were a couple of boys that wanted to date me… At least I was pretty sure that’s what they wanted, though they were too shy to ask. 
I held up one of the pieces. It was a black lace bodysuit. I blushed. The lace was beautiful and soft—but it was thin. The pattern was wide, so the piece would have basically been see-through on my body. Then there was a tight satin romper, which had a pair of perky bunny ears. And under it I found the tail, which was its own unit, with a butt plug, designed to go through the hole in the back of the romper. I gasped.
“Daddy!” I hushed.
And then Robert poked his head around the corner. “What’s that?” he said. 
I quickly stuffed the romper back into the box and I felt my face turning red hot. “Nothing!” I said. “I’m just cleaning up. You could help me, you know.” I cleared my throat and smiled.
“No way,” he said. “Mom asked you to do it.” 
I rolled my eyes as he ran off. Then I packed up the box and snuck it over to my room. Once I was in my room, with the door closed and locked, I opened the box again. Under the bunny outfit was a sheer red kimono. And under that was a pair of fishnet stockings, a vibrator, and a bra-panties set, made from a beautiful lace. The final piece was a black teddy, backless and strappy. That was the piece I decided to try on. I slipped out from my red satin slip and I carefully put the teddy on my body. I was tight, and it was revealing. My whole ass was out, and the deep cut in the front almost exposed my nipples as it showed off my cleavage, hugging my breasts tight to my body.
I gasped and I did a little spin. I looked at my face, seeing my own shocked expression. My pouty lips were parted. The outfit fit me perfectly. And I looked cute in it. Hell, I looked sexy in it. But why did daddy want me wearing it? Did he want to see me wearing it? 
The bulge between my legs was unavoidable. I tried stuffing it in a number of different ways, but it was always there. And it didn’t help that I was getting an erection from my own reflection. Did that make me an egomaniac? I couldn’t help it: I was cute. And I was attracted to women. I guess I was technically bisexual. And in front of me was a hot chick—so was the erection really so uncalled for? 
I blushed at the thought of daddy seeing me in the slutty outfit. 
I slipped on the fishnet stockings. Then my freckled cheeks turned an even darker shade of red. I looked like a night girl: like a high-class escort. This was beyond looking sexy… This was looking like I was waiting for sex. Why would daddy buy me this stuff?
Next, I tried on the bra and panties set. It was so soft, and it held my breasts up high, making them look huge. I did a little bounce up and down, making my breasts jiggle. I giggled, and then there was a knock at my door. I gasped and kicked the box of lingerie underneath my bed. “What is it?” I asked, grabbing a blanket to cover my body. 
“We’re going out to Aunt Vicky’s!” my mom said. “They want to see us for lunch.” 
“O—Okay,” I said. “I’ll be ready in a few minutes.” 
I let my heart settle, and then I went to do my makeup. I sat down at my desk while wearing that bra and those panties. I felt so sexy and so naughty. Maybe this is what it was like to feel like an adult. I giggled and looked down at my perky breasts. What was daddy thinking? 
I slipped into a tight red dress that I’d been meaning to wear for months. I figured the red made it somewhat Christmas-themed. Then I eyed the fishnet stockings that daddy got me. I knew that they weren’t exactly made to be worn out of the bedroom, but I wanted to wear the clothes daddy got me, so I put those on too. I looked like a little Christmas vixen. And I knew my mom would be taking pictures all day, and I wanted daddy to see me in the clothes he bought me, even though I couldn’t really wrap my head around why he bought them for me.
And my mom wore the clothes that daddy bought for her. She looked so cute in her pink sweater with the white stripes down the arms. The sweater was a crop top, showing off her stomach. I didn’t know she was that fit. “Looking good, mom,” I said. She blushed, and then she looked at my legs and almost had a heart attack. 
“What are you wearing!?” she asked. 
“What’s wrong with what I’m wearing?” I said. 
“Where did you get those stockings? You can’t wear that to Aunt Vicky’s house!” 
“Why not?” I said. “I like them. They’re special.”
“Special?” she said, now looking utterly perplexed. She shook her head. “My God. Okay, whatever. I’m assuming you’re going through… a phase. And that’s okay. You’re at that age where you want to start attracting boys, and, uh, that’s normal. We all go through it. I went through it.”
“Mom,” I said, shaking my head. “Too much. Just don’t worry about it. I see lots of girls wearing fishnets. It’s cool. It’s only inappropriate if you want it to be.”
“I’ll take your word for it,” she said, shaking her head. Then she noticed my breasts, being pushed up my daddy’s special bra. She paused for a moment. She looked like she wanted to say something, but she bit her tongue. She squirmed and forced a smile. 
On the drive to Aunt Vicky’s, Robert kept looking over at my body. I pretended not to notice, but mommy noticed. “Robert! Stop looking at her like that! Or we’re sending you to a boys’ school, and I mean it!” 
Robert rolled his eyes and looked away. I was becoming genuinely concerned with Robert’s inability to keep his eyes off of me. We were blood relatives, after all. It was creepy and gross. It was especially gross because Robert still saw me as a boy, even though he was trying his best to see me as a girl. He still occasionally called me Liam. And I’d heard him say ‘him’ when talking about me with our mom on a number of occasions. It’s not like he wasn’t trying—it was a tough transition for everyone. 
And my cousins, Ricky and Michael, Aunt Vicky’s sons, were also blood relatives. They too couldn’t stop staring at me. I tried hanging out with them for the first while at Aunt Vicky’s house, and then I couldn’t take the ogling anymore. I wasn’t used to getting that kind of male attention. Maybe I was dressed a bit too… revealing. But it was a nice feeling to be sexy. It was nice to feel like guys liked what they saw—even though those guys were my cousins and my brother. Yuck! But Aunt Vicky’s husband wasn’t a blood relative. He wasn’t even her first (or second) husband. He was an older man, in his late sixties, and he kept looking at me. I caught him staring at my cleavage, and instead of shying away, I caught myself giggling. 
I was usually a shy girl. But for some reason, I found myself feeling naughty. I wanted to tease Vicky’s husband, so I leaned on the kitchen island and I perked up my butt, making my bust even bustier. I pouted my lips and then I looked away from him so that he could look at me all he wanted. And I could feel him staring at me. I could feel him looking down my chest—the dirty old man. 
And when I went to get a drink from the fridge, I could feel his gaze following me. So I put on a bit of a show, standing up on my toes, bending forward, feeling my dress riding up over the cusp of my ass. I could practically hear him salivating.
It was really the first time grown men had taken notice of me. Maybe I really was starting to look convincing. I grinned. 
I’m not sure why I got so much of a kick out of it. I was probably going a bit too far. I saw my mom looking at me, looking horrified. She shook her head and I blushed. I was tempted to tell her that daddy bought the stockings for me—and the bra and the slutty panties—but I didn’t want to make her angry. I’m sure there was some context to the gift that I was missing… maybe a card that got dropped when daddy was sneaking the gifts under the tree like Santa Claus. 
And it was just supposed to be teasing. I didn’t think that I was giving the old man any dirty ideas. But apparently, I was wrong. I excused myself to use the bathroom. I had to check my makeup. I took a moment to pee, to wash my hands, and then to stare at myself. Then, I stepped out from the bathroom and directly into his arms. I felt his old, wrinkled hands press down on my sides as his mint-and-whiskey flavored breath tickled my face. I winced away as his hands moved up my body, and I almost screamed. 
“Shh,” he said. 
“What are you doing?” I asked. I couldn’t even remember his name. Kal—or maybe Kevin. Something with a K…
“We can be quiet,” he said. “And fast.” Then he took a step forward, pressing his chest against mine. I gasped and looked down, and that’s when I saw that his erection was sticking out of his fly, pressing up against my stomach. I almost screamed again. Then he put his thumb into my mouth. His cock was almost as wrinkly as his hands—but it was somehow as hard as a rock, and throbbing. I could feel it. It was warm.
I managed to fight myself away from him. “I’m sorry,” I said. “I gave you the wrong impression.”
I ran away from him, holding down my little dress so he wouldn’t be able to see my bum as I ran down the stairs. He didn’t follow me. He didn’t come back down the stairs. He stayed up, hiding in embarrassment, worried I was going to rat him out. And I wanted to rat the dirty old pervert out—but I was afraid of admitting to my mother that she was right: that my outfit wasn’t appropriate. And I swear I could smell that cock still, as if he rubbed it on my dress and now that smell was forever imbedded in the fabric on my dress. 
It was the first cock I’d ever really seen that wasn’t my own—and certainly the first I’d ever touched that wasn’t mine, even though I didn’t try to touch it, and it wasn’t my hand that touched it. I couldn’t stop thinking of it, throbbing, bloated, towering above that wrinkly, old ball sack. Why would an old man want to fuck me? Aren’t old men only interested in fucking old women? 
When we were home, I went to my room and stared at myself for a long time in the mirror. I looked at my fishnet-clad legs. I looked at my perky cleavage. Maybe it was a bit too sexy for Christmas, but I kind of liked being sexy. It was kind of nice to think that men were noticing me—and not just the boys in my classes. 
 
CHAPTER TWO
At dinner, my brother was once again ogling me to the dismay of my mother. “Eat your turkey, Robert,” she said, exhausted and talking through clenched teeth. I felt bad for mommy; she was doing her best under the circumstances. She had to deal with me and my brother alone while daddy was at work. She had to cook that big meal, and she had to clean the whole house after dinner was done. She was like a zombie, dragging her feet… Though she looked cute in that sweater. “Can I borrow that on Friday?” I asked her. “I want to wear it to the movies.”
“You can just have it,” she said. “I don’t think it’s my style.”
“Mom, don’t be rude,” I said. “It looks good on you. It makes you look younger. Maybe tomorrow you can let me style your hair. We could be like twins!” 
She stared at me with an unimpressed look. She looked down at my fishnet-clad legs and shook her head. “I don’t know if I really want to be twins.” It was a little jab at my fishnets, and I took it personally, because those were a gift from my daddy.
After she was done with the dishes, she went to bed. Robert went up to his room to jerk off. I could hear him grunting through the wall, and that grunting made me think of that old man. I wondered if he was jerking himself off too, thinking about me with his tall cock in his wrinkled fist. The tip of the old man’s cock was just as red as my dress. I wondered if he used a pill to make himself that hard.
I didn’t want to think of the old man’s cock and I was tired of picturing his horny face, so I poured myself a glass of rum that my mom had left out. I’d only had a few sips of alcohol in my life, but I knew that adults drank it when they wanted to forget about things. So I poured the glass tall and I had a big sip. I nearly spat it out, covering my lips with my hand and gasping. It was much stronger than I was expecting. My eyes teared up and I ran to the sink to spit it out, but I was too afraid to waste it, so I forced myself to swallow it. 
And I wasn’t planning on drinking anymore until ten minutes later, when I felt a slight tipsy feeling; the alcohol was working through me, making me feel light and giggly. 
I drank another sip, this time more carefully. Then I had another and another. I giggled again and I caught myself doing a little ballet dance in the middle of our living room, in front of our Christmas tree, which now looked awfully barren without a mountain of gifts underneath it. 
After another sip, I found myself in my bedroom. I pulled out the box from daddy and I looked through my options. I blushed as I picked up the black satin Playboy bunny costume. I still had no idea why daddy bought it for me. And the butt plug! That was just naughty, but maybe he was trying to tell me something. Maybe it was his way of saying, ‘You’re an adult now.’ It was a weird way of saying it. My daddy was a curious man.
I put on the bunny outfit, along with the ears. I kept the fishnet stockings on, and I took the butt plug. I’d never used one before but I’d heard about them. It seemed awfully wide, making me blush and giggle. I tried to carefully push it into my bum, but my hole was too tight. I tried pouring some warm water on it before trying again, but that didn’t help. Then, I took my jar of Vaseline, which I kept for when I had a runny nose. I rubbed some of the thick lubricant on the butt plug and I tried again. This time it popped into me, making me gasp. I clenched hard and looked over at the mirror, seeing that I now had a white cotton bunny tail. 
I turned red all over. Then, feeling a bit drunk, I wiggled my bum, making my tail wiggle too. I put my feet together and I hopped through my room, holding up my hands as if I was actually a bunny rabbit. I giggled like a child and then I found myself putting on some dark lipstick. That’s around when my cock started getting erect, stretching out the thin fabric of that tight outfit. I didn’t let that stiffy stop me. 
I had no idea why daddy wanted me to look like this, but I wanted to make daddy happy. All I’d ever wanted was for daddy to be happy. 
I went into the living room to find my drink. I poured some more rum into it, hoping to make that feeling even stronger. I drank the rum and I giggled. Then I stumbled onto the couch. I suddenly felt tired, so I tried to pull the blanket over me. But I was too tired to pull it properly over me, so it mostly just covered my mid-back. The throw pillow fell onto my head and I didn’t have the energy to move them. I passed out, drunk and dressed like a stripper, on our family couch.
And when I woke up, it was still dark. 
I could hear heavy footsteps. I heard keys dropping on the counter, and then I heard a man clear his throat. He had a deep voice, just like my daddy. I opened my eyes but all I could see were the throw pillows. I still didn’t have enough energy to lift my head up. I was still drunk. 
I heard his footsteps approach me from behind, and then they stopped suddenly. “Well look at you,” he said—and it was my stepdaddy! I tried to get up, but I was only able to plant down my knees and lift up my bum. I’d forgotten that I had a butt plug in my ass, which I was now showing him. “We should leave the lights off so we don’t wake anyone up,” he said.
I managed to giggle but I couldn’t muster up any words. 
Then I felt his big hands press down on my hips. He gently rubbed before his hands slid back to grasp my ass cheeks. He moaned gently and I froze. Why was daddy caressing my bum? He spanked me suddenly, making me gasp. 
He climbed up on me. “You didn’t have to stay awake for me,” he said. 
I felt him press his pelvis against my bare bum. He gently grinded against my tail, making that butt plug push deeper into my anus. I clenched hard and suddenly felt embarrassed. What was happening? Why was daddy holding me like that? 
I could barely open my eyes. I tried. I’m not sure if I was drunk or just tired. 
His thick, meaty fingers rubbed my currently-flaccid crotch through my outfit, making me gasp. 
My lips were parted and my eyes were suddenly wide. Now, I had the energy to move, but I was too scared. I was too occupied trying to figure out why daddy was touching me like that. He rubbed his fingers in circles, sending weird tingles through my body. Then he grabbed my tail and gently pumped it back and forth, chuckling with his deep voice. Then, I felt his lap getting… harder. I felt his bulge growing against my bum. Was daddy getting an erection, just like that old man? 
I kept my face buried in those pillows. 
“I’m glad you like my gift,” he said. Now, he was rubbing my satin-clad sides. He leaned over me, fondling my whole body. I felt his warm breath tickling the back of my neck, and then I smelled the whiskey. He’d been drinking too—and driving! Naughty daddy. 
He thrusted himself gently against my bum. I could feel his hard shaft between my butt cheeks. I wanted to tell him to stop, but now I was confused. Was this what he wanted? Did he like me in a sexy kind of way? What would mommy say if she found us together like this? 
His hand gripped my right breast and he squeezed. He let out a soft moan. He squeezed hard before pinching my nipple and pulling. I let out a whimper. Then, he used that same hand to fish his cock out from his pants. I felt it slap against my ass. It was warm and throbbing. It was much bigger than the old man’s—I could tell just from feeling it. He rubbed it against my bum before using his fatherly fingers to pick my butt plug tail out from my butthole. And why was I tingling all over?  
It wasn’t my fault that I was a bit turned on; daddy was handsome. He had big muscles and strong hands. I could feel his abs against my back side when he was massaging me. I could smell that manly musk. He had a dominating aura, and it felt kind of nice to be submissive. It felt nice to go limp while he fondled me, handled me, and became aroused. I kind of liked that he thought I was sexy. I even found myself blushing. 
Then he pressed his tip against my hole. I gasped and bit down on my bottom lip. He grabbed my braid with one hand and used his other hand to draw his cock in circles against my puckering anus. I could feel a drop of warm fluid running down my thigh.  Was he leaking? Was daddy really going to penetrate me? Was he really going to take my virginity? 
I took a deep breath in and my body trembled slightly. He pulled my braid hard, making my head tilt back—and for some reason I kind of liked it. He slapped me hard on the bum, making me gasp. Then, he pushed into me, stretching out my tiny asshole. His cock was thick, like a can of coke, and it was veiny. I could feel it throbbing. It wasn’t like anything I’d felt before. It hurt a little bit, but I didn’t want to make daddy think he was hurting me, so I just bit down hard on my tongue. 
He spanked me again before rubbing my bare skin with both of his hands. Now, he had at least four inches inside of me—and it felt like fourteen! I squirmed and groaned. I clenched my hole around his shaft, but that didn’t stop him. He rubbed my back and then he squeezed my teen titties again. “Oh God,” I moaned softly, and then he had seven inches inside of me—and then eight, and then nine—and then I couldn’t take anymore. I felt his tip pressing deep, deep, deep in my asshole, and that’s where he stopped.
He let out a loud groan. He spanked me one more time. I kept my face buried between those pillows, terrified he would see my face and see that I was in some pain. But I wasn’t in much pain—I was just clenching hard because I didn’t know if this was right. I was losing my virginity to my daddy. He was so big—not just his cock, but his whole body. When I stood next to him, the top of my head touched his sternum. My waist was about as wide as his thigh. He could lift me easily with one hand, and I couldn’t even make him budge when I jumped into his arms at full speed. 
Now, he was on top of me, holding me down, pressing his enormous dick into my body. My heart was racing. He started thrusting. He pulled my braids—both of them this time, using both of his hands. My head tilted back, almost out from those pillows. He grunted firmly as he penetrated me, over and over. 
I could feel myself stretching. I could feel my cock getting stiff. I could feel my legs going numb. I was tingling all over. I wanted to scream out but I was scared of waking up mommy, so I just bit down on my tongue and tried so, so hard not to make any noise. 
He pumped me relentlessly, making that whole couch slide across the living room floor. The couch cushions bounced up and down with each pump. I couldn’t stop myself from moaning, especially once I felt his shaft getting wider, bloating as it prepared to come. He groaned louder and I knew it was coming, though I’m not sure how I knew, being a virgin and all. I guess it was just intuition. Or maybe it was because I knew what it felt like to come with a cock.
My fishnet-clad legs trembled and my body became tense all over. I came, and I came hard—and then he released himself inside of me, filling my hole, without protection. “Oh, daddy!” I gasped.
And then, while he was unloading cum into my teen anus, he paused. The room became quiet and still. “S—Sasha?” he said. 
I froze. I didn’t make a sound. My lip quivered and I was too afraid to look back. Why did he sound so surprised? Why wasn’t he talking now? 
He pulled his cock out from me slowly. I felt his cum rushing out from my gaping hole. I tried to clench it back, but it fell out regardless, onto the couch. Then I blushed all over. Was I in trouble? Did I do something bad? 
He backed away from me. I didn’t move. I didn’t know what to do. My instinct was to pretend to be asleep, so that’s what I did. I slumped over and closed my eyes. “Oh my God,” I heard him mutter under his breath. I heard him pick up my rum glass. “Oh my God,” he said again. I heard him take it to the kitchen. Then he came back with a cloth. He gently dabbed my butthole and he wiped my legs. He wrapped a blanket around me and he picked me up. I remained limp, playing dead like a scared animal. He carried me to my bed and put me under the covers, as if I weighed nothing. Then he quietly closed the door and he snuck away, leaving me feeling very confused.
Did daddy not mean to fuck me? 
The rum caught back up to me. It made my head spin. I felt a bit sick for a moment, and then I slipped away, asleep, still dressed like a Playboy bunny. 
 
CHAPTER THREE
I woke up late the next morning. I had a throbbing headache, and that headache was enough to distract me from everything. It was even enough to make me forget about what I did with daddy. 
I changed out from my lingerie. I put on some old pajamas and I went downstairs with my hair all ruffled and my makeup all smeared from the night before.
 And that headache was so bad that I didn’t even stop to look my dad in the eyes. He was in the kitchen, doing the breakfast dishes. My mom was at the table, sipping a coffee. My dad looked back at me and then he looked away quickly. It was a minute later when my mom said, “Aren’t you going to say Merry Christmas to your daughter, Craig?” 
Then daddy turned slowly around. He forced an awkward smile and looked into my eyes. He looked terrified, but I was in too much pain to care. “Merry Christmas, Sasha,” he said.
“Merry Christmas,” I groaned. 
My mom slid me a mug of coffee. “What’s the Robert with you? Too much Christmas?” 
I groaned. “I guess so.” 
“Aren’t you excited to see your dad? He got in early this morning. I’m sure he’s excited to see you!” 
I forced myself to look up with a smile. “Very exciting,” I said.
My mom rolled her eyes. “If I didn’t know any better, I would think you had a hangover.” Then she looked at my daddy. “So, Craig. You brought your present for Sasha, right?” 
Daddy paused and stared at my mom for a long moment. His lips parted and his eyes narrowed. “Present?” he said.
“Present,” she said. “You know, you got Robert the fishing stuff, you got me the sweaters and the skirts, and you got something extra special for Sasha, right?” Now she was looking at him with an intense look. And my daddy’s expression was quickly dropping and his face was turning pale. 
“Daddy got me something,” I said. 
Then they both looked at me. Daddy’s eyes became wide and worried. “He did?” my mom asked.
I nodded my head. “When I was cleaning up under the tree, I found it,” I said.
“What was it?” my mom asked. Now, my dad looked like he was going to faint.
“A gift card,” I lied. “We must have missed it. It was for the mall.” 
My mom looked at my dad. “A gift card?” she said, sounding unimpressed.
And I wanted to defend my daddy. “It’s for a new store that hadn’t opened yet!” I lied. “I’ve been so excited for it to open, and, uh, it opens today! And the card said that daddy was going to take me to pick out some outfits.”
“That’s right,” he said, playing along with my lie. 
My mom looked at me suspiciously. “Well maybe you can take me to the mall so I can do a few exchanges.” 
“Mom,” I said. “Just wear the clothes! They look cute on you. You haven’t even tried on the skirt yet.”
And my dad looked confused. “The skirt?” he said. And I was realizing very fast that my mother got the present that was meant for me, and I got the one meant for her. I put on my mommy’s lingerie, and my daddy fucked me thinking I was his wife! I felt my stomach turning. 
“It looks like something Sasha would wear,” she said. “It’s not exactly age appropriate.” 
“Just give it a try,” I said, trying to buy my dad a pass out of the mess he’d made for himself. 
I wasn’t mad at my daddy. He meant well, and this whole mess was my fault. I was the one who put on the lingerie and laid my body out like an available piece of meat. Daddy was drunk when he came home, and I was an exposed girl in lingerie, laying on his couch with my ass in the air. How could he help himself? My mom did warn me that men were animals around girls who were dressed like ‘they wanted it’—that’s how she put it. And now, I looked more like a girl than ever, maybe even just as much as the biological girls my age. 
“I guess I can give it a shot,” my mom said, rolling her eyes. “Well, have fun at the mall. It’ll be busy today. It’s Boxing Day, don’t forget.” 
My dad gave me a strange look before looking away. I didn’t like the tension. I didn’t like that he wasn’t sitting next to me or putting his arm over me. I didn’t like that we weren’t giggling about some silly newspaper comic, or reading the newspaper horoscopes with funny voices, like we normally did. Did I ruin things by letting him fuck me?  
I drank that whole mug of coffee, then another. I felt awkward in that room. Nobody was talking, and I wasn’t helping with my own silence. I felt some relief when I went to my room to get dressed. But then that relief was lost when I came out and daddy was holding his truck keys. “Ready to go to the mall?” he asked.
I forced a smile and then we got into the truck together. He was silent. I was silent too. We started driving. My God, that tension was just so horrible! “I liked the gift,” I said, breaking that silence. “The outfits are super cute.”
His face turned red. “Those were supposed to be for your mother!” he said. 
“I’m talking about the outfits that mom has,” I said. 
Then his face turned even redder. “Oh,” he said. And then that silence returned. I looked at his hands. His knuckles were white on the steering wheel, and his arms were flexed. His big muscles were bulging as he bit his lip and kept his gaze forward.
“Though I like the lingerie too,” I said.
“Sasha!” he said softly. 
“What?”
“That stuff was for your mother. I think it’s best that we just… just get rid of it.” 
I cleared my throat and looked out my window. “Are you feeling weird about last night?” I asked.
“That’s one way to put it,” he said. Then he cleared his throat. “I, uh, thought you were your mother.” 
“It’s fine, daddy. You were drunk. Let’s just not let it ruin Christmas.”
“Exactly,” he said. “And I wasn’t drunk, for the record. I had a few drinks after work.” 
“You weren’t drunk?” I asked. My heart skipped a beat. 
“Not really. But, I mean—I thought you were your mother. Let’s just leave it at that. It was a mistake. My mistake. You aren’t, like, hurt from it, are you?” He looked over at me slowly, but only for a moment before looking away.
“Hurt?” I said. “No. I mean—it hurt a little but…” I bit down on my tongue. “I’m not hurt. It felt fine. It felt good.” 
Then we both turned red. We both looked out our windows, and then we both cleared our throats at the same time. “It’s not like we’re blood related,” he said. “So it’s not like it was… against the law or anything.”
“Exactly,” I said with a smile, though I wasn’t sure why we were dwelling on it. Maybe daddy was still feeling guilty. Maybe he needed some peace of mind before he let it go. “Like I said, it felt good. I liked it. It didn’t hurt at all, daddy.”
“Good,” he said. “I mean—no. It will never happen again. Let’s leave it at that.”
“Okay,” I said.
But he just couldn’t leave it at that. “You really did look like your mother though. You have the same body type. I mean—you’re younger and, uh, tighter. Your skin, I mean—not your...” Now he was really blushing. 
“It’s okay,” I said. “I know I look like her. The other day, we were at the mall, and someone asked if she was my older sister. Can you believe that?” 
“Exactly!” daddy said, looking vindicated. He smiled and then he cleared his throat one more time. “So you see how I could make the mistake. And I thought I gave that stuff to your mom. She knew I was coming home, so I figured she was up waiting for me, and, uh, I saw you.” Now he was clutching the steering wheel tightly. 
“It’s fine,” I said.
“And you really aren’t hurt? There was no… tearing or anything? I hate to even ask.”
I laughed. “No, daddy,” I said. “It didn’t hurt.” 
“Good,” he said. We pulled into the mall parking lot. It took ten minutes to find parking, then it was a zoo getting into the mall. “It’s so busy here.”
I grabbed his hand and squeezed tightly. “Let’s not get separated,” I said. His fingers curled between mine and he gently pulled me through the crowd. We managed to get into one popular store. There were some cute dresses, but nothing that got me too excited. So we went to the next shop. It was busy and all of the really cute outfits were going fast. My daddy was patiently waiting next to me. He was looking around at all of the people. Then, I noticed him noticing a young woman, about my age. She was wearing a tight bodysuit romper. She had no bra, so her boobs were freely bouncing and her nipples were poking lumps in her outfit. Daddy stared at her with flashing eyes. I won’t lie: I left a bit jealous. Then, I saw that very romper for sale on a mannequin in front of me. The girl was wearing it out.
I picked it up and then I tapped my daddy’s shoulder. “What do you think of this?” I asked, holding it up.
Daddy’s eyes lit up again. “T—That?” he said. “It’s a bit tight, no?”
“I like it,” I said. “I think I’ll try it on. What do you think?” 
I went to the changeroom and put it on. It really was tight, and it made me feel like I was topless. My boobs were squished in the outfit, and my nipples were giant visible lumps for everyone to see. I turned to look at my bum, which looked big in the outfit, but not in a bad way. I did a little bounce to make sure it was firm enough to hold everything in place. Then I went out to show my daddy. He blushed and bit his lip. “Is it what you want?” he asked.
“What do you think?” I asked.
“I like it,” he said. “Your mom might not like it very much.”
“That’s okay. She’ll get used to it. Will you buy it for me? Can I wear it out of the store?” 
“Okay,” he said nervously. He bought the romper and I wore it out. As we left the store, I grabbed his hand, so we wouldn’t get separated. He clenched my hand tight. And then I caught him looking over at me a few times. It wasn’t his fault: my boobs were bouncing in that romper, no longer being supported by any bra. My bra was in a shopping bag. And maybe my teen titties were a bit too big for that romper. Maybe it was made more for girls with smaller chests. But daddy seemed to like looking over at my chest. I knew he liked it because his pants were getting tighter and tighter, and he had to stop to sit on a bench at one point. He lied and said that he just needed a break. “I didn’t get a lot of sleep last night,” he said. And I giggled, knowing that he was just trying to make his erection go away. I really couldn’t blame him; I was concentrating hard so that I wouldn’t give myself an erection. The tight dress felt so good… too good. It was maybe going to be a problem! 
I was flattered, though it was a bit awkward, I will admit. We kept walking. He bought me some lunch and then he bought me some ice cream. It was vanilla ice cream. He sat across from me while I licked it. A bit dropped onto my chin and I tried to use my tongue to lick it up. He laughed as he watched me, and I giggled too. 
When we headed back to the truck, but I had to stop at the undies store. “I just need some new panties,” I said. “You don’t mind, do you?”
He blushed and shrugged his shoulders, so we went inside. I picked out five pairs, since it was five for fifteen dollars. Then I looked over at daddy and saw him eyeing a mannequin. The mannequin was wearing a lacy black piece of lingerie. It was a cute one piece with frilly embellishments around the thighs and arm holes. “Do you like that, daddy?” I asked.
“What?” he said, perking up and looking away. “No. I was, uh, just imagining your mother in it.” 
“Gross!” I said. 
Then I paused. “I like it,” I said. “I kind of want it.” 
“What?” he said, shocked. “What would you do with it?” 
“I don’t know,” I said. “I just like it. It looks cute. Can you buy it for me?” 
“Are you crazy?” he said. “I can’t buy it for you! What would your mother say?!”
“I promise I won’t tell her. Please, daddy?” I looked into his eyes. I really wanted that lingerie, though I wasn’t sure why. Maybe I was starting to admire my growing lingerie collection. Maybe I just wanted that one additional piece to add to my little pile. 
He shook his head and sighed. “Don’t you dare tell her,” he said. He took the lingerie and then I handed him the panties. He blushed as he walked up to the counter. The checkout lady looked at the lingerie and then she looked at me. She had a very judging face; I didn’t like her at all. 
Daddy handed me the bag once we left the store. “Don’t let your mother see you wearing that either.” 
“Thank you, daddy!” I gave him a big kiss on the cheek, which wasn’t easy to do because he was so much taller than me. I grabbed his hand and held it back to the truck. Then we went back home. 
I really didn’t have a reason to own that lingerie, but I liked it. And now, I wanted to wear it. I decided to wear it under my clothes. But before I put my clothes over it, I admired myself in the mirror. I did a few little spins and a couple of cute ballet moves. The lingerie was sheer, doing nothing to hide my boobs, or much of my cock for that matter. But it wasn’t meant to be worn like clothes. It was just meant to make me feel sexy, I suppose. And it certainly did the trick! I felt so cute and so desirable. Even once I had my new romper on over, I still felt like such a naughty little minx. 
 
CHAPTER FOUR
We had dinner as a family. Daddy was finally starting to relax. My mom was exhausted once again from a long day of chasing my brother around. Apparently, he ate a bunch of his chocolate, which was coffee flavored, and with his energy he decided to try skateboarding in the house while my mom was in the shower. 
The place was a mess, so my mom spent the whole night cleaning, and then she went to sleep, grumpy and tired. I felt bad for her. Robert was grounded for destroying the furniture with his skateboard, so he wasn’t allowed to leave his bedroom. Daddy and I were left with the dinner dishes. He cleaned while I dried, since the dishwasher was full. 
“Today was fun,” he said.
I nodded my head and smiled. “Thank you so much for the clothes, daddy,” I said.
“It’s the least I can do. It’s Christmas, after all.”
“I’m wearing that thing,” I said.
He looked at me curiously. “I know. I can see that,” he said.
“No, silly,” I said. “The other thing.” I made my eyes wide, and then I pulled down my romper so he could see the lingerie.
He gasped and looked away. He looked around the house and then his voice turned into a whisper. “Sasha, why are you wearing that?” he said.
“It’s cute. Don’t you think?” I asked.
“Yes, it’s very cute, but… You shouldn’t be wearing it.”
“Why not?” I asked.
“Because I said so,” he said.
“Don’t you like it?” 
“That’s not the point,” he said. 
“It’s just undies, daddy,” I said. 
“It’s for grownups,” he said.
“Well I’m a grownup now.”
“Not really,” he said. 
Then I narrowed my eyes, taking particular offence to his claim. “Excuse me?” I said. “I’m very grown up; I’ll have you know. In fact, I’m so grown up that Aunt Vicky’s husband tried to have sex with me.”
“What?!” daddy snapped. 
“I didn’t do it, daddy. Relax. He just followed me upstairs and he showed me his old man wiener. It was gross, actually. But my point is, everyone thinks I’m grown up now. And I want to be treated like a grown up.” 
 “I’m going to go over there tomorrow,” he said.
“Please don’t,” I said. “I don’t want to get him into trouble. Besides, I took it as a compliment. I mean—it was gross when it touched me—but I think he was embarrassed enough when I ran away from him.”
“That’s not right, Sasha,” he said. “You shouldn’t be seeing stuff like that. It’s just not right.”
“Why?” I said. “I’m eighteen. I know what sex is.”
“I don’t care. It’s just not right. He’s married—and he’s old. He’s, like, in his sixties—maybe even older.” 
“And you’re almost fifty,” I said.
He looked at me with a shocked expression. “What is that supposed to mean?” he said.
I shrugged my shoulders. “It doesn’t mean anything,” I said.
“What do I have to do with anything?” he said.
“Well we had sex and you’re almost fifty.” 
He looked around the room, gasping. Then he stepped closer to me. “I thought we weren’t going to talk about that. It was a mistake,” he said. 
“Sorry,” I said.
“I don’t want to talk about it again,” he said sternly, making my skin crawl. I hated when he was angry with me.
“Yes, daddy,” I said. 
“I mean it,” he growled.
“Yes, daddy,” I said again. 
There was an awkward silence. And I was about to make it much more awkward, because something had been nagging me. “But before we drop it…” I said. “Can I just ask one thing?”
He looked at me slowly. “What is it?” he said.
“I told you that I liked it,” I said. “And… well… didn’t you like it?” I asked. I felt so embarrassed asking, but I needed to know. I hated to think that he didn’t enjoy having sex with me. I hated to think that I wasn’t good at it, or that my body didn’t feel good. 
“Sasha,” he said.
“Please, daddy?” I said, making my eyes big as I looked up at his face. His stubble was dark. He usually shaved every morning, but now it looked like it had been three days. 
He sighed. “It felt fine, sweetie,” he said. “Why do you need to know that?”
I smiled. “Are you just saying that? I don’t want to think… that I’m bad at it.” 
“You aren’t bad at it,” he said. “You actually…” Then he paused. “No. Never mind.” 
“What?” I said. “I actually what?” 
“Sasha, don’t put me on the spot,” he said, blushing and looking back at the dishes. 
“Please, daddy,” I said.
“Okay. It felt good. And you were actually… actually good. You took a lot. Your body is tight, and…” He shook his head and shut his eyes tight. “Why am I telling you this? Have I lost my mind?”
“It’s okay, daddy,” I said. “I’m so happy that you’re being honest with me. Can you tell me how I can be better?” 
“No,” he said.
“Please, daddy!” 
He groaned. “We’re not having this conversation.”
“Please! Just tell me what I can do better for next time!”
“Next time!?” he said.
“I mean with another boy—not with you!” 
“Another boy!? Who!?” he said. And then I giggled. He was so cute when he was jealous. He was looking down at me with his big hands planted on his hips. His tight shirt was wet from the dishwater. 
“There’s no boy, daddy, relax,” I said. “Just please tell me what I can do to be better for you.”
“For me!?” he said, and then he looked around again.
“I mean in general. But you’re my only reference. You were my first.”
His face turned white and he stared into my eyes, looking shocked and terrified. “Really?” he said softly. I nodded my head with a smile on my face. Then he coughed and turned away from me. I noticed him squirming, so I looked down and saw that he was trying to conceal an erection. Naughty daddy was always getting hard at the most embarrassment moments…
“Well, if you really want to have this talk,” he said. “There’s lots of stuff a woman can do for a man—for her man. Foreplay is, uh, important. Kissing and rubbing. When you, uh, find a man, you can start by rubbing your bodies together. Men like that. When you kiss, use your, uh tongue. Guys like that too. And then use your hands: play with his… you know. Oh God, why am I having this talk with you? Shouldn’t you talk to your mom about this?”
“She won’t talk about it with me,” I said.
“Fine. Okay. Well. I mean—guys like oral.”
“You mean blowjobs?” I asked.
His face was redder than the fresh tomatoes in the fridge. “Yes, Sasha, blowjobs. Men like that. Then… well, you really should just let the man lead the way, like, uh, you did. You should try to always be, uh, moving. Don’t just go fully limp—though some guys do like that, I guess. But if you’re pushing your bum back when I’m thrusting—I mean, when he’s thrusting. That makes it feel better.” Now his pants were really tight. He noticed me looking and he turned his body away. “I think that’s enough chatting for now.”
“No. Just tell me more. When you say that guys don’t want me to go limp—do you mean my cock?” I asked, looking into his eyes. He looked away with a pale look.
“No! I mean your body!” he said.
“So it’s okay if my cock is soft?” I said. “And what if it’s hard? Would that be a turn off?”
“I don’t know,” he said awkwardly. “I’m sure it’s fine. I mean—I wouldn’t have a problem with it. I guess it’s up to the guy. Every guy is different. But I think most guys wouldn’t care. Some might even like it.”
“Do you like it?” I asked.
“I’m not answering that!” he said. 
I caught myself with a small grin. I hid it as fast as I could. “When you came—did I do what I was supposed to do?”
He looked at me with wide eyes and parted lips. He cleared his throat. “I mean, no,” he said. “You could get an infection if you’re not careful. Not with me. I’m clean. But if you were with a guy and he just… finished in you like that, it could mean an STI. I mean, it feels good—very good. But… You should pull the guy out if you think he’s going to come in you. You can finish him with your, uh, hand, or your mouth. He might like it if you swallow.”
“His cum!?” I said.
“Yes,” he said. 
“Is that what you like, daddy?”
“Your mom doesn’t do that,” he said, shying away.
“I didn’t ask what mommy does. I asked what you like.” 
“Sure,” he said. “But that’s not relevant. Let’s not talk about it.” 
“Is it hard?” I asked.
“Is what hard?” he asked, hiding his crotch from me.
“Not that,” I said with a giggle. “I mean, is it hard to do a good blowjob?” 
“Oh,” he said. “I don’t know. I’m not a girl. I, uh, know what a good one feels like.”
I stared into his eyes for a long moment. “Can I try it?” 
He was silent for a long moment, and then he shook his head. “Of course not!” he snapped. He looked angry, and then he walked away. “This conversation is done. You got what you needed.” 
“Wait!” I said, running after him. He sat on the couch and turned on the TV. An old hockey game was playing: a replay from a few nights before. He watched it anyway. 
“Are you mad at me?” I asked.
“I’m not mad,” he said, crossing his legs awkwardly. “I just—I don’t want to talk about this with you. You’ll figure all of this stuff out in your life. You don’t need me to explain it to you.”
I stood there and stared at him, and he refused to look at me. But his pants stayed tight. He was obviously aroused thinking about me, and I really wanted to hear his honest feedback. He’d been so honest for me so far, so I knew I could get more from him. And I knew that he liked me. He bought me lingerie, after all. And this time, he did it on purpose—not by accident. 
So I slipped the straps of my romper over my shoulders. He looked over at me. “What are you doing?” he asked. I didn’t answer him. I shimmied out of the romper and I let it fall to the floor, leaving me in just that sheer lingerie. His gaze found my tits, and then he looked down at my semi-erect cock. His lips fell open. He ogled my teen body for a long moment before looking away. “You’ve lost your mind.”
But I knew he wanted me, so I came around him, behind him. I put my hands on his shoulders and followed his advice. I rubbed his shoulder and he became stiff like stone. He wasn’t trying to run away, so he obviously liked it. “Like this?” I asked.
“This isn’t right, Sasha,” he said. But he didn’t push me away. I kept rubbing. I rubbed my hands down his chest, feeling his big muscles. Then I caressed his arms. I moaned and I started to feel even harder between my thighs. I came around his chair and I climbed up on him. I couldn’t help myself from giggling as I straddled him and wrapped my arms around him, as if I was a baby panda climbing up its mother. “Sasha,” he said. I started to gently grind myself against him, like he said. I got him to uncross his legs, and then I felt his erect bulge. “Stop it.” He looked over at the bedroom doors. 
“What’s the matter, daddy?” I said. “Afraid you might like it again?” I giggled. I don’t know why I was teasing him. I was going to get myself in a lot of trouble, and I didn’t want daddy to hate me. But it was so tempting. And I liked that feeling: that tingling between my legs. I liked the way he looked at my body when his pants got tight. I liked how his hands moved up and down my sides when he started to fold. 
And I really liked the feeling of that big bulge against mine. I moaned. Then I reached down for his fly. I fumbled with it. It took me an embarrassing two minutes to get his button open and his zipper down. Then I reached in and tried to figure out where the opening of his boxers was—but I found it! I wrapped my fingers around his cock and I pulled it out into the open. I gasped as I looked at it. It was so long and so veiny! It was throbbing so hard, and his tip was so red from being mashed into his tight jeans. I stared at it for a moment before sitting my bum down on it. I rocked back and forth and made him groan loudly. He put his hands on my sides. “This isn’t right,” he said, staring at my breasts. 
“You can squeeze my boobies if you want to, daddy,” I said.
And he did it. He took both of his hands and squeezed my chest. He squeezed hard and moaned loudly. His cock throbbed hard against my butt.
And then I remembered that I was supposed to play with his cock, like he said. So I slid back and I reached down. I wasn’t sure what to do with it exactly, so I just started to press it between both of my palms. I rubbed and giggled, but he seemed to like it. I moved my hands up and down, and I carefully pulled back his foreskin using my fingertips—and then he showed me what he really wanted me to do.
He took my hand and curled my fingers around his cock. With his hand over mine, he pumped, showing me how to stroke a man. I felt all of his veins. “Spit,” he said, motioning at his cock. So I leaned forward and spat, giggling again. I felt so naughty, and somehow, this all felt so silly. I pumped him the way he wanted me to pump him. Now, his face was dark red and he was groaning deeply. “Is that nice, daddy?” I asked.
He nodded his head. I squeezed harder and pumped faster. Then I thought it would be fun to pump as fast as I possibly could. He gasped and I think I almost gave him a heart attack. He grabbed my hand and stopped me. “Does that not feel nice?” I asked.
“No,” he said. “It feels too nice.”
“What does that mean?” I asked.
“You’re going to make me come,” he said.
“But isn’t that what you want?” I asked.
He laughed and rolled his eyes. “It’s not all I want.” 
I thought about what he was saying for a moment, then I clued in. I’d forgotten about the blowjob! “Oh, right!” I said. So I slid off of his lap and planted my knees on the ground. I looked up at his massive cock, which seemed so big from down there. It was hard to believe that I ever had that thing inside of my butt! I grabbed it with my hand and I pulled it down. I had to sit up tall so his tip could reach my mouth. I opened as wide as I could and then I put the warm throbber on my tongue. I gasped for a moment as I pressed my lips around his girth. Then I almost gagged, but I held myself together. I wasn’t sure what to do. I wasn’t even sure what a blowjob was. But it had the word ‘blow’ in the title, so I started to blow.
Nothing happened and I don’t think he liked it. Then I remembered hearing people referring to blowjobs as ‘sucking cock’. So I sucked. And daddy seemed to like that! He moaned when I started sucking, so kept doing it. I moved my head up and down, sliding my tongue around his shaft. He moaned louder and relaxed deeper into his seat. I giggled, muffled by his cock. It was nice to know that I was doing it right! I bobbed my head deeper, feeling his cock pushing towards my throat. I felt him getting harder. Saliva dripped down my chin, onto his thighs. He kept moaning. He reached down and put both of his big hands on my head, pulling my face down into his lap. I gagged and almost threw up on his lap.
I had to surface for air. Once I caught my breath, I looked into his eyes. My heart skipped a beat. I suddenly felt so naughty and so taboo. I felt like I was making a big mistake—but he wasn’t stopping me. And daddy always knew best. He was the man of the house. He never made mistakes. So if he was allowing this, then it was surely fine. And it felt good for him, clearly, so that made me feel nice. 
But now, I could tell that he wanted more. He was looking at my body with those glazed eyes. My cock was hard, but his cock looked so big. It fit inside of me the night before, but would it really fit again? I stood up. I took a deep breath. I used my fingers to pick my lingerie out from my butt crack. I pulled the lace aside, letting my bare teen crotch feel the room’s cool air as I stepped onto the couch and slowly lowered myself down on his lap. He used his heavy fist to hold up his thick cock. I whimpered and bit my lip. I looked down at the big cock as came closer and closer to my puckering hole. 
I pressed my pouty lips firmly together. I bit down on my tongue. I clutched both of my teen breasts with my hands and I took a deep breath into my lungs. I sat down, feeling his cock pushing into my tight teen asshole. I felt myself stretching, but now I knew that feeling. I knew the pain would only last a moment. I wasn’t a virgin anymore, after all. I sat down deep, fighting through that stretching pain, until my bum pressed against his pelvis, and he was deep inside of me. “Oh God,” I whimpered, and then I let go of my breasts and put my hands on his chest. He was hot and started to sweat. His heart was pounding hard against my palms. I looked into his eyes and he looked into mine. “W—What do I do now?” I asked.
“Bounce like a good little girl,” he said. So I started to bounce, slapping my bum onto his lap while his thick manhood stretched me wide. 
“Oh God,” I moaned again and again. I dug my nails into his chest. I had to see his body, so I pulled off his shirt as quickly as I could. Then I ran my hands down the hair on his pecs. I felt his hard abs and my asshole clenched. “Oh, daddy,” I said. I bounced harder and faster. I felt so small on his lap. And it took a lot of energy to keep bouncing like that! 
His cock felt so good inside of me. His ridges and veins were rubbing my anal walls as I went up and down. It felt so good! “Fuck me, daddy,” I said, bouncing on his lap. He had his hands on my hips now and he was guiding me up and down, pulling me down hard with each bounce so as much of his cock would go into me as possible. I couldn’t believe I was taking all of it.
His chest was sweaty now. I rubbed that sweat and then I leaned in and kissed him on the lips. I remembered what he said about tongue, so I pushed my tongue into his mouth. I explored his mouth and I didn’t stop bouncing, like a good little girl. I kept bouncing and bouncing, making him groan louder and louder. His big fingers curled into my tight teen body. I felt him beginning to tremble. I felt his cock beginning to bloat. Was he going to come? “No, daddy!” I said. “I’m not ready yet. Please don’t come yet!” I bounced harder and faster, and I could see that he was holding on, clenching hard and straining. “Not yet!” I bounced as fast as I could, and then I remembered what he said about not letting boys come in me, so I wouldn’t get an infection. But it felt so good, and I didn’t want it to end! I could feel him trying to pull me off of him, so I pushed down hard, not letting him. “Sasha!” he strained.
And then I doubled down, clenching my asshole and gripping his shoulders with my hands. He came, groaning loudly. I felt his big load splashing inside of my body. I gasped and he turned dark red. His eyes rolled into the back of his head and his lips parted. And that’s when I remembered what he said about how boys liked it when girls swallowed. So I quickly hopped off of him. I gripped his ejaculating cock and I pulled it into my mouth. I sucked hard as the final few blasts sprayed across my tongue. I waited until he was done before opening my mouth to show him the come. Then I swallowed and showed him my tongue again. “Did I do good, daddy!?” I asked.
He was rendered stiff, staring at me with wide eyes while his heavy cum slipped out from my stretched hole. His lips parted but no words came out. “Is something wrong?” I asked.
“You—You did fine,” he said. 
“Are you sure? Be honest with me. I’m a big girl now. I’m an adult now. I need the feedback, so be honest.”
“It was the best sex I’ve ever had,” he said with glazed over eyes. “But—But it’s not right. We can’t… We can’t do this like this. It was too good. And your asshole—I came inside of you.” 
“I’m not going to get pregnant, daddy. Relax! I can’t get pregnant. You know that. And you told me that you’re clean. So what’s the big deal?” I was too excited to care. I really made him happy—and he said it was the best sex of his life! I could tell he was telling the truth. And he was so handsome and strong; I’m sure he’d been with lots of pretty girls. I couldn’t wipe the grin off of my face. I was so happy that my daddy bought me lingerie. 
We cleaned up together. I skipped through the room, still wearing my lingerie and nothing else. “You should change,” he said. “You’ll get us both in trouble.” 
“Just a bit longer, daddy. It feels so nice,” I said.
“Okay, a bit longer, then no more. And that’s it! If you want to practice, you can find yourself a boyfriend… And make sure he’s clean! And make sure he wears a condom.”
I smiled and giggled. “Not like you?” I said.
“Not like me!” he whispered. “I’m serious. I love your mother and your mother loves me—and she loves you. We both love you. So no more of this nonsense. I’m putting my foot down now. And don’t you try to seduce me, just because you can. You’re a beautiful girl, and men can’t help themselves. You have to be careful with what you do and say around men—and you especially need to be careful with what you wear. This is important now so stop giggling! I don’t want to hear about your uncle touching you with his pecker again. I don’t want to hear your mom telling me about the way your brother looks at you. You can be sexy when the time is right, but you need to be smart too.” 
“Yes, daddy,” I said, pressing my lips thin while trying not to laugh.
“Now go to bed,” he said.
“Yes, daddy.” I skipped off to bed, and I slept in that lingerie. Starting the next morning, I acted properly again. I put on a nice, modest dress. I gave daddy a kiss on the cheek in the kitchen, and then I saw that mommy was wearing one of the outfits my dad bought for her—that he meant to give to me. She was wearing the skirt and the tight frilly blouse. She looked so cute, though a bit shy. I could tell she didn’t want me to draw attention to her, so I didn’t point the outfit out. Maybe it wasn’t quite age appropriate. Maybe she looked like she was trying to dress a bit like a teenager. But it was cute nonetheless—and my daddy liked it.
Later that morning, he ravaged her in the bathroom while I was cleaning the breakfast dishes. I heard her moaning and screaming through our walls while he pumped her with his big, hard cock. I heard him slapping her ass the way he slapped mine when I was in that bunny costume. I heard her say, “You’re so fucking hard!” I walked carefully up to the door and put my ear against it. 
“I fucking love your tight asshole, baby,” daddy said. They were having a good time. Daddy was enjoying it, and mommy was enjoying it too. Good for them. I’d never heard them have so much fun before, and I couldn’t help but think that I played a small part in it. Maybe he was even thinking about me a little bit while he fucked her from behind. 
The next day, my mom was wearing another one of those outfits, and that night, they fucked again when they assumed Robert and I were asleep. And the next morning, I gave my mom one of the cute dresses that I wore to school a few weeks before. “I think it would look cute on you.” She blushed as she took it, and she looked cute—but a bit silly—when she tried it on. But it got her laid. Daddy pumped the living hell out of her that night, and I think she was wearing it while he fucked her. Well, I know he was wearing it because when my mom gave it back to me, there were cum stains on the inside of the skirt. She didn’t notice and I didn’t point them out. I was just happy that everyone was happy—even Robert, who found himself an online girlfriend who liked to masturbate with him on the webcam. My mom gave Robert his laptop back and we all just let him jerk off in his bedroom all day. It seemed to keep him sane, and it kept his eyes off of me. 
And I won’t lie—I was a bad girl a few times after that. My mom was out of town for work one night when I snuck into their bedroom. I crawled under the sheets, wearing that lingerie he bought for me, and I sucked him until he came in my mouth. I snuck out before he could give me a lecture on why it wasn’t right. I knew he liked it. And then, a week later, while my mom was out of town with Robert for a hockey tournament, my dad stopped me in the hall, pinned me against the wall, and he pressed his long cock into my tight body. I guess we were both naughty from time to time. He remembered to pull out at the last second, making a real mess of my bum and legs, but I didn’t mind. It was nice to know that he was still thinking about me. It was nice to know that he wanted me, because I wanted him, even though I knew it wasn’t technically right. 
THE END
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