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Stepdad’s Roadtrip

Kate Granger


Chapter One

Amending Our Agreed Itinerary

◆◆◆

It was road trip time.

I loved going away with my stepdad twice yearly for a couple of weeks, he and me alone. We’d enjoy a few days camping, staying in motels for the most part, going shopping, dining in great restaurants, and generally catching up as Daddy and Daughter.

As I stared out of the window, imagining a grand romance and plenty of sex with my father, Mom fussed over my packing list in my bedroom. She sighed, and I thought her mind was preoccupied, so I made a beeline for her.

She pointed at my list, confused.

“You are packing tampons, Hannah. I thought you told me this time spent with your father was deliberately timed to occur outside your period.”

“I start my period the day we return home. I don’t want to be caught short during our road trip.”

“Okay, that’s fine. I thought perhaps you and your father had discussed period play, or you made a mistake on timings.”

“No… umm, I don’t make mistakes like that where Dad is concerned. Period play hadn’t crossed my mind. Should I give it some thought? Does Dad enjoy running a red light?”

“Oh, trust me, your Daddy will still fuck you during your period if you’ll let him, Hannah. He always did it with me and both of your sisters.”

“I’ve never tried period sex with other guys. Dad and I never discussed it.”

“Well… perhaps you should have that chat, especially being so close to your period. Perhaps you could extend a day or two just to try it out. I don’t mind if you expand your access to Dad, so consider that also.”

“You mean he and I should do the monthly fuck buddy thing on top of two road trips yearly?”

“Yeah, it would allow me to enjoy more sexual freedom as well, Hannah.”

I mulled it over. My stepfather was an incredibly sensual, unselfish, and enjoyable lover, but going monthly created more of an emotional context between us. I’d crushed on my dad growing up, so I wasn’t sure what might happen if we fucked monthly.

I went to sit on my window seat while Mom packed my anal plug, some lube I’d forgotten about in case Dad fucked my back passage, and a packet of tampons.

“What about you and Grandpa? Will he fuck you a lot during these next two weeks?”

“Yep, my stepdad is always the same when road trip time comes around. He’ll be on me like a wolf on a lamb, riding my fuck hole morning, noon, and night.”

“Do you question the morality of what we’re all doing, Mom? I’m fucking your husband, who also fucks my sisters, and you’re fucking your dad.”

“Vince is my stepdad, honey… my real father is an asshole who I would never fuck even if he were the last man on earth.”

“What about the morality?”

“Yes, to answer your question… I did consider the ethics when my Mom first introduced the concept of me fucking my dad.”

“And what did you conclude?”

My mother sat beside me, wrapping an arm around my shoulder. I knew she struggled for the right words because our family sexual kink was extremely bizarre, and if what we were doing ever got out, our local community would be in riotous uproar.

“Believe it or not, fucking and swapping around inside the family as we do, keeps our men honest and out of trouble. They need some variety in their pussy diet, and it’s not so bad for us girls to have a change of bull too.”

“Don’t get me wrong, Mom, I love fucking Dad, so there are no complaints from me. It’s nice to have a romantic fuck buddy who has known me since I was a baby and share some fun on a two-week road trip.”

“Dad can’t wait to fuck you every time the opportunity arises. He talks about it constantly in the lead-up.”

“It’s been such a long time since Daddy fucked me, Mom.”

“Do you enjoy his cock, honey?”

“Oh yeah. He fucks me for hours as well, like Grandpa does with you, sometimes waking me up to make love. Karl can’t get enough of licking my pussy and doesn’t care if it’s still dripping with his cum.”

“Does he allow you to use his first name?”

“We’ve discussed it but not agreed yet. He wants me to, but I prefer Dad or Daddy.”

“Because it appeals to the naughty slut deep inside you.”

“Yes, and that’s a place only he ever can reach.”

“Dad does the same to me, and we fuck a lot. If he didn’t get to fuck you and your sisters, I honestly think he might stray.”

I felt sad that family fucking was considered a means to prevent our men from erring outside the fold. I understood perfectly well from my dad that he never cheated, nor would he, but I secretly wondered whether he might if my siblings and I weren’t sexually available to him as a supplement to Mom.

“Consider the monthly’s Hannah. It’s great fun, and if you do, I can also have some fun.”

“What will you do on the weekends while I’m fucking Dad?”

“I’ll enjoy my stepfather. I love him dearly, and he’s a great lover.”

“Is this what you want, Mom?“

“Yes, honey. I love older men, and I think you do too.”

“I do.”

“Just remember, Hannah, we can make any arrangements we like so long as everyone consents.”

“What about family conventions?”

“There is flexibility and tolerance in our system.”

“Okay, I’ll ask Dad about the monthly’s.”

“And about period sex?”

“Yep, for sure. If he says yes, we’ll stay away until my period starts. I’ll message you dates if anything changes.”

Mom stood up and stroked my face softly with her fingers, staring lovingly at me. We both winced when a pickup truck pulled up outside, honking its horn.

“That’s Grandpa. You’d better leave, Mom.”

“Have a great time with Daddy, sweetheart.”

“Daddy and I are starting things off right here as soon as you leave. He wants to fuck me in my childhood bed before we leave.”

“Hasn’t he ever fucked you in here?”

“No, and I can’t wait to be reamed in the same bed where he read me bedtime stories.”

“That’s great, Hannah. Grandpa will get a couple of miles down the road and stop in the woods at a parking place where he can bend me over his truck bonnet and fuck me.”

“Jesus Christ, Mom, have you heard the pair of us talking? We’re complete sluts.”

“Yeah, but it’s fucking great fun.”

“Bye, Mom.”

I leaned out of my bedroom window, waving at my grandpa, who hugged his stepdaughter when she skipped into his arms. They French kissed deeply, and he gripped her ass cheeks, clawing them apart just precisely when my stepdad came up behind me and leaned his rock-solid cock into my pussy, reaching around and cupping my breasts.

When he tweaked my tiny, solid nipples, I moaned, arching back slightly so he could grope me more easily while I ground my wet pussy mound into his hard cock. My heart rate elevated, and adrenaline, dopamine, and other sex hormones flooded my youthful body, preparing me to be fucked by my daddy.

“I hoped you’d do this right away, Dad, because I feel so fucking horny.”

“How could I not come to you immediately, Hannah.”

“I’ve missed you being inside my pussy.”

“I love you, baby girl.”

“Mom suggested we might opt to do the monthly thing. I want it, Daddy. Can we please?”

“I’d love to, sweetheart.”

“She also says we should consider fucking during my period.”

“Your mother and I always did fuck during her period. I’ve never had a problem running a red light, sweetheart. It might even help your hormonal balance and the stomach cramps.”

“Mine starts the day we return here.”

“Are you suggesting a longer stay?”

“I’d love you to fuck me during this upcoming period, Dad.”

“Consider it a done deal, Hannah.”

As I watched my mother and grandpa load her luggage into his truck, my father lifted the hem of my mid-thigh length plaid, school-style skirt, placing it across my back, exposing my ass cheeks.

I felt excited to the extent that my arousal leaked like a broken faucet, soaking through my gusset, no matter the fact I had only slipped on fresh panties an hour earlier. Even though I was nineteen, I still wore cotton briefs from high school, preferring their simplistic functionality.

I knew my father liked me looking young, even though I was totally legal.

He stroked my ass cheeks with his fingernails, electrifying me. My stepfather hooked his thumbs into my elastic waistband, flicking it a few times, creating a series of delightful tiny spanks before peeling my panties down slowly, whimpering with intense desire.

“I smell my pussy, Dad. You must be able to as well.”

“You’re always an immensely juicy little girl, sweetheart. That’s why I love going down on you so much.”

My musky pussy aroma fired up an already explosive libido to new heights. When my dad kneeled behind me and fingered my ass cheeks, clawing them wide open, I gasped, wondering if he would finally have the courage to rim my V-card pink sphincter.

He tapped my anal whorl with a wet finger before rubbing it in a wide circle, opening me.

“Maybe I’ll fuck this hole during our road trip, honey.”

“I really hope you do, Dad. I packed lube in case you would.”

“Good girl.”

If ever two words would start my orgasm, those were the ones. I waved at the truck again, just about seeing Mom sitting in the passenger seat of Grandpa’s truck. She grinned and formed a hole with one thumb and index finger, plunging another from her free hand through it, giving me the universal sign of fucking.

I nodded, confirming that Dad had started defiling me, and she smiled, then blew me a kiss and began working on Grandpa’s pant zip while he slipped the pickup truck into gear.

“They’re leaving now, Dad.”

“That’s good, sweetheart. Is Mom sucking Grandpa’s cock yet?”

“She’s definitely working on that.”

“He’ll be balls deep inside her within ten minutes.”

“Mom said the same thing.”

I spread my knees wider apart and relaxed my ass and pussy to give better access, enjoying how my Dad’s wet tongue slid easily across the tightly strung ridges of my anal whorl. I’d been completely waxed by my beautician friend Anabelle who always insisted on ripping off any hair from the ass crack so that, as she put it, if a gentleman were in the mood, he could partake of a taste or insertion without fear of wiry hairs getting between his teeth.

Dad thumbed open my tight, pink sphincter, poking his tongue inside me, licking the soft tissue walls of my back passage as though massaging them. He got his tongue onto the tight nerve cluster just inside my rear fuck hole and licked that until I trembled like a leaf, drooling pussy juices like a rotisserie chicken.

When my stepfather stood up and shuffled to one side of me, I knew what was coming, and I glanced back, enjoying watching how he lined up four fingers on one hand, preparing to pluck my banjo.

I arched my back more deeply, raising my slit, ready to be wanked off. I buried my face into a pillow, no longer interested in seeing what was happening outside our house. Mom would be sucking my step-grandpa’s cock, and, by her admission, by the time they reached his house, the wiry, stallion-like man would have already been balls deep inside her pussy and filled it with his semen.

“I’m going to wank you now, Hannah. You’re a horny teenager that needs calming down.”

“I’ll need to pee right after that.”

“No problem.”

“Then will you fuck me, Daddy?”

“Of course, sweetheart.”

“Before we leave here?”

“I promise.”

He strummed my tight young pussy like a guitar, brushing his fingertips up and down my drenched, creamy, pouting slit. Dad moaned more than I did at first until he caught my clitoris on each pass, electrifying me, so I bucked like a bronco.

I bit into the pillow while my dad exercised his twice-annual right to fuck me, and I found myself wishing he would take me every day. I loved wanking, but he had a way of opening up my pussy like a fleshy, wet flower blossoming for his fingers.

I was sure to soak his fingers because I needed to pee, holding it with all my might for fear of shaming myself.

I gripped the window sill with powerful fingers like claws, as though it was a cliff edge and my life depended on holding on. My father plundered my slit with four perfectly lined up and weighted fingers, slashing up and down between two swollen, soaking wet pussy lips.

I cringed like a sleazy slut, and furrowed my brow lasciviously while furiously biting my lip, opening my ass, and pushing back so my dad could slide his four-finger fuck fest up and down my creamy furrow with a ferocity that summoned my shuddering orgasm.

My body hummed in tune with the universe, and I squealed like the rampant, barely legal slut that I’d become in his hands minutes after my mother left the house. For sure, the option of a regular monthly fuck buddy weekend was on my mind and especially if it coincided with my period.

When my orgasm came, Daddy squeezed my solid, sticky pink bean between his index finger and thumb while sliding three wedged fingers from his free hand deep inside my fuck hole like a pyramid going in tip first. I clenched my young, tight pussy hard, involuntarily pulsing in time with my screams, squashing his fingers together, leaking my lady cream like a fountain.

But I held on to my unicorn pee for fear my bladder would burst and flood Daddy.

When I couldn’t take any more pleasure, my dad knew and withdrew his fingers, licking and sucking each so noisily I felt deliciously ashamed. I shook my head vigorously when Dad lay on the floor, beckoning me to squat.

“I desperately need to pee, Dad.”

“Come on then, hannah. Do it, baby.”

“What… where?”

I stared at him in a blind panic and saw my father pointing at his mouth. I’d crossed my legs and tightened my stomach, desperately holding back the call of nature inside me.

“In my mouth.”

“Are you fucking serious, Dad?”

“Of course, honey, come on.”


Chapter Two

Toilet Training

◆◆◆

I was terrified, poised to move but busting for a pee with two very different options. No matter how hard I strained, every muscle responsible for my bladder control cramped painfully, momentarily releasing control.

I felt the shame of a warm solitary pee trickle dribble down my thigh, running out of steam somewhere around the back hollow of my knee.

I wanted to take up my stepfather’s indecent offer, but my conscience railed against the darkness of a pee taboo that screamed… yes… yes… please, Hannah, for fuck’s sake, do it, pee in your daddy’s mouth.

I scrunched up my face and shook my head vigorously.

“I can’t do it, Dad.”

“You can, sweetheart. Please.”

“It’s not like the squirting when I cum. This will mostly be pee, and I’ll flood you once I let go.”

“I’ll drink it all, honey, now… please, be a good girl and pee into Daddy’s mouth.”

My face contorted into a lewd, disgusted expression as I battled with my psyche. Part of me wanted to use my stepdad’s mouth as a toilet, but the decent girl deep inside me wasn’t entirely lost, and she desperately wanted to squirm her way to the ceramic toilet bowl that would be a far more ladylike option for my warm golden stream.

My inner slut won the day, and I shuffled awkwardly towards Dad with a hand clutching my pussy while I clamped both thighs tightly shut. I straddled his face, placing a foot beside either ear, desperately holding on to my golden shower for as long as possible.

I stared up at the ceiling, seeking divine intervention, and saw only cracks in the paintwork, so I clenched my bladder tightly shut, praying to buy myself enough time to seal my pee hole onto my father’s lips.

Control and aim.

Don’t release too soon.

The thought of pissing all over Dad’s face horrified me, although he’d probably love it.

When I slowly squatted down onto my dad’s face, clenching everything that might help clamp my pee hole shut, I felt a moment when my bladder was pressured beyond my ability to hold, and the tube opened wide. I knew he could tell because Karl gripped my thighs and hauled me downward, puckering his lips around my pee hole far more expertly than I imagined possible.

“Oh fuck. That feels so good, Dad.”

A weighty stream of my warm pee sluiced through my plumbing like a brook babbling across a rocky bed. My bladder exploded, and I felt an enormous, ecstatic relief flooding through me.

I couldn’t believe my father sucked my pee so hard, pulling more flow, gulping, and swallowing my disgrace as though it were honeyed nectar. Relief surged when my first golden salvo was delivered as a long, powerful pee jet, and I shuddered.

When every muscle around my bladder engorged, I felt an almost sexual relief. I sighed, relaxed, wriggled to get comfortable on my throne, and gave Dad a moment to recover before deliberately feeding him more.

After a couple more directed high-pressure jets of pee, I paused again, enjoying how Dad slurped me like an ice cream cone.

“Have I swallowed it all, Hannah?”

“Not yet, Daddy. I have plenty more if you want it.”

“Keep it coming, baby. Give me regular blasts if you have enough control to do that.”

“Oh, I sure do.”

I grinned into the full-length mirror while watching myself feed my stepfather a bladder load of pee that washed down a slick, sticky river of my cum. I wanted to know how I tasted with a mixture of regular pee and hormones mixed in but didn’t dare ask, timing each five-second squirt of my bladder with a ten-second rest.

“I love doing this, Dad.”

“Me too, Hannah. We should explore more sexy kinks every day.”

“We have two weeks to enjoy ourselves.”

“Plus weekends in the future, Hannah, and don’t forget, we will extend our fuck buddy road trip until your period comes, and then I’ll fuck your cramps away.”

“Jesus Christ… what am I?”

I’m a fucking slut.

I stared at my reflection, hoping for answers that confirmed I had retained some sense of morality, seeing only a slut who resembled me with nothing to say for herself. I spread my knees and squatted more comfortably, using my father’s face like sitting on a toilet.

Underneath my pee hole were puckered lips sealed tightly, sucking gently around my urethra. Dad wasn’t interested in licking my trembling fuck hole, stimulating a solid clitoris that wanted to play, or enjoying the much sweeter, sticky harvest coating my labia.

He only wanted to drain my bladder.

“You’ve done this before, Dad.”

“Yes, baby. Before I met your mother.”

“Have you ever done it with her?”

“Never.”

“What about my sisters?”

“I’ve had no pee-play with anyone since I married your mother.”

“Until now?”

“Yes, Hannah. You are the first in a long time.”

“Do you enjoy drinking my pee?”

“I like watching girls pee as well, especially wetting themselves through their clothes in public.”

“I can do that for you every day, Dad, as long as it’s in a town where nobody knows us.”

Fuck! Did I really say that?

“Shall we get cleaned up, baby girl?”

“Okay, but you still must fuck me before we leave. You promised, and my pussy desperately needs cock.”

“When was the last time anyone fucked you, Hannah?”

“It’s been months, Dad, because I’m between boyfriends.”

We showered together, and I lathered my dad’s six-inch circumcized cock, washing carefully without overstimulating it. He wasn’t the most hung guy ever to fuck me, but he had plenty of cock and was massively energetic, with colossal power when giving.

I was glad when Dad brushed his teeth, gargled with mouthwash, and checked his breath by huffing into a palm. I felt ashamed, but I soon brushed that guilt aside when I saw how satisfied he was.

When my dad kissed me, I smelled no pee on his breath, but to be honest, I was already floating on a sexual high, taken to a special place where unicorns with dildo horns danced on pink puffy clouds with lucky girls like me.

His lips felt gentle, like a mild spice, teasing out a sensation before burning intensely.

“I can’t get enough of you, Daddy.”

“Mine isn’t the biggest cock, sweetheart, but it will visit you often and fill up your pussy with potent cream. I have to ask, though-.”

“You don’t need to worry, Dad… I’m taking birth control. I stopped fucking my boyfriend months ago but knew we’d hook up soon. I would never compromise our Daddy Daughter’s time by having to resort to condoms.”

“Good girl.”

“I have a question, though.”

“Go ahead, sweetheart.”

“Mom mentioned this family hook-up scheme being the only way to keep our men from straying. Is that true because it’s bothering me?”

“Not in my case, honey. I don’t want any other women. Perhaps Mom should have mentioned this already, but the last time I fucked your sisters was the last time I ever will.”

“Really? Have they refused to oblige you?”

“No. It was my choice. I only want your Mom and you… more you, to be honest.”

“Okay… that’s something new to process.”

“You were the youngest when I met your mother, not even six months old. I taught you everything, Hannah, and now, we play as adults, and I love that.”

“I agree there is a special connection between us, Dad.”

“That’s what I’d like us to explore, honey.”

“We have two weeks for all the fun possible. I’d love to try anal for the first time as well, please.”

My voice trailed off because there was an implication that something fundamental might change between us. Dad had canceled his fatherly rights to enjoy my sisters in favor of focusing on me, which was confusing and exciting. 

My heart beat like steam-train pistons, quickening on surging hormones that suggested all manner of sleaziness was afoot. We had already broken perceived sexual proprietary and all manner of societal conventions every time a family hook-up event took place, but none, as far as I was aware, ever included a deep, meaningful love such as I felt now.

“So you wouldn’t ever cheat on Mom?”

“No, never… not a chance, although I guess what we’re doing now could technically qualify as cheating in some people’s minds.”

“Not in a modern sense, Dad. Mom and you consented to our and her planned hookups, so it’s not cheating. We’re enjoying ethical nonmonogamy, but in our case, there is a taboo, inferring incest but not amounting to anything illegal.”

“I did raise you, honey.”

“And you are the only dad I know, which makes this kinky as fuck but not against the law.”

I was determined to give whatever future my father had in mind a chance to grow, but I was no walkover and felt determined that any outcome must be mutually acceptable.

Dad rolled off me and snuggled closer, so I also rolled sideways. We stared into each other’s eyes, and I saw his deep love, that of a father and a man who desired to be my permanent lover.

“Do you want more than we have right now, Dad?”

“Yes.”

“How much more?”

“I want to lie on my back and eat your Mom’s creamy pussy lips while you slide your tight fuck hole up and down my cock.”

“Whoa, that’s a giant fucking leap from where we are right now. I thought pee and period play was taboo.”

A steamy, sensual electric air hung in the room, lifting my senses. The pervading sex smell, largely a result of my pussy hormones, had only intensified since Dad had finger fucked me, driving me insane and desperate for my father’s cock to fuck my creamy, quivering hole.

His suggestion was lewd and disgraceful but very appealing.

“I want that too, Dad.”

“We’ll suggest it to Mom on our return home, baby girl. She can always refuse if it’s going too far.”

My father rolled gently on top of me again, stifling any further discussion about whether or not a threesome with him and my mother might be achieved. If she agreed, I figured, at the very least, I would have to keep my hands off Mom, which wasn’t a problem because I didn’t want to fuck her anyway.

Dad kissed me deeply, and with such passion, I swooned, going lightheaded and trembling like a leaf on a branch, tugged desperately by an ever-increasingly violent wind. His lips pressed against mine softly, like a light mousse, while my father’s tongue searched for mine, electrifying my spine.

His fingers stroked through my hair, and I felt  Dad’s knees press mine wide apart until I wrapped my ankles together tightly behind the small of his back, pulling him closer.

My breasts crushed into his chest, and both nipples rasped against his thick, hairy mat. Dad’s eyes were aflame with desire and love, and that feeling of being wanted urged my body to pump more sexy hormones around an already sexually desperate pussy.

When my Dad’s gnarly, rigid cock slid inside my tight, wet fuck hole, I trembled all over and screamed triumphantly, thanking the universe for giving me a great man. My Dad’s hips rammed his gorgeous, stiff cock forward until it filled my warm, velvet sheath so perfectly that I believed we must have been made for each other.

I gazed into his eyes, and we kissed.

“I feel every vein, lump, and bump on your cock, Dad.”

“It’s because you’re still young and have a tight pussy, sweetheart.”

“Do you enjoy fucking me?”

“I love it, honey.”

I groaned loudly, pouting and frowning with the most lascivious, strained expressions, basking in ecstasy, not only because my Dad made love to me so beautifully but also because I desperately wanted him. He pounded my fuck hole with the enthusiasm and vigor of a man my age, never averting his loving eyes while I trembled with pleasure, noisily moaning my delight.

Knowing the pussy that birthed me also milked the same cock as I was enjoying now, twanged a deep-rooted, disgusting kink I couldn’t suppress. I loved sharing a man with my mother, and that felt so incredibly natural; I orgasmed just from the thought that Mom had sucked Dad’s cock the previous night.

The sheer taboo of what we were doing in the bed that my father had tucked me into so many times before reading or rocking me to sleep drove me sexually insane. I wriggled around, vying for position, forcing my wet, tight cunt further onto his cock while pulling him into me, violently spurring both heels into his ass cheeks as though he were a stubborn mule.

When it was time for my Dad to cum inside me, he gripped both my knees, forcing my legs back until I was bent double and could grab my ankles, presenting a creamy slit for a damn fine pounding.

He fucked me with wild abandon, filling my tight, young hole with plenty of solid cock. I stared at him, offering my most loving eyes, and I saw that reflected. When he gripped both my ankles in one firm hand, I enjoyed the feeling of being used and taken by my father, who kneeled and leaned back slightly from the waist to get the perfect angle by which to fuck my gaping wide hole.

Dad grinned, winked, then fucked me hard and fast, panting loudly and desperately because he was erupting in a bubble of orgasmic ecstasy. I was already in a constant state of climax, gasping, squealing, and shuddering as my pleasure rolled up and down a scale of rapture.

When my father shot his hot semen bolt deep inside me, the warmth and comfort of his seed felt primal, accessing my stoneage woman, and I yearned to have his baby. I imagined Dad’s tiny frenzied swimmers breaking out from a creamy soup, surging through me, eagerly racing each other, seeking a ripe egg to fertilize.

They would fail today, but one day, the possibility of a pregnancy between us might exist.

Dad moaned loudly, almost screaming and shuddering like a train using its emergency brakes, releasing immense pent-up sexual tension as he decanted inside me. His cum face said it all with love and lust etched in equal measure on a beautiful, satisfied expression.

My father slumped on me with his cock still embedded inside my trembling cream-filled hole while I hugged him, catching my breath.

“I came so much, Dad.”

“Me too, honey.”

“Can we fuck all night here, then leave at dawn, please?”

“Of course, sweetheart.”

“I have my old cheerleader uniform in my closet, Dad.”

“You are such a good girl, Hannah.”

“I’m going to start hydrating much more, too.”


Chapter Three

A Throbbing Engine

◆◆◆

My Dad fucked me hard all night, having taken a little blue pill immediately after our first session. His loving attention felt nice because I’d been without romance and a hard cock for such a long time.

My father was a fabulous, gentle, and considerate lover, perfectly understanding a daughter’s need for kissing, cuddling, and in-between fuck session conversation. When I needed more sex in the early hours, Dad licked my messy pussy, too, obviously enjoying the pungent, salty load he sucked out and swallowed.

When I woke to the smell of pancakes cooking, I rolled over in bed, stretching sore muscles, and smiled, reminding myself that our two-week road trip would be as romantic as it was lewd.

I leaped out of bed and downed a glass of water on my nightstand before slipping on a pair of flesh-colored yoga pants with a tight crop top. I quickly tidied my hair in a mirror, darted towards the door, and skipped downstairs to enjoy breakfast with my Dad before we showered if he hadn’t done so already.

When I reached the kitchen, I saw my father mopping his brow. He had tinkered for hours with his motorcycle and was covered in grease and oil.

“I’ve had a change of heart, Hannah.”

“Are we doing our road trip on your Harley?”

“If that’s okay with you?”

“Fuck yeah. What girl in her right mind would turn down a sharkskin blue throbbing 114 cubic inch Harley between her legs.”

“That’s my girl. I can promise you there will be plenty of power between your legs for the next two weeks.”

“Oh fuck Dad… I can’t wait.”

“I have a surprise for you, Hannah.”

“Pancakes?”

“Yes.”

“I have a surprise for you as well, Dad.”

“What is it, honey?”

“Watch my pussy.”

With a skillet in one hand and spatula in the other, my father stared at my crotch. He looked excited but not nearly as much as I felt. My entire body trembled like I was in the middle of an earthquake. Every kink in my body exploded just from thinking about what I was doing.

I relaxed my bladder, then squeezed my stomach muscles to pee. I felt free, unusually aroused, and desperate to start our road trip with a surprise. I felt a tickling trickle flowing through my lady plumbing, then a more powerful warm stream, soaking my whole pussy as pee dribbled from my urethra into the panty gusset that was in no way fit for this purpose.

Once my panties filled, the pee stream intensified, dribbling my night stash of urine that I’d topped up with a whole pint of water a few minutes earlier.

Dad’s eyes popped out of his head on stalks like a cartoon character, and I saw his pants tenting as a wet patch appeared on my deliberately revealing yoga pants. My thighs were soaked and warm, with an acrid smell hanging in the air, and the pee stream wasn’t even in full flow.

My upper thighs steamed because our kitchen was chilly, and I caught the scent of a naughty girl who needed potty training. 

I turned and let my Dad watch the pee stain grow on my yoga pants from behind, bending forward so my slit presented itself as a mass of puffy, soaking-wet lips. He gasped, and I moaned, not realizing how much this pee play would drive me to distraction, never mind him.

I reached new heights of arousal, desperately wanting to be fucked but also needing my father to enjoy a moment he last saw when changing my diaper. My pee stain grew, reaching my knees, and the yoga pants felt heavy and drenched.

“Fuck… I’m disgusting, Dad.”

“Not at all…. Last time I saw this, you-.”

“Please don’t finish that sentence, Daddy.”

“No… well, quite right, sorry. You look amazing, though, Hannah.”

“I’m still pissing myself even now, Dad.”

“Squat down, honey. Make a puddle on the wooden floor. I’ll mop it up.”

I did as my father suggested, squatting down onto my haunches as though using a toilet while watching the pee stream pool in parts of the pant fabric before seeping through and gathering again to dribble onto the floor.

I was like a bitch dog, squatting and soiling myself in the house. My disgrace was complete, but I had never felt happier. When I stood, having wholly emptied my bladder into my clothing, I gleefully examined the damage, enjoying the thrilled look on my father’s face.

My underwear and yoga pants were wringing wet with piss that had utterly soaked through the fabric before forming rivulets at my knees that streaked down. My ankles and short white socks were sodden, dripping onto the floor, adding to the puddle I made around where I stood.

I jumped up and down in my pee, laughing riotously as I remembered I had so many years ago.

“Do I look like a naughty schoolgirl, Dad?”

“Yup.”

He nodded, and by his gleeful expression and seeming loss of words, I knew my father was impressed and extremely turned on. I grinned, stripped off my clothes, threw them straight into the washing machine, and set it to a quick wash cycle.

“I’ll shower, then we can leave, Dad.”

“No problem, baby girl.”

“You can join me if you like, and I’ll wank you off just to avoid convoy cock.”

“I’ll be two minutes behind you, Hannah.”

I lifted a plated stack of pancakes, poured syrup over them, took the glass of milk my father offered, and then confidently strode off completely naked toward the stairs. Pee was drying on my body, and it felt sticky and lewd, but I felt very uplifted.

When I hit the stairs, I turned and shouted back something I remembered from a friend who once enjoyed a gangbang.

“The Pagans Biker Gang have their Daddy Daughter day around this time. If you’re rolling with the Harley, we might go there.”

“They will want to swap daughters around like fuck dolls.”

“I will if you do, Dad.”

I stared at my Dad, knowing we’d reached a fork in the road. It hadn’t even been twenty-four hours since Grandpa drove his ancient Ford F150 down our long country driveway with my mother’s head bobbing up and down in his lap. Here I was, discussing my inaugural gangbang.

“What about infidelity, Hannah? I would be fucking other guys’ daughters.”

“If we both consent and call Mom for her permission, it’s not cheating.”

“Are you sure?”

“It’s definitely not cheating.”

“No… I mean, are you sure you want to be fucked by other guys, Hannah?”

“Only if I can watch you fuck their daughter’s, Dad.”

He shook his head, chuckling and shaking with excitement.

“This is going to be some road trip, daughter.”

“Oh yeah.”

I wore stonewashed blue jeans, a plain white T-shirt, and Dad’s oldest biker colors. He would wear the Pagan’s biker gang’s latest jacket and enjoy a new dimension to our road trip.

The biker gang, daddy daughter fuck day was later in the week, so we had plenty of time to think things through, plan, and attend a mighty orgy if we wanted to.

Outside, the sun beamed hot on my face. Birds sang cheerily, and a light breeze wafted through giant oak trees lining our driveway. I was at peace, sexually satisfied for now, but desperate to explore a burgeoning romance with my Dad.

When I slid on my helmet and cocked a leg over the rear pillion, my dad checked our helmet communication earpieces worked, and we talked normally.

Our first-day leg was almost two hundred miles on a road used infrequently at this time of year. During planting and harvesting, the same smooth tarmac we enjoyed gliding along now would be crammed with farm vehicles, becoming impossible to ride with layers of mud, making it dangerous.

Dad tapped his helmet.

“Can you hear me, Hannah?”

“Yeah, Dad.”

“Forgive my asking, but what’s come over you, please, sweetheart?”

“I want to explore kinky and depraved sex with you, Dad. Other things, too.”

“Why all of a sudden, though?”

“Mom’s pushing us together so we can enjoy each other. I want an older guy to explore romance and my sexuality confidently and safely.”

“Is that guy me?”

“Is it Dad?”

He fell silent and contemplative. My father had alluded to wanting a much deeper and more meaningful relationship with me yesterday, something I also desired. Being nineteen and with so much fucking ahead of me, I wanted to open the sluice gates to kinky opportunity much in the same way I had released my bladder to an unbelievably positive response from my father.

When Dad pulled up at a diner around midday, I dismounted and slipped off my helmet. He set the bike on its stand, dismounted, and stretched, enjoying the sun before pulling me close.

“Take off your jeans and panties, sweetheart.”

“Wait, what? There are people around, Dad.”

I glanced in every direction and saw several cars tanking at the pump nearby while diners came and left irregularly and infrequently. A half dozen bikes littered the parking lot, and a few vehicles were scattered, some seemingly abandoned or awaiting repair.

Otherwise, it was quiet.

“It’s mostly bikers around here, Hannah.”

“And you want to fuck me in public?”

“Don’t you want that sexual adventure?”

Dad lifted me onto the leather pillion seat. I faced the back of his bike and knew I was being lined up to be fucked. He kissed me gently, lovingly, taking my lips on a ride through puffy clouds on a sensual breeze.

I felt lifted, happy, and trembled with arousal, glancing around to see if anyone noticed when my father fumbled with my belt, jeans button, and zip.

I raised my ass to help, enjoying how easily my Dad peeled down my jeans, dragging the French lace thong to my ankles. His nostrils flared because my pussy was damp, and he caught my whiff.

Well, what girl wouldn’t be soaking wet holding on to her stepfather for hours with a throbbing engine vibrating into her pussy?

When he untied and removed my leather half boots, Dad slipped off my jeans and panties, draping them over the tank. I was bare naked from the waist down and dribbling pussy juice on his distressed leather pillion seat.

“People can see that I am naked, Dad.”

“Do you care about that?”

“Nope. I guess not, but you can’t fuck me with your pants on.”

Dad stepped away, fully exposing my wet cunny to anyone who hadn’t already caught a glimpse. A guy in his twenties nearby leaned on the bonnet of his car, pulled out his reasonably sized cock, grinned at me, and began stroking himself off.

As our voyeur’s cock reared its full height, Dad dropped his jeans and underwear, kicking them off while leaving his boots on. 

I wrapped my arms around his neck, kissing my father without caring who might be nearby. We were a couple of bikers making out with a voyeur masturbating. How unusual was that?

Dad gripped my heels and maneuvered both legs around his waist until I spurred his naked, firm ass cheeks tightly towards me. People watched, but they didn’t approach.

I wanted the guy watching and wanking his solid cock to help my Dad fuck me, but I didn’t dare say a word. I buzzed, no, trembled with excitement as more people stopped what they were doing to watch me being fucked by my father.

They must see our age gap and wonder if we are related. A forty-year-old man was about to ream his little girl on the back of an iconic Harley. Another guy joined the first, leaning on the car bonnet, whipping out his cock. They glanced at each other, smiled, and one reached over, taking the other guy’s shaft, assuming wanking duties for his new friend.

Seconds later, the men were wanking each other off. 

We’d become a live sex show.

“Do you see what we’ve created, Hannah?”

“Yeah, Daddy. These people will remember this moment forever.”

“Let’s make it a good fuck for all our sakes.”

I kissed my father almost to the extent that I ate him, crushing lips and twirling our tongues around one another. My body felt electrified, and I soaked the leather where my pussy juices dribbled down my perineum and pooled in my asshole before oozing onto the pillion seat.

When my Dad eased his cock deep inside my throbbing fuck hole, I placed my chin on his shoulder and watched my voyeurs, enjoying how pleasantly they smiled back while wanking each other off.

Dad gripped my ass cheeks, clawing them apart, steadying my fuck hole so he could get an excellent insertion angle and access. My legs being raised meant my whole creamy, tight slit was readily available. He pounded me hard, and I squealed, then moaned in the most delighted way.

When he lay me back across the rider’s seat and fuel tank, it gave my Dad a much better fuck position, and he took my pussy deeper, pulling my hips back and forth, on and off his cock.

I gripped the handlebars, rested my head on the tank, pushed my cunt onto Dad’s cock, and glanced sideways, enjoying that I could continue watching my voyeurs stroking one another off.

“Fuck me real hard, Dad.”

“Those guys leaning against the car could fuck you much harder than I can, Hannah.”

“Why do you say that, Dad?”

“They have big cocks. Bigger than mine, and they are both much younger than me.”

“I only care about you, Dad.”

“Do you want them to fuck you, sweetheart?”

“Oh God, Dad… what are you saying?”

“I’d gladly let them fuck you when I’m done if you agree. At your age, you need a lot of fucking, and I don’t mind helping you with that by sharing your hole.”

“I do, Dad.”

“You do what, sweetheart?”

“I want those guys to fill me up after you cum inside. They can use your semen as lube for their bigger cocks.”

“Beckon them over, Hannah.”

“Okay.”

I summoned the guys, who looked confused but hopeful. Both pulled up their pants and sprinted over while my father carried on fucking me harder and faster than I’d ever felt with any guy.

“When my Dad finished fucking me, each of you can have a turn. It’s up to you what order you go in.”

“Your Dad?”

“Yes. Is that a problem?”

“Umm… fuck… err… no, I guess not.”

I could have told them that Karl was my stepdad, but I didn’t want to, preferring that they remember me as an absolute slut.

They slipped off their pants and waited a turn to fuck my hole. My Dad rose on his tiptoes, grinning like the cat that got the cream while grunting like a stallion mounting his favorite broodmare. 

When my father came deep inside me, my pussy flooded with hot cream, and his face beamed all the love in the world at me.

Dad slid out quickly, eyeballing the next guy who was ready to fuck me. The transition between a six-inch cock and one with an extra inch in length and quite a bit more in girth was seamless.

My new lover stared down reverently and sighed when he slid his cock deep into the cream-filled hole my father had vacated. He gripped tightly around my waist and rammed hard, stretching my slick fuck sheath wide open. My eyes bulged, and I puffed like a steam train, gripping his shoulders and sinking my nails into soft flesh.

While my new lover hauled my tight, cum filled pussy on and off his cock like a well-lubricated fleshlight, I squeezed back, frowning lasciviously, panting and screaming my joy. My cunt was being filled by a stranger using a trembling hole my father had just finished fucking.

The younger guy didn’t last long, squirting powerfully through a cock that jerked inside me so vigorously that it gave me what felt like an endless orgasm. I quivered in his hands while my lover pounded my hole, gritting his teeth, leaning forward to slide every millimeter of his solid flesh deep inside my expanding sheath.

When his wanking buddy took over on fuck duties, I dribbled semen all over my leather seat. I felt drenched and as though my pussy hole involuntarily clenched open and shut while my body shuddered in orgasm.

My third cock was even longer and thicker, stretching me more than any guy had. My Dad stood beside me, holding my hand tightly, so I stared at him while my new fuck buddy filled me.

“He’s fucking you real good, Hannah.”

“He is filling my pussy, Dad.”

“I’m glad, honey.”

“Kiss me, please.”

When Dad leaned in and kissed me, I got the full benefit of his calmness and love while another guy debauched my fuck hole with a beautifully gnarly, solid cock. It was a taste of what a gang bang might feel like with multiple guys focused on different holes, each fucking me in sync with the group.

I tongued my Dad, gasping occasionally, enjoying his patience, love, and the fingers I gripped tightly while my pussy was stretched wide and my cervix was pummeled hard by another guy.

I wanted Dad and knew I loved him, but I needed to understand more about how Mom and I could fuck him together and whether or not a permanent solution could be found to sharing in the family.

When my third lover went balls deep, decanting his hot baby-making seed inside me, his cock jerked around, pressing hard against my soft tissue walls for a few seconds each time it twitched.

My orgasm hit a peak, and every muscle tightened until some cramped while tendons strained, expending sexual energy while declaring my climactic joy.

My father gazed down at me while I whimpered, loving every ripple of my unrelenting orgasm.

“I love you daughter.”

“I love you too, Daddy.”


Chapter Four

Getting Messy

◆◆◆

When my father whipped my moist panties over my ankles, up my thighs to cup a swollen cum dripping pussy, I felt the instant warmth of a creamy layered gusset as it filled.

He handed me my jeans to pull on while the guys who had fucked me zipped up, saluted smartly, and strode off, favorably comparing notes about me. Dad glanced around the place, then smiled at me unhurried, helping me down off the bike, wiping a scant white blobby cum puddle I’d oozed onto the leather.

“Let’s get out of here, Hannah.”

“Yes, please, but what about my messy pussy and the soaking wet panties I’m wearing? Dad…I’m afraid cum will soak through my jeans. I took three loads… fuck! I can’t believe I just said that.”

“We’re going somewhere more private, honey. Don’t worry.”

“Okay.”

When I straddled the bike, I saw no damp patch on my crotch, but between my legs felt warm and squidgy. Even under my helmet, a mild humiliation burned on my cheeks when Dad set off, and people stared at the biker slut, some waving and grinning.

“They got a good show, Hannah.”

“I enjoyed being fucked on the bike and especially by strangers after you were done. Dad… maybe I got too much of a kick. I’m enjoying the shame even now.”

“Some people sexualize kinky humiliation, sweetheart. You’re on a journey of self-discovery, Hannah. Process your first gangbang carefully and decide what comes next.”

“Where are we going now?”

“To an adult movie theatre.”

“A fucking fetish club?”

“Not quite; this place has three small cinemas where people go to watch movies, masturbate and fuck. It’s nearby on a lonely highway parking lot.”

“Why are we going there, Daddy?”

“To get your pussy cleaned up.”

My mind exploded because my father could only mean that we would find someone in that sleazy place who enjoyed cleaning and eating creampie from a gaping wide pussy hole.

When we pulled into the parking lot, I was surprised by how respectable the place looked. Its signage as a sex cinema was clear; red doors suggested an age restriction, and a dozen cars with two motorbikes parked nearby confirmed it was reasonably well attended.

“My panties are drenched, Dad. It feels a bit uncomfortable.”

“After someone cleans your creamy hole, they have showers and maybe a room. Afterward, I’ll get you fresh clothes from the paniers.”

“Umm, Dad?”

“Yeah, baby?”

“How do you know all of this?”

He stopped dead halfway between our Harley and the front door, still holding my hand. Dad turned to face me with a strained expression. We were delving into a taboo world of his sexuality, possibly my mother’s too, that I never knew existed. I fleetingly recalled Mom’s head bobbing up and down in her stepfather’s lap as they drove away and knew there were family secrets yet to be revealed.

“I come here from time to time, baby girl.”

“Alone?”

“No, Mom is always with me.”

“What for, Dad?”

“They have a Gloryhole here where you can anonymously suck guys cocks.”

“Oh fuck… does Mom suck cock here?”

“No, sweetheart.”

I had a hang tough moment where I felt my fingers gripping the ledge of my sanity. My entire life to this point had been relatively normal outside the obvious sexual perspectives already discussed. 

“Your expression suggests you were here sucking cock, Dad.”

“Yes, sweetheart.”

“And Mom came to watch?”

“Yes, is it a problem?”

“No… I mean, being gay isn’t a problem, Dad.”

“I’m not gay, sweetheart.”

“Bisexual then?”

“No. I don’t fuck men or have them fuck me. I’ve never kissed a man and don’t romantically desire them.”

“I don’t understand, Dad.”

“Sometimes I just love to suck a nice thick, gnarly cock and drain the guy’s load down my throat. It kinda accesses a kink that I need to scratch occasionally.”

“Do you need that kink satisfied today?”

Fuck… I’d love to watch my stepdad suck a cock.

“No, Hannah. The urge comes and goes. I felt ashamed about it years ago, but Mom encouraged me to enjoy myself, so I do, and these days, I feel good about it.”

“Then I shall as well. It’s not a problem for me, Dad, so long as we do it together. That way, it’s not cheating.”

My father looked relieved to the extent that my heart was lifted. Being allowed to suck the occasional cock was so important to him that I was sure it would be a deal breaker in any version of us that might exist.

If nothing else, I was fast learning from my Dad that sexual compatibility with a long-term partner was crucial.

“While we’re being honest with each other, Dad, there is something I should probably share with you.”

“Go on, sweetheart.”

“Being fucked by you and two other guys, one after another, is definitely something I want to repeat.”

“I thought as much by the way you gripped my hand while the third guy fucked you.”

“Sorry about that.”

“Hannah, never, ever apologize for your sexual preferences. There is far too much repression around for you to worry about being honest with me.”

“Shall we go inside, please, Dad? I’m a dripping mess, and I’d like to see how you intend to clean me up.”

“Yeah, no worries. We’re looking for a woman, maybe more than one.”

“A lesbian?”

“Probably partly, but soon you’ll realize that plenty of people like both cock and pussy.”

Inside was delightfully sleazy with rough, nailed-down wooden floorboards, cheap shop merchandising racks, and brightly lit shelving with almost luminous pink and purple dildos standing suggestively upright.

Flimsy blow-up dolls made in China were stuffed into transparent plastic packaging torn open for buyers to check the product. I circled a DVD porn carousel, checking out lascivious content while Dad bought two tickets for the sex cinema.

“No fucking in there, guy.”

“Yeah, right. Is that why you have a Gloryhole out back?”

“Ahh, you know about that?”

“I use it all the time.”

The attendant squinted at my father, then smiled broadly.

“Sorry man… I didn’t recognize you in the biker threads, and you usually have an older woman in tow, right?”

“Yeah.”

The guy leered at me, and I felt pleasantly defiled, imagining he must know I had a cum filled gusset and that I was here to be fucked some more.

“Is she here to be fucked, suck cock, or cleaned up?”

“Hannah is full of cum already.”

“Great… a couple of the regular girls inside are desperate for a freshly filled-up pussy to lick. They’ve hung around for fucking hours.”

“Perfect.”

“Studio Two. It’s mostly empty. You’ll get no trouble from the guys; they’re a great bunch.”

“Thanks, buddy.”

“I have an overnight room you can rent later. It has clean sheets, a nice duvet, satellite TV, and a decent shower.”

“How decent?”

“It spits out hot water, which is more than can be said for the motel a few miles further along the highway.”

“We’ll take it.”

I felt sexually intoxicated and floated on air when Dad opened a plain blue, solid wooden door that looked as though the local sheriff had kicked it in a few times. A small, well-lit corridor on the other side had three more doors leading from it, each numbered consecutively from one to three.

Dad chose door number two, and we plunged into semi-darkness, immediately struck by loud moaning coming from powerful wall-mounted speakers positioned all over the room.

A projector shone around eighty inches of pornography against the main wall in front. I saw at least six guys spaced out over eight rows of seats, each six wide. They masturbated, turned their heads, saw me, and smiled hopefully.

“Sorry, fellas, we’re here for a girl.”

The guys resumed their viewing of some very intense pornography and wanking. The whole place smelled of semen and well fucked pussy, but mostly, it was intense guy cum that pervaded. Two girls perked up when Dad mentioned why we’d come. They sat in the front row; both were pretty and around ten years older than me.

“Come down the front and talk with us, honey.”

One patted a seat beside her, shaking my hand when I reached her. Dad sat on the next row, right behind me. Neither woman seemed to acknowledge him properly, but I thought a flicker of recognition passed between them.

If my Dad had visited this place frequently, they might have known him.

“I’m Sarah; this is Bianca.”

“Hi, I’m Hannah.”

“Lovely name, sweetheart. Did you come here to have your pussy licked?”

I glanced at my Dad, but Sarah cupped my chin in her palm and forced me to eyeball her.

“Don’t look at your guy. We’re only interested in you, baby girl. He brought you here for us to service.”

“Okay.”

“Are you legal?”

“I’m nineteen.”

“That’s great, Hannah, and did you come here to have your pussy licked by a girl?”

“Yes, but I’ve been fucked already and without condoms.”

“So you want a pussy clean-up?”

“Yes, please.”

“Was it one guy who fucked you, or more… like a gangbang?”

“Three guys fucked me, including my Dad sitting behind us.”

“Oh wow… you’re delightfully slutty. Three guys, huh? That’s pretty messy, Hannah.”

“Sorry.”

“No apologies are necessary, sweetheart.”

Sarah slipped onto her knees before me and began pulling at my belt. Bianca shunted sideways into the seat beside me that her friend vacated, tilted my head towards her, and we kissed.

Her gentle lips brushing against mine and the soft tongue exploring my mouth were not like any guy who’d kissed me. She moaned passionately. I whimpered, and Sarah peeled my clothes off, sniffing my panties before tossing them to a guy a few rows back.

“She’s a cummy mess.”

“Good.”

“Enjoy.”

Sarah passed one of my ankles to her friend and the other to my Dad, who shifted along the row behind and leaned over the seat back next to me. Between the two, my legs were stretched wide apart, gradually opening my fuck hole for Sarah, who grinned like the cat that got the cream.

“Am I your first girl?”

“Yes, Sarah.”

“That’s nice. I’m good at eating pussy, sweetheart. I’ve licked your mother’s pie a few times.”

It didn’t surprise me, although I felt a little disconcerted that Mom and Dad had claimed their sexual activities were limited to fucking within the family. I still held the feeling that if both partners in a marriage knew what the other was doing and informed consent was given, then it couldn’t be considered cheating.

The idea that the woman about to eat my cum filled pussy had given my Mom cunnilingus felt uber-kinky, and I descended further into a taboo maze of lewd choices, moral ambiguity, and my sexual discovery.

When Sarah’s tongue slid between my creamy, swollen labia, I knew it wouldn’t be my last time fucking a woman. She lit me up, applying the perfect weight to a flattened tongue that delivered ecstasy with her first lick.

Her soft kisses planted gently on my puffy, damp labia were those of a woman who knew what felt good between my legs.

Bianca shuffled her ass around until my leg was hooked behind her back, freeing both hands. She leaned in and prised my labia apart for her friend to get better access to my clitoris, which popped tantalizingly out of her protective skin sack like a giant, sticky latex pacifier.

Sarah kissed my engorged clitoris gently, easing more of my sensitive pink flesh into her mouth, suckling gently. She whimpered while I rifled my fingers through her hair, enjoying the best tongue and lips ever to grace my fuck hole.

My lover’s tongue dragged the tip of my pink nub from side to side while she sucked, then released, applying a sensual vacuum on and off until all my clitoris was fully engorged in her mouth and her lips clenched tightly around its base.

Bianca slipped her fingers under Sarah’s chin, finding my creamy fuck hole. I couldn’t get overly excited when she slid two digits deep inside my pussy, because I’d been so well and truly fucked, but it was great to watch her lick my sticky lady coating off them, sucking both clean before kissing me.

The sweetness of my pussy tasted beautiful and was heavily tainted by three guys’ salty, musky seed loads. I’d often tasted myself while fingering my pussy at night alone in bed, so I knew my distinct flavor and what belonged to Dad and the two other swains who had reamed me.

I closed my eyes and imagined myself lying on the back pillion seat of Dad’s Harley with my fuck hole level with the end, being pounded, and I wondered if he’d always intended that for me. In my sexual darkness, I explored new thoughts and ideas, floating in ecstasy, speculating about how much of my father’s cock I would feel if he fucked me again later on.

“Relax and let Daddy’s cum flow sweetheart.”

My father’s voice lulled me into a meditative state of absolute joy and confidence. With one hand holding my leg wide open for an excellent cunnilingus position, his other gently rubbed an earlobe.

Sarah had a great tongue and lip technique, flicking, dragging, sucking, and generally fucking me through my clitoral nerve cluster while Bianca harvested the multi-cream pies oozing liberally from my pussy hole.

I felt Bianca’s three-fingered wedge stuff deep in my hole, widening me to almost the same girth as the final cock that had fucked me. I moaned loudly, and she kissed me passionately while an orgasm shuddered from deep inside my womb like an avalanche that started somewhere in the clouds.

I writhed around in my seat, opened my eyes while two women sucked and fucked me, and saw the guys had all assembled in a semi-circle behind Sarah, wanking themselves. At first, I felt afraid and gripped my father’s hand tightly, but after a second, more studious look, I saw the guys all holding tissues in their spare hands and keeping a respectable distance away.

My orgasm rose and fell at the command of Sarah’s tongue, and I noticed she alternated on my cum seeping fuck hole with Bianca, slipping her lips onto my pussy, collecting her share of my cream while her friend feasted on three fingers.

I was surprised by how well-dressed and handsome the guys were, ranging in age from mid-twenties to their sixties. On another day, I might have fucked all of them, but frankly, my lady lovers were a great way to end a wonderful experience.

One after another, each guy tossed his head back, squirted neatly into his tissue, smiled at me, said thank you, and discarded their waste in a basket provided for that purpose. I’d enjoyed watching them masturbate and hoped perhaps Dad would bring me back here soon.

I need to try that Gloryhole.

When I erupted and squirted a mouthful of my unicorn pee, Sarah was ready to swallow, slipping her lips onto my explosive urethra as I wet myself. It was a surprise, and the second powerful jet of my ejaculate was only possible because Bianca whispered her encouragement.

“Let go and squirt as hard as you can, Hannah. It’s not good to hold back an orgasm, and Sarah loves it.”

One pee jet after another confirmed I was a prolific squirter, and knowing Sarah would swallow my load comforted me because pee-play had already become a firm favorite.

I shuddered, enjoying how hard Bianca twisted my solid nipples while her friend sucked and licked my fuck hole. My screams brought others from nearby cinema rooms; everyone, some couples, others single boys and girls, all kept their distance and watched me cum.

Before Dad and Bianca released my legs, the last thing Sarah did was prise open my anal whorl and lick the cream that had pooled around there. I was instantly lifted, and a final ripple of pleasure exploded through me before I had to beg for mercy.

My panties were gone, someone’s trophy no doubt, but Dad went outside, found a freshly laundered bathrobe, and helped me into it. When he escorted me from the cinema room, a round of applause and encouraging cheers followed us.

I was surprised by how luxurious the overnight room Dad rented was; not only were the sheets clean, but they were of hotel standard and smooth as silk. The king-size bed was sturdy and comfortable, with a fifty-inch wall-mounted OLED TV screen in direct view playing the news.

I lay down resting, having been well fucked all day, while Dad fixed me a soda with ice from our minibar.

“What’s on the news, honey?”

“Something about a big merger between GD and Bourne Aviation.”

“Let’s watch a movie instead, Hannah.”

“Okay… but Dad… I don’t think you’ve been honest with me about what’s happening. You and Mom have been fucking other people outside the family.”

“Yes.”

“Is that it, Dad… one fucking word… yes?”

“Umm, no… I’m sorry, Hannah, but it’s complicated.”

“Can we discuss this, please?”

“Of course. What do you want to know?”

“What’s going on between Mom and Grandpa?”

“They’re in love.”

“Okay… does that mean you and she are getting a divorce?”

“It’s not quite like that, Hannah.”

“Then how is it?”

“People go through different stages of love throughout their lives, sweetheart… relationships evolve over time. Mom wants to settle down with an older guy… taking the place of her mother with your widowed Grandpa.”

“He’s sixty, she’s forty… that doesn’t seem so impossible.”

“It’s not.”

“Then where does that leave you, Daddy? You’re thirty-eight.”

“And you are nineteen.”

“What are you saying, Dad?”

“I love you, Hannah.”


Chapter Five

Cum Dragon

◆◆◆

I stared into his eyes, seeking truth from the passionate nature of our behavior. What started as a father and daughter sex-filled road trip quickly became my baptism of fire into a world of unfamiliar sexual activity.

We’d also crossed the boundaries of sex into romance, and that was precisely why my heart leaped for joy right now. I held my father’s hand, acknowledging his courage in exposing his true feelings.

“I love you with all of my heart, Dad, and, for full disclosure… I always have, one way or another. If you know what I mean.”

“I do.”

“Of course, you do… I don’t know what to say about this.”

“Is romance and love something you’d like to discuss, Hannah?”

“Yeah, but I need a beer to calm my nerves. This soda is nice and sugary, but I think something harder is needed after today’s fun and games.”

“Okay… alcohol coming right up.”

My father went to the fridge and snapped off two bottle tops from a couple of Michelob Ultra, handing me one. I felt like a biker chick might after her guy reamed her all day, and she needed some downtime.

I sipped my bottle, enjoying the almost immediate impact of alcohol. My lips tingled, and both arms were covered in goosebumps because I felt aroused and excited and wanted to hear my father’s thoughts about us.

“Explain how you think our relationship might develop, Dad?”

“It’s complicated, but I think we can progress beyond sex.”

“Yes… it’s very complicated, Dad, on that, we agree, not least because of Mom and my sisters.”

“It’s only complicated for as long as we don’t talk things through. I think solutions are easily found.”

I gulped more beer, feeling excitement twist my stomach into knots like a million fluttering butterflies were trying to escape. My heart pounded like rolling thunder making its way from deep in the lightning-struck ocean to make landfall somewhere in my soul.

He licked his dry lips, and I saw my Dad’s pupils were dilated. His cheeks speckled like an embarrassed ten-year-old kid caught short in class, needing a hall pass to relieve herself. For a moment, I saw myself at home, peeing my pants and underwear, filling them with steaming piss to please my Dad’d sexual kink.

He’s embarrassed.

Dad really wants me.

“Are you seeking a long-term relationship with me, Dad?”

“Definitely.”

“That means we’ll have kids someday. You would get me pregnant, and we would raise a family together.”

“I had thought about that as well, Hannah.”

“You didn’t say yes, though.”

“Oh, I’d love to get you pregnant, sweetheart. I’m conscious that you must lead this process, not me.”

“Why?”

“Because many of my cards have already been played, and you have a full, almost virgin hand that I don’t want to force.”

My heart lifted because I’d reached one step closer to fully aligning with my lover, the only father I ever knew. In my wildest dreams, I hadn’t imagined him inseminating me, and now, here, the opportunity arose to plan just that for some time in the future.

“Why did you never have kids with my mother, Dad?”

“We had the three of you, baby girl, and that seemed plenty. You were young enough for me to count as mine. Your sisters have some recollections of their biological father, but they quickly became attached to me.”

“You are the only Dad I ever knew.”

“You were different for me, Hannah. Almost all mine completely.”

“Does that make it weird for you when we fuck?”

“It feels naughty… but never weird, sweetheart.”

“Good.”

The atmosphere in our room felt electric, and our moment dripped with sex as I eyed my Dad. His cock looked rock hard, tucked away in his jeans, but then, he’d only fucked me once all day and probably needed more. On the other hand, I was fucked and licked to complete satisfaction and needed no more sex.

I swigged my beer, enjoying the Michelob Ultra’s light citrus aroma and crisp, refreshing finish. My mind was filled with a myriad of thoughts, some extra sleazy and others more practical. Peeing in Dad’s mouth, wetting my pants, fucking multiple guys, and having my cum filled hole licked by a woman were mixed thoughts, confusing my deep, meaningful feelings of love.

“How can we be a couple with Mom on the scene?”

“She’s happy to fuck Grandpa more frequently, like I said.”

“Can’t she take him entirely, Dad?”

“Maybe… but then… umm, if we find a way to do it legally, she and you could share me as well.”

“Me and Mom fuck you together, Dad?”

“We’d have to be careful.”

“Damn fucking straight, we would. Even then, there would be many other nights to figure out sleeping arrangements.”

“Mom’s happy to move into the spare room.”

“Seriously? She’d give you up just like that?”

“Yeah… we discussed it. Your Mom isn’t having more children, and I only have step-parent status.”

“How badly do you want a family, Daddy?”

“I feel desperate to get on that path.”

“Me and my uterus being that path?”

“If you agree.”

“I do completely devote myself when the time comes. There are a few hitches, though, Dad.”

“Such as?”

“Today, I discovered gangbangs and girls, both of which were great fun. I’ve never felt freer than when those two guys fucked me on the Harley after you had lubricated their passage, and there has been no more delightfully sluttier moment in my life than when Sarah cleaned my creamy pussy.”

“Those fun times don’t need to end, honey.”

“But they can’t happen when we try for a baby. All this fooling around must stop.”

“Don’t worry… I want to father our children.”

“And I only want to deliver your kids to this world, Dad.”

I slowly and tantalizingly undressed in front of my Dad, hauling him to his feet and ridding his gorgeous body of clothes before drawing him into the shower. The shower did much more than spitting hot water, as the club owner suggested. It was comfortable and warm, filling the cubicle with steam within minutes.

I stroked my father’s body, standing behind him, leaning close while cupping his ripped pectoral mass, feeling down into his crotch. I raked his back with sharp fingernails. Enjoying how deeply his spine suddenly curved and spasmed with pleasure while he whimpered.

“You are mine now, Dad. Fuck the two-week rule. I want you forever.”

“I want that too, Hannah.”

“I have a confession.”

“Go on, sweetheart.”

“I’ve sucked your cock before our first road trip last year.”

“What do you mean… how… I can’t think of… when, honey?”

“Do you remember one Christmas when Mom set up a glory hole in our cabin in the yard?”

“Yes. Your sister gave me a blowjob.”

“You thought it was Claire sucking your cock that day, but it wasn’t. I did it. You were my first.”

“Fuck! Does Mom know?”

“Yeah… Mom suggested it and practically begged me.”

“Jesus, Hannah… but you were-.”

“Stop, Dad. Don’t say another word. I was legal. Barely… but I was legal.”

I leaned him towards a ceramic tiled wall, helping my Dad place both his palms, steadying himself. He glanced at me, utterly confused, panting heavily. He bowed his head until it rested gently above his hands.

“I’m wanking you off because I’ve had too much cock today, and it aches a bit, Dad.”

“You shouldn’t concern yourself about me, honey. This is your sexual adventure.”

“This is our romance, Dad. At the end of this break, I’d like us to be a couple, meet with Mom and Grandpa, sort out a few rules, and then settle down.”

“Just like that?”

“It’s not like we only just met Daddy.”

“No… well, that’s true. I’ve known you more or less your whole life.”

“And now you and I are talking about getting hitched. It seems like an obvious progression to be together after this road trip.”

“Not according to society.”

“Shhh, Dad. Lean in and enjoy me wanking you off.”

I kneeled and shuffled myself in front of my father. It was a tight squeeze that put me in a perfect position from which to suck his cock if I chose to step up from masturbation. He knew it as well, grunting when I cupped his balls, squeezing both crown jewels in one palm while wrapping four fingers and a thumb from the other around his solid shaft.

My father’s back covered me and his cock from the shower water, so it was of little surprise when I sucked his circumcized cock that Dad had a delicious salty veneer coating on his glans. I was thrilled about that because the act of submission in sucking his cock felt more profound when accompanied by an intense flavor of love and sex.

Once I cleaned his stiff, tasty lollipop and swallowed my special pre-cum creamy treat, I wanked Dad’s shaft gently and rhythmically, deciding every sexual encounter was an opportunity to improve my technique and learn.

Dad moaned louder the harder I jerked his cock, and I discovered that rubbing his smooth perineum almost to the anal whorl gave greater pleasure than me squeezing his ballsacks. When his cock involuntarily twitched, I eased off, edging the man with whom I had played hide and seek with him teasing me when I couldn’t discover his hiding places.

I couldn’t resist the occasional suck because his perfectly cut cock looked so delicious. I took my Dad’s throbbing shaft deep down my throat, squeezing hard, and was pleased his gnarly, circumcized shaft fit my mouth and pussy so perfectly.

Face fucking was not a chore beyond some light choking on my part. I knew Dad would fuck my back passage at some point, becoming my first in every hole.

My Dad’s cock was a perfect staple that I could fuck every day and many times over without an aching feeling deep inside my cunt that the two other guys gave me on the back of his bike. Those big-cocked bulls would have their uses, too, but only when Dad and I agreed it was appropriate and only if he was with me, holding my hand while I was defiled.

I sucked his cock so much; edging him was a lost cause. My father gripped the back of my head, rammed his cock deep, and shot his hot load down my throat.

“Relax and let my cum spit out of your nose, Hannah.”

My face contorted almost as much as my mind did. One of my sisters had explained how Dad loved to do the cum dragon, but I forgot all about it. When his creamy wad balled in the back of my throat, I deliberately held it there until an explosive gagging sensation shot the burning seed into my nasal tubes and out of my nostrils.

Dad pulled his cock out of my mouth and kneeled before me, watching intently as two long drools of his cum slowly drained a few inches from my nose while I gagged, almost retching. I snorted his semen back inside my mouth, utterly disgusted while overjoyed I’d done it, coughing and spluttering, swallowing what I could, spitting out what couldn’t be consumed.

I’ve never seen my stepfather look more proud of me, cupping my chin and rotating my face so he could observe me from different angles.

“Fuck Hannah… you were magnificent.”

“Really, Dad?”

“Yeah, I mean it, that was truly amazing to experience and watch. I never came so overpoweringly.”

“Am I Daddy’s good little girl?”

“You always were, Hannah.”


Chapter Six

Amazing Fuck Session

◆◆◆

I was glad to mount Dad’s Harley the next day. Our sex cinema fun was another chapter of the road trip, and my sexual education was well written. The mountains and forests beckoned, plucking at my heartstrings, and I wanted our road adventure to take shape, as well as the fun and games going on inside my pussy.

I felt happy, but also, given all of the fucking and revelations of a few days, I was contemplative as well. My love for Dad felt strong, but a desire to be free and experience other people, enjoying unrestricted sex and varying relationships, gripped me.

When I wrapped my arms around his midriff, Dad tapped his helmet, and I switched on my audio system so we could talk.

“It’s going to be a long day, Hannah.”

“Let’s do this.”

“Are you sore?”

“Saddle sore, yes… pussy sore, very much.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be. Those guys who fucked me on the bike were great fun, as were Bianca and Sarah. I learned I like girls and multiple boys.”

“What about us, Hannah?”

“We’re together, Dad.”

“For now, at least, but I want you to remain open to having others, maybe even a love affair.”

“I don’t want to cuckold you, Dad.”

“I don’t want that either. I also don’t want you to miss other opportunities.”

I was growing up and had established a loving relationship with my stepfather, although, sexually speaking, things between us were out of control. I worried about how my promiscuity could be sustained in a loving relationship, and now, having expressed his feelings, I knew my father did, too.

On a long, straight stretch of single-carriageway carved through mountains, forests, and lakes, I crouched close to my father, turning my head sideways to watch the stunning scenery pass me by.

I felt ascendant and thought all possibilities existed for me and my father.

We stopped for lunch at a traditional bar where bikers laid up, ate, drank beer, and fucked their girls.

Dad joined a couple of guys at the pool table while I chatted with a few girls at the bar counter. I saw the guys leer at me and figured I was about to get reamed. It excited me to know I was desired, but I saw how other girls whose men were interested in me looked annoyed, and I didn’t like it.

I beckoned my father over for a team talk.

“I’m not comfortable with fucking a guy who has a wife or girlfriend, Dad. Girl code still means something to me.”

“All the guys here have someone in their lives, honey. Shall we leave?”

“No… do any of these girls want to swap with me?”

“What do you mean… for the girl or wife to fuck me?”

“Yeah, while I fuck their guy.”

“That’s called swinging, Hannah.”

“I feel more comfortable if you’re entertaining the pussy that is hitched to the guy fucking me.”

“Umm… I’m not sure. I hadn’t considered that an option.”

A couple of girls overheard me talking, and one very pretty blonde with large breasts, shapely legs, and a beautiful smile slipped her hand into mine.

“I’m Callie.”

“I’m Hannah.”

“How big is your daddy’s cock, sweetheart?”

“Six inches.”

“Perfect. I’ll swap my husband George for your Dad. I have two conditions, though.”

“Go ahead.”

“We all fuck in the same bed because I love watching George in action.”

“And the second condition?”

“No condoms, and we clean each other afterward.”

“Technically, that’s three conditions in total.”

“Are you in or not?”

Suddenly, I realized all eyes in the Bar were on me. My father’s discussion with George at the pool table had become silent; the players paused, and every guy and girl waited with bated breath for my response.

I panted with a rising heart rate and felt excited. The thought of partner-swapping in a biker bar after lunch thrilled me. George was a gorgeous man, probably ten years older than me. Callie was five years older but no less worldly-wise.

I wanted to watch my Dad fuck another woman while I fucked her husband. It was a rich, syrupy, taboo feeling that dripped and oozed through the corridors of my tawdry mind.

“Are we fucking in this room?”

“Yes, Hannah. We have a gang bang bed, especially for girls like you and me. Some guys are fetching the sections to assemble here now.”

I heard a key turn in its tumblers and glanced toward the front door, which was locked. Double doors to a storage area opened wide, and a trolley wheeled in bed sections.

Callie leaned forward and kissed me with a gentleness far exceeding Bianca’s in the sex cinema. I yearned to kiss her, much-preferring girls to boys in foreplay. She stroked my breasts through light cotton t-shirt fabric, cupping each, encircling them with gentle strokes, squeezing, kneading, and then tweaking the nipples.

Her tongue found mine in a shower of sparks like when the sky lit up on the fourth of July. I was in rapture and could have fucked only her, but the idea of licking and swallowing my stepdad’s semen from her creamy fuck hole was too much to pass up.

“Well, Hannah? Are you in?”

“Yes, please.”

“Okay, sweetie. I will take your Daddy to the bed while George brings you. Is it okay if a few others help us?”

“Yes, please.”

I didn’t know what else to say, understanding perfectly well that the next few hours would become some biker kink fest, further broadening my horizons. I wondered whether Dad would mind if we dated a girl and fucked her together because I already knew I couldn’t refrain from the intense kiss with Callie.

My emotions boiled in a cauldron of teenage hormones that wreaked havoc with my psyche. My sexual being was prime, brushing aside all other senses and inhibitions. I was in love, then not, horny beyond my most tawdry imagination, then back in love.

I watched Callie offer my Dad her hand. He glanced at me, excited but concerned, and I nodded, smiling enthusiastically to make sure he was clear that I consented. When he took her hand, for a moment, I felt a surge of excitement from knowing I had just gifted my father to another woman, at least for long enough for her to fuck him, extracting his baby-making seed.

She led my Dad to a stage where a massive wooden platform bed was assembled. It had an enormous mattress that must have been two slid side by side and fresh, clean bedding that looked well-ironed. I stared through blurry eyes, made so by the ascendent raw sexual emotions welling inside me.

When George laid a hand on my shoulder, I tore my eyes away from Dad and Callie, who kissed like a giggling new girlfriend and boyfriend couple while quickly undressing. His passion for her was intense, and she desired him but wanted to tease me, glancing in my direction and raising her eyebrows expectantly.

George kneeled beside me, took my hand, and stared deep into my eyes.

“Do you want something really special, Hannah?”

“What would that be, George?”

“My twin brother Charles is here. We could spit roast you.”

My face contorted, and I couldn’t answer because George cupped my chin in the palm of his hand, raised my face slightly, and kissed me as gently as Callie had.

George encouraged me out of my chair with an electrifying tongue entwined with mine. A hand slid underneath my t-shirt, and one fingernail traced softly up and down my spine, eliciting my vigorous shivering while I arched my back and gasped.

A light cheer rose when my T-shirt and jeans were removed, and all in the bar enjoyed my beauty. George had a girl peel off my panties while we kissed, and nothing felt sexier than when she tasted my pussy with an errant flattened tongue and soft lips.

“She’s creamy and ripe for George and Charles to fuck.”

My lover cradled me in his arms, strolling to the bed where his twin was already naked. I saw Dad lie on his back while Callie squatted atop his cock, slathering his glans with copious cream that dribbled liberally from her fuck hole.

Someone has already fucked her.

Another few girls nearby were undressing, and one came to me, whispering.

“Do you mind if I sit on your Daddy’s mouth?”

“Not at all.”

“Honey, do you know if he enjoys pee, and squirting?”

“He loves it, but please warn him first.”

“Oh, I will.”

Knowing Dad would have two girls fuck him eased my mind somewhat about my forthcoming spit-roasting. I felt our love was fragile, mainly because we were new at this, I was young, and we were fucking in the most kinky and free manner possible.

The girl with a bladder full of honey for my Dad scampered over to him; they had words, and his eyes widened like saucers with a broad grin to match his vigorous nodding.

When Callie slid her shaven cunt down my father’s stiff iron pole, whimpering in pleasure, I ascended to a very happy place where all my kinks felt satisfied. This wasn’t cuckolding, which I had feared; instead, this was sharing in the most beautiful and permissive way.

I need to fuck other people.

Dad does, too.

Charles launched himself onto the bed behind me, wriggling himself into position for a blowjob. George helped roll me over and into a doggy style so the guys could each fuck their respective holes.

They had similar cock sizes to my Dad, which meant a much-needed rest for my cervix, but I couldn’t figure out why one twin was circumcised while the other wasn’t. I giggled inside, wondering if it was the only way they could be told apart, but I preferred not to ask, leaving that matter to my eternal curiosity.

George spread my knees wide apart, lining up his circumcized cock with my dripping wet pussy hole. A girl nearby skipped in last minute, to everyone’s laughter, slipping a couple of fingers deep inside my fuck hole, swirling them around a few times before harvesting my cream, scooping out a full sticky load.

When she raised two pussy cream-coated fingers, the crowd cheered, and another girl grabbed her wrist, claiming my sweet, girl nectar for her own, greedily licking and sucking it off.

Charles had the uncut cock, and as I approached its sheathed head, I saw a bloated, slick, sticky teardrop of his musky pre-cum nestled in the wrinkled eye of his foreskin. The treasured, creamy bead seemed heavy and ready to drip out of its protected place until I gently poked my tongue inside, allowing an explosion of salty man flavor to light my taste buds.

Hands from both sides reached in and prised my ass cheeks wide open while George easily slid his wonderfully stiff cock inside my pussy, going balls deep on his first stroke. He moaned and leaned in heavily, rubbing his palms up and down my spine.

I peeled back Charles’s foreskin, enjoying the intense aroma on my flared nostrils of primal tendrils of love and passion that hit me up like sexual heroin. I glanced over at Dad, who was being fed swollen, oversized labia by one girl gripping his head while another rocked her pussy back and forth, grinding on his cock, fucking him hard.

I swallowed Charles’ cock balls deep in one face plant where I took his gnarly shaft deep between tightly clenched lips, drawing it into my mouth, past my windpipe, crushing it in my throat, enjoying feeling every lump, bloated vein, and the sharp rim around his cock head.

While my lips nestled in the pubic bush of his twin brother’s cock and I gagged lightly, George began fucking me with long, regular strokes, perfectly filling my pussy with his lovely cock, stretching me wide open. I felt other bikers and their women help us, holding my ass cheeks apart with clawing fingers, gently moving my knees further apart, and pressing down on the small of my back, making a deep arch.

I was being schooled by a gang of biker chicks in how to fuck like a slut. More hands came in from each side, seeking, then tweaking a nipple, rolling them gently between finger and thumb, gradually increasing the intensity and my quivering.

I shuddered with uncontrollable emotions that swept me into a tsunami of pleasure. I trembled from buzzing head to curled-up toes, enjoying the thrill of being taken by many while Charles fucked my face, much to my delight.

I heard Dad scream but couldn’t see anything except Charles’ wiry pubes. The women he was fucking and drinking from both moaned with pleasure, as did I when George flooded my fuck hole with semen.

I cursed his premature ejaculation but kept sucking his brother’s cock until a hot wad of sticky seed splashed on my tongue, coating the back of my throat and tonsils with a creamy mess.

Both men left me on all fours after they were done fucking, so I rolled over, choking and swallowing a mouthful of delicious, salty, creamy mess. When I glanced at Dad, a second girl had replaced the first, rocking her hairy pussy back and forth on his lips while he gripped them around the thighs.

I felt surprised when two girls parted my knees wide, each of whom slid their hands to my ankles, spreading my legs wider.

A beast of a man stepped up, hairy as a bear, more beautiful than a god, and more ripped than a world-class bodybuilder. He grinned at me lovingly, holding nine inches of solid meat in one hand. His cock almost steamed like the primordial ooze from which it was born, with a bloated urethra on its underside, suggesting he would leave his mark inside me permanently.

“May I fuck you, Hannah?”

“Oh god, yes, please.”

“I love sloppy seconds.”

“Is that what George is? A pre-lube up for the main event?”

“It’s easier for me to fuck girls after they have been warmed up at least once.”

“I’m a bit sore deep inside from the fun I enjoyed yesterday.”

“I’m more gentle than I look.”

He slipped onto the bed easily, and, in between another change of girls on his face, my father saw the gladiatorial man slip between my legs, kissing me deeply, lovingly, and extraordinarily. I was being taken by an expert lover with one palm cupping my head while the other gripped my ass cheeks, securing his leverage to slide his cock deep inside me.

I gulped, expecting my pussy to be shattered and pounded until I ached. I bit my bottom lip harder than usual, almost drawing blood while frowning lasciviously, caught between the desire to be fucked hard and a need for this man, a specimen sent from heaven, to make love to me.

My new lover was gentle, giving me an inch of his stiff cock at a time, making sure my pussy walls expanded before he slid deeper inside. I crushed his cock, amateurishly, milking his enormous shaft while he etched every bloated vein into my soft tissue walls. He gazed lovingly into my eyes, almost encouraging me to enjoy him.

In ecstasy and a deep-rooted desire for him, I strafed his back with sharp nails, raising welts that must hurt later. I wanted him on another level, even to the extent I hoped Dad was equally engaged with his lovers.

My fuck buddy grunted, easing most of his cock inside me, stopping his glans short of my cervix.

“I think that’s enough cock, right, Hannah?”

“Yes… any more, and it will hurt me.”

“That’s good to know. I never hurt my girlfriends.”

“Is that what I am?”

“If your Daddy shares with me, I’ll accompany you on the road trip, and we can see where this goes. I’m sure others will, too.”

“Oh wow… yes, yes, fuck, yes, please.”

I was in a state of bubbling pre-orgasm, shuddering, twitching, moaning in the most unrestrained way while twenty or more spectated my utter debasement.

He placed both palms firmly on the mattress, on either side of my head, pinning back my shoulders so I couldn’t move. His muscles striated and rippled under the pressure of supporting his weight, but that control made sure I only got just enough cock to satisfy me.

He fucked me with love and affection, a tongue that constantly sought mine, and a perfectly weighted, stiff, long, and wide cock that filled my fuck hole to excess. I screamed with ardor, consumed by love, as my pussy walls adjusted to his girth and length. I wanted him so much, fucking him harder and with more desire than I had my father.

The girl’s holding my legs wide open let go, and I wrapped them around my lover, spurring his ass cheeks with my heels. I screamed, moaned, and grunted, staring deep into my lover’s eyes with a feeling like we were exchanging commitment vows.

I wanted to have him fuck me with his full cock length but appreciated his care that held back a man mountain from hurting me. His gentleness, the desire in his eyes, and our chemistry made me feel like a love bomb had been dropped into my heart.

I didn’t love my Dad less; I just loved two men instead of one.

I relaxed my legs, enjoying his cock riding my fuck hole while I submitted to his god-like prowess. He gave me the most extraordinary cum face when seeding my pussy, squirting hot jets of sticky cum deep inside my velvety love tunnel.

I imagined his tiny, virulent swimmers hunting down my ripe egg, only to discover birth control rendered their foray deep inside my ovaries pointless.

His cock spasmed deep inside me, shocking the soft tissue walls of my well fucked cunt. His cum, mixed with George’s, squeezed out of the tight seal between my pussy and his cock, dribbling into my ass crack.

He rolled off sideways, cuddling me while Callie crawled around like a spider until her pussy lips soaked my face and Dad’s cum dribbled from her well fucked hole onto my tongue. She returned the favor and went down on me.

It was the best day of my life, and Chris, my gladiatorial lover fucked me twice more in the next hour, barring all other men from touching me.

When we eventually left the biker Bar, Callie had bid farewell to George and sat on my Dad’s pillion while I sat behind Chris, seemingly a new boyfriend who claimed his prize, me. I was confused at the changeover on our bikes, but Dad seemed at peace, and I wondered how much this road trip affected him.

I was in love with two men, but right now, Chris was the one I wanted to ride with.

I still communicated with my dad through my helmet, so I coughed, hoping he could speak privately with me as we sped into the late afternoon sunset.

“Are you okay, Hannah?”

“We need to talk.”

“I know, honey. This feels odd to me, too, but Chris didn’t simply fuck you… you guys made love. Everyone saw that.”

“What about you and me?”

“You’re my daughter, first and foremost. I want what’s best for you.”

“I love you, dad.”

“I know, but right now, you want to be with Chris, right?”

“Yes, but I still want you.”

“I want you too, Hannah.”

I was caught in a love triangle and wondered what powerful emotional forces gripped me to create such an overwhelming attraction and connection with Chris so quickly. I desired him and felt a burning, almost craving for us to be close, for him to hold and take me, but I felt guilty about feeling all that about someone who wasn’t my Dad.

“How do you feel about Callie, Dad?”

“The same way you feel about Chris.”

“What about us?”

“There will always be us, sweetheart. It’s time to explore other opportunities and for both of us to expand our horizons.”

“We’re in no man’s land, Dad, and I figure we should try every possible kink, see what works and what doesn’t.”

“Chris fucking you wasn’t no man’s land, honey. That was real, raw love.”

“How can you be so calm about another guy loving me?”

“Because I love you unconditionally, baby, and conventions do not constrain me. Neither should you be.”

I thought about that momentarily and realized his first care for me was as a daughter. If Dad must let go of me, he would, for my sake, so he was right; for now, we should go with it. I fleetingly thought about Carrie and knew she was no passing ship in the night. She dropped George like a lead balloon, opting for a road trip with my father.

“Dad?”

“Yes, honey.”

“Please pull over at a nice spot for the night and make sure it has two separate bedrooms.”

“There is a lake deep in the woods with cabins for rent. Chris called ahead and booked.”

“Let’s talk at breakfast, Dad.”


Chapter Seven

Destination Unknown

◆◆◆

The cabin was beautifully furnished, with a great kitchen and a couple of bottles of Chilean Sauvignon Blanc chilling in a large fridge. Chris held my hand, gently and excitedly pulling me through the cabin, checking out the living spaces, bedrooms, and bathrooms.

Callie looked happy, hanging out with my Dad, uncorking a bottle of wine while lining up four glasses. I watched the scene, almost having an out-of-body experience, noting that Chris felt like a boyfriend, and while that excited me, it felt scary, too.

All manner of emotions welled up inside me, coursing my body like a tornado and activating primal instincts of fear, love, and arousal.

I wanted to enjoy Chris romantically and sexually, but fucking my Dad always felt so good because we were connected, and his love was stable. Our road trip was a sexual adventure between stepfather and daughter, but I was having a hard time acquitting that with the fact I was now with another guy.

After we toasted our road trip and he sipped his wine, Chris leaned into me, whispering.

“Let your dad and Callie have the master bedroom suite.”

“That’s very generous of you.”

“It’s the respectful thing to do.”

The enormous, muscle-bound guy who had already fucked me better than any other man surprised me with his good nature. I squinted at him, carefully studying my hulk from the perspective of a girl who wanted a boy. He seemed like a gentle giant, and I wondered if he and I were a one-night gig or if there was mileage in a longer-term relationship.

I looked at Dad and saw Callie had made a nest in his lap, giggling and tipping a wine glass to his lips between kisses. I studied Chris again and smiled, slipping my fingers into his enormous palms, squeezing encouragingly, hoping he would understand my needs.

“Can we go to bed, please?”

“We can do anything you want, Hannah.”

Our room was much smaller than the master bedroom but no less luxurious. A solid wooden king-size bed had a hotel-standard deep, independently coil-sprung mattress, luxury cotton bedding, robust memory foam pillows, and a thick floral embroidered duvet to snuggle into.

I stripped off, bent over, showing my well fucked pussy to tease when collecting my laundry, and headed for the shower, pleased that Chris followed closely behind. As a reward for his attentiveness, I lathered up my new lover’s semi-hard cock and heavy balls, cupping the latter while wanking off the former, enjoying how stiff his shaft grew in my tightly clenched fingers and thumb.

“Why do you stare deeply into my eyes, Hannah?”

“I want to understand what this is.”

“I’m confused, baby girl.”

He genuinely didn’t understand my concern, and I pondered that I might overcomplicate things between us. I glanced down at the magnificent cock that had already stretched my pussy wide, filling me with his cream, and then stared at his beautiful eyes again.

“This thing between us, Chris. Does it expire tomorrow, the next day, week, month-?”

“It lasts until the road naturally runs out, Hannah.”

“What does that mean?”

“We can be together until one or both of us no longer wishes it.”

“So… forever is also possible?”

“Why not?”

“Well… you already know that I fuck my Dad. That’s got to feature somewhere in your thoughts. I haven’t detached from him, and while I caught feelings for you, I wouldn’t claim it to be undying love.”

“I feel the same… as though I don’t want to let go but can’t commit either.”

“There are other recent lovers, Chris. Dad is one of those, but I’ve been fucked a lot while on this road trip, and I like that.”

“I have no problem sharing in sex. I’d love to meet your Mom as it happens. Your dad says she’s a wonderful woman.”

I stopped wanking him for a moment, stunned into silence, squinting at my new lover to judge his seriousness.

“You’re being serious? You want to fuck my mother?”

“Why not? I feel we get far too hung up on our sexual preferences, denying all kinds of enjoyment.”

“Promiscuity can often become an issue that affects love in long-term relationships, Chris.”

“Not if we both behave ethically. We can fuck together, separately, gang bang, or just make love to your parents after a nice Sunday roast dinner.”

“Mom’s going to love you, Chris.”

“Mine is going to love you as well.”

I shot him a quizzical, humorous look, but Chris wasn’t laughing. I’d met a man with a family almost in sync with mine. I continued wanking him, feeling his emotions rise as his blood filled a massive cock, forming an iron rod that I couldn’t close my fist around.

When Chris shot his load, spilling hot cum all over my stomach, I watched the joy in his expression as he gasped, panted, and contorted his face into a lewd, suggestive mess. My short, sharp jerks milked every drop of semen, and I continued pulling him hard until he begged me to stop.

I held his cock under the shower’s water flow and cleaned it, kissing him when I was done.

“Did that help, Chris?”

“I have a short refractory period and need a lot of sex.”

“Is that why you fuck your Mom? Because she’s available and willing?”

“She’s my stepmother, so like your Dad, there is no blood relation between us. She has three birth daughters. They will like you, too, Hannah, if you are thus inclined.”

“Umm… do you mean, as in platonic, sisterly friendship?”

“Yes, but they will want to fuck you as well.”

I considered that scenario and felt intimidated. I wanted more, but mixing it up so much with family didn’t appeal greatly. Chris fucking his Mom and sisters didn’t bother me, but I wanted to maintain control of my agency while he exercised his sexual freedom.

“Umm, do you sleep with your whole family?”

“Yes, of course. Our family is all about sharing, but sexual activity is negotiated between partners and kept in the open. No arrangements are made that might interfere with raising a family.”

“My family is the same. My Mom is fucking her stepdad while Karl and I are enjoying this road trip freedom.”

“And now I’m part of that exciting adventure.”

“I don’t fuck anyone else in the family, Chris.”

“Would you?”

“I’m very comfortable with Dad, also you… and I enjoyed the gang bang, the girls, and back at the bar, but-”

“What is it you want, Hannah?”

I handed him a towel and wrapped my hair in another before taking one more to dry myself. I watched Chris while carefully contemplating his question. My heart rate was elevated but had been for hours because of a general sexual excitement that caused me to tremble and enjoy a constant state of arousal.

“I want a man for me. I thought that was Karl, and we seemed to be heading toward a longer-term relationship. Now, I don’t know. He seems happy with Callie and must explain that to Mom.”

“I thought you said your Mom was having her fun too?”

“Mom is enjoying the same freedom we are, but my parents have a rule that they communicate what they’re up to and don’t take it outside the family.”

“Ahh, I see… you’d rather apply that rule too?”

“Not really. After the last few days, I prefer exercising my options outside the family.”

“What about your Dad?”

“I’d like to fuck him occasionally if that’s agreeable with you.”

Chris sat on the bed and drew me onto his lap. He smelled vibrant, a mixture of lemon shower gel, his natural pheromones, and a slightly wet smell.

“If we take this further, it would be a day-to-day discovery, Hannah. We must be able to walk away without bad feelings. I like sharing in the bedroom, enjoying other women, having threesomes, and joining gang bangs. I enjoy fucking my Mom and sisters occasionally and would never prevent you from enjoying the same.”

“I’m sensing a but.”

“We must agree on who, what, and when, limiting our sharing to the bedroom and not allowing it to expand into love. I’d bet my wallet your Dad cleared his session with Callie through your Mom.”

“Let me see your wallet, please.”

I was joking, but he reached into his jeans pocket and pulled out a massive roll of one hundred dollar bills, grinning broadly.

“I own a lumber mill that does very well.”

“Do you work there?”

“Nope. I have a foreman.”

“You just travel on a Harley across the country, then?”

“I have an eight-berth, almost new sailing catamaran moored in Miami. I’ve taken it all over the Caribbean, but someday, I’ll venture farther afield.”

“That sounds nice.”

“Maybe we can go together.”

We’d been out of the shower for half an hour, and Chris’s cock felt hard again. It’s stiff underside pushed up into my pussy that was barely covered by a towel. I kissed my boyfriend lovingly, enjoying how my overwhelming emotions rode the swelling of excitement and arousal that hit me like giant waves in a broadside.

A knock at our door startled both of us.

“Come in.”

“It’s us, honey.”

“Dad.”

“Callie suggested we join you two for group fun.”

“Okay… but I have a question.”

“Go ahead, Hannah.”

“Did you clear all of this with Mom?”

“Of course, honey.”

“Thank fuck.”

“Don’t worry, we’re staying on the right side of our rule book.”

I was relieved because nothing could work if deceit invaded romance, love, and sex. While I sat on Chris’s lap, Callie caressed me, planting soft kisses around my breasts before she licked and then suckled my solid nipples. I held her in my arms, stroking up and down her spine, eliciting a shiver that delighted me.

I gripped her ass cheeks, enjoying their firmness and how she clenched them tightly together when I tried opening her up.

She pushed Chris backward until he lay on the bed, and I slid to the floor.  As she crawled up his body, Callie pointed at my lover’s cock, making the universal blowjob sign with one hand and her tongue poking into a cheek.

I parted Chris’s knees and gripped the base of his already solid cock, going straight in for the salty precum I savored and prized greatly. As my lips wrapped around his glans and I sucked, my body transcended to a meditative state.

Dad gripped my waist and hauled me into a doggy-style fuck position while Callie mounted Chris’s face, feeding him her cum filled pussy. My new boyfriend purred when my lips sank down his thick, veiny shaft, and from an awkward viewing position, I watched in fascination when he wrapped Callie’s thighs in the same powerful arms that held me moments ago.

Chris hauled her pussy into his face so he could feed more, and I focused on his blowjob.

Regardless that Callie had been to the toilet and showered, Chris had to know my stepfather’s semen residue was still inside her pussy, but he didn’t care, spasming leg muscles while I drove my lips up and down his shaft, squeezing hard when his glans crammed deep in my throat.

He moaned, writhed around, and slurped Callie’s drenched, creamy labia while I worked his cock.

Dad slid his cock inside my pussy. I grunted, almost bit Chris’s shaft, then sighed contentedly, gagging in one hole, milking with the other when both men were balls deep.

In my mind’s eye, I imagined what our foursome looked like from a spectator’s point of view, with three of us enjoying oral sex while two were fucking. I got the best deal, being filled at both ends, becoming the group lynchpin, so to speak, holding everyone together.

Callie rode Chris’s face hard, rocking her ass back and forth while he slurped his way through eating her cunt. I sensed their passion and enjoyment through his throbbing cock that tingled, oozing more salty load as I worked his shaft hard with one hand while using an improving technique with tongue and lips.

Dad fucked me steadily from behind, making sure every millimeter of his stiff cock was enjoyed deep inside my pussy. He moaned passionately, gripping my ass cheeks tightly while pounding my fuck hole, slapping his balls off my thighs.

I imagined we all orgasmed together. Callie’s crazy wide leg splits opened her pussy completely onto Chris’s face, suggesting it. I gagged and swallowed my boyfriend’s semen at the same time while my pussy filled with a warm, comforting cream my father deposited deep inside me.

Our writhing orgy continued for up to a minute longer as each person twitched, rubbed, licked, fucked, or sucked their way down from a climactic peak. I sizzled, warming in an intense afterglow, my mind cleared of every thought except our four-way union.

I crawled onto the bed and snuggled between Chris and Callie while Dad stepped away and into the bathroom. I heard the shower turned on, and then, sometime later, while I half dozed, a fourth body joined us on the bed, and I finally drifted off into a deep sleep.

I woke in the morning and extracted myself from the warmest, most loving, and most comforting tryst and sleep I had ever enjoyed. I stood beside the bed, watching the others still naked, moving to fill the warm gap I had left.

Coffee was a grim affair comprising a French press and stale grounds. I heaped an extra spoonful of sugar in my mug and cut the bitterness with a pinch of salt before stepping onto the Cabin’s front porch to enjoy the early morning sun.

There is something meditative about a chilly breeze that forces goosebumps on your arms and legs while rustling through trees, bringing all life into focus. I needed to discuss matters with Dad because things had changed, and now, I wanted to be his occasional lover while focusing on becoming Chris’s longer-term mate.

I didn’t want to fuck any other family member of mine, nor would I entertain Chris’s mother or sisters, but I now had a better, albeit still evolving, idea of who I was and what I wanted.

When Chris joined me on the solid wood plank deck, sitting one step higher behind me, he kissed the top of my head, pulled me backward, and held me tightly into him.

“Did you enjoy last night, Hannah?”

“It was the best sex ever.”

“See… you worried about nothing regarding your Dad.”

“Yes, but we still have more to discuss.”

“For sure. Why don’t you swap your microphone and earpiece with Callie and let them talk together while they ride? I have my own rider-to-passenger set, and I can fit it for us.”

While I made toast and coffee, Chris fixed our helmets and installed his communication systems. It was a moment when I gravitated slightly away from my father and toward a more stable relationship within which I could further discover myself.

After breakfast, showering, and dressing, I checked in on Dad and Callie, who were asleep in their bed, having moved. When I returned to the kitchen, Chris was writing a note.

“What are you writing?”

“A note for your Dad with my cell number.-”

“What for?”

“So he can call me when he’s ready to leave, and I can tell him where we’re headed.”

“Why don’t you just write down the next destination?”

“Because I have no idea where we’re going, Hannah.”


Chapter Eight

Knock To My Confidence

◆◆◆

I had been well and truly fucked into oblivion all night, having been wholly swept away by Chris and his intense love. All reason escaped me, and my hormones drove my senses, thoughts, and desires. I was crushing hard, stuck in the imagined interminably challenging emotional minefield that haunts a girl who has just become a woman.

I wanted to be with my Dad, but Chris was so alive to my senses, crackling with electricity that seemed to feed me energy. 

After a light breakfast of muesli and yogurt, my day began with organizing a bike and boyfriend swap I had stepped into without considering why or any of the inherent risks. Amid a surge in my hormones, sobriety punctured through my intoxicated mind. I was leaving the cabin with a man I barely knew without Dad’s knowledge.

I had no clue where we were going, so I got halfway to the door, stopped, and stared at my new lover, suddenly worried.

“Whoa, Chris!”

Chris knew immediately that I stood precariously with my toes butting up to a red line. I stared beyond it at the man who might be my destiny or dread in wonder and terror. My feet were firmly planted because my brain sensed something was wrong. I was young, immature, and sexually inexperienced, but not entirely stupid.

The man who would have me smiled and shook his head knowingly.

“Is it too soon for you to leave your father, Hannah?”

“I want to enjoy a romantic and sexual adventure with you… but-”

“You don’t trust me?”

“I can’t, Chris - not yet anyhow. If you had a daughter, what would you say to her right now if she were me?”

I increasingly became a trembling mess, riven equally with fear and desire. My panties were already soaked because my body wanted more of the enchanting love Chris gave me through the night. A tiny teardrop of sleaze soaked through my thin cotton gusset, spreading like a pancake when I shifted and both thighs squashed together.

Chris considered my point momentarily and shook his head, smiling as though caught out. I wasn’t sure what was in his mind, but the expression I caught terrified me.

“Don’t do it, honey - especially not with me.”

“Why not?”

“I am married, and I fuck around a great deal. I can’t be faithful.”

“I see.”

Chris returned to a chair around our dining table, looking gloomy. I sat on his lap, wrapped my arms around his neck, and kissed him deeply, making sure he knew I wanted him, but not so much that we could ride off into the sunset without even saying goodbye to my Dad. His lovemaking was a nice change to my father, and I felt something for Chris, but I wasn’t sure whether that was love or a deep, passing infatuation and lusty desire.

He would be a challenge for me to keep, and part of me relished that, but a voice spoke from deep inside my tormented soul, warning that one day, a younger version of me would come along and take up the same challenge.

I bowed my forehead until it tapped against his, smiling lovingly. I felt aroused, no big surprise there because I was a horny teenager enjoying my first sexual adventure, but I controlled myself, no longer willing to commit easily.

“This road trip is supposed to be for me and my Daddy.”

“Is there room for me in your life, Hannah?”

“Yes, but… I always want to spend time with my Dad, too.”

“You mean with him fucking you?”

“Yes.”

“Even after you get married?”

“Yes. Can you live with that, Chris? After all, you’ll do the same.”

“I am not sure. The note I wrote for your father had no destination in mind. I planned to sweep you away and fuck you endlessly until… well, you can guess.”

“Perhaps we should wait for my Dad and Callie to wake up and talk to them.”

“Yes… it might be for the best.”

I felt relieved when my father and Callie woke up around mid-morning. I’d kept myself busy tidying our cabin, agonizing over what Chris said and wondering if I should sacrifice a long-term future for the short-term fun he offered. I couldn’t figure out if he wanted to use me until I lost value and walked away or turn me into some long-term biker slut to be fucked by the whole gang once he moved on - either way, true romance seemed the last thing on his mind. 

Callie looked happy eating cereal on the front deck with Chris while my father sipped coffee indoors at the dining table, staring at me. Both were showered, wearing towels and relaxing before they would dress for our long ride ahead.

When tears filled my eyes, and my lips trembled, Dad leaned forward, whispering to avoid being overheard.

“What’s wrong, Hannah?“

“Chris asked me to go with him, but he’s unsure where to.”

“Callie wants to go home to her husband, George. You did right not to leave here without telling me where to, honey.”

I was surprised by a bike engine’s roar outside, more so when I ran to the door and saw Chris riding away. It seemed a tortuous decision had been made for me. Callie shook her head sympathetically. 

“Chris only wanted a fun fling with you, honey - these guys often do fuck and run, or they take you to the clubhouse where you become a free-use slut.”

“He’s gone, then?”

“Chris told me to say he’s sorry.”

“Bastard.”

“Not really, sweetheart. You are playing in a kinky pool with some ferocious fish, and you are sweet, young pussy. I’ve fucked Chris many times and know well enough that getting that man beyond fuck buddy status is damn near impossible.”

“Would you leave your husband for him?”

“Maybe. Always remember that men like Chris play at love because they want sex, and they are happy to pass you around without caring who uses you.”

“I can’t believe it, even though he admitted the same thing.”

“If he walked away from you, perhaps Chris has some decency left.”

I wanted to cry and choked up badly, entirely lost for words I couldn’t have formed anyway, while my brain froze and ached. Before grief and sadness gripped me, my Dad cuddled me tightly, taking control. Like many of my young friends, when embarking on love’s journey, I’d behaved immaturely, mistaking Chris’s lust for his devotion to me.

All wasn’t lost, though, because I had spotted danger when it reared its ominous head and stopped myself from riding with a man who had dubious outcomes in mind for me.

With only one bike at the cabin, Callie ordered an Uber, leaving Dad to pick up the pieces of my heart. I sat in his lap for half an hour, mulling over my stupidity until waves of self-pity became manageable. When I raised my head from out of his chest and stared into Dad’s loving eyes, I knew how to solve my emotional turmoil.

“I know what I need, Dad.”

“Anything at all, Hannah.”

“Please fuck me and cum inside.”

“Why?“

“I want to be yours. Chris was a moment of madness, and while I enjoyed being fucked by him, his goal was to wrestle me away from you and do god knows what. It’s okay if you offer me to other guys or girls for fucking, but I need emotional stability and real love I can trust.”

“I won’t lend you to anyone unless you agree, but this makes you my free use s-.”

“Slut? I know that’s what I want… you can say it, Daddy.”

“You want to be your father’s free-use slut?”

“Yes.”

Dad stood and carried me to the bedroom, shrugging off his towel, exposing a stiff cock I needed deep inside my aching pussy. I undressed quickly amid supercharged emotions, letting my father cup my ass cheeks in his palms, lean in, and suck my bright red, rock-solid nipples as I trembled anew with love and lust.

I instantly felt better, quivering all over, fired up by overwhelming hormones that tickled deep inside my pussy. Dad sat on the end of his messed up bed, hauling me closer until I realized I was to straddle his lap and feed his cock deep inside me.

My pussy lips trembled, and a tickle inside drove my arousal. Wetness leaked from my throbbing hole, along with tiny drops of Chris’s semen, coating my father’s cock head when I rubbed it with my swollen labia like velvet polishing a wooden bed knob.

It seemed like I’d never fallen out of love with my father, and Chris was rapidly becoming a fleeting memory of a fuck buddy that went too far. My fickle nature concerned me because I moved on quickly, like a lesson learned. I felt confident about adapting to the world I lived in rather than suffering the idealized version I dreamed of, looking forward to the many sexual encounters my father would have me lean into.

When my tight, sticky pussy slid down Dad’s cock, the fire and love evident in his eyes drove me to ecstasy. My eyes widened, and I gasped as he stretched my pussy sheath wide, filling me with my favorite cock from a beloved man. I wriggled at the bottom of his gnarly shaft, cramming my sticky, hard clitoris into his pubic bush, rasping it to clear the itch I felt nagging at the edges of my orgasm. 

I loved how much my father’s cock stretched my hole wide, enjoying every moment of his moaning and the soft caress of his experienced fingertips.

In no time, we orgasmed noisily together, and my Dad filled me with his hot seed, overwhelming what remained of Chris’s swimmers. When his cock stopped twitching, I vowed to retain all my father’s seed inside me, carefully hopping off his cock and whipping on my panties.

Even retained in my gusset, Dad’s sticky cum would comfort me for hours, and I could quickly shower again later before he or some other guy fucked me if that’s what he wanted.

Mounting Dad’s bike with a wet patch on the crotch of my jeans just where the denim curved around my aching slit made me feel like the slut I wanted to be. Feeling liberated, I tossed back my hair, donned my helmet, and checked comms with my father.

As he throttled hard, I wrapped my arms around Dad’s waist, staring over his shoulder at a long road ahead and distant snow-capped mountains. My father and I were becoming a genuine romantic item, leaving my mother god knows where in her marriage to him. I wondered how she was enjoying fucking my Grandpa and whether a longer-term, or at least more frequent, partner swap might be available.

As my mind drifted into hedonism, Dad’s voice crackled over the comms system. He tapped the unit on his dashboard and then spoke clearly.

“What drew you to Chris, Hannah?”

“I liked him. Fucking Chris felt like a nice change, not that I am bored with you. I need plenty of cock - I think it’s my age.”

“But you were smitten - any clue why?”

“I was crushing like when I did years ago with you.”

‘Why did you crush on me, honey?”

“I was looking for a long-term boyfriend - I guess I still am.”

“I see.”

I sighed, descending from a happy high because my Dad probed the emptiness of my heart. Whatever happened between us, my father was married to Mom, and I would only ever enjoy what they decided.

I needed more.

“In a little over a week, I won’t have you anymore, Dad - at least not until the next time we go on a road trip.”

“Do you want me, Hannah?”

“Of course. I love you, but family rules share you with my sisters when you’re not sleeping with Mom. I won’t ever have you to myself.”

“Rules can change if you want them to.”

“I do, Daddy.”

He said no more, switching to country music for easy and appropriate listening. I felt excited, wanting nothing more than to be loved constantly by my father. In a relationship with him, my slutty desires would be met because he said so, but most of all, he made me feel safe and wanted.

The heat on my back felt nice, but the stickiness hugging my pussy lips stung and felt raw. I tapped my father on his shoulder.

“When will we stop, Dad?”

“In half an hour. I know a secret hot springs where we can bathe naked and get cleaned up. After that, the next town has a great selection of hotels and restaurants.”

“That sounds perfect.”

The clearing among Douglas Fir Trees was postcard-perfect on approach, but another bike was beside his when Dad parked. I saw a lake far too large to be the hot springs my father referred to, so, carrying a towel, spare panties, and jeans, I followed him along a single track through the woods until we came to a massive boulder field.

Dad picked his way through the boulders, knowing precisely where he was going.

When we arrived at the hot springs, it was the most gorgeous small, steaming pool nestled among towering granite boulders with full exposure to the sun. Shimmering waters looked crystal clear to a sandy bottom, but that was lost when I saw a man sitting in the water on a rough, natural shelf.

“Fuck!”

“Yes, Hannah?”

“Mr. Carmichael is my Math teacher, Daddy.”

“I invited him to join us here.”

“When did you call him?”

“Yesterday.”

“Why?”

“I want you to fuck him.”

“Jesus Christ, Dad. Are you sure about this?”

“Yes. In fact, I insist on it because of all the trouble you put him through over the past few years. I know all about your short skirts and no panty tricks in Math class.”

As I stared at the man waving and smiling, I was open-mouthed, shocked, and excited. I’d had a crush on Mr. Carmichael for years, trying my luck to entice him to fuck me long before my eighteenth birthday. He never took the bait, no matter how wide apart I spread my legs while soaking my classroom chair in jailbait pussy juices, making sure my favorite teacher got an unforgettable eyeful of my tight, fluttering fuck hole.

Now, years later, my body was overwhelmed by a tsunami of sexual emotions. I’d reached eighteen before the end of High School, and if I were to pick any man among the teaching community I wanted to fuck, it was Mr. Carmichael.

“Don’t keep Karl waiting.”

“Is that his name?’

“Yes.”

“What will you do while he fucks me, Dad?”

“You’ll suck my cock while Karl fucks you.”

“A threesome, then?”

“Yes… then we’re returning to his tent where he and I can share you all night.”

“Just the two of you?”

“No. A few of your other teachers are coming tonight by car.”

“How many is a few?”

“Three, maybe four. It seems you were quite the naughty girl in High School, and now a few of your teachers want to be repaid for their patience.”

“My mischievous nature seems to be paying off now, Dad.”


Chapter Nine

Becoming A Good Girl

◆◆◆

I followed my Dad through the boulder field carefully, my heart racing as every sexual instinct surged on a heady cocktail of hormones and adrenaline. My muscles twitched, and my pussy warmed as I tingled all over, desperate to fulfill a pressing fantasy to fuck a man older than my father.

Older men were my guilty pleasure, and being taken by them when they fucked me was my absolute satisfaction. One thing I discovered on Daddy’s road trip was my need to enjoy multiple lovers, like a sexual butterfly, sampling many sources of nectar.

I was also a bisexual woman, giving and receiving love with other women. I hadn’t had the opportunity to be fucked by a proper lesbian with a strap-on cock, but I heard it was incredible with no stamina issues.

I glanced Mr. Carmichael over on the way down a steep section and saw he was in good shape, still a gorgeous man who smiled so beautifully. Back in my school days, that warm, fatherly smile made me want to peel off my panties to show him my pussy so that he would tell me I was a good girl.

I didn’t do it because my teacher would have gone nuts, and I might have been expelled.

My father sat on a small grassy shelf that circled the pool. His cock was solid, and I wanted to straddle it and slide him deep inside me, mostly because I loved Dad’s semen swimming around my belly, exploring my womb and other reproductive organs - it was what I imagined true love felt like.

I stood awkwardly on the grass, wondering how the men wanted to spitroast me, in or out of the water. I waved shyly at my teacher, noting his flared nostrils that must smell my filthy fuck hole that leaked cream liberally.

“Hi, Mr. Carmichael.”

“Sweet Hannah, please call me Karl. You are a woman after all - at least that’s what your father says, having had first-hand experience inside you.”

“He and others have fucked me times over this past week.”

“And you still have another week left?”

“Yes.”

Karl clapped his hands and licked his lips, signaling the games had begun. He stared at my pussy with such a discerning eye I imagined he could see my entire sexual history laid out like a map of all the times I had been fucked.

I shivered, even though steam from the pool warmed me. Goosebumps rising on my arms and legs revealed my shockingly heady aroused state to both men desperately wanting to fuck me even if the shameful beads of cream leaking from my pussy didn’t.

“Are you ready to atone for your naughtiness, Hannah?”

“Yes… but what exactly did I do that was so wrong?”

“I saw your bare, soaking wet pussy in class, my dear. You wore no panties one day, spread your legs wide apart, and distracted me.”

“Oh.”

“I could have gotten into trouble.”

“Sorry… but you never did anything.”

“I stared at your treasure and said nothing. That’s bad enough, but after you left… well, I won’t describe what I did to the chair you deposited your shame on.”

“Okay, umm, sorry… well, I owe you an apology, Karl.”

“Yes, you do.”

Another heavy, sticky teardrop of my shame dripped off a pussy lips onto my thighs. I wasn’t sure whether or not to explain to Karl that Dad and another lover had fucked me several times in the last twenty-four hours. I didn’t understand the protocols for having multiple lovers in a nonmonogamous network, especially how to explain to my next lover that other men’s seed might still be inside me.

I decided to take a chance that Karl would know I was a slutty girl on tour and hope Dad explained all that entailed. I was sure semen seeped from my trembling pussy hole as I crouched to slip into the water.

“Before you dive in, Hannah, I rather hoped I could eat your pussy.”

“Oh.”

My heart exploded as I wobbled, reached an arm down but slipped, and ended up sitting on the bank with my legs spread wide open and a leaking, creamy pussy presented inches from Karl’s mouth. I loved when fabulous cunnilingus was done to me, especially when the guy or girl looked as hungry as my former math teacher did.

“I err… fuck… oh sorry, Karl.”

“Don’t worry, Hannah. I know you’ve been sexually active.”

“Very active, Mr. Carmichael.”

“I don’t care. May I?”

He pointed at my pussy, and I nodded eagerly, smiling innocently, no longer feeling ashamed or reluctant because my lover knew what to expect. Karl waded the final few inches through the water, staring at me before gripping and lifting my legs from under my thighs and spreading them wider apart.

Dad sat behind me, opening his legs wide as though protecting me in a nook of love, poking my back with his solid boner. He reached around, kneading my aching breasts until I moaned loudly, and he released me, sliding his palms down between my legs and using them to spread me wider.

Dad was presenting my young pussy to a former teacher while planting soft, wet, tingling kisses across my shoulders, then up and down my neck, whispering his love and pride for me. My skin was on fire, and I gasped, squirming from side to side, spreading my ass cheeks apart to grind my puckered hole into the shards of rough grass and a few smooth stones embedded in it.

“Fucking hell! You’re a live wire, Hannah.”

“Hurry up and lick me… I need forgiveness.”

“If I’d known then what I do now… I’d probably be in jail.”

“Close your eyes and indulge yourself in any fantasy you wish, Karl - I know I will.”

I closed my eyes and imagined an empty classroom. I sat on a wooden desk with my legs wide open as I was now. Karl’s first hot kiss on my sticky thigh felt good and lasted ages until he finished with a long, wet lick of his rasping tongue upwards across my silken skin towards my aching, creamy pussy.

Karl craned his neck and stared at me with blazing, passionate eyes filled with intense desire that made me shiver and leak more aromatic hormones than any girl should when aroused by her math teacher. He purred like a contented cat, edged his nose forward, brushed my swollen pussy lips, and sniffed deeply, absorbing and enjoying my lewd juices, grunting and moaning as he shared the sticky coating from his tongue with every taste bud in his mouth.

I watched him, mesmerized, gulped, and shuddered, rolling my head around while my Dad licked and kissed my shoulders, setting me on fire.

When Karl’s lips nibbled the soaking wet, wrinkled brown tips of my pussy lips, I cried out, desperate to be fucked and used. I spread my legs even wider apart, pressing Dad’s palms hard, needing to help him give my lover better access to my pussy.

Dad leaned me back further, and Karl rocked my thighs higher, thumbing open my throbbing pussy hole, sliding his tongue deep inside, slurping and sucking up the juices pooling there. I imagined my sticky sweetness must be mixed with semen, but my new lover didn’t care, only interested in how much he could feed from my sleazy, creamy hole.     

Karl gave me excellent tongue, getting me off in no time when Dad peeled my pussy lips apart at the top, exposing a sticky clitoris like a pink nub popping out of a protective skin curtain. My lover sucked that solid pearl energetically, forcing my body over the edge into an immense climax where I squirted uncontrollably.

How Karl moved his lips so rapidly from my throbbing clitoris to puckering them and clenching around my pee hole, I will never know. He sucked hard as I sprayed a powerful jet of unicorn pee against the back of his throat, ascendent in my most essential feminine form.

I craned my neck, kissing Dad, enjoying the sexual attention of both men - my ultimate pleasure.

As my orgasm subsided, I was manhandled with care, spun around, my legs immersed in hot water while I squirted the final few drops of an intense orgasm into the pool. Suddenly, my Dad’s precum-coated cock head brushed my lips as Karl gripped my head, forcing me to fellate while his fingers found and opened my pussy.

I reached back, gripped both my ass cheeks, and prised them wide open, leaning lower, digging my toes higher into the sandy floor so I could lift my slit to be fucked.

I choked on Dad’s cock as Karl forced my lips down his shaft until they kissed a thick pubic bush. Precum seared its burning saltiness into my soft tissues, owning my mouth, tongue, and lips. My throat squelched like a noisy sucking plunger as Karl controlled every stroke of my lips up and down my father’s gnarly shaft.

When I eventually had Karl’s cock inside me, it was far longer and thicker than I imagined or noticed through the distortion of water. I gasped as best I could, choking on my father’s cock to the extent I was lost in a dreamy state beyond any need to panic or ability to feel pain.

I was adrenaline-fueled and throbbing in high-octane sexual mode.

My pussy tingled deep inside, stretching wide on my math teacher’s cock as Karl fed his monster inside me inch by inch, moaning loudly. I felt overjoyed, being carefully fucked by two men who understood how to handle a naughty slut like me. I was fucking my Dad’s cock with my mouth, deep-throating six full strokes before I was allowed to breathe for half a minute, enjoying Karl pounding my pussy until he forced my mouth back onto my father’s shaft.

I wrapped my lips around Dad’s cock head while recovering, flicking his banjo string, flattening my tongue, and sliding it up and down his urethra, willing it to spill a sticky, salty cream load down my throat.

Karl fucked my pussy mercilessly, not to the extent I felt pain, but I got owned at both ends and knew I was being punished. I remembered that day in class when I exposed my cunt to my favorite teacher, wishing he could have fucked me, despite my taking no birth control. I was a wanton slut, sexually living in the moment, risking everything for the next kinky high that hit me in a far more alluring way than any drug I had ever experimented with.

Karl’s body was only constrained by the water in how intensely he plowed my hole, but when Dad spat his tangy lotion down my throat, choking me, he helped drag me onto the grass to be fucked harder. My lover sprung out of the water quickly, gripped my ass cheeks, reengaged his cock, lining its head with my dripping wet hole, and he fucked me hard.

My cervix was crushed, but I didn’t complain, enjoying the pleasure now, willing to suffer the aching later. Dad firmly pressed my head into the grass, a few blades of which smelled of my pussy where I had sat while being licked out. They tickled inside my nostrils, and I bit off a few, which scraped my lips.

I pointed my ass cheeks high, shuffling my knees wider apart, making sure my slit could be fucked hard. Karl energetically obliged, and I loved how his balls slapped resoundingly off my thighs every time his cock filled me when he sent it balls deep inside my pussy.

When Karl shot his load deep inside me, I was already shuddering through a tumultuous orgasm that struck me in waves of ecstasy. I screamed into the grass, biting down hard on a mouthful of dirt and stones, enjoying how relentlessly my lover fucked me.

I was being dominated by a man who truly knew the art of owning young girls.

When Karl screamed out his final shuddering rope of semen deep inside me, his cock twitched in ever-diminishing intensity and frequency. I squeezed my soft tissue walls tightly around his cock, milking every drop of cum, moaning incoherently.

I rolled sideways when Karl slid his cock out of my well fucked hole, gasping for breath, holding on to my Dad with clawing fingers, needing his love.

“I love you, Dad.”

“I love you too, Hannah.”

Dad eased my trembling body into the warm, steamy water where Karl caught me, holding me close. My solid nipples rasped against his chest hair, causing me to moan and tremble.

My pussy lips burned when Karl fingered them open gently, cleaning me. While his semen drained from my hole, I kissed my math teacher with searing lips, still enjoying the warmth of an incredible orgasm.

Eventually, I leaned in closer, steadying my weight against Karl, bowing my head onto his chest.

“Are you okay, Hannah?”

“Yes, of course. Give me a few minutes rest, please, and I want you to fuck me again.”

“What about tonight and the other professors?”

“I’ll be ready for more atonement.”

“You are such a good girl.”


Chapter Ten

Passed Around

◆◆◆

I was gangbanged by the most gentlemanly group of sexually charged and Viagra-fueled men any girl could ever hope to meet. Each guy took turns fucking my mouth or pussy, always asking for consent to cum inside me. On an immense bed that must have been designed especially for six fuck buddies, I was simultaneously revered and exquisitely defiled as my former teachers made me feel like a goddess they worshipped.

Three more teachers joined Karl and my Dad at the cozy lodge, part of a holiday center, providing me with five lovers lasting well through the night. They made sure I was adequately hydrated and showed no embarrassment when my pussy needed cleaning between fucks, one or more of the men enthusiastically kneeling at the end of the bed to lick my messy hole.

I managed to have a conversation during one break after I showered, cleaning off the sticky result of a group wank. As a last fun activity before we rested, my lovers encircled me and jerked off while I lent both hands and my lips in what they described as a slutty girl bukkake baptism. In turn, each man finished themselves off with short, sharp jerks, covering my face, neck, hair, and breasts with hot ropes of sticky cum.

I rubbed it over my skin, inhaling deeply, sucking my fingers clean and enjoying their cream. Tea and coffee were available as I towel-dried my hair, wearing another wrapped around me while they remained naked.

I eyed my Math teacher, who grinned back and was drinking coffee.

“It’s so much easier for all of you, Karl. With just a cock to wash, there is no need for you guys to take a shower.”

“You are the main event, Hannah. We are all here to ensure you have a great time.”

“I feel that energy.”

Their cocks were semi-hard even now while resting until I was ready to be fucked again. My old school masters had demonstrated how important consent was, but once that was given, they gently inducted me into the world of group sex in a most wholesome way.

I was thoroughly enjoying being shared sexually by masterful men, powerful but gentle, who fucked me hard and took what they wanted while giving as much of themselves as they received from me. Mr Williams, another favorite teacher, came up behind me, reaching around and giving me an enormous, loving hug, pressing his almost solid cock between my ass cheeks.

“It’s so nice to see you, Hannah.”

“I enjoyed seeing you again too, Mr Williams.”

“Call me Rory, honey - we are not strangers. I was the second one to fuck you this evening.”

“Thank you, Rory.”

Rory was the youngest in the sex group, perhaps thirty at the most. He was also the most handsome, surely a frequent gym attendee. His soft touch warmed me, activating my sexually charging hormones and sending me on the same beguiling journey that I’d been on with Chris.

I closed my eyes and spoke to my inner woman, calming her romantic side down so that this journey didn’t end abruptly and in tears like the last one had.

“How often do you gangbang a girl, Rory?”

“Once every week at least. Sometimes, we fuck a former pupil like you, but many of their Moms also apply. We do private tutoring, and sometimes this is a means to pay.”

“How do Moms apply?”

“That’s how your Dad came across us years ago - we were all much younger then. He found us online, applied to be a bull, and we met at a bar to interview him. His principal goal was to find a nice group of men to service your mother.”

“Did you guys ever gangbang my Mom?”

“Only once.”

“Wow.”

“Your Dad is a long-term member of our group. He has fucked dozens of your friends and their moms - even a few of them together.”

I was stunned, and Dad, who overheard every word, saw that, grinning mischievously. It was hardly surprising that there was much more to his sexual life than fucking me and my sisters when we came of age, but I never imagined he might have enjoyed the insides of my friends.

When it was time to return to our bedroom upstairs, Rory cupped my butt in one hand, propelling me from the living room. Dad slipped in beside me, and I whispered hoarsely.

“Have you fucked my friends, Dad?”

“Some… only those old enough.”

“What about Gemma?”

“Yup.”

“Fuck! Does her Dad know?”

“Oh yes. He asks her all the time about whether you are available.”

“Christ, Dad.”

“Gemma told him about your crush.”

“Is nothing fucking sacred anymore?”

I crawled onto the bed, spreading my knees wide apart while pointing my creamy slit high for the first in line to fuck me. I felt excited, shivering, and already moaning at the thought of an oncoming sexual onslaught. I felt the heat and smelled raw precum from Rory’s cock, which was an inch from my lips when I gripped it after he wriggled into a comfortable seating position. With thoughts of my best friend Gemma riding my father’s cock or sitting her cute, tight ass on his face firmly in my mind, I drove my lips down Rory’s shaft, enjoying its perfect six inches as it filled my throat with its mass and sticky, burning precum choking me.

Another cock, much bigger than Rory’s, possibly Dad’s, I thought, slid deep inside me, stretching a well fucked hole even wider. It felt good taking more cock, knowing that most of the guys had already fucked me at least once. While he fucked me, I imagined my father gripping Gemma’s ass cheeks, sliding his thumbs onto her anal sphincter as he did to mine now, spreading that tiny pink fuck hole wider, spitting into the deep cleft to lube me up.

Gemma was my best friend with whom I shared everything, revealing my crush on my Dad and hers. She confessed to wanting her father and mine inside her, too, and unbeknownst to me, she had indulged in both pleasures.

I recalled a time we got naked and sat on Gemma’s bed while her parents were out. We swapped pictures of our Dads between our phones and masturbated side by side, vowing one day to swap and fuck our fathers for real. My best friend orgasmed first, helping me get off by holding my phone to my face so I could ogle her father while using one set of fingers to part my swollen, hairy lips while my free fingers squashed and dragged my sticky clitoris in a circle.

I know Gemma sneaked a whiff of my panties that day, and it was the image of swapping dads and us going down on each other’s cream-filled pussies afterward that got me off now.

While reaming my aching, sloppy hole, Dad slid a finger deep inside my back passage, causing me to bite down hard on Rory’s cock. He yelled, and I released his shaft, kissing it better before sliding my tightly clenched lips down into his pubic bush, milking his cock with all my might.

Rory came hard, squirting his sticky cream deep down my throat; not even a drop coated my tonsils. I swallowed and retched, wanking the base of his shaft until every drop of seed was emptied, and I could rise off his cock, panting, coughing, and snorting his burning cum out of my nostrils.

When Karl wriggled in underneath me, replacing Dad’s cock inside my creamy pussy while he backed away, I knew my anus was lubricated for a reason.

One of the smaller cocks pressed a solid glans against my anal sphincter, determined to penetrate my back passage. While Karl kissed me deeply, Dad turned up sitting beside me. He reached under my torso, gripped both rock-hard nipples, and played with them, tweaking each with ever-increasing ferocity.

“Dad.”

“Yes, honey.”

“Can you fuck Gemma and me together, please?”

“What about her father?”

“I want to fuck him alone, just like you and Gemma did.”

When the beautiful cock invading me from behind pierced my anal seal and plunged deep inside my quivering back passage, I gasped and pressed one palm against Karl’s chest, using my other hand to drag Dad in for a heady, loving kiss.

Being fucked in my ass hurt like hell, but the feeling of fullness in my guts was so intensely satisfying I couldn’t call off the anal attack. Both cocks rubbed against each other, and I felt a profoundly sensual tingling reverberating in the thick tissues between my holes.

“Are you angry with me, Hannah?”

“No… but Gemma’s going to eat her Dad’s cum out of me as a punishment.”

“Fucking hell, honey - you’re getting bolder.”

“Isn’t that what Daddy’s Roadtrip is for?”

I panted vigorously, pushing my cunt back onto the cock fucking my back passage while grinding on Karl’s, which was buried deep inside my pussy. I even got friction from his pubic bush on my clitoris despite both men energetically working my holes in tandem.

I couldn’t speak to my father and was reduced to staring at him in utter disbelief, with my eyes bulging wide open while I frowned and grunted. Since Grandpa wasn’t biologically related, I wondered if he and Dad might double-penetrate me sometime soon in my childhood bedroom.

One lewd thought overlapped another as my lovers rotated, double-penetrating me nonstop. I was on a fuck carousel, gently rotated this way and that, blasting through one torrid orgasm after another.

My emotions were unrestrained, and I was no longer focused on love, understanding the separation between that beautiful state of being and the purity of honest lust. I wanted to discover my sensual self through sex, sharing, and caring only as long as the fucking lasted with friends, their dads, and even moms. I would join a fetish club and find out what was possible with and without my Dad, who seemed to have a full dance card already.

As I shuddered in a tumultuous orgasm while two cocks filled me with their solid flesh and hot sticky seed, I evolved beyond the damaged child that Chris had expertly fucked and cruelly forgotten. I was finally a woman, able to compartmentalize sex and love, and this gangbang was the beginning of my real journey.

When my lovers woke through the night, I sucked or fucked them, enthusiastically taking tongue from those who enjoyed cleaning up. They were appreciative and gentle lovers filling me with warmth and cum to the extent that I became a dripping mess, frequently sitting on the toilet, letting squelchy, milky discharges flow from my swollen, sore pussy lips.

Shortly before dawn, feeling happy, satisfied, and thoughtful, I strolled onto the deck, wearing a bathrobe. Dad followed soon after with two coffees, looking suspiciously apologetic. I figured Rory revealed more than my father wanted me to know, and now, he was prepared for an aftermath.

“You don’t owe me an explanation, Dad.”

“I am sorry about holding back information, though.”

“Do you mean like not telling me about Gemma?”

“That, and other things too.”

“How deep does your fetish life go?”

“All the way to the bottom of a vast chasm of taboos.”

“And what about Mom?”

“She limits herself to family fun only.”

I thought that through and realized it made sense. Mom fucking Grandpa hadn’t seemed out of place in the context of what I understood being our family norm. Also, my sisters frequently described how Dad visited their bedrooms when they lived at home, servicing each girl’s rampant needs, sometimes fucking them all on the same night.

“I guess I knew things were different with me, Dad. The way you shared me with other men - I am guessing that didn’t happen with my sisters.”

“No. Your Mom has tried to stretch her boundaries but doesn’t like it. Your sisters are the same - family and their husbands only.”

“You are much more immersed in this world than she is then?”

“I am a member of a few gangbang and fetish clubs.”

“Is gangbanging girls your thing?”

“It’s one of the playbooks I enjoy. Like all the guys who fucked you tonight, I get off on watching a girl orgasm harder than she ever has. That moment when a girl completely loses her control to ecstasy gets me off.”

“I understand - did you get that from me tonight, Dad?”

“More than any other.”

“Where does it leave us?”

I turned and faced my father, who looked relieved, probably because a burden was shared or at least shrugged off. I felt happy, too, realizing that true love could prevail only through honesty. My passion for my father was undented, but I knew my sexual journey must not be limited to him.

“I love you, Hannah.”

“That’s a relief.”

“But I need more than one woman can give me.”

“I felt the same tonight, Dad. I was glad you were here, but I would like to have fun without you being around.”

“Wow.”

“What is it?”

“This is precisely what Mom can’t enjoy. Aside from Grandpa and a few cousins, she doesn’t like fooling around with anyone unless I am involved.”

“What does that mean for our family, Dad?”

“Mom wants to move on, and so do I, honey.”

“Is Mom moving on to Grandpa?”

“Yes.”

“And what about you, Dad?”

“I want to move on to you.”

“I want that too.”


Chapter Eleven

Decisions To Make

◆◆◆

It was fun having breakfast with my teachers, all of whom had fucked and cum inside me through the night; some also enjoyed a quick shot inside my pussy before I showered, easing their morning wood in my aching slit from behind - doggy style. Undoubtedly, I was a slut, but respected by them, and I enjoyed their loving and sexual attention, especially each contorted cum face that resulted from a successful ejaculation inside me.

I had an excellent memory, and now, a gallery of my favorite teachers’ cum faces was easily called upon in moments when I needed them. 

There was no embarrassment or shyness around the breakfast table, and my boundaries were respected. Once we were dressed, none of the men touched me inappropriately or bantered in a lewd way about last night’s enjoyment.

Since showering, I’d gone through two pairs of clean underwear because my lover’s seed leaked slowly from my well fucked pussy, constantly filling my gusset. My pussy ached everywhere, particularly my cervix, which was crushed by a few of the more enormous cocks, so I wore a panty liner because I was full of semen and expected more leakage once Dad and I got on the road.

As they left, each guy hugged me affectionately, thanked me for a great time, and wished me well. I was impatient for Dad and me to be alone because of his revelation that he wanted more from our relationship.

My heart pounded, and youthful hormones surged, arousing me, welling love from my soul that captured every sense, focusing me entirely on my older boyfriend. 

I had smiled and talked through a longer-than-usual breakfast and was pleased after everyone left when I donned my helmet and mounted Dad’s bike, wrapping my arms around his waist.

“How about it’s just you and me today, Hannah?”

“Up to you, Dad. I’m having a great time.”

“You must be sore.”

“Very sore, but I can service any needs you have.”

“How?”

“My mouth is fine, and I am sure I can still fuck so long as we keep it slow and steady.”

“Haven’t you had enough, Hannah?”

I paused, not sure whether to be honest or lie. I was having a great time with men I felt were unlikely to sell me out as a slut, having more to lose from their reputations than I had from mine. Being sexually liberated felt great. I was on birth control, keeping myself clean, and enjoying excellent, experienced lovers who very obviously desired me.

I chose to be honest.

“I love being fucked, Daddy, but I don’t know about how free use will work for us. There is no cause to abstain, but I prefer it’s just you and I today.”

“Okay. If you’re up for it, I know a nice hotel where we can stay and talk… make love too.”

“Cool. Do you mind if I call Gemma from the hotel?”

“Of course not - but why?”

“I want us to meet up with her and her Dad so we can swap and fuck. I have desired her father as much as she wanted you, and it feels unfair that I didn’t enjoy what she and you did.”

“Sorry, Hannah.”

“Don’t apologize, Dad, but if this is going to work between us and I am to be… well, whatever you want me to be for you, there must be some balance.”

“I agree.”

I wanted to submit to my father but not become his sex puppet or fuck toy to be discarded when convenient. Chris was a fuck up, partly my fault, but Dad had wanted Callie, too, distracting him from protecting me. Gemma had her way, fucked my father without any word of it to me, but Dad was too quickly drawn into the opportunity.

If my father was serious about us, there must be better communication, equity in sex, and some rules that govern our behavior. That started with me having a conversation with Gemma, then with Dad, and soon, my Mom, who was pivotal to what might happen next.

This road trip might be getting started rather than tipping past the midway point.

The hotel Dad chose was as ancient history as America could get. With summer’s warmth on my back, I stared at its beautifully rendered red brickwork, which had a half-frontage span of columns supporting balconies for guests on the two floors above.

My father kicked down his bike stand after I dismounted. After resting the bike, he joined me on the sidewalk, wrapped his arms around my waist, perched his chin on my shoulder, and stared up.

“I love it here already, Dad.”

“When Jonas Seaman traveled from New Jersey to Ohio and spent four dollars for a license to operate a “house of Public Entertainment” on Broadway Street in the newly-founded village of Lebanon, he could never have imagined that more than two hundred and twenty years later his establishment would still be offering food and lodging for travelers.

“The Golden Lamb. I love the name, too.” 

“Seaman’s establishment got its name from the sign hung outside the business – an image of a golden lamb, used because many early travelers could not read.”

“It looks expensive, Dad.”

“I may ride a Harley and look like a road trip biker, but we have plenty of money, Hannah.”

While my father checked us into a suite, I strolled around the foyer, reading about the hotel’s history and studying old photographs. The Golden Lamb hosted, entertained, and provided lodging for many notable guests, including twelve U.S. presidents, from John Quincy Adams to George W. Bush. Literary greats, including Charles Dickens and Harriet Beecher Stowe, also stayed.  

Our suite was incredible, with antique furnishings, a private bath, television, and a telephone. Dad launched himself onto the bed, sprawling and rolling around comfortably. I joined him, and we kissed. In that loving clinch, everything felt different, more romantic, caring, and as though we had a relationship with substance.

“This inn is believed to be haunted, Hannah. Prominently by the ghost of Sarah Stubbs. Sarah grew up in the Golden Lamb after her father died in 1882, and her uncle, Albert Stubbs, took over the operation.”

“Fuck! Which bedroom does she haunt, Dad?”

“There is a recreation of Sarah’s bedroom on the fourth floor, where some of her belongings remain.”

“Shall we visit the room?”

“You take care of the Gemma situation first; then we can talk, have dinner, and maybe, if you still want to, we’ll ask for a private tour of the haunted room.”

I watched with pleasure as Dad undressed and headed for the shower, his tight ass enticing me to slap it on the way past. He jerked forward, laughed, spun, and stared at me excitedly.

“Sorry… I couldn’t help it, Dad. You have such a nice ass.”

“It’s all yours, honey.”

“Mine, Gemma’s, Callie’s… whoever, right Dad?”

“Oh my.”

I realized it sounded sarcastic, which I never intended, so I stood, stepped close to my Dad, wrapped one arm around his waist, gripping his cock tightly with the other. I kissed him, then stared with my best little girl’s wide eyes into his, wearing a loving smile and reassuring him.

“I don’t mind being shared with my consent, but that doesn’t mean I will agree to share you.”

“I hadn’t thought about it that way.”

“Last night changed everything, Dad.”

“I know. This isn’t a two-week gig anymore, is it, Hannah?”

“No, and I think you must decide what place I have in your heart. What do you want for us, Dad? As you say, it’s not just a road trip now.”

The shocked expression on his face confirmed I had struck home with enough weight. I was young, immature, and naturally trusting of my older stepdad, but I wouldn’t lose all my agency to him or anyone. If I submitted sexually, it would be on my terms, and while I was prepared to share my new boyfriend, that would only be when I was present and involved in the sexual play.

We would learn and grow together.

I dialed Gemma, my best friend, using my cell phone on video call. When she answered, her smile and beautiful face lit up my heart - seeing and hearing from her felt good. We’d discussed becoming lovers but held off moving that forward beyond words for reasons neither could fully explain.

“Hi, Hannah.”

“Hi, babes.”

“How is the road trip with your Dad?”

“My Dad told me he fucked you.”

“Ahh - you’re getting right down to it.”

“You might have said something, Gemma.”

“I’m sorry… it just happened, and it seemed wiser to keep shtum, so I did. I hoped Karl would keep his mouth shut, too, so I could find the right moment to explain myself to you.”

“We said we would swap fathers when the time came to give one another’s Dad a treat.”

“I haven’t fucked mine yet, Hannah.”

“Don’t lie.”

“I promise you. All I did was wank him off a couple of times while driving to school, and I sucked his cock once when I snuck into his bed during a storm. He likes pretending I am you.”

“You’re such a slut, Gemma. Storms don’t bother you at all.”

“We do what we must, right?”

I felt mildly irritated that Gemma had broken our agreement. If she hadn’t fucked her Dad, it was only a matter of time until she did, and, given her beauty and sexual prowess, I doubted her father could hold out for long. I wanted to fuck Gemma’s before she did since she had partaken in sins of the flesh with mine.

“You owe me big time, Gemma.”

“I know. How can I atone?”

“You can watch both our Dad’s fucking me, then you’ll clean up the mess.”

“Fuck off.”

“Think about it for a moment. You have already swallowed both guy’s cum - I’m just asking you to do the same thing from a different source with my added sweetness, by the way.”

“I’ll be eating it from your pussy.”

“You know you want to, Gemma. We talked about this.”

“Yes, we did.”

She shifted uneasily in her chair, and I wasn’t sure if Gemma was turned on by my idea or genuinely felt uncomfortable with it. Her expression shifted like desert sands, from sleazy through humiliated to fearful.

“You do want to lick my pussy, right, Gemma?”

“Maybe.”

“Then what’s the problem?”

“Dad would know I was bisexual if you forced me to do it in front of him - I’d be coming out.”

“I came out already, and my father loved watching.”

“Have you fucked a lot during the road trip?”

“Yes… I’ll tell you when you arrive here. We’re at the Golden Lamb, Lebanon, on Broadway Street.”

“Okay - when should we meet up?”

“Get here tomorrow, please.”

“Dad will be raring to go, Hannah - he can’t wait to fuck you.”

I saw some reluctance in Gemma’s expression, then her eyes filled with tears, and she began sobbing. A few tissues ripped out from a dispenser dealt with her physical signs of sorrow, but I knew my best friend well and could tell she was still crying deep inside.

“What’s the matter, honey?”

“Has your Dad told you he loves you yet, Hannah?”

“As his stepdaughter and as a lover, yes. Hasn’t yours?”

“Not yet.”

“Okay, Gemma. I understand what’s going on.”

“Look… It’s only fair that you and my Dad make love, but I don’t know about my involvement yet. Can I decide tomorrow, please?”

“Of course.”

I disconnected my call just as Dad returned. He never asked me how things went but seemed pleased when I told him Gemma and her father would arrive the next day. He looked fit to burst, then blurted out what occupied his mind.

“Swingers.”

“What’s that, Dad?”

“I want us to be swingers, Hannah. We can swing and play like last night, but you can’t be my free-use slut.”

“Why not?”

“We’re having new fun right now, Hannah, but you are too strong of a woman to let yourself be used once the novelty is lost. Free use isn’t a stable relationship dynamic. We had one conversation about being together, and already you are redefining us.”

“Is it a problem for you that I dictate a little, Dad?”

“Not at all. You are right. I shouldn’t sleep with other women unless you are there.”

“And the same goes for me. I shouldn’t and don’t want to fuck other guys unless you are there and joining in. I was falling for Chris, and I don’t want that to happen again.”

“Me neither.”

“You said last night that Mom wants to move on, and so do you. Does that mean divorce for you and her?”

“Yes… but not in an acrimonious way. We have discussed it, and more must be said, but it means you and I have a long-term future.”

“Does that include me getting pregnant to you, Dad?”

“Do you want that, Hannah?”

My father looked thrilled by the prospect of getting me pregnant, and I felt a million butterflies let loose from my stomach, fluttering throughout my body.

“I don’t want to get pregnant right now, Dad, but in time - yes, certainly, and only with you.”

“Okay.”

Dad lay on the bed, and I untied the towel wrapped around his waist, gripping his cock at the base, wanking him off slowly. The aroma of his precum coating a glistening, swollen glans was too much for me to resist.

“While Gemma’s Dad fucks me tomorrow, I want her to suck your cock and keep it hard for me.”

“Then I fuck you?”

“Yes.”

“And what about Gemma?”

“She has a decision to make.”


Chapter Twelve

Atonement

◆◆◆

“I’m fucking both our dads before you have either of them, Gemma, and that’s all there is to it.”

I stared at her with immense defiance so that she knew I wasn’t fucking around. My best friend and I were having a standoff over coffee in the hotel lounge. My father was out shopping for a new razor, a porcelain handle, having snapped off his ten-year-old one while shaving this morning. I’d offered to go for him because he looked ridiculous with a half-shaven face, but Dad said there were some things he preferred shopping for himself.

Joshua, Gemma’s father, was upstairs, settling work-related matters and emailing his clients. He would shower and then wait for me and my Dad in our room. I had arranged for a threesome with both our parents, and now, my best friend sat opposite me, sipping coffee and seething.

Gemma wagged an accusatory finger at me.

“You are being selfish, Hannah.”

“Not at all. You broke our agreement.”

Gemma bowed her head in shame, knowing she couldn’t counter my argument. I wasn’t angry with her anymore but felt bemused, wondering why she had changed her mind since yesterday’s phone call.

“You said that it is only fair that I fuck Joshua first because that’s what you did to me with my Dad.”

“I know, but I would have said anything to get you off the phone.”

“So you lied to me?”

“Not exactly.”

“Did you fuck your Dad on the way here, Gemma?”

“No.”

“Good.”

Gemma answered too quickly for my liking, suggesting she had tried and failed to bed her Dad. I stared her out while she glanced everywhere except me. She was embarrassed, but I was in no mood to let her off the hook. As I looked around the lounge, I saw an attractive couple in their mid-fifties sitting nearby. The woman had the facade of someone intently listening to her husband, but I knew she was earwigging on our conversation. 

“I tried to fuck him, Hannah… sorry.”

“You’re such a bitch.”

“I know, but I love Joshua so much.”

“You’re calling your Dad by his first name?”

“Damn right, I am. Imagine what someone eavesdropping might think if they overheard us right now.”

“That’s true. You wouldn’t want anyone to know how much a slut you are.”

Gemma was saved by the bell. My father strolled into the hotel lobby carrying a small shopping bag. My best friend flashed her eyelashes at him and blushed, irritating me. Dad knew I was upset, so he shook my friend’s hand rather than give her a kiss and hug.

When he came to me, we kissed.

“Hi, Karl.”

“No more, Daddy, then?”

“Not down here. We are being listened to.”

I glanced at the woman whose husband seemed oblivious to what was happening right before him. She grinned embarrassingly, and her cheeks flared speckled crimson as she averted her eyes, having been caught in the act. I glimpsed up her pencil skirt when she uncrossed her legs and saw a tiny white triangle of cotton fabric covering her pussy.

I smiled, knowing right away that our filthy conversation aroused the woman. Dad pointed to the stairs. I nodded and lifted Gemma’s room key, handing it to him.

“We will be right behind you. Make sure you shave fully, Karl because I hate stubble rubbing around my lips.”

“I love you, Hannah.”

“I love you too, Dad - I mean, Karl.”

The woman watching us gasped, and her eyes widened. If she had any doubt that my father was fucking me, that vanished now, and she fully understood my slutty secret. I smiled affectionately and winked at her before turning my attention to Gemma.

“Do you know what a free-use slut is, Gemma?”

“Of course I do.”

“Do you value our friendship, honey?”

“You know I do. Tell me how to make this right between us.”

“You’ll be my free-use slut for twenty-four hours.”

“Oh fuck! You can’t be serious, Hannah.”

“I am deadly serious. Think it over carefully before rejecting this opportunity. I think you will enjoy my ownership of you.”

If public masturbation were legal, the woman mesmerized by me would have spread her legs wide open and rubbed one out right then and there. My demand shocked Gemma, but she mulled it over anyway, inadvertently pulling on her bottom lip. Meanwhile, I stared at the woman, noting how she squirmed in her chair.  

“Do you see the couple right there, Gemma?”

“The ones listening to us?”

“She is; her husband is oblivious.”

“I see them.”

“Before I leave to go and fuck your Dad and mine, I want you to seduce them.”

“Fuck off, Hannah!”

“They are an attractive couple - what’s the problem?”

“Those two are my grandparent’s age.”

“I would fuck them.”

“Then go for it. Be my guest.”

“Bring them to my bedroom. I’ll be there with your father and mine.”

The smart, beautiful, older woman smiled affectionately at me. She was keen to play but glanced nervously at her husband. Gemma eyed them up, too, looking more eager by the minute. Undoubtedly I would fuck them and intended to, but first, I had another idea in mind.

I eyeballed the woman, who radiated a lesbian vibe, perfect for what I had in mind.

“Seduce the wife, and her husband will follow.”

“You’re fucking mad, Hannah.”

“No… I’m right about this. Now, do it, or stay down here in limbo while I fuck your Dad.” 

Gemma quivered and looked intensely nervous, like a high school girl desperate for her crush to make the first move. Sexual anticipation gripped all three of us. Eventually, the husband realized something was happening and glanced admiringly at Gemma and me. His wife’s knees were wider open than modesty allowed, and her thong barely covered a swollen mound with a nest of black pubic hair pressing hard against the white fabric.

The woman had a substantial bush and wanted to play, although this was no game.

Gemma suddenly turned on her vixen mode, stood, and strolled over to the woman, sitting in her lap like a daughter or granddaughter might. The husband gasped and leaped to his feet excitedly before sitting down again, barely able to hide his stiff cock, tenting a pair of cream chinos.

When Gemma kissed his wife, it sealed what I felt was inevitable - she was going to fuck my best friend.

“Hi, I’m Gemma. My friend sent me over for you and your husband to use.”

“Your friend is Hannah, right?”

“Yes. We knew you were listening, and it’s cool.”

“And does using you have conditions?”

“I’m entirely free-use.”

“So I heard.”

“Will you come to Hannah’s bedroom, please… umm, what’s your name?”

“Cybil. My husband is Andrew.”

“May I fuck you, please, Cybil?”

“If you promise to be a very naughty girl… yes.”

“I’m always bad.”

I headed off, smiling at Cybil’s husband’s shocked face. As surprised as he seemed, I was sure the man was up for a good time. As I passed the trio, I leaned into the husband’s face.

“You’ll be fucking me while Gemma entertains your wife. She has a lot of pussy to eat this afternoon.”

“Yes… okay - I understand.”

He spluttered and muttered something under his breath, but I didn’t care. As I shimmered, goosebumps tracking an avalanche of pleasure rippled along my arms and legs, and a tawdry teardrop of my shame leaked through the lacy French panties I wore. My gusset was double lined and plentiful in body but still unable to contain my arousal as my entire body trembled and both swollen pussy lips tingled in anticipation of being parted by a huge cock.

Introducing Andrew to my father and Joshua was momentarily awkward until Cybil forced Gemma onto her knees at the foot of a gigantic bed and quickly undressed. Her unruly pubic bush was beautiful and wild - like an enchanted forest that would occupy Gemma’s fingers, lips, and tongue for ages.

I gasped, caught my breath, and watched in awe as my best friend parted the thick black hair with fingers and thumbs, hunting the woman’s pink, creamy furrow buried somewhere within.

My best friend came out most beautifully in front of her father, bowing forward, sniffing Cybil’s pussy, approving of it, then licking her while clawing a heavy, wiry bush open. She purred and moaned salaciously when the older woman cupped the back of Gemma’s head, smiled at the rest of us, and leaned back, pulling her lover’s lips deeper into an exquisite inky black forest.

“You’re a very good girl, Gemma. Auntie Cybil thought she would have to wait for the next tennis club date for her tongue in the shower afterward. Lick me well, dear girl; you have much to atone for.”

I undressed and signaled the men should do the same.

“One of you will fuck each of my holes, please. Joshua, you get my pussy, Dad, you’ll take my anus, and Andrew here gets to fuck my mouth.”

“Wow!”

They all muttered, glancing at one another for permission while I undressed. Joshua was ready first, so I kissed him warmly, watching Gemma from the corner of my eye. She saw me, looked jealous, then doubled down, sliding her tongue inside Cybil’s anus, forcing her thighs far back and much wider apart.

“Your daughter likes girls, Joshua.”

“I can see that, and it’s excellent news for both of us.”

“When we are done here, I will send her to Cybil and Andrew’s bedroom until this evening. Then, during dinner, I will select a few fellow diners for your little girl to suck and lick under their tables.”

“Is this punishment for her fucking your father before you and I hooked up, Hannah?”

“I would call it reparations for harm done. Gemma must understand that a code exists between us, and she faltered.”

I pushed my friend’s father back onto the bed beside Cybil, who moaned lasciviously, enjoying every millimeter of Gemma’s tongue that frantically plowed her creamy furrow, making child-like ice cream cone slurping sounds. I straddled Joshua and stared deep into his adoring eyes, praying he had already fallen in love with his daughter.

As I leaned in and kissed him before whispering, I felt Joshua’s cock nestle between my puffy, sticky pussy lips. My body trembled as the man who I’d had a teenage crush on for years parted my labia and let his swollen glans open me up.

“Let my Dad go inside my pussy first because he needs plenty of lube for my asshole.”

“You’re in charge, Hannah.”

“Yes, I am.”

Dad splayed my ass cheeks wide open, and the smell of aroused pussy was released as my sticky labia spread wide. Cybil helped Gemma by parting her wiry bush using both hands, which offered better access to her lover’s tongue. A glance confirmed that my best friend was enjoying her first lesbian experience, now clenching Cybil’s clitoris tightly between her lips, sucking and humming.

My father wasted no time, sliding his big cock balls deep inside my tight, slick pussy, leaning in, crushing my cervix as though sending me a message that I was his. He fucked me for a few strokes while I kissed Joshua, reaching one hand to cup Andrew’s balls, squeezing and teasing them lightly before feeling out his solid shaft, wanking it gently.

When Dad removed his cock from the tight, throbbing hole Joshua would fuck, I saw a joyous sparkling in my new lover’s eyes. Karl immediately lined himself up with my anus, pressing his sticky glans hard against my sphincter. I felt a drool of saliva hit my crack, more lube to help my father fuck my tightest hole. His spit slid down to where it was needed and helped my Dad ease the first inch of his cock inside me, to which I gasped and stared desperately into Joshua’s eyes.

I gripped Joshua’s cock and slid it deep inside my pussy, pleased that he was a little smaller than my father. Dad took that as his cue to fuck me, and he drove his hips forward, his cock tearing the tissues around my sphincter as he stretched my back passage wide open.

I was bleeding, a badge of honor rather than a painful trophy.

I gasped into Joshua’s face, thrilled by his excited look, and I listened to Cybil as she fucked my friend’s mouth with her bushy pussy. I glanced sideways and saw Gemma lying on the bed with her lover, facesitting like a queen, taking what she owned, rocking back and forth, feeding the younger woman a creamy treat.

I glanced back at Joshua and kissed him longingly while wanking Andrew.

“I have both of your cocks balls deep inside me, Josh.”

“You feel so tight.”

“I am very full.”

“I can feel your Dad’s cock pressing hard against mine.”

“Please fuck me real good, Josh.”

“We will, honey.”

The guys began fucking me hard, and I slumped onto Joshua from the physical exertion, writhing in pleasure with a bit of pain. He whispered something to me; I couldn’t tell what because I struggled to cope with two big cocks reaming my fuck holes. My body ascended to a place I couldn’t describe where euphoria met ecstasy, making love, much more than simply fucking - it was a spiritual moment for me.

I leaned sideways and plowed my lips down Andrew’s gnarly, circumcised cock, enjoying the salty, tangy hit of a thick creamy coating on his swollen head. I crammed his glans deep into my windpipe, having become a deep-throat enthusiast in a little under two weeks. With my period coming soon, I had to make hay while the sun shone because I wasn’t sure about having sex when my red lights came on.

Joshua and my father fucked me increasingly harder, with deeper strokes in tandem, both filling and emptying me simultaneously. They got their eye in and perfected stroke timing, stretching both my holes wide while sliding their cocks deep inside me.

My body felt full of cock, and I was glad for Andrew’s average five and a half inches face fucking me. He gripped my head between both palms, curling his fingertips around my ears, pulling my lips on and off his cock that choked me every time he bottomed out.

I knew Dad had torn my sphincter badly because I felt the stinging, but that was quickly canceled out by the waves of pleasure that wreaked pure joy through my body. The rim around his circumcized head stimulated my internal nerve endings, tingling my whole back passage as my soft tissues squeezed against a fantastic effervescence that spiraled out of control.

Joshua fucked my pussy hard, squeezing his cock head against my cervix while Dad filled my rectum with his throbbing shaft. I loved being fucked this way, filled by two giant cocks in my pussy and ass, feeling the drool of saliva that barely clung to my chin as Andrew pounded my throat with his lovely cock.

I blew my top, screaming as best a girl could, given her mouth and throat was full of cock. I shuddered, lost track of time and conscious thought, quivering energetically, impaled on three cocks. The men orgasmed as I hit a climactic peak, filling all three of my holes with a hot ocean of seed that burned my throat, coated my tonsils, raced through my pussy into an expectant womb, or seared inside my back passage like a hot poker.

My sexual power ascended as all three men worshiped me, finding ways to caress my neck and shoulders, knead my breasts, and tweak my nipples until I cried out and screamed in orgasmic fury. I expended so much energy in a couple of minutes as every muscle tightened and my sinews stretched that I slumped onto Joshua, well, and truly fucked. While I whimpered with my cheek resting on my lover’s hairy chest, I savored the flavor of Andrew’s burning, sticky load that coated my tongue and lips and lined my throat.

My lovers rolled me over and opened my aching legs wide, presenting me to be dined upon. The last thing I saw before Cybil sat on my face was Gemma kneeling at my feet, staring hungrily at my leaking holes.

“Am I forgiven after this, Hannah?”

“Of course, you are, sweetheart. I could never stay angry at you.”

“I’m going to enjoy cleaning you up.”

“I knew you would. Make sure you catch every drop of our Dad’s cum, honey.”

“I will.”


Chapter Thirteen

Bathroom Antics

◆◆◆

Our father’s and Cybil’s husband spectated when I ate pussy, and Gemma cleaned their mess out of mine. It felt unbelievably empowering to have three men holding their breath while I dined on the most hairy, creamy hole I had eaten to date. Having an older woman gently squat her pussy on my mouth, feeding me her sweet nectar through puffy lips, felt deliciously submissive on my part.

But it was Gemma’s diligent cleaning of my semen-filled, well fucked holes that sent me to the moon, and I came hard, squirting warm joy and unicorn pee into my best friend’s willing mouth.

The guys took turns making love to each of us, a treat they all said was the best in their lives. There was something spiritual and deliciously feminine about us ladies sharing our men, and a bond formed between us.

Later, at dinner, between courses, we three girls congregated in the restaurant toilets, laughing and sharing our sexual observations about the guys. Cybil paused mid-sentence, gazed at me with a deep, affirming love, and wrapped an arm around my neck, kissing me softly and lovingly.

“Do you like older women, Hannah?”

“I like all women, most guys too, but something about you draws me in. You are so beautiful and experienced that I want to be near you. Have you got a daughter?”

“No.”

“Perhaps you might like one for shopping, gossip, and other things.”

“I would. In fact, can we share a bed tonight? You, me, and your Dad.”

“I’d like that, but what about Gemma and your husband?”

“Let Gemma enjoy both men fucking her. You had a double penetration already; maybe she would enjoy the same. I believe she is still yours to command.”

“She is.”

“I can give you plenty to fill your pussy in case Daddy runs out of steam.”

“What does that mean, Cybil?”

“I’ll show you in a minute.’

I couldn’t believe when Cybil lifted my skirt, sliding her wiry, powerful fingers into my panties, quickly finding my sticky, throbbing clitoris. When I stared at Gemma, she seemed desperate for me to agree to her debauchment at the hands of Karl and Andrew, so I beckoned her to me, kissing my best friend while our new lover fingered my creamy slit.

“Do you want both men to fuck you in your bed tonight, Gemma?”

“Yes, but I am yours to use as you wish.”

“Would you like to be fucked in both holes at the same time?”

“Yes, please.”

“Then I want that for you also.”

I raised onto my tiptoes, lifting my ass cheeks onto the washbowl surround, spreading my legs wider. Semen dribbled into my gusset, the morsels of man seed that Gemma had missed snacking on because they were decanted too deep inside me. Cybil knew how to finger-bang a girl and slid her fingers down my creamy, trembling slit, aiming two of them deep inside my quivering hole, gently fucking me.

I stared at Cybil, reading warm love and heady desire in her eyes.

Another woman walked into the toilet, paused, stared at us, and saw me kissing Gemma while Cybil fingered my hole. She glanced down, saw my shame, and then, to my utter astonishment, my lover retrieved her sticky fingers from my well fucked, creamy hole, offering them to the woman who stared, seemingly caught in a storm of sexual ambiguity, shame, and in a severe dilemma.

Her eyes told me she would do it before the woman shuffled forward, sniffed Cybil’s fingers deeply, smiled in the most sleazy way, and licked, then sucked the exquisite combination of semen and sweet pussy.

She purred, then went to a stall, and soon, her groaning echoed around the bathroom.

Cybil got back down to it, determined to bring about my orgasm. Gemma was so incredibly attentive I couldn’t be without her, kneading my breast through light silk fabric, tweaking my nipple, lifting my libido to a crest while kissing my lips, neck, and finally, my ears, where she dwelled, whispering.

“I have a confession to make, Hannah.”

“Go ahead, honey.”

“I am addicted to you.”

I was mildly shocked and gasped because Cybil had wedged three fingers inside my sticky pussy and was fucking my hole like her hand was a cock. I wrapped my arm around Gemma’s neck, panting while my heart pounded like a bedraggled puppy sheltering from the rain.

“Are you in love with me, Gemma?”

“Not love - but a deep burning desire to please you and be part of your life. Can we go for dinner sometime, maybe stay together in a hotel?”

“Like dating?”

“Kind of. I don’t mind if Karl joins us - I leave it up to you and promise not to come between you and your father.”

“You’d better not, honey.”

When Cybil added her thumb to the finger wedge she fucked me with, I gasped and stared at her in utter disbelief. She smiled lovingly, pressing forward with all but her pinky, stretching my hole wider than any cock had. I glanced down and saw bubbles and lumps of glistening white semen all over her hand, swimming in an ocean of my sticky hormones.

My pussy walls groaned, giving way to the pressure her fingers and thumbs created deep inside me when she opened and closed them. I shuddered, coming close to an orgasm, desperately glancing in every direction for something to cover myself with so anyone entering the bathroom couldn’t see me being fist fucked.

No cover was available, so I submitted to the inevitable - a messy, disgraceful orgasm in full view of anyone who might join us.

I glanced desperately into Cybil’s eyes and saw her burning, sincere affection for me mixed with a look of desire to gain dominion over my soul. I could handle being dominated, enjoyed it even, realizing I was a switch, depending on my lover’s needs.

“Give it all to me, Cybil, please.”

“You won’t feel your father’s cock inside there later if I give you much more, honey. Are you sure?”

“Yes - Dad can fuck you if he needs a tight hole. I will enjoy watching and wanking, if I have any lust remaining.”

Cybil licked her lips and eyeballed me, sliding the final pinky finger inside my throbbing, soaking wet fuck hole, fully dilating me, much to the joy and suffering of the soft tissue walls she stretched wide. I screamed joyously, but there was a tinge of horror in the lewd hallways of my mind as I considered how in the fuck I would get an entire fist and forearm inside my hole.

Cybil knew what she was doing and only paused when a puritanical pearl-clutching middle-aged woman came in, shrieked, and did a sharp turn, exiting. Our in-stall masturbator came hard, and I heard squirting jets of pee into the bowl as she all but kicked her door down in a screaming climax to her lewd interlude. A minute after she sighed loudly, the woman returned, looking entirely respectable. She strolled up to our sensual scene and watched my debasement by Cybil from a decent distance.

Her nostrils flared because I leaked pussy juices and cock cream all over the floor as Cybil gradually drilled my hole, gently twisting her fist as she squeezed it deeper inside me. My lover was in control, and it felt like her hand was so deep inside me that she owned everything she touched. When Cybil eased her hand slowly out, I felt gaping wide, but only for a few seconds until she twisted it back inside me again, stretching my love tunnel until I squirmed, frowned deeply, and gasped noisily.

I was slowly being fucked by her arm, desperately relaxing, taking a few millimeters more of Cybil’s fist every time she twisted and drilled my birthing canal. There was no way I would feel my Dad’s cock for at least a few hours, but I would be content to watch them fuck. It was the least I could do because I couldn’t help relieve his needs judging by the way my body exploded now, every muscle stretching, straining, and my ligaments burning.

Cybil’s knuckles passed in and out through my pussy entrance, feeling like tiny electric shocks. When I had her entire fist fucking my hole, my lover eased her forearm inside me, which initially felt uncomfortable because I was so full of flesh. She giggled when I squeezed back, crushing her knuckles, and then while staring at me, she opened her fingers and thumb, stretching me even wider.

“Your pussy will stretch much wider when you birth your Daddy’s baby, Hannah.”

“How did you know I would?”

“I know true love when I see it.”

I felt lightheaded, and with my entire body enjoying a trembling rapture, my orgasm began, rippling waves of pleasure to every fiber in my body. Cybil took no risks, fist fucking me gently and carefully because it was my first time, only giving me a couple of inches of solid forearm past her wrist.

It was enough to ensure I was hooked.

I orgasmed noisily and was shocked when our guest kneeled, got her head between my legs, and began licking Cybil’s exposed arm and the sticky lathered cream I deposited there. Gemma kissed me with a ferocity adequate to the energy of my moment as I wriggled and writhed with my lover’s arm buried deep inside my pussy, fucking me.

I lost control, my entire body vibrating like a jackhammer, every muscle close to my pussy  squeezing Cybil’s fist and forearm until she eased it gently out of me, and I felt my tissues contract into a sucking, tingling, creamy mess.

Our guest dove straight in, delving her tongue inside my gaping hole, slurping greedily the juices that flowed. I felt like my pussy hole shuddered uncontrollably, the sphincter opening and tightening involuntarily as shock passed and pleasure consumed me.

Gemma’s kisses became more loving and less furious, and I watched Cybil from the corner of my eye as she licked her arm and fist, enjoying my nectar.

When she had her fill of licking out my juices, our guest fled the room. When we returned to our dining table, she was nowhere to be seen, but later, when leaving the hall and heading for bed, I saw her with her husband and five children coming downstairs.

We smiled at one another in passing, and I saw from his innocent look and oblivious demeanor that my casual lover hadn’t shared news of her snack on my pussy with her husband - who would?

Everyone agreed to Cybil’s suggestion that she stay the night with me and Dad while the other two men serviced Gemma’s holes - both of them.

Back in my bedroom, I held Dad’s hand while he gently fucked Cybil.

“Is Cybil’s pussy tight, Dad?”

“Yes, thank you for inviting her, Hannah.”

“She fist fucked me in the restaurant bathroom. I took her whole fist and a few inches of her forearm.”

“Holy fuck! Are you serious?”

“Never more so. I’m telling you because I want you to fist fuck me occasionally - including my asshole, Dad.”

The fire in his eyes burned like a lava lake inside a volcano, and my father gripped Cybil’s ankles, forced them behind her neck, then reared up and rode her hole hard, gasping and staring at me. I leaned in, kissing her lovingly, staring deep into her eyes.

“Please don’t let this be the last time for us, Hannah.”

“It won’t be - I promise you.”

“Can you visit Andrew and me with your father?”

“Yes, of course. I’ll bring Gemma and her Dad, too, if you like.”

They came together while I kissed Cybil, and I felt the urgency from her stiff tongue reaming my mouth while her entire body shook and exploded with pleasure. Dad’s cum face was a delightful, sordid artwork as he filled our lover with cum that I soon ate out.

Sometime after midnight, Dad and our lover fell asleep, but I was wide awake, so excited, still feeling tingling pleasure inside my pussy and a pleasant stinging from the tears around my sphincter. I rose as silently as I could, donned a dressing gown, and went downstairs to find a snack in the haunted house.

A light was on in the kitchen, and I snuck inside, peering over the shoulder of a chef in his tiny office. He was wanking himself off over CCTV footage.

“Hey, that’s me!”

“Oh, fuck!”

The chef was watching CCTV footage of Cybil’s fist fucking me, and I didn’t know whether to be more shocked about that or the fact they had cameras in the bathroom at all. He looked mortified, trying to stuff his cock away, but I stopped him with a foot slammed hard onto his hand and cock where he sat.

I deftly removed my phone from the bathrobe pocket and took a few snaps of him, his cock, face, and the CCTV footage.

“What are you doing?”

“Getting evidence of your disgrace. If my movie makes it onto the internet, yours will, too.”

“This is private footage from my secret cameras - nobody other than me will ever see it.”

“Keep it that way.”

The chef looked terrified, and I suddenly felt powerful because my fist fucking had drawn him into a frantic masturbation. I held his gaze for a few seconds, smiled, and removed my foot from his hand and cock, admiring what reared up fully.

“Why are you down here? Guests aren’t allowed.”

“Are chefs allowed to hide secret cameras in the ladies’ toilets?”

“No… sorry.”

“I am hungry from fucking all day.”

“Is the guy with you your father?”

“Yes.”

He stood up, zipped up his pocket rocket and grinned at me, realizing we were both sluts.

“My my, you are a bold girl. What would you like to eat?”

“I’d love an omelet, and if it’s good enough, you can fuck me before I return to my father’s bed. My pussy is almost back to its normal tightness.”

“I make the best omelets for a hundred miles in every direction.”

“In which case, you can rest your hand at least for the next few hours.”


Chapter Fourteen

A New Beginning

◆◆◆

I was sad to see Gemma and her Dad leave the hotel, but she and I enjoyed one final fling before saying goodbye. On the morning of everyone’s departure, we showered together, kissed, and then caressed until foreplay descended into tawdry anarchy.

Our bathing became a lovemaking session I will never forget, with us enjoying a writhing mess of naked female bodies on the shower floor. Dad joined us, sliding his cock deep inside Gemma’s pussy while she kneeled doggy style, her sticky clitoris trembling against my lips and tongue.

There was something incredibly sensual about licking a tasty, leaking pussy while my Dad fucked it, and I was sure my best friend agreed as she buried her face between my legs, forcing my thighs back by hooking her elbows behind my knees.

When my Dad squirted his load inside my friend, he slipped his cock out, smiled at me, spanked Gemma’s ass, and left us to it. I forced her upright, gripping both breasts and heaving with all of my strength while she spread her legs wider, feeding me my father’s semen.

“Promise me this isn’t the end, Hannah.”

“Do you want more?”

“Yes… much more, not just your Dad but you as well. Can we, please?”

“Of course. Now, please feed me.”

“With pleasure.”

Gemma relaxed her muscles, and her pussy seal opened, still trembling and suddenly gaping wide from the pounding my Dad gave her. She rocked gently on my face, feeding me lovingly, knowing precisely when her sticky hole was lined up with my lips, dribbling my father’s seed across my tongue, searing my tastebuds.

I licked Gemma’s hole greedily like a bear devours a honeycomb. When she orgasmed inside my mouth, squirting tiny pee jets, I swallowed and choked, enjoying how we could share.

When I kissed Gemma outside the hotel while her Dad loaded their car, passersby watched, some scandalized, others aroused by the scene of two young, pretty girls French kissing as lovers do but friends would never contemplate.

When my friend and her father were gone, and my waving was made pointless by the distance between me and their car, I turned to my father, collapsing into his arms, feeling mildly ill at ease.

“Where are we going next, Karl?”

“Oh my, we’re on first-name terms now.”

“Gemma is right on that point… if we are to be a serious couple, always exposing ourselves as father and daughter isn’t a great idea.”

“No, that’s true. Few people will accept that I love the girl I taught to ride a bike.”

In an instant, our relationship became serious. I was in love with my Dad and knew he felt the same, but since we set out on our road trip, that emotional bond strengthened, whereas I thought once the itch was scratched, desire would fall away.

Dad wrapped an arm around my shoulder like any boyfriend, and we headed back inside the hotel.

“You didn’t answer my question, Karl.”

“Where to next?”

“Yes. We have four days left of this road trip.”

“I thought we might go home, spend a night in our bedroom, pack our gear for the car, and leave again - take this adventure to the next level, so to speak.”

“Really Dad… I mean, Karl?”

“Would you like that?”

“I have a month before college starts.”

“Then we have a month to get to know each other properly, Hannah.”

“What do you mean? We do know each other - very well, I’d say.”

“Not as a couple. Sure, we know each other better than most couples because we have always been father and daughter, but in that relationship, we both have secrets.”

“Such as?”

“Our friends. We don’t share any of that.”

“You know all of mine, Karl.”

“Your friends don’t know about you and me… neither do my buddies. We have never gone for dinner with another couple, had a cook-out, hung out in a wine bar, or shared anything from that part of our lives.”

“Do you want to, Dad?”

“Only if you do. I’d never want to intrude.”

“I see.”

“Does that worry you, Hannah?”

“No, but it does need to be managed.”

“Which is why I agree with your wisdom - sometimes first names are better, but not always.”

“It’s a balance, Dad.”

“Like all things honey.”

I linked my arm with Dad’s, strolling across the foyer toward the stairs. Some people stared, probably wondering whether we were father and daughter or a loving age-gap couple, but I shrugged them off. A new challenge was set, one that involved developing our relationship romantically rather than further sexualizing it. I would still enjoy a sexual adventure with my Dad, but at the same time, we would bond more closely.

“What about Mom and my sisters? You make love to them too.”

“That’s up to you, Hannah. I won’t touch anyone unless you encourage me to.”

“I need to think it through. I don’t want to share you with Mom, but my sisters all have nice boyfriends, so maybe we can play.”

“Let me know what you decide.”

“I need to shop for new clothes, Dad.”

“No problem.”

“Aren’t you going to ask me why?”

“I won’t ever question your choices, Hannah.”

“Okay… well, I will tell you anyway. At the moment, I dress like a High School kid. It’s time I up my game and dress like a woman. A few more dresses, skirts, and fewer pairs of jeans will help. I also need shoes, lingerie, costume jewelry, bags, and… everything a woman has.”

“Whatever you decide, honey. Let’s go and pack.”

“I’ll use my savings.”

“You fucking well won’t.”

“I must, Dad.”

“We have money.”

“You and Mom have money.”

“Okay… let’s leave that matter open for a discussion.”

Dad couldn’t keep his hands off me while packing our things. Something consumed him, and it wasn’t at all sexual - more like a deep emotional need to connect. I felt fresh, exuberant energy surging from him. I couldn’t help myself, so while my father wasn’t looking, I peeled off my skin-tight jeans, shrugged off a blouse, and caught his attention with a tap on his shoulder before slipping out of a fresh, French merlot color lace lingerie set.

“The last thing playing inside my hole was Gemma’s tongue, Daddy. It’s a long ride home, so I would love it if you filled me with your cock and seed.”

“Some company along the journey?”

“Something like that.”

I spread my legs wide and fingered my pussy, swirling two fingers inside my quivering hole, harvesting a heavy coating of my sweet, sticky nectar. When I stepped forward and fed that creamy mess to him, Dad’s eyes shot out as though on stalks, and he gasped, sucking my digits clean.

When I stepped away, my father licked his lips, rifling his fingers through his hair before acknowledging the opportunity before him and hurriedly stripping off, almost in a panic. While he kicked his trousers, shirt, and boxer briefs aside, I crawled onto the bed, cramming a pillow underneath my midriff, helping point my creamy, trembling hole high.

I felt warm, my body tingled, and love consumed me. I closed my eyes, picturing my father standing naked behind me. The man who loved and raised me now devoted himself to me differently, as a girlfriend, possibly a fiancee, and maybe one day, a wife, hopefully, the mother to his children. Moments from now, my father would fill my pussy with his fantastic cock - taking what was his to enjoy or share, and all I could think about was a tiny egg in my ovaries I wished was unprotected.

When the bulging head of my father’s cock parted my swollen pussy lips, stretching open the pink, sticky seal Gemma had licked, I couldn’t help thinking about my heady teenage years. During puberty, I longed for Dad’s loving touch beyond the playfulness I had enjoyed all my life with him.

I now felt the love I had desperately yearned for, and my body surged excitedly from a gentle caressing of my silken thighs with his fingertips. When my father kneeled behind me, clawing my ass cheeks wide open, his tongue plowed the length of my pussy. He tickled my clitoris momentarily, dragging it from side to side before lapping the sticky cream that seeped from my glands into the throbbing pink furrow that Gemma had eaten an hour or so earlier. 

While my father slid his cock balls deep inside my trembling, tight pussy, I replayed the moment he fucked Gemma, then Cybil, and the few minutes when I rode the chef’s cock in exchange for an omelet. A montage of my dreams became a hedonistic guilty pleasure as I added the memories of fingering myself in my teenage innocence.

“What are you thinking about, Dad?”

“I can’t say.”

“Me neither.”

Dad plowed my pussy hard while I gripped the mattress edging and dug my fingernails in like claws while pushing my hole backward onto his solid, energized shaft. I needed his cock inside me and didn’t care about conventions, enjoying the moment my emotions erupted, simultaneously declaring Karl my boyfriend and father. I needed him to be both, and I wouldn’t be denied that because the man who would be my life partner already was my guiding light, albeit in a different way.

“Fuck me harder, please, Daddy.”

“With pleasure, honey.”

My Dad howled like a satisfied beast when his cock jerked, and he filled me with ropes of his hot seed that painted my cervix. In utter ecstasy, my body tensed, and I screamed into a pillow, biting the goose feathers and cotton lining, restricting my breathing. That mild asphyxiation added to my joy as my soul erupted, and an intense orgasm consumed me.

When my father fell into my arms, post-coitus, it was my moment of opportunity. As my lover’s testosterone levels dropped off, I stared into his eyes.

“Are you sure about this, Dad?”

“More than anything in my life, Hannah - you are my soulmate, and I want us to be together forever.”

“As a couple, but still as my Dad, right? I can’t lose my father.”

“We will make it work, honey.”

“I know we will.”

There was a certain kinkiness to fucking the man who raised me. As fanciful, romantic, and arousing as it was to imagine him taking me when I was younger, Karl hadn’t been that sort of father, and I wasn’t that kind of daughter - but we could fantasize and have fun around our age gap, too. I had a bunch of tight-fitting High School clothes that would help.

We carried the luggage paniers to our bike, where Dad fitted them, and we mounted up for the last time. Our road trip was ending, but my life’s journey with the man of my dreams was beginning. I felt excited and rejuvenated, and I realized the mild sorrow nagging me for a few days when I was alone had been because our road trip was ending - now that it wasn’t, I felt joyous.

Dad craned his neck and smiled at me, revving his powerful engine.

“Are you ready for a new dawn, Hannah?”

“Damn, straight I am, Karl.”
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