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Chapter One

You're Going To Slut School, My Girl

◆◆◆

I knew a big lump of shit had hit the fan even before descending the staircase. My stepdad, Keith, was furious about my recent general behavior, specifically a spate of drunken nights out. As I sat on the top step, I heard Mom yell at him from the kitchen, saying the most vicious things while they argued about me.

"You can't send her to Fanbury Hall, Keith. It's not a fucking finishing school; it’s a place where parents send their slutty daughters to be rewired. My daughter isn't going there, and that's final."

"Hannah is behaving like a slut, and it won’t be long before she’s taken advantage of if that hasn't already happened. She dresses in skirts far too short and often wears no panties. In case you didn't notice, our daughter escapes this house most nights, coming back excessively drunk in the early hours of the morning with no clue what happened to her."

"She's my daughter, not yours, Keith, and Hannah is eighteen now, which means she can do whatever she pleases."

"Eighteen is still a kid, and anyway, I thought we agreed to raise Hannah together?"

"Yes, but that's all changed now. You're not managing my daughter like she's an asset at your company to be moved around some fucking playbook."

"Is this about our shitty marriage Cindy, or are we focused on Hannah and her problems?"

"Keith, I don't want to hear it. You are not controlling, Hannah. Our marriage is only shitty because you can't turn the page and move on."

"That's a bit rich. Let me get this straight, please. You're saying your biological daughter is no longer my daughter to love and support as I have done since she was a baby because you fucked another guy last year?"

"I don't care how you describe what I did; just leave my daughter alone. She's not going to Fanbury Hall, and that's all there is to it."

"Okay, well, since it’s none of my business and she’s eighteen, Hannah must stop this behavior if she wants to keep an allowance from me. She can come to the office, learn, and earn like everyone else in her situation before college starts."

"You shouldn't threaten Hannah with money."

"I'm not threatening anymore. It's either Fanbury Hall and a change of her behavior or no fucking allowance. If she's your daughter but not mine, you can pay for her lifestyle, but I'm not helping until Hannah's life is back on the rails."

My Dad had a point, and I leaned far more to his side than Mom's, but he was wrong about me being a slut. I was out far too late at night, drinking excessively and hanging with the wrong crowd, but my virginity was intact because I was saving it for a very special recipient.

Keith had been kind by taking my mom and me in when I was too young to know any other father. In the beginning and for years after they married, our lives were extraordinary, and he was every bit the father I needed and loved. When the quarreling came, it was Mom to blame, not my Dad.

My fucked-in-the-head Mom messed everything up by having a six-month affair a year ago that almost broke my stepdad's heart.

Then I went loco and started drinking and acting out.

I sat upstairs on the landing, disheartened that I'd caused so much pain between two people I loved very much. I didn't want to become a slut, and the booze was making me feel sluggish and sick most mornings.

I listened to their quarreling, knowing it was all my fault on this occasion. When I could take no more, I ran downstairs, gate-crashing their argument, waving my hands like a crazy person, shouting.

"Can you two stop squabbling, please? Mom, I'll go to Fanbury Hall if that's what it takes to get sober and straightened out."

My step-father looked stunned. I was usually very confrontational by nature, but this time, I caved in, no longer willing to be the source of their unpleasantness. I had an alcohol problem combined with a rebellious nature and wanted to solve that before something terrible happened during one of my all-night benders.

Dad placed his hands on my shoulders, staring straight into my eyes. I saw love, concern, and a seriousness that scared me a bit.

"Are you being serious about going to Fanbury Hall, Hannah?"

"Does it matter what I say right now, Dad? Would you believe me anyway?"

"I think this will be good for you."

"I'll pack now, and we can leave right away."

Keith was already on the phone when I set off back upstairs, dismissing my mother with a slightly insolent wave. I would not become a pawn in her game of spite with a husband who had been nothing but decent to both of us.

She'd never tried to protect me from myself as Keith always did, and now reasonable boundaries had been stretched too far. I knew it; Mom probably did, too, but she fought Dad on every issue because he wouldn’t forgive her slutty indiscretion. I’d agreed years ago to a no-drinking rule until I was twenty-one, per the law in our state. I hadn't stuck by that and was proud enough to own my shit.

My step-father helped me carry two suitcases downstairs while mom fumed silently, waiting at the front door, annoyingly tapping her foot on a highly polished parquet wooden floor. I'd packed for a month-long stay at the renowned boot camp run by what my friends called the slut retraining school.

Mom barred my way through the front door and eyeballed me.

"Are you sure this is what you want, Hannah? Keith has no say in what you do unless you allow it."

I squinted at her, disappointed and angered she would draw me into her beef with my stepdad.

"He's the only father I've ever known. Why would you take him away from me, mom?"

"Keith's an asshole."

"No, Mom. You're the one who cheated. Keith did nothing wrong. You’re a slutty woman who doesn’t know when she’s onto a good thing.”

“Okay… maybe you should leave.”

“I will.” 

I felt sad hugging and kissing her before we left because she was so filled with hate that I felt nothing but her negative emotions. Maybe we could have had a calmer discussion and agreed on me going later, but I couldn't blame Keith for wanting to be on the way quickly. He was a problem solver, and I was the problem.

I felt uncomfortable in the car with just two of us because Dad seemed deeply upset. Who could blame him? His life had become an episodic nightmare of arguing with a woman I doubted loved him anymore. I smiled at him, then leaned my head onto his shoulder without distracting his eyes from the road.

"I consider you to be my Dad. Don't worry what Mom says."

"Do you, though, sweetheart?"

"Yeah. You are right about me needing to change. You haven't got all the facts, but my alcohol consumption has reached dangerous levels, I am doing dumb things, and the people I'm hanging out with are nasty."

"Why not stop it all, then?"

"It's not easy to resist when everyone else is partying, and I'm not."

"I can understand that Hannah, but I'm terrified for your safety."

"I know, and that's why I'm agreeing to spend a month at Fanbury Hall for rewiring."

He chuckled, and I did, too. Neither of us believed the rumors, which I was sure were fomented by idle gossipers. Girls went there and never returned; some said they were incarcerated in the basement, where they remain today, and others claim the girls graduated and went on to new, beautiful lives.

"The rumors about Fanbury Hall can't be true, Hannah."

"I know. Will you be alright at home alone with Cindy?"

“Cindy, now?”

“She can’t be my Mom if she’s stealing my Dad. I don’t want to lose you from my life. It’s her choice to walk away from me, not mine.”

"I'll manage at home. You just focus on getting yourself healthy."

My problem was that I'd matured too quickly, got my period young, rebelled before I was fourteen, and was firmly off the rails by seventeen. Mom’s excursion off the marital reservation into a life of cheating tipped me right over the edge.

With college beckoning and a bright future after working at Dad's company, I knew my biggest obstacle was an untimely and frequent bad attitude that descended like a red mist over my eyes, taking control - usually alcohol induced.

I searched the school website on my iPad and scrolled through their standard prospectus material. The website made me feel unenthused because Fanbury Hall seemed like a boarding school where girls read poetry while gazing wistfully out of old sash windows, dreaming of their Mr. Darcy, or they learned to play croquet on a dull, flat lawn.

I found a secure portal at the bottom of their home page and clicked it.

"Did the school send any login and password details for their website with the booking confirmation you made?”

"Yeah, it's on an email I got ten minutes ago, Hannah. Here, check my phone."

I clicked the login link from an email on Keith's phone, keyed in a password they'd provided, and entered the school’s secure network. What I saw on the site was jaw-dropping. I had to flick through several pages, checking that the URL was genuine before I mentioned anything to Dad.

"Have you heard of pony play, Dad?"

"No. Is that horse riding?"

"Nope... what about paddling for obedience?"

"Sounds like kayaking. I expect this whole month will be physically challenging, Hannah, because that's how they instill personal discipline."

"Umm, Dad… do you know that every girl staying at Fanbury Hall must always have a guardian with her?”

"Do you mean someone like me?"

"Yeah. It says so right here in the school terms and conditions. I think they've assumed you'll be staying at the Hall along with me."

"Fuck, no way! I can't spare that amount of time and... and... I'm sure that can't be right."

"I think it is Daddy."

"Are you sure?"

I was stunned by images of girls bending over their guardian's knees being spanked with a bare hand, others that played naked croquet, and then more ladies wearing ball gowns, taking the hand of the man charged with their care to dance together.

This is so fucking weird.

"Yep, I'm sure, Dad. There's an induction session for both of us on day one, including a medical examination for me that you must attend as a witness."

"Jesus Christ. I can't stay with you for a month."

"Is that because of my poor behavior, Dad?"

"Oh, come on, Hannah, that's not fair. I love spending time with you. We used to be inseparable. I have to work, is all."

"Let's turn around and go home, then. Maybe Mom will join me another time - we can rebook.”

"We're almost there, Hannah. We must take a look around the place and chat with the principal to see if guardianship is a hard and fast rule."

"Okay, but I'll warn you now, Dad. This place isn't what you think it is."

If I showed Keith the images, he’d probably steer us off the road. Not attending Fanbury today meant going home for another confrontation with Mom, so I chose to keep the confusing and sleazy images I had discovered to myself.

I was surprised but also excited by what I’d seen on the website and figured this could be a great deal of fun, especially if my Dad stayed with me. He was a gorgeous and fit man. I’d had a crush on him since my early teenage years, partly because I acted up very young. I wanted and needed a thrashing, and I understood that about myself, but I hadn't secured one because Dad was too decent, and I was terrified to ask.

Watching videos of stepdaughters being spanked by their fathers dominated my online search history.

When he parked our Range Rover on the gravel area in front of an old mansion house, I think the dress code shocked him, too. The girls all wore ultra-short, slutty school skirts that barely covered their ass cheeks. Tight white blouses were tailored with bust darts below the breasts, revealing shape and nipple location perfectly, while white cotton ankle socks and black patent leather shoes finished a classic schoolgirl look.

I smiled at my Dad, enjoying his amazed expression and jaw that dropped wide open. When I nudged him in the ribs to get some attention away from the horny-looking sluts passing by, he smiled and shook his head in disbelief.

"We'd better get inside and buy me a uniform, Dad. Seems you like it here already."

"Umm, I'm still trying to figure out this place, Hannah. The girls are dressed wildly inappropriately."

"We agreed to try fixing me. I need discipline, or my life will get fucked up."

"Can you at least dispense with the potty mouth, Hannah, please? In fact, we both probably should."

"That's my point, Dad. I'm struggling to control myself and acting on pure impulse. Maybe this place can make a positive difference in my life."

He helped me out of the car, ever a gentleman at heart. I noticed other girls holding their guardian's hands, so I slipped mine into Dad’s, remembering happier days when I behaved nicer and more like his little girl.

The spartan feel of the wood-paneled hallway leading to the headmistress’s office matched the sober expressions and demeanor of the staff, girls, and their male guardians who strolled past me. From a snatched glimpse, I noticed one girl bowed her head, surreptitiously winking while flashing me a naughty grin.

I half turned while walking briskly, glancing at my step-father, who smiled back innocently, shrugging.

"Yes, this will be a great place to enjoy some discipline, Dad.”

"Are you sure, Hannah? The dress code seems slutty, but at least everyone is suitably miserable."

"Here's the place to find out, Dad."

We stopped, and I pointed to a small wooden and steel chain swing sign above a mostly glass door. The writing was brilliant white and hand-painted, striking fear into my heart. When Dad gripped my hand tighter, I knew he shared the same anxiety.

Headmistress. 

Dad knocked sharply on a frosted glass panel, and we waited outside like a couple of kids in trouble.

"This feels weird, Dad, to be honest. It's almost like we're both in deep shit."

"I know. It's funny. This reminds me of when I was in school."

"Were you in trouble a lot?"

"All the fucking time Hannah, just like you. We're more alike than you realize."

“Potty mouth, Dad - remember?”

We chuckled, probably too loudly, because it echoed through the now-empty hallway. I felt the camaraderie and safety of a kid standing outside the head's office with another victim, even though my hand sat nervously entwined by Dad’s trembling fingers.

"Were both adults and terrified of an office, Dad? What the fuck is that all about?"

"Don't worry, Hannah. I expect she'll be very gentle with us."

The Headmistress's door opened from the inside, and an unexpectedly attractive middle-aged woman stepped out. She smiled with such assurance and friendliness that I was knocked off balance.

"Hello. You must be Hannah and Mr. Rodgers."

"Umm, yes, we are."

"I'm Trixy."

Dad was just as enthralled by the headmistress as I was, taking her handshake when offered. We followed her into the office, which felt like a museum, and I noticed him checking out her ass on the way. I saw sports memorabilia everywhere, with crossed hockey sticks on the wall among all kinds of other bats, balls, and racquets.

I gasped when I spotted a row of paddles pinned to the wall neatly arranged in size order. They ranged from hairbrush size to something more like a two-handed kayak paddle.

Holy fuck! Those must be for spanking.

I prayed Dad would be forced to stay with me at Fanbury Hall, if only for my protection from an overly zealous thrashing delivered by an expert hand. At least if he did it, I'd receive a measured spanking because he was kind and loved me.

Trixy pointed at two seats in front of her desk.

"Have a seat, both of you."

Trixy circled her desk gracefully, floating like an Albatross crossing a vast ocean. Keith was captivated by her beauty, but so was I, incapable of tearing my eyes away from her perfectly symmetrical face, full breasts, tight ass cheeks, and solid nipples pointing at me when she turned to sit.

Her voice was firm, compelling me to obey her whims in a way I'd never experienced before. Dad cleared his throat, and the headmistress smiled like a deadly assassin might when handing her victim a poisoned chalice.

"I think there has been some misunderstanding, Trixy

"What might that be, Mr. Rodgers?"

"Call me Keith, please."

"Umm, perhaps I will one day, Mr. Rodgers, but not today, and certainly never while you are in my office. Familiarity breeds contempt.”

My eyes popped out on stalks, and I choked, wanting to laugh out loud at the sass of a woman who just chastised a man who paid her thirty thousand bucks to correct his daughter's behavior. I gawped at him, then her, but she smiled nonchalantly at Keith like it was no big deal.

He’d been admonished like a child. Trixy stared at me, pointing a finger, moving it vertically.

"Hannah... please close your mouth. A lady only opens her mouth to eat, speak or fellate a worthy gentleman's cock. Are you doing any of those things soon?"

I choked and gasped, noting my Dad did the same.

It was Keith's turn for his chin to hit the floor and spit like a drowning man, but he handled it slightly better than me, recovering quickly. I drew my chin off the floor; Trixy nodded, satisfied, and turned her attention back to Dad.

Did she just say suck cock?

"You were about to explain the problem you believe we have, Mr. Rodgers. Before you do that, I'll say politely that your problem won't ever become mine, but I'm happy to help offer a solution if possible.

"Yes... well, apparently, your terms and conditions suggest Hannah must have a guardian with her for the whole month while she’s here."

"It's not a suggestion, Mr. Rodgers. It's an absolute rule. Was I less than clear on the school’s website?”

"I can't stay here for a month, so I'll have to arrange for Hannah's Mom to arrive later today, possibly tomorrow."

"That's not acceptable, Mr. Rodgers."

"Why not?"

"I would have thought it plainly understood without my explanation. This boot camp is for over eighteen-year-old wayward girls and their stepparents. If Hannah's mother is her biological parent and you are a stepfather, then how can you be swapped out?"

"Well... umm... that's very odd."

"What is?"

"Why must a step-parent accompany their daughter throughout her lessons at all?”

“Fanbury Hall remedies reconciles, or otherwise restructures the relationship between a step-daughter and her step-parent so that it aligns with their desired outcomes using an appropriate framework of discipline, love, and acceptance."

"Remedy, reconcile, or restructure?"

"Yes, Mr. Rodgers. Are you committed to settling Hannah down in your home?"

"Well, yes, of course I am. I just paid thirty grand, hoping to do just that."

"Then you must support fully here as her guardian for the month."

"Oh, my."

"The alternative is for you both to leave at any time, foregoing all fees already paid."

"Fuck!"

Her face turned stony, and some color drained from both cheeks. I saw displeasure writ subtly in her expression, noting it for future caution when interacting with Trixy.

"You're an American, Mr. Rodgers, and I am British, but I've picked up some of your colloquialisms and slang. Hear me well, please, and understand this. There is to be no more potty mouth while attending Fanbury Hall, and you just had a first and only strike. Since neither of you seems able to read our terms and conditions accurately, am I clear about that, at least?"

She smiled so beautifully at my dad, suggesting she might either sit on his face or offer him a cup of tea. I was gobsmacked, and so was Keith, whose bottom lip trembled like Mom's rabbit vibrator when going flat out.

"Abundantly clear, Trixy, yes... I definitely understand."

"Good boy... why don't you and Hannah run along now, chat in an empty form room, then decide if you'd like to stay.”

She stood and politely ushered us from her office, ensuring we understood that our time with her was up.

“Let the Form Mistress know if you want to stay at Fanbury Hall. She's down the hall and will process you both, offering suitable accommodations based on your relationship choices. If you're not staying with us, meeting you both was a pleasure. Goodbye."

She nodded her head, shaking both of our hands while gently pushing me out of the door, using a firm hand that clenched my ass tightly. When we were alone in the hallway, I had to hold a hand over my mouth to stifle a fit of giggles. Dad's mouth opened and closed like a goldfish until he found the words to speak.

"That's the most polite fuck off, and stop bothering me, I’ve ever heard, Hannah."

"Me too."

"Where is the form room?"

I glanced down the hallway and saw a sign for the nearest form room. Once inside, we laughed out loud while Dad paced around what looked like a registration or standard classroom. The old-style wooden desks had flip-top lids, and inkwells were reamed into the solid wood end pieces.

Two iron grip exercise bike-like handles on the forward edge of the desk looked perfect for a girl to hold on to while someone issued her ass paddling from behind. I said nothing to Dad about it, hoping he wouldn't notice because I really wanted to stay and try out some of the rituals I was sure they had on the curriculum.

He looked worried, took my hands, and I noticed his fingers trembled.

"Is it too weird, Hannah, or would you like to stay here? "

"Yes, please, Dad. I'd really like to stay."

"I'll have to stay here with you, and I'll confess, it's already getting a bit weird for me."

"Don't worry, I'll protect you from Trixy, Dad."

"I doubt either of us is a match for her, sweetheart."

"Can we stay, please?"

"Yes, of course. I guess we'd better go and find the Form Mistress."

We strolled further along the hallway until a sign confirmed where our Form Mistress was. Dad rapped on another door, and a pleasant-looking older woman opened it, bidding us to walk in with a wafting hand.

For some reason, she addressed me rather than Keith.

"You've decided to stay then, Hannah?”

"How do you know who we are?"

"Ahh, the booking was marked as an emergency, and you’re the only new registrant we have today. Everyone else arrived yesterday and is already settled in, trying things out. Now... sit at a desk and fill out the questionnaire I provided. You mustn't confer."

Dad looked suspicious and held up a hand as though wanting permission to use a toilet.

"Why can't we confer?"

"Because each of you is here to establish a fresh start with the other, we need to understand the basis of that relationship dynamic. If you confer, we’ll unlikely get the truth from either of you."

"Okay."

"There is a specific question set for each of you based on your current status and desired outcomes. Please be honest, or you will waste your time and money.”

I sat down at a desk three rows behind my Dad. The whole experience felt naughty and somewhat adventurous - arousing me. My heart thumped loudly as the beat quickened, and I felt a familiar, tawdry warmth in my panties. Keith seemed worried when he read the questions, going to the Form Mistress's desk, where the two had a heated, whispered debate.

I tried to eavesdrop but only caught their parting shots.

“The questionnaire is confidential, Mr. Rodgers; just complete it or leave."

I was intrigued and opened the A3 folded in half question paper to see what had spooked Dad.

	Date Of Birth. 
	Name. 
	Marital Status. 
	Are you a virgin? Y/N. 
	Have you ever been finger banged? Y/N. 
	Have you sucked a man's cock? Y/N. 
	Have you licked a woman's pussy? Y/N. 
	Have you helped anyone masturbate? Y/N. 
	How frequently do you masturbate? Daily/Weekly/Monthly. 
	What are the dates for your next period? __/__/____ 
	What relationship would you like to build with your stepfather? 
	More friendly and agreeable. 
	A stricter father/daughter dynamic within usual constraints. 
	Discipline that entails regular spanking/paddling/thrashing 
	Romantic. 
	Pure Fuck Buddy. 
	I just want to fuck him once to get it out of my system before moving on. 


	12 Are your step-father and biological mother - happily married/estranged/is he widowed/is either party cheating? 
	13 Has your stepfather already fucked you? Y/N. 
	14 Would you like your stepfather to fuck you? Y/N/DK.  


I stood up, panicked, and waved my paper to attract the Form Mistress's attention.

"What the fuck is all this about, Miss?”

She strode down an aisle separating columns of desks, sweeping past my dad like a lioness hunting down her prey, stopping abruptly at the end of my desk. When she leaned forward into my face to whisper, I smelled carbolic soap and saw an expression with zero tolerance for sass.

"What is your problem, Hannah?"

"Umm... this! These! And oh yeah, this too!"

I pointed to the questions about sexual activity, which shocked me. When my quivering finger hovered over question eleven, she must have recognized the terror in my eyes because hers squinted at me while both lips pursed tightly.

"These questions are only a dilemma for step-daughters who don’t know what they want, and you’ll see that is also an option. This questionnaire never elicits such a rude retort as yours. I’ll assume it is because your application was made at the last minute.”

“These are the oddest questions. I wasn’t expecting them.”

“Hannah, don’t be tedious. Just get on with answering the questions, be a good girl, and exercise some responsibility for the life you want. Select don’t know or multiple options if you wish, but don't create any more of a spectacle of yourself."

"Okay, sorry, but seeing some of those options was just a little surprising.”

“Remember that Fanbury Hall is about informed consent and fixing problems between parents and daughters. Even after completing this questionnaire, you are not committed to any recommended activities."

"I can refuse or walk away anytime I want?"

"Of course, Hannah. Your stepdad can do the same, too."

As she passed by my dad, he handed over his completed paper. I was desperate to see his answers, but I was denied when the Form Mistress checked it over and nodded approvingly before sliding his paper inside an envelope, licking and sealing its flap.

"Hannah, hurry up. Trixy will meet with the curriculum committee in an hour to study these papers and set specific lessons that will meet your criteria. I need to review your answers to allocate accommodation."

"Okay, Miss."

"I'm Annabella, by the way."

I hurriedly ticked, crossed out, and filled in the questionnaire, deciding that honesty was the best possibility while praying my answers would be compatible with my Dad’s. I felt surprised by the trembling tickle inside my pussy and by how damp my French knickers had become.

When I handed my paper to Annabella, she smiled warmly before carefully reviewing and then tucking my answers into a buff envelope like my Dad’s. She looked up and smiled confidently at us, pointing toward the door.

"You'll attend a medical examination together once Trixy has decided its format. You really should not discuss the answers you gave and trust the process to deliver both of you positive outcomes."

"Okay. Where do we go now?"

"Collect your luggage and follow the yellow wall signs. You're looking for our third-floor apartment 4a. When a decision is made, someone will fetch you to the doctor’s clinic.”

We chose to find and check out the apartment before collecting our luggage. It also gave us a chance to discuss the oddities of our questionnaires.

"That was very weird, Dad."

“I feel relieved.”

“Why relieved?”

“Because I got something off my chest.”

“Can you be more specific, Dad?”

“I think we got different questions, but some were strange. I figured different relationships and expectations are being managed here. I'm very clear about what I want for us and answered the questions honestly."

"Yeah, me too."

I felt slightly nervous, with uncomfortable knots in my stomach, because it didn't sound like my dad was entirely on the same page as me. I couldn’t believe he was asked if he wanted to fuck me and remained calm, having answered.

We arrived at our apartment, an innocuous wood door with intricate carvings. Inside was a gorgeous haven of tranquility with an enormous combined living/kitchen/dining room carpeted in deep pile lime green with matching curtains hung at five massive floor-to-ceiling windows with fantastic views over a vast estate.

Oak paneling on the walls felt reassuring and relaxing, and a highly polished alabaster dining table with carved wooden chairs and deep cushions was luxuriant.

I dove onto one of two long, dark brown leather sofas that must have been delivered straight from a Milan furniture show, flicking off my heels while scrunching myself down into the deep cushions.

"This will do nicely for a month, Dad."

"We have three bedrooms, Hannah. Two have en-suite bathrooms with rain showers; the third is locked."

"It might be a store cupboard."

"Maybe."

He strolled around our apartment, checking drawers, cupboards, and a gigantic fridge crammed with soft drinks, fruits, and other treats. I connected my phone to a Bang & Olufson Bluetooth music speaker and streamed a playlist of my favorite beats, the same as Dad's.

A knock at our door disrupted my enjoyment of the music and halted Keith's exploration. He glanced quizzically at me, but I could only shrug.

"You're the parent. I guess that makes you boss.”

"I'll answer the door then."

"Yeah, you should, Dad."

It was Trixy and what seemed to be a young female nurse, judging by her gown. They strode in confidently and for unfathomable reasons; I instantly leaped off the sofa, standing almost to attention. The headmistress smiled at us and opened a large, flat wooden box of the style where a man might store his cigars.

"It's time we fit Hannah for a ponytail and select her first paddle. Come, girl.”

"Umm... what's that now?"

"You'll need to undress for this, or at least remove your panties and lift the skirt while your step-father sizes your anal whorl for a tail."

"My fucking what, now?”

"Then we'll use the paddle immediately to correct your sustained potty mouth. I did warn you, Hannah.”

I stared at Keith in utter terror. He was as open-mouthed as I was. My heart pounded, and adrenaline surged through every fiber of my body, preparing it for flight. With the box in Trixy's hands open, I saw a row of various-sized stainless steel butt plugs with a gorgeous red horsehair plume that obviously screwed into the one that would fit inside my back passage.

“This is called pony play, my dear. I expect you and Mr. Rodgers might want to enjoy evenings together in front of the fire with this anal joy plug inserted inside you.”

She approached me, obviously concerned because I was terrified. Trixy led me away from Dad into one of the bedrooms, where we could chat quietly. She looked genuinely concerned.

"Isn't this what you want, Hannah?"

"Christ, I don't know, Trixy. Is it?"

"Were you being honest with your answers to the questionnaire?"

"Yes."

"Have you changed your mind at all?"

"No."

"Then please trust the process, and let's get you fitted with a pony plug. You'll be much happier once crawling around on the carpet on your hands and knees with your stepdad holding the reins."

“Are you saying he’s going to see me naked and play with my butthole?”

"You'll make a fine show pony, and the horsehair plume can be unscrewed most of the time, leaving you plugged beautifully to enjoy its stimulation while you and Mr. Rodgers spend quality time in the evening. It even vibrates and won't seriously affect your anal v-card, which can be taken in time.”

"Keith will know about my choices."

"You'll figure out how to ease him in, Hannah. You are a smart girl."

"Okay. If I get naked, does he have to as well?"

"Not here for this fitting, but during the medical exam; yes, he does."

"Okay. I'll take the risk."

"Get undressed now and join us in the living room. You'll need to lean over the sofa while your stepdad tests and fits your anal plug."

"Jesus, this is just so weird."

"Do you like that exciting feeling, Hannah?"

She eyeballed me as though challenging for the truth. I was getting tired and needed a drink that I knew wouldn't be offered, and, to be honest, we were beyond the point of no return.

"Yes. I kinda do. It feels exciting to have a fresh start with Keith."

"Then put your best foot forward and impress him."


Chapter Two

Fitting My Ponytail

◆◆◆

I slid my baby blue delicate French lace panties down to my knees because going any further took me beyond a line of my acceptable vulnerability. I had never exposed my pussy to any man, never mind showing them my anal whorl - a hole I never considered fuckable. 

In allowing him to handle my most private body parts, I worried my Dad would figure out how I'd answered the induction questionnaire. My mind swirled, and my heart beat so loudly I thought Trixy must hear it. I assessed the likelihood of Dad’s sexual or romantic interest in me. Unless pony play and butt plugs were part of a regular curriculum at Fanbury Hall, my father must have some sexual or romantic design on me, or he wouldn't be so enthused about fitting my butt plug and tail.

I stared at the headmistress, terrified like a rabbit caught in the headlights.

“Is wearing a ponytail obligatory, Trixy?”

“Every girl must.”

Fuck - it has no special meaning then.

"What if my father considers me a slut?"

"If you're a virgin, how could Mr. Rodgers possibly think that?"

"Because I've been staying out late, getting drunk, acting up and hanging around with assholes. When he and Mom repeatedly referred to me as a slut, I let it pass, which I realize now was a big mistake.”

"You'll be undergoing an examination by our doctor. He'll probably only be able to approximate your purity. Virginity tests aren't very reliable, but I'm sure Mr. Rodgers will know the truth about your good or bad behavior when you are both in that examination room together."

"Are you sure about that, Trixy?"

She looked at me like my mother used to before she became an asshole, softly, with a kind expression and loving warmth in her eyes. Trixy touched my arm gently, stroking it lightly.

“Don’t worry, honey. I’m sure you're being truthful with me right now. Sincerity and honesty are written all over your face, my dear. I have a knack for discovering and exposing liars - you are a good girl now, which is how you should think of yourself.”

"How do you know?"

"I've been around girls long enough to know you are one who rarely apologizes and doesn't need to lie. You came clean about needing this boot camp when it was proposed. It’s time to let go of the past.”

"I knew I was off the rails."

"Do you lie, Hannah?”

I thought about her question momentarily while a thin rivulet of my shame gathered where it leaked through my panties, then dribbled down my right thigh, twirling around to the back of my knee, finding the most straightforward route down my leg. I knew my poor behavior didn't extend to lying, and Trixy nailed that about me quickly.

"I don't lie often, but when I do, it's usually to benefit someone else or prevent an upset. I don’t like hurting people’s feelings, which is why I find my behavior so crazy - I don’t know why I did any of those stupid things.”

“Were you trying to get someone’s attention? Dad, maybe?”

“I’m wondering that too. I felt happy since we left home this morning and had him to myself.”

"Okay. Do you see what I mean? I'm sure Mr. Rodgers also feels that about you deep down, even if he hasn’t fully realized it yet. He raised you right, and that gives him insight."

"Why do you call him Mr. Rodgers and me Hannah?"

"Can you keep a secret, Hannah?"

"Not if it might harm my Dad; otherwise, yes."

"This won't harm him... well, not much anyway. You see... here at Fanbury Hall, we have a strict rule that each stepdaughter must have only one dominant or be the dominant one themselves. That means you or Mr. Rodgers must be the dominant. In your case, it's him - I am sure of it. You are divinely submissive, and he’ll handle any disciplinary action against you."

"Okay, that still doesn't explain why you call him Mr. Rodgers."

"If it becomes necessary, I'm his dominant."

"Oh, I see. So if my Dad steps out of line-."

"I'll thrash him... yes. Doing that might be awkward if I were on first-name terms with your stepfather.”

“Okay, got it.”

“I trust you'll say nothing about this, Hannah. I can't abide when some subs deliberately step out of line to get some spanking action."

"Does that happen often?"

"Too often for my liking, but it’s easily remedied. A short, sharp rebuke is the best way to overcome transgression. Now... are you ready for your anal plug fitting, dear?"

"Yes."

"Try to behave demurely without losing the moxie that makes you interesting."

"You find me interesting?"

"Oh yes, my dear. Especially now I understand you better."

"How did you figure me out? Was it the questionnaire?"

"Well, yes. That, by observing you and the pussy juices currently leaking down your calf muscle - I know that naughty aroma anywhere.”

She raised an eyebrow, smiled lasciviously, and stooped down, pressing a finger hard against my leg right where the shameful, sticky trail ended. My head exploded in a drunken lust when Trixy slid her digit up my leg, gently parting my swollen labia before swirling her fingertip inside my soaking wet hole.

When she held up a glistening, creamy finger, I gasped, held onto her shoulder, and grinned like a sleazy whore.

"Be a good girl, Hannah, and lick my finger clean."

I caught an overwhelming scent of my sticky hormonal aromatics on the end of her cream-laden fingertip. Her beauty, poise, and presence mesmerized me, and I wanted to be a good girl for her. When I tasted my first-ever sliver of pussy juice, something blew open inside me. A sense of joy and freedom hit me like a warm sirocco wind shimmering over my body on a cooling desert evening.

I smiled, and Trixy laughed.

"That was your first time tasting lady cream, right?"

"Yes, Trixy."

"Do you enjoy the taste of pussy?"

"Very much."

"Just wait until the first time you peel back Mr. Rodgers’ foreskin, and the smell of his precum hits you."

"How do you know my stepdad has a foreskin, Trixy?"

"You both had different questions to answer, giving me the insights I need to help, Hannah. Now... please - less chatter, young lady, and more butt-plug measuring with your Dad. Let's go back to the others."

When I walked back into our apartment living room, my Dad’s eyes tracked straight to mine before he glanced down at my ass. It was the first time I'd ever caught him checking me out sexually, and it made me shimmer gloriously like the stars on a clear night.

From the expression he briefly gave me, I knew Keith was excited. My confidence grew, and I put a swagger into my step because he looked sleazy, filled with desire and desperation dancing in his eyes. The atmosphere in our living room was instantly electrified, as though a monumental moment in my life had arrived—a coming of age.

When I got close to him, Dad slipped his trembling hand in mine, and I stared up, locking eyes for a moment, surprised by how sexually affected he was. His pupils dilated, his nostrils flared, and I noticed a quickening in his breathing.

"You'll have to bend over the sofa, Hannah."

"I know, Dad. I want to do this for us.”

"Are you sure this is right for you, baby girl?”

“Being here with you is lifting me already. I feel calmer and desperately want a ponytail like the other girls.”

Trixy took my hand, leading me over to the sofa. Her gaze was warm and comforting when it met mine, and her hands felt gentle as she bent me forward, gripping my neck and leaning me over the sofa while holding my midriff steady. It felt sordid, thrilling me while my pussy tingled and leaked.

She tapped my right foot with hers, encouraging it further sideways.

“Please spread your legs a little wider apart, Hannah. Ease of access to your rectum for Mr. Rodgers is crucial. Always providing an easy means of entrance to your trinity of sex holes is a good habit to get into in every regard, my dear - what you wear, how you groom your pussy, how to position yourself to enjoy a tongue or cock - you’ll figure it out.”

"Yes, Miss."

"You see how quickly you learn? You're such a good girl when managed correctly."

"I am becoming better."

She turned to my father and beckoned him closer.

"Okay. Mr. Rodgers and Hannah - let’s begin orientation. This is a standard procedure designed to welcome a stepdaughter to the curriculum. It means nothing in terms of the answers you gave earlier. Every daughter and her guardian must do this, so please, no titillation or exploration beyond simply fitting the anal device."

Fuck... I thought, well... okay, let's see.

After a slight knock on my confidence, I felt happier when Dad's eyes confirmed that this wasn't about guardianship for him. My arousal was easily detected by the tawdry aroma leaking from my dripping wet pussy. If he hadn’t noticed the slit-shaped damp stain in my panties, I would have been shocked.

Dad noticed all right, and his eyes bulged.

When Trixy held my neck tightly, pressing me forward into the sofa seat cushion, I felt much more vulnerable. I imagined Dad must have quickly figured out my questionnaire answers from a sharp inhale. Trixy had just provided him with a hiding place from his feelings about me if he had any.

My emotions were on a roller coaster ride. One minute, I soared like a bird free from convention, and the next, I felt forlorn and somewhat helpless but still very aroused. A feeling of decadence and sexual pride shimmered through my body, causing me to shiver uncontrollably and pose in the most tawdry and submissive way like I wanted to be defiled over the sofa - which I did.

Dad fumbled around under my skirt, touching my thighs but going no higher. I heard murmurs of frustration as he agonized over handling the woman he knew from being a baby. Trixy sounded confident and reassuring.

"You must expose the girl properly, Mr. Rodgers. Lift Hannah's skirt with the dignity she deserves. You can do this.”

"Umm... okay."

The way he lifted my skirt and tucked it into the waistband was the most erotic feeling I'd had to that point in my life. Masturbation was great to scratch a hard teenage itch after a day in class ogling the teacher who caught my fancy, but this was different. Tiny, taboo, fiery embers deep inside my soul were fanned into enormous flames, and their heat rose through my body quickly.

Goosebumps spread like wildfire across my arms as my hymen screamed to be split by my Dad.

“You must spread her cheeks wide open and lubricate Hannah’s sphincter properly, or she will feel pain when you insert her plug, Mr. Rodgers.”

“I never thought anyone would ever say that to me.”

“Once a girl is fitted with a ponytail, you’ll see an enormous change in her behavior. Pride swells, sexual power is amplified, and she feels as nature intended her to be - a love machine.”

“Okay.”

"Use the lubricant sparingly, Mr. Rodgers, because it makes most girls feel sticky inside their back passage. We need a good, snug fit around the steel plug so that when Hannah has chores around the apartment, the neck doesn't slip past her sphincter and fall unexpectedly."

"Do you have any other tips, Trixy?"

"You should kneel and study how tight her anal whorl is before you fit her. This moment should feel intimate and be enjoyed by both. I’d recommend fingering the girl to check her rectum for sizing. If you wish to rim her, be my guest.”

“Rim?”

“Yes. You know? Lick her anus to get some lube down easily before you slide a finger full of the silicon-based gel.”

“Fuck… is that allowed?”

“It’s encouraged. Imagine it as your first kiss to Hannah - after all, she is exposing herself for you.”

When Keith's fingers prised my ass cheeks wide apart, and he kneeled behind me at Trixy's command, his face must have been inches from my puckered hole. I was desperate to push back and see if his tongue would take the bait and lick me, but some remaining modesty and a few lingering inhibitions still guided me, so I refrained from begging my Dad to lick my anus.

"What do you see?"

"A gorgeous, silky smooth ass with a tiny pink hole begging to be licked."

"Would you like to lick her?"

"Oh god, yes. I never have before.”

"As I already said, rimming is allowed during ponytail fitting. You may also use saliva and your finger to lubricate the girl as long as she agrees."

My Dad paused while I almost screamed my desperate need to be fucked. Rimming was the least my father could do, but I wasn’t going to last the week without having a cock deep inside me - if not Dad’s, then any cute guy would do.

"Okay... umm, Hannah? May I use my tongue?”

"Your saliva is fine by me, Dad, and how you get it on is entirely up to you.”

The nurse and Trixy moved closer, and each gripped an ass cheek, prising me wider open to free up my Dad’s hands. He chuckled, and I did too because I was sure he never imagined our day ending like this when arguing with Mom this morning.

Oh, Mom, you lost a great man.

I was lost in a tsunami of emotions that had built up over years of wanting my Dad. If Trixy and the nurse weren't there, I would have begged him to lick my asshole, then fuck me over the sofa. I desperately wanted my father to know I was a maiden, a good girl, and in no way the slut he considered me. Amid those confusing feelings, I watched him load plenty of saliva onto his forefinger before rubbing in a circular motion around the ridges of my anal spangle.

I jerked forward, electrified and excited by my first sexual stimulus from another. My anal sphincter was about to be defiled by the man I loved. His face was so close to both my holes that there was no way the sweet lady cream dribbling down my thighs could go unnoticed.

Then, as I craned my neck to watch him, I saw Trixy grip my father’s head and encourage his lips closer to my back passage. When he kissed my anal sphincter, I blew up like the 4th of July in a fantastic fireworks display of ecstasy and sleaze. Dad licked the ridges of my anal whorl softly, lovingly, while my teachers got their thumbs in closer to my pink hole, peeling it wider open. Trixy’s words echoed in the lewd corridors of my sexually intoxicated mind.

It’s all about giving my father access.

“Go on, Mr. Rodgers, get inside Hannah. Use your tongue to explore her back passage.”

“Thank you.”

When Dad’s tongue pierced my anal seal, it felt warm, wet, and spectacularly comforting inside me. A new chapter in my life opened, and I felt more adult, more like a woman, without even giving up my virginity. We were both wholly committed to the program, me having given access and my Dad licking the soft tissue walls of my rectum.

With my eyes closed, my body trembled and fizzled in a colorful effervescence of light, life, and love. I felt happier than at any point in my life.

“Now use your finger, Mr. Rodgers, open your daughter’s anus wider, apply the lubricant inside her, and let’s dress your pony proudly. She needs to prance and show herself off.”

When he slathered lubricant over his saliva, I knew instantly that Dad needed to push harder to puncture my anal seal and get deeper inside me. When his finger repeatedly pressed against my pink anal whorl, bouncing back, he realized it too. I enjoyed his bouncing back and forth, enjoying the pressure and tightness of a future fuck hole that had only previously enjoyed one-way traffic.

“Push harder, please, Mr. Rodgers. Don't treat the girl too delicately. One day, some lucky man will get to pound that tight hole, so you might as well open it up nice and wide now."

Oh fuck - I hope that guy is you, Dad.

"Umm, right then... is everything okay with you, Hannah?"

"Yes, Dad, please go ahead like Trixy says. Push harder and break my seal."

He pressed my puckered hole much harder, and I felt it pop as his finger broke the surface tension and sunk inside me. I gasped, then whimpered, doing a tiny shimmy with my hips as I countered the slight pain that eased quickly, replaced by intense pleasure. I felt my back passage involuntarily clenching hard on my Dad’s finger.

He sounded amazed, and I felt proud.

“Hannah is squeezing my finger tightly."

"Oh, this girl is such a delightful tease. Is that nice for you both?"

"Yes. I love it.”

"Okay. Mr. Rodgers, please go no further than your first knuckle for today."

"Understood."

We both chuckled when answering simultaneously, and I felt more confident about the process. I doubted my Dad could lick, then finger my asshole while getting drunk on the fumes of my pussy’s arousal if he had no feelings for me.

"Try to rub the soft, warm walls inside her back passage, Mr. Rodgers. Then remove your finger, load it with more lubricant, and keep easing it inside Hannah until she feels slippery. Then, your finger can smoothly ride in and out of the hole like you were fucking the girl.”

"Am I crossing any boundary, Trixy?"

“Do you mean the one we discussed earlier in private, Mr. Rodgers?"

"Yes."

"No, you are not. Hannah has consented to this as part of the process of admitting and enjoying her submission. You are simply applying her solution."

"Okay."

Trixy’s comment disregarded my intense feelings about the most sensual experience of my life, driving my emotional roller coaster. I wanted my Dad to finger-bang, then fuck my asshole for his pleasure, not mine. I felt a little irritated and somewhat exposed.

"Can we hurry, please, Dad?”

"Of course, Hannah. I'm sorry."

Trixy nodded at my Dad, and he withdrew his finger, licked it, then slid the slippery digit back inside my anus. He repeated the process, never pushing past his first knuckle. I relaxed my sphincter, enjoying the sensation of being fucked in my back passage. I couldn’t be annoyed for long with my Dad stimulating a nerve cluster just inside my rectum. Ripples of sheer ecstasy surged through me as I shuddered vigorously for all to see.

“Hannah is ready for her plug. Which one do you think fits your daughter best, Mr. Rodgers?"

I couldn't see the plug size Dad pointed to, but Trixy agreed his choice with a nod and smile, so he plucked it out of the beautiful walnut wood case and held the circular base, tapered steel plug close to my asshole.

"Maybe I should use more lube because my saliva will dry out quickly inside Hannah."

"Well done, Mr. Rodgers. I recommend more silicon-based because it will last the longest inside Hannah’s back passage and is always the most comfortable. It’s the one you were using - the other is water-based.”

I turned my head out of curiosity and almost died from delicious shame when my Dad slathered a healthy coating of silicon lube on my plug while smiling lasciviously at me. My heart rate elevated, and I felt lightheaded as my first real sexual experience sped on like an out-of-control locomotive.

That's definitely a hot desire I can see in his eyes.

When Dad inserted my anal plug, my sphincter stretched wide, and I gasped, but I was surprised at how easily it slid inside me and by the comfortable feeling of fullness and stimulation it provided. The stainless steel sphincter spreader felt cold for a minute and had me gasping for breath as my pussy lips engorged and dripped more lewd shame onto my thighs.

I was desperate to be fingered, and yes... finally, I was ready to be fucked by my Dad. He smiled at me, tapping the butt plug base.

"How does that feel, Hannah?"

"Perfect, Dad. I love it.”

"Not too big or small?”

"No. It’s a perfect fit. You chose well.”

Trixy offered me a hand to stand up and some words of advice.

"Keep gripping the neck of the butt plug gently, using every muscle inside your back passage and around the sphincter. Mr. Rodgers has used our smallest size on you. Its insertable length is 2.5 inches with a diameter of 1.1 inches. It's a perfect training butt plug for you in terms of discipline and facilitating future anal sex."

"Future anal sex?"

"It's always best to train your back passage for a large cock, Hannah. You never know what you'll get when offering your hole to a gentleman one evening.”

“Is anal sex common?”

“More than you would imagine. A girl needs that extra hole if her guy won’t run a red light or if she is entertaining more than one guy simultaneously.”

Trixy unintentionally glanced at my Dad's crotch with a smile that told me she knew his cock size. I wanted him to cram his cock inside any of my holes he wished to, to the extent that I was so aroused it felt like I was floating meters above the ground.

"Can I walk around with it inside me, please, Miss?”

"Of course. Try it out.”

I strode confidently around the living room several times while Dad remained on his knees, entranced by me. With my skirt down, he couldn't see the plug, and that seemed to make him more aroused, evidenced by heavy breathing and a desperate stare. I caught him studying my legs in exactly the way I needed.

"Do you feel powerful, Hannah?"

"Yes, Trixy. I own this room and everyone in it. I am bursting with pride and confidence.”

"Come here and let Dad fit your beautiful red ponytail."

I almost trotted over, more enthusiastically than I wanted to appear, but the need to please my Dad warmed my heart constantly, fanning love’s intense flames. Without intending to, I stopped so abruptly and close to him that he needed to place both hands on my waist, steadying me.

"Whoa there. How do you feel, Hannah?"

“Contented."

"Will you turn and bend over for me again so I can screw your tail in?"

"Of course, Dad. I would do anything for you."

He glanced at me, and his surprise was reflected in mine - I had confessed I wanted to be my father’s good girl, something I had felt for years but never shared. It seemed that having my anus licked and invaded by a plug changed me. Dad’s willingness, no, absolute desire to do something so lewd had corrected my poor behavior.

We both stared at Trixy, who smiled and shrugged with an I told you so expression painted on her slightly smug-looking face.

“Well done, both of you. Remedy, reconcile, or restructure. I'll confess it doesn't usually happen so quickly. But I'm glad you both are getting along well. Hannah, do you and Dad always behave like this when Mrs. Rodgers is around?”

"No, it isn't the same when Mom is there. We argue a great deal. I don't understand what's happening here, Trixy."

"Don't overthink it, girl. You two are in for a great month of fun, learning, and frolicking. Let's get this tail screwed into you, and then you can wear your new school uniform and head down for a medical examination."

When my Dad screwed the beautiful plume into my butt plug, it felt exquisitely horny, and I wanted him to fuck me right there in front of as many witnesses as possible. I craved to enjoy my father’s cock in my mouth and couldn't help staring at his crotch, enjoying a bulge I'd only noticed once before when I wore a bikini and bent down in front of him.

Once fully prepared with my gorgeous ponytail, I dressed quickly in the standard school uniform, refusing Agent Provocateur panties that might hide my tail. I loved it when the beautiful, perfectly groomed scarlet red horsehair plume draped a couple of inches below my short school skirt like a decadent signpost to my pleasure holes.

My ponytail was a badge of honor, and I felt proud.

Trixy took me into the bedroom so we could talk and I could look at myself in the mirror; swishing from side to side, I wiped excess sticky arousal from my swollen, trembling labia using a moist wipe she passed me.

“Are you okay?”

“I love it, Trixy. Thank you.”

"Present yourself to your master then, young lady.”

"Okay. How do I look?"

"If you don't leave here now, I might ride you. Oh, …by the way, Hannah, you can only use that plug for thirty minutes daily in the first week, okay?"

"What time of the day do you suggest?"

"It's your choice. Some girls love others to see their pride openly, so they stroll around the corridors and grounds of Fanbury Hall wearing it; others enjoy private play in the evening with their guardian."

"Does my Dad love me, Trixy?"

"I can't answer that, my dear. You may discover the truth during or after your examination.

"You know my answers, though, and his too?"

"Yes. If you tell Mr. Rodgers that you're in love with him or he does that to you, both must report the matter to me before acting on it. A kiss, grope, and some heavy petting is fine, but more than that is unacceptable until making love is sanctioned.”

"Okay. Does anyone else tell you this whole process is bizarre?”

"Of course. Right up until they get what they came for. After that, everyone sees the wisdom in our teaching methods."

When I strode back into our living room, my father was taken aback, tracking my tail as it flicked suggestively off the back of my thighs, lifting the school skirt slightly with each step. Trixy guided us to the suite door, smiling, and I felt so proud.

"Off you go then. Follow the red wall arrows to medical. Oh, and... for later, if you feel naughty, the butt plug has a vibrate function you can activate by twisting the tail a half turn after you think it's tightened as far as it can go."


Chapter Three

Lessons For A Lady And Her Stepdad

◆◆◆

We practically skipped down the hall hand in hand, giggling like two kids. Dad seemed refreshed, vibrantly alive, and much happier than I'd seen him in years. I imagined his gentle dominion over me freed him from worry because my father finally had a well-behaved daughter, albeit in training.

The doctor, a man in his thirties, was all business and no humor, directing us to separate changing rooms with an instruction to strip naked. I disrobed, hanging everything up neatly amid a tingling, heady storm of emotions as my body chemistry transformed. My arousal was no longer a simple matter of a drenched pussy. Both nipples were rock solid, and it was evident I was sexually charged to anyone looking.

Every fiber of my being urged me to fuck my Dad. I needed him so severely that my heart ached as I yearned for his love. My fingertips trembled as adrenaline coursed through my body, igniting passionate tremors and spasms in every muscle.

When we collided outside the changing rooms, I got the shock of my life dangling between my father’s legs. He tried to cover his immense cock, but it was too late. I choked my words and stared at his bright red face in utter disbelief.

"Fucking hell, that's an enormous cock, Dad."

"Sorry, Hannah, they said to get naked."

"No, Dad, I’m sorry, it’s just a surprise, is all."

He cupped both hands over an enormous and fully erect cock. I judged his shaft was at least nine inches long, but I couldn't be sure since it was the first real one I'd ever seen. I felt dizzy and almost fell before my Dad caught me in both arms, fully revealing his foreskin-coated glans on the end of a vast veiny shaft that I wanted to launch my pussy onto.

My Dad’s expression softened as he held me in his arms for far longer than I needed, but I was paralyzed, soaking up his unbridled passion and pure love that radiated like a beautiful sunrise. I gazed back into his eyes, enjoying the moment my father’s hands slid further around my waist and then smoothly down onto my ass cheeks, a sign to me I was desired and loved.

"I love you so much, Hannah."

"I love you too, Dad. I want your cock inside my pussy right now."

"I want you as well, sweetheart, but I'm under strict instructions to tell Trixy about this."

"She told me we could kiss."

"Yes. Would you like to?"

I never cared much for the rules, so when my lips brushed off my father’s for the first time, I gripped my first cock, enjoying his unrestrained, delicious moan of delight. The sensual sizzle that began in my tongue amplified to a ferocious burning passion that surged through me from head to toe as I cradled lovingly in his arms, tightly squeezing the cock that would deflower me while French kissing my first lover deeply.

Our doctor knew something had passed between us when we entered the examination room. He smiled when he picked up the phone before dialing an internal four-digit extension number.

"You'd better come down here right now, Trixy.”

He pointed me towards a gynecologist’s chair, where Keith helped me get my feet flat on the ski machine-like pads. The chair was a modern robot, comfortable and able to spread my legs wide without vulgarity.

His button maneuvering of my legs opened my pussy and spread my sticky, swollen lips, giving Dad a front-row seat. I smelled my arousal and saw the doctor, and my father had, too, both men tenting their pants with flared nostrils like fire-breathing dragons.

The doctor realized he was becoming intoxicated and dragged himself away from my allure, coughing and becoming businesslike.

“Most times, we can't absolutely determine virginity unless Hannah's hymen has only a few small tears, which is unusual. The hymen often thins and eventually breaks up; horse riding, gymnastics, and other sports also impact on the girl.”

“What’s the point of my daughter enduring this internal then?”

“If confirmation isn’t possible, I can give you an idea of her purity. If she’s been nailed like a slut, that will be obvious.”

My Dad held my hand tightly while the doctor activated the switch again, powering the foot pads that splayed my legs wide open to their fullest extent.

"I didn't realize we were here to confirm my daughter’s virginity.”

"Of course we are. You accused the girl of being a slut, right?"

"I never meant it like that. Fuck… I wish I’d never said it.”

"Why did you call Hannah a slut, then?"

"Jesus, doc, it was a poorly considered turn of phrase I used when calling the school to book our places here. I never meant it literally, and I'm sorry for being so crass."

I felt like crying and barely held on to my emotions while my heart sobbed inside. I hadn't considered that my father actually believed me to be a slut, and now that I did, it hurt bad.

"Don't apologize to me, Mr. Rodgers. I'm not the one whose feelings you hurt."

My Dad looked at me, and I saw a sincere apology radiate from his loving expression long before the words followed.

"I'm so sorry, Hannah. I had no right to say that about you."

I glowered at him until I gasped when two of the doctor's fingers slid inside my pussy. His probing felt unwanted and a little uncomfortable. He was gentle and checked around inside me for less than a minute, but I felt invaded.

"She feels very pure inside. Probably the most definitive virgin I've examined lately, but like I say, it's impossible to be certain. Are you a maiden, Hannah?"

Keith couldn't take his eyes off me, and I felt a little proud of him that he’d cared more about atoning for his misjudgment than taking a peek at my freshly shaven pussy.

"I'm a virgin, Dad. One hundred percent pure."

"Oh god, I'm so sorry. Can you forgive me, Hannah?"

"Of course. I've been saving my cherry for you."

"Have you seriously?"

"Can we talk about this later, please? I feel uncomfortable, and this chair isn’t helping while everyone stares at my pussy, discussing my sexual history - which is zero in case there was any lingering doubt..”

"Yes... yes, of course."

Trixy arrived at that very moment. I felt ashamed and exposed, but my Dad hugged me tightly, and I felt his solid cock rub against the side of my leg, igniting more flames of desire inside me. I was a horny teenager, literally desperate to be railed hard by her father.

Trixy stared at my Dad's cock with utmost admiration, then snapped a knowing look at me.

"Did it happen, Hannah?"

"Yes."

"Did your stepfather tell you he loved you first?"

"Yes."

"Very good. It's only day one, and your romance has already begun."

"What happens next?"

"You must preserve your deflowering for at least a week. Before that, you can kiss, cuddle, and sleep together in the apartment bridal suite that will be unlocked for your enjoyment."

"Is that all we can do?"

"No, there is a list beside your bed that includes masturbation, oral sex, and other fun activities, but we highly recommend you don’t fuck each other until you are certain it's what you want."

I dressed quickly amid a frisson of excitement, heavy, wet arousal, and confusing emotions. We left the examination room to spend the rest of the day in our apartment. I cursed the no fucking rule but I had to put my faith in the Fanbury Hall process because so far, it had delivered happiness.

Our bridal suite was the room previously locked. Its four-poster bed, gold brocade embroidered bedding, expensive fixtures, fittings, and wall-mounted art were not unlike a five-star New York hotel.

As I sat on the bed, feeling a little disheartened about what sexual play we could enjoy, Keith approached and offered two hands, lifting me. He kissed me more passionately and with ferocious sexual intent, raising me back onto a high, a cloud of pride, love, and wanton desire. I gathered the courage to speak honestly as I leaned my head on his chest while my stepdad swished and played with my new ponytail.

"Trixy wants us to be sure about being together because of Mom, right?"

“My marriage has been dead for a long time, Hannah. Your Mom and I stayed together for your sake."

"But you and I are sneaking around now at the start of having an affair, and she knows nothing about it."

"When I called your Mom earlier and told her the school demanded I stay here with you, she spilled the beans about what’s been going on behind my back.”

"What do you mean, Dad?"

"Her affair with Steve Thompson never ended. Your Mom is moving out of the house this weekend. Steve is in my house now, helping her pack. We're divorcing amicably.”

"Fuck!"

He kissed me again, and I burned so brightly it felt like every emotion I'd ever had was concentrated into a pinpoint at that moment. Love, lust, and a deep need for intimacy with my father overwhelmed me. I slid down onto my knees and flipped the short school skirt up, shimmying around until my ponytail and ass cheeks reflected towards him through a full-length mirror.

I remembered what Trixy told me about my Dad's foreskin, and it felt like the most appropriate thing in the world for me to do when I gripped his enormous shaft between both hands and pulled the loose skin back.

A heady, musky aroma of a raw man hit me hard, flaring both nostrils and intoxicating me. My nose almost tasted what must have been a melting pot of primal male hormones, reaching deep inside me, suggesting to my body it was time to be fucked relentlessly and get pregnant.

I thanked the stars that Mom had got me onto the pill when I was sixteen because I wasn't sure I'd last out the week as a maiden with such a magnificent cock constantly available and desperate to fuck me.

When I licked the tip of my Dad’s cock, he trembled, and I noticed both knees give way slightly before locking tight. I smiled while licking the tiny slit in the head of his glans, enjoying how quickly the delicious, salty, burning juices of my lover spread across my tongue and through my mouth.

When I sucked his cock, removing any remaining salty veneer, I felt like a devout cock sucker had risen from a hiding place inside me - I loved sucking my Dad’s cock. His overwhelming flavor gripped my soul, and the lewd act of submitting while down on my knees as a woman praying for forgiveness consumed me as I entered a misty realm between fantasy and reality where taboo desire and a lack of inhibitions drive everything.

I wanted to suck my father’s cock every day.

I loosened my jaw to accommodate more cock inside my mouth, enjoying its flavor while exploring Dad’s shaft. My lips slid easily across his solid, gnarly surface. I heard someone whimper and glanced up, enjoying my Dad's loving gaze back down. He moaned noisily, which was when I realized I was the one whimpering like a newborn puppy needing more of his creamy feed.

I stroked his cock lovingly, in sync with my face bobbing ever further down his solid shaft. I wondered how my Dad’s cock compared with others and made a mental note to discuss the matter with other girls attending classes. As I drove my lips up and down his shaft, sucking his cock with both hands squeezing it, I got carried away.

When I first crammed my Dad's cock down my throat, it choked me, and I drooled saliva down my chin and onto the carpet below.

"Gently, honey. It takes time to learn how to deep throat."

"I intend to learn, Daddy."

"May I also enjoy you now, baby girl?"

"You mean in a 69?"

"Yeah. I can't imagine how much fun it's going to be licking inside your virgin pussy."

"It's all yours to enjoy, Dad.”

"Thank you, baby."

My Dad helped me to my feet, and I followed him to our bed. I'd watched porn movies like most girls, but I needed his help to find the best position once we were both completely undressed. After my father lay down flat on his back, I clambered over his body, rotating while he carefully adjusted my ponytail until my maiden, dripping wet pussy was draped over his lips.

When my Dad plowed his tongue into my creamy furrow between two tight, swollen pussy lips, I felt a tiny squirt of pee escape to my instant shame.

"I'll take as much of that as you can give, Hannah. Just let go fully when your orgasm comes."

"Are you sure?"

"I'm positive. You don't have to swallow mine, though."

"Just fucking try stopping me."

He twisted the ponytail dangling in his face, activating the intense vibration of my butt plug. I dearly wanted to wear my plug all day but understood the potential adverse health impacts. I moaned and wriggled vigorously as the steel trembled deliciously inside my back passage, massaging the nerve cluster there. When I squeezed hard, the pleasure sensation spiked, and I squirted more unicorn pee into my father’s hungry mouth.

Dad gripped my ass cheeks tightly with talon-like fingers and prised them wide open, tapping the end button of my tail while licking up and down my creamy slit with a flattened tongue. I raised myself, pressing both palms on his knees, forcing my pussy further into my Dad's mouth, grinding an engorged, sticky clitoris against his chin.

When I realized my selfishness, I slid Dad’s cock deep inside my mouth, sucking a fresh coating of salty pre-cum that oozed from his tiny pink slit. At that moment, I felt overwhelming love, desire, and a deep need to obey and satisfy my father.

When he clenched his lips around my sticky clitoris and sucked gently, then harder as the skin peeled away and my nub engorged, waves of pleasure racked my entire body. I screamed in rapturous passion while trembling uncontrollably.

I orgasmed hard, squirting more unicorn pee into Dad’s mouth than I thought my bladder and glands could hold.

While sucking my throbbing clitoris, my father brushed his stiff tongue from side to side across its quivering, solid tip, and I screamed out, enjoying a massive orgasm on his face. I couldn’t believe it when Dad puckered his lips, sucked my pee hole, and swallowed the sweet ambrosia that drained from me.

I moaned, unrestrained, shuddering vigorously, and in utter ecstasy, lost to love and lust.

Dad flinched when my teeth rasped too hard against his cock shaft, so I backed off, came lightly down from a sizzling high, and clamped my lips around his swollen, salty glans, sucking hard.

Wave after wave of pleasure consumed me as my father pulled my cunt forcibly into his mouth, sucking and swallowing my squirted love juices. I wanked the base of his stiff cock with short, sharp jerks while sucking the swollen head as gently as I could, imagining how I'd licked an ice cream he bought me on a hot day.

I slathered my tongue all over the smooth, glistening glans, curling it around his pillowed cock head, hunting every drop of my father’s cum before I flicked the tight banjo string that made him bounce in a state of rapture.

When I sucked the underside of his shaft, licking my Dad’s urethra from tip to base where his balls joined, his cock jerked violently, and I quickly covered the slit on top with my lips as it decanted my reward. I swallowed the first hot rope of semen awkwardly while my father buried his face deep in my slit, trying to rip apart my intact hymen with a plundering tongue.

The delicious burning taste of his salty load coated my tonsils and throat as I swallowed hard, making me my Dad's cum slut forever. I forced his foreskin back ridiculously hard, timing each hand stroke with every involuntary jerk of his cock, greedily sucking it and swallowing his seed. I even managed to swill some around my mouth, sucking the creamy mess through my teeth and coating all of the soft tissues with the semen that would one day start a life in my belly.

As I descended from a place of nonstop orgasms, my Dad cleaned my pussy, methodically licking and sucking sweet juices from every fold of skin, my swollen labia, and the tight hole where plenty had pooled. I returned the favor, hunting down every drop and isolated creamy streak of his semen from the folds in his foreskin, the underside of his shaft, and a few drops that had dribbled onto his balls.

I was glad when Dad removed my ponytail because the intensity of my orgasm was such that I needed to relax in his arms. As I crawled up my father’s body and nestled into him, I felt protected and loved. There was no lingering urge pressuring me to party, go wild, or drink, only a deep desire to talk about the future and continue changing my behavior to make him proud.

"I want you to be proud of me, Hannah."

"Jesus, Dad. I was thinking the same thing about me.”

"We're soulmates, baby girl. Who would have thought it?"

"I knew you were the one for me by the patience and love you've always shown. I don’t want to be a bad girl anymore - this is what I needed all along - you.”

"It might be hard for people to accept us being in a relationship.”

"Don't worry, Dad. It's not as unusual as you might think. Our lessons start tomorrow, and I'm sure some of that curriculum must be dedicated to helping us through this exact problem of acceptance.”

"I picked romance on my questionnaire, Hannah."

"Me too, Daddy.”


Chapter Four

Showing Off My Skills

◆◆◆

I have never slept so comfortably as the night my stepfather cradled me tightly into his big spoon on our enormous four-poster bed. The silky smooth, high-thread-count bedsheets and duvet tenderly stroked my skin while Dad’s warmth radiated through me, comfortably grounding my soul in the universe.

His soft purr and the rise and fall of my lover's powerful chest comforted me into and through a deeply satisfied, sensual slumber.

I woke before him, and with enough sunlight piercing the curtains, I examined the gorgeous, relaxed face of a man I’d known most of my life, who had become my sexual partner in twenty-four hours.

I was under no illusion that sleeping with me was probably no big deal to Dad, but my first experience in bed with another felt intense and as though a significant page in my life was turned. My mind raced with all manner of thoughts, some worrying, others thrilling.

Can he really become mine so quickly?

How will Mom take all of this?

Does my Dad want me forever, or am I just a fascinating piece of ass?

God, I love this man.

Am I allowed to love him?

When I stroked his face, making sure my Dad, cum lover, was real, he woke up slowly, smiling brightly when recognizing me.

"Hey, baby girl."

"Did you sleep well, Dad?”

"Better than I have in years, Hannah, and with the comfort of a man who has found his soulmate."

He kissed me fully on my lips, then both cheeks, planting more soft, loving kisses around my neck, tracing a line all the way down to the breasts he'd enjoyed suckling on before we fell asleep.

When he licked around my engorged areola, I tingled and gasped, and then an explosion deep inside my pussy made me drag his head in tighter to my chest. I was on fire, a combination of love and my youthful hormones surging through a body desperate to express its sexual awakening.

"Suck my nipple again, please, Daddy."

He sucked the solid nipple I hoped might one day feed our baby while I drifted onto a cloud of ecstasy, floating high above planet Earth. When I reached down between his legs with a hand, my Dad’s cock was solid. I'd heard of morning wood from my girlfriends, knew how to relieve it, and had read that my solution was on the list of permitted things at Fanbury Hall.

"Would you like me to wank your cock, Dad?”

“Oh my. Yes, please, Hannah."

"Okay. There's a bottle of baby oil on my nightstand to help with masturbation, so lie back and let me take care of you."

"Will this also be a first for you, Hannah?"

"Do you mean wanking a guy off?"

"Yes."

"Yeah, Dad. Everything is a first for me right now. It's all going quickly, but I’m okay with that as long as you meant what you said last night."

"About loving you?"

"Yeah."

"I love you deeply, Hannah. After a month together here, things will seem different and much more normal.”

"I feel vulnerable right now, Dad.”

He held me closer, gripping my ass cheeks tightly while kissing my head and face through a mess of my unruly long hair. He gently slid his fingers into my crack until they touched my anal whorl. It was slightly sore from my first anal plug and ponytail session, but he prised my cheeks apart, nevertheless making me feel delightfully slutty.

Dad’s cock rubbed against my throbbing, damp pussy while he kissed me. I thought he wanted to put me at ease, knowing there was some way to go before I'd be experienced enough to handle our relationship.

“Are you enjoying me, Dad?”

“Of course, honey.”

“I am so glad you brought me to Fanbury.”

"As I understand from the curriculum, this month is mostly about aligning ourselves to deal with an age gap relationship.”

“Also, becoming a couple, considering how you raised me, is important. I guess many people will think we are disgraceful.”

“We'll learn from other couples who have gone through this, so it's just as well we discovered our mutual desire to connect romantically early on."

"I want you to take my virginity sooner rather than later, Dad. I feel ready and as though doing that makes a huge leap forward for us."

“You want to be fucked?”

“So badly that something screams inside me.”

"Me too, Hannah, but the reason for delaying is getting us hard-wired to each other before that step.”

If Dad had peeled down my simple white cotton panties then and there, I would have opened my legs wide and begged him to sink his cock balls deep inside my throbbing hole. My swollen pussy lips tingled like a small fire was raging through my pubic bush, and I panted like the desperate, flirty virgin I was. 

I felt more confident when mounting his upper thighs with my pussy pressed hard against the underside of his upstanding cock. He tried to reach up and kiss me, but I pushed him back down, allowing my Dad access to both breasts, which he kneaded gently before tweaking my stiff nipples, eliciting a playful scream.

I was ascendant, exploding like fireworks lit by my father’s spark.

"I can wait a few more days to have my cherry popped, Dad. I'm just thrilled this big cock is mine, now lie back so I can take care of your morning wood."

“This will be a rare treat, honey.”

“Didn’t Mom empty your load in the morning?”

“Never.”

“I will do it every day, Dad.”

Dad’s cock was so hard, long, and thick that I couldn’t get an image of it out of my head or the desire to enjoy it out of my womb. I desperately wanted him inside my pussy, railing it, then filling me with his potent semen. I shook my head, calmed my breathing, and pulled on my bottom lip, frustrated by what I couldn’t have. No matter what I did, my pussy leaked like a tawdry broken faucet.

I hoped Dad might service my creamy slit with a finger, rubbing one out for me without my asking for it - we would see. While eyeing him with all the love and lust my slutty hormonal body could muster, I splashed massage oil onto one palm, rubbing both together until everything was warm.

Then, imagining myself to be a cheap massage parlor whore, I gripped and slathered my father’s cock with oil, stroking his thick, gnarly shaft from balls to tip. Rolling my palm over his swollen glans at the top. 

Once Dad’s gnarly cock was fully coated with oil, I gave it a few hefty full-length strokes using both hands to get his morning semen milking underway, peeling the foreskin fully back. Getting into full swing, I wanked my father’s veiny cock using one hand while cupping my other palm over his glans, rubbing that in a circular motion.

Dad bounced on the bed like live electric wires were connected, moaning loudly while staring at me, begging for mercy.

“Am I hurting you, Dad?”

“Please don’t stop.”

“Do you enjoy being wanked off?”

“By you… yes, sweetheart.”

“When we are fucking, I will still do this to you. Maybe if we are in a restaurant, I can wank you off under the table or take you into the restrooms. I’ll suck your cock every day if you like as well.”

“Oh god, Hannah, promise you’ll never change.”

“Do you enjoy me being a bit slutty, Dad?”

“Oh fuck yeah.”

“Then I won’t change.”

While thumbing up and down the length of my Dad’s bulging urethra, he cried out, and I crawled closer beside him, wrapping a leg over his. I could smell the sweetness of my virgin pussy, calling to my father. My aroma mingled perfectly with a light lavender from the oil and a powerful musky scent from Dad’s precum. 

I stroked my father’s solid cock at a regular pace, ensuring I covered every millimeter, keeping my mouth handy for the creamy harvest that might explode soon.

I raised Dad to the point of climax, slowing down his stroke speed and releasing pressure in my fist when I knew he was about to blow.

“Are you teasing me, honey?”

“No, Dad. I read somewhere that edging you makes sure that when you blow, every drop of seed is ejaculated. It feels important.”

“It certainly feels awesome, Hannah.”

“When you cum, I’m going to use my mouth to catch every drop and swallow it - that feels important too.”

“Oh my.”

I sped up, intending to take my father past the tipping point so he could have the orgasm he deserved. As I stroked the entire, solid length, I raised onto my spare elbow, bringing my mouth closer. The slick, banana-peeling sound of his well-oiled cock being hand fucked sent tickles through my womb, and I filled the thin gusset of my panties with tingling, sticky adoration for my Dad. 

When Dad orgasmed, I wrapped my mouth over his glans, lips flush with its rim, sucking hard while continuing a steady wanking stroke up and down his trembling shaft. Rope after rope of my father’s salty load spat inside my mouth, coating my tonsils and throat with a heady varnish of love.

I slid my fist to the base of his cock, wanking my Dad in short, sharp, jerky strokes as though forcing his prostate to yield its precious, salty nectar. I couldn't get too much and knew I was an absolute cum slut.

After I cleaned his cock, Dad lifted me off our bed in a cradle carry and walked us into a massive, gray-slate wet room. When he set me down, I peered quizzically at him, dropping my stare while dodging the initial ice-cold spray of our rainfall shower.

Dad grabbed a natural sponge, ripped open the packaging, then took a soap bar and lathered the two before bathing me after I danced in the warm shower jets. As he caressed and cleaned me, I quivered and moaned because his intensity, caring, and love were evident in how carefully Dad washed down every inch of my body.

At his insistence, I placed both palms on the glass wall, leaning forward and spreading my feet wide apart so that my Dad could access and clean both holes he'd licked the night before. He prised my ass cheeks wide open and fingered my sore anal whorl while I relaxed, wanting his tongue or cock inside me desperately. When my Dad used the flat side edge of his index finger to part my swollen pussy lips, I gasped loudly.

Dad slid his finger just inside my pussy hole, swirling gently - a first for me. It felt tight when I gripped back, trying desperately to suck more of his flesh inside me. I knew he enjoyed fingering my hole by the desperate whimpering he muffled while kissing the side of my thigh. After retrieving his finger and sucking it clean, my father went back to plowing his fingers up and down my creamy furrow before squeezing the rock-hard, trembling, swollen clitoris between a forefinger and thumb.

While he slid his fingers the entire length of my sticky slit, his fingertips vibrated at the same speed and tune as my reproductive organs. I moved my hips, trying to feed Dad’s fingers inside my throbbing fuck hole as my body warmed, muscles tensed, and sinews stretched as my entire body begged to be fucked.

But he was one step ahead and more focused on dragging my swollen clitoris from side to side than penetrating me.

When he dragged my sticky pearl hard in a slow, ecstatic circle, I half turned and slumped over his shoulders, shuddering through an intense orgasm. I squirted, and my father gently closed his mouth over my pee hole to collect the nectar he enjoyed. I felt proud and happy that his face shone with love as I relaxed, allowing waves of pleasure to hammer through me like pulses of heat on a warm summer breeze at the beach as I shimmered and shivered in delicious rapture.

I controlled my flow, able to hold back having filled his mouth, allowing Dad to swallow before the next powerful jet of my unicorn pee squirted, feeding him.

When I descended from an orgasmic peak, I washed my father’s body, paying good attention to his tight, puckered hole and underneath his foreskin. Dad’s cock almost got hard again, and I wanted to suck him off, but it was getting late, and we had our first class - it would not look good to be late.

While we dressed and I dried my hair, we talked so casually that it lifted my heart.

"It says on my app that our first lesson is about early days relationship management, Dad."

"You have a school app?"

"Yeah. It's not for guardians. The preamble explains that it's up to me to get us to classes on time and work through a routine. It's also my role to report all sexual activity, ask questions for both of us, and generally manage our time."

"Like a wife might?"

"Yeah, it looks like it. That’s part of my accelerated maturity.”

Something was bothering Keith, so I sidled close to him, wrapping my arms around his waist while half-dressed in a school skirt that wowed me, never mind my lover. I looked demure, almost slutty, but very seductive, and soon, he smiled, another erection pressing hard against his pants.

"What's up, Dad? The app advice FAQs say we must share everything."

"I want you to go to college and have a career you choose while we stay together.”

"How can we do that?”

"We'll move to whichever city you need to be in. If I can manage my company from here for a month, I can do it anywhere."

"Are you sure?"

"I'm absolutely positive, sweetie. If you choose to work at my offices after graduation, that's up to you. The opportunity is there, but you don't have to."

“I should make my career as you have done - the hard way, by grinding out success.”

“Parents always help their kids when they can, Hannah. We have a great company that will be yours one day. It seems nonsensical to struggle when there is no need.” 

"Thank you, Dad.”

"Can I please look at the app while you finish getting ready, Hannah?"

I handed over my phone so my father could thoroughly explore what I had already studied. It was a comprehensive resource for managing schedules, reserving specific activities, and learning about age-gap relationships, particularly ones where there had been some parental interaction.

"It has a booking function for romantic dinners in one of three college-based restaurants."

"Yes, I saw that, Dad - would you like to dine out? They say it’s good preparation for the real world.”

"Would you prefer a traditional steak house, Italian or Japanese?"

"Are you asking me on a date, Dad?"

"I think it's a great idea, don't you?"

"I'd love to go on a date with you."

He was more romantic with me than I'd ever seen him with my Mom. The relaxed, loving man that had wanked me off after filling my mouth with his seed was my soulmate.

Before we left our apartment, Dad bent me over the sofa back, licked my butt plug, and slid it inside my back passage, to both our great satisfaction. He was a new man, worlds apart from the one arguing with Cindy the day prior. When he tapped the base of my anal plug, somewhere deep inside me, a submissive slut begged for more.

Dad carefully screwed in my beautiful ponytail, and my heart soared.

"You can only wear this ponytail for half an hour daily, Hannah."

"I know. By the way, it's a secret sign to other girls that you've had first sexual contact with me.”

"First sexual contact?"

"Yeah, first sexual contact. Guardians buy a gold one for when they fuck their daughters for the first time, and there is a silver collar attachment for halfway down if they were the one to take their girl's virginity. These ponytails are status symbols.”

"Where do I buy all this stuff?"

"You can order it on the app or go to a small concession store near the front entrance. They have everything from anal lubricant to every shape and color dildo you can imagine.” 

While I skipped around our living room, admiring how my ponytail bounced tantalizingly below my skirt hem, Dad scrolled through the app, glancing and smiling occasionally at me. He returned my phone, having made a dinner reservation at my preferred eatery, a traditional steak joint on the basement floor.

We checked each other out, and Dad swirled my tail playfully before leaving the apartment to begin our education.

I enjoyed the winks, smiles, and naughty sidelong glances from other daughters admiring my ponytail, and, for the first time, I noticed a few gold ones, some with silver clasps. I felt uplifted that I'd preserved my virginity for the man I loved, hoping he would enjoy splitting my hymen as much as I would love sinking my pussy down on his solid cock.

"Having a reinforced fabric hole in your panties for a butt plug and ponytail just shows the lengths they'll go here, Hannah."

"That's why it was thirty grand for a month.”

"Cheap at double the price."

“I think we are going to be late… we’d better jog.”

“You mean canter or trot, surely, honey?”


Chapter Five

Cream Of My Father

◆◆◆

I got the shock of my life in the first classroom when I saw another girl kneeling on her old-fashioned wooden desk with shins clamped into steel sleeves and sliding into holes on the rear-facing edge.

While completely restrained, the girl gripped upright steel handlebars in front with her head pointing down towards the floor on one side and her ass pointing skywards on the other. She couldn’t be more exposed if stripped naked and splayed wide on a St Andrew’s cross.

Trixy pivoted the leg sleeves at a diagonal angle, opening the girl wider until her pussy and ass were spread wide open, leaving nothing to the imagination. My nostrils flared, and I stared agog as the victim filled the room with sexual aromatics. Other couples gathered around the luckless stepdaughter, who I guessed was about to be thrashed by our headmistress.

Her changing expression, conveyed by the rippling of tiny muscles across her face, was caught between fear, humiliation, and delight. I felt aroused but concerned for her fate as she gasped and whimpered like a frightened girl about to be ritualistically defiled.

"I warned you not to fuck your stepfather before the week of abstinence was out, Tabitha."

"I'm sorry, Trixy."

"You will be, my girl.”

Punishment was swift, humiliating, exciting, and definitive. Our headmistress wielded a thick wooden paddle around eight inches long, with holes drilled through the flat end. I figured the aerodynamic addition of holes would make for a much greater impact speed. When I glanced around the room and saw a row of paddles fixed to the wall, much like the ones in Trixy’s office, I noticed one was missing.

{Swish} Smack.

{Swish} Smack.

Tabitha cringed, squealed, wriggled, and wrestled vigorously against her restraints momentarily. She wasn’t going anywhere anytime soon, and Trixy was patient while her girl settled and ceased whimpering before she swung again.

{Swish} Smack.

{Swish} Smack.

Tabitha cried out desperately, and I saw in her expression that she desperately wanted to take her punishment. I wondered how misaligned she and her Dad had been in their desired outcomes, wondering if one loved while the other desired a one-night stand.

She railed against the restraints again but steadfastly retained a tight grip on the handlebars to the extent her knuckles turned white. She gasped, rotated her head, and winced on the second stroke.

"Fanbury has rules for a reason, Tabitha. You are not completely aligned with your stepdad and may have damaged any chance you had for happiness."

"I'm sorry, Trixy. I really am aligned, though.”

She grimaced each time another stroke slapped her almost perfectly smooth, tight skin, leaving a red welt that dissolved after a few seconds. On my chair next to Dad’s, where my ponytail dangled through a specially carved hole, my ass cheeks warmed, and I wanted to experience her pain.

{Swish} Smack.

{Swish} Smack.

I saw a silver-collared, golden ponytail lying on her desk underneath Tabitha's midriff. Having done the deed the previous night, she must have bought it excitedly this morning, revealing to Trixy what she and her Dad had done. It was a silly symbol of pride and one-upmanship from a girl who couldn’t wait and follow the rules.

{Swish} Smack.

{Swish} Smack.

As she wriggled and struggled, tears rolling down her cheeks, her guardian seemed unconcerned by his daughter's pain and humiliation, smiling wickedly as she received her chastisement from the headmistress.

"You'll be sorry soon enough, Tabitha, and so will your stepdad. Speak up anytime and shout your safe word. I would happily release you, but you must pack and leave immediately.”

Her Dad’s expression suddenly changed, and a few of the other girls glared vengefully at the man who'd taken his step-daughter's hymen before intercourse was permitted.

{Swish} Smack.

{Swish} Smack.

“Sorry, Trixy.”

{Swish} Smack.

{Swish} Smack.

I saw genuine contrition in Tabitha’s expression and felt deeply sorry for her. She winced and gasped as each stroke rained down on her bright red cheeks, but I knew she wanted to atone. I was sure Trixy knew it, too.

“Keep a firm grip on the forward handles, girl, and press your knees into the restraining sleeves like you're riding a horse. Take this punishment in the positive way it is intended and learn - you are doing well, young lady.”

{Swish} Smack.

{Swish} Smack.

"You must let love permeate and lock in your step-father to a solid relationship if you wish to be more than fuck buddies. Silly girl!"

{Swish} Smack.

{Swish} Smack.

I was mesmerized and completely swept away on a cloud of hedonistic desire, desperately wanting to be spanked, but not for a transgression. I wanted to feel my father's firm hand across my ass while perched over his knee, preferably in front of the others for the sake of mild humiliation, but I didn't dare ask.

Trixy had offered us all a clue that Tabitha sought romance, whereas her Dad just wanted to fuck her forbidden hole. I glanced at my Dad, noting that he wore the same solemn sadness I felt, so I leaned to whisper in his ear while the rule-breaking girl's thrashing continued.

{Swish} Smack.

{Swish} Smack.

{Swish} Smack.

{Swish} Smack.

"She picked romance, Dad, I'm sure of it."

"He didn’t, though, and she never gave him time to fall in love with her, so it's all fucked up for them, baby girl."

"I'm glad we didn't make love last night."

"Me too, honey. We have years ahead to enjoy each other, so a small sacrifice now is worth it. Let's get what we can from this month. I can wait until you are ready.”

"I'm so glad you can, Dad."

I wish we didn't have to.

{Swish} Smack.

{Swish} Smack.

{Swish} Smack.

{Swish} Smack.

My father slipped his hand into mine and squeezed lovingly. It was all the encouragement I needed to ask a question, fluttering around in my belly.

"Would you spank me like that sometime, please, Dad?"

He stared at me, part in amazement but mainly desire.

"Why, sweetheart? You aren't naughty. At least not anymore."

"I'd like to apologize for the behavior that sent us here. On the app, it says you can book an atonement spanking session with or without audiences. Trixy oversees them while Dads administer the punishment. You can even have audience participation vote on the spanking implement and intensity of your thrashing."

Dad gulped, and his eyes widened while my pussy tingled, leaking tawdry juices into my gusset. I had noticed but flown past the advice on the app about wearing thin liners in the specially absorbent school-issued panty gussets or at least bringing a spare pair for moments like this.

"Are you sure about doing this, Hannah?"

"Definitely."

"Okay, let's talk it through tonight and decide a date. I can take you out for dinner afterward as a treat.”

We turned our attention back to Tabitha's thrashing, which lit up my soul. I felt happy for her because, having found humility, she wanted to be forgiven. The exciting feeling surging through me of wanting to submit myself for a spanking was something new but enjoyable. It was a good thing the training panties issued by Fanbury Hall as uniform had reinforced, highly absorbent gussets, or I might pool pussy juices on the wooden floor.

I leaned across to my father and whispered.

“I must change my panties before the next lesson, Dad.”

“Is this affecting you so much?”

“Yeah. My panties are soaked through, my upper thighs are sticky, and I feel like my pubes are matted. Can’t you smell me?”

“This room smells of pussy, Hannah - I don’t think it’s only yours.”

He looked happy with my disgraceful state, inhaling deeply and smiling as though savoring my aroma. I knew other girls’ flavors would mingle with mine, but deep down, I prayed he could separate out and enjoy mine.

“The last four strokes are extra hard ones, Tabitha. Buckle up, girl, grit your teeth, and hold on to the grip handles. I am proud of you.”

{Swish} Smack.

{Swish} Smack.

{Swish} Smack.

{Swish} Smack.

Tabitha slumped in her restraints, gasping for breath. As quick as a flash, I saw Trixy with a tube of Aloe Vera cream slathering it all over her victim’s exposed, slightly bruised ass. Once she started, our headmistress beckoned another girl to help and take over.

“Rub it all in, Charlotte. Take care of Tabitha for me, please.”

“Yes, Miss.”

Trixy came to us and asked Keith to remove my ponytail, saying she was sure I'd worn it for more than the allotted thirty minutes, which I knew was true, but I couldn’t resist having my back passage filled. Dad bent me over my desk in the most lewd way, with my cheek pressing hard against the rough wooden surface. He carefully unscrewed the horsehair plume while other girls and their Dads watched, enthralled, turning me on even more.

When Dad popped out my butt plug, leaving a vacuum inside me, my gaping, lubricated sphincter closed slowly. Trixy inspected the glistening stainless steel stopper for traces of blood, and seeing none, she allowed Dad to pack away and pocket my favorite toy.

“Hannah’s back passage is very tight inside, Mr. Rodgers."

"I wouldn't know, Trixy."

"Right answer. The doctor noted it during his examination; I can see it now. When you fuck this girl’s tiny tight anus, please be careful.”

“I shall.” 

She smiled at him in a friendly manner, and I thought we might become her favorite couple. However, I was confused by an overwhelming need for Trixy’s validation and wondered if I might become too submissive.

The day flew by, and we learned so much from various lecturers that my head spun when we reached our apartment. Having taken plenty of notes, my Dad seemed impressed by what he’d learned.

"I'll create a pension fund for you when we leave here."

"I didn't enjoy that lecture, Dad."

"I have to make sure you are financially provided for in case I die a lot sooner than you. Don't let it worry you. We'll also need to provide for you, our kids, and their college funds from the company. Maybe a trust unless you're running things by then."

We showered together but didn't play because the restaurant instructed that we would have a better evening if we abstained. The school administration team delivered a tuxedo suit for Dad and a black sequined ball gown with matching six-inch heels for me.

I selected a thong because I wanted to keep my pussy readily available for my Dad anytime he wished to enjoy it. That wasn't against the school rules, which said my pussy could be finger-banged, or I could wank my father’s cock off anywhere. Oral sex must be conducted in private or at one of the viewing rooms, where any casual audience would not be surprised and could pleasure themselves in comfort while observing us.

I wore no bra, letting my nipples graze delightfully against the satin fabric of a lovely dress. When I stared at myself in a full-length mirror, swaying and swishing from side to side, it seemed my transformation into a lady was complete.

Dad agreed, hugging me from behind and planting soft kisses across my neck before it was time to leave. We held hands and headed for the restaurant, excited about heading into the unknown.

The classic-style eatery, with a white marble floor and wooden tables covered by expensive, brilliant white linen, had subdued lighting and romantic candles everywhere. When my father helped me to my seat, I gasped at the gift waiting for me.

"These are beautiful, daddy."

"A dozen red roses for my soulmate."

"Can we be that already?"

"I feel it, Hannah, don't you?"

"Yes, I really do."

“We’ve known each other for almost all your life, honey.”

“I know, and that has strengthened our bond, Dad.”

I sniffed and caught an aroma of raw love from the roses while our beautifully dressed server helped me slide them into a vase beside me. She smiled and poured us both a glass of champagne.

I glanced nervously at my Dad because alcohol had been a problem for me that had led to our differences in the past. He nodded and smiled, lifting his glass, indicating I should also.

"We should both learn to drink socially and in moderation. Shall we limit ourselves to one glass each, Hannah?"

"I'm so glad you suggested that Dad. I don't want to slide backward."

Our server nodded politely, then handed me a menu.

"Sir has ordered main courses for both of you. Would you like an appetizer, Hannah?"

I browsed through the menu while the restaurant filled with other couples being shown to their seats. Our table was far enough away and sufficiently dimmed for a romantic conversation, but I felt a little surprised when our server placed a wooden plate shaped like a pair of ass cheeks in front of my father.

I pointed at his plate, grinning.

"What's that for?"

"It's your father’s appetizer."

"In the shape of an ass?"

“It’s to hold your ass, Hannah. Mr. Rodgers has ordered his daughter’s fresh pussy."

"What? seriously?”

"Of course, my dear, is there any other kind of pussy your father might wish to enjoy? Can you please climb up and sit on the plate for his enjoyment? Do you need our help?"

She looked thrilled to help, and I was excited, realizing this was a profound moment and that my Dad was about to eat my pussy in public.

"Umm, no, I can manage."

The look of delight on my father’s face when I stood on top of the table took me to a happy place. His nostrils flared, and he wriggled to the edge of his chair, wearing a hungry, sleazy expression confirming he wanted me, not just to eat my dripping wet pussy but at a sensual and soul-lifting level. I watched other girls in the restaurant follow my example when I lifted my dress high, showing him a hair-free, small-plate appetizer.

I had shaven my pussy, especially for the evening, hoping that sometime soon, my father would eat me. My server seemed to be part of the ritual of offering me, and she smiled. Pointing at my swollen, creamy labia

"Would you like some help prying both legs wide open, Hannah? I can have a colleague help me splay you."

"Umm, yes, please."

I was lost to lewd forces of seduction and desire as my Dad stood up and held me while I wriggled free of my thong before slowly squatting, opening my pussy wide, and revealing everything to him. I eventually sat on his serving plate; my eyes were glued to his, which were saucer-like and staring hungrily at my pussy.

"I'll shave her every day from now on, Dad. Baby soft dining for you if that’s what you prefer.”

"You have such a beautiful pussy, sweetheart. I shall enjoy this."

I was gobsmacked when my server pulled out a fresh foundation brush and dipped it in Keith's glass to soak up champagne.

"What are you doing?"

"Painting your pussy lips. Nothing beats a champagne and lady hormone combination, except perhaps a small strawberry half popping out of your pussy to go with it."

I was in an indulgent, intoxicated state when she brushed the champagne up and down each swollen pussy lip. She sat on one side of me while her colleague, a guy, sat on the other. When each of them gripped a heel of my shoe and spread my legs wide apart, my Dad was speechless, his expression amazed, and my night was made.

My server nodded and smiled at my Dad.

"Your starter is ready for dining on, Mr. Rodgers. Tonight, you will enjoy succulent virgin Hannah. If she is too wet, please let the plate gather the juices, and we will clean up later.”

My Dad glanced at her, then at me, with utter desperation writ large on his face. He licked his lips, smiled, and turned his attention towards the juicy bulging slit on a plate being offered for his enjoyment.

"There won't be any spillage of Hannah's pussy juices. I can guarantee it."

My thighs were spread wide apart, and my pussy was presented at a perfect angle for him to bend forwards to eat while seated. When his warm, soft tongue parted my pouting, sticky labia, my lady server held a mirror above Dad's head, pointing down so I could have a perfect view of his appetizer being consumed.

Flutters from my womb exploded immediately, and I moaned like a whore. The sensation of being taken made me shiver as Dad sucked on my sticky, throbbing clitoris, flicking its tip from side to side until my body chemistry overwhelmed. I tossed my head backward, allowing long hair to swish in every direction like a flamboyant dancer on a Parisian stage.

Dad licked, flicked, and sucked my cunt like I was the only thing in the world that mattered. When he slipped his tongue down my perineum, both servers were ready, hauling my legs backward, moving my puckered hole into play while keeping the dripping wet slit that meant so much to my orgasm.

Trixy strolled casually through the restaurant, checking on fathers dining on their daughters and offering them tips on their cunnilingus technique. Those dads not partaking of their little girl’s pussies with tongue and lips were encouraged to give it a go; some did, but others seemed reluctant. Eventually, our school headmistress stopped beside me, leaning over for a good look before eyeballing me and smiling.

“You have a great virgin pussy, Hannah. Your Dad has an enormous cock to fill that hole one day soon, and it seems he gives incredible tongue. You are a lucky couple."

"Yes. Thank you, Trixy."

"Keep up the good work, Hannah, and you, Mr. Rodgers."

My Dad flattened and plowed his tongue up and down the creamy furrow, seeping my sticky hormones. He licked and nibbled each wrinkled pussy lip tip before puckering and sealing my tight virgin fuck hole, sucking inside, ensuring any excess cream was removed. I wished my plug were available and that I had some allocated time remaining, but Dad's tongue more than satisfied me.

When he sucked hard on my sticky, pink pearl, I released a powerful, womb-crushing orgasm, squirting the pee Keith told me he desperately wanted in a few tiny jets of ejaculate that he swallowed.

When he was done eating me, my Dad beamed with delight.

Our servers were patient while my ass slid around Dad’s plate, and I enjoyed a series of noisy, shuddering orgasms. He was the last diner to finish his appetizer, by which time most others were spectating us. Dad slurped disgracefully at my dripping wet hole, devouring my juices as I wriggled against the hands that held me open.

When I was done and exhausted, the servers freed me, and Dad sat back, his lips glistening with a coating of my love. The room erupted, and they applauded while my server provided me with wet wipes and soft tissues to clean my pussy before helping me slide my thong back on.

When I sat down and toasted my Dad, he seemed in heaven. I was the only person in the room that mattered to him, and he ensured that was my lingering memory of the evening. Our server returned, smiling, politely interrupting our main course.

"Would Hannah like to order dessert so we know what preparation to make?"

I was growing in maturity as a woman and evolving as a sexual being. My gaze met hers, and I spoke confidently.

"Yes, Hannah would, please."

I skimmed through the dessert menu, smiling when my finger paused beside the item I'd prayed was there. Dad looked at me hopefully, but I paused for a tantalizing moment, teasing him.

"Hannah would like a double helping of Cream Of My Father, please."


Chapter Six

The Art Of Fellatio

◆◆◆

After my Dad dined on my pussy, I took a few minutes to calm down, and we continued enjoying a beautiful evening. I updated our app schedule, fastidiously recording every time my father and I had sexual contact. I rated him but felt embarrassed to ask how much he enjoyed it.

Dad noticed my flushed cheeks and pointed at my phone.

“Is there a problem, Hannah?”

“No… it’s umm, no, it’s fine, honestly.”

“Please tell me.”

“It’s just… well - after we have any sexual contact, it’s usual to offer feedback so Trixy knows how well things are going. I just gave you a five-star rating for cunnilingus.”

“Am I allowed to rate you?”

“Yes, but I didn’t want to ask.”

“Please hand me your phone, sweetheart.”

I handed Dad my phone, then sat like a blushing schoolgirl who just gave a boy her first Valentine’s card to his face.  My father checked through the app information, thumbed me a score, and then handed it back. I stared at the score nervously.

“You gave me five stars, Dad.”

“Because you are my Queen, honey, and five stars all the way.”

“Thank you.”

After the main courses, we strolled onto the dance floor, enjoying a few slow dances and relaxing romantically. Being swept away in my lover’s arms felt right, and the whole experience was incredibly romantic, lightening my heart. I enjoyed the powerful way Dad led our dance, always gazing deep into my eyes.

Back at the table, we engaged in forthright conversations about our future together. It felt odd to be days into a relationship with a man I'd known all of my life. We had no secrets, understanding each other's perspectives on most subjects, and I'd never felt so comfortable in anyone’s company.

When our table was cleared, the servers set another wooden, ass-sized plate in front of me for my father to sit in. Our server announced my dessert, specifying Keith's cock length and girth, after which I was free to suck it.

Other diners watched, almost as though we led, and they followed. Many couples followed suit after my head bobbed up and down in Dad’s lap for a few minutes. 

I took my time sucking off my father, enjoying the constant salty coating of pre-cum oozing from a tight, tiny slit on top of his smooth, glistening glans. I flattened my tongue and licked up and down his bloated urethra from the wrinkled balls I held in a palm, squeezing lightly to the salty, creamy tip.

“Try deep-throating your Dad, Hannah.”

“Hi, Trixy.”

“I believe you can do it, girl; you are so far advanced for your age.”

“I’ll try.”

“I’ll sit here and spectate. Listen to my voice and think only about milking Dad.”

“Okay, Miss.” 

My father’s cock was huge, almost dislocating my jaw, but I was patient, relaxing my neck, taking deep breaths, and holding the last one before cramming his glans down my throat. My deep throat technique would improve in time, and with the plenty of practice I was determined to get.

“Don’t worry about gagging and drooling - when a girl fellates her Dad, it’s always messy.”

Trixy’s voice was soothing, making it much easier to enjoy doing something I had little experience of. I squeezed with my throat muscles when half of my father’s gnarly shaft blocked my throat, milking him while gently wanking the stiff base in one hand, jiggling his balls in the other.

His thighs tensed, and Dad groaned with such rapturous pleasure a light round of applause rippled around the room. I felt incredibly lifted, very submissive, and happy to be my father’s slutty girl.

“Keep jiggling your father’s balls, Hannah, and speed up while wanking the base of his cock much harder. He’s about to cum. Enjoy this moment as you empty his semen reserves; after all, they are your special treat.”

When Dad blew his salty load, splattering rope after rope of hot semen into my mouth, he coated the back of my throat and tonsils as I swallowed, gagging. Trixy rifled her fingers lovingly through my hair from the seat beside me, relaxing me while she enjoyed watching and instructing my fellating of Dad.

When I finished sucking my Dad’s cock, I showed him my tongue covered in his cream. I giggled when swallowing every last drop, enjoying hoots, cheers, and applause for my performance. Trixy smiled proudly at me.

"Very good girl, Hannah. That was a most sensual and excellent blow-job. I trust you'll do just as well in class tomorrow. Mr. Rodgers is getting great head from you, and I hear he’s a five-star pussy licker."

"Thank you, Trixy, and yes, he is."

"Did you enjoy your daughter tonight, Mr. Rodgers?"

"I love her, Trixy. Hannah is my soulmate."

She nodded, seemingly as happy about our romantic progress as we were. Trixy held both our hands, squeezing tightly like a proud mother spectating her gold medal-winning pair at a school ice dance competition.

"It doesn't happen as intensely as you two very often, but I feel great about your relationship. Just promise me you'll wait the week out before deflowering your new girl, please, Mr. Rodgers."

"Of course I will, Trixy. Hannah is well worth the wait."

"That she is, Mr. Rodgers."

The weirdness of our forthright, kinky sexual exchanges and surrounding discussions was becoming less intimidating for me. I'd gotten so confident that I’d asked the app administration team about having sex with my Dad during my period, and they provided health and technique information within minutes. They also pointed out the subject would be covered in our final lesson the next day.

I wasn't due to have my period until after the date by which we could make love, but I wanted to have that critical discussion with Keith before the time was upon us. For my part, I wanted to be fucked every day, morning, noon, and night, filled with my stepdad’s seed as frequently as possible.

After our night out, I felt sleepy upon returning to our suite, so we showered together and turned in, enjoying intimate cuddles and kissing while discussing our schedule for the next day. I knew we were not engaged to be married, nor had any proposal or mention of one been made. That worried me, not because I didn't want it, but because we seemed to leapfrog that stage since we knew one another so well.

Dad rolled close, staring deep into my eyes.

“What’s wrong, Dad? You look worried.”

"I'm concerned about keeping up with you sexually, Hannah. At eighteen years old, once you've fucked someone once, you'll want cock constantly."

"I don't think it's much of a problem. Diet, exercise, a good sleep regime, and a good supply of weekenders or blue pills should sort out that problem. I promise not to wear out your cock too badly."

I grinned at him, joking because I was determined to make sure the difference between our ages never became a problem in the bedroom. I changed the subject, focusing on matters that mildly concerned me. We'd attended a lesson describing various dangerous taboo ideas, some of which felt wrong but exciting.

I wasn’t sure where I stood on specific kinks and wanted to discuss them with my Dad.

"Cuckold and hotwife don’t appeal much to me, Dad."

"Maybe it might in time, but only once we're adequately anchored. Sharing can be fun under the right circumstances. Mom and I discussed swinging, but we never did it.”

“Who prompted the discussion?”

“Mom.”

“And you were against it?”

“I wanted firm rules, and at first, so did your mother, but we couldn’t agree, so she went her own way and, well…”

“Steve happened?”

“Yes, Hannah.”

“I think rules are essential. What sort of rules did you and Mom discuss?”

“Kissing, the period for swapping, cum inside pussy and mouth, then the reclaiming process. I wanted proper rules if we would swap partners.”

"Do you want to share me with another guy or girl?"

“We should rule nothing out, Hannah. I prefer the idea of playing with a few toys, perhaps a fucking machine, for when you ovulate and get horny like a rabbit, and I can't keep up."

"You give great tongue when your cock is resting, Daddy.”

"And I always will."

I felt horny and rolled into my Dad’s arms, kissing him softly while grinding my pussy. The idea of swapping partners with another couple felt so disgraceful I couldn’t help but simmer with excitement. 

Our age gap didn't bother me, although I accepted the need for some advanced planning, especially regarding college attendance, enjoying a career, and having kids. My mind was maturing quickly, and the way I considered the future had already evolved from short to long-term. The roller coaster I was riding felt even more intense than the emotional and mental changes I'd experienced during puberty.

I want so badly to fuck my Dad.

Constant arousal when I was near my father was becoming a problem, but I didn't want to contravene the rules. While he slept, I messaged the Fanbury Hall crisis service.

I need to make love to my dad so badly right now.

Hi Hannah, this is Trixy. I’m on duty call-out tonight.

I am so sorry to trouble you. I can’t sleep.

Thank you for reaching out, sweetheart.

What should I do, Miss… please help.

Please don’t do it. You’ve been such a good girl, and you and Mr. Rodgers are doing exceptionally well.

I'm so desperate to have him, Miss.

Things are going well for you both in the romance department. In five more days, you can make love to your father all you want.

Okay. I'm sorry to have disturbed you.

I'm here for both of you, honey. XOXO!

I slept well, but by morning, my creamy pussy had soaked through the panties I wore under one of Dad’s t-shirts. I woke up, feeling them being slipped down past my knees before both legs were splayed wide open. When I looked down and saw my father grinning up from my crotch, with his lips glistening from my pussy juice, I was glad to be in for a great wake-up call.

When I gripped my father’s hair and pulled his face deeper into my crotch, he obliged with a most satisfying cunnilingus session. His loving and expert tongue worked magic, even probing gently inside my virgin pussy hole, licking the soft tissues while stimulating my nerve cluster just an inch inside.

Dad plowed his tongue up and down my creamy slit from the puckered anal whorl into which he would fit my plug to my throbbing clitoris. When he clenched his lips around my sticky, pink nub and hummed, I rose to a tumultuous orgasm.

Orgasmic squirting was becoming the norm for me, and I worried about what that might suggest, vowing to discuss it later with a school counselor. Keith had asked me to question the app about a deliciously sweet milky white cream that oozed out of my pussy immediately after my orgasm subsided. They told him it was female ejaculation that came from my Skene's gland, so my father named it Hannah's ambrosia and sucked hard for my entire yield.

Once my Dad finished licking my cunt through a series of shuddering orgasms, we lazed around the apartment, talking about our relationship before showering together. I cleaned Dad's solid cock, enjoying his moaning but allowing only the slightest stimulation.

"I wish you could suck my cock or even wank it, Hannah - morning wood is a killer.”

"Me too, Dad, but Trixy says all guardians must arrive at the first period today fully erect and ready for their step-daughter's lesson in fellatio."

"I don't want to mess up our progress. I'll manage for an hour."

I knew the first lesson afforded me a chance for me to pay homage to my Dad’s cock, and I was looking forward to that. While we breakfasted in the main dining hall, I imagined sucking both balls in my mouth while wanking his shaft precisely the way I knew Trixy would show us.

All lesson plans were on the Fanbury Hall app, so pupils could prepare if desired. I was ready.

In class, our headmistress demonstrated some expert techniques in fellatio using a lover she'd invited for specific lessons, insisting we all practice during class. It was a little daunting when my Dad sat on the wooden desk in front of me with his legs spread wide apart and a giant cock hanging out, already half stiff.

Since fifteen other girls would give their father’s head simultaneously, I dispensed all shyness and unabashedly got stuck in.

Once my mouth burned with my Dad's pre-cum, I thought of nothing except his pleasure. My trick shot was fast becoming the rapid stimulation of his urethra, using a flattened tongue pressed against it while sliding up and down between his tip and balls. At the same time, I palmed softly over his glans, using a cupping motion and a great slather of my saliva, before giving the shaft a few sharp and rapid strokes and then repeating the whole process.

Some girls didn't swallow their father’s cum, and I heard a few of them gag on the heady, salty semen that was fast becoming my addiction and guilty pleasure. I felt proud that my Dad lasted the longest and that we had become a show for the others.

Everyone watched me finish off fellating my Dad while Trixy pointed out the positive aspects of my technique. I wanted to make it an excellent blow-job for him, so I stared up and locked eyes with my lover, conveying all the emotion I felt.

"Make it a good one, Dad. Paint the back of my throat with your seed."

"My god, Hannah, you are such a perfect girl."

Everyone applauded when Dad arched his back and moaned loudly, unloading his load into my mouth. I knew his semen was coming up the bloated urethra, having experienced the vigorous twitching of his stiff cock before. When he exploded into a violent jerking orgasm, I swallowed every drop, loving its salty flavor, musky afterburn, and the primal ignition of my soul. Unlike other girls, I kept going after the first rope of hot cum splashed on the back of my throat, wanking and sucking my father’s cock hard until no drop remained inside him.

When he twitched his last drop, I made a point of cleaning my Dad’s cock thoroughly, sucking it hard while licking underneath his foreskin to make sure I removed every salty treat, no matter how tiny, finishing him with a mouth-popping sound that elicited a giggle from other girls.

I sat in his lap, but when we kissed, it surprised the others, and I saw a look of pride writ large on Trixy's face, who smiled and nodded enthusiastically at me.

The period had ended in a triumph for all couples, and it was time for lunch.


Chapter Seven

Riding Spartan

◆◆◆

After lunch, Dad and I enjoyed a two-hour romantic stroll around Fanbury Hall's woodland grounds. It was a formal part of the curriculum, although the school allowed couples to decide the time of day they would partake. QR codes were sighted around the walking paths, where I flashed my phone, confirming we had passed by. 

Walks helped bind couples together because there were few disturbances, lots of hand-holding, and benches where we could stop, kiss, maybe finger or wank one another before moving on. I found many online blog sites discussing Fanbury Hall, but not all were complimentary. A prudish mentality toward sex had spoiled some girls and Dad’s experience, but so far, I was enjoying my sexual awakening.

We joined a guided tour of the stables halfway around. Being unfamiliar with equestrian sports and specifically their kinky sidelines, I had to ask what the embedded screw hole was in a saddle one girl was preparing.

Claire was a regular return student at Fanbury Hall. She was already married to her stepdad, who came back with her every year for a week-long refresher. Having introduced ourselves, she was pleased to explain the riding style she was learning.

"You've never seen this before, Hannah?”

"Never, Claire. Does something screw into it?"

"Yeah."

Claire slid a large purple latex dildo out from a velvet pouch and screwed it into the saddle so the natural curvature of the phallus pointed forwards, perfect for her to ride. Our mouths were agape when a nearby groom helped her mount the saddle onto a huge stallion with a massive cock dangling down.

I leaned over and whispered to my father, who was equally intrigued.

"I can't believe this is for real, Dad."

"It looks like she's in for a rough ride."

Claire heard us and winked, unzipping the crotch of her riding breeches. The groom helped the girl mount her stallion, even holding the purple dildo steady while she sunk her pussy down onto it with a shiver of delight and the most debased expression.

The groom held her hand tight while Claire rocked back and forth, getting the dildo embedded comfortably inside her cunt while pressing her clitoris against a raised, dimpled square of leather just in front.

"I need more grease on the clitoral patch, Ralph. It's quite rough and worn, but the dimples don't seem very pronounced."

"Okay, sorry, Miss Claire. We had a few weeks with nonstop courses of nuns from a convent in Italy. I've ordered new patches for every saddle, but they haven’t arrived yet. Give me a minute."

"Well, those bitches tore the shit out of these clitoral stimulators."

Claire grinned at us while gently riding her dildo. I was amazed at how calm the stallion was, almost like he knew any movement was crucial to his rider's enjoyment. When Ralph returned from a nearby store cupboard with a small jar of translucent grease, my dad and I were utterly enthralled.

"Shall I dress the leather patch and your clitoris, Miss Claire?"

"Yes, please. I'm going hacking and can't have too much lube, Ralph."

He scooped a finger full of the grease out of its jar, rubbing it all over her clitoris while she leaned back to provide Ralph with better access. She was enjoying his finger banging immensely, judging by her expression and the gasps of delight, looking dismayed when he stopped to reload the digit.

Ralph slathered the next finger load of grease all over the leather patch that would help Claire achieve multiple orgasms during her ride. When he was done and about to retrieve his hand, she gripped his wrist with a look of sheer desperation.

"Could you finish fingering me, please, Ralph?”

"I'd love to, Miss Claire, but Trixy would flay me alive and not in a good way."

"Oh, please. There's nothing that beats a good finger-banging before riding Spartan. These leather patch dimples are all rubbed out and fucking useless."

"I can’t, Miss. But... nothing stops another student and her guardian from helping."

He glanced at me and Keith shortly before Claire's beseeching expression did the same. I was stunned, never having laid a lewd finger on a girl and indeed not fingered one. I felt excited, instantly aroused, but terrified of what my father might think of me.

"Could one of you walk Spartan slowly while the other finger bangs me, please? I don't mind who does what, so long as you both do me."

“Are you sure, Claire?”

“I’m damn sure I don’t want to ride Spartan until I’ve calmed down a bit.”

I was speechless and stared at my Dad, who didn't know what to do either. The groom chuckled as though it was not a big deal.

"You're allowed to help Miss Claire, but the staff aren't. The ladies get very frustrated riding their horses because it's true that the dimples on most leather patches are almost done and can’t get the girls off for quite a few miles."

“Does that cause a problem?”

“If she rides Spartan too hard, the dildo might bounce off her cervix.”

“I see - so if my Dad and I help, it’s not sexual.”

“Nope - you’d be doing Claire a solid favor.”

I wanted to help but dared not ask my father until he responded to Claire’s polite request. A slight nod from him suggested it was okay, but when he stepped forward, gathering Spartan's reins, I knew permission was granted for me to finger my first girl.

I was so pleased Dad hadn’t handed me Spartan’s reins because I wanted to finger fuck Claire. She seemed equally keen, beckoning me while leaning down. I used the step to reach her and had my first girl-on-girl kiss, a searing, tawdry affair that set my lips on fire. Dad reached up, cupping my ass cheeks in one palm, stroking me, lighting up my young, sleazy fire that tickled gently deep inside my womb.

"Thank you, Hannah. I'm so desperate to be fucked right now."

So am I.

When Keith walked the horse forward, I slid a finger onto Claire's solid, sticky clitoris. I felt the well-worn leather patch dimples and a few jagged tears in the leather on the back of my hand, understanding her annoyance with them. We were a hundred meters from the woodland track; Claire was aiming for so, at the horse’s ambling pace, I had around two minutes to finish the job she'd started.

I wanted longer and a bed, but neither seemed likely, and I couldn’t suggest anything in case my father disapproved.

It was my first time rubbing one out for another girl but having practiced on my sticky pearl many times; I had the technique off perfectly from the get-go. Spartan knew what was going on and put the extra swagger into his stride, swaying Claire through a circular motion so that she was properly fucked by the saddle cock he controlled.

I dragged her sticky clitoris from side to side, alternating that with a circular motion while my Dad walked backward, enjoying the show. Judging by his expression, I thought my father would love it if Claire joined us in bed, and I would have enjoyed that, too.

Claire eyeballed me with saucer-like blue pools of lascivious desire while I finger-banged her. She rode the cock harder than I imagined possible while I got her off on one diligent and stiff finger. She squirted hard, soaking my hand and the saddle, squelching pee around the dildo seal. I licked my fingers, enjoying the sweet bitterness of Claire’s orgasm, instantly understanding why my father loved drinking me so much.

Claire wriggled energetically in the saddle, enjoying waves of pleasure that caused her face to contort in the most lewd manner. I watched her orgasm last ages, lending a gentle hand by pressing and rotating her throbbing nub. 

As she descended from an immense orgasm, I withdrew my fingers before she took the reins from my Dad and spurred the magnificent stallion with her heels, urging him into a gallop. Spartan raced along a woodland path while Claire screamed amid a massive orgasm that I'd helped give her.

It was suddenly silent, with only Dad, me, and my soaking-wet fingers lingering in the middle of the trail. We were out of sight of the equine center, absorbing the sexual experience we'd just enjoyed. My father stared hungrily at my sticky fingers, and so did I.

Slowly, I offered my Dad a heavily coated finger, then another, joining him in tasting Claire's orgasm. We licked and sucked my hand clean, and I enjoyed the only pussy cream I'd ever tasted.

"Is that what my pussy tastes like, Dad?”

"No. Your juices taste more vibrant and a little sweeter."

"What does it mean about us that I just wanked another girl off in front of you?”

"You were doing her a favor, baby girl. We were both here taking part, so nothing is being kept a secret. I can't see the harm in a little fun like that. I think we are evolving, Hannah.”

"I'll still report this play session on Fanbury's app. I do feel that honesty is the best policy for us.”

"I'm proud of you, sweet girl.”

"I'm proud of us, too.”

By the time we returned to the main campus building, our administrative services team had audited the sexual activity we'd enjoyed with Claire and validated it. My first finger-banging attracted a five-star rating and a lovely comment.

Hannah is a beautiful and kind girl who understands how to finger a girl, even under pressure and with limited space. I hope she and her father are happy at Fanbury and that I can visit them soon to play.

The final lesson of the day was about sexual health and particularly how to enjoy sex during your period. I took loads of notes because, although I was still a virgin, my heart and body wanted to fuck my father every day, pausing for nothing. I felt most horny when ovulating, but when my period came, I wanted cock as well.

Back in our room, I decided to open up the taboo subject, leading my father to a comfortable sofa. I sat down and patted my lap so he could lie down with his head handy for me to stroke. After stroking both earlobes, I relaxed, rifling my fingers through his unruly, thick mop of hair.

"Will you still fuck me during my period, Dad?”

"Of course, Hannah. If you allow it, I'll make love to you anywhere, anytime."

"If I allow it?"

"I'll always be respectful, baby girl. I never want you to feel pressured into having sex."

"I hadn't thought of it like that. I won't ever deny you, Dad; I just wanted to know that I won't be abandoned during my period."

"Never going to happen, baby. I hope you heard the lecturer say that even oral sex is fine during your period as long as extra care is taken.”

"Would you do that, Dad?”

"Yeah, damn fucking right."

"Well, you have another couple of weeks to wait, by which time my virginity will have been taken."

"Yes."

The atmosphere in our living room was electric. If Trixy permitted it, I'd have my Dad’s cock buried deep inside my throbbing pussy inside half a minute. It was as though he read my mind, laughing and shaking his head simultaneously.

"You're worth waiting for, Hannah."

"You too, Dad."


Chapter Eight

Extra-Curricular Activities

◆◆◆

Feeling lazy, I languished comfortably under our super-king-sized duvet, nestled into my warm, soft, big spoon. In the peace of our apartment and the sensual comfort of my father’s nakedness, random thoughts about life, sex, and love thoughts raced through my mind, coalescing into something more straightforward.

For the first time, I felt empowered, like a real adult woman, in control of my life.

My Dad stirred slowly from his deep slumber, groaning my name repeatedly before realizing I was right there with him. He rolled me over to face him and struggled to open his eyes, squinting, before fully recognizing me, after which he smiled from ear to ear and cuddled closer.

"Good morning, Hannah. How are you, sweetheart?"

"I feel a little weary today, Dad."

"Me too, honey. This boot camp is exhausting. Our conditioned thinking is being challenged, emotions are running rampant, and I don't know about you, but when I am not tired, I feel more alive than ever."

"I'm burning so much energy with having sex, sex talk, learning about sex, and from being in love. I can't wait for breakfast."

"Are you happy, though, sweetheart?"

"More than ever in my life. Before coming here, I was unhappy, as you know. I had no real experience in love, and that’s changing rapidly, but the education program is brutal."

"I must go outside Fanbury Hall during lunch today, Hannah. Is that okay?"

"Of course."

I didn't ask where he was going or why my father had to leave because it felt as though I'd be interrogating him, and that wasn't the sort of relationship I wanted to nurture between us. From the outset of our coupling, honesty would be its cornerstone. We hadn't lied to each other before, and there was no reason to start now.

Morning classes included a range of lessons, beginning with a subject I was looking forward to. Disciplinary paddling and spanking for two hours were sessions I intended to enjoy and gain a healthy education from.

We showered together as had become a daily habit, washing each other carefully. After that, my Dad inserted my anal badge of honor I loved wearing, fingering my hole a little more than was needed to lubricate the butt plug.

"Do you prefer playing with that hole, Keith?"

"It's not that I prefer one over the other. Your back passage feels more taboo, and I enjoy playing with it. I've never fucked anyone in the back passage before, honey.”

"Not even Mom?"

"Nope. She always vehemently declared her asshole was completely off-limits. We played around very little, to be honest."

"Play all you want with me, darling. When you're ready, and we are allowed, you can fuck me in the ass, too. I’ve been reading up, and they say after the first time, we should wait a couple of weeks for healing, then go at it again.”

"I can't wait for us to enjoy each other making love.”

“I feel the same, Dad. Once we are allowed, you can enjoy fucking me anytime, anywhere, and in whichever hole you wish."

We breakfasted in the main dining hall amid an excited buzz. It seemed most step-daughters and their step-parents were making significant progress. Some girls wore their golden tails before the week was out, and I assumed they were couples seeking one-time fuck or long-term fuck-buddy status.

Romance and love were a slower burn.

Over coffee in the dining hall in between lessons, Trixy had explained that often, fuck buddy couples might grow into love, but until then, their honest needs could easily be met through consensual sex without a romantic binding.

"I can't wait to have a golden tail, Dad."

"And yours will be special, baby, with a silver collar. I don't see many of those."

"There are others that are even higher level. I saw a key chart of Fanbury Hall’s hierarchy online. The topmost plume color is a brilliant white, but I don't know what it symbolizes."

Going over my father’s knee in our first lesson of the day to have a ponytail unscrewed before he removed my butt plug felt mildly but deliciously humiliating. I was leaning toward submission, but it was still early days. It felt comfortable lying across his thighs, and I really enjoyed Dad’s solid cock poking into my midriff, feeling sad that I could do nothing to relieve him without disrupting class.

Miss Gloria Redpath used the same lover Trixy had when teaching us how to fellate our fathers, and I wondered if the man, who was around twenty years old, might be passed between teaching staff as a free-use bull. He had a big cock, not quite the enormous size my Dad had, but still pretty useful. Other girls stared longingly at the bull’s cock, and I giggled, wondering if their fathers were giving them enough.

After half an hour of teaching technique, safety, and pre-thrashing care, Gloria Redpath had spanked her sub pretty soundly, explaining everything she did in great detail. I saw a gorgeous bright red haze rise warmly on both of his cheeks, with some underlying blue coloring where old bruises were hidden just beneath the skin's surface. He looked happy and eventually wholly zoned out, thoroughly enjoying the attention his dominant mistress was giving.

When she was done teaching, Gloria allowed her sub to stand up. He strolled around the classroom so we could inspect him closer, patting his cheeks gently to note his flinching, pained reaction. We all enjoyed his pained but contented expression when he sat on a wooden stool.

"Do you see how he sat down carefully and squirmed, girls? That's the effect your father must achieve with all of you. You should be able to remember your thrashing all day, for two, if you can take the pain.”

She paused for questions, but none were forthcoming. Her teaching was comprehensive, and every couple was enthusiastic about getting on and trying out what we'd learned.

"Remembering your safe words, you can all have a free practice. It's great fun to contrive a reason for the chastisement between a girl and her father. A recent misdemeanor, something from your childhood that still grates, or perhaps just as a maintenance thrashing to reinforce future good behavior."

While I adjusted myself slightly to make sure my ass was pointing up, I exposed my horny, wet slit that my father’s attention had already caused; he shuffled his knees to help me. Gloria circled the class, checking everyone was safely positioned and randomly testing that couples had agreed on safe words. When she was happy that everyone was safe and progressing well, the stern, middle-aged woman returned to the front of her class.

"Try starting with five warm-up strokes to get the blood circulating; then, girls, please speak to your guardians about comfort, weighting, and accuracy before continuing. I'll give you fifteen minutes of free practice."

Stroke {Smack}

Stroke {Smack}

Stroke {Smack}

Stroke {Smack}

Stroke {Smack} 

When Dad first spanked me using his bare hand, I whimpered and thought about all the times I'd deserved a thrashing as a child. He'd probably let me get away with too much over the years, and I was looking forward to my atonement thrashing, which was scheduled for after Dad took my hymen.

The stinging pain felt awful, then good, then arousing, until I leaked more tawdry cream than ever. While he rested his hand, Dad leaned down and whispered.

“I don’t want to hurt you, Hannah.”

"Why not make up for missed opportunities, Dad?"

"What do you mean?"

"I mean, perhaps you should think about the times when I was younger, naughty, and deserved a damn good spanking. Give that punishment to me now."

"You mean like when you told your grandmother to fuck off aged ten?"

"Yeah. Did you want to spank me for that at the time?"

"Jesus, so much like you wouldn't believe. If I'd had you over my knee back, then we could have fixed that problem in five minutes."

"Then close your eyes for a moment, remember me back then, and thrash me now, Dad, but make it longer than five minutes. It seems like a very naughty thing I did.”

"Umm, okay. How hard shall I spank you?"

"I don't think you're supposed to ask me, Dad. Just take yourself back to that moment, and give me what I deserved then, now."

"Okay, sweetie."

"And watch out because if you go too lightly, Gloria might believe you aren’t taking it seriously, and Trixy will thrash you."

"Gloria is otherwise engaged right now, sweetheart.”

I craned my neck, twisted my head, and saw Gloria’s Spankee kneeling before her, performing cunnilingus while she scanned the class. She smiled at me while her legs were propped up high on two other chair backs, and she was split in half. Her man used both hands to prise a perfectly shaven pussy wide open while tonguing and slurping the most giant pair of swollen, creamy lips I'd ever seen.

When the bull clamped his lips onto one of Gloria's labia, dragging it down while sucking hard, I guessed hers was three times the size of mine. It turned me on, and for one terrifying moment, I wondered if I might be into girls, remembering Claire from the day before.

Gloria was getting off on a combination of her pussy licker's excellent work and the step-daughter mass spanking she had started and was overseeing. She smiled sweetly and twirled her finger in a circular motion, suggesting I should look away and get on with it.

"We should catch up with the others, Dad. I want to keep our unblemished behavioral record."

I felt a slight rush of air the millisecond before my father’s firm palm struck my left ass cheek. The burning sensation that accompanied a moderate painful stinging was unbelievably exciting, but much more so when my adrenal gland kicked in and sent a rush of blood and powerful hormones to the area.

Stroke {Smack}

Stroke {Smack}

Stroke {Smack}

Stroke {Smack}

Stroke {Smack} 

I wriggled in pain and pleasure, making bratty, whiny sounds for authenticity. Dad’s erection pressed hard into my washboard stomach, turning me on more as I imagined sliding my pussy down it.

“How was that, Dad?”

“My god… spanking you now feels so good. It was like we were back then, and I vented all my frustration."

"It's felt the same for me, too. I feel so much better now you've taught me how much it irritated you. It’s partly a matter of redemption, but I also feel your love and care for me.”

“Is it enough?”

“I want more and harder, too.”

Stroke {Smack}

Stroke {Smack}

Stroke {Smack}

Stroke {Smack}

Stroke {Smack} 

My father obliged me, spanking each cheek in turn with stinging blows.

He paused after every five strokes, rubbing my warming cheeks gently. Dad’s aim gradually improved, catching me with a perfectly flat palm precisely on the crease between my ass cheeks and thighs every time.

After the first fifty, I drifted off into a meditative state where only my Dad’s voice, his masterful hand, and my burning ass cheeks mattered. The pain became a total pleasure, and I wanted more, so much more that I felt disappointed when Miss Redpath called time just after she'd made a mess on the floor at the behest of her lover’s tongue.

As we left the class, I noticed our teacher was still naked. Her Spankee collected a mop and a bucket from a janitor’s cupboard to clean up her orgasmic mess on the wooden floor. I noticed my father's discomfort as we strolled along a corridor, hand in hand, to enjoy a break period.

"Are you okay, Dad?”

"Honestly, sweetheart, I have a rampant hard-on that's bothering me a lot."

"Okay, come with me. I have a solution."

I dragged Dad outside the main faculty building and across a gravel car park to a row of bicycles. The long shed there was one of the recommended locations for stepdaughters to masturbate their guardians. Behind the tidy red brick building was a row of cells running the length of the back wall with half partitions between each. I saw an empty cell and dragged Dad to it.

“What’s this place, Hannah?”

“A place specially designed for me to give you hand relief.”

“Wow.”

"You kneel on the plastic step and lean onto the chest strap. In front of you is a ceramic wall with guttering at the bottom like an old-fashioned urinal. I'll milk your semen into that."

"How will you do it?"

"I'll sit behind gently on your calf muscles, reach around in front and wank you off against the ceramic wall. I might stand up towards the end if I need a better grip. The important thing is that we get you milked and calmed down, Dad."

"How did you know about this place, Hannah?"

"From the school app. This is called the milking parlor. I'll help you strip off; then, you can lean in and get comfortable with your knees spread wide apart. I'll oil up your cock, and we'll have some fun like the other couples."

The whole place was pristine and clean, with constant spraying of water down the ceramic wall into the cum chute that serviced each cell. Several spray bottles, wipes, and lubes were placed in a box underneath my father’s knees, handy for me to use while managing his needs. The sensual moaning of several stepdads being milked by their daughters turned me on, but I could wait to get satisfaction later and knew my father couldn't.

I pulled my father’s pants and underwear off, hanging them beside us on a hook provided. Once I had his cock comfortably pointing towards the cum chute, I coated my right hand and the index finger from my left with an oil-based lubricant. My father was already moaning like a demon being pleasured when I gripped, then stroked up and down his enormous shaft, massaging copious oil onto the tool I was about to enjoy.

When I wanked him, rubbing my palm firmly all over his smooth glans at the top of each stroke, his head slumped onto a cushioned pad against the wall, placed there for that purpose. My Dad gasped, moaned, and tensed up while I stroked his cock with a dozen slick strokes from balls to tip. I glanced sideways and smiled, enjoying the envious look of a girl who'd just finished wanking off her daddy in the cell next to ours. She couldn't tear her eyes away from my father’s cock until she was forced to leave.

My Dad grunted, champing at the bit with his cock poking straight forwards, solid as a steel rod. I gripped his shaft harder, pausing on the upward stroke to firmly thumb rub the banjo string in a circular motion. He screamed, so I eased off, wanting my father to edge a bit before shooting his load.

I wanked him slowly, then quickly, using short, sharp jerks before adding more lube and sliding my fist up and down his entire gnarly, veiny shaft.

Each time I felt my father’s orgasm rise, I slowed down my wanking speed and released some pressure, letting his semen rise inside the urethra halfway but without exploding. I'd learned about ruined orgasms in masturbation FAQs from the app and wouldn't do that now, but the technique of edging seemed to do the trick, getting Dad off just enough until I was ready for his release.

When he was close to an exhilarating vinegar stroke, I noticed at least two other girls watching my technique from a polite distance.

School etiquette dictated I let them observe because I'd chosen a public wanking spot to relieve my father, and it was best practice for girls to learn from each other. I leaned back slightly, then stood up, bringing my left hand into play, sliding it down my father’s ass crack until it pressed against his puckered hole.

The ridges felt nice against my well-oiled finger as I circled his sphincter.

Dad gasped, and the two girls watching did too while I pressed a lubricated finger hard on my Dad’s sphincter, piercing its seal, before sliding deep inside his back passage to find the soft prostate gland.

I didn't finger fuck my Dad’s back passage because I only wanted to make sure this wanking session got him completely through the day and until I could give him a great blow-job after the evening meal. Milking his prostate would help make sure he was empty.

I pressed downwards lightly, squeezing Dad’s prostate, enjoying his euphoric screaming while I wanked his cock, leaning my weight fully on his back. From my standing position, I had complete control of managing my father’s cock, asshole, and orgasm.

More girls joined the first two, spectating us with smiles of admiration written on their faces. I kept wanking my Dad using full strokes, sliding my palm up and down the length of his cock until I knew we were close to ejaculation.

"Let's make it a good one, Dad. Splash your seed as violently against the wall as you can, good boy."

"Oh god... oh my, Hannah... this is...-"

"I know, baby, just enjoy and think about how you just spanked my ass for past misdemeanors."

I slowed down the pace of my wanking, squeezing his cock much harder while pulling back my Dad’s foreskin to the point his banjo string reached maximum tension. All the while, I kept pressing my left index finger on the precious prostate deep inside him.

When my father hit his orgasm, both knees bounced on the plastic step like he was in a 1970s disco. Keith roared like a lion, arching his back so far I could barely hang on to his cock. When ropes of his semen splattered the ceramic wall of the cum chute, I jerked his cock extra hard for a dozen strokes, milking every drop of baby-making seed out of him.

In the heat of his climax, my Dad slammed his head off the cushioned pad, screaming through gritted teeth, dribbling saliva down his chin. As he descended back to earth from a tumultuous orgasm and massive ejaculation, rapturous applause broke out all around us.

He glanced at me with a loving, contorted cum face I adored so much, and I pointed at his gleaming white cum dribbling down the ceramic wall.

"We did that, Dad. I feel quite proud."

"I really let go of myself then, Hannah. I've never felt anything quite like it."

"Does that feel better now?"

"Oh, sweetheart. You have no idea. Thank you so much. It was very unselfish of you."

"I love you so much.”

"I love you too, Hannah."

The other girls drifted away, giving my Dad privacy to dress himself. Once everything was clean in our compartment, I slipped my hand into his, and we returned to class with him feeling in a much better mood and more at peace.

When Dad left me at lunchtime, I missed him more than expected and felt lonely in the dining hall. A few other girls who were lunching together picked up their trays and joined me for some girl talk and laughs. One girl, Emma, was clearly a leader of the crowd and wanted to know more about me and my stepdad.

"You're the girl who everyone is talking about... Hannah, right?"

"Yes, but why are they talking about me?"

“The teaching staff say neither you nor your Dad have put a foot wrong since you arrived. Everyone is taking bets you'll be the first wedding ceremony at the school."

"Seriously? You can get married here?"

"Oh, yeah. Nobody has done it yet because Trixy turned them down."

"What reason did she give for rejection?"

"She said it must be an absolutely genuine and pure love between the couple, and that only she would know. I guess nobody passed her test yet."

Her voice drifted off, and I dreamed about my wedding day at Fanbury Hall. Like most girls throughout teenage dreamy days, I'd imagined mine but not the man who would take me to be his wife.

I became lost in the moment and was still daydreaming. I imagined marrying my father while everyone gossiped and enjoyed their lunch. In my hazy dream, he kneeled before me with a beautiful diamond solitaire ring and its multi-carat jewel set in platinum with a Celtic rope design.

He looked beautiful, staring with big eyes as though I was the only person in the world that had ever mattered to him. I remembered our lives together, the care he had for me, and I saw the smile that always warmed my heart, fixing my problems from a grazed knee to a shitty boyfriend breakup.

I smiled back at my father, imagining him and me with the peace of an intense love creating a bubble around us. My mind blocked out the other girl’s noise as a cramped dining hall was silenced while I absorbed the love from a man I'd always wanted to be mine.

"Will you marry me, please, Hannah?"

I woke up from my daydream just before saying yes to the shock of my life.

"What are you doing on your knees, Dad?”

"You were a million miles away, Hannah. I'll ask you again."

"Ask me what? Please tell me why you are kneeling. Why has everyone gone quiet?"

I glanced around the room and saw delighted faces frozen in time; everyone stared at us. My father was on his knees with an arm outstretched, his elbow resting on one knee.

"Will you marry me, please, Hannah?"

I cried when I saw a diamond solitaire ring with at least three carats nestling inside a small box on a blue pillow.

"Is this real, Dad?”

"The ring?"

"No darling, this moment?"

"Of course it is."

"Then yes, of course, I'll marry you."

A massive cheer went up around the room as my Dad slid the most beautiful engagement ring I’d ever seen onto my left-hand finger, celebrating and announcing my betrothal to the man I love.

I wrapped my arms around Dad’s neck and my legs around his waist as I hopped into his arms. I felt his hands clench my butt cheeks tightly and kissed him with passion and love until he set me back down on the floor.

Trixy made her way through the dining hall, beaming. When she got to me, the headmistress proudly hugged me, and then my stepdad, too.

"Do you know what this means, Hannah?"

"I'm getting married to the man I love."

"Yes, but you also get the elusive whitetail."

"Seriously?"

"I have it here if Mr. Rodgers would like to crown you."

I glanced at my father, who had already opened the small wooden box Trixy had handed him. He helped me climb the dining room table, and I bent over.

When Dad removed my red tail, it felt poignant, but a rush of excitement ran through me when he fitted the brilliant white one, and I stood up. More cheers, applause, and girls wanting to touch my new tail made me feel so proud, but more than that, as I twirled to the floor in my father’s arms, I felt the ecstasy of a betrothed woman.

Trixy felt my new ponytail, smiling when she turned on its vibration, adding to my joy.

"A special privilege exists for wearers of the white plume, Hannah."

"Oh, what's that?"

"The couples can choose to make love early."

"Oh, wow... you mean?"

"Your father can finally split that precious hymen you've been keeping for him anytime you choose."


Chapter Nine

White Ponytail

◆◆◆

I was glued to the spot and stared at my stepdad amid an incredible celebration clamoring around us—the din of a hundred girls and their guardians cheering and applauding lifted me. I felt excited and proud but thoroughly terrified because, in the blink of an eye, I was engaged to be married. Also, equally seismic was the fact Trixy gave my father permission to fuck me and take my virginity had been given.

With Dad kneeling before me, I stepped forward, clutching his head to my stomach, feeling a euphoric delight building inside me like a catherine wheel firework spinning out of control. I couldn't help twisting my ring finger around to admire the engagement ring gems in such a fantastic setting.

I glanced down at my father, who hadn’t moved.

"Why are you still kneeling, Dad?”

"I have something to say, darling."

"Please go ahead."

The room hushed, and Dad took my hand, rubbing his trembling thumb across my knuckles. He looked nervous, which surprised me, but then, the silence of hundreds can be disconcerting for anyone, especially a man on one knee proposing to the girl he raised.

"You moved into my heart a long time ago, Hannah and the key was lost to all others from that moment. I am yours to enjoy for all the days of our lives."

I dropped to my knees, tears rolling down my cheeks. My emotions exploded, with new feelings of love and joy rampaging through my body and mind. Our love was not new; we both had grown to understand that over the past few days, but I was glad romance had not blossomed until I'd reached an appropriate age.

My chest heaved almost painfully, weighed down by the immense, intense love I felt for the man who raised me and now became my lover.

When I kissed my father, he emotionally broke down, too, and I knew an entire frustrating life of us waiting to love each other was finally over. We could be together, now and forever, with nobody able to prise us apart. My lips brushed against his like gentle surf washing pebbles on a beach. The refreshing vibrancy of his trembling tongue reached into my mouth, electrifying and stimulating my heart.

My body trembled with excitement as every sense heightened, and heady arousal drove my quivering body and the growing sticky warmth leaking between my legs.

I ignored the screams of excitement, noting that Trixy and the teaching staff had formed a protective circle around us, holding back a thronging, amorphous mass desperate to celebrate with us. Our headmistress smiled at me like the mother mine should have been, proud and happy for my good fortune.

My biological mother was going to be deeply upset, though, because I stole her man. It wouldn’t matter that she had moved in with Steve, cheated on my father for years, and denied love to him - she was still a woman scorned.

Dad kissed me passionately again, then twice more with increasing explosiveness that sent me wild and weak-kneed, each tingling tongue moment sending butterflies from my stomach, rampaging like hounds of love and pleasure through my body.

I stared deeply into my father’s eyes, conveying overwhelming feelings surging in me.

"You can take my virginity any time you'd like, Daddy."

"Can we wait until we're alone in bed, please, Hannah? I want us to enjoy a romantic dinner beforehand. I need this time to be special for both of us."

"I hoped you might say that. It feels like you value me and the gift I have for you a lot more. That being said... I'm a bit turned on because of your marriage proposal."

"How can I help, baby girl?"

I stared at him and looked around at the silenced crowd who hung on to every word of our conversation. They knew something incredibly sleazy was about to happen, and each girl held their parent’s hand tightly, their eyes willing or daring me to do it.

It was our moment and one I must capitalize on, showing others our bold approach to age-gap love. We were a kinkier group than most, and that deserved some celebration in what all my peers and teachers seemed to agree was a tumultuous moment.

"Would you enjoy licking my pussy, please, Dad?”

"Of course, but where should we go?"

“You could do it right here if you’d like.”

"In front of everyone?"

"Yes, please, and with my new ponytail on display."

"I'd love to, Hannah.”

"They have a queening stool we could use. I'll ask Trixy if we can have it."

"How appropriate for my future bride and queen."

When Dad stood up, hauling me to my feet, I turned to Trixy, who was already holding the black tubular steel stool with a twin-panel red mesh elastic seat. She smiled, waved the stool suggestively by its handlebars, and nodded.

"Great choice, Hannah. I am sure you and your father will be a very happy couple, and it's fabulous that your first sexual act as the school's Head Girl will be to mount your fiancee using a queening throne."

“Do you think a public display is a good idea, too, Trixy?”

“Yes, certainly. Lead by example and have fun. Keith will enjoy this, too.”

"You just called him Keith, Trixy. I thought-“

"Yes, of course. He's entirely yours to manage now. Your submissive style works perfectly, putting you in the driving seat of the relationship. I can't be his dominant any longer."

"What does being Head Girl mean, Trixy?"

“It means you are the chief girl among pupils and their stepfathers, Hannah. A reliable link between teaching faculty and the pupils. You have powers of discipline and responsibilities to show others the way.”

“Holy shit, that’s amazing.”

"You can finish the month’s course with your fiance and join our school faculty. Once you graduate college, you can return to Fanbury Hall for full tenure here. You and Keith may keep the apartment, and I’ll assign some teaching duties temporarily until you choose the right time to come home for good.”

"Home?"

"Yes, Hannah, being Head Girl is a big deal. We’ve only ever had one before.”

“Who?”

“I was the only other Head Girl in the history of Fanbury Hall, so you know what that means.

“Are you saying I could be headmistress here one day?"

"Yes, dear. Yours will be the first wedding we’ve hosted at the school. You are the finest student couple we've had, but don’t let that slip.”

I took the queening stool from Trixy in a daze and strolled back to my Dad. The excited dining hall crowd had settled down, but my teachers still formed a vigilant circle around us without their arms interlinked. Everyone looked happy for my father and me, lifting my heart and exciting me to the point I shivered and creamed my gusset so much a bead of that sweet liquor escaped the thin cotton lining and clung to my silken thigh.

"I'd like you and I to be naked for this, Dad.”

"In front of everyone?"

"Yes, please, and we'll do it on top of the central dining table so our audience can enjoy the best possible view.”

“That’s where the teachers sit."

"Yeah. Let's show everyone what true love and kinky as fuck looks like, Dad."

"Okay, baby girl. We'll do it."

For a change, it was Dad who looked shy and worried. With a plush new white horsehair plume majestically draping across the back of my thighs, my confidence soared.  We both had great physiques and frankly, I loved having the other girls ogle my father's striated, rippling muscles and his enormous stiff cock. Showing him off was my guilty pleasure, almost an announcement that I realized my good fortune.

I was showing off, but who wouldn’t when they were so happy?

When Dad peeled off his boxer briefs, I noticed several girls with their drooling mouths agape amid many other impressed faces surrounding them. I left the newly affixed brilliant white ponytail dangling from my back passage, admiring its reflection in the dining hall windows as it swished against my thighs. It looked beautiful and felt like a fitting expression of my maiden status.

I already knew that this new ponytail was supposed to be smeared with my virgin’s blood, if there was any, or a hint of red nail varnish if there wasn't. That could only be done once my Dad split the hymen I desperately wanted him to take soon.

My Dad lay down on the teacher's dining table with his cock pointing towards the ceiling. I saw glistening, sticky pre-cum pooling in and around the wrinkly folds of his foreskin, so I bent over, gripped his shaft tightly around the base, squeezed encouragingly, and peeled his excess skin back. My father gasped, and the room silenced when I clenched my lips around his swollen salty cock head and sucked it clean.

I slowly and seductively slid my lips up and down his cock, riding over the sharp rim around his glans. I couldn’t deep-throat his entire shaft, but cramming more than six inches in and gagging, drooling saliva down my chin and onto the floor satisfied Dad and my audience. 

A few bobs of my head up and down his cock did the job for now, providing my mouth with a salty burning sensation searing across my taste buds that drove an embryonic tickle of my orgasm somewhere deep in my womb.

I placed the queening stool over my Dad’s face, ensuring the split between two mesh seating panels was perfectly lined up with his tongue. The teachers had taken their seats at the dining table like sentinel knights around King Arthur's court. Trixy and Miss Redpath stood on the highly polished wooden surface, taking one of my hands each, helping me squat gently onto my throne.

I shuffled around slightly, easing both swollen, pouting labia through the crack between elastic panels. My handlers had returned to their seats while the girl students and their guardians crowded behind them.

I felt both pussy lips brush gently against my father’s mouth, but he wouldn't eat me until that was permitted through ritual. We both knew from a theory lesson that queening demanded the complete submission of the cunnilingus provider. Only after I permitted my father would he be allowed to enjoy his creamy treat.

My ponytail draped through the seat crack, beautifully adorning Dad’s head. I thought it looked like me crowning him, and that drove my arousal even higher. I was buzzing inside like a vibrating toy. Every organ in my body seemed to relax and bathe in a glorious sunrise of love between me and Dad.

I glanced at Trixy, remembering the ritual words she'd taught us. I stared at her and spoke in a respectful tone.

"Mother, this man wishes to take me."

"Yes, my dear, what question do you have?"

"Mother, may I?"

"Yes, you may, Hannah."

"Mother, this man wishes to pray at my altar beneath the queening throne and feast on my creamy flesh.”

"Yes, my dear, I can see that he does. What question do you have?"

"Mother, may I?"

"Yes, you may, Hannah."

My nervousness evaporated. The rituals were written in tried-and-tested playbooks, adding gravitas to special moments. I felt positively ascendant, and, by the looks of my father, so was he.

“Dad, what question do you have?"

"Step-daughter, may I?"

"Yes, Dad, you may eat as much as you wish.”

I released the tension lever attached to a tubular steel pole beside me and felt my body lower two inches. The seat panels naturally splayed wider open, and my pussy instantly became more easily accessible to my father.

As I gripped the two hand bars in front and leaned forward, Dad plowed his tongue as deep inside my creamy hole as possible, breaking the surface tension of a bubble filled with juices that were being held back by two swollen lips that had just stopped forming a tight slit.

My body trembled, and liquid love sluiced gently from my pussy hole. I heard my father slurp along my creamy furrow, then drink it, whimpering in delight. When I tensed slightly to squirt a tiny jet of my unicorn pee, just for fun and exhibitionism, my father swallowed enthusiastically, moaned, and wrapped his arms around my thighs, pulling them wider open and me further down onto his face.

My father licked me from the ridges of my anal whorl, through the smooth perineum, and along my creamy furrow until he sucked and nibbled gently on an engorged clitoris, raising her higher from a protective skin pouch.

I rose quickly to my first orgasm when Dad brushed the tip of his tongue across my clitoris, dragging its sticky, pink flesh from side to side, changing to a vertical stroke, before circling and curling his tongue around the hard nub. I shuddered like crazy, consumed by uncontrollable ripples of pleasure that swept through my muscles and sinews, tightening them in ecstasy.

In an otherwise silent dining room, I screamed my deepest desire while Dad serviced my pussy as though he were a knight commanded by his queen. He played the submissive role so exquisitely that I wondered if switchplay might work more frequently for us.

"I want to be eaten, Dad.”

"I want to consume you."

When I hit a massive orgasm, there was no holding back the full glands of nectar or the bloated unicorn pee-filled bladder that everyone watched repeatedly squirting into my Dad’s mouth. They saw his cheeks puff out when his mouth was full, then empty after he swallowed.

I screamed, kneading both breasts hard before gripping and rolling my nipples between forefingers and thumbs to the point of considerable pain that, bizarrely, I wanted more of. My father sucked and swallowed my loving orgasmic yield until its fountain was drained.

When he cleaned my pussy, a roar went up in the room as all the other girls celebrated our love. I stood up, removed the chair, and lay on my father, wrapped between his legs in a loving embrace. While kissing my lover, fiance, and father, I felt all the love in the world and the happiness of a woman enjoying an orgasmic afterglow.

We gathered our clothes and leaped from the table, running to dress privately in Trixy's office. She joined us momentarily, rummaging in a closet before coiling and handing me a rope. I stared at the rope quizzically, then smiled when I realized its purpose.

"It's for the steel hook in the ceiling above your bed."

"I guessed that."

"I find it's the best position to take every millimeter of your Dad’s cock. Good luck splitting the hymen together, sweetheart. We haven't known each other long, but it's obvious to me you are a wonderful girl. Keith is a great man for you, and I am sure he loves you with all his heart."

"He really does, Trixy. I can feel it."

"Don't forget he is your step-father, so there will be difficult times ahead with the stigma of that. There's also a divorce for you both to manage sensitively. You and your Mom must decide whether you have a future.”

“I have been thinking about that, but it doesn’t worry me.”

“Finally, you have a wedding to organize at Fanbury Hall. If you need help, please call me."


Chapter Ten

Splitting My Hymen

◆◆◆

I liked that my father never interfered in my interactions with others, waiting to be prompted by me for his guidance or opinion. I'd seen other couples where the girl looked miserable, coupling with an overbearing stepfather who seemed like a bully.

We had passed every test, got engaged, and now, my deflowering was something my father could choose to do at his discretion. Of course, he needed my consent, but that was given long ago.

As I glanced sideways at my Dad when we strolled hand in hand to the next lesson, a feeling of comfort and stability descended on me like a warm blanket on a cold day. I would be married, attend college, have a future, and deliver to my father the babies he and I deserved. He was more a boyfriend now than the man who raised me; knowing me intimately was finally overtaking the relationship between father and daughter. 

The rest of the day flew by as a blur. Trixy gave me special dispensation to wear my white ponytail for as long as I wished. I enjoyed it for another hour, loving when other girls played with it, swishing my plume gently as I passed or those who stooped down low to admire its color from close up.

I looked forward to coloring a streak of red after Dad fucked me.

Mid-lesson, I felt uncomfortable with my anal plug base pressing hard against the wooden chair base, so Dad bent me over my desk and carefully removed my ponytail and butt plug. Our teacher paused the lesson while everyone watched; some even came closer to inspect my well-stretched sphincter. Although I felt a little sore, I vowed to wear it again later, switched on full blast when he split my hymen.

I also secretly harbored an overwhelming desire to lose my anal v-card to my Dad soon after he deflowered me.

After lessons, my father and I showered together, agreeing to avoid any sexual contact until it was time to make love. He wore the suit from my high school graduation, and I wore a beautiful baby blue, knee-length figure-hugging cocktail dress with a thin gold embroidery applique skirting around its hem. My father had bought me a string of pink pearls on his trip to the jeweler, commenting on how beautiful I looked when fully dressed.

I struggled with a soaking wet gusset through our roasted sea bass main course and felt sticky to a ridiculous extent when eating a fluffy chocolate mousse dessert. When offered wine, I refused it, enjoying my sobriety aside from a glass of champagne the night prior.

"I want to be sober always, Dad.”

"Me too, Hannah.”

“You don’t need to give up alcohol. It never caused you a problem as it did me.”

“But you make me want to be a better man and live a better life, honey.”

My heart quickened, and my head slumped as my body quivered. All sexual energy flowed through me like rivers of passion gripping my body and soul, taking me on a ride. My heart rate quickened, my palms felt clammy, and I couldn’t hold back the hot, sticky arousal stirring inside my pussy.

I lifted my cloth napkin from my lap and tossed it on the table, much to my father’s surprise.

“Are you okay, Hannah?”

“Please don’t make me wait any longer, Dad.”

“I didn’t mean to tease you. I just wanted this night to be special.”

"What you just said is the final straw for me. You must make love to me now, or I'll explode into a fucking sticky supernova."

"Let's go, darling. We've waited long enough."

We scampered from the restaurant like teenage kids in love, and I lifted my dress hem to avoid stumbling. In the end, due to my heels and an excited unsteadiness, Dad picked me up and carried me upstairs, vaulting them two at a time, never faltering while cradling me lovingly in his powerful arms.

Inside our apartment, my father gently set me down and kissed me, then stepped backward, stripping his clothes off while I watched, drooling from both sets of my lips. When he was naked, and I stood fully clothed, my father kneeled before me, and with the lightest touch, he helped remove my shoes, planting soft kisses along my legs while slowly licking a sensual trail up my thighs into the stickiness of my arousal.

I was so desperate to be fucked, I reached around and unzipped my dress, saving him the trouble, stepping out seductively, leaving a neat puddle of fabric lying on the floor.

My father planted his face into the lacy French panties that had become damp from my continued arousal. He breathed in my feminine essence deeply as though his life depended on it, moaning like a beast unleashed when he exhaled with widely flared nostrils.

I held his fingers, drawing them up my body, encouraging my father to remove the lacy underwear restraining my pussy. I unhooked my bra, discarding that while Dad slid his thumbs into either side of my panty waistband, peeling them down slowly. A wet gusset got stuck, pulling lightly against my swollen, creamy pussy lips, unwilling to release my sticky flesh quickly.

My father smiled, and I giggled, pointing at my pussy.

"You caused that problem, sweet daddy fiance."

"It's a nice problem for me to have, Hannah."

"You'll have to pull harder. The cotton doesn’t want me to be deflowered.”

He tugged again, and this time, my panties peeled off like slick tires on a racing car licking a hot tarmac track. Dad dabbed his nose into the fabric soaked with my nectar and inhaled deeply. When he licked my gusset, then leaned forward and pressed his tongue between my swollen pussy lips, licking my slit, I gasped, trembled, and rose to the heavens, twinkling like a star.

"Please, daddy. I'm so desperate to be fucked."

My father slid my panties down to my ankles, where I stepped out of them. He pressed his face into my pussy once more, breathing deeply before carrying me to my final deflowering bed.

I stared into my father’s eyes, loving him with all my heart.

“Please make love to me, Dad.”

My stepfather lay on the bed with a gorgeous, stiff cock standing upright. His proud expression touched my soul, tickling my reproductive organs amid a tsunami of desire, with hormones wreaking ecstatic havoc inside my reproductive organs. I felt intense, exciting fluttering ripple through my midriff as though I were sitting on a jackhammer pounding the tarmac.

I'd already looped the nylon rope Trixy gave me around a steel hook in our ceiling, and I was ready to fuck the man who raised me.

"I knew what this hook was for when I first saw it, Dad.”

"I didn't even realize it was there, Hannah."

"It's for me to enjoy your cock and finally give up the gift I always kept for you."

I stood on the bed, enjoying my father’s intense, sexually empowering stare as he eyed every inch of what he seemed to prize. I fed my hands through loops on the rope, twisting them until they wrapped around my wrists tightly. After I swung my weight on the hook, I clambered around until squatting my dripping, swollen labia over my Dad’s thick, long cock.

When I lowered myself until his cock head gently parted my soaking labia, I rocked back and forth while Dad held his cock steady. I was plowing my furrow up and down with the first cock that would ever fuck me.

My pussy lips were so wet and heavily engorged that it felt like they sucked my Dad’s cock head as though I were giving him a blowjob. Even the gentle suction noise drove me wild as I furrowed my brow and pulled on my sticky bottom lip gently and seductively. 

Dad lifted and rotated his hips slowly, making a circular motion, gripping his cock at its base while I pressed my solid, creamy clitoris against his exposed glans. I had almost reached a climax, even before my father’s cock penetrated my virgin hole, so I slowed, taking myself down from a frisson of excitement.

It was time for me to be deflowered by the only man I ever loved, so I raised my ass slightly, then lowered my trembling hole onto his enormous cock while eyeballing him. My Dad never disappointed me, shooting back a confident stare that spoke only of his love for me, telling me I would be fine.

My heart soared, and I floated on high, enjoying the first cock to stretch my hole wide enough to be fucked. I gasped and stared in loving disbelief as my pussy stretched wide to receive her first visitor. I felt a slight ache inside as my hole expanded to allow passage to my Dad's giant cock, but that minor pain was washed away by extreme pleasure.

My pink cathedral exalted as I took the first inch of Dad's cock. As I slid further down his gnarly shaft, I felt some resistance inside, and he smiled at me.

"That's your hymen, honey. The doctor said it was hardly torn."

“It’s time for you to rip it apart then, Daddy."

When I slid down his cock, splitting the precious hymen, my father smiled the most beautiful expression of love I'd ever seen. I felt a pinch inside me, then a moment of stinging pain before extreme pleasure swept me toward my first orgasm as my pussy walls rode the only cock I ever wanted.

Dad moaned and forced his hips up, stretching me wider, filling my hole with the most intense and incredible joy of my life. He stared at me with love and absolute disbelief that lifted me further, spurring me into a fierce, quivering pre-orgasm.

"Fuck, …Hannah, your pussy is so tight, baby girl."

"Am I, Daddy? I feel so full, and I’ve still got halfway to go."

I gently lowered my pussy down his cock, feeling every bloated vein and gnarl until my swollen, throbbing clitoris rubbed into his pubic bush. I ground my sticky pearl hard on his pubic bone, feeling the shape of my Dad’s cock mold itself into my soft tissue walls.

I screamed, wriggled my ass until I could take no more, and felt Dad’s cock gently kiss my cervix; my orgasm rose like a spaceship, climbing a vertical ascent until I hit escape trajectory and the ultimate freedom of the heavens.

I stared at Dad desperately, hoping he could help me understand why I was incapable of speaking while trembling joyously with his cock impaled deep inside me. He nodded, indicating all was well, so I rocked back and forth, making sure my hymen was well and truly broken.

My father sat upright and pulled my ass down harder, sinking his cock even deeper inside as my reproductive organs shifted to accommodate. My father licked my solid, sore nipples before sucking, then chewing on each vibrating nub, as I imagined our baby and probably he would one day. He cupped my ass cheeks in both hands, rocking me harder, on and off his giant cock, causing explosions of pleasure to ripple through my body while I tossed my head and hair as though gripped by a hurricane.

Dad lifted my ass cheeks, helping me slide back up his cock, tearing what was left of my hymen while the walls of my cunt squeezed and gripped his shaft tightly. I noticed streaks striated his cock where my pussy slathered creamy love. Some were stained pink, and I felt glad I could authentically adorn the pure white of my ponytail.

Dad reached around and gave my white plume a half twist. The incredible sensation of my anal plug vibrated hard against his cock as I slid back down its entire shaft. It was the most pleasure I'd ever felt, and I hummed with delight in every part of my body. He maintained a seating position helping me rise when I powered upwards by clenching my ass cheeks, prising them wide apart, and taking some of the weight.

My orgasm ebbed and flowed, exciting me, tightening muscles and sinews, then relaxing as I cried out joyously. My father was an excellent and exquisite lover who cared so much about me.

For a moment, I closed my eyes, cast my mind back, and enjoyed the taboo of fucking the man who had raised me from a baby, but also, to my shame, I enjoyed taking this fine husband and father from my mom. She might have fucked him many times but never appreciated what she had.

I loved my father deeply and couldn’t wait to be his new wife.

I was being reamed intensely, using my arms, quadriceps, and Dad’s powerful hands to slide my sticky, trembling cunt up and down the entire length of his magnificent cock. I couldn't get enough and knew then that my father must fuck me every day, including through the heat of my period.

I desperately needed his cock.

When he stared desperately at me, I released both hands and collapsed on top of him, slamming my cunt hard and fast up and down his cock as though wanking my lover. I kissed him, whispered my love into his ear, and begged my Dad to fill me with his semen.

I fucked him harder and faster, enjoying the moment my Dad’s cock jerked and twitched vigorously deep inside my pussy. I screamed and rose to a massive, tingling orgasm when a warm rush of seed from a man who would impregnate me one day filled me. A primal sensation echoed through my entire body, resonating from deep inside my womb as I orgasmed in tune with my Dad.

It felt like my body confirmed and celebrated my life choices.

My father’s sparkling, loving eyes spoke to how much he wanted me to have his children. I saw his heart was on fire, so I placed both palms on his chest and felt it pounding while his cock twitched inside my pussy, decanting its precious bounty deep inside my pussy.

As we slumped from a tumultuous orgasm, I didn't dare move for fear of dribbling semen on the bed. Dad lifted and carried me to the bathroom while still impaled on his cock. He held me over the bowl, fingering my pussy while pink semen drained from my gaping wide hole, splattering the glossy, brilliant white ceramic surface below.

When we returned to bed, Dad’s cock was already stiff again, so he fucked me missionary-style. With his cock deep inside me, I felt mature, better connected, and more deeply in love. He pounded my tight pussy with his rock-hard cock, emptying more seed inside me, and I couldn’t get enough.

Through the night, we bathed together, fucked at least six more times until my pussy ached and his glans were red raw. We spooned, then turned and cuddled, facing each other, kissing frequently, caressing, and nestled together between making love. When I talked, my Dad listened, and I realized he was the only real parent I ever had.

"I'm so happy, Dad.”

"Me too. I'm glad we have the weekend free."

"More lovemaking?"

"Yes, but also life planning. I want my divorce fully underway next week, plans for you to attend the college of your choice, a remote working system for me, and to discuss anything you feel is important."

"You're the most incredible man in the world, Dad."

"You're the only girl I ever loved, Hannah.”
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