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Chapter One

My First Time

◆◆◆

A few weeks passed by. Dad fucked me several times every day in each hole. We fucked during my period, mainly in the shower, where the blood leaking down my thighs could rinse away quickly. I reported fewer period cramps on my daily Fanbury Hall health report, uploaded through the phone app.

I procrastinated over fucking Mom, believing that the event between her and Dad needed to be correctly organized and choreographed to avoid a disaster.

One evening came, possibly the most tawdry yet, when Dad and I decided to pick off one major taboo.

I rolled my head, easing off the tightness in my neck. My hair swayed wildly, so I rolled an elastic hairband off my wrist, tying a ponytail. My Dad was preoccupied, staring at my lover, while I gripped the cock I loved, ready to suck it.

The aroma of love filled the room. Two pre-cum coated cock heads and my dripping wet cunt made sure the atmosphere was electric and dripping with decadence. I stared deeply into my father’s sparkling eyes and felt my reproductive organs tremble excitedly.

I was enjoying a sexual overload because I wanted the men to take me, fuck both ends of my body, and cream fill my holes. I stared deeply into my father’s eyes, searching for signs of reluctance or regret - there were none. He looked thrilled that I was taking our sexual adventure to the next level.

"How did we end up here, Dad?"

"You wanted another threesome, honey. The glory hole was so great for both of us; we talked, and you suggested this."

"I know that. I mean, emotionally? Are we okay?"

"Absolutely and without a doubt, we are fine, sweetheart. I feel no less in love with you now than yesterday."

"What about an hour from now, once another man's semen floods inside my pussy, exploring my womb for the next few days? Are you really okay with that?"

"I'll love you just as much, Hannah, and we will have knocked off another taboo."

“With another threesome?"

"Yeah, but this time, your old teacher will be sliding his cock inside your wanton pussy instead of me. This is a first - another man will cum inside you, honey.”

"Oh fuck, Dad. I feel so fucking horny right now."

I bowed my head, kneaded a breast with one hand while using the other to hold my doggy fuck position. When I tweaked a solid red nipple that Dad chewed on for days, butterflies exploded in my stomach, tickling and rippling every part of my body.

My father gently cupped my chin and lifted my head until our eyes met. He looked calm and confident, giving me everything I needed to take the second cock to ever fuck me. My back was slightly arched, pointing my creamy slit high, perfectly presenting it for a damn good pounding.

I worried we might be going too far and that I was straying from my Dad, but he seemed fine when I suggested fucking another guy; in fact, he was very enthusiastic and desperate to watch my empowerment soar. My old High school Teacher, Tim Steadman, was also my father's best friend.

I cast my mind back to a few hours earlier before I was settled into a position for the men to spitroast me. We'd enjoyed a lovely dinner in our Fanbury Hall apartment, cooked by me. After that, I set Tim up in a spare bedroom. Somehow, with my father’s encouragement, we ended up with me sitting on our visitor’s lap with his hand on my thigh.

My old teacher was enthralled, fireworks crackling lively in his eyes. His fingertips trembled against my silken thighs, and his nostrils flared, undoubtedly because of the hormones leaking from my trembling pussy into a soaking, sticky gusset.

Dad left us momentarily to pour fresh drinks, and my old teacher’s expression rippled passionately as he struggled to control his breathing. I placed a palm on his chest, feeling the wild pounding of a heart that wanted to pump blood into its owner’s cock to fuck me.

“Are you okay, Mr. Steadman?”

"I've wanted to do this for a long time, Hannah."

"I can feel your boner pressing against my pussy. I like it."

"Do you have Dad's permission to fuck other men?"

"Not specifically."

I leaped up and went to speak with my Dad right away. I explained how horny I felt and was honest about wanting to be fucked by him and his best friend. I trembled excitedly, kissing my father, reassuring him that he could say no and I would obey him. His reaction, not at all what I expected, was to encourage me to fuck Tim immediately.

“I think this is a great next step, Hannah and I know Tim well. He will fuck you gently and be very discrete.”

"I'll do it, but only if you fuck me as well."

“Do you mean to Tim fuck your pussy, and I’ll take your mouth?"

“Yes, Dad. Is that okay?”

"Yeah."

And now here we were. I was on all fours, with one cock offering sticky, salty pre-cum to my lips, the other lined perfectly with my drenched slit.

Dad's cock was enormous and felt more solid than I could remember. I gripped the gnarly, veiny shaft tightly with two hands, feeling a light thud of his pulse as blood circulated. Tim grasped my waist and clawed my ass cheeks wide open with talon-like fingers, using his powerful hands to create better access, waiting for permission to insert his cock deep inside me.

I stroked my father’s cock gently, from tip to balls, enjoying how he squirmed and moaned, then wrapped my lips around its swollen head, suckling gently. When I licked the heavy bead of pre-cum seeping from the tiny red slit that regularly fed me a treat, my libido exploded, and I couldn’t wait to be fucked.

As my head bobbed up and down, more salty treat oozed from Dad's tiny, tight slit, burning my taste buds. I licked his smooth cock head, using the flat of my tongue, cleaning while enjoying my favorite sticky cream, before lifting his shaft, pointing my tip on his urethra, and sliding down to the balls, enjoying how much he shivered.

Dad rifled his fingers through my hair, gripping harder as I stimulated his urethra, licking with a flattened tongue, pressing harder as though urging his seed to fill the already bloated tube.

"Can Tim fuck you now, baby girl?"

"Yes, please."

When Tim's cock parted my swollen, damp pussy lips and slid deep inside my trembling hole, it wasn't nearly as big as my step-father's, but what excited me most was the slutty feeling that rippled through me - I felt like a total whore. That sexual subservience was fast becoming my favored kink, although it was still early days in my sexual education, and Dad still coached me on various taboos, many of which we had planned to try.

I wanked my father’s cock with short, sharp jerks, gripping around its solid base with both hands, rotating them slightly, and wiggling my ass backward to get further on Tim's shaft while glancing around to make sure he was enjoying himself.

"Does this atone for all my sass in school?"

"It will do once I fill you with my seed in ten minutes. Nothing balances a girl better than a belly full of seed.”

“I wish you'd done it years ago, Sir.”

Tim fucked me gently, filling my trembling hole, shaping it to his gnarly cock, and stretching the soft tissue walls wider while I squeezed back with all my might, tensing my pelvic floor. I groaned noisily, enjoying the slick, sticky sound coming from my pussy as my lover repeatedly pounded it, forcing me forward to swallow Dad’s cock.

After a few minutes, Tim sped up his stroke work, and I wriggled and quivered in an intense pre-orgasm. I sucked Dad's cock harder, cramming the swollen head deeper in my throat, choking wildly. His slit was a constant source of more salty cream that activated my lewd nature, exposing an inner slut. My pussy leaked like a broken water main because I was so turned on, and soon, I was so sloppy that Tim's cock couldn't fill my hole, causing juices to sneak out between my cunt seal and his shaft.

I enjoyed that my lover's cock was slightly smaller because it felt as though Dad were the superior male in our disgraceful tryst. I needed a pecking order - with me at the bottom, being used by two men.

Dad cupped the back of my head in one hand, thrust his hips upward, and began to face fuck me. I stretched my arms out wide, a sign of my utter submission while enjoying the feeling of swallowing his cock and choking on it when he squeezed his glans inside my windpipe.

My chin was soaked from copious saliva drool, resulting from my constant gagging and retching. Even my nostrils dripped a combination of my saliva and my father’s burning precum. Each translucent bead weighed heavier, dangling from a dimple in my chin to the wooden floor. Both my thighs were equally wet as more tawdry lubricant leaked from my trembling fuck hole.

Tim’s cock pounding my pussy and his balls slapping off my sticky thighs felt awesome, especially coming from the man who patiently taught me while sporting an erection under his classroom desk. I knew my old teacher wanted to fuck me in school. The look in his eye told me I was held in high regard.

While he fucked my throat vigorously and I choked, I cupped Dad's balls in one palm and squeezed gently, a sign I needed to breathe. He counted aloud to ten, as we'd agreed, then let go of my head. I gasped and frowned at him because I was sure Dad held me down for at least two more seconds by counting slowly. I shot him an accusatory glance, and he returned an apologetic look.

He's just training me, I guess.

Tim gathered my ponytail in one hand and pulled back, controlling the pace with which I could suck my Dad's cock. Having two men, both twice my age, spit roast me was a fantasy I was glad to fulfill.

I pointed my slit higher, arched my back deeper, and pushed back hard onto Tim's cock, enjoying his desperate panting and disgusting grunts. My heart pounded like a frightened rabbit, and I felt warmth shimmering and tickling throughout every muscle.

I moaned lasciviously and was glad when Tim let me get back to fucking Dad's cock on my terms. I stared up at the man I loved dearly, smiled, and enjoyed the devotion etched in his face. My father’s love was the final straw that sent me over the edge, and my body erupted in orgasm when I wanked and sucked his cock.

I clenched every muscle that might help squeeze Tim's cock, enjoying the feeling of fullness inside me. In that lewd moment, my emotions became overwrought, and all manner of fantasies occurred. Soon, more enormous cocks would fuck me, and plenty more of them in all shapes and colors, but Dad warned me that might be the case a week prior when I desperately denied it.

Tim's balls slapped delightfully off my thighs like two pendulums forced back and forth on a sleazy metronomic stroke. I focused on the fun of being serviced by two men at once, wondering what it might be like to have one inside my cunt while the other fucked my back passage.

Double penetration was an absolute must.

My orgasm rolled along like tropical thunder, heading for a golden shoreline, dragging gale-force winds, torrential rain, and a sticky heat along with it. I peaked and troughed through excessive pleasure, squeezing and milking my lover's cock while jerking and sucking Dad's solid shaft.

When both men orgasmed together, I knew group sex, swinging, and regular threesomes were the way to go for me. Dad had already suggested it, but I was cool with the idea, terrified about how those taboo sexual acts spoke to my nature. Hot semen coursed through my pussy, squirted deep inside me by my old school teacher, hunting down my reproductive organs to fulfill a primal role.

Dad's hot seed filled my mouth, coating my tonsils and spraying the back of my throat like a garden hose, thrashing wildly. I savored it until I had to swallow, but took only just enough so that none of his precious ambrosia leaked past the seal between my tight lips and his cock.

Tim's cock jerked violently inside my cunt, and I felt thrilled that he was such an enthusiastic lover. He kept thrusting, squelching his cock in and out of my cream-filled pussy, forcing his semen to dribble from a gaping wide hole until it ran down both thighs as shameful rivulets that pooled around my knees.

While cleaning my father’s cock I was stunned when Tim slid his out, lay on his back, and slipped his head underneath my dripping wet hole. He ate my throbbing, sticky hole enthusiastically, shocking and delighting me.

Another first.

I finished sucking Dad's cock, and when the swollen head popped clear of my lips, he held my cheeks in both hands, staring at me with absolute love written on his face, sparkling deep in his eyes.

"Did you enjoy that, sweetheart?"

"Just like you said, it would be, Dad. I wasn't expecting to finish on my teacher’s tongue, though."

"That's Tim's kink, it seems."

"I'm not complaining. You were right, though. I thoroughly enjoyed being fucked by two guys."

"What about that list we wrote out? How do you feel about ticking off some taboos this year?"

"Definitely, Dad. The first thing I want to try after you fuck me, perhaps tomorrow, is the Donations Room."

"Perfect."

The Donations Room was my first Head Girl innovation at Fanbury Hall. My enjoyment of the glory hole inspired a whole suite of new ideas. It was a room with a long row of hospital beds where pupils could be fucked by their fathers or paying guests, then sit on a queening stool while more fee-paying visitors or daughters cleaned up their mess.

"I think The Donations Room is a great innovation, Hannah.”

"It helps raise funds from visitors, men, and women, but also helps the girls orientate towards swallowing their Dad's semen. It's early days, but some Girls are already using the room and report feeling better about cum eating from a pussy than Dad's cock."

"It's a great way to start the new pupils off. Shall we try it tomorrow, Hannah?"

"Yeah. I'll round up a couple of virgin newbies, and they can have their first taste of semen from me."

I was evolving sexually and growing as a person, mainly because Dad loosened my leash, encouraging me to try a variety of new positions and ideas. I felt free, and it was easy to explore his suggestions while comfortably ensconced at Fanbury Hall.

Tim would be the first of my supplementary lovers, complimenting Dad, who was happy to share me. I also wanted to fuck more girls, and while the men recovered from spit-roasting me, readying to fuck me again, I made a mental list of fellow pupils I would engage in lesbian lovemaking sessions while Dad watched or joined in.

Dad lifted me into a cradle and carried me to the bedroom, beaming proudly. I wrapped my arms around his neck, and we kissed energetically.

“I am full of another man’s semen, Daddy.”

“I know.”

“Will you top me up with yours, please?”

“Of course, Hannah. It will be my great pleasure.”

“Is Tim joining us in bed?”

“Oh, definitely.”


Chapter Two

The Donations Room

◆◆◆

Tim fucked me several times through the night in our bed. When our guest wasn't reaming my well fucked pussy, Dad took his turn, fucking me more lovingly.

While grunting and groaning, plowing me from behind, Tim told my Dad my pussy was still incredibly tight, even after a few hours of being fucked and full of both men’s sticky semen. I felt proud to be a great lover, always hiking my creamy slit higher, finding my men the best angles for entry.

My father’s cock was longer and thicker than our guest’s, but my daily pelvic floor workouts paid off for all of us, and I milked my transient lover and father’s cock every time they rose to the occasion and slid balls deep inside me.

I was a total cum slut, swallowing and taking creamy loads wherever the men wanted to deposit them. My pussy retained an almost perfectly tight form, with a trembling, solid clitoris for the guys to suck while gathering themselves for my next onslaught.

In the morning, Tim left, but before that, he seemed to want some closure. I was in our kitchen making Dad coffee when our guest came out of the spare room where he'd showered and dressed, lugging his overnight suitcase behind.

He smiled and made a straight line for me.

"I'm leaving now, Hannah. Thank you for the best night ever.”

"Okay, bye, Tim. Thanks for visiting."

My lover seemed hesitant, and my heart stopped. I had worried about this moment of separation after I'd slipped out of our bed this morning. I had no feelings for Tim but had seen a desire in his eyes that transcended lust.

"Umm... will I see you again, Hannah?”

"That's between you and Dad."

"But how do you feel about seeing me again?"

"I don't feel anything, Tim. I love Keith, and that's the end of the subject. I'm really sorry if you caught feelings for me through the night, but it's not something I want to pursue."

"I did catch feelings, Hannah, because you are an incredible woman. Look... I'd better leave now before embarrassing myself."

"Sorry, Tim. Have a safe journey home, and thanks again for a great night.”

I stirred my Dad's coffee, smiled and nodded at Tim, then turned away and left him to shut our apartment door. I felt nothing aside from a few good bedroom memories. Dad was coming out of the bathroom, so I set his mug down on a nightstand and pointed to it.

"Tim left just now."

"Any problem, Hannah?"

"None. He asked if there might be a return to our bed in his future."

"Our bed or yours?"

"I'm not sure. I think he wanted to see me alone."

"What did you say?"

"I told him it was up to you."

"Good girl. I don't think it's a good idea."

"Me neither. Tim is a one-and-done, in my opinion.”

And that was it. My first time being fucked by more than one guy was achieved with no emotional problems except for Tim's confused feelings, which would fade in a few days. I had moved on from a threesome at a worrying pace, cognisant that I was entirely devoid of any passion for a passing lover.

“Dad, is it okay to consider Tim a bull or fuck buddy?”

“Do you need a label?”

“I don’t like the term lover because that implies more than he was. We fucked, end of.”

“You may call Tim and any future sexual partners whatever you wish, honey.”  

“Cool. Get dressed quickly, Dad. We need to be at the Donation Room in an hour.”

"I'm already showered and half-dressed, baby; you aren't."

Dad laughed. I shrugged off his red sleeveless gym shirt with a gorilla motif and my salmon pink sweat shorts. He gasped, and I felt happy, soaked up by his lascivious expression at my nakedness, so I teased him a little, bending over and pointing my red raw slit at him. Dad's cock jerked to attention, and he eyed me, enjoying my breasts, pussy, and legs.

"No wanking off while I shower, Dad. All cream pies are being sold to visitors today - your seed has considerable value.”

"What about the newbie girls you mentioned last night?"

"I checked for bookings on the app this morning, and we have a full schedule with visitors coming all day. A coachload is arriving from a lesbian writers' group who are having a tour around the school."

"Why would they be interested in this event?"

"A few writers want to give our Donations Room a go to incorporate Fanbury Hall’s antics into their erotic stories."

"It's all women today, though?"

"Yes, so the tongue I enjoy should be excellent."

"I'll make sure the cock is as well, sweetheart."

"Take a pill, Dad. You have half an hour to recover between each visitor’s slot."

"How many slots do we have?”

"I've committed you to fucking me six times.”

He looked worried, but I knew that Dad would rise to the challenge once his pill was popped. I showered quickly, tied my hair into a neat ponytail, and wore plain white cotton briefs, sweats, and no bra. I was a frisson of excitement, my skin baking from increased blood flow and hormones that surged, tickling my reproductive organs while making my nipples solid.

I saw my father procrastinating, staring out the window, so I linked my arm through his and snuggled close.

"Come on, Dad. We'll be late, and I need a damn good fucking. Blame my young age and overwhelming hormones.”

"Sorry, sweetheart. I was-."

"Worried?"

"Yes."

"There is no reason to worry. You're a fucking stud, and the only person you need to focus on is me. I'll feed the girls your semen while you rest between shifts."

I sidled closer to him, wrapping my arms around Dad's waist. His expression softened, and I saw confidence flood in, more so when I gently gripped and rubbed his cock, getting precisely the reaction I wanted.

"Let's go, stud."

The Donations Room was exactly as I had designed it. Each hospital bed was laid out as though in a large ward, with privacy curtains for the cream pie eater, just in case their anonymity was required. No cameras were permitted in the ward aside from the official school photographer, who could provide copies to clients.

Dad whistled, impressed by the room’s transformation.

"It's so clean in here, Hannah."

"I asked for hospital standards. It would make a great playroom for many themes. We could run prostate massage days, give bed baths or enemas with a happy ending, enjoy pee play, and spank the naughty nurse."

"How did you come up with this?"

"My friend Kate Granger suggested it. She’s a writer who possibly needs fucking therapy, to be honest. The girl's imagination has run far too wild."

“These activities will boost revenues. I'm sure Trixy is happy."

"Yep. She should be here soon."

The outsiders waited in line as though preparing to give blood when they were actually here to withdraw a sticky load from the semen bank. Dad would fuck me on the bed; then I would leap off and use a low queening stool with elastic strap seats stretched across a tubular steel frame.

I pointed at ours, a bright red queening chariot with handlebars for me to grip while riding my client’s face, dribbling Dad’s semen into her mouth.

"The girl squats with her creamy labia poking through the slit between two elastic seat straps. The recipient lies underneath and eats as much pussy as they like for a maximum of thirty minutes each."

I leaped onto the bed, wriggling out of my sweats and panties. A pupil dressed in a nurse’s uniform rushed over, gripped my ankles, and hoisted both heels into webbing restraints dangling from the ceiling. Once my legs were high, the nurse used cords on pulleys to spread my ankles until I was splayed wide open and easily accessible to fuck. 

Dad's eyes popped out of his head.

"Are you okay?"

"It's all so fucking clinical."

"Yeah, it's taboo transactional sex, Dad."

The next lady in line was a gorgeous woman around my father's age. She winked at me, seeming delighted that I was her donor. After paying her dues, she skipped across the gap between us, clasped my hand in hers, and beamed like the cat about to get the cream.

"I'm Celia."

"Hannah, hi."

"Is this your Dad?"

"Yes. His name is Keith."

"Will he be the one fucking you?"

"Yep. Shall we start?"

"Can I hold your hand while Dad fucks you, please?"

"No problem. In what position would you like to eat me out?"

"I'd prefer you doggy style with your creamy slit pointing up. I'll stand at the end of the bed and eat you from there. I don’t enjoy queening stools.”

"That's fine. I'll have my Dad fuck me in that position as well."

I bristled with arousal that scrubbed against every taboo in my tawdry mind. I knew this approach to satisfying kinks would work because it obviously evolved Fanbury Hall's curriculum. Dad and Celia helped me out of my ankle restraints and into a position with my hands and knees on the bed.

Celia looked surprisingly pleased, squeaking her excitement and clenching my hand tightly.

"I've been looking forward to this since you announced it, and who would have thought I'd get Hannah."

"You wanted me specifically?"

"All the old Fanbury girls want you, sweetheart. You're famous."

"You're a Fanbury girl?"

"Yes."

"Do you hear that, Dad? Make this a special, creamy load.”

My Dad clambered onto the bed, set both feet flat, and crouched on his haunches. Two triangular handles with webbing solid straps dangled from the ceiling. When Keith gripped the handholds and lined his swollen cock with my throbbing hole, Celia almost squeezed the blood from my fingers before rubbing the back of my hand softly with a thumb.

"You thought of everything in here, Hannah. I can't wait to report back to others. This Donations Room will have a permanent line outside."

"I hope so."

"You need a tip jar, honey. Don’t miss an opportunity to make more money.”

When Dad slid his cock balls deep inside my hole, Celia leaned in to get a close-up view of the action. She gasped, Dad moaned as he fucked me, and I whimpered, enjoying my exposure to many others who watched my father schooling my cunt with his giant cock.

The hand grips helped take Dad's weight, and that allowed him to rail me faster and harder, using powerful quadriceps muscles to power his cock deep inside my cunt. Celia released my hand, preferring instead to use her talon-like powerful fingertips to cleave my ass cheeks apart, leaning even closer and sniffing the action she could see close up.

Dad fucked my pussy much deeper than usual and even more so when a nurse passing by stepped up beside my father, slipping her latex glove-covered hands between his ass cheeks and fingering his anus to massage his prostate.

"Oh, fuck!"

I orgasmed, staring into Celia's eyes while Dad pounded my pussy hole with a stallion pill-induced, gnarly, solid cock. I was in heaven, rolling through an ocean of massive orgasmic waves while my father crushed my cervix with the swollen tip of his cock.

I gasped when my father grunted and decanted his love seed inside me. Celia smiled expectantly when he was done creaming my insides, and the nurse slapped his ass playfully with her spare palm.

"Keep my cream pie warm, please, Hannah."

"There's so fucking much semen inside me."

"Did Daddy fill up his little girl?"

"Oh, fuck... I'm so full. We had a guest over last night, and between them, I was fucked more than eight times.”

While I stuttered my words to Celia, Dad was unrelenting, energetically ramming his massive cock deep inside me, jerking and twitching until every drop of seed was deposited. The nurse slipped a second gloved finger inside my father’s back passage, bulging his eyes and making sure my paying customer got a full, sticky load by repeatedly pressing on his prostate gland.

Celia licked her lips and stared beseechingly at me, desperate to dine on my gaping, wide, creamy hole.

"I think your Dad's fully empty now. Don't you, Hannah?”

"I'm so fucking full."

"That's good. This reminds me of the old days when I was fucked three or four times daily."

"At Fanbury Hall?”

"Yes, of course. How could a girl fuck her daddy anywhere else?”

"Stepdad, right?”

“Nope.”

My father slipped his cock out of my gaping wide hole. Celia dove in, splaying my ass cheeks wide apart, expertly plowing her flattened tongue up my slit from a throbbing, orgasmic clitoris, slurping to the stretched hole that liberally dripped my Dad's semen.

Dad staggered to the front of our bed, kissing me, panting like a marathon runner, while Celia made a meal of our love. She sucked my drenched labia, slurping each puffy petal like a kid on an ice lolly - leaving no morsel behind. When my creamy flow reduced, the expert pussy licker moved her lips onto my clitoris, clenching tightly around the base, sucking and hauling her out from the protective pouch in which she hid.

Dad held my hand as Celia found the orgasm he'd started that had mostly subsided. She got hold of the tickle with her tongue, extended it to a ripple, then a shudder, and finally an explosion of ecstasy. I squirted unicorn pee mixed with Tim’s and my father’s semen, and she drank every drop, puckering both lips, inserting them inside my pee hole, and sucking hard.

My bladder and glands drained like a water pistol fired machine gun style with small, sharp jets sprayed into her mouth. I imagined my essence, the nectar of my being, coating another Fanbury girl’s tonsils and throat.

My orgasm peaked, and my entire body shuddered as I reached out, gripping the steel rails on either side of my hospital bed for balance and control. Celia moaned lasciviously, her nose grinding my anal whorl while her lips sucked, and she hummed, almost chanting her joy like monks in a monastery chapel. Her enthusiastic tongue powered me onward, and I felt lifted from all the world’s problems, drifting into clouds where Unicorns danced, and rainbows lasted forever.

When my orgasm spiraled down, Celia knew and stepped back, licking her lips, grinning like the cat that got the cream. She looked pleased, satisfied in a deep, personal, and womanly way, with sparkling eyes, effervescent crimson cheeks, and a beaming, thankful smile.

"I'm done, Hannah. You won't need any tissues from the nurse. I sucked all of your Dad's seed out."

"I felt that. You give such excellent tongue."

"I'll be back, young lady. I hope everything goes well between you and your father.”

"Thank you, Celia."

"Oh... two things. Try offering loyalty cards, and don't forget the tip jar I mentioned! Maybe you can be available to meet our alumni at the next dinner night - bring Dad.”

“I’d love to.”


Chapter Three

Fucked To Perfection

◆◆◆

My Dad's refractory period was always excellent, but as far as he was concerned, it must be if he wanted to satisfy an eighteen-year-old fiancee consistently. I knew Keith worried about his sexual performance a lot more than I did. Since we began making love, I'd wanted for nothing in love or the bedroom.

"You need to stop timing yourself between fucks, Dad."

"I worry about this far too much, honey."

"That needs to stop. Your cock has worn my pussy out today."

After Celia left the Donations Room completely satisfied, Dad took ten more minutes to regain a full erection, then I summoned the next paying customer in line, and we fucked again. Aside from being fucked by the man I loved, I enjoyed being eaten out in the queening stool most of all. It was easy to observe Dad's recovery while having my pussy cleaned and judge for myself if he was being too hard on himself.

He was, and that worried me.

Dad and I finished delivering our final creampie cleanup in the late afternoon, having cleared the line. I gently stroked my father’s cock and checked his glans, which was a worrying wrinkled and purple hue. He twitched in agony as though it were sore when I licked the tip. My pussy ached from all his fucking me, so I guessed we had both given our all to Fanbury Hall and my new initiative.

After thoroughly massaging aloe vera cream into his cock, I grinned at my father, pointing at the large glass sphere from which Trixy emptied thousands of dollars onto a table where a few girls sat counting out cash like tellers at a whore bank. I sat on my lover's lap, studying him carefully, ensuring all was well in our relationship.

I knew all was not well, but I was sufficiently mature not to press further while he looked exhausted. I would wait for the right moment to unearth the cause of my stepfather's pain, so I rocked gently on his lap, comforting the man I loved, changing the subject.

"You fucked me eight times, Dad. Well done. At least four hundred bucks of that money the girls are counting spilled out of my pussy courtesy of your efforts.”

"Did we set a record?"

"Yeah, but it's only day one. We'll be bested soon, but we can always return for another shot, right?"

"Next time, we'll prepare, Hannah. I must hydrate better.”

He nodded determinedly and seemed tired, but worryingly, my father looked stressed. I'd seen Dad typing furiously on his phone in between fuck sessions and wondered if someone had upset him.

"Can we go to the apartment and get into bed now, baby girl? I'm dog tired."

"Okay, Dad. I'll order out for some food, and we can watch a movie after taking a nap."

I was also exhausted and almost fell into bed after we showered. A pizza arrived, but even that couldn't keep us awake for more than a few slices. I slid the box onto my nightstand, dove deep into the duvet, and cuddled my Dad, who always offered me comfort and love.

Waking up at midnight is always disconcerting. Discovering that your lover has left the bed makes it downright terrifying. I called out for my father but heard nothing. I ran out of the bedroom, feeling scared, then stopped in my tracks when I saw him silhouetted by the backlight from his laptop.

"Dad... what the fuck!"

His head flashed around because I'd startled him. When he saw it was me, Dad relaxed and beckoned me to approach him.

"Sorry, sweetheart. I have a few serious problems at work. I needed to clear some things up by email. It's all done now, so we can get back to sleep."

“A crisis has been averted, then?"

"Something like that, yeah."

I knew he was lying, so I sat in his lap and wrapped my arms around Dad's neck. I saw stress in his eyes and regretted not checking in with him sooner.

"You're a lot older than me, Dad."

"I know, but that doesn't worry me."

"It worries me."

"How so?"

"You're hiding work-related problems from me like I am still a child. We're a real couple, and whatever you are going through - I should be right there with you.”

“Keeping my troubles to myself is a hard habit to break. You'll always be the daughter I raised, even when you become the wife I always wanted."

"Never say that in public around strangers, Dad - promise.”

We both laughed. The early taboo of our relationship still excited us in bed, and we discussed things that might make some censor's toes curl, but ours was an age-gap relationship, and we'd learned to act normally, not caring what others thought.

"Work is not something for you to worry about, Hannah. You have both hands full here; college beckons and many opportunities await you in the years ahead."

"Don't couples share their problems, Dad?"

"Yeah, but."

"No buts."

I pressed a finger to his lips, silencing any argument. Obviously, something serious had happened at work, and Dad needed to deal with it.

"If we leave now and share the driving, we can arrive at your office by 7 a.m. and stay at a local Hotel until the work problem is sorted out. Since the Donations Room session, we’ve slept more than six hours, so driving shouldn’t be a problem.”

"What about Fanbury Hall?"

"It survived a hundred years before I arrived. I'll book us out on the faculty schedule using the school app. Trixy won't mind, and if any pupils from my mentoring program need me, I can be reached through the app by messenger service."

My father gazed into my eyes, grinning, and the stress dissolved, replaced with a deep love for me. In truth, the break away from Fanbury Hall would serve us both well. Being the Head Girl, learning how to enjoy a father/daughter relationship, teaching lessons, fucking my dad regularly, and leading new school initiatives had left little time for romance or peace.

Dad seemed to appreciate my efforts.

"Maybe I'm young and inexperienced, Dad, but I love and care for you. We must work together. One day, your company will belong to your children."

"It's true."

He flashed me a strange expression, and I knew I'd landed on something profound so far as he was concerned. I still wanted Dad to relax rather than pressure him like my insane mother once had because I wanted our coupling to be a place for both of us to bathe in pleasure, love, and peace.

We showered, dressed quickly, and packed basics for a few nights away. While Dad brewed coffee for the trip, I signed myself out of the faculty for an entire week. It would take less time than that to fix things, but I wanted to be sure there was no setting of false expectations - besides, we were vacationing.

A road trip felt exciting when we crept through the quiet corridors of the school as though escaping. We giggled, passing a couple of heavily curtained fuck alcoves on the lower floor. I pointed at one that was occupied where the daughter was getting seriously railed by her Dad, noticeable because she screamed like an out-of-control whore, while the curtains whipped around as though caught in a hurricane.

"Whoever came up with that alcove idea is a genius, Dad. Young girls have such overwhelming hormones that often they must have their Daddy’s cock so urgently they can’t wait to get back to their bedrooms.”

"The Donations Room was a genius idea, sweetheart. You have won your place in the Fanbury Hall of Fame.”

As we passed them by, I nodded at a couple of girls from my mentoring program while they wanked off their dads. As I instructed, each girl stood behind their father, giving single-fist reach-arounds with good stroke length and excellent pace. They all enjoyed a voyeur session watching a couple who'd opened their closet curtains to share joy.

I pointed at one girl and her Dad.

"You guys have gang bang etiquette theory tomorrow. Get to bed soon, please."

"Yes, Hannah."

The drive was fun, with wide roads, free of traffic to Dad's office. We drank coffee, talked about the future, and stopped to buy sandwiches and a couple of soda cans when gas was required. We had refreshing, in-depth, meaningful conversations about period sex, frequency of anal, the number of children we would have, and where we might live.

"We need to arrange a date, Hannah."

"For our wedding?"

"Yes. It's time we fixed that up and made some firm arrangements."

"Okay. A year from now would work best. I don't feel we need to rush anything."

"What about College?"

“It’s not happening, Dad."

"Okay... why?"

"I already have a future at Fanbury Hall. Trixy says I'm her natural successor in about fifteen years. I do not want to rack up a bunch of student debt. The college lifestyle doesn't interest me. I'm more concerned with family planning."

"In what way?"

"I want to ensure you enjoy a long life with your grandchildren. Our age gap is relevant.”

My father was silenced, and I thought, choking up with tears, but I couldn't see correctly in the dark. When I saw Dad's shoulders slumped and his fingers tremble while gripping the steering wheel tightly to hide his emotional state, I'd had enough and pointed to a layby.

"Pull over now, Dad."

"Wh-wh-what, Hannah?"

"I said pull over now, Dad. Just fucking do it, please. I have something important to say."

He pulled off the road into a layby covered by overhanging trees. I slipped his belt buckle, and Dad lifted his ass enough for me to whip out his cock. I wanked him for a few strokes, getting his full attention, then carefully crossed over the center console with spider-like dexterity, pressed his seat back button, laid him back, and straddled Dad's cock, rubbing the swollen head against my succulent hole.

As I slid his shaft deep inside my aching hole, I made sure Dad knew that all the love I had was his alone by never averting my eyes from his. I flicked on the cabin light, rubbing my clitoris against his pubis to get my orgasm sparked off and light up his world.

He grinned wildly and smiled back, frowning lasciviously.

“Are you too sore, Dad?”

“Nope… never.”

"We will have children as soon as you are ready."

"I'm ready now, sweetheart. I don't want to push you though."

"Okay. At my next period, I'm coming off birth control. I just don't want to risk anything until then because Tim fucked me close to my ovulation, and his baby-making seed may still be inside me for up to five days."

"I didn't realize."

"Yep. Fanbury sure teaches a daughter everything she needs to know to fuck her Daddy."

I leaned forward and placed my elbows over Dad's shoulders. We kissed passionately, and my entire body shimmered. My father smiled, always enjoying how my long hair enveloped his face like he was in a Hannah love capsule.

I brushed my lips gently against his, enjoying the sizzle, flickering my tongue inside his mouth while squeezing my father’s cock with my aching pussy walls, clenching hard on, off, rocking back and forth, milking his solid shaft.

"Grip my ass cheeks, Dad. I'm going to need some help riding your cock in this tight space."

My father clawed open my crack, making it easier for me to take more of his cock. When I slid my drenched cunt up and down his solid cock, Dad moaned noisily, but I cared little if anyone saw or heard because we were in love, it was dark, and nobody decent was outside.

It didn't bother me when powerful headlights flooded our car as a massive truck pulled up behind. The driver kept his lights on, obviously watching us fucking, so I waved and pointed to the window beside me.

The truck's lights went off, and a driver appeared at the window a minute later. I glanced at him and smiled before staring back at my father.

"He can watch us and wank off to his heart's content, but he's getting nowhere near my pussy, Dad."

"I understand, sweetheart."

"I only want your semen inside from now on. If we're having fun, it will only be with girls until after I'm pregnant; then, you can choose men to fuck me if you wish.”

I made sure the guy had a great view of my cunt sliding up and down the entire length of my Dad's enormous cock. Undoubtedly, there would be thick creamy residue coating my man's shaft from all the prior deposits Keith decanted inside me throughout the previous day.

The truck driver stared lovingly into my eyes, stroking his solid cock.

“Is that your Dad fucking you?”

“Yes.”

“My god, he’s lucky.”

“We both are.”

Gripping my ass cheeks tightly helped me gather pace sliding up and down my father’s long, thick, solid cock until it felt like a finely machined steel piston filling my cylinder hole perfectly and at extremely high speed. His stroke work pummeling my cunt felt excellent, a testimony to our attendance at many theory lessons of fucking in confined spaces that had finally paid off.

I moaned loudly, glancing frequently at the truck driver, who was wanking furiously.

I loved my father’s contorted, lewd and delicious cum face that spoke of love, lust, and the deep desire he had to cream inside me. I squeezed my pelvic floor and milked my Dad’s cock hard, keeping my hair cocoon sealed around his head so that all he could see was my eyes and the determined love inside them.

"You're going to have a big family, Daddy."

I shuddered in absolute ecstasy and yelled out in a moment of passion, slamming my palms against the car roof, pushing my cunt hard onto Dad's cock while an overwhelming orgasm erupted inside me as a fountain of molten pleasure, spreading from my reproductive organs throughout a quivering body.

I trembled from head to toe, stretching cramped muscles, easing emotional tension off for both of us by milking Dad's cock. His hot seed filled my hole with everlasting love. I felt every twitch of Keith's cock as more baby-making seed flooded me until every drop was decanted deep inside.

The guy wanking off had the good grace to turn away and discharge his load into the gravel parking space, grunting like a bull on its cow. When he was done, the driver waved a quick thank you and goodbye, dashing back to his cab while still tucking his cock away.

I sat on my Dad's cock until it fully deflated, enjoying the warm, loving aftermath of his orgasm. When I finally kissed him, dawn broke, and we had ten miles left to reach the office.

I slid my pussy off Dad's cock, slipping my panties and gusset back over a creamy, swollen pussy. I needed the toilet but could wait until we arrived at my father’s office.

When he pulled away, accelerating hard, I saw a rejuvenated man sitting next to me for the rest of the drive and felt sure it was the talk of babies, not my creamy, aching pussy, that caused it.

"Did you mean what you said, Hannah?"

"We're having a baby, Daddy. The first of however many you want."

“I’ve always wanted a big family.”

“Me too.”


Chapter Four

A Crossroads

◆◆◆

My father pulled our car into the CEO's parking space, sighing and bowing his head slightly. He pointed at a car parked nearby and cringed. I had no idea what was wrong, but it worried me that Dad looked resigned to an unpleasant situation.

“What’s wrong, Dad?”

“That’s Cindy’s new car, Hannah.”

“Mom’s here?”

“Yeah. My problems are starting to make sense.”

"What's been going on?"

“When she called, Janice, my assistant, only said odd things were happening in the office and that some new guy was managing production schedules. She never mentioned your Mom, but I guess she was afraid to.”

"Who is managing production?”

“Janice wouldn't say."

I had a dreadful feeling something awful was happening. Mom left Fanbury Hall to move on with her life. Having tried it out for a couple of months, Mom discovered Trixy had no appetite for a long-term, exclusive relationship with anyone, unlike my mother.

We strolled confidently through the front door of Dad’s company offices. Janice, my father’s long-standing assistant, looked surprised, then relieved to see him. She stepped out from behind a desk and shuffled close enough not to be overheard.

“She arrived late yesterday, Keith.”

“Where is Cindy now?”

“Umm. She, I… we didn’t.”

“Don’t worry, Janice. None of you are to blame.”

I went with the flow, not understanding the nature of Dad’s work problem even though I knew its cause. Keith's company had always been profitable and trouble-free, but Mom wasn't involved in it, and I wondered if her presence had created an issue. Her being here made no sense.

I didn't intend to become embroiled in my fiance’s workplace problems because my goals were firmly set at Fanbury Hall and a career there.

It’s something to do with Mom.

My father reached out a hand, much to Janice’s surprise.

"Will you come with me, Hannah?"

“I’ll offer moral support, Dad, but I’d rather not get involved in your work."

"The problem isn't our company."

"It's Mom, right?”

"Yep."

“Then, of course, I will help.”

Janice had settled back behind her desk and was curiously observing us. Dad’s situation was no longer of concern to her. Whatever crisis Cindy had caused was off her desk, and now the boss was in charge.

She eyed me carefully, holding my father’s hand, reading our body language, then glanced at my Dad enquiringly. I squeezed his fingers and grinned at Janice, raising both eyebrows to clarify our situation.

“Naughty, isn’t it, Janice?”

“I’m not sure.”

"Keith was my stepfather, but now, he's my fiance. Please let everyone know so we can get the gossipers out of the way."

"Jesus Hannah. I never asked."

"Your eyes just did, Janice, and you look as curious as a cat. Don't spoil a great thing you have here. Keith and I have an age-gap relationship. He and my mother are on a path to divorce.”

"Sorry, Hannah."

"No problem. I'd rather we weren't an object of people's ridicule, but some can't help themselves."

Dad’s confidence gathered, and he never flinched, holding my hand as we walked through the corridors of his company. Keith was a significant and highly respected local employer with five hundred employees. As we meandered through the open plan sales and accounts office, a few employees caught glimpses of our hand-holding.

Many who knew us looked shocked, and others smiled or winked.

Dad's office was impressive. He walked past a temporary personal assistant sitting outside his office who didn't recognize him. The woman sitting behind my father’s desk glanced up, and the color drained from her face.

"Hello, Cindy."

"Oh, shit... umm, what are you doing here, Keith?"

“This is my company and my office. If I wanted to be rude, I'd ask you why you are in the building.”

Mom recovered from the shock, and I saw an arrogant expression replace her usual civility. Her demeanor seemed strange, and I was pleased Dad wasn't being pushy because something was wrong with her.

"The company needs leadership, and I need a job, Keith."

"Ergo, you are now its CEO?"

"Yes."

Dad sat down in the visitor's chair while Cindy occupied his. I browsed the office and saw someone through the glass window a few offices down.

"I'm visiting the toilet. Be right back."

I strode down the corridor, watching a man observing my Mom intently. When I popped my head around his office door, it took almost a minute for the watcher to realize I was there.

"Steve Thompson, isn't it?"

"Yes... who are you?"

"The owner's daughter."

"Ahh. What do you want?"

"I'd like you to leave right away."

"Oh. Why?"

"Because you don't belong here."

"That's not the way Cindy sees it."

"She will five minutes from now when I tell her to eject you from the building and her life."

"You're very sure of yourself."

"Where my family is concerned, I'm more protective than you could believe."

Steve sat back and slammed both heels on the desk, looking as cocky as any asshole could. I felt smug because I knew my Mom, and there was no way she would tolerate his spiteful behavior for long.

I eyed him spitefully, ensuring his discomfort grew as I paced around the office, inspecting the furniture and him.

"Why don't you try moving me, Hannah?”

"I guess you must be used to pushing people around, Steve, but you won't do that to me."

"Go for it. Eject me from the building. I'd love to see you do that."

He'd rather stupidly created a physical vulnerability that he might not have if I were a man. I stepped forward, gripped his ankles, and, with minimal effort, I levered his legs up, tipping him over.

Steve howled and fell backward into a corner of the wall, where he became trapped awkwardly by the revolving computer chair. His head twisted at a humiliating angle, and he screamed in an absolute rage.

Mom sprinted into the office, closely followed by my Dad.

"What happened, Hannah?"

"Steve asked me to kick him out of the building. I had to get him off the chair first."

"Jesus Hannah. What's come over you?"

"Mom. This company belongs to you and Dad. As your only child and Keith's future wife, I expect it will be mine one day. Your ex-husband's kids will be your grandkids, and they will also own this place. If Steve has a place in your life, that doesn’t extend to this company.”

The penny dropped, and Mom hugged me, sobbing.

“Mom, if you're going to have a second love in your life, maybe kids too, please don't do it with an asshole that sits three doors down from Dad's office encouraging you to steal our company for his benefit.”

“I wasn’t thinking straight.”

Tears rolled down her cheeks, and I saw the distress of a wrong decision and rash behavior etched on Mom's face. She looked sad and lonely, and I wondered how much her disappointment about Trixy had caused her to run back into the arms of an asshole.

Mom sat down heavily, pointing at Steve, who was still struggling on the floor.

"I have nobody except him, Hannah."

"You have me and Keith. We're still your family. I'll grant you it's an odd setup, Mom, but we both care about you."

Steve finally crawled out of the awkward position I'd pinned him in and brushed himself down. He shrunk away from my Dad, who loomed large nearby, fists clenched. Mom studied the man who had stolen her heart, played with her affections, and she sighed.

"It's over, Steve."

"Fucking what? Hannah stole your husband, for Christ's sake."

"No, she didn't. I stupidly swapped him for you and got a shit deal. Please leave now, or Keith will throw you out the window.”

If looks could kill, I'd be dead a thousand times over. Steve was sullen when he left the office, but I felt happy, hiding that because my mother was the only person my gloating might hurt.

"Can we go next door into your office again, Mom?"

"Yes, of course."

Mom took the visitor's seat, so I held hands with her. Dad, ever the diplomat, ignored his chair and brought a spare from his meeting table. He sat beside Cindy, facing her.

"What do you want from me, Cindy?"

My mother stared at Dad with tears rolling gently down her puffy cheeks. Cindy sighed, blew heavily, and shook her head.

“Nobody wants me. Trixy is as flighty as ever; you and Hannah are settled, and I have nothing and nobody.”

“That’s not true. Neither Hannah nor I would abandon you.”

"I need a purpose and a future."

"Well, as part of our divorce, you'll own twenty percent of the company so that you won't want for money.”

“Money provides means, not purpose. Maybe I lack the ambition to explore the world as bravely as you and my daughter do.”

“Do you want a job here, Cindy?”

Mom was surprised and glanced at Dad to see if he was serious, which he was. Mom spluttered, laughed, and then scoffed.

"You're not being serious, Keith. I just tried to oust you from your company in the worst possible way."

"You can't be the CEO here, Cindy, because you don't have the experience, but you have a degree in accountancy. Why not shadow the CFO until he retires in a couple of years, take that job, and then gradually, we'll run the company together?"

“Are you being serious?"

"Of course, Cindy - whatever happens, we are still a family, no matter how dysfunctional that might seem.”

I felt so proud of my Dad that I choked up. His ability to see beyond the mistakes Mom had made was heartwarming. As I stared at him, bewildered by his deep emotional intelligence, I desperately felt like making love. Keith had absorbed a potentially family-destroying moment and snatched victory from the jaws of defeat. When I kneeled in front of Mom, she leaned into my arms and sobbed.

I felt her enormous emotional release and knew there was more to come.

To achieve a modicum of privacy from Dad’s colleagues, we convened at a nearby coffee shop with private nooks and soft brown leather sofas to sink into. Mom seemed happier, cradling a bowl of creamy coffee, but who isn't?

Mom looked happier than I had seen her in her final week with Trixy. I realized we needed to stick together, regardless of any issues that might exist now or in the future, because we were all each of us had in the world, and family is so important.

"I don't know why I thought Fanbury Hall might be a permanent home for me, Hannah."

"Trixy has the pick of all girls in the school, Mom. She's okay as a weekend fuck buddy, but she'll never settle down. It was a bit fanciful."

"It's true. I didn't want to accept it initially, but she was always off seeing someone else. It was for the best that I walked away.”

An uncomfortable silence settled between us. Mom was bereft of companionship, but I could do little about that. I considered what might have happened between Keith and me had she not carried on an affair with Steve behind his back, but hindsight serves little purpose unless it educates and indulges in what ifs seemed counterproductive.

It was time to move forward and stop walking on eggshells. I reached over and gently placed my hand on hers.

"We're planning on having a baby together, Mom."

"Jesus, seriously? That's freaking awesome, Hannah."

It might have gone two ways. I was pleased when Mom's face broke into a massive smile. She hugged her estranged husband, then me, and sat back down. I saw her ponder too much, so I touched her knee.

“Please don’t worry. You'll be a grandmother and part of our children's lives."

“Really, Hannah?"

"Yeah... just like we agreed already."

"You will forget this incident?"

"What incident?"

She smiled, and we were friends again. I heard wheels spinning and saw tire smoke outside. On the opposite side of the road, Steve was pulling out of the parking lot in Mom's car, but now wasn't the time to argue. A simple demand, if refused, would result in a police complaint and a knock at my mother’s former lover’s front door.

Mom shrugged and smiled in a way, suggesting she was moving on and turning a page.

"I want to move closer to the company offices, Hannah. We'll be far apart."

"You can stay with us at Fanbury Hall whenever you like, and we'll visit you when Dad needs to be here. We can make this work, Mom.”

"It seems easy, Hannah, but so much water has passed under the bridge."

“Do you still love Keith?"

"As a friend, yes, but nothing more."

Back at the office, while I caught up with events at Fanbury Hall using the phone app and messenger service, Dad settled Mom into her office and introduced Hank, the CFO. They were nestled together, discussing accounting rules and processes for a few hours.

As my father worked, fixing the mess in production that Steve created, I sat watching from across the other side of the desk.

My phone buzzed loudly, and I checked the screen, grinning broadly.

Hannah?

Hi Trixy.

An opportunity has opened up at Fanbury Hall.

Oh, do tell.

I need a Head of Curriculum.

What's that?

Someone to devise the syllabus and ensure it's appropriately delivered—things like Gang Bang Etiquette. So much isn't written or adequately described in images. Do you want the job?

Fuck yeah!

The job is yours. XOXO.

Dad and I chose a nice hotel overlooking the lake on which the town had been established. The main hotel lounge was on the tenth floor, about halfway up, and offered breathtaking views of the lake, surrounding hills, and forests.

I sat at a circular bar in the center of a large, mostly empty, plush lounge. I'd used the gym, showered, and enjoyed a glass of wine while Dad mopped up emails and spoke to lawyers about getting Mom legally signed on as a company director.

A gorgeous bartender eyed me whether he washed glasses, dried them, or served others. Eventually, he brought me Macadamia nuts, which I politely declined.

"I'm Simon."

"Hi Simon, I'm Hannah."

He watched me intently while I scrolled through local news on an app. I continued sipping wine, smiling politely at the bartender and occasionally looking out the windows.

"The leaves are turning, Hannah."

"Yes. It's gorgeous here at this time of the year."

"You forget how far the USA extends from north to south and the effect on seasons."

"Winter comes earlier here than back home."

"We also have shorter summers than further south."

"Yes."

I drifted into a hazy dream, thinking about how much my life had evolved recently. Being around Dad as his daughter differed significantly from becoming his lover and future wife. These days, I was more inclined to observe and learn from his example than when he had parented me.

We had no boundaries or secrets, which made me happy. I was brought back to the present by the bartender’s cough.

"Are you staying here alone, Hannah?"

"No. I have my fiance."

"Ah, that's a shame."

"No... no, it isn't, but thank you anyway."

He shifted away, looking slightly awkward. His compliment was a double-edged sword, although I doubted he would understand if I explained that to him. On the one hand, he regretted my unavailability, but on the other, his implied meaning that I might be missing out on my soulmate was irritating.

When Keith arrived looking well-refreshed, I nodded at our bartender for a second glass of wine.

"Could you serve it at our table, please?"

"Of course."

He looked astonished, glancing between Keith and me, evidently noticing our age gap. I felt comfortable about his surprise and wondered if that was due to the intensity of my and Dad’s love and sexual exploration at Fanbury Hall.

I smiled at the bartender, enjoying his surprise.

"I prefer older men, Simon. They know how to appreciate and treat a woman."

"Sorry... I-."

"No apology or explanation is necessary."

My father and I strolled to a table with two modern-designed, comfortable tubular steel chairs heavily cushioned in orange leather. The view captivated Dad for a minute before he sat down, by which time his wine had arrived.

"I'd rather not have any more fuck buddy men in our bed for a few days, Dad. Simon jarred me a little.”

"That's up to you, Hannah. I thought you enjoyed Tim?"

"The sex was great, but the whole experience wasn’t. I'd rather know what you want for us."

He sipped wine, gazed out the window, then glanced at me.

"I want you to be happy, baby girl."

"I'll be happy when you answer my question, Dad."

"I want us to be exclusive when trying for a baby; otherwise, I want us to enjoy being with others in bed together.”

“When we are trying for a baby, I’m happy to enjoy girls with you if you'd like."

"It means no more glory-holes unless it’s just sucking cock, Hannah.”

"The Donations Room is fun enough, Dad, right?"

"I can live with that."

As I stared out the window, the silence between us felt profound and comforting. My first fuck buddy lover, Tim, the bartender, and other guys who would come along were unfairly dealt with if I seemed available to fuck.

I didn't want their attention or affection. Neither did I want to lead them on.

“Any guys we invite are purely fuck buddies, Dad. I don’t want to be hit on, share a romance, or discuss follow-ups.”

“I can take care of that, honey.”


Chapter Five

Shared Choices

◆◆◆

No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t stop laughing as my father ran desperately from our bed.

“It's not funny, Hannah.”

"It's hilarious, Dad, particularly because I warned you."

Watching Dad leap out of bed and race to the toilet after drinking too much water before we slept was comical. I'd warned him not to hydrate excessively after a monster power session fucking me, but earlier in the evening, at dinner, he'd enjoyed a few more glasses of wine than I had and wanted to avoid a morning hangover.

He strolled back into our bedroom, looking deeply relieved while I laughed.

"Just imagine what it's like for a pregnant woman."

Oh fuck!

He dove gleefully into our bed, tickled me, and then tore the duvet off; we playfully fought a little, and life's balance was restored when I rose victorious, straddling his waist, nestling my father’s cock between my swollen pussy lips. He pulled me down, and we snuggled close as part of a cute surrender act, rubbing noses while Dad stroked my breasts, cupping and kneading them.

When he tweaked both nipples, they became solid, my libido's approximation of his morning wood.

"These will get much bigger soon once you are pregnant.”

"More fun for you, Dad."

"I can't imagine making love to you becoming more enjoyable, Hannah."

He always said the right thing; as I recall, that wasn't a recent development. I naturally pondered our history together, digging into childhood memories. Understanding when romantic love happened was constantly on my mind because it helped me untangle confusion about where we were going.

We've been in love for a long time but couldn't show that.

"I wonder about managing pregnancy with this new job at Fanbury Hall."

"That's great news you've had from Trixy, Hannah. She knows you're the right person for her job when the time comes and wants to get you firmly ensconced quickly."

He avoided my question.

"I accepted the job without us considering it together. That was wrong of me because we decided to raise a family."

“Those things are not mutually exclusive, Hannah. There will be challenges, but think of the new maternity subjects you can teach.”

“Fucking your pregnant stepdaughter?”

“Exactly.”

We had discussed why Keith and Mom had raised no children, but deep emotional details were scant, and I never wanted to push on a sensitivity that primarily didn’t concern me. The only thing that seemed to matter was our choices together.

Dad was avoiding my question, so I needed to probe carefully. I kissed the back of his hand, squeezing gently.

"We've discussed you carving out a career many times, Hannah. It's our priority and entirely your choice in which direction you prefer."

"I think that's unfair of you, Dad."

"How so?"

"You don't want to fully engage in helping make this decision because you're terrified of influencing my choice. Getting pregnant or not should be a shared choice, regardless of whatever else is going on in our lives.”

“You’re getting so clever I can’t debate you, Hannah.”

“I learned that from you.”

My father’s expression suggested I'd hit a bullseye and won the debate. He sighed, looked away from me, and frowned. It was a delicate moment, and I suppressed a mild irritability. I felt like I was being cast adrift in an ocean of complexity that battered my tiny dinghy.

"I worry about your future and whether the opportunities in front of you are right. Fanbury Hall offers a great career. I'm sure you'll have some formal training to help, but that will be a cinch given your talents."

"So what's the problem, Dad?"

"I won't be the one carrying a baby while teaching girls how to fuck their fathers."

"Do you disapprove of my continuing as a faculty member while pregnant?"

"Not in the slightest."

"Do you want me to bear you a child within the next twelve months?"

"Definitely."

"Then what is the problem, Dad?"

"I just want you always to have a veto when it comes to important decisions that affect your future."

"Not happening. We're a couple, and such a veto is something to discuss rather than impose unilaterally.”

We had a moment of tension. I felt calm because there was no way Dad could disagree with me - my argument was flawless. The irony was that I had effectively vetoed the veto. Our age gap coupling was complex, and good communication was needed to nurture it. My stepfather knew that as well.

"Okay. As long as you are happy, Hannah, it's all good with me. Perhaps pregnancy can be covered in the curriculum as a series of lectures, like I said."

We lay in bed, relaxing while the sun rose, splashing our duvet with an orange and yellow flickering light that sneaked through a crack between heavy drapes. We'd decided to enjoy the hotel as tourists for a few days. Local hills, hiking, canoeing, and great lakeside restaurants for romantic evenings beckoned.

It felt like a welcome downshift to the bustle of Fanbury Hall.

My father wanted to stay clear of the office and let the dust settle, giving Mom and Hank time to forge a working relationship. I was pleased with the way a tense situation between her and us had turned out because the last thing I wanted was my mother fucking an asshole like Steve and giving chunks of company resources for him to milk.

I lay resting, thoughtful, weighing all possibilities in my new role as head of curriculum at the faculty. It was such a clear decision, momentarily clouded by Dad's reticence.

"What are you thinking, Hannah?"

"I'll tell you after we make love."

We nestled comfortably in one another's arms. I enjoyed his warmth and confident smile, especially now that all of the work stress had been vanquished and that a clear path had led from yesterday's discussions with Mom to their amicable divorce.

"I love your vibrance, Hannah."

"I'd love for you to ram your vibrance inside me right now, Dad."

I felt Keith's heart thud gently against my fingers as I rifled their tips through the tight hairs matting his chest. I flicked and scraped his nipple, enjoying when it raised, engorged by my loving stimulation.

I bowed my head and licked the tiny red stud, suckling gently on my lover before chewing and gently pulling between closed teeth while he moaned lustfully. I gripped Dad's cock and stroked it, thumbing gently along a bulging urethra down to the base of his thick, solid shaft, where I twisted my palm around, then cupped his balls, squeezing, pulling, and massaging the delicate stones inside.

My father puffed like a steam locomotive, leaving platform four, frowning in sexual frustration while his cock got harder. I giggled, enjoying my heartfelt love and graceful fingers’ pleasing effect on my lover.

Keith repeatedly kissed the top of my head until I turned it sideways, whereupon he licked the curve around my earlobe with a tongue tip, softly blowing warmth inside, making me tremble from head to toe.

My father whispered, tantalizing and arousing me.

"You are my forever true love, sweetheart. When you came into my life, everything got better."

"I love you too, Daddy."

When he rolled on top of me, I spread my legs wide open to enjoy his cock sliding deep inside me. I spurred my heels into his ass cheeks like a drover commanding a stallion while reaching my palms down, gripping behind both knees and exaggerating my movements as I provided him access to my pussy. I wanted my Dad to enjoy an erotic show and especially have a close-up look at my swollen labia, splayed entirely apart for his pleasure.

“Fuck me for a little bit, then lick my well fucked hole, please, Daddy.”

“With pleasure, baby girl.”

Keith's nostrils flared like a dragon about to breathe fire, having detected my arousal. I could smell my hormones and sex lubricant as well and felt a fiery wild urge as my primal woman was unleashed like a hurricane of raw whore power.

Dad raised, and I released my heel grip on his ass cheeks. He glanced down at my swollen, creamy furrow and smirked about as sleazily as a girl could take without triggering an orgasm right away. I pulled my legs back further until my stepfather gripped both ankles, pinning them behind my head.

"What do you think about when I fuck you, Hannah?"

"I'm not sure I should tell you, Daddy."

He stared into my eyes, and we almost started a conversation that might provoke more questions later than we were prepared to answer.

When did you fall in love with me, Dad?

We both pursed our lips, grinned knowingly, and pulled back from a chasm filled with taboo that we really shouldn't dip our toe in the water of just yet.

"You're so flexible, Hannah."

"You have a great cock for love rather than just sex."

We had already unintentionally discussed my ideas about the Fanbury Hall curriculum comprehensively. Dad's eyes simmered with desire. Nothing arouses me more than feeling like a succulent morsel grilling on the hot coals of my father’s heart while he watches hungrily, marinating and turning me.

“Can I lick you afterward, Hannah?”

“Do you need to fuck me that badly?”

“Yes.”

“Then, of course - please fuck my hole, Daddy.”

When Keth's cock slowly slid balls deep inside my tight, quivering pussy, I squeezed back hard, imagining a few weeks from now when I wasn't on birth control, when we would be doing as nature intended. I closed my eyes and saw a vision of Dad's semen decanting from his enormous cock, filling me with fertile swimmers that explored my reproductive organs for hours, if not days, hunting down a ripe, unprotected egg and then activating our shared gift of life.

His wrists rubbed gently against my ears as Dad pounded my pussy, taking his weight on both palms while he pushed my calves back using his shoulders. His cock plowed solidly in and out of my creamy, squelching slit, reaching deep inside. His shaft vibrated against my soft tissue walls while I shivered, squeezing my loving sheath around him, enveloping the man who'd always loved me deep inside his heart.

I licked a finger and sent both hands down my stomach, one forefinger and thumb opening a swollen clitoral hood, the other forefinger pressing hard against, then wanking the precious, sticky, solid bean protected inside, dragging it around in clockwise circles.

"I love feeling your cock rub against my cervix, Dad.”

"I feel extra horny at the thought you'll come off the pill soon."

"You'll fuck me plenty after my next period, Dad. I'll create a schedule that will ping up on your calendar with fifteen-minute warnings."

"Time for Daddy to fuck Hannah warnings?"

"Yeah... time to fuck Hannah and seed her, good."

"I will relish that."

"You're already doing it so perfectly."

Dad thrust both hips harder back and forth, piston-like, increasing his stroke rate, railing my pussy with an extra stiff, long, thick cock that benefitted from my dream of pregnancy. Love exuded from his body and expression, all soft, gentle, and yielding.

My orgasm fired up slowly, starting as an intense tickle yawning deep inside my womb. Muscles everywhere tightened, stretched, and filled with adrenaline, warming me. A flood of dopamine and oxytocin drenched my reproductive organs, burning like a cauldron of delightful sexual suggestions before exploding in absolute pleasure.

My Dad was aflame, kissing me everywhere, licking as though I were a delicious dessert, then biting a calf muscle as I rode his cock, pushing my ass further down onto it, wanting more of him and deeper inside me.

He gripped my ankles in one massive, mighty hand, rolling me even further back, getting a wonderfully fulfilling, deep entry angle on my pussy, then reaming it until I squelched from excess creaming, more so when his cock jerked vigorously inside.

When Dad flooded my creamy, tight fuck hole with hot baby-making seed, it didn't feel like a dry run, and I imagined the most significant expression of our mutual love and respect fizzled into existence, commanded by the universe.

Keith released my legs, which I wrapped tightly around his waist, squeezing my ankles together until they crossed over. I screamed in ecstatic delight, and he moaned as we drove our bodies hard into each other, taking what we could. I clenched my pussy walls tightly against his rigid shaft, milking every drop of seed from his prostate.

When my father could take no more, he grinned, panted wildly, and rolled sideways.

"Fuck! That was good, Hannah.”

"A happy good morning to you, Dad. I fucking love your morning wood. It's like all night you've nursed an erection through your dreams, especially for me."

"Shall we shower right away, baby? We should make the most of a lovely day.”

"Yeah, then breakfast and a walk in the forest?"

"Sounds perfect."

In the shower, I felt an overwhelming urge to discuss my new job and get some burning ideas off my chest. A few things bothered me, and I knew they would fester. I leaned back into Dad's open arms, letting warm water sluice off our entwined bodies comfortably, pausing long enough to create a moment of gravitas.

"I won't delay pregnancy for the job at Fanbury Hall. I can manage both."

"I didn't want to ask, Hannah."

"That's one of the points I wanted to add to the curriculum, Dad."

"Your pregnancy?"

"Yes, but not only from a sexual perspective. Step-dad-daughter couples would benefit from learning more about the practicalities of an age-gap relationship. Better communication is one issue that everyone should concentrate on."

"I guess we just had a moment of that ourselves."

"The lectures will focus on long-term couples because none of this applies to the fuck buddy program step-daughters."

"What do you have in mind, Hannah? Give me a, for instance."

"Umm... okay, let's start with babies. Couples should plan their families considering college, finances, and their stepdad’s age. Kids should grow up with both parents, and grandkids ought to enjoy a full family life cycle."

"That makes sense. What else, Hannah? You're on a roll, by the way."

"Inheritance and tax planning for kids, especially if there are two families to consider. Also, closely allied to that is how half-siblings bond, if at all."

"That's a lot to bite off, though, sweetheart."

"Dad, I don't think there is enough said about period sex, lactating play, and niche fun activities like prostate massage as part of a healthy relationship. Fanbury covers kinks very well, but more hard-core sexual health and wellness issues should be addressed."

"Fucking hell, Hannah. Listening to you talk about this stuff is getting me hard again."

I kissed his chest and squeezed his cock until it was steely hard, then kneeled in front of Dad, sweeping my long hair aside while gripping his shaft with an iron fist. I wanked him for a couple of strokes and enjoyed watching his cock stiffen to a full erection before sucking my Dad to completion.

After I swallowed Dad's semen, I rinsed and brushed, not wanting to breathe his cum on anyone at breakfast. While he dried off and groomed himself, I stared into a bathroom mirror at my youthful nakedness, wondering how motherhood might affect my body inside and out.

At breakfast, I made a few notes for Trixy while Dad answered more emails and messages from clients, friends, and Mom. The Fanbury Hall sexy headmistress received my notes and called almost immediately, excited about my ideas.

"These are all great ideas, Hannah. I thought you might do a show and tell once you are pregnant.”

"What do you mean?"

"Show other pupils how your breasts swell and labia become engorged. Also, you could get Keith to help you demonstrate to stepdads how to fuck their daughters while heavily pregnant."

"That's all great, Trixy, but I held back the best idea."

"Go ahead..."

"Fanbury is currently limited in selling more seats in the learning program because of its number of bedrooms, right?"

"Yes, we have two hundred and fourteen couple's bedrooms, including the suites on your floor, but not counting staff."

"Okay... we need a day boarding program. We have spare capacity at the milking parlor, all classrooms, Donations Room, fuck alcoves, woodland walks, and gang bang altar. The only limitation is bed spaces.”

There was absolute silence on the line while I let Trixy consider my idea. I figured there were plenty more young girls being regularly fucked by, or at least trying out, their stepfathers, who might only be able to afford a day rate.

Introductory, try-before-you-buy, or one-and-done programs made sense, as potential couples could come for the day and socialize with others of like mind to see what happened.

"We'd need more staff, though, Hannah.”

"Reach out to Celia and the old girl's network. I'm sure they'd love to return as part-time visiting faculty members. You might even pay them in kind by allocating free use of some step-fathers and their daughters majoring in being sluts."

"Why haven't we done this before, Hannah?"

"I have no idea. Maybe the school headmistress needs a thrashing."

That being said, this whole idea is fucking sleazy.

"I know you are joking, Hannah, but I'd like to discuss that when you return. I could use a damn good flogging from a girl who knows how to deliver one."

We ended the call with me enjoying flashing images through my mind of Trixy bending across my knee, receiving a damn good thrashing. I disconnected the call, deeply satisfied, and stared wistfully into the creamy lake on top of a fresh cappuccino.

"I'd use my bare hand, then a paddle."

"What's that sweetheart?"

"Oh, nothing, Dad. I was thinking out loud. Shall we go for a walk now?"

"Should I bring a paddle?"

"Nope, you can use plenty of birch branches if we get bored or I become a pain in the ass… which I will, if we don’t get bored.”


Chapter Six

Turning Leaf

◆◆◆

A simple, romantic walk through a forest with the leaves turning became an epic mountain ascent for which I was wholly unprepared. My Dad outpaced me, so I hitched a ride on his back in a few flat spots. Along a ridgeline looking across and down into a valley, we hiked through the most beautiful landscape I remember seeing, mostly holding hands.

“Fall is epic, Dad. It’s cold but stunning.”

“I feel lifted, Hannah. My soul is lighter, and all problems that seemed burdensome for weeks are meaningless.”

“We have all of life’s opportunities and endless love in front of us, Dad.”

He glanced across at me, looking cutely boyish, grinning heartily. I ran ahead and Dad chased me, falling lightly on top when I tripped over an exposed tree root and fell into a massive pile of dry leaves.

We rolled playfully for a while, then righted as my father spread my legs wide with his knees, taking a richly deserved kiss.

“Being with you makes me feel positive, baby. I have a permanent state of ecstasy.”

“I tingle when you touch me, Dad.”

We kissed for a minute or two, then rose, dusted ourselves, and walked on for a few hundred meters, enjoying the views of a massive deciduous forest on the autumnal turn. Squirrels scurried around the forest floor, sprinting up trees as we passed, disrupting their foraging.

“I thought we might travel overseas during school vacations next year, Hannah.”

“Where would we go?”

“Nepal and Thailand are on my list, but I’ve always fancied Namibia too. Where do you like?”

“I think Egypt to see the Pyramids, but we’d get a slice of exotic life in any of those places you mentioned.”

Dad spun around with me on his back. We’d reached a clearing almost knee-deep in leaves, and he felt unsteady, dizzy. He took the total weight of our fall, rolling over and over until we were coated in more crispy, rust-colored leaves. My hair was knotted and full of forest floor debris, but I didn’t care because a warm, happy glow radiated through me.

“I’m happy, Hannah.”

“Me too, Dad.”

Keith crawled up my body as stealthy as a leopard, and I opened both legs wide for him to nestle in between. We kissed softly as my head lay on a pillow of dry leaves. I stared at the azure skies with a few light, fluffy clouds scudding rapidly past our clearing and wondered if life could be any better.

I rose onto my elbows, listening intently.

“What’s that noise, Dad?”

“I hear it too. It’s like a grunting sound.”

“It’s coming from a wooden shelter beside the car parking lot.”

“I think people are fucking in there.”

We stifled our laughs, lay perfectly still, and listened earnestly. The unmistakable sound of intense human mating emanated from a small wooden lean-to.

As I listened, the couple’s lovemaking became louder, and gradually, a woman’s head, obscured by her lengthy hair, shunted slowly out of the shelter as her guy fucked her harder. She gasped, moaned, pushed her ass back hard onto her lover’s cock, then swept her long hair aside.

She was head and neck out of the structure, getting fucked hard, on her hands and knees. I was aroused, thoroughly enjoying an alfresco live sex show. Her face was contorted, so I must assume the guy feeding his cock inside her pussy had a big one.

I stared in utter disbelief, grabbing my Dad’s shirt and pointing.

“Fuck! It’s Mom.”

“Jesus Christ, Hannah, it is her.”

“I fucking know. Your wife is getting reamed right in front of us. Who the fuck is giving it to her?”

I didn’t know what else to say; I was in such shock. I rolled onto my back, averting my eyes, struggling to hold back laughter. Dad continued watching as if he were witnessing a car crash and couldn’t stop rubbernecking.

“It’s Hank. Jesus, Hannah, our company CFO is railing the fuck out of Cindy.”

“I can’t watch… oh, I have to.”

I turned again, just in time to watch Mom slam her ass back onto Hank’s sizeable cock. She must have been aware they were being watched because Mom’s head turned quickly and stared at us. I grimaced, then smiled broadly and waved, rolling away to escape.

When I reached a slight decline in the forest, I rolled into it, followed closely by Dad, who laughed madly. He fell into my arms and kissed me. I stared deeply into his beautiful eyes, moved a few dry leaves off his cheek and forehead, and studied him carefully.

“Do you feel jealous that some guy is fucking your wife, Dad?”

“Not in the slightest. I’m very pleased Cindy found someone, and I hope it becomes love.”

“It provides validation for me.”

“Why?”

“Hank’s old enough to be her Dad, which means I am doing what comes naturally to me. I take after my mother.”

“Was there ever any doubt, Hannah?”

“I worried a bit because my romantic and sexual love for you happened some time ago. I know we don’t discuss that much because of what it means, but I hope we can one day.”

“We should get out of here and leave those two lovers in peace.”

Keith stood and hauled me to my feet. I turned back and saw that Hank had fucked Mom so hard they had both slid into the open. I smiled, chuckled again, and slipped my hand into Dad’s, walking away from two lovers entwined, enjoying post-coitus warmth and love.

We hiked a couple of hundred meters away from the alfresco lovers, at which point I saw the perfect tree, hauling Dad along the trail with me. I whipped out my belt, and my father spluttered.

“Do you want a spanking, Hannah? Here?”

“Maybe later. I’d much rather you fuck me. Hank riding Mom has got me aroused. Check and see if you like.”

With my jeans around my ankles, I pulled open my panties for Dad to see inside. He recovered from an early surprise, peeked into my gusset, and saw the same damp, creamy patch I did. I’d enjoyed watching Mom being fucked because it closed down an immense problem, giving everyone a fresh, clean start.

I leaned back on a tree bough, lifting each leg while Dad prised off my hiking boots before peeling my jeans down, folding and stacking them neatly on the limb. He slipped two thumbs into the elastic waistband of my panties and slid them down, sniffing profoundly and growling enthusiastically.

“You only needed to slip them aside, then slide your cock inside me, Dad.”

“I’d rather not.”

He stared at me, kneeling, waiting for the penny to drop.

“Oh, I see… sorry, I thought you… oh, please go ahead, Dad.”

He removed my panties, sniffed them deeply, grinned, and then set them aside. My father gripped both white ankle sock heels and raised my legs high, stretching them wide open while I sat back on the tree bough, steadied by my palms planted firmly behind.

Dad loved licking my pussy, a fun activity we shared, but probably not frequently enough for him. He regarded going down on me as a spiritual event where he worshiped my femininity, usually until I squirted a prize against the back of his throat.

My pussy lips trembled, and I felt wet, enjoying the disgraceful feeling of being exposed and inspected. I was sure the creamy mess oozing from my quivering hole would drip on the floor, but Dad proved me wrong, scooping a teardrop of my juices on his curved tongue.

“I’ve been selfish wanting your cock inside me so desperately, Dad.”

“I love licking your pussy, Hannah. It’s the most private part of your body. It feels… umm, I… well, like the most peaceful place I can be.”

“Feast away, Dad, and I’ll be less selfish.”

My father thumbed my engorged pussy lips apart, and I looked down, watching the sticky tendrils of my arousal stretch between them like dangling cables on a suspension bridge.

Dad tongued my slit, cleaning every tiny sweet morsel of my lady cream from the pink furrow he worshiped. He hummed like his body was in tune with all creation, dabbing his tongue here and there, withdrawing it, swilling, savoring, and swallowing my nectar.

I leaned back and saw Mom in the distance. Hank’s arm was wrapped around her waist, and I stared contentedly after them as they walked away.

Mom suddenly turned her head and looked my way. We were inside a tree line, so I couldn’t tell if she saw me enjoying cunnilingus on the end of her estranged husband’s tongue, but she waved anyway, with a peaceful smile as though wishing me well, having finally found what she sought.

With a flattened tongue, Dad plowed my slit harder, stripping copious sticky veneer off every pink, fleshy surface. He chased my nectar, harvesting every drop, ignoring my quivering hole until he was ready to swirl a long, expert tongue deep inside.

“That’s it, Daddy. Right there!”

As I moaned and groaned, Dad’s tongue probed deep inside my trembling hole, licking clean the soft tissue side walls he’d fucked hours ago. I wondered how my arousal might taste when laced with his semen but didn’t want to ask lest I discourage his progress.

When Keith clenched his lips tightly around the base of my clitoris, I spasmed vigorously, digging my nails into the bark to hold myself in place. He sucked gently, raising my pleasure nub, engorging it with blood, tugging, teasing, and bathing me in warm saliva while his tongue encircled, then dragged it from side to side.

My father had perfectly isolated my most sensitive, nerve-filled nub and was playfully sweeping me out of the forest onto a flying carpet far above the earth.

I closed my eyes and saw our future. Images of my Dad’s cock pounding my pussy came to me, then his semen flooded deep inside my womb. A baby was created; it was ours, and we cradled it, protecting our child. I felt warm and trembled with excitement and sincere joy, riding the thrill of my life.

My father left a tiny gap between his lips and sucked air, vibrating it against my clitoris wildly. The pace of my Dad’s tongue, flicking from side to side across a solid nub tip, created a perfect rhythm for my orgasm.

I lifted and thrust my pussy fully into my father’s mouth, enjoying how he managed to suck my swollen, creamy labia inside, rinse, swallow, then get straight back onto my clitoris with an eager-to-please tongue.

I sailed in a love boat across passionate waters, having my clitoris lovingly attended. I kept cumming in Dad’s mouth, knowing I was squirting hard and that he enjoyed feeding on my gift. His confidence in swallowing my unicorn pee was such that it gave me freedom from concern, and I screamed, unrestrained by any worry about who might hear or see.

I gripped my father’s head in both hands, pulling myself onto his face, rocking back and forth, enjoying his chin buried in my puckered hole while his nose ground my clitoris. He had me in his thrall, and I couldn’t stop an explosive orgasm from gripping my body while transporting my soul to the Nirvana Dad created for me.

When I had cum hard, I scrambled off the bough, enjoying how the light tree bark rubbed against my anal whorl. I was in my father’s arms, desperate for him to fuck me.

“I want to make love in our bed, Dad. Can you wait that long?”

“Of course, Hannah. I’d prefer that, too.”

“You are such an incredible lover.”

Dad helped me gather my clothes and get dressed. We walked briskly away, hand in hand, from a tree bough that soaked up my pussy juices. I chuckled inside, enjoying the fact that Mom and I had orgasmed on the same hill. Perhaps we’d discuss that later at a dinner, laugh, and pass it on as a secret only my daughters would know.

Back at the hotel, Hank and Mom had settled into a relaxing tryst exactly where Dad and I had sat the evening prior. I strolled across and hugged her, shaking Hank’s outstretched hand while Keith ordered drinks.

“Did you have a good walk, Hannah?”

“Not as eventful as yours, but we had a great time.”

“Hank and I-.”

I waved casually, stopping my mother from explaining.

“Don’t Mom. I’m pleased if you are happy.”

Hank looked relieved and deeply relaxed, lifting his glass and tipping it my way. I studied Mom and saw she was more comfortable than I’d seen her in a long time. We were becoming a happy family, not your common or garden variety, but a family who would undoubtedly grow and enjoy the best life together.

“I’m happy, Hannah, and I know what you saw. Hank is perfect for me.”

“It explains a great deal. Have you always preferred older men?”

“I denied it after Fanbury Hall and gave in to peer pressure. Perhaps that led to marital disharmony and the problems your Dad and I had.”

“Well, I’m glad it happened, Mom. As selfish as this may sound, your loss and sadness are my gain and happiness. I love Keith with all of my heart.”

My mother shrugged and smiled generously as though it were something she felt proud of. We hadn’t had a great relationship to date, but now I felt some raw honesty existed, which might help improve things between us.

Keith stood behind us, and by the look on his face, he heard everything. He set our drinks on their table and brought two more chairs, making a comfortable family nest for four.

“Hank and I are not having children, Hannah.”

“Jesus, Mom, you’ve known each other twenty-four hours and decided that already.”

“I’ve known Hank for years, honey. We fucked before Dad and I met. Don’t forget, I lived around here for years before meeting your father.”

“What happened between you?”

“Hank was hounded by his parents, neighbors, and anyone who saw him for being with a girl half his age, so we parted ways.”

“And now you’re back together?”

“I knew Hank worked for Keith and saw him occasionally on visits, but nothing happened until today.”

Their conversation shifted to discussions about work and finalizing the divorce that would allow everyone to move on. I drifted and almost daydreamed about Fanbury Hall.

The School Curriculum must change.

We must address the relationship issues to help couples get past challenges.

I can do this, but care is needed. Things don’t change overnight. 

My spirit was lifted as I watched three people discussing complex matters that arose because each had not been true to their sexual desires. At Fanbury Hall, I could help others in a similar predicament but not entirely solve the problem.

Dad and I lay in bed at the hotel bedroom, wrapped together like two ancient olive trees that had grown together from the dawn of time. We’d made love for hours, and now, feeling utterly exhausted, I wanted to discuss our future unencumbered by any problems. Once we left them to enjoy an afternoon relaxing in the lounge, I never mentioned Mom and Hank again, nor did my Dad.

“I feel relieved, Dad.”

“It’s all behind us. You have a free run to whatever future you desire.”

“It will take years to make a difference at Fanbury Hall, Dad.”

“Not true. You make a difference every time you solve one part of the problem. The whole problem is a journey, not a destination.”


Chapter Seven

Overcoming Challenges

◆◆◆

The week passed far too quickly, but we got a lot done. When Dad worked from our hotel room or met with Mom and Hank, I planned a new future at Fanbury Hall, conference-calling with Trixy and form mistress Annabelle to discuss my ideas for growth and development.

We arrived home late and slept almost immediately, exhausted from a long drive. In the morning, I prepared breakfast while Dad aired the apartment and tidied up.

“Are you worried about today, Hannah?”

“Not at all. I have a secret weapon.”

“What is it?”

“It’s a who, not a what, Daddy.”

“Who then?”

“You’ll find out later. I need to hurry because a meeting of the Fanbury Hall powerful is starting in twenty minutes.”

I hurriedly bent over the sofa and pointed to my ass, grinning. Dad gently fingered the ridges around my anus with saliva, then inserted my lubricated butt plug, screwing in the ponytail I revered. My back passage stretched, and I sighed, instantly feeling happier and more confident. 

Wearing a ponytail was a prerequisite for attending school board meetings. I reflected on how enjoyable it felt after a week of not being able to wear one. School policy was not to wear ponytails outdoors when off Fanbury Hall grounds.

When Dad screwed on the white plume, symbolizing my status, I swiveled and enjoyed the swishing sensation against my thighs.

As I strolled Fanbury Hall’s corridors, my ponytail elevated my self-esteem and the attention it received from other girls and their fathers. Many may feel my pride was to be ridiculed, but I didn’t care because life was for living, and there was little time for a rehearsal.

My ally, representing the significant Fanbury Hall alumni, was already in the meeting room when I arrived. A dozen lecturers were also present, including Annabelle, the form Mistress whose power base I was unintentionally eroding.

Trixy called our meeting to order and quickly reviewed the minutes, agenda, and welcomes. After dispensing with the preamble, she moved excitedly to the main item for discussion.

“Ladies, you’ve all seen Hannah’s proposal, costings, and plan. I’ll ask her to take any questions, starting with mine… when do we start, sweetheart?”

“I think we should begin right away. A day-boarder syllabus could be published, a schedule created, and we’d advertise before year-end.”

Predictably, Annabelle leaped in with both feet first.

“I disagree, Hannah. It’s too speculative, and the idea needs further study.”

The form mistress was resistant to change and reluctant to give an inch of control. She was an excellent Dominatrix but didn’t know when to drop that facade, leaving business and administration to flourish in a more team-spirited approach.

“My plan is clear, the numbers stack up, and we have widespread positive responses at Fanbury and in our potential customer base. What part of bringing more students into our college needs further study, Annabelle?”

“All of it.”

“Can you explain why, please?”

“There are too many unknowns.”

“Such as?”

She grasped at straws, which showed from the stress becoming overtly apparent in her expression and body language. I waited for the form mistress to hang herself, having learned patience and tact from a man twice my age. Dad’s lifelong teachings meant a great deal more to me after he’d fucked me and become my lover than they did before when I was rebelling against him.

“We don’t have the budget for this, Hannah.”

“Fanbury Hall has millions of dollars in cash reserves and assets. This project costs half a million bucks to set up; it repays that and becomes profitable within twelve months.”

“Should we mess around in people’s lives?”

“Yes, we should offer age gap relationships the benefit of our experience. Lectures would be optional, deal in facts, offer an experience where we can but never coerce.”

“And you propose using former Alumni to manage and teach these day boarders?”

“Yes.”

“What happens if they get things wrong, teach poor flogging techniques that result in a girl getting hurt?”

“Annabelle, change is never easy, but it’s necessary here. Fanbury Hall has a rich resource of teaching ability in its past pupils who remain in touch. I am not proposing to use anyone who hasn’t graduated Fanbury Hall with honors.”

“I don’t share your confidence, Hannah.”

Before I could answer, Trixy’s roar of laughter disrupted our meeting. Our headmistress looked displeased. Annabelle had overplayed her hand to devastating effect. She saw me as a child attending class, but the headmistress knew I’d been in the background of my fiance’s life for more than a decade, listening, subconsciously learning, and becoming equipped.

I’d also been sleeping with a man twice my age for months, learning, being proposed to, and deciding to start a family with. I had an experience that Annabelle lacked. Trixy turned to our Alumni representative and gave her a stare that might turn a girl into a pillar of salt.

“Would you like to speak, Celia?”

“Yes, Trixy, I rather would.”

“What would you say to our school board?”

Celia eyed everyone in the room as if she reminded them of who she was.

“I thrashed all of you here when I spent a delightful summer as Head Girl. You were mostly good girls, but Annabella was always a whiny toad. It’s time you dropped the act of being dominant and enjoyed your true nature instead.”

“Wh-Wh-.?”

“Oh, do close your mouth, my dear. Hannah’s proposal to grow Fanbury Hall is the only way this school can move forward, and it’s high time you all got behind a great idea.”

“Thank you, Celia.”

I nodded and smiled, pleased by her forceful support. The meeting continued past lunch and into the afternoon to cover other matters. Just before the close of business, Trixy, having given everyone time to deliberate, ordered a vote.

I left as soon as the unanimous vote in favor of my proposal was passed. I’d promised my father we would enjoy a glass of wine together on the apartment balcony. I almost ran from the meeting room, then turned and dashed back to invite a friend.

“Celia, would you like a glass of wine with us?”

“Us?”

“Dad and me.”

“I’d love to, sweetheart. I have been offered overnight digs with Trixy, but a few hours with you and Keith would be lovely.”

I gripped her hand, and we ran wildly and excitedly. I completely forgot school decorum and almost lost my ponytail around a few tight corners as I clenched and released the muscles inside my back passage. Celia held on to my hand, giggling like she had returned to Fanbury as a student, and a new lease on life swept her up.

I raced through our apartment’s front door, danced for victory in front of my Dad, wiggling my ass. The moment caught me, and I spun around, smiled at Celia, stepped close, almost into her arms, and took both her hands in mine.

When my lips reached hers, the prospect of a lover’s kiss burned in my soul. My pussy engorged in deep arousal, and hormones drove me wild, ascending my body high into a realm where two naked women writhed lovingly in one another’s arms.

Her eyes sparkled playfully like a woman who had married and had children but desperately wanted to play with a girl. I craned my neck and stared at my father, who looked thrilled.

“Dad, is this okay?”

“We agreed you could play with girls, Hannah.”

I smiled disgracefully at my new playmate, whose eyes sparkled like gemstones lit by torchlight in a cave. Celia’s heart thumped faster against my breasts as her nipples prodded me expectantly. She looked like a lioness on a hunt, seeking her meat as rare, pink, and bloody as she could get it.

I stared into her eyes, warming and tingling all over.

“Can we fuck, Celia?”

“Yes, please.”

“Will you fuck my Dad as well?”

“I’d love to, sweetheart.”

“Can you stay the night with us?”

“Trixy invited me to stay overnight, but I’ll stay forever if you two are on the menu.”

My head exploded, and I felt light as a feather, as though lust had intoxicated me. Our lips seared off each other’s when they brushed lightly like puffy wisps of cloud passing through an azure sky, almost, but not quite touching. My tongue desperately sought Celia’s, and when our lips crushed, a kiss exploded like a volcano.

Dad moaned his approval. I whimpered, but Celia was silent, engrossed by me, exploring my mouth as though something precious had been denied to her for too long.

Sharp nails dug deep through two layers of fabric into my ass cheeks, rasping across tender skin and taut muscles. My face screwed into a lewd mess when Celia tugged on my ponytail, and I gripped tightly. She smiled at me and pulled again, this time more slowly, until my sphincter expanded out of the stainless steel neck.

“Does your butthole feel wide, Hannah?”

“Yeah.”

“Have you played with your tail before?”

“Not like this.”

“We had hours of fun doing this in my day, honey. I’ll teach you how to tease and fuck your back passage. Take off your panties and squeeze your anal whorl as tightly as possible.”

Dad helped relieve me of my panties while Celia fed the tail through the reinforced hole in my French lace. When I was naked, she turned the tail until my butt plug switched on and hummed.

“Don’t forget to squeeze tightly, okay, Hannah?”

“Yes, Miss.”

“Good girl.”

She gripped the rim of my buttplug and pulled it gently over the sharp rim until my sphincter stretched wide open - then she held it there while I squeezed, gasping, eyes wide and ablaze. Ordinarily, Dad or I would have yanked it right out, but Celia held the widest part of the steel rim precisely on my back passage seal.

“Can you feel the muscles around your asshole squeezing involuntarily, Hannah?”

“Fucking yes. It’s crazy.”

“Squeeze as hard as you can for five…four…three…two… and one - good girl.”

When Celia reached one, she let my back passage swallow the buttplug, and I felt a surge of pleasure. I planted my forehead on her breasts, breathing a sigh of relief. She giggled and held my head with her free hand, kissing the hair covering my crown.

“Do you want to try that again, Hannah?”

“Yes, please, Miss.”

“Okay, squeeze as hard as you can. This time, we’re going fully to third base.”

When she pulled the hair plume, I gripped tightly until my spangled hole stretched wider. I saw stars and felt dizzy as my sphincter enlarged and pleasure wreaked its kind havoc on my body.

“A few more, and Daddy can fuck your asshole properly, sweetheart.”

“Yes… yes, please.”

“I’ll spit in your hole first. There will be no need for silicon lube.”

“Yes… anything you say, Celia.”

She released the plug for me to swallow just before one on her count, and my puckered whorl greedily devoured the unrelenting steel while my legs almost gave way. Celia nodded something to my Dad, and he undressed, sporting the most enormous erection I’d ever seen.

“Are you ready for Daddy to fuck your back passage, sweetheart?”

“Yes, Miss.”

“Squeeze again.”

My asshole was getting wider. When the steel stretched my sphincter to its maximum extent, the tissues around it felt less strained, and I could enjoy being held wide open. When Celia kissed me and slid her spare hand into my crotch, I had an orgasm and wriggled so much I spilled my buttplug.

I stared accusingly, looked down, and saw a scant puddle of my orgasm dripping down my legs, pooling around my feet

“You’re fingering me.”

“We’re only getting started, Hannah. Relax your back passage like a good little girl, please. We want you to be tight but easy for your Daddy to fuck.”

“Yes, Celia.”

She carefully twisted the buttplug back inside my asshole, and I squeezed hard when she extracted it to the maximum width. Celia fingered my pussy, sliding two digits up and down my creamy slit before squeezing my clitoris between her forefinger and thumb. I orgasmed again, focusing on holding the plug in place.

I squirted unicorn pee all over Celia’s hand while she plowed and bobbed the vibrating anal plug in and out of my hole.

“I think we’re ready for your father’s cock, Hannah.”

“Ready for what?”

“I’ve been doing this so Daddy can properly fuck your butt hole and stay out of my way.”

“What do you mean?”

“Your pussy is for my enjoyment tonight, sweetheart. We’ll dine on each other while Daddy takes care of your back passage. I’m astonished nobody teaches this anymore.”

“They will next week.”

“Let’s get you and Dad into the bedroom so he can mount his little girl.”

Celia led us both into our bedroom, leaving my plug inserted. Dad and I were naked, and by the time my Alumni ally laid me down on our duvet, she was as well.

“Can Dad fuck me later as well, Hannah?”

“I think it will be a job to stop him.”

“Thank you for sharing.”

“Thank you for preparing my back passage for a damn good fucking.”

“Do you feel wider than normal?”

“Yes, very much.”

Celia lay down with her head on the bed while I rolled onto her. She spread her legs wide open, and I caught sight of an utterly gorgeous, alabaster white, freshly shaven pussy. Her skin glistened with a light, tawdry varnish of love coating.

I breathed deeply and smelled my lover’s arousal, activating every primal synapse in my animal brain, wanting to gorge myself on her swollen, sticky labia. I licked Celia’s pussy gently and tasted a sweet, musky flavor that fired my soft tissues, spreading her love like wildfire through my mouth and throat until all of me wanted all of her.

I flattened my tongue and licked Celia’s pussy like I was cleaning the last bowl of chocolate mousse on the planet. She moaned, firmly gripped my ass cheeks, prising them wide apart. She dragged my buttplug free and spat three times into the gaping wide hole it left. I felt delightfully like a whore about to be defiled by my future husband and father to my children.

“Fuck your little girl now. Don’t worry about any tightness inside her back passage; she’ll be very yielding, and you’ll enjoy a great fuck.”

“Thank you, Celia.”

While I was offered to my father for him to defile my rectum, I clawed Celia’s pussy lips wide open, sucking her creamy pearl like a delicious oyster. She squealed, descended on my pussy, sliding her tongue up and down my creamy furrow while my Dad’s cock slid inside my back passage so comfortingly that I couldn’t believe it.

Dad was balls deep inside me, sliding his bloated, spit-laden, bulging urethra back and forth over the nerve cluster immediately inside my back passage. Celia had uninterrupted access to my pussy and knew what to do with it.

I hadn’t known a technique like it as our girlfriend used her lips and tongue to pull my swollen labia, cleaning each in a light saliva bath and stripping every drop of nectar. I felt her gulp my juices as I plowed desperately with a wayward, uncontrolled tongue, desperately eating Celia’s pussy like an excited amateur.

Dad gripped my waist while Celia thumbed my anal sphincter wide for him to plunder it to maximum depth. I felt fuller than Macy’s on Christmas Eve, enjoying the depth inside my body that my father’s cock reached. I even pushed back when Celia sucked my clitoris to a shuddering orgasm.

When I was done squirting, I couldn’t believe any juice was left in my bladder, but Celia found and sucked it out, puckering her lips and sealing them around my pee hole. I returned the compliment, feasting on my lover’s nectar, gulping, licking, and sucking while Dad filled my back passage with hot semen.

We were orgasming together in a moment that felt connected, and Mother Nature cheered us onward. I wriggled in ecstasy, as did Celia, while Dad roared his way through a massive orgasm with a trembling nine-inch cock buried deep inside my ass hole.

Dad slipped away first, squealing and panting like a marathon runner at the Olympic Games. Celia laughed, slapping my ass cheeks playfully. I rolled off and said a short prayer for my mother, hoping she was as happy as me.

Celia rolled onto her stomach while I lay on my back. She raised herself onto both elbows and gazed at me lovingly.

“You two are going to be so fucking happy.”

“Do you think so, Celia?”

“Oh, yeah… you understand one another so perfectly. You each know where the strength of the other is. I love it. You guys are perfect together, and I am thankful to be part of your life.”

“Will you visit often, Celia?”

“Of course, sweetheart. So long as Dad and you welcome me, I’d love to.”

“Maybe you could return next season. A fly-on-the-wall reporter is coming to write up the school and help promote Fanbury Hall and Age-Gap relationships as positive.”

“What’s the reporter’s name?”

“Kate Granger.”
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