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Description:

19-year-old Annie is on a long road trip with Will, the only man she’s ever trusted. When night falls, they huddle beneath a blanket, and things take an… unexpected turn.


********

Will’s hand had traveled further down my leg, and he was rubbing my labia with one of his fingers.

I held my breath for a moment, wondering if I were still dreaming. If I was, it was awfully real.

I was afraid to look to my right, for fear that Will would see me looking at him. So I just glanced around in front of me. Everyone was asleep. It must have been the middle of the night, and here I was, being touched by the only man in my life I cared about and trusted.

I closed my eyes again, and that’s when Will began to apply pressure to the seam of my jeans, rubbing right where my clit was. I huffed and rolled my hips upward, and Will made a throaty sound.

He leaned over, until his shoulder brushed against mine, and whispered, “Daddy wants to feel your pussy, baby.”

********


I stared out the window, at the snow on the ground that glistened in the moonlight, thankful that we were heading somewhere warm and sunny. This winter had been brutal, and Will was taking us on an extended vacation in Florida so we could spend some time with his family.

We were going to fly, but I’m terrified of planes. I know, it’s ridiculous that a nineteen year old like myself should be afraid to fly, but I couldn’t help it.

To top it off, this morning, when we were getting ready to leave, Will’s car broke down. We had it towed to the mechanic’s, then bought bus tickets because Will has a family reunion tomorrow, and he didn’t want to miss it.

Will isn’t my family, but he’s pretty much like a father figure to me. You see, I grew up being shuttled from foster home to foster home because my parents died when I was little. And Will’s daughter and I used to be best friends, but she got mixed up in drugs and has basically dissed every one she used to know, family included.

He’s so big and strong, and incredibly sexy. Like, I really can’t figure out why he’s still single. I guess it’s a good thing for me, though, because last year, when I turned eighteen, I officially became an adult. I did not want to stay with the family I’d been living with for the last six months, and Will asked me to move in with him, saying that he would take care of me.

I was blown away by his generosity, and of course I took him up on the offer.

Every now and then I catch myself calling him “daddy” and the first time it happened, I was so embarrassed. He simply smiled and said I could call him that if I wanted, even though he wasn’t my daddy.

“Are you nervous about meeting the rest of my family?” Will asked.

“Not really. Especially if they’re as nice as you.”

I smiled at Will, and his eyes floated to my lips. He had been doing that a lot lately. I also noticed that I was looking at him a little differently, and these ripples of nervous pleasure floated through my belly and shot down between my legs when I noticed him looking at me differently.

I wasn’t sure what it all meant. I mean, I was nineteen and Will was forty-three. Granted, he looked young for his age, but still, he probably wanted someone his own age. Not some young thing who had never been with a man.

“You’re nice too, Annie,” he said, resting his hand on my leg. “And I’m sure they’re going to love you.”

I sat there, frozen. Heat rushed through my core, and my nipples hardened. Okay, Will had touched me hundreds of times. But never had it felt like this.

And never had my body responded like this.

I felt a familiar throb in that place where I was suddenly desperate to touch myself.

“I … I hope so,” I stammered.

Will pulled his hand away and stretched. Most of the passengers around us were drifting to sleep. The inside of the bus was now dimly lit, and I started to get a little sleepy myself. It was almost eleven o’clock, and we were expected to reach Florida around six in the morning. I should probably try to get some shuteye.

“Think you’re going to get any sleep?” Will asked, leaning over and shoulder bumping me.

“I was just thinking I should try. I’m pretty tired.”

He tapped his arm. “Feel free to lean on me if you want. I’ll probably pass out myself.”

My flesh grew hot and I smiled, nodding my head. “Yeah, I just may do that. Right now, though, I’m going to cover up with a blanket.”

Since Will was in the aisle seat, he jumped up and reached inside the overhead compartment. “I’ll get it for you.”

“Thank you.”

Within a few seconds, he pulled down my extra-large fuzzy blanket that he had given me for Christmas last year. He also handed me a travel pillow, pushing one underneath his head. We both adjusted our seats back just a few inches and when I spread my blanket out, some of it covered one of Will’s legs.

He glanced down and I fluffed it out again. “We can share if you want.”

“You sure?” Will licked his lips. “I can tuck you in, if you’d rather.”

I laughed softly, remembering the time last year when I was sick and running a fever. He had fetched this very blanket and covered me as I lay on the couch, tucking the corners in all around me.

“No, it’s fine. Here, take some.”

I got settled in my chair as he pulled the other half of the blanket over his legs. “Thank you, sweetheart. Good night,” he whispered.

“Good night,” I whispered back.

I closed my eyes and drifted to sleep, thinking about how lucky I was to have such an amazing man in my life.

A short while later, I awoke as the bus hit some rough patches in the road. My head had rolled to the side, and my leg had fallen over to where it was leaning against Will’s leg. A warm spot bloomed on my inner thigh.

And that’s when I realized it was Will’s hand.

I didn’t move, but my eyes grew wide. I slowly and cautiously moved my gaze in his direction to see if he was awake. But his eyes were closed and his face, relaxed. Um, okay. This was awkward.

I tried to gently lift his hand and move it over to his side, but then he sniffed and squeezed, digging his fingers into my flesh as if he were hanging on for dear life. I gave up and went back to sleep, the soft hum that filled the bus becoming a relaxing sound.

I woke up a while later again in the middle of a dream. A real kinky dream as a matter of fact. I was in a library reading an oversized book of pornographic images. I was extremely aroused, to say the least, so I used the corner of the book to rub against my pussy.

It was so real that I could still feel that sensation when I awoke. And it didn’t take long to figure out why.

Will’s hand had traveled further down my leg, and he was rubbing my labia with one of his fingers.

I held my breath for a moment, wondering if I were still dreaming. If I was, it was awfully real.

I was afraid to look to my right, for fear that Will would see me looking at him. So I just glanced around in front of me. Everyone was asleep. It was the middle of the night, and here I was, being touched by the only man in my life I cared about and trusted.

I closed my eyes again, and that’s when Will began to apply pressure to the seam of my jeans, rubbing right where my clit was. I huffed and rolled my hips upward, and Will made a throaty sound.

He leaned over, until his shoulder brushed against mine, and whispered, “Daddy wants to feel your pussy, baby.”

Oh god. Was this really happening?

My nipples pricked into hard points underneath my long-sleeved shirt, and my walls throbbed hard. I could feel my pussy getting so swollen, and it was like every unwritten rule about not getting involved with your best friend’s dad was tossed out the window.

“Wh—what do I do, Daddy? How?”

It’s not like I could take my clothes off or anything.

“Like this, sweetheart.”

I watched the blanket move as his hand traveled to my button. I sucked in my gut as he popped it loose, then somehow managed to tug down the zipper.

My face grew hot, my cheeks no doubt burning a bright red. It’s not like anyone could even see, or even know, what we were doing. So I don’t know why I was blushing.

Maybe I wasn’t actually blushing.

Maybe I was just that … turned on.

He pressed his lips to my ear. “Do you want Daddy to play with your pussy, baby? Make this trip a whole lot more fun.”

I huffed as he started to slide his hand down my jeans, nodding my head and muttering a “yes.” I was a little concerned that someone might hear what he was saying, but he was barely audible for me due to all the road noise from this huge bus.

“Mmm, that’s good… makes me happy…”

I tugged the blanket higher, tucking it under my chin so that I was completely covered, everything but my face, basically. I then gripped the sides of my jeans and pulled them down just enough so that Daddy could get at my horny little snatch a little easier.

He let out a soft noise as his fingers slid between my folds, and my heart began hammering inside my chest, making me almost dizzy.

“Just relax,” Daddy whispered. “All you have to do is sit there, baby. Daddy will make you feel so good.”

I whimpered as his fingers went deeper, forcing my pussy to clench. I must have been drenched, and as he inserted his finger partway inside my opening, I had to bite my lip to keep quiet.

He pulled it out almost right away and began circling my clit. I clenched my ass cheeks, rolling my hips up and down in short bursts. It felt as though electric pulses were dancing along my skin as he played with me.

“Oh Daddy,” I whispered, coming closer and closer to reaching orgasm.

He really knew what to do, too, like he knew just how to touch me. Which was pretty amazing considering the fact that he didn’t have a whole lot of room to work with.

That’s probably what was making this so hot, the fact that we had to keep quiet, hide our noises and the way he was touching me.

Daddy must have fingered my pussy for the better part of ten minutes, bringing me to the edge only to stop and leave me shuddering. At one point, he used his other hand to reach over and lightly grope my breasts still hidden under the blanket, allowing his fingers to softly pinch my nipples.

I was practically panting by the time he let me cum, finally.

I had stuck my hand under my shirt and fondled my own nipples, tweaking them and twisting them while Daddy wiggled the tip of his finger right over my swollen bundle of nerves.

I clamped my teeth over my bottom lip as I came, throwing a hand to Daddy’s thigh and squeezing it tightly. My pussy contracted hard, over and over, as I held back the whimper. Daddy leaned over and growled softly in my ear.

“Fuck, baby, you’ve made me hard as a fucking rock.” With that, he gripped my wrist and tugged it to his crotch, forcing me to feel his erection. Not that I minded at all.

I was still cumming, my pulse thrumming in my neck, and thick, copious amounts of my desire dribbling out of me when I felt his cock through his jeans.

“You wanna make Daddy feel good, too, baby doll?”

I nodded enthusiastically, curious about how we would manage that. But Daddy didn’t seem concerned at all.

He undid his pants, and with the blanket still covering both of us and obscuring any sort of activity, I felt his manhood pop out. I had to get my arm in the right position to be able to grip him with my right hand, and he had to pull the blanket up to his chest in order to hide that.

But the moment I felt how hard and hot his steely cock was, I damn near forgot where we were or what my name was.

“Ooooh, yeah,” he whispered, wrapping his fingers around mine as they encompassed his girth.

I had never stroked a cock before, so I had no comparison in my head. But from what I could tell, Daddy was thick.

His length throbbed and it was so erotic that it made my walls ache to be penetrated. I just wished we could go somewhere and I could feel his thickness sliding into me.

I moved my fist up and down, and Daddy sort of held the blanket up so you couldn’t see any movement, just to be on the safe side.

I felt cream ooze from my warm cunt as I used my fingers to feel every inch of him. The veins that lined his flesh, the skin pulled taut from him being at maximum hardness, the sticky fluid that pulsed from his slit every time I brushed my thumb over the tip.

I listened to his breathing, noticing the way he blew out these soft little breaths. His length throbbed and twitched as I began pumping my small fingers up and down.

I loved making my daddy feel good like this. Now, I just wish I could taste him, and let him fuck me. But for now, I was content to live in the moment.

“Baby…” he whispered.

I tightened my grip around his girth, using his own precum as a jelly-like lubricant bringing him to climax. My own cunt clenched in anticipation of his imminent release.

I felt him turn to steel, felt a hard twitch, and right at that moment, he moved my hand up to catch his hot cum as it pulsed out, landing in my palm. Fuck, it was so sexy. I squeezed his shaft and quickened my pace, hearing him let out a throaty breath as the slick sounds of my hand jerking off his cum-covered cock sounded from under the blanket.

Thank fuck everyone around us was asleep and we had this giant blanket hiding what we were up to, because if not for that, I think I would have jumped up and straddled his cock right then and there.

“God, that was good,” Daddy said under his breath.

I couldn’t help but smile. “I enjoyed it equally, Daddy.”

What a sticky mess my hand was now. But it wouldn’t be sticky for long. Feeling very naughty, I brought my hand out from under the blanket and licked all of his cum away, savoring the earthy and salty flavor.

“I can see that you enjoyed it. And you’re still enjoying it,” he smiled.

I giggled, and he moved his hand to my pussy again, this time sinking several fingers inside, going all the way to my innermost depths.

I drew in a rushed breath as he instantly found my g-spot and began massaging it, moving his fingers in and out slowly to drag out the pleasure. My eyes fluttered closed and my head hit the headrest behind me as Daddy used the meaty flesh of his palm to stimulate my clit while finger-fucking me.

I huffed as he inserted a third finger, making it feel like he was stretching me to the hilt. And right as he found my g-spot again, the pleasure shot all the way to my toes. I chewed on the inside of my cheeks because I wanted to scream out loud.

“Cum on my fingers,” Daddy muttered in my ear. “Let me feel how tight your walls are gonna grip me when I fuck you tomorrow.”

Okay, that did it. I grunted as I came, bright colors blinding my field of vision in the most intense orgasm of my life.

Daddy continued to finger me, keeping me on the edge as another orgasm overtook me several minutes later. I had never been good at giving myself multiple Os, but here was Daddy doing it like it was an Olympic sport or something and he was going for the gold medal.

“Such a good girl… Daddy can’t wait to claim that pussy.”

He smiled as he pulled his hand from my pants and licked his fingers clean. Watching him turned me on all over again.

“Oh yeah,” he said, “I’m gonna use my mouth on you, too.”

“I would expect nothing less,” I said, grinning ear to ear.

We spent the rest of the trip snuggled under the blanket. And getting to Florida couldn’t come fast enough.


~The End~

Thank you for reading! Please stay tuned for more naughty stories by Daisy Luke.

********
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Excerpt from Daddy’s Friend is Too Old:

I parted my lips and engulfed the whole thing, wrapping my lips tightly and seductively around the spoon as I scooped off the frozen treat, Ron watching me the whole time with a serious look in his eye.

I moaned softly and rolled my eyes like I was in heaven. “Yummy.”

“I’d say so. I really like a girl who deep throats her dessert.”

I giggled again, but my pussy also tightened as it grew swollen. Ron had this sly grin on his face, then reached over to wipe something off my lips.

“You left a little chocolate here.”

I turned my head slightly and took his finger in my mouth the moment he moved across my lips. His eyes grew wide as he stared at my mouth.

I sucked on his finger, tasting a little bit of chocolate and a whole lot of Ron. It was in that instant that my pussy leaked into my panties, and I was pretty sure the crotch of my jeans was wet.

“Jesus Christ, Shelby. What else can you do with that mouth?”

********
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