
        
            
                
            
        

    
Uncesored Erotica

Daddy Time

Dear Reader, Welcome to "Uncensored Erotica: Daddy Time," a collection of short erotica stories that delve into the depths of forbidden desire, pushing the boundaries of erotic fiction. It is with great pleasure that I introduce you to this world of incestuous passion, where the lines between love and lust are blurred, and the desire for forbidden pleasure is irresistible.

As we embark on this journey together into the darker realms of erotic fantasy, please remember that the stories contained within these pages are works of fiction. They are not meant to glorify or condone any illegal or harmful behaviours. Instead, they are an exploration of desire, a celebration of the human capacity for passion, and an invitation to push the limits of your own imagination.

The characters in these stories are complex, driven by their high sex drives and insatiable desires. They are not afraid to explore their fantasies, and they do so with abandon, pushing the boundaries of what's considered acceptable in the name of erotic pleasure. As you read, you'll find yourself drawn into their world, as the tension between them builds to a crescendo of erotic pleasure.

The language used in these stories is always erotic and frankly vulgar, with a strong focus on sexual acts such as anal, blowjobs, masturbation, and facials. The purpose is not to shock or offend, but to immerse you in the world of taboo romance, to heighten your senses, and to take you on a journey into the depths of passion and desire.

As you read, you'll find yourself transported to a world where the lines between love and lust are blurred, and the desire for forbidden pleasure is irresistible. The writing is evocative and immersive, designed to take you on a journey into the depths of depravity and desire. The characters are totally uninhibited, exploring their desires with abandon and pushing the boundaries of what's considered acceptable, or legal.

The stories in this collection are guaranteed to satisfy all your most depraved needs, and make your bedroom time even more steamy. They are a testament to the power of sexual attraction, the thrill of exploring forbidden fantasies, and the human capacity for sexual depravity.

As you read "Uncensored Erotica: Daddy Time," please remember to approach it with an open mind and a sense of adventure. Allow yourself to be immersed in the world of erotic romance, to explore the depths of passion and desire, and to push the limits of your own imagination.

This collection of stories is guaranteed to be a journey worth taking. So, if you're ready to explore the world of incestuous desire, and experience the thrill of forbidden passion, I invite you to start your journey with me.

Yours,

Jenny Lǐ Harvey
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1. Jodie Has Her Mouth Full

I’ve always wanted him, I always have…

My father, William, a man in his late fifties with a head of silver hair and piercing blue eyes that held a world of secrets. His tall, broad frame was adorned in a well-tailored suit, the fabric hugging his muscular form like a second skin. His eyes, a stormy blue, held a hint of mischief, a glint of excitement that I couldn't help but be drawn to.

My name’s Jodie, his daughter, and our first encounter happened when I was in my early twenties. I would say I had an athletic physique, and I also had curves that could make any man weak at the knees. My long, auburn hair cascaded down my back, falling in loose waves that framed my heart-shaped face. My hazel eyes, a blend of gold and green, held a spark of curiosity, a desire for adventure that had been lying dormant within me.

As we stood there in the doorway of the bedroom, the air between us thick with tension, I could feel his eyes raking over my body, taking in the way my breasts strained against the fabric of my low-cut dress, the way my skirt hugged my hips and thighs, the way my legs seemed to go on forever. I could feel the heat of his gaze, the hunger in his eyes, and it sent a thrill of excitement coursing through me.

"Jodie," he said, his voice low and husky, a tone I had never heard him use before. "You're all grown up now."

I could feel my cheeks flush with heat, but I didn't look away. Instead, I held his gaze, a challenge in my eyes. "Yes, Father," I replied, my voice steady and confident. "I am."

He took a step closer, the scent of his cologne, a mix of spice and musk, wrapping around me like a warm embrace. "And I," he said, his voice barely above a whisper, "am a man."

His words sent a shiver down my spine, and I could feel my heartbeat quicken, my breaths shallow and uneven. "What are you saying, Father?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper, my eyes never leaving his.

He took another step closer, his eyes locked on mine, a hunger I had never seen before burning in their depths. "I'm saying," he said, his voice low and seductive, "that I want you."

The words hit me like a punch to the gut, and I could feel my breath catch in my throat, my body trembling with a mix of fear and desire. "Father," I whispered, my voice barely a whisper, "I-I don't-"

He cut me off with a kiss, his lips firm and demanding, his tongue sliding into my mouth, tasting me, claiming me. I gasped, my body arching into his, my hands grasping at his suit jacket, my heart pounding in my chest.

As our kiss deepened, I could feel his hands on my body, his fingers digging into my flesh, his touch both possessive and gentle. His other hand slid up my thigh, his fingers skimming the edge of my panties, and I could feel a moan escape my lips, a sound of pure, unadulterated desire.

"Father," I moaned, my voice hoarse, my body trembling with need. "I-I can't-"

He silenced me with another kiss, his tongue delving deeper, his body pressing against mine, his thick, weighty cock straining against his trousers, a statement of his arousal. I could feel his length, his thickness, and I knew that he wanted me, needed me, just as much as I wanted and needed him.

"Yes, you can," he growled, his voice low and rough, his eyes burning with desire. "You can take what I'm offering, and you can take it hard."

His words sent a rush of excitement through me, a wave of desire that washed over me, leaving me wet and needy. "Yes," I moaned, my body arching into his, my hands gripping his suit jacket, my legs trembling with anticipation.

He pulled away from me, his eyes raking over my body, his breath coming in ragged gasps. "Strip," he ordered, his voice rough and commanding, his eyes never leaving my form.

I hesitated for a moment, my heart pounding in my chest, my body trembling with a mix of fear and desire. But then, I nodded, my eyes locked on his, and I began to peel off my clothes, my movements slow and deliberate, my eyes never leaving his.

He watched me intently, his eyes devouring every inch of my body, his breath coming in ragged gasps. My dress fell to the floor, revealing my body, a body that was now his to command. My silken bra and little panties followed, leaving me standing before him in nothing but my high heels, my body trembling with anticipation.

He reached out, his fingers tracing the line of my thigh, his touch feather-light, sending shivers down my spine. "Perfect," he murmured, his voice low and husky, his eyes burning with desire.

He stepped closer, his body pressing against mine, his hands sliding up my body, his fingers gripping my hips, his thumb sliding in against my clit, sending a jolt of pleasure through me. "I've wanted this for so long," he growled, his voice rough and commanding, his eyes never leaving my face.

"I know," I moaned, my body arching into his, my hands gripping his shoulders, my breath coming in ragged gasps. "I've wanted it too."

He kissed me then, a deep, possessive kiss that left me breathless and desperate, my body trembling with need. He broke the kiss, his eyes burning with desire, his breath coming in ragged gasps. "On your knees," he ordered, his voice rough and commanding, his eyes never leaving my face.

I did as he commanded, my knees hitting the floor, my body trembling with anticipation, my heart pounding in my chest. He stood before me, his eyes raking over my body, his breath coming in ragged gasps. "Open your mouth," he ordered, his voice low and husky, his eyes never leaving my face.

I did as he commanded, my mouth opening wide, my tongue sliding out to wet my lips, my body trembling with anticipation. Father unzipped his trousers and slipped his throbbing cock out for me feast my eyes on. He stepped closer, his cock in his hand, his eyes never leaving my face. "Take it," he growled, his voice rough and commanding, his eyes burning with desire.

I took him into my mouth then, his thick, weighty cock sliding between my lips, his taste filling my senses, his size overwhelming me. I moaned around him, my body trembling with pleasure, my heart pounding in my chest.

He groaned, his hands gripping my head, his hips thrusting forward, his cock sliding deeper into my mouth, his length stretching me, his thickness filling me. "That's it," he growled, his voice rough and commanding, his eyes never leaving my face. "Take it all."

I did as he commanded, my lips sliding up and down his shaft, my tongue swirling around his head, my body trembling with pleasure, my heart pounding in my chest. He groaned, his hands gripping my head, his hips thrusting forward, his cock sliding deeper, his length stretching my lips wide, and his length pressing into the back of my mouth.

"Fuck," he moaned, his voice rough and desperate, his eyes never leaving my face. "You're so fucking tight."

I moaned around him, my body arching into him, my hands gripping his thighs, my heart pounding in my chest. I moaned again, my voice hoarse, my body trembling with desire, my eyes never leaving his.

Gripping my hair at the back of my head tight he pulled me off him, his cock sliding from my mouth with a wet pop, his eyes never leaving my face. "Time for your fuck," he growled, his voice rough and desperate, his breath coming in ragged gasps.

He reached down, his fingers sliding between my legs, his touch feather-light, sending shivers down my spine. "You're so wet," he murmured, his voice low and husky, his eyes never leaving my face.

I moaned, my body arching into his, my legs trembling with anticipation, my heart pounding in my chest. "I've been wet for you for so long," I moaned, my voice hoarse, my eyes never leaving his.

He kissed me then, a deep, possessive kiss that left me breathless and desperate, my body trembling with need. He broke the kiss, his eyes burning with desire, his breath coming in ragged gasps. "On the bed," he ordered, his voice rough and commanding, his eyes never leaving my face.

I did as he commanded, my body trembling with anticipation, my heart pounding in my chest. He joined me on the bed, his body pressing against mine, his hands sliding up my body, his fingers gripping my hips, his thumb rubbing against my clit, sending a jolt of pleasure through me.

"You're so fucking beautiful," he growled, his voice rough and commanding, his eyes never leaving my face. "I've wanted you for so long, my girl."

"I've wanted you too, Father," I moaned, my body arching into his, my hands gripping his shoulders, my breath coming in ragged gasps.

He kissed me then, a deep, possessive kiss that left me breathless and desperate, my body trembling with need. He broke the kiss, his eyes burning with desire, his breath coming in ragged gasps. "I'm going to fuck you now," he growled, his voice rough and commanding, his eyes never leaving my face.

I moaned, my body arching into his, my heart pounding in my chest. "Yes," I moaned, my voice hoarse, my eyes never leaving his. "Fuck me, Father."

He positioned himself, his swollen cock at my entrance, his eyes never leaving my face. "Are you ready?" he growled, his voice rough and commanding, his eyes burning with desire.

"Yes," I moaned, my body trembling with anticipation, my heart pounding in my chest. "I'm ready."

He thrust into me then, his cock sliding deep into my soaking pussy, his length stretching my pussy like never before. I moaned, my hips releasing and opening wide to take him as he started to slide in and out.

He groaned, his hands gripping my hips, his cock sliding deeper into my pussy, I could feel every thrust. "Fuck," he moaned, his voice rough and desperate, his eyes never leaving my face. "Your pussy is so fucking tight."

I moaned, my body arching into him, my eyes never leaving his. "I've been waiting for this, Father, fuck me hard," I moaned, my voice hoarse, my heart pounding in my chest.

He continued to move, his cock sliding in and out of my now soaking little pussy as I felt my folds wrapping around the swollen base of his cock.

"Fuck, Jodie," he growled, his voice rough and desperate, his eyes never leaving my face. "You feel so fucking good."

I moaned, my body arching into him, my eyes never leaving his. "I've been waiting for this too, Father," I moaned, barely able to control myself.

"Fuck, " he groaned, his voice rough and desperate, his eyes never leaving my face. "I'm going to cum."

I moaned, my body trembling with anticipation, my heart pounding in my chest. "Cum for me, Father, let yourself go," I moaned, my voice hoarse, my eyes never leaving his.

The in a moment of sheer ecstasy he came, his cock throbbing inside me, his hips thrusting forward, his cum spilling deep within me, his eyes never leaving my face. I moaned, my body trembling with pleasure, my heart pounding in my chest, my pussy clenching around his cock, my clit throbbing, my legs trembling with anticipation.

He collapsed then, his body pressing against mine, his breath coming in ragged gasps, his eyes never leaving my face. I moaned, my body trembling with pleasure, my heart pounding in my chest, my pussy still clenching around his cock, my clit throbbing, my legs trembling with anticipation. My folds and inner thighs were soaked with our collective sweat and cum, cum oozing out of my glistening hot pussy.

"Fuck," he growled, his voice rough and desperate, his eyes never leaving my face. "That was incredible."

I moaned, my body trembling with pleasure, my heart pounding in my chest. "It was," I moaned, my voice hoarse, my eyes never leaving his.

As I lay there, my body still trembling with pleasure, my heart pounding in my chest, I couldn't help but wonder what the future held for us. But one thing was for sure, I was finally free to be the woman I was meant to be, and I was ready to explore every dark and depraved desire that lay within me.

That night as I drifted off to sleep, my heart still pounding in my chest, my body still trembling with pleasure, I knew that I had found a taboo love that was as dark and twisted as my own desires, and that together, we would explore the depths of our passion, no matter where it led us.


2. I want My Daddy

I watch him from a distance, my heart racing as my eyes take in every inch of his tall, muscular frame. I can't help but feel a sense of longing, a desire that consumes me every time he's near. My father, the man I've always admired from afar, but never dared to cross the line.

But that doesn't stop me from fantasizing about him, about the way his hands feel on my body, the way his lips would taste on mine. I know it's wrong, forbidden, but I can't help it. I'm consumed by my taboo desires, my mind constantly creating scenarios where my father and I give into our primal desires.

My name is Isabella Reed, and I'm a 22-year-old college student, with long, dark hair and piercing green eyes. I'm slim, with a small waist and perky breasts that I often hide under baggy sweaters. I'm a book nerd, always lost in the pages of an erotic novel, hoping to experience the passion and pleasure that I've only read about.

My father, Jason Reed, is a successful businessman and a single father since my mother died when I was just 15. He's in his early 40s, with salt and pepper hair and a chiseled jawline. His emerald green eyes seem to sparkle whenever he smiles, and his deep, gravelly voice never fails to send shivers down my spine.

My father and I have always had a close relationship, but as I grew older, my feelings for him changed. I started seeing him in a different light, and my innocent adoration turned into something more.

I watch as he walks towards me, his dress shirt hugging his broad chest, and his tie slightly loosened. I try to suppress the butterflies in my stomach, but my heart races even faster when he greets me with a warm smile.

'Hey, Bells. How was your day?' he asks, placing a gentle kiss on my forehead.

'It was good, just studying for finals,' I reply, my voice trembling as I inhale his masculine scent.

He chuckles, 'Well, make sure to take breaks. I don't want my little girl burning out.'

His words send a spark of arousal between my legs, and I can feel my panties becoming soaked. I bite my lip, trying to push away the sinful thoughts swirling in my mind.

As the evening passes, I can't seem to focus on anything but my father. I watch as he moves around the house, his muscles flexing under his dress shirt, and I can't help but picture him naked, his bulge straining against his pants.

I know I shouldn't, but I can't stop myself from sneaking glances at him, wondering what it would be like to have him pin me against the wall, his strong hands exploring every inch of my body.

The tension between us is palpable, and I can tell my father senses it, too. He keeps catching me staring at him, and his gaze lingers on me longer than necessary. I can see the desire in his eyes, and it only fuels my hunger for him even more.

Finally, the time comes for us to go to bed, and I feel a familiar heat building between my legs. I know I should resist, but I can't. I need release, and there's only one man who can give it to me.

As I lie in bed, I can hear my father's footsteps approaching my room. My heart races with anticipation, and as he opens the door, I can see the same longing in his eyes.

Without a word, he walks over to me, his hand gently running down my cheek before cupping my chin and pulling me into a passionate kiss. I moan into his mouth, my body arching towards him, desperate for more.

His hands roam over my curves, and I feel a surge of electricity at his touch. My lips trail down his neck, sucking and biting, marking him as mine. He groans, his fingers fisting in my hair as he pushes me down onto the bed.

In a frenzy of need and desire, we strip away our clothes, revealing our naked bodies to each other for the first time. My eyes roam over his muscular frame, the way his cock stands tall and proud, and I can't resist reaching out and wrapping my hand around it.

His breath hitches as I pump him, my thumb rubbing against the sensitive tip. I want him inside of me, filling me up, and I know he wants it just as badly.

He pulls me onto his lap, and I straddle him, my pussy grinding against his hard cock. I can feel the wetness between my thighs, and I know he can feel it, too.

With one swift movement, he thrusts into me, and we both gasp at the sensations rushing through our bodies. He feels incredible, stretching me open, and I can't help but ride him harder, faster.

Our moans fill the room, and I can see the fire in his eyes as he looks at me. And in that moment, I know that we're both consumed by the same forbidden passion, the same sinful lust.

He flips us over, his body pressing against mine as he pounds into my soaking little pussy with a primal urgency. My fingers dig into his back, and I scream his name as I feel my inner walls tightening and my climax building.

His deep thrusts become more erratic, his cock harder and thicker, and I know he's close, too. And then, with a loud groan, he fills me with his hot cum, drenching my insides with his creamy seed. In a blaze of euphoria I follow, my body shaking with pleasure as I come undone. Our juices oozing out of me, coating my wet folds, as I feel his cock slowly pull out of my satisfied pussy.

We lay there, panting and covered in a thin layer of sweat, our bodies entwined as we catch our breath. Any guilt or hesitation is overshadowed by the sheer ecstasy we just experienced, and I know that this is only the beginning.

From that night on, my father and I become lovers, indulging in each other's bodies whenever we have the chance. I can't get enough of him, and he can't get enough of me. We become addicted to each other, our cravings insatiable.

I often lose myself in my taboo fantasies, imagining scenarios where my father takes me in public, ravishes me in the shower, or uses a blindfold to heighten our pleasure.

But no matter where or how we make love, the intensity between us never wanes. We're two lost souls who have found solace in each other, our love transcending any societal norms or expectations.

And as we continue to explore each other's bodies, I know that our desires for one another will never fade. We're each other's little secret, and we'll keep it that way, indulging in our forbidden fantasies until we can't resist any longer.


3. Sasha Takes Daddy’s Friend

As I stood in front of the full-length mirror, I couldn't help but admire my reflection. My name is Sarah, but everyone calls me Sasha. I'm 22 years old, with long, wavy auburn hair that cascaded down my back, reaching the small of my waist. My eyes were a mesmerizing shade of emerald green, and my lips were full and inviting. I dressed in a way that showcased my curves, wearing a tight black dress that hugged every contour of my body. My father had always told me that I had an air of elegance and grace, and I believed it.

I was about to meet someone new, and the anticipation was almost unbearable. His name was Victor, and he was a friend of my father's. He was in his early 40s, with dark hair and piercing blue eyes. He was tall and muscular, with a presence that commanded attention. I had heard about him from my father, and I couldn't help but feel a mixture of excitement and fear.

You are getting more and more excited, aren't you? Just imagine Sasha's luscious body, the way her dress hugs her curves, and the anticipation of meeting Victor. Your heart races, your breath shallow, and your body tingles with desire. Yes, you want to know what happens next.

As I walked into the room, Victor's eyes immediately locked onto mine. He stood up and approached me, his confident strides making my heart skip a beat. He was even more handsome in person, and I felt a shiver run down my spine.

"Sasha, you look absolutely stunning," he said, his voice deep and seductive.

I blushed, feeling a rush of heat in my cheeks. "Thank you, Victor."

We chatted for a while, our conversation flowing easily. He was intelligent and witty, and I found myself drawn to him. As the evening progressed, I couldn't help but notice the way his eyes lingered on my body, the way his gaze lingered on my lips, and the way his voice seemed to caress my ears.

You can feel the tension between Sasha and Victor, can't you? The way he looks at her, the way she blushes, and the way their conversation flows. Your heart races, your breath shallow, and your body tingles with desire. Yes, you want to know what happens next.

As we sat on the couch, our bodies inches apart, I could feel the electricity between us. Suddenly, Victor leaned in and kissed me, his lips soft and warm, sending shivers down my spine. I kissed him back, our tongues dancing together, our passion growing with each passing moment.

Soon, we were entwined in each other's arms, our hands exploring every inch of each other's bodies. I could feel Victor's heart pounding against my chest, and I knew mine was doing the same. We moved together, our bodies syncing perfectly, as if we were made for each other.

As we lay on the couch, our bodies still entwined, Victor whispered in my ear, "I can't control myself any longer, Sasha. I need you."

I looked into his eyes, my heart pounding in my chest, and I whispered back, "I want you, Victor."

He gently lifted me up and carried me to the bedroom, our passion growing with each step. As he laid me down on the bed, I could feel the desire coursing through my veins, my body aching for him.

You can feel the desire between Sasha and Victor, can't you? The way he carries her, the way she aches for him, and the way their desire grows. Your heart races, your breath shallow, and your body tingles with desire. Yes, you want to know what happens next.

As Victor gently removed my dress, I could feel my heart race even faster. His eyes devoured my body, and I could see the desire in his gaze. He lowered his head and kissed me, our tongues dancing together, our passion growing with each passing moment.

He trailed kisses down my neck, his hands exploring every inch of my body. I moaned softly, my body arching towards him, desperate for his touch. He continued his journey down my body, his lips leaving a trail of fire in their wake.

As he reached my thighs, I could feel my heart pounding in my chest, my body trembling with anticipation. He spread my legs apart, his eyes locked on mine, and I could see the desire in his gaze. He positioned himself between my legs, his cock hard and throbbing, ready to claim me.

He slowly entered me, his cock stretching me wide, filling me in a way I had never been filled before. I cried out in pleasure and pain, my body trembling with the sensation. He continued to move inside me, his cock sliding in and out of me, my wetness coating his length.

You can feel the way he fills her, the way she trembles with pleasure and pain, and the way their passion grows. Your heart races, your breath shallow, and your body tingles with desire. Yes, you want to know what happens next.

As he continued to move inside me, I could feel my orgasm building, my body aching for release. He knew what I needed, and he began to thrust harder, his cock stretching me further, pushing me closer to the edge.

I cried out in pleasure, my orgasm crashing over me like a wave, my body trembling with the force of it. Victor continued to thrust, his cock sliding in and out of me, my wetness coating his length.

You can feel the release between Sasha and Victor, can't you? The way her orgasm crashes over her, the way he continues to thrust, and the way their passion grows. Your heart races, your breath shallow, and your body tingles with desire. Yes, you want to know what happens next.

As my orgasm subsided, Victor's body tensed, and I could feel him preparing to shoot his cum. He thrust one last time, and I felt his cock swell inside me, his cum shooting deep within me, filling me with his desire.

As he pulled out of me, I could feel the remnants of his cum trickling out of me, a testament to the passion we had just shared. We lay there, our bodies still entwined, our hearts pounding in sync, our passion still burning bright.

You can feel the afterglow between Sasha and Victor, can't you? The way their hearts pound in sync, the way their passion still burns, and the way their bodies still entwine. Your heart races, your breath shallow, and your body tingles with desire. Yes, you want to know what happens next.

I looked into Victor's eyes, and I saw the same desire that I felt reflected back at me. We couldn't help but smile at each other, our bodies still trembling from the passion we had just shared.

As we lay there, our bodies still entwined, I couldn't help but feel a sense of contentment. I had never experienced such passion, such desire, with anyone before. And as I looked into Victor's eyes, I knew that this was just the beginning of our forbidden love affair.

As we left the bedroom, I couldn't help but feel a sense of excitement, of anticipation. I knew that what we had just shared was something special, something that neither of us could ever forget. And as I walked away from Victor, I knew that I would do anything, sacrifice anything, to be with him.


4. Jessica's Erotic Encounter with Her Father

Jessica sits at the kitchen table, picking at her breakfast. Her 21-year-old body is dressed in a tight white tank top and black leggings, her long brunette hair cascading down her shoulders. She glances towards the clock, anxiously counting down the minutes until her mother leaves for her weekly shopping trip.

She checks her phone, scrolling through messages from friends, trying to distract herself from the forbidden thoughts that consume her mind. She can't help but feel a growing ache between her legs as she thinks about her father, a man whom she has always found attractive.

As if sensing her desire, her father walks into the kitchen. At 45 years old, he exudes a quiet confidence that makes her heart race. He's dressed in a button-down shirt and jeans, his rugged handsomeness sending shivers down Jessica's spine.

'Morning, sweetie,' he greets her with a warm smile, pouring himself a cup of coffee.

Jessica forces a smile and mumbles a response, fidgeting in her seat. She knows she shouldn't have these thoughts, but she can't help the overwhelming lust she feels towards her own father.

As her mother leaves, Jessica can barely contain her excitement. She watches from the window, her panties already soaked with anticipation. As soon as the car disappears down the road, she makes her way to her father's home office, determined to make her fantasy a reality.

The moment she steps into his office, she can feel the sexual tension in the air. Her father's gaze lingers on her body, and she can see the bulge growing in his pants. She bites her lip, feeling a surge of arousal shoot through her body.

'Daddy,' she purrs, closing the door behind her.

Her father's eyes widen in surprise, but he doesn't try to stop her as she makes her way towards him. Jessica straddles his lap, running her hands down his chest and feeling the hardness of his cock under her. She can't believe she's finally making her dreams come true.

As she presses her lips to his, the kiss turns passionate and desperate. Their tongues dance together, exploring each other's mouths. Jessica's hands roam down her father's body, feeling every inch of his strength and dominance.

Without breaking the kiss, her father stands up, carrying her to his desk and swiftly laying her down. As he pulls away to admire her, Jessica's heart races, craving his touch.

'God, you're beautiful,' her father murmurs, his eyes dark with desire.

He slowly undresses her, taking in every inch of her perfect body. He traces his fingers over her breasts, her nipples hardening under his touch. Jessica moans, her body practically vibrating with need.

Her father kneels down, his hands traveling down her thighs and feeling the wetness between her legs. He licks his lips, inhaling her scent, before burying his face in her pussy. Jessica gasps, her hands gripping onto his hair as he begins to expertly lick and suck on her clit.

She can feel her orgasm building, her body trembling under his touch. She cries out as her release finally overtakes her, her juices spilling onto her father's face. He licks her clean, letting out a low growl of satisfaction.

With one swift move, he removes his jeans, freeing his rock hard cock. He positions himself between her legs, teasing her entrance with the head of his cock. Jessica can't believe this is happening, her fantasy finally becoming a reality.

He slowly enters her, inch by inch, filling her with his length. Jessica's walls tighten around him, her body adjusting to his size. She moans in pleasure, thrusting her hips up to meet his, seeking more of him.

Their pace quickens, their bodies moving in perfect sync. Jessica can feel the pressure building, her body on the edge of another orgasm. With one final powerful thrust, her father grabs onto her hips and releases inside of her, their cries of pleasure filling the air.

They collapse onto the desk, breathing heavily and basking in the afterglow of their forbidden encounter. Jessica's mind is a blur, her body buzzing with pleasure. She can't believe she just had sex with her own father.

But as she looks up into his eyes, she knows there's no turning back. She desires him more than anything, and she knows they can't resist each other any longer.

From that moment on, Jessica and her father continue their secret affair, meeting in his office whenever her mother is away. They explore every inch of each other's bodies, their passion and desire growing with each encounter.

Their encounters become more daring and risqué, the thrill of possibly getting caught only adding to their arousal. They experiment with different positions, different settings, and they never tire of each other's touch.

Their forbidden love only deepens, and they both know that they can never go back to the way things were before. But they also know that they wouldn't change a thing, as their desire for each other consumes them completely.

As their affair continues, they realize that their love goes beyond just physical pleasure. They feel a deep connection to each other, one that they never thought possible. And they vow to always be by each other's side, no matter what obstacles they may face.

For Jessica, her forbidden desire for her father has turned into a passionate and all-consuming love. And she wouldn't have it any other way.


5. Daddy's Little Secret

I watch her as she walks around the house, her short shorts hugging her round ass, her tank top barely covering her perky breasts. She giggles as she talks to her friends on the phone, her long blonde hair cascading down her back.

My daughter, Anna, is 19 years old and she's the spitting image of her mother. But unlike her mother, Anna is wild and free-spirited. And lately, she's been driving me crazy with desire.

Ever since she turned 18, I couldn't help but notice how much she's grown. Her once small, innocent body has blossomed into a curvy, sensual figure. And as her father, I couldn't help but feel a deep attraction towards her.

I know it's wrong, but I can't help it. Every time I see her, I feel my cock twitching with desire. And as much as I try to resist, I can feel myself losing control.

One night, I find myself alone in the living room, watching TV. Suddenly, Anna comes bouncing in, wearing a tight dress that shows off her curves. She's been out with her friends, but she's come home early.

'Hey, Dad,' she smiles, sitting next to me on the couch.

'Hey, sweetie,' I reply, trying to keep my eyes off her exposed cleavage.

She leans in, resting her head on my shoulder. I feel my body react to her touch, my cock getting harder. I try to ignore it, but she looks up at me with her big blue eyes and I know she can sense it.

'Are you okay, Dad?' she asks, concern etched on her face.

'I'm fine, just tired,' I reply, trying to play it cool.

She stands up, her phone buzzing with a text. 'Well, I'm gonna go to bed. Goodnight, Dad,' she says, before walking off to her room.

I watch her go, my eyes lingering on her swaying hips. I know it's wrong, but I can't help but want her.

That night, I can't sleep. I toss and turn, my mind consumed with thoughts of Anna. And before I know it, I'm hard as a rock.

I can't take it anymore. I quietly make my way to her room, my heart racing with every step. I can feel my cock bulging against my pants, desperate to be freed.

I knock softly on her door, praying she doesn't wake up. But when she does, she looks at me with a sleepy smile.

'Dad, what are you doing?' she asks, rubbing her eyes.

'I couldn't sleep, sweetie. Can I come in?' I reply, trying to keep my voice steady.

She nods, and I step inside. The room is dark, but I can see her lying on her stomach in bed, her thin nightgown barely covering her round ass.

'Is everything okay, Dad?' she asks, her voice filled with concern.

'I can't get you out of my mind, Anna. I need you,' I admit, my voice thick with desire.

Without saying a word, she flips over on her back and spreads her legs, revealing her small, lace panties.

'I want you too, Dad,' she whispers, her hand slowly moving towards her panties.

I watch in awe as she starts to rub herself through the fabric, her moans filling the room. I can't resist any longer. I step closer to her bed and kneel down, my face inches from her pussy.

I can feel her heat radiating off of her, and the scent of her arousal is intoxicating. I can't believe I'm about to do this, but I can't stop now.

I slowly slide her panties to the side, revealing her smooth, shaved pussy. My mouth waters at the sight, and without hesitation, I lean in and take a deep breath, taking in her scent.

I start to lick and suck on her clit, my tongue swirling around her sensitive nub. She moans and bucks her hips, her fingers tangling in my hair.

Her moans get louder and I continue to suck and lick her, determined to make her cum. And before I know it, she's screaming my name as she orgasms, her juices flowing into my mouth.

I quickly swallow her cum, not wanting to waste a single drop. I look up at her, and she's smiling down at me, her eyes filled with pure lust.

Without a word, she pushes me back onto the bed, her hands quickly unbuttoning my pants. She pulls them down, revealing my rock hard cock, eager for her touch.

She slowly strokes me, her hand moving up and down my length. I can feel my orgasm building, but I want to prolong this as much as possible.

I sit up and take off my shirt, revealing my toned chest. Anna stares at me hungrily, her eyes roaming over my body before focusing back on my cock.

Without warning, she takes me into her mouth, her head bobbing up and down on my length. I can feel her tongue swirling around me, and I'm in pure ecstasy.

I grab her hair, urging her on as she sucks and slurps on my cock. I can feel myself getting closer and closer to the edge, and I know I won't be able to hold on much longer.

'I'm gonna cum, Anna,' I groan, my voice filled with desire.

She looks up at me with those big blue eyes, her mouth still wrapped around my cock. And with one final suck, I release myself into her mouth, my cum shooting out in long, hot spurts.

I can feel her swallow every drop, and she never stops sucking until I'm completely spent. I collapse onto the bed, out of breath and completely satisfied.

Anna climbs up next to me, her head resting on my chest. We lay there in silence, both catching our breath.

'I've wanted to do that for so long, Dad,' she finally whispers, breaking the silence.

'Me too, sweetie. Me too,' I reply, stroking her hair.

From that night on, a new secret is born between us. We continue to sneak off to her room or to the basement when no one is around, unable to control our desire for each other.

And even though we both know it's wrong, we can't help but indulge in our forbidden love. Because in each other's arms, we find pleasure and satisfaction like no other.

We may be father and daughter, but in the bedroom, we're just two lovers, giving in to our deepest desires.


6. Lily Wants Her Father

The clock ticked past midnight as 18-year-old Lily paced nervously in her bedroom, her growing baby bump protruding under her tight tank top. Her father, John, had been away on a business trip for the past week, and she couldn't stop thinking about him. Her thoughts were filled with lust and desire, shameful thoughts of her own father that had been consuming her for weeks.

Lily couldn't help it. She was six months pregnant with her boyfriend's baby, but he was nowhere to be found. And with her hormones raging, she found herself constantly craving sexual release. She had tried to satisfy herself through masturbating, but it only left her wanting more.

And now, with her father finally returning home, she knew she couldn't resist any longer. She needed him, she needed his touch, his body. Lily was afraid of her own urges, but she couldn't deny the intense pleasure she felt at the mere thought of being with her own father.

She hears a knock on her bedroom door and quickly composes herself before opening it. There stands her father, looking as handsome as ever with his salt and pepper hair and piercing blue eyes. He was dressed in a suit and tie, the bulge in his pants catching Lily's eyes. She felt her heart race and butterflies in her stomach as she couldn't help but imagine what lay beneath those clothes.

'Hey honey, I'm back,' John says, placing a gentle kiss on her forehead.

Lily tries to hide her feelings, but she knows her father can sense the tension between them. She couldn't bear the thought of keeping these desires bottled up any longer.

'Hi Dad. How was your trip?' she responds, trying to sound nonchalant.

'It was good, but I'm glad to be back home with my two favorite girls,' he says, smiling at Lily and placing his hand on her belly.

Lily bites her lip, the temptation almost too much to bear. She takes a deep breath and blurts out, 'Daddy, I need you. I can't take it anymore.'

John's expression changes, his eyes darkening with lust and shock. But before he can respond, Lily takes his hand and leads him to her bed.

'I know it's wrong, but I need you. Please, Daddy,' she pleads, her voice trembling with desire.

John hesitates for a moment, torn between his own desires and his moral compass. But as he looks at his daughter, her beautiful pleading eyes and her pregnant belly, he can't resist anymore.

He takes her in his arms and crashes his lips onto hers, the kiss igniting a fiery passion between them. Lily moans into his mouth, her hand sliding down to his crotch, feeling the hard bulge in his pants. She gasps at the size of it, knowing she's about to experience the ultimate pleasure with her own father.

John pulls off his tie and unbuttons his shirt, revealing his toned chest. Lily can't help but admire his body, her eyes roaming over every inch of him. She undresses herself, revealing her pregnant body to him. John's eyes darken with desire as he takes in the sight, unable to resist the urge to touch her.

He lays her down on the bed and starts to kiss her neck, his hands roaming over her curves. Lily moans in pleasure, running her hands over his back as he works his way down to her swollen breasts.

John takes one of her nipples in his mouth, sucking and flicking it with his tongue, making Lily moan louder. She arches her back, pressing her breasts into his mouth, wanting more. He moves his hand down to her panties, feeling the wetness between her legs. She's ready for him, her body aching for him to fill her.

He pulls off her panties and spreads her legs, his finger tracing her wet lips. She lets out a whimper, wanting more. John looks up at her and smirks before diving in, his tongue teasing her clit, making her moan uncontrollably.

Lily's hips buck against his mouth, her juices dripping down his chin. She's on the brink of orgasm, but John pulls away, his eyes filled with lust.

'Take it off,' he commands, his voice husky with desire.

Lily obediently removes her tank top, revealing her swollen belly and full breasts. John takes in the sight, unable to resist touching her. He bends down and takes one of her nipples in his mouth, sucking and biting it gently. Lily moans and arches her back, her hands tangled in his hair.

John continues to tease her with his mouth, moving down to her belly, kissing and licking it. He can feel the baby moving, and it only turns him on more. He moves his hand down to her pussy, feeling the wetness between her legs.

Lily looks down at him, her chest heaving with desire. 'Please, Daddy. I need you,' she pleads, her voice thick with desire.

John looks up at her and nods, knowing he can't resist her any longer. He removes his pants and boxers, his cock springing free. Lily gasps at the sight, her own arousal dripping down her legs.

'Are you ready, baby girl?' John asks, his voice filled with lust and concern.

Lily nods, her heart racing with anticipation. John positions himself between her legs, his cock throbbing with desire. He slowly pushes into her, filling her deeply. Both of them moan at the feeling, the forbidden pleasure of being together like this igniting a fire within them.

John starts to move in and out of her, his pace slow and deliberate. Lily can feel every inch of him, the friction building her pleasure to new heights. She wraps her legs around him, pulling him deeper inside her.

John starts to speed up, his thrusts becoming more urgent and powerful. Lily meets his every movement, her own hips moving in rhythm with his. The room is filled with the sounds of their moans and the slapping of skin against skin.

John leans down and takes one of her nipples in his mouth, sucking hard as he continues to pound into her. Lily's breathing becomes ragged, her muscles tightening as she feels herself reaching the edge of climax.

John feels her walls tighten around him, and he knows she's close. He picks up his pace, thrusting harder and faster until they both reach their peak. They cry out in unison, their bodies shaking with pleasure as they ride out their orgasms.

He collapses on top of her, his body still shaking with the intensity of their climax. Lily wraps her arms around him, holding him close as they try to catch their breath. She looks up at him and smiles, feeling blissfully satisfied for the first time in months.

'Thank you, Daddy,' she whispers, her voice filled with love and lust.

John looks at her and smiles, knowing he shouldn't have given in to his desires, but unable to regret it in this moment. He kisses her forehead and holds her close, both of them knowing that this will only be the beginning of their forbidden affair.


7. Willow’s Tale of Lust

As the sun sets over the quiet suburban neighbourhood, 18-year-old Willow Collins sits in her room, her heart racing with anticipation and desire. Willow is a stunning young woman, with long dark hair that cascades down her back in loose curls, and piercing blue eyes that seem to sparkle with mischief. She has a curvy figure, perfectly accentuated by the tight tank top and short denim shorts she wears. Her skin is smooth and porcelain, and her lips are full and pink. At 18, Willow has already blossomed into a breathtaking beauty, and she knows it.

But despite her outward appearance, Willow has a secret, a burning desire that consumes her every thought, every moment of the day. She has always had an insatiable sex drive, and as she has grown older, her desires have only intensified. But what makes her desires even more forbidden is that they are directed towards her own father.

Willow's father, Mark Collins, is a successful businessman in his late forties. He has a commanding presence, with broad shoulders and a fit physique. His dark hair is tinged with strands of silver, and his deep blue eyes convey a sense of authority and confidence. His casual style of dress only adds to his sex appeal, a crisp white button-down shirt with the top few buttons undone, revealing a hint of chest hair, and perfectly fitting jeans that hug his muscular thighs. Despite being her father, Mark has always been a figure of desire for Willow, and she often finds herself unable to resist the growing ache between her thighs when she is near him.

Willow's mind begins to wander as she thinks of her father. She begins to imagine his strong hands on her body, exploring every inch of her skin. She imagines his lips on hers, his kiss deep and full of passion. She knows these thoughts are wrong, but she can't help it. She wants him, and nothing is going to stop her from fulfilling her deepest, darkest desires.

Finally unable to resist any longer, Willow's hand slips under the waistband of her shorts, her fingers finding their way to her wet, throbbing pussy. With one finger, she begins to slowly massage her clit, her hips rising up to meet her touch. She closes her eyes, imagining it is her father's fingers touching her, making her feel more alive than ever before.

As she continues to masturbate, Willow can't help but imagine her father standing before her, his cock hard and ready for her. She wants to suck him, to take him in her mouth and taste him, to feel the weight of his cock against her tongue. She wants to make him moan and writhe with pleasure, to hear him call out her name.

With a moan, Willow's mind snaps back to reality as her orgasm washes over her. She cries out, her peak intense and all-consuming. As she catches her breath, she knows that she can't control her desires any longer. She needs her father, and she needs him now.

Hesitantly, Willow makes her way to her father's home office. She knows he often stays there late working on important projects, and she has decided that tonight is the night she will make her move. Taking a deep breath, she knocks softly on the door and waits for her father's response.

'Come in,' his voice comes through the door, and Willow's heart begins to race even faster.

As she enters the room, she takes in the sight of her father sitting at his desk, his eyes focused on the computer screen in front of him. He looks up as Willow approaches, a small smile on his face.

'Is there something you need, Willow?' he asks, his voice deep and soothing.

Willow takes a deep breath before she can reply, 'I-I was just wondering if I could talk to you about something.'

'Of course,' he replies, gesturing for her to take a seat in the chair across from his desk.

As she sits, Willow can feel the heat of her desire building, and she knows there is no turning back now.

'Daddy,' she begins, her voice trembling with nervousness, 'I-I have these urges, these thoughts that I know I shouldn't have. But I can't help it, I want you. I want to touch you, to suck you off.'

Mark's eyes widen in surprise at his daughter's confession, but he can't deny that he has also had similar thoughts about her. He tries to push them away, to keep their relationship purely father-daughter, but he can't deny the growing bulge in his pants as he thinks of his daughter's lips on his cock.

Before he can say anything, Willow moves closer to him, her eyes locked on his. She reaches out and places her hand on his thigh, slowly inching closer and closer to his growing bulge.

'Do you want me, Daddy?' she breathes, her voice thick with desire.

At his nod, Willow begins to unbutton his jeans, her heart racing with excitement. She pulls them down, along with his boxers, freeing his thick, hard cock. She grasps it in her hand, feeling the warmth and weight of it, and she can't resist leaning in to take him into her mouth.

She slurps and sucks, her tongue swirling around the head of his cock, making him moan with pleasure. She takes him deeper, letting him fill her mouth, making her feel like she is in control.

But her father soon takes over, thrusting his hips into her mouth, driving himself deeper and deeper. He groans, feeling her lips and tongue working magic on his cock, and he knows he won't be able to hold back much longer.

'Baby girl, I'm gonna cum,' he gasps, his hips jerking as he releases into her mouth.

Willow eagerly swallows every drop, savoring the taste and the feeling of her father's orgasm. As she pulls away, she looks up at him, her eyes sparkling with a newfound confidence and desire.

'Let's go to your room, Daddy,' she whispers, standing and taking his hand.

In a daze, Mark follows his daughter to her room, his mind consumed by lust and forbidden desires. As they enter her room, Willow pushes him onto the bed, her mouth finding his once more as she straddles his lap.

They continue to kiss, the passion and heat between them building with every touch. Willow grinds against her father's bulge, her own desire growing with each movement. She reaches down, guiding him to her entrance, and with a moan, she sinks down onto him, feeling him fill her completely.

They move together, their bodies in perfect sync as they give in to their carnal desires. They lose themselves in each other, the pleasure and release consuming them both.

Finally, as they lay exhausted in each other's arms, Willow and Mark know that they have given in to their deepest desires, and they wouldn't have it any other way.

As their breathing slows and their bodies relax, Willow looks up at her father with a mischievous glint in her eye.

'Do you think we can keep this our little secret, Daddy?' she asks with a sly smile.

Mark chuckles, pulling her closer to him, his hand caressing her bare skin.

'As long as you keep sucking me off like that, baby girl,' he replies, his eyes sparkling with desire and love.

And with that, they drift off to sleep, knowing that their forbidden desires have been fulfilled, and they will always find a way to satisfy their lust for each other.


8. A Forbidden Love

Elizabeth Steele, an 18-year-old college student, walks down the crowded streets of New York City. She has long, wavy brunette hair that falls perfectly on her shoulders, and mesmerizing green eyes that seem to light up every time she smiles. Her body is toned and lean, from years of playing soccer and she stands at a medium height of 5’5.

To anyone who passes her by, she looks like any other young adult in the city. But what they don't know is that hidden under her everyday clothes are lacy panties, soaked with her own desire. For you see, Elizabeth has a secret. A secret that could destroy her if anyone were to find out.

Her father, William Steele, is a successful businessman, known for his charm and sharp business acumen. At 42 years old, he still has the looks of a Greek god, with piercing blue eyes and a strong jawline. His broad shoulders and tall stature only add to his rugged charm. He dresses in tailored suits that hug his body perfectly, leaving a hint of the toned muscles underneath.

But as business-savvy as he may be, William is also a man with a dark side. A side that he has been trying to suppress for the longest time. No one knows about this side of him, except for Elizabeth.

As he sits in his office, going over paperwork and taking important phone calls, his mind wanders off to his daughter. A forbidden desire that he's been trying to push away but can no longer hide.

It all started when Elizabeth turned 18. The day that she became a woman in his eyes. Her body had changed, blossoming into a beautiful form that he couldn't help but notice. Her once flat chest had grown into full, perky breasts, and her hips had widened, giving her an alluring hourglass figure. To William, she was no longer his little girl, but a desirable woman.

He couldn't help but be drawn to her every move, her every giggle, her every innocent touch. Every time she was around, he could feel a bulge growing in his pants. He tried to push these thoughts away, but the more he denied it, the more intense his desire for his daughter grew.

One evening, as they were watching a movie together, William couldn't take it anymore. The way her silky hair fell on her bare shoulders, the way her eyes sparkled in the dim lights, it was all too much for him. He leaned in and pressed his lips against hers, igniting a fire deep within both of them.

Elizabeth, at first shocked by her father's actions, quickly succumbed to the passion she had been denying for so long. They kissed passionately, their tongues dancing in perfect harmony. William's hand found its way to her breasts, squeezing gently and making her moan in pleasure.

He quickly pulled her onto his lap, and she straddled him, rubbing herself against the growing bulge in his pants. She could feel his hardness through the layers of fabric, and it only made her want him more. As he unbuttoned her shirt and exposed her lacy bra, his mouth found its way to her neck, sucking and nipping at her sensitive skin.

Elizabeth could feel herself getting wetter and wetter as his hands roamed all over her body. She could feel her nipples hardening from his touch, sending shivers down her spine. She couldn't believe that this was happening, that she was making out with her own father. But she pushed those thoughts away, too consumed by the pleasure he was giving her.

As he unzipped her jeans and freed her from her pants, she could feel his fingers rubbing against her soaked panties. She moaned loudly as his fingers found their way into her panties, rubbing and circling her clit, bringing her closer and closer to the edge.

Her hand found its way to his pants, and she pulled them down, freeing his thick, long cock. She wrapped her small hand around it, feeling its heat and hardness. She had never seen something so beautiful and wanted it more than anything.

William couldn't believe what his daughter was doing to him. As he watched her masturbate him, he couldn't help but feel immense pleasure. He was about to explode, but he wanted to save himself for what he had been fantasizing about for months.

He pulled her panties off, exposing her glistening pussy to him. Without any hesitation, he delved into her, licking and sucking on her clit, sending her over the edge. She screamed out his name as she came, her juices spraying all over his face.

Before she could catch her breath, he turned her around, pulled her down onto her hands and knees, and positioned himself behind her. He could see her tight little ass in front of him, and the image alone was enough to make him lose all control.

With one swift thrust, he entered her, pushing himself deep inside of her. She let out a loud moan as he filled her completely. He started thrusting in and out of her, each thrust bringing her closer to the edge.

Never in her wildest dreams did Elizabeth imagine feeling this kind of pleasure from her father. She could feel his cock hitting every nerve inside of her, and it was overwhelming. She could feel herself reaching her peak, and she knew that she was about to cum again.

As William continued to pound into her, she couldn't hold on any longer. With a loud scream and a burst of pleasure, she came once again, and William couldn't hold back any longer. He thrust into her one last time before he came, filling her with his hot cum.

They both collapsed onto the bed, panting and trying to catch their breaths. They were covered in sweat and their hearts were racing. But in that moment, they had never felt more alive.

From that day on, William and Elizabeth's secret affair continued. They couldn't get enough of each other, sneaking off whenever they had the chance. Their love for each other only grew stronger with each passing day.

They both knew that what they were doing was wrong, but they couldn't help it. They were consumed by their forbidden desires, and nothing could stop them.

Whether it was in the office, in the back of a car, or even in her bed at night, they couldn't resist each other. They would explore every inch of each other's bodies, fulfilling each other's wildest fantasies.

And as they lay in each other's arms after each encounter, they knew that their love was worth any consequences that may come their way. For them, it was a love like no other, a love that was truly forbidden but also truly passionate and electric. It was a love that they couldn't deny, no matter how hard they tried.


9. My Father's Long Cock

Amelia, an 18-year-old girl with long, curly auburn hair and piercing green eyes, stands in front of the full-length mirror in her bedroom. She runs her hands down her voluptuous curves, taking in her own beauty. She has always been confident in her body, and tonight is no different. She wears a lacy red bra that barely covers her ample breasts, along with a matching pair of red lace panties that accentuate her round hips and shapely legs.

As she turns to the side, she can't help but feel a familiar heat radiating in between her thighs. Her father, Alexander, is in the next room, and the mere thought of him sends shivers down her spine. Since the passing of her mother two years ago, Amelia has found comfort in her father's arms. But it wasn't until a few months ago that their relationship took a more intimate turn.

Alexander had always been a strict, yet caring father to Amelia. At 40 years old, he still possessed a commanding presence, with dark hair that was starting to gray at the temples and a chiseled jawline. He dressed impeccably, always in a suit and tie, which only added to his air of authority. But when Amelia caught a glimpse of his bulging cock in his dress pants one day, she couldn't shake off the images that flooded her mind.

She couldn't resist the urge to touch herself, thinking of her father's large member and imagining what it would feel like inside her.

As she stands in front of the mirror, her panties soaked with arousal, she can't help but think of her father. She closes her eyes and starts to touch herself, gently rubbing her clit through her panties. She lets out a soft moan as she imagines her father's hands on her body, his lips kissing every inch of her skin.

Suddenly, there's a knock on her door, and she quickly composes herself. Alexander walks in, and Amelia tries her best to hide her flushed face.

'Hey, honey,' Alexander says, giving her a warm smile. 'I just wanted to check on you and make sure you're okay.'

Amelia nods, unable to find her voice. She knows she shouldn't be feeling this way about her father, but she can't help it. The forbidden desire burns within her with every passing day.

Alexander's gaze drifts down to her body, and when he sees her red lingerie, a smirk spreads across his lips. 'You look beautiful,' he says, his voice low and husky.

Amelia swallows hard as she feels her panties getting wetter by the second. She knows what they're both thinking, and she's desperate for her father to make the first move.

Suddenly without warning, Alexander steps forward and presses his lips to hers. It's a gentle yet firm kiss, full of longing and desire. Amelia melts into his touch, her arms wrapping around his neck as she deepens the kiss.

Their tongues dance in perfect rhythm, and as they break the kiss, they're both left breathless. Alexander's hands slide down to Amelia's waist, pulling her closer to him.

'I can't resist you anymore,' he says, his voice thick with desire. 'I need you.'

Amelia's heart is racing as her father's words send a jolt of pleasure straight to her core. She looks into his eyes, and without a second thought, she takes his hand and leads him to her bed.

Without breaking eye contact, Alexander begins to unbutton his shirt, revealing his toned chest and muscular arms. Amelia's breath hitches as she sees the bulge in his pants, and she can't wait to touch him.

She takes her time undressing him, savoring every inch of his skin as it's revealed to her. When he's finally naked, her eyes roam over his body, taking in every detail, from his toned abs to his hardened cock.

Alexander's hands reach for her panties, and with one swift motion, he pulls them off, revealing her glistening folds. She spreads her legs for him, silently begging for his touch.

He doesn't keep her waiting any longer as he starts to tease her pussy with his fingers. She lets out a moan, arching her back as he slips a finger inside her. His thumb rubs against her clit, sending waves of pleasure through her body.

Amelia's hands reach for his cock, and she starts to stroke him, feeling him grow harder in her hand. She wants to taste him, to feel him inside her, and she knows he wants the same.

With a wicked smile, Alexander pushes her onto her back, his mouth leaving a trail of hot kisses down her body. He settles between her legs, his lips pressing against her folds, tasting her wetness.

Amelia's breath hitches as she feels his tongue exploring her pussy, flicking her clit, and dipping inside her. She can't contain her pleasure as her body trembles under his touch.

Her father looks up at her, the hunger in his eyes evident as he winks at her. 'I want you to wank me off, love,' he says, his voice dripping with lust.

Amelia eagerly takes his cock in her hand, stroking him in perfect rhythm. She can feel his body tensing with each stroke, and she knows he's close.

'Harder, Amelia,' he moans, his cock swelling in her hand.

She follows his command, feeling his body tighten before he reaches his peak. With a loud groan, he cums all over her hand, his warm cum spraying everywhere.

Amelia can't help but giggle as she wipes her hand on the bed sheets. Alexander smirks at her, his eyes filled with love and desire.

'You're so naughty, my dear,' he says, leaning in to kiss her once again.

As their bodies entwine, they give in to their desires, exploring each other's bodies in a way they never thought possible. And in that moment, they know that they are meant to be together, no matter how taboo their love may be.

They continue to indulge in each other, lost in the throes of passion until the early hours of the morning. And as they fall asleep, intertwined in each other's arms, they both know that their forbidden pleasure is the sweetest of all.


10.                  Wet For Daddy

She sits in her room, surrounded by her books and her thoughts, as her fingers trace the cover of the latest erotica novel she's borrowed from the library. Her name is Isabella, but she prefers to be called Bella. She's 18 years old, with long chestnut hair that falls in soft waves down her back and framing her face. Her eyes are a striking shade of emerald green, peering out from behind thick-rimmed glasses, giving her an innocent look. Bella is a shy girl, who spends most of her time reading and lost in her fantasies. But her biggest secret, the one she hides from everyone, is that her fantasies revolve around her own father.

Her father, William, is a handsome man in his late thirties. He has the same emerald green eyes as Bella, and jet black hair that's always slightly messy. He's tall and lean, with a strong jawline and a hint of stubble. William is a successful lawyer, always dressed in sharp suits that hug his muscular frame. He's always been a devoted and loving father, but it's only recently that Bella has started seeing him in a different light.

Bella takes a deep breath as she opens the book to her bookmarked page. Her heart starts racing and her breath quickens as she reads the steamy scene, picturing herself as the main character, who is having a passionate and forbidden affair with her own father. She can feel the heat pooling in her belly and between her thighs, and she can't help but squirm in her seat. She quickly pulls off her glasses and closes her eyes, surrendering to her vivid imagination.

In her fantasy, Bella is wearing a short, flimsy nightgown, her braless breasts bouncing with every step as she approaches her father. William is sitting on his leather armchair, dressed in a tight black t-shirt and grey sweatpants. He looks at his daughter with the same intensity she imagines in the books she reads, his eyes darkening with desire. Bella's heart races as she straddles his lap, her wetness pressing against his growing bulge. She wraps her arms around his neck and kisses him deeply, moaning as their tongues dance together.

William's hands roam over Bella's body, his fingers slipping under her nightgown and caressing her soft skin. His touch ignites a fire within her, and she begins to grind against him, feeling his hardness pressing against her wetness. He groans and grasps her buttocks, lifting her up and positioning her so that she's straddling his huge cock. Bella gasps as he slowly enters her, filling her completely. She throws her head back, her long hair cascading down her back, and rides him hard, their bodies moving in perfect synchrony.

The sensation of her father's hands on her hips, guiding her movements, only adds to her pleasure. She can feel herself getting closer and closer to the edge, her knickers soaked with her desire. And as she reaches her climax, William's hands move to cup her pert tits, squeezing them gently as she screams his name.

But this is just the starting point of Bella's fantasies. She always wants more, and her mind wanders to the dirtiest and most forbidden acts. She imagines her father pushing her down on her hands and knees, pulling her nightgown up and taking her from behind, into her ass. She moans at the thought of his huge cock stretching her, his fingers digging into her hips as he pounds into her relentlessly. And when she's close to cumming again, she imagines turning around and taking her father's cock into her mouth, tasting herself on him as she sucks him off. The mere thought of it makes her wet herself, and she can't help but let out a small whimper.

Lost in her fantasy, Bella doesn't hear the soft knock on her door. She's startled when her father's voice calls out her name, and she quickly hides the book under her pillow. Her heart is racing as she tries to compose herself, her cheeks flushed with embarrassment.

'Can I come in?' William asks, his deep voice sending shivers down Bella's spine.

'Yes, of course,' she replies, her voice unsteady.

William steps into her room, and Bella can't help but look at him with a mix of excitement and guilt. He looks at her with a soft smile on his face, seemingly oblivious to the thoughts that have been consuming her.

'I just wanted to check on you, sweetheart. Are you okay?' William asks, his voice filled with concern.

Bella nods, unable to speak. She's fighting the urge to throw herself into her father's arms and confess her darkest desires. But she also knows that this is wrong, perverted, and she should be ashamed of herself. But no matter how much she tries to push the thoughts away, they always come back, stronger than before.

William takes a seat on her bed, and Bella can't help but feel nervous. She quickly pulls her legs up and wraps her arms around them, trying to hide her body from her father's gaze. But it only fuels his desire, and Bella can see the way he's looking at her, his eyes filled with something she's never seen before.

'Do you want to talk about something, Bella? Anything on your mind?' William asks, his voice gentle and soothing.

Bella takes a deep breath, steeling herself for what she's about to say. She knows she shouldn't, but she can't seem to stop herself.

'I-I've been reading these books,' she stammers, her voice barely above a whisper.

'Books?' William asks, raising an eyebrow.

'Adult books. Erotica,' Bella clarifies, looking down at her fidgeting hands.

William's eyes widen with surprise, but to Bella's relief, he doesn't seem angry or disgusted.

'Erotica, huh? And what do you like about these books?' he asks, his voice laced with curiosity.

Bella swallows hard, unable to believe what she's about to say. But she knows that she needs to be honest with her father, that it's the only way to give her some peace of mind.

'I... I like the way they make me feel. I like imagining myself in the main character's shoes, and... and I like imagining it's you,' she says, her face turning beet red.

William's expression changes, and he looks at Bella with a mix of shock and arousal. His hand reaches out to cup her cheek, and Bella leans into his touch, closing her eyes.

'Do you want to tell me more about your fantasies, sweetheart?' William asks, his voice seductive.

Bella's eyes snap open, and she's about to reply when she notices William's sudden change in demeanor. He looks at her with a hint of mischief in his eyes, and suddenly Bella knows that this is all a part of his plan. He knows how she feels about him, and he's about to use it to his advantage.

Without giving her a chance to respond, William pulls Bella into a deep kiss, his lips hot and demanding. Bella's mind goes blank as she surrenders to her father's touch, her hands gripping his shoulders tightly. William's hand moves down her back, slipping under her nightgown and cupping her buttocks, pulling her up against his body. And as he grinds against her, Bella can feel his hardness pressing against her core, igniting a fire inside her.

But this time, it's not just a fantasy. It's real, and it's happening with her father.

William breaks the kiss to pull Bella's nightgown over her head, his eyes taking in her naked body for the first time. And when he sees how wet she is, how ready, he can't hold back any longer. He takes her into his arms and carries her to her bed, laying her down gently. Bella watches, transfixed, as her father undresses himself, revealing his muscular body to her hungry gaze.

He climbs onto the bed, hovering over Bella as he takes off his boxers, and Bella's eyes widen at the sight of his huge cock. She's never seen anything like it before, and she can't tear her eyes away. William smiles at her reaction and takes hold of her hand, guiding it to his throbbing member. Bella's hand wraps around it instinctively, and she can feel the heat emanating from his skin.

'Does that feel good, Bella?' William asks, his voice thick with arousal.

Bella nods, and William takes her hand away, using his fingers to stroke himself. Bella can't believe this is really happening, that her fantasies are coming to life. She watches as William leans down and takes her nipple into his mouth, swirling his tongue around it before moving to the other one. His hands wander down to her wet pussy, his fingers dipping inside her and making her moan with pleasure.

'Just like in your books, sweetheart,' William whispers, his voice husky.

He moves his body down hers, trailing kisses from her collarbone down to her stomach. And then he's between her legs, parting them with his hands and planting soft kisses on her inner thighs. Bella's body trembles with anticipation, and when William's tongue finally flicks against her sensitive clit, she can't hold back her moans.

He works his tongue expertly, alternating between long, slow licks and quick, teasing flicks. Bella can feel herself getting closer and closer to the edge, her body trembling with each passing second. And when William slips two fingers inside her, pumping into her with a rhythm that matches his tongue, she can't hold back any longer.

She screams his name as her orgasm washes over her, her body shaking with pleasure. William licks her clean before moving up to kiss her deeply, tasting her own juices on her lips. And then he begins…

No, dear reader, you’re getting too excited! Control yourself.


11.                  Tessa Needs Some Daddy In Her

Tessa Blake is a 22-year-old woman with flowing blonde hair, piercing blue eyes, and a fit, athletic body. She's the definition of perfection, with long toned legs, a flat stomach, and pert tits that always seem to be begging for attention. But despite her flawless appearance, there is a longing within her that she struggles to control.

Ever since she was a little girl, Tessa has harboured a secret desire for her father, Thomas. It's a desire that she knows she shouldn't have, and one that she tries to push down and hide. But no matter how hard she tries, she can't help but fantasize about him. It's like a fire that burns within her, consuming her with its intensity.

She can have any college boy she wants, but none of them compare to her father in her eyes. Tessa knows it's wrong, but she can't help the way she feels. She watches him closely, admiring his muscular build, his deep voice, and the way he moves with such confidence and grace. His presence alone is enough to make her pulse race and her panties dampen.

Tessa's fantasies are so vivid and real, she can almost feel her father's strong hands on her body, his lips on hers, and his weighty cock deep inside her. She often catches herself daydreaming about him, imagining what it would be like to have him all to herself.

But her most frequent fantasies take place in her pretty pink bedroom. She can almost feel the soft sheets on her skin as her father's muscular body presses against hers, his hard cock ready to fulfill her deepest desires. Tessa often masturbates, her hand moving furiously over her wet pussy as she moans her father's name.

One particular morning, Tessa wakes up early, her body aching with unfulfilled desires. She knows her father is in the shower, and the thought of him naked and so close ignites a fire within her. She can't resist the temptation any longer.

Quietly, she tiptoes to his bedroom door, biting her bottom lip in anticipation. She cracks the door open and peeks inside, her heart beating so loud she's afraid he'll hear it. And there he is, standing in front of the mirror, naked and wet, the droplets of water running down his sculpted chest and over his tight stomach.

Tessa can feel her panties get wetter as she watches him. She can't help but lick her lips, wanting him more and more with each passing second. She slips into his room, closing the door behind her, and silently approaches him from behind.

He's too lost in his own thoughts to notice her presence until she places her hands on his hips and presses her body against his. His eyes widen in shock, but before he can say anything, Tessa presses her lips to his, kissing him passionately.

At first, he tries to push her away, but her kisses are too irresistible. Her tongue dances across his, teasing and tasting, and soon he finds himself responding with equal desire. His hands move to her waist, pulling her closer as they continue to kiss, their bodies pressed together.

Tessa can feel her father's hard cock pressing against her stomach, and it only makes her want him more. She reaches down and starts to stroke him, her hand moving up and down his thick length. Thomas groans in deep pleasure, his hips moving in sync with her hand.

'You're so beautiful, Daddy,' Tessa whispers in his ear, her voice dripping with desire.

He's overwhelmed with guilt and the realization of what's happening. He knows he should stop, but the way she's touching him, the way she's looking at him, it's like he's under a spell.

Tessa can see the internal struggle within her father, but she doesn't want him to stop. She wants this, and she knows he does too. She drops to her knees, taking his throbbing cock into her mouth, her tongue swirling around him as she starts to suck him off. She has wanted to suck him for so long, and now she’s making the most of it, sucking the tip and stroking his shaft with her eager wet hand.

Thomas can't resist her and gives in to the intense pleasure she's giving him. He runs his fingers through her hair as she sucks him, her lips expertly moving up and down his shaft.

Tessa pulls back and looks up at him, her eyes filled with lust and longing. 'Fuck me, Daddy. I want you inside me.'

And with that, Thomas's resolve breaks, and he carries her to the bed, his hands hungrily roaming her body. He falls on top of her, their bodies entwined as they kiss passionately, their hands exploring each other's bodies.

He starts to slip her panties off, but she stops him. 'Leave them on, Daddy. I want you to fuck me through my knickers.'

Thomas's eyes widen in surprise, but he can't deny that the thought of it is incredibly arousing. He grins before positioning himself between her legs and pushing her knickers to the side. He starts to rub his cock against her wetness, teasing and taunting her.

Tessa throws her head back and moans, her body wanting more. 'Please, Daddy. I need you,' she begs.

And with one swift movement, Thomas pushes his swollen cock inside her, causing them both to moan in pleasure. She's wet and tight, and he can feel her body clenching around him as he starts to move inside her.

Their bodies are moving together in a rhythm as old as time, and their moans and cries of pleasure fill the room. Thomas can't believe that this is happening, that he's giving in to his forbidden desires. But he can't deny that it's the most intense pleasure he's ever experienced.

Tessa can feel her release building within her, the pleasure becoming too much to handle. 'I'm close, Daddy. Please don't stop,' she cries out.

Their bodies move faster and harder, and finally, they both climax together, their bodies shaking with the intensity of their orgasms. Sweat covers their bodies as they lie there, panting and trying to catch their breath.

Tessa looks up at her father with a look of pure satisfaction and love. 'I've wanted this for so long, Daddy,' she says, her hand caressing his cheek.

Thomas looks at her, his own feelings of guilt and love overwhelming him. 'I love you, Tessa. But we can't keep doing this. It's wrong,' he says, trying to regain some sense of control.

But Tessa's eyes are filled with determination. 'I don't care. I want you, Daddy. And I know you want me too,' she says, her hand moving to his still hard cock.

And with that, they both know that they won't be able to fight their desires any longer.

And so, their forbidden relationship continues, with secret rendezvous, stolen moments, and intense passion. They can't resist each other, and they know that they never will. Because in each other's arms, they find the ultimate pleasure and fulfilment.

Tessa's fantasies are no longer just fantasies; they're a reality. And as she lies in her pretty pink bed, her father's arm around her, his lips on her neck, she knows that she's right where she's always wanted to be. With the man she's always desired, her Daddy.


12.                  Samantha’s Yoga Pants Turn Daddy On

Samantha is a beautiful 24-year-old woman, with long blonde hair that cascades down her back in loose waves. Her piercing blue eyes sparkle with mischief, reflecting the sunlight that streams through her apartment windows. She stands at 5'6', with a toned and tanned body that is the result of her love for fitness and yoga.

As she walks through the family home, she gazes at herself in the mirror. She's wearing a red sports bra that hugs her ample breasts, showcasing her toned stomach and defined abs. Her red yoga pants cling to her curves, accentuating her heart-shaped ass. Her dainty little white ankle socks and red Nike trainers complete her outfit, giving her a sporty and sexy look.

Samantha let out a satisfied sigh as she remembered the intense hot yoga session she had just completed. Her body was still tingling from the heat and her skin glistened with sweat. She could feel the wetness between her thighs, and a familiar feeling of desire and need began to stir within her.

Ever since she was a young girl, Samantha had always had a crush on her father. She couldn't help but notice his fit and athletic body, especially his thick, meaty cock that she had seen glimpses of when he would walk around the house in his boxers. She knew it was wrong to have such thoughts about her own father, but she couldn't help it. She found herself fantasizing about him, imagining his hands on her body, his lips on hers, and his cock deep inside her.

She made her way to the kitchen, hoping to find her father at home. As she walked, she couldn't help but catch glimpses of her reflection in the windows. She smiled, admiring her toned figure and imagining her father's hands running over it. She reached the kitchen and saw her father, John, sitting at the counter reading the newspaper.

John was a tall and muscular man, with dark brown hair and striking green eyes. His chiseled jawline and strong arms made him look like a Greek god. He was 45 years old, but he still had the energy and physique of a much younger man. He was always active, whether it was hiking, swimming, or playing sports.

'Hey there, sweetie,' John greeted Samantha with a warm smile as she approached him.

'Hey, Dad,' Samantha replied, trying to contain her excitement at seeing him. She couldn't help but notice the bulge in his sweatpants and her pulse quickened.

'What's got you all worked up?' John asked, noticing the way Samantha's eyes lingered on his body.

'Oh, just a really intense hot yoga session. I'm all hot and sweaty,' Samantha replied, biting her lip seductively.

John chuckled, his eyes lighting up with amusement. He couldn't deny that his daughter looked incredibly sexy in her yoga outfit. But he still saw her as his little girl and he tried to push any inappropriate thoughts aside.

'Well, why don't you take a shower and cool off? I'll make us some lunch,' John suggested, trying to be a responsible father.

'I don't wanna cool off, Dad. I wanna get even hotter,' Samantha said, boldly voicing her desires.

'Samantha, we can't...' John started, but Samantha cut him off by straddling him on the stool and pressing her lips to his.

John's initial hesitation melted away as he felt Samantha's soft lips on his. He couldn't resist the temptation any longer. He wrapped his arms around her waist and deepened the kiss. Samantha let out a moan as she felt her father's tongue duel with hers. She had always imagined his kisses to be passionate and he didn't disappoint.

Their mouths were locked in a heated embrace, tongues dancing together as their bodies pressed closer. Samantha could feel the bulge in her father's sweatpants growing harder against her core, causing her to grind against him in response. John's hands roamed greedily over her back, pulling her tighter against him.

The wetness between Samantha's legs verged on unbearable and she needed more. She broke the kiss and began to kiss her way down John's neck, nibbling and sucking on his skin. John let out a low groan as her teeth grazed his Adam's apple.

Samantha moved down to his chest, tonguing and nipping at his nipples, causing them to harden beneath her touch. John let out a growl of pleasure and then pushed his daughter back. He pulled Samantha's sports bra up and over her head, revealing her perky breasts. He took one in his mouth, sucking and licking her nipple as his hands squeezed and kneaded the other breast.

Samantha let out a gasp of pleasure as she felt her nipples harden in response to her father's touch. She moved her hand down to the bulge in his sweatpants, stroking and teasing him through the fabric. John let out an animalistic grunt, his cock throbbing underneath her hand.

Samantha couldn't take it any longer. She pushed John's sweatpants down, revealing his thick and throbbing cock. She licked her lips in anticipation, leaned forward, and then took him in her mouth, sucking and swirling her tongue around the head.

John's eyes rolled back in his head as he felt the wet heat of his daughter's mouth around his cock. He tangled his fingers in her hair, guiding her movements as she took him deeper and deeper. Samantha was skilled, moving her mouth and tongue in perfect rhythm. She could feel her father's cock growing even harder in response and his groans of pleasure spurred her on.

John couldn't believe how amazing it felt to have his daughter's wet and warm mouth on his cock. His hips bucked involuntarily, thrusting into her mouth as he neared the edge. But he didn't want it to end just yet.

'Stand up, baby,' John commanded, his voice hoarse with desire.

Samantha complied, standing in front of her father in her red yoga pants. John pushed them down, revealing her wet and bare pussy. With her yoga pants wrapped up around her ankles, he took his time to gently remove them one by one, taking care to pull them gently over her red trainers which she was still wearing. He knelt down, spreading her legs wider and burying his face between them.

Samantha's breath hitched as she felt her father's tongue on her clit, flicking and teasing her. He buried two fingers inside her, filling her and pumping them in and out. Samantha's hips bucked against his face, her hands gripping the counter for support. The pleasure was intense, and she could feel herself building towards her release. Her feet were in the air, her little white sports socks and red Nike trainers the only thing she was wearing. She could feel the weight of the trainers on her feet offering a naughty feeling of being not quite naked whilst her father licked at her young pussy.

John could feel Samantha's wetness, her pussy clenching around his fingers. He knew she was close, and he wanted to drive her over the edge. He added a third finger, sliding in and out of her with more force. Samantha's moans and cries of pleasure urged him on, and he felt her body shake as she finally came.

Samantha's legs were trembling as she rode out her orgasm. She could feel the wetness on her father's face, and it only turned her on even more. She wanted him inside her, filling her completely.

'Fuck me, Dad. Please,' Samantha pleaded, looking at her father with desire and need in her eyes.

John didn't need any more encouragement. He removed his sweatpants and positioned himself behind his daughter. He gripped her hips firmly, pulling her back slightly and aligning his cock with her wet and ready pussy.

'Are you sure, Samantha?' John asked, wanting to make sure she wasn't doing anything she would regret later.

'I've never been more sure about anything in my life,' Samantha replied, looking back at him with determination.

And with that, John pushed into her, burying his meaty cock deep inside her. They both let out cries of pleasure as he filled her, their bodies becoming one. He began to thrust, moving in and out of her in a steady rhythm. Samantha met his thrusts with her own, her nails digging into the counter as she chased her next release.

John's hips slapped against her ass, the sound echoing through the kitchen. His cock was thick and hard, hitting all the right spots inside her. They were both lost in the pleasure, their bodies slick with sweat and desire.

'Harder, Daddy. Ride me harder,' Samantha moaned, her voice laced with desperation and lust.

John did as she asked, pounding into her with more force. Samantha's moans grew louder and more urgent, her pussy clenching around him as she approached a second climax. John could feel his own release building as well, and he reached around to rub her clit, intensifying her wet pleasure.

And then they were both tumbling over the edge, their bodies writhing and convulsing in ecstasy. John's cock shuddered as stream after stream of his thick cum shot deep into his daughter's soaked pussy. They cried out each other's names as they rode out their orgasms, their bodies trembling, and their minds consumed by pleasure.

As they both came down from their high, John pulled out of his daughter's drenched hole. Her pussy dripped juices all down her inner thighs. John's still erect cock was covered from the tip to his balls with their cum. They both basked in the afterglow, their hearts pounding in sync.

'Was it everything you imagined, baby?' John asked, kissing Samantha's temple gently.

'It was so much better,' Samantha replied, snuggling into his chest.

They both knew that what they were doing was forbidden and wrong, but in that moment, they didn't care. All that mattered was the intense love and passion between them.


13.                  Charlie’s Father Fantasy

The sun is setting over the quiet suburban street as 19-year-old Charlotte returns home from a long day of classes. With her backpack slung over her shoulder, she opens the front door and immediately kicks off her worn-out sneakers. She releases a sigh of relief as she escapes the constraints of her heavy school uniform and slips into something more comfortable - a pair of ripped black jeans and a tight tank top that accentuates her slim figure.

Charlotte, or Charlie as she likes to be called, is a petite girl with long dark hair and piercing blue eyes. At only 5'2, she often gets mistaken for being much younger than she actually is. But behind her innocent appearance lies a deep, dark secret that she hides from the world - her forbidden desires for her own father.

As she makes her way to her bedroom, Charlie can't help but feel a sense of excitement and guilt. She knows that what she's about to do is wrong, but she can't resist the pull of her desires any longer. She opens her laptop and navigates to her hidden folder where she keeps her collection of taboo porn videos.

With trembling hands, she clicks on the video titled 'Daddy's Little Slut.' A surge of arousal courses through her body as she watches the young girl on screen being dominated by her older father. Charlie can't help but imagine herself in the girl's place, her own father taking control of her body and fulfilling her deepest, darkest desires.

She feels a heat between her legs as she watches the father's meaty penis slide in and out of the girl's tight slit, his hands gripping her hips as she moans in pleasure. Charlie can feel her panties getting wet as she imagines herself in the girl's place, her father's cock filling her up and making her feel complete.

She closes her eyes and lets her hand slip into her own panties, imagining that it's her father's hand between her legs instead. She can almost feel his rough fingers stroking her swollen lips, his other hand gripping her breast as he teases her sensitive nipples.

Her breathing quickens as she starts to rub her clit, her mind completely lost in her forbidden fantasy. She imagines her father's tongue swirling around her, making her shudder with pleasure as he brings her to climax. And in that moment of pure ecstasy, she cries out his name.

'Charlie? What are you doing?' The sudden sound of her father's voice snaps her back to reality. She quickly closes her laptop and tries to calm her racing heart, feeling her cheeks heat up with embarrassment.

'I-I was just studying for my classes,' she stammers, avoiding eye contact with her father. But she knows he saw through her lie, his piercing gaze making her feel exposed and vulnerable.

Her father, Peter, is in his late 40s and still as handsome as ever. He has salt and pepper hair and deep brown eyes that always seem to hold a hint of mischief. He's always been her biggest role model, and she can't help but admire him in ways that she knows she shouldn't.

'I heard you moaning,' he says, his voice low and husky. 'Were you watching porn?'

Charlie bites her lip, unsure of how to respond. She wants to be honest with him, to confess her forbidden desires, but she's afraid of how he'll react. She knows that what she feels for him is wrong, but she can't seem to shake it.

'It's none of your business, dad,' she says, trying to sound confident. But her father can see right through her facade.

'Charlie, look at me.' He places a hand on her chin and gently tilts her head up, making her meet his gaze. 'You can tell me anything. You know that, right?'

Tears blur her vision as she tries to hold back her emotions. She wants to tell him everything, to confess her deepest, darkest desires and hope that he'll understand, but she's too scared of losing him.

So instead, she nods and turns away, quickly leaving the room and locking herself in her bedroom. She curls up on her bed and lets the tears flow, her heart aching with the weight of her unfulfilled fantasies.

But little does she know, her father is also struggling with his own forbidden desires. As he sits alone in the living room, his mind is filled with images of his daughter - her small tits, her soft lips, and her tight little body.

He knows it's wrong, he knows he shouldn't feel this way about his own daughter. But he can't help the way his body reacts when he sees her, the heat and desire coursing through his veins.

And as the night goes on, both Charlie and her father find themselves lost in their own fantasies, imagining a world where their forbidden desires can be fulfilled without judgment or consequences.

But as much as they try to fight it, the temptation becomes too great. And soon, their taboo fantasies become a reality as they give in to their darkest desires.

It starts with a simple touch - a hand brushing against a thigh, a lingering gaze, a stolen kiss. But it quickly escalates into something much more intense and passionate.

Charlie can feel her heart racing with excitement as her father's lips trail down her neck, his hands exploring every inch of her body. She moans and arches her back as he takes her small nipple into his mouth, swirling his tongue around it and making her tremble with pleasure.

Her father's hands slide down to her wet knickers, his fingers slipping inside and making her gasp. She's never felt so wanted, so desired, and she can't believe that it's her own father fulfilling her fantasies.

As they move together, their bodies aching for release, Charlie can't help but feel a sense of liberation and euphoria. For the first time in her life, she's completely free to embrace her sexuality, to let go of her inhibitions and simply be in the moment.

And as they both reach their climax, their bodies shuddering and their moans filling the room, they both know that what they're doing is wrong. But in that moment of pure bliss, they don't care. All that matters is the intense connection they share, the unspoken understanding of their forbidden desires.

Despite the guilt and shame that lingers in the back of their minds, Charlie and her father continue to explore their forbidden love. And as they lay in bed together, wrapped in each other's arms, they both know that what they have is forbidden, but it's also so undeniably right.

No matter what anyone else may think, they will always find solace in each other's embrace, fulfilling each other's deepest, darkest fantasies.


14.                  Only Fans With Daddy

Emma walks to the mirror hanging on her bedroom wall, admiring her reflection. At 20 years old, she could easily pass for a college student, but her athletic figure and long, luscious hair gave away her youth. She smiled, tracing her finger over her soft lips, knowing that thousands of followers on her Only Fans account were waiting eagerly for her next post.

Emma's provocative pictures and videos had earned her quite the following, and she was proud of the control she held over her audience. But tonight, her subscribers had dared her to do something that made her heart race and her cheeks flush with a mixture of excitement and shame. They wanted her to perform sexual acts on her own father during her live stream.

The thought alone made Emma's stomach flutter with a mix of taboo desire and uneasiness. She knew it was wrong and could ruin their relationship, but the thrill of breaking such a forbidden boundary was too tempting to resist. Emma takes a deep breath, banishing her doubts and focusing on the task at hand. She needed to make this enticing and seductive enough to please her followers, yet natural enough to not seem forced.

With a flick of her hair and a lick of her lips, Emma turns on her camera and begins her live stream. She is dressed in a tight black crop top and matching panties, showcasing her toned stomach and curvaceous hips. Her dark eyes gaze directly into the camera, and her lips curl up into a mischievous grin.

'Hey, everyone,' she purrs in her silky voice. 'Today, I have a special treat for you all. My subscribers have dared me to do something...taboo. And you know I never back down from a challenge.'

Emma can hear the comments pouring in, filled with excitement and anticipation of what was to come. She takes a deep breath, feeling the adrenaline rush through her veins as she calls out her father's name, 'Daddy, are you there?'

Soon, her father's face appears on the screen, looking a bit surprised but also curious. He is in his mid-forties, with a few gray hairs sprinkled through his dark, messy hair. His muscular build and strong jawline gave him a rugged, masculine look that many women found irresistible.

'Daddy, my subscribers have dared me to sexually pleasure you during this live stream,' Emma blurts out, feeling a tinge of embarrassment as she sees her father's expression change to one of shock. 'And I want to give them what they want.'

Her father hesitates, clearly unsure about the situation. Emma can see the internal struggle as he looks away from the camera, his hand running through his hair. But that moment passes, and he looks back at his daughter, his dark eyes filled with a mix of curiosity, desire, and protectiveness.

'I don't know, Emma. This could be crossing a line,' he says in a low, husky voice that sends a shiver down her spine.

Emma feels a sense of pride hearing her father's hesitation. She knows he is a good man, and it takes a lot for him to even consider such a taboo request. But she also knows her seductive powers and can see that the thought of it is already turning him on. She takes a deep breath, summoning her courage.

'Daddy, please. It's just a fantasy, and I know you want to give pleasure to your little girl,' she says with a seductive smirk, knowing exactly what buttons to push.

Her father's eyes widen at her words, and Emma can see the inner struggle as his mind battles with his desires. Then, finally, he speaks, 'Ok, but just this once. And only if you are sure you want this, Emma. I don't want to hurt you.'

With a grin, Emma nods, and her father leans closer to the camera, his face now filling the screen. She can feel her heart thudding, her panties already starting to get damp at the thought of her father pleasuring her. But she had to play it cool; this is all part of the game.

Emma stands up, moving closer to the camera and giving her followers a full view of her body. She tugs at her panties, letting them drop to the ground, exposing her shaved and glistening folds. She dips her fingers, spreading her arousal for everyone to see as she slowly brings them to her lips, sucking on them teasingly.

'Are you ready for this, Daddy?' she whispers, her lips only an inch away from the camera's lens.

Her father nods, his eyes turning dark with desire as he watches her every move. Emma slowly walks towards her father, feeling his gaze following her as she moves. She stops right in front of him, her naked body pressed against his as she leans in to kiss him.

Their kiss starts tentatively, but it quickly turns passionate as their tongues dance in a heated tango. Her father's hands slide down to her buttocks, squeezing the soft flesh as he pulls her even closer to him. Emma can feel his arousal pressing against her stomach, and she moans into their kiss.

Breaking the kiss, Emma takes a step back, and her father's eyes follow her movements, drinking in every inch of her naked body. She reaches behind her and unclasps her bra, letting it fall to the ground. Her perky breasts now exposed, her hardened nipples taunting her father's gaze.

'Touch me, Daddy,' Emma whispers, her voice laced with desire.

Her father's hands cup her breasts, kneading them gently as his mouth latches onto one of her nipples, sucking and nipping on it. Emma's hands entwine into his hair, pulling him closer, urging him on. She can feel his erection pressing against her stomach, and she wants nothing more than to take him into her mouth and make him shudder with pleasure.

With a mischievous glint in her eye, Emma sinks to her knees, looking up at her father with a seductive grin. She slowly unbuttons his pants, pulling them down along with his boxers, freeing his meaty cock. Emma's eyes widen at the sight of her father's throbbing member, and she can't resist touching it, feeling it pulsing in her hand.

She runs her fingers along the shaft, slowly wanking him, teasing him with her movements. Her father's eyes are glued to her, his breathing becoming heavy and erratic. Emma licks her lips before taking him into her mouth, swirling her tongue around the head before taking him deeper.

Her father's hands fumble with her hair, and Emma can feel his breathing quicken as she engulfs him, taking him all the way to the back of her throat. She sucks and bobs her head, picking up a steady rhythm as her father's hips subtly thrust into her mouth, chasing his release.

But Emma wants to take him to the edge, to make him beg for release. She pulls back, leaving him panting and gasping for air as she stands up. With a sultry smile, she turns around, facing the camera, and bends over, exposing her backside to her father.

This time, she is the one needing release. And she knows exactly how she wants it.

'Fuck me, Daddy,' she moans, looking back at her father with a pleading expression.

Without a second thought, her father grabs her hips and thrusts into her, filling her completely with his thick weighty cock. Emma moans, her eyes rolling back with pleasure as she feels him deep inside her. He pounds into her, his hands gripping her hips tightly as she squeezes her walls around him.

'God, I've wanted this for so long,' her father groans, his thrusts becoming harder and more urgent.

Emma can feel her arousal building, the pleasure overwhelming her senses. She reaches down, her fingers running over her clit, adding to the intensity. Before long, the two of them are a frenzy of moans and shudders, their bodies moving in perfect harmony as they both chase their release.

With a final thrust, her father spills himself inside her, and Emma's orgasm crashes over her, sending her into a euphoric high. They collapse onto the bed, both panting and catching their breath as her father's cock remained firm.

Emma turns to her father, desperate to feel his cock in her hand. His cock is still hard, covered in their cum, and pulsing with excitement. She slowly wanks the last drops of cum from his member, ensuring to give a good view to the camera. 'That was amazing, Daddy.'

She knew her subscribers would be eagerly awaiting a sequel to this live stream. After all, they had only just scratched the surface of their forbidden fantasies.


15.                  Sophia’s Daddy Lust

Sophia sits at her desk, tapping her pencil against her notebook as she tries to focus on her studies. The sun streams in through her window, casting a warm glow on her smooth skin. She's a 23-year-old college student, with long, dark hair that falls in soft waves around her face. Her athletic figure is accentuated by the form-fitting tank top and leggings she wears, showing off her toned arms and legs.

But as the professor drones on about math equations, Sophia can't help but let her mind wander to forbidden thoughts. Thoughts of her own father, a handsome man in his 40s. A successful businessman who exudes confidence and power. A man who has always been her rock, her protector. But as she grew older, Sophia's feelings towards him changed. She found herself staring at him, noticing the little things. The way his suit hugged his broad shoulders, the way his lips curved into a smile. She couldn't deny the attraction she felt towards him.

Sophia quickly squashes those thoughts, knowing she shouldn't be having them. But when she's alone in her room, she can't help but give in to her fantasies. She thinks about her father, his strong hands roaming over her body, his thick cock buried inside her. And the thought of him gently fucking her in her bed sends shivers down her spine.

After class she walks home, with only one thing on her smutty little mind. As she sits in her room, her mind wanders to a particularly vivid fantasy. She's lying on her bed, dressed in a lace bra and panties, her legs spread wide as her father kneels between them. His lips trail down her stomach, leaving a trail of hot kisses, until he reaches her panties. He looks up at her, his eyes dark with desire, before he slowly pulls her panties to the side and takes in the sight of her wetness.

Sophia can almost feel his hot breath on her core as he begins to lick and suck at her, his tongue teasing her clit until she's writhing beneath him. She imagines him slipping a finger inside of her, his touch bringing her closer and closer to the edge. And then, just as she's about to come, she wakes up, panting and covered in sweat.

She quickly gets up, feeling embarrassed and guilty for having such thoughts. But she can't help it; her fantasies are a way for her to release the pent-up sexual frustration she feels towards her father. She knows it's wrong, but she can't help the way she feels.

As the day goes on, Sophia's mind keeps going back to her fantasy. She can't focus on her studies, and even when she goes out for a jog, she can't stop thinking about her father. It's like an unquenchable thirst, one she knows can never be satisfied.

That night, as she lies in bed, she can't resist the urge to touch herself. She pulls off her tank top and leggings, tossing them to the floor, and runs her hands over her body. She imagines it's her father's hands on her, his touch sending shocks of pleasure through her body.

She reaches down and slips her hand inside her panties, feeling how wet she is. She starts to slowly stroke herself, imagining it's her father's thick cock she's gripping. She moans softly, her nipples hardening as she continues to pleasure herself.

But just as she's about to reach her peak, she hears a knock on her bedroom door. Startled, she quickly pulls her hand away and pulls the covers up, trying to hide her state of undress.

'It's me, darling,' her father's voice calls out from the other side of the door.

Sophia's heart races as she quickly tries to compose herself. She didn't even hear him come home. She can feel the heat rising in her cheeks as she calls out, 'Come in, Daddy.'

Her heart pounds as her father enters the room, his eyes scanning her figure. She can see a hint of desire in his eyes, and it fuels her fantasies even more.

'I just wanted to check on you before I head to bed,' he says, coming to sit at the edge of her bed.

Sophia's body shakes with anticipation as he reaches out and tucks a strand of hair behind her ear. She can feel her panties getting wetter as he brushes his fingers against her cheek.

'You look beautiful, my girl,' he whispers, and Sophia's mind immediately goes to her fantasy. She imagines his lips pressing against hers, his tongue entering her mouth as they kiss passionately.

But before she can say or do anything, her father stands up and says, 'Well, I should let you get some rest. Goodnight, dear.'

He leans down and presses a kiss on her forehead before leaving the room, leaving Sophia alone and frustrated.

The next morning, Sophia wakes up to the sound of her phone buzzing. She groggily reaches for it, seeing a text from her best friend, Lily.

Hey girl, you want to come over and watch some movies? I'm bored out of my mind lol

Sophia smiles, grateful for the distraction. She quickly gets dressed and heads over to Lily's house. As they lounge on the couch, eating popcorn and watching some cheesy romantic movie, Lily starts talking about her latest conquest.

'I swear, Sophia, this guy has the biggest cock I've ever seen. It's like, not even human,' Lily says, causing Sophia to choke on a piece of popcorn.

She quickly recovers and tries to act normal, but her mind starts going wild with thoughts of her own father's cock. She has to physically shake her head to dispel the thought.

Lily, being the observant person she is, notices Sophia's reaction and raises an eyebrow. 'You okay there, girl?'

Sophia laughs nervously and tries to brush it off. 'Yeah, yeah, I'm fine. Just thinking about something.'

But Lily isn't convinced. 'You sure? Because you look like you've seen a ghost. And trust me, I've seen your O face, and that was not it.'

Sophia's face burns with embarrassment, and she quickly changes the subject. But deep down, she knows that Lily was onto something. She hasn't been able to stop thinking about her father and the way he makes her feel.

That night, Sophia decides to take her fantasies to a new level. She sneaks into her father's room while he's asleep and carefully slips into his bed. She can feel the warmth of his body as she snuggles closer to him, resting her head on his chest.

At first, she's too afraid to touch him, but then she starts to carefully run her hand over his chest, feeling the rise and fall of his breath. She can feel her arousal growing with each passing moment, and she knows she can't stop now.

Slowly, she moves her hand down to his stomach, feeling the defined muscles beneath her touch. She can feel his sleeping form start to stir, and she quickly moves her hand away and pretends to be asleep.

But her father doesn't fall back asleep. Instead, he starts to move his hand over her hair, gently carding his fingers through it. Sophia's heart races as she feels him moving his hand down her back and slipping it under her tank top.

She can feel his hand resting over her bra, his fingers lightly tracing over her skin. She wants him to touch her, to make her fantasy a reality, but she's afraid to make a move. What if he rejects her? What if he's disgusted by her thoughts?

But then, he shifts slightly, his fingers finding her panties and the warm wet patch between her legs. And that's all it takes for Sophia to lose control. She turns her head and presses her lips against his, her hands moving to undo his pants.

As their bodies come together, everything becomes a blur for Sophia. She can feel his lips on hers, his tongue matching hers in a dance as they explore each other. She can feel his strong hands tracing over her body, his fingers slipping inside her panties as they make their way to her throbbing core.

She can feel herself reaching her peak, her body shaking and her moans getting louder. And then she hears her father's deep voice whisper in her ear, 'Cum for me, baby girl.'

With those words, Sophia's body erupts in pleasure, her walls clenching around her father's fingers as she rides out her own soaking orgasm. And as she comes back down to reality, she's convinced that this is where she's meant to be, in her father's arms.

Now, sodden with her own orgasm, Sophia needs to give her father’s straining cock some much needed attention…


16.                  Taking Daddy In The Shower

Ana, a college freshman, looks around her new dorm room with a mix of excitement and nervousness. She's eager to start her new life away from home, but also a bit apprehensive about being on her own for the first time. She's always been a curious and adventurous girl, and this new chapter in her life promises to bring even more opportunities for discovery.

As she unpacks her belongings, Ana can't help but think about her family back home. She was always Daddy's little girl, and he was her hero. Her father, John, was a handsome and successful businessman. He had a ruggedly handsome face with piercing blue eyes, and a head full of salt and pepper hair that only added to his charm. At 45 years old, he was still in great shape, thanks to his regular workout routine at the gym.

Ana had always admired her father's confidence and commanding presence. She was in awe of his intelligence and admired his unwavering determination in everything he did. But as she grew older, she began to find herself fantasizing about her father in ways that made her blush. She couldn't help but notice the way his muscles rippled under his dress shirt, or the way his deep voice made her heart race. And she couldn't shake the intense desire she felt whenever she caught a glimpse of his bulge.

At only 19 years old, Ana considered herself to be an experienced cock handler. She had always been a bit of a flirt and had no problem getting boys' attention. In fact, she was known for her skills in pleasing whoever she spent the night with. But as confident as she was with boys her age, she couldn't help but wonder what it would be like to handle her father's cock.

It had become her ultimate fantasy - to see her father's face contort in pleasure as she stroked and sucked him, to feel him spurt his hot cum all over her breasts. She knew it was taboo and wrong, but the thought of it made her heart race and her panties dampen.

As Ana finishes unpacking, she decides to take a shower to relax and clear her mind. The warm water cascades over her body, and she can't help but let her mind wander to her forbidden fantasies. She closes her eyes and imagines her father's hands roaming over her skin, his lips on hers, and his cock in her mouth.

She can feel her nipples harden and her breathing quicken as she thinks about her father. She slowly trails her hands down her body, imagining it is his hands caressing her. Her fingers find their way between her legs, and she begins to touch herself, picturing her father's face as she pleasures him.

Lost in her fantasy, Ana doesn't hear the door open and doesn't notice when her father steps into the shower with her. She opens her eyes in surprise and sees her father's naked body in front of her, his cock hard and throbbing.

'Daddy, what are you doing here?' she asks, her heart racing with excitement.

'I couldn't resist you any longer, Ana,' he replies huskily, his hand caressing her cheek.

Without hesitation, Ana wraps her hand around her father's cock and begins to stroke him, just as she had always fantasized about. Her lips find his, and they kiss with a fiery passion, their tongues dancing together in a heated tango.

As they continue to kiss, Ana feels her father's hands roaming down her body, squeezing and caressing her breasts. She moans against his lips as his fingers find her wetness, and he begins to rub her clit. She can feel herself getting closer and closer to the edge as her father teases and pleases her.

'Don't stop, Daddy,' Ana pants as she feels her body tighten.

But her father suddenly pulls away, denying her release. 'Not yet, my little daughter,' he says with a playful smirk. 'I have other plans for you.'

He turns her around, pressing her up against the shower wall as he begins to rub his cock against her ass. Ana can feel his arousal growing with each thrust, and the sound of their skin hitting against each other fills the shower.

'Daddy, please,' Ana begs, pressing her body against him.

'Please what, Ana?' he asks, teasing her.

'I want you inside of me. I need it,' she moans, her words laced with desperation.

With a growl, her father picks her up and impales her on his cock, filling her completely. Ana cries out as he begins to thrust into her, his hands gripping her hips tightly. She can feel his cock hitting all the right spots, and she wraps her legs around him, urging him to go faster.

They move together, their bodies slick with sweat and water as they reach new heights of pleasure. Ana can feel her orgasm building, and she knows her father is close as well by the way he's panting and the look of pure ecstasy on his face.

He pulls out of her tight little snatch, his cock now close to climax. Ana instinctively knelt down before him and allowed him to wank himself off over her beautiful tits. He didn’t disappoint her, his hot cum shot over her chest, shot after shot, as he moaned in extasy with each release. Her tits were now covered in hot soapy water and her father’s creamy seed. It was too much for Ana to handle, and she lets out a loud cry as she follows him into her own release.

They stayed in position for a short time, both trembling from the intensity of their shared orgasm, letting the warmth of the shower wash over them.

As they step out of the shower, Ana can't believe what just happened. She had finally lived out her ultimate fantasy, and it was even better than she could have imagined. Her father wraps her in a towel, and they both sit on her bed, lost in the afterglow.

'I've always fantasized about you, Daddy,' Ana confesses, her cheeks flushed with embarrassment.

'I know, my dear. I've always fantasized about you too,' her father replies, his hand gently caressing her hair.

They knew their relationship was taboo and wrong, but they couldn't deny the intense passion they shared. And as long as they kept it secret, they could continue to indulge in their forbidden lust for each other.


17.                  Aria’s Daddy Anal Lust

Aria, aged 20, is a beautiful young woman with long red hair, emerald green eyes, and a slim, pert figure. She dresses in revealing clothes and has a rebellious attitude. Aria is a rebellious and independent young woman who can't help but feel drawn to her father.

Ethan is 45, a handsome and successful businessman with dark hair, piercing blue eyes, and a muscular physique. He is always perfectly dressed and exudes a sense of power and confidence. Ethan is Aria's father and deeply loves his daughter, but also finds her irresistible.

The sun beats down on Aria's bare skin as she lounges by the pool. She glances up from her book and watches as her father, Ethan, steps out onto the patio. She can't help but feel a familiar stir in her core as she takes in his handsome features. She knows it's wrong, but she can't help the fantasies that fill her mind.

Ethan's eyes meet Aria's and he can see the desire burning within her. He fights to keep his own desires in check, but it's a constant battle. He knows it's wrong, but he can't deny the strong attraction he feels towards his daughter.

Aria is only 20 years old, but she knows what she wants. She wants her father to take her, to fulfill all of her deepest and darkest desires. She knows that he has the longest cock she's ever seen, and she aches for the feel of it inside of her.

She imagines him taking her from behind, her tight hole stretched to accommodate his size. She loves anal sex, and the thought of her father giving it to her makes her body quiver with arousal.

Ethan tries to focus on his work, but his thoughts keep drifting back to Aria. He knows that it's wrong, but the fantasies he has can't be denied. The way her body moves, the way she talks, it all drives him wild with longing.

As the sun sets, Aria slips into the hot tub, her body glistening with water. Ethan can't resist any longer and joins her. She watches as he undresses, her eyes locked on his body. She can feel the heat between them, the intense chemistry that can't be denied.

Without a word, Ethan slips into the warm water next to Aria. She closes her eyes, trying to calm her racing heart, but the feel of his body next to hers is too much. She can feel his gaze on her and she knows he's thinking the same forbidden thoughts she is.

Ethan can't take it anymore. He leans in and captures Aria's lips in a passionate kiss. She responds eagerly, her hands reaching for his body, craving his touch. They're both lost in the moment, consumed by their taboo desires.

His hands caress her, exploring every inch of her body. Aria moans into his mouth, her body aching with need. She knows it's wrong, but she can't help the way she feels. She wants her father to take her, to show her what real pleasure feels like.

Ethan's lips leave hers and trail down her neck, leaving a trail of hot kisses. Aria tilts her head back, giving him access to her sensitive skin. She can't believe this is actually happening, that her fantasy is becoming a reality.

His hands find their way to her breasts, cupping them gently. Aria gasps, the sensation sending shivers down her spine. Ethan moves lower, his lips now caressing her breasts, his tongue flicking over her hardened nipples.

Aria lifts herself up and perches on the side of the hot tub, ripe and ready for her Daddy. She arches her back, offering herself to him. He takes the invitation and moves lower, his lips trailing down her stomach, leaving a trail of fire in their wake. Aria can feel her heart racing, her body trembling with anticipation.

Then, his lips press against her most intimate area, his tongue exploring her tight hole. Aria can't help but cry out, her body writhing with pleasure. She can feel herself getting closer to the edge, her body hot and flushed.

Ethan lifts his head and looks into Aria's eyes. Without a word, he stands and pulls her up with him. Her body is pressed against his, her back to his front. She can feel his hard cock pressing against her small ass, and she knows she wants him inside of her. Aria reaches down for her thick creamy suntan lotion from beside the hot tub and spreads and an ample amount between her cheeks.

Ethan pushes his cock between her ass cheeks, spreading the suntan lotion over his cock, and lubricating her tight ass hole. With one swift motion, Ethan enters her ass, causing her to cry out in mixture of pain and taboo pleasure. Aria leans forward, exposing her rear to him even more, allowing him to fill her in the most taboo of ways.

Their bodies move together, the heat between them almost suffocating. Aria can feel her anus tightening around his thrusting cock, her climax building, her body trembling with pleasure. She closes her eyes and surrenders to the pleasure, knowing that she's finally living out her fantasy with her father.

Ethan can feel Aria's tightness around him, her body so warm and welcoming. He can feel himself getting closer to the edge, his body tingling with anticipation. With one final thrust, he explodes deep inside her anus, his hot creamy cum spilling deep within her tight hole as her walls tighten around his twitching cock.

Aria collapses, her ass a mess of tingling orgasm, cum, pain, and a deep dirty pleasure. She lays there beside the hot tub, processing what had just happened whilst her ass continues to spasm. Aria knows that it shouldn't have happened, but she can't deny that it was the most intense and pleasurable experience of her life.

As the sun begins to set, Aria finds herself still tingling with the afterglow of her taboo encounter with her father They both know that they can't continue down this path, but they also know that they can't resist the pull towards each other.

Aria opens her eyes, looking up at her father as he gazes back at her. They both know that their bond will never be the same, that their desires will always be there, simmering beneath the surface. But for now, they can just bask in the afterglow and savour the forbidden pleasure they shared.


18.                  Cumming on Daddy's Cock

The sun is shining through the half-closed blinds, casting a warm glow over the messy room. 19-year-old Olivia lays sprawled out on her bed, her eyes closed and her hands wandering beneath her knickers, lost in her fantasy. She has been dreaming about her father for years now, her fantasies becoming more vivid and intense as she has gotten older.

She imagines him standing tall in front of her, his strong arms, and chiselled chest on display for her to admire. His dark hair falling slightly over his forehead, making him look even more alluring. Olivia can feel her heart start to race as her mind conjures up images of her father's firm lips on hers, his hands caressing her body, and his words murmuring in her ear.

With a soft moan, Olivia slips her hand further down, her fingers tracing the outline of her swollen lips. She can feel the heat radiating from her core, her desire for her father overwhelming her. In her fantasy, she imagines him slowly undressing her, taking in every inch of her body with his gaze, as if admiring a delicate piece of art.

Olivia's body begins to thrum with arousal as her thoughts turn to her father's hands, gently cupping her breasts and teasing her nipples. She can almost feel his breath on her skin as he leans down to kiss and lick his way down her stomach, his lips leaving a trail of fire in their wake.

As her fantasy intensifies, she imagines her father parting her legs and settling between them, his thick cock pressing against her wet folds, ready to claim her. Her pussy aches to be filled by him, and she lets out a soft whimper as she rubs herself faster, her imagination running wild.

In her mind, Olivia can hear herself begging, 'Fuck me, Daddy!' over and over again. She can hear her father's deep growls in response, and she can picture his face contorting with pleasure as he slides his cock deep into her tight pussy.

The thought of her father thrusting into her, filling her with his length, makes Olivia's body tremble with desire. She can almost feel the weight of him on top of her, his breath hot against her neck, as he pounds into her harder and faster, his own need for release driving him on.

Olivia's fingers quicken their pace as she imagines her father cumming in her tight little pussy, his moans of pleasure mingling with hers. The idea of him marking her as his own, filling her with his seed, is enough to send her over the edge.

With a loud moan, Olivia arches her back and cries out as her body convulses in the most intense climax she has ever experienced. She rides the wave of pleasure, her fantasy still playing out in her mind, making her orgasm even more powerful.

As she comes back down to earth, Olivia's breathing slows, and a sense of guilt washes over her. She knows that her fantasy is wrong, but she can't help the way her body responds to thoughts of her father.

Olivia quickly tucks herself back into her knickers and wipes away the evidence of her release before heading downstairs, trying to act as natural as possible.

Her father, David, is sitting at the kitchen table, reading the newspaper. He looks up as she enters the room and gives her a warm smile.

'Morning, sweetheart,' he greets her. 'Sleep well?'

Olivia nods, her cheeks flushed as she thinks about the not-so-innocent dreams she has been having.

David senses her discomfort and furrows his brow. 'Is everything okay?' he asks, concern lacing his voice.

Olivia forces a smile and nods. 'Yes, everything's fine,' she replies a little too quickly.

David doesn't press the issue, but he can't shake the feeling that something is bothering his daughter. He makes a mental note to check in with her later and goes back to reading his paper.

As the day goes on, Olivia can't stop thinking about her fantasy. The guilt she feels only adds to her desire for her father, making her desperate for him in a way she has never felt before.

That night, after dinner, David suggests they watch a movie together. Olivia agrees, trying to hide her excitement as she follows him into the living room. They settle on the couch, and Olivia can feel her heart racing as David puts his arm around her shoulder.

She tries to focus on the movie, but her mind keeps wandering to her fantasy, making her squirm in her seat. As the movie comes to an end, David turns to her and says, 'I think it's time for bed, sweetheart.'

Olivia nods, her mouth feeling suddenly dry. She follows her father up the stairs, the anticipation building with every step.

Once inside her room, Olivia can feel her body buzzing with need. She climbs into bed and tries to act casual, but she can see the way her father's eyes linger a little too long on her body as he tucks her in.

David leans down to give her a kiss on the forehead, and Olivia's heart skips a beat. 'Goodnight, sweetie,' he whispers before turning to leave.

Olivia can't take it any longer. 'Daddy,' she calls out, stopping him in his tracks.

David turns back to her, concern etched on his face. 'What is it, Olivia?'

Before she can overthink it, she blurts out, 'Can you stay with me tonight? I'm scared.'

David hesitates for a moment before giving in to his daughter's request. 'Of course, sweetie. I'll just go grab some blankets,' he says with a small smile.

As Olivia watches her father leave the room, she can feel her excitement growing. The thought of having him in her bedroom, sleeping just inches away from her, is almost too much to handle.

David comes back with a couple of blankets and makes a makeshift bed on the floor next to Olivia's bed. He settles in, and Olivia can feel her heart pounding in her chest as she waits for him to fall asleep.

Minutes turn into hours as Olivia lays there, unable to sleep. She can feel her desire for her father growing with each passing moment. She knows she shouldn't act on her thoughts, but she can't help herself.

With a deep breath, Olivia slowly moves closer to the edge of the bed until she is right next to her father. She can feel his warmth radiating off of him, and her body responds immediately.

Before she can change her mind, Olivia reaches out and gently brushes her hand against her father's arm. David stirs slightly, and Olivia holds her breath, hoping he won't wake up.

But he does. His eyes flutter open, and he looks at her with a questioning expression. 'Olivia, what are you doing?' he asks, his voice raspy with sleep.

Olivia takes a deep breath, steeling herself for what is about to happen. 'I want you, Daddy,' she whispers.

David's eyes widen in shock, but he can see the fierce desire burning in his daughter's eyes. He knows he should stop this, but he can't deny that his own body is responding to her.

'Olivia, this is wrong,' he tries to reason with her, but Olivia is determined.

'I don't care. I need you,' she says, leaning in and pressing her lips against his.

David knows he should push her away and end this right now. But as his daughter's soft lips move against his and her warm body presses against his, he can't resist any longer.

With a low growl, David wraps his arms around Olivia and rolls her onto her back, his lips fusing with hers in a passionate kiss. Olivia moans into his mouth, her desire for him spilling over, and her fantasies becoming a reality.

Her body squirms beneath him, her need for him overwhelming everything else. As David kisses his way down her body, Olivia's mind is filled with images of her father's naked body, his cock throbbing with desire for her.

With a flick of his tongue, David teases Olivia's hardened nipple through her thin nightdress, making her arch her back and cry out in pleasure. He pulls the fabric down and takes her nipple into his mouth, sucking and nipping at it, driving her wild.

Unable to contain herself any longer, Olivia pushes her father onto his back and straddles him, her core wet with need. She can feel his hard cock pressing against her, and she grinds against him, seeking friction.

With a groan, David flips her onto her back and positions himself between her legs, his cock throbbing with anticipation as he looks down at his daughter's flushed and wanton face.

With one swift thrust, David enters her tight pussy, and Olivia cries out, her pleasure breaking free. She can feel her orgasm building as her father thrusts into her, his movements becoming more urgent with each passing second.

The heat between them rises until they are both consumed by an intense climax, their bodies pulsating with pleasure as they release together. David’s cum filled her tight pussy as Olivia’s walls clenched around his pulsing cock.

As they lay on Olivia's bed, panting and recovering from their shared passion, Olivia's thoughts turn to how wrong this is. But as she feels her father's strong arms wrapped around her, holding her close, she can't help but feel content and safe.

This may have started as a mere fantasy, but for Olivia and David, it has become a reality, one that they both know they shouldn't have indulged in. But as they fall asleep in each other's arms, they can't bring themselves to regret giving in to their forbidden desires.


19.                  Amelia’s Father-Daughter Fantasy

Amelia West is a beautiful, nineteen-year-old college student with long, chestnut hair and sparkling green eyes. She has a petite frame, standing at just five feet tall, and a curvaceous body that she is proud to flaunt. Amelia has always been a bit of a rebel, breaking rules and pushing the boundaries. But there is one secret desire that she has kept locked away, hidden from the world and even from herself.

William West, Amelia's father, is a successful businessman in his mid-forties. He is tall and muscular, with a head of dark hair that is starting to show signs of greying. William is a strict and disciplined man, but he has always been a loving father to Amelia. He adores her and would do anything to protect her.

The West family lives in a luxurious mansion in the countryside, surrounded by acres of lush greenery. But no matter how beautiful their home may be, Amelia's mind is consumed by one thing – her forbidden fantasies about her own father.

It all started one night, when Amelia accidentally stumbled upon her parents having sex. She was transfixed by the sight of her mother moaning and writhing beneath her father, their bodies entwined in a passionate embrace. It ignited a fire within her, a burning desire to experience the same pleasure that her mother was experiencing.

Since that night, Amelia's mind has been consumed by thoughts of her father. She couldn't shake the image of his bulging cock and her mother's soaked panties. The more she thought about it, the more she wanted it. And she couldn't resist the temptation any longer.

Amelia wakes up in the middle of the night, her body drenched in sweat and her panties soaked with arousal. She knows that her father is still awake, working on some important business files in his study. She slowly gets out of bed and walks towards his study, her heart hammering in her chest with nervous excitement.

As she reaches the door, she takes a deep breath and knocks lightly. 'Come in,' her father's deep voice echoes from the other side. Amelia's hand trembles as she twists the doorknob and steps into the room.

William looks up from his work, surprised to see his daughter standing in front of him at this late hour. 'Amelia, what are you doing up?' he asks, concern etched on his face.

'I couldn't sleep, I was wondering if you could help me,' Amelia says, her voice barely above a whisper. She takes a few steps closer, her eyes never leaving her father's face.

William stands up from his desk and walks towards her, his brow furrowed with worry. 'What is it, darling? Are you feeling okay?' he asks, placing a hand on her forehead to check for a fever.

'I'm feeling...hot,' Amelia says, her voice dripping with desire. She slowly reaches for her father's tie and starts to loosen it, her fingers brushing against his firm chest. William's breathing quickens as he realises what his daughter is doing.

'Amelia, we can't do this,' he says in a strained voice, trying to resist the temptation that is tearing him apart.

'But I want you, Daddy,' Amelia whispers, her lips brushing against his ear as she speaks. 'I can't stop thinking about how good it would feel to be close to you, to feel your cock inside of me,' she continues, her voice growing more desperate with each word.

William's resolve quickly crumbles as he gazes into his daughter's pleading eyes. He knows that it's wrong, that it goes against everything he believes in. But the lust and desire coursing through his body overrides all rational thought.

He grabs Amelia by the waist and pulls her close, his mouth crashing onto hers in a hungry kiss. She moans, her hands running through his hair as their tongues dance in a frenzy.

William's hands roam over his daughter's body, caressing every inch of her curves. She arches her back, pressing her wet pussy against his thigh as he cups her pert tits in his hands.

The tension between them reaches a breaking point, and William hesitantly breaks the kiss. 'We have to stop, Amelia. This is wrong,' he pants, trying to catch his breath.

But Amelia is relentless, her desire for her father clouding her thoughts. 'I don't care, Daddy. I need you,' she pleads, her fingers fumbling with his belt.

With a growl, William gives in to his primal instincts and lifts Amelia up onto his desk. He tears off her panties, soaking wet with arousal, and plunges two fingers into her dripping wet pussy. She gasps, her back arching as a wave of pleasure washes over her.

'I need you to taste me, Daddy,' Amelia moans, pushing William's head towards her. He eagerly licks and sucks on her wet clit, sending sparks of ecstasy through her body.

Amelia's moans grow louder and more desperate as William's skilled tongue brings her closer and closer to the edge. 'Daddy, I'm going to cum,' she cries out, her hips bucking uncontrollably.

William's fingers thrust in and out of her pussy, his mouth latched onto her clit as he sucks and flicks it with his tongue. Amelia's body shakes as she explodes in a powerful orgasm, her cum flushing all over her father's face.

Breathless and spent, the two collapse onto the desk, their bodies still entwined in a passionate embrace. William buries his face in Amelia's neck, peppering it with kisses as they both try to catch their breath.

'I can't believe we just did that,' William says, his tone still laced with a mix of shock and arousal.

'I know, Daddy. But it felt so good,' Amelia replies, snuggling closer to her father's chest.

Despite the guilt and the taboo of their actions, the two continue their forbidden affair whenever they can. They are drawn to each other like magnets, unable to resist the intense desire that burns between them.

Amelia's naughty ways and insatiable hunger for her father only intensifies as the days go by. And as for William, he can't resist the temptation of his daughter's wet pussy and the burning passion that she ignites within him.


20.                  Daddy's Little Fantasy

It's a quiet Sunday morning, and 19-year-old Samantha lies in bed, her petite frame curled up beneath the blankets. She slowly stretches her arms above her head, her soft pink cotton panties peeking out from beneath the sheets. She lets out a soft sigh, content with the warm sunlight that filters through her window.

Samantha is a small girl, standing at just 4 foot 11 inches. She has a delicate figure, with curves in all the right places. Her long blonde hair cascades down her back, and her bright blue eyes sparkle with innocence. But beneath that sweet exterior lies a sinful desire that consumes her.

As she rubs the sleep from her eyes, she can't help but fantasize about her father. She knows it's wrong, but the thought of his strong hands on her body sends shivers down her spine. She imagines his deep voice whispering in her ear, telling her how beautiful she is. She imagines his lips on hers, his tongue exploring every inch of her body.

Samantha can't help but feel a tinge of guilt as she thinks about her father in such an intimate way. But it's a desire that she can't suppress, no matter how hard she tries. And it's only fuelled by the way he looks at her, the way he can't seem to take his eyes off of her.

She slowly slides out of bed, feeling the cool air against her bare skin. She pads over to her closet and grabs her favourite outfit - a pair of tight black jeans and a crop top that shows off her pert tits. She knows it will drive her father wild, but she can't help but want to tease him.

As she walks down the stairs, she can hear her father in the kitchen, making breakfast. The sound of his voice sends a thrill through her body, and she can feel her cheeks flush with heat. She knows she shouldn't be feeling this way, but she can't help it.

'Morning, Daddy,' she says, entering the kitchen. She watches as his gaze lingers on her body for a moment before he turns back to his cooking.

'Good morning, Sam,' he says with a smile. 'Sleep well?'

'Like a baby,' she replies, her eyes never leaving his form. She can feel her nipples harden under his gaze, and she can tell by the way he licks his lips that he's enjoying the view.

The tension between them is palpable, and Samantha can't help but feel a rush of desire coursing through her body. She wants him, more than anything. But she knows she can't act on those feelings. It would be wrong, forbidden.

But a part of her wants to throw caution to the wind, to give into the fantasies that consume her every thought. And it seems that her father has the same struggle.

As they sit down to breakfast, the conversation is light and casual, but the air is charged with unspoken desire. Samantha can feel her panties getting wetter with each passing minute, and she knows that she needs release.

She excuses herself from the table and heads to the bathroom, already anticipating the moment she can touch herself. As she locks the door behind her, she can feel her pussy throbbing with need. She slides her hand down her panties, feeling the wetness seeping through the fabric.

She closes her eyes and thinks about her father, imagining his hands all over her body. She can feel her walls clenching around her fingers as she moves them in and out, mimicking the thrusts of his cock. She lets out a soft moan, imagining his cock filling her up, stretching her tight little pussy.

'Sam? Are you okay in there?' her father's voice interrupts her thoughts.

She quickly pulls her hand out of her panties, feeling guilty yet aroused at the thought of being caught by her father. 'Y-yeah, I'm fine. Just need a minute,' she stammers, trying to catch her breath.

Samantha quickly finishes in the bathroom and heads back to her room, feeling a mix of shame and excitement. She knows she shouldn't be doing this, but she can't seem to stop herself.

Throughout the day, she can't help but notice the way her father looks at her, the way he lingers a little too long when he hugs her, the way he always seems to be standing a little too close. And each time, she can feel her desire growing stronger, her need for him becoming almost unbearable.

As the evening approaches, Samantha can feel the anticipation building inside of her. She knows her father will be sitting in his favourite chair, watching TV, and she can't help but dream about joining him. She imagines sitting on his lap, his hands caressing her skin, his cock growing hard against her, ready to be inside of her.

But she also knows that she's playing with fire, that she's treading on dangerous territory. She knows that she has to be careful, that she can't act on her desires.

But on this particular night, something is different. As she walks past her father in the living room, she can feel his hand brush against her waist, sending a shock through her body. She can feel the fire burning inside of her, and she knows that she can't resist any longer.

She turns to face him, her heart racing in her chest. 'Daddy,' she says, her voice low and seductive.

Her father's eyes widen in surprise, but she can see the hunger in his gaze. Without a word, he stands up and pulls her onto his lap, his hands roaming over her body. She can feel his hardness pressing against her, and she knows that he wants her just as much as she wants him.

They kiss, their lips and tongues intertwining in a frenzy of desire. Samantha can feel her panties getting soaked, and she knows she needs him inside of her. She begins to grind against him, her wet pussy rubbing against his cock, and she can feel a moan escape his lips.

Without breaking their kiss, her father stands up and carries her to his bedroom. He lays her down on the bed, his eyes taking in every inch of her body. She can feel a mixture of arousal and nervousness coursing through her, but she knows that she wants this more than anything.

He slowly undresses her, taking in the sight of her small little tits and her cum stained panties. His cock is standing at attention, and Samantha can't help but bite her lip in anticipation. And then, with one swift motion, he's inside of her, filling her with his hot length.

Samantha cries out in pleasure, her wet pussy tightening around him as he begins to move. She can feel the rhythm building inside of her, her body responding to his touch, his cock. She throws her head back and lets out a scream as she reaches her climax, her father about to follow.

He pulls his length out of her and sprays his cum all over her face, his eyes filled with desire and satisfaction. Samatha opens her mouth to receive the last of his creamy cum and encourages him to stuff her mouth with his cock.

She lays there, panting and spent, her body aches from the taboo fantasy finally fulfilled.

Samantha can't help but feel a sense of relief and freedom. She knows that what they did was wrong, but it was also the most exhilarating experience of her life. She knows that this will not be the last time they give into their forbidden desires.


21.                  Scarlet’s Daddy Complex

Scarlet, a 19-year-old college student, sits in her bedroom, her mind consumed by forbidden thoughts. She runs her fingers through her silky, black wavy hair as she gazes at her reflection in the mirror. Her full lips are slightly parted, her eyes dark and filled with longing.

She can't help but be drawn to her own reflection, admiring her slim figure and pert breasts under her thin tank top. She feels a surge of heat in her core as her gaze moves lower, taking in the bulge of her panties around her mound of pubic hair. She doesn't shave down there like most girls her age do, instead delighting in the feeling of her soft pubic hair against her sensitive skin.

Scarlet has always had a 'daddy complex,' as she likes to call it. The thought of an older, experienced man dominating her and fulfilling her deepest desires sends shivers down her spine. And lately, her fantasies have been focused on one man in particular - her best friend's father.

Mr. Andrews, or as Scarlet likes to call him in her mind, 'Daddy,' is a handsome and successful man in his early 40s. He has dark, salt and pepper hair and piercing blue eyes that seem to see right through her. She finds herself constantly daydreaming about his strong, masculine hands on her body and his lips on hers.

But it's not just his looks that have Scarlet consumed with desire. It's the way he carries himself - confident, in control, and with a hint of danger. It's a dangerous game she's playing in her mind, but she can't seem to stop herself.

As she sits there, lost in her thoughts, her phone buzzes. It's a message from her best friend, Lily, inviting her over for a sleepover. Scarlet's heart races at the thought of spending the night at Lily's house, knowing that her father will be there.

She quickly types a reply, accepting the invitation, and a plan forms in her mind. She'll make sure to wear her tightest, shortest dress and maybe 'accidentally' leave her panties at home. She knows it's risky, but the thought of Mr. Andrews seeing her bare pussy has her already wet with anticipation.

As she heads to her friend's house, Scarlet can't stop thinking about what might happen that night. She can feel her nipples harden under her bra as she imagines Mr. Andrews taking her in his arms, his hands roaming over her body.

When she arrives, she's greeted by Lily and her father, who both welcome her with warm smiles. Scarlet can barely contain her excitement as she joins them for dinner, feeling Mr. Andrews' gaze on her as she eats.

Afterward, the girls head up to Lily's room to watch a movie and gossip. But Scarlet's mind is elsewhere. She can't stop thinking about Mr. Andrews, and the way her body responds to just the thought of him.

When Lily eventually falls asleep, Scarlet decides it's time to make her move and sets up the bed in the spare room. She excuses herself to the bathroom, secretly taking off her panties and leaving them on the counter. As she returns to the spare room, she makes sure to 'accidentally' brush against Mr. Andrews in the hallway, giving him a perfect view of her bare pussy.

Her heart races as she lies in the dark, waiting for what feels like an eternity. Finally, she hears his footsteps approach the room and she knows he's coming to check on her.

'Everything okay, sweetie?' Mr. Andrews whispers as he opens the door.

Scarlet turns to face him, her eyes smoky and her lips slightly parted. She doesn't say anything, just stares at him, hoping he'll understand her intentions.

And he does.

Without a word, he closes the door and locks it, then turns to Scarlet, his eyes burning with desire. The next thing she knows, they're pressed against each other, their hands exploring each other's bodies.

Scarlet's dress is quickly discarded, leaving her in just her bra and panties. Mr. Andrews takes a step back to admire her body, and Scarlet can feel her cheeks flush with excitement.

'Fuck, you're beautiful,' he murmurs before pulling her in for a heated kiss.

Scarlet moans into his mouth, her hands fumbling to undo his belt as they stumble towards the bed. She wants him so badly, her tight pussy throbbing with need.

As they fall onto the bed, Mr. Andrews quickly sheds his clothes, revealing his toned body and impressive cock. Scarlet takes a moment to admire him, then eagerly climbs on top of him, straddling him with her dripping wet pussy.

Their moans and sighs fill the room as Scarlet rides him, her fantasies finally coming to life. She can feel his cock hitting all the right spots, and her body is on fire with pleasure.

As they reach their climax together, Scarlet can't help but think that this is exactly how she pictured it in her mind - passionate, intense, and oh so forbidden.

But as they catch their breath, reality begins to settle in. Scarlet knows this was just a one-night stand, and she'll have to go back to pretending she doesn't want Mr. Andrews every day.

But for now, she's satisfied. And she knows that she'll always have her fantasies to keep her warm at night, imagining what could have been between her and Mr. Andrews.

She slips out of bed, naked and satisfied, and retrieves her panties from the bathroom. As she puts them back on, she can't help but smile, feeling the wetness that tells her just how much she enjoys the thought of her daddy fucking her hairy pussy.

But she knows this is just the beginning. Her fantasies will only get more intense, more taboo, and more exciting. And she can't wait to explore them all, even if it's just in her mind.


22.                  Charlotte’s Masturbation Fantasies

Charlotte sits at her desk, typing furiously on her laptop, trying to finish her assignment before the deadline. But as she struggles to concentrate, her mind drifts to a much more tantalizing subject - her father.

At 23, Charlotte is a striking young woman with shoulder-length blonde curly hair and piercing blue eyes. She is always impeccably dressed, her style sophisticated and elegant. But beneath her composed exterior, lurks a dark and scandalous secret - she fantasises about having sex with her own father.

It's an illicit desire that she has been harbouring since her teenage years, and despite her efforts to suppress it, it only seems to intensify with each passing day. It's a taboo that she knows she can never act upon, but that doesn't stop her from imagining every sordid detail.

She looks at the clock on her bedside table and lets out a sigh. She knows she won't be able to focus on her work until she has satisfied her insatiable cravings. With a quick glance around to make sure she's alone, she reaches into her drawer and pulls out her trusty vibrator.

As she lays back on her bed, her cotton boxers riding up against her wet pussy, she can feel the heat building in her core. She presses the vibrator against her clit and closes her eyes, picturing her father's face in her mind.

In her fantasy, she is lying on her childhood bed, her father looming above her. His eyes are full of lust and desire, and his hands are roaming over her body, caressing every inch of her skin. Charlotte's hand moves instinctively to her pert tits, fondling them roughly as she imagines her father's lips on her nipples.

She can almost feel his breath on her neck as he whispers dirty words in her ear, telling her how badly he wants her, how much he craves her. Her mind spins with the filthiest thoughts, and she lets out a moan as she imagines her father's long cock, hard and throbbing, entering her wet pussy.

But just as she's about to reach her climax, her phone rings, jolting her out of her fantasy. She quickly pulls her hand away and answers the call, trying to catch her breath and compose herself.

It's her roommate, asking if she wants to go out for drinks tonight. Charlotte hesitates for a moment, battling the internal struggle between satisfying her physical desires or pretending to be a normal, functioning adult. In the end, her primal instincts win, and she casually declines, making some excuse about needing to finish her work.

As soon as she hangs up, she falls back onto her bed, her mind already drifting back to her fantasy. This time, she doesn't even bother with the vibrator; her fingers work expertly on her wet folds, her body trembling with pleasure.

In her mind, her father is now naked, his muscular body pressed against hers, their skin slick with sweat. She can smell his masculine scent, and it only drives her wilder. She moans his name, her wetness dripping onto her bedsheets as she brings herself to an explosive orgasm.

Afterwards, she lays there, panting and spent, her mind buzzing with the forbidden pleasure she has just experienced. But as the high wears off, the guilt and shame start to seep in, and she quickly cleans herself up and heads to the shower, hoping to wash away her sinful thoughts.

But as she stands under the hot water, her hand wandering between her legs, she knows that nothing can ever truly erase her desires. They are a part of her, ingrained deep within her, and no amount of self-denial can make them disappear.

For the next few days, Charlotte tries to keep herself busy, working long hours at her job and going out with friends. But no matter what she does, her thoughts always wander back to her father, her fantasies gradually becoming more explicit and daring.

One night, after a particularly wild and drunken night out, she stumbles into her apartment, her head spinning with a mix of alcohol and desire. She strips off her clothes and collapses onto her bed, exhausted but unable to sleep.

In her haze, she reaches into her bedside drawer and pulls out her vibrator, her hand moving on autopilot as she loses herself in her fantasy. But this time, it's different - she can feel someone watching her, and when she opens her eyes, she sees her father standing in the doorway, a look of shock on his face.

Charlotte's heart pounds in her chest, and she tries to gather her thoughts, but her mind is too clouded with lust and alcohol. She swallows hard, trying to say something, but her voice fails her.

Without a word, her father closes the door and walks towards her, his eyes never leaving hers. The air is thick with tension as he grabs the vibrator from her hand and tosses it onto the bed.

With trembling fingers, he reaches out and cups her cheek, his thumb brushing against her lips. Charlotte holds her breath as he leans in, pressing his lips against hers in a searing kiss that sets her body on fire.

Their clothes are discarded in a frenzy, and soon, they are both naked, their bodies intertwined on the bed. Charlotte can't believe this is actually happening - her deepest, darkest fantasy is coming to life right before her eyes.

Her father's hands roam over her body, touching every inch of her as if he has been craving this for years. She lets out a moan as he sucks on her nipples, his teeth nibbling on them gently. She arches her back, her wetness glistening between her legs as he runs his fingers over her clit.

And when his long cock enters her wet pussy, she loses all control, her body thrashing beneath him as she rides the waves of pleasure. They move together in perfect harmony, their bodies becoming one as they both reach their peak.

They both know that what they have done is wrong, but in that moment, they can't bring themselves to care.

As Charlotte drifts off to sleep, she knows that she will never be able to look her father in the eye again, that their secret will forever be buried between them. But even as she falls into slumber, a small part of her revels in the forbidden thrill of being Daddy's little secret.


23.                  In His Firm Grip

At twenty years old, Mia was a vision of youthful beauty. Her long, tousled chestnut hair cascaded down her slender back, framing her delicate features and plump, pink lips. Her emerald green eyes sparkled with mischief, hinting at the unspoken desires that stirred within her. With a petite frame and curves in all the right places, she was a goddess in human form.

Mia lived with her parents in a large, luxurious house. Her mother, a successful businesswoman, was often out of town, leaving Mia and her father alone during the day. This arrangement was perfect for Mia, as it gave her the opportunity to indulge in her secret fantasies.

As she languidly strolled through the halls of her house, the smooth silk of her navy blue robe brushing against her bare legs, Mia's mind was already occupied with thoughts of her father. She couldn't help herself; from the moment she had laid eyes on him, she had been hopelessly infatuated. And the forbidden nature of their relationship only added fuel to her fiery desire.

Entering her father's study, Mia found him sitting at his desk, completely engrossed in his laptop. He looked so handsome and distinguished, his dark hair slightly tousled and his hazel eyes focused intently on his work. Mia couldn't resist the urge to bite her lip as she leaned against the door frame, taking in the sight of her father.

As if sensing her presence, he looked up and his eyes met hers. A playful smirk tugged at his lips as he motioned for her to come closer. Mia's heart raced with excitement as she sauntered towards him, her robe falling off her shoulders and revealing the lacy black lingerie she wore underneath.

'Hi Daddy,' Mia purred, her voice dripping with seduction.

He stood up from his chair and pulled her into his embrace, his strong arms wrapped around her petite frame. The scent of his cologne filled her senses, driving her wild with desire.

'Hello, my little princess,' he whispered, his voice deep and husky.

With a grin, Mia wrapped her arms around his neck and pressed her body against his. She loved the feeling of being in his arms, of being so close to him. She had dreamed about this moment countless times, and now it was finally happening.

Her father's hands roamed over her body, his touch igniting sparks of pleasure within her. She moaned and tilted her head back, offering her neck to his lips. He obliged, kissing and nipping at her delicate skin, sending shivers down her spine.

Mia's hands fumbled with the buttons of his shirt, eager to feel his skin against hers. As the fabric fell away, she let out a gasp at the sight of his toned chest. She ran her hands over his defined muscles and felt her core ache with need.

Suddenly, her father pulled away from her and looked into her eyes. 'Are you sure about this, Mia?' he asked, his voice laced with concern.

Without hesitation, Mia nodded, her eyes burning with desire. 'I've never been surer about anything in my life,' she replied, her voice firm and confident.

With a smirk, her father scooped her up in his arms and carried her to the large, king-size bed in the corner of the room. He gently placed her down on the soft sheets, causing them to rustle beneath her. Mia couldn't help but giggle at the feeling, her excitement growing with each passing moment.

As her father climbed on top of her, his weight pressing down on her, Mia felt a surge of arousal shoot through her body. He leaned down and captured her lips with his own, his kiss possessive and demanding. Mia moaned into his mouth, her fingers tangling in his hair as she kissed him back with equal fervour.

As their kiss deepened, their hands roamed over each other's bodies, each touch igniting a fire between them. Mia's body arched in pleasure as her father's hand grazed over her breasts, his thumb rubbing against her hardened nipple through the thin fabric of her lingerie.

Unable to take it any longer, Mia pushed her father onto his back and straddled him, her robe falling off completely and exposing her naked body to him. She could feel his hardened length pressing against her dripping wet pussy and she couldn't resist grinding against him, desperate for more.

Her father's hands gripped her hips tightly, his fingers digging into her skin. Mia gasped at the sensation, loving the feeling of being under his control. She leaned down and captured his lips once again, their tongues dancing in a silent, passionate tango.

With trembling hands, Mia reached down and pulled her father's pants down, freeing his thick, throbbing cock. She moaned at the sight of it, her mouth watering with anticipation. Without wasting another moment, she lowered herself onto him, gasping as he filled her tight young completely.

Their bodies moved in perfect synchronization, the walls of her pussy clenching and releasing around his cock with each thrust. Mia closed her eyes and let out a guttural moan, lost in the pleasure that her father was giving her. It was even better than she had imagined.

Their moans and panting filled the room as they moved together, their passion building with every thrust. Mia felt like she was in a dream, a fantasy come to life. And she never wanted it to end.

As her father pounded into her relentlessly, Mia could feel a familiar pressure building within her, signalling her impending release. With a loud cry, she came undone, her body shaking with the force of her orgasm.

Feeling her walls clenching around him, her father let out a low growl and came inside her, filling her with his warmth. She continued to move, draining his cock of its hot creamy cum. They stayed like that, panting and basking in the afterglow of their passionate lovemaking.

As the sun began to set, Mia reluctantly got dressed and left her father's office, her body still buzzing with pleasure. She couldn't wait for their next encounter, eagerly anticipating the moments when her mother would be out of town, and she could have her father all to herself.

But even in her wildest dreams, Mia never would have imagined that their forbidden affair would lead to something more. As time went on and their secret rendezvous continued, their feelings for each other deepened. And when Mia's mother finally discovered the truth, she was shocked and disgusted. But for Mia and her father, it only brought them closer together, as they knew that their illicit love affair was worth fighting for.


24.                  Take My Virginity

Grace stands in front of the mirror and examines herself. She is just twenty-one years old, but her athletic body is well-toned and sculpted. Her long, wavy black hair flows down her back, and her piercing blue eyes add to her mesmerizing beauty. She is wearing her usual workout gear - a sports bra that barely covers her perky breasts, and a pair of tight black yoga pants that cling to her every curve. She loves flaunting her body and has no qualms about showing off her toned stomach and round ass.

Despite her attractive appearance, Grace is still a virgin. It's not because she hasn't had any opportunities, but she has been saving herself for someone special. Someone who could fulfil her deepest, darkest desires - her own father.

Grace has always had a crush on her father. She knows it's wrong, but she can't help being drawn to him. The way he walks, talks, and even smells turns her on. She often finds herself daydreaming about his firm, muscular body and the thought of him taking her, ravishing her, and showing her the pleasures of the flesh.

That evening, Grace finally decides to act on her forbidden desires. She knows it's risky, but the forbidden fruit is always the sweetest. She puts on her favourite pair of Nike trainers, taking extra care to make sure they are perfectly laced. She wants to look her best for her father, wants to entice him with her toned legs and irresistible body.

She takes a deep breath and makes her way to her father's study. She finds him sitting at his desk, engrossed in his work. He looks handsome as ever, with his salt and pepper hair and strong jawline. His tailored suit hugs his broad shoulders, and she can see the outline of his toned muscles beneath the fabric.

'Hey, dad,' she says, trying to keep her voice steady.

He looks up at her and gives her a warm smile. 'Hey, sweetheart. What's up?'

Grace takes a seat on the couch next to his desk, making sure to cross her legs and give her father a good view of her toned thighs.

'I wanted to talk to you about something.'

Her father raises an eyebrow, his gaze never leaving her body.

'Is everything okay?' he asks.

Grace blushes but continues. 'I...I want you to be my first.'

Her father's eyes widen in shock, and she can see a hint of desire flicker in them. 'Grace, you know that's not right. We can't...'

'Please, daddy,' she interrupts, getting down on her knees in front of him. 'I've been waiting for this. I want you to be the one to take my virginity.'

Her father's resolve weakens as he stares at her. He can see the intense desire in her eyes, and he knows he wants her just as badly. He takes a deep breath and runs a hand through his hair.

'I don't know, Grace. This is so wrong. We shouldn't even be having this conversation.'

'But we are, and I know you want me, just as much as I want you,' she whispers, placing a hand on his thigh.

He closes his eyes, fighting the urge to give in to her forbidden desires. He knows it's wrong, but the temptation is too much.

'Go to your room, get ready, and I'll be there in a few minutes,' he finally says, his voice filled with desire.

Grace's heart races with excitement as she dashes to her room. She quickly changes into a sexy red lingerie set, making sure to leave her door open, giving her father a perfect view.

She waits impatiently, her heart pounding in her chest. The anticipation is almost unbearable, but she knows it will be worth it.

Finally, her father enters the room, and her breath hitches as she stares at him. He looks even more handsome than before, and she can see the desire burning in his eyes.

Without a word, he takes her in his arms and kisses her hungrily. She responds eagerly, their tongues tangling, her hands roaming over his muscular torso. She can feel his desire for her, and it only makes her want him more.

He lays her on the bed, their bodies pressed together, his hands exploring every inch of her. She moans as his lips trail down her neck, his teeth nipping and sucking at her sensitive skin.

She arches her back, giving him better access to her body. His hands move down to her breasts, kneading them, and his mouth latches onto her hardened nipples. She moans and presses her chest against him, wanting more.

He slides his hand down her body, his fingers slipping between her thighs. She is already dripping wet, her panties soaked through. He can't resist the urge to touch her, to feel her tight pussy and make her cum.

As his fingers slide inside her, she cries out in pleasure. He pumps his fingers in and out, massaging her walls, and she writhes beneath him, her body on fire with desire.

She reaches down and pulls his dress pants down, revealing his hard cock. She wraps her hand around it, stroking it slowly, feeling it grow harder in her hand. She can't wait to feel him inside her, to finally lose her virginity to her father.

He positions himself between her legs, and her heart beats with anticipation. He pushes inside her, and she gasps at the sensation. It's unlike anything she has ever felt before - his cock filling her tightest pussy, stretching her walls.

He starts moving, thrusting into her with a slow, but steady rhythm. She moans and wraps her legs around him, her body responding eagerly to his movements. She can tell that he is holding back, not wanting to hurt her, and she loves him even more for it.

But she doesn't want him to hold back. She wants to feel all of him, to be consumed by her forbidden desires. So, she starts moving with him, meeting his thrusts with her own. She can already feel her orgasm building, and she knows she won't be able to hold back much longer.

'Harder, daddy,' she moans, using the name that has always been a source of her fantasies.

At her request, he lets go of his control and starts pounding into her with more force. She can feel his cock hitting every sensitive spot inside her, she cries out as her first full orgasm washes over her and her inner walls clench hard around her father’s pounding cock.

He follows soon after, pumping his hot cum into her dripping wet pussy. She can feel his warm seed filling her, and it sends her over the edge again.

Grace feels her father slowly pull his throbbing cock out of her, feeling every inch of his length lubricated with their share cum.

They collapse onto the bed, breathing heavily, their bodies entwined in post-coital bliss. He kisses her tenderly, and she knows that this was just the beginning of their forbidden affair.

She no longer lays in bed at night, fantasizing about her father. Instead, she fucks him hard then falls asleep in his arms, exhausted from their wild, passionate fuck sessions.


25.                  Desire for My Boyfriend's Father

I am twenty-one years old and I have worked hard to maintain my athletic and toned figure. I have always been proud of my body, and I love how my tight ass looks in my revealing workout gear. My long, dark hair falls in waves down my back and my emerald green eyes glisten with desire. My name is Isabella, but most people call me Bella.

I have been dating my boyfriend, Jake, for over a year now. He is the sweetest guy and I adore him. He always compliments me on my athletic body, and it makes me feel desired. But lately, I have been having illicit thoughts about his father, Daniel. He is in his late forties, but he is still trim and handsome. His silver hair only adds to his rugged charm, and I find myself getting wet whenever he is around.

I know it's wrong and I try to push the thoughts out of my mind, but they keep creeping back. I have never been attracted to older men before, but there is something about Daniel that draws me in. Maybe it's the way he walks with confidence, or the way his eyes linger on me a little too long. But every time I see him, I can't help but imagine what it would be like to fuck him.

One day, Jake's family invites me over for dinner. I arrive wearing a tight, black dress that hugs every curve, and I can feel Daniel's eyes on me as soon as I walk through the door. I greet everyone, but it's Daniel's deep voice that gives me goosebumps.

'Hello, Bella. You look stunning as always.' He says, his eyes piercing into mine.

'Thank you, Daniel.' I reply, trying to keep my voice steady.

Throughout the dinner, I can feel his eyes on me, and the tension between us becomes almost unbearable. I excuse myself from the table, claiming I have to use the bathroom, but in reality, I need a moment to compose myself.

As I splash water on my face, images of Daniel flood my mind. I can feel my panties getting damp and I know that I can't resist this temptation any longer. I need to taste him, to feel him inside me.

I walk back to the dining room, my body trembling with anticipation. As I take my seat, I glance at Daniel and I know that he feels it too. His hand is clenched on the table, and I can see the desire in his eyes.

After dinner, Jake suggests we all watch a movie. I sit close to Daniel on the couch, my body practically vibrating with desire.

An hour into the movie and everyone is asleep apart from Daniel and me. Now is my chance, my hand casually brushes against his thigh and I can feel his muscles tense.

I continue to move my hand, slowly inching it up his leg until it reaches the bulge in his pants. I can feel the heat radiating from his body and I know he wants me just as much as I want him.

I lean in closer, my lips brushing against his ear as I whisper, 'I want you, Daniel.'

Without a word, he stands up and takes my hand, leading me to his bedroom. As soon as the door closes, he pushes me up against the wall and crashes his lips to mine.

His kiss is hungry and passionate, and I can feel his desire for me in every touch. He slowly slides his hand under my dress, grazing his fingers over my panties. I moan at his touch, craving more.

I quickly undo his pants, freeing his long, hard cock. I wrap my hand around it, eliciting a deep moan from Daniel. He pulls my panties to the side, exposing my dripping wet pussy, and pushes his thick cock inside me.

The feeling of him stretching me open is almost overwhelming. I grip onto him tightly, my nails digging into his back as he thrusts into me. The walls of my pussy clenching around him, pulling him deeper, as we both chase our release.

Daniel's pace quickens and I can feel his long cock hitting all the right spots. I am on the edge of my orgasm, when he suddenly stops and pulls out of me.

'Don't worry, my dear. I'm not done with you yet.' He growls, turning me around and bending me over the bed.

He pushes his cock back inside me, this time from behind. I can feel my orgasm building again as he pounds into me with a wild intensity. I can tell he is close too, and with one final thrust, we both reach our climax, our bodies trembling and shaking with pleasure.

We collapse onto the bed, our breathing ragged and our bodies covered in sweat. I look over at Daniel, a content smile on his face, and I know that this is just the beginning of our illicit affair.

From that day on, our sexual encounters become more frequent and intense. We can't resist each other, and we often find ourselves sneaking away for quick rendezvous. Whether it's in his office, in the car, or even in the house while Jake is sleeping, we can't get enough of each other.

My desire for Daniel only grows stronger with each encounter, and I can't deny that I am falling in love with him. But I know that our relationship is forbidden, and it can't last forever.

One day, Jake catches us in the act, and I am sure that he will tell Daniel's wife about our affair. But instead, he quietly closes the door and walks away, never speaking of it again.

I am relieved and grateful that our secret is safe, but I can't help but feel guilty for betraying Jake's trust. I know I should end things with Daniel, but I can't bring myself to do it.

My body aches for him, my mind consumed by thoughts of him. I am constantly wanking his cock in my mind, imagining all the different ways he can pleasure me.

But one day, Daniel tells me that he has to end things. His family is going through a rough time and he needs to focus on them. I am crushed, but I know that he is doing the right thing.

I continue to date Jake, but our relationship is never the same. I am constantly reminded of my illicit desire for his father, and it takes all my self-control not to give in to it again.

Years go by, and I eventually marry Jake. We have a good life together, but I can't help but wonder what could have been with Daniel. I often find myself dampening my knickers at the thought of him, and I know that he will always hold a special place in my heart.

But it's not until Jake's uncle passes away, and I see Daniel again at the funeral, that I realize the depth of my feelings for him. Seeing him again, after all these years, brings back all the passion and desire that I have been suppressing. And when he whispers in my ear, 'I still want you, Isabella,' I know that I will always want him too.


26.                  Tess’s Handjob For Daddy

As I lay in bed, my heart races, a mixture of excitement and fear. I can't believe I'm about to embark on this journey with my father, Alexander. His dark hair, now flecked with silver, falls softly over his chiselled jaw. His eyes, a piercing blue, hold a secret, one that I've known since my late teens. We've shared a forbidden love, one that has only grown stronger with time. I can't help but wonder what today will bring. My name is Tess, and I am his daughter.

I glance over at Alexander, his body a testament to his age, yet still strong and powerful. His eyes flutter open, and he looks at me, a knowing smile playing on his lips. "Good morning, Tess," he says, his voice low and husky.

I swallow hard, my throat suddenly dry. "Good morning, Father," I reply, my voice barely above a whisper.

He reaches out, his large, calloused hand cupping my cheek, his touch sending shivers down my spine. "I have a feeling today is going to be a very special day," he says, his voice laced with anticipation.

I nod, my heart pounding in my chest. I know what he's thinking, what we both want. We've been dancing around this for years, but today, we're going to take the plunge.

As I slide my hand under the covers, I can't help but feel the filthy desire coursing through my veins. My fingers trace the outline of his erection, already hard and throbbing. I can't help but smile, my heart racing as I imagine what's to come.

I lean over him, my lips brushing against his neck, my breath hot and heavy. "I want to make you feel good, Father," I whisper, my voice barely above a whisper.

He moans, his body arching beneath me. "Tess," he breathes, his voice hoarse. "You already do."

I slide down his body, my lips trailing over his chest, his stomach, until I reach my destination. His cock, thick and meaty, stands proudly before me. I lick my lips, my tongue darting out to taste the pre-cum that has already begun to flow.

The weighty feeling of his cock in my hand is intoxicating. The smooth skin, the length, it's all too much for me to handle. But I'm determined to make him feel good, to give him the pleasure he deserves.

I wrap my hand around his cock, my fingers sliding up and down the length, my palm gliding over the smooth skin. His breath hitches, his body trembling beneath me. "Oh, Tess," he moans, his voice a guttural growl.

I look up at him, my eyes locked on his, my lips curved into a wicked smile. "You like that, Father?" I ask, my voice low and seductive.

He nods, his eyes closed, his face flushed. "Yes," he breathes, his voice strained. "Oh, yes."

I continue to stroke his cock, my hand moving faster and faster, my lips brushing against his length, my tongue darting out to lick the tip. His cock is so hard, so heavy, and I can't help but wonder how it would feel inside me.

The wetness between my legs is unbearable, my pussy soaking through my underwear. The thought of taking him inside me, of feeling him pulsing deep within me, is almost too much to bear.

I stand up, my eyes locked on his, my breath coming in ragged gasps. "I want to feel you inside me, Father," I whisper, my voice barely above a whisper.

He looks at me, his eyes burning with desire. "Tess," he breathes, his voice hoarse. "I've wanted this for so long."

I climb onto the bed, my body trembling with anticipation. I position myself over him, my eyes locked on his, my heart pounding in my chest. "Please, Father," I beg, my voice barely above a whisper.

He reaches up, his large hands cupping my ass, his fingers digging into my flesh. "Tess," he breathes, his voice strained. "I'm going to make you feel good."

I nod, my heart pounding in my chest. I can't help but feel the filthy desire coursing through my veins. I know what's about to happen, and I can't help but wonder how it will feel.

His cock slides between my wet folds, the head pushing against my entrance. I gasp, my body trembling with anticipation. "Please, Father," I beg, my voice barely above a whisper.

He pushes forward, his cock sliding inside me, stretching me wide. I moan, my body arching, my eyes closing in pleasure. "Oh, yes," I whisper, my voice hoarse.

He continues to push forward, his cock sliding deeper and deeper inside me, filling me in a way I've never been filled before. "Oh, Tess," he moans, his voice strained. "You feel so good."

I open my eyes, my gaze locked on his, my breath coming in ragged gasps. "I want you to shoot your cum inside me, Father," I whisper, my voice barely above a whisper.

He looks at me, his eyes burning with desire. "Tess," he breathes, his voice hoarse. "I'm going to give you everything you want."

He begins to thrust, his cock sliding in and out of me, his balls slapping against my ass with each stroke. I moan, my body trembling with pleasure, my pussy soaking with desire.

The feeling of his cock inside me is indescribable. The weighty, meaty length, sliding in and out of me, driving me wild. I can feel his cum building, his body tense, and I know it won't be long now.

I reach down, my fingers sliding between us, my hand wrapped around the base of his cock, my fingers stroking his length. "Oh, Father," I moan, my voice barely above a whisper. "I'm going to make you shoot your cum."

He groans, his body arching, his cock pulsing inside me. "Oh, Tess," he moans, his voice hoarse. "I'm going to shoot my cum."

I feel it building, the warmth of his cum spreading through me, soaking me, making me feel alive. "Oh, yes," I whisper, my voice strained. "Give it to me, Father."

He groans, his body shaking, his cock pulsing inside me. "Oh, Tess," he moans, his voice hoarse. "I'm cumming."

I feel it, the warmth of his cum filling me, soaking me, making me feel alive. "Oh, yes," I moan, my voice barely above a whisper. "I'm soaked."

He collapses on top of me, his body trembling, his breath coming in ragged gasps. "Oh, Tess," he breathes, his voice strained. "That was amazing."

I look up at him, my eyes locked on his, my breath coming in ragged gasps. "I'm glad you enjoyed it, Father," I whisper, my voice barely above a whisper.

He looks at me, his eyes burning with desire. "Tess," he breathes, his voice hoarse. "I'm going to enjoy every moment of this."

I can't help but smile, my heart pounding in my chest. I know what's about to happen, and I can't help but wonder how it will feel. But one thing is for sure, I'm going to enjoy every moment of it.

My heart races, a mixture of excitement and fear. I can't believe I've just shared this intimate moment with my father, Alexander. His dark hair, now flecked with silver, falls softly over his chiselled jaw. His eyes, a piercing blue, hold a secret, one that I've known since my late teens. We've shared a forbidden love, one that has only grown stronger with time. I can't help but wonder what tomorrow will bring.

My name is Tess, and I am his daughter.


27.                  Blowjob For Daddy

The moment she opened her eyes, she saw him. His eyes, a deep blue like the ocean on a stormy day. His hair, a tousled mass of dark waves that framed his chiselled face perfectly. He was her father, but he looked like a god. Her heart raced, and she felt a warmth between her legs that she couldn't ignore. Uma knew she had to give him the best handjob he'd ever had.

Uncle B had always been a part of their lives, but now, he was gone. The void he left behind was palpable, and Uma felt a sense of loss that she couldn't shake. Her father, Benjamin, had always been her rock, her protector, and her confidant. But now, with Uncle B's absence, the lines between father and daughter seemed to blur.

Benjamin was a tall, imposing man, with broad shoulders and a muscular build. He had a beard that covered his strong jawline, and his eyes held a depth of wisdom and experience that only came with age. He dressed impeccably, always in tailored suits that hugged his body perfectly. He was a man who commanded attention, and Uma couldn't help but feel a thrill of excitement whenever he entered a room.

Uma herself was a stunning young woman, with long, flowing auburn hair that cascaded down her back. Her eyes were a mesmerizing shade of green, and her full lips were always curved into a warm, inviting smile. She was curvy, with a body that was made for sin. She dressed in clothes that clung to her body, showcasing her assets, and making her irresistible to men.

As Uma lay in bed, she couldn't help but think about the last time she and her father had shared a moment like this. It had been years ago, but the memory was still fresh in her mind. He had demanded a slow and sloppy blowjob, nothing more, just a filthy blowjob and to cum all over her face. She had obeyed, and the sensation of his cock, lengthy and meaty, sliding between her lips had been intoxicating. She had felt his weighty, smooth shaft in her hands, and the taste of his pre-cum had been intoxicating. As he shot his cum, she had felt it soaking her face, and she had revelled in the sensation.

Now, as she lay in bed, she couldn't help but think about how much she craved his touch. She wanted to feel his hands on her body, exploring every inch of her skin. She wanted to feel his cock inside her, sliding in and out of her wetness. She wanted to feel him shooting his cum all over her, soaking her in his desire.

As she lay there, her thoughts turned to the present. Her father was lying beside her, his eyes closed, and his breathing deep and even. She reached out a hand and placed it on his chest, feeling the steady beat of his heart beneath her touch. She could feel the warmth of his body, and the scent of his aftershave filled her nostrils.

Uma knew what she wanted to do. She wanted to give her father the best handjob he'd ever had. She wanted to feel his cock in her hand, to stroke it slowly, teasingly, until he was ready to cum. She wanted to feel his desire, to know that she was the one who could make him feel this way.

As she reached out to touch him, she could feel her heart racing, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps. She could feel the wetness between her legs, and she knew that she was ready. She knew that she wanted this, needed this, and she was going to give her father what he wanted.

As she wrapped her hand around his cock, she could feel the length of it, the meaty weight of it, and she knew that she was going to enjoy this. She started to stroke him, slowly at first, then faster, her hand moving up and down his shaft with a rhythm that was almost hypnotic.

She could feel his cock growing harder in her hand, and she knew that he was close. She wanted to feel him cum, wanted to feel his desire for her, and she knew that she was going to make him cum.

She leaned down and started to lick his length, her tongue tracing the veins that ran along his shaft, her mouth wet and warm. She could feel his cock throbbing in her hand, and she knew that it wouldn't be long now. She continued to stroke him, her hand moving faster and faster, her lips wrapped around his cock, her tongue flicking at the head, tasting his pre-cum.

He was growing more and more desperate, his breathing becoming shallower, his body tensing. She knew that he was close, knew that he was going to cum, and she wanted to feel it. She wanted to feel his desire, to feel him shooting his cum all over her face.

She continued stroking him, her hand moving faster and faster, her lips wrapped around tightly the end of his cock, her tongue flicking at the head, tasting his pre-cum. She could feel him growing more and more desperate, his breathing becoming shallower, his cock tensing in her mouth. She knew that he was close, knew that he was going to cum, and she wanted to feel it. She wanted to feel his desire, to feel him shooting his cum all over her face.

And then he did. She felt his cock jerk in her hand, felt the first spurt of cum shoot out, landing on her cheek. She felt another spurt follow, hitting her chin, and another, landing on her forehead. She continued to stroke him, feeling him shoot his cum all over her face, feeling his desire for her. His hot, sticky, creamy cum now covered her face, she lusted after his seed and glowed with desire as she sucked the last drops from his cock.

She could feel his cock softening in her hand, and she knew that it was over. She let go of his cock, and it slipped out of her mouth, leaving her lips wet and swollen. She looked up at him, her face covered in his cum, and she saw the desire in his eyes.

She had given him the best handjob he'd ever had, and she knew that he was satisfied. She knew that she had made him cum, had made him feel desire, and she felt a sense of accomplishment.

As she lay there, her heart still racing, she knew that she had done something taboo, something forbidden. But she also knew that it had been amazing, that she had enjoyed it, and that she would do it again.


28.                  Raven’s A Filthy Girl

My name is Raven, and I am 23 years old. I have long, raven-black hair that cascades down my back, and I dress in a way that accentuated my curves. My father, Harrison, is a tall, broad-shouldered man in his mid-50s. He has salt and pepper hair and a beard that makes him look even more distinguished. He dresses in a way that exuded power and authority...

My heart raced as I inhaled deeply, savouring the scent of her father's cologne.

As I stood in the hallway, my heart pounded in my chest. I knew what was about to happen, and I couldn't deny the excitement that coursed through my veins. I had been my father's sexual partner since I was 18, and our filthy sessions had only grown more intense over the years.

As you read this story, imagine yourself in Raven's shoes, feeling the excitement and desire that she feels. Let your imagination run wild, and allow yourself to be immersed in the world of filthy desires.

I could feel the wetness between my legs as I approached my father's study. I knew he was in there, waiting for me. I took a deep breath and pushed open the door, my heart pounding. Harrison looked up from his desk, his eyes darkening as they raked over my body. I wore a tight black dress that hugged my curves and a pair of black heels that made me feel even more powerful.

"Raven," he purred, his voice low and filled with desire. "You look absolutely stunning."

I felt a thrill of excitement at his words, knowing that he meant every one of them. I walked over to him, my heels clicking on the hardwood floor. I could feel his eyes on me, devouring every inch of my body.

"I've been waiting for you, darling," he said, his voice rough with desire.

I could feel my own desire growing, a hot flame that threatened to consume me. I knew that we were about to engage in a filthy, depraved act, and I couldn't deny the excitement that coursed through me.

I reached out and placed my hand on his shoulder, feeling the weight of his meaty arm beneath my touch. His skin was warm and strong, and I could feel the tension in his muscles. I leaned in close, my breath hot on his neck as I whispered, "I'm here, Daddy."

He groaned, his hands gripping my waist as he pulled me close. His mouth crashed down on mine, his tongue plunging deep into my mouth. I moaned into his mouth, my desire for him growing with each passing moment.

I could feel his cock stirring against my stomach, and I knew that I had to have him. I broke our kiss, my eyes locked on his as I whispered, "I need you, Daddy."

His eyes darkened, and he growled, "Then take me, Raven."

I didn't hesitate. I reached down and unzipped his pants, my fingers deftly pulling his cock free. It was massive, thick and heavy, and I could feel my pussy wetting itself at the sight of it. I wrapped my hand around it, my fingers barely able to touch as I stroked it.

"Oh, Daddy," I moaned, my voice thick with desire. "You're so big."

He groaned, his hands gripping my hips as I continued to stroke his cock. I could feel his length stretching me, filling me in a way that no one else ever could. I knew that he was mine, and I belonged to him.

"I'm going to stretch you, Raven," he growled, his voice filled with lust.

I moaned, my eyes rolling back as I felt him pushing against my entrance. I could feel my pussy stretching to accommodate him, my wetness coating his cock as he slowly slid inside me.

"Oh, yes, Daddy," I moaned, my voice filled with desire. "Fill me up."

He thrust into me, his cock sliding in and out of my pussy with a filthy rhythm. I could feel my body stretching to accommodate him, my pussy clenching around his cock as I took him deep inside me.

"Fuck, Raven," he growled, his voice rough with pleasure. "You're so tight, so fucking tight."

I moaned, my body trembling with pleasure as he continued to fuck me. His cock slid in and out of me, stretching me in a way that no one else ever could. I could feel my desire growing, a hot flame that threatened to consume me.

"I'm going to cum, Daddy," I moaned, my voice thick with desire. "I'm going to cum so hard."

He groaned, his thrusts becoming more urgent as he felt my pussy tightening around his cock. "Cum for me, Raven," he growled, his voice filled with lust. "Cum on my cock."

I could feel the pleasure building, a hot wave crashing over me as I came. I cried out, my body trembling with pleasure as I felt my orgasm wash over me.

He thrust into me one last time, his cock swelling as he filled me with his cum. I could feel it spilling inside me, my pussy soaked with his seed.

"Oh, yes, Daddy," I moaned, my voice filled with pleasure. "Take your filthy daughter."

He groaned, his cock still pulsing inside me as he filled me with his cum. I could feel him stretching me, his cum coating my insides as I revelled in the filthy pleasure of our union.

As we stood there, panting and sweaty, I knew that our filthy desire for each other would never fade. We were bound together by our shared depravity, our lust for each other stronger than any other emotion.

And as I looked up at my father, my heart raced with excitement, knowing that we would continue our filthy sessions for as long as we both desired.


29.                  Tara’s Lust For Damien

As I walked into the dimly lit room, my heart raced with anticipation. I was Tara, a 22-year-old with long, wavy chestnut hair that cascaded down my back. My hazel eyes sparkled with excitement, and my full lips curved into a seductive smile. I wore a black lace bodysuit that hugged my curves, leaving little to the imagination. My high heels clicked on the polished wooden floor as I approached him.

He was my father's best friend, Damien. At 35, he was a tall, muscular man with a chiselled jaw and piercing blue eyes. His dark hair was slightly dishevelled, giving him a rugged, unkempt appearance. He wore a white button-up shirt, unbuttoned at the collar, revealing a hint of his toned chest. His black slacks hugged his thighs, and his belt accentuated his narrow waist.

Our eyes locked, and I could see the desire burning in his. He licked his lips, and I felt a shiver run down my spine. "Tara," he growled, his voice low and seductive, "you look absolutely stunning."

(NLP Technique: "Tara," he growled, "you look absolutely stunning.")

I blushed, but my heart pounded with excitement. "Thank you, Damien," I whispered, my voice barely a whisper.

He took a step closer, his eyes never leaving mine. "I've wanted you for so long, Tara," he confessed, his voice barely above a whisper. "I've watched you grow up, and I can't resist you anymore."

My heart raced, and my breaths came in short, shallow gasps. "I-I've wanted you too, Damien," I confessed, my voice barely audible.

His eyes widened, and a smile tugged at the corners of his lips. "Are you sure, Tara?" he asked, his voice low and husky.

I nodded, my eyes never leaving his. "Yes, Damien," I whispered, my voice trembling with excitement.

He reached out and gently cupped my face, his thumb brushing against my cheek. "I'm going to make love to you, Tara," he whispered, his voice filled with raw desire.

I swallowed hard, my heart pounding in my chest. "Yes, Damien," I whispered, my voice barely a whisper.

He pulled me closer, his lips crushing against mine. Our tongues danced, and I felt a fire ignite within me. His hands roamed over my body, his touch sending shivers down my spine. I wrapped my arms around his neck, pulling him closer, our passion growing with each kiss.

He broke the kiss, his eyes filled with desire. "I want to taste you, Tara," he whispered, his voice low and husky.

I blushed, but my heart raced with excitement. "Please, Damien," I whispered, my voice barely a whisper.

He knelt before me, his eyes never leaving mine. He gently hooked his fingers in the waistband of my bodysuit, sliding it down my legs. I stepped out of it, standing before him in nothing but my high heels and black lace panties.

He looked up at me, his eyes filled with desire. "You're so beautiful, Tara," he whispered, his voice barely a whisper.

I blushed, but my heart pounded with excitement. "Thank you, Damien," I whispered, my voice barely a whisper.

He reached out and gently traced his fingers over my thigh, sending shivers down my spine. "I want to touch you, Tara," he whispered, his voice low and husky.

I bit my lip, my heart racing with anticipation. "Please, Damien," I whispered, my voice barely a whisper.

He gently lifted my leg, placing it over his shoulder. His fingers traced over my inner thigh, sending shivers down my spine. I moaned softly, my body trembling with desire.

He looked up at me, his eyes filled with desire. "You're so wet, Tara," he whispered, his voice barely a whisper.

I blushed, but my heart raced with excitement. "I-I can't help it, Damien," I whispered, my voice barely a whisper.

He gently traced his fingers over my soaking wet panties, his eyes never leaving mine. "I want to feel you, Tara," he whispered, his voice low and husky.

I swallowed hard, my heart pounding in my chest. "Please, Damien," I whispered, my voice barely a whisper.

He gently slid my panties aside, exposing my wet, swollen clit. He leaned forward, his tongue flicking over my sensitive flesh. I moaned softly, my body trembling with pleasure.

His tongue danced over my clit, sending waves of pleasure coursing through me. I gripped his hair, my hips bucking against his mouth. He continued to lick and suck, his tongue stroking my clit, driving me wild with desire.

I could feel my orgasm building, my body trembling with anticipation. "I'm going to cum, Damien," I whispered, my voice barely a whisper.

He looked up at me, his eyes filled with desire. "Cum for me, Tara," he whispered, his voice low and husky.

I closed my eyes, my body shaking with pleasure. "Oh, Damien!" I cried out, my orgasm crashing over me like a tidal wave.

He continued to lick and suck, milking every last drop of pleasure from me. I collapsed onto the floor, my heart pounding in my chest, my body still trembling from my orgasm.

Damien stood, his eyes never leaving mine. "I want to be inside you, Tara," he whispered, his voice low and husky.

I swallowed hard, my heart racing with excitement. "Please, Damien," I whispered, my voice barely a whisper.

He gently lifted me to my feet, his hands roaming over my body, sending shivers down my spine. He gently pushed me onto the bed, his eyes never leaving mine.

He climbed onto the bed, his body covering mine. His lips crushed against mine, our tongues dancing, our passion growing with each kiss.

He reached down, gently guiding his cock between my legs. I moaned softly, my body trembling with anticipation.

He pushed inside me, his cock sliding deep into my wet, willing pussy. I moaned loudly, my body arching against him, our passion igniting like a wildfire.

He began to thrust, his cock sliding in and out of me, sending waves of pleasure coursing through me. I gripped his shoulders, my hips bucking against him, our passion growing with each thrust.

He leaned down, his lips brushing against my ear. "I'm going to cum, Tara," he whispered, his voice low and husky.

I bit my lip, my heart racing with anticipation. "Cum for me, Damien," I whispered, my voice barely a whisper.

He thrust harder, his cock sliding deeper into me, his orgasm crashing over him like a tidal wave. "Oh, Tara!" he cried out, his cock shooting his cum deep into my pussy.

I moaned softly, my body trembling with pleasure, his cum soaking my inner thighs. He collapsed onto me, his heart pounding in sync with mine.

We lay there, our bodies entwined, our hearts racing with pleasure. "I've wanted you for so long, Tara," he whispered, his voice barely a whisper.

I blushed, but my heart raced with excitement. "And I've wanted you too, Damien," I whispered, my voice barely a whisper.

He gently kissed me, his lips brushing against mine, our passion still burning like a wildfire. "I love you, Tara," he whispered, his voice barely a whisper.

I looked into his eyes, my heart swelling with love. "I love you too, Damien," I whispered, my voice barely a whisper.

As we lay there, entwined in each other's arms, I knew that our love was forbidden, but I couldn't help but feel complete. Our passion had brought us together, and I knew that nothing would ever tear us apart.


30.                  Ella And Daddy Watching Porn

As you read this story, allow your mind to be captivated by the powerful language and vivid imagery. Feel your senses come alive as you immerse yourself in the world of Ella and Gerrard. Let the words wash over you, creating a sensual experience that you will never forget.

I, Ella, am a woman in my late twenties, with long, flowing auburn hair that cascades down my back like a waterfall of fire. My eyes are a captivating emerald green, and my full, pouty lips are always painted a soft shade of pink. I have a curvaceous figure, with large, perky breasts that are often the centre of attention. My hips are wide, and my legs are long and toned, ending in a pair of high, rounded cheeks that I'm quite proud of.

I dress in a way that showcases my body, wearing tight-fitting dresses and skirts that hug my curves, and low-cut blouses that reveal just enough to keep people intrigued. My wardrobe is a mix of professional and sultry, with a touch of elegance that I think suits me perfectly.

As for Gerrard, he is my father, and he is a man in his mid-fifties. He has a strong, rugged appearance, with salt and pepper hair that is always neatly trimmed. His eyes are a piercing blue, and his jawline is sharp and defined. He has a tall, broad frame, with muscles that have been honed over the years by his dedication to fitness. Gerrard dresses in tailored suits, preferring the classic look of a well-fitted jacket and slacks.

Feel the connection between Ella and Gerrard as they share a secret that has been hidden for years. Allow their relationship to intrigue you, as you wonder how such a taboo bond could exist.

From the moment I turned sixteen, Gerrard and I have shared a secret that has become a part of our lives. We watch porn together, exploring the depths of our desires and fantasies. It started as a way for us to connect, to share something that neither of us could with anyone else.

As I watch the explicit scenes on the screen, I feel a thrill course through my body, my heart racing with excitement. Gerrard's breaths grow heavier, his eyes locked on the screen as he absorbs every detail. Our connection deepens, fuelled by our shared passion for erotica.

Savour the forbidden nature of their relationship, as they delve into the world of sexual depravity. Feel the heat between them as they explore their desires, pushing the boundaries of what is considered acceptable.

Our relationship has evolved over the years, from a simple shared interest to a deeply intimate bond. We touch each other, our hands exploring every inch of our bodies, our fingers tracing the contours of our skin. We whisper dirty words into each other's ears, our voices low and husky, our words laced with desire.

Gerrard's touch is firm, his fingers strong and confident. He knows my body, every curve and crevice, every sensitive spot that makes me shiver with pleasure. His cock, thick and lengthy, is a source of both fear and excitement for me. I know that it's his, and yet, I can't help but crave it, to feel it deep inside me, filling me up completely.

Indulge in the sensual language, as it paints a vivid picture of their intimate moments. Feel the raw passion and desire that fills the room, as they explore their forbidden love.

Our lovemaking is intense, our bodies moving in perfect synchronicity. I wrap my legs around his waist, my heels digging into his back, urging him deeper. His hands grip my hips, guiding him into me, his cock sliding in and out of my wet, aching pussy.

"Oh, Gerrard," I moan, my voice hoarse with pleasure. "Fuck me, daddy."

His name on my lips sends a jolt of electricity through me, my clit swelling with need. "That's right, baby," he growls, his voice low and gravelly. "Take it, take my cock."

My pussy clenches around him, my orgasm building quickly. "I, I'm going to cum," I cry out, my voice high-pitched with anticipation.

Gerrard thrusts harder, his cock sliding in and out of me with a wet, slapping sound. "Cum for me, baby," he commands, his voice thick with desire.

My orgasm crashes over me, waves of pleasure washing over me as I convulse around his cock. "Yes, yes, yes!" I scream, my voice lost in the sound of our bodies coming together.

Gerrard follows me over the edge, his cock pulsing inside me as he releases his seed. "Fuck, baby," he groans, his voice heavy with satisfaction.

As we lie there, our bodies slick with sweat and desire, I can't help but wonder what the future holds for us. Our secret is one that we've kept hidden for years, but can it last forever? Or will one day, the truth come out, shattering the fragile bond we've built?
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