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Crazy times!
I turn 14 in that summer before my freshman year-I am seduced my father and now my body is sore, my sex well-thumped. I squeeze my legs together, feeling my clit, mashing it between my thighs, remembering, longing for when my dad gets back home from work. Six p.m. I will be ready. I want him again.
It started just over two years ago. I was 11, three weeks shy of my 12th birthday. My mom got up one morning, and left. No goodbye! No I love you! No note.
That's all she wrote.
My dad and I were devastated. We were cheated. We had no warning of the coming split. We felt like she gut kicked us. Dad, financially set in his college teaching job, struggled with guilt. Blamed himself most of the time. I never really understood why mom left. And nobody confided in me. I was the child. My dad and I spent hours together, consoling, hugging, crying. I was closer to my dad than ever before. Our lives continued.
I grew up quickly. Dad needed my help. All the things we took for granted now fell on my shoulders in addition to my school work. Cooking, cleaning, school, homework, became a daily routine. We were happy!
A year passed quickly. We never heard a word from my mom. Dad did receive papers shortly after mom split, then the divorce went quickly. She never called me. She missed Christmas, my birthday, dad's birthday. She dropped us and went on with life.
Dad was super during this time. He devoted all his time to me and my activities. I turned 16 during the spring of my sophomore year, Dad got me a Jeep. Had it lifted, nice wheels, rims. It looked great! And I looked good driving it. It was fun to have Dad help me pull the top and doors. Stepping out, my long legs stretched to hit the pavement. It accented my long, lithe legs. So high heeled sandals, short shorts, and a tube top were to be the norm during the summer months.
I was fortunate and not expected to have to work. Dad believed that I should enjoy the summer months, see friends, visit the theme park or water park on a regular basis. And, I did not want the thrill of looking for a summer job anyways. We traveled internationally during my summer before my senior year. Dad always came up with the super vacation. He mentioned another “graduation” surprise trip abroad again are in the plans. Now, graduation was just two weeks away.
Dad has been interesting during the second year after mom left. He trimmed his body weight down, purchased a set of home gym equipment, filled our basement with all the best baubles to work out. I got in the habit of working out with him during the evening.
We worked hard, and it soon showed. My body transformed. My arms gained definition, muscles cutting to show my form. My abdomen dropped any body fat I had, and almost rippled with tone. And my legs, my calves, thighs grew taunt, firm with leg lifts, and the many, many miles we put in on the treadmills. Dad even purchased a second one so we could do our mileage together. After the year of hard work, my 5'7” body weighed in at 120 lbs. I could almost make my tits dance by flexing my pecs. A size B cup, they were pert, topped nicely with a large nipple. I had Dad put mirrors on the wall.
He steals glances.
I watch him when he doesn't know it.
Dad stands 6'2", broad shouldered, narrow waist, and nice, tight ass. Dad wears the same ol' stuff all the time to work out. He's either in a tank top or t-shirt, an old ratty pair of athletic shorts, socks and running shoes. I catch myself glancing at him as well. I try to get a peek up his shorts. Best shots have come in the mirror when I am spotting him on the bench press. The bench points directly at a mirror, and with his legs dropped on each side, I sometimes get a quick glance at his covered package. I hope he is looking at my crotch inches from his head. I stand inches from him, my legs parted, and spot his lifting. I have even rocked my hips back and forth while he lifts. He never seems to notice.
As I experienced a change in my body, Dad's shape also changed drastically. He is really hot for a guy in his late 30's. Well toned, tanned, and muscular, his whole attitude has changed. Teaching, he met younger ladies around campus. I swear, many of the ladies he started dating were just out of their teens, early 20s. He would bring them home for dinner often. Nobody stuck around for long.
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He favored another teacher from the university named Amanda.
Amanda seemed to be a smaller version of me, or so I thought. She worked out, had a frame similar to mine only several inches shorter, hair style matched mine, and was also brown eyed. Not long after he brought her home and introduced her, she spent her first night in my Dad's bed.
I had no real memory of my Dad's sex life. I had never thought of sex until Amanda. I had never heard mom or Dad engaged in wild, passionate sex. But enter Amanda, my Dad went stupid, and was always grabbing her, squeezing her tits or caressing her ass when he thought I would not see. I started watching to catch the occurrence, wondering why it would make them giggle so.
Now, I am not a prude. I kiss boys, even share tongue. I have been felt up, even had my pussy mound rubbed through my jeans. But other than an inconvenience, I never have spent time thinking about sex to the extent that some of my best girlfriends do. But watching Dad and Amanda, I would find myself wondering about the twinge feelings I would get in my crotch, or why my nipples would go rigid as I glanced around the corner as my Dad twisted Amanda's nipple through her clothes.
What got me was the first night Amanda stayed. I do not believe it was their first time, but the first time I had to deal with the uncomfortable approach of bedtime. We had kicked back watching a DVD in our media room. Dad and Amanda relaxed behind me on the theater seats as I stretched out on the floor. Now late, and me tired, I kissed Dad goodnight, told Amanda I would see her later, and trundled off to bed.
Time passed, I drifted off to a shallow sleep.
I was awakened first by groans. Inaudible, low level groans. I listened, thinking the wind must be blowing. Instantly, concern for my Dad entered my mind. Was he sick? The groans were coming from the hallway. I rose from my bed, following the pale light from the night light, opened my bedroom door quietly. Glancing outside, nothing was there.
As I pulled the door open, I stepped into the hall, glanced toward the stairs, then turned to the sounds emanating from my Dad's bedroom.
I stepped closer to the door.
All was quiet.
I reached to the handle, ready to slowly, deliberately open the door.
“Oh God yes,” my Daddy groaned.
I froze, my fingers wrapped firmly around the door knob.
“Suck me,” Dad commanded. A thousand pictures jumped in my head. My Dad, his hand firmly wrapped around his stiff shaft, pumping, bringing himself to orgasm, or Amanda's lips firmly wrapped around his pulsating cock, face fucking her wet, pliant mouth and throat. Maybe, my Dad, his hand intertwined in her golden hair, jamming his cock in and out of her mouth forcefully.
Wide eyed, scared I would be heard, I jumped back from the door and quickly, quietly, retreated to my room.
Again, my body ached. My mind played the pictures in my head. My girlfriends talked about such matters on more than one occasion. I laughed off such discussions. I did not have any experience, or interest. Now, my nipples rose firmly up from my chest, my sex yearned, my slit growing wet from my body's desires. My hand quickly snaked down my torso, slipped under my panties. I pleased myself for the next 20-minutes, flashing my created pictures in my head. I drifted to a restless sleep.
I awoke early. Racing downstairs in my normal pj's, I needed coffee. Sitting, sipping my first cup, Amanda entered the kitchen dressed on one of my Dad's softball team shirts. Her legs, athletic and firm, flexed with each step to the cupboard.
She made his shirt look good.
“Good morning,” she said almost apologetically.
“Morning, Amanda,” I responded. “You're still here,” I said without thinking.
She turned to look at me, her nipples rigid under the material. I noted they stood proud, swimming slightly with each movement of her body. She's not that good I thought to myself. What was I thinking? My mind was going a hundred miles an hour. Was my Dad far behind?
“I'm going to get a shower,” I stammered. Rising quickly, I bounded up the stairs, into my bedroom, and plopped on my bed. I sat for several minutes, thinking about my reaction to Amanda in the kitchen. I needed to apologize.
As I headed down the stairs, I could hear grunts coming from the kitchen.
Slowing my pace, I glanced around the refrigerator. My hand reached to cover my mouth instantly. My Dad had Amanda bent over the kitchen table, his hands on her hips, slamming his body back and forth against her. I could not see her, but his naked ass was fully visible to me. His hips slapped her flesh as they both grunted.
Repeatedly, he thrust his body against her backside.
My heart jumped in my throat.
My body froze.
I could not move.
I watched, memorized but what I saw. Forever passed before me. My breathing changed, my hand slid down my body, reaching into my panties, my fingers tracing down, fire burning on my belly. I reached my slit, my finger snaking in to find my clit covered in my juices. I flicked my finger back and forth quickly, my legs opening slightly, opening up my cunt to my probing fingers. I watched with feelings I had not felt before. I wanted to be her. I wanted my pussy pounded, a cock ravaging my body.
“Fuck me you stud,” Amanda went. “Fuck my pussy! Harder!”
“I'm going to come,” Dad went, slapping her right cheek with his hand. The pop made me jump.
“Yes!” Dad almost shouted. He pulled her hips hard back against him, flexing his hips, grinding his lily white ass into her body. His breathing was raspy. Reaching around underneath her body, he leaned over her ass, melding to her back.
I backed off, heading upstairs quickly. I stripped off my clothes and jumped in the shower.
For the first time, I pictured my own Dad as a real sexual being, with a hard cock, long, straight, fat. As I fingered my clit, I closed my eyes. To my surprise, it was my Dad's image that jumped into my mind, his fingers that were rubbing my clit back and forth, his fingers that mashed the sensitive bud against my body. I could feel his lips surround, gently bite my nipples as my fingers twisted and pulled my rigid nipples. I could hear him groaning as he sucked my flesh into his mouth. His fingers dipped into my wet hole, exploring my sex. My breathing quickened.
My lust grew. I needed a few more seconds. My nerves were now on fire, my body arching against my fingers as I flicked my clit back and forth. My orgasm swelled in my crotch.
“Yes Daddy,” I screamed as my orgasm exploded in my body. I humped my fingers, my clit rubbing firmly against my hand as I dipped two fingers deep into my cunt, driving hard and fast.
“Yes Daddy,” I whispered again, slumping back against the wall.



3.


I threw on a pair of running shorts and a bright yellow tube top that accented my deep tan coloring. By the time I got back down stairs, Amanda was gone. Dad was fixing his favorite: breakfast burritos. Usually too much food, way too much for the large tortilla, I always made him cut the portions. It was a game between us.
We ate almost silently.
We talked, shared a few words about the day, plans, normal chat. Finishing, Dad announced he was going to jump in the shower.
I sat, finishing my coffee. My mind was racing again. I ran my hands over the table, my mind placing Amanda face down, ass up at my place, her tits mashed about here, my hands spreading out, fingers flared, wondering how wide her small tits would spread when pushed flat on the table. Running my hand around the edge of the table, I pictured her crotch, flush against the edge of the table, her hips bent, legs draping down, mound pulsating against the coolness of the wood.
Was the table cold? Could you tip your hips up to absorb a cock being shoved into your body? My hand automatically reached to my mound again, my slit, my clit begging for a touch, an orgasm. Did she cum? How did it start? Did Dad lick her pussy? Spread her cheeks to see her wet slit?
God I was getting horny sitting there.
I listened for the shower. It was going. Standing, my mind racing, I pulled my tube top off in one quick motion. My little tits reacted to the cooler air, my nipples standing erect. I cupped each breast, my thumb and finger squeezing, rolling my hardening nipple, tugging them. I bent, stripping the shorts, panties from my body.
Now naked, I stepped to the table. My crotch was table high. I slid my crotch back and forth, feeling the firmness of the wood caress my mound. I could feel my slit pull sideways, back and forth as I slid several inches each way. My clit almost escaped to touch the wood. I reached, placed my hands on the table, grinding my hips harder against the table. My eyes closed, my thoughts lost in my lust. I slid my hands forward, lowering my body on the table.
Cool, my breath escaped me. I slowed my descent, my hard nipples first touching the hardness of the table. I sank the final couple of inches, my breasts now mashed flat under my body.
I pictured Amanda, her petite body in my same position. I heard her labored breathing as my Dad slipped his cock between her cheeks, sliding its head between her wet lips, up, down her slit, searching for, finding her hole. I tried to imagine the urgency of her cunt lips, sucking the cockhead into her body. Grasping, pulling, taking each inch as Dad pushed forward. My hips ground against the table.
My clit, engorged, brushed the edge, sending a electric shock throughout my body. A moan erupted from deep inside my body. I wiggled my hips again, sliding my wet clit along the edge of the table. Involuntary spasms racked my body. My hips thrust forward, forcing my clit to grind against the table even harder.
“Fuck me Daddy,” I whispered. “Please fuck your baby,” I went.
Arching my hips, I slid a hand quickly down to my crotch. My finger dipped into my slit, flicking back and forth over my engorged clit. Seconds passed, I flicked my clit harder, faster as my body responded to me.
Labored breathing, hips flexing, driving my finger along my slit, I humped my digital intruders. My mind pictured my Dad, his hands grasping each half moon, spreading them gently, his tongue reaching deep between them to find my wet gash, penetrating me, rimming my wet hole, sliding down, flicking over my sensitive bud. His teeth grabbed my clit, pulling it into his mouth, sucking, tongue flicking over faster, mashing it against the inside of his mouth. I could feel his teeth, nipping firmly to hold my clit as I humped, pulling up, driving down on his buried face. Suddenly, he drove his tongue deep into my hole, licking, reaming, drawing my flowing juices into his mouth.
My mind exploded. An orgasm ripped through my body, my crotch thumping the finger mashing my clit. I rubbed it for several more seconds.
“Yes Daddy,” I whispered.
Eyes closed, I relaxed, my body absorbing all the feelings pulsating through my cunt, spreading throughout my body. Breathing returning to normal.
Fingers intertwining in my hair, pulling my head back.
A hand on my hip, Dad's body pulling tight against my body, rocking back and forth, grinding against my sex and ass. His hard, firm cock, sliding between my cheeks. Our bodies, rocking forward, pulling back, slapping forward, hips and flesh slapping hard. Humping, grinding bodies, flesh, lust. Hips arched, cock sliding up, down my wet slit. Penetrating, head forced, popping through my opening. A second hand grabbing my other hip bone. Pulling my body back, pulling, pushing his cock in, invading, penetrating, thrusting hard, deep. My breath escapes. Wild eyed, lust, grinding my hips, my muscles sucking, twitching with each little thrust, withdrawal, thrust again. I feel his penetration, sliding deep, hard into my body. Grinding each inch, invading. Pulling out, my lips stretch, grasping his cock, pulling it back in. Then thrust forward hard. His hips slap my ass, the noise exploding, filling the kitchen. Grunting, I absorb his thrust.
“Fuck me Daddy!” I scream.
Thrust after thrust, I absorb his rough penetrations, my body screaming, my lust building, my orgasm festering, reaching closer to exploding forth, filling my body with fire. Our sex, noisy, squishy sounds, juices leaking out, covering his rigid cock, balls slapping my clit. My finger flicks back and forth over my clit. Harder, faster my finger races, the cock invading me, filling me. Slap after slap, his hips jam forward, his cock buried balls deep, grinding, forcing each little fraction of an inch more, driving deep. Groans, grunts fill the room mixed with the noises of our bodies. Piston like, he hammers my cunt. Long, hard strokes. My cunt is on fire, my nerves raw. My finger bringing my clit to orgasm under his powerful strokes. Almost there. My eyes close tight. Body tenses. Orgasm! My body explodes, juices flood from my hole. Dad's cock, slick, slides easier.
“Oh fuck, baby,” Dad growled.
Mind lost! Rational thought gone. Lust controlled! Dad starts faster, harder thrusts into my body, convulsing on its own now. Over my clit, sensitive, driving hard. Dad pulls himself into my body, fingers digging into my hip bones. Pulling, grinding his cock deep. I feel him arch. Table squeaks. Dad grunted loudly. I could feel his cock expand, and spit cum into my body. Squirt after squirt, blast after blast erupted from his magnificent cock. My body grew warm, tingling, my cunt filled with spasms, muscles milking his cock. My muscles grabbed his deflating cock, pulling, sucking it deep, draining any fluids remaining. Body sweating, a film of perspiration covering us. Breathing ragged, deep. Silence.
We remain attached, our bodies joined. Normalcy returns, breathing slows. Dad grinds himself against me. My spasms are pushing his cock out of my body. I arch my hips, my cunt sucking his softening cock back in. I want it in me. I want to feel it. Dad's hands, soft, caress my ass, over the small of my back, up my spine, over the sides, and back down for another pass. Nothing has been said. We are both lost to our desires, feeling, absorbing the aftermath of our sex.
“I love you Daddy,” I whispered.
Dad pulled his deflated cock out of my cunt. My legs, splayed wide, almost ached as I pulled them together. I pushed my torso up, pulling my feet under me. As I stood, Dad wrapped his strong arms around me. Turning me, he pulled me close to his body, wrapping his strapping arms totally around me, a protective shield from the outside world. We rocked together. I listened to his heart beating in his chest. Dad scooped me in his arms, and carried me upstairs to his room. Placing me gently on his bed, he laid beside me, spooned, his arms around me. “I love you too baby,” Dad whispered softly.
We drifted to sleep.
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Several hours passed.
Waking, eyes shut tight, I stretch, elongating my form, toes reaching down, arms high over my head. A complete, full body stretch. My mind is flooded, thoughts racing through my head. My eyes fly open, I search the room. Dad's room! His bed! I was not dreaming. I reached to his pillow, pulling it to my nose. Inhaling, I smell my father. Rolling over, I glance around the bedroom, then out the door. Dad's nowhere to be found. A note, left on his side of the bed, instructs me to get a shower. He is off to teach his first accelerated class for the early summer session.
I head back to my room. Over the next hour, I took a long, hot shower, shaving my legs, underarms, and putting lotion all over my body. Supple, soft, I admire myself in the mirror. “Not too shabby,” as my Dad always quotes. I grinned ear-to-ear. I got redressed in my outfit for the day, grabbed lunch, then headed out to do some shopping. I had in mind a new Barbie doll outfit for sleepwear. I wondered how long it would stay on.
Arriving back home, I worked on a paper due for a term project. My thoughts wandered often, but I made good progress. I heard my Dad's garage door open, so flew down stairs to meet him in the kitchen. As he entered, I ran, jumped in the air, and caught him in mid flight, my arms wrapping quickly around his neck, hugging him tight, my legs wrapping firmly around his middle.
“Hi Daddy!” I shouted.
My exuberance showed.
I was excited to have him back.
I wanted to ensure no second thoughts were in his mind.
His hand caressed my back, he looked deep into my eyes. “Hey,” he responded. I leaned forward to kiss him, my lips softly touching his, my tongue darted out, lightly licking his lips. Our lips pressed more firmly together, a soft, first time kiss shared as lovers.
Awkward! Definitely awkward! But as we kissed, the weirdness passed. Our tongues touched, danced. I pulled him tighter against me, pulling my hips down over his crotch. I groaned, a deep guttural groan. Our kisses grew more urgent. Dad dropped his book bag as he sucked my tongue into his mouth. Pulling up for air, Dad nibbled on my neck as I arched my head up, exposing more skin.
“Take me to the family room,” I commanded.
Dad swayed, shifting from one foot to the other. Slowly we headed for the family room.
“Your command is my desire,” he said.
Reaching the family room, I jumped out of his arms, pushed him back on the couch. Kneeling in front of him, I reached to him, pulling his polo shirt off his body. My fingers traced along his pecs, my nails raking gently over his skin.
I leaned to suck his man nipple into my mouth. My tongue danced over it, his muscled chest flexed against my mouth. My other hand found his remaining exposed nipple, rolling it between my thumb and index finger. I swapped nipples, traversing his chest with my mouth and tongue. Once I reached my destination, I sucked, almost bit his nipple with vengeance. His body arched against my mouth.
I slid my hand down his body, down his leg. Reaching the bottom of his shorts, I slid my hand up his thigh, under his shorts. Nothing! No growing cock! My fingers slid back and forth, searching.
“Left leg, baby,” he instructed me. Switching hands, I slid my right hand up his left thigh. There, waiting for me was his hard cock, covered by his briefs. I stroked upwards, my nails sliding back and forth over the shaft, firmly and quickly. Daddy groaned. I wrapped my fingers around his rigid cock, and pumped hard. Dad squirmed, growling deep in his throat. Leaning back, I reached to his belt, opening it quickly, and opened the shorts.
“Stand, drop,” I said.
It did not take him long. Now, naked, he sat back down on the couch. I dropped forward, my hands wrapping around his shaft, pulling the skin upwards.
My tongue reached out to touch the head, slowly rolling over the head, into the eye, and down along the rim of his crown. Opening wide, I placed my lips on his cock, sucked hard and pulled his meat into my mouth. Dad's hips thrust forward, driving more cock into my mouth. I pulled back quickly, licked my lips, and dove back down on him. I jammed his cock into my mouth. Larger than most guys I had seen, his cock fit nicely.
As I approached my gag reflex, I hesitated, relaxed my throat, and pushed myself down again.
His engorged cock slid deep into my mouth and throat. My tongue swirled around his shaft. I sucked hard. Pulling off, I looked at my Dad's face. Thrown back on the couch, his face was pure bliss. I grabbed his balls roughly, squeezing firmly. Eyes wide open, he almost yelped. I softened my assault on his balls. As he reached to the back of my head, I leaned forward, engulfing him again. I bounced my head on his cock, sucking hard, driving down, pulling up slowly, sucking hard, my cheeks hallowed from sucking hard.
Then, back down hard, grinding my mouth deep on him, my tongue licking the underside of his massive cock, reaching to touch his sac.
To suck his hairy balls…
“Stop, baby,” Dad whispered.
“What is it, lover?”
“I need to taste you,” he said.
Pulling up, I stood, slowly pulling my tube top off, exposing my firm, rigid tits for Dad's gaze.
“Beautiful,” he breathed softly. Grabbing my shorts, I turned away from him, pulled the shorts down slightly, just far enough to see my crack. I bent at the waist, dropping my shorts and panties in one movement. Spreading my feet, I shifted my weight back and forth, looking at my Dad from the side.
His eyes never left my ass or slit peeking from between my legs.
“Daddy, lick me,” I told him.
I wanted him.
I wanted his tongue in me, licking my body, touching my clit.
Dad scrambled to his knees, grabbed my hips, and pulled his face into my ass quickly. His tongue reached deep between my legs, licking up my slit. Reaching my hole, he pushed his face hard against my backside, jamming his tongue deep in my wet hole. My legs almost buckled. Locking my knees, I ground my body back against him, meeting each push with my own in return.
“Turn around,” Dad said. I stood as Dad moved forward slightly, his hands reaching behind my ass, pulling my crotch to his face. Dad pulled my leg up, opening my cunt to him. He attacked my engorged clit.
My body reacted, thrusting against his face as he sucked my clit into his mouth. Lost in this new feeling, I reached to him, pulling him deeper. This was the first man to ever suck my cunt, to flick his tongue over my clit. I growled deep, pulling his face tighter against me. I thought he might smother. My lips spread, wrapping on his face. I humped him hard. Lights, exploding behind my closed eye lids, grinding my cunt on his face, I thrust involuntarily against his mouth and tongue.
Harder, faster I humped him. Seconds more, my body went rigid. I came hard. Never before like this, on a tongue. I ground my cunt against his mouth hard. Thrusting, humping. My body went limp.
I slumped to the floor.
Dad attached, licking my slit, drinking my pussy juices.
I pushed him down on his back, his rigid cock pointing to the air. I reached, grabbed his cock, moved to straddle him.
I passed my leg over him.
I aimed his cock to me, and slid my hungry cunt down on him.
His hands reached for my tits, roughly squeezing, pulling my nipples. I ground my body down, impaling my body with his rigid cock. Up, down, I pulled his meat with my cunt muscles. My lips stretched, holding firm on his sticky cock. My juices flowed, lining his cock and balls with my juices. He reached his hand into my crotch, his thumb running over my open slit, mashing my clit against my body.
A jolt of lust ran through me.
I jammed his cock deep into my body. Now grinding down hard, I arched my hips front wards, backwards, hard and fast, beating his cock with my cunt. I fucked him hard. Our breathing came in gasps. Rocking my body, I tried to rip his hard cock from his body, jamming up, down, sideways, front, back, but ever deeper. I drove down so hard, I tired to jam his nuts up my cunt as well.
I wanted all of my Daddy!
“Come for me Daddy!” I commanded. “I want to feel you pump sperm in my body! I need your sperm!” I continued. “Feels good Daddy! Fuck me Daddy!” I started to chant over and over softly.
“Fuck me Daddy fuck me daddy fuck me daddy fuck me daddy.”
Each time, I ground my hips down hard, lifted up, and drove down hard again. Our bodies slapped together, my ass slapping down on his hips. I bounced up, down, and repeated harder. Dad grabbed my hips, pulling me down hard, his nails almost tearing into my flesh. Groaning loud, almost screaming, Dad's hips rose up off the floor.
Body tensed! One last thrust, Daddy exploded, driving his cum out of his sac, into his shaft, and spitting it deep into my body. I could feel his muscles spasm, his cock expand, then erupt forth, filling me again. I swirled my hips, feeling each spurt of his seed in my body. I leaned forward, down, resting my body on his as his cock spit its last drops of seed. Stretching my legs out, I clasped my legs, holding his cock in my cunt.
“Hey Daddy! Welcome home! How was your day?” I inquired. I continued to grind my wet, soaked, filled cunt on his flaccid cock.
“Do it again Daddy!”
There, on the carpet, my Dad beneath me, his shriveling cock pulling out of my thrashed cunt, I laid my head on his expansive chest. Our naked bodies melded. I wiggled closed to him, mashing my tits on him, humping my crotch slightly, his cock stretched between my legs, locked in my slit. Dad stroked my hair, his hands exploring my back…
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“Baby,” he muttered.
Nothing more was said. It did not take long for Dad to grow uncomfortable lying on the carpet, me on top of him. Rolling to the side, he kind of dumped me off him, only his arm now held underneath my head, over my shoulder and down my back. He pulled me close, hugging me firmly. Pulling back, his hand slid between our bodies, his fingers grabbing my rigid nipple firmly. He rolled the hard nub between his thumb and index finger, rolling it back and forth. Tingles ran through my tit directly to my crotch. My arm instinctively pulled up, flattening his hand over my tit. I leaned to nuzzle his neck just as he gave my nipple another firm squeeze. I nipped at his neck, grabbing his skin between my teeth. He groaned deeply as I sucked his flesh into my mouth.
I reached down his body, searching for his cock. Flaccid, hanging down to the carpet, it was easy to find. Sticky! I noticed how sticky his cock was. It had to be my juices coating him. Some crusty, some sticky, some dribbling at the end of his cock. I wrapped my fingers around the man meat, pumping the limp shaft, my hand bouncing off his nuts. I released his cock, grabbing his hanging sac. His hips arched toward me as I squeezed. A grunt escaped his lips as I rolled the balls in my hand.
“I've got your balls in my hand,” I sang to the tune we all know.
Dad chuckled, looking deep into my eyes.
“Time for a shower, sweetie,” Dad groaned.
I rose and a stream of juice leaked from my cunt, dropping on Dad's thigh.
“Oh my,” Daddy said.
Turning, I grabbed my shirt, wiped his thigh, and stuffed the material between my legs. I ran up the stairs. Hesitating in the hall, I looked first to my door, then Dad's bedroom door. A crisp swat of my left cheek got my attention.
“My shower, baby,” Dad said.
I tossed my shirt into the clothes basket by the closet. I hesitated, wondering if I should take it to my room on the way out.
Dad grinned. “Doesn't matter babe,” he read my mind. I stepped into the shower, turning the knobs to get a stream of hot liquid. Taking another step, I was able to completely immerse myself in the hot stream of the shower. Dad followed quickly. As the water cascaded over my body, I noted Dad focused on my tits, the nipples rigid, poking straight out, lifting upward on my firm breasts. I pulled my hand to my nipple, flicking my fingertip back and forth over the firm nub. “Can I do that,” Dad inquired? I lifted my chest upwards, pointing my tits his direction.
“They're beautiful,” he said as he reached out to touch me.
His thumb and index finger carefully took the nipple, rolled it slightly between them, and pulled slightly, stretching the nipple taunt. Goose bumps formed on my legs. I groaned in my throat. Reaching under my tit, I lifted the flesh upwards, offering it to my father.
“Daddy, suck my nipple,” I asked coyly.
Dad bent at the waist quickly. With water running down from my shoulder, tendrils of water rippled over my flesh, Dad stared at my hard nipple. His tongue snaked out of his mouth, he moved forward to me. He licked around the nipple, touching it only with his tongue. I reached to him, my hand caressing his hair, and pulled him closer. His lips locked around my nipple, his face now attached to my flesh. He sucked my skin into his mouth, his teeth taking my nipple firmly, clamping down softly as his tongue danced over the flesh inside his mouth. My knees almost buckled.
A shot of desire shot through my tit, down my body, directly to my crotch. I growled out loud. Daddy took this as a signal, reaching to grab my other tit, his hand closing over the flesh firmly, squeezing the nipple hard. I closed my eyes, absorbing each flick of his tongue, each caress of his firm grasp. I moved my body, forcing more tit into Daddy's mouth.
“Suck me Daddy! Suck my nipple! Yes Daddy! Oh yes Daddy,” I whispered to spur him on. God I wanted him to bite me, hold me firmer in his teeth. “Bite me a tiny bit, Daddy,” I grunted. Daddy took more flesh in his mouth, biting harder, just enough to get my attention. “Oh fuck Daddy, just right,” I cried out. Daddy quickly let my tit go, moving to the other one, and repeating our dance.
My nipples ache. My crotch begged, needing cock. I reached down my body, my fingers parting my lips, my finger slipping gently into my pussy. My fingertip danced over my engorged clit. My knees spread as I began hammering my swollen clit. Dad heard me playing in my crotch. He reached to me, his hand rubbing over mine. As his hand slid past my clit, his finger slipped into my folds, then snaked quickly into my wet hole.
Dad hesitated only slightly, letting me grow accustomed to his penetration. Pulling out, he added a second finger. I grunted loudly, my body slumping on his hand. He pushed up hard, driving his fingers completely in my body. He started hammering my cunt, thrusting his fingers in and out, driving my body toward a powerful orgasm. I leaned to his neck, biting the flesh of his shoulder softly. I growled into his skin as he thrust deep, pulling my body to him. He bit down on my nipple again. I closed my eyes, my lust washing over my body. Groaning, grunting, I humped Daddy's fingers, even pulling on his wrist to jam them into my body.
I grabbed Daddy's cock. It was hard, massive, and hung heavy between his legs. God I wanted it again. I wanted to be ravaged, filled with his seed.
“Please Daddy, make me come,” I asked. “Make me come,” I repeated. Daddy took charge, pulling up, pulling me close as his hands focused on my clit. Back and forth, he forced the clit flat against my flesh, his fingers spreading my lips with each thrust, my lips stretching to hold them as he withdrew for the next thrust. I arched back and forth to match his thrusts of his fingers.
I was close.
“Don't stop Daddy! Almost there,” I whispered. Seconds passed. My cunt exploded, my orgasm rushing through my body. I was hot, flashes of lust growing in me. I pumped his cock hard, pulling his flesh to me. I bent at the waist, pulling his meat to look me in the face. I opened my mouth, slamming my face down on him, driving his cock into my mouth and throat. I wanted all of it! I wanted his cum! I wanted him to ask me to swallow his cum! Pulling off, stroking him,
“Cum for me Daddy,” I asked. I lowered my face again, Daddy's hands wrapped around my head, pulling me tight against him, his cock parting my lips, driving into and through my mouth, sliding down my throat. I ground my face on his cock. My lips touched his pubic hair. I opened wide, driving the last tiny bit of cock into my throat.
He was screaming. “Suck me, girl! Oh God,” he repeated. “Yes,” he groaned hard, pulled me to him, thrust deep, and exploded in my mouth. Spurt after spurt exploded into my mouth. Hot, sticky, salty, blast after blast coated my mouth. I swallowed every spurt, sucking hard to drain his monster buried in my face.
My cheeks hallowed I sucked him so hard. As he deflated, I let him slide out of my mouth, then attacked it again, sucking it quickly back into the depths of my mouth and throat. He had leaned back against the wall, his knees gone. I squeezed his nut sac hard, his hand quickly reaching to me, forcing my hand away as her growled. He grabbed my arms, lifting me to my feet. Water continued to wash over our bodies.
He held me close, murmuring in my ear.
“Jesus, baby,” he whispered softly.
He pulled me closer, hugging my body against his. We swayed for several minutes, our arms wrapped tightly around each other, the hot water covering our bodies. Slowly, we parted, taking our turn in the hot water, washing, cleansing our bodies.
I stepped out first, grabbing a towel to dry my body. Dad watched me as I wrapped the large, soft towel around me, drying every inch of my body. I liked him watching me, his face showed a warmth, a glow that I knew was for me. I teased, covering my tits, slowly pulling the material down, allowing the hard nipple to display, lifting the breast up, rolling my hand over the tit, massaging the nipple under my palm. I turned, showing my ass, sliding the towel down, my thigh. I bent at the waist, pushing the towel down to my ankles, rocking back and forth just slightly, my ass framing my slit, showing, teasing my Daddy.
He reached and stroked his chubbing cock. I bounded out of the bathroom, heading for his bed. I jumped on the bed, lying flat on my stomach facing away from the bathroom door, my legs spread wide. I wanted Daddy to see my ass as he approached the bed. I waited, my mind racing.
What would Daddy do?
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Daddy came in several minutes later.
He approached the bed slowly. I lay quietly, my eyes closed, waiting. He placed a knee between my legs, his hands reaching to the back of my knees. His hands slid up my thighs as he moved forward. I let a deep breath escape my lips as his hands slid up my thighs, reaching my ass. I groaned as his fingers danced up over the cheeks to the small of my back. Hesitating, Daddy pulled his hands back down, his palms flattening on my cheeks.
I could feel his breath on my ass.
His thumbs slid into my crack softly, parting my cheeks. His lips tucked into my flesh, his tongue running up my ass, and back down. Slowly, very slowly, he licked down over my tight hole, his tongue reaming my rosebud, then sliding down to my wet slit. I was soaked. I arched my hips up, opening my crotch to his mouth. I moaned hard as he stuck his tongue into my body.
“Daddy,” I went. “Yes Daddy,” I moaned.
I arched my back hard, lifting my hips up to meet his penetrating tongue.
Coating his tongue with my juices, he again moved up my ass, his tongue leaving a trail of goose bumps, of tingles, of fire that caused my hips to thrust up, hump down slightly, then thrust up again. Spreading my cheeks open, his tongue drove hard against my tight hole.
My sphincter tightened against the intruder, holding tight. Daddy pushed forward hard, his tongue teasing. My mind wanted him, my body held firm. Daddy slipped his hand down, his finger finding a wet, beckoning hole begging for his penetration. I gasped as he slammed a finger completely into my cunt. He moved the finger in all directions at once, lighting a quick fire in my wet box. I humped it hard, up and down I forced my hips as he slammed his finger in and out of my pussy.
He added a second finger, stroking me hard, working my wet hole, fucking me deep. His tongue was relentless on my ass. He moved down, stuck his tongue on his fingers, licking my juices. Moving back up, his wet tongue slopped over my tight hole, coating me. Moving to the side, he bit softly into the flesh of my ass, holding the skin firmly without hurting me.
In a sudden movement, his thumb touched my ass, pushed forward, popping the tip through the tight ring, sliding to the first knuckle. I screamed, driving my face into the pillow. Wild eyed, surprised, I jammed my hips back against his penetration. He slid the thumb out slightly, then pushed forward hard. His coated fingers penetrated my wet hole, his thumb driving into my ass, filling both holes at once.
Without hesitating, Daddy started thrashing my body, his thumb and fingers pulling out in unison, jamming forward together, driving into my body. My body reacted, I grabbed the covers, holding firmly, driving my body against Daddy thrusts. He focused on driving his thumb deeper. Tight, my muscles squeezed hard, wrapping around the intruder. Grunting with each thrust, I slowly began to build a fire in my belly, my body screaming for penetration, my hips lifting, giving access to my most private of parts.
“Fuck me Daddy!” I screamed. I burned, my body needing more. Daddy continued to pound my cunt and ass. I lost all thought. My mind screamed in flashes, in grunts, in groans. My lust filled the room. Sex noises erupted in my ears, my squishy cunt, the sound of flesh slapping flesh softly filled my brain.
“Stick you cock in my ass,” I told him.
Daddy moved quickly.
On his knees, his hands lifted my body up, my knees sliding under me. He pushed his cock into my wet slit, driving it into my wet cunt. Once, twice, three times he slammed his hips forward, the last slapping my flesh hard with his body. Our grunts, our bodies slapping together filled my senses. Daddy pulled back, hesitating. I felt the tip of his cock touch my tight hole. I drove back, Daddy pushed forward hard. The head of his cock exploded into my ass. My mind screamed, lights flashed as the pain flooded my senses. I pulled forward quickly, pulling the gigantic cock out of my ass.
But Daddy pulled me back, his hands firmly grabbing my hips. His cock swiftly penetrated my ass, pulling me onto him, driving his cock quickly into my body. Senses lost, pain seared my brain.
Pulling deep, Daddy hesitated. My body absorbed his cock. I lived. I thrust my hips up and down, grinding more cock into my body.
Lust won.
My body exploded.
I rode his cock deep, fucking the shit out of him, as my own shit coated his cock, creating an erotic but weird sell.
A demon drove my hips in movements I never dreamed, humping, thrusting, driving back against Daddy. And he rode me hard. Slamming my hips, grinding each inch, he hammered my virgin ass. I was hot, my body immersing itself in my lust.
Closing my eyes tight, I pictured Daddy, hands holding my hips, seeing his cock pulling out of my ass, my tight ring stretching, my muscles holding firm, sucking his massive cock into my depths. I thrust my hips back, slamming his body.
We were breathing in gasps, grunts driving our bodies with each thrust. Daddy ground his hips against my ass hard.
Daddy chanted “baby” over and over. With my chest flat on the bed, my ass took his thrusts, demanding more. I tensed, my body cumming with his thrusts. Daddy exploded, driving his cock deep into my ass, holding tightly, I could feel his spurts of cum flooding me. I slumped down, pulling Daddy with me, his cock buried in my ass. I laid, trying to catch my breath. Daddy nibbled on my neck and shoulders, his breathing rapid, shallow. He continued to grind his hips against my ass.
“So good, baby,” he whispered. “So good,” and his voice trailed off.
I drifted to sleep, my Daddy on top of my ass, his cock deflating, slipping.
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I awoke slowly.
On my back, warm licks, my clit engorged.
Daddy was eating my pussy.
His teeth firmly held my clit in his mouth, his tongue mashing my clit against the inside of his mouth, his teeth. My hips lifted up to his mouth. My hips lifted by Daddy's strong hands. Dangling over me, a semi-rigid cock. My mouth opened, my tongue reached to wash over the head. His hips slumped down, letting his flaccid cock slide into my mouth. My hands reached around his hips, pulling his ass to me. His cock slid completely down my throat, his hips grinding against my lips.
His balls rested on my eyes and forehead.
I sucked him hard.
I wanted life in this limp piece of meat.
I wanted to ride him, facing his feet, to drive him deep in my cunt. I wanted my engorged lips to wrap around his balls as I thrust my hips back and forth. I wanted to slam his cock back and forth, almost ripping it from his body.
I wanted him to say “Not bad for an 14-year old!”
I wanted him to forget that teacher Amanda ever existed. Tilting my head, I sucked his cock completely into my mouth and throat. I hummed on his balls.
Daddy bit down harder on my clit as I inhaled his cock. Holding it firmly, he shook his head back and forth, his tongue dancing over my engorged clit. His fingers pulled my slit open, his fingertips dipping into the wet slit, toying with my hole.
First one, then another fingertip slipped in and out of my hole. I arched my hips, lifting my crotch up, opening my legs wide. I reached to push Daddy's head down, pushing his mouth to my hole. I humped his face, his tongue reaching deep into my hole.
He assaulted my hole, driving his tongue deep, thrusting hard, repeatedly into my body. I closed my legs along the side of his head, humping my hips up against his face. I lost it, coming almost instantly. I attacked his cock with abandon, driving the monster deep in my mouth and throat. My orgasm washed over me. Daddy grew hard in my mouth.
Pushing him off, I turned around, lifted my knee, aimed his cock at my gaping hole, and slid my body down his shaft. I watched his face as I lowered my body down. He grabbed my tits, rolling the nipples in his fingers. I growled in appreciation as I slammed my cunt down on his cock. I buried it completely in my body. I thrust forward, slammed backwards, and rode him hard.
Lifting up, watching my lips stretch to hold his meat in me, I slammed down hard, driving his cock completely inside me again. Rotating my hips, I ground my body on his Daddy meat. I lifted up slightly, turning my body around to face his feet, never taking his cock out of my cunt, I again lowered myself hard on his shaft. It slid deep.
Rocking my hips, I got every inch he had. My pussy lips wrapped over his balls, coating them with my juices. Daddy's hands grabbed my ass, his fingers and thumb holding firm. As I leaned over, grabbing near his knees, his hands pushed my ass up. I slammed my hips back down, grinding his cock hard against my clit.
“God Daddy,” I grunted. “Do my ass Daddy,” I said as I rose, slammed down again.
Daddy reached quickly for my ass. His thumb popped through, reaching to the first knuckle. As I rode forward and down, Daddy jammed his thumb into my ass. Soon, we got a rhythm, my body fucking down on him, his thumb stuck deep in my ass.
Daddy started bucking, thrusting his hips upwards, wanting to shoot his cum into my body. Within seconds, he erupted, flooding my insides once again. I fucked him hard, relentlessly for the next several minutes.
I jilled my own clit, making myself cum, my juices flooding over us. I sat upright, forcing his deflating cock back into my body once more, grinding my clit and cunt on him. I was exhausted.
Daddy laid quietly, his eyes closed. I pulled off him, watching his flaccid cock flop on his stomach as it dropped out of my cunt. I turned, stretching out beside him, snuggling up against his body. I rested my head on his shoulder. We drifted to sleep.
We woke abruptly.
“What the fuck is going on here?!” a voice screamed.
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Amanda screamed: “What the fuck is going on here?!”
“Get out,” yelled my Dad, jumping up and moving to face Amanda. Taking her arm, Dad led her physically out of the bedroom. I pulled the blanket up over my head, wanting to hide, to make the experience go away.
“You fucking asshole! You pervert!”
Her voice grew less audible as Dad took her down the stairs. “Little bitch!” I heard last. I closed my eyes hard, doubling over, locking my knees to my chest. I rocked myself softly. I hummed to myself. Quiet, warmth spread around me under the blanket.
Darkness again surrounded me…
I drifted to sleep.
Some time during the night, Daddy returned. I woke about 4:00 a.m., he was with me, his breathing slow, deep. He was deep asleep. I moved over to him, pushing my back side to his front, snuggling close. He stirred slightly, his arm moving over my waist, his hand up my front, draping down by my tits. Safety, security assured, I again drifted off.
I woke, Daddy was still sleeping soundly. We had parted in the past several hours, he turned to his stomach, head facing away from me. I slid quickly, quietly out of the bed. I looked at him.
He looked peaceful. My chest swelled, my love for him almost bursting out of my body. I slipped quietly out the door, down the hall to my bathroom. Starting the shower, I took my turn on the pot, and jumped into a hot stream of water. Soon, it was cascading over my body. I moved side to side, allowing it to flow over first one shoulder then the other shoulder, streams of water running down my body.
I reached for the shampoo, washing my hair thoroughly. I rinsed my hair, conditioning as I finished. I grabbed my body soap,
My mind raced to our lovemaking. My cunt throbbed, blood rushing to my clit. I squeezed my legs tightly together. My hand holding the soap moved over my tits slowly, tantalizingly.
I closed my eyes. My free hand moved down my torso, sliding in the cascading water, over my mound, my slender finger quickly jumping into my sex, raking my fingernail over my swelling clit. Rubbing a nipple hard, I mashed my clit against my body, starting to flick it back and forth.
My body responded, a warmth spreading through my core as I flicked my clit back and forth. My now soap free hand was caressing my firm tit flesh, rolling the hard nipples between my fingers. I would slide my finger deep into my crotch, penetrating my hole, sliding my finger deep into my body, slamming my hole, retreating to my clit, and repeating. I fucked myself hard. I lost thought, I lost time, I became lost in my bodies fire, my hips humping my own hand, pressing firmly against my palm as my fingers danced over my clit. My mind projected a massive cock into my crotch with each penetration of my finger. I opened my legs wide, spreading my lips, thrashing my own clit.
Both hands now worked my clit hard, with one hand thrusting several fingers into my wet hole, the other pulling, twisting, mashing my clit. My orgasm approached quickly, with the force of a runaway train. I could feel it coming, driving my hands to a frenzy in my crotch. Every fiber of my sex screamed, every nerve afire, every penetration fixed to the cock, the massive Daddy cock invading my hole, driving me to my orgasm. Grunting loudly, I came. My breathing came in gasps as my fingers continued their assault on my clit and cunt.
Without slowing my masturbation, my clit jumped to life, another orgasm approaching again.
My brain screaming loudly, I came a second time. I slowed my fingers, my hands now softly pressing my mound, my fingers carefully caressing my clit. My breathing began returning to normal. I slumped to a sitting position, the hot water cascading over my body. Turning, I let the spray land directly on my crotch as I leaned back, feeling the glow of sex spread through my body. Regaining all senses, I rose, turned off the shower, jumped out and toweled dry.
I dressed quietly.
Heading downstairs, I fixed coffee.
I knew Daddy would wake soon, and his first question would be “That coffee ready yet?” I ran out and grabbed the Sunday morning paper, placed it at his place at the table. I went to the family room, turned on the TV to watch Sunday Morning with Charlie, my favorite news show. We always watched it together.
This morning, Daddy slept later than normal. I wondered how long he had been up with Amanda. I shook my head, wondering about Amanda. I grabbed a cup of coffee, curled up in my place on the couch, and watched the show.
Shortly, Daddy did come down, his hair tussled, sleep combed. One side was almost straight up. I laughed at him as he got his coffee and headed for his chair. “Sit here,” I asked as he approached, patting the space beside me. He did, sliding in beside me. I noted he had on an old favorite pair of athletic shorts and a t-shirt, appropriate to get the day started before his shower.
“Hey baby,” he whispered. “You okay?” he asked. “I hope everything is okay with us,” he continued as he leaned my direction, his eyes pleading. I reached to him, my hand caressing the side of his face.
“Daddy, everything is great,” I said.
Unplanned, I leaned to him, kissing him directly on the mouth, lingering, my tongue slipped quickly between my lips, between his, dancing with his tongue. We maintained the kiss longer than I anticipated. Daddy's hand reached around my head, pulling me close. The kiss was tender, loving, expressive, yearning. Our first kiss was followed by little kisses, playful kisses, lip tugging, and more kisses.
We each moaned, our breathing the most noticeable thing about this sequence of kisses. We moved closer, moving our bodies, twisting. Being more nimble, I moved over his legs, straddling him, my crotch planted directly on his lap. As we kissed, I could feel his cock growing under my ass.
Suddenly, Daddy pulled back.
“I need a shower, baby,” he stated, pushing me off his lap, jumping up, and heading up stairs. “Start breakfast sweetie,” he said. “Sausage casserole,” he yelled as he headed upstairs.
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Dad finished his shower, and came back down shortly. I was up pouring another cup of coffee as he rounded the corner of the kitchen. I stood tall, giving a great view of my form as he entered the kitchen.
“How much time before breakfast is served?” he asked.
“Thirty minutes,” I said.
He headed directly to his chair at the table.
“Baby, come here,” he instructed. Carrying my coffee, I sauntered up to his chair, standing in front of him. Spreading his legs, he reached to pull my body closer. His hands caressed up and down my legs.
Nothing was said. He pulled me close, wrapping his arms around my backside, pulling my body tight against him. Me standing, him in his chair, my crotch was way below his mouth. Bending over, grasping my ass cheeks, Dad pulled my crotch to his mouth, kissing my clothes, blowing warm air into my crotch through my shorts.
His hands slid up, his fingers grazing under my shorts, running over my panties, pulling me forward. I raised a foot to his chair, slipping it beside his thigh, opening my legs wide, opening my crotch to him. My hand caressed his shoulder, the other one running my fingers through his thinning hair.
His mouth found my mound, moving down, his tongue tracing my slit, pushing the material firmly against my sex. I groaned appreciatively.
Pushing my leg down, leaning back, his hands grabbed my waist band, pulling the shorts down in one easy motion. A second pass, he removed my panties. My furry mound was now naked to his gaze, his mouth, his tongue approached me. I arched forward, wanting him to taste me. Clean, freshly washed, I knew I would taste great. I placed my foot back on the edge of his chair as his tongue slipped just slightly into my folds, pressing on my clit. My hips jumped into his face involuntarily.
He pulled back.
“Here's the plan,” he said. “I want a snack before breakfast,” he said.
Reaching back to the table, he patted his place at the table.
“I want your ass right here,” he said.
He moved to turn his chair around. He gave me room to slide along the table. It was cold on my bare ass, but I moved directly in front of him.
“Up,” he commanded softly. I moved to sit on the table.
“Lay down, baby,” he instructed.
He directed my legs, placing them on the sides of his head, supported by the arms of the chair. He moved close to the table, sliding between my spread legs. Leaning forward, he inhaled deeply, and growled. His head turned, he nipped the flesh of my thigh softly, kissing along the leg, moving painfully slow up my thigh toward my crotch.
At the top of my leg, he pulled back, and moved low on the other thigh, and repeated his march toward my cunt. As he got closer, his tongue reached out, thrashed one side of my lips back and forth, moved top to bottom without really penetrating me, and moved to the other lip, repeating his teasing.
My ass flexed repeatedly, lifting my crotch up, trying to capture his tongue in my slit. My body was now burning with desire. My cunt was flooding, my senses focused on my crotch. He stretched his arms up under my legs, lifting them, around my hips to the front of my body, pulling my body toward the edge of the table.
Groaning, he pulled my cunt firmly against his mouth. He sucked my clit deep into his mouth without any teasing, any additional foreplay at all, just sucked the fucking thing into his mouth hard and fast. A grunt scream escaped my lips as I humped my pussy into his face. He thrashed my clit, holding it between his teeth, nipping at the flesh, his tongue grinding it hard against the inside of his teeth, back and forth.
His head turned side to side quickly, pulling, stretching my clit hard, his mouth pressing hard against my sex. Such direct, focused thrashing of my clit lifted my orgasm immediately, driving me hard toward blowing my goods quickly. My hands helped lift my crotch, almost pushing my cunt into his mouth. I was gasping for breath. I arched, tilted my hips, wanting him to eat me, wanting to cum on his mouth.
I was lost. No thought, just desire forced my body forward. I grunted, groaned deeply. I clamped my legs over his back, pulling his body tighter into my crotch, driving his face firmly into my cunt. He continued his assault on my clit.
“Yes,” I grunted over and over.
I raced to my orgasm like the road runner, running hard and fast headlong into his assault on my clit. Within minutes, my body screamed for climax.
My cunt drove all thought. I reacted, humping, driving my body against his mouth, his tongue. He licked up and down my slit, reaming my hole, forcing his tongue deep, then licking back to my clit, sucking it into his mouth again. This was repeated many, many times over the next 20-minutes.
My body tensed, my hips arched, my ass lifted up from the table. Arching high, breath held, I came. My hips thrust up and down hard, grinding each inch of tongue into my hole, each nip of my clit.
Arching, holding high one more time, my body exploded into a second orgasm as big as the first. I screamed, my hips dropping flat on the table. I had to reach and push him away from my cunt.
My clit was too sensitive to have him eat me anymore.
I squeezed his head with my thighs.
He stood quickly, grabbed his rigid cock, pressed against my soaked slit, pulled the head up and down between my soft lips, found my wet hole, and pushed forward hard. His cock exploded into my body, my wet tunnel opening, grabbing, and sucking his massive cock into my sheath. He lifted my legs vertical, his hips thrusting hard against me, our flesh slapping with each thrust of his body.
Grabbing my thighs, Daddy slammed my cunt hard, driving, thrusting his monster cock into my tight pussy. I reached to my tits, tugging on the hard nipples, twisting, pulling, rolling the nipples hard. Daddy continued his piston approach to fucking me, slamming repeatedly in, out of my wet cunt.
His balls slapped my ass with each thrust, the flesh against flesh slapping noise filling the kitchen.
I glanced at the clock.
Daddy grunted hard. “Oh fuck!” he shouted.
He pulled me hard against his probing cock, holding deep in my body. I could feel his cock spasm, explode, filling me with several spurts of creamy cum. I ground my hips, humping his buried cock. His face was a mass of frowns, almost grimace like I thought. I hoped it felt as good to him as it felt to me. With a loud gasp, he began breathing again. Slowly, he pulled his cock out, almost exposing the head, then pushed slowly back in my body. He repeated slowly several times. I could feel his cock deflating with each stroke. One more time, he pushed tight against me, humping hard, driving his flaccid cock deep again. Leaning over me, he kissed my chest, his tongue dancing over my tits. Standing, he watched our crotches as he pulled his limp cock out of my drenched cunt.
Leaning quickly, he pulled his shorts up, turned to the stove.
Moving quickly, he took the casserole out of the oven. I moved to clasp my legs together, enjoying the feeling of my freshly fucked body.
“Come on, babe,” he said. “Breakfast will get cold,” he said.
I moved to sit up on the table.
“Damn good appetizer,” he said. “Damn good!”
I pulled myself off the table. Daddy did not hesitate. He slid into his chair, and started his breakfast, sliding my plate to my place for me. As I bent to pull my shorts up, Dad smacked my naked cheek softly. Standing, turning to face him, he just grinned ear to ear. I slid into my chair.
“I loved the appetizer myself,” I said under my breath. I grinned at Daddy. He glanced my way as he shoved another bite into his mouth.
“Eat, you will need your strength later,” he said.
I had no idea what he was talking about. I sat, my cunt throbbing, with twinges of my orgasms causing my muscles to spasm every once in awhile. I would squirm in my chair, pressing my crotch down, feeling the spasms, enjoying. Each caused small groans in my body. God I wanted Daddy again. I watched him as he ate. Who would have guessed I fucked my Daddy? I wanted to scream how happy I was. I wanted to tell Daddy how good he made me feel. He glanced my way, caught me watching him.
“Eat,” he said pointing at my food.
“I love you so much, Daddy,” I whispered huskily.
Daddy: a broad smile crossing his face.
“I love you too, baby,” he said.
We finished breakfast quickly.
“Let's skip church today, sweetie,” Daddy said as we loaded the dishwasher.
“I want to go shopping,” he said.
“We'll leave about noon,” he said.
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I went to my room, picking out clothes that would show my form in good taste.
I wanted Daddy to look at me all day, to cause his mind to flashback, to cause a lust in his groin. I wanted him thinking with his little brain.
We walked around the mall for a little bit before Dad headed directly to the nation's most well known sexy night wear store. We strolled down the aisles, finding a variety of sleep wear that was very seductive. Dad picked out several outfits in varied colors that were in my size. I loved them. I could not wait to get back home and try the night gowns on. They would make me feel very sexy.
When we arrived home, Daddy asked that I take the night wear to my room, and try on the dark blue baby doll outfit. I was off in a shot. I laid the outfits on my bed, looking at each in detail. I stripped out of my clothes in a flash, grabbed the dark blue one, and slid my body into the soft material. The bottoms fit terrifically, form fitting my ass snugly.
I caressed around my ass, my fingers feeling the material. I sucked in my tummy slightly as my fingers slid over my mound. 14-years old, a firm and taunt core, my abs almost rippled as I sucked my tummy in. I glanced in my full length mirror, spinning my body back and forth. I looked good!
The bra was a tiny bit large.
My B-cups were firm, nipples pointing up, very perky came to mind. But the bra did not force flesh to be pumped up out of the top. I still looked good! One more turn, lifting the back, I leaned over slightly, getting a good look at my ass. I ran to my closet, getting some high heels. Putting them on, I walked to the mirror, spun, leaned over again. My ass presented fantastically, my legs long, taunt. I could see the outline of my lips between my legs. I needed to get down stairs to Daddy before I soaked the crotch.
“Daddy,” I called as I reached the top of the stairs. Just several seconds passed, he stood at the bottom of the stairs. I strutted down the stairs carefully, each step crossing in front of the prior step, sauntering, slowly making my way down the 15-steps.
“You like?” I asked.
“Yes,” Daddy drew out the word, making it many letters long. On the bottom step, I reached to the hand rail, swung a leg out, spun my body around, showing the view from my backside. I glanced back at my father.
He stood watching, his eyes glued to my ass.
Why, I don't know, I widened my feet, and bent very slowly at the waist. My free hand reached to my thigh, sliding down my leg as I bent over. The top of my nightgown slid up my ass, exposing the brief panties, showing more cheeks than material. Dad was mesmerized. I arched my back, placed my hand on the steps in front of me and rocked my hips. I glanced around my legs, watching Daddy.
He reached out to my legs, my ass. His hand flattened on my flesh, slowly sliding up, over my ass. I rocked under his hand. He stepped to me, his hands now taking my hips bones. Slightly bending at the knees, I moved my ass directly in front of his crotch. Daddy moved quickly to pull me flush against his body. His hips thrust against me playfully. My ass was too high. I reached to remove my high heels, kicking them off. Now my ass was directly aligned with him without requiring me to bend my knees. I could feel his cock under his shorts as he slid his crotch back and forth against me.
“Yes ” he said under his breath.
Daddy's hand slid down the curve of my ass, sliding between our bodies slowly, softly. His fingers traced along the edge of my panties, sliding underneath as his hand moved toward my crack. I felt his fingertips wiggle to slip between my wet lips. I groaned as his fingers moved deeper between my legs, coating each finger to the first knuckle.
His hand flattened in my slit, he edge of his index finger running over my clit, mashing it against my body. Extending his thumb, he shoved it instantly into my hole, driving it deep with his first thrust. Closing his hand, he was able to extract his thumb slightly, and drive deep instantly.
He ravaged my hole, hammering his thumb deep repeatedly. His hand roughly mashed my lips flat as he massaged my clit. I grabbed the steps, bent my legs slightly, spreading my thighs to allow deeper penetration. Daddy's free hand grabbed the waistband of my panties, pulled hard and literally pulled the material from my body, sliding it down my legs. I kicked the panties free of my feet.
Daddy roughly spread the cheeks of my ass, sliding his hand up my backside.
Coated, the tip of his thumb rolled over my tight hole, my sphincter puckering against the intruder. Leaning down, Daddy slipped two fingers into my cunt, driving them deep in my body. As he thrust in my pussy, his thumb pressed forward hard, popping through the tight ring to slide into my virgin ass.
His penetration was swift, driving hard in and out of my asshole.
Within seconds, his thumb was totally buried in my ass, his fingers lodged deep in my cunt as well. I could feel him squeezing his digits together, pinching the membrane between the holes. Thrusting in and out fast, hard, he hammered my body. I could not breathe. I had to brace myself against the assault of my body. But it felt so damn good. My body responded, filling me with a need scream, grunt, and push my body back on his intruders.
Seconds passed, Daddy hesitated, pulling his thumb and fingers from my holes. He reached to his shorts, pulling them off swiftly. His rigid cock pointed where it wanted to go. Fisting his cock, he slid the head into my slit, my wetness coating the mushroom head. He pulled it up and down my slit. As it passed over my wet hole, he pushed forward, thrusting his cock into my cunt.
My senses exploded as he rammed my cunt like a piston, hammering in and out fast, hard, slamming my cheeks with his hips. Our body's noise filled the house, flesh slapping against flesh, smacking loudly. Grunts, groans interrupted by breath held. Daddy's fingers wrapped my hip bones, digging into my flesh as he pulled hard, arching his body to mine.
I pushed back hard, absorbing, begging for each thrust, each penetration.
“Fuck me Daddy!” I screamed over and over.
All thought gone, I was immersed with lust, my cunt demanding penetration, begging for assault. I drove back hard against each thrust. Breathing ragged, legs weak, I bent hard, driving my ass back against Daddy. I braced my hands against the steps, holding my body firm, wanting Daddy to fuck my body hard.
My body grew hot, my orgasm building quickly as he thrust in and out of me. My focus, all thought went to my cunt as I reached one hand between my legs. My fingers slipped over my clit, up my slit to gather juice.
I felt Daddy's balls bouncing on my slit, mashing my fingers tight as he pulled his body against me, grinding each inch in deep. I started flicking my clit back and forth hard, mashing the sensitive organ flat against my flesh. My thumb and index finger grabbed the flesh, pinching, pulling the nub, rolling it between them firmly.
My orgasm started deep in my cunt as I mashed my clit quickly back and forth. Daddy slammed me, driving deep, grinding and withdrawing, hesitating, and slamming deep again. My flesh jiggled with each slap of his hips.
Each time he slammed forward, I mashed my clit, holding it down. With each withdraw, I flicked the hooded flesh hard back and forth.
“Yes, baby!” Daddy screamed, slamming forward, pulling me hard against his body. His cock engorged, expanded, and exploded into my cunt. I couldn't feel his spurts, my cunt exploded into my own orgasm, sending spasms through my body. His penetration was deep, hard in my body. I flashed lights behind my eyes as my mind exploded with my orgasm as well. Daddy started short, hard humps into my body, using remaining rigidity to slam my wet, flooded cunt.
My cunt muscles flexed, holding his massive cock deep, refusing to release him. He groaned deep, sliding his thumb over my tight hole. Without hesitating, he pushed his thumb into my ass as he slammed his body forward.
“Daddy!”
He jammed his thumb in and out of my ass several times, popping through the tight ring. Pulling himself deep, all movement stopped as he grunted deep, his orgasm finished. We stood, joined, our bodies fulfilled, our knees buckling, our breathing rapid, slowing with each breath. I absorbed his thumb in my ass, a warmth flooding over me.
I pushed back against him again, arching my hips up, back to capture his digit intruder, and to suck his cock again deep in my wet cunt. My body convulsed, quivering as a small, unannounced orgasm exploded once again in my body.
I groaned deeply.
We stood for several minutes, Daddy grinding his body against my ass softly.
He pulled his thumb out of my ass, grabbing my hip bones, pulling me firmly against his hips. A gentle slap smacked off my cheek, sending electrical jolts to my brain, the sound shattering my thoughts.
“Ow,” escaped my lips quickly, as brown liquid flooded out of my ass and only his finger.
“Sorry, baby,” Daddy said quickly. “Surprised me too,” he said
He thrust against my sex again, his flaccid cock squishing between our bodies.
“God, baby, that was good,” he breathed deeply.



11.


I wanted more.
I wanted Daddy again.
Now!
Pulling away from him, I turned to sit on the steps. Daddy stood, watching me. His cock hung heavy, a liquid string of cum dripping down from his cock. My hand reached out under his hanging cock, lifting the flaccid meat upwards, squeezing the base of his cock first, milking his meat. I pulled him by the cock to me, my mouth opening, tongue extending, licking the head. Dad's hips arched hard to me, moving up a step to get to me. His hand reached behind my head, pulling me forward as I jammed his limp cock between my lips. My tongue rolled all around his cock, sucking it deep into my mouth. I raked my teeth firmly over the flesh, groaning deep. I sucked his flesh deeper into my mouth and throat. His hips flexed, pushed forward, growling as he ground his flesh against my lips.
I love my Daddy.
Valerie Gray
Tales Of Daddy's Desire: A Triptych of Taboo Lust

THE FIRST TIME

Daddy held me tight in his arms.
He was sensuously squeezing my body as he carried me down the hallway. I could feel his lust for me running like a current through both our bodies, and I ached for him.
Our mouths were devouring each other in a heated passion, and our tongues intertwined, searching for deeper penetration into each others bodies.
I had just seduced my daddy into our passionate first sexual experience, and my clit was literally throbbing for release thinking about what we had just done.
I had just turned eleven, and felt I was fully aware of what I was about to do at that age. I had read the magazins, I had seen pornographic pictures, and I wanted to do those things with my daddy since I was nine.
I also wanted to see if daddy shared those same feelings for me. So now here we were, covered in the cum that he creamed onto my body, pressing up against me from behind, hungrily making our way down the hall for our full consummation as lover's.
Daddy and I were moving from a father-daughter relationship, to a carnal man-woman relationship, as full lovers.
“Which room is he taking me to?” I wondered.
Daddy turned into my bedroom.
“Oh, daddy,” I thought. “I want you to fuck me so bad with your thick monster cock. To stretch your little girl open and pleasure me deeply.”
I was dripping wet now, and my pussy was pulsing, but I didn't want to appear too desperate. He had just cum, which relived his sexual tension for the moment, but I was bursting at the seams.
Daddy laid me down gently on my bed, came up beside me, wrapped his arms around me and looked deeply into my eyes.
“Amy, honey. What we did just now was so beautiful, but I'm not sure we can do anymore. You are my daughter, and this is just not right,” he said.
I said, “Why do you say that? It was so beautiful. We love each other, we are attracted to each other, and you just came all over me. Nothing can change that now, and we are lovers now daddy,” I proclaimed. “Besides, my clit is about to explode, so I need you to finish me off!”
With that, daddy's eyes grew ravenous, and he began kissing me passionately. Starting first on my lips. I opened my mouth in rapt desire, and began to breathe harder, allowing my daddy to take me. He moved his beautiful lips down lower, and started to kiss and tickle my neck. It felt so good, and started to moan softly.
I could tell daddy was breathing me in as he kissed me, drinking in and relishing my little girl scent. He began to move his lips further down my body, and I could feel him pause as he reached my breasts and nipples. He raised up a bit and began to gently caress and mold my breasts in his hands.
Then he went down on my nipples like a ravenous wolf, and began to flick me with his tongue and suck hard on me.
I was in absolute bliss. My nipples shot up erect, hard and long, and filled daddy's mouth. I could feel the sensations dart immediately down to my pussy, further engorging my already swollen clit. I held daddy's head in my hands and drew him further into my body, pressing him into my breasts.
“Oh, daddy. That feels so good! I love you, daddy. Pleasure me more!”
Daddy seemed encouraged by my invitation, but his mouth was too preoccupied to reply. He released my nipples with a loud sucking sound, and moved slowly down to my belly. I instinctively parted my legs for daddy, allowing him access to my aching wet cunt, my full, flowered labia.
He positioned himself between my thighs, and looked up at me. I could see he was hesitating.
“Oh baby. You know I love you, but I'm just not sure about this. You're my beautiful daughter, and I want you to save yourself for your special man,” he said.
“Please eat me!” I cried.
With that, I grabbed daddy's head and plunged him into my cunt. It took just a moment for him to begin to devour me, and I was in ecstasy. He plunged his tongue deep within me, reaching into the depths of my pussy with his hungry mouth. I parted my legs even further to allow him deeper penetration.
Daddy was tongue-fucking me deeply, and it felt so delicious. I held my hands behind his head and gyrated my hips into his mouth. I arched myself down and forward a bit, straining to plant my clit in the path of his ravaging mouth.
Daddy sensed what his daughter needed, and began to devour my engorged clit. Alternating between flicking it with his tongue, rubbing it between his lips, plunging his tongue deep inside my soaking wet pussy hole, and stretching my labia as he held my flesh tightly between his lips.
The pleasure was so intense and exquisite, and I could not take it any longer. I could feel my pussy walls tighten, my clit twitching, and I started to explode.
“Oh, daddy, you're making me cum!” I screamed. “It feels so fucking good! Eat me daddy, eat me!”
With that, I exploded in wave after wave of sheer orgasmic bliss. I was coming so hard that I was gushing huge amounts of pussy juice into my daddy's mouth, and he was swallowing it down like a hungry animal! His throat was moving quickly to take his baby girl's juice down. The sounds of my wetness filled the air, and seeing our bodies locked together kept my delicious orgasm exploding.
I finally began to feel my convulsions subside.
“Daddy, that was so beautiful. Thank you so much for pleasuring me that way! I've always dreamed about you eating me like that, daddy. I can't tell you how many times I've laid right here on my bed, fingering myself to the fantasy of you doing that to me, daddy, and now it's real!”
“You taste to good!”
“Come here daddy,” I said. “Now I want to pleasure you that way too.”
With that, I turned my body and positioned my mouth directly next to my daddy's thick cock, being sure to keep my pussy close to his mouth. Daddy was hard again now, and I gently took his huge cock into my hand.
I began stroking his long, thick cock, and he became even harder and bigger. I could see him close his eyes. With that, I opened my mouth and wrapped my lips around the bulb of his cock, wetting it thoroughly with my saliva. I began to squeeze the head of daddy's cock between my lips, and I could hear him start to moan softly.
I briefly removed his thick cock from my mouth, but continued squeezing his wet bulb with my hand.
“Do you like that daddy?” I asked.
He didn't need to reply. I already knew the answer, and re-inserted him into my mouth. I started to suck firmly on his cock head, and I could feel his slippery precum start to ooze out. I played with it in my mouth, then swallowed it down. It made me so horny to think that I was swallowing my daddy's love nectar.
I felt the lust building again between my legs, and I parted my thighs for him, wrapping my soft youthful legs around his head. He knew what his baby wanted, and responded by burying his face deep between my legs. We were both covered in wetness. He started to tongue me deeply again, licking me from end to end. First, deeply plunging himself into my gaping vaginal opening, then emerging and teasing my clit, sucking on my long labia, then working his way backward, across my cunt opening again, and back to the edge of my anus.
Daddy continued in this rhythmic pattern, repeatedly licking me back and forth. Each time, getting a little closer to my anus. Now I knew what he wanted, and it made me even more horny thinking that my daddy wanted my asshole. I returned my attention to pleasuring his massive cock.
I began to suck on daddy even harder, taking him deeper into my mouth. I took as much of him as I could into me, and down my throat. My jaw felt so stretched, and he felt so deep, but I could see there was even more of his length to take! I so much wanted all of him! I wanted all of my daddy, and I was determined to take him completely down inside me! I opened my mouth even further, relaxed my throat, and pushed my head further down on his massive shaft.
My lips and tongue were working hard to keep him lubricated with my saliva, and I began to drool a little out of the corner of my mouth. I was sucking hard, pleasuring his shaft, and pressing his cock head down into my throat.
I was hoping this day would sometime arrive, and I had read in books about what to do next, so I relaxed my throat and let my gag reflex subside. Daddy's cock was so huge, and I loved having all of him stuffed inside of me.
I fully submitted to his huge size, and let him enter my body deeply. It was so fucking hot at this point, thinking that his daughter finally had her daddy's full length within her. Then, I felt daddy's cock start to pulsate.
Daddy and I were now carnally locked deeply together, and our mutual moans filled the air. Our animal sounds were accompanied by the sounds of our wet flesh sloshing against one anothers bodies. I drew my head slowly back, releasing him from my throat, gasping for air, and then began to pump daddy's cock deep in and out of my mouth. He squirmed in ecstasy as I did this, plunging his tongue deeper into my cunt, and then licking my asshole without reservation.
Everything we were doing felt so taboo, so perverse, and the thought of us doing this got me even more horny with every passing second. I ground my hips hard into daddy's mouth and gave him full access to my asshole.
He responded by plunging his tongue deeper into my anus, and the resulting sensation shot right through to my insides! Daddy started to savagely lick the rim of my asshole, then he plunged his tongue deep inside my anus, and we both moaned with pleasure!
Daddy's tongue fucking made me ready to cum again. I tightened my thighs around him, and began to grind my pussy hard into his face. Daddy tongued me even deeper in my pussy, and I began to feel my pussy walls contract.
At that same moment, I felt daddy's huge cock begin to contract as well. I knew I had to swallow his cum straight down when he came, letting him shoot right down my throat. I was in full submission to my daddy, and ready to accept his carnal seed.
My pussy began to violently contract around daddy's tongue, and I grinded my clit hard into his lips.
My lustful and carnal response sent him over the top, and then my sweet daddy began to cum, spewing his huge jets of warm cum down my throat! I felt so satisfied knowing I was taking my daddy's ribbons of seed deep inside me! The same seed that made me was now deep inside my body! I wanted him to fill every inch of me with his seed.
My cunt, my ass, my throat.
I thought I could never get enough of daddy!
I quickly swallowed the bursts of his cum down, knowing that if I slowed, I'd begin to choke. I gulped and gulped, taking daddy's huge loads down, deep into my tummy. I had dreamed and lusted for this moment for so long! And now I wanted to taste everything that daddy had to offer me!
Daddy was squirting so much that some of his cum started to drip out the sides of my mouth and down my cheek.
I could taste and smell his musky cum, and the carnal scent made me so horny, wanting more.
At the same moment, I began to cum again myself, gushing my cunt juice into my daddy's mouth, and he was swallowing it down furiously! Here we were, father and daughter, drinking each others cum down, united in carnal and lustful urgency. We furiously grinded our groins into each others soft mouths, both giving and receiving such pleasure! And such profuse liquid!
Our orgasmic contractions began to eventually subside, but we lingered there with each other a little longer, both sucking out the very last spasm of juice from each others body. When the last drop had been milked, we both released our oral grip on the other with a loud and earthly, popping wet sound, and rested our heads on each others inner thighs, both panting heavily.
“Oh daddy,” I started, still gulping down the last of his sperm.
He licked his lips, tasting and swallowing the last of my pussy juice.
I could feel a bit of his cream still on the side of my cheek, and wiped it with my finger into my mouth. I played with the last of his thick cum in my mouth, savoring the taste and texture. Then I slowly swallowed the last bit down into my body.
We rested our heads down on each others inner thighs, savoring the remnants of each others bodily wetness. The remnants of the torrents of lust that father and daughter had just shared and swallowed down.
We each wanted to share each others bodies even more, but for now, we drifted off into a deep, sweet, private sleep.
Me and my daddy.
Valerie Gray
Tales Of Daddy's Desire: A Triptych of Taboo Lust



HIS PLANS


When I was only seven-years-olds, my mother announced that she needed to “find herself” and moved out of the house. Dad was so in love with her, he just knew she'd come back in a day or two. After a week passed, he decided it was time for us to go find her. I climbed up in the cab of his truck, determined to help him look for mother's red sports car as he combed the streets of our city.
“There it is, Dad!” I cried out, pointing to the Mustang parked in front of a run-down little house. We were both so excited to see her, we ran to the front door, which was open to let in cool air during the hot summer. Dad opened the screen door and I ran past the empty living room, down a hallway, and pushed open the first door I came to. My dad pushed open the door across the hallway from me as I peered into a vacant bedroom.
“Whore! Jezebel!” my dad thundered from behind me. I didn't have a chance to see whatever had set my father off, but at seven, I had an understanding of what those words meant and knew that Mom would never come home again. My mother was calling my name as Dad kicked open the screen door and carried me across the yard to his truck, but I squeezed my eyes shut and buried my face in Dad's neck, clinging to him as I started to cry.
As we drove away, Daddy said, “Princess, I know this is a lot for you to handle. But I promise you don't have to grow up to be like her. You can make better choices for yourself, and I will help you do just that. I love you, Katie. You're my sweet, innocent little girl.”
Six years later, I finally realized just how seriously he took that vow.
I had been flat-chested and slim-hipped at twelve while the other girls blossomed in my school. I spent a lot of my time dreaming of boys and reading sex tips in women's magazines, and considered it a good source of education as I waited for my body to catch up to all of the feelings those articles stirred in me.
I had a boyfriend who was 13, Billy.
Billy and I had our first kiss on my 12th birthday, and it was magical. He was so sweet and gentle that I felt I could trust him completely. I had invited him to my birthday party, an annual event that brought my dad's brothers and their wives, my grandparents, and assorted cousins to our backyard for a huge barbeque. Billy was polite to my dad when I introduced them, and they talked comfortably for a few moments before my birthday cake was brought out.
Everyone sang the happy birthday song for me, then I bent over the cake to blow out my candles. But before I could make my wish, one of my uncles let out a wolf whistle and I realized that my V-neck sweater didn't provide coverage at that angle-everyone could see down the neckline to the cups of my lacy bra! I quickly used one arm to cover myself and blew out the candles, then raced into the house with my face burning.
When I returned to the party a few minutes later, I had changed into a turtleneck. Billy laughed until he noticed how embarrassed I was, then gave me a hug and said, “Don't worry about it. You'll laugh about this in a few days, beautiful.”
My uncles were teasing my dad when I walked over to get a piece of cake. One of them elbowed Dad in the ribs and, chuckling a little, said, “You're going to have to watch over Katie. Eighteen is the age of consent, and she doesn't look like a little girl anymore!”
I saw Dad's eyes move from me, to Billy, then back to me. He frowned for a moment, then changed the subject.
The following Friday night, Billy and I went to a movie that had some pretty steamy scenes in it. Before going home, we decided to drive to a nearby playground and park. Billy kissed me more intensely than ever before, and soon, I was laying halfway across the bench seat of his truck, arms wound around his neck as our tongues teased and darted into each others' mouths. I felt one of Billy's hands slide down to my breast and instantly stiffened up, unsure if I wanted to do this or not. But he kept his hands on the outside of my clothes, and it felt so good to have him toy with my tits as we continued to kiss. I felt a heavy wetness between my legs and realized that I didn't want him to stop, at least not yet.
I was almost half an hour late. I quietly opened the front door, only to be confronted by Dad. He looked absolutely enraged as I closed and locked the front door behind me.
“Did you have sex with Billy tonight? Are you a whore like your mother?” Dad yelled.
I shook my head, my eyes filling with tears, and cried, “No, Daddy, we didn't have sex. I'm a virgin. We just kissed is all.”
“Well, you're going to have to prove that,” he said, calming down slightly.
I just looked at him for a few moments before asking, “How can I prove that? Can't you just trust me?”
“I trusted you to come home by curfew, but you didn't do that. Your word isn't very much good right now. No, I need physical proof. I need to see your panties,” Dad said.
I turned beet red and shook my head no. And Dad did something he had never done before-he slapped me, right across my face.
Quietly, he said, “Drop your pants and take off your panties right now and hand them to me. Then you can go upstairs to your bedroom and go to sleep.”
Shaking, I did as he told me. I unzipped my jeans and pushed them to the floor. I paused for a second with my hands at the waistband of my pink bikini panties and looked at my dad, hoping he had changed his mind. But he glared at me and frowned again, so I slowly peeled them down my hips, humiliated when they were down to my thighs and my pussy was revealed to his prying eyes. I yanked them down further, then stepped out of my jeans and panties entirely. Picking up my pants, I handed my panties to him and ran up the stairs, feeling him watching my naked behind as I fled.
The next morning, I could barely look at Dad as we ate breakfast. The silence was almost as unbearable as knowing that he had seen me naked from the waist down the night before. He now knew that I still barely had any hair down there, just a bit of downy blond fluff. He knew I wore bikini panties rather than more sensible ones. It was horrible.
Finally, Dad broke the silence.
“I'm sorry about last night. I could tell that you were a little aroused but that nothing serious happened with Billy, and I'm proud of you for that. Still, you're clearly moving into a more physical relationship with him, and I want you to be accountable for your choices. So from now on, when you get home from dates, you will immediately hand over your panties so I can ensure that you aren't having sex with him.”
I tried to protest, but he said, “You have only two options here- let me monitor you a little more closely, or stop seeing Billy entirely.”
I couldn't do that! I loved Billy with all my heart. We had plans for tonight and for the following weekend, and the week after that was prom. How could I break up with him?
“Okay, Daddy,” I said meekly.
That night, I dressed strategically, wearing a pleated skirt instead of pants so I could quickly pull off my underwear without having to expose myself to my dad again. Billy's favorite local band was playing, so we danced and laughed for a couple of hours before heading back to the playground.
We started out kissing as we had the night before. Then Billy slid his hands underneath my sweater, squeezing my bra-covered tits as he rubbed his thumbs against my nipples. It was like I had been electrified-I couldn't get enough. But when Billy tried to reach under my skirt, I suddenly thought of my dad. I sat up and pushed him away.
“I can't, Billy, I'm sorry.”
When he dropped me off, he told me not to worry about it. Not that I had time to think about his feelings right then-I had something else to worry about waiting on the other side of the front door. But of course, I didn't say that to Billy.
I opened the front door and stepped inside. Dad was waiting in the foyer and quickly closed and locked the door behind me.
He asked, “Did you have a good time tonight?”
I shrugged, wishing the inevitable wasn't about to happen. But before I could reach under my skirt and discreetly remove my panties, Dad pushed me against the door. He grabbed the front hem of my skirt and tucked it into the waistband, revealing the front of my white bikinis. Then he knelt so his face was at the same level as my belly button and slowly pulled my panties down my hips, pausing when my pussy was bare in front of him. He just stared for a full five seconds, then grabbed one of my ankles and lifted it up, bending my knee out as he slid my panties off of that leg entirely.
The motion, unfortunately, meant he could see even more of my pussy- I could feel my lips open and cold air toy with my slit as he removed the underwear from my body. He matter-of-factly guided my panties down my other leg and allowed me to step out of them entirely, then reached up and fixed my skirt, giving me a pat on the bare skin of my ass as I turned and ran up to my bedroom.
The next weekend, Billy and I went further than before. I took off my blouse entirely, and he suckled my nipples through my bra, moaning about how beautiful I was. I rubbed and squeezed him through his jeans, molding the denim to the hardness underneath, marveling that I could have that effect on him. It wasn't easy to stop, but I didn't want to be late for curfew, so I asked him to take me home.
This time, when I walked in the door, Dad pulled me into the living room. Without saying anything, he pushed me forward over the couch so that my face was buried in the seat and I was bent over the back cushions with my ass high in the air. In fact, my feet didn't quite touch the ground in this position, so I dangled helplessly in front of him, stunned that he would treat me like this.
He ran his hands up the backs of my thighs, spreading my legs slightly as he pushed my skirt up and over my hips with his fingertips. The palms of his hands never left my body, coming to rest on my panty-clad bottom.
He pushed his thumbs down into the crevasse between my cheeks, sliding his hands downward and pushing the panties more thoroughly into the warm, damp place between my thighs. I felt my body, still running hot from making out with Billy, responding to his touch-and it disgusted me.
I yelled, “Dad, knock it off. Just take the damn things and let me go to my room!”
It seemed to break him out of his reverie. Dad grabbed my panties and yanked them off of me in one clean motion. But before I could move, I felt a sting as he brought one of his massive hands up and struck my exposed bottom. The shock was almost as excruciating as the contact itself-I had never been spanked before in my life! It hurt, but no matter how I cried and pleaded with him, he didn't let up. My backside was numb before he stopped; he must have spanked me thirty times, until the entire surface of my ass and the backs of my thighs were red and hot.
Coldly, he said, “Don't mouth off to me. I'm doing this for your own good, so you don't give up your virginity to the first schmuck who comes along. You need someone who loves you, not some horny high school kid. But if you think you need to keep seeing this Billy kid, you're going to have to obey me when you're home.”
Sobbing, I ran upstairs to the sanctuary of my bedroom. The next weekend was the junior high prom, and I was not going to miss such a special night just because my dad was a controlling jerk. So I was polite and civil to Dad when I had to be, and spent the rest of the time either isolated in my bedroom or at school.
Dad was out when I left for prom, something I was grateful for. I wasn't sure how he would react to my dress, which was more grown up than anything I had ever worn before and cost me several months' worth of babysitting money.
Silky, powder blue material outlined my newfound curves, making me feel sexy and wonderful as it caressed my skin. The halter-style top tied in back, with two ribbons cascading down my bare skin to my waist, where the skirt of the dress clung to my ass in the most flattering way imaginable. The skirt was a good two inches above my knees, my bronzed legs set off by strappy silver high heels.
But the focus of my dress was definitely the bodice, which carefully concealed what it needed to, but little else. The top was cut to reveal my cleavage to its best advantage, with silver sequins dancing across the material directly covering my breasts. My long blond hair was carefully arranged on top of my head, revealing the pretty diamond earrings and matching necklace my dad had given me a couple of years ago, for my 10th birthday. I couldn't have looked better if I had tried.
Billy couldn't keep his hands off of me, and I reveled in the attention even as I tried to keep him from obviously groping me on the dance floor. It was a magical evening, one I never wanted to end. So when Billy suggested we return to our favorite place and park for awhile, I happily agreed.
He untied my halter and revealed my bare breasts, puffy silver-dollar-sized areolas a dark brown-pink against the creamy white of my perfectly round tits, thick pink nipples already hardening in the moonlight.
Dipping his head, he kissed first one, then the other, teasing me with his tongue. I squirmed with impatience as he removed his jacket and unbuttoned his own tuxedo shirt, then lay on top of me, my naked breasts crushed against his bare, muscular chest. We stayed like that for several minutes, kissing passionately.
Billy suddenly pulled back.
“I have to unzip my pants. I don't want to rush you if you're not ready, but I'm so hard and these rented clothes are so tight…”
I told him, “Billy, we can't have sex tonight, I'm sorry. But I don't want to stop yet either, so do what you have to-and hurry.”
He grinned and removed the restraining cummerbund, then unfastened his tuxedo pants. In the dim light in his truck, I could only barely see his erection, but I estimated that it was well over six inches long. As much as I wanted him, I couldn't imagine anything like that fitting inside of me, so I was glad I had already said no to sex!
Billy pushed my skirt up and spread my legs so he could lie between them. Through my panties, I felt his cock rubbing against the length of my slit. It was exquisite, and I wrapped my legs around his hips as he kissed me again, lightly pinching my nipples. Without realizing what I was doing, I began moving my hips against him, seeking more and more contact with his hard cock even as my panties worked as a cloth chastity belt.
I reached down with my hand and stroked him tentatively. His skin was velvety soft, but so hot and hard! I found the spongy, bulbous head of his cock fascinating, and ran my fingers over it-but only once. That small contact was all he could handle, and Billy suddenly came, spurting semen all over my hands and my panties.
He groaned and apologized, obviously embarrassed by his lack of control. But I suddenly realized what my dad had been checking my panties for-and knew that he would never believe that I was a virgin now. Still laying on me, Billy reached for his glove compartment and found some napkins. He cleaned himself off as I wiped my hand. I tried to wipe it off of my panties, but they were already saturated with his sperm. . I hadn't told him about Dad's panty checks because it was so humiliating, so I couldn't tell him why I was nervous. He seemed to think I was mad at him and kept apologizing. All of the good feelings from earlier were gone, and I was terrified about what my dad would do to punish me when he saw my panties.
Dad was waiting when I opened the front door. I watched his face as he looked at my rumpled dress and disheveled hair-his anger and disappointment washing over me as tears came to my eyes. I tensed as he approached me, and was shocked when he yanked the ribbon holding up my bodice.
My tits spilled out of my dress and he shook his head. Before I could cover myself, he grabbed both of my nipples with vise-like fingers, pinching my sensitive tips so hard that I screamed. He dropped one breast, but remained clamped to the other, and slapped the tender flesh of my breast several times before letting go. He repeated the process on the other breast. Looking down, I could see my nipples, hard and enflamed to a deep crimson, and the hot-pink marks that showed an imprint from every time he struck my tits.
He said, “So you think your body is a plaything to be dressed up, so you look like a streetwalker? Do you want me to play with you like your cunt-chasing boyfriend?”
I shook my head and said, “Daddy, I promise you, I'm still a virgin. But you can't keep doing this to me. It's wrong.”
Before he could grab me again, I turned and fled, kicking off my silver heels as I went. My dress was slipping down my hips, tits bouncing freely as I raced up the stairs to my bedroom.
Locking my door, I quickly stripped off what remained of my clothes, then grabbed my soiled panties. I took them to my private bathroom, which luckily was adjacent to my bedroom. Still sobbing, I scrubbed the panties until all evidence of the night's activities was erased then hid them in the bottom of my clothes hamper. I tenderly massaged my throbbing breasts and started to shake as I pictured my dad handling me that way. I climbed into my shower and scrubbed my skin as vigorously as I had my undergarments, but the dirty feeling never left me. I toweled off and brushed my hair, then wrapped my robe around me.
When I stepped out of my bathroom door, I discovered my dad waiting for me, smiling in a cold but triumphant way. He slapped me so hard that I spun around and went weak in the knees. He grabbed my arms, and for a second, I thought he was trying to steady me. But he had other things in mind.
Dad pulled the belt off of my robe, leaving my only article of clothing hanging open from my naked body, then bound my wrists together behind my back with the terrycloth cord.
Dad flung me to the foot of my bed, where I bounced a few times before landing on my back. I was seeing stars after that slap, and the entire side of my face stung. The tinny taste of blood flooded my mouth. For the third time that night, I started to cry. What had happened to the dad I knew and loved? The one who had comforted me when my mom left, and worked so hard to be my protector?
I brought myself back to my present situation.
My “protector” was securing my ankles to the foot of my bed, so my legs were spread open with my ass nearly hanging off of the end of the mattress. I struggled to sit up, but as I was lying on my bound arms, I couldn't get much leverage.
Quietly, I asked, “Daddy, what are you doing?”
He stood up and walked around my bed, then lay down beside me. Stroking my face and hair, he smiled at me like he used to when I had nightmares.
He said, “Oh, princess. I think you're turning into a slut, but I'm not sure. So I'm going to just do a check of your little pussy, to make sure you're as innocent as you say you are.”
I no longer trusted him, but what could I do? I was completely at his mercy. My robe only covered my arms and shoulders at this point, so I was essentially naked and waiting for Dad to do his worst.
Dad stood up and picked up several pillows from the head of my bed, then slid his hand underneath my ass, lifting me up as he put them beneath my hips. Now, my legs were painfully bent as the center of me was lifted even higher, apparently to give my dad even easier access to me.
Tears leaked from the corners of my eyes as Dad overturned my wastepaper basket and centered it at the foot of my bed. When he sat down on the makeshift stool, he was nearly hidden from my view.
I felt his breath against the wispy hairs at the top of my pussy and cringed.
Dad said, “I'm going to feel inside you for your hymen. But I don't want this to hurt you, sweetheart. So first, I'll stimulate you a bit and demonstrate why you don't want to waste your time on fumbling boys who don't know the first thing about your body.”
I didn't reply, so he continued speaking.
“This is called the labia.”
I just closed my eyes as one of his fingers lightly traced the soft exterior folds of my pussy. Ever so slowly, he caressed my outer lips, which suddenly felt warm and almost swollen. The finger dipped slightly deeper.
Dad said, “Next come your inner lips. I bet they will be a little wet by now, won't they, my sweet girl?”
He was right; I was getting wet despite how scared and embarrassed I was. I felt fingers gently pulling open my most sensitive place. Almost exactly as before, Dad now lightly traced the inside of my lips.
Then he touched a place I had only recently discovered myself. The intense pleasure made me jump.
He said, “That's your clitoris, little one. I'm going to show you how good it will make you feel.”
Two fingers plucked at my clit, strumming me like a guitar. The air was growing heavy with the musky-sweet scent of my sex. I was crying out for more without realizing I was making any noise at all. Dad changed his tempo to meet my demands-faster, harder, more!
Suddenly, something inside me broke like an over-tightened string.
I came on Dad's hand, muscles convulsing, my head thrashing from side to side, a flood gushing from my slit as I slowly started to breathe again.
As I slowly returned to normal, I realized that nothing would be normal again. My dad had just finger-fucked me to my first real orgasm.
I closed my eyes and hoped he was finished with me.
He wasn't.
“Now you're so wet, I don't know if I can really see what I need to down here. So I'm going to clean your pussy out a bit-try not to get too excited,” he told me.
I felt his ears brush my inner thighs as he nuzzled my pussy, rubbing his nose against my mound before reaching up and parting my lips with his fingers. He pinched my soft flesh as his tongue gently traced me from slit to clit. I thrashed in ecstasy, try as I might to stop my body's response to my own father's violation of me.
His tongue probed into my tight passage, not deep enough to find proof of my virginity, but enough to awaken an even deeper ache in me. If my legs were free, I would have clamped my thighs to his head, forcing him in further, but instead, I was made to lie there and accept whatever his teasing, dancing, seeking tongue did.
Suddenly, he sucked my clit into his mouth, fondling my most sensitive place with only his tongue. I abandoned all hope of resisting him.
I screamed, “Oh, Daddy! Daddy, please, please don't stop!”
But he did.
He stood up, towering over my bed.
I looked across my body-tits pointing skyward, nipples rigid and begging for attention, flat stomach angling upward, slim thighs spread wide in offering to this man I no longer knew.
I felt the rush of cool air against my pussy just seconds before he slapped me there. This time, my screams were for mercy, but he had none.
With each downward slap, my body jolted. The pain was so intense that I could feel nothing else. I heard the sound of the contact, and something else. I realized he was chanting to himself as he punished my pussy, calling me a slut, a whore, a tease, and worse.
Dad suddenly stopped and walked to my bathroom. I heard him turn on the tap for a few seconds, then he returned to my bedroom, his face and hair damp. He said, “Sorry about that. But you clearly want sex, even from your own father, so I know you are a whore like your mother. I hope I can teach you what that means tonight.”
He looked down at my naked body, then reached and played with my breasts. I tried to pretend he wasn't doing that, but I felt myself arch up to meet him as his fingers tugged at my nipples.
He squeezed my tits then pinched my nipples, holding just as he had downstairs, pinching me until the pain subsided, then releasing them so I could experience the hurt again as blood returned to the sensitive buds. He suckled and bit them gently, and I felt my juices begin to flow again.
I closed my eyes and bit back a moan. I didn't want him to punish me again. I felt his hands travel down my body to my pussy and the dampness there. I braced myself for further abuse, but instead, felt only a gentle pressure at my unused opening. It was different than his tongue or fingers, like…
My eyes flew open in time to watch my own dad mount me, slamming his cock into my virgin pussy.
I gasped from the pain, whimpering as I tried not to cry out. Dad slowly pulled out, and we both saw the mixture of blood and clear juices coating the hard, thick length of his shaft as it emerged from my open cunt. He was so much bigger than Billy-it was like he could barely fit inside me.
He told me, “Now nobody can take what was Daddy's to begin with.”
With that, he drove hard back inside of me. With each stroke, my body accepted his cock more, and soon, my pain had been replaced by a building, frantic need for Daddy to continue. I could barely move, but still found myself frantically trying to meet his thrusts with my own.
As I came closer and closer to release, Dad went faster and deeper. I felt a scalding hot gush deep inside as Dad gave a final grunt. He collapsed on top of me, but kept pistoning his still-hard dick in my cunt. After a few thrusts, the dam inside me burst and I came, calling out his name.
I was exhausted, but he wasn't quite finished yet. The bedsprings groaned as Daddy pulled himself off of my naked body. He untied my legs, then rolled me face-down onto my bed so that he could untie my arms.
He yanked the bathrobe off of my shoulders, then lifted me by the hips and slung me over his shoulder. I was staring down at his bare ass as I bounced along, tits slapping against his naked back with every step he took.
We entered the master bedroom that way. With me still draped over one shoulder, Dad turned down the covers of his bed. He shrugged me off, and I gently dropped onto the clean sheets. Dad got into bed with me, so I rolled onto my side, turning my back to the man who now was father, rapist, and lover in one.
He spooned me from behind, wrapping his arms around me and gently squeezing my breasts. Daddy's hands roamed across my body as if he were trying to memorize the topography he felt under his fingertips- nipples, ribcage, navel, pussy, thigh, hip, waist, areola, collarbone- by rubbing me up and down, over and over again.
A slow heat began to burn inside me, but I pretended to sleep as I felt his cock hardening against my ass.
Tears came to my eyes when he whispered, “You're Daddy's little cockslut.”
This time, when his hand reached my thigh, he pulled my leg up, opening me so his cock could nestle against my slit. Slowly, he sunk his dick into my hot, damp pussy until I felt the coarse hair at the base of his penis against the soft skin of my ass. He dropped my leg, which caused my cunt to tighten even more around his thick shaft.
His arms slid up around my torso, and he gripped my breasts in his hands as he pulled me back tightly against his chest. He thrust slowly, surely, for what seemed like hours before he came, but even after I felt his hot sperm splash against my insides, he didn't pull out of me. I fell asleep with a semi-hard cock deep inside me, trapped in the arms of the person I once worshipped.
When I woke up, I was alone in my father's bed. Naked, I stumbled down the hall to my bedroom, feeling the sore stickiness between my legs. I took a long, hot bath, taking extra care to scrub every place Dad had touched me.
The bar of soap traced the path of my humiliation, and when I pushed it under the water to clean out my pussy, most of it slipped inside me without much exertion.
So it was all true, then: I wasn't a virgin any longer, and my own father had fucked me.
I finally climbed out of the bath and walked into my bedroom. I realized that Dad had made a few changes while I was asleep. I no longer had a bedroom door-it had been taken off of its hinges.
When I opened my dresser drawers to find clothes to wear, I discovered that I had no undergarments of any kind.
The only clothes were short skirts and small t-shirts and tank tops that I hadn't been able to wear since my breasts filled out.
I pulled on a pink tank top and a denim skirt and surveyed myself in the mirror.
My father still had plans for me.
I was ready.
I was willing.
I wanted it bad.
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