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 Taboo for Daddy at
Home

I hate being grounded! At eighteen I feel
like a grown woman and I can sleep with whoever I want! But my mom
can be such a prude sometimes, making me stay at home over the
weekend. She wants me to watch TV and have a family dinner with her
and her new boyfriend Josh. And I can’t stand it! Not only I have
to rub my hungry pussy for two days instead of getting a nice
proper cock in it, but I also have to hear her screams as she fucks
with this hunk of a man all day long!

It’s Sunday evening and I am sick of sitting
in my room. My hands are numb from playing with my clit and yet I
can’t get off. I need a warm cock inside of me! I can’t keep any
toys in my room because my mom is so nosy, and they are not nearly
as good as the real thing anyway. I go down the stairs to watch TV
– maybe it will occupy my mind for a bit and distract me from the
flaming desire burning in my tight little cunt.

Josh is already there, watching a baseball
game. He is not technically living with us, but he usually stays at
our house for a couple of days every week. I sit down on the couch
next to him and grab the remote.

“Hey, I was actually watching that!”

“Duh, go and complain to my mother.”

“She is still at work, something urgent came
up with the latest project. Just switch it back to baseball and
we’ll get along.”

I look at his gorgeous body hidden only by a
tight T-shirt and shorts and think that I’ll gladly get along with
that. Athletic, but not overly muscular, just a strong trained boy
toy for my mom. He doesn’t even look his age, though he is old
enough to actually be my father. Strong masculine jaw, jet black
hair and piercing eyes… my mom has good taste! I show him a fake
smile and put as much sarcasm in my voice as possible:

“Yes, Daddy!”

“Jenny, you know that you don’t have to call
me that, I am not your real father.”

I am glad he is not my real father because I
wouldn’t want to get all wet just by looking at his massive biceps
and a huge bulge on his shorts. And I am getting wet at an alarming
speed just from sitting next to him and smelling his perfume...

“Yeah I know, Jooosh. This is why we will
watch what I want or get out of my house.”

His voice becomes stern and his hunter eyes
pierce right through me.

“If you misbehave like that, I will have to
act like your daddy and punish you.”

“And what are you going to do, Daddy, call
the police?”

He doesn’t call the police. His strong
muscular arms grab my legs and pull me towards him, forcing me to
lie down on the couch. Then he just flips me around like I weight
nothing and now I am on my tummy and my face is buried in a pillow.
A heatwave goes through my body several times over. How dares he…
to do exactly what I wanted him to do?

I almost cum when he slaps my ass for the
first time. He gets off the couch and pins me down with one hand
and spanks my young perky butt with the other. I just love how he
dominates me!

“Did you have enough, you little brat?”

“No Daddy, I think I’ll need some more!”

His hand goes up and down spanking my bad ass
as my fat butt-cheeks jiggle under the onslaught of pleasure. Every
time his palm touches me I feel an electric shock of ecstasy
through my body. It is just enough pain to make me like it! And he
knows how to spank too – like cracking a whip, not like all these
stupid boys who just hit you with their palm and imagine they are
tough.

“That not enough for you? Turn around.”

I gladly turn around and he can see that my
skimpy shorts are soaked with my pussy juice and I can see that the
bulge on his shorts is way bigger than before. I try not to show
how I enjoy his attention, how high my hopes are for what is to
come.

Daddy slaps my breasts and it feels sooo
goood. Every hit feels like a mini-explosion of pleasure in my
chest. I look at his bulge as he is spanking my tits, imagining the
huge hard cock behind the fabric of his shorts and I want to taste
it so bad.

“Daddy, I can’t feel anything because of the
shirt!”

“Then take it off!”

I want to grab the edge of my shirt but my
hands are shaking with lust and excitement. Daddy doesn’t want any
delays, so he just grabs my shirt and rips it in half with his
strong hands and throws it away. I almost come thinking about the
dominating strength in his body. My young and full and perky tits
stare right in his face, my rock-hard nipples ready to receive
special treatment.

I never wear a bra and panties at home.
Before I did this for comfort… now I will do this for Daddy.

He slaps my breasts again and I moan in
ecstasy.

“What it is, did I hurt my Princess?”

I pretend to play along. I like how he calls
me Princess. It makes me feel so pure to be called that when I act
like a depraved slut.

“Yes, Daddy, my nipples hurt!”

“Oh Princess, Daddy will take care of
it!”

His mouth hungrily devours my titanium-hard
nipples as his hands squeeze my excited tits. It is almost an
electric feeling when his tongue goes in circles around my nipple
and makes me squirm. He bites and licks my nipples as his hands
squeeze and slap me and all of it is making me even hornier than
before. I feel the pyre of lust burning in my pussy getting bigger
and bigger.

His mouth moves away from my young perky tits
and goes down, kissing my tummy, and then back up again, kissing
and nibbling on my neck as I wriggle in pleasure. He licks the side
of my neck from the shoulder to my ear and this tickly sexual
feeling just drives me wild.

“Oh Daddy it feels so good!”

“Do you like how your Daddy is treating you,
Princess?”

Before I can reply I feel his hand slide down
into my shorts and gently touch my clit. My body shivers with
pleasure, Daddy is so good with his hands. He grabs and pulls my
skin so that my clit is in the pocket of hot flesh and I moan.

“What is it, does it feel good?”

“Oh it does, it feels sooo good Daddy.”

He polishes my sensitive clit and it is just
the best feeling in the world. I finally get enough courage and
touch him. I put my hands on his back. I run my fingers down his
body, feeling his strong muscles and the raw power in his body
makes me shudder with preorgasmic pleasure.

Daddy likes it too, as his hand begins to
move faster.

FASTER

AND

FASTER

“Princess, I want you to come for your
Daddy.”

I want to come for my Daddy too. I want to be
a good girl for him. I want to be a bad girl for him. It feels so
good to be a small obedient slut for a grown dominant man.

“I am going to come very soon, Daddy!”

It is getting hotter and hotter. I am on the
verge of orgasm. The sweet warm tingly feeling begins to spill out
of my pussy and fills my body. I should have time to come before
mommy comes home…

…mommy! Oh my god, are we cheating on her? I
feel so ashamed and confused but it is too late. Daddy’s hand moves
faster and faster and I come so hard. My steamy cunt blows with the
force of a thousand suns.

I think I blacked out for a moment.

When I open my eyes, Daddy is still gently
rubbing the area around my clit, sending pleasurable orgasmic
aftershocks. My body feels like it is glowing with bliss. I open my
mouth to thank my Daddy, but he puts a finger on my lips.

“It is okay, Princess. Just relax and enjoy.
This is the best feeling in the world.”

It is the best feeling in the world to be
right here on this couch with Daddy, feeling his strong hands and
the smell of his body. I think that I could lie down here like this
forever…

Then I hear the front door slamming shut.

Mom is home.

I jump down from the sofa, quickly push the
remains of my shirt under the couch and bolt upstairs. I reach my
room and close the door. I am literally shaking right now. I
feel…

EXCITEMENT

PLEASURE

and…

SHAME.

I can’t stop thinking about how wrong this
is… how hot this is. Josh… Daddy made me feel so good. It was so
nice to feel small and tiny next to a strong and dominant older
man. And yet we can’t do this… but we live under the same roof now!
It will be so weird seeing Daddy every day and not thinking about
his body, about his fat cock…

I suddenly realize that I am in the middle of
rubbing myself as I think of Daddy. My body is engulfed in lust and
I can almost feel his strong arms around me, pulling my hair,
choking me. Is that how a real woman feels like in the hands of a
real man? I thought that I am a grown and experienced woman
already, but Daddy showed me that there is still so much for me to
learn, to feel, to experience. I want to walk this path with Daddy,
but can I?

I am torn between doubt and lust. My body
just wants satisfaction, but my mind can’t let go and enjoy the
warm tingling feeling in my clit. I try to concentrate on how my
body feels to clear my mind of thoughts.

I rub myself until I cum, but it is not the
same without Daddy’s hot body next to me, without his strong hands
stroking me. And I still didn’t get a cock in me, though now there
is only one cock that I want, but can’t have!

I wonder what is Daddy doing now? Is he with
mom? Does he touch her in the same way? Is he fucking her with a
cock that got hard for me?

I get wet and it feels so wrong, so I go to
the shower to cool off.

***

“Jennifer, dinner is ready!”

I don’t want to go, but knowing mom, I
probably don’t have a choice. I still feel hot after showering, so
I just put on a loose t-shirt and another pair of shorts and come
down.

My anticipation and excitement grow with
every step down the ladder. I go past the couch, OUR COUCH, and
step into the small dining room. Mom and Dadd-, I mean, Josh, are
already there. I just avoid looking at him.

It is not easy, because we have a circular
table and I am sitting almost in front of him. The food is already
on the table and I try to appear busy discovering the contents of
my plate.

“How was your day, sweetie?”

My mom is active and bubbly as always. She
looks very good for her age, looking after herself and dressing
nicely. She and
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