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Christy had a good life and she knew it. She
was fresh out of college and into a training program to become a
nurse, which was hard work, but very rewarding. She had even been
lucky enough to find another girl from the same program with an
apartment nearby, looking for a roommate, and she and Rochelle got
along fantastically well. That was, when they saw one another,
since they were so busy. But even that was all right. It meant
Christy had a lot of time alone to herself in the apartment and
didn't much have to worry about bothering someone else.

There was just one problem. And he was
sitting on the couch.

"Hello, Mr. Cunningham," Christy said,
surprised to find Rochelle's father in their shared apartment,
sitting on the couch and reading a magazine.

Mr. Gilbert Cunningham was a very kind man.
He was wealthy enough that he paid part of the apartment's rent,
which kept the costs very reasonable for Christy, and she
appreciated that. He was friendly and funny whenever he showed
up.

And he was
incredibly attractive.

Christy's own father was a pudgy middle aged
man with a receding hairline and a huge beer gut. She loved him, of
course, but she had never been attracted to him at all, and had
indeed been repulsed in general by the idea of being sexually
attractive to older men. She had a number of boyfriends, all very
casual, and none more than a few years older than she was.

But Mr. Cunningham was something else
entirely. He was her father's age, but his dark hair had not
receded, just begun to turn silver at the temples. He was very fit,
and Rochelle mentioned that he ran marathons frequently. Whenever
he showed up, he was always wearing well tailored, dark suits like
he had just come from a very important meeting in his board
room.

All of this wouldn't be a problem, not
really. Christy also knew what it was to have a crush on someone
unattainable, and she could be very happy looking and not touching.
Except that she had the sneaking suspicion Mr. Cunningham was
looking right back at her.

He smiled as she walked into the apartment
and closed the door behind her. "Well, hello, Christy," he said.
"Hope I didn't startle you."

"Only a little," Christy admitted. "I wasn't
expecting anyone here, that's all. Rochelle's on a shift that won't
be done until tomorrow morning."

"Oh," said Mr. Cunningham, sounding a little
surprised himself. "I must be confused about her schedule. I
expected her here a half hour ago, and when no one answered I just
let myself in and thought I'd wait. Rochelle gave me a key in case
of emergency, I hope you don't mind."

"I don't mind, I promise," Christy said. She
hung up her coat and purse by the door, then stepped out of her
shoes.

Mr. Cunningham folded the magazine and stood.
"But if she won't be back until tomorrow, then I suppose there's no
point in me hanging around..."

That was when Christy knew she should say
good bye and politely see him out. She was tired, after all, even
though her training today had been far more about regulations and
paperwork than it had been actually interacting with patients. She
absolutely knew she shouldn't open her mouth and say:

"I was going to pour myself a drink and
unwind. You've come all this way. Would you like to join me?"

There it was, the test. Mr. Cunningham could
more than easily have said no right then, thanked her for her
hospitality and called her a very sweet girl, jotted a note to
leave for Rochelle, and headed out into the chilly evening. It
would have been perfectly polite, and even more than that, it would
have been expected.

Instead, Gilbert Cunningham's mouth turned up
at the corners into a hungry smile. "What an excellent idea," he
said. "Surely you'll let me pour. What will you be having?"

Christy could almost hear her heart pounding
in her ears. "What will you make me?" she asked slyly.

"A nice gin and tonic, I was thinking," Mr.
Cunningham said as he walked over to the small bar cart that
occupied one corner of the room. Christy and Rochelle weren't heavy
drinkers, but they both liked to have a little something to unwind
after a particularly long shift, so they kept it fairly well
stocked.

"Then I'll change while you're doing that,"
said Christy, indicating her scrubs. "Thank you, Mr.
Cunningham."

Mr. Cunningham smiled at her. "Gilbert,
please."

"Gilbert," said Christy, letting the word
roll around in her mouth. Then she took a deep breath and found
herself saying something she never would have imagined coming out
of her lips. "Can I call you Daddy?"

That made Gilbert's eyebrows rise sharply,
but he was also clearly smiling. She had tried a dangerous kind of
flirting, and he clearly responded well. "I would like that,
Christy," he said, his voice dark and rich.

With a smile, Christy
scurried off toward her bedroom. She couldn't believe it! Here she
was, flirting with her friend's handsome father! Had she
really just asked him if she could call him
Daddy? Had he really just accepted?

She stripped off her scrubs and tossed them
onto the dirty laundry pile in her closet, then paused as she
caught a glance of herself in the mirror. She had put on a nice bra
and panties today before going to work, and she looked good, even
if she did say so herself. She reached up and took the clip from
her hair, letting the long dark strands cascade down her back. She
was slim and had always wished she was more voluptuous, with bigger
breasts and a curvier frame. Not that any of her boyfriends had
ever complained, of course, but she thought about Rochelle's
figure, how she was so lovely and curvy. Christy turned sideways in
the mirror and wondered what her body would look like if it were
rounder, curvier.

Out of the corner of her eye, she caught a
glimpse of motion and realized that it was Gilbert, standing there
with a drink in each hand. "Special delivery," he said, handing the
glass out to her.

Christy was startled and embarrassed for a
minute, before she realized how much he was looking at her nearly
naked body with all kinds of interest. The hunger in his eyes was
clear now, and she could see that she had guessed right.

So instead of grabbing for clothes or even a
robe, which had been her first instinct, Christy smiled and just
reached for the drink. "Thank you," she said, then added,
"Daddy."

With the way Gilbert grinned at that, Christy
realized she'd hit on something that they both liked. He handed her
the glass and smiled. "Careful, it's a little strong," he said.

"I like strong," Christy promised. She took a
sip and realized that he wasn't lying; that gin and tonic was far
less tonic than gin! But she allowed the alcohol to slip through
her, to take away the last knotted bits of worry. Rochelle was out
of the apartment and wouldn't be back for several hours. They were
both consenting adults who, as far as Christy knew, weren't
married. And she had a very handsome older man looking at her like
he wanted to ravish her. This, Christy realized, was very good.

"May I?" asked Gilbert, looking at the edge
of the bed, which was really the only place to sit in the small
room.

"Please do," Christy said, taking another
drink. It burned her throat and nearly took her breath away, but
when it reached her belly it became fuel for the fire that was
already burning there. "Can you do me a favor?" she asked him as he
sat.

"Yes?"

"Can you unhook this?" Christy lifted all her
dark hair with one hand and exposed the back clasp of her bra.

"Of course," said Gilbert. His fingers were
cool from where he had touched the glasses and the touch made
Christy jump, then giggle. In seconds, he had unlatched the bra.
She turned to face him as she let it fall slowly forward, exposing
her small breasts. They were little but perky, a handful each, and
she had large, dark nipples. They were incredibly sensitive and
were already standing at full attention.

"Yum," said Christy, putting her glass right
between her breasts. "Feels good." The condensation gathered as it
touched her skin and ran in a damp line down the flat plane of her
belly, to her navel.

Gilbert smiled. "I have to admit, I'm
admiring the view."

"Are you sure?" teased
Christy. "Because I do have some
things I could put on. Maybe a little satin. Or a little
lace."

Still grinning, Gilbert shook his head. "All
those are fun, but I've come to the point in my life where the
thing I appreciate most about a woman is seeing her bare skin. And
yours is quite something to look at. I wondered what you would look
like naked the first time I saw you."

Christy felt a thrilling shiver course
through her body. Had he really been thinking about her that
long?

Gilbert reached for her and hooked his
fingertips through the lacy waistband of her panties. "Why don't
you slip those off too?" he smirked. "And then come sit on Daddy's
lap?"

Those words made a gush of wetness leak from
Christy's pussy as her heart pounded in her chest. She took one
more large gulp of her drink before reaching for her panties and
shimmying them off over her hips, then kicking them off as they
pooled around her ankles. Here she was, totally naked in front of a
man still dressed, including his jacket and tie. She raised her
arms above her head, catching up her dark hair and letting it fall
all over her shoulders. "Are you ready for me, Daddy?" she
asked.

"Right here, sweetheart," Gilbert patted his
lap. "Come give Daddy a kiss."

Christy settled into his lap as he sat on the
bed. He wasn't an especially tall or broad man, but as he held her
she could feel how strong he was. That strength made her want to
melt straight into her embrace, letting him do what he wanted with
her, take care of her however he felt best. She leaned in to kiss
him, but he wound up kissing her. He put his hand against the back
of her neck and pulled her close, taking control as she surrendered
to him. Here she was, being kissed by a man as old as her father,
and she had never felt more erotic or desired in her whole
life.

After a minute of this, Gilbert leaned her
back so that she was flat on her back on the bed. Completely naked,
he spread out her thighs and revealed the soft pink flesh of her
pussy. She held her breath, not sure what he was going to do next,
and so she was surprised when he bent his face down and pressed his
lips to the slick skin there. With no hesitation, he opened his
mouth wide and began to kiss and lick at her cunt.

"Fuck!" Christy gasped. She
grabbed Gilbert's hair without even meaning to and arched her back.
Some of her boyfriends had eaten her pussy out before, but they had
always made it seem like they were doing her a favor. It was
obvious here that Gilbert loved this and was doing it because he
wanted her to feel pleasure. "Oh,
Daddy! Right there, Daddy, lick me!

Gilbert did exactly that, licking and
sucking. He even slipped a finger inside her, which made her moan
so loud she grabbed a pillow and tried to muffle the sound. It
would do no good having the neighbors complain when she was fucking
her roommate's father! But it felt so good, so very good. He
wiggled that finger then added another, stretching her wider and
wider as his clever tongue played at the sensitive bud of her clit.
He even added a little teeth every so often, enough to make her
squeal and jerk. But those fingers inside of her held her in place,
kept her right where he wanted her.

 

"Oh fuck, oh fuck," Christy moaned
senselessly. "Fuck, Daddy, you're going to make me cum! Please make
me cum, Daddy! I need to cum!"

Answering her pleas in the best possible way,
Gilbert sucked even harder. His tongue lashed hard against her
clit, stroking her again and again and dialing her pleasure up
until it couldn't handle it any longer. At last, the wave broke
over her and she came in what felt like a gush, rivers of girl cum
flowing out from between her legs as she thrashed and gasped. The
pillow she had against her mouth muffled some of the sound, but not
all of it. She didn't want to hide how good it was, though. And it
was good. It was the best she had ever had in her life.

Finally, his mouth glistening with her pussy
juices, Gilbert sat back up. He knelt between her legs on the bed
and unbuckled his belt, then unfastened his pants. His cock
practically flew out from the front of his pants, hard and standing
fully at the ready with the promise
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