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It all started with the
death of my mom. My mom died when I was two. She left me and my dad
alone. He was broken into a million pieces. Watching the love of
his on her deathbed tore him apart, and the only thing that forced
him to grow stronger was for me. My dad is my superhero. He never
let me feel for a second that I have no mother anymore. I noticed
my dad crying at night. But he was always so strong for me. Years
passed by, and finally, my dad moved on, and I started to pretend I
did, too.

 


My name is Barbara, and
I'm an eighteen-year-old college student. I'm pretty popular at my
school. Young, brunette, petite, and very innocent-looking. You can
imagine me as a voluptuous buxom, thirty-six DD pear-shaped
breasts, rosy nipples, twenty-eight-inch waist, forty-inch hips,
five foot two inches with full curly hair, and with an hourglass
figure. I like to display my body and tease, but nobody knows that
I can be very dark. Just like the kids who grew up without their
Moms. For the past few years, I have been chased by many guys, but
they don't understand that I've never been into men.

 


When I was sixteen, one of
my girlfriends hooked me onto porn. It was nice how open these
people are about their sexuality. I got addicted to it. I started
watching a lot of porn learned how to masturbate. One day, I was
surfing the internet for some, and I found something very
interesting: a woman sexually tortures another, and in the end, she
fucked her hard and rough.

'Wow. Is it even possible
for something like that to even exist?' I asked this question a lot
to myself, till the day I met Mistress Rebecca. She was the first
woman. She instantly made me her student. She taught me how to
embrace my inner devil. I learned how to control the world around
me sexually.

 


I became what people fear
most; I became a dominatrix.

 


My life was going well
until one day, two years ago, on a hot sunny day, my dad came to
me.

“Hey, Honey," he greeted
me. "How about we go for a picnic?”

 


“Sure, I am ready, Daddy,"
I said in a slightly annoyed tone. "It's been a while since we
spent any time together, thanks to your work.”

 


“Oh, my Babygirl,” he
said, and hugged me.

 


On Sunday morning, I
packed the picnic basket and we left. Dad took me to the beach. The
weather was good and I hadn't enjoyed anything this much in a very
long time. I was chilling on the beach, tanning myself, and having
some tequila when my dad came to me.

He sat on the bench right
beside me.

 


“Babygirl, I need to talk
to you about something,” he said in a very serious tone.

“OK, Daddy,” I replied,
tense. I sat on the bench thinking about all the people or stuff I
fucked. What if Daddy had found out?

 


He took both of my hands
in his and said, “Baby girl, I am thinking about getting married
again.”

 


“What?!” I was surprised.
I said it loudly, so people started staring at us. “Daddy, you must
be joking, right?” It was a terrible idea for my Daddy to get
married again. At that moment, I was so sad. Thoughts were
exploding inside my head. Is Daddy going to forget mom completely?
Is Daddy going to leave me too? Will I ever see Daddy again? I
panicked, and I started crying.

Daddy hugged me hard.
“Sssshhhhh… there is no need to cry, Princess,” Daddy said while he
pats my head. “Don’t worry, Baby Doll. I am not joking.”

 


"But what about
Mom?"

 


“My Baby Doll!" he said.
"I can never forget how much I loved your mom, and I never thought
of getting married again, but you are old now and you deserve a
mother.” He was trying to calm me down.

 


I still thought it was a
terrible idea, but my Daddy took care of me so much, and I wanted
him to be happy. The only way I would accept this woman is if she
makes Daddy happy, but I won't lie; I am also tired of being the
only woman in the house. The thought of a new woman made me a
little excited. She wouldn’t only be my dad's wife, but my new
mother, too.

 


My dad is a forty-year-old
hunk. His name is Michael. Since Mom passed, he fell in love with
the gym. He spends his days in and out. He is six foot four with
the body of a Hollywood movie star. A complete womanizer. But he
was being so loyal to my mom that he never bats an eye at anyone.
The only thing that made me accept the idea of him getting married
again was that my Superman deserves to be happy.

 


I was excited, and
finally, the day arrived when Daddy took me to meet this woman whom
he wants to marry named Maria. He took me to a five-star hotel. We
got a table by the pool. It was nice weather and my excitement was
tearing the charts. We were walking in the hotel towards our table,
and I saw a woman sitting there. She immediately caught my
eye.

 


We sat down with her.
“Barbara, this is Maria. Maria, this is Barbara.” She was a Spanish
woman in her late thirties. She was the woman of anybody's dreams,
with her skinny little body and her long dyed gray hair, beautiful
blue eyes, almost thirty-six DD breasts, a peach-shaped soft ass,
and a beautiful face with extremely soft features. She was the
woman to die for, and I was very happy for Daddy.

 


“So you are the one who
hijacked my daddy’s heart,” was the first thing I said to her. This
was followed by a long moment of silence. Then I could not hold it
anymore and busted out in laughter. Both of them laughed with me.
“It was a bad joke, Barbara,” said Daddy. We talked so much. I
wanted to get to know her as much as I possibly could.

 


“So, what do you do,
Maria?" I asked her. "Except loving my dad, of course.” She told me
she was my dad’s assistant in his office. “Oohhh personal
secretary! I am proud of you, Superman,” I said with a wink at my
dad. She told me she was married before but her husband used to
beat her, so they separated. She was a very nice, kind, and funny
woman. And she wrapped me around her finger as no one had ever done
before. I liked her so much that I was ready to accept Maria as my
new mother instead of rejecting her. I asked Daddy to marry
Maria.

 


The next week, I was one
of the very few people in the world who was the planner of their
own parents' wedding. It was a simple celebration. All of our close
relatives were there. I had arranged the best wedding gown in the
whole city by the best designer, and Superman got his suit. It was
hard to find a size for him, so I made the designer make one for
his exact size. Everything should be perfect at my parents'
wedding.

 


I was in the hall on the
stage, and from my right, my dad walked to the stage and Maria from
the other side. I do not know who was looking better that day, but
undoubtedly it was the best day of my life. They came to the stage
and the priest started to read. When he said, “You may now kiss the
bride," it gave me goosebumps. Finally, my Daddy was married, and
for the first time, I was not the only woman in the
house.

 


Daddy took Maria on a
honeymoon instantly, and for the first time in eighteen years, I
was alone in the house. I was happy, so I started going deep into
my BDSM lifestyle. I learned more and more. I turned my room into a
literal dungeon.

 


Daddy and Maria came back
after a month, and Maria settled in our house pretty swiftly. We
distributed chores, but she was very nice. She never let me do
anything around the house. She was spoiling me and I was loving
every second of it. But my happiness was not going to last very
long.

 


I still remember the day:
16 August 2018. It was a rainy day. It was also my parents' wedding
anniversary, and Daddy was out of the country, so I planned a
surprise for Maria on my own. The same day, my best friend had a
birthday party, so I told Maria that I wouldn’t be home that night.
But secretly, I was preparing a surprise for her. I took an early
leave from school and went straight to the gift shop. I saw a very
old man in the gift shop. Maybe he can help.

 


“Excuse me, sir,” I asked
the old man.

 


“Yes, my child," the old
man replied. "How can I help you?"

 


“Today is the wedding
anniversary of my parents, and I am looking for something to give
to my mom," I said. "Can you help, please?” I said.

 


“Yes, I have something for
you,” the old man replied. He gave me the biggest stuffed toy in
the shop: a six-foot-tall teddy with the words 'Best Mom Ever'
written on the tummy.

I was confused about it,
but hell, I was going to buy it anyway. I paid the old man and
asked him for the delivery to be sharply at 8 so I could surprise
her. After all, it's my parents' first wedding
anniversary.

 


I reached home way earlier
than usual. Maria was usually sleeping at this time, but thank God
I have another key to the house so I didn’t have to disturb
her.

 


We live in a big house, so
Maria and Daddy’s room is on the ground floor and mine is upstairs.
I went to my room to change without making any noise. I didn’t want
to wake her up.

 


After I was done changing,
I had to wake Maria up because I was dying of hunger. I slowly
walked down the stairs. It was kind of a walk of shame because I
had to disturb her. When I reached her room, I heard some voices.
Thank God she was not sleeping, but who was she talking to? Maybe
her hands were busy, and that's why her cell phone was on the
loudspeaker. I know it's bad manners, but I had to listen to what
she was talking about. It was Maria’s best friend Jennice she was
talking to.

 


“How is your time going
with Michael?” Jennice asked her.

 


“Hhhhhnnnnnn,” after a
long sigh, Maria replied.

 


“And how is it going with
John? Is his dick enough for you, slut?” Jennice asked. I was
shocked at what the hell Jennice just said.

 


“Hell no, but I am tired
of these quick fucks now," Maria replied. "That fucking brat
doesn’t leave me alone to enjoy a good dick.” It was like a million
emotions hit me like a train. Tears started streaming from my eyes,
to my cheek and chin.

 


“Finally, tonight that
fuckin' bitch Barbara is going to her friend’s party, and I will
enjoy a good dick like the slut I am,” Maria said, and they both
laughed.

 


My tears were not stopping
and I couldn't handle them anymore, so I ran to my room. This was
what Maria thought of me. I accepted her as a mom, and Daddy took
her in. That whore. I wiped my tears and talked to myself. “No,
Barbara, you can't cry. Be strong for yourself, and most
importantly, be strong for Daddy.”

 


I sighed
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