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Billionaire Daddy and His Bursting
Bimbo

The Mile High Club

 


The hot water hits my clit and I shiver from
pleasure. The stream is strong enough to immediately engulf my body
in flames of desire, but I am already excited solely from the fact
that I am masturbating in the shower of a luxurious private jet on
the altitude of ten thousand feet. The shower booth is bigger than
the one in my dorm and all the handles and the showerhead itself
look like they are made from gold.

Sex just permeates this place and even the
roar of the engines reverberates in my body with a powerful desire
to fuck. The fact that I didn’t get properly pounded for several
days now definitely played a role too. I play with the distance
between the showerhead and my clit, trying to hit that sweet spot
between intensity and duration – I have several hours of flight in
front of me and I don’t want to come too fast.

My free hand squeezes my young tight tits,
one after another, making sure that both of my girls get enough
attention. My rock-hard nipples brush against the inner surface of
my palms, sending crackles of electric ecstasy deeper inside my
body.

I am still under the impression of the latest
events and so my body responded with increased sensitivity. Hell, I
almost came on the spot when I exited the luxurious purple
limousine and found myself in front of an overwhelmingly white
private plane that was supposed to deliver me back to my
hometown.

When my mommy told me on the phone that her
latest boyfriend is rich and will pay for my tickets, I expected
business class, but not my own personal plane with walls richly
adorned with wooden panels, leather sofas and electric fireplace. I
was pretty sure that the coffee table costs more than my yearly
tuition and one of the oldest European Universities and using these
extremely expensive works of art for my own mundane needs felt so
surreal and… exciting.

Even thinking about it again makes my body
hotter and hotter and I squeeze my breast harder and harder, until
the sweet pain amplifies the pleasure spilling into my body from my
clit. I am driven with lust and don’t care about coming too fast.
For the duration of the flight all of this belongs to me and I will
come as much as I want.

I bring the gold shower head closer and
closer and then just rub it with it directly. My body trembles with
pleasure as the air escapes my lungs with a moan, but my hungry
cunt wants more. It wants to be impaled, penetrated, fucked and
ravaged and it doesn’t accept any excuses. My eyes fall on the
showerhead and the gold metallic cylinder seems to have the perfect
size and shape. I turn off the water and then just shove the
showerhead inside my moist pussy.

The hungry scream of a demanding cunt turns
into a heavenly choir of bliss and I just can’t hold myself back
anymore. I scream from the top of my lungs as I fuck myself with
the gold showerhead and I don’t care if the pilots or the flight
attendant will hear me. My wrist works with surgical precision and
I hit the right spots with the right rhythm and the sensation is
unbelievable. I stop fondling my tits and begin polishing my clit
as my comet of desire speeds up towards its orgasmic
destination.

I don’t remember the last time I felt this
good, even with a real cock… dammit, even with several real cocks!
I did some wild stuff while attending the depraved student parties
in decadent Europe, but right now I feel that coming hard while
being surrounded with glorious luxury is something that I really
want, something I really deserve, something that I need. And I am
not getting all of that by getting a degree.

Suddenly, I have an idea. I keep fucking
myself with the showerhead, but now I just shove it as deep as
possible, while my other hand fiddles with the valves. Then I turn
on the water and the ice-cold water hitting my enflamed cunt from
the inside just overloads my nervous system and quickly brings me
past the threshold of overwhelming pleasure.

The orgasm sweeps me off my feet and I fall
against the wall of the shower booth and slowly slide down as my
fingers frantically turn off the water. The showerhead is still
inside of me as my pussy muscles tense and relax around the gold
cylinder that fits me so perfectly. Now I sit on the floor of the
shower booth with an expensive piece of equipment inside my cunt
and listen to the roar of jet engines.

I smile.

I don’t know how it will end, but I
definitely like the beginning.

 


The Culture Club

 


I sit on the luxurious sofa inside an equally
luxuriously looking limousine and can’t take my eyes off my new
Daddy.

Yes, I don’t mind calling him that after
knowing him only for a single day. The truth is, for the amount of
money he spent on me during this one day I would call any old fart
my dearest daddy. But the problem is that he is not old. I mean, he
is definitely older than me or mommy, but nothing betrays his age
apart from an occasional gray hair or a wrinkle close to his eyes.
He looks good too. Even though he is always wearing a business suit
I can clearly see that his physique is way better than my
fuckbuddies from Europe have.

These assholes live on the diet of beer and
blowjobs, and Daddy is a mountain of a man, and the expensive
Italian fabric of his tailored suit drapes his muscles in just the
right way. He doesn’t talk a lot, always doing some weird stuff
with stocks and shares on his tablet, but when he opens his mouth
even the birds singing on the trees just shut up and listen. His
masculine, commanding presence is enough to make any woman feel
small and vulnerable next to him, and if he wasn’t my mommy’s
boyfriend, I would totally be on his dick even without all the
money.

And talking about mommy… I barely recognize
her anymore. Huge fake tits and fake ass, skimpy outfit and dyed
hair… she looks like a porn actress from the nineties and I just
don’t know how to feel about it. She is more or less the same when
I am alone, but with Daddy it's all giggles and touches, and I
think that I can understand her. In fact, when he just puts his
hand on her thigh I feel a pin of jealousy poking my clit, and I
wonder if he would notice me more if I had fake tits too. I mean,
he is nice enough, but I am not sure that he sees me as a woman… as
a female, as a sex object.

Out limo stops in front of our destination
and I jump out of the car right on the steps of the opera. My mommy
stands next to me and then I feel the masculine smell of Daddy’s
perfume hitting me from behind, engulfing me in the aroma of citrus
and bergamot and carrying me away from here and straight into his
arms.

I stay on one place in a trance for far too
long and his hands grab me by the shoulders and slightly push me
forward and his invigorating touch invigorates me and I feel a
pleasurable tingling in the bottom of my stomach. I don’t know if
these are butterflies in my stomach that people are constantly
talking about, but if they are, these are very naughty
butterflies.

We walk up the steps and past the huge line
of people and enter the building through the VIP entrance. I don’t
know whose idea it was to go to a concert of classical music
together and usually I would do anything in my power to avoid it,
but this time the idea of sitting next to my Daddy and just enjoy
his magnetic aura filled my flesh with sweet anticipation.

“Thank You, and have a great experience!”

The lady at the ticket booth smiles as she
takes our tickets.

“We most certainly will.”

Daddy’s low and slightly raspy voice fills my
ears and makes me want to have a great experience just because he
said so.

I look at mommy, who is busy looking at the
crowd of people in the big atrium, slowly moving from the entrance
further into the building. We don’t have to wait in lines and move
with the herd, as we are brought by a worker to our lodge. Mommy
wanted to get a private lodge, but Daddy said that the VIP lodge
right across the stage is the best place to enjoy the sound and his
confident and uncompromising tone of voice put a stop to an
argument before it even began.

It was a classical music concert, with a
famous orchestra from Europe coming to our city for the very first
time. Most of the people in the concert hall are dressed up for the
occasion – the total cost of all the suits and evening gowns in the
building could probably cover the national debt. We are also
dressed to impress, with Daddy wearing a fashionable slim-fit
Italian suit, that complements his masculine physique; Mommy is
wearing a luxurious evening dress with a hip slit so deep that you
can see her ass and her decolte leaving nothing to the imagination,
and I am wearing a dark blouse with a fiery red pencil skirt – not
the most traditional choice of clothes for this event, but the
skirt matched my mood and made my ass look bigger.

We reach our chairs and I finally have the
time to stop and look around. Our places are in the very center of
the VIP balcony but in the second row. We take our seats in
spacious and comfortable chairs and my eyes feast on the luxurious
décor of the place while Daddy’s presence next to me makes my
embers of desire turn into a flame of lust.

Finally, everyone is seated and musicians
from the orchestra appear on stage and begin to take their places
while the public showers them with applause. I look to my right and
see Daddy seated right next to me and mommy on his other side,
already making a selfie. To my left are a couple of lovely old
ladies who are visibly excited to be here and both of them have a
pair of small theatrical binoculars in their hands.

Directly in front of us are two peculiar
women. Both of them are in their early twenties and their dresses
are more suitable for a strip club rather than a cultural event.
They have immaculate facial features under and wear a lot of
make-up. Both of them have very long hair they let hang behind
their seats right in front of me and Daddy and it annoys me so
much. Daddy got the blonde one sitting in front of him, while the
brunette is sitting in front of me. Both of them spend most of
their time before the concert making pictures for social media, so
the true purpose of their visit is clear to me.

Finally, the lights go dark and the orchestra
begins to play. They started with a slow and steady melody, with a
solo violin in the lead, which is perfect for the prelude.
Suddenly, I feel Daddy’s hand grabbing my right thigh through the
fabric of the skirt in a strong and masculine manner. My heart
skips a beat and I
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