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      Lilah Vixen loves the twisted world of transformation erotica. Follow her on Tumblr for her hot, taboo stories.

      Want to know when she has something new? Sign up for her newsletter now!

      Also by Lilah: The Bimbo Cure: Angie

      “I am such a blissed out little bimbo.”

      I worry too much and I’ve been cooped up for too long. I’m going out of my mind with boredom. When an advert on a video app shows me a way to let go of all my worries and enjoy life, I’m ready!

      Soon I’m meeting the BLONDE BEAUTIES who promise to take my troubles away. Before I know it I’m all GIGGLES and my hair is just as blonde. Then I meet the dominant ALPHA MAN who's taken CONTROL of my mind. And when he takes my VIRGINITY and BREEDS my tight body, I finally know where I belong.

      Read It Today
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      He pulled back and I saw in his eyes that he wanted to say no, to stop this madness between us. But I wasn’t going to let him call this a mistake. I put a finger up to his lips, silencing him before he could speak. “Please, Daddy,” I begged, “Let me make you feel better.”

      His brows drew down in confusion and then his eyes darkened with lust when my hand landed on the hard length in his jeans. I dropped down to my knees, tracing my finger along his chest as I went. In the dim light of the coat closet it was hard to see, but I guided myself by touch, slowly unbuttoning his trousers and unzipping the zipper.

      “Princess…” he started to speak, but stopped when I pulled his cock out, rolling down his pants just enough to give me access.

      It jutted between us. I’d never seen a cock up close before. The only time I’d ever seen one before was when my stepbrother flashed me when we were kids. That was nothing like this. I licked my lips while I studied the hard length in front of me. I’d heard of blow jobs before. I knew that they were when a girl licked a man’s penis until he came.

      But, “I don’t know what to do,” I admitted, rolling my eyes up to look at Daddy.

      I watched a struggle in his eyes, but my victory came shortly after. “Lick it,” he said, “Take it into your mouth.”
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      I wasn’t supposed to be in the house when Mom left. That was why she lied to me. She thought I had a shift at the store where I worked part time on Wednesdays and Saturdays. What she didn’t know was that the store had let me go two weeks ago due to what they called “repeated attendance issues” and what I called “avoiding the creepy assistant manager who was a bit handsy.”

      During my usual shift time I’d been leaving the house and just hanging around at the local mall or the big bookstore. If I had an abundance of cash I would have just gone to the movies, but the cash had run low and I wouldn’t touch what I put in the bank already. That was for college.

      Eventually.

      I’d graduated from high school in May, but I’d been saving up to go to college since I was in sixth grade. That was when my real dad left and took all of the money with him. In the years since then I had put away exactly $2,143.73 and made nearly $50 in interest. At the rate I was going, I’d be able to start sometime before I was fifty.

      There were always loans, but Paul – my awesome stepdad – said it was better to build up a life without college than to live on in debt. Paul believed that a person had to make their own way in the world which was why he wasn’t giving me anything for college. And I respected that. He didn’t give anything to my stepbrother either, so he was treating me like his regular kid, like he always did.

      And then there was Mom.

      Mom met Paul at a PTA meeting in fifth grade. Paul’s son, Jake, and I were in the same grade. They’d hit it off immediately, but nothing happened between them until my dad left the next year. At least nothing that they admitted to. For the first few years it was great. We moved in with Paul and Jake and became one big, happy, blended family.

      Paul even wanted me to call him Dad, but I hadn’t ever been able to do it.

      Not when I was awake anyway.

      But then Paul started traveling more for business and Mom had to work too. They stopped seeing each other so much, and when they did they were fighting. Paul had planned to take Mom on his latest business trip to try and mend the rift between them. Jake was with his stepmom and they both knew that I was responsible enough to stay home alone for two weeks.

      I didn’t know that Mom had an issue with that plan.

      I had stayed home since my car was low on gas and I couldn’t afford to refill it. I figured I could use some of the money they would leave me in case of an emergency. So when I saw Mom in the kitchen standing next to a large suitcase and holding her car keys I was surprised.

      She had just finished writing a note of some kind and looked up when I came in the room.

      “I thought you guys weren’t leaving until tomorrow,” I said.

      Mom looked distraught. “Aren’t you supposed to be at work, Maggie?”

      I looked down at my pajama bottoms and back up to her, “Uh, yeah…” The laugh that came out wasn’t quite delicate. “My job didn’t exactly work out. Joey was being a total creep and—”

      She held up a hand, “I should have known. You’re just like that good for nothing father of yours. Can’t even keep to your commitments.” With that same hand she gestured me to come closer, “Now come here, give me a kiss.”

      Of course I went to her. She was my mom, I couldn’t just disobey. Not if I wanted to stay in the house. And besides, good girls always listened to their parents. And I did try to be good. Even if it got me fired. So I hugged Mom and gave her a kiss on the cheek. She took her keys and her bag and left. The garage door was already closing when I looked down at the note she’d written.

      Dear Paul and Maggie,

      I’m sorry. I can’t do this anymore. This marriage – this family – it isn’t working. I need to find myself. Please don’t come after me or call. I won’t answer. This is the most difficult decision I have ever made. I hope you can respect my wishes.

      Sincerely,

      Peggy

      I dropped the letter and stumbled blindly for one of the stools. Once there I let my head fall into my hands. Mom was gone? She’d just left? Just looked me in the eye and taken off. At least Dad hadn’t been able to say goodbye. I liked to think that if he had seen me before he took off that he would have stopped.

      But Mom lied to my face.

      I didn’t even realize I was crying until I felt the tears on my cheeks. I sniffled, trying to hold it in, but that just made it worse. A few minutes later I heard the door open and I looked up, hoping Mom had changed her mind. But it was only Paul.

      The only parent I had left, and we weren’t even related by blood.

      That had never mattered to Paul. He had treated me like his own daughter, like his princess, from the moment I moved in. He looked too young to have a kid my age, but he was actually in his forties. Barely. And he looked like a movie star. It was part of the reason he was so good at his job. I wasn’t quite sure what he did, but it involved talking to a lot of people and going on a lot of trips.

      His hair was dark and thick and his eyes were a bright, bright blue. Every time I caught sight of them I couldn’t quite look away. He worked out every day and it showed. His muscles were firm in all the right places and I was pretty sure he could pick me up and carry me around without any effort.

      Paul didn’t even ask me what was wrong. When he saw me crying he crossed the kitchen and hugged me until I calmed down. I held him tight, breathing in the earthy, masculine scent of him and trying to center myself. It made me feel good, and just a little tingly.

      Everything that I associated with Paul.

      “What’s the matter, baby?” He finally asked once I stopped sniffling. He kissed my forehead.

      I met his eyes and my breath caught. I always forgot just how blue they were. But I handed him the note and watched him read. Paul didn’t have the same reaction as me. Instead, his jaw set until finally he crumpled up the paper and threw it towards the trash can. But the can had a lid and the note just fell to the floor.

      “I know she’s your mom, Maggie, but that was a horrible thing for her to do. To you, to me.” He ran a hand through his hair and paced back and forth. “You know I have this trip coming up. My boss is desperate to meet my wife. He says he can’t count on my commitment until he sees me with her.”

      I don’t know why I said it, but the words popped right out. “I could go with you.”

      Paul froze. The color drained from his face and then two spots of red appeared on his cheeks.

      I held up my hand once I realized what I’d said. “I mean – we don’t have to say I’m your wife. But, if you need a girl to come with, I could do that.”

      Paul thought about it for a moment. “What about your job?” He asked.

      I explained about handsy Joey without delay. I didn’t ever need to hide things from Paul. He got me in a way that other people just didn’t.

      “Well, are you sure?” It sounded like there was something he wasn’t saying, but Paul didn’t lie to me. He never had. “I’d have to change a few things around, explain it all to my boss. But I think this just might work.”

      I smiled, happy that I could help Paul, happy that I had something else to focus on other than my mother abandoning me.

      Paul hugged me close. He went to kiss my cheek, but I turned my head at the last minute and our lips brushed for the faintest second. I could feel my cheeks flame and both of us flew backwards and out of each other’s arms. After a second we both laughed.

      “I’ll talk to my boss,” Paul said and left.

      I raised a hand and touched my fingers briefly to my lips. And as wicked as it was, I even licked my lips.

      As far as first kisses went, that one wasn’t too bad.
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      Paul got everything taken care of at lightning speed. And before I knew it he was putting cash in my hands and telling me to go buy some business trip appropriate clothing. I had to ask the saleslady for help, but I came home with three big shopping bags and got everything packed before I went to sleep.

      And once I was in dreamland, I had to face my little, tiny, secret.

      I was head over heels in love with my stepdad.

      I mean, how could I avoid it? Paul was the perfect guy. My dad was a bit of a slacker before he took off. Maybe once a year he would show up to one of my events, and even then he’d make sure I didn’t hear the end of it until the next time he got off his ass to come see me. And ever since I was three years old he gave me gift cards instead of actual presents for my birthday and Christmas.

      Paul came to all of my softball games, every choir rehearsal. He always got the right presents for me at the holidays, usually something I didn’t even realize that I wanted. Compared to all the other guys I knew, Paul was a god.

      And at first I had just liked him as my stepdad, as the new guy in my mom’s life. But as I got older and the girls in my grade started to pair off with the other boys, I found something, well, lacking in all of them. They were all just boys.

      And I knew just how amazing a man could be.

      But in my dreams it was always the same. Prom night, junior year. It wasn’t about sex or anything. That was entirely different dream, also featuring Paul. This was more of a memory. I was supposed to go on a double date with my friend Jane and her boyfriend Kyle and his brother Ken. I was going to be Ken’s date. Except at the last minute Ken cancelled and then Jane and Kyle didn’t want me going with them.

      Completely stupid. Completely high school.

      They told me on the day of prom. And I already had my hair done and my dress on. Everything was ready.

      Mom was gone for work but Paul found me when I was on the verge of tears. And then he became my savior. Instead of telling me it wasn’t a big deal, he put on a suit and took me out to one of the fanciest restaurants in town. He even let me have a glass of wine, saying it was a grown up night while all the silly kids were at school.

      I really felt like his princess.

      Of course, nothing could ever come of it, but I like to pretend while I was in dreamland that I really was his princess, the one he loved the most.

      My alarm woke me up before sunrise. The plane left the airport just after 7AM and we had to be out of the house long before then. Paul stuck his head in my room to make sure I was awake. I quickly pulled the covers up, I wasn’t naked, but one of my boobs always fell out of my shirt when I slept.

      “Hey, sleepyhead,” he smiled. “Time to get up.”

      “Thanks, Daddy,” I grumbled. And then I froze. I’d never said it out loud before. But Paul just smiled brightly and closed the door when he left.

      I got up and threw the last of my things into a bag before taking the quickest shower in my life. Paul had already made me toast by the time I got downstairs. I stuffed it in my mouth as he poured me a cup of coffee.

      He seemed a bit apprehensive. “I talked to my boss about the trip. There’s been a slight…complication.”

      “Hmm?” I couldn’t talk with food in my mouth, but my stomach sank. I hoped this didn’t mean that I couldn’t go. I’d never been on a business trip before.

      “Before I could tell him about switching, he warned me that everything was non-refundable. And that it wasn’t transferable either.” I knew I was frowning when Paul spoke more quickly. “You can still come, but we just can’t tell people that you’re Peggy’s daughter. I think it will be okay since you both have the same name.”

      I had to think what he was saying through. It was still too early and my brain wasn’t yet firing on all cylinders. “So I have to pretend to be your wife?” It seemed strange, but there was a woman inside me positively dancing at the thought.

      Paul’s hand gripped his coffee mug tightly and he didn’t look me in the eye. “I suppose that’s right. Just around my colleagues. I’m sure it’s something we’ll be able to joke about later.”

      I smiled. Of course.

      And it would give me fuel for my dreams for years to come.

      The flight went by very quickly and we didn’t even get into our hotel room before we were whisked off to the first excursion. We didn’t slow down until dinner that night.

      It wasn’t what I expected.

      The setup of the room was a bit strange. All the tables were shunted a bit to the side leaving an entire space that almost looked like a dance floor. But I paid it little mind and kept talking to my newfound friends.

      Everyone was so nice to me. From the moment we got off the plane they’d been all smiles and compliments about how great I looked, how they didn’t know that Paul’s wife was so young. We decided to pretend I was 25 and no one had questioned it. I’d always known I looked mature, but I was still just 18.

      After dessert, all of the ladies got up and took me with them to a little room off the side of the dining room. The two I’d bonded most closely with, Giselle and Bonnie, were both in their late twenties or early thirties and wives of men easily nearing sixty. It made the age difference between Paul and I look completely pedestrian.

      The room they took me to was full of women’s clothes on two racks. There were feather boas, silks, satin, and a whole range of high heels. “Um, what’s all this?” I asked. I had no idea why we were supposed to look at clothes.

      Giselle giggled and pulled a lacy blue number off the rack and shoved it at me. “It’s entertainment!” Bonnie joined in.

      I grabbed the garment and looked down. It didn’t look like it would cover anything. Heck, it would enhance more than it would hide. “What entertainment?” My heart was beating quickly in my chest. These women thought I was Paul’s wife. What kind of entertainment would a wife be expected to provide?

      But another part of me was jumping for joy. I’d never have a chance to do this again.

      Bonnie smiled. “It’s super fun. We just go out there and do a little dance, get our boys all riled up. Last year Harold fucked me silly all night.” She and Giselle laughed again.

      I wasn’t great with names, but I didn’t remember a Harold. And I tried to ignore the idea of Paul fucking me silly. The tingle in my panties told me it wasn’t working. “Isn’t William your husband?” I asked.

      Bonnie just nudged me on the shoulder and winked. “He is this year!”

      “Poor Harold made some bad investments, and then William and Bonnie fell for each other, isn’t that sweet?” Giselle explained. I felt completely out at sea. Why would you just abandon someone who loved you? Paul wouldn’t abandon me, and I didn’t care if he had money or not. I was his family.

      Bonnie could see that I was uncomfortable. “Let’s just get you dressed. You can watch Giselle and I before you go out. I’m sure you’ll get the hang of it. Remember, winner gets a bottle of champagne.”

      “How do you win, exactly?” Not that I was planning to, but just being with these women was confusing.

      Both women just tittered between themselves. I was glad they had been nice to me, but I turned away. If they were just going to giggle at all my questions, asking them wouldn’t do me any good. Instead, I looked down at the outfit.

      It was completely inappropriate for a stepdaughter to wear it for her stepfather. Absolutely inappropriate, absolutely sexual. The top would enhance my breasts, making them stick out from my chest and the fabric was just thick enough that you couldn’t see my nipples. At first I thought it was a dress, but it was actually two pieces with a skirt short enough that I’d flash everyone if I wasn’t careful. My panties would clash with the outfit. Would I need to leave them off? Even if I really was Paul’s wife – and my heard did a little jump at the thought – I didn’t think I’d want to wear it in front of people other than Paul.

      But this was for his work and I wanted it to go well for him, so I stepped behind one of the privacy curtains and changed into it. It took a little manipulation. There were some straps I needed to tighten so that the top didn’t gap in front of my small breasts, but I made it work. When I came out from behind the curtain I saw that Giselle and Bonnie both had their tops off.

      My jaw dropped at the size of their breasts. They had to be implants. Both women saw me looking and laughed. “Don’t worry, Maggie, just because you didn’t grow into big tits doesn’t mean you can get them anymore!” Bonnie told me. She gave each of her nipples a squeeze, letting them harden to stiff peaks before throwing on a nearly see-through silk top. “Wish me luck!”

      She ran out to where music was starting to play, leaving me and Giselle alone.

      We had to watch through a window through the door while Bonnie gyrated her hips, dancing to the sensual music. “She wins every year,” Giselle pouted.

      There was something mesmerizing about the way the light caught on Bonnie’s necklace. It brought attention to her breasts which bounced freely under her top. “I’m sure you’ve got a shot.”

      I felt so strange watching the other woman dance. I’d never looked at a woman sexually, but I could feel the strange echo of what I felt for Paul whenever he touched me while I looked at her. The music ended.

      Bonnie’s husband stood up, an erection tenting his pants. He grabbed Bonnie and pulled her close, kissing her hard. They both ran out of the room to the guffaws of the other men.

      “See? Her husband always takes her off right after the show. No matter who she’s with, they can’t handle themselves after watching her dance.” But Giselle smiled. “Don’t worry about the silly competition, though. Just go have fun. I’m sure your man will love it.”

      I didn’t know what to do. Giselle went out after Bonnie, leaving me alone to watch and worry. If I didn’t go out and dance then Paul might look bad in front of his coworkers. But if I did, and if I had any effect on him, it might change our relationship forever.

      I couldn’t deal if he hated me.

      But what if he didn’t? Some deeply hidden part of me whispered the words. Heat coiled within at the thought. Seriously, what if he didn’t hate me after I danced seductively for him? What if he even liked it – liked me?

      It was a crazy thing to think. I was his stepdaughter, his little princess. He hadn’t ever thought of me as anything besides that. I was sure.

      Well, pretty sure.

      There was the time he took me out on prom night. I convinced myself that he was just being a good dad, but what if there was more? What if he had started to think about me as more than just his daughter? And he hadn’t made a point to make it known that I wasn’t his wife while we were here. In fact, he made sure that I would lie for him and tell his coworkers that I was.

      They were small things. There had been a few looks that I made myself ignore. Nothing damning, but when I thought about it all at once, I could convince myself that maybe Paul was fighting the same feelings for me that I was for him.

      I wanted him so badly that I would believe anything.

      I was going to dance for him. If he wanted me, this could be our excuse. If he didn’t, I could tell him that I was only doing it so that he would look good with his colleagues. Yes, that would work. He wouldn’t hate me, no matter what. And if I was incredibly lucky things would change for the better.

      When the music ended, it was my turn to go out. Giselle was sitting in her husband’s lap and he played with her hair. Unlike with Bonnie he didn’t seem eager to get her out of the room. Paul’s face went pale when he saw me, but he recovered quickly, schooling his expression with mild interest.

      “Finally get to see your girl show of for us, Paul!” one of the men said. I didn’t remember his name.

      Paul smirked and spoke in a tone I wasn’t used to hearing. “I couldn’t keep her all to myself now could I?” The men laughed. My cheeks flamed.

      But that was good. Paul didn’t tell me to get off the stage. He wanted these men to see me. He wanted to see me. I had one dance to show my daddy exactly what I felt. To hell with Bonnie, I was going to win this competition.

      The music started, a sensual beat pulsing through the room. I didn’t know what to do at first, but I didn’t let that stop me. I started swaying my hips back and forth hitting each beat with my moves. I couldn’t look at anyone but Paul. He was the only one who mattered.

      I let my emotions bleed into my eyes, all of the love, all of the desire that I felt for him. And then I let the music flow into me, through me. My hands rested on my hips for a moment before moving, swiping gently across my stomach and cupping my breasts. I could tell a tiny bit of nipple had peaked out when I heard the hooting, but I didn’t care.

      Paul’s gaze was intent upon me. He’d started to lean forward just a bit, but I needed more. I moved closer and closer, shaking my ass and shimmying my chest. My hips undulated in a sick imitation of sex, or what I thought sex would be like. I was within an arm’s reach of Paul but I didn’t go any closer. My gaze locked with him as I touched myself once more, brazenly caressing my breasts in a room full of people.

      Paul licked his lips.

      I was close, so close to making him mine. But I needed him to claim me. And the only way to do it was to claim him. So right there, in front of that room of people, I ended my dance, landing on his lap and wrapping my arms around his neck.

      I leaned close, sure no one else could hear and said, “I love you, Daddy.”

      That set him off. Paul fisted his hand in my hair and pulled my face towards him, crushing me close and capturing my lips. He devoured me with the kiss, his tongue swiping against mine, unmindful of any resistance. But I offered none, instead fumbling clumsily to demonstrate my desire.

      It must have worked. Paul broke the kiss and scooped me up. He didn’t say anything to his coworkers while he walked with me out of the room. Instead of leading me to the parking lot, he stepped into the coat check of the restaurant and closed the door behind us.
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      For a desolate second I thought he was going to reject me, but he kissed me once more, setting me down on my feet in front of him, the evidence of his arousal hard between us. I couldn’t get enough of him, I wanted to touch every inch, to feel him like I’d never felt anyone before. Paul was the first man I’d kissed, the first man who had ever dragged me into a closet to make out, and I wasn’t leaving until I had the taste of him imprinted on my soul.

      He pulled back and I saw in his eyes that he wanted to say no, to stop this madness between us. But I wasn’t going to let him call this a mistake. I put a finger up to his lips, silencing him before he could speak. “Please, Daddy,” I begged, “Let me make you feel better.”

      His brows drew down in confusion and then his eyes darkened with lust when my hand landed on the hard length in his jeans. I dropped down to my knees, tracing my finger along his chest as I went. In the dim light of the coat closet it was hard to see, but I guided myself by touch, slowly unbuttoning his trousers and unzipping the zipper.

      “Princess…” he started to speak, but stopped when I pulled his cock out, rolling down his pants just enough to give me access.

      It jutted between us. I’d never seen a cock up close before. The only time I’d ever seen one before was when my stepbrother flashed me when we were kids. That was nothing like this. I licked my lips while I studied the hard length in front of me. I’d heard of blow jobs before. I knew that they were when a girl licked a man’s penis until he came.

      But, “I don’t know what to do,” I admitted, rolling my eyes up to look at Daddy.

      I watched a struggle in his eyes, but my victory came shortly after. “Lick it,” he said, “Take it into your mouth.”

      I started at the tip, licking the small drop of liquid leaking out as I went. It was sloppy business. He tasted so good, just like a man should taste, that my mouth watered. I could feel myself drool as I licked my way down his shaft, but Daddy didn’t seem to care.

      There was so much of him that I couldn’t hope to contain him all with just my tongue, so I stroked the base of his cock with my fingers while my lips played along the tip. He groaned and bucked his hips. I rolled my eyes up to see him grip the coat rack in front of us, his hands clenching on the rounded metal. I wanted him so hot that he deformed that thing.

      I could feel that secret place, my pussy, getting wet just from arousing him. No boy had ever touched me there, only my fingers once or twice while I blushed and thought of the things I could do to Paul, the things he could do to me. I took the length of him deep into my mouth, swirling my tongue around him. It was almost like licking a big, meaty lollipop, but so much better.

      I dimly heard a fumbling at the door, but ignored it. I bobbed my head back and forth over his cock, sucking on him, encouraging the desperate panting I could hear ripping out of him. He needed this. Needed to cum in my mouth, and I needed him to do it.

      The door burst open behind us and I didn’t stop. I heard a giggle and a, “Whoops, guess it’s occupied!” And thought it was Giselle. I didn’t care. All I cared about was getting Daddy off.

      His hips bucked against my face and he dug a hand into my hair, pulling and pushing me against him, setting my rhythm. He moved faster and faster, groaning out my name. “You’re a fucking natural,” he grunted. “God you’re amazing, princess.”

      His encouragement only spurred me on. I sucked harder and harder, playing with his balls and licking my tongue against the head of his penis. It was enough, more than enough. Daddy cried out and a hot liquid burst out, spurting into my mouth.

      It was strange, not unpleasant, but different than anything I’d ever tasted before. I swallowed it all down and stood up.

      Daddy stared at me, open adoration on his eyes. He reached up and wiped at the side of my lips. I licked his finger and he smiled. “You’re so beautiful, baby,” he said. “I never knew you felt this way.”

      It felt like I blushed, and even with the taste of his cum still in my mouth I had to look away. “I’ve loved you for a long time, Daddy.”

      He let out a strangled sound. “When did you start calling me that?”

      I put my hand on his chest and kissed his neck. “I can’t think of you as anything else. You take care of me so well.”

      He put his hands on my hips and pushed me back. “We need to go back to the hotel, baby.”

      I nodded and watched as he righted himself, zipping up his pants and straightening his shirt. My hair was all a mess, but other than a few wrinkles my clothes were fine. Daddy took my hand and led me through the restaurant. Only when we were back in the car did I remember that my regular clothes were still in the dining room. But I didn’t care. Not at the prospect of what was to come. Because everything had just changed.
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      I thought we would talk about what just happened in the car on the way to the hotel, but Daddy wasn’t interested in talking. He kept one hand on the steering wheel, but settled the other one on my knee. The car was small and he had no trouble reaching.

      I bit my lip as his finger dipped between my thighs, caressing the tender flesh. But I tensed as he got closer and closer to my sex. No boy, no man had ever touched me there. But I was so wet from the thought that the first man I’d let in would be my Daddy.

      “Spread your legs, baby, let me feel you,” he coaxed, crooning out the words.

      I complied, opening my legs up to his delving hands. He made lazy circles with his fingers, barely flicking against my pussy. He just wanted to keep me hot until we got to the hotel, this wasn’t going to make me cum. At least that’s what I thought. We stopped at a red light and used the precious seconds to quickly rub against my clit. I was bucking against him right on the verge of something amazing when the light changed and he slowed down, bringing me down from that edge of pleasure.

      We pulled into the hotel parking lot and he made me right myself, shimmying to make my skirt cover my bare pussy. Only Daddy got to see that, no one else.

      We made it up to our room without stopping, though he pushed me against the wall once we were in the elevator and devoured my lips while we climbed up to the ninth floor. No one was with us, but I didn’t think that would have stopped him.

      In our room I stopped dead.

      On the bed there were hundreds of rose petals in the shape of a heart. Daddy came up behind me and hugged me, nuzzling my neck. “What is this?” I asked, “For me?”

      “It is now, baby.” He reached around and cupped my breast through the silky fabric of my top. My nipple stood at attention, desperate to be touched. “The company always does some fun shit like this on this retreat. Do you like it?”

      I didn’t know what to say. I nodded mutely and turned around, “Make love to me, Daddy. I want to be with you.”

      He met my eyes, giving me time to change my mind. “Are you sure, baby? You’ve never done this before and I want you so much I don’t know if I can be gentle.”

      I shivered at the thought. “I only want you.”

      He nodded, my chance to reconsider gone. “Then strip for me, princess. I want to see all of you.”

      He tore off his shirt and pants and lay naked on the bed while I stood there before him fully clothed. This was a much more intimate dance than the seduction in the dining room. Now it was just me and him and the desire we shared.

      I reached for the hem of the top and moved slowly, uncovering my midriff inch my inch. Once I had it nearly off I let it drop, covering up the swell of my breasts and smiling at Daddy’s groan. I slipped out of the skirt, stepping out of it and kicking the fabric towards Daddy. It left me bare from the waist down. I took off the top and let it fall. And there we were, both bare and ready to make good on our need.

      I’d never been naked in front of a man before. My hands rose up, covering my breasts, hiding them from Daddy’s gaze. It wasn’t that I didn’t want him to see, but I was embarrassed. They’d be getting bigger in the last few years and I was still getting used to them myself.

      Daddy rose from the bed and came to stand close to me. He put his hand on mine and lifted my chin with the other hand. “It’s okay, baby girl. You’re beautiful.” He eased my own arm off my breasts, “You can show me anything.”

      I nodded and let my arms drop to my sides. Paul looked down and smiled, the breath hissing out of him in a whoosh. His hand came up and cupped one of them, rubbing his thumb slowly against my hardening nipple. “You’re perfect, princess.” He lowered his head, slow enough to give me time to pull back, but I didn’t want to. I wanted him all.

      His lips closed around my nipple and I let out an embarrassingly loud moan. I clenched my hands into fists and stood perfectly still while he lapped against the distressingly sensitive flesh. He licked and sucked, bringing the nipple to a fine point and making my pussy practically drip with desire. For a moment he showed mercy, pulling back, but it was only to focus his mouth on my other nipple, giving it exactly the same treatment as the first.

      I placed a hand on his head, cradling him as he sucked, delirious with pleasure.

      We backed up blindly and I fell back onto the bed, Daddy right on top of me. He straddled my thighs, his thick dick between us once more. While he sucked and fondled my breasts I reached between us, grasping his cock and stroking up and down slowly.

      He pulled back from my boobs and positioned his hips between my legs. “I want you so bad, baby. Guide me inside.”

      I held him near my entrance, but it was my first time and I was nervous. “Is it going to hurt?” I asked.

      Daddy kissed me on the forehead, “We’ll go slow, baby. It’ll be good for you.”

      The head of his cock was already pressed against the entrance to my pussy. “Wait, don’t we need a condom or something?” They couldn’t tell us about those in school, but I’d seen enough TV and heard my friends talk to know there were risks with sex.

      Daddy held himself still over me. “I don’t have one.” He didn’t move at all, just letting the words sink between us. “Do you want to stop?”

      Lord help me, I didn’t. I knew there were risks, but with his tip already nudging inside of me, I didn’t care. “Keep going, Daddy. Fuck your little girl.”

      He went slowly, despite his passion. And it hurt a little, but not nearly as bad as I expected. It was more of a discomfort than anything else. His cock slowly slid in, inch by precious inch. I bit my lip to keep from crying out but could feel a tear at the corner of my eye.

      Paul kissed my forehead, “Just give it a minute, baby. It’ll be so good.” He reached between us, pinching at the sensitive cluster of flesh at my core. I squeezed around him, suddenly relaxing and letting him sink in all the way.

      I moaned, the sound escaping from the back of my throat. The evidence of my pleasure spurred him on. He started to move, his cock slowly sinking in and out of my tight cunt. I couldn’t get over how full I felt. It was unlike anything I’d ever felt before. My fumbling fingers hadn’t ever come close to feeling as stuffed as I did with his cock inside of me.

      “Feels so good, Daddy,” I moaned again.

      “You’re tight,” he grunted, the words strangled in his throat.

      My eyes widened, “Is that bad? Am I hurting you?” If this wasn’t as good for him as it was for me, we had to stop.

      But Daddy laughed. “No, baby, it’s very, very good. Almost too good.” He captured my lips, kissing me as he thrust in slowly. I gasped against his mouth as his cock brushed against just the right spot. But I couldn’t tell him to do it again while he had his tongue in my mouth. And I didn’t want his tongue going anywhere. Not yet.

      But he could tell. He hit it again, causing me to shiver around him. I could feel myself climbing to the edge of something glorious, something explosive. And each time he hit me just right I got closer and closer.

      It got even better when I started to buck my hips against his, matching his rhythm and fucking him just as he fucked me. I could hear him slide in and out, my pussy drenched from pleasure that I didn’t want to end.

      He thrust faster and faster, breaking our kiss and holding his head above me. “I’m so close, baby.”

      “Me too, Daddy.” I rocked against him, unable to control the jerking of my hips. I didn’t want to, I wanted to unleash whatever torrent was brewing between us.

      And suddenly it hit, a tidal wave of pleasure racking through me. I felt liquid desire all through my body and shook with the force of it. Before I could calm down, Daddy hit me with it once more and I tumbled over the edge, calling out his name in a desperate whisper.

      And then I felt him jerk, hot liquid spurting into me, Daddy’s cum inside my hot cunt for the first time.

      It sent me into orgasm once more, an end to our lovemaking and a start to something amazing. Something I had never dared to dream of before.

      Neither of us lasted long after that and I drifted off to sleep with my Daddy’s arms around me and the promise that this wouldn’t be the last time we fucked. He murmured, “I love you, princess,” before falling to sleep.

      In the morning room service woke us up later than we intended. Daddy rose from the bed and put on a robe before answering the door. The bellboy rolled a cart in and respectfully didn’t look at my nearly naked form. I was only covered by our wrinkled sheets.

      In the middle of the cart was a bottle of champagne. I threw my head back and laughed.

      It looked like I was the winner after all.
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