Sara – Part 4 – The build up to the family wedding.

I can remember Sara’s face when her cousin Mary told her she wanted Sara to be a bridesmaid at her wedding. 

All the family would be there and this was Sara’s first ever chance to be a bridesmaid. 

She jumped up and shouted in joy when after the phone went down she danced around the room in her lacy bra and little lacy knickers.

I watched that lovely young firm, recently 15-year-old, body as my daughter swayed and skipped around the kitchen, those long limbs moving gracefully. 

We had been lovers for over 6 months now and Sara had accepted my attentions and seemed to have grown to like it. 

My daughter had never had many boy friends and just the one other lover courtesy of a drunken student party, which she had steadfastly refused to elaborate on. 

The wedding was in two months at a country church and it would mean an overnight stay in a hotel. 

I quickly booked a single room with twin beds to retain respectability although I knew I would push them together once we had checked in. 

I ordered some lingerie catalogues and a few days latter, while Sara sat before me giving me a wonderful blow job, I selected the sheerest little white lacy thong and matching bra for her to wear under her bridesmaid dress, together with a white suspender belt and flesh coloured stockings. 

While I was at it I ordered white gossamer nightdress that looked totally transparent on the model in the catalogue. Just as I finished selecting I climaxed shooting a stream of hot white cum into Sara’s mouth, as always my daughter swallowed every drop still hungrily sucking on me long after I finished. Sara looked up and smiled at me,

“Can I see” Sara asked, I nodded and with a huge smile Sara threw herself into my lap taking the catalogue to see what I had ordered, 

“Oh Daddy they are lovely” Sara kissed me warmly on the lip before asking, “I love the nighty…is that for the wedding night as well”

“Yes darling, I thought that while Mary and Pete enjoy there wedding night we would have a little honeymoon of our own”,

Sara’s face lit up with excitement at the thought, “like a newly married couple” she exclaimed,

I nodded and Sara hugged me long and hard,

 “Oh Daddy you are so romantic…I love it” and with that Sara jumped out my lap and proceeded to dance again giving me another chance to enjoy the view of beautiful lithe body clad in skimpy underwear.

The big week was quickly upon us and we loaded the car up with overnight bags and set off. Sara’s bridesmaid dress was in pride of place laying carefully on the back seat.

I had not seen Sara as she had done all the fittings with her cousin and she had insisted that she wanted it to be a surprise for me on the day.

It was Ivory and formally cut with a plain front, sleeveless and cut at the back to just above the bra line. It was an unfussy dress with straight clean lines gathered at the waste and down to ankle level.

It looked to me like an expensive ball gown and alongside it sat a tiara, which Sara had constantly modelled to all of her friends at every opportunity.

As we drove Sara kept looking over her shoulder at the dress the anticipation and excitement growing the nearer we got to the venue. She had spent hours on the phone to Mary talking about the event and taking in all the pre wedding events. 

We were due to arrive on the Friday evening, the wedding was on the Saturday and we would leave for home on the Sunday. 

A number of the relatives that were travelling distance were booked into the Hotel, which was also the venue for the reception. 

As Sara twisted in her seat for another long look at her bridesmaid dress I noticed the little skirt she had on had ridden up and I could see the crutch of her knickers spread so firmly against her body that her pussy lips were clearly definable. 

My hand stretched out to Sara’s thigh making her jump a bit in surprise before she turned back into a normal sitting position and automatically opened her legs for me.

I loved the fact that after 6 months of training my daughter was now totally submissive and obedient, it added to the spice of our relationship. 

I had carefully and purposefully turned my Sara into my own little sex slave and she gave so willingly and enthusiastically and without question.

 At 15 I figured she could easily have rebelled at our unusual father daughter relationship and I often wondered what she thought about when she considered her family and friends relationships with their fathers. 

I liked to think she had always been fantasising about me and this was why she had given in so easily and totally although we had never discussed it.

My hand slipped to the apex of Sara’s open thigh and my fingers slipped under the material of her knickers and caressed her soft pubic hairs before sliding to her pussy.

I kept my attention forward on the road, we were on a motorway which stretched forward like an arrow so I allowed my fingers to explore further, feeling Sara’s warm hole starting to get wet as I probed and she softly moaned. 

Then I returned my hand to the steering wheel and heard Sara whine in disappointment. However my cock was rock solid and I was not about to miss the chance to plunge it into her. I saw a service station ahead and quickly indicated to turn off. 

The turn was into a wood lined road and I could see ahead to my disappointment that the service station was heaving with cars, coaches and people but just as I thought I would have to drive back onto the road I saw a fork with a picnic sign.

I took the road and was pleased to see it take us further into the wood, the trees screening us from the service station.

The parking area itself was empty and I quickly parked up and barked for Sara to get out, I was now in urgent need of release, she walked round to the front of the car where I stood, without any comment I knelt down reaching up under her skirt I yanked Sara’s knickers down and she stepped out of them.

I then quickly stood picking Sara up by the hips and plonking her on the bonnet of the car pushing her back at the same time. 

Sara lay expectantly on the bonnet as I opened my flies and taking out my hard cock. 

Sara’s legs opened wide her flimsy skirt already around her hips giving me a great view of her pussy.

 Sara had seen me in this mood before, I just wanted a fuck, no foreplay, no words just my cock in Sara’s pussy. 

I grabbed her ankles pulling her towards me before lifting her legs and putting them on my shoulders. Sara’s feet were in the air her pussy now instantly at cock level as I started to push into her. 

Sara was already wet but not wet enough so once at the entrance of her love hole the passage of my hard cock into her pussy was not possible immediately.

At first just the head of my cock went in, I thrusted hard but only a little more slipped in, I pulled out and lunged in again, my hands now on Sara’s hips driving her onto my bulging member, a little further this time.

Sara’s body was lubricating her pussy quickly now as my lust was turning her on, again another thrust her hands now spread on the bonnet as I violated her again until at last my cock plunged up to the hilt.

Now I began to pump, hard and fast just wanting to reach an orgasm, Sara’s pleasure was not a factor, Daddy wanted to fill his little girl with cum, I yelled filth at her, I had learnt that she liked to hear me talking dirty to her.

“Sara you’re a cum slut” I spouted as I banged that lovely tight pussy, “ I’m…going…too fill…your cunt…with my … love cream… until it is….coming out…of your mouth….ears….ass” each word now separated by another thrust of my hips and my cock vanishing into Sara’s body.

I grabbed her legs above the knees pushing her legs back even further until her knees were almost on resting on her tits, bent almost double Sara’s pussy and ass were now on full display allowing me to drive deeper. 

Her body now so far forward that she was starting to slide forward but my cock and hips kept pushing Sara back up the bonnet. 

Then as I pounded on I became aware of a noise, an engine, another car. But I didn’t care, not now, not when I was so close, and then it happened.

I yelled out loud, “SLUT” as I came, “WHORE” as I thrust again, and again each time gushing another load into her. 

I let her legs go as I thrust once more into her before leaning forward my hands resting either side of her as Sara slowly slipped further down the bonnet until her feet touched the ground as I pulled my cock out.

I heard Sara call me “Daddy”, but this was not the tender voice I knew, this was concern.

I turned to see a car parked a few feet away, both driver and passenger staring at us. A couple I presumed in there fifties and both obviously shocked and disgusted.

Sara flipped her skirt back into place as I popped my cock back into the trousers and did up my flies. 

We quickly walked to our respective doors jumped into the car and drove quickly away. 

We quickly got back onto the motorway before Sara stated to giggle and in seconds we were both laughing heartily.

 The drive thereafter was uneventful save for Sara egging me on to go a little faster from time to time. 

After an hour we left the highway and drove along a series of small local roads until at last we reached the turn off for the Hotel. 

The venue was very impressive, the long drive a tree lined road with speed bumps along its length, the old main building had been extended several times but the character remained and one of the several large function rooms to the rear was where the wedding reception was due to be held the next day. 

The church itself was apparently just 10 minutes drive away. Sara looked about excitedly as we drove passed the main building to the large car park to the right again in the midst of a wood so the parked cars did not detract from the country mansion feel of the hotel.

 As we pulled passed a lot of cars to the end of the queue I could see a familiar face getting out of his car and as we pulled alongside.

 I pointed him and a gawky looking lad out to Sara,

“That looks like your Uncle Frank and I guess that’s James with him”, Sara stared at them, not having seen either since she was 9 years of age.

 I got out the car and yelled over as Frank opened the boot of his car, a huge smile spread across his wizen features.

 At 54 Frank was never the most handsome of men, he was short but stocky always having great upper body strength and although a little greyer he had not changed facially at all.

 His son on the other hand towered above his Dad, equally not a handsome individual his height and slim frame made him look clumsy and uncomfortable, add to that his glasses and clothes that did not appear to fit well in any area, he looked like sort of 18 year old that would still be a virgin and would count a conversation with any female a major achievement.

 Frank was a distant cousin and although we rarely saw each other his honesty and straight forwardness had always meant that we had a good time together.

 I strode up to him and he grabbed my offered hand firmly shaking it,

“Good to see you Kevin” he roared as James shuffled uncomfortably behind him, then Frank spotted Sara over my shoulder.

 “My god” he exclaimed, “This couldn’t be little Sara!!” he barged passed me to get to her as I took a step forward to offer my hand to James.

 James took my hand in a limp handshake but then went very red with embarrassment his eyes popping out and his jaw gapping open in shock. 

I looked round to see that Frank had grabbed Sara by the waist and lifted her bodily off the floor to kiss her check. 

However in doing so Sara skirt had raised at the back the required 6 inches to bring the lower half of her naked buttocks into view and as he swung her around afforded James and me a wonderful view of her sweet pussy. Her knickers were obviously still on the floor of the car park we had hurried away from.

Just as quickly Frank put Sara down allowing Sara’s skirt to fall back into place.

Frank was talking too Sara about the last time he had seen her all the while staring at her firm tits as if his whole conversation was with them. 

James remained gob smacked as he stared at Sara.

I opened the boot of the car to extract our bags and as we walked towards the hotel Frank alongside me and an awkward James alongside Sara attempting to get glimpses of her body without making it too obvious.

Frank suggested we meet up that night in the bar which I readily agreed, we got our keys and parted both Frank and James taking one more chance to take a lecherous glance in Sara’s direction.

On the way to our room Sara spotted more nephews and nieces aged between 11 and 16 all exploring the hotel. She asked if she could join them and I agreed impressing the room number on her.

The room itself was spacious; two large single beds each of which could easily fit two people comfortably, a large bathroom with a luxury shower and deep bath. 

Once unpacked, taking care with Sara’s long dress and my formal suit I relaxed on the bed and watched the TV.  

Latter that afternoon Sara returned full of stories about whom she had met and the fact she had found a fitness room, an indoor swimming pool and been playing snooker in the games room with the other teenagers.

I told Sara to take a shower ready for the evening meal and leaving the door open watched her soaping that glorious body before stepping in and holding a towel for her ready to rub her down. 

Sara placed her hands on the tiled wall, legs spread as I dried her off with the bath towel and then dropping the towel to the floor I ran by hands all over her firm body, teasing her by sliding my hand up her inner thigh to the very edge of her pubic area before sliding them away again. Then my hands moved over those firm buttocks up her back to the nape of her neck before moving round to gently caress her gorgeous beasts but carefully avoiding her rock hard nipples.

I listened to Sara breathing heavily and sighing and whimpering as I teased her.

Then just as she started to go rigid, a climax close, I stood back and demanded a blowjob. 

Sara quickly spun and fell to her knees unzipping my erect cock and taking my full length eagerly into her mouth. 

With expert and practised ease and using just her mouth Sara slowly teased and milked my cock into a glorious climax, gulping the resulting creamy cocktail down until I was drained and slated.

As Sara brushed Sara’s teeth I selected a lacy pair of black panties and spaghetti strapped black dress, plain, cut in a slight “V” at the front to show a good cleavage and cut at the back in such a way, as a bra could not be worn discreetly.

However Sara’s firm shapely breasts did not need the support, firm and young enough to stand proudly unaided. I watched with pleasure as Sara pulled it on and applied the minimum of make up.

I proudly walked my sexy daughter down to the restaurant, surprised at just how many people were already eating and drinking the general level of conversation not quite drowning out the background music.

As we waited to be seated I saw a wave and spotted that Frank and James had saved two seats so we made our way over and sat with them. 

The meal was uneventful although the fact that both spent the whole meal staring at Sara was mildly amusing. Just as desert was being served a spotty boy aged about 16 and his younger sister walked over to Sara and asked if she wanted to join a group of other teenagers in the sports room when she had finished.

The thought of them all staring down Sara’s top at her naked tits as she leaned forward to take a shot at the pool table flashed into my mind but she looked at me with those pleading eyes and I nodded acceptance but she told them that she had to finish her meal first.

 Sara bolted down her Cheesecake in record time and just as she stood to leave I added that I expected her back upstairs at no latter than 10 o’clock as we had a big day ahead of us. 

Sara stooped to kiss my cheek softly giving Frank and James a great view down her top and just as she moved to go Frank added that we may be in his room by then, “ 107” Frank added and Sara nodded and set off.

Frank then explained that he had organised a card game and asked quietly if I had noticed that the Hotel had a porn channel, which I had not.

We moved to the bar area and had a few drinks where Frank introduced me to Matthew Evans, or “Matt” as he preferred to be called. 

He was a strapping man in his mid twenties, athletically built and with the kind of film star looks that was guaranteed to attract female attention. The problem was he knew it, which gave him a strutting arrogance that other men would almost always find aggravating. 

Within minutes of being introduced he told me he was engaged to the Maid on honour and that he had a free night because she was spending the evening with the bride to be and he was therefore keen to join the card game. 

With that we set off to Franks room armed with several bottles of beer.

The hours flashed passed as we immersed ourselves into a “friendly” game of cards. The coins, cards, cigarettes and discarded empty beer bottles littered the table around which chairs had been arranged.

In the background the television was on with naked bodies on the screen in a series of sexual scenes all of which seemed to be fighting with the card game for James’s attention. 

This was reflected in the lack of coins pilled up before him. 

The films and alcohol had added fuel to the debate and Frank very quickly relayed the virtues of  “Little Sara”, what great tits, great legs, great ass and what a great fuck my daughter would be, all interspersed with apologies to me for talking so crudely about my daughter.

 I laughed it off agreeing with certain parts but at all times trying to sound like a doting father rather than a sex partner. 

Matt in an attempt to match Frank point for point went into graphic detail about what a good “shag” his Ellen was.

Before any of us realised the time was 10.30, I looked at my watch in disbelief, where was Sara?

The time clicked on, the beer ran out so the drink changed to scotch, which Frank had brought with him, the atmosphere became livelier but my mind was now wandering as 11.30, arrived. I was angry, worried, confused, Sara had never disobeyed me before, but jealousy was bubbling away as well, what if some stud she had met was shagging her?

Then a little knock on the door. Frank got up answered and Sara walked into the room looking sheepish and sorrowful, the laughter stopped as all eyes latched onto her then me.

“COME here young lady” I barked as Matt backed up his chair giving Sara access to the centre of the room where she could face me.

His eyes wasted no time travelling up and down her body as she brushed passed him.

“What time do you call this?” I asked as Frank closed the door and walked slowly back to his chair.

“Sorry Dad, I forgot and.” before Sara could finish I grabbed her arm dragging her too me and quickly bending her over my knee, quick as a flash and to the surprise of all I lifted Sara’s dress and pulled her knickers down letting them fall to her ankles.

I slapped Sara’s firm buttocks eight or nine times as she struggled before I realised what I had done.

The complete silence was only broken by the sound of a female groaning on the TV. 

As I stopped I could feel Frank and Matt’s eyes transfixed to Sara’s red ass and the hint of  pussy pouting at them. 

James meanwhile who was seated to my left was busy trying to look at Sara’s tits. 

Sara was softly weeping both at the pain and humiliation of her situation.

I paused as she lay still over my lap as other thoughts were now creeping into my head.

I let Sara lay across my lap for a moment running my hand gently over those bum cheeks before telling her to stand up.

I was unsure if she would continue to obey me given the audience but she wiped the tears from her eyes as she stood and her dress fell back to cover her modesty.

The room remained silent except for the noise from the porn channel as all eyes were on Sara standing before me waiting.

“What time did I tell Sara to come back?” I asked evenly,

Sara replied quietly, “No later than 10 o’clock Daddy”

“And what time is it?” Sara looked down at hers feet before replying, “Its 11.40 Daddy. But..”

“No buts young lady”, “Cute butt” I heard Matt say causing James to snigger,

I looked up at her from my chair weighing up the alcohol assisted wicked thoughts I was having before softly saying, “I think you need to be taught obedience young lady”

Sara softly nodded as I stood up I could see apprehension in her eyes but no sign of defiance. I grabbed Sara firmly by the shoulders and forced her to turn around to face Frank who throughout our exchange had been watching quietly.

Once Sara had her back to me, facing Frank with James and Matt on either side I moved my hands quickly along her shoulders causing the thin straps of her dress to slide from her shoulders.

The rapid movement of Sara’s dress down her body only delayed momentarily as it slipped over her firm pert breasts. 

Sara stood naked in the middle of the room, Frank looked slowly down Sara’s body whilst James and Matt who had side views initially quickly moved round slightly to take in the full frontal. 

The three sets of eyes eagerly taking in Sara’s naked form,

“Wow” said Matt breaking the silence, “look at that pussy man its good enough to eat”

James was practically drooling, as he looked Sara slowly up and down. 

Sara kept her eyes looking at the ground not having moved a muscle as I exposed her to them.

“Frank, why don’t you stand next to James?” I requested motioning to Matt to help me move the card table away to clear some space. By the time it was out the way Frank and James stood side by side before Sara, Father and Son waiting in anticipation. 

“Sara, kneel down in font of Uncle Frank and James,” I ordered and watched with pleasure as she swiftly did as she was told. 

Matt took a seat nearby watching as events unfolded.

“Now…” I let Sara wait a second; “You will take out James’s cock, and then Uncle Franks”

Sara stretched a nervous hand out as both men shuffled closer to her, his zip down Sara reached in and pulled out a thin but erect cock from James’s trousers, only about seven inches in length and pointed straight at her face. 

Sara then reached out to Frank who had a huge smile on his face as he looked down on Sara’s firm body, 

“Better than cards” he joked as Sara pulled out his thick erect cock, about an inch longer than his sons, Standing totally erect and almost wedge shaped very thick at the base and tapering upwards.

Sara looked round to me, that sorry almost pleading look.

“Now young lady, you will lick each knob head in turn whilst wanking the boys off, they are going to cum all over your face and tits” I explained and with a nod Sara turned back to face James’s needle dick. 

Both the guys had again shuffled closer still so both cocks were being thrust at Sara’s pretty face. Sara clenched a cock in each hand making a fist and leaned her head slightly before flicking her tongue out to gently circle James knob before turning her head to do the same with Franks. 

Sara’s hands slid slowly up and down the two shafts in each hand, gently at first but with each movement from balls to the throbbing heads Sara increased the speed and grip. 

Sara now kissed the tip of James’s cock flicking her eyes up as the youth squirmed and moaned. 

I doubted he had ever been this close to a naked woman let alone had had his cock touched by one and here he was having his cock kissed by an attractive naked 15 year old. 

Sara was getting into this in a big way as I sat back in my chair to watch the action. 

Matt was shifting uncomfortably in his seat also watching intently, I doubted he liked being left out, especially by the way he looked at Sara’s tits move each time she leaned forward to lick first one cock and then the other. 

Suddenly just as Sara had licked Franks large knob end James roared and shot a glob of cum onto Sara’s cheek, she quickly turned to face him and wanked him even faster aiming his cock down at her tits and angling her body so she now faced him full on. 

The second and third spurt landed on Sara’s cleavage and as James gasped Sara milked him, leaning back and opening her legs a little so he could watch his cum hitting her naked body and travel down towards Sara’s pussy. 

A pussy he would dream about for months and years to come as he wanked himself off alone in his bedroom. Then as he groaned one more time his cock went limp and shrivelled so Sara went back to concentrating on his Dad.

“You’re a wimp boy!” roared Frank, “Girl like this expects you to last a bit longer than a minute” 

Matt was now looking imploringly at me and as I nodded he practically sprinted round to take James’s place. As Sara turned to look at Matt he had obligingly opened his flies and extracted a huge monster, which stood at half-mast before Sara practically pocking her eye out.

I hated him even more; he must have been 10 inches even half aroused although it looked like he had trouble getting a fully-fledged erection. 

Sara’s tongue licked around the large bulbous end of Matt’s cock as she grasped him in her hand and began to move it along its length. Each time Sara moved from licking Frank’s cock to Matt’s he kept jabbing forward trying to get his cock into her mouth.

I watched Sara expertly working both of them, I felt a huge mix of emotions, in some ways it was a turn on watching my daughter servicing other men but I also felt jealous and a little guilty. 

I wasn’t about to let them fuck Sara, I wasn’t even happy with the though of Matt’s huge cock being in Sara’s mouth. Not yet anyway.

James was now trying to get a look between Sara’s legs, frustrated by Matt and Frank’s bodies being in such close proximity and Sara’s movement as her mouth moved back and forth. 

Then Sara’s grabbed both cocks bringing their knobs together so she could kiss and lick them both at the same time, Sara’s hands now furiously moving up and down the length of their erect shafts.

Matt’s eyes almost crossed as he muttered “oh yes baby.. Faster” and Frank looking down at her a smile still firmly fixed to his face almost yelled “Make Frankie cum darling make him cum”.

Minutes ticked by Sara’s tongue darting, mouth sucking and licking, hands moving up and down both their shafts. 

Sara moved her mouth over both moving quickly back and forth like playing a mouth organ when she tasted a bit of pre cum leaking from Matt’s cock, that was Sara’s cue to lean back wanking them both hard as Matt and Frank almost roared together both sending globs of hot sticky cum into Sara’s face covering her mouth and chin.

Sara leaned back further sending streams over her tits as she continued to swiftly move her cum covered hands up and down their shafts, shooting more and more white cum cream over her naked body.

Matt’s cock quickly wilted but Frank continued to pump globs of cum onto her body. 

When at last Sara let him go her hands now free, slowly travelled up over her sticky body, over her breasts moving a hot sticky river of cum she had milked from three cocks smearing it over both her tits and neck before travelling down her cleavage.

 Even I was mesmerised as she closed her eyes and spread the sticky fluid down her stomach and down between her legs.

“Dad” James cried “she’s fingering her pussy”, His exclamation snapped Sara out of her trance and with a start she turned her cum covered face to me.

“Go to Franks bathroom and shower,” I stated. Sara rose slowly to her feet as I handed her, her dress and panties.

Careful to take them in between her fingertips and not get them covered in the quickly drying spunk Sara walked to the bathroom.

Everyone watched her go before closing the door behind her.

“What a girl” Frank stated, James looked like a lovesick moose staring at the bathroom door almost longing for it to vanish so he could watch her as the shower came on.

“I can’t believe your daughter is such a babe and a tart to boot” Matt sighed as he sat back “ I don’t suppose you would hire her out would you… I have an empty bed tonight”

“No I snapped”, as I waited for Sara, “she is my daughter not a whore”

“Shame” Matt commented.

We tidied the room moving the table back and when Sara emerged clean but withdrawn and slightly shamed we left for our room.

After all we had a wedding the next day.

We walked from Frank’s room to our room in silence, Sara following in my wake. I opened the door and she walked in I demanded that she follow me to the bed. I sat on the bed to face her.

“You understand why you had to be punished don’t you?” I asked keeping my voice even.

Sara nodded her head her hands clasped behind her back.

“You must always obey me young lady, I expect and demand respect and total servitude from you, Sara you are more than just my daughter, you belong to me and that is why I punished you as I did.”

Sara bit her lip and looked directly at me with those penetrating eyes,

“Did you like having three different cocks in your hand?”

The question surprised Sara and I could see her thinking rapidly about how to answer, but then she surprised me by saying,

“Only if it pleased you Daddy, I would have had sex with them if you had told me too and it pleased you”

It was a smart answer and I couldn’t help a little smile creeping across my face, seeing my smile caused Sara to respond with a cheeky grin.

“Well young lady, I want you to undress me, I will then lie on the bed and you will pleasure your father with your mouth and hands and then you will fuck me”. 

Watching Sara giving pleasure to the others had made me very horny.

Sara didn’t hesitate, she stepped forward and started to unbutton my shirt, then sweeping her hands expertly over my chest and nipples Sara moved it off my shoulders allowing it to slip to the floor. 

Then she knelt removing my shoes and socks quickly before standing again to unbuckle my trouser belt, undo the button, unzip the flies and then pull them down over my hips, kneeling again to help them down my legs as I stepped out of them.

Then will a hint of a smile and a look of devilment on Sara’s face she sat on her heels and ran her hands slowly up my legs towards my boxers, sliding them slowly up over my thighs, over the brightly covered cotton to gently caress my wakening tool.

Slowly Sara moved her head forward to gently kiss my balls through the fabric of my boxers before sitting back and pulling them down to reveal my semi erect member.

I quickly lay back on the bed swinging my legs up as Sara stood and sweeping the spaghetti straps from her shoulders allowed her dress once again to travel sexily down her body, before pulling down her knickers and crawling onto the bed next to me.

I watched as my cock stiffened further and Sara swung her leg over my head so I had a lovely up close view of those slightly parted pussy lips. 

I felt Sara grab my erect cock and glide the shiny head into her mouth.

 I knew as she started to glide her mouth down my shaft to the hairy base that she wanted me to finger her pussy and ass and lick that gorgeous cunt to orgasm, but I love to tease her so I just admired the view of that heavenly slit just above my face. 

I am not sure who was teasing who more as Sara gently moved that youthful frame back and forth as she fucked my cock with her mouth.

 Just as I decided I had to taste her she swung her leg back and the Venus mound vanished from my view. 

I inclined my head so as to watched intently as Sara gracefully moved over my waist, kneeling above me and grabbing my cock, moving the head of my erect member to the entrance of her warm, wet pussy. 

With a little smile Sara lowered herself slightly so that just the tip of my cock was held within her.

She smiled at me as I looked at her naked body poised above my erect cock. 

Sara seductively licked her lips as her hands swept up to her tits, cupping them and then keeping her eyes fixed to mine, gently pinched and then pulled at her nipples leaning slightly toward me until she extended the skin before letting them fall back. 

The effect was instantaneous making Sara’s nipples fully erect and hard, with that she slowly lowered her pussy down my shaft. 

As Sara slowly slipped and forced my cock deeper into her pussy I marvelled at what great fit it was. 

When I was fully inside Sara it was like a hand in a glove, I felt a wonderful tightness even when I had fucked Sara twice in one session plunging back into her pussy oozing the heady cocktail of her love juice and my creamy cum. 

As Sara reached the base of my cock her eyes closed as, like me, she enjoyed the feeling of having her cunt filled with my hard cock.

I wondered whether Sara would feel this tight if Matt had plunged his stiff length into her pussy but just as quickly I shook the thought from my mind. 

Sara was made for me, like Arthur’s sword in the stone, this was a pussy made for my cock, a designer cunt. 

Sara slowly started to slide up once again her hands by her side, her eyes closed using only leg and thigh muscles to rise slowly to the tip of my shaft before slowly lowering herself down again.

I enjoyed the view as she made love to me; I liked the slow deliberation, the enjoyment of the sensations and sensual rhythm in Sara’s movements all in stark contrast to the fucking Sara had over the bonnet of my car that morning.

Slowly up and slowly down, Sara’s pussy lubrication now making the whole length of my cock wet and glistening as she went but although her pussy juice smoothed her way the tightness of Sara around my shaft never lessened.

Her eyes were closed as she lost herself in the moment, her movement starting to speed up, her right hand now slipped over her hip to glide between her legs as she began to rub her clit, pushing it hard against my tool as she slid slowly up and down.

She sighed and moaned with pleasure making me even harder and causing me to fight harder against my urge to grab her hips and fuck Sara hard.

 This was the first time I could remember giving Sara this kind of control, letting her fuck me and it was amazing to see my daughter giving herself over to her own urges and desires.

Not a word had been exchanged such was the almost magic quality of the moment, then Sara’s eyes flicked open and again as she rubbed her clit even harder her eyes sparkled with a lust I had never seen before. 

Sara looked at me and almost pleading she cried out, “Fuck me please Daddy, just fuck me hard”,

It was all I needed to hear, I sat up and without my cock leaving Sara’s pussy I pushed her onto her back and brought my knees up, we had an awkward moment as Sara moved off her knees and onto her back but I swiftly grabbed her heels and swung her legs up so her ankles rested onto my shoulder.

Then I pushed Sara’s legs forward as I leaned forward until Sara was almost bent double her knees on her chest, from this position I started to drive my cock into her hard, plunging deeply and viciously into that tight, wet cavern of love. 

“Ooooh yes Daddy”, Sara cried as I started to hammer into her like a piston, my balls slapping loudly onto Sara’s bum.

 “Ooooh” Sara cried again each time I lunged into her, creamy love juice was washing from her pussy with each lunge.

 “Fuck me..Fuck..Me” Sara urged me, as I built up the speed.

 The force of each thrust gaining in strength until I felt Sara spasm with a huge orgasm.

 Sara gasped cried jerked, her legs stiffening so quickly and with such force that she checked my next lunge into her.

Sara’s pussy muscles clamping hard onto my tool but within seconds I was lunging into her again as she begged me not to stop the orgasm seemingly going on and on.

The intensity of Sara’s orgasm caused me to cum as well and with a cry I shot my load into her thrusting on even harder as I pumped more and more cum into her.

The creamy cream now gushed out of Sara’s pussy as our love juices combined and mixed into frothy foam that soaked the bed as it ran between Sara’s bum cheeks. 

At last I let her legs go allowing them to flop onto the bed as I collapsed on top of my daughter.

Two sweaty spent bodies together. 

It was a good five minutes before either of spoke or us moved. 

Sara kissed my forehead and whispered, “Thank Sara Daddy.

The wedding day to follow.

