Sara – Part 3 – The Party

Sara had been nagging me for ages for a party, I had always resisted, I hated loud music and the neighboured was a quite middle class area but now she was giving me regular sex it seem churlish to say no especially as her birthday approached.

Sara had consistently dropped the subject into our frequent lovemaking sessions, one incident in particular stuck in my mind.

I woke from a deep sleep with a wonderful sensation, I woke to stare up at her gorgeous pussy above my nose as she gave me a wonderful blow job her pussy gently moving just a fraction above me that tight ass on display with those lovely long legs spread either side of me. 

I groaned with pleasure as I grabbed hold of her hips and lifted my tongue to explore between those wonderful virginal lips.

 Sara was wet already and I breathed in her aroma, as I tasted her flowing juices, she had obviously been working on me for a while as my cock was already straining to begin pumping cum into her warm mouth. 

No one had ever been able to give me the pleasure Sara did with her mouth, she instinctively knew just how to get her Daddy rock hard, as I lapped enthusiastically at her pussy my balls heaved and with a roar of pleasure my cock started to ejaculate into her mouth.

As usual Sara lunged driving my cock deep into her throat as she eagerly swallowed every drop.

As I relaxed in pleasure Sara duly licked my cock clean before sitting up allowing me to drive my tongue deep into her moist love hole. 

I flicked her clit as I moved up my hand and thrust a couple of fingers into her pussy. Sara started to grind her pussy into my face her juices freely flowing onto my nose and into my mouth. 

My fingers frigging Sara pulling her lips apart as I introduced another finger, the middle three now working that tight pussy before substituting my tongue once again and rubbing her clit with my very wet fingers, Sara started to buck and in seconds I could feel her pussy muscles contract as she went into the spasm of orgasm. I rubbed and licked on until Sara swept her leg over and collapsed next to me,

“That was a lovely way to wake up sweetheart” I mumbled “But Daddy still wants to fuck you tonight as usual”.

Sara looked at me all earnest “Oh yes Daddy, I want you to give me a very hard fuck when I get home, I will put on that black lacy set you brought me with the stockings and suspenders”,

I knew then Sara was after something, my daughter may look innocent to all our family and friends but he knew how to manipulate me. 

“Daddy” Sara whispered in her softest, sexiest voice her hand gently running over my chest, “ do you think I could have a 15th birthday party?”

I looked down at her as Sara pushed those lovely round firm breasts into me, “ I would be such a good girl if I could, I would give you loads of hot sex and let you take so many photographs and tie me up any way you want too”

I had wanted to tie Sara up for a while, I wanted to bind her to the bed so I could fuck my daughter up the ass for the first time, I had been planning it for ages but Sara had no idea why I wanted to tie her up.

“Ill tell you what angel” I looked into her lovely eyes, “You give me a list of people you want to invite and what food and drink you want and we will see.”

A huge smile spread across her face, “Oh thank you Daddy, you’re the best and you won’t be disappointed” her hand cupped my balls as she added, “I promise “.

As the big day approached we bought her a new little cocktail dress, white, and in strong light very see through, a white lacy bra and matching thong. Sara had invited twenty-two friends, twelve female friends and ten males and the parents of her best friend and a mother of another of her girl friends. 

The mothers name was Alice and as a single mother, who I had met at the school on numerous occasions, I always felt uncomfortable with. 

Alice was always flirting and it was obvious that if I showed any interest I could have enjoyed her warm hospitality. Although not unpleasant looking she was slightly overweight, wide motherly hips and large breasts, in short no where near as exciting to me as my firm, juicy daughter.

As the big day arrived Sara ran around organising the house, we had a barbeque set up outside in the garden and caterers providing sandwiches, sausage rolls, deserts and all the other snacks and goodies. 

We had set up the hi-fi so Sara and her friends could dance and hired disco lights.

 I changed at 6 o’clock and made myself a drink as Sara busied herself in the bathroom. 

The first guests were a couple of her girl friends, wearing very little clothes, lovely figures on display I let them in and they quickly poured each other drinks and Sara appeared. 

I couldn’t help admiring Sara as she walked in, the white dress was short and fitted like a glove with a low neckline, her hair done and just a touch of makeup. 

Her bra was slightly visible through the material of her dress and from where I stood I could just make out her nipples. 

As Sara laughed she bent slightly and the material around her buttocks clung stretched and almost became translucent the thin line of her thong visible round her hips before vanishing between her firm buttocks. 

Sara’s budding figure was much more appealing to me than her friends, she looked like a model but maybe I was just biased. 

 I could feel my cock stirring as watched Sara in a mixture of pride and lust.

Over the next half an hour her teenage friends arrived, the males in their mid to late teens looking suitably scruffy with an air of fiend indifference mock aggression and trying to give off an air of extreme confidence which quickly crumbled when Sara and her girl friends tried to drag them up for a dance. 

The girls arrived in twos and threes, all trying to compete in their dress to look sexy without looking slutty, some with figures to die for oozing sex appeal, others less fortunate that just ended up looking like tarts.

I appraised each as they entered and surveying the collected nubile flesh kept my opinion that I was fucking the pick of the bunch.

I had just let a freckly cute girl when I saw the Watkins driving up. 

Dave Watkins was a slightly balding stocky man, he earned a lot of money in the City and his wife Sally was attractive, slim with large breasts which I always assumed to be false given how firm and unnaturally elevated they appeared, her long black hair immaculate and the expensive dress tailored to her figure.

Beside them their daughter Karen, one of Sara’s best friends, a slim pretty girl with her mothers looks and long black hair but small breasts and no hips to speak of. 

Karen was shy and whenever she came to the house to see Sara always used to look down at the floor when she spoke to me. 

Her nervousness around adults and particular her parents made me feel sorry for her.

“Hello Karen”, I said a small smile lighting up her face, “Sara and the others are dancing in the front room”, with that she rushed passed me.

 Dave gave me a firm shake of the hand and thrust an expensive bottle of wine into my hand Sally pecked me on the cheek as she passed.

 The music volume was creeping up as one of the lads had decided he was going to be the DJ sorting through our CD and record collection with a look of disbelief and distain, his face lit up though as Sara passed him a present from Karen which was obviously music he approved off.

In seconds the CD that had been playing was off and thumping dance music started to the delight of all the young people in the room.

I closed the front door and led Dave and Sally to the improvised bar in the dining area.

Sally looked uncomfortable when she realised she was the only middle aged female in sight but Dave seemed to take great delight at all the young teenage female flesh on display.

 “We must have a party for our Karen on her fifteenth” he stated as her looked around. “Drink?” I asked plopping the bottle of wine into the cooler, but Dave was not answering, he was staring at the dance floor and I followed his gaze.

Sara was dancing with Karen but as Sara jumped up and down her dress flapped giving tantalising glimpses of her naked buttocks or thighs and small thong. 

Dave realised he was staring and glanced quickly at Sally to ensure he hadn’t been noticed,

“Is that little Sara!” he whispered.

 “Yep, that’s my little girl” I replied proudly.

 “Wow she…she is certainly growing up” Dave almost spluttered.

 I grinned as I poured two glasses of freshly made punch, “Its non alcoholic “ I stated as I passed the glasses to them.

A knock on the front door allowed me to leave the kitchen area once more this time it was Alice and her daughter Lucy.

Lucy was a very loud and brash girl with brown curly hair, always the tomboy when she had been growing up and I always thought she had been a bully at school, but Sara got on with her. 

Her mother Alice the one person I was keen to avoid this evening, she smiled warmly her cleavage thrust into my view.

 I escorted her into the dining area and as I hoped Sally immediately latched onto Alice leaving me free to return to Dave.

As the evening wore on, the music grew louder, the dancing more extreme and Dave and I slowly got a little pissed, Dave was now actively drooling at a number of the girls but Sara were the main object of his lustful gaze.

“ Have you seen Sara naked recently?” he slurred trying to keep his voice low but not succeeding, “Yes” I replied, “I’ve seen her in the shower”,

 I could see he was getting excited at the thought, 

“Wow” he said, “she has got great tits and those legs”

 “Excuse me Dave but that’s my daughter” I was starting to get annoyed and protective, I like other men looking at Sara and lusting but I felt I should act like a normal father would under these circumstances.

“Have you seen Karen naked” I replied in a challenging way,

 “Yep, but I have to be careful, the old girl wouldn’t approve” he cast a dismissive glance at Sally.

 “ I have caught Karen in the shower and from our room I can see her changing in her bedroom mirror. “ 

He glanced back at Sara her dress now damp with sweat was clinging all over and I saw her nipples were clearly visible as the material of her dress, which was now almost transparent. I could see the lads dancing close, their eyes like magnets on her bouncing tits.

“Of course” Dave continued “Karen hasn’t got much in the way of tits but her pussy is covered in lovely black pubes and those legs go for miles” he took another swig from his glass of wine.

 “But I wouldn’t…. you know..” he said looking at me, “…do anything… anyway the old girl would chop it off if I did”.

 I thought about my situation for a moment, I figured if Sally wasn’t on the scene Dave would be doing to Karen what I was doing with Sara. 

Suddenly as if by magic Sara was next to me snapping me out my thoughts.

 “Oh Daddy I am having so much fun” her hair was wet with perspiration and stuck to her forehead.

Sara reached her head forward for a kiss and I leaned forward to meet her putting my lips to hers as my hand reached down under her skirt to grab one firm bum cheek.

 I knew that it gave Dave a great view of her ass. 

Our lips touched but I was not about to French kiss my daughter in public. 

With a quick twirl Sara was away heading back to her friends.

“What an ass” Dave mumbled as I smiled and poured myself another drink.

The evening was a great success and after 11 o’clock her friends started to leave, until only the Watkins and Alice and Lucy were left. 

Sara, Lucy and Karen were sitting around the dining room table listening to music and discussing the evening’s events. 

The parents were in the lounge, glasses in hand, after another half an hour everyone decided the evening was over and before we knew it, it was just Sara and me and I felt a huge relief,

“Sara you need a shower young lady,” I stated, and Sara quickly nodded but as she turned to head up the stairs I added,

 “Do you remember what you promised if we had a party?” 

 I started to follow her up towards the bathroom,

 “Yes and it was such a great party Daddy that I will do anything to show you how happy I am”

I could feel my cock stiffen; this was going to be a great evening. 

We went upstairs, I followed her up giving me a great view up her dress at that lovely bum as she went; I was contemplating all sorts of fun. 

“Sara get into the shower I will be in shortly”, 

I walked into her bedroom and selected the fishnet stockings and suspender belt, she wouldn’t need anything else. 

I then headed into the bathroom just as Sara stepped naked into the shower. I watched as she started to soap herself, the foam quickly forming on her breasts, as Sara watched me strip. 

I stepped into the shower to join her, forcing our bodies close together. 

I took the soap from Sara standing behind her, her body firmly in front of me as I reached round and started to soap her tits. 

Her nipples became very hard as I squeezed them and pinched and pulled them. 

Sara wiggled her bum as she felt my now hard member rest between her bum cheeks. My left hand continued soaping her breasts as my right reached down and started to rub my soapy hand between her legs.

 I could hear her breath quicken as my vigorous stimulation of her clit started to make her squirm further stimulating my cock as it rubbed against her bum.

“Soap me” I demanded and Sara turned to face me, in the restrained space each movement required bodily contract and as Sara reached for the soap her breasts smeared foam across my chest.

As she dropped to her knees her bum slid down the cool glass and I watched through the steamy atmosphere as her mouth passed within inches of the tip of my cock. 

Sara started soaping my legs, balls and cock before moving up across my stomach and chest then with a nod from me she got out as I rinsed off.

 By the time I was out Sara had dried and was quickly pulling on the stockings I had left out for her.

 I dried quickly watching her full firm tits hanging down as she reached down to attach the suspender belt. 

I pulled on a dressing gown and as Sara finished grabbed her by the arm to lead her down the stairs to the front room and the mess left by the party. 

Sara was confused expecting me to take her to my bedroom. 

I liked to surprise her, to keep her off balance; the disco lights were still on adding to the strange atmosphere. The coloured illumination danced all around as I led Sara to the sofa,

“Dave was watching you tonight” I stated, “He had a huge hard on looking at you flaunting yourself, flashing your bum and tits at him like a little whore” 

My voice was now raised with mock anger. 

Sara looked down at the floor, “sorry Daddy” She stated,

“What are you” I demanded, she knew what I wanted to hear “A little whore” she softly replied,

I sat on the sofa and grabbed Sara quickly pulling her towards me,

 “Bend over my lap, Sara are going to be punished”, Sara nodded and leaned over my knee her gorgeous buttocks now ready for my hand.

My hand whistled down onto her bum with a thwack,

 “What are you” I demanded, 

“A whore Daddy” Sara cried as my hand fell again onto those firm buttocks, 

“What are you”,

 “A whore Daddy” thwack, my hand smacked her firm ass over and again, now her cries mixed with pleasure as her bum went red.

Then I stopped, my hand on her bum sliding gently down between her legs. 

As I expected Sara was very wet and she parted her legs and lifted her body a fraction to aid my probing, my finger slipped easily into her wet pussy, swiftly followed by another as I started to thrust in and out. 

Then when Sara was suitably turned on I demanded that she stand and I followed.

Again leading Sara by the arm this time round to the side of the sofa she looked once again confused.

“Bend over the arm of the sofa” I demanded, 

She did, the high, wide padded arms cushioned Sara as she leaned forward and I was delighted by the site and position of her body, which was perfect for what I had in mind.

Her feet just reached the floor, her bum raised high and her body arched with her face pushed into the sofa seat.

Perfect, my cock was hard in anticipation, I moved forward positioning the bulbous head at the entrance to her wet pussy, gripping her hips firmly I thrust the full length of my cock into her tight wet love hole. 

Sara cried out in alarm, pleasure, pain and surprise. I thrust in and out again, the angle of her body giving me deep penetration. 

My daughter was being fucked good and hard by her Dad, then just when Sara was nice and wet and tensing with an onrushing orgasm I pulled out.

 I heard her moan in disappointment, I surveyed the view for a moment sliding a hand up and down my wet shaft before reaching forward and sliding my middle three fingers easily into her now extended pussy, then I started to smear her pussy juices around her ass hole.

Sara was used to me fingering that tight puckered orifice now she couldn’t move and she moaned slightly as I rubbed my cock between her bum cheeks before probing her ass hole with the thick head of my cock for the first time.

 I heard Sara moan again this time a mixture of surprise and concern as I started to push. 

Her virgin ass hole rejected my initial push but on the next more determined thrust opened enough for the tip of my cock to breach her muscles.

Sara moaned again but there was no stopping me and her position left her helpless.

Now I gently introduced the rest of my shaft into her, bit by bit, warm, tight, it was like breaking her cherry all over again. 

Then once fully in I started to fuck her ass, in and out, in and out, slowly increasing the pace and strength of the thrusts. 

Whether Sara came or not I don’t know, I was totally wrapped up in my own pleasure, enjoying the feeling, the sight of my cock up her ass and the fact that I had now violated her body in every way now. 

Sara was truly my sex toy, I also imagined Dave watching, knowing how jealous he would be right now if he were still here watching me fuck that gorgeous tight firm body. 

My hips were now a blur, my balls slapping onto her flesh as I charged on. 

Sara was crying out, “yes Daddy, Yes Daddy harder, please use me Daddy”

This merely made me thrust even harder until I was concerned I would split Sara in two and then I knew I could hold back no more,

 “Yes” I cried as the first wave of hot creamy cum shot up her ass,

 “Yes” again as I pumped the next and the next, it oozed out of her as my cock moved out that tight hole before plunging back in and pumping another large volume of cum into her.

 At last, cock wilting I stepped back to survey her prostrate form. 

I walked round to pull her up from the sofa, she stood naked before me for a second before dropping to her knees and taking my shiny, cum covered cock into her mouth and proceeded to suck and lick it clean. 

I looked down at her as Sara licked and lapped at my limp tool, my mind already moving to the next part of the evening’s fun. 

Sara sucked my tool one more time and then sat back on her heals waiting for my next instruction,

“Go and get a kitchen chair and bring it here”, Sara rose without question went into the kitchen and fetched one of the hard wooden chairs from the kitchen,

 I took it from her and set it down between the sofa and the armchair facing the wooden coffee table in between.

“Sit on the table”, I commanded as I sat in the wooden chair facing her as Sara sat before me on the hard surface, “Open your legs…. Wide”,

Sara did as she was told her knees parting until her pussy lips were spread open and her legs as wide as they could go.

I looked at her, her hands resting on the table surface, her face looking beautiful, sweet and demure, in total contrast to the fact that those lovely firm breasts were on display, rising and falling softly with each breath, nipples rock hard, legs spread wide like a whore, she looked anything but innocent.

“Fondle your tits,” I demanded as my hand reached down to my cock to gently start stroking it while I watched,

Sara would get used to putting on sex shows for me, I loved watching her touching herself like a lap dancer or stripper. 

Her hands cupped and stroked those two gorgeous mounds before she started to pull and stroke those two button nipples just as my cock started to stir in my hand. 

As she cupped stroked and pulled them her tongue began licking her lips suggestively as her eyes now latched onto my cock as I stroked it,

“Now masturbate you little slut, keep your legs apart as Daddy wants to see his little sluts pussy wide open”,

Her right hand travelled slowly down over her stomach down between her legs to her neatly trimmed snatch.

At first Sara, circled her open love hole, before concentrating on her clit as her left hand joined the right and started to push fingers into that moist pussy.

My cock was now rapidly growing; her eyes were transfixed onto it as it rose slowly, growing expanding as my closed fist worked up and down my shaft. 

I knew she wanted it and I wanted Sara but the anticipation was almost as good as we watched each other work ourselves into increasingly lust. 

When my cock was fully erect standing proud under her gaze, I fixed those lovely eyes with a stare,

“Get over here now, I want your pussy on my cock”,

Sara quickly rose from the table and covered the 3 feet between us quickly in her lust and sexual hunger.

 I could see Sara contemplating how she was going to straddle me as I sat on the kitchen chair, but my eager hands were ready to guide her and under the seat the chair provided wooden struts which she quickly used, her left leg swinging round as her hand grasped my cock and guided her pussy over the top.

My hands gripped her hips and after a moment of fumbling my daughter started to lower her body onto my stiff cock.

 Her weight impaling her pussy as Sara took my whole length as she signed and moaned. 

“Now fuck your Daddy hard Sara you little whore,” I snarled as I pushed her hips as hard as I could down into my lap,

”You owe your Daddy for the party and he wants a good hard fuck” 

Sara nodded but I could see her face was a mixture of emotions, as she tried not to cum too quickly.

She tried to find leverage with her feet to aid her motion, and settled for using her hands on my shoulders to assist her slow rise up the length of my cock before plunging back down driving my cock ever deeper into that tight wet pussy.

After a few slow thrusts Sara managed to get her feet onto a rung either side of the chair to slowly speed her motion. 

My hands now gripped her bum cheeks driving Sara down onto my cock again after she had risen to the tip.

Sara couldn’t hold on any more and I felt her pussy muscles clamp onto my cock as she spasmed in orgasm, my grip on her bum driving her on, not allowing her to miss a beat as her continued to slide up and down my cock, she threw her head back and yelled in pleasure,

“ Keep fucking me you bitch”, I growled at her, “fuck Daddy HARD”, 

Sara speeded up her motion, “yes Daddy….yes Daddy” she gasped as she rose up and down my shaft now sodden with her love juices and my pre cum.

Sara was leaning forward now and I could feel her firm tits and hard nipples dancing little patterns against my chest.

The feeling was great, her firm body had become a love machine, her pussy now gushing with her love juice was flowing so freely that Sara had soaked my balls and each time she reached the bottom of my shaft another little trickle ran down my shaft.

 I loved it, the feel of Sara, the smell of Sara, I felt as happy as I could be, as sexually excited as I could remember, but she was starting to slow down until I whacked her ass with a firm slap,

“Faster Sara you bitch, make Daddy cum” I yelled making Sara slide up and down with renewed vigour. 

Now my hands moved to her hips, thrusting her up and down as hard and fast as I could, I could feel the tension growing in my balls, my excitement rose and the need to cum building and building until at last I couldn’t control it anymore, my hips thrust up just as her pussy drove down our bodies meeting with a resounding slap,

“D O N’ T  S T O P” I yelled as a huge eruption of hot creamy cum shot into her pussy.

Sara continued to thrust herself up and down my slick shaft, now her pussy juices mixed with my cum, the creamy cocktail left as a trail on my cock before being driven down to my balls by her pussy lips as her came down my shaft.

Still I kept shooting into her, my hands driving her hips up and down, three, four, five times more each thrust down by Sara being rewarded with another gush of cum into her pussy. At last my cock wilted and as Sara rose one more time it flopped onto the sodden chair spent.

Sara was sweating with the exhaustion and collapsed against me breathing deeply.

I tilted her head up and we French kissed long and hard our tongues twisting together. Then as our mouths parted and Sara swept some hair out of her face I told her to clean up her mess. Sara nodded sweetly, “Yes Daddy”,

She slipped off of my lap and I stood up before her, Sara knelt before me and started by licking our love cocktail from my thighs working her way up each leg before licking my balls clean and then gently pulling my foreskin back as she licked and sucked my cock clean.

I wondered whether to make Sara lick the chair clean but decided she had done enough..for today in any case.

End.

