Sara – Part two – Penetration.

The alarm clock woke me up; it was the usual time 7 o’clock in the morning.                        I yawned and then it hit me, had I really abused my daughter the previous night? Surely not! It was a silly dream, but then my eyes fell on the heap of my clothes just as I had left them.    I started to panic, how could I look her in the eyes?                                                           I could hear the shower going, that was usual, Sara was always up before me, that was a good sign wasn’t it?                                                                                                        I got up and pulled on my dressing gown, just as I arrived on the landing the door to the shower room opened and Sara stepped out clad in the bath towel and as always with a hand towel wrapped around her head. I hesitated but got my usual little smile.
“Morning Daddy” she said albeit a little more sheepishly than normal, I smiled back, “morning darling” I replied and quickly went into the bathroom.

As I showered the previous night came flooding back, those glorious tits, that tight pussy, how had I managed to avoid fucking her?

By the time I got downstairs dressed for work, Sara was vanishing out the door clad in her school attire of jeans and tee shirt books under her arm, but this morning I couldn’t help but admire that figure.                                                                                                      Why had I never really looked at her in this way before?                                                  She had always been my little girl but not after last night. Sara yelled her usual goodbye as she vanished out the door and left me to my thoughts.

As I drove to work I contemplated the situation and the evening ahead, what was the next step? I wanted to fuck her but should I quit while I was ahead?

My mind kept fantasising about her all day, the fact I wasn’t ashamed by being stood up by the company slut puzzled a lot of my colleagues who had obviously been looking forward to humiliating me, I let it be known I had ended up in bed with a drop dead gorgeous younger lady and they left me alone. 

I was in a meeting when a vision popped into my head My Sara wearing a little lacy bra and knickers, I started getting a hard on and anxious not to get noticed forced the thoughts away. I kept seeing her swallowing gallons of my sperm and last night’s fantastic first blowjob.

I now wanted to enjoy more and wondered if tonight when I went to bed Sara would indulge me in a glorious 69.                                                                                                         I could almost taste her thinking about how I would lap at that sweet pussy and frig her virgin ass while she gave me a deep satisfying blowjob and swallowed every drop before licking my flaccid cock until it was spotlessly clean.

Tonight was going to be different, at lunch time I left the office and walked to the local shops, as a present to myself I had bought Sara the slutiest outfit I could find , complete with very sheerest lacy underwear.                                                                                          I could get, picturing her in it. I had to work the rest of the day forcing these thoughts from my mind watching the clock slowly crawl around to 5.30. 

I rushed home and as I drove up to the house the door opened but Sara wasn’t there, that was unusual and once again I started to panic. What if she had left home or was at the Police station making charges against me.

For another 30 minutes my mind tortured me with more worries until I heard the door open and Sara stepped into the house, as she closed the door I jumped up from the chair to confront her,

“Where have you been young lady” I demanded in a much more aggressive tone than I meant, it was relief mixed with concern mixed with anger at all the horrible thoughts I had been having. 

Her smile vanished and she dropped her eyes, “I’m sorry Daddy, Claire offered me a Coffee and I didn’t think you would mind…I should have called you”

“You had better say sorry” I demanded and was amazed as she nodded and dropped to her knees before me and started to reach for my flies.                                                              I was so surprised that I stopped her by saying, “That’s not what I meant” But actually it was what I wanted, however my mind was moving fast and I wanted to exploit the situation.

“Follow me”, I stated as I walked back into the lounge Sara in hot pursuit.                                  So she had not forgotten last night and was the submissive sex toy I had been fantasising about all day.

I grabbed the bag of clothes I had bought and handed it to her.

“Put these on”. Sara couldn’t resist looking into the bag.                                                     I knew what was inside the bag, skimpy lacy knickers and bra; hold up stockings, a small leather skirt and a very sheer, low cut blouse. High heels and bright red lipstick and black eye liner. I had visions of her looking like a street whore, ready to be fucked; my cock was hard just thinking about ramming into that tight pussy.

 I wanted to pump gallons of hot creamy cum into my daughters body, it was as if all the frustrations I had felt since her mother had run off was waiting to explode.

Sara left the room and went up stairs without a word as I contemplated the evening ahead.

I waited patiently sitting in the lounge three seater sofa have taken off my jacket and tie and poring myself a generous Scotch Whisky, eventually I could hear the unmistakeable clicking of the heels of her shoes as she came down the stairs. With almost timid stealth Sara came into the room, I resisted the urge to turn to face her as the sofa faced away from the hallway.

“Come round where I can see you Sara”, I said softly and almost held my breath as the clicking came closer.

Sara had applied the lipstick and eyeliner with artistic care, her long young legs clad in the nylon of the stockings, the leather skirt just covering her knicker line.                                     As I had hoped the lacy bra exposed her nipples and the sheer blouse blurred rather than hid them from my view.                                                                                                       The effect was exactly what I wanted, a cheap but young looking whore.                                 A slut crying out for cock, the sort of slut you see in every major city in the world but this was my daughter, my little girl with "fuck me" written across her face.                                       I knew Sara wasn’t a virgin, but somehow even dressed as she was that pretty face looked innocent and it just finished the whole look.                                                                    My cock was making a huge tent in my trousers.

“Excellent” I said as I deliberately looked her up and down.                                                  Sara was stood a few feet away affording me an excellent view.

“Come here” I demanded and she slowly walked forward, “ you look like a slut,” I snarled and 

Sara looked very shy and unsure.                                                                                       “Do you know what happens to sluts” I asked my voice carrying menace, Sara shook your head,

“They get fucked”, I stood and Sara took a step back she looked even more uneasy as I advanced on her.

“Kiss your Daddy like a slut”, Sara hesitated for a second but the look on my face must have convinced her she had no option.                                                                                    She stepped forwards a fraction and slowly passed her arms up around my neck, it was as if we had been French kissing for years as I quickly pulled her into my body and our lips met, tongues dancing in each other’s mouths. My back slightly stooped down.                             We parted after a few moments by which time my hands had moved under the short skirt and grabbed her firm ass checks in each hand.

“Do you know what Daddy wants?” I said softly, Sara looked up at me with a delightful mixture of certainty and fear.

“Yes Daddy”, Sara looked down at your new clothes “you want to fuck me”

I nodded and looked into her lovely brown eyes “are you going to let me down?” I demanded in one of my firm, stern voices “Well?”

Sara started to answer but couldn’t decide what was the correct response, “no Daddy…I won’t”

I waited a moment letting the awkward silence pile on more pressure before adding softly

“Then tell me that you want me to fuck you, that you are Daddy’s little whore to use in any way he wants”,

Sara looked up at me, those innocent eyes masked with eye liner and those lipstick covered lips I could see her mind in turmoil I sighed and pulled her hands from around my neck when she said the magic words, “fuck me Daddy”,                                                                        It was music to my ears, my cute, innocent girl, dressed as a slut asking me to fuck her, “again” I demanded,

“I want you to fuck me Daddy,” she said with conviction.                                                    I reached my mouth down to her lipstick-covered lips and we kissed again.                      This time with my hands firmly on her firm young ass, I picked Sara off the floor and was delighted when she automatically wrapped her stocking clad legs around my hips.              My stirring cock now brought to full attention by the close proximity of her hot pussy.

I walked slowly towards the sofa, our tongues entwining, and her arms clamped around my neck as firmly as her legs were clamped to me.                                                                Lust washed over me, Sara was no longer my daughter, she was a pussy, two breasts, two legs and a mouth. It had been so long since I had my cock in a moist wet pussy, I was fired up and ready to go.

We fell onto the sofa, Sara beneath me as I ripped her new blouse open, its job done, buttons flying in all directions.                                                                                          I reached behind her to unclip the lacy bra, she helped raising one shoulder.                     The clasp parted and I swept the cups over those firm, pert orbs her nipples hard, erect and proud.                                                                                                                         As Sara lay back I moved my mouth over those lovely tits, she sucked in a deep breath as my tongue flicked a nipple and I then gently bit it.                                                                My daughter obviously liked it rough and I was in the throws of a lust that needed urgent satisfaction.                                                                                                                   My hand reached down moving down to her open thighs before reaching up to grab at her knickers.

I slipped my body to one side to give myself leverage and with a sharp tug I ripped the material from her right thigh then repeated this on the left before tugging the remnants from covering her pussy lips and light covering of pubic hair.                                                      I could see in those eyes she was both afraid and excited as I ripped her clothes from her body, my urgency and overwhelming lust communicating itself in every action.                    Her body was tense as she watched me slide to the floor to look up between her obscenely parted thighs.                                                                                                           Sara was wet, the glistening of love juice already lubricating her gapping pussy.                              I buried my face into her love cavern licking and probing, my finger quickly sliding all around the lips of her pussy before moving lower and thrusting into her ass.                                  In one determined push my finger was all the way in.                                                     Sara bucked her hips rising in surprise, pain and pleasure.                                                  I moved my face away my mouth lightly covered in a mixture of saliva and her love juice.          I stood looking down on her, her blouse open, bra pushed around her neck; skirt rucked around her hips, legs open, pussy open.                                                                           I started to strip, Sara’s eyes wide open and looking at my face.

“Finger your pussy slut” I stated, “the wetter you make yourself the less painful this will be”

I loved the thought of watching my daughter touching herself, now as she reached down to rub her clit I saw her eyes move from my face to my cock as I dropped my trousers and boxers to reveal my hard throbbing dick to her.

Sara’s eyes latched onto the swollen head, it had never looked bigger or more daunting.         I could see realisation hit her as I stepped forward between her legs.

“Take hold of it,” I commanded, Sara stopped her self-pleasure to reach out and take the end of my cock in her hand.                                                                                                   I could see conflicting emotions, I had no doubt she was turned on but the conflict in her mind was self-evident.

“Guide it into your cunt” I added not wishing to give her any time to challenge what was about to happen, as I stepped forward Sara dutifully moved the tip of my cock to the entrance of her wet love hole.                                                                                      The lips gentle nesting either side I gloried at the feel of her against my cock, pausing to take in the view.

I spoke softly “I want you to keep your nipples hard darling and to watch as Daddy makes you his new lover”  

Sara nodded her hands quickly going to work on her nipples her eyes latched between her legs, she sat before me ready.                                                                                         I Knelt before her poised, I reached forward to grab her slim hips and as I started to push the head of my cock into her I pulled Sara bodily towards me the combined action taking me slowly into her for the first time.

Sara was so tight; the head of my cock in, wet, hot warm but so tight.                                  I could feel her moaning as I tried again, another half an inch of cock slipped into her, then I reversed slightly until the head was back at the entrance of her pussy, she moaned slightly in almost disappointment but I quickly thrust in again.                                                        This time I succeeded in getting a full two inches into her.                                                                    Lust again overwhelmed me, mixed with pleasure and frustration as I repeated the action this time pulling her hips determinedly towards me as I thrust hard and with a yell half of my hard erect cock plunged into her, again Sara cried out in pain and pleasure.

“Tell me what I want to hear you bitch” I yelled as I reversed back out, with tears running down her face her hands tugging at her hard nipples she yelled back matching my volume “Fuck me Daddy, fuck me hard”

With that I thrust as hard as I could, I felt the resistance break and my full length plunged into her pussy, she cried out in a mixture of surprise and pain her back arching as I started to pump in and out.                                                                                                            I doubted I had ever had more satisfying sex, the tightness of Sara’s pussy now gripping the whole length of my cock as I speeded up, each thrust getting easier as I started to pound into her young body.                                                                                                  Sara had stopped touching her tits, her hands laying either side of her, her face a confusion of expressions and emotions but her mouth open almost gasping with each determined thrust I made.                                                                                                                         I knew I was close as I reached a frenzy of motion, my balls starting to ache with the expectation.                                                                                                                   I was going to cum, to shoot my load into my daughter; I wanted to fill her, to pump gallons of hot sperm into her.                                                                                                  My cum spurting into my little girl, and then it happened, with a jerk I reached the most satisfying orgasm I could remember for ages.                                                                    I grabbed hold of her hips again firmly thrusting, pumping.                                              For the first time she felt my hot cum being pumped into her body, whether Sara came as well I never knew.                                                                                                          I didn’t care as I shot the last couple of spasms into her.                                                    I collapsed with pleasure onto her soft body, pinning her to the sofa.                                      Her arms went around me and I heard her soft voice

 “Are you alright Daddy?”  I nodded “yes darling”

“Did I give you what you needed?” her soft voice asked.                                                     I raised myself from her hot sweaty body and looked into her pretty face,

 “You have made a good start Sara, a very good start”.

More to come.
