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Daddy Pops Her Cherry

Johanna makes sure she’s alone. Everyone else
is still outside, laughing and drinking beer around the campfire by
the lakeshore. No one noticed her slipping away, up to the cabin,
heart pounding and palms slippery with sweat.

Daddy’s coming tomorrow.

Her breath quickens as she repeats the phrase
over and over in her mind, faster and faster until becomes an
intoxicating blur. Daddy’s coming tomorrow Daddy’s coming
Daddy’scominghe’scoming…

She shuts the door, locking it behind her as
she flops on the tiny cot in the cramped, stuffy room. Her t-shirt
is plastered to her smooth skin, rucked up over her belly. Johanna
peels it off, removing her bra along with it in a jerking, needy
motion. It took her until her first year of college to finally
overcome her awkward adolescence and develop breasts, but it was
worth the wait. Now she bites her lip and begins to touch herself,
searching fingers over soft skin. She circles her small, pink
nipples, thumbing them until they pebble and stand at attention.
Gently sucks on a digit and then rubs it over the hard peaks,
exciting warm tremors of arousal through her body.

“Daddy’s coming,” she murmurs to the empty
room.



Johanna knows she can have any man she wants.
She was a late bloomer, but the past year has gradually taught her
to expect open stares and jealous whispers. Hungry eyes wandering
over the perfect curves of her body, devouring every twitch of her
pouty lips. Fact is, she’s drop-dead gorgeous, and the college boys
have been falling all over themselves to get to her.

So far, she hasn’t let them. There’s only one
man she wants to give herself to.

The same man who helped her learn to ride a
bike and bandaged her scrapes when she promptly rode it into a
ditch. The same man she’s looked up to and worshipped since she was
five years old. The one who first kindled a fire in her loins,
whose mature, muscled torso she pictured all those nights with the
sheets tangled between her legs. Rubbing at her pussy, making it
moist and warm and tingly. Cumming in muffled shouts, hand stuffed
down her cotton panties. Slick fingers teasing herself open.

Readying herself for him.

Breathing hard, hair plastered to her face
and her panties a soggy mess, Johanna rolls over on the cot.
Anxiety seeps back into her body through the post-orgasm haze.
This is crazy. He doesn’t think of me that way. I’m his
daughter, for God’s sake. Still, she can’t fight back a rush
of excitement, heart beating rapidly in her chest as she
anticipates seeing him tomorrow morning. A few short hours…

She drifts off to sleep, sweet words bubbling
out of a dream, muttered whisper to a quiet room.

“Daddy’s coming.”

*

The sun beats down on my neck as I climb out
of the car, stiff limbs stretching. It’s summer in Northern
Minnesota, and I’ve been guilted into taking two planes and a
cramped rental out to this godforsaken lake for a long-overdue
family reunion. Thank Christ I remembered to pack bug spray,
I think grimly. The mosquitoes are already circling.

I do not miss this.

My wife and I live in California now,
although we’ve been in separate homes for most of the past year.
We’ll probably make our divorce final soon. But in the meantime,
why not spend the rest of your vacation days “reconnecting” with
her extended family! Seriously, solid plan.

“Why the fuck am I here?” I mutter, but the
only answer I get is because you’re a pathetic pushover from
the sarcastic voice in my head. I hear Karen’s words again, in her
annoyed, nasal tone. “We haven’t told anyone we’re separated
yet. It’ll look rotten if you don’t come.”

It is rotten, I think with a
snort.

“Johanna will be there.”

To be honest, that’s the reason I finally
gave in and booked my ticket. I miss my gawky beanpole of a
stepdaughter. Haven’t seen her since she left home for college over
a year ago.

Knot of dread tightening in my stomach, I
grab my bags from the car and start walking up the dirt trail
toward the lake. We’ve rented three cabins, but it’ll be cramped
quarters with all the family members who decided to come last
minute. Karen had to come out a couple days early to get everything
squared away…

Shit, I realize suddenly, as the
cabins come into view. We’re probably going to have to share a
bed. Suddenly I’m dreading this family reunion even more, which
is not something I thought was possible five minutes ago.

Karen’s family is playing and swimming on the
shore of the lake, which is admittedly gorgeous. Dark, shimmering
water framed by stately pines, couples in canoes and paddleboats
moving languidly across its mirror surface. Kids are splashing in
the shallow water, Karen’s nieces and nephews. Someone sees me,
holding his hand up over his eyes to fight the glare.
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