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​My
Boyfriend’s Dad Stole My Virginity

By J.M. Christopher

 


It’s Friday night, and I look amazing. I’m
wearing tight, dark wash jeans that show off my thick, round ass
perfectly, and an olive green v-neck shirt. My hair hangs in
ringlets around my shoulders, and I have to say, I look pretty damn
sexy. It’s a shame that all this work will go to waste tonight,
since I’m going to dinner with my boyfriend and his dad.

My boyfriend has seen me look a lot better
than this, especially in bed, so he’s not going to notice anything
tonight, except maybe a bit of cleavage. And his dad, well, I don’t
really care what he thinks about me. I’ve been dating Malcolm for
over a year, and we’ve met before, so this is nothing new. I know
that his dad likes me, and we get along alright, even though he
kind of creeps me out. But we get along, and that’s really all that
matters.

I check one last time that I’m wearing the
right panties, just in case Malcolm and I end up having some fun.
We won’t have sex, because he’s agreed that we’ll wait until our
relationship is a bit more serious, and we’re more strongly
committed. All of my friends laugh at me because I’m a virgin, even
though Malcolm and I have spent more than a few nights together.
But I’m not going to let that change any time soon—plus, there are
tons of things you can do without going all the way.

As I fix my hair up, placing a sparkly clip
in it so that I don’t have it hanging in my face all night, I hear
my phone’s ring tone as I get a text message. It’s from Malcolm,
“Hey beautiful, I’m here, come on down.”

I grab my purse and the key to my dorm room,
and go down the stairs to the parking lot. There, my super sexy
boyfriend waits in the driver’s seat of his Ford pickup truck. I
have to laugh as he gets out of the truck, walks all the way
around, and opens the door for me. Then, he buckles the seat belt,
making sure it’s snug and lays nicely right between my tits, and
then he gets back into his seat. He’s always been sweet to do
things like that, and it always makes me laugh.

“So, what’s the plan for tonight babe? Are we
going to eat at your dad’s house or are we going out with him? And
are we going to spend the night?”

“I think my dad wants us to spend the night
so we can help him around the house tomorrow. I don’t know where
we’re going for dinner though, he said just to come over to his
house and if we decide to go out, he’ll drive us.”

“Sounds good,” I lean in and kiss him as he
starts the engine up again.

I would never admit it to him, but I hate
spending the night at his dad’s house. It’s kind of creepy, and I’m
really not comfortable around his father. The guy is way younger
than my own dad is, and something about the way he looks at me
makes my skin crawl. But at least Malcolm will be there the whole
time, to protect me.

I watch as we drive past countless numbers of
buildings, parks, and shopping centers. It’s a long drive to his
father’s house, since he lives in the next state over—so that means
about forty five minutes of driving for us.

While we drive, I rest my hand on Malcolm’s
thigh, and every time we stop at a red light, I lean in to kiss
him. We don’t really have much to say until I ask him about his
work. That’s all he ever really likes to talk about.

“When do you start your next project with
work?”

“Well, I’m waiting for my boss to call me
about the next construction job, he says it could be any day now. I
know we’re going to paint an entire house, and build a new deck for
them. It’s been a while since I had a painting job, and I can’t
wait. It’s so much easier than landscaping.

I’ll have a $100 bonus if the homeowner likes
my work, and no one’s ever been disappointed by my work. It’ll be
great. I can add all the money I earn to my savings account, since
I don’t have to pay college tuition, like some people.”

“Sorry sweetheart, not all of us can have
rich daddies who will buy our way through life for us. Some of us
have to do things by ourselves. Anyway, do you have an idea of when
it might start, like Monday or something?”

“See, that’s the thing, it could be tomorrow.
It all depends on when I get the call. That reminds me, he did
mention that it could start tomorrow. My dad really needs some help
getting everything done, and he’s never going to be able to do it
on his own. If I have to leave, would you mind if I went to work
while you stayed with him? It will only be from about 8 to 5, and
you’ll be working the whole time. I know that you’re not exactly
comfortable with him, but he really is a good guy.”

“Yeah, I’m sure I’ll be fine. It’s no big
deal, I understand. But I’ll be keeping my fingers crossed that you
won’t have to leave me… I’ll miss you so much.” I lean in to kiss
his neck while he drives, but doing my best not to distract him too
much from keeping his eyes on the road.

After a few more minutes of quiet, I realize
that I don’t even know what we’re going to be helping his father
with. “What does your dad need us for tomorrow?” The last time we
spent the night there, we cleaned out his attic—it was a bit more
fun than it sounds like, but not by much.

“I think he’s redoing the basement. He needs
help carrying furniture and painting and stuff like that. It
shouldn’t be too hard. You won’t really have to do much of the hard
stuff. Thanks again for helping me, baby. It means a lot.”

Finally, we pull up at his father’s house and
park in the driveway. His father has a big house, and it always
looks perfect—even if the inside always seems to need some work
done on it. It’s in a nice, small neighborhood, and there’s a small
playground a block away. Every time I come here, I always think to
myself that this is the type of neighborhood I would want to live
in—maybe even raise children in, if I decide that one day I want
children.

I wait patiently as Malcolm walks all the way
around the truck to unbuckle me and help me down out of it. I
learned the first time that it’s not a good idea to get out on my
own, even though I am fully capable of doing so. It’s nice that
Malcolm always wants to do it for me, and it’s kind of scary if I
don’t let him.

I kiss him as he lifts me from my seat, spins
me around as though I’m light as air (which I’m definitely not, so
it’s a good thing Malcolm works out and does construction). Then,
together we walk into the house, hand in hand.

“Hey Malcolm, how are you doing?”

“I’m good Dad, how about you?”

“Fine, fine… And how about you, miss Amy, you
are looking as beautiful as ever.”

“Thank you sir, it’s great to see you again.
It’s been a long time.”

“Too long,” Malcolm’s dad says, and I can’t
help but notice that his eyes are drawn immediately to my cleavage.
This is just one of the things that creeps me out about Malcolm’s
father, but there are many more.

“So, what do you young folks want to do for
dinner tonight? I would be fine with just staying in, but I don’t
think I have any food that would be suitable.”

“I would be fine with anything. So the two of
you can decide,” I look around the room, and it looks the same as
it ever has. I just don’t want to have to keep my eyes on his dad,
because there’s definitely something different about him. He smells
better, and his hair is neater than I’ve ever seen it before. He’s
only about twenty years older than I am, but he looks like he’s
only got a few years on me. Tonight, he’s definitely put a bit more
effort into his appearance, and I wonder why.

“Actually, could I be excused for a
moment?”

“Sure, see you in a few minutes baby.”

I walk down the hall to the bathroom that’s
just outside of the kitchen and sit down. See, another thing that
makes me uncomfortable about Malcolm’s father is that, for some
reason unknown to me, I always get really turned on when I’m around
him. I’ve been trying to figure out why that is, but when I’m
getting this wet, I can’t help myself. So, now, in the privacy of
the bathroom, I go into my purse and pull out a small bullet
vibrator. This is actually something that I come to this house with
every time now—it makes me climax a lot faster than I can with just
my own fingers.

When I first came here, it used to freak me
out that just being with the creepy guy for five minutes could make
me even wetter than half an hour of foreplay with Malcolm. But I’m
used to it now—probably just some undiscovered fetish that I’ll
have to deal with for a while. Now, I just try to ignore it, climax
as fast as I can, and be out in the living room before anyone
misses me.

Rubbing the small vibrator on my clit, I bite
my lip, trying not to make any noise. The vibrations send electric
sensations through my entire body. I can feel my muscles tensing,
and I trace my finger up and down my slit as I sit on the toilet
seat with my legs spread wide. Half of me is picturing Malcolm
teasing my most private places like this, but another part of me
can’t help imagining that it’s his father instead. I can picture
him teasing my nipples and rubbing my clit as fast as is humanly
possible. As I go, I slip a finger inside myself, wondering what it
would feel like for that to be a cock inside me.

If I wasn’t so determined to remain a virgin,
my curiosity would probably get the best of me pretty quickly. I’ve
tried using dildos before, just to get some idea of what it would
feel like to be penetrated by a living, breathing male, rather than
just by fingers. But plastic and rubber don’t feel nearly as good
as I imagine it could be.

Hopefully, my chance to feel that for myself,
rather than just imagining it, will come soon. I can’t wait to feel
a man moving in and out of my tight, dripping wet pussy. As the
vibrator continues to bring me closer and closer to climax, I’m
biting my lip even harder, trying not to moan out loud. The
sensations are amazing, and my whole body is shaking from the
pleasure. My muscles tense, and I can feel my vaginal walls
clenching around my fingers as I climax, shaking more so than ever
before, and I let out a low moan, despite my efforts to keep myself
from making any noise at all.
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