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Introduction




They’re everywhere!

Once upon a time, I had to explain the term DILF to
friends when I did my first DILF anthology in 2010, but now I can
watch an episode of Bob’s Burgers and there’s a trivia night
team named the DILFS! Soon it will be a sitcom on Hulu or
Netflix.

And there’s a reason for that.

There’s just nothing sexier than a man who loves kids
and knows how to show it. Everyone knows that’s a man who can be
trusted with your heart. And, as DILFS grow older and hotter (and
so do we), it’s equally sexy to see a man treat his teenaged or
young adult offspring with love and respect.

So curl up in your favorite chair and read these
radically different tales of fathers we love from new dads to old
dads, gay dads, vampire dads and even some dad ménage!

 


Enjoy

 


Lori Perkins

June 2016


 


Punishing Alice

 By G. N.
York

 


I prefer sweaters to halters, boots to heels, and
corduroys to long dresses. Got it? I listen to more Rachmaninoff
than Katy Perry and I read Calvino rather than Danielle Steel. It’s
not that complicated. And yet, somehow, they still manage to call
me a slut and whore right along with nerd and loser. Now explain
that one to me.

I’d like to say that I come from an aristocratic
family, but the truth is we’re more Bohemian than anything else. I
learned to play the violin at eight, speak French at 12, and I
edited my school newspaper for the last two years and eight months.
I make half of my own clothes and my parents believe hammocks are
the greatest invention since fire. My dad read me poetry before bed
when I was growing up, and my mom’s been wearing her “this is what
a feminist looks like” shirt since as long as I can remember.

So what’s the point? I don’t know. Maybe I’m trying
to give Mr. Richards some excuses, and maybe I’m trying to defend
who I am, but at the end of the day the story is the story. There
are no excuses; there are no should-haves or could-haves, and
that’s just the way it is. It was unexpected, wonderful,
transforming, and messy. I suppose that’s the way all things are:
never quite what we expect. What else is there to do but keep
going?

During my sophomore and junior years of high school I
worked for the Richards as a nanny. They just called me Alice and
treated me like part of the family, but the truth is I was their
babysitter and there’s no use saying otherwise.

Now speaking of aristocracy, they were the real deal.
They used to joke that their money was so old they spent it all a
hundred years ago. Growing up they were poor. Mom and dad were
poor. Their grandparents were poor. The chauffeur was poor and so
were the gardener, the butler, and all the maids. Get it? It’s
funny.

For a poor rich family, they lived a life I could
only imagine. They ate organic food, went to the opera, summered in
France, and they had a library. Can you believe that? They had a
full on library in their house. Sometimes when I was watching Tasha
I would sit for hours just reading the titles of their books. Most
of them I had never heard of.

I had a crush on Mr. Richards since the day they
first interviewed me, and it never got smaller as time went by. He
was handsome, smart, and funny, and everything just came easily to
him. He was a good father, a patient husband, and he never once
treated me like a kid. He also scared the hell out of me sometimes.
I never heard him raise his voice, but he didn’t need to. When he
asked for something, it was done, and his calm presence and firm
voice never wavered.

He talked to me like an adult, expected me to behave
like one, and gave me all the responsibility and freedom I needed
to live like one. For a while I spent more time at their house than
mine, and even though I was working, I sometimes pretended it was
home.

During the summer I swam in their pool, in the winter
I sat in front of the fire, and on Friday nights when they were out
on a date, I put Tasha to sleep and sat in front of the huge screen
TV and watched softcore vampire movies. Hey, I didn’t say I only
liked smart stuff. I mean come on.

My crush never got too creepy, but every once in
awhile I’d realize that I could smell him when I picked his
bathrobe up off the chair. I sometimes finished his coffee after he
left for work in the morning, and part of me thought it was the
sexiest thing in the world. His lips touched the cup. He drank from
it, and so did I. It was a simple thing, but there it was. He’d
often drive me home in the evenings (before I got my license) and
whenever I saw a Mercedes drive by I thought of him.

Okay, so maybe it was a little creepy, but it wasn’t
like I was going through his closets or masturbating in his bed. I
didn’t even think about doing those things. Well, at least not very
often. And to my credit, his bed was amazing. It was giant and
soft, and the dark wood felt rich and luscious beneath my fingers.
The sheets were thick and the pillows were unlike anything I had
ever felt before, so yeah, there was some temptation.

It wasn’t until the summer before college that it
happened.

For most of June things were slightly off in a truly
wonderful way. Mrs. Richards was away a lot, and I would go over to
help. I would take the little one outside and play on the lawn
while Mr. Richards worked, and he’d cook me dinner on the grill
after we put Tasha to bed. We talked during naptime and he made me
tea in the afternoons. He watched the kid sometimes so I could
swim, and I lived in a strange fantasy world all month long.

One Saturday afternoon in early July I was sitting in
the hot tub drinking an ice tea as he was putting the little
pumpkin down for a nap. I was taking my time, relaxing after my
swim, and possibly thinking about Mr. Richard’s butt. Not in a
super dirty way, just in a huh, he has a really tight butt. I
wonder how much he works out kind of way.

He came back down and pulled a chair up next to me on
the patio. I smiled and moved over towards him. The hot tub was
giant and round, and when I stood up I could rest my arms on the
wooden edge. I asked how Tasha was, he asked how I was, and
everything was perfectly normal.

Until he turned on the jets. Without even asking he
leaned over and flipped the switch; suddenly there was hot water
coming at me from all directions. The only direction that mattered
though was the one right in front of me. The jet shot right below
my belly, and when I stood up on my toes for a second I almost
screamed. The water pounded into me, and despite the thin fabric of
my bathing suit, the pressure was overwhelming. I had to take a
deep breath and lean back down as I figured out what was going
on.

“Isn’t that better? My wife sits in there for hours
when it gets cool out. I love how the water feels on my feet.”

He smiled at me with white teeth and innocence, and I
tried to do the same.

“I’ll have to try that,” I said as I pulled myself up
again. I moved slightly to one side and let the water batter my
thigh as I slowly shifted my weight.

“Have you been reading the new DeLillo novel?” he
asked me. He always asked me about books and films. Never movies or
TV. Never school or friends and never anything remotely girly. I
was still used to talking about skirts and YouTube videos with my
classmates whether I liked it or not, but with Mr. Richards there
was no bullshit. Just his lovely mind that seemed to never stop
working.

“I just started it,” I said as I felt the water
between my thighs. It was just an inch too high, and when I pushed
up onto my toes I had to shut my eyes for a second. I opened my
legs just enough, and I arched my back as I looked up at him, but
the whole time I could feel the jet against my clit, and it was
driving me crazy. It was rhythmic as it pulsed out of the nozzle,
and I swayed gently from side to side as I tried to hide my
excitement.

“I don’t know what I think of it yet. Sometimes he
gets all weird on me, and I don’t know if I like it. I like his
emotions and his relationships, but some of the other stuff doesn’t
work as well.”

“Have you ever read Tom Robbins?” he asked.

“What, am I 14?” I said, sticking my tongue out. Tom
Robbins was a year long phase in ninth grade, but he was long gone
with Ayn Rand and Nabokov.

“Never underestimate the power of re-reading
something,” he said, just as the pressure began to build inside me.
“I’ve read The Name of the Rose six times, and I always find
something new in it: something I didn’t see the first time or
something that meant something else when I was younger. I see
something new in you every time you come over too. One day you’re
wistful and wise and the next you’re overcome with excitement.”

“You really notice that?” I asked, as I moved my hips
closer to the jet. It was almost too intense, but there was no way
I could stop. He couldn’t see me below the water from where he was
sitting, and the thought of talking to him and coming at the same
time was almost enough to set me off on it’s own.

“Come on Alice. Everyone is changing all the time.
Even Tasha changes constantly. She’s a different person every day.
When I was in college I used to read The Three
Musketeers every year…”

He kept going, but guess what? I don’t know what he
was saying. It was right around then that in spite of my better
judgment, I reached down with one hand and pulled the bottom of my
bikini to the side. It was just a slip, but suddenly the water was
on me and around me and there was no going back. I heard his voice,
and I smiled and nodded, but my toes clenched and I bit my lip
trying not to scream. I started to shake as my orgasm rolled
through me, and I never once looked away from his perfect blue
eyes.

For a brief second, I imagined it was him between my
legs and that was it. He kept talking and I kept moving exactly the
right way for the water to hit me where I needed. I came harder
than I ever did before. I didn’t scream and I didn’t yell out, but
my body tensed, my knuckles turned white and every ounce of tension
in my body came out at once. I could feel waves of pleasure surge
up and down my legs, through my spine, and around my thighs until I
almost couldn’t see.

All the while he kept on talking, and I pretended to
listen as I lost myself to the perfect moment.

I spent the entire next day touching myself. Okay, I
made tea in the middle of the day, I read a few articles in The
New Yorker, and I showered. But I must have made myself come at
least six times thinking about him and there was nothing I could
do.

I had slept with exactly one boy for a total of three
and a half minutes. It wasn’t a terrible experience, but it wasn’t
earth shattering either. He was my boyfriend for almost two months
and the sex felt somewhat mechanical. I certainly didn’t come like
I did when I stood in front of that water jet. We broke up a week
after the sex and I don’t even know why. We just didn’t talk for a
few days and every time we tried it was awkward. He was nice and as
nerdy as me, but talking about sex was a whole new world for us and
it wasn’t one we understood.

So, there I was, crushing, coming, and sulking over a
man I had known for as long as I could remember, and who scared me
as often as he excited me. When I went back to the house the next
morning, everything felt odd. The house was quiet, I knew Mrs.
Richards wasn’t due back for a few days, but normally her husband
was running around getting ready for work when I arrived.

I walked around the back and in through the sliding
doors by the pool. I stepped through the gym, past the bar, and
into the breakfast kitchen before I heard a voice. Mr. Richards was
on the phone in the hallway and Tasha was actually sleeping in her
high chair. He didn’t hear me enter, and for some reason I paused
without making a sound.

“There’s one more thing,” he said. I stood still and
leaned back against the wall.

“Yesterday afternoon our dear little Alice discovered
the jets.” He paused, but I couldn’t hear what she was saying. My
cheeks were red though and I suddenly felt like running. Did he
really say that?

“She was nice and quiet, but she bit her lip and I’d
bet you anything she was coming like crazy as I talked to her. I
was actually impressed. I didn’t think she had it in her. I mean,
she’s a sweet girl, and of course we love her, but that took some
nerve.”

He was silent for a while and I held my breath as I
listened. My whole life was about to collapse and I didn’t know
what to do.

“Of course, dear. No, I understand. I’m not saying it
was appropriate, I’m just saying I was impressed. But don’t worry.
I’ll make sure she understands the rules before it happens again.
Yes, yes, yes. I said don’t worry. I’ll punish her as well. Just to
make you feel better.”

My stomach was at my feet, its contents were about to
come up the wrong way, and somewhere in the middle of it all I was
as wet as I had been the day before. I was terrified, excited, and
confused all at once, and the only thing I understood was that if
he knew I was listening I was going to be in even more trouble.

I crept out through the bar and into the gym before I
turned around again. I opened the sliding door and slammed it shut
behind me, making sure to make a sound. I called out that I was
there and apologized for being late. By the time I got to the
kitchen, he was drinking his coffee at the counter as he fed the
little one cheerios.

“Hey Alice. Good to see you. I’m just about to head
to work.”

“Okay, Mr. Richards,” I said. “I’ll see you when you
get home. Have a good day!”

He turned and walked to the door without saying
another word, and for a moment I thought maybe I hadn’t heard a
thing. Maybe it was a dream or a hallucination, or maybe even a
fantasy left over from the day before. He turned before just before
he left and paused.

“Alice, would you mind staying for a little after we
put Tasha to bed? There’s something I want to talk to you
about.”

“Of course, Mr. Richards,” I said, trying not to
swallow my tongue. “I’ll see you tonight.”

The day went by slowly. Painfully slow. I couldn’t
focus, I nearly dropped Tasha three times, and her crying and
begging drove me completely insane. The whole day disappeared in a
tangle of worry, fear, and excitement and yet somehow it passed.
Somehow 7:00 rolled around and I tucked the little girl into bed
and waited patiently in the living room for Mr. Richards to
return.

I almost jumped when I heard the door open, and my
heart was in my throat. I had no idea what to expect. He walked
into the room wearing his crisp black suit, and his warm smile put
me at ease almost immediately. He opened a bottle of scotch from
the bar and poured himself a glass before calling me over to the
couch with a pat of his hand.

“So, Alice,” he began. “Do you know what I want to
talk with you about?”

“No,” I said quietly. Then I added, “I mean, no, Mr.
Richards.”

“You’ve been a huge help to me and my wife and we’re
going to be sad to lose you.”

Was he really just going to give me a goodbye speech?
Is this why I waited all day? I was ready to kill myself.

“And up until yesterday you have never disappointed
us.”

I turned bright red and all my fears came tumbling
back.

“I don’t understand,” I said, unwilling to admit to
anything.

“Alice, before I say anything else, I want you to
understand that you can leave at any point. Would you rather go now
and never talk of this again? I would completely understand, and if
that’s the case, then I wish you best of luck in school next
month.”

I wasn’t sure what he was really asking, but I was
glued to my seat. Despite my worry, there was no way I could leave.
There was no way I couldn’t find out what might happen next. When
words failed to come to me I simply shook my head.

“You don’t want to go?” he asked me.

That time I nodded. He looked at me with no hint of
emotion, and I wasn’t sure if he was going to slap me or kiss me.
He was completely impossible!

“If you stay,” he said slowly, “I’d like you to
listen very closely. I’d also like you to do exactly what I say and
answer whatever questions I ask. Can you do that for me?”

I nodded again and I could feel my body respond to
his words. Why did I agree to that? Why did I simply say yes to
everything that came out of his mouth? It was completely unlike me,
and yet I was unable to more. In fact, I was unable to do anything
but nod.

He finally smiled once more and it felt like
everything had changed. I was in a new world, and it was
overwhelming.

“How do you think my wife would feel if she knew what
you did yesterday in the hot tub?”

I blushed as I tried to answer. What could I say to
that?

“I, I, don’t know,” I finally said.

“Do you think she’d be upset? Do you think she’d be
angry that you masturbated in front of me? After all we’ve done for
you, do you think she’d approve of you using me that way?”

“No,” I answered.

“Alice, tell me something. When was the last time you
touched yourself?” It came from nowhere and it wasn’t what I was
expecting. I tried not to look away, but in spite of myself I found
my shoes incredibly interesting for the next few moments.

“I…” I couldn’t even mumble an answer.

“Let me clarify something once more. If you stay,
Alice, you’re going to answer my questions instantly. There’s no
need to think any more. I’ll do that for both of us.”

“This morning,” I said. I don’t know who was more
surprised that I answered, but I suddenly felt an overwhelming urge
to please him.

“Good. Now tell me. What were you thinking
about?”

I choked, and tried to think of a good lie. I tried
to think of anything but the truth.

“You,” I finally said, after waiting far too
long.

“I didn’t say who were you thinking about. I assumed
it was about me. I asked what. When you made yourself come this
morning, what images were going through your mind?”

“I was…” I stuttered. “I was thinking about yesterday
in the hot tub.”

“When you got off on the jet while I was talking to
you?”

“How did you…”

He cut me off with a finger to my lips. “I’m asking
the questions Alice. Now please answer me.”

“Yes. I thought about the water and the jet, and I
imagined you were there with me. Not outside, but inside the water.
You were behind me, and we were…”

“What were we doing, Alice?”

“You were inside me.”

He stood up and walked across the room without saying
a word. My knees were trembling and I could hardly stay still as he
poured himself another glass of whisky and sat back down on the
couch.

“Alice, I’d like you to take off your sweater
now.”

I was just wearing a bra beneath it, but at least it
was pretty. It was from Victoria’s Secret and it almost made my
breasts look big. I closed my eyes as I pulled the sweater off over
my head. What was I doing?

“And now your jeans.”

He was still sitting there calmly in his suit and I
didn’t know what to do other than obey. His voice was strong and
firm, and while part of me wanted to run out the door, another part
could hardly move. I undid my belt and buttons, and without
thinking much more I slid the denim down over my thighs and kicked
them off onto the floor.

“Alice, you’re getting better at following
directions. I wasn’t sure at first, but I think you may do
well.”

“Thank you,” I said, looking down at the floor.

“Let’s try, thank you, Mr. Richards, okay?” He stood
up as he said it, and my whole body tensed. He moved slightly
closer to where I was standing, and I could smell his aftershave
and see the muscles in his neck.

“Thank you, Mr. Richards,” I said, still looking
down.

“Much better. Why don’t you remove your bra and
underpants and lie down on the couch for me while I go wash my
hands.”

Without waiting for me to move, he walked out of the
room and into the kitchen. I stood there shaking, unsure of what to
do, as I listened to the water run. Did he really mean that? Did I
hear him right?

Before I could do a thing, he returned and this time
the glint in his eye was on fire.

“This is very disappointing,” he said.

“I was just…”

“You don’t need to make excuses. I understand. When
you don’t do what I ask, I assume it’s because you’d like me to ask
in another way. Maybe punish you for not listening? Is that what
you’d prefer?”

“No, Mr. Richards,” I whispered, just barely getting
the words out.

“Undress. Now. And lie on the couch.”

This time I didn’t wait. I undid my bra and stepped
out of my panties, trying not to cover myself with my hands. The
urge to run and hide was enormous, but somehow I managed to fold my
clothes before lying on my stomach on the white leather sofa. I put
my head down and closed my eyes. It was almost too much.

I could hear him walking around me, but I didn’t dare
look. I could hear the ice in his glass, and his footsteps on the
carpet as he walked, and I swear I could feel his eyes digging into
me. Warmth touched every inch of my body, and for a moment my
biggest fear was that I’d ruin his couch with my excitement.

He finally stopped near my head, and I twitched when
I felt his fingers in my hair. He brushed it gently to one side,
pulling ever so slightly before taking my chin in his other hand
and holding me. I couldn’t help but look into his eyes.

“Alice, for the next few minutes, you’re going to
suck my cock. Don’t think of it as a punishment, but rather an
incentive. While I was mostly amused by your antics yesterday, my
wife was not. And so I think a small lesson in humility may be
called for. Of course, there’s no reason we shouldn’t enjoy it.
Well, at least me.”

Without ever setting down his glass, he unzipped his
suit pants, reached in with one hand, and before I knew what was
happening, he was growing hard in my mouth. He held my chin in his
hand as he pulled my lips around him, and I tried not to choke as
he grew bigger and firmer.

“I suppose some men would ask if you had done this
before. They might wonder how many times and with how many boys,
but the truth is that I don’t care, Alice. I don’t care if you’ve
fucked the whole football team or if you’ve never kissed a boy. I’m
only concerned with right now. Do you understand?”

I tried to nod as I sucked him, but I was afraid to
take him out of my mouth. I reached one hand up and wrapped it
around the base of his cock as I worked my lips up and down his
length.

The truth is I had had exactly two boys in my mouth,
and neither one of them for more than 15 or 20 seconds. And neither
one of them was half as big as Mr. Richards. I tried not to think
of them, and I tried to forget what I didn’t know, but it was
nearly impossible. Was I doing it right? Was I terrible? Did I
please him?

In the middle of my thoughts, his phone rang. I tried
to pull away, but he grabbed me by the hair and held me there
around him with a grip that was so firm it almost hurt.

“Hello, dear,” I heard him say.

“Oh, yes, Alice is here now. We’re just going over
the rules again to make sure she knows what’s expected of her.”

He was thrusting into my mouth, and I tried not to
gag as his hips moved. He was salty and warm, and somehow his cock
was hard and soft at the same time. I swirled my tongue around the
head, and tried to swallow more than I could manage as he continued
to talk on the phone.

“I think I’ve found a suitable punishment for her.
Don’t you worry, we have it all under control. I love you too.
Sleep tight.”

When he put the phone away, I could feel him pulse in
my mouth. His hand was still in my hair and he never stopped moving
as he thrust into me. I wanted him to call my name, or say
anything, but instead, he was totally silent as he fucked my mouth
over and over again.

I didn’t know he was coming until he grabbed my chin
in one hand and his cock in the other. I looked up at him as he
held my mouth open with his fingers, and he moved his hand up and
down so quickly it was a blur. He looked down at me as he moved
faster and faster, and before I could do a thing, he was coming in
my mouth. I tried to swallow, but he pushed into me until I could
hardly breathe. He rubbed himself against my lips and chin, and he
kept coming over and over again until I nearly choked. I licked my
lips, tasting his salty come and held on as best I could.
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