Cassie waited impatiently, fussing and feigning her happiness but inwardly feeling so aching and unsettled, empty.  HE hadn’t come home last night and when she woke, she realized HE hadn’t come to her nor had HE come to get her out of her sleep.  The ritual had become such a part of what they did in the past two weeks, HIM there and her so eagerly ready for HIM, secure in the knowledge that she was HIS…HIS toy, HIS daughter, HIS lover, HIS needed want and perversion, HIS…she admitted it proudly, HIS HOLE, HIS fuck child.  She was silently furious, thinking maybe Mommy had come back early and had kept HIM from her, then shrugged that off, knowing that HE would have called and let her know to be Hidden.  She knew what it meant to be Hidden; to be the image that everyone expected her to be; a shy pubescent girl that had no thought beyond her own childish needs and the demure playfulness that would normally surround a child her age.  They did not see the submissive pliant whore that HE had bought out in her, wheedled out of her by manipulating her tight cunt and mouth, by fomenting in her the beliefs that she was HIS and HIS alone and any and everything HE was grooming her for was for the fact that HE and her were bound together by their mutual nasty neediness and hunger to belong together in their passion to fulfill HIS wants and disgusting acts.  She firmly resolved that she never wanted to go back, she obeyed by his guidance without question.  
From the moment he had come in this morning after being away all night, it was all Cassie could do to keep herself from going up to HIS master suite and yanking open HIS robe; she was petulant and somewhat sulking the fact that he had only momentarily called last night and dismissed her, saying he would not be home last night.  She wanted to throw a slight tantrum to annoy him, but she felt that it would only prolong her restlessness if she did.  She wanted to feel him, smell him, kiss him, but instead he had gone straight up and locked himself in, barely brushing her cheek with a small kiss.  Cassie forced herself to do other things, chores, homework, cleaning, passing time.  Finally frustrated and miffed, she took her car and left to shop for a couple hours.  She knew where she wanted to go.  HE always wanted her made up like HIS fuck bucket, a adorable sexy twat play hole, and her favorite store was just where HE’D have led her so she went with confidence to the mall and wrestled which skimpy wispy raw fuckwear she felt showed her flesh best.  She tried on a number of outfits, each more inviting and bold at showing her underage offerings, the material either so sheer or the hem so short, her pulsating bald juiced pussy lips aching to be bared so that everyone would admire and want her, knowing that no one would openly admire her, seeing that she was so young that they’d only think that they be accused of being perverted for even noticing.  She laughed, knowing that was exactly what she ached for, to have men looking and leering at her wanton ripe pubescent body, so available and aching.  She parted her cunt lips in the mirror of the dressing room and felt how wet she was.  She tickled at her thickening clit, feeling the nub edging up out of its pink hood.  She twisted the thin strip of her panties against her lips and up and over her clit left and then right, tugging it roughly across her raw flesh nut. She lagged the small strip until she weakened and leaned her knees against the seat as she watched herself in the mirror, her face drawn taut and red, her twat raw and her clit pounding with surges of blood as she heaved as a cum thrilled through her body and she bit her lip tight so as to not scream.  She was draining all her wet cum loose out her tight cunt and she squeezed her legs hard together as she put up her palm on the glass holding herself up as the waves pulsated and ebbed over her.  After calming somewhat, Cassie scooped up her favorite fuck slut suits and pulled on her demure slightly naughty outfit she wore in and went to the counter, signing out on the account her Daddy had set up and smiled inwardly as she left out the mall, knowing older men and boys followed her with their eyes, seeing clearly the logo on the bag that came from the store, knowing that the store sold some of the nastiest clothing ever and working over in their minds if the things she was carrying out were for her taut petite young body and only achingly imagining what they would do to see her in the items she held.  Her pert ass cupped and swayed as she strode out, proud that she was able to be such a tease for all of them.  But right now, she only wanted one flesh, she wanted HIM. She wanted HIM and HIS fat cock in her mouth and cunt, nothing else would have mattered to her. Once she had those things, nothing else needed to matter, that was enough to fill her happily.  
Once home, Cassie parked her car and let herself in the back.  She listened for HIM to be moving about but it seemed quiet, she frowned slightly and headed to her room.  Opening her bag she pulled out her purchases and laid them out on the bed, touching them, thrilling at the look she would present.  She went to her bathroom and got into the shower, flipping on her radio hoping that the sound may wake HIM as she attended to her cleansing, taking care to again shave beneath her armpits and along her vulva so that she was smooth and bald.  She caressed the areas with a moist oil, conditioning the areas so that even the hint of a bristle would not be noticed.  After showering she attended to her makeup, her hair, her lotion routine, her lip gloss and eye shadow, elegant and understated but very bold on a girl her age, a indication of how she felt that she was much more than a girl, but a woman, and more, a prized possession, HIS possession. When she was done, she then went to attend to her new “look” and outfit that she was anxious to display, to display proudly, knowing that any of the garments would show what she offered and wanted taken.  HE was her desire and anything she had to do to please HIM and drown the anxiousness she felt about HIM being gone all night, she wanted and ached to do.
Cassie came out, the dress looking as if it had been sewn on, skintight crème, with a long zipper along the front, sheer and translucent, the look of the outfit a kiddies’ fashion with a very high ruffled hem, and the top molded with slightly lowered cups to emphasize her tits, scooped together, budding and firm.  She had on calf high silk stockings and heels, light 3 inch ones that made her strut forward as she walked in. A pale pink ribbon caressed her neck, the ends trailing down around her tits. Wrapped around one wrist were a strand of cultured pearls, roping around so that it looked like a bracelet.  From her knees to her neck she wore nothing under the dress, displaying herself for show, her tits and pubescent skin clearly available and visible.  Her eyes were brushed with shadow, her lips shiny peach.  Her bald cunt lips just showed below her dress edge, smooth and puffing inward. Her eyes and hair shone on her fresh face, her teeth nudging into her lower lip as she looked at her father as she eased HIS bedroom door open.  
“DADDY, is that you???”  Cassie tiptoed in softly, quietly.  

Cassie crawled up at the edge of the bed and look at her Daddy laying there sleeping, HIS chest heaving evenly as he breathed.  She reached out attentively and ran her fingers lightly across his broad chest and then stroked back over his nipples as she felt them growing under her touch.  She leaned in and licked at them and then leaned away.  She continued to ease her touch over HIS chest and then lower, easing off the bed sheet, slowly, so slowly, not waiting to disturb HIM, but wanting so much to uncover HIS magnificent powerful body and HIS plump cock so she could at least smell and taste it near her mouth, that would be enough she thought.  Cassie pushed the quick thought that HIS cock was somewhere last night and that she may smell HIM and know, she didn’t want to know.  She only wanted HIS cock meat near her nostrils so that she could smell his manliness and fetid sleeping rankness, could bathe it in her mouth and on her tongue that was all, she reasoned.  She ran her hand along HIS chest and down over HIS neck and then down to the sheet, moving it down lower as she reached beneath it along his stomach and the inward curve toward his crotch.  She looked at HIS sleeping content face as she squirreled her hand lower, the sheet falling away as she did.  Cassie eased the edge up and folded it back with her other hand and at last she revealed HIS lumbering thick cock as it lay plopped and full over HIS thigh.  She looked up at HIS face once more, assured HE was resting and then, leaned way in and smelled HIS pungent cock meat.  Her nose inched along HIS veined shaft, luxuriating in the whiff of HIS prick as she saw and adored it, the salty musky smell of HIM as he was prone, yet; certain hardness seemed to fill HIM.  She opened her mouth and licked at the head of HIS cock.  It seemed to her so vibrant, and so much of a part of HIM, separate and huge, but all HE was to her.  She began to lick at it as she laid there, first the cock head then the sides and then under it as her tongue worked to burrow in along HIS thigh.  She was entranced by the smell and randy odor that enveloped her nostrils, the sweat sticky mist that came off HIM and his balls.  Kneeling up she nudged HIS cock tube into he mouth and between her lips and worked at the dick like a silent opening, her wet lips sliding deeper each time and coming off and licking the sides and then going back to pumping HIS cock in her mouth.  Cassie ached to moan knowing that she was fucking HIS load with her mouth and HE not knowing, but she wanted to pleasure HIM selfishly as she worked at HIM.  She wanted this for HIM, to give HIM a pleasure without HIM having to give back.  She felt HIS cock meat grow in her mouth and as it did, her mouth got wetter and worked at HIM harder.  Before long she had HIS huge cock full in her mouth and was throating HIM as her saliva coated HIS hard flesh rod.  As Cassie kneeled down before him, her ass cocked up, she felt and knew that HIS hand had folded across the back of her head and was guiding her to suck HIS cock load, applying subtle force to her mouth to swallow HIM deeper and stay there longer than he would have, causing her to almost gag before HE released and then pushed her back down again.  She understood in her thoughts that she was to comply, almost happy that HE was involved now.  The copious stuffing of HIS girth in her mouth had HIM rutting up into her mouth and as HE throbbed and bloated up within HIS balls, HE eased back Cassie’s mouth a few times and let HIMSELF ease off and then after a little while, HE came up and reversed on her so she was laid back on the bed and Michael yanked back her mouth and let the cum jizz out and wash over her tits and neck, the milky puddles drooling over her plastic covered nipples and running over to her stomach, spilling down along her hips to the sheets.  Cassie wanted so much more as she held HIS hips as she watch the spray of HIS cock juice cover her.  Cassie wanted to be fucked by HIM, she wanted her Daddy to ram his fuck pole in her cunt and pound down in her, devour and stretch her pink twat hole.  She licked out at the end of HIS cock head, wanting to milk it, but HE eased back from her motions.  Instead HE fell back into the warm bed and pulled a pillow under HIS cheek and made HIMSELF unavailable to her, going back to sleep.  Cassie could almost feel herself ready to cry but she just sat up and started to stand to leave when she heard HIM say.  “Cassie, I want you to be hidden today, but I have a friend coming here this afternoon and I want you on your best behavior.  Do I make myself clear?”  Cassie got most of the meaning and she looked back as HE laid bear like across the sheets and stared over HIS arm at her.  Cassie nodded at HIM and then turned and then very quietly let herself out.  She knew what HE meant by being Hidden was, she played at being Hidden when she went to school and she’d have to be Hidden when Mommy came back.  It meant she’d be a good little girl, or at least, look the part.  She went to her room and began to pick out outfits.  
Cassie and HIM had a discussion before HE left.  Did she know him, should she be the way she was with Mr. Salazar, the businessman at the pool, (she secretly loved that episode not only because it was one of the first, it was so exhilarating to perform for HIM, pleasing HIM, and she did love being the tease that day with her minuscule bikini and knowing that Mr. Salazar wanted her in the worst way.)  What did HE want her to do, or was she to remain Hidden and just amuse the guest and wait under HE returned.  She wanted to know but her father merely said to let things happen as they will, she’d know what to do.  Two hours later HE came in and inspected her and then kissed her fully as HE whispered to her that HE loved her.  With that he left and a short time later she heard the door open and close.  Her heart beat harder for a couple moments and then settled down, though she swore she could hear it beating loudly in her ears.  
Cassie made sure to look demure and girlish as HE had instructed and wore one of her Daddy’s white dress shirts but that she had unbuttoned down low so it was a scooped out neck plunge so that without really meaning to, her tits were bared but innocently, as if she didn’t realize that her small nubs were half covered and showing.  If she were to lean over, the full cups of her titties and nipples would show, but she coyly acted like she barely noticed and knowingly did not wear a bra.  She knew that the subtle sway of the material on her nipples would tighten up them up, as achingly swollen HE had left them from their earlier fuck play that afternoon.  Her hair hung down over her shoulders and she had added a light blush to her eyelids and used the faintest of lip gloss.  Her only concession was her shoes, low heels that while they were not that high, acted to add a lure of womanly allure, made her look somehow teasingly mature yet girlish and ripe.  She smelled the small dab of perfume along her neck waft off her as she stepped into her cotton panties and cinched them up into her crotch, over her hips. She dabbed some water up under the shirt tails on the panties so that the cotton was slightly sheer and clung to her bald twat lips, presenting herself for HIS guest.  She took the back stairs to the kitchen and through the pantry way, she could faintly see out of the corner of her eye, the guest sitting across in the den, though she acted as if she didn’t know he was there.   He had a clear view of her as she moved around near the fridge, and the cupboards next to it.  She leaned way up to the cupboards and felt the shirt fall away from her ass, giving the guest a total view of her ass cheeks and the slight bulge between her thighs from behind.  She struggled convincingly so that it seemed she was having a hard time getting the parcel from the shelf, exposing herself as much as possible.  She even reached back with one palm and pushed against her ass cheeks as she attempted to get her other hand farther into the cupboard and as she did she made sure to cup and fondle her ass and to grip her panties tighter up so the wet smear on them was evident as the crease sucked into her twat lips and the moisture of her cunt, now wetting up, saturated the cotton panties.  Taking her time, she finally grabbed a box of cereal and eased back down to her normal pose, leaning in and pretending to read the back of the carton as she leaned away from him, her ass again thrust out as she ran her hand through her hair and tossed it out.  At last, Cassie, opened the fridge and took out milk and a bowl and poured the cereal and milk in.  She ate standing and let the milk spill a little from her lips and then licked it off, smoothing the crème back in with her finger, as if she wanted each drop.  She still acted oblivious to the guest in the den watching her.  She finished up and taking her bowl to the sink watched it and then acting as if there were no towels available, wiped her wet fingers in the tails of her shirt, raising the hem so that she showed her tight moist panties to the guest, full frontal so there was no mistaking the smear of wetness spreading outward from her pussy lips, the contours of her bald labia evident to his eyes.  As she dried her fingers, she then reached down and touched the small cleft and ran a finger over it a couple times, looking down at herself as she did, cautiously cupping and caressing her cunt. Finally she let down the edge of the shirt and stepped out view and then sauntered around the table to the far hallway and came up from the side as she approached the guest; his eyes were glued to where she had been standing and never saw her coming up, his hand absently rubbing his cock through his pants. 
Cassie approached the den and broke into a wide smile as she saw the guest, she knew him.  The Father sat there on the couch and while stroking his prick cautiously, looked out at the kitchen where she had been.  The Father heard her coming and whipped his hand way from his crotch and tried to adjust himself as he attempted to look calm and serene, even after the scene she had put on for his pleasure.   
“Father Kain, are you here to see Daddy?  It is so good to see you!”  Cassie ran up and thrust herself into his embrace as he looked up and saw her approaching.  Cassie rubbed her tits against the priest as she wrapped he arms around him and nuzzled into his neck and his hands that enveloped her waist as she smelled for his manliness, the clear dripping from his cock that gave off a man smell.  She knew her perfume and thickened nipples boring into his arm were noticed, every man loved to have a precocious ripening woman in his grasp, the fragrant enticement of her youth and her flawless skin and she knew that he felt her hard nubile body rubbing against him, looking out the corner of her eye, seeing and feeling him run his hands over her back and lower down to her hips and then along the curves of her ass, then along the taut brace of her calves.  Cassie made small mewling sounds in his ear inviting him, subtly coaxing him and acting like his fondling hands were mere innocent groping, even as he returned to her ass and squeezed them fully in his palms, his rigid cock trapped beneath his robe and her tight tummy between them, as Cassie moved innocently up and down as she proclaimed her happiness at seeing the Father. She felt the hardness and was surprised that he seemed to have a large cock on him. She smiled inwardly at that.  .   She knew that he would think nothing of it, thinking that Cassie was a shy parishioner and would never leverage herself sexually towards him, a stupid virgin, he imagined, as he continued to feel her up as capably as he could without seeming perverted.  Cassie knew that older men, especially men like the Father, that had repressed needs were all that much more dangerous, but all that much more available for her and HIS directed perversions.  Cassie allowed him to caress her ass through her panties a few moments more and actually felt his finger nudge against the wet pouch covering her cunt hole as she pulled away and stood looking at the Father sitting there.  She smiled down at him.  “I think Daddy had to go out!”  Cassie beamed down at him as she held hard on to the hem of the shirt with both hands and swaying about in front of the priest.  “Can I get you anything while you wait though Father?”  Cassie batted her eyelashes at him and her sparkling eyes glowed at him sitting there.  She then toyed with the edge of the shirt barely covering her right tit and ran a finger over the edge of the parted cloth.  Kain stood transfixed at looking at her, his bulging cock throbbing in his pants, fully erect and full.  

“Ummm, yea..yes…some water I suppose, actually your mother wanted me to come by and asked that I check on you before she left.”  He let out a nervous laugh.  “She thought that because she was going to be gone longer then expected you and your Dad were, uh, not able to, well to just check up that you were doing alright and since I had some time I dropped over, but seeing as your Dad is gone perhaps I should…” He stood awkwardly to leave, turning away so that Cassie was not shown the fullness of his cock jutting out from his crotch.  Cassie caught him by the arm and spun him back toward her, relishing the sight of his thickness hidden and welling up.  She broke into a grinning smile.  
“No no, she is right, yeah, sure, stay, there is something that you can help me with.  Daddy has been so busy lately.”  Cassie then marched over to the bar and poured him a glass of water.  She handed it to him as he had followed her, seeing her legs strut under the shirt as she walked.  “Here.”  Cassie handed him the glass of water and smiled up at him.  His stiff cock was full in his pants, standing just a foot from her.  Cassie leaped up so that she landed onto one of the high bar stools, her white shirt waving up and her open thighs spread, revealing her moist panties to Father Kain as he drank the offered water.  His eyes looked off and then settled back on her parted thighs and displayed twat in her panties.  He stared at her from above the rim of the glass as he swallowed the full glass down.  Her cunt was completely open and clearly displayed as she sat knees spread open in front of him.  The thinnest cloth separated his gaze from her naked bald offering.  Cassie made like she didn’t notice in the least and the Father slowly made out that she was speaking to him, her eyes searching his and then looking down at his protruding bulge trapped in his trousers.    She made the search from his eyes to his cock several times as she spoke. 
The ripe appeal of her body was causing his shaft to pulse as he looked at her sitting there.  “…and then you know Mommy always has to be gone on business trips and I don’t know, it just get’s lonely, I mean, like today here I am and Daddy and Mommy are gone and after I do all my chores and homework, I get restless.  Did you ever feel that when you were my age?”  Cassie reached back behind across the counter making her heels dig in on the rung on the stool and as she reached, her legs opened even wider for Father Kain and her moist panties thrust out harder, the indentation of her cunt painted up on the cloth, even her hard clit pulsing before his eyes.  She grabbed a booklet from a pile of mail and sat back down fully in her stool, opening it.  “I liked this booklet your diocese sent out Father.  “Keeping Our Young From Sin.”; I really liked this part, let me find it.”  She searched in the open pamphlet a moment and then read out loud.  “There are mischievous souls that have the mark of sin and would try to lead our young astray.  A man that perhaps you think of as a good parishioner may have evil thoughts for our young.  Such is evil, taking away the innocence of our children and turning them to commit unnatural acts or worse.  Tempestuous times call for us to listen and learn what they feel.”  Cassie looked up at the priest.  “Sometimes I feel that way Father, is that a bad thing; to just think those things?”  Again Cassie placed the pamphlet back and stretched as she did, knowing completely well that her cunt and ass cheeks were fully available to his gaze and lewdness.  Knowing the display she wantonly was giving him made her all the wetter and her soaked panties left a partial smear on the warm stool.  Cassie looked naively at the Father and held the caps of her knees with her hands, spreading and weaving her legs open and together, open and together.  
Father Kain shuddered as his situation sunk in and he knew clearly that what he was presented with, a pubescent ripe girl that he had lusted over for years, fully developed and unmistakably a naïve awkward teen here alone with him and showing herself and enticing him, knowing that she had already told him and confided in him that she had nasty thoughts and was lonely.  He knew that the hours of prayer and stroking his cock to her memory were destined, that the circumstances were now here, that her mother had sent him, that it was fated and that she was in her way asking to be released by a trusted man such as he was, was her most trusted confidant.   His throat was drooling at the knowledge that he was soon going to see her naked and bare and that she would want and enjoy it as he taught her the most intimate union between a man and a girl.  He intended to make her a woman.
“Why don’t we return to the den and perhaps we can speak Cassie, you have some very important questions and I want to answer them with honesty and the thought that are required by them.”  The Father held out his hand and she jumped down and the two of them went back into the den, sitting side by side in the deep rich fullness of the couch so that as he looked down, Cassie again had the shirt up and the legs open and her twat exposed as he explored her body with his lecherous eyes, her buttons undone so that her titties too were almost fully thrust out, obviously the nipples erect.  He had had Cassie close and lock the den doors as she came in so that “they wouldn’t be disturbed.”  
So after many questions and gentle prodding, Father Kain asked the one question she would respond to most.  “Tell me Cassie, what unnatural acts to you think of committing?”   When Cassie acted bashful and he was all but hunched over her small frame, his face and chest leaning over into her, his cock pulsing in his pants, his hands barely able to lay calmly still; aching to run his hands over her hard tits and then down over her swollen cunt, but she shook her head and slid easily off the couch and stood before him, the sunlight coming at her from behind him as he sat there in front of her.  She spread her heels apart proudly as she towered before the priest.  


Cassie looked at him and her face grew flush, her Hidden demure mask fading away.  Her reddening cheeks infused color down her neck and made her nipples quiver as she reached up with her manicured nails, snaking them slowly to the edges of her oversized shirt.  
Cassie pulled open the top of her shirt, “Do you, do you…like my young girl tits, my hard little nipples?”  She tried to feign stuttering so that he would feel more in control, more mature.   She tweezed them between her fingers and thumbs and pulled them out hard as she looked at him.  She smiled and looked coy, knowing that he wanted to watch her, wanted to see her play with herself and more, wanted her to show him more.  She shivered inside knowing that the Father had seen her in Sunday school, had spoken to her in confession, had smoothed his hand across her neck and shoulder when she was so much younger, thinking that perhaps even then he had wanted her; wanted her in a way that he was allowed now, to see her in her naked whoredom, a cunt that offered herself up to whomever was available.  She thrilled thinking back as he sat before her, his cock getting hard and thick under his robe, thinking when he looked at her on those earlier occasions he was eying her up, looking down her blouse at her blossoming tits and ripe nipples, knowing that as he offered her solace, he was probably wanting to reach up below her hem and stroke her inner thighs; wanted to feel her through her panties, to see if she was moist for him as she prattled on about her awkwardness and young insecurities, thinking that if he truly understood what she wanted he would have cupped her cunt through her cotton shorts and rubbed her up, enjoying the moist smear that she continually left, would have seen that she wanted that, wanted his atonement of perverse need, welcomed it.  Now, as he sat there in the den, and as she pulled on her nipples and felt her cunt lips drool wetting up, she no longer guessed at his gloating want, as he reached along the folds of his robe inside and down into his pants and stroked up his thickening rod as he watched her.   She watched as he started to stroke himself under his robe, the cross gleaming in the light and sparkling in her eyes as she reached further down and ran her finger along her tight panties, the indentation of her hole evident as she tease the material over it.  “Yes Father, do you like my ripe body, my hard titties and moist pussy?  I can see you are playing with your cock aren’t you?”   Cassie rubbed her pussy hard through her panties and felt the warming rush of her getting wet for him as he watched.  She gripped her tits with one hand as her other toyed with her cunt outside her panties, then slid up and inside her thin panties to rub up her clit, the knob of her knuckles clearly showing through the thin panties as she taunted him, her finger sliding in under the material and pulsing into her hole, the Father clearly seeing her finger herself; the motion of her knuckle driving in and out of her twat, her smile widening as she watched him watch her play with herself openly.  The Father had merely nodded as he continued to grope up under his robe, his hand throttled around his cock as he arched up higher on the couch, thrusting himself forward, not wanting to miss any movement she provided to him.  His breathing was labored as he jacked off, his face contorted in a pleasurable mask of pain and frustration.  His saliva dripped slightly out the corner of his mouth as he watched her, and he licked his lips to catch it as he heaved breathing heavily seeing Cassie being such a complete lust hole for him. He momentarily released his cock and then slapped his shaft as she watched, the action engorging his cock harder and filling Cassie’s ears with the unmistakable sound of his meat slab being beaten.  She could tell he had a hard huge cock and that it was thick and throbbing for her.  She tingled at the sound and surged further on, her finger delving deeper into her pussy, seeing the moistening patch spread out over her panties as she got more and more wet.  He was unable to take his eyes off her and the smell of her cunt juice started to fill the space between them.   She knew that HE must be watching her and the Father and that made the temptation even stronger for her to act more wanton, more like a nasty ready slut for this man seated before her.  She parted her legs out wide and taking her wet panties aside, let the Father finally see what her cunt looked like, what she had been moments before, fingering up, the bald wetness coating her naked cunt, the pinkness of her young twat out in the open for him to see.  “Father, see how wet and nasty I am, just a ripe bald fuck thing, a girl that loves man cock, not ashamed, not afraid, needing to be filled with a hard load, do you see that Father?  Have you always wanted this, wanted to use me as you leered at me growing into the whore I am?  Tell me Father, tell me!”  Cassie spread her cunt lips open wide so that the Father could see her gaping wet hole there before him, could watch as he jacked off, the spittle of her cum crème easing out on her pussy lips.  “I am so pink and so tight Father, so wet and hot; just for you Father, just for you.”  She delved a finger in and then licked it clean and repeated once and then twice for him.  “My young girl cunt hole and titties all for you to see and admire Father, do you like that?”  Cassie hooked her finger up her slit, her manicured nail teasing her clit then probed in between her smooth wet bald tight cunt lips and slid her finger up into her open hole as she watched the Father, felt the ooze of her crème leak out and involuntarily hunched hard gripping her finger as it rode in herself, the nubbled walls milking her invading finger as she masturbated in front of the priest, seeing him shudder at her proud exhibition.  “Like that don’t you Father?  Seeing me like you wanted to for so long, I knew that you watched, knew you ached to touch and need me, and now you will!”  Cassie eased back into the cushioned couch and then, flared out her legs and yanked open her panties at the crotch so she was spread wide before his prying eyes, his hand hammering away at his cock beneath his robed folds.  Cassie slapped at her clit and cunt so that her wet sticky sluice smacked in the room and he could hear how wet and moist she was.  Cassie again plunged her finger into her pussy and then parted her hole so that her pinkness opened up, tantalizing and moist before the Father.  Her lidded eyes were drawn down as she looked at him, knowing that he was riveted by her body, splayed out for the taking, his taking.  “Let me see Father, I showed you mine, show me yours.  Pull out that hard cock Father, let me see Father!”  She teased as she saw him lift the edge of his heavy woolen black robe and achingly shake beneath the robe, his movements barely in control by now.  Furiously, he reached over and ripped back his parted sheath, revealing his thick hard cock jutting up from his legs, his entire lower area devoid of hair and underwear, his balls were huge as they shook and his cock head was smeared with pre cum slickness.  He jacked his shaft before Cassie openly and muttered under his breathe as he watched her spread wide barely a few feet from him.  Cassie saw what she knew; his cock was full and huge and she swooned as she masturbated deep before the sight of him jacking up for her.  “Ummmm….Nice Father….ohhh, fuck…you do have a big cock, it is bigger than I would have thought, thick and hard and big.  Nice, very nice Father.”   Cassie eased her finger out and used her hand to spread her wet leaking on her thighs as she smiled as him.  She slumped down to her knees as she watched, her parted cunt visible as she assumed a crawl towards his fuck rod, her tits hanging out for him to see, her wet parted mouth smirking as she closed the distance between them.   “See Father, so easy, so simple, get your load up, nice and thick for me, get it ready for me Father, it looks so good…”  Cassie crawled between his spread knees, flicking further back the heavy robe so that she could clearly see his full hanging balls and bulging cock he stroked up.  She reached out and replaced his hand with hers as she looked up into his eyes and gave a mischievous grin as she lowered her mouth down his swollen cock head and shaft.  She slurped his cock loudly so that he could hear what she was doing with her mouth and throat to him and his cock.  She shivered knowing that her mouth was this man’s hole, to use and fuck as he wanted and needed.  As she sucked him into her greedy mouth, she reached out with her hands and gripped his wrists and placed his hands on the top of her head, motioning the Father to force her face down on his invading shaft, to show him that was what she expected from him, to take control and fuck her mouth; show her that she was a sinning whore and deserved only to be face fucked for being so nasty.  The Father soon began shoving and thrusting his rod hard into her willing mouth as she swallowed and throated his impatient ramming cock shaft jamming into her sucking mouth hole.  Cassie began fingering herself with one hand as she use her other hand to hold herself up as the Father raped her eager mouth before him.  As he thrust in and out her mouth, she eyed up at him, smiling around his shaft, and as she looked up at him, he suddenly pulled back and pushed her mouth off shoving back her head.

“Wait, wait, where is your Dad? We can’t do this, it’s wrong, I shouldn’t do this to you, you are too young, Cassie, please… I am so ashamed; I don’t know what I was….”  The Father’s voice trailed off as he looked down at Cassie, bend before his sprawled legs and soaked cock, his robes thrown open, exposed and hard before her.  She leaned hard forward, trying to get his rod back into her welcoming lips and mouth but he held her at bay. “I can’t do this with you, you are just a child…you are barely 15, 16 at the most…I, I just can’t…”  The Father pulled up his robe, trying to cover his cock and his exposed balls, giving Cassie a look of concern and fear.  Cassie moved back and just stood, not afraid or covering herself, her hands on her hips as she thrust them forward.  

“Father,” Cassie moved along side him on the couch and left her legs open and spread.  
Cassie thought what she knew was the truth to herself but without saying a word out loud.  She looked deep in the priest eyes as she ran through her thoughts.  They pounded in her head, hard and complete.  “Did you know that my Daddy is my owner and that HE is my lover and I am HIS cock hole; would that surprise you?” As she thought her nasty truth she reached down and parted her bald cunt and let her juice leak out.    “HE knows you are here, I know that.  HE is probably watching and if not taping it, he has you being video taped in this room; HE has many tapes of me fucking HIM and other men.  I am not ashamed.  I watch with HIM.  HE loves to see HIS daughter being used just the same way I love to be HIS private plaything:” Cassie again thought of what she wanted to scream at Father Kain without speaking that reality to him so he could hear it.

HER Daddy would be so proud that she admired and loved what she had become, but she was Hidden and none of those things could be said but thinking them made her all the more wet and hungry for the man that was going to soon be fucking and dumping his seed on and in her greedy adolescent holes.  

Cassie let her fingers weep into her cunt and then licked them in her lips looking at the Father, “Does this surprise you Father?”  Cassie edged back away from the priest as he looked longingly at her and again moved his hand to his cock beneath the robe as he continued to stroke off.  His face was a mask of temptation and frustration as he looked at the young nubile load whore before him, so achingly wanting to have him fuck her and blatantly abuse her, she was begging for him to degrade her and thrust up into her bald hole with his rigid shaft.   Cassie again pulled apart her cunt lips so that he could see her leaking wetness and pink tight cunt that she offered up to him so openly.  “Look at me, my wet cunt, my young tits, all for you Father, all that you have lusted after for so many years, here and ready for you.”   Cassie reached over and stuck her hand beneath the robe and gripped his hard shaft and started to jack it up and down.   “There, that feels good doesn’t it Father?  My hand stroking your hard cock, ummmmm…”  His hand slid down over her tits and across her stomach and then lower as Cassie spread out letting him have full access, his hand and fingers feeling along her cunt lips, parting them and touching her clit, moving it with his index finger as her hand wove up and over the crown of his cock head, throwing back the robe once again so that he was completely exposed to her manipulations.  She smiled as he began to thumb her clit while he slid one, then two fingers into her wet cunt hole as she held open her legs for him.  “Yes Father, finger fuck me, show me what you want to do to me, please, God, please…”  Cassie threw her head back and felt the Father invade her with his fingers and then felt his teeth biting down on her hardened nipples, her hand wrapped completely around his engorged cock shaft, the pre cum oozing out and drooling along the sides and oiling up her strokes.  Cassie loved the feeling and anticipation of the raw molestation she would receive from the Father, knowing all to well, that her innocence and ripe appearance was going to be fondled, fucked and forced again, and that HE was fully aware of it.  She spread out wider and attempted to show how submissive and needing and wanting she could be to the Father, whispering up into his ear the nasty urgings she wanted from him as he grew less tentative and more and more aggressive, his hand already squeezing three fingers into her spread hole and thumbing her clit, no longer being gentle but roughly stuffing her jail bait hole that offered herself fully to him and his depravity. “Yes I am just a whore hole; a hole for your nasty needs Father.”  All at once he grabbed her head and force fed her his rampant cock, using her lips as a fuck hole and jamming her up and down, over and over onto the length of his hard fuck shaft.  As Cassie gurgled and moaned against him, he only pushed her head harder and faster as she mouthed him up.  
“Don’t close your mouth Cassie, here, let me in there. Open wide you whore child, wider. Please!”  The father yelled and stroked his formidable cock into her small mouth and watched as the web of spittle formed as he pulled out and then luxuriated in moving his shaft back in and out of her lips.  She only knelt there and allowed him to plunge in and out her mouth.   Her eyes acknowledged her acceptance of his using her mouth and tongue to pleasure him with her.  “Open, open, there you go, that’s good Cassie, yes.”  He continued to probe deeper in her waiting mouth and throat as she tormented on his girth and size.  She relished this new cock that she nourished in her mouth, coating his meat with her saliva, feeling him grow larger.  
Cassie came up slightly and allowed the web of spittle drool out her mouth, widening her lips to accommodate his girth in her swollen mouth and allowing her parted throat to ease out for him.  His cock head plowed in and then momentarily out only to batter back in.  She felt his hand holding her head and matting her hair against her cheek as he balanced her opening so she could mouth fuck him as he jutted up into her lips and throat hole.  Cassie moaned out a muted “yes, there…OK..” and the father shafted back in and she moved her mouth towards his cock to get his meat in line with her parted lips.  

Father Kain wasted no time in ripping her shirt open completely and tearing off her panties, wadding them up and stuffing them in his mouth, sucking at her cunt smells and juices, his eyes bulging out as she sucked his cock greedily and stroking it with her hand. He threw the shirt off and then yanked open his Cossack robe and hurriedly thrust down his pants; freeing himself and his shaft to her oral ministrations.  He then spread his legs out and let the full pleasure of this fuck doll consume his prick and coat his balls with her tongue, his mouth hung open as he guided her head by gripping her hair and pumping into her swollen lips and throat, letting her milk his bloated rod. Spittle was coming out over his lips as his lust for this cream loaded pubertal pump hole as she availed herself to him.  He had lost every decency he believed he had as he ached to unleash his repressed perversions out on her naked flesh.  Cassie moaned loudly as the priest manhandled her head and face; abusing her mouth and violently trapping her lips on his rigid cock.  “Suck me Cassie, suck my cock and balls, oh God your throat feels so good on my cock…take my sin you cunt whore, eat my sin…”   He yanked open her legs on the couch.  “Let me see that bald cunt, open wide as you eat me…God I have wanted you for so long, for so long…”  Father Kain started to mutter guttural sounds as he eased his full palm over Cassie’s spread pussy and then eased in two fingers deep, deep in her and feeling around her mushy wet tight flesh sleeve.  Her clit was rubbing against his knuckles as he plunged in and out, over and over.  
Cassie again shuddered as she moved her head up and down rapidly along his cock as she felt him work her twat open and stretched, knowing that his huge bloated cock shaft was ready to unload from her soaked mouth and move to her bald fuck tube that he was thrusting his thick fingers up.  Cassie lifted her one leg up in the air to the couch arm, giving Father Kain access to see and feel and stretch out, her eyes were filled with wet tears as she felt all the vibrating explosions going off inside her cunt and arms and legs and mouth and he spat out what a vile slut she was for letting him use her, how he loved her fucking cunt and mouth and how he was going to pound into her knowing she wanted it as badly as he did.  Cassie felt nothing more than one wave after wave of cum, as she let Father Kain start in earnest to degrade and begin to use and brand her as he wanted with out regard for anything but his need to satisfy his cock in and on her.  After his first load of cock cum started to coat her mouth and across her chin, she let him command and control how ever and wherever he wanted her, knowing that he wouldn’t stop until his cock became raw or his cum was drained.  For the next two hours at least, Cassie invited each act without question, and he was brutal in his demands.  Finally he lay on the couch between her spread thighs and licked and fingered her to one last cum until she lay on the couch, a sheet spread beneath her, her mouth and tits and cunt and stomach sore and matted with the crackling hardening of dried cum as she started to get sitting up.  The only thing left in the room was Father Kain’s white neck collar, clearly stained but laying by her head.  She picked it up and then got up and started toward her room.

Twenty minutes later, the door bell rang once, twice and as Cassie looked at the clock, saw that it was close to 3:00 and wondered who would have been round at this time of the day.  Cassie yelled out from the hallway.  “, Daddy; Daddy, you here?  Daddy, I think someone is here to see you.”  She listened, “Father Kain, are you still here?”  She pulled a white terry cloth robe on and walked to the top of the stairs.  
