

Copyright © 2025

by Eve Fontaine

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be copied, stored, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without prior written permission—except for brief excerpts used in reviews or scholarly articles.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, organizations, events, and situations portrayed in this book are either a product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any similarities to actual persons, living or deceased, or to real events, are purely coincidental.

NOTE: This is fiction. No one is actually related here. There’s no in/SEE-st.

This is a taboo frolic that might not be for everyone. The heroines are legal and the men and monsters are insatiable, bossy and dominant. This does not represent reality. This is smutty escapism full stop.

If you’re here for the smutty smut and not the plot

this book is for you!


[image: ]

Come along for the ride:

Eve on Facebook

Facebook Private Group

Catch up on Insta!

Use my LINKTREE to get to me EVERYWHERE

https://linktr.ee/authorfontaine

Get notified of free books, bonus chapters, totally taboo

extras and new releases

GRAB THEM HERE!


Warnings: This is an erotic work of fiction with all characters over

the age of 18 and giving full consent. Works by Eve Fontaine

may contain subject matter that is fiery hot and

not for everyone. Expect a mixture of lactation, breeding,

Daddy dom, monster fucking, hucow, light cnc, various kinds of

highly inappropriate fantasy play and who knows what else.

Now, be a good girl and go have fun.


Chapter 1

Lina

There are still tears in my eyes as I wait for the security gate to swing open before driving through, then watch it swing closed behind me in the rearview as the sun starts to dip toward the horizon.

My stepfather bought this Spanish revival colonial estate a year ago, and I don’t think my mother has ever visited. It has ten bathrooms. Ten.

My stepfather lives here alone, and sometimes I wonder…does he pee in all the commodes like on rotation? Like giving every one a chance to serve its purpose? Or does he only use one, or two, and all the others just sit there…unused.

I shake my head. I have weird, childish thoughts like that more than I should. But that one in particular, about the bathrooms…it also gives me a funny, butterfly fluttery feeling down in my girlish parts, because it makes me think of my stepfather’s own man-ish parts. Something I definitely should not be thinking about.

This place is not my mother’s style. This is old-world and classic, with white walls, red tile, and the sound of California Quail in the spring. Mom, who prefers penthouse suites, glass and chrome, and luxury that shows off, would call it ‘charming’, which in her language means not new money fancy enough to impress whoever it is she is currently trying to impress.

I wipe a hand over my face, sniffing and trying to force a smile as Daddy appears in the doorway ahead of me, and I pull my Lamborghini Temerario in beside his plum-colored Bentley Continental GT.

Before I open my door, he’s already there. Dex, my stepfather, taking my hand to pull me out. I struggle to tug down the hem of my pink Oscar de la Renta dress, the one he sent over for me a week ago, to avoid flashing him my panties, and pull back to grab the cherry cake off the seat beside me before he hauls me out onto the gravel drive.

When he sees my puffy, tear-streaked face, his own darkens.

“Who hurt you?”

I shake my head. “It’s nothing. Just me being a silly goose—”

“Like fuck. Who was it, Lina?” His eyes are on mine, his mouth set in a line behind the salt-and-pepper beard.

My gaze is drawn to the laugh lines at the corners of his eyes and the scars from his semi-pro boxing days. He still fights, but it’s only for fun now. Mom always complains about the scars, calling them common, but I always thought they were comforting. I always knew that Daddy was afraid of nobody.

I swear I can hear his jaw clicking as his teeth clench. “Give me a fucking name.”

“It’s… It was just, someone honked and flipped me off. They were trying to pass me on Miller Road, and there wasn’t another lane, or anywhere to pull in and let them by, and I didn’t want to speed up… I think… I think they thought because of my car…”

“You get a license plate?”

“No…”

“Next time, baby girl, you get a license plate, and I’ll make sure they know not to hassle you again. You hear me? You remember what I told you about fast cars?”

I nod, sniffing. “Yes, Daddy, but—”

“No buts. You drive carefully, or I’ll take away your car, and you can have me drive you everywhere.”

I don’t answer that.

See, the thing is, I love my car. He owns like twenty luxury car dealerships across ten states, and he got me the Lamborghini for my sixteenth birthday. Daddy had them respray it in pink, because he knows that’s my favorite color, and it’s such a pretty little car, but… I don’t know. It’s a Lambo, so yeah, I could go fast, like super, super fast, but he always said if he catches me driving in a dangerous way, he’ll take it away.

I think part of me would prefer if he drove me everywhere. I like spending time with him. Always have, ever since he came into my life when I was thirteen years old.

Before that, the most parenting I received was my mother telling me not to slouch, or that I’d never attract a man if I kept putting on weight.

Well, I did anyway. I don’t think my body was made to be a size zero like hers. I guess I must take after my biological father, but since I have no idea who that is, I can’t say for sure.

All I know is, by the time my mother married Dex Walsh, I was already starting to fill out, and I haven’t stopped since.

I hold up the cake. “I baked this for you.” His frown softens, and I feel my own body start to relax. I smile and shiver as his eyes rake over my body in the pink chiffon dress. It’s a little bit see-through, and I self-consciously try to cover myself as I stand in front of him. “It’s cherry. Your favorite. Happy birthday, Daddy.”

“Not just for me, though,” he points out. Then he opens his arms.

I fall into them gratefully, suddenly feeling so much safer wrapped in his big, strong embrace. Dex is massive. Over seven feet tall, with a body honed by a home gym, all those years of boxing, and an attitude of never being too good to get his hands dirty. Objectively speaking, my stepfather is hot. In fact, when one of my school friends told me she had a little crush on my dad, I nearly clawed her eyes out.

That was when I was sixteen. I never spoke to Georgia again, and she was not invited to the pool party I had for my seventeenth birthday.

The thought of her size two perfect body in a bikini, trying to tempt the man who was not only married to my mother but also shamefully filled my every naughty dream, was more than I could take.

Dex still puts in an appearance at his car dealerships every week, even though he has managers and staff that could run the company and leave him to cream off the profit, but that’s not all. When he bought this house, it was collapsing into the ground. He’s done all the work himself to bring it back to the showplace it is now. He’s smart and strong, and all the things a little girl wants in a daddy.

Including a big allowance every week that appears in the bank account he opened for me the week he and Mom married.  The money pours in there faster than I can even spend it, and he’s still always asking me if I need anything else. Including more money, which is ridiculous.

I won’t even mention the gifts that he sends me constantly. Two days ago, a package with all the newly released Warmies showed up at my door. He knows how much I love them. And last week, it was tickets to see The Music of Square Enix, where there’s an orchestra that plays videogame music. Me and my best friend, Lulu, have been wanting to go ever since we heard about it. Daddy sent a limousine ride to take us both to the show, with security to escort us and five-thousand dollars to spend on whatever we wanted while we were there.

But he also always listens. Pays attention. Gives me room to be myself while still making sure I do what I should to be the best I can be.

He’s the perfect dad.

I remember when he was doing the work on this house, and I would watch him. He told me no matter what, any house he had would be mine as well, and I never needed to ask permission to come over.

So, come over I did. Often. His hard chest would be gleaming in the sun, the flex of his muscles when he swung the hammer…how it made me clench and flutter down low in the parts that shouldn’t when you are looking at your dad.

His salt and pepper beard brushes against my cheek as he leans in to kiss it, and I giggle, shrugging my shoulders against the way it tickles my chin.

“Happy eighteenth, sweet girl,” he whispers. “Have you been taking the new vitamins I’ve had sent? I had the doctor adjust them to your latest bloodwork.”

I nod. He’s always looking out for my health. Having doctors check things, adjusting my vitamins and supplements, tracking my sleep. “Three times a day, right when the alarms go off you set for me.” I smile up, and he nods.

“That’s my girl.” His eyes crinkle at the corners when he smiles. “I’m proud of you.”

Heat engulfs my face, and ripples of excitement tingle over my skin. I can’t help it. When he calls me good girl and tells me he’s proud of me, my whole body reacts. It’s like he has a direct connection to my little girl heart, and when Daddy praises me, I just—gah, I melt.

I giggle and breathe deep, his spicy cologne smells so good. “Happy birthday to us both.”

So strange that we share a birthday.

The hug tightens, and then I feel it.

The bulge against my stomach is undeniable. And oh my God, what a bulge. My mouth is suddenly dry as all the moisture in my body drains down between my legs. Is Daddy hard because of me? What does that mean?

A squeak chirps from my throat as dampness seeps down where my thick thighs are always stuck together.

“Let’s go inside,” he says, his deep voice rumbling through his chest where my cheek rests, setting my nipples into hard peaks. “I want to get a taste of that cherry.”


Chapter 2

Dex

My daughter is eighteen today, and it’s like my dirty, inappropriately-wired brain is finally off the leash.

I’ve always been close to my stepdaughter, ever since I married her mother when Lina was 13, and I was 40. But there was nothing more to it. No inappropriate thoughts back then. Just a father doing everything he could for his daughter, from buying her stuffies, jewelry, and concert tickets to luxury sports cars and helping her apply (and make sure she was accepted) for pre-veterinary college at Lindhold University.

When I met Lina’s mother, Carol, she was just a little over 30 years old. She was pretty enough, but I was only settling down because it was the thing my business associates expected from me.

A lot of the people I deal with are old-fashioned. They come from old money and older families, and being married seemed to be the right move for me financially at the time.

Like being married makes any fucking difference.

Still, it was no skin off my nose. It wasn’t like I hadn’t had my share of girlfriends, and when I met Carol and realized she’d like it to be more, I thought, why not?

Of course, I wasn’t fully prepared for the instant family she brought into my life with Lina, but the moment I saw her, I knew she would be my future. Protective doesn’t even begin to describe it.

I’d kill anyone who harmed my daughter. I’d burn down the whole city if I thought it would make her happy. I’d give my money away to charity and live like a hermit at a single word from my beautiful stepdaughter’s lips.

Fuck, I do not need to be thinking about my stepdaughter’s lips right now. All that does is make me picture her on her knees, looking up at me with a smile as she opens her mouth to show me the cum pooling against her tongue, my red, swollen dick gripped in her delicate little fingers.

Blonde, curvy, perfect in every fucking way. It’s a miracle I held my perverted thoughts at bay until her womanhood truly settled in.

I can barely breathe. Imagining her under me, naked, is like trying to imagine what heaven would feel like.

That Oscar de la Renta dress I sent over as an early birthday present slid up her thighs when she got out of the car, and I caught just the tiniest glimpse of pastel-pink cotton, pulled tight enough across her virgin cunt to hint at the shape of what was underneath. And now I know I can’t walk away without taking my daughter’s virginity.

Yeah, virgin. I know that for a fucking fact, because until I moved out permanently a month ago, after this place was fully fixed up, I kept close tabs on her. Not only that, but her doctor is a close personal friend, who knows I have dirt on him if I ever needed to use it. I’ve never even needed to make that threat explicit. I make all her appointments, and I get reports about everything. Her virginity is just one part of a very long list of things I want to know about.

So I know for sure, Lina is as pure now as the day I met her, but that’s not going to last long.

That thought is in my head as I lead her through to the kitchen, take the cake from her slightly trembling hands, and place it on the counter. I don’t know whether she’s still upset about some fucker out on the roads, or whether she noticed the way my dick was trying to find its way to her out on the drive, but I don’t intend to let any negative thoughts linger in that pretty little head.

“You had a nice birthday, baby?” I ask as I grab two glasses and open the fridge for champagne.

“Mom’s away, so I went to the shelter. There were two baby desert iguanas brought in last night. Daddy, they’re so cute.” She grins as I turn back to her, starting to pour for us both. “They can both fit in the palm of your hand at once. I got to name them. Guess what I chose?”

I put my hands under her arms and lift, her tiny weight like nothing to me as I sit her on the counter in front of me, like I used to do when she was thirteen, and I’d make her those banana and peanut butter sandwiches she loved and her mother forbade.

She self-consciously pushes the hem of her dress down between her legs, but not before I see those thighs glistening-damp under the kitchen lights, and smell the unmistakable scent of my daughter’s pussy.

My mouth is too dry to speak properly when I choke out a reply. “What did you call them, baby?”

“Smeagol and Deagol.” She laughs. “You know, like in Lord of the Rings?”

I chuckle, remembering reading her that story at bedtime. I’d only heard of the films until then, I didn’t even know that they were based on a book. I’ve done a lot of reading in my time, but little of it for entertainment. She used to love the voices I did for the characters, though, and it’s cute that it’s still her favorite book.

“Here,” I say, handing her one of the glasses of champagne. “Happy birthday.”

“Happy birthday, Daddy,” she says, lifting the glass and clinking it against mine as a spurt of cum seeps from my dick.

I lean in, trying to hide the shudder that passes through me, and bump her arms with mine. Her glass tips. The sparkling wine sloshes over the side of the glass and splashes against her ample tits. She gasps, jumping back, and that only causes more of it to spill down her front, soaking her already see-through dress so that it clings to the outline of her bra.

I’m moving on instinct, taking the glass from her hand and putting it aside.

“Oh, I’m soaked!” she complains, looking down at her pretty pink dress as it goes dark all along the bodice. “I’m sorry, Daddy, that champagne probably cost a fortune—”

I’m leaning forward before I know it. Who knows what’s going through my mind as I take hold of the hem of her dress and start to pull it up.

“Daddy, what are you—?”

“We need to get this off you,” I tell her, my mind working in a daze. “It will never come out of this fabric if we don’t get it soaking immediately. Don’t act like you don’t want me to take care of you.”

She pushes at my hands. “No, I can’t… I’ll go change in the bathroom. I have some of my own clothes here, Daddy…”

She tries to wriggle away, to climb down off the counter, but something inside me shifts.

I grip her hips firmly, seating her in place, thumbs raking over the soft fabric of the skirt, lifting it higher on her thighs as her face turns red.

“You don’t need to go to the bathroom to change. You’re a big girl now,” I tell her. “You’re my daughter, and I’m here to take care of you. Now, Daddy is going to take this dress off, and you’re going to let me.” My voice is dark, and I notice the way she shivers as she nods, her mouth parted with no words coming out. I slide my hands up her sides until they cup her breasts. Her body stiffens, but she doesn’t try to pull away as her nipples start to poke out on the darkened pink, damp chiffon. “You don’t want the new birthday dress Daddy bought for you ruined, do you, baby?”

She shakes her head, and I trail my hands down again from her tits to the hem, pushing it up to reveal her thighs. She lifts her bottom off the counter like the good girl she is for me to slide the dress out from under her, then I lift it up, baring her inch by beautiful fucking inch until I pull it off her head and drop it to the floor.

“Daddy, doesn’t it need to be soaked?” Her face is still red as she tries to cover her tits with her hands, squeezing her legs together to hide her pussy. She’s wearing pastel pink matching bra and panties that short-circuit my brain.

I shake my head. “Soaking is important, but there’s something else that’s soaking that’s more important right now. Your pussy is wet, isn’t it?”

I put my hands on her knees and shove her legs wide, enjoying the failed bit of resistance she tries. She knows this is wrong, and her cute little virgin, good girl mind is telling her she should stop, even as her body begs for what’s about to happen. We’re not actually related, but I’ve been her only father, and she’s never looked at me other than as that parental figure.

Until now.

“Please, Daddy, don’t… It’s embarrassing. I’m… I’m all wet down there…please, don’t.”

I meet her eyes as I hold her legs apart. “Why are you wet, baby?”

“Uhhhhh…” She swallows, her little bow-shaped lips forming an ‘O’ shape as she thinks of what to say. She screws up her face, lifting her shoulders. “From… from the champagne?”

I shake my head. “We both know that’s a lie, Lina Marie. You were wet down here before you spilled your champagne, weren’t you?”

She sucks her bottom lip between her teeth, then turns her eyes down as she nods.

“So, you tell Daddy, why are you wet down in your private parts?” I ask again. When she shrugs and says nothing, I lower my voice to a growl. “You’ve always told me the truth, baby. Don’t change that now.”

“It just happens sometimes when I’m… around you…”

My dick nearly tears through my pants. Saliva gathers under my tongue as the room starts to spin. “Good girl. Such a good girl. That’s your body getting you ready, Lina.” I lean over and kiss her parted lips, running my tongue along the seam, and I don’t miss the little tremor that passes through her body.

I pull back on my own little moan because she tastes so fucking good. My cock is already straining with the need to come when she asks, “Ready for what, Daddy?”

I push my hips between her knees. I can smell her pussy, and it’s a scent she’s created just for me. That sweet, savory scent is burning itself into my memory. My cock is throbbing, thickening, growing and reaching out to her, and I don’t miss the way her eyes fix on the tent in the front of my pants.

I lean down to her ear, swiping the edge with my tongue, and whisper, “It’s getting ready for Daddy’s cock, baby.” I start to sink to my knees. “Among other things. Nobody needs to know, it will be our secret…”


Chapter 3

Lina

I can’t breathe.

Daddy looks me up and down, and it’s like he sees someone else. Or he sees more of me than I’ve ever shown to anyone. I’m not sure, but it’s like the whole world has just spun out of control, and part of me wants off this ride, and the other, bigger part never wants it to end…

I’m not skinny like my mom. I started to get boobs before any of the other girls, and I started to get hips, too, and thighs, and just… I always thought a man like him would never look at me twice. But here he is, getting to his knees in front of me, and the gleam in his eyes is like he’s never seen anything he wants more.

Shame covers me as I feel my body soak my panties again, right as he’s looking directly between my legs. “Sorry, Daddy, I don’t know why this is happening—everything feels funny.”

“Shhh, baby girl,” he croons, licking his lips. “I told you, your body is just making you ready for Daddy’s big cock. You want that, don’t you?”

I nod. God help me, there’s nothing I want more.

He moves forward, his thick beard tickling the insides of my thighs, and I clench my stomach as I watch him inhale deeply. “Tell me honestly, baby girl, have any boys ever gotten their way with you?”

“What do you mean, Daddy?” My heart is thundering, my mind a mess of short-circuited wiring.

“Has anyone touched you here?” he asks, and as he says the words, he reaches forward, a fingertip dragging down through my pussy, pulling my panties down at the front to reveal the little scattering of pale hair I leave there when I shave.

I shake my head. “No, Daddy. No one.”

“Anyone ever smelled this delicious smell?” He breathes in again, and I shiver.

“No.”

“Good girl. Any boys ever put their cocks in this tight little hole?”

“No! I’d never—”

“Good girl. Such a good girl for Daddy.” He hooks his fingertip into the elastic of my panties and pulls them aside.

“Oh, God,” I whisper. “We shouldn’t do this.”

“We shouldn’t?” He shrugs, a darkness crossing his face. “I don’t care. I’m going to do whatever the fuck I want with my daughter. That’s my right, after all I’ve done for you, don’t you think that’s fair? I’ve given you everything. Now it’s your turn to repay the favor.”

“I—” I stutter. “I guess so. I just…Oh, God.” I roll my eyes, thinking of him touching me. Helping me ease the ache that just won’t stop, but knowing it’s wrong.

It’s so wrong.

Dex groans. “This virgin cunt has been waiting for me, hasn’t it, Lina? There’s only one cock that will ever go in here. That’s only right, because Daddy should be the one to teach his little girl how to take cock. Other boys don’t know how to treat you right. They’ll just fuck you once and leave you, but Daddy will never leave you. You know that, don’t you, Lina Marie?”

I nod. “Yes, Daddy. You’ve always been there for me.” Wetness surges out of me as a tangle of tension knots below my belly button.

“That’s right. And I always will be.” He leans in, and I draw in a ragged breath, holding it for what feels like eternity before I feel his tongue press warm and damp against my feminine parts. His mouth falls softly against my pussy as he drags his tongue through my slit, licking me from asshole to clit.

I let out a long, low moan as I lean back, my muscles failing to keep me upright so that I can watch what he’s doing, having to support myself on my elbows so that I can look down over my half-naked body.

His tongue comes out again, and he laps at me, eyes pinned on mine.

My father for all purposes is licking me down there, and he looks like a rabid animal doing it.

“Such a fucking pretty little girl pussy. All pink and tight and sweet. You’ve been tempting Daddy for a long time, Lina. Tell me you like when I kiss you down here. Do you like when Daddy licks you here?”

I panic breathe, fast, in and out, as he flicks his tongue on my clit, and my hips twitch.

“I like it.” God help me, it feels so good.

I’ve tried to masturbate, and it feels good when I do, but it’s never been enough. This? This is close to being enough. This is like being the center of my stepfather’s attention, and I know it’s wrong, but at the same time…

“You’re so beautiful,” he mumbles as he eats me.

“I’m chubby,” I reply, looking down at my belly, weirdly needing to let him know that my body isn’t probably what it should be.

He glares at me, baring his teeth and pinching my clit. I yelp, a dart of erotic pain surging up from down low.

“You are fucking perfect. Every fucking inch. And I’m going to be teaching you all about how you drive me crazy with this fucking body. Do you not think a man like me can have any woman he wants?”

His fingertips dig into my hips as I nod, shame cascading through me in hot waves as I hold my legs open for him.

“And I fucking want you. Only you. I’m going to teach you how to be my big girl. My best girl. We’re going to have so many secrets, and you’re going to keep them, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Daddy,” I acknowledge, and he goes back to sucking and licking, and my entire world starts to turn.

When Mom married Dex, I was worried at first. I’d never received much love from my mother, and I thought she’d have even less for me once there was a permanent man in her life.

Well, I don’t know about Mom, but Dex was the best stepfather. I don’t think she gave her love to him, either. I think she just wanted his money and the status he brought her. I know she sleeps with other men, as crazy as that sounds. I’d never tell Dex, just in case it upset him, but I always suspected it. Since he moved out last month, she hasn’t even tried to hide it. Right now, she’s away on “business”, but she’ll be shacked up in some hotel with whatever young boy-toy she’s currently opening her legs for.

Dex deserves better. I deserve better. And maybe… We might deserve each other.

He moans as he eats my pussy, and I can’t help reaching down and taking hold of the back of his head, pulling him in closer.

“That’s it. Good fucking girl,” he mumbles, his face pressed into my flesh as his tongue invades me, his lips brushing my clit in just the right rhythm.

“I love your kisses, Daddy.”

“Good. You’re going to get lots of them from now on, and soon your little mouth is going to get to kiss Daddy down on his hard cock. You made it hard, and it aches and hurts because of you, so you’re going to have to learn to take good care of me from now on.”

“Okay, I want to learn.”

“You will.” He goes back to licking me, mumbling into my pussy about how good I taste and how he’ll never get enough of me.

A thick finger pushes into my opening, and I gasp and quiver all over.

Sounds I don’t recognize fall from my lips and tangle in my throat. I can’t stop them as the sensations of his tongue on me down there turn me into a feral animal. “Daddy!” I choke, gripping the top of his head as I feel something starting to build. “Something is happening.”

“You’re going to have an orgasm, baby, and I’m going to lick it all up when you do. It’s okay, let it happen, it’s what I am doing that’s making you feel so good.”

When it reaches a crescendo, I surprise myself.

My core clenches, and my pussy suddenly squeezes out a long squirt of liquid. My face reddens as I watch it stream out of me, soaking my stepfather’s face.


Chapter 4

Dex

That was fucking unexpected.

I lick my lips, savoring the taste of my stepdaughter’s cum. To my surprise, another squirt follows the first, and I lean back in, letting it soak my face and beard, opening my mouth to drink it down like fucking nectar.

“I’m sorry, Daddy!” she squeals. “I didn’t mean—”

“Don’t you ever fucking apologize to me about that,” I snarl. “Best fucking birthday present I ever got, Lina Marie. Fucking delicious.”

I lean back in to lick her clean, trailing my tongue over her thighs, her tight little cunt hole, the cute bushy line of blonde hair she clearly chooses to keep when she shaves. I love it. I love everything about her, from her round tits to her round ass, from her curvy, soft hips to her thick thighs. I take hold of the waistband of her panties and drag them down, removing them from her legs and shoving them in my pocket.

Soaked as they are, they’ll make a nice little sensory reminder when I jerk off later over thoughts of her.

And jerk off I will. But there’s no stopping this train now it’s hurtling down the track.

The thought suddenly enters my mind of my stepdaughter’s belly round with a baby that I put there, and I can’t shake that idea. Impossibly, my cock thickens even more inside my pants, and I know now that it’s going to happen. One way or another, I’m going to breed my little Lina Marie, and her mother will probably go ape shit over that.

I don’t give a fuck. Our marriage has been over for years. Truth is, it was over before it started. Carol was only interested in me for the lifestyle I could give her, and honestly, I never gave a flying fuck about that either. I was using her just as much as she was using me, and if she went out on a weekend and fucked some young stud, who was I to care?

I knew she was carrying on with other men. It never bothered me. I could stay home and read Lord of the Rings to Lina, be the father I knew she needed, and work my ass off all week to provide for my little family.

And I’ll still provide for Carol, even after this. She’s my wife, and more importantly, she’s the mother of my little girl. I take that shit seriously. But our marriage is over, and we both know it. She’ll kick off over me fucking her daughter, and I’ll offer her a bigger divorce settlement, and she’ll suddenly forget her objections to the idea.

It’s not like she ever really wanted Lina in her life anyway. She was always more of a drag on her social schedule, even before we got married.

I lean forward again, kiss her little pussy for good luck, then trail my mouth up her belly, enjoying the way it curves up toward her tits. I kiss each nipple through the fabric of her bra, then kiss her chest, her clavicle, her throat, moving around to the side to kiss her earlobe, before returning to press my lips against her mouth, sharing the flavor of her cum, watching her eyes glisten under the kitchen lights.

It’s starting to go dark outside, and with the lights on, we’re exposed in here. The house isn’t exactly overlooked, it’s set back on its own plot of land, but if the stuck-up Hendersons were to look out of their bedroom window, they could probably see us here. See my naked daughter sitting on my kitchen island, her legs parted around my middle as my cock reaches out for her pussy. See me taking her head in both my hands and tongue fucking her sweet, little girl mouth, tasting my stepdaughter’s strawberry lip gloss and sharing her cum flavor with her.

My face is soaked with her juices as I stroke her hair and stare into her gorgeous blue eyes. “Such a good girl for Daddy,” I tell her, taking hold of one heavy tit and squeezing, watching her gaze drift as the pleasure runs through her. “My good little untouched daughter. You kept yourself innocent for me, didn’t you? You wanted to be nice and tight and drive me crazy. You knew that the best man to take your first time would be your father. After all, who loves you more than me?”

Before I know it, I feel her fingers dance over my hard-on through my pants. I glance down, then back to her, and see the blush spread on her cheeks. “No one, Daddy… All the boys in school are vulgar and call me names, and only want girls that look like Barbies. But…”

“What, baby? You need to tell me whatever you are thinking. You can ask me anything, and I’ll never be upset.”

“Can you teach me how to… well, how to do that for you? With my mouth, I mean… I’ve thought about it before, but I don’t know how to do it. If I need to learn, it’s something a daddy should teach me, right?”

Jesus fuck.

YES.

My stepdaughter is asking to suck my cock, and I’m a fucking monster because all I can think is how jealous the guys at work would be if they knew. How much of a lucky bastard I am to have this sweet, innocent little girl ready to learn how to give me a blowjob. Asking me to teach her, for Christ’s sake.

I lift her into my arms and settle her against my side to carry her through to the living room. No way my little girl is going to hurt her knees on the hard tile of the kitchen floor. I feel her pussy wet against my side, and I know that I’m never going to be able to wash this shirt again. It will smell of her, of our first time, and I might end up making a shrine with that and her panties balled up in my pocket.

“Tell me you’ve never sucked a cock before, Lina,” I tell her as I lower her to the floor in front of me. She gazes up with those big blue eyes and shakes her head. “Say the fucking words.”

“No, Daddy, I’ve never…” she gulps and giggles, but it’s not enough.

“I said, say the fucking words. No, Daddy, I’ve never sucked a cock.”

“I’veneversuckedacockdaddy,” she whispers, all in one go, like she’s ripping off a band-aid. She looks so embarrassed and so fucking young.

“Good girl,” I say as I unbutton my pants and lower the zipper. She gulps, and God help me, I feel a spurt of precum release into my boxers. “Take Daddy’s cock out, baby. Be a good girl with it, it’s yours to take care of from now on.”

She does as she’s told, pulling my boxers down and letting out a little squeal of delight when my cock nearly puts her eye out, springing up and forward like it’s under starters’ orders.

“It’s so big, Daddy!” she says excitedly as she wraps her hand around the shaft. “I can’t even get my fingers to touch… Are all cocks this big?”

Her eyes are fixed on my cock as she gingerly starts to stroke it, back and forth.

“Have you never seen a picture of a cock before? You’ve never looked at porn?”

She shakes her head like if she said yes, she’d be in trouble. “You said when you bought me my first computer and my phone, that you’d always know what I was doing to keep me safe. You told me there were bad people on the internet, and you would track everything I did just to keep me safe.” Her cheeks are bright, her long lashes dusting her lids before she finishes. “I didn’t want you to know I’d look at things like that, so I never did. A few times at school, girls would try to show me things, but I never looked. I promise.”

“Well, that’s good, because your father’s cock should be the first you see. Did you ever see mine before when I would walk around after my shower or getting dressed?” I reach down and squeeze her chin, giving her a stern glare. “You tell the truth. Did you ever sneak a look at your father’s cock when he was naked?”

Her eyes tell me the answer before she speaks.

I let her stew for a moment before I grin and cock my eyebrow, urging her to answer. “Tell the truth.”

“Daddy!” She blurts out. “I didn’t sneak, it was just—arrrgggg.” She squeezes her eyes shut for a second, and squeezes my cock at the same time, and my balls nearly heave on her cute little frustrated face. “You just…one time you were getting out of the shower, and I was looking for Mom, and I walked in and saw…” Her wide eyes drift to the hard-on in front of her now. “But it didn’t look…like this. It wasn’t all thick and long and had all the veins—”

Jesus, I can’t wait another second.

“Good girl for telling the truth,” I tell her. “Now, open wide. That’s it, a little wider. Keep your eyes on me, baby, that’s a good girl. Keep your eyes on Daddy, and keep your mouth open.”

She’s so fucking obedient. Her eyes are on mine in an instant, her mouth wide with saliva pooling against her tongue. I slide my dick between her lips, and I think in that moment I get a glimpse of heaven. She instinctively closes her mouth around my girth, and I feel her start to suck.

God fucking damn, this girl can suck. I’m suddenly grateful to my younger self for always giving in every time she asked for money to buy lollipops. Her mother disapproved, of course, but not enough to actually step in and put her foot down. As far as she was concerned, life was easier the less she had to do with her daughter.

“Take hold of Daddy’s balls,” I instruct her. “Play with them, Lina, they’re yours too.”

She nods, and it sends a zing of pleasure through my whole body in the moment before she reaches her free hand down and grips my balls a little too tight. The pain mixes with the sensation of fucking my daughter’s face, and fuck, somehow that works for me. I feel my cock swell inside her mouth, and I have to grit my teeth to hold back from filling her throat with hot cum.

But there’s somewhere else I want that to go, and there’s no fucking way I’m wasting a drop.

There will be time to see her swallow her Daddy’s cum later, but today I need to take that cherry she brought for my birthday. I wonder, for a second, if she was thinking of that when she baked that cake she brought for me. Probably not. Cherry cake has always been my favorite. But it’s a hell of a coincidence that she’s brought me cherry cake and her own little cherry on the same fucking day.

“Good girl,” I tell her, pulling her away from my dick. She holds onto it like it’s her little baby-girl pacifier, trying to get her mouth on it again, but I have to be firm. “Sorry, baby, but you’re learning a little too well. You know how your cunt squirted all over Daddy’s face?”

She nods.

“Well, if you keep on sucking Daddy’s cock like you are, he’s going to fill up your mouth with his special prize. It will be creamy and warm, and your job is to swallow it all.”

She looks up at me with such excitement, her little lashes fluttering, her lips swollen and wet. “I want it, Daddy!”

“I know you do, baby girl, but next time. Right now, I’m going to take what you’ve been saving just for me, and your little opening down there will be swallowing my hot prize.”

I pull her up into my arms, then help her down onto the couch, laying her back against the cushions. It’s a big couch, with plenty of space for us to do what we’re about to do. Unconsciously, she pushes her knees together, hiding her pretty little cunt, but I’m having none of it.

I kick off my pants, then climb onto the couch at her feet and push her legs apart to gaze longingly at her sweet little pussy, still glistening wet.

“Just like Daddy’s cock is yours to take care of,” I tell her, “this pussy is mine. I’m going to take good care of it, baby, but you can’t ever keep it hidden from me. Not when I want to see it. You understand? In fact, this whole body of yours? If I want to see it, I’ll tell you, and you’ll strip naked. I’ll fuck you whenever I want. You’ll suck Daddy when he needs to relax, and I’ll eat that pussy whenever it pleases me. Understand?”

“Yes, Daddy, but what if—”

I shake my head. “No what ifs, Lina. From now on, you trust me to know what’s best for you, every time. If I say I want you naked, you do it, no matter where we are or what we’re doing.”

She hesitates, then nods. “You’ll take care of me.”

“Of course I will. Always. Now, I love that bra you’re wearing, but it’s in the way. I want to see those big girl tits you’ve grown just for me, so take it off.”

She doesn’t question. Such a good, obedient little daughter she is. Instead, she reaches up behind her back and pop, a second later, her magnificent fucking tits are free. I watch, and I know she enjoys my eyes on her because a trickle of need leaks out from her beautiful little cunt.

“That’s my good girl,” I tell her. “Now, Daddy’s going to fuck you raw, and hopefully, with a little luck, we’ll be having a little baby of our own. You want to do all the things grownups do in the dark to make babies, right?”

I can barely breathe as I nod, and she smiles, and my heart sings because she looks so happy and proud.

“Lay back. It’s time for Daddy to teach you all about being a big girl.”


Chapter 5

Lina

Daddy’s cock is bouncing up and down, dripping precum, as I focus on that and not on the fact that I’m completely naked, and my dad just told me he wants to breed me.

Is it bad that I like that idea? I know it should be, but somehow, I don’t care.

All I can think about is the sheer impossibility of Dex’s cock, which must be twelve inches long and five around, going inside my pussy. I mean, I’ve put my fingers in my pussy, right? Well, I can only ever get two of them in there. Surely something the size of a baseball bat is never going to fit.

“Daddy…”

He glances at me as he unbuttons his shirt, revealing rippling abs and wide, firm pecs. At his waist, there are these lines that slope down over the tops of his legs, like they’re making an arrow with his big, fat cock at the point.

I always knew my stepfather was ripped, but seriously, there are bodybuilders who would be jealous.

For a second, I find myself wondering why my mom would ever sleep with another man. I mean, if I had this to come home to, I’d spend every day counting the hours until I could climb him like a damn tree.

Actually, what am I saying? Apparently, I do have this. How did I get so lucky?

“Daddy’s going to fuck you, baby. You know what that means, right?”

I nod as he strips the shirt off his arms and tosses it away. My stepfather, completely naked and kneeling between my knees. How is this my life?

“Your cock needs to go inside me,” I mumble, barely able to say the words.

“That’s right. And baby girl, it’s going to hurt. At first. Then I promise it will feel really good.”

He leans forward, his beard tickling my breast as he sucks on one nipple, and a little moan releases from my throat. I feel something poking at my pussy, and I know what it is. Too big, my mind complains, but I shake the thought away.

Trust Daddy. Always trust Daddy.

When the head brushes my clit, I’m surprised at the sudden flush of sensation that floods through me. God, it feels good. Could it always feel like this, from now until forever? Sex has never been something I particularly wanted, but with Dex, it’s different. It’s something I crave, something I’ve dreamed about without even realizing it was what I needed.

“It will feel good?” I ask, needing him to repeat the words, needing him to promise me that it will all be okay.

He kisses my lips, and I can still taste my wetness on him. He brushes my hair back from my face and meets my eyes as he nods. “You’re a virgin, and it’s going to hurt at first, baby, but that’s why Daddy is here, to help you through this first time. And once I’m inside you, I promise it will feel really good. Tell me how much you want to feel Daddy inside you down here.”

He tickles my opening with his fingertip, and I shudder and wince.

I nod up and down so fast my neck aches. “I want it, Daddy. I want it inside me like a big girl.”

“Good girl, now hold onto me. You’re giving Daddy the best birthday gift ever. You tasted so good, but that hot, tight hole is going to feel even better.”

His hips shift forward, and I feel my pussy stretch around his girth. I moan, gripping his arms as I spread my legs wider, willing my body to accommodate what has to be the world’s biggest cock. It’s like I’m being split in two. Pain floods through my body, but Daddy doesn’t stop. He whispers encouragement as he moves forward, driving his dick inside me inch by inch, until I feel even more resistance.

“Owww.” I wince, squeezing my eyes shut. My kitty is stretching, but not enough. “You’re too big. I can’t do it.”

“Oh, yes, you can.” He seethes, darkness in his narrow eyes, his forehead a knot of lines and tension. “I can’t stop now. You said you wanted it, you have to finish what you started. You’re making Daddy do this, you know that, don’t you? Now, lay back and take what you deserve, or I’ll hold you down and do it anyway.”

I whimper and gush at his filthy, dark words, and wonder what that says about me that I’m so turned on at the thought of him holding me down and doing whatever he wants.

“You’re my Daddy.” I pout as he pushes deeper.

“That’s right, and I love you.” His hips flex, holding me still as he enters me in rapid, short thrusts.

“I won’t tell,” I hiss through clenched teeth as pain darts outward from where we’re connected.

“This is it, baby. One more push and I’m inside you. You’re being such a brave girl.” He kisses my forehead, and I nod.

“Please, Daddy. Please…it hurts too much.”

“One.” He presses forward, and I cry out. “More.” My heart thunders as I stretch around him. “Push. I’m doing this because I love you. Daddy loves you—”

Suddenly, he rams forward, and I scream, tears flooding from my eyes as he thrusts home. My stepfather is whispering how sorry he is, but all I can think is how proud I am of myself as he starts to move back and forth, and with each movement, the pain turns to utter pleasure.

He starts to grunt like an animal.

“Best fucking cunt in the whole world,” he grunts as he moves inside me.

My body is on fire, every movement making my stomach clench as my tits bounce and the couch squeaks its complaints at the way it’s being used like it was never intended. It shifts across the floor as Dex fucks me, grunting as I moan, pressing his lips against mine in a kiss that I hope will never end.

He’s moving fast, and the pleasure is building inside me. Strange, how the pain was all there was at first, but now I hardly even notice it. I know I must be bleeding on his cock, but I don’t care. I’m glad he was my first. I’m glad he popped my cherry cake.

He pushes a hand down between us and starts to wiggle his finger against my clit, and I squeeze my inner muscles around his girth.

“You’re mine now,” he rumbles. “From now on, when I’m hard, you better have your pussy or your mouth ready for me.”

“Okay, Daddy.” I groan as he furrows into my neck, bucking and thrusting and grunting. “It burns.”

“It feels so good. So, fucking good.” His body shakes and jerks as he drives inside me, more, more, until I feel him in my belly.

“I’m glad. I want to be your best girl. Always.”

“You are. I love you so much.” He sounds like he’s in pain. “You are doing so good. Daddy is so proud of you, baby.”

His praise and his finger working my clit and the way my body takes the last inches of him, making us so close and connected, pushes me to the edge.

“Daddy, it feels…uhhh, it feels so good. Something is happening—”

“That’s the special feeling only Daddy can give you, princess. That’s your body saying ‘Thank you, Daddy, for fucking me’. Now, come for me.”

The sound of his balls smacking my ass goes faster and faster until I lose myself in white light and Daddy’s arms.

He throbs and jerks inside me. “I’m going to fill you up now, baby. Your little body is pulling it out of my balls, I can’t stop. I can’t. Daddy’s gonna come inside you, I can’t stop. Fuck. I can’t, baby. Take it—”

He roars, and I moan, as the pleasure guts me down to my core. Hot spurts of his release fill me as he shoves his thickness as deep as my body can take.

“Good girl.” He bites my neck as our orgasms surge through us. “Daddy’s filling you all the way up.”


Chapter 6

Dex

I pull back from her, seeing my dick swirled with red like raspberry fucking ripple. I love it. My good little stepdaughter bleeding on my cock as she has her first fuck with her Daddy.

“Play with your clit,” I order as her orgasm subsides. “Daddy isn’t done.”

Her eyes are slits, unfocused, as my cum drips out from her battered opening.

“This cock is the only one you’ll ever have inside you, baby,” I tell her. “Daddy will kill any other man who fucks his little girl, you hear me? So unless you want to be responsible for some fucker’s death, I suggest you keep your legs closed when you’re around any other men.”

I know I sound like a fucking caveman, and I don’t give a shit. It’s the truth. If I even suspect that some other dick has been sniffing around what’s mine, I won’t be responsible for the results. Locking me away won’t be enough. They’ll have to fucking kill me if they want to stop me tearing some guy’s limbs off and using them to beat him to death.

We’re both panting and barely coming down, but I want more, and so does she.

“Yes, Daddy. More. Please, Daddy, more… I’ll always be a good girl. I promise. Just pleeeeease…don’t ever stop fucking me.”

Her moaning drives me on, sending me closer and closer to the edge again as I fuck my cum deeper into her cunt. I drive in and out, in and out, my balls screaming for another release. Again. Again. Again.

I pound into my stepdaughter, gripping her tits as I ride her, stealing kisses as she plays with herself and starts to wriggle more and more.

She feels so fucking good around my dick, such a good little fucking girl. She was always a good girl, always getting report cards that said how she was a pleasure to teach.

Well, I fucking know what her teachers meant now. Teaching her how to fuck is my fucking pleasure, and all I want is to give her a fucking A for effort and enthusiasm.

“Good girl,” I whisper as I thrust into her tight little cunt. “Good girl. So close again, baby. Always mine. Always Daddy’s girl.”

“Daddy’s girl,” she agrees in a gasp. “Daddy, I can feel it… Oh… God… I’m coming again—”

“Good girl. Let it come. Daddy gave that to you for being so good. So fucking good.”

She nods, and I feel her start to move her hand faster on her clit.

A sudden wail breaks from her lips, and I clamp my mouth over hers as she shakes with another orgasm. At the same time, her cunt squeezes around my dick like it’s trying to snap it in half, and I growl as I thrust, pumping inside her, forward, forward, forward, until my balls snap tight, my dick thickens, and finally I let my own climax take hold.

Fuck, I drive deep with that last thrust. My cum must be delivered right into her fucking womb. I’m surprised I don’t taste it on her breath when I clamp my mouth over hers, groaning as I fuck her again, pushing as much of my seed as possible right up inside her.

The thought that she might be pregnant even right now floods my mind, and I can’t quite push it away. I want to see her belly round and know that I was the one who did it. I’ll show her off to everyone I know. I don’t even give a shit if they disapprove of how we met, they can go fuck themselves as far as I’m concerned.

Lina Marie is my stepdaughter. But she’s so much more than that.


Chapter 7

Lina

Daddy holds another bite of cake to my lips, and I almost refuse. But I think he senses it, because I hear and feel a growl bubbling up inside his chest, and I open wide before I see the madman come out to play.

There isn’t much cherry cake left now. It’s been two days. But we have the last of it in the limo with us as Dex’s driver heads downtown.

“But where are we going?” I ask for the bazillionth time.

“You’ll see when we get there,” Daddy tells me, and I can only roll my eyes.

I never had much patience for surprises. Always up early on Christmas morning, shaking my presents to see if I could guess what was in each one. If I thought I could get away with it, I would have carefully opened them, seen what they were, and sealed them back up again. But I was always scared I’d accidentally rip the paper and get caught.

“Daddy…”

“Yes, baby?”

“Do you think Mom will ever forgive me?”

He chuckles and pulls me in tighter as I sit on his lap, and I feel his cock poking at my legs. Dex kisses my cheek. “Baby, you know what she’s like. She’ll act all mad, and then she’ll tell me what she wants from me, and I’ll give it to her, and all will be forgiven. She loves you, that’s all that matters.”

I sigh. He’s right.

Despite admitting to her what was going on between us, she still told me she loves me. She might not have ever been the best parent, but she does care. It’s just that it always has to be on her terms.

“She’ll come around,” Daddy says, and I nod.

“She’ll make you pay for it.”

“Worth every penny,” he says, and kisses me again. “Now, get down there and suck me off until we get where we’re going. Don’t make me come, just suck me soft and slow like a pacifier, like I showed you last night. Daddy likes it slow and easy sometimes.”

I fall to my knees and take him out. He’s already hard, of course, and I do what he says, taking the swollen head into my mouth. He pats my head as I suck, slow and easy, looking up to see him put his head back and close his eyes.

A few minutes later, the limo slows, and he pulls me off his erection and puts himself away.

I see out the window we’re pulling up outside a jewelry store, and I narrow my eyes at Dex as the driver comes to open our door for us, not even flinching when he sees me on my knees in front of my dad.

“More jewelry?” I ask with a smile.

He already had a gold and emerald necklace delivered to the house yesterday, and in the past, he’s bought me all kinds of pretty things, from tiaras to anklets, bracelets, and earrings.

“Just one more thing,” he says. “And I want you to pick it this time. There’s no pricing on anything, because I want you to have what you want without worrying about how much it costs.”

I follow him inside as he laces our fingers together, and we’re greeted at the door by an elderly man who makes me laugh when he offers his hand, and I put my other one into his, then he kisses my fingers. I glance at Daddy to make sure he’s not about to rip the man’s head off, but he’s just smiling, so I shrug and follow to a counter.

The whole place is empty except for us, and the sign on the door says they’re closed, but clearly not for Dex Walsh.

The counter is covered with rings, and they’re all so pretty! Rose gold, pink diamonds…

“They’re all pink!” I squeal, turning to find Daddy grinning down at me as he lets go of my hand. His hands go to my shoulders, holding me so protectively I can hardly breathe.

“Your favorite,” he says with his lips against my ear. “I wanted you to have an engagement ring you’d love.”

“Engagement…” The word doesn’t make sense at first, and then my eyes go wide. “What will Mom say?”

Dex’s chuckle is low, and it settles in my core, making me shiver with need. “I think the more important question is, what do you say, baby girl?”

For a second, the question catches me off guard, then I shake my head in disbelief. “Yes, obviously,” I say, rolling my eyes, then turn back to the counter. “What’s that one?” I ask the elderly man.

“Oh, good choice, young lady,” he says, picking it up between his thumb and forefinger. “That’s a Morganite center stone, with pink diamonds to complement it. My husband had a ring like this one when we married. Not quite the same, of course, but very similar.” He sighs wistfully as he puts the ring on my finger. Amazingly, it fits just right. “Exquisite,” he says, glancing up at Dex.

“You got that right,” he growls, and I turn and grin, holding it up for him to see.

“Can I have this one, Daddy? Please?”

Ten minutes later, we’re getting back into the limo, and I’m still admiring the way the ring looks on my finger, twisting my hand this way and that so that I can get a good look at how it sparkles in the ceiling lights inside the car. I hardly even notice as Daddy pulls me across into his lap, the car starting to move as he reaches beneath my skirt, dragging my panties down my legs.

“It’s so pretty, Daddy,” I say, then gasp as I feel his dick at my pussy. “Daddy!”

“Camera, baby. We’re engaged now, and I want to remember this moment.”

I laugh as I reach forward, flicking the switch on the camera he mounted on the little partition between us and the driver when we got in. This isn’t the first time he’s filmed what we’ve been doing, even in the couple of days since our first time. Truth is, I really like it… So much that I didn’t object when he wanted to put the video on the Daddy’s Good Girl site.

So he wants to show off having the best daughter in the world, who am I to tell him no?

Anyway, I like it. I like it a lot. I like the idea of other men seeing me like this. It’s like being a star, and they even pay to watch these videos.

As I sit back, Daddy takes hold of my hips and guides me down onto his cock as it sticks up out of the fly of his pants. It stretches me, of course. It always will. But it feels really good, too. I move up and down, and start to gasp, and hardly even notice the sound as Daddy winds down the window, loving to show me off to the whole world.

Then he guides me up and back. “Time for me to have your last hole, baby,” he whispers in my ear, and I shiver.

He squirts something on his hand from a bottle beside the seat, then spreads it up and down his shaft before sitting me back down. It feels so strange, so big and filling, as it just pushes inside my ass. I gasp, my mouth wide, as I wriggle and try to sit completely on his big, fat cock.

Daddy’s hand is at my pussy, playing with my clit, and as I glance across at the open window, I see another driver alongside us at traffic lights. He’s staring, so I smile and wave, but then I recognize him. My mind drifts back to two days ago, driving to Dex’s house.

It’s the same guy. I swear it.

And as I watch him, he honks his horn, lifts his hand, and sticks up his middle finger, and I turn away.

“What’s up, baby?” I hear Daddy’s voice before I realize I’ve stopped moving.

“Nothing.” I wipe at the tears in my eyes.

“Not nothing. You recognize that fucker?”

I nod, barely able to get out an mmm hmm.

“Remember what Daddy told you?” He moves beneath me, guiding me to bounce up and down again, up and down, his dick in my ass making it difficult to know whether I’m upset or ready to cum. “You don’t get upset, Lina Marie. You get the license plate. Go on, baby, tell me what it is.”

The lights turn green, and the car beside us speeds away. I watch it go, and as it does, I read out the license plate.

“Good girl,” he says. “Tell it to me again.”

He thrusts inside me, and I gasp. The camera is still on, still recording everything. As he fucks me in the ass, I repeat the license plate like it’s a mantra. I grab at my tits, squeezing, as he plays with my clit, and forget how upset I got.

“Again,” he demands, and I give it to him again. And again. Until Daddy fills my ass with cum and I squirt all over the camera lens.

He pushes me down onto the floor as the limo keeps moving, and refocuses the camera on my ass as he talks to those who’ll be watching later. “My good little girl,” he says. “Look at her, with Daddy’s cum filling up her ass.”

“What are you going to do with the license plate?” I ask as he pulls my ass cheeks apart, showing the white liquid pooling against my asshole.

“I’m going to do what Daddies do,” he says, kissing the back of my neck as he helps me up onto the seat. “I’m going to make sure that fucker never makes you cry again.”

He grabs a baby wipe from a packet on the shelf behind the seat and starts cleaning me up.

“Daddy?” I ask as the cool cloth works over my puckered back entrance. “Can I watch? You know, when you do whatever you’re going to do to that man?”

“Yes, baby,” he says, throwing the wipe in a little trash bin, then pulling me in close. “In fact, I’ll even give you a wrench, and you can help out. Nobody ever upsets my daughter and gets away with it. Now, show me that ring. I can’t wait for you to be my wife.”

“Wife,” I whisper as a new warm gush of his thick release trickles out of my ass.

“Did it hurt when I put my cock in your little ass?” he asks, setting his lips on the side of my head and palming my tit.

I shake my head. “Well, a little. But you’ve been licking it and putting those toys in there, and you said that was so it wouldn’t hurt, and you were right!”

“Good girl.” He kisses my cheek, and all is right with the world.

I’m a lucky girl. A good, lucky, big girl, with the best Daddy ever.

I can’t wait for tomorrow and all the days that come after that.

With Daddy. Forever.


Epilogue

Lina

One year later…

The sound of waves lapping against the shore mixes with my own gasping moans and Dex’s grunts as I shift up and down, up and down, guided by his hands on my hips. I can’t see where we’re joined. My big, pregnant belly blocks the view. But I can see my husband’s face as he watches his dick sliding in and out of my pussy, and it’s a picture of awe and contentment, and that makes me happy.

One year ago today, I brought him cherry cake for our birthdays, and I made it again today. Our daughter, Kara, laughed and played in her chair while I baked and thought about how she came into being.

She’s inside right now, with her au pair Christy. I’ll never leave her upbringing to others, the way my own mother did with me, but just once in a while, it’s nice to have the chance to be out here with Dex, just the two of us.

I’m sure I fell pregnant with her that first time my stepfather fucked me. The dates match, even though he filled me up with his special sauce dozens of times over that two-week period, and honestly, we haven’t slowed down since.

Dex loves me pregnant, and I love being pregnant, too. It’s made things a little more difficult for my college work, but he helps me with that. He’s always there, always attentive, always loving his little girls, both of us.

“Do you hope it’s a boy this time?” I ask him breathlessly as I ride him, watching the sand bunch around his shoulders in the evening light.

He bought this property without me knowing. Our own slice of paradise, he said, and it has been. Not only that, but there’s a wildlife sanctuary just two miles along the coast, and it’s all mine.

Daddy said he wanted me to have everything I ever wanted, and I told him that I never wanted the fast cars or the designer clothes, or even the houses here in the Bahamas and back in California. All I ever wanted was to rescue animals that needed a little help.

And the next day, he showed me the plans he’d had drawn up.

How he did it so fast, I have no idea, but maybe he’d already started. He knows me better than I know myself, and I know he listens when I talk. It wouldn’t surprise me to find out that he’d been planning the wildlife sanctuary long before he told me. Possibly long before we ever had sex. He had this house, after all, with its private beach and views of nothing but ocean.

“I just want our baby to be happy and healthy,” he says, stroking my belly. “Nothing else matters. That goes for Kara and you, too.”

I move up and down, up and down, feeling the orgasm build like the waves lapping the beach.

Mom was, predictably, a little pissed when we told her about us. Not shocked, not upset, just pissed. She demanded that Dex divorce her immediately, and he agreed, which kind of took the wind out of her sails. What’s more, he agreed to all her demands, even though they were ridiculous.

He said he didn’t care. He just wanted her out of his life. And when I finally admitted to him about all the affairs I knew my mom had had, he just kissed my nose and told me he knew all about them, too.

I guess nothing gets past Daddy.

We were married a couple of weeks after his divorce came through.

I know that Daddy will never leave me. I know that we’re it, for now until forever.

And that’s all that’s ever mattered.

“Good girl,” he whispers as he bounces me up and down, and I know he’s close. I am, too, but I like holding out, knowing that he would never allow himself to orgasm before me. Call it torture if you like, but I like knowing I can stretch things out as long as I want, and he will always accommodate my needs.

Because that’s what being a Daddy is all about. And I love him for it.
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